
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      Elemental Summoner 1

    

    





      
        D. Levesque

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Elemental Summoner 1

        By D. Levesque

      

      

      

      
        
        art by peterchu69

        https://www.deviantart.com/peterchu69

      

      

      

      
        
        Don’t forget to leave a review here after you are done reading the book

        And also, please sign up for my newsletter at

        http://dlevesqueauthor.com/

        You can also join my fan group on Facebook here

        https://www.facebook.com/groups/975722739547373

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2020 by D. Levesque

        All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

        may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

        without the express written permission of the author

        except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      

        
          [image: ]
        

      


    

  


  
    
      
        
        Don’t forget to leave a review here after you are done reading the book

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “Alexander, I need you to go back there and fix that leak in the bathroom,” yells my manager from behind the counter as I walk into the store.

      Fuck, I hate it when he calls me by my full name. While my given name might be Alexander, I prefer Alex. And why the hell am I fixing a leak? I’m a clerk. Ever since I told him my father was a renovation expert before he passed away from cancer, he’s decided that somehow his skills had been passed down to me.

      “Joshua,” I tell him patiently. “You know that I tried to fix it last week, and it didn’t work. Man, you need to call a plumber.”

      “I don’t have that kind of money!” Joshua says with a grimace as I walk up to him. “Can you look at it please?” he begs me.

      Technically, I don’t start for another hour. I came in early to get away from the quiet at home, and the empty fridge. My mother, bless her soul, works 70-hour weeks at the hospital as a nurse. I barely get to see her. But this week has been worse than usual. She never even got a chance to do her weekly grocery run, and I’m not allowed to do it for her since I only pick up junk food.

      I had come into work early to grab a drink and a pre-made sandwich and start reading one of the new fantasy books that one of the authors I follow had put out.

      I say with a sigh, “Sure. But the sandwich is free.”

      “Deal!” he shouts to my retreating back. “But only if you can fix it.” I stop, turn around and simply look at him. “Fine! It’s free,” he says gloomily.

      I grab a drink and one of the pre-made egg salad sandwiches out of the cooler and head to the back of the store through a door that says ‘staff only’ on it.

      Once on the other side, I open the drink, take a sip, and put it on the staff table. Beside the table are a couple of old torn up leather chairs that are a weird shade of putrid green but are comfortable as fuck, even with the duct tape that’s there to keep the tears from getting bigger. I open the package for the sandwich and I devour the first half and set it next to the drink.

      I place my bag on the chair and taking my sweatshirt off, sigh, and head to the bathroom in the back. The leak in question is coming from the water pipe, thank God, and not the sewer pipe.

      Once I get to the bathroom, I pause to look at myself in the mirror that’s above the sink, next to the toilet. God, I look like shit. I’m only 26, but I am already starting to let myself go and I look much older. The tire around my waist has gotten bigger, and my work shirt has gotten visibly tighter.

      The goatee I started growing two years ago is still there, but you would think I only started it last month. It looks so pathetic. I am sure a 12-year-old could grow a better one. But I keep it there, hoping it will somehow miraculously explode in growth one day miraculously. My receding hairline isn’t helping either. Nor do my eyes that are puffy from lack of sleep. I was up all night playing my addiction; the online game I had been playing for the last three years. To me, it was an escape from my shitty life. In it, I could pretend to be Juxar, the wizard.

      I give myself a wan smile in the mirror and bend down and look at the pipe. There is a bucket underneath it to catch the dripping water that is leaking from the joint. Last time I had tried to use some kind of plumbing tape, but it didn’t help, I guess. I look around, and I see Joshua’s store toolbox sitting next to the wall.

      I open it and look to see if the monkey wrench is there. Yep. I turn off the main water to the sink, I remove the offending cable pipe and look at it. The white plumber’s tape is still there, but it’s useful as shit. Fuck, why the hell Joshua doesn’t simply call a plumber is beyond me. The guy keeps saying he doesn’t have money, but he does. He owns fourteen of these stores. This one so happens to be the one closest to his house, which is why he comes to work here.

      Using my nail, I remove the white tape and grab a fresh roll of it from the toolbox. Maybe I had put it on wrong? I mean, is there a wrong way? I slowly wrap more tape around the pipe and then look at my handy work when I’m done. It looks like it’s on differently. Maybe the angle you use when you do it makes a difference? Shrugging, I put the pipe back together and use the monkey wrench to make sure it’s on tightly, but not enough to crack the breakable plastic ring surrounding it.

      I turn on the main water slowly, and watch to see if there are any drips. Although, last time there weren’t any either, so I might not find out ’til next week that yet again, the pipe is leaking.

      I watch it for five minutes, with my mind admittedly going back to the Quest I did last night, which is the reason I am so tired today, and I don’t see any leaking.

      I had found a Questline that no one else had found. I even checked the wiki to make sure—nothing on the site about it. So I ended up staying up late to finish it before anyone else could, taking down details about it, so I could write up a walkthrough about it later for the wiki and stamp my name on the page.

      I wash my hands clean from the germs I am sure are all over the place in here, using liberal amounts of soap and hot water until they are red and almost raw from the scrubbing. At least I know this bathroom gets cleaned weekly, as I am the one who does it. Once I’m done, I head back to my food that’s waiting for me at the staff table. I sit down and finish the other half of my sandwich and my drink, and take my book out of my bag.

      Ah, come to me, oh words of wisdom. I glance at my watch, I have forty minutes before I need to start my shift. Sweet, I think to myself. I open the book to my bookmark, which is a hot Elf girl that is mostly naked, other than the bikini she is wearing. Yeah, I know. What would a fantasy Elf girl be doing wearing a bikini? Who cares!

      To make sure I don’t get too engrossed in my book and lose time, I take my smartphone out and set the alarm for five minutes before my shift starts. Joshua hates leaving late to go home to supper with his kids and wife.
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        * * *

      

      I get pulled out of my book with a shock and stare at my phone like it is something evil. Fuck, I had just gotten to a good part of the story. As much as I want to stay and read it, I know Joshua. He docks me an hour’s pay if I am even a minute late. I learned that the hard way when I started working for him five years ago after dropping out of college. That’s right, five years. That’s part of the reason I am able to work the evening shift instead of the night shift. I have the seniority, and also Joshua likes me, even though he keeps saying I could do so much better with my life than work for him. I just shake my head and tell him I am doing exactly what I want to be doing.

      The day staff hate working with Joshua. The night staff, well, Joshua’s older brother has dibs on that shift. I put my garbage in the waste container next to the table, throwing my bottle into the blue recycle bin that I knew Joshua’s brother will end up dumping into the wastebasket anyhow. I get up and stretch, stiff from sitting down without moving for so long, and place my bookmark into my book, before putting the book inside my bag. I walk over to the set of four lockers, I set my bag in one of them and close the door, placing my thumbprint on it to lock it.

      One thing that Joshua was willing to splurge on was these lockers. He said he got them at a discount, but the staff didn’t care since they were so damn cool. No keys, no combination to remember. Just your thumbprint, I think with a grin.

      Heading to the front of the store, I walk through the door and stop dead in my tracks. There is a man in front of the counter, but he isn’t buying shit. He has a gun in his hand, and it’s pointed at Joshua. The man has a ski mask over his face, and he suddenly turns towards me, with the handgun tracking my way.

      “Whoa, whoa!” I shout at him, putting my hands up.

      This isn’t my first robbery in five years, but looking at Joshua, I can see he is white as a ghost. Working the day shift, he has never been robbed before. “Listen, if you want the cash, we can give you the cash. All right? It’s cool, man. Just my boss there, he will open the till and pass you the money. Good?” I tell him in a calm voice.

      “What the fuck, man,” the robber says, turning the gun back towards Joshua. “I asked you if you was alone, and you said yes. You fucking lied to me, you fucking asshole,” he tells Joshua, waving the gun back and forth threateningly.

      “Whoa, whoa!” I shout again, focusing his attention back on me, which unfortunately also means the gun is now facing my way again.

      “He didn’t know,” I lied. “I came in through the back door and had been reading a book in the back room. Normally I would come in through the front door about this time, for my shift,” I tell him in a soft and calm voice, even though my heart is in my throat from having a gun aimed at me.

      “You’s lying,” he says, taking a step towards me, but I stand my ground. “You probably already called the fucking cops,” the robber shouts in what I can now see is a panic. His eyes have gotten bigger, and his breathing has gotten quicker. Shit, is this guy jacked up on something?

      “No, seriously, dude. I didn’t call the cops. Listen, let my boss get you the cash from the till, and then you can go. We promise not to call the police, all right?” I tell him, unsure of what he will do. Most robbers at night are pretty well either drunk or nervous. This guy is going into full-blown panic mode.

      Suddenly, I hear a scream from the doorway. I turn, and there is an old lady who must have just walked through the door and seen us being robbed at gunpoint. Instead of acting like a normal person and backing out quietly, she screamed. Really?

      Shockingly, I hear a loud explosion, and something slams into my forehead that fucking hurts worse than the time I got a marble in the forehead from a slingshot when I was 11. And that is the last thing I remember before everything goes black.
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      With a jarring abruptness, the pain in my forehead wakes me up. I bring my hand to my head to feel for the bump that I think I should have, but there’s nothing there. It’s smooth, and there’s no pain. I look down and see that I am sitting in a chair a wooden chair-and I am on a porch overlooking a lake.

      Hearing a noise, I turn around and see a table next to me, and on the other side is an old man reading through papers from a manila folder.

      “Hmm,” I say, but the old man holds up his hand.

      While I wait for him to speak to me, I look him over. He seems to be in his eighties, with a long white beard and short white hair. His beard is clean and well kept. There are wrinkles all over his face, and it’s a face that is strong in character. He keeps looking through his papers and mumbling to himself now and then.

      How the fuck did I get here? Judging by my surroundings, it seems like I’m at some kind of cottage on a lake. The sun isn’t high, so it’s about late afternoon. I can even see ducks on the water. I look at the old man again. He is wearing jeans, cowboy boots, and a red and black western-style shirt. He has a pipe in his mouth that keeps blowing aromatic smoke, which I get a whiff of every now and then. It smells nice, I think absently.

      Where the hell am I? The last thing I remember is being with my boss Joshua, and getting robbed by a man in a ski mask who started panicking near the end. Then an old lady walked in, screamed, and set the robber off. Thinking back on it, I think I heard an explosion as well.

      “Excuse me,” I try speaking to the old man again.

      He looks up and sighs in exasperation. “Listen kid, I am trying to go through your paperwork as fast as I can. I just want five minutes. Is that too much to ask?” he says, turning to me. The gaze he gives me is so intensely powerful that I lose my tongue and just nod to him, swallowing hard. The old man nods, puffs out more smoke from his pipe and turns away, looking back down at the paperwork in front of him.

      What does he mean, my paperwork? I don’t bother asking, as it seems like asking questions won’t get me anywhere anyway, but it will make him look at me again with those piercing eyes. And that gaze! What the hell?!? It’s like I had lost the ability to speak.

      After a couple of minutes of sitting quietly, I realize it’s kind of peaceful here. I never was a nature kind of person. I grew up in the city of Boston, the same as my last name, and never really traveled. My mom has been a full-time nurse since I was two years old, and my dad, before he passed away, worked for the city as some kind of city manager. They never really took me on camping trips or to a cabin. When we went away, it was to places like Disney or Florida, to stay in some type of timeshare.

      After being quiet for a good ten minutes, the old man turns to me. “So we have a problem, kid,” he tells me with a heavy sigh.

      “Problem?” I ask him, as I’m not sure what’s going on.

      “You died early,” the old man says, nodding as he puts the folder on the table between us.

      I look at him strangely, not understanding what he means. Died early? What does he mean died early? I feel quite alive. I reach down as I’ve seen people do in movies and I pinch myself, and feel genuine pain at the act.

      “How can I be dead?” I ask the old man with a small laugh. “Is this some kind of joke that someone is playing on me?” But the nervous laugh I let out shows just how unsure I’m feeling.

      “What do you remember last?” the old man asks, looking at me with a soft gaze this time.

      “I was with my boss Joshua, and we were getting robbed,” I tell him, a frown on my face. “Then there was an old lady who walked in on the robbery, and she screamed. After that, it’s all black. I am not sure what happened,” I finish, my face scrunched up in concentration.

      “Well, I can tell you. You died. That bullet went straight through your head. In and out,” the old man sighs. “You were not the intended victim. It wasn’t your time.”

      I look at him oddly. “What do you mean, I was not the intended victim?” I ask him.

      The old man takes the pipe out of his mouth and bangs it against the side of the porch, knocking the ashes out of it. I watch as they flutter away on the wind. He takes a pouch out of his right side pants pocket and fills up the bowl again before putting the pouch away. Then he produces a match from his other pocket and lights the pipe up again, puffing away before he begins to speak.

      “So, you were not supposed to be shot. The bullet was meant for your boss, Joshua. It was his time, not yours,” he says, blowing out a ring of smoke.

      I just sit there and stare at him in surprise for a minute. I’ve never believed in the idea that everyone dies for a reason or that everyone has a time to die. Yet if I am to believe that what this old man is saying is true, it would mean I died from a bullet that was meant for someone else?

      “How is that even possible, and just who are you anyhow?” I ask him, unsure at this point what I should be thinking. I feel like this is happening way too fast, and I feel so off somehow, like I’m not all here in body and in spirit.

      The old man simply nods at me. “Fair question. I guess I should have introduced myself first, but your case is special and my Angels brought it to my attention as they were unsure how to handle it. Then I got distracted once I started reading your file,” he says, tapping the manila folder that’s still sitting on the table between us. “This doesn’t happen often,” the old man continues. “My name is God.”

      “God?” I say incredulously, my tone making it quite clear that I think the old man is nuts.

      “God, Allah, Holy one. Pick one,” God says, shrugging his shoulders. “I am the God of this world. Well, actually I am the God of this Universe and a couple more. Though I much prefer this world over all my other ones, as this was my first one. My Angels run most of the other worlds in my name,” God says with a smile.

      “And I am just supposed to believe you’re God?” I ask him skeptically, a frown on my face.

      He holds up his fingers and snaps them. Suddenly, I find myself floating in space looking down at the Earth, the old man next to me, but we are still in our chairs. Fuck, we are even still sitting on the porch. The only thing that’s changed is the location. I look down and see that the clouds are moving, and the shadow of the sun is moving across the Earth’s surface as it turns. Peering over to my left, I see something that makes me jerk in shock. It’s a satellite. A human-built satellite. The old man glances over and notices what I am looking at.

      “Yes, you humans are cluttering up my world, but that’s all right. You haven’t left it yet, and I figure once you do, it will get cleaner. I am patient.” The old man who calls himself God snaps his fingers again, and we are back on Earth, next to the lake with the ducks.

      Suddenly I feel myself start to shake, shocked not just at meeting God, but at knowing that I died. I bring my knees up to my chest. Fuck, what about my mom? I am about to say to myself, what about my friends, but I don’t have any friends. At all. I was pretty much a loner when I was alive. I lived in my mom’s house and didn’t or wasn’t doing anything with my life.

      I worked at Joshua’s store to make money to pay for games and books to read. Hell, I was a twenty-six-year-old Otaku, as the Japanese would call them. I mean, I wasn’t much into anime or manga and didn’t keep tons of little tiny statues, but I was heavily into gaming, and I did read light novels.

      “Alex?” God says to me softly. “I am truly sorry that your time came early. You were not fated to die until,” he picks up the manila folder, opening it and reading from a page before continuing, “you reached 72 years old.”

      “Then what the hell happened?” I ask him, turning my head towards him. That is when I notice he is blurry. I lift my hand and realize I have tears in my eyes.

      God sighs and puts the folder back down. “Chance. While I am omnipresent, there are times even I am blindsided by things. As God, I have control over what everyone does, most of the time. But it’s not a full one hundred percent and it seems that today you feel through that infinitesimally small crack and were somewhere you should not have been. You were supposed to call in sick and be home in bed. But looking over the files, I see the stomach bug that was supposed to hit you never did, and you ended up going in. Joshua, your boss, was supposed to work your shift.”

      “So Joshua was supposed to die?” I ask him in horror. The man had a family! “How come? What did he do to deserve to die?”

      “He didn’t do anything,” God says. “It’s just that everyone lives their lives the way they do. You were meant to be sick today and stay home. Joshua was meant to work your shift, and that robber was doing what he was meant to do, which included, as I am sure you surmised, panicking and shooting a weapon off. That old lady’s screaming was the catalyst to the shooting and it just so happened that you were there when you were not supposed to be, so instead of the gun pointing at Joshua, it was pointing-”

      “At me,” I finish for him with a sigh of understanding.

      “Exactly. So, now I have a problem,” he says again.

      “What’s the problem? Can’t you just, I don’t know. You’re God. Snap your fingers like earlier and take me back to before I got shot?” I ask him.

      Shaking his head with a sad smile, God says, “No. Even as God, I can’t break the time barrier. The scientists you have on Earth who talk about time travel being possible are missing so many variables to their equations it makes me laugh at times. But I have to give them kudos for trying. No. It’s not possible.  But the issue is, while you haven’t done anything to get you sent to what you call Hell, you also haven’t done much to get you sent to Heaven. I can’t send you back since your body has a hole through its head,” he says sadly. “There is one choice I can give you, though,” he says slowly.

      “What is it?” I ask, grabbing on to hope.

      “You can take over Joshua’s life,” God says.

      “What? Like a body-snatcher kind of thing?” I ask him, wincing.

      “A what?” God says with a frown, but then his face clears up. “Ah, had to look up the reference. Not so much like that, but close. You would live your life out as Joshua. I would put your soul into his body, and his soul would go to wherever it is meant to go. You would have all his memories and live your life out until the age of 72.”

      “What about my memories?” I ask him slowly, not sure I like this idea. Joshua has a family, and they aren’t mine. Can I live with his kids and his wife? I mean, his wife is hot, but she is a gold digger, and kids?

      “You would keep them, but after a year they would disappear and you would fully become Joshua.”

      “Yeah, not sure I like that idea,” I tell him with a grimace. “So I guess I go to whatever the Catholics call purgatory?” I say with a heavy sigh. Great, I wasn’t even religious when I was alive. My parents raised me as an atheist, and here I am, talking to fucking God.

      God doesn’t answer me, but instead just stares at me intently. I mean, not like earlier where it made me lose my ability to talk, but hard enough to make me shift on my chair nervously. “What?” I ask him in a timid voice.

      “There might be an alternative,” he says, sounding unsure.

      “Alternative?” I ask him, now curious. “Like maybe I can go back as a baby?”

      “No, that would be taking the body away from a new soul,” he says, shaking his head. “I am thinking more of putting you on another world of mine,” he says with a speculative look on his old face.

      “What?” I ask him in shock.
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      “What do you mean another world?” I ask God in confusion.

      “Well, as I said, I have many worlds. Earth is just one of them. Each one is different and has different rules. Another thing your scientists don’t understand. As God, I can do what I want.”

      “Except time travel,” I tell him with a raised eyebrow.

      “Except time travel,” God says with a laugh. “I can even sweeten the pot for you in order to make your choice easier. As I read your file, I saw that you are into games and Fantasy books?”

      I stare at God, trying to figure out what he is getting at, but his face is indecipherable. “Yes,” I say slowly. “Although honestly, now knowing that I am dead, I hate that I let my life waste away just playing games and reading books,” I finish with a defeated sigh. I mean, how the fuck was I supposed to know God was real and that I would die so young? At least I didn’t die a virgin. Not that I’d been having sex in the last year or so.

      “Well, this world I can send you to has magic in it,” God says with a wink.

      “What!?” I say, sitting up in my chair. “Actual magic? But wait. How would I go there? As a baby? Would I forget all about this world and be reborn there?” I ask him suspiciously.

      “Nope. You would go as yourself, fully remembering your life here. You would just never be able to come back here. Ever. I would even make you powerful on that world, though with a caveat,” he says, his face again unreadable. The smile from before is gone.

      Shit, what am I going to have to promise him in order to go to a world where magic is real? My soul? I mean, doesn’t he already have that? Isn’t that what I am right now, just a soul?

      “What’s the caveat?” I ask him, feeling like I am about to walk into a den of lions.

      “Since you are going with your memories, you can’t go fuck up that world too much,” God says with a scowl.

      “What? How the hell would I fuck it up?” I ask him in surprise. How the hell does he think I would change that world? I am a freaking 26-year-old dork who used to play games and read books. I worked in a convenience store. What does he expect me to do? Take over the world and cause an industrial revolution? Go around changing everything overnight?

      “You Earthlings, compared to the beings on the world I am sending you to, are all about progress and change. If you are going to change my world at some point, have the decency to not be a dick about it,” God says, as if reading my mind.

      “I can promise that. But I mean, I’m a geek. I know fantasy stuff. Ask me hard science questions and forget it. I mean, I can’t even build myself a fire with two sticks if I want to. I know the idea behind it, but that’s about it. I can promise you I am not out to change a world,” I vow to him wholeheartedly, holding my hand up in a Scout’s honor way.

      “I guess I will never see you again?” I ask him. “Or this place?” I say, waving my hand around, meaning Earth, really, not so much this cottage on the lake.

      Shaking his head, God says, “Unfortunately not. Though you will remember me. And Alex? Enjoy this new life I am giving you. And just so you know, the bible and all that was something I had only in this world. Each world is unique, and I did it that way for a reason. The world you are going to be sent to? They don’t have a bible as you know it here,” he says softly, with a smile that brings out the laugh lines on his face.

      “So there is religion there?” I ask him, intrigued despite being nervous as hell. I mean, how will I survive in this world? “Oh, and is there any way I could get a weapon before I go to this world? Even a knife so I can defend myself?” I blurt out before he has a chance to answer my first question.

      “Don’t worry, I will make sure you are good in that department. As for religion, all my worlds have some type of religion. This one I actually set up to have multiple deities.”

      “There is more than one God like you?” I ask him in astonishment.

      “Not really,” he says with a grin. “I just set up my Angels with power, and they act as the Gods. Though, I run the show. The world you are going to has five ‘Gods’. They are based on the five elements—Fire, Water, Earth, Air, and Mind. There really isn’t a religion per se. They just believe in that element as part of their world.”

      Fuck, so magic there is based on the five elements? I wonder if I’ll be able to use magic there? I want to ask God, but I seriously don’t want to have him say something like, ‘Oh, right, you’re from Earth, I can’t give it to you. You would be too powerful, blah blah blah’ or something like that. I mean, he said I would have weapons when I go into the world. I guess I will need to get this fat body into better shape to be able to use them, I think with a sigh. But man, magic! I can’t wait to see it in action. As long as it’s not directed towards me, of course, I think with a chuckle.

      “So, can you tell me anything else about this world?” I ask him, excited despite the fact that not that long ago I found out I was dead on Earth, with a bullet hole in my skull.

      “Hmm,” God says with a distracted look, as if he is looking at something far away. “Well, the social mores are different. I will let you figure that one out on your own. Also, there are different races. That’s about it.”

      “Nice,” I say. I guess it makes sense that there would be other races. I mean, look at my own world, Earth? We have so many people of different skin colors and backgrounds. I’ve never been sure of mine, as I am a mix of multiple races. I’m part Cree, French, Italian, and who knows what else. I mean, I’m from Boston!

      “Are you ready?” God asks me.

      “I think so? I mean, what can I expect?” I ask him.

      “I can tell you that you won’t die, yet. Though remember, this journey means your timer is being reset. I can’t tell you when your time is up, though. Also, I am not putting you in the middle of a town. That would be too jarring to your senses, as it’s not like a city on Earth. But I promise you will have the tools to survive,” God says sagely, but also pretty fucking cryptically in my opinion.

      “Thanks?” I tell him, unsure what he means by that last part. “So what do you do? Snap your fingers and I am there?” I ask him, curious to know how I will travel to this new world.

      “What?” he says with a laugh. “Of course not. That’s no fun. We will do it this way,” he says before snapping his fingers. But instead of being transported to a new world, in front of us, just off the porch and between the lake and the cabin, is a black portal that is swirling with dark lights.

      God gets up, and I get up with him. That’s when I notice that he is short. I mean, I am not tall at only five feet five, but he seems to be only five feet tall himself. Why would God be short? He must see my look because he laughs.

      “I enjoy being short, is all,” he says with a grin.

      “Like a gnome?” I tell him jokingly.

      “Good people, gnomes,” he says with a grin. I honestly can’t tell if he is joking or what, but I laugh with him and agree.

      “Now, one more thing,” he says when we get to the portal. “This is a one-way ticket—no coming back. And you can’t ask for my help. Ever. Because I won’t answer. If it’s your time to go, it’s your time to go. Got it?” he says, his voice now firm.

      Swallowing hard, I say, “Yes. Got it.”

      “Good,” he says with a firm nod. “But Alex, I promise this world won’t be hard for you. I am giving you the tools to make up for this fiasco. Go enjoy life, your new life, to its fullest. Few people get a second chance like this. Take it by the horns and don’t let go, all right?” God says, his voice softening some, and he puts a hand on my back and looks up at me.

      “Yes, I will. I promise,” I tell him.

      “Good,” he says, and with that, he pushes me towards the portal with more strength than I thought possible for someone so small. It’s more like he practically threw me. I slam into the portal’s black light, and that’s the last thing I remember before everything goes dark.
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        * * *

      

      Waking up slowly, I realize I hurt all over. Fuck me, did I fall down the stairs again? The last time I did that I was twelve, but damn, it hurt. I even broke two ribs. However, it doesn’t feel like I broke anything this time. It just hurts all over. Turning over onto my back at the bottom of the stairs, I look up and get a shock. I am not at the bottom of the stairs. Instead, I am staring at the underside of a tree’s canopy and it’s nighttime, yet I can see pretty well. The moon must be out.

      Then the memories from the meeting I had with God hit me, and I groan again, putting a hand over my eyes. That little fucker was strong. He threw me through the damn portal. Did I maybe enter it too fast, and instead of going through it I hit it, and then slid through after passing out from hitting it so hard? Fuck, it feels that way. I remove my arm from my eyes and look up at the trees. So, I am in a forest. I get up slowly, still unsteady on my feet, and try to take in my bearings. My legs and arms feel odd, though that might be because I just went through a portal to another world.

      I look for a bag or something. I don’t see one. That fucker lied to me! There are no weapons here! “God fucking dammit,” I shout into the sky, hoping he hears me. “You fucking lied to me!”

      “Though I guess I should be grateful I am not dead,” I say with a sigh as I calm down. Though, how the fuck am I supposed to survive now?

      The clothes I am wearing are definitely not clothes from Earth, I can tell that much. I am wearing a pair of gray leather pants with gray boots, and even my shirt is gray leather, with a cloak attached to the back. What am I? The Gray Man? There are pockets in the pants, so I put my hands in them, but they are empty.

      I see a pouch tied to my leather belt, gray also, so I pull it open and reach in. My hand hits several pieces of metal, which jingle. I pull some of them out and see that they are coins of different colors—gold, silver, and copper. More coppers than either the gold or silver.

      I add up what I just pulled out and I have nine coppers, one silver and one gold. Putting those coins in my other hand first, I reach into my bag again and bring out all the coins in my bag. Counting them, I see that I have twenty coppers, ten silver and just two gold. Is that a lot here? How would it relate to American money, I wonder? I reach into my bag yet again to see if there is a weapon in there, but no such luck. It’s just the money and a piece of lint. I put the coins and the lint back in as I sigh with frustration.

      Then I hear it. Singing. It’s a very beautiful voice, but it’s singing in a language I can’t quite understand. It’s almost like it’s just beyond my reach to understand the words. I want to see who is singing, but first I take one more look around for any kind of weapon. Not seeing any, I head towards the voice.
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      As I walk through the forest towards the voice, I am sure I sound like a bull going through a china shop. Whoever is singing must be able to hear me loud and clear. I might as well be shouting or banging pots. Actually I would take a pot right now, if I could use it as a weapon to defend myself. Even though there’s no way they can’t hear me, the person hasn’t stopped singing, though.

      The wooded area I am in is damp with dew, and I am really unsure how I can see perfectly through the night like this. Walking in the dark back home usually sucked for me. I reach up to scratch the back of my neck and feel something odd, stopping me dead in my tracks. Hair. Long hair being held together by a band of leather. I slowly bring some of it forward, as it’s that fucking long, and see that it’s black – a midnight black. What in the fuck!?! The hair I had on Earth was more of a dark brown and very light and fine. I had expected to be bald by the time I hit my forties!

      I reach up to the top of my head, to the back where I know I have a bald spot starting, and I meet hair. Thick hair, not the thin spot of skin that I usually feel through the little hair that’s left. What the fuck did God do? Tentatively, I touch the scraggly goatee I’d been growing on Earth, and instead of that, I feel a beard-a well-trimmed, thick beard-which I am sure is just as black as my new hair.

      Quickly I reach into my pants, but my dick is the same size. Thank God. While I was a dork, and short, I had that going for me, as the girls would always tell me after dumping me. I wonder what else God changed? I wish I had a damn mirror! Suddenly, the singing reminds me of what I was doing before I interrupted myself. Slowly moving forward again through the trees, I keep walking as the voice gets louder. Then I see her.

      She is sitting on a rock, and she is not human, that much I can tell. Even from this distance, I can see that her ears are the ears of an Elf! I know God said this world had other races, but I thought he meant races of people! Not different species! The Elf is beautiful and unlike any woman I have ever seen. Although she isn’t looking at me, she is facing me, and I can see her eyes. They are an amazing cerulean blue that, even in the dark, seem to shine on their own. She is wearing a leather outfit, but there is no way that this is armor. Unless it’s similar to most RPG games that I have played, where they make women’s armor incredibly skimpy.

      She has long blond hair, and as she continues to sing, I realize that although the language she is using is different than the one I know, I am starting to understand it. I am not sure how. Her lips, which are just as beautiful as her, are singing words that I know are not English, and yet I still comprehend them. She is singing a song of water and lakes, and how the water feeds the surrounding forests. I move closer to hear her song better and I end up stepping on a stick, causing it to snap really loud. The singing stops abruptly, and the Elf looks up and sees me.

      Her eyes widen in shock and she stands up, and suddenly there is a blue ball in her hand, and it’s lit with an inner light. Fuck, is she using magic? I don’t have time to think after that, because suddenly that magical ball of whatever it is, is hurtling towards me. Oh shit, I am about to die. I bring my hand up to ward off the blow of whatever is coming at me when I hear a voice speaking another language in my head.

      Fire. Heat, the giver of life, or the taker of it. Like a flame of the sun, it can burn, or it can nurture. Keyword. Fire.

      “Fire?” I say out loud. But although the voice in my head had been speaking in the language of the Elf, I repeat the word in English.

      Somehow, as soon as I’m done speaking, a wall of fire appears between me and the flying whatever. It hits the wall of fire and stops and turns into steam. Fuck, it was water she threw at me? Suddenly there are more balls of water flying at me, but each time the water ends up dying on the wall of fire, which somehow I can see through.

      “Wait!” I yell. “I am not here to hurt you!”

      What the fuck? How am I able to speak in her language? I thought I was speaking in English, but that’s not what came out. Is that the weapon that fucking God dude was talking about? Magic? Did he give me fucking magic? Holy shit! The Elf isn’t listening to me and keeps hurtling magic balls, but I can see that instead of being angry now, she is scared.

      “Wait! I just heard your singing and I found it beautiful, so I came to listen to it,” I tell her, desperately hoping she will stop.

      But she doesn’t, and she is now throwing them so fast, it’s nuts. Do people not have mana or power pools here to limit the amount they can shoot? I need to figure out a way to stop her from shooting at me. If only I had magical ropes. As soon as I think that, I hear more words in my head.

      Earth. Mud, rocks, plants, forests. The giver of food and life. As with all things, it can kill you or feed you. Keyword. Earth.

      “Earth,” I say, and again it’s in English, but I feel the power behind that one word. I imagine vines coming out of the ground and wrapping around her wrists and bringing her down to the ground. Gently! I amend that last thought.

      Without warning, vines pop out of the ground, causing her eyes to widen in fear even more. Faster than she can move, they wrap around her wrists and bring her flat down to the ground, causing the magical water ball in her hand to sputter. But then, that water ball changes into a knife, and she starts cutting the vine.

      Another vine shoots out of the ground and wraps around her wrist, replacing the one that she just cut. I can see the anger appear on her face, and suddenly she has a spinning blade of water in each of her hands, and they are cutting through the vines. However just as quickly, more vines are shooting out of the ground to replace them.

      What the holy fuck! Shit, think. Think like a gamer! What Elements can I even play with? God mentioned five of them. So do I have Water as well? Can I use Water and Air to create ice?

      Water. Quencher of Thirst. Eroder of rock. Shaper of the world. Keyword. Water.

      Wind. Storm master. Path destructor, or the gentle breeze in your hair. Keyword. Wind.

      “Water, Wind,” I say again in English, lifting both my hands, palms up.

      As I finish, a ball of water appears in one of my hands, and on the palm of my other hand, a ball of air. I slap both of them together, and then I swing my arms to the right, away from my body, and they both disappear in a blur.

      I hear a shout of surprise, and glancing back at the Elf girl quickly, I see water surround her wrists, then her hands, and finally her spinning blades. Following quickly behind the water, a wind blows through the area, and her hands are suddenly encased in ice, causing the water blades that had been spinning to freeze, and stopping them in their tracks.

      I stare at the firewall in front of me, and I try to think about how to cancel it. Maybe I have to use English again?

      “Fire,” I say in English, and think of it going away.

      And just like that, the firewall between me and this beautiful and now angry Elf woman, who is glaring daggers of pure hatred at me, disappears. I look at her closer, and see a lot of fear as well.

      I walk up to her and bend down, so that I am eye level with her, since the water and vines had pulled her down into a squatting position.

      “You will not take me,” she cries, struggling to get out of the ice handcuffs? Ice manacles? Ice jail? No fucking clue what to even call these things. When she talks, I notice that while I understand her, she’s not speaking English.

      “You do understand that I wasn’t trying to attack you, correct?” I ask her. Shockingly, I am talking in the same language as her, but I don’t even know how I am doing it! As I speak the words, I just know what to say, even though in my head, I am speaking in English.

      “How do you know how to speak Elvish?” she asks me in shock.

      “What? I don’t know. The same way I was able to understand you when you were singing,” I tell her, looking at her in confusion.

      Is that another gift from God? To know, speak and understand any language? Fucking hell! He said he would give me weapons to survive. Are magic and hmm, the gift of tongues, the weapons?

      “Wait, you understood me singing a song in Elder Elvish?” the beautiful Elf says in horror.

      “Yes?” I say, unsure why she sounds so upset at that prospect. “I mean, it had to do with water, river, and trees, or the trees being nourished by the river,” I tell her. “I assume since you can use Water magic, that was why you were singing it?”

      She doesn’t answer but looks at me and then down at her hands before asking, “How is it you are able to use more than one Element?”

      Now it’s my turn to look down at her hands and then up at her face again. She looks confused; probably just as much as I am. “I don’t know. Can’t everyone here use magic?” I ask her.

      She struggles in the Ice Manacles-which is the name I’ve decided to go with for now-for a second or two, but I can tell she isn’t putting much effort in it. It looks more like she is testing their strength. After a minute she stops and settles down on her legs to take the weight off of them.

      “Who are you?” she asks me, looking up at me.

      “Oh. Hi, I’m Alex,” I tell her with a shrug. “And you are?”

      “I am Leeha Nightleaf,” she says slowly. “You do not have a full name, Alex?” she asks me with an inquisitive look on her beautiful Elven face. Now that I am closer, I can see that her eyes are a piercing blue and her lips are red and full.

      Oh, wait. If I give her my real name, will I be under her power? Honestly, I never really did like my last name Boston. I decide since I am on a new world, I will give myself a new name, so I go with-. What? Shit. Does it need to be a real name? I mean, let’s see. It seems like I can summon all the elements like a summoner. Oh, hey, I like that: Alex, the Elemental Summoner.

      “My name is Alex, the Elemental Summoner,” I tell her with a grin, excited at the idea of using a cool title like that instead of a last name.

      But instead of smiling at my joke, she turns white and starts to struggle harder than she was before.

      “No, no. It cannot be! Let go of me!” She is sobbing and crying, and I can see blood on her wrists where she is trying to pull away from the Ice Manacles. Shit, what the fuck? How can I make her stop? She is going to hurt herself!

      Mind. What is real and what is fake? Memories of love, anger, hate, and others are fleeting, but vivid reminders that we are creatures of emotions. Keyword. Mind.

      Shit, mind. Let’s see. “Mind,” I say in English again. Then, looking at her as she struggles, I say in English, “Sleep.”

      Suddenly she slumps down, sleeping with her wrists still in the Ice Manacles.

      “What the fucking hell,” I say out loud, and I am so frazzled I can’t tell if I say it in English or Elven. I just sit there and stare at the Elf who freaked out when I said I was the Elemental Summoner.
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      As I gaze down at the beautiful sleeping Elf, I have got to wonder what in the fuck just happened here. She didn’t freak out ‘til I said the phrase Elemental Summoner. I mean, I only thought of using it because in some of the games I have played online, a Summoner was a character who could call up the Elements, like Fire, or Water, or such. I figured since it appears that I can call up all the Elements instead of just one, I would call myself the Elemental Summoner.

      How the fuck was I supposed to know that it would cause her to try to get away from me as if I had said that I was about to kill her? I mean, she was definitely afraid after I told her my name. No, not afraid. She was terrified. She even ignored the pain in her wrists to try to get away. I am sure if she could have, she would have gnawed her own hands off to get away from me.

      I am not sure I want to be here when she wakes up, but I can’t leave her like this. Glancing at the ice around her wrists, I say, “Wind, Water,” in English, and think of it melting away. The ice turns into water again and slowly sinks into the forest’s loamy bed.

      I look at the Elf and think again that maybe I should not be around when she wakes up. If she is freaking out, I need to leave. But how long will she sleep for? Will she only sleep until I take the spell off her? I decide to see what happens if I take it off while I am still squatting in front of, Leeha, was it?

      “Mind,” I utter in English.

      I guess the trigger is to speak English, and it seems the commands need to be in English as well. “Sleep for ten seconds,” I say, and wave my hand towards her.

      Just before I count to ten, I say, “Mind,” again and I wait. At the count of ten, she jerks awake, but before she can move, I say, “Sleep for one hour,” and she crashes down to the bed of the forest again. I don’t want to do more than one hour, in case there are bears or whatever around here.

      Good, so that worked. It seems I can say how long I want someone to sleep for. Nodding, I look around and try to decide which way I should go. I definitely want to be as far from her as possible when she wakes up. If she is that afraid of me, she might also try to kill me. I wish I had a map to help me figure this out.

      I wonder if this will work like in a game world, so I say, “Map,” in English. I wait ten seconds and nothing pops up. Chuckling to myself, I think, yeah. This isn’t a game world, Alex. Don’t be an idiot. It’s a magic world, but not a game world.

      Shaking my head ruefully, I stand up and say to the sleeping Elf, “Well, Leeha. It was nice meeting a beautiful Elf like you. Hell, you are the first Elf I ever met, so I can’t really compare you to others. Be safe.”

      I decide to walk around the lake and head off into the woods as far as I can go. I will need to keep my spells handy, in case I need to defend myself. That firewall spell was good, but looking at the spot where I had thrown it, I see that the ground is charred, and the only reason there hadn’t been a big fire was because the ground was wet.

      Let’s see what else I can do weapon wise. I lift my right hand and say, “Fire.” Then with the flame in my hand, I point it at the water and utter in English, “Fire Arrow.” Suddenly the fire in my hand changes shape, and faster than I can see, it fires off straight into the lake with a hissing sound and an explosion of water.

      “Shiiiit,” I say out loud, staring at the lake. I look down at my hands and think, yep. That’s a handy weapon.

      Shaking my head, I look up at the sky and say, “Thanks, God, for all the tools. Let’s hope I can survive this new world.”

      I look down at the beautiful Elf one more time, and then turn around and head towards the other side of the lake and my new adventure.
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      This new adventure can go fucking blow its left tit. Jesus Christ, are the bugs here supposed to be this big? I killed a mosquito that I am sure was an inch long. At least the camp I set up is dry, and I have a pleasant fire going. No food over the fire though, as my stomach keeps reminding me. I would say it’s been a good six or seven hours since I left that hot Elf. I need food but I have no clue how to get it. I don’t even know what wild plants are ok to eat without killing me.

      My outdoor skills are so crappy that I am sure if I found a blueberry bush, I would eat them, only to find out they weren’t blueberries. I mean fuck, blueberries come in a plastic container that crinkles! At least I figured out that my Fire spell was handy to start a fire. I just gathered wood together in a pile and said, “Fire. Finger flame,” and I had a small flame on the tip of my finger.

      I sit back on the rock that I built the fire next to, as a sort of shelter from the wind coming from one direction, and I contemplate what the fuck is happening to me. I haven’t really had time to soak in the fact that I had died on Earth, and that I now have a new body that seems to be in amazing shape, as I wasn’t the least bit out of breath after all that walking I had done so far today. Not to mention that fact that I can use magic. Or should it be Magic with a capital M? Whatever. It’s fucking Magic!

      And oddly enough, it seems that the trigger is the English language. Why would God do that? I mean, that would make me too powerful, wouldn’t it? But wait. I don’t remember that Elf saying any words to cast her Water blades. Do I need to say my words out loud? I hold up my hand and think. Water. Suddenly there is a globe of water in my hand.

      “Jesus Fucking hell!” I blurt out in surprise

      I think the same word again to get rid of it-Water-and it disappears as fast as it appeared. Wow. Concentrating, I think—Water Spear, and in my hand is a spear made of water. I see a tree across from the fire from me. Focusing on it, I think of the spear leaving my hand and going into the tree. Faster than I can imagine, the spear leaves my palm and slams into the tree.

      Stunned, I just sit there and stare at it in shock. Within ten seconds, the Water Spear disappears, but I can still see the mark where it entered the tree, causing an explosion of wood chips.

      “How did you do that?” says a voice from above me.

      Without thinking, I throw myself across the fire and create a Water Spear, shooting it off at whoever is behind me. Too late, I see it’s the Elf who I had met earlier in the day. Suddenly in front of her is a shield that seems to be made of water. My Water Spear slams into it, making her fly backward off the rock she had been sitting on, which happens to be the same one I had been leaning against.

      “Fuck!” I shout. Running around the fire and the rock, I see that she is lying on the ground on her back, dazed. I rush up to her.

      “I am so sorry. I didn’t think before I shot it off. Are you all right?” I ask her worriedly.

      The Elf focuses on me and tries to say something, but instead she coughs, turning over and spitting up blood. Holy crap, did my spear go through her? I quickly reach for her chest, looking for an entry wound to cover so she doesn’t bleed out, but instead, my palm meets smooth and warm skin, with no hole that I can see. Then I notice I have my hand on her breast, just above her nipple, which I now see has somehow popped out during her fall.

      I blurt out, “Sorry,” before hurriedly backing away from her. “I thought my spear went into you, and I was trying to cover up the hole so you would not bleed out,” I tell her lamely.

      The Elf looks at me oddly but doesn’t answer me. She sits up and spits up more blood again on the ground beside her, before looking back at me.

      “You are not disgusted by touching me?” she asks me finally.

      “No, why the hell would I be disgusted by touching a beautiful Elf?” I ask her. Oh shit, did I just blurt that out? “And hmm. You might want to cover up,” I tell her, pointing to her chest and trying not to stare.

      Her right breast is still sticking out of its leather armor, which honestly looks more like a leather swimsuit with a split down the middle. It’s more like a corset with her stomach exposed, but her sides covered. When I looked at her when she was passed out earlier today, her back had been exposed as well. It’s a pretty odd choice for armor, if you ask me.

      “You do not find this repugnant?” she asks me, pointing to her exposed breast and nipple. I can’t help but look at it again since she is pointing at it, and it is kind of sticking out.

      “Why would I find that repugnant?” I ask her, confused. Am I missing something?

      “Because you are human,” she says as if that explains everything.

      “What? And?” I ask her, needing a shit ton more clarification than just ‘because you are human. As if that would tell me everything?

      She looks at me strangely again but doesn’t answer. Suddenly she gets up and moves quickly until she is sitting in front of me, her knees almost touching me.

      “Give me your hand,” she asks me slowly, sounding unsure.

      Not understanding why she wants my hand, I place it out for her to take. But she doesn’t take it at first. Instead, she looks up at my face, searchingly. What is she looking for? Then, without warning, she grabs it and pulls me towards her, placing my hand, palm open, on her nipple.

      “What the hell!” I say, getting up quickly and snatching my hand away from her.

      “See! You are disgusted by me!” she says triumphantly.

      “I am not disgusted by you,” I tell her defensively. “It’s just that where I come from, women don’t usually go around grabbing men’s hands and placing them on their exposed tits,” I explain to her.

      “Prove it,” she says sharply, staring at me hard with those two amazing cerulean blue eyes.

      “What?” I ask her, and now it’s my turn to look at her oddly.

      “Prove it,” she repeats, patting the ground in front of her that I had just vacated.

      “All right,” I tell her slowly, uncertain of what the hell she means. How am I going to prove it?

      Sitting down in front of her again, I look at her and wait. She scoots forward until our knees touch, but I don’t move. At first, she simply stares at my face. After sitting like that for a good thirty seconds, she leans towards me and places her hands on my legs. She keeps leaning into me, towards my face. I just swallow but don’t move. She stares at me again, as if searching my face for something—no clue what.

      Gradually, she leans her face towards me until our noses almost touch. Hell, she’s close enough to kiss. Without thinking about it, I lean forward as well, and our lips touch. Her eyes widen in shock, and she pulls back.

      “You truly do not find me disgusting at all?” she says in an awed and confused voice.

      “Yeah, sorry about the kiss. I couldn’t help it. It’s not often that I get a beautiful Elf in front of me who is so close I can kiss her. Please accept my apology,” I tell her, blushing at my actions.
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      “This makes no sense,” she says, bewilderment on her face.

      “What makes no sense Leeha? Can I call you Leeha?” I ask her.

      Nodding absently, she continues and repeats, “You are human,” as if that explains it.

      “All right. Let’s pretend, Leeha, for some odd reason that I have no clue what you mean when you say ‘you are human’ as a reason why I should find you disgusting, all right?” I tell her.

      “But, you are human?” she says, looking at me as if for confirmation.

      “I think I am human,” I tell her. “Do I look human?”

      “What? Of course you look human. What else would you be?” Leeha asks me with a frown.

      I tell her with a sigh, “Yes. I am human.” I might as well go with that since I didn’t know there were other actual unique races in this world before God sent me here. It makes sense that he kept me human. It would have felt weird going from Human to, well, an Elf, or something more exotic, presuming there are more exotic things here.

      “So, I assume from your reactions that humans don’t like Elves?” I ask her.

      “Not just Elves,” she tells me, looking at me to see if I am being facetious. “All other races that aren’t human.”

      “Oh, there are other races other than humans and Elves?” I ask her, brightening up at her words. Oh my God! There are other races here! What are they?

      Leeha tilts her head. “Were you hit in the head?”

      “What?” I ask her, perplexed.

      “How can you forget there are six dominant races and then all the monster races,” Leeha snorts at me.

      “Let’s assume I did hit my head, Leeha,” I tell her. Inside, I am freaking out. There are six different-wait. Did she say monster races too? “Remind me of the races?” I ask her excitedly.

      “Very well, Alex,” she says, using my name finally. I had hoped using hers would make her comfortable enough to start using mine.

      “There are you humans who are the most abundant of the race. Then there are the Elves, the Dragonis, who are a race that legend says were born from Dragons. The Felinis, or Cat People. The Rabinis, the Rabbit People. And finally, the Mer,” she says, counting off on her fingers six times.

      “Mer, as in Mermaids?” I ask her in wonder.

      “And Mermen,” she says, looking at me weirdly again. “But that is only the Primary Six of this world. There are also the Monster Races. They are too numerous to mention, but you have Ogres, Orcs, Goblins, and Lizardis, or the Lizard People, to name a few.”

      “How come the Lizardis are not included in the Primary Six?” I ask her. I mean, they sound like they should be, as they have the I-S at the end of their names like the Felinis and Rabinis.

      “You truly do not know?” Leeha says to me, mouth wide open. Suddenly her eyes open wide, and she backs away from me, getting into a crouch, with both her hands out, palms up, and two blades of Water appearing in her hands again.

      “Whoa!” I scream, getting up quickly and moving backwards as well. “What the fuck!”

      “Who are you?” she growls, and suddenly the blades in her hands are not in her palm anymore but are instead floating next to her, and they are the size of short swords.

      “I’m Alex!” I shout at her, with my own hands out in front of me. In my head I think Water and Wind, bringing those Elementals into my hands in case I need to create an ice shield.

      “What are you, Alex! You don’t know things most younglings would know before the age of three. And you use not one Elemental spirit, but many of them all at once!” she screams as she shakes her hands downwards, and suddenly the short swords are now long swords, about five feet long.

      “Wait. Wait! I can explain!” I cry out to her. Shit, she will skewer me with those things, and I am sure my ice shield will do shit all at stopping them.

      “Explain!” she screams at me, and I notice that even in her anger, she looks beautiful. Fuck, is that an Elf thing?

      “I’m hmm. Not from here. Wherever here is,” I tell Leeha. Ok, even to me that sounds lame as shit. Well, so much for having a second chance at life, Alex. Maybe if you see God again, you can give him shit?

      “What do you mean? You aren’t from Algaria?” she asks me with a frown on her face.

      “Is Algaria this world?” I ask her.

      “What? No, Algaria is this country. The world is Boromour,” she says, bewildered.

      “Ah, well, I am not from Boromour,” I tell her.

      “That makes no sense. Where else would you be from?” Leeha says, her eyes squinting at me.

      “Earth,” I tell her, but that was the wrong thing to say, since suddenly I am looking at a ball of spinning dirt that has appeared in my hand. Shit! The name of my world is the actual name for using the Earth Elemental.

      I hear a noise so I look up and see two ice swords coming at me at a rapid pace. Without hesitating, I hold the ball of spinning dirt in front of me and think Large Rock Shield.

      The ball of dirt in my hands grows larger into a floating shield of rock that is about five feet tall and three feet wide. I can’t see through it, but I hear the smashing of something like glass on the other side of it.

      How the fuck am I going to tell her the name of my world? Each time I do, it will call up an Earth Elemental in my hand! What else do we call Earth? Hmm. Think, Alex! Fuck! It’s only the planet Earth. Oh, wait! Terra! I know they used that name in science fiction, but fuck me, I can’t think of another name. I think it’s Greek or something for Earth.

      “Wait! I mean to say I am from Terra!” I scream at the top of my lungs to her in Elvish.

      “Terra?” she shouts back inquisitively.

      Peaking around my Large Rock Shield, I see she has two more long water swords ready to go.

      “Yes, Terra. It seems that the name of my world when I say it in my language calls up a ball of dirt,” I tell her truthfully.

      “How is that possible? Why would where you are from be a magical word?” she asks me suspiciously.

      “I am not sure, Leeha. For some reason the language of my world is magical here,” I tell her with a sigh.

      “Prove it!” she says. What the fuck is with this girl and always having to ‘prove it’?

      “What? How?” I ask her.

      “Do magic, unlike anything I have ever seen, using this language of your world out loud. Use Water,” she says, tacking that last part on quickly.

      “Promise not to shoot me with those swords?” I ask her.

      “Promise, but only if you show me something I have never seen done with water,” she says, nodding at me as I continue to hide behind my shield.

      I move out slightly so that I am next to my shield, but ready to jump behind it again if I need to, and I say, “Water.”

      Now, something she would never have seen done with water? What the fuck is that? I mean, she can create a shield, a dagger, and swords. So maybe she can only create weapons? What can I do that isn’t any of that? What can I create that isn’t a weapon? I look around to see if I can find something to give me inspiration, but I get nothing.

      “What’s wrong? Can’t prove it?” Leeha says to me with scorn.

      “No, it’s more that I never used magic on my world, and now you are asking me to create something on the spot, and I am trying not to make a weapon.”

      “A weapon is fine!” she blurts out.

      “What?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      “A weapon is fine. Show me a weapon with water that I have never seen before,” she says, taking a step closer to me.

      “All right,” I tell her. So swords and daggers are out. I doubt making a baseball bat out of water would impress her. What weapons does my world have? We have guns, really. I mean, that was how I fucking died, according to God. A bullet shot in the head. But how the hell am I supposed to make a gun out water? I mean, maybe I can make water bullets? So with the spinning globe of water in my hand, I say, “Water Bullets.”

      Just like that, I have ten water bullets flowing in my hand. Pointing my hand away from Leeha, just in case, I point to a tree to my right and say in English, “Shoot!”

      There is a loud crack of thunder as the tree I had been pointing at gets peppered by ten water bullets. The bark on the front goes flying as the bullets enter it. Bloody hell!

      After staring at the damage for a couple of seconds, I turn to Leeha and see she is staring at the same spot, stunned. Her mouth is open in amazement, and her eyes are wide. “Was that good enough?” I ask her with a grin.

      Leeha turns to me slowly, swallowing, and the two swords that had been floating in the air and pointing at me disappear. She walks towards me slowly, and my first urge is to run like fucking hell, but I hold my ground.

      Once in front of me, she lowers herself on one knee and says, “Alex, The Elemental Summoner, please allow me to be your student.”

      “What?” I say in astonishment.

      “You are not someone new to magic. What you did, I have never seen before. I don’t even know what that was. You caused small things made with Water to do that kind of damage,” she says, pointing to the tree’s damaged area. “Please, will you teach me to be as strong and powerful as you?”

      I am so stunned by her request that the Large Rock Shield next to me disappears.

      Then I realize what she just called me. “Wait, you just called me The Elemental Summoner? Earlier when I said that you tried to fucking kill me!” I say to her in consternation.

      “You have shown me that I might have been hasty in my judgement of you,” she says, getting up and taking a step closer. “We have a legend, Alex, that someone who can call up all Elementals is born once every thousand years. That person, each time, has brought drastic changes to our world—some were good, others were evil. Mostly evil. Destroyed Empires, Kingdoms. If that is who you are, I want to be there with you as you do it. I do not want to be swept up by it,” she says in a serious tone. Her eyes on me are piercing, and I see hope in them. Hope for what?

      “Why?” I ask her.

      “Why what?” she asks me, confused by my question.

      “Say I am this person who comes around once every thousand years, and I am going to destroy this world?” Which I am pretty sure God said NOT to do. Did he know? Was he the one who sent the last person and is that a common speech he gives all of them? “Why would you want to be with me?”

      “You are different,” Leeha says slowly, sounding confused herself. “You don’t find me disgusting, yet you are a human. When I mentioned the other races, there was no loathing on your face either. If anything, you looked excited to hear about them.”

      “Well, yeah!” I tell her with a laugh. “I mean, I would love to see what these Cat people are like;” Inside my head, I am hoping that maybe they look like the anime version of cat girls, but I am sure they look like exactly what they sound like—cats, with fur all over.

      “Then please, let me come with you, as you change the world,” she says, stepping closer.

      And that is when I notice that standing next to her, she is shorter than me. Either God made me taller or she is really short, but when I first saw her, I thought she was tall. I stare at this beautiful Elf with her amazing eyes, luscious lips, and let’s be honest here, Alex, an amazing body in leather armor that is nothing more than lingerie.

      “Sure,” I say to her, with some trepidation. What the fuck did I just get myself into? Or more like, what the hell did God get me into?
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      Suddenly there is a loud rumble that both Leeha and I hear. I look at her and blush.

      “You have not eaten?” she asks me with a smile.

      “No, I do not know this world, and honestly, I don’t know how to find food unless I’m buying it,” I tell her, embarrassed at my lack of woodsman skills.

      “Come, let’s go back to the fire before it goes out,” Leeha says, her demeanor changing. She is now shy and speaking softly with a smile. What the fuck? Is this the same girl who was throwing water daggers and swords at me, ready to kill me? I shake my head and follow her.

      As I walk behind her I see that, as I had noticed before, her back is exposed. Her pants, if that is what they are called since they are open on the thighs, are showing off her ass, which is heart-shaped, and just begging to be grabbed. Damn, Alex, it has been too long since you last had sex, but you need to be good! Though that kiss earlier was nice, I think with a quiet chuckle. Her lips were soft and warm, and they tasted sweet, like some kind of fruit.

      Once at the fire, Leeha sits down with the rock behind her back, and I see she left room for me to sit down next to her. She looks at me sideways with a smile and says, “Now, many plants here are good to eat, but I will teach you something using magic as a hunting tool. I assume you have never hunted using magic?” she asks me.

      Spot on girl, I think with a smile. “You’re right. I have never used magic for hunting for food,” I tell her, which is one hundred percent true since before today, I never even used magic!

      “So, I will show you with Water magic, as that is all I can cast,” she says. She looks around, for what, I have no clue. Then suddenly, she says, “Ah! See that tree over there, about twenty feet in front of us? The one with the black mark from a previous lightning hit?”

      I stare at where she is pointing, and I finally see the tree she is talking about. Nodding, I say, “Yes.”

      “Now, look up in the branches. Do you see that large bird?” Leeha asks me.

      I look up higher and see the bird she is talking about. It looks like a large crow or something. No, not quite a crow. It’s bigger than that. “Yes. What kind of bird is that?”

      “That is a Macoa. Their meat is very juicy and tender, but they are hard to catch. Unless you use magic, as I will show you,” she says, and looking at her, I see she is now grinning.

      Leeha holds out her palm, and in her hand is a globe of water that is spinning slowly. Then it shifts shape and changes to an arrow, but it doesn’t look like a typical arrow. This one has barbs, and there is something odd at the end of it that I can’t quite make out. She points it towards the bird and suddenly the arrow shoots off, and I quickly track it’s path. The bird never even saw it coming.

      The arrow pierces it in the chest, its feathers exploding behind it. Looking closer, I see that what I saw at the end of the arrow was a thread of water, or a line of water, leading back to Leeha, who has a small globe of water still sitting in her palm. She touches the little globe and I see it get bigger and bigger. I peer up at where the bird was, and it’s flying through the air towards us. And fast! I put my arms up and lower my face to not get hit in the head, but I hear a burst of musical laughter coming from Leeha.

      I look up and see the bird floating in the air with the water arrow still through it, but it has stopped moving.

      “How the fuck?” I say in amazement.

      Laughing at my expression and putting the bird down slowly next to her, Leeha says with a proud grin, “I used an arrow made of water, but like a fisher, I left some water attached to it. It took me years to figure that one out. The problem I had at first was when the arrow would go too far out, and it would break the line. I had it too thick, as I had it thick like a rope. Then I was watching someone fish, and instead of going into the water, their hook ended up getting caught in a duck that flew into the water exactly where the line was meant to hit. The fisherman ended up having a bird for supper that night instead. That gave me the idea of using a thin line of water instead.”

      “And by touching the small globe of water, you reel it in,” I say to her with a laugh at her ingenuity. “But how do you keep the bird up in the air like that?”

      “Oh, that’s the magic. I can change the density of the water. It comes back to me quickly to keep it up in the air, and then once it’s in front of me, I change the density of the water to keep it more solid so that it stays up. Also to slow it down, so it doesn’t hit me in the face,” she says with a blush.

      “So you have been hit in the face by the birds?” I ask her with a laugh.

      She laughs awkwardly and says, “Not just birds. I can also use this for land animals. I have been hit in the face by rabbits, foxes, and even a boar once. That last one, in fact, knocked me out for hours. The trick of slowing them down before they hit me by changing the density of the water as they get closer to me took me another year to figure out.”

      “Hey, that’s still good. Maybe it was a hard lesson to learn, but good job!” I tell her, patting her leg, which makes her look down quickly. I remove my hand and ask her, feeling awkward myself now, “So, how do we clean that bird?”

      “With magic again. I use Water for this. I don’t want to dirty our area, so I move it away from us,” she says, and then suddenly the bird is encased in a water bubble. She waves her hand and the bird and the water move about ten feet away. She waves her hand again and the bird’s head gets decapitated, but it stays in the water. I expected blood to spurt all over, but it doesn’t.

      She must figure out what I’m thinking because she says, “So in my water, I don’t let the blood run. Blood is made of water, so I can control that as well. So I tell it to stay in the body. For now. The next step is the feathers.”

      Suddenly the water starts spinning super quickly around the bird, and when it’s done, the bird is bald. Amazing, beside the bird is an additional pocket of water holding the head and the feathers.

      “Now, I don’t want the insides of the bird, so I do this,” she says, and the bird suddenly splits in half down the middle. I can see inside it and as I watch all the parts move into the extra water globe as well.

      Not even a red streak anywhere. Then, I see a thick red rope move from the bird to the second water globe. Once it’s done, both globes separate, and Leeha now has one with chicken, I mean Macoa, and one with what I guess is inedible stuff.

      She waves her hand, and the second globe suddenly flies off into the forest. “So that globe I will send about a mile away and just drop in the forest somewhere. Now, as for the bird, we need to cook it,” she says, looking around for something.

      “We need sticks,” she says.

      “Here, I’ve got something even better,” I say, an idea coming to my mind. With that, I think Earth, and then Stone Stick, and I imagine it being about four feet long, and thin, about half an inch thick. I want it pointy at one end to slide the bird meat on, and then thick on the other end to push into the ground. When I’m done, I am holding a cooking spit stick made out of stone. Is that a thing?

      “Will this work?” I ask Leeha. She grabs the stick slowly and looks it over and then looks up at me and grins. “This is amazing! With this, you don’t need to worry about the stick burning. Though, can you make the other end pointed as well to make it easier to stick in the ground?”

      “Hmm,” I say and take the stick back. Again, I think Earth, and I imagine the end that I had left blunt changing into a thicker, sharp end. Just like that, it changes.

      I hand it back to her and she takes it, one hand reaching into the water globe and pulling out half of the bird. She spits it on the rock stick and shoves it into the ground, making sure that the bird is angled over the fire. Without waiting, I create another rock stick, and hand it to her. She nods her thanks with a smile and does the same thing with the other half of the bird, shoving it next to the first one.

      Leeha sits back against the rock behind her and says, “It’s going to get dark soon. We should get some more wood.”

      “I can do that, at least,” I tell her with a smile directed at her. I get up and head into the forest, noticing that Leeha is right, it is getting dark. It takes me about ten minutes to get a good load of dead wood that I find on the ground, since I don’t have a machete or an ax. Once we have a good pile of wood, I settle down next to her again. Leeha turns over the bird without even getting up, by just twisting the stick.

      We sit in silence for another ten minutes, as the forest gets quieter and darker and the sun finally goes down, and all the light we have is our fire.

      “Are you truly not from this world, Alex?” Leeha finally says in the quietness of the forest, with only the sound of the fire crackling and the bird cooking over it.

      I turn slightly towards her before answering, “Yeah. I died on mine.”

      “You died?” she says, appalled.

      “Yeah. My God, on my world, he said my death was a mistake, that it was not my time yet. So I was given an option. Take on the life of the person who was meant to die, or come here to this world where magic is real. We do not have magic on our world,” I tell her.

      “So your God spoke to our Gods, and they let him give you that choice?” she asks me, intrigued.

      “Yeah, he said he talked to the Gods here, and it was all right,” I say, not telling her that it’s actually Angels who run this world and pretend to be Gods.

      “And you said that your world has no magic? Then how come you understand some uses of it? Like those sticks?” Leeha asks, pointing to the sticks with the cooking pieces of meat on them.

      “No, no magic on my world. To us, magic is only in stories. Although I’ve found out since I’ve been here that I can use the language of my world to do magic,” I acknowledge.

      “That is sad to live in a world with no magic. Though, I am sure if you live in a world with magic but cannot use magic, it would be the same,” she says sadly.

      “So not everyone can use magic on, what was it? Boromour?” I ask her, fishing for more knowledge.

      “No, only those who are gifted can. And only for one Elemental. I did not get my gift of magic until I was sixteen.”

      “So speaking of that, you said that most could only use one Elemental. Yet, my God gave me access to all of them. He knew I would need weapons to survive in this world. Though, I expected to get something like a dagger or a sword, not magical abilities. But you said that once every thousand years someone who can use all of them comes along. And that person destroys everything?”

      “Yes, and each time they are called the Elemental Summoner. As you can use all the magical Elementals, that is what you are, even if you named yourself that as a joke. I wish to be there with you, as your ally, or more, when you do so,” she says, moving closer to me so that our knees touch.

      “And you mentioned that most humans hate the other races?” I ask her, trying to ignore the fact that I have a fucking hot Elf next to me who is throwing off some pretty strong vibes that I am not sure I am reading correctly.

      “Not hate. The humans deal with us, but there is always revulsion. As if we are tainted. You are the first human who has not treated me that way,” she says, putting her hand on my leg, “and for that, I thank you. Even amongst my own kind, I am rejected,” she says unhappily.

      “What?” I ask her in shock. “Why?”

      “Because I am an Elf, yet I take lives. I am an assassin. I use my magic to kill. Not just animals, but whatever or whoever I’m paid to kill,” she says, looking away from me.

      I think that one over. I mean, she just admitted she’s a killer. But honestly, who am I to judge? This is not my world. And who knows, now that I am here I might end up doing exactly that. Killing. To survive. I can’t just go to the police station down the road or call them on my smartphone. Because guess what, Alex? That’s gone. Although, if she wants to stay with me, I can’t have her going around doing that anymore, right?

      “Leeha,” I ask her slowly. “If I say yes to you staying with me, to destroy this world as you say, will you promise only to kill if you need to protect me or yourself, and only if I order it?”

      “If you will take care of me, yes!” she says passionately, staring at me intensely.

      “Then it’s a deal,” I tell her with a smile, and bending down towards her, I kiss her lips as a seal. But really, it’s because I just want to kiss her since she’s so fucking hot.
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      Breaking away from the kiss after about a minute or two, I catch my breath and look at her. Leeha’s cheeks are red, and she is breathing hard as well.

      “Hmm. The bird,” I tell Leeha, putting my forehead against hers.

      “What?” she says, looking at me, still dazed from the kiss.

      “The bird is burning,” I say.

      “Oh, shit!” she says, scrambling up and grabbing the sticks. She takes them off the fire and looks at them, then looks back at me, blushing. “They are done,” she says, and hands me one of the sticks with half a cooked bird on it.

      “Sorry for the lack of plates,” she says with a smile and a shrug.

      “Hmm, let me see. If I can make sticks, why not plates?” I ask her with a grin.

      With the stick in my hand, I think Earth and then Stone Plate. The stick begins to change shape by melting towards my hand, bringing the cooked bird towards my hand at the same time. As the stone reaches my hand, it flattens into a round shape and actually starts to look like a plate, and then it deposits the bird piece gently on its flat surface. Once the transformation is done, I have a cooked piece of bird on a rock plate.

      I hand the plate over to Leeha, who looks dumbfounded as she takes it. I grab the other Rock Stick and do the same thing, and within seconds I have my own plate with a piece of bird on it. Which, I now notice, smells amazing. Almost like cooked chicken, really. I can’t wait to eat it, though a fork and knife would have been good, but then I would also need a table and a chair. Don’t overdo it, Alex. Grabbing a piece of the hot Macoa, I blow on it and pop it into my mouth.

      Damn, this is like chicken, but it has a better taste to it. Like it doesn’t need salt or pepper at all. It’s like it’s infused with spices already. I look over at Leeha in surprise, and see she is looking at me eagerly.

      “Good?” she asks me, grinning from ear to ear.

      “How is that possible? It tastes like it’s been spiced?” I laugh.

      “The Macoa is a special bird in that it eats seeds that are spicy, which infuses its meat. We were lucky that one was out here today, as it’s been days since I last saw one,” she declares, biting into her own meat and giving a moan of pleasure.

      Damn, what else will I find in this world? It makes sense that I would not find animals from my world because of natural selection. Or will I? I mean, she mentioned the Cat People and the Rabbit People. So maybe there are animals from my world here?

      “Are there such things as bears, wolves, sheep, horses, deer, and such here on Boromour?” I question Leeha, taking another bite of Macoa.

      Nodding, she answers, “Yes. I assume by your reaction that there is no such thing as Macoas on your world?”

      “Nope, because damn, they taste amazing, and if we did have them at one time, I guess we hunted them to extinction. Which, on my world would not surprise me,” I finish with a sigh.

      “On your world, are my people there?” she asks me with a mouth full, covering her mouth with her hand.

      “No,” I tell her. “Honestly, on my world all we have are humans. Things like Elves, or these other races you mentioned? They are only in our stories and fantasies. The God who sent me here said that there are many worlds out there, each different from the other. Mine has no magic to speak of, or if it does, I have never seen it. We are a society of technology. Though, I always loved stories that involved magic.” I don’t go into gaming, as I am sure that would just confuse her.

      Leeha thinks about that before answering. “I cannot imagine a world with just Elves. While you humans find us disgusting and revolting, we Elves do not feel the same about you. Though some of the humans I have met are pigs,” she says with a sneer. “Even those ones would still not touch us.”

      “Is there a reason that humans think that way?” I question. There must be a reason behind all this.

      Nodding, Leeha replies, “It comes from the last Elemental Summoner. They are not always human. Well, the last Summoner over a thousand years ago was. But before that, it was an Elf. And thanks to that Elven Summoner, the Elves were the more powerful race. Stronger than the humans,” she says.

      “But we still lived in harmony with all other races, even the humans. The human Summoner, though, changed all that. He destroyed the Elven Nations and cast us out of society. Not only that, he also made it so that any relations with us was a death warrant. He changed the mindset of all the humans and made them believe that to have anything to do with us was the same as doing it with animals,” she finishes bitterly.

      “And since they brought the Elves down, all other races were added to the mix?” I ask her softly, seeing where this was going.

      Nodding, Leeha says softly, “Correct. Now humans are the most powerful race on Boromour.”

      “Is it because there are more of them?” I ask her.

      Leeha shakes her head and sneers, “No. We Elves are more plentiful than the humans.”

      “Then what makes them more powerful than you Elves now?” I ask her.

      Lying back on the rock, the Macoa eaten and only bones left on her plate, she says, “They are organized, and they work together. Once, we Elves were a people who prided ourselves on working together, even with other races. Now?” Leeha looks back at me. “We are a disbanded race who try to survive on crumbs.”

      Fucking hell. We humans are shit, aren’t we? Even on my world we’re shitty to each other, and here we have humans that are shitty to other non-human races. I would not be surprised to find out we are shitty to our own race here too. I put my empty bird carcass down and lie back as well. Leeha hesitantly leans into me, but to show her that I do like her and am not revolted, in case she is still worried even after that kiss, I put my arm over her shoulder and bring her closer to me.

      “Is it safe here at night?” I ask her, as it’s now gotten pretty dark, and the only light is from the fire.

      “I am not sure. I have not camped here in ages,” Leeha says, sounding sleepy.

      “Where are we anyhow?” I ask her, looking around, trying to penetrate the darkness.

      “We are in the Mital Forest, which borders the human lands of Prithgar to the east. Just south is the City of Lomar, which is where I was going to seek work,” Leeha mumbles into the side of my chest.

      Damn, she must be tired, even with the forced one-hour nap I made her take. I should be also, but I am wired. It must be because I am on a new world, with new surroundings, and I found out that I can use magic using English words as the trigger.

      I hold up my left hand and think Earth, and a globe of dirt is floating in my hand. But as I look closer, I see it’s not a solid piece of dirt. Inside I can see dirt, small rocks, and even green grass seeds. I look around our campsite, and the only wall I see is really the large rock, more of a large boulder, that we are leaning against. We aren’t even protected from rain or wind, I think, as I feel a gust of wind blow in my face and see it fanning the flames of the fire.

      Leeha’s breathing has changed and I don’t want to wake her, so I need to do this quietly. I place my hand on the ground and imagine a wall around our campsite, with spikes sticking out of it. Spike Wall, the words come to my mind. Suddenly I feel slight vibrations around us. The ground rises slowly, and within five minutes, exactly what I had envisioned surrounds me. A rock wall, about five feet tall, topped by spikes that are angled outwards.

      I look up at the night sky, and it appears cloudy. So I place my hand on the boulder behind me and think Rock Protection, and slowly a rock shelf grows out of the boulder and over my head until it and our fire is protected. I also picture two stone pillars to hold the weight up at the corners near the fire, and they slowly grow out of the ground.

      Fucking hell, this magic shit is powerful! The magic users in this world must be formidable. I mean, I saw what Leeha could do with her water blades. I wonder how other mages? Magi? I will go with mages for now. I wonder how other mages create things?

      Satisfied with our protection, I lean forward with Leeha in my arm, and grab a large log of wood and throw it into the fire, causing the fire to flare up and embers to go flying all over the place. Settling back down with Leeha still sleeping in my arm, I notice that I am finally tired, actually. I lean my head against Leeha’s as a cushion, close my eyes, and slowly drift off to sleep before I know it.
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      “Alex!” Leeha shouts in a panic.

      I open my eyes, expecting some bear, wolf, or monster to be attacking us, but it’s just us at our campsite. The fire is mostly embers now, but it’s light out, so we shouldn’t need it.

      I glance at Leeha and she is staring around in a panic. Not sure what is going on, I ask her, “What? What’s wrong?”

      “What’s wrong?” she asks me, seeming overwhelmed with fear. “We are trapped! Earth mages-” Yes! I was right, mages-“must have surrounded us during the night. With a wall like this, I would say there were at least ten of them working quietly overnight for hours to build this trap.”

      “What?” I ask her, confused by her numbers. “Leeha, it’s all right. I built this. To protect us from animals or monsters. I also built this overhang to protect us from rain just in case,” I say, pointing up. Her eyes widen as they follow my finger.

      “You did this? How! You must have barely slept!” she cries out in amazement.

      “What? No, it took me all of five minutes. It would have been faster, but I was trying to be quiet to let you sleep,” I tell her, confused. “Although I did fall asleep right away after that. I suddenly got really tired, even though I was wide awake before that,” I tell her with a laugh. But Leeha doesn’t laugh with me. She simply stares at me in disbelief.

      “Let me see if I got this right, Alex. You built this large structure, and this overhang over us, in less than five minutes?” she says slowly, looking at me with a penetrating gaze.

      “Well, yes? I mean, it might have been six minutes, but I don’t have a way to tell what time it is,” I tell her, unsure what is wrong.

      Leeha lays her head back against the boulder behind us and laughs, but I can tell it’s not an ‘oh that’s a funny joke’ kind of laugh. This was more of a ‘what the fuck just happened’ sort of laugh.

      “Alex,” she begins but shakes her head. “Alex, what you just built would have taken ten Earth mages at the very least four hours to make,” she says, waving her arm around at my handiwork.

      “What?” I ask her, confused. “But I saw you shooting water dagger after dagger at me. I mean, that was a lot of power, wasn’t it?

      With a sigh, she nods. “Yes, and if you had not forced me to sleep, I would have fallen asleep within the hour, forcibly. I was so scared, Alex, that I thought I was fighting for my life. So when it came time, I reached down and grabbed all the magic I had stored in me and threw it at you.”

      “Oh,” I say, stunned. So there isn’t limitless power here. But how can one tell how much power they have?

      “How can one tell? I mean, how can someone tell how much power they have inside them?” I ask her.

      “Most mages, when they learn magic for the first time and get attuned to their Elemental magic, they learn to look inside themselves, and they get a feel for it. Then, as they create an ability with their Elemental magic, they know how much power it takes.”

      “So, I should just look inside myself?” I ask her hesitantly, unsure what I should even be looking for.

      Leeha turns so that she is facing me and slaps the side of my leg so that I turn around and face her. “Let me show you,” she says, all business-like. “Close your eyes.”

      Nodding, I do as she says, and I hear her voice. “Now, imagine the power inside you. For me, it’s Water, so for you, I am not sure as you have all five. Look for those powers inside you. Once you find them, imagine a pool of power underneath them that is attached to them with a cord of power.”

      Nodding again, I try to understand what she means. I am not sure what I am looking for. Suddenly, appearing with more clarity than I imagined, I see them. Five floating balls of power. Earth, Fire, Water, Air, and Mind. I know it’s not my imagination since I have never seen or felt anything so vivid, even in dreams. I nod my head.

      “Now, do you see that cord going from the Elementals to a pool of power underneath them?” she asks in a soft voice.

      I look at my Elementals and search for that cord. At first I don’t see it, but then instead of focusing on all of them, I focus on one. Earth. As I watch, somehow the ball gets bigger than the other five. Continuing to focus on it, I see the power cord Leeha was talking about. It looks like a light red liquid in a flexible tube that goes straight down. I follow it and see a large pool of the liquid underneath, just as she said. I try to move my view downwards, but it doesn’t budge.

      “I found it,” I tell her softly, trying not to break the image I see. “But I can’t go down to the liquid.”

      “No one can. We have never understood why,” Leeha says, and I can hear the smile in her tone. “Now, I want you to hold out one hand and call up the Elemental, or any Elemental,” she says with a chuckle.

      Following her instructions, I lift my right hand, palm up and think, Earth.

      “Good,” she says. “Now, imagine turning that into a dagger of stone, and while you do that, I want you to look at the amount of power it uses.

      Hmm. All right, not sure how I am supposed to do that, but I’ll try. I think Stone Dagger, and I can feel the magic in my palm changing. Suddenly, I see something that shocks me so much I lose both the image I had in my head and the dagger in my hand.

      Stone Dagger

      Power: 10

      Power Remaining: 99,990

      I open my eyes and stare at Leeha in astonishment before blurting out, “What the fuck was that!”
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      “What? What happened?” Leeha asks me, concern in her voice.

      “Leeha,” I say, licking my lips nervously.

      What the fuck is going on? That looked exactly like a game prompt. I mean, it’s not a visual prompt. It’s more that I know exactly the amount of power I have, and I know that the spell Rock Dagger uses ten points of power from a pool of one million.

      “Leeha,” I say again. “When you look at your power pool, how can you tell how much you have?”

      “Oh,” she says, thinking about it. “When I imagine my pool, I get the numbers in my head.”

      “So when you look at, say, the spell for that dagger of yours, the water one? Does it show you how much power it takes to use it and how much you have left?”

      “Yes!” she says excitedly. “That’s exactly how I know.”

      “But does it show it to you in words?” I ask her.

      “Words? What? No, not everyone can read. I mean, I know my numbers. Almost everyone does. Especially if you end up being a mage. Ever since I became a Water mage, numbers have come easily to me. But I am told that is normal for all mages, as numbers are important.”

      “Then how do you know the name of your spells?” I ask her, pushing for more info.

      “Oh, the spell shows up as a small dagger for me,” she states, as if I should see the same.

      “So you don’t see the words of the spell’s name? Like the words for your Water Dagger spell?” I say, now getting excited.

      “No. Though I understand those that read do get it in written form. And it somehow makes their power stronger,” she asks me, confused with my line of questioning, I am sure.

      “So, can you read this?” I ask, as I brush away the leaves and twigs next to me and write Water Dagger in the dirt with one of the small sticks that is near me.

      Leeha looks down, confused at first, and tilts her head back and forth. I glance at it as well and notice something I hadn’t noticed when I was writing it. Shit, it’s in English letters! They’re not some flowing letters that might have been Elvish, if they even have a written language.

      “No, what does it mean?” she asks me, looking back up.

      Should I tell her? I mean, I can’t know until I test this out. If, as I suspect, that God made it so that English is the trigger for my magic, can I teach it to others? Maybe I am the exception? I look at Leeha, and I am torn. I just met her, but she did say that now that she knows I am the Elemental Summoner, she wants to be with me. If people are going to fear me, I will need someone to help protect me. Right?

      “Alex?” Leeha says nervously after I stare at her for a good minute without saying anything.

      “That is my language,” I tell her, deciding to say fuck it. “I’ve written Water Dagger. This first word here? It’s Water. When I call up my power, that’s the word I think in my head or say out loud. So in my language, Water is Water,” I tell her.

      She reaches down and touches the letters I wrote. “So each of these letters together spells out a word? I understand the concept. I know a few letters of the human language. Though, not many. Mostly I know what a word for a certain thing looks like. Such as a shop, or Inn.”

      “Do the Elves have a written language?” I ask her.

      “Once we did. But now, most of our history is oral,” Leeha sighs sadly. “So, this second word is dagger? How do you say it in your language?” she continues.

      I touch the word as well and say, “Dagger.”

      “Dagger,” she says, with a thick accent, but even I can feel the power in that uttering of that word. She looks up at me in shock. Excitedly, she points to the first word again. “How do you say this one again!”

      “Wa-ter. Water,” I say slowly, speaking each section of the word separately.

      “Water,” she says, and again, I feel the power in that word. Fuck me. This will work!

      “Now, say first the word Water,” I tell her, holding up my palm, and I get the Elemental water globe in my hand. “Then say, Water Dagger.”

      Water Dagger spell used. 10 points of power used.

      What the fuck! Am I going to get that prompt whenever I use a spell now, so that I can track how much power I used?

      Once I utter that phrase in English, I get a water dagger in my palm. I point to a tree in the distance, and I imagine it sticking into it. The blade quickly leaves my hand and slams into the tree trunk, about thirty feet away.

      Leeha takes a deep breath, focuses on the palm of her hand, and says, “Water.” Like I did, she ends up with a globe in her hand. “Water Dagger,” she says, and then squeals in laughter as her globe changes into a dagger. She points the dagger at the same tree I had and her dagger speeds off, landing right next to mine, as I had not canceled my spell yet. I think Water, and my blade disperses.

      “It worked!” Leeha shouts and jumps into my arms.

      I fall backwards with her on top of me, and she says, “How is that possible! It felt more powerful and it says I used more power than my older spell!”

      “I am not sure,” I tell her with a smile. “I would say it’s my world’s language. I think my God made it so that it’s powerful here. Though I’m not sure why I can teach it to you. Honestly, I wasn’t sure I would be able to.”

      “I don’t care why your God did that! I want to learn your language,” she says, moving up my chest to be closer to my face and rubbing her body, including her breasts, against me in the process. It doesn’t help that as she moves, her lower body rubs against my now hardening cock.

      “Hmm,” I say awkwardly, “I am sure we can look into that, but you might want to get off me, Leeha.”

      “Why?” she asks me quizzically, pushing herself away from my face so that she can look in my eyes, and pushing herself into my crotch in the process. I guess she finally feels the hard-on I am getting since her eyes widen and she blushes, before scrambling off me quickly and sitting down.

      I sit back up and look at her with a smile of embarrassment. “Sorry, it’s been a long time for me, so please excuse that. My body just reacted.”

      “You truly do not find me repulsive?” Leeha asks me, with some doubt again in her voice.

      “Leeha, I am not sure how many times I need to say it, but you are the sexiest woman I have ever met, in this world, or in mine. Trust me. I do not find you repulsive,” I declare.

      “Then why have you not taken me?” she asks with a lascivious smile.

      “What?” I blurt out. “I don’t even know you!”

      “And? Do you not find me attractive, even though I do not repulse you? I find you very handsome, and I am drawn to you,” she tells me with a frown.

      “Leeha, didn’t I just say I found you the sexiest woman I have ever met?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      “Then why won’t you bed me?” she says.

      “Because I just met you,” I tell her hesitantly. What the hell? Do people fuck right after meeting in this world? Or is this something that God is doing? What the fuck is his plan here? He has given me powers which, according to Leeha, come about once every thousand years. And I am pretty sure I am, or will be, even more powerful because of my English and the words I can use. Is he also making it so women fall for me?

      “God!” I scream in English at the top of my lungs.

      Suddenly Leeha falls forward next to me, completely passed out. “What the fuck!” I shout, grabbing her dead weight in my hands.

      “Sorry, can’t have her seeing me,” says a voice in English.

      I look over and see God sitting in front of the dying fire. He’s sitting in an Adirondack chair, and I get a whiff of tobacco from his pipe. I gawk at him in astonishment, and then I look back down at Leeha worriedly.

      “She is fine. As I said, I can’t have her see me, so I put her to sleep. I can’t freeze time; just like I can’t go back in time. Playing at all with time is impossible,” God says with a grin. He takes the pipe out of his mouth points at the ground with it, and says, “Just put her down gently and come have a chat with me.” Suddenly a second Adirondack chair appears in front of the fire, on the opposite side of him.

      Gently, I put Leeha down and slowly make my way to the chair. I sit down and look at God in silence for a couple of minutes before finally asking him, “Meaning no disrespect, God, but what the fuck is going on! How come I can see things like spells and power, in my head? And how come I can use all five Elemental magics here? And why is Leeha literally throwing herself at me!” I say, slamming my hand down on the chair at each question.

      “You’re an experiment,” God tells me. He is still in the clothes he was in when I first saw him, looking like an old lumberjack.

      “What do you mean, an ‘experiment’,” I ask him, doing air quotes as I speak.

      “Let’s just say that Hell is getting full. And I have nowhere to put all those damn souls. So I need to figure out a way to weed folks out so that they can get into the lower worlds of Heaven. I might be powerful, but even I can run out of room. Right now, Heaven, or as they call it in this world, Lahala, Paradise, Afterlife, as each planet has a different name for it, is sitting empty. Or the Heaven Worlds are, while the Hell Worlds are choking on the number of souls on them.”

      “And how is me seeing numbers and spells supposed to help with that?” I interrupt him.

      “Easy. Actually, I got the idea from your Earth, truth be told. I will say one thing about you Earthlings,” God says, chuckling, “you come up with some amazing shit. Like this.” He holds up his pipe. “Best damn tobacco anywhere in the universe. I have been watching your TV and browsing the internet. Most of it means your world is all going to Hell, but I did see one idea that I really liked. A person in a game world who could see stats and crap like that. Well, neat idea, but I never saw a use for it until I thought about it some more.”

      “Wait, you want to turn this world into a game world?” I ask him, confused.

      “What? No,” he says with a laugh. “Well, not completely. This Elemental Summoner, as you called yourself, is something we introduced into this world about, hmm, I would say 100,000 years ago? It destabilizes the world but at the same time, increases the overall level of worship and piety of the people. When that happens, more people get into Heaven, which is good. As I stated, Hell is getting full. But even that practice is starting to stagnate,” he complains.

      “So,” he continues, knocking his pipe against the wall behind him-the wall that I had created-and removing the ashes from the bowl. He refills it from the pouch in his pocket and lights it before he goes on. “I wanted to add this ability to other worlds, so that they can see what it will take them to get into Heaven. I am using it on you so that I can test and tweak the system I want to create later on. Now, it won’t be as invasive as it is in some of the stories I have read. You won’t see the information unless you want to. But I will be adding the spell's power usage and the power left in your pool- and I might add that it showing you the amount was a distinct surprise or byproduct of me giving you all five Elemental magics-and one other thing,” he says with a grin.

      “One more thing?” I ask him cautiously. What the hell? Is he turning me into a guinea pig for his experiment on how to get more people into Heaven? Or Heaven worlds, because Hell worlds are getting full?

      “The most important reason why I am giving this feature to people. Right now, on most worlds, no one knows if they are getting into Heaven or not. Well, I am introducing what I am calling,” he pauses and moves his hands from left to right as if displaying a sign, “Heavenly Tokens.” He finishes and simply stares at me with a big proud smile.

      “Heavenly Tokens?” I say, baffled. Then suddenly I see, or hear, I am not sure which to be honest, words.

      Heavenly Tokens: 1 of 200

      “Yup,” he says, blowing smoke out of the side of his mouth, “Heavenly Tokens. Reach that magical number 200, and you are guaranteed a spot on a Heavenly world. Like it?”

      “So I have one point? From what?” I ask him, trying to take all of this in.

      “Oh, that was for your death on Earth and not taking the choice of removing your old boss’ soul from his body. Heavenly Tokens are received for doing good deeds. You can gain them, or you can lose them,” God says.

      “And this Heavenly world stuff?” I ask him.

      “Think of it as your version of Heaven from Earth. Live the rest of your life happily, until Armageddon. Otherwise, you will spend your life in pain on a Hell world, which is just a really hot, desert-like world with almost no water, and lots of monsters and such. But if you die on there, your soul dies as well, so you don’t go anywhere. Easier on me, to be honest, but I am getting so many souls going to Hell worlds lately that even the deaths of the souls aren’t leaving enough room,” he says with a sigh.

      Shit, so if I had truly died and gone to Hell, it would have been to a Hell world like that? Fucking hell. Yeah, nope. I don’t want that.

      “Now, I need to get going. Things to do, people to see,” he says, getting up, his chair disappearing as he does. I get up as well, and my chair also disappears.

      “Wait, I have one more question before you go! Why is English a magical language here? I mean, I mean that’s going to make me pretty powerful,” I remark quickly.

      “Ah, that is my test for you. I’m going to need someone to watch over a world of mine one day, and I want to see what you do with this power of yours. What you do with it is up to you. I won’t give you choices, options, or even a guideline—just this. Enjoy your life, but be good to others. And Alex?” he says to me, looking at me intently, and that powerful gaze is back, causing my knees to almost buckle under the power of it.

      “Yes?” I ask him, feeling the need to shit my pants.

      Suddenly the power from that gaze is removed, and he smiles at me softly and says, “Self-defense is allowed,” and then he is gone.

      I just stand there and stare at the spot he had been standing in and wonder to myself, what the fuck just happened?
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      Did God just say that the reason he gave me the English language was to see how, or what, I would do with it? And was that just a potential job offer? And is the rest of my time on Boromour the job interview?

      “Alex?” Leeha says in a panic, looking at me with big, scared eyes.

      Rushing to her, I help her up and ask her, “Are you all right?”

      “Alex, how did you go from sitting down to standing over there? And how did I end up on the ground?” she asks, disoriented.

      “Yeah,” I say with a sigh. “I had a visit from my God.” What the fuck was that last part he said, about self-defense being allowed?

      “Well, well, what have we here?” I hear a shout from outside our wall. “Is that an Elf fucker with that bitch?”

      Leeha looks at me in fear and whispers, “Oh no. They were able to track me.” But she isn’t really looking at me.

      I get up and look over my wall, which is about five feet tall, and see three men. The one who shouted is short and overweight. He is dressed in a blue robe, and it’s filthy as hell. There are mud and grass stains all over it. He is balding on top and has a scraggly beard, that honestly looks about as good as what I was able to grow back on Earth at the best of times.

      The one on the left is tall, skinny, and is wearing a green robe, and like his buddy, it’s dirty as fuck. He has a big grin on his face, but it’s not friendly at all. His right cheek has a large scar on it, and I can see it’s fresh. He has short black hair, but he is clean-shaven, which is why I can see the scar.

      The third one is tall and butt ugly, but unlike his friends he is in armor, with a sword over his back. He is staring at us with no emotions on his face. His arms are crossed and he has a crest on his armor in the shape of a star with two crossed swords. His armor seems to be in better condition than the two men’s robes.

      “Listen here, animal lover,” yells the first man. “Give us the fucking Elf and you can go on your merry way. We have no quarrel with you. But if you don’t step back, you will die with her.”

      “What did she do?” I ask, to buy time.

      “Does it matter? She’s an Elf. We can do what we want with her here,” he says with a nasty laugh.

      “So, you claim these woods as your own? What are they called again? Mitel Forest?” I ask him, keeping an eye on the other two. The soldier hasn’t moved, but the tall one is twitchy and keeps shifting back and forth on his two feet.

      “We are human. We can claim whatever lands we want,” he says, his face turning red.

      “Joar, you cannot claim,” starts the soldier, but the short man points to him and shouts.

      “Shut it. You are here because of our coin, nothing more. If I want your opinion, I will pay for it.”

      The soldier looks at me, and then my wall, and then looks back at the short man again. “Very well,” he says, but I can tell he doesn’t like it. He takes a step back.

      “Now. Where were we?” the short man says with a grin directed at me. “Hand over the bitch, and you can walk out of here alive.”

      “And if I refuse?” I ask him.

      “Then, you will die,” he says with an even bigger grin, making it clear that he was hoping I’d ask him that.

      Suddenly I see two large water swords next to him, and they are both aimed at me. I look to my left and see that the skinny one has two large wooden swords which are also aimed at me. Ah, so the robes signify them as mages? And the colors are their Elementals magic?

      I glance over to see what the soldier is doing, but he is just standing there, still with his arms crossed, and has not taken his sword out. If anything, he has a scowl on his face and does not look happy to be there.

      I reach down and bring Leeha up in front of me and place a hand on her neck. She tries to struggle, but I hold her tight against me and whisper in her ear, “Play along. Quickly, do you remember the word for Water in my language?”

      Leeha stops struggling, and as I have my hand on her neck, I am sure to the three of them it looks like I choked her enough to cause her to stop. They probably think I am now threatening her.

      “Yes, Water,” she whispers.

      “Good. Now, remember those little balls of water that I shot into that tree? Those are—. Actually, I can’t think of a word for it in your language. They are called Bullets. I want you to try this spell when I say go and shoot the skinny one in the face with them.”

      “Bultet?” she tries.

      “No, Bullets,” I correct her pronunciation.

      She tries once more, and it comes out correctly. “Bullet.” I feel the slight power vibration in the word.

      “Good, now when I say go, I want you to call that up quickly and shoot him with them, but only when I say so. Got it?” I ask her, pulling her against me. Fuck she feels nice, even in a situation like this.

      “You think that just having her against you like that will stop us? Pffft,” the short man shouts. “We will just kill both of you.”

      “So, if I am going to let her go, can you tell me first what she did? I mean, not that I care one wit. I am simply curious, really,” I shout to him.

      The short man shrugs and shouts, “She didn’t take a contract. I offered her one to kill someone. As an Elf assassin, she should be grateful that I offered her work.”

      “Did you offer her a normal fee?” I ask him, already knowing the answer.

      “Who cares?” he scoffs. “I, a human, offered her work. It doesn’t matter how much I offered. She should feel honored,” he says, laughing at what I can only assume is his own joke that I don’t get.

      But apparently slim boy does, since he laughs as well, and it comes out sounding like a hyena. Soldier boy, however, is scowling at the short man. I will need to go after shorty, or Joar, I guess his name is.

      I wish I didn’t know his name, but I know that if I don’t kill him, I will die again. And you know what? I fucking don’t want that. I just got to a world where magic is real, and I’ve met the hottest fucking Elf I have ever seen. Yeah, sorry, Joar, but it looks like it’s your day to die. And your thin buddy too. It might even be your day as well, soldier for hire, or whatever your name is.

      With Leeha still in my arms, I let go of her neck, as if I am about to give her to Joar. Then I say quietly, “Go.”

      Quickly, I think Water. Water Bullets, and before he can blink, I send six bullets of water right at Joar’s face. All he gets a chance to do is open his mouth, and then his head is blown off in a pulp of red mist. His body slumps to the ground, his water swords dispersing in an explosion of water vapors. Quickly, I say Water Bullets again and point my hand at the soldier, who had just taken the sword halfway out of his back scabbard.

      When he sees that I have my hand pointed at him, with six bullets ready to fly, he slowly lowers the sword into his scabbard again, takes his hand away, and puts both hands out to show they are empty. I look over quickly and see that slim is on the ground and missing his head as well, and his wooden swords are gone.

      “I did it!” shouts Leeha triumphantly, doing a little jig in front of me. She looks at the soldier and says, “What about him?”

      “I don’t know. That is up to him. Are you a hired soldier?” I ask him, my hand still pointed his way.

      “Yeah. Worst job I could have taken, but I was short on cash. Although now it seems I am even shorter on cash,” he says with a heavy sigh.

      “Why’s that?” I ask him.

      “Because he had the money,” he says, pointing to the dead Joar on the ground.

      “He didn’t bring it with him?” I ask him, confused.

      The soldier just stares at me for a second before saying, “Yes, but you killed him, so to the victor goes the spoils.”

      I look over at Joar, with my hand still aimed at the soldier. So, he’s saying that since I killed Joar, I get the money? Let’s see how much money he had. “Leeha?” I ask her.

      “Yes, Alex?” she asks me quietly, with a smile.

      “Can you watch this man, please?” I ask her.

      “Of course,” she says, and suddenly there are two large water swords next to her, and they are aimed at the soldier. To his credit, he doesn’t budge. Water, I think, and the six water bullets disappear. I walk towards the wall and think Earth, and the rock wall slowly descends back into the ground. Quicker this time than when I created them, as I don’t care about being quiet.

      I walk over to Joar and look down at him, and my stomach almost wants to empty itself. God, the smell is awful. His bowels had let go, and well, the bloody mess that used to be his head isn’t helping either. I see a small pouch tied to his robes’ belt. Reaching down, holding my breath from the smell, I untie it, struggling with the leather strings until I finally get it.

      I get up quickly and back away with the bag, and I take a deep breath of air that isn’t laced with shit. I can hear the jingle of coins coming from the bag, and untying the strings, I open it and look inside. I see several coins of different colors, and even some jewels.

      I squint up at the soldier and ask him, “How much was your pay?”

      He stares at me with wide eyes, but he had already been staring at me with wide eyes before I asked the question. “What?” I ask him.

      “You just used two different magics,” he utters in astonishment.

      “Oh, shit,” I say, but I notice it comes out in English.
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      “What are you going to do with him now, Alex?” Leeha asks me uneasily.

      “Wait!” he says, suddenly taking a step forward. “I am a Knight of the Falling Star!” he exclaims hurriedly. All right, no clue what that’s supposed to mean.

      I look at Leeha to see her reaction, but she is looking at him blankly.

      “What?” he asks Leeha in shock. “You don’t know of us? But you’re an Elf!”

      “Yeah. Hmm. I haven’t been around another Elf in a long time,” she says awkwardly. She turns to me slightly. “I grew up with my family until the age of twelve when I came into my power early. So I kind of grew up on my own, with my trainer. I don’t really get along with other Elves,” she says, blushing.

      “Because you never learned their history?” I ask her curiously.

      Nodding, she confesses, “I mean, I now know the history. But I never heard of these Knights of the Falling Star.”

      “So,” I say to the soldier. “What are the Knights of the Falling Star?”

      He stands up taller, which only makes him more aggressive-looking, and says, “We were created over five hundred years ago with one purpose. Find the Elemental Summoner!”

      At those words, I utter “Water. Water Swords,” and put my hands out to my side. Surprisingly though, where I wanted two swords, there are six of them, three on each side of me. And they are all pointing at the Knight, ready to impale him against a tree or two.

      “Wait!” he screams in panic.

      “Why? You just said you were created to find the Elemental Summoner, who now that you saw me do more than one Elemental magic you know is me, and kill me!” I yell at him.

      “What? I never said kill! I said find!” he screams imploringly.

      “Isn’t that the same thing?” Leeha shouts at him defiantly.

      “No!” he turns to her and shouts, both hands out in front of him. “Our Order is to find the Elemental Summoner and work with him to help him understand the races better so that he doesn’t try to destroy the world!”

      “But you’re human,” I say quietly, making an effort to not shout, since even my heart had gone up during this little talk. But honestly, his comment annoys me. “How can you, a human, who it seems on Boromour hates all other races, teach me about understanding other races?”

      He says with a sigh, “Because we were taught at a young age not to hate the other races. I was sworn into the Order when I was a young man, at 14 years old. I am 34 now. So, for the last 20 years, I have learned not to hate any other races.”

      “Oh really?” Leeha says with a grin. “Alex, you got him?”

      “Yes?” I ask her, wondering what she is going to do.

      “What’s your name?” Leeha asks the Knight.

      “Bryan. Bryan Lambs,” he says, looking unsure at what is going on. Don’t worry, dude. I am not sure either.

      “Come here, Bryan Lamb,” Leeha says with a big smile. Bryan looks confused but slowly comes towards us until he is about three feet away, and then he stops. Leeha walks over and stands next to him, making him turn towards her. She looks at me.

      “He tries anything, kill him,” she tells me, and I nod. Trust me, I am not about to let anyone do anything to you. Not now that I found myself a hot sexy Elf.

      Bryan is looking at Leeha, and now that he is closer, I can see that he is taller than her, and quite broad in the shoulders, or is that the armor? The stops just below his neck, with no helmet that I can see. That might be why his face is so ugly, as it is covered in scars, and it looks like he has had his nose broken many times. He has one scar that goes across one of his eyes, not a large one, but enough to see that a blade just missed taking his eye out. Attached to the back of his armor is a black cape, held on the shoulders by leather straps.

      Leeha slowly reaches her hand towards his face, but Bryan doesn’t move. Ah, that is what she is doing. She is seeing if he truly does get along with other races. I watch his face as well, looking for any kind of disgust or any sign that he wants to move back. But I also watch him to make sure he doesn’t try anything. Just in case, with the six swords still floating beside me, I think Earth and get ready to shoot out vines to entangle him if need be.

      Leeha’s hand touches his cheek, and since he’s facing me, I can see his expression doesn’t change, although he looks puzzled.

      “Now, kiss me,” Leeha tells him, surprising me. Oh, that little vixen! She is looking to see if he will do it or turn away in disgust.

      “What?” Bryan says in surprise.

      “Kiss me,” Leeha repeats more forcefully.

      “If you are sure?” Bryan tells her. Leeha nods to him.

      Hesitantly, he bends down to kiss her on the lips, but at the last second she puts a hand on his face, stopping him. She backs up and walks towards me, backwards, so she is still looking at him. Once she is next to me, she says, “He is the real deal.”

      Letting go of the Summoning I had called up, I think Earth and I can feel the power leave. Leeha looks at the swords still floating next to us and says, “You can let go of those. I don’t think he will do anything.”

      Nodding, I let go of the Water Swords by thinking Water. They disappear in a small explosion of water droplets.

      “Do you mind if I sit? I think I kind of need to sit after all that,” Bryan says shakily.

      “Of course,” I tell him, waving to the fire that is mostly embers now. Leeha grabs a couple of larger branches we had found and puts them on the fire, lighting them.

      “We are staying here again today?” I inquire at her.

      She nods. “Yes. I think we need to get rid of those bodies, though. Let me go check the other body first,” she says, running over to slim’s body and grabbing a pouch from his belt as well.

      She walks back and hands it to me. I can hear the sound of coins again, but not as many as Joar’s. I open it and see that that they are mostly silver and copper-colored ones. No jewels and no gold.

      “So, how much was your fee from those two?” I ask, and in my head, I think Earth, and imagine the ground swallowing up the bodies. Bryan glances over at the sound of the ground shifting and sees the two bodies slowly sink into the ground. He swallows hard and looks back at me.

      “I was promised five gold pieces,” but then he hurriedly says, “But I will take whatever you think you can offer.”

      I open Joar’s bag and see about 25 or so gold coins. I take out ten of them, reach over, and drop them in Bryan’s hand, which had been opens to accept the money. I sit back down and see that he is staring at the coins in surprise. He looks up at me.

      “This is too much!” he says.

      “I am good. With the addition of these two idiots’ money, I am good. I also have my own bag with some coins,” I finish, though I don’t go into the fact that I only have one gold and some other coins. These coins will come in handy, I am sure. I don’t want to carry around two dead men’s bags, so I move the coins from theirs to mine. I take out one of the stones and look at it.

      Leeha whistles appreciatively. I glance at her and ask, “Good stone?”

      Nodding, she says, “That’s a diamond. It’s rough, but it’s easily worth 200 gold coins. Are there others?”

      “Yeah, these,” I tell her and take out a blue stone and some kind of orange-reddish rock. “That blue one is a sapphire. The orange one though,” she looks at it reverently, “it’s a fire diamond! I didn’t think I would ever see one in my lifetime!”

      “Worth a lot?” I ask her eagerly.

      “Yes! I would say a thousand gold coins easily. Though, with the right buyer, maybe even more. It’s uncut, so its value is limited by the cutter.

      “Well, I guess I am set for money then,” I say with a smile. Suddenly my stomach growls and I say with a chuckle, “Too bad I can’t eat coins.”

      “We might have something better,” Leeha whispers quietly. Both Bryan and I look over, and she is pointing to a tree about forty feet away. Snuffling into the ground is a small pig. Or is it a boar?

      Turning to me, she asks with a grin, “You or me?”

      “I kill it, you skin and cook it?” I ask her hesitantly. I hope she goes for it since I have no clue how to clean an animal. That Macoa last night was all her, and until I learn how to do it myself, I’ll either need to let her do it or pay someone. Now that I have gold.

      “Deal, but I want you to show off another one of your Elemental magics,” she says with a grin.

      I decide to show off my power to Bryan, and well, see if this will work. What power should I use? I have done Earth and Water. What can I do with Fire? Maybe a Fire Arrow? But that would most likely burn the forest down. Air then. Let’s see. Compressed air? I look around and see a small rock on the ground. I pick it up and put it in the palm of my hand. Air. Compressed Air Rifle. Suddenly the Air Elemental in my hand turns into exactly that, a see-through rifle, with a scope even. Aiming it downwards as I would in a game at the arcade, I see that the scope even has crosshairs. I move the rifle away from my eye, looking at it and thinking fucking hell. It knows what I want? Is it grabbing it from my memories?

      I shake my head and bring it up to my eye again, aiming at the boar. Once I have it in my crosshairs again, I put my finger on the trigger and pull it back, and hear a soft wuffft sound. I remove my eye away from the scope and peer at where the boar was, and it’s down on the ground.

      “Yes!” I say exuberantly. “I did it!” I look at Leeha and Bryan, and both are staring not at me, but at the air rifle in my hand.

      They both have stunned expressions on their faces. Leeha is the first to shake herself out of it and say, “Alex, what the fuck is that?” pointing towards it.

      “Oh, this is a weapon from my world. Though usually, it’s made of metal and shoots metal bullets. You know those Water Bullets?” I ask her. She nods slowly. “Well, on my world, they are made of metal and shoot out of these,” I tell her, holding up the rifle.

      “And what is that called?” she asks me, and now her gaze is intense.

      I look over at Bryan nervously and say, “How about I show you later?” I am sure if I wanted to, I could have created one of those using just Water.

      “You’d better,” she says.

      Suddenly, a globe of water goes flying from her palm to the boar, and brings it back. Watching her skin and gut the boar using her Water ability is more disgusting than it was last time, since it’s not just a bird. Bryan watches the procedure with interest, and he actually points out a couple of things to Leeha, who takes the information and exclaims in pleasure when something she didn’t know about before works. Once she’s done, she gets me to create four Rock Sticks for her, which I hand over, and within twenty minutes, after I add more wood, we have boar meat cooking over the fire.
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      “It’s been three days since we left the campsite. How far are we from this human settlement?” I complain to Bryan and Leeha. I am miserable. If God gave me a new body, it must have been fucking brand new because it wasn’t broken in. I stop at a tree and try to catch my breath. My back hurts, and my feet are killing me. These boots look nice but apparently, they don’t stop blisters from forming.

      Leeha stops and looks back at me. She smiles and walks over, putting a hand on my back as I had bent over to relieve a stitch in my side. “We are almost out of the woods, and we will be next to the city wall,” she says.

      “Isn’t there a road we can walk on to make it easier?” I huff at her.

      “No,” Bryan says from behind me. I turn to him, and he elaborates. “They would see us on the road, and since we have Leeha with us, we want to avoid any eyes until the last minute.”

      “Why?” I ask.

      Hesitating, Bryan seems anxious as he says, “When we reach the city, you will need to claim she is your slave so that she can get in with no issues. If Leeha were to try to get in on her own, she would have to pay a large entry fee at the gates, and she would not be left alone as others would try to buy her, or even abduct her.”

      I stare at him. “You’re fucking joking?” I finally ask him.

      “No, he is not,” Leeha says, resentment in her voice. “While they allow us in cities, we have to follow the rules that the humans have set up. There are places that we aren’t allowed, and while most inns let us in, they charge us a higher than normal price.”

      Fucking hell, this is like when we had slaves in the USA over 50 years ago. We humans are assholes no matter where we are, apparently. I feel my hands balling up, and Leeha puts her hand over one of my fists.

      “You need to take it easy, Alex. You cannot lose your head in the city. Or show others you can do more than one Elemental,” Leeha says quietly, gazing at me until I nod. I am still angry, but I know she is right. I was lucky with Bryan that he ended up being a Knight of the Falling Star. If not, I would have had to kill him because I can’t let this secret get out. Not until I am more powerful, and I understand my own powers.

      I take a deep breath and nod again. “You’re right. How are we going to do this? I am new here,” I say to her.

      “You need to be tough with her,” Bryan says before Leeha can answer. “You can’t allow her to talk to others, as you are her owner. You also need to stop anyone from talking to her. She is your property. You bought her with your own money. Or you paid off her debt. You need to bring her to heel,” Bryan says, but what really gets me is that Leeha is nodding at the points he is making. What the fuck is he talking about?

      “Wait, you want me to treat her like a pet?” I say, shocked at the idea.

      “No!” they both say in unison. “You love a pet and cherish it. You do not cherish an Elf,” Bryan says. But then he sighs. “I can tell from your face, Alex, that you do not relish this. But you must do it! Otherwise, Leeha will need to stay here.”

      I sigh and say to him, “You’re correct. I’m not too fond of the idea of doing that to anyone, never mind, Leeha. But if it will make people leave her alone, I am all for it. How do you know all this?” I ask Bryan.

      A look of embarrassment crosses his face and he doesn’t answer me right away, but instead looks away. Then awkwardly, he says, “I have a partner that is not human.”

      “What?” Leeha says, her mouth open in astonishment.

      I stare between the two of them, trying to understand. He looks embarrassed, and somewhat scared, and Leeha looks shocked. Then again, I try to imagine someone dating a person of color when slavery was normal a hundred years ago on my world, and maybe that’s what I am seeing—someone who knows it’s not allowed but does it anyway. And someone of another race who finds out another person is dating someone of their race, even though it’s forbidden.

      “Can we drop it,” Bryan mumbles.

      “No fucking way,” Leeha says with a grin. “Who’s the lucky girl?”

      “She isn’t from around here,” he says cagily.

      “Come on,” Leeha says, walking past me to get to him. She stands in front of him and looks up at him. “What’s she like? What race?”

      Bryan looks away from her intent gaze, although the fact that she is pressing her assets into his chest might also be a factor.

      “She’s a Rabini from the Plains of Ratha, near the edge of Lamar Forest. I met her when I was in my twenties and was on a mission to learn more about them. I lived there for a year the first time I visited, and was introduced to her by my mentor. When I went back two years later, I met her again, and it was like we had never been apart. Even though I had been taught when I was younger not to look at that kind of relationship as wrong, it still took a couple of years before I finally gave in. But truthfully, even if she had been human, I would have acted the same way since she was a woman.”

      “You scoundrel,” Leeha says, “you got yourself a piece of tail! Literally!”

      “Yeah,” Bryan says, blushing, but he is grinning as well.

      “What? She has an actual tail?” I ask incredulously.

      “Yup,” Leeha says with a chuckle. “Rabinis have fluffy tails. Felinis have long tails.”

      “What about the hmm, lizard one?” I ask her.

      “Ah, the Dragonis or the Lizardis?” Leeha asks me with a grin.

      “Both?” I ask, now extremely interested.

      “The Dragonis and the Lizardis both have large, rough tails as befits their races. They use it when fighting. And the last primary race on Boromour is the Mer, and they aren’t fishtailed before you ask,” Leeha says with a chuckle, and I blush, a I had been about to open my mouth and ask exactly that.

      “We need to get going,” Bryan says, looking up at the sun and interrupting our talk about tails.

      “What time is it?” I ask him, looking up at the sun as well, or really down at it, as it’s low in the sky.

      “A couple of hours to sundown. So, 7 pm?” Bryan says.

      “We need to go then since they will close the gates at 9 pm, and I would rather not spend another night outdoors. As much as I detest cities, there will at least be a roof over my head,” Leeha says passionately.

      “Then lead the way,” I tell her just as passionately. I don’t want to sleep on hard ground again if I don’t have to. Last night Bryan had said no fire, since we were closer to humanity and we didn’t want to attract anyone.

      Leeha turns around and heads off in the direction we had been walking, and I follow her. Knowing that I can have a roof under my head tonight, and maybe even a bed, makes me ignore the pains all over my body.
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        * * *

      

      Once we emerge from the trees about an hour later, I get my first glimpse of the city, and I am impressed at its size. The walls are made of stone, with mortar keeping it together. They look to be about ten feet high, though the size is hard to tell from here because we are still about a mile away. On our right, I see the gates, and a line of people, not just humans, going in.

      Once we get closer, I can see that humans are the predominant race, but I also see Elves. What really catches my eye are the other races, even if there’s only a few of them. I see a couple of Felinis, but whereas I thought they would have fur all over, it’s not true. They have cat ears above their hair and long tails, but the rest of them look one hundred percent human. I see both males and females walking into the city.

      I also see two of what I assume are the Rabinis, with long floppy ears and bushy tails that make me grin in delight. The two Rabinis are a male and female couple, and they are with a human female who is well dressed and is walking behind them. Both are carrying baskets over their heads.

      “Remember,” Bryan says from behind me. “You’re the master. I am your hired guard. They know by my crest that I am a soldier for hire. That is how we go everywhere, and my Order isn’t cheap, so they expect you to have money. You lead now. Once we are in the city, Leeha can direct you, as your slave,” he finishes.

      Nodding nervously, I say, “Right. Here we go.”

      We get in line, and I am standing behind an older man, who has a male Elf next to him. The older man seems to be in his late eighties, though in this world, if things are as rough as they seem, he might just be in his sixties. He is dressed well and has a cane to help him walk. The Elf standing with him is a young male, with long black hair hanging down his back. He looks back at us and nods to Leeha almost imperceptibly. The only reason I notice is I am looking at him. The Elf turns around quickly after he realizes I noticed the nod.

      With Leeha and Bryan behind me, I move up in the line as folks are let in. Once it’s our turn, I notice that there are guards all over the place at the gate. I count twelve so far, but I am sure there are more inside. I walk to the large gate entrance, and there is a man in a red colored robe sitting at a small desk with a chair, in the middle of the dirt road. There is a stack of papers in front of him, and a quill and a bottle of ink beside them.

      Without looking up, he asks, “Business?” in a bored tone.

      “Hmm. I am here for lodging and to buy supplies,” I tell him, thankful that Bryan had instructed me on what to say.

      He puts a mark on the paper, looks up, and then looks behind me. Seeing who I am with, he sits up attentively. “That will be two gold,” he says with a smile.

      Bryan had mentioned this too, “Really now? Two gold? Should I go see the city magistrate and tell him that one of his servants is seeking to rob me?” I ask softly.

      “Oh, did I say two gold?” he says, licking his lips. “I meant to say, two coppers. I am sorry, a slip of the tongue there.”

      Bryan said that since he is with me, they will assume I am rich and have deep pockets. And most likely, this person will have been here every day and having never have seen me before, would try to fleece me on the price. Taking out two coppers, I drop them on the table and head towards the gate’s entrance. Then I hear the guard speak behind me.

      “That will be one silver for you, you filthy Elf bitch,” the man in red says.

      I turn around to see who he is talking to. He is looking at Leeha. “I am sorry,” I tell him with a snap in my voice. “I was not aware that my slave was required to pay to get in?” The anger in my voice is very real because of the way he just spoke to Leeha.

      He looks back at me in shock and blurts out, “I am sorry, my Lord. I was not aware she was with you. I only assumed the Knight was, for your protection.”

      “Leeha, show me where the inn is before I get upset with this idiot and douse his fire,” I tell her, snapping my fingers at her. We had agreed beforehand that if I needed to use my magic, I would use Water. So this let the man know I was a Water mage.

      At that comment, the man bows and says apologetically, “I am sorry. I did not know you were a mage.”

      “And how does that matter when swindling people?” Shaking my head, still playing my part, I say to Bryan, “Shall we?”

      “Yes, my Lord,” Bryan says respectfully.

      I turn around and head inside the city. My first city on this new world. Wonder what I can expect here? I doubt it will be like a city in Boston. I had always wanted to visit a town in Ireland or Scotland. The older ones, I mean. Not the new ones full of skyscrapers and stuff. And here I am, about to walk into a city that is so medieval it’s on another planet! Doubt I will find a Starbucks here! Shit, do they have coffee here?
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      “This one?” I ask Leeha, pointing to the sign of a white sheep jumping over a bed.

      “Yes, sir. That is the White Sheep Inn,” Leeha says demurely, with her head down. I know she is playing a part so that she doesn’t stand out, but I loathe it. I want her to be herself, but I know she can’t until we’re behind closed doors. And even then, she said she needs to be careful.

      What fucking kind of world did God put me in? I am not sure I like this place anymore, even with its magic.

      Nodding, I head inside, followed by Bryan and Leeha. The place is as I expected. The whole fucking city was. Walking through it was like walking backwards through time and being planted into a medieval movie! Just with a smattering of Elves, Rabinis, and Felinis added in. Everywhere I looked I saw dirt roads, horses, and hawkers selling their wares. Even beggars, though I noticed they were all human.

      I enter through the open double doors and wait for my eyes to adjust. It’s dark inside, with only candles lighting the room. There’s a large candle chandelier hanging from the ceiling on a large rope, and there are tables with people seated at them, eating meals and drinking mugs of what I assume is the local version of booze. Beer maybe?

      I see a bar against one wall, and a large man is standing behind it, drying a cup with a cloth. If he isn’t the owner, I will eat my shirt. In stories, movies, and games, that was always a sign of the owner. Drying a mug with a cloth.

      I walk up to him and nod once I get close, and he nods back. “Be you looking for rooms, my Lord,” he says, looking behind me and seeing Bryan before adding ‘my lord.’

      Nodding to him, I confirm, “Yes please, for the night. I need two rooms. One for my guard, preferably next to me or in front of me in case I am in need of his services. And one for myself.”

      “Stay is five silver per room, but it includes a late supper meal of mutton stew with bread and with one pint of ale each. Meal for your slave is one copper and includes a day-old chunk of bread and a mug of water,” he says, noticing Leeha behind me.

      “Very well, but how much more for a second meal for myself with an extra pint of ale? I have been on the road all day, and honestly, I am a big eater,” I tell him, holding my anger in check. We get a good meal, and slaves get day-old bread? Wonder how much they would have charged Leeha if she was alone?

      “That will be one silver,” he says. “Did you want to eat down here or in your room?” he asks, motioning someone over to him. I glance over and see it’s a young girl, human, about fifteen years old.

      “I will eat in my room, and so will my guard. We have an early day tomorrow,” I say, turning back to him.

      “And your slave, will she be sleeping in our stables, or?” he asks me.

      “Hmm,” I tell him, pretending to think it over. Leeha said that most slaves would either be sleeping in the barns of the inns, which usually are out in back, or at the foot of the bed of a master. I told her; no fucking way am I letting her sleep in a barn. “I think I will keep her close in case I need something fetched in the middle of the night. So the floor will do. Might be good for her since she has been sleeping on soft ground all week, and sleeping on a hard surface will remind her of her place.”

      He grins at me and nods, “Aye. We can’t have them getting airs, can we? I will have Pricilla bring everything up to you. So that will be eleven silvers, and one copper.”

      I open my bag and bring out the correct number of coins, placing them on the counter in front of him. He grabs them quickly and stuffs them away somewhere before I can get a chance to see where they went.

      “Bring these two men to the green and red rooms,” the innkeeper tells the young girl. She nods, turns, and smiles at me.

      “This way, my Lord,” she says brightly and heads to the back of the room, where there are stairs leading up to a landing on the second floor. I see doors up there, and I guess they are the inn’s rooms. Once we get to the top landing, she turns to me and says, “I will bring up your food after I show you to your rooms. Don’t fret. The rooms are clean, and we change the bedding once a week.”

      Once a week? I cringe, thinking of who else could have slept on them. But truthfully, having a soft bed will be nice right now, and I don’t care. Pricilla stops in front of a door and says, “That’s the red room,” and I see that it has a red square painted on it. She moves to the next door down the walkway and says, “This is the green room,” somewhat redundantly now since I see it has a green square. It makes sense to use colors instead of numbers or letters if someone can’t read.

      “Thank you,” I tell her. She nods and hurriedly walks back the way we came.

      “Let me check the room out first,” Bryan says, as he opens the door to the green room. He goes in and checks the room out, and even gets on his hands and knees and looks under the bed. He gets back up and waves me inside.

      I walk into the room, and it’s not much to look at. There is a bed and a piece of furniture which I assume is the dresser, but the only thing on it is a large bowl and a large candle holder with three candles burning away and giving off light. On the wall behind the bed is an oil lantern burning away, giving off more light into the room, making it brighter. In the corner is a small wooden seat with a lid. Jesus fucking hell! Is that a chamber pot? One thing I learned in the last couple of days of traveling is how to do my business in the woods. But this? And I have Leeha in the room with me? I mean, I guess I’m spoiled from having flushing toilets on Earth. Though, I know there are still places on Earth that don’t have those.

      I hear the door close, so I turn around, and Leeha had come in. She sees the look on my face and must realize what I had been looking at, since she laughs quietly and says, “Don’t worry. I will leave the room before you decide to use it.”

      “We need to be careful what we say,” Bryan says. “The walls might have ears.”

      “Really?” I ask him in surprise. “Why?”

      “To find out our business? Where we are going? There are gangs in the cities who pay good money to know where someone is traveling to and then pass that information on.”

      “And then meet you on the way to either rob you or kill you,” Leeha says just as quietly, in a voice that is barely above a whisper.

      “Is there anything we can do to make it so others can’t hear us?” I ask quietly.

      Leeha shakes her head. “No, I don’t know how you would do that?”

      “Well, since the walls are wood, what if I cause them to vibrate enough that people won’t be able to hear us through them?” I say, looking at them. They both look at me blankly.

      “You lost us, I think, Alex,” Leeha says slowly. “What is vibrate?”

      Crap, they don’t understand the concept of vibration? “Hmm. Put your hand on your throat and hum,” I tell them.

      They both look at me strangely, but follow my directions. “That sensation you are feeling is the vibration of your voice. Now, if I can use Earth magic to make the wood vibrate like that, hard enough that it can interrupt sound going through the walls, folks on the other side won’t hear us. Right now, when we talk our voices are carried to the walls, and folks can listen in on us. But, if I can cause the walls to vibrate, the sound won’t get through to someone on the other side. Hell, I am sure I could do it with Water as well.”

      Leeha rushes up to me and grabs my leather jerkin. “How!” she asks excitedly, almost forgetting to be quiet.

      I look around the room and focus on the walls. How can I do it with water so that she can do it as well? I mean, having water on the walls would just make it wet. But what if I put a thin layer of water vapor between the walls? Water can conduct sound, but not well. But if you add a space between the wall and the water? I walk to the wall and place my hand on it, thinking of something that might work.

      Water. When I get a water globe in my hand, I follow up with Thin Water Vapor Wall, and I imagine a thin layer of water on the door and ceiling.

      Thin Water Wall of Vapor used. 100 points of power used.

      What the hell? Did it change the name? I guess it does sound better. Even so, what I had named it sounded cool to me too! Anyway, moving on. I don’t bother with the floor. Yet. Once I’m done, I turn to Bryan and say, “Go outside, close the door, and we will try talking loudly.”

      Bryan looks at me oddly but nods and heads to the door. He opens it, steps out, and closes it.

      “Now, can you hear me, Bryan?” I say in a loud enough voice that he should hear us, if it were a normal door, with normal walls. “Bryan! Come in!” I shout—still nothing.

      A minute later the door opens again and Bryan walks in, looking at us inquisitively after closing the door.

      “Nothing?” Leeha asks him excitedly. “Alex was practically shouting, telling you to come into the room.”

      “No way?” Bryan says with astonishment on his face.

      “Well, good to know that works,” I begin to say, but Leeha is back in front of me, her gaze intent.

      “How did you do it?” she asks me emphatically.

      “Easy, what you do-” but I stop as there is a knock on the door. Bryan goes to the door quickly, his hand on his sword, and cracks it open. Then he opens it wider.

      It’s Priscilla. She has a large tray in her hand, and as she comes in she is followed by two men. One has a large round table top and wooden legs? Are they going to put a table together in here?

      “All right, I got the food you ordered, including the second helping for yourself, my Lord,” she says.

      The man with the round tabletop fits the legs into four holes on the bottom of the table, and I hear them click. He then proceeds to turn it over and places it down in front of the bed. The second man comes in behind him with two chairs and places them around the table. Once they are done, they both bow my way and leave.

      Priscilla puts three bowls of stew on the table, followed by four mugs. One of the mugs is chipped and looks like it’s seen better days. Then she takes a loaf of bread from the tray and places it next to that mug. I can tell that the bread is hard even from where I’m standing as when she sets it down, it makes a thunking noise.

      “There you go, my Lord. Da wanted to know if you will be wanting breakfast in the morning?” Priscilla asks me.

      Hmm, I think that might be a good idea as we have no clue where we are going. Leeha never really went into why she was coming to the city in the first place in detail, other than looking for work. The city of Lomar. But since I had nowhere else to go, I figured I would come here as well.

      Bryan came because he was following me, but he said he would be leaving me here as he needs to go to his Order to get news of me to his mentor, who he said was the Grand Commander of the Knights of the Falling Star. Apparently it will take him about two weeks of hard riding by horse to get to their headquarters, northwest of Lomar.

      “Yes,” I tell her, nodding to her with a smile. “Can I get the same again? For myself two orders, and one for my bodyguard,” I tell her.

      “Nothing for your slave? Good idea. Don’t want to spoil them,” she says, nodding. “That’d be three silver. You can pay me now, or Da in the morning,” she finishes.

      Shit, forgot to add that. Well, good thing the second serving is for Leeha. And is that the attitude of everyone here towards anyone not human? Fucking hell. I take out three silver and hand them to her, and like with her dad, they disappear faster than I thought possible.

      “Good night, my Lord. Sleep well. If you need a sleeping companion, just ask my Da,” Priscilla says with a knowing smile and heads back out the open door, closing it behind her.

      “Fucking bitch,” Leeha says vehemently.

      “I kind of have to agree,” I tell her, bringing her into a hug and kissing the top of her head. “Shall we eat?” I tell them.

      “Oh, hell yeah,” Bryan says with enthusiasm, grabbing one of the chairs and starting to sit down. But then he stops, looks embarrassed, and utters, “Sorry, Leeha, you can have the chair.”

      “Sit,” I tell him before Leeha can answer. “I will sit on the edge of the bed.”
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      I sigh and sit back, and looking around, I can tell we all enjoyed the meal. Even the ale, other than being room temperature, was good. I hadn’t been sure about eating sheep, or mutton as the innkeeper called it, but it was surprisingly good with the bread—even the day-old bread, which we had split three ways. I just took mine, broke it up into pieces, and put it into the stew to soften it. When Bryan and Leeha saw me doing that, they followed suit, seeing as how my piece had become soft with the juices from the stew.

      “I should get to my room and sleep, to get ready for the morning,” Bryan says, taking the last sip of his ale.

      “You sure you need to leave us so soon?” I ask him, taking the last sip of my ale as well. I am going to miss Bryan and his ugly face. He had been a pleasant traveling companion for the last couple of days.

      “Yes. I will be gone before the sun is up as I have quite a ways to travel. I will let the innkeeper know that you sent me on a chore, and I am to meet you on the road. I will get myself a horse and head to see my Grand Commander. Thank you for the extra gold. That will come in handy on my travels,” he tells me gratefully.

      “Do you have enough with just the gold I gave you?” I ask him, concerned with his expenses considering how far and how long he needs to travel.

      Nodding, he says, “Yes. I don’t need to pay for a horse, as our Order keeps a stable in each city for our use in case of emergencies. So I will grab one and go. I hope to reach the city of Salla within two weeks.”

      He gets up and bows to me and says, “Be safe, Elemental Summoner. I shall try to come back to you and be by your side as you grow in power.” And with that, he bows to Leeha as well and heads out the door, leaving Leeha and me alone.

      “I will clear the table and bring the stuff to the kitchens. Please get ready for bed yourself,” Leeha says with a smile.

      “No, I can get it,” I start to tell her, but she shakes her head.

      “No, they expect it of me as your slave, and they would look at it as odd if I did not bring the dishes down. I will leave my mug of water there, as it’s expected of me to eat and drink only once you are asleep. Sit, I won’t be very long. Be sure to lock the door behind me, and only let me in on three knocks,” she tells me intently, gathering the bowls and mugs.

      “Three knocks. Got it,” I tell Leeha with a smile.

      Once she is gone, I lock the door and sit on the bed, trying to figure out the sleeping arrangements. I mean, I know what I want, but that’s my libido talking. Except for the fact that she has been sleeping next to me in the woods every night and I can tell the tension is there between us. But you know what? I am going to be a gentleman. I will sleep on the floor and give her the bed. There are two pillows on the bed, so I will take one of them.

      My thoughts are interrupted by three knocks on the door. I get off the bed and rush to the door, unlocking the bolt that is there, and crack it open. It’s Leeha. I open the door wider and she slides in, and then I close and lock it behind me once more.

      As I still have the spell running, I imagine the Thin Water Wall of Vapor covering the door as well. In a way, it’s helping us, since when I opened the door I could hear loud noises coming from the inn’s common room. It makes sense, folks coming to drink at night as it gets dark. This way, we can have peace and quiet and sleep without the noise bothering us.

      Leeha looks at me nervously, and so I say, “I will sleep on the floor tonight. You can have the bed.” She goes to open her mouth-I am sure to refuse my offer-but I say quickly, “I insist. I will grab a pillow and sleep on the floor next to you,” I tell her, pointing to the side of the bed without the chamber pot.

      Leeha looks confused and says, “You have me alone, and you wish to sleep on the floor?”

      “Well, it’s just that we have just met, and I don’t want to take advantage of you,” I tell her awkwardly, seeing the hurt look she has on her face. What the hell? I am trying to be the good guy here!

      She walks up to me until her breasts are against me, and looks up at me. “Alex. What if I want you?” she says softly, not taking her eyes off me, and wrapping her arms around my chest.

      “You want me?” I ask her quietly. She nods at me but doesn’t say anything. I smile down at her and then bend and kiss her softly on the lips. Seconds later, I feel her tongue opening my mouth, and the kiss becomes more passionate. I wrap my arms around her and bring her closer to me.

      Suddenly, we are both tearing away our clothes, and let me tell you, a leather jerkin isn’t as easy to remove as one would think. Leeha’s clothes are easier to get out of since hers are more like a bikini set, but I’m wearing full leather pants, boots, and the jerkin. Oh, and apparently underwear isn’t a thing here. Either that or God forgot to give some to me, so full commando it is.

      Once I am undressed, I look at Leeha, and am amazed at her nude body. She is slim but with large breasts that ride low on her, but not saggy in any way, and they beg to be sucked. So I do just that, bringing up one of her breasts and sucking the nipple, causing her to grab the back of my head and moan in pleasure. With my other hand, I reach behind her and cup one of her firm ass cheeks. I play with her nipple for a couple of minutes until she is panting.

      She puts her face into my neck and says in a lusty voice, “Alex, please. It’s been so long.”

      I nod and have to agree. It’s been over a year since I had sex on Earth. So, I lift her and bring her to the bed and place her on it. I get on top of her and slowly lower myself over her face and kiss her again. She opens her legs and grabs my ass, as if she is trying to push me into her by force alone. I can feel my hard cock pressing against her, but I don’t push in yet.

      I pull back from our kiss and ask her softly, “You are sure?”

      She nods but says to me with hesitation in her face and voice, “Only if you want to.”

      I smile down at her and don’t say anything but instead reach down, grab my hard cock, and place it against her wet pussy. Slowly I push the tip of my cock into her, and she opens her eyes wide in pleasure. She is trying to grab my ass and push me in quicker, but I don’t let her. I continue to go slow, pushing more and more of my hard cock into her pussy, and I can feel how tight she is.

      “Oh Gods,” she says breathlessly.

      “Are you all right?” I ask her softly. I can see her wince every once in a while.

      “Yes, I just did not expect you to be so fucking big,” she says with a small laugh. “Either that or it’s been longer for me than I thought.”

      I nod and smile at her before bending down and kissing her. I wasn’t a small guy on Earth, and it seems that God made me even bigger here on Boromour. I don’t know how big I am, but I would say easily ten or eleven inches now, with more girth. As I push myself deeper and deeper into her, her arms suddenly wrap around my neck, and her kisses get harder and harder. Soon my cock is fully buried in her soft, wet pussy.

      I start to bring my cock out, and I can feel her muscles squeezing me. I don’t bring myself out fully, only about four inches, and then I slowly go back in again, starting a rhythm. Suddenly, I feel her pussy squeeze me even harder, and she buries her face into my neck-or more like squeezes my neck so hard, she brings me down on top of her-as she cums around my cock.

      I hadn’t stopped thrusting in and out of her, and I can feel my own need coming to a head, but I am not ready to finish yet. I get up on my knees, grab her legs and bring them up and out to the side, and my cock goes even deeper into her pussy, making her moan and close her eyes. Without me asking, Leeha grabs her legs and brings them even closer to her head, which is perfect for what I want to do.

      I reach between us, with my cock still going in and out of her, and I put a thumb on her clit. It’s engorged and hard. She has pubic hair, but it’s fine and blond like the hair on her head, and well-trimmed. When my thumb touches her clit, Leeha’s eyes open wide in shock.

      “Alex?” she asks me, sounding uncertain, but her voice is husky with desire.

      “Yes?” I say, not stopping my in and out action, or the rubbing of her clit with my thumb, which is causing her hips to move up and down.

      “Oh Gods,” she says, not answering me but closing her eyes instead. I can feel her cumming; her pussy is squeezing me in waves, and her legs are shaking. Not changing the speed of my cock as I go in and out of her pussy, even though all I want to do is slam it into her, I keep it up. I lay my hand flat just above her clit and start to play with the hard nub faster, her slick juices making it easier to go up and down with my thumb.

      Suddenly, her eyes open wide in surprise and she utters, “Alex, what the fuck!”

      Without any further warning, she cums hard, but that’s not the only surprise. Abruptly, something wet hits my stomach. Fuck, did she just squirt? Suddenly, my own passion, my own needs, and my own wants come crashing down, and the fact that I just made her squirt is too much for me. I can’t help but pick up my pace and do what I wanted to do to her earlier, and I begin to slam my cock harder into her wet pussy.

      Eventually, it reaches a crescendo, and I end up grunting as a massive orgasm that I can feel starting at my toes overtakes me. I’m fairly sure I see stars at the end. Exhausted, I fall on top of Leeha, breathing hard, with my face buried in her neck, kissing her.

      “Fuck,” is all Leeha says, but there is awe in her voice.

      “Yeah, you can say that again,” I tell her, breathing hard but slowly catching my breath. Fucking hell, that was amazing. My cock, while not rock hard, has stayed hard and is twitching inside her pussy. I lift myself so that I am looking down at her and I kiss her softly on her beautiful lips. She looks amazing with her cerulean blue eyes and so I say, “God, you’re beautiful,”

      And then, without warning, she begins to cry.
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      I look down at Leeha, who is crying, and I can’t understand why. Did I do something wrong? Did I hurt her inadvertently?

      “Leeha?” I ask her softly, moving until I am lying next to her, and I caress her face with my hand. “What’s wrong?” I ask her worriedly, turning her face towards me gently.

      “This,” she says, waving around. “Us. That was the most amazing sex I have ever had. I should be happy. I should be honored. But all I feel is scared,” she says, turning over so that her face is in the pillow and her beautiful ass is facing me.

      “Scared? Of what?” I ask her, confused.

      “That you won’t want me anymore now that you know what it’s like making love to one of us Elves,” she says miserably.

      I can’t help but laugh, and she turns to me with a hurt look. I shake my head and tell her, “Leeha, you are the most beautiful woman I have ever made love to. I want nothing more than to have sex with you again, over and over. Where I come from, your looks would make you someone very desirable. I would be an idiot to turn you away,” I say, wiping the tears from her eyes.

      “Truly, you won’t leave me here and go out on your own now?” she asks hesitantly.

      “No, I want you with me. I am the one who should be asking you if you will stay with me,” I tell her truthfully.

      Leeha looks at me to see if I am being deceitful, but when she doesn’t see anything but my feelings for her, she turns over and hugs me sideways, making me fall over on my back. With her head on my chest, I stroke her hair and tell her, “I promise not to leave you, Leeha, as long as you promise the same.” It sounds crazy, but I mean it. I truly do care for her, even though I just met her. Is it God doing it? I don’t care. She is amazing.

      Leeha lifts her head and she is smiling, but there are tears in her eyes, “I promise as well.”

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 2 of 200

      What the hell? Did I just get a point for agreeing to stay with Leeha? Or was it her deciding to stay with me? I know God said that getting to 200 means I get into Heaven because of all my good deeds, but how is keeping Leeha with me a good deed?

      I mean, hell, do I even get something when I hit 200, other than a guarantee of entry into Heaven? I shouldn’t be a greedy bastard, really. I mean, I have access to the five Elementals and English, which seems to be its own powerful magic.

      God, if you can read my mind, give me a fucking manual for this shit! I am used to playing with wikis! But of course, no answer. I kiss Leeha on the forehead and as the euphoria of sex starts to wear off, the first thing I feel is the wet spot.

      “Crap,” I say out loud with a groan.

      “What,” Leeha says sleepily.

      “The wet spot,” I tell her. “What if the staff sees it and figures out we had sex?”

      Her head lifts quickly, and she looks at me nervously.

      “Can we use Water magic to move it, say to that chamber pot?” I ask her, feeling just as nervous now.

      Leeha’s eyes get bright, and a grin appears on her face. She hurries off the bed and closes her eyes, raising her hands with her palms face up. I just sit there and stare, enjoying the view of my amazing Elf, naked in front of me. As always when using or calling up magic, she starts with a globe of water in her hand. Then it disappears, and she opens her eyes. Suddenly, the water or liquid lifts up off the bed and creates a larger ball over the mattress itself. I get off the bed quickly and open the lid of the chamber pot with my toe.

      Under the control of Leeha, the ball moves until it’s just over the chamber pot, about an inch over it, and then the liquid ball dissolves and splashes into the bottom of the chamber pot.

      “Yes!” Leeha cries.

      I go back to the bed and put my hand down on the blanket, and it’s dry, even the prime spot where Leeha had squirted. I pull the blankets back and see there are sheets. Well, not a totally uncivilized society then.

      “Are there bed bugs here?” I ask her suddenly, looking at the bed nervously. Kind of late now since we just fucking had sex on it.

      Nodding, Leeha says, “Yes, but usually inns have an Earth mage on staff who gets rid of them after each guest. Same with the sheets. While they only get washed once a week in this inn, from what Pricilla said, the Earth mage also freshens them up. It’s standard.”

      “An Earth mage for just that?” I ask her, perplexed.

      “Yes, not all Earth mages, or any Elemental mages for that matter, have the same level of power. So those who are low ranking, or low in power, usually get jobs doing things like this. Powerful mages are not the rule.”

      “And what about you? How powerful are you in Water?” I ask her.

      “As an Elf Water mage, I am relatively powerful. That’s the reason I can be the assassin that I am. But I am not human, so the human Mages’ Society doesn’t care about us,” she says bitterly. “They do not allow us to enroll into their schools to learn spells. We must learn it on our own or steal them.”

      “Steal them? Like a spell scroll?” I ask her.

      “A what?” she asks me, a frown on her face as she gets into bed.

      “A spell scroll, where a spell or how to do a spell is written down?” I ask her, getting into bed next to her and pulling up the blanket.

      She looks at me oddly. “Alex, most of us can’t read. How would writing a spell down help?”

      “True,” I say lamely. I forgot about that. “So how would you steal a spell then?”

      “Easy, you force it out of someone,” she says, as if stating the obvious.

      “Ah, right,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      Leeha puts her head on my chest once I am settled down, but then looks up at the candles and the oil lantern over our head. She sighs and says, “Dammit, I don’t want to get out of bed again.”

      “Oh. Let me try something. Do we want all of them blown out?” I ask her, wanting to show off to my sexy Elf again.

      “No, just keep one of the candles,” she says, looking at me curiously.

      Wind. I imagine the wind blowing out the flame that’s in the oil lantern, and it goes off. Then I think of the wind going to the candles and only blowing out two of them, and just like that, two of them are out. Wind, I think again, to release the Elemental. Within minutes, we are both asleep.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I wake up without Leeha in bed with me. Before the panic can set in, she comes in and says she went downstairs to let the innkeeper know that I was ready for my two breakfasts. I have just enough time to get dressed into my gray leather pants and shirt, but not my boots, before Pricilla knocks on the door and Leeha goes to answer it, head down.

      Pricilla walks in with a tray again and on the table deposits two plates with bacon, eggs, beans, and a bread roll on each one, as well as two cups of steaming liquid. From the smell, I can tell what it is before I even see it. It’s fucking coffee! Pricilla also places a small jar down, as well as another mug of water- I had drank the first one last night after our lovemaking-and another hard loaf of bread. I mean, not a full loaf like I would get back home. This loaf of bread is half the size.

      “This is cream,” Pricilla says, pointing to the jar. “I wasn’t sure if you wanted milk with your coffee? And did you want both cups of coffee? That’s a lot of coffee,” she asks me, unsure.

      “Yes, keep both. I love coffee,” I tell her with a cheerful smile. Fucking right, I love coffee. I was so addicted to the stuff that while I know this wis a new body, I still have cravings for it, especially in the mornings.

      “Very well. When you finish eating, my Lord, just leave the dishes. The cleaning staff will take it away when you leave. I assume you are leaving today?” Pricilla asks me questioningly.

      “Yes, I sent my bodyguard on an errand, and he will be meeting us just outside the city walls, a couple of miles out,” I tell her, lying.

      “Well, just remember, if you ever want a good place to stay, The White Sheep is one of the better inns in Lomar,” she says.

      “Yes, that is what Le-, my Elf told me,” I say, almost forgetting that masters don’t use their slaves’ name.

      “Oh! Good slave!” Pricilla says, walking over to the taller Leeha and patting her on the head like a dog. “Well, you need to come back then!” Pricilla says, beaming as she heads to the door.

      “Yeah, I will,” I say cheerfully, but only if I am going to burn this fucking place down. I am so mad inside that I would love nothing better than to call up Fire and just set this place ablaze.

      This world, the way it treats its slaves, based on the stuff Leeha has been telling me, is worse than any history I ever read about back home. Elves, Felinis, Rabinis, Dragonis, and Mer, are all treated worse than property. The Mer, Leeha says, are lucky in that they live in water, such as lakes, rivers, seas, or oceans. But the rest of them are hunted in order to become slaves. They have no rights. Even coming into the cities, most take their chances that they won’t be abducted. Leeha says the only reason she’s been left alone is because she would show them her magic, and they would back off.

      The couple of times that they tried to abduct her here in Lomar, she showed the humans it wasn’t worth it. But that means each time she comes to the city, she might meet someone who is more powerful and is willing to try. Of course, now that she has me as her ‘master’, they will leave her alone. Or we hope, anyway. But we decided that if need be, I will use my ability as a Water mage, and show them the error of their ways. And right now, with the way I feel, I fucking hope they do try.

      Leeha comes over to me after locking the door and puts a hand on my chest. “Alex? It’s all right,” she says softly.

      “No, it’s not!” I tell her angrily, but the anger isn’t directed at her. Then I sigh and let out a deep breath.

      “But I am not powerful enough to do anything about it. Yet. Shall we eat breakfast? What’s our plan after this?” I ask her, sitting down at the table and pushing one of the plates over to her side, as she sits down in the chair opposite mine.

      “Once we are done breakfast, we will grab some supplies and head back out into Mital Forest. That was the reason I was coming here. I came here for a job and money to buy supplies, but since I am with you, I am wondering if you can make money for us?” she asks, almost pleadingly.

      “Aren’t we leaving today, though?” I ask her, puzzled.

      Nodding, she takes a bite of her eggs before answering. “Yes, but most of the jobs you can do as a powerful Water mage can be done in hours. Especially by you,” she tells me with a grin.

      “Right,” I laugh. I pick up the mug of coffee and splash in some milk, which I see is thick like cream, not the normal two percent milk on Earth, and take a sip. I sigh happily.

      “Better than sex?” Leeha asks me jokingly.

      “Sex with you? No fucking way. Sex with others? Possibly,” I tell her with a grin.
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      “You want me to trust you, an unknown Water mage, with a task?” snorts the short, skinny man sitting at a desk in the building that Leeha brought me to. He is dressed in a green robe, but it’s cut from a finer material than anyone I have seen yet.

      According to Leeha, this is the contract office for mages only, run by the Mages’ Society. She said any job that needed to be done by a mage was required to go through this man. He looks and sounds like a pompous, righteous asshole.

      “Well,” I tell him patiently. “Do you pay me before or after the job is done?”

      He looks at me shrewdly, but Leeha said that the one thing the Mages’ Society does not accept is cheaters, stealers, and thieves. If the man says he will pay me, he will pay me. No arguments asked.

      When I asked if Leeha could get a job also since she is a Water mage, she shook her head and said no, since she isn’t human.

      “All right, I might have a job for you,” he finally says with a sigh. “Though I doubt you will succeed since we have had over fifteen mages try it in the last month. Everything from Fire mages to Earth mages. But the city council is starting to get on my ass about it. The pay, if you can do it, is now at 25 gold,” he tells me.

      I look at him in surprise. 25 gold? What the hell kind of job is this? I mean, I had been hoping only to be here ‘til the late afternoon, at which point Leeha and I had been expecting to head out after getting some supplies. I try not to look at Leeha, who is standing behind me with her head bowed. She had said to take any job that paid above ten gold. Well, this was above that. Way above that.

      Nodding, I say, “I can try.”

      “Good,” he says. “Raoul!” he shouts. Out of the back room, through a curtain, comes a young boy of about ten or eleven years of age. He is wearing a white robe, with a stripe of green across his chest.

      “Yes, Master Filka?” the boy says, bowing to him.

      “Take this mage to the sewer blockage. Explain to him what needs to be done, verify that he was unsuccessful, and return.” He turns back to me, “As you can imagine, we can’t be wasting our day for this, so you have until noon to repair it before it’s considered a failure.”

      “Why noon?” I ask him, perplexed.

      “What? Because you will have run out of power by then,” he says with a grunt.

      “Right,” I tell him, nodding.

      Ah, I forgot that my power pool is larger than what most have. So it makes sense that if someone who is a normal mage tried to use their magic to remove whatever this blockage is, they would run out quickly.

      The boy Raoul turns to me and bows. “If you will follow me, Master?” he says, asking for my name.

      “Alex,” I tell him.

      “If you will follow me, Master Alex, I will bring you to where the blockage that Master Filka mentioned is.”

      Nodding, I follow the boy as he heads out the front door of the building, where there is a line of other mages waiting to enter. When we first got to the building, there were about six other mages in line, all in different colored robes, and even two who wore normal clothing but had a colored cloth tied on their sleeve, which I guess was meant to denote their Elemental. Now as we exit, the line is longer, with well over fifteen mages waiting.

      The boy heads down the road to the left, and I follow him for a good five minutes without saying much, with Leeha following behind me quietly. I look back at her, and she looks up and nods.

      I turn back around and look at the boy and ask him, “So, how hard is this job?”

      He turns around, walking backwards, and says, “Pretty hard. The last mage who tried it was one of our more powerful ones from the local Society’s office. He figured it would be easy money, but he failed. It was kind of embarrassing, really. He had bragged that he would get it done in minutes. He ended up spending hours trying and tapped himself out,” he finishes with a grin.

      “So the chances of getting it done are slim,” I tell him.

      Nodding, the boy slows down and begins to walk next to me, to make it easier to talk. “Pretty well, Master Alex. I mean, the thing is, Master Filka doesn’t want to call in someone from the bigger cities, like Balla or Popar, but he might need to. The only thing is it means the cost to fix it will go up. How much is Master Filka paying you? 20 gold?”

      “No, he said this job was 25 gold,” I tell him with a raised eyebrow.

      “Ah,” he says with a grin, “Well, if he has to call someone from the bigger cities, the cost would be over 100 gold, and he would look bad in the eyes of the Mages’ Society for not being able to do it himself.”

      “Good to know,” I tell him. So there are bigger cities than this place, and they have the more powerful mages?

      “And here we are,” he says, heading onto a bridge sitting over a canal of water, and stopping in the middle, next to a railing. As we were walking, I had started smelling shit and other things, the stench getting worse the further we went, and now I know the reason. The canal is basically a sewage canal.

      I walk over and stand next to Raoul, who points off to the canal wall’s left side, where I now notice a sort of opening in the wall, with a metal grate. In front of the grate is a mound of…I don’t know what.

      “So, that is the blockage. We haven’t been able to remove it to let the water flow, so because of that, within a month the water will overflow over the canal walls, and onto the streets. That’s your job. Remove it and clear the blockage so the water can flow back into the grate. You’re only seeing the top of the grate,” Raoul says, pointing to it, “which is about a foot above the water, but it leads down ten feet, and it’s completely blocked.”

      “Why not just remove the grate?” I ask him curiously.

      “They’ve tried. It’s built into the wall, so it can’t be removed without destroying the wall. Which would cost more to repair than having a mage come from the other cities.”

      “Right,” I tell him. Moving closer to the railing, I put my hands down on it and look at the issue. So, let’s see what I can do. Since I am supposed to be a Water mage, I call up water in my palm, Water, and I throw my globe out over the filthy water. Water Sword. Three swords made of water appear, hovering in midair. I then focus and throw the blades as hard as I can against the blockage above the water.

      Water Sword Spell used. 10 points of power used.

      With an explosion of water, the Water Sword smashes against it and explodes away. So much for that. It hasn’t even made a scratch on it.

      “Everyone tries that first,” Raoul says with a small laugh and a grin. “Had one mage who kept throwing Fire Swords at it, and all he was doing was heating up the shit, causing the smell to be worse. They finally had to tell him to stop since it was getting so bad.”

      So, brute force won’t work, is what Raoul is saying. Calling up Water again, I throw another globe of water across over the railing and send it closer to whatever is blocking the water.

      “Do we know what the stuff that is blocking the grate is made of?” I ask Raoul.

      Raoul shakes his head and says, “No. Even our Earth mages are unsure if it’s rock material. Nothing seems to penetrate it.”

      Interesting. Let’s see, how would they go about it on Earth? I mean, TNT would be awesome right about now, but that would probably blow the whole thing, including part of the wall and the street next to it, into smithereens. What about a hammer?

      Water Hammer. The water globe shapes itself into a large hammer’s head. With my thought, I send it smashing into the thing, hitting part of the water as well. But instead of the results I expected, water gets splashed out to a radius of ten feet.

      Water Hammer Spell used. 10 points of power used.

      Well, that didn’t work. Ten points for Water Hammer? Good to know. I guess that would be considered brute force as well. What else would Earth people try? Well, it’s a big rock. What about drilling? Based on the size of it, drilling a single hole won’t do much. But what if I drill a ton of holes and then force water into them? Would that cause it to crack?

      Water Drill, I think, and immediately there is a four foot long corkscrew-type thing floating in the air. I move it so that it’s over the rock, and I make it spin quicker and quicker. Then, I slowly push it against the item blocking the grate.

      Water Drill Spell used. 10 points of power used.

      I can see smoke forming under the drill bit. Remembering that back home they would use water to cool it down, I lift my other hand and think Water and throw that globe over to the drill bit, and then think Water Spout. The Water Spout grabs water from the canal and begins to stream it into the hole that I am drilling. It’s working!

      Water Spout Spell used. 10 points of power used.

      Then the noise starts. First, I hear the squeal of the drill bit, and then whatever that thing is begins to groan. Within seconds, I see that the drill bit has gone more than halfway into the pile, is about two feet of its four feet thickness. I bring the drill bit out of the hole and direct it to another location, above the waterline, and start to drill again, using Water Spout to keep the area the drill bit is working in, wet.

      After the fifth hole, the Water Drill spell disappears in a burst of water, and I have to call up another one. Same with the Water Spout. Good to know. My spells won’t stay forever. Though I don’t know if they last a set time, or does it have to do with how much power or force they use? For the next hour, I keep adding drill holes. Once I start underwater though, I don’t need Water Spout anymore since there is tons of water everywhere. That makes it easier, as I don’t need to control two spells. However, it’s also harder in a way as I can’t see under all that shitty water, so I have to hope that the spell knows where to go or what needs to be done.

      Finally, after a good hour and a half, I am done. Or at least I feel I am finished drilling the holes. I look over and see Raoul looking at my handiwork in amazement.

      “How can you have so much power!” he tells me when he sees I have stopped and am looking around.

      “Oh, I am not even done yet,” I tell him with a small laugh.

      For what I want to do now, I will need a lot of water. Holding both my hands over the railing, I think Water and throw both globes towards the metal grate. Then, I think of the spell I want to use. I had put some thought into this, but I couldn’t think of a fucking name for it, so I hope this works. Water going into the holes and expanding three times its original form.

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1,000 points of power.

      What the fuck? One thousand points of power using a command? As I watch, the globes of water split off into multiple streams, going into the holes I had created. Fuck, it worked! So I don’t need to just use words, I can use commands? Holy shit, this is so wrong. But if God gave me this power, there has to be a reason. Suddenly I hear groaning. I glance over at the grate and pile quickly, but I don’t see anything. The sound just keeps getting louder and louder. It almost sounds like it’s pressure trying to release. Which is exactly what I had been trying to do. I was expanding the thing so that it would split into pieces.

      Without warning, there is an explosion, and I can see debris heading right for us. Shit, this is going to hurt. I brace myself but surprisingly a water barrier forms in front of us, and it stops the impact of the flying items. Turning to Raoul to thank him for putting up the barrier, I see he isn’t looking at the barrier, but behind me at Leeha in astonishment.

      I turn back and see she has both her hands up, with a focused look on her face. Once the items stop impacting the water wall, she loses that look, and the water wall disperses.

      “Your Elf slave is a powerful Water mage?” blurts out Raoul in awe.

      “Of course,” I tell him with a grin and an appreciative smile towards Leeha, who most likely just saved us from injury. “Someone like me can’t have just regular people around me.”

      “Wow,” he says, looking back over at Leeha. “I wish I could have a powerful slave like that.”

      I decide to be honest with this kid and hope that one day it will change him, so I walk up to him and put a hand on his shoulder. “The reason she is powerful is I don’t treat her as a slave, but as a friend. Friends protect you. Slaves don’t.”

      Raoul looks at me oddly, but he doesn’t argue or tell me I am wrong. “Now, shall we head back to Master Filka? You can see that the water is now flowing back into the grate, and the water level has gone down,” I tell him.

      Raoul turns to look and shouts, “Yes!” with a fist in the air. “Yes! Let’s go get you that gold, Master Alex.” He turns back and heads off the bridge and back the way we had come from earlier.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

        

      

    

    
      Raoul walks into the building, bypassing everyone, and tells Master Filka excitedly, “Master Filka, he did it!”

      “Oh?” Master Filka says in surprise, looking up from his paperwork. “You got the job done? Good. You can confirm this, Raoul?”

      “Yes, Master. The water is flowing into the grate again, and it’s even lowering down the level in the canal,” he tells him, nodding.

      “Good,” Master Filka says with a happy sigh. “Thank you, Master Alex, was it?” at my nod, he continues. “As promised, the payment is 25 gold.”

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 3 of 200.

      Whoa! I get tokens even for doing things like this? I’m still curious what will happen when I hit 200, though.

      Master Filka takes a small wooden chest out from under his desk, inserts a key that he gets from a chain around his neck, and opens it. He pulls out 25 gold coins and places them next to the chest. He looks up at me hesitantly and then takes out another two gold coins, adding them to the small pile, and then he closes the chest, and puts it, and the key, back from where he got them.

      Master Filka then pushes the coins across the desk towards me with both his hands and says, “The extra two are for how fast you did it. I am sure that Raoul, who loves to talk, mentioned that if I had to call someone from the bigger cities, it would have cost me a lot more, and so you did me a huge favor.”

      “Are you sure?” I ask him. “The job was for 25 gold, and I am happy with that.”

      “Yes, I am sure. Think of it as a tip. Can I ask how you did it?” he asks me curiously.

      I remove the pouch from my pocket where I had put it, as I had felt it wouldn’t be safe having it on my belt, and I place the gold coins in there before answering him. “I used a water drill to make a bunch of holes, then I forced water into the holes and expanded the water, causing it to explode into pieces,” I tell him, not getting into the details of my spells.

      “Fucking hell!” he tells me in admiration. “I never even thought of that. Like we do with rock mining!”

      Ah shit, they already do that here? So what I did wasn’t new? Crap, I thought I had figured out something new. “How come no one else did it that way?” I ask him curiously.

      “Because most of them are idiots and new mages. Most of the mages who work in the mining quarries are highly paid. Unless you knew about rock mining, you would never have thought of it. You must be well-traveled then, Master Alex, to have figured that out. Well, you have my thanks and the thanks of the city of Lomar.”

      “You’re very welcome. If you will excuse me, I have some things to do before I must leave the city,” I tell him.

      “Of course!” he says, waving me away. As I turn to leave, Raoul stops me with a hand on my arm.

      I look at him and he says to me softly, “I will think about what you said, Master Alex. About friendship instead of slavery. Thank you.”

      I put a hand on his shoulder and say, just as quietly, “That is all I can ask.”

      Once outside, I walk down the road a bit with Leeha in tow, until we are far away from any ears. “Where to now, Leeha?”

      “We need to get supplies so that we can head out. Once we have the things we need, we can leave,” she whispers, with her head still down, acting the part.

      “Good, because fuck, I hate seeing you like this,” I tell her fervently.
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        * * *

      

      “You think we are still being followed?” I ask Leeha.

      We have been on the road now for two days. Once we got the supplies we needed in Lomar, we left that place as fast as possible. Most of the supplies cost us about nine gold. We are both carrying packs on our backs now, and in them are food items for us to travel with, and also things that Leeha wanted me to buy for trading purposes, like salt, paper, sugar and spices, and even coffee.

      Where we were going, these items sell for good money. It seems that sugar especially is an expensive commodity here. The small bag I got, for a size that on Earth I would pay about three dollars, cost three fucking gold here! “Yes, they are trying to hide, but I can still see them or hear them at times. I would say there are five or six of them,” Leeha confirms to me.

      “Mages?” I ask her.

      “No, I would say they are just a brigand. Most cities have spies that send information about travelers to them, so they can attack outside the cities, where there is no protection.”

      “Can we outdistance them?” I ask her nervously.

      “No, this is their territory. They would track us down quickly. They have a tracker with them, most likely, and I am not good enough to hide both our tracks.”

      “Ideas?” I ask her, even more worried now.

      She hesitates but then says, “I can kill them if you want, but I doubt I can get them all. It would give you a chance to run away, though.”

      I stare at her hard. “Leeha, if you think I am about to lose you after I just found you, you must take me for an idiot.”

      She smiles gratefully and says, “I know, but I had to offer.” She reaches out and takes my hand and places it against her cheek. “And I do not wish to lose you when I just found you, as well.”

      “Good,” I tell her with a soft smile. “So let’s figure something else out. If we can’t outrun them or hide from them, that leaves one thing.”

      “We fight them,” she says, nodding her head firmly. “Do you know anything from your world or your language that would help us here?”

      “Hmm. I mean, I have some ideas. For one idea I have, they would need to be close together. But it also means I would need to use multiple Elementals, so they can’t live to pass that news on,” I tell her, some ideas bouncing around in my head. One thing the people on my world are good at, is killing each other. I have tons of ideas from movies, tv shows, and books that I have read.

      “Alex, these are brigands. They can’t be left to live anyhow. If they do, they will only bring more of their gang down on us. Brigands usually belong to a Guild, and I would say if they’re from Lomar, it would be hundreds of members.”

      “Shit,” I tell her. I guess I never really looked at it that way. I just figured this was a group of thugs.

      “What about a narrow path where they would need to go single file?” Leeha asks me.

      “I doubt they would be dumb enough to fall for that, would they?”

      “True,” she says with a sigh. “Fuck!” she blurts out. I know that if she were alone, she would have no problems getting away and that I am the one holding her back. So I need to use my power to remove them.

      “Actually,” I say slowly, an idea forming, and I look at her with a grin. “Can you find a large open area? I want to confront them face to face.”

      “What?” she says in fear. Fear for my life.

      “Oh, you will like this one,” I tell her, my grin getting bigger. “And we won’t even be close to being in danger.”

      “Just an open field?” Leeha asks me, clearly unsure if what I am going to do will work.

      “Yep,” I tell her.

      After thinking about it, Leeha describes an open area about an hour from here that sounds perfect for what I want to do. Once we get there, I put my plan in order. I ask her to start a fire as if we were going to camp here. She looks at me oddly, but obliges.

      Then I place my pack on the ground, and I sit down next to it and get to work. First, I need to make the ground thinner, but where can I put all that dirt and rock from underneath? Earth. Then, I think of the command I want and it takes me a minute to figure out how I want to spell this shit out. I’ve had the feeling that the Elementals under my control understand my mind, so I hope that’s true.

      I hold up the little globe of Earth and speak in English. “I hope you understand me, little buddy. Here is what I want. Make the ground under this open area thin, but hold it up using pillars so that I can collapse them when I want to. For the dirt and rocks, compress them until they are tightly formed, and if need be, you can hide them in the forest behind us. With me?” I ask the swirling ball of Earth.

      The ball gets larger and almost seems to bow before it jumps off my hand and into the ground. I then call on my next plan, Fire, and I have a ball of fire in my hand. “All right, I hope you can understand me as well,” I tell the little fire globe.

      This is the first time I have had a fire globe in my hand, but I don’t feel any heat from it, even though I know it’s hot. “I want you to go underground with Earth, and I want you to create lava at the bottom of the pit when Earth is done. Don’t burn down the structures though, as I need them to stay up. Can you do that?”

      Again, the globe seems to get larger and bow somehow, before jumping off my hand and disappearing into the ground, leaving only a small scorch mark on the grass.

      I look up and Leeha is peering at me strangely. “What?” I ask her.

      “Did you just speak to those Elementals in your language, and did they respond to you?” she asks me slowly.

      “I am not sure if they responded. It might have just been my imagination,” I tell Leeha with a chuckle. “So what exactly are these Elementals? Are they living things?”

      “We aren’t sure—even those of us who use the magic. For most, it’s just a way to direct the power we have. This is the first time, Alex, that I have ever seen an Elemental react that way,” she says.

      “I guess I just thought since you all called it an Elemental and not an Element, it would be more than its component.”

      “What do you mean?” Leeha asks me, sounding perplexed.

      “Well, there are five Elementals—Earth, Fire, Air, Water, and Mind. In the stories on my world, and mind you, these are stories we would hmm, tell our kids-” How the hell do I tell her about the printing press and books? Or about reading on an eBook reader? And that all those stories come from an author’s imagination?

      “In some stories, for those who can call up things like Fire, or Earth, they come out as golems that present them. Like Fire, it would be a tiny man in the shape of a flame. Earth would be this rock-shaped thing. Air would be, I don’t remember that one, I think it was a bird? Water can be a tiny person made of water. And Mind, that I would not even know what to guess,” I tell her with a laugh.

      Leeha stares at me without saying anything, but then we are interrupted.

      “Oh, look what we found,” says a rough male voice.

      I look up and on the other side of the field, are five men. Exactly as Leeha had figured, though I would not be surprised if there was one more hiding somewhere.

      “You gave us quite the chase,” the man says, wagging a finger at us.

      The man has an eyepatch over his left eye, and he is in rough leathers, with two large daggers on his sides instead of a sword. The clothes he is wearing are mismatched. He is grinning, so I can see he is missing most of his teeth, and those that are there are blackened, and fuck me, they must hurt. The other men with him are pretty well carbon copies of him, without the eyepatch. Most have just a single dagger. I guess having two makes him the boss.

      Shit, did my Elementals have time? As soon as I finish that thought, in my head, I get a feeling of done. Not a word, not a sound. More of a fleeting feeling, but I get it twice. I barely hide my surprise, but thank God, they are all looking at Leeha.

      “Oh, and your slave will fetch us some nice coins too. Too bad she’s not human. It would have been nice to have a romp in the grass before selling her, but even I won’t stoop that low. Mikor here might, though,” he says, turning to one of the men with a smirk on his face.

      “Oh fuck you boss, you know that was once, and I was young,” the man groans, causing all the others to laugh.

      “So, now,” the man says, coming closer and taking one of his daggers out. “How about you give us your bags, including the one your slave was carrying, and you allow us to kill you. Otherwise, we will make this extremely painful for you, and let you die slowly for hours, instead of a quick dagger through the heart,” the one I decide to call The Pirate says with a smirk. “Oh, and that bag of gold too, can’t forget that,” he says, wagging his finger.

      “So, let me see if I got this right,” I tell the men.

      And the odd thing is, I am speaking in their language, not the Elven language. I had not noticed that in the city. I understood everyone and talked to them, but it didn’t dawn on me that we were speaking a different language until later, when I mentioned to Leeha that I didn’t know everyone spoke Elven. She was shocked and said that I had been speaking in perfect Prithgarian, the language for the country of Prithgar, which the city of Lomar was in.

      “You will kill me quickly,” I continue, “if I give up my slave, my coins, and my bags? And if I refuse, you will make my death slow and painful. But in the end, you will still have my coins, my bags, and as you call her, my slave?”

      “Oh, we have a smart one here, boys,” the Pirate says with a laugh, taking another three steps closer to us, his men following him. Which is all right since it brings them right to the middle of where I had my Elementals build my trap. Even if they were to try to move away from it, they were still five or six steps from freedom. The trap starts two steps in front of me, and Leeha is standing next to me. “How about I give you a generous counter-offer?” I tell him with a smile, still sitting on the ground.

      “Oh, you hear that, boys?” the Pirate says, looking at his lackeys standing behind him and laughing. He turns back to me and says with a snicker, “And what is this generous offer you want to give us? Will you give us all a blowjob so we will kill you quicker?”

      I say with a sigh, “You aren’t my type even if I was to swing that way, but thanks for the offer. No. My offer is this. If you all turn around and promise to leave us alone, I promise not to kill you all.”

      The Pirate loses his smile, and looks at me intently. He looks around suspiciously and asks, “You do see that there are five of us and only one of you?”

      “Two,” I say, pointing to Leeha.

      The Pirate snorts. “As I said, five of us and one of you. Do you expect us to believe you can kill us all on your own?” he scoffs.

      “Last chance,” I tell him quietly.

      “Fuck this, kill them both,” the Pirate says, taking his second dagger out and stepping towards us. Not moving, I place my hand on the ground and think, Now.

      Suddenly the ground under the five men disappears, and screams erupt from them as they fall into the hole. The area is larger than I thought the Elementals would make it. It’s roughly thirty feet out from me and goes ten feet on either side. I get up quickly and look down, and instantly regret it. The men have fallen into lava, and their bodies have burst into flames. Their cries had cut off quickly, and now I see why.

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 4 of 200.

      So getting rid of five people who were probably killers only netted me one token? Then again, I shouldn’t really complain since I honestly have no clue what will get me Heavenly Tokens. And I am not sure I want to know. For this one, I’m pretty sure it was the event of getting rid of a group that got me that Heavenly Token.

      Leeha puts a hand on my back, as I am trying not to get sick at the stench of burnt flesh that reaches me. “Alex, you know this won’t be the last time you will need to kill?”

      “I know,” I tell her, taking a deep breath. And now the words God said to me earlier come back. It’s all right to kill in self-defense. He knew, didn’t he? He knew that I would need to kill in this world, and he was letting me know that it was all right.
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      “The fire is nice,” Leeha says, snuggling against me.

      “I agree,” I tell her quietly, kissing the top of her head, “That’s because the company is amazing.” And it’s true. This beautiful blond-haired, blue-eyed Elf has captured my heart.

      “I have to agree,” she says, looking up and kissing me on the lips.

      We had moved from the pit, as we didn’t want to be near the stench of burning flesh that I had caused. The hole was covered up, though. The Fire Elemental doused the fire from the lava, and then the Earth Elemental covered the hole, bringing back the dirt and rocks it had moved. By the time we had moved on, there was no way to tell anything that horrific had happened there.

      We hiked for another four hours before we decided to stop. We had left the road after we veered off to set our trap, and made sure that we weren’t followed by stopping a couple of times and hiding. After the third time, Leeha said we were safe.

      Thinking back on the feeling I had with the Elementals, I ask Leeha, “So when you call up your Water Elemental, do you get feelings from it, like emotions?”

      “What?” she says, perplexed. “No, as I said, it’s just a tool to focus our power.”

      “Hmm,” I say, thinking out loud.

      With her in my arms, I hold my left hand out and think Fire. The fire globe appears in my hand and lights up the area. I say to it in English, “Can you lower your light output, so it’s not so bright?” and suddenly the light is muted, and it’s a much darker red. Almost like the embers you would see in a fire after it’s been neglected for hours.

      Leeha sits up straight and twists towards me. “What did you do?” she gasps in amazement.

      “I asked it in my language if it can lower its light, so it wasn’t so bright,” I tell her with a grin.

      “That shouldn’t be possible!” she cries.

      “Why not? You said that you used it as a tool for your power, but what if it’s a tool that understands you? Call yours up,” I tell her.

      Leeha looks at me intently at first, but finally she holds up her hand, and a globe of Water appears.

      “Now, out loud, while looking at it, tell it to make itself smaller,” I say to her.

      “Hmm, all right,” she says awkwardly. “Make yourself smaller.” I look at the water and it does nothing. No change.

      “Right, so repeat after me, word for word. Make yourself smaller,” I tell Leeha in English.

      It takes her about five tries, but she finally gets it. “Make yourself smaller,” Leeha says in a good approximation of English. And suddenly, the globe of Water in her palm shrinks to about half its size.

      Leeha squeals in amazement. She tries the command again, “Make yourself smaller,” and it does the same thing, becoming half its size once more. She tries again, but nothing happens.

      “I guess there is a limit to what it can do,” she says with a sigh. “By the Gods, how is that possible?” she asks me.

      “Don’t look at me,” I tell her with a chuckle. “On my world, magic doesn’t even exist.”

      “Can you tell me about your world, Alex?” Leeha says, dispelling her Water globe and leaning back into me.

      I think Fire, and my globe disappears as well, and I wrap my arms around her. For the next hour, in the dark with only the fire going, I tell her about my world. At times she turns around and asks me if I am jesting, or tells me I have to be lying, and I keep having to promise her that I’m not. I tell her about planes and automobiles. Explaining cell phones is the hardest. I even tell her about television and movies, and here she honestly thinks I am pulling her leg. Laughing at her outbursts, I swear to her that I am telling her the honest truth.

      Eventually, Leeha sits back and says, “While your world sounds amazing, Alex, I am happy you came to this one.”

      “I am as well,” I tell her gently, kissing the top of her head.

      And that is how we fell asleep. With me leaning against a rock that I had used Earth to form as a sort of chair, and her sitting against me. It’s not cold out, so the fire is really for comfort. Leeha’s breathing changes, and since I am tired as well, I close my eyes and drift off to sleep right behind her.
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        * * *

      

      We are walking through the woods with Leeha in front of me. We have been traveling now for more than a week, spending most nights camping with a small fire, enjoying each other’s company. One night we even found another Macoa and had a nice feast of its meat. Seriously, if I was home on Earth and was able to commercialize the growing of that bird, I would be a fucking billionaire.

      I had been teaching, or trying to teach Leeha, English. But I am finding out that English is a fucked up language of double meanings and nonsense words.

      “Hello, my name is Leeha. Delighted to make your acquaintance,” she says from in front of me. “That makes no sense, Alex! Why would I want to ‘happy someone their friend!’,” she says, sounding annoyed.

      With a sigh, I say, “I know, but my language isn’t exactly easy to learn. Remember, I said that on my world, we have hundreds of languages. Just as I am finding out there are many of them here on Boromour. Well, English is a mixing of a lot of those languages together. So don’t worry about the reasoning behind the words. Only learn the words and what I tell you they mean. You are the one who asked how you would say a formal greeting on my world. Most of the time, we would only say, Hello. Or hi,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      Leeha stops and turns around and glares at me. “So all I had to say was hello, and not all the rest?”

      “You’re the one who asked for formal,” I tell her with a laugh.

      “So, hello, my name is Leeha, would be all right?” she asks me, now sounding unsure.

      “Exactly. And I would answer back with, hello Leeha, my name is Alex,” I tell her.

      “Gods, your language is useless!” she says, shaking her head, “Except for when it comes to magic, it seems.” Suddenly she stops dead in her tracks.

      “We have company,” Leeha says quietly.

      “How do you know?” I ask her quietly, trying not to look around and let whoever is out there know we’re aware of them. I look at Leeha and she is keeping her eyes down and not looking up in the trees, which was my first instinct.

      “She knows because she’s smart,” says a male voice to my left. I turn that way but don’t see anyone. “Though, bringing a human here, Leeha? Really?”

      Leeha’s hand that had tensed up loosens suddenly. She turns towards the voice and says, “Marken. Get your ass down here.”

      “You expect me to come down with a human stand—,” the voice starts.

      Suddenly Leeha shoots of a Water arrow, and I see it’s the one with the string attached to it. I hear a yelp of pain, and then Leeha touches the globe of water and it begins to reel in whatever it caught. Abruptly, a body gets pulled out of the treetop until it stops in front of her in midair, as she had done with the Macao, except this time it’s a male Elf. Leeha had stuck the arrow into his wooden shield, which was wrapped around his arm with a leather strap.

      “Fucking hell, Leeha! This isn’t funny!” shouts the Elf, who I assume is Marken.

      Marken struggles for a bit, but finally he says, defeated, “Fine, I am sorry, Leeha. Can you please put me down now?”

      “Much better,” Leeha says with a grin and cancels her Water spell, causing Marken to fall to the ground with a howl of surprise. He ends up hitting the ground, but lands on grass, so it isn’t that bad, from what I can see. He gets up slowly, stretching his back like he is injured, but I am sure it is more his pride than anything else that is hurt.

      “Fucking hell, Leeha. I am seriously going to tell Mother about this,” Marken says.

      Mother? Marken is Leeha’s brother? Looking closer, I finally see the resemblance. So we must be close to Leeha’s home. And fucking hell, mother? Does that mean I am going to meet her parents?

      “She won’t be with the supplies we brought,” she tells Marken with a laugh. She walks up to him and hugs him, and he slowly hugs her back, but then looks at me with anger. “But why are you with a human?”

      “Ah, that is because he is my mate,” she tells him, and Marken look at her in astonishment, which quickly changes to suspicion.

      “A human? You know how they feel about us. We should kill-” he begins to say, but before he can finish Leeha is on him, and he is on the ground on his back, with her hand on his chest and a water dagger floating above his head, aiming straight at his face.

      “Marken, swear nothing will happen to Alex, or I will kill you myself, blood or not,” she growls at him.

      “I was joking!” he screams, but I can tell he is nervous as he licks his lips. “I swear nothing will happen to him! But what about Mom?”

      Leeha pauses, and now she is the one who looks nervous. She looks over at me and says hesitantly, “It should be fine,” but it comes out as more of a question than a statement. Jesus, what the fuck is her Mom?

      Leeha stands up and helps her brother Marken off the ground, even though she was the one who essentially slammed him into it. Once he is standing up, he brushes himself off and looks at me.

      “She must really like you,” he says and sighs. “Come on. We are close to the Homestead.” He turns around and heads off into the woods.

      “Homestead?” I ask, curious about the term. “Not a village or city?”

      Leeha walks over to me as we start to follow her brother. “We Elves don’t have villages or cities. The Homestead is quick to take down and move if we get attacked.”

      “Attacked? By what?” I ask her.

      “Humans,” she says, and there is anger in her voice. “Slavers, really. Marauders.”

      Fucking hell, I need to get powerful enough to change that one day. It pisses me off when people are treated like that. And while I have only met the Elves, I am sure the humans treat the other races just as badly.

      After about fifteen minutes of walking, we emerge from the forest into an open area, and I get my first look at an Elven Homestead. Now I see what Leeha meant about being able to take it down quickly. It’s full of what we called yurts on Earth. Or close to it, anyway. These structures aren’t as high, though. Marken heads towards a certain one, and as I look around, all the Elves are staring at me in open shock. Some with fear. As we get closer to the one we are heading towards, Marken yells out, “Mother!” and that is when I notice that he is speaking in Elvish. It didn’t dawn on me ‘til now that earlier he had been speaking to me in Prithgarian. “We have a pig of a human as a visitor.”

      The yurt’s curtain, or door, moves aside, and a female Elf steps through, and right away I can see the resemblance to Leeha. This is Leeha, matured. She is just as beautiful as her daughter, and behind her follows a copy of Marken, but again, older. More refined. They are both dressed in leathers that are the color of tanned hides. At seeing me, they both stop in their tracks.

      Suddenly, two Fire Swords appear on each side of the female Elf, and they are pointed my way. Oh, so she is a Fire mage? And two swords on each side, so that means she is more powerful than Leeha, who can only do one on each side with her Water Swords.

      “Mother, stop!” Leeha screams, stepping in front of me with both arms outstretched.

      “He is human!” Leeha’s mother shouts, anger on her face.

      “Mother, you need to stop, or trust me, Alex will be able to destroy this whole Homestead,” Leeha shouts at her mother desperately. Wait, what the fuck are you saying, Leeha! I am not looking to destroy your Homestead!

      “Not if I destroy him first!” Leeha’s mother says angrily.

      Leeha sighs in frustration and turns to me and says, “Alex. Please show her your powers. Use Fire to prove it.”

      I look at her oddly, but doing what she says, I call up Fire, and then Fire Sword.

      You have used the spell Fire Swords. You have used 10 points of power.

      Just as suddenly as Leeha’s mother had brought hers out, I bring out my swords, but there are six large Fire Swords, three on each side, and they are pointing at her. Which, let me tell you, was not what I thought of when I first thought of meeting Leeha’s parents.

      Suddenly there are Elves all over the camp carrying bows, with their arrows pointing straight at me—a good dozen of them. I decide to see how much power I can manifest so I call up Fire Sword again. And again, Fire sword, and a third time Fire Sword.

      You have used the spell Fire Swords. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Swords. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Swords. You have used 10 points of power.

      When I am done, pointing at Leeha’s mother are not three, but a total of twelve Fire Swords.

      At the stunned looks on Leeha’s parents’ faces and the fact that her mother’s Fire Swords disappear in a blaze of flame, Leeha turns to see what caused that reaction. Upon seeing my twelve Fire Swords, she stares at me in shock and says, “Holy fucking hell!”
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      “Alex, what did you just do?” Leeha asks me, perplexed.

      “Well, I assumed you wanted me to impress your parents with my power, so when I saw all these other Elves aiming bows at me, I thought I would bring up more Fire Swords,” I tell her, feeling like an idiot for maybe going overboard. I look around and notice all the bows are now pointing down at the ground, and everyone is staring at me in shock. “

      “Hmm, Alex,” Leeha says, coming closer to me and whispering. “That shouldn’t even be possible!”

      “Oh,” I tell her, smiling awkwardly. “Well, I can stop.”

      “Isn’t it kind of too late?” she says with a chuckle. “Though,” she says, turning back to her mother, who has turned pale and is being held up by Leeha’s dad, while her eyes are riveted on me. “It might have stopped my mother from doing something stupid. Shall we go meet them?”

      “Hmm, sure?” I tell her hesitantly.

      “Oh, and you can cancel your spells,” she says with a smile.

      Nodding to her, I think Fire and all the swords disappear in an explosion of sparks. I follow behind Leeha as she walks to her mother. Her parents watch me warily, almost as if getting ready to run. Once she is in front of her mother, Leeha hugs and kisses her. Then she kisses her father, who is dazed and only looking at me.

      “Now,” Leeha tells them. “Are we ready to talk like adults?”

      Leeha’s mother looks at me and nods slowly. “Yes, I think that would be best.”

      Congratulations. Achievement! Impress the Parents.

      “What the fuck!” I yell out at the announcement in my head.

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 5 of 200.

      Leeha looks at me in shock. She has been around me long enough to hear me say the English word to whatever translates into Elvish for the word fuck.

      “What?” she asks me worriedly.

      “Hmm, later. Let’s just say I think my God is fucking with me,” I whisper to her. She looks at me oddly but nods and turns back to her parents, who are both looking at us apprehensively.

      “Mother, Father, now that we have that out of the way. Allow me to introduce Alex.” Leeha says to her parents. “Alex, this is my mother, Lahana, and my father, Maxil.”

      “Leeha, you understand he is human?” Maxil says to Leeha sharply.

      “I do,” she tells him with a smile. “But he is different.”

      “Different? How?” Lahana asks her daughter nervously.

      “Can we go inside, Mother?” Leeha says instead of answering.

      Lahana looks at me as if trying to determine if I will bite her. And honestly, I can’t blame her after hearing how they are all treated by humans. I am sure she thinks this is a trap.

      “Ma’am, I am not here to harm you or anyone else. I am here with your daughter,” I tell her with a smile, hoping to make her feel better.

      “But you’re human,” Lahana says, confused.

      “Yes, but I am not a human from Boromour,” I say softly, deciding to be honest with them both.

      I am close enough to Lahana and Maxil that I doubt the other Elves can hear me. Lahana looks at me skeptically, and Maxil looks at me with open disbelief. He even rolls his eyes, openly. Well, better to be thought of as nuts than as dangerous, right?

      Lahana turns back towards the hut, and Maxil motions us in. Leeha motions for me to follow her dad. Marken is about to come in as well, but Leeha puts a hand out on his chest and stops him.

      “What?” he says, irritated.

      “This is for the adults. Piss off,” she tells him.

      “But I live here!” he says with a glare.

      “Marken, this is a private conversation between Mom, Dad, and I.”

      “And a human!” he growls at her.

      “Exactly. Which is why you aren’t going to be here because if you piss Alex off, he is liable to shoot some of those swords through that head of yours,” she tells Marken.

      Suddenly Marken looks over at me quickly, as I had stopped walking when I heard Marken. He licks his lips nervously and says, “Fine. But if—,”

      “If what? Are you going to take him on?” Leeha says with a raised eyebrow.

      “Fucking hell,” he says, and storms out in anger.

      “Was that wise?” I ask Leeha when she turns back around.

      “My brother is always trying to prove himself, as he is not a magic-user. So he tries to pick fights. Most times, he wins them, especially if they aren’t against magic. I had to remind him of that, that’s all,” she says with a grin. “What happened earlier when you used the word fuck in your language?”

      “So,” I tell her awkwardly. “When you accomplish things, do you get something that says in your head you achieved it?”

      “What? No,” she snorts. “Wait, are you saying you do?” she now says in open-mouthed astonishment.

      “Yeah. I was hoping it was something about this world, but anyhow, we can talk about that later. We should get in there. Your parents are glaring at us,” I tell her, pointing into the hut.

      We are standing at the doorway and the room is larger than I expected. I figure it’s about twenty feet across. There are curtained-off areas, but right now the curtains are pulled back and tied off to make the place seem larger. In the middle of the room is a small fire pit, and up in the ceiling, a hole for the smoke to escape.

      “Right,” Leeha says, blushing.

      She turns around and heads into the room and sits on the other side of the firepit from where her parents are sitting. I come up behind her and sit with her. One thing I miss from Earth is chairs. I mean, there were chairs in Lomar, but they were hard, and made of wood with no cushions. Making myself as comfortable as I can on the ground, I look up, and both parents are glaring at me.

      “Leeha, what is the meaning of this,” Lahana asks her daughter, but it’s in a different language than the Elvish we had been speaking outside. It almost sounds like the words Leeha had been singing when I first met her. So Elder Elvish? I guess she thought by speaking another language I would not understand her.

      “Don’t bother, Mother,” Leeha says with a laugh. “Alex can understand you.”

      “What?” Lahana says in shock, switching back to Elvish.

      “I told you he was different. He knows all languages. Ask him a question if you don’t believe me,” Lahana tells her with a grin.

      Lahana looks at me suspiciously but finally asks, “Why are you with my daughter?” and I can tell it’s in Elder Elvish.

      Bowing to Lahana at the waist, I say, in the same Elder Elvish language, “My intentions are nothing but honorable.”

      “No human has ever spoken our Elder tongue before!” Lahana says in shock.

      “I don’t believe you speak all languages,” Maxil says, and it’s in a harsh guttural language.

      I answer him back in the same language, “I am sorry that you do not believe me,” and I nod to him in respect.

      He stares at me in surprise. But then I get a surprise, although thank God I don’t show it.

      You have learned a new language. Dwarven.

      Holy shit! There are dwarves here too? But, wait. Leeha said that there were the monster races. Hold on! Why did I not get that message when speaking in Prithgarian or Elvish, or Elder Elvish, for that matter?

      Turning to her, I ask her, “There are Dwarves here? I thought you said there were Elves, Felinis, Rabinis, Dragonis, Mer, and the other monster races like Orcs, Lizardis, and such? You never mentioned Dwarves.”

      With a sad face, Leeha says, “That is because they were killed off ages ago by the humans. We Elves try to keep their memory alive, so we learn their language, or some do. My family is one of them.”

      Fucking hell, we humans killed off an entire race? I sigh as I am not shocked anymore at what we can do as a species. “Are there other races that are gone?”

      “Many. The story went that when the five Gods created this world, they brought with them 100 species—all equal. But as the Gods gave power to the species, some become corrupted with it,” Lahana says, answering for her daughter.

      “And let me guess, those mostly corrupted were humans?” I ask her bitterly.

      Lahana nods and bows her head towards me.

      “Some species tried to temper the human’s lust for power, but many were betrayed,” Lahana continues emotionally. “The worst of those were the Dwarves, the Gnomes, and we Elves. We barely, as a race, escaped. The Dwarves and Gnomes were not so lucky. Thereafter, humans went on a crusade of clearing the world of anyone but themselves. As the years went on, we Elves became powerful again and even lived in harmony with humans once more, for well over two thousand years. That is, until less than a thousand years ago, when a human became The Elemental Summoner. Little did we know the depth of his greed or his animosity towards us Elves. He destroyed us as a race. Cast us into despair and even marked us as animals,” Lahana says with such bitterness that I can’t help but want to get up and comfort her.

      Maxil is the one to continue as Lahana cries, and Leeha goes over to hug her and comfort her. I can see that even she has tears in her eyes.

      “For us, it’s still very raw. The humans marked us Elves as nothing better than animals. They eventually looked at other races the same way, but it started with us. At those they didn’t wipe out. As you can imagine, we have no love for you humans. Most humans do not know this history.”

      “As history is written by the victor,” I tell him, with anger in my voice.

      “Correct. Yet you, a human, feel anger for this. For what has befallen us,” Maxil says, his head tilted.

      I sigh and say, “As I said earlier, I am not of this world. My God brought me to this world after, shall we say, an incident in which I died when I wasn’t meant to. I am truly sorry that your people have suffered at humans’ hands, more than you can know. But you must understand, I am nothing like the humans in this world.”

      “And how are you different?” Lahana says, wiping tears from her eyes. The question isn’t asked angrily, but sorrowfully.

      “Easy. I love your daughter,” I tell her with a soft smile.

      “What?” she exclaims in disbelief.

      “I love your daughter. Leeha has told me that on Boromour the humans will not do anything with an Elf as it’s the same as fornicating with an animal? Am I correct?”

      Lahana only nods but says nothing. I look at Leeha and see she has a big grin on her face. She moves away from her mother and jumps into my arms while I am sitting down, causing me to fly backwards as she plants a great big kiss on my lips. I put my hands around her waist and pull her to me.

      “You think they got the message?” I ask Leeha after she pulls away from the kiss.

      “You know you need to tell them, right?” she whispers. I sigh, but I have to agree. I need to tell them that I am the Elemental Summoner. I get up with Leeha in my arms and I see that Lahana and Maxil are looking at me in astonishment.

      “But, that isn’t the only thing,” I say, nervous about their reaction. I honestly hope they don’t try to kill me outright when they find out that there is yet again a human who is the Elemental Summoner.

      “I am also, thanks to my God, an Elemental Summoner,” I say to them.
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      The look of horror on the faces of Leeha’s parents makes me cringe inside. I was expecting an explosive reaction, so I had Earth cast with my palm on the ground to hide it, and an Earth Shield ready to cast if need be.

      “We are doomed,” Lahana says softly, still looking at me in horror.

      “No, Mother, we are not. Alex might be our savior,” Leeha says to her mother enthusiastically.

      “How?” Lahana asks, focusing on her daughter.

      “Because Alex is not from this world, and he hates what has happened, and is still happening, to the races because of the humans,” Leeha tells her mother.

      “You mentioned that several times,” Maxil says. “That you aren’t from this world? Then where are you from?” he asks me, skeptically.

      Going with what I had told Leeha, as Earth seems to be a magical term here, I nod and tell him, “I am from a place called Terra.”

      “And how did you end up here?” Lahana asks, now the skeptical one.

      “I died,” I tell her with a sigh.

      “You don’t look dead,” she says with a snort of mistrust.

      “That is because it seems that it wasn’t my time to die. I was in the wrong place at the wrong time. When I found myself standing, actually sitting in my case, in front of my God, he gave me two choices. Put my soul in the body of the person who was meant to die and become that person for the rest of my life, without remembering who I was before. Or come to this world, where there was magic. On my world, we do not have magic,” I explain. “My God also said he would be giving me tools to survive this world. I didn’t expect it to be the ability to use all five Elementals,” I say with a scowl.

      “A world without magic?” Maxil says incredulously.

      Nodding, I tell him, “I mean, we had stories of Elves, Dwarves, Gnomes, Fairies, and other things. But to us, they were exactly that. Stories. Our world had technology instead. Things like the steam engine and airplanes.” I pause. Some words don’t have a translation in Elvish, which makes sense. Though it got the first part of airplane, but not the second?

      “Steam what?” Lahana asks, confused at the word engine.

      “That is what I am trying to say, Mother. The language on Alex’s world is a language of magic somehow. Watch this,” Leeha says. She holds out her hand, and suddenly the Water Elemental appears in the palm of her hand, as it always does. A water globe. Then, she looks at it and says in English, “Make yourself smaller,” and it does. Her parents both gasp in surprise.

      Turning to me, Leeha asks, “What is the word for bigger?”

      “Bigger,” I tell her.

      “Again?” she says, focusing on my lips.

      “Bigger,” I say slowly, making sure to enunciate the word.

      Nodding, she looks at her palm once more and says, “Make yourself bigger.” The Water Elemental in her hand gets bigger. Again she utters the phrase, and the Water Elemental in the palm of her hand is now twice as large as it was when she started.

      “How is that possible!” Lahana cries in amazement.

      “We aren’t sure,” I tell her. “When my God put me here, I have a feeling he did it on purpose. You mentioned the five Gods? Can you tell me about them?”

      Lahana shakes herself, nods, and begins slowly. “There are the five Gods. Those who rule over the Elementals of Earth, Fire, Water, Air, and Mind. They are the ones who choose who has the gift or not. They are also the ones who control everything, from the weather to the erosion of rock. They are in everything, including us, even those who do not have the gift.”

      “Are they called that? Earth, Fire, Water, Air and Mind?” I ask with a raised eyebrow.

      “That is correct,” Lahana says.

      Seriously? How original is that? Then again, my God is called God, so I can’t really say anything. But, if what God said is true about his Angels pretending to be Gods here on his behalf, does it mean more, or am I just reading too much into it? My thoughts are interrupted by Leeha.

      “Also, Alex’s language seems to be able to do things with magic that we never thought of,” she tells her parents proudly.

      “How so?” Lahana asks cautiously.

      “Wait, before you say anything, Leeha, I have a question. You said that the Elves had kept the history of your people? Is there any mention of another Elemental Summoner using new spells?”

      “You mean, switching from Water to Fire?” she asks me, confused by my question.

      “No, like your Water Sword, or such. I assume everyone has the same magic spells? I mean, your Water Arrow with the ability to pull whatever you hit towards you is amazing. But does it mention these Summoners having new amazing spells that make them stronger?” I ask.

      Leeha looks over at her father and asks, “Father? You are the one who knows more of the history than Mom or me?”

      Maxil sits and ponders that question before answering. “While what Leeha is doing is different, it’s not a new spell. She is still using the base spell of the Water Arrow. The stories and histories do not mention any new and amazing spells that would make them even more powerful. What makes them powerful is the ability to utilize all five Elementals. Why?” he asks, looking my way with a curious expression.

      “Because, as Leeha was about to tell her mother, I can,” I tell them. Lifting one of my hands, I call up Water, and then I think Water Bullets.

      Water Bullet spell used. 10 points of water used.

      Suddenly six water bullets are floating over my hand. I tell the Water Elemental to get rid of five of them, and somehow they merge back into the palm of my hand in a smaller globe form and I am left with one floating bullet. I then make a gun with my hand, with one finger sticking out and my thumb pointing up. I point at a patch of dirt on the ground a little away from me on the left, and I ‘shoot’ it. Suddenly there is a small clap of thunder, and the ground sprays up in a geyser of dirt from the impact.

      Lahana and Maxil both jump to their feet and back up about four feet from the firepit where we are sitting.

      “What the Gods was that!” Maxil is the first one to find his ability to speak again, holding Lahana in his arms. I look over and see some fear in her eyes.

      “That is what I call Water Bullets,” I tell them. “Your daughter knows how to do them now as well. They are not limited to just Water, either. I am one hundred percent sure you will be able to use them with your own Fire ability,” I say, looking at Lahana with a soft smile.

      “Wait,” Lahana says slowly. “Leeha knows that spell? And how did you go from six of those things to one?”

      “Ah, that was me. I figured shooting six of them would be too much, so I asked my Elemental to take five of them away,” I say with a silly smile.

      “What?” blurts out Leeha in surprise.

      “Well, remember how I asked if Elementals were alive?” I ask her. She nods, so I go on. “So, I thought I would ask it to remove them. It seemed natural. I thought about the stories on my world about how Summoners would control or talk to their Elementals. I mean, it might be wishful thinking on my part, but I feel a connection with my Elementals, almost like they are waiting for a command. Like this. I wanted to try this from the start.” I hold my palm up and think, Water.

      Once the globe is in my hand, I say, “Hey, buddy. Can you change shape? Can you change into a small water guy?” I ask it. I’m not sure how, but I get a feeling of yes, and the water globe turns into a small man-shaped water Elemental, with features and everything. It’s a tiny me. “Maybe not of me,” I tell it with a chuckle. It changes to look like Maxil, and again, I say, “No, use your own imagination.” Then it changes again, and it’s no one I know.

      “See?” I say, holding it up. Maxil and Lahana are both looking at me in wonder. Turning to Leeha, I see the same expression on her face.

      “How is that possible!” yells Leeha in surprise.

      “I don’t know. No one ever thought of talking to their Elementals?” I ask around, and everyone is shaking their heads.

      “What language was that you were speaking, Alex?” Lahana asks me. “It felt powerful and resonated somehow.”

      “Ah, that would be English, the language from my world, or one of the languages. Like here, my world has many different languages.”

      “Do you think it was your language that did that?” Leeha asks me, unsure.

      “I don’t know. Why don’t you try it in your language? Call up your Water Elemental and ask it to change shape. I just asked mine to change into a man-shaped one. As you saw, it tried my features and then your father’s, but I told it to use its own imagination,” I say with a laugh.

      Leeha looks uncertain as she looks at her parents. They just look right back at her, looking uncertain as well. Nodding as if coming to a decision, she holds her hand out, and suddenly there is a Water Elemental globe rotating slowly in her hand.

      She takes a deep breath and says, “Change shape into a woman-shaped one.” But then she blurts out, “But don’t look like anyone here.”

      The Water Elemental in her hand doesn’t do anything. Leeha looks at me with a pout and says, “Guess that didn’t work.”

      “All right, try repeating after me word for word while focusing on your Water Elemental. Change shape into a woman-shaped one that does not look like anyone here,” I tell her, and she repeats all the words exactly as I say them, slowly.

      Suddenly the ball in her hand distorts and then it changes into a female-shaped Water Elemental, just like the one in my hand had. Leeha is staring at it in wonder and awe. I look over and see both her parents staring at her with the same expression that she is giving the new Water Elemental.

      “Did you want to try, Lahana?” I ask her with a smile.

      “What?” she says, her eyes flicking to me from her daughter in surprise.

      “Well, why not? We found out that she can do it. Why not you? Though I might have to teach you to remember the same phrase your daughter just said,” I say with a chuckle.

      Lahana looks at her husband for guidance. He holds up his hands and says with a huge grin on his face, “Don’t look at me, because if you aren’t going to try, I will!”

      Lahana sticks out her hand hesitantly, and suddenly there is a Fire Elemental sitting in her palm in its globe form. She clears her throat, almost embarrassed it seems, and says, with my coaching, “Change shape into a woman-shaped one that does not look like anyone here.”

      Just as with Leeha, the Fire Elemental slowly changes its shape until a little woman made of fire is sitting on the palm of Lahana’s hand. She is about four inches tall, the same size as both mine and Leeha’s Elementals.

      Lahana asks quickly, “What else can it do?”

      Laughing, I tell her, “No clue. I mean, I am still learning here. You are all the ones who have been using magic for a long time.”

      “That might be it, Alex,” Leeha says slowly with a thoughtful look on her face as she stares down at her Water Elemental, who is looking around curiously.

      “What do you mean?” I ask, looking at my own Water Elemental and waving to it. It waves back, making me chuckle.

      “We go with what we know. You seem to do things that are from your world or from stories on your world. I mean, what other ideas do you have in your head that we on Boromour have not even thought of? Not only are you going to be powerful as an Elemental Summoner, but with these ideas of yours? You will be unstoppable.” Suddenly, her Water Elemental is gone, and she stands up. I think Water and mine goes away as well.

      She walks over and puts her legs over me, sitting down in my lap with her legs behind me, and she stares at me hard. “Alex of Terra, will you take me as your wife?”
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      “My what?” I ask Leeha, sounding like an idiot.

      “Wife,” she says with a smile.

      “But,” I start but then I pause. I mean, I like Leeha. Quite a lot, actually. But do I want to marry someone and be tied to one person for the rest of my time in this world? Leeha must see my hesitation since she speaks again.

      “What’s the matter?” she asks me softly.

      “I can honestly say that I care for you, Leeha, but you are asking for me to go into a union with you that will last our whole lives,” I tell her slowly, hoping I don’t hurt her feelings. I mean, here I have the hottest woman who I have ever met asking to marry me, and all I can think about is what if I meet other girls? Honestly, I have this new body, which I want to test drive more. I mean, there are monster girls in this world! Do I really want to marry Leeha? Even though I am falling for her, it would mean no chance to have sex with monster girls!

      Leeha must have figured out what my hesitation was about since she asks, “Alex, on your world, what does marriage mean?”

      “Um, it means the union of one man and one woman, or sometimes on my world, two men, or two women, in a contract of marriage,” I tell her.

      I hear laughter around the tent and I look at Leeha’s parents, who are shaking their heads with big grins on their faces. I look at Leeha and she has an enormous smile on hers as well.

      “It doesn’t mean that here?” I ask with a questioning look.

      “It can,” Leeha says. “But many couples have multiple partners—especially us Elves. Humans seem to be more prudish about it.”

      “What about your mother and father? I don’t see any other parents here,” I point to Lahana and Maxil.

      “That is because we are currently only married to each other,” Maxil says with a laugh. “We had been married to another woman, but that ended just after Leeha was born, and before Marken was. But that did not work out. She did not want kids, but Lahana and I did. We were fine with that, but after Leeha was born she decided that not only didn’t she want kids, but she also didn’t want to live with them,” Maxil says with a shrug.

      I look at Leeha and ask her slowly, “So if I wanted to marry you, I would not be in a monogamous relationship with you?”

      “Of course not!” Leeha says with a laugh, and as she is still in my lap, she bends down and kisses me on the lips. “I saw your eyes when I was talking about some of the other races in this world. And the fact that you, a human, would think of them like that, I can’t but help wanting to share you with them. As long as I am the first,” she says, bending down and giving me a deep kiss with her arms wrapped around my neck. I can feel her breasts pushing into my chest.

      I hear a cough and Leeha pulls away with a flush in her cheeks and looks over her shoulder at her parents. I look at them as well and see that they are both looking at us oddly. Actually, it’s more that they are looking at me oddly.

      “You truly do not feel any revulsion when kissing an Elf?” Lahana says with amazement in her tone.

      I shake my head and put my hands around Leeha’s waist and say, “No, I truly do not. I find her an exceptionally beautiful woman. And she is also smart. In my world, men, human men, would be flocking to her side. The fact that your daughter loves me enough to marry me, a man who is new to this world and can’t even be dedicated to her because there are other races in this world I might be interested in? I will be honest. I am not sure I can be so easy about sharing you, Leeha,” I tell her, looking up at her after my answer to her mother.

      Leeha takes my head in her hands and kisses me softly on the lips. “I do not want or will ever want another man or woman, Alex. Promise me you shall never abandon me, and I am yours one hundred percent,” Leeha says passionately.

      “You know I don’t deserve you, Leeha? I cannot ask you to be with a man who will maybe one day want someone else or have sexual relations with someone else. I am new to this world, and there is so much I want to explore, do and try. I do not want you to be held back by me,” I say, but she puts a finger on my lips.

      “Alex, in the last week I have found out just what kind of man you are. You are giving, loving and you do not judge me as an Elf, but as a person. Your patience as you teach me this English language of yours shows me the kind of person you are. You do not mock me for getting it wrong. Not only that, but you take the teachings I give you, and you embrace them, you don’t mock them.”

      “Well, of course,” I say honestly. “I am new to this world, and I would not survive on my own. Even that first time you caught that Macoa. I had no idea, and still don’t, how to survive in the wilds. You are teaching me to survive.”

      “Just as you are teaching me to survive, Alex,” she says softly.

      “And how am I doing that?” I ask her, perplexed.

      “By showing me and giving me power. On Boromour, nothing speaks louder than power. And I am with the newest Elemental Summoner, who is human but looks at me not with just lust, but love. If anyone can change this world for all of us, it’s you,” Leeha says softly, putting her forehead against mine. “Also helps that you have a big cock,” she says, flashing me a grin.

      “Leeha!” both of her parents say, horrified.

      “Oops,” she says, throwing her head back and laughing. “Forgot we had company.” Like fuck she did, I think with a chuckle. She did that on purpose.

      “Anyhow,” Leeha says, looking at me intensely. “Alex of Terra, will you make me, Leeha Nightleaf, your wife, witnessed by the Gods?” she says, holding up her hand, and there is a Water Elemental in her palm. I look at her parents over her shoulder, and I see they both have their hands out as well, and they are holding Fire and Earth Elementals.

      I decide to bring all five into it so I lift my hands out to my side and I think Air and Mind, and soon there is a swirling wind globe in my left hand, and a globe of distorted air that is quickly changing colors in my right. Is that what Mind looks like? With that done, I look back up at Leeha, and I say, “I, Alex The Elemental Summoner, do hereby take Leeha Nightleaf as one of my wives.” I’m not going to use my last name of Boston ever again. It’s too much of a reminder of Earth, which I shall never see again.

      Leeha squeals and squishes me in a hug that is so hard that I groan at her strength. Fuck me, Leeha is strong! “Thank you, Alex!” she cries out joyfully.

      The Gods of Boromour have witnessed your union. Rejoice.

      “What the fuck?” I say out loud in surprise.

      “What?” Leeha asks me, baffled at my outburst and thinking it was aimed towards her.

      “You know how I said I get things in my head about spells and such at times?” I tell her with a sigh.

      “Yes?” she asks me hesitantly.

      “Well, I just got a notification the Gods have witnessed my union with you,” I tell her.

      “A what?” Leeha asks me, confused. It’s then that I notice that when I said notification, it came out in English.

      “Hmm. On my world, we would call what I get that word I said, but here I am not sure. Think of it like a voice in your head that says something, but it’s not in your voice.”

      “You have voices in your head?” Leeha asks me nervously.

      I laugh and say, “No, it’s not a voice. I’m just not sure how to explain it. For me, as I mentioned before when doing a spell, it tells me in words and numbers how much power it costs.” I don’t know why but I don’t mention the Blessing points. “Well, when we agreed to marry each other, I just got a message saying that The Gods of Boromour have witnessed our union. Rejoice,” I tell her.

      She looks at me with open-mouthed shock. I look at her parents, and they are both looking at me with the same expression.

      “So, I assume from the looks all three of you are giving me, that isn’t normal?” I ask awkwardly.

      “Alex,” Lahana says, “You are touched by the Gods.” There is wonder in her voice.

      “Well, I would not say that,” I laugh nervously. “The only God who touched me, he ended up pushing me through a black vortex that shoved me to this world, and it hurt quite a bit when my body hit it.” Or was that my soul, since my body, according to him, had a bullet hole in it?

      “I wish I could get those messages,” Leeha says longingly.

      Suddenly a look of shock crosses her face. “What?” I ask her quickly, grabbing her arms.

      She looks down at me and I see fear in her eyes, but also amazement. She swallows hard and says in a hushed voice. “I,” Leeha clears her throat, “I just got something in my vision that I could not read or understand, and a message in my head in a voice I have never heard before said, ‘Congratulations, as the first wife of Alex the Elemental Summoner you have been granted a boon by the Gods’. Alex! What does that mean?” By the time she is done speaking, there is panic in her voice.

      I sigh and look up at the sky, or the tent’s ceiling, and think fucking hell, what is he doing? I know he mentioned that he wanted me to test something similar to game mechanics for him as he would be introducing it to a world. Did he fucking mean this world? I was sure he said for a new world. NOT this world.

      “I think my God is getting involved in our lives,” I tell her.

      “What?” Leeha says, her eyes getting bigger.

      “Like your mother just said to me, it looks like you are now also touched by the Gods,” I tell her with a smile.

      “What does that mean?” she asks me, sounding scared.

      “It means now I need to teach you how to read English, not just speak it, as the message you saw that made no sense was most likely in my language,” I tell her with a soft smile of reassurance.

      “Man, why does everyone have all the luck,” I hear from behind me.

      “Marken!” Maxil cries with anger in his voice, his eyes hardening.

      Turning to look behind me, I see Marken peaking in the doorway through a small slit. “Get in here, young man!” Lahana snaps in a steely voice.

      Marken sighs and walks through the curtains of the front door, looking ashamed. “I am sorry, Mother,” he says quickly. “I wanted to make sure that this human wasn’t going to harm any of you.”

      “And how much did you hear?” Maxil asks his son with a stern voice.

      “Pretty well all of it,” Marken says, blushing. “It’s not fair! Why did the Gods pick all of you for magic but not me!” he cries, and I see tears in his eyes.

      I can’t blame him. If I had come to a world where magic was real and I didn’t have access to it, I would be upset as well. I mean, it’s magic! I decide that I need to be the better man, so I say to him, “Marken, come and sit with us. I am not upset that you heard. More than anything, I feel sorry that the Gods, as you said, did not gift you with magic.”

      Marken looks at me in surprise and nods before he clears his throat huskily. “Thank you, Alex of Terra. I might have judged you too quickly. The fact that you married my sister, which I wish you luck with,” he says with a smile, “shows me that you do not look at us Elves the same way all other humans do.”

      “And I thank you for that,” I tell him with a smile. “I wish there was something I could do to make it different for you. Hell, I would teach you my language if I thought it would teach you how to call up magic or control it,” I tell him honestly.

      “No way!” Leeha suddenly cries. I look up at her, wondering what is wrong.

      She is looking down at me in surprise. “Alex,” she says excitedly. “What did you say earlier about your language?”

      “That I thought it was a language of magic in this world?” I say, then it dawns on me what she is hinting at. “You think that my language can trigger magic in those who don’t have it?” I say in astonishment. If that is true, holy fucking hell! Would I be able to give magic to someone?

      “Would it hurt to try?” she asks me intently.

      I study her face, and I think of the look she had on it when her brother said that the Gods did not pick him for magic. It wasn’t pity. It was sorrow.

      I glance over at Marken and notice he is looking at me with a tentative expression. “So, how about it?” I say, over my shoulder. “Want to see if we can try to teach you magic?”
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      “You would teach me this magical language without asking for anything?” Marken asks me in amazement.

      I look up at Leeha and ask her softly with a smile, “Can you sit next to me, so it’s not so awkward with your family?”

      Leeha bends down and kisses me on the chin, smiling at me before getting off and sitting down next to me. Marken comes around and sits beside his parents, and I can tell that he is nervous and somewhat afraid.

      “So,” Marken says hesitantly, “you are asking for nothing in return?”

      “Do you wish me to ask for something in return?” I ask him with a smile. Honestly, I wouldn’t even know what to ask for. I mean, I don’t even know if this will work.

      “I honestly have little to give,” Marken sighs heavily. “What I have on me is all that I own.”

      Nodding, I tell him, “Don’t sweat it then. Let’s see if this works first. Now, the first thing is, what Elemental would you like to try to access? I don’t mind doing this, but I think it only fair that I give you only one, right?”

      “Sir, if you can give me even one, I will be more grateful than you can imagine!” Marken says fervently.

      “How about you call me Alex? According to the Gods, I am your brother-in-law now,” I tell him with a grin.

      Marken looks over at his sister who is sitting next to me and says to her, “I cannot believe, sister, that you married a human. But if this hu—” he starts but then shakes his head. “If Alex can do what he says, not just with me, but if he can make things right again, I will be honored to know he is your husband.”

      Turning back to me, Marken takes a deep breath. “I have always loved the way that fire looked. So I wish fire to be my choice,” he says, his back straight and his shoulders out.

      “Very well. Now, I have no clue what we should be doing—closing our eyes, standing, sitting—any of that. So let’s go with what is easy. Let’s stay the way we are now,” I tell him with a laugh.

      Honestly, I am at a loss to even know where to start. Once I show Marken fire, if he can do it, what then? I can’t train him. While I’m sitting there thinking about it, they must start worrying about how long it’s taking me to say anything, since Lahana speaks up.

      “Is something wrong, Alex?” she asks me softly.

      “Well,” I start, rubbing the back of my neck, “if I can teach him how to bring out an Elemental, I don’t know what to do next. I can’t teach him about Fire or spells,” I start, but then she nods and reassures me.

      “Ah. Do not worry. We have teachers who can teach him, even at his age. He shall not be the first late bloomer. If this works, we can hide the fact that it was you who gave him the magic, as I am sure you do not wish this to get out?”

      Nodding, I tell her, “Yes, at least for now. If I wish it to get out later on, I don’t mind. But right now, I don’t want a hoard of people coming at me trying to get magic if this works.”

      “Very well, then we shall keep it quiet. I know that we two,” Lahana waves to herself and Maxil, “shall keep it quiet, as you shall be giving a gift to our son. I know your new wife shall as well. And as for Marken,” she says, looking at him pointedly.

      “I will keep quiet!” he says quickly, not wanting to lose his chance, I am sure.

      “Good,” I say, nodding. “Shall we begin?”

      Marken nods excitedly, and he is almost shaking with excitement. “I was thinking. If there is anyone I would want to try this with, it would be with Leeha’s family. So, I will try to teach you all the word for fire in my language to see if it triggers anything. Before you say it, Marken, let your sister try it so we can see if the Gods in this world will allow it, all right?”

      “You want to see if I can use more than one Elemental?” Leeha says eagerly.

      “Can’t hurt to try,” I tell her with a grin. “Though,” I say, getting more serious. “We might be trying something that won’t work. But if I am to learn if I can pass this on, why not with you?”

      “Makes sense,” she says with a thoughtful look, gazing up at me. “How did you want to do it?”

      Turning so that I am facing her knee to knee, I say, “Hold out whatever hand you normally use to call up your Water Elemental, and call it up.”

      Leeha holds out her right hand and her Water Elemental is there. “Now, hold out your left hand, and I want you to repeat after me,” I tell her, putting out my right hand and saying, “Fire.” A Fire Elemental appears in the palm of my hand, but instead of a globe, it is man-shaped. It turns to me and nods. What the fuck? I nod back to it automatically.

      I glance over at Leeha and she is staring at the Fire Elemental in surprise. She looks down at hers and says, “Change yourself into a woman-shaped one,” and just as before, it changes into a shapely Water Elemental. Leeha looks back up, sees me looking at her, and blushes. “I wanted mine to look cute too!” she says defensively.

      “That’s fine,” I tell her with a laugh. “Now, repeat after me. Fire.”

      Leeha holds out her left hand and says, “Fire,” and she gets it right on the first go. But nothing happens. “Try again, but say it in your head this time,” I tell her. She squints her eyes at her open left palm, but again, nothing happens.

      Leeha sighs and says, “I guess it was too much to think it would work.”

      I can tell she is disappointed. I can’t blame her. Though, if others ever hear the words for all the other Elementals in my language, we might have more than one Elemental Summoner running around. Not sure I am keen on that.

      Nodding, I say, “We tried. I figured God would not allow it, but we had to test it. Sorry,” I say, patting Leeha’s leg as she is pouting at me. Turning to face Marken again, I see that he is waiting eagerly. “So, fire?”

      Nodding, he says, “Yes, please!” his eyes riveted to me.

      “Very well. So just like your sister did, put out your dominant hand.” I look at Lahana for confirmation that that is what they do when they first start learning magic. She nods her head approvingly. Once Marken has his right palm out, I start teaching him to say Fire. I make sure to enunciate the word slowly, but I say it four times, each time faster than the last, until the last time, where I say it in a normal voice. “Got it?”

      He nods and takes a deep breath, staring only at his open palm. Then, with a very thick accent, Marken utters, “Fire.”

      Suddenly Marken grabs his right wrist as if he’s in pain, and he starts screaming. I look down at his hand and see that it’s blistering. Shit, that must fucking hurt! The skin is bubbling and blistering, but it’s not breaking. Maxil rushes over with a piece of wood and puts it into his son’s mouth.

      “Bite on this,” he tells him quickly.

      “Shit,” Lahana says, slapping her forehead twice, “I forgot about this part!”

      “Yeah, so did I,” Maxil says, looking embarrassed as he pats his son’s back, as he is still hunched over in pain.

      “What the hell is going on?” I ask worriedly. I am on my knees at this point, ready to go offer aid.

      “When someone comes into their power, it bursts through their dominant hand. It’s actually quite painful. Most parents know their children have gotten the gifts because they wake up from their child’s screams,” Lahana says, blushing now. “I had not thought about it ‘til it started happening,” she says worriedly, looking at her son.

      “How long does it last for?” I ask her, looking at Marken, concerned now as his whole hand is bubbling, not just the palm.

      “When I went through it, as mine was Fire as well, it was pretty fast. I am not sure what is going on,” she says, turning to look at me quickly.

      “Can we heal his hand?” I ask.

      “Heal it?” Lahana asks me, perplexed.

      “Doesn’t magic heal? There isn’t any healing magic here?” I ask her.

      Lahana shakes her head and says, “That is an art we lost so long ago that it’s nothing more than a myth now. The best I can do with my Fire Elemental is cauterize a wound. But true healing? No one has that ability, Alex. And right now, I dearly wish I did,” she says, looking back down at her son, with tears in her eyes.

      “Marken,” I bark to him. He looks at me with pain-filled eyes, the stick still in his mouth. “I need you to say Fire again. To make it go away.”

      He shakes his head no violently.

      “Marken! It’s causing you nothing but pain.” Again, he shakes his head.

      Shit, I need to do something! He won’t listen, and I can’t make him. He needs that Fire Elemental to come out somehow, but it’s not making it through the skin of his palm. Think Alex. What can you do? Nothing! Since I have no fucking clue how magic works! Fuck it.

      “Fire,” I say, with my right palm out. When my little Fire Elemental is in my hands and looking up at me, I point to Marken and ask it, “Can you do anything to help him? I got him to try to call up a Fire Elemental, and now it’s not able to break through his palm. All it’s doing is burning his hand. Please, is there anything you can do, if you even understand me?”

      The little Elemental looks over at Marken and then looks back up at me and nods. Then it’s gone. When I look over at Marken, it’s floating over his palm. Marken’s eyes widen in fear.

      “It’s all right, Marken! It’s mine!” I yell at him. He looks over at me, and there is near panic in his eyes. “I asked it to help you. Let it, all right?” Marken doesn’t react right away, but finally he nods.

      My Fire Elemental slowly sinks towards Marken’s hand, and I can see that he wants to snatch his hand away. I am sure he is expecting more pain, but somehow he manages to keeps it there. My Elemental lands on his palm, and Marken flinches and closes his eyes. But then he opens them wide in surprise.

      Then, my Elemental spreads across his palm until finally, it’s surrounding his entire hand, but Marken isn’t crying out in pain. If anything, the pain in his eyes is gradually fading away. Slowly, with shaky hands, Marken reaches up and pulls the stick away from his mouth. As he does, I can see the teeth marks on it.

      “How?” he asks, looking at me in surprise.

      “The pain is gone?” I ask him hesitantly.

      “Yes,” he answers, taking a deep, shaky breath. “I thought when it was about to land on my hand that it would burn me, but it didn’t. And now, the pain in my hand is gone somehow. Ow!” Marken screams suddenly.

      We all look down at his palm, and my Elemental leaves his hand and floats away. Instead, what is in the middle of his palm makes us all stare in amazement.

      Marken has tears running down his face, but he is grinning at the same time. He looks at me and says, “It worked!”

      Without warning, his eyes roll into his head and he falls back, his own Fire Elemental fading. His father, thank God, is there to catch him. Lahana is there as well. I am about to rush over to help him, but Leeha puts her hand on my arm.

      “My brother is good,” she says, and there are tears of joy in her eyes. “This happens to everyone who is given the magic ability. Once the pain subsides and the Elemental comes through, we all pass out.”
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      “So what happens now?” I ask, looking over to the area where Marken is sleeping.

      Once he passed out, Maxil lifted him and brought him over to the normally curtained side of the tent. Lahana had pulled out a sleeping mat of some sort and placed it down, and Maxil had gently placed his son on it, making sure his hand was hanging over the side. Lahana had then pulled the curtain down, hiding him from us. But I still saw his hand. And it was an issue. Marken’s hand looked burned and blistered, like he had placed his palm into a vat of oil.

      Maxil takes a sip of his coffee. It seems even the Elves out here have it! Lahana had opened a wooden cover that was over a hole in the ground and reached in, bringing out a clay pot and offering it to me. I had looked at it oddly ‘til she laughed and said it was milk. However, when I put it into my coffee, it was more like cream; it was thick! I take a sip, and enjoy its rich, bold taste.

      “Once he comes to, we will begin his training,” Lahana says, looking over at her son fondly. “Thank you, Alex, for this gift. Marken always felt alone in our family because he was the only one who did not have magic. We never treated him differently, but he felt different all the same. He hated the fact that the five Gods did not feel he was deserving of magic.”

      “Then it was my pleasure. Though, I am worried about Marken’s hand. From the way it looks, it will be disfigured. On my world, I would know what to do, or at least what ointments and such to use to ease the pain, or at least I’d be able to bring him to a doctor to help him,” I say with a sigh that is partly guilt-ridden. I do feel responsible since I did this to him by offering him magic.

      “You are not responsible for this, Alex,” Lahana says, looking at me crossly. I look back at her, and can’t get over how hot she is, even for an older Elf. If this is what Leeha will look like as she ages? Fucking hell, I am a lucky man.

      “My mother is right,” Leeha says from next to me, her head leaning on my arm. “What you did for him is nothing short of a miracle. He knew going in there might be risks. He will need to learn to live with his hand being like that. What he gained, I am sure he would say, was worth it.”

      “I just wish I could do something about it,” I tell her with a sigh.

      “And what is a dock tour?” Leeha asks me.

      “On my world we have these people, who, while they don’t use magic to heal, they can use science. We call them doctors in my language. There are lotions, creams, and ointments we have that would help him. Sometimes if a burn is severe, we would, well, do other things,” I say, deciding not to get into skin graphs and such.

      “We do have some creams, but they are expensive and only available in the human cities,” Maxil says bitterly. “But they would never use them on us ‘animals’ or even allow us to buy any.”

      “So these myths of yours about healing? Do they say how it was done?” I ask Leeha, Maxil, and Lahana. “I assume they used magic? But what Elemental?”

      “We aren’t sure. We do know the stories talk about magic being used, but that’s all. Not which one, or how,” Lahana says, once again looking over at the sleeping area where Marken is. Turning back to me, she asks, “Are you hungry?”

      “I am good—” I start to say, but then my stomach decides to call me a liar.

      “Ah,” Lahana says with a light laugh. “Let us make you supper, and we can eat.”
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      Once the meal was done, it had already gotten dark outside. Leeha and I are lying down on the opposite side of the yurt, as I am calling it. Her parents are on the other side, with Marken. He moans in pain every now and then, but he never wakes up. I feel so fucking shitty for him. I know we are all adults, and he agreed to do this, but still. I just caused someone major pain.

      Leeha is already asleep next to me, snoring lightly. She keeps telling me she doesn’t snore but when I tell her that her snoring is quite cute, she looks at me all offended, and I can’t help but laugh at her. I sit up slowly, so as not to wake her up, and I lean against a pole that is part of the structure of the yurt.

      So they used to have the power to heal with magic, but they lost it. Not just the Elves, but from what it sounds like, all of Boromour. But which Elemental would it be? Fire? I mean, Lahana says she can cauterize a wound with it, but that’s not healing. What can you do with Water? Air. Or even Mind? How the fuck would Earth even get involved in healing if it’s all about plants and dirt? The last thing you want in an open wound is dirt.

      I bring up my right hand and think Fire. When the Elemental is in my hand, I tell it to tone down its flame and not be so bright. I don’t want to wake Leeha.

      I hold the Fire Elemental up to my face and say quietly in English, “Man, I wish you could talk,” with a sigh.

      The Elemental is in its man-shape again. I have noticed I don’t need to ask it to transform anymore. I look at it and it points to its head and then points at me. I stare at it oddly and try to figure out what the fuck it is asking. I knew it! These things are more than just tools for magic; they can understand us!

      “You understand me?” I whisper to it excitedly.

      It nods to me, and again, it points to its head and then to me. What is it asking? Its head and me? No, wait, its head and my head? I bring my face closer until I am almost touching it. It reaches out and touches my forehead.

      Suddenly I feel intense pain and heat in my head, but before I can react, the pain goes away.

      You have connected with your Fire Elemental.

      “I am sorry about the pain,” says a voice in my head. It sounds female and I almost hear a crackling in the background, like there’s a fire raging.

      “Huh?” I say out loud.

      “We can converse mind to mind. You do not need to speak out loud,” it says, looking down at Leeha. “So we do not wake her.”

      “How?” I whisper.

      “Just think of your words, as if you are talking to me,” says the female voice.

      “Hello?” I say tentatively, using a pathway that ‘til now I didn’t know existed. Holy fuck, this is so cool! When I spoke, I could actually tell that my inner voice was going somewhere. I also realize she is speaking back to me in English!

      “Hello,” she says again, waving to me from my palm.

      “Fucking hell, who are you?” I ask her, stunned.

      “I am your Fire Elemental,” she says, giggling, and even putting up a hand to her fiery face.

      “Do you have a name?” I ask her.

      “Fire Elemental,” she asks me, confused.

      “That’s it?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow. “Fire Elemental? So are you the same Fire Elemental as Leeha’s mom has?” I ask, pointing across the room.

      The Fire Elemental looks over that way and shakes her head. “No. Different. Also, Fire Elemental,” she says, after turning back to me.

      “So if you are different, shouldn’t you have a different name?” I ask her.

      “Never had a name. I am new. Different, than hers,” she says, pointing back across the room at Lahana.

      “Different? How? You said that twice now. And how come you look like a male, but your voice is female?” I ask her, disoriented at hearing a female voice come from a male body.

      Suddenly she transforms into a female-shaped body. “Because when I was created, you had the shape of a male in your mind,” she tells me. “As for being different. I feel stronger than the one in her,” again pointing to Lahana. “My power is somehow more primal?” she says, but that last part comes out sounding confused and unsure.

      “Can her Fire Elemental also speak?” I ask her.

      “Yes. Though she does not understand the language we are speaking, so communication would be impossible,” she says, nodding.

      “But wait. I am speaking to you in English. How are you able to understand English?” I ask her.

      She cocks her head sideways at me and says, “I do not know what this English is, but I am speaking the language of magic.”

      Holy fucking hell! I was right! English is a magical language. But how did it get on Earth? Man, I would kill for a wiki with answers right now.

      “So, primal how?” I ask her, remembering something else she said.

      “I am not sure,” she says, shrugging her tiny fiery shoulders.

      “We need to give you a name,” I say out loud. Leeha stirs but doesn’t wake up. “Oops. Not used to talking in my head,” I tell her sheepishly.

      “What name do you wish to give me?” she asks me.

      “I,” but then I pause, trying to think of names. I was about to say I have no clue. But I am sure I can come up with something that is related to fire. Then it hits me, and I grin down at her.

      “What?” she says nervously.

      “Bridget,” I tell her.

      “Bridget?” she says hesitantly.

      I nod to her with a smile on my face. “On my world, there was a Goddess of Fire named Bridget. I think she was either Irish or Scottish. I can’t remember. It was in a book I was reading before I got transported here. I never finished the book.”

      Congratulations. You have named your Fire Elemental, Bridget.

      Congratulations. Achievement! Naming something for no reason!

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 6 of 200.

      How the hell did I get a Heavenly Token for naming a Fire Elemental but not for giving Marken access to an Elemental?

      You have received 2 Heavenly Tokens.

      Heavenly Tokens: 8 of 200.

      What the fuck! Did he just forget and is now giving it to me? Wow, my God needs to figure out this shit system if he wants to bring this to another world, I think with a frown.

      You have lost 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 7 of 200.

      Whoa, whoa! I am sorry, I shout in my head.

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 8 of 200.

      Point taken. Don’t piss off my God. Though, thanks for that.

      I look down at my Fire Elemental Bridget, who is looking up at me patiently. “Sorry, I was getting things from my God.”

      “I know,” she says casually.

      “What?” I say to her in surprise.

      “I know as I am connected to you and your magical connections. I can see what you see. Hear what you hear,” Bridget says.

      “Then can you explain why I am getting them?” I ask her.

      “Of course,” she says.

      “What?” I ask her, surprised again. “Why?”

      “Because God is testing you,” she says.

      “Is that what he said?” I ask her slowly.

      “He doesn’t know I am connected to you this way and can see what he is doing,” she says. Suddenly, her flame flares and then darkens again.

      “Oops. He does now,” she says, irked.

      “Oh,” I tell her, disappointed.

      “But he is telling me to tell you,” and her voice changes to the voice of the God I spoke to on the porch after I died. The voice of the old man. “Stop worrying and enjoy this world. As for my plans for you, as I said, one day I will need someone to watch over a world for me. Think of this as the interview.”

      I just stare at her in disbelief.
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      Did God just say that the reason he gave me the English language was to see how, or what, I would do with it? And was that just a potential job offer? And is the rest of my time on Boromour the job interview? I shake my head and get back to the reason I had called up my Elemental, or at least one of the reasons. Truthfully, I doubt he would answer me anyway, knowing him.

      “So, can I ask you, are all my Elementals like you?” I ask her.

      Bridget shakes her head. “No, as I am them,” she says.

      “What?” I ask her, bewildered by her comment. “What do you mean you are them?”

      “I said I was different. More Primal. I am all of them,” she says cryptically.

      “Wait,” I say, holding my hand out as if I am talking to an actual person, who just so happens to be only half a foot tall. “You are saying that you can, what? Change to all my Elementals?”

      Bridget nods, and changes from a Fire Elemental to a blue Water one, then a clear but with a cloudy interior Air one, and then a brown one with leaves on her skin. Finally, she changes to one that is just a swirling purple-which is disorienting on the eyes-which I assume is Mind. And then she is back to her Fire one.

      I sit there for a moment and just stare at her in stupefaction. Did my Elemental just switch between all the Elementals without me asking or calling them up? Bridget simply looks at me patiently.

      “So how come I can call up all the Elementals,” I ask her, seeing if she knows this answer, “but others can only call up one?”

      “They are limited in their capacity for magic,” she says. Shit, I didn’t actually expect an answer.

      “How?”

      “Their bodies are limited. Their minds are limited,” she says, tilting her head sideways.

      “Then how am I different?” I ask Bridget. Now we are getting somewhere.

      “Your body is not real,” she says, but there is confusion in her voice.

      “Not real?” I ask her, confused myself now.

      “No, not real. Not normal. When I look at you magically, your body is not like the others,” Bridget says, waving her hand around the yurt, taking in Leeha and her family members. “You are magically charged.”

      All right, so she is saying this is not my real body, which makes sense since mine apparently is on Earth with a bullet in its head, and most likely now buried or cremated or in the morgue. So that is why I can use all the magic Elementals? Because my body is magically charged?

      “So how come you know this stuff?” I ask her, returning from my thoughts.

      “I am not sure,” she says again, confused. “It’s just there when you ask it.”

      Wait, did God just give me my own fucking talking wiki? Oh, shit, no way? I kept joking that I wish I had a damn wiki for information. But there is no way he did that. Did he? I mean, this might work out. Part of the reason I called up my Fire Elemental was to see if it had the knowledge I was looking for. If it involved magic, why not ask the magical being?

      “Do you know why Elemental Summoners are born in this world?”

      “No,” she shakes her head.

      With a sigh, I ask her the key question I was hoping to get an answer for, but it looks like Bridget doesn’t know anything. “Do you know how I can heal someone?”

      “No,” she says, sad at seeing my disappointment. “Oh wait!” she suddenly exclaims. “It just came!”

      “How do I do it!?!” I am so excited I almost shout it out loud.

      She tilts her head, and somehow I can tell that she is looking inward. She opens her mouth but then closes it again with a confused look.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask her worriedly.

      “It says I can heal through you, using all Elementals. Fire to kill something called germs. Water for blood and liquids. Air to purify. Earth for strength and stamina. And Mind to ease the pain and put to sleep if required.”

      “Oh, that isn’t bad,” I tell her.

      “That isn’t the part that is perplexing me,” she says, looking up at me. “It says that healing will cause an effect on you.” She holds up both hands quickly. “Nothing bad! Only that, hmm.” There is a pause, and I can tell she is embarrassed. How I know, I have no clue, but I just do.

      “Only what?” I ask her hesitantly.

      Shit, am I going to get the pain from the person I am healing? Like I take their pain so they can heal? Fuck, I hate pain!

      “I don’t know why, but after healing you will need to recharge by having relations,” she says, looking down at my hand.

      “What relations? As in sex?” I ask her, my mouth hanging open in shock.

      I stare at her in amazement. Did she just tell me that I can heal someone, but the cost is that once I am done, I will be horny as fuck and will need to fuck someone to recharge? Oh hell, yeah. I mean, I have Leeha. I look down at the sleeping Elf and smile.

      “Not her,” Bridget says nervously.

      “Oh shit,” I say, looking over to where Lahana is sleeping. Do I need to sleep with her mom?

      “No, not her either,” Bridget says.

      I look down at her and my eyes widen. “Hmm. But I’m not gay,” I tell her slowly.

      “No, it’s me!” she cries nervously. “Why would your God do that?” she says, and there is anger in her voice. Wait, isn’t she an Elemental?

      “Wait. How am I supposed to have sex with an Elemental, that is, and no offense meant,” I say to Bridget quickly, “less than a foot tall? And made of Fire. Or Water, or any of the other Elements?”

      “This is only my spiritual form,” she says with a sigh. “In order to become corporeal, I need to have a reason for it.”

      “But how can you have a body? And wait, for that matter, how can you have a personality? You were just called up when I came to this world!” I ask her, bewildered.

      “You can thank your God for that, I think. It seems he has given me experiences, but without the context. So I know about things, but I don’t know how I know them. I know, for example, how to be shy or be nervous. But I have never been those things before. And I will be honest with you, Alex. It’s fucking annoying!” By the end of her speech she is shaking her fists and hitting the side of her legs.

      “Whoa, whoa! It’s all right, Bridget. We will figure this out,” I tell her, trying to calm her down. What the fuck was my God thinking with this? I sigh and tell her, “Listen, it’s getting late, and I should get to bed. Can we have this discussion another time? I promise.”

      Nodding, Bridget sighs herself and says, “Yes. You should get some sleep. We can talk about it another time. Yes. That would be best.” And without me doing or saying anything, she is gone, leaving me alone with a sleeping Leeha. I shake my head and lie down next to her again, wrapping my arms around her, and before I know it, I am out.
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        * * *

      

      Feeling something soft, round, and squishy in my hand as I wake up, I smile. That is until I hear coughing, and Leeha says, “What are you doing, Alex?” in an irritated tone.

      Without opening my eyes and still half asleep, I mumble, “Sorry, I doubt your parents are up yet.

      “Oh, we are awake,” I hear Lahana say with a laugh.

      But wait. Leeha’s voice came from above me. And so did Lahana’s. I open my eyes and look at what is in front of me. I am lying on my side hugging someone, and it’s not Leeha. So who the hell am I hugging? The body in front of me is naked, with fair skin and red hair. The breast I am still holding is as large as Leeha’s.

      I look up at Leeha and say, “Who is this?”

      “I should be asking you the same thing,” Leeha says to me, crossing her arms.

      Suddenly the body in front of me groans and pushes against me. “Be quiet. I am trying to sleep.”

      That voice! I stand up faster than I thought possible and look down at the body. “Bridget?” I shout in disbelief.

      Now that I am standing up, I can see her face and much more. Bridget is lying on the sleeping mat, naked. She has long red hair covering part of her shoulder, but it still gives me enough of a glimpse of her large breasts. They have large brown areolas the size of silver dollars, and her nipples are erect. She has a slim body, and from my angle I can see the tuft of her pubic hair, which is the same color as the hair on her head. Leeha clears her throat again from behind me. I turn to her and she is glaring at me.

      “What? I didn’t know Bridget would be here this morning!” I tell her defensively. Wait. Why do I sound guilty?

      “Wait. You know her name? You just asked me who that was!” Leeha says with an intense stare.

      “Well, I didn’t know at first until she said something and I recognized her voice,” I tell her lamely, hearing how that sounds even to my ears.

      “Her voice? You mean you saw who it was?” she asks me, sounding unsure now.

      “No, I recognized her voice,” I tell her with a sigh, looking back down at the sleeping Elemental. Shit, how the fuck am I supposed to explain this?

      “What?” Leeha says in confusion.

      Turning back to her, I point down at the sexy naked body on the sleeping mat and say with a sigh, “That’s my Elemental.”

      “What?” Leeha says, repeating herself and looking down at Bridget.

      “Alex, how can that be an Elemental? She’s an Elf,” Leeha says.

      “What?” I say, looking back down at Bridget quickly.

      Her hair was covering her head so I didn’t really pay attention, but just peeking out of her hair is her ear. And it is the same kind of ear as Leeha has. An Elf’s ear.

      I bend down so I am closer and poke the naked shoulder of Bridget, enjoying the view of her ample bosom. She groans but doesn’t open her eyes. So I poke her again. Same results. Guess I will need to play hardball. One thing I have noticed with Leeha is that Elf ears are sensitive, so I slowly run my finger up and down her exposed ear, making her groan, but this time it’s in pleasure. Suddenly Bridget yelps and puts a hand to her ear, and she is staring up at me with wide eyes.

      “You’re awake?” I ask her with a smile. She nods at me.

      “Care to tell me what is going on?” I ask her. “Why are you here in that body?”

      “You don’t like it?” she asks me shyly.

      “Oh, I like it very much,” I tell her with a smile. “But Bridget, how are you here in a body? You’re my Fire Elemental. You know? About that small?” I tell her, holding my hand out in front of her face and placing my other hand about half a foot above it. “Red. Fire looking?”

      “Yeah, well, I wanted to be closer,” she says with a pout, sitting up.

      As she changes position, I see that her breasts are amazing. Different from Leeha’s, but still amazing. They are larger than Leeha’s, I think. The handful I had felt was softer too. Leeha’s, while large, were firm.

      “Be closer to me? But why?” I ask her, more curious than confused at this point.

      “Well, because I got to thinking of that having sex with you thing,” she says, looking down at her lap, “and I wanted to try it.”

      “Alex, what the fuck is she talking about?” Leeha says in a silent and dangerous voice.
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      I turn around and see that Leeha is glaring daggers at me. Yeah, I can’t blame her, really. I would be livid as well if she was suddenly lying next to some naked guy who was saying what Bridget was saying.

      “So, the sex part is sort of an odd thing,” I chuckle awkwardly. “So I found a way to heal your brother. Actually, I found a way to heal using magic.”

      “What?” Leeha says, suddenly rushing up and grabbing my elbows. “You can heal him?” she asks me passionately.

      “Yeah, but there is a price,” I tell her.

      “What is it?” Leeha says. Then she looks down quickly at Bridget and she must connect the dots. “Wait! In order to heal, you need to have sex with her?” she says incredulously.

      “Not quite,” Bridget says from the floor. “Alex can heal, but thanks to his God, who must have some sick sense of humor, he needs to recharge his energy afterward. And the way to do that is to have sex with me.” She holds up her hand just as Leeha is about to say something. “And don’t ask, because I have no idea how that’s supposed to work. All I know is Alex heals and recharges by having sex with me. If not, within a week he will not be able to move.”

      “But what was that thing you said about how you wanted to have sex with Alex?” Leeha says, glaring down at her.

      Bridget looks up at me and asks, “Should I be telling her about me?”

      Nodding, I say, “If there’s anyone I trust, it’s her. Go ahead.” I realize it’s true. I trust Leeha, even with this, which I am sure I need to keep secret. I look at her parents, who are also looking on, and ask both Lahana and Maxil, “Can you both keep this secret as well, please?”

      “Of course!” Lahana says with a smile.

      “You can count on us, Alex,” Maxil says. “For what you gave our son, we will take your secrets to our grave.”

      “Don’t be so morbid, Dad!” Leeha says, rolling her eyes. “A yes or a no would have sufficed.” Then she turns her attention back to Bridget. “So what happens if Alex heals and doesn’t have sex with you? And how do we know you aren’t just some Elf who came into our home?”

      Bridget stands up, still fully naked, and says, “I can prove it. Let me answer your second question first. Alex, I need you to call up an Elemental, please,” she tells me with a smile, although it’s taking an effort to look at her face while she’s standing there naked and all I want to do is gaze downward.

      “Hmm. All right. Let’s not try burning the tent, so not fire. Water,” I say. Suddenly, standing in front of us is Bridget, but she is made of water!

      “Fucking hell!” I blurt out in surprise.

      Turning to me, Bridget smiles, but her features are made of water so it looks odd. “Can I touch you?”

      “Of course!” she says, coming closer. I point my finger at her chest, just below the neckline, expecting my finger to pass right into her, but instead I feel resistance.

      “You’re solid?” I say in surprise.

      “Yes and no. Try again,” Bridget says with a grin. Again, I poke her, but my finger goes right into her this time, as if I had put my hand into water, and it actually feels like water. I pull my finger out, looking at it closely, and I see that it is wet.

      “Does that answer your question about whether I am really who I say I am?” Bridget asks Leeha.

      “Hmm, yes?” Leeha says, looking at Bridget in amazement.

      “Alex, can you cancel it, please?” Bridget says, turning back to me.

      “Oh. Hmm. Water,” I say. Then Bridget is standing in front of us, naked again.

      “Mom, can you get her some clothes, please? Dad, stop ogling,” Leeha tells him with a smirk.

      “I wasn’t ogling,” he tells her defensively.

      “Yes you were, dear,” Lahana tells him with a laugh. “Let me get those clothes,” she says and heads back towards their sleeping area.

      “I wasn’t ogling,” Maxil says, looking at me. “I was admiring,” he continues with a nod, but he winks at me.

      “Here,” Lahana comes back and passes Bridget some clothes.

      Bridget takes them with a smile and puts them on. They’re nothing fancy. The top is made of leather, and the skirt is a soft material. Both are different shades of brown, with the top being a lighter shade. Once she is dressed, she straightens up. I realize that Maxil and I had not turned away while she got dressed. Fuck me. We are perverts. Good to know my new father-in-law is somewhat like me, I think with a chuckle.

      “Now,” Bridget says, looking at Leeha. “Your first question. What would happen to Alex if he healed someone but did not recharge after? He would be good for a week, but then he would start to feel intense pain from the energy drain after that.”

      “Do you mean his power?” Leeha asks her.

      “No, his energy. It’s hard to describe. He seems to be the only one who has it. When I look at Alex, I see these points on his body that contain balls of energy. With my aid, he would use them to heal. But he needs to replenish them.”

      “Wait, are you talking about Chakra points?” I ask her in disbelief.

      “What’s that?” Bridget asks me curiously.

      “How many of those balls of energy do you see? Seven?” I ask her.

      “Yes!” she says in surprise.

      “And do they run from here to here,” I ask her, pointing to my head and going down my body to my groin.

      “So you can see them too?” she says excitedly.

      “No,” I tell her with a sigh. “On my world, we have this thing we believe in, or some people believe in, about energy points in our body,” I tell her, frowning. Shit. How did my world know about that?

      “Well, when you heal, the energy comes from there. And you need to refill it. Otherwise, it can be very painful, and you can even die.”

      “Die?” says Leeha worriedly.

      “Only if you don’t refill it,” Bridget says, nodding at her.

      “Alex, if you are going to heal my brother, you need to make sure to recharge,” Leeha tells me, looking at me hard.

      “What?” I tell her.

      “I said,” she starts, but I hold up my hand. Did she just say I can have sex with someone else?

      “Did you just tell me to have sex with someone other than you?” I ask her slowly.

      “Of course,” she says, nodding. “If you are going to heal, you need to recharge, as I don’t want you to die.”

      “Sex. With another person?” I ask her, just to make sure I am hearing what I think I am.

      “Yes,” she tells me, confusion now evident on her face. “What’s confusing about it?”

      “Leeha, you are asking, no wait, telling me to have sex with someone else,” I tell her pointedly.

      “Ah,” she says with a laugh. “I forgot about how it was on your world. Alex, we talked about this. It’s not the same here. My father at one point had a second wife, and my mother had a wife as well. I am all right with you having other partners, remember?

      “Yeah, and that is where I am the one who is the jerk. The idea of you being with someone else makes me upset,” I tell Leeha, blushing at my insecurities. “I mean, I know I should share you, as it’s the normal thing in this world, but the idea makes me want to punch that person in the face.”

      Leeha comes up to me, presses her breasts against mine, and puts her hand on my cheek, gazing up at me. “Alex. Until I met you, I always wanted two husbands and maybe a wife. But now, as I told you the other night, I only want to be with you. If you do not wish to share me with another man, you do not need to,” she says softly.

      I look down at her, and I am still amazed at how beautiful she is. How other humans find her revolting is beyond me. Even Maxil is gorgeous. All the Elves last night who were aiming their bows at me were all the same. I didn’t see one ugly Elf. Yet when I was in the city of Lomar, I saw many ugly people. Some from hardship, some not.

      “You truly don’t mind?” I ask her softly, tucking a stray hair back over her ear.

      “No, I do not. I already know from talking to you whenever I mention the other races that your pupils widen in excitement,” she says with a laugh. “But,” and she starts to poke my chest with her finger, “I decide who comes into our bed.”

      “Our bed?” I ask her, puzzled.

      “Of course, you don’t think I will let you have all the fun, do you? I mean, I know you will want some alone time with them, but if they stay on longer, as wives, I will want them too,” she says with a grin.

      “Wait, you’re bisexual?” I ask her, with both my eyebrows raised.

      “What’s that?” she says, and that is when I notice that it came out as English.

      “It’s a word on my world that means someone enjoys sex with both males and females,” I explain.

      “Ah, we don’t have a word for that here, at least not amongst us Elves, as it’s normal. I don’t know what the human word for it is on this world, but I do know their idea of marriage is with one person, and it’s always one male and one female,” Leeha says, nodding. “But, shall we go see how my brother is doing now?”

      “Yes,” I tell her. I was getting distracted by her body and the topic. I look over at Bridget, and she has a smile on her face. “What should I know about this healing?”

      “Hmm, I’m not sure. Give me a second,” Bridget says, and she closes her eyes.

      I take the opportunity to look at her more closely now, and I see that she has some freckles on her face, even on her cute nose. The top she is wearing is stretched tight, as Bridget is much bigger in the bust than Lahana is, and her nipples are poking through. Not that Lahana lacks in that department. I definitely know where Leeha gets it from.

      “Right,” she says, opening her eyes. “It seems that you just need to place your hand over the injury, and I do the rest by controlling which Element will be used, but I use your energy points to heal.”

      “Is the amount of energy used dependent on the injury?” Leeha asks.

      Actually that’s a good question. I never thought of that. I wonder if healing a scab is the same as healing, say, a broken arm or large open wound. Hell, can I cure diseases?

      “Yes. Minor injuries will only use a small amount,” Bridget says, nodding at Leeha, respectfully. Nice question, Leeha! “A large one such as, say, an open wound, will use more as it not only requires repairing the opening but also kills off something that is called germs.” Again, germs is said in English. Turning to me, she asks, “What’s a germ?”

      “Well, it’s a word from my world, I can tell you that much. You don’t know about little things in your body that make you sick?” I ask, surprised. I look over at Leeha, Lahana, and Maxil, and they are all shaking their heads.

      “Seriously? Wow. Where do I start? So, when you get a cut, you get an infection, right?” I ask around. At everyone’s nod, I ask, “What causes that infection?”

      Everyone looks at each other, unsure. “Is it because you have an injury?” Leeha asks with a frown.

      “Ah, but something is causing it, right? What is causing it is something that is so small you cannot see it with your eyes. On my world it’s called a germ. It causes the body to get sick. Do you have things like diseases or plagues here?”

      “Yes, though the last plague was a long time ago,” Maxil says.

      Nodding to him, I say, “Well, a germ causes plagues and diseases. When someone is healthy, the body is able to fight it off, but if they are sick or injured, it’s harder. Take, for example, Marken’s hand. If it’s left to fester, the germs will cause an infection, and he can actually lose his hand, or even worse, it can cause fever in him, and he can die.”

      Leeha grabs my arm forcefully and says, “Then you need to heal him, Alex. He might be annoying at times, but he is my little brother.”

      “Don’t worry,” I tell her, putting a hand over hers. “I will try to heal Marken with the help of Bridget.”

      “Yes, we will!” Bridget cries, jumping up into the air and pumping her fist.

      I look at her oddly and ask her, “Are you sure you’ve never lived a life?”

      She looks at me and blushes. “As I said, I have the experiences without the contexts. That just felt like the right thing to do. Was it wrong?”

      “No,” Leeha says, laughing and hugging her close. “That was the exact right thing to do.”

      Watching them both, I can’t help but notice that their two large chests are squished together, and in my eyes, that is a beautiful thing to see and puts a grin on my face.

      Leeha looks over and sees my grin, and she throws a kiss my way as if to say soon. Bridget, on seeing what Leeha did and probably guessing at the reason, blushes. Who knew that an Elemental could blush?
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      Once we are all gathered around Marken, we see that he is still sweating heavily, and his breathing is labored.

      “Shit,” I say, crouching down next to him quickly. I put my hand on his forehead, and he is burning up. “Crap, let’s hope we aren’t too late. He is already burning up.”

      Marken has his hand tucked into his stomach. I slowly pull it away from his body and even out cold, he is trying to fight me. Once I do, I turn the hand over, and I hear gasps from behind me. The hand is swollen to twice its normal size and some of the blisters have opened up. Shit, I can see dirt in them.

      “Fucking hell,” I say. Turning to Lahana, I say to her quickly, “I need hot water. Not too hot. Can you use your magic to heat water to just above room temperature? I need to clean his wounds. I also need a large bowl to pour the water out of—” but I stop as I feel a hand on my shoulder. I look up and it’s Bridget.

      “Alex, you can use your magic for that. Or me. What are you trying to do?” she asks me.

      “I want to sluice water over his hand, so that I can clean it from the debris that is there. I know we can heal him, but it might be a good idea to clean the wound first. Maybe, I don’t know, it’ll use less of my power?”

      “Then call up what you need using your words,” Bridget says reassuringly.

      I nod, close my eyes, and take a deep breath, and imagine what I want. Once I think I know, I say, “Earth, Fire, Water. Oh, and just in case, Mind.”

      Then, I say, “Water, use Fire to heat up to just above the temperature of the surrounding area and then run over his hand. Earth, absorb the water and purify it before running it over his hand again. Mind, put him into a deep sleep.”

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1,000 points of power.

      Bridget, who was standing next to me, is suddenly gone, but in her place is a fountain pouring water into a small Fire Elemental globe and then gently pouring over Marken’s hand. The water then hits the ground but gets absorbed before it can splash him, even though Marken is still on the sleeping mat, as we had not felt comfortable moving him to the area with the packed earth.

      Suddenly, another water line flows from the ground and connects to the water fountain, but its introduction makes me jerk in surprise as it comes from over my shoulder.

      “Do not worry, Alex. That is me re-feeding the water through the dirt as you wanted, to be purified through the earth. How did you know to do that?” Bridget says in my head.

      “I figured we could use the earth as a filter. I am glad it worked, since we need pure water for this,” I tell her.

      “Well, because it is going through Earth magic, it’s as pure as can be,” she says proudly.

      I look at Marken’s hand and see that the dirt is starting to clear from the open blisters. Once it’s all gone, Bridget speaks before I can say anything.

      “Now is the part that we need to do together, Alex,” she says cautiously. “I have not done this before, but I have the knowledge. Start by putting your hand over Marken’s hand. Then you need to call up the energy in your body to heal. Though, I don’t have a trigger word for you to use. Can you think of one in your language?”

      I have a thought, but it cannot be that fucking easy, can it? I put my hand over Marken’s and I take a deep breath, since I have no clue what this will feel like. Bracing myself, I whisper, “Heal.”

      I feel an almost ripping sensation inside me, causing me intense pain, and I almost fall over, but Leeha is there to keep me up. The pain leaves me just as quickly as it arrived.

      “Alex!” Leeha screams.

      “I’m good,” I tell her, keeping my focus on Marken’s hand. I can see a green energy flow going between the palm of my hand and his.

      You are healing your target. Time to fully heal, 00:00:10:00.

      “It says it will take ten minutes to heal him,” I say out loud.

      “You’re doing good,” Bridget says. “What you felt was one of those energy balls in your body opening up for the first time. Sorry I didn’t warn you,” she says gloomily. “I didn’t know.”

      “No worries. But fucking hell, that hurt. Will it be like that each time I heal?” I ask Bridget.

      “No. Though I think it will be each time you open another one of those. The bigger the heal you do, the bigger the energy it needs, so that means-”

      “The more energy balls that will open,” I tell her with an internal sigh.

      I decide to make myself more comfortable, since if I stay on my knees for ten minutes, I know I will hurt. This might be a new body, but that’s still a painful stance. I re-adjust myself without moving my hand from over Marken’s. Once I’m sitting, I put his hand in my lap, with my arm resting on my knee and my hand over his. I look up to see how everyone else is, and they are all watching me raptly as I heal Marken.

      “Can I get you anything, Alex?” Leeha asks me worriedly.

      “No, I just need to get more comfortable if I am going to be doing this for ten minutes,” I tell her with a thankful smile.

      “Look!” Lahana shouts suddenly, pointing down at Marken’s hand.

      I look down quickly, expecting it to be trouble, but instead, I see why she shouted. There is visual evidence that it’s working! The hand is no longer as puffy, and I can see the swelling going down. The blisters are also not as caked with the yellow puss and infection as they were earlier. Even as we keep watching, we can see the blisters start to heal over and close up.

      “That is just amazing,” Maxil says softly.

      “It is, isn’t it?” I say, looking up at him. “In my world, for us to heal what has happened to Marken would take months of therapy. Sorry, it seems it’s another word from my world. Months to heal with help. If left on its own, I think the infection in his body would have killed him. I honestly do not wish to do this to anyone ever again,” I say with a sigh.

      Leeha comes up behind me and puts her arms around my neck, kissing me on the side of my neck. “I am glad you were able to heal him, Alex,” she says softly in my ear.

      Then I hear Bridget say quietly, “You can stop healing him now, Alex.”

      I glance back down and see that Marken’s hand is now healed completely, so I close my hand into a fist, and the green light stops. Without warning, I feel a massive pain at the top of my head.

      You have healed Marken.

      You have broken through your first of seven points of energy.

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token

      Heavenly Tokens: 9 of 200.

      “Alex!” Leeha shouts as I end up falling forward on top of Marken, who is thankfully still out cold.

      “Sorry, Alex!” cries the voice of Bridget from above me. “I tried to reduce the pain, but I wasn’t expecting it to enter you that fast.”

      I feel a soft, warm hand on my forehead, and the pain eases off enough for me to focus. The pain that had hit me was so bad that it almost blinded me. Easing myself off Marken slowly so that I don’t hurt him, I sit up and look at Bridget.

      “What was that?” I groan.

      “That was feedback from breaking open one of your seven energy points,” Bridget says uneasily. “I wasn’t aware it would do that ‘til after you were done healing and I stopped the flow of energy. I tried to catch it, but it was like trying to grab something slippery and wet,” she says with a pout. “I am sorry, Alex.”

      “It’s all good. But will that happen each time I break open one of those energy points?”

      “There is something odd about those energy points, though,” Bridget says instead of answering me. She kneels in front of me, places one of her hands on my forehead again, and closes her eyes.

      With Bridget kneeling in front of me like that, her bountiful breasts are right there, and I want nothing more than to reach out and caress them again. It felt nice this morning, waking with my hand cupped around one of them. I hear a snicker next to me, and out of the corner of my eye, I see Leeha with a grin on her face as she shakes her head at me. I can’t help but grin as well.

      “Can’t help it,” I whisper.

      Suddenly I feel a warmth throughout my body, almost as if a pain that I didn’t know was there is now gone. I glance back at Bridget, and her eyes are open.

      “What was that?” I ask her, pleasantly surprised at feeling so much better.

      “I healed you,” she says smugly.

      “What? Did you use my own energy?”

      “Yep!” she says. “As I am your Elemental and I am the one that controls the flow of your healing power, all I did was reverse the flow. It looks like when you open one of your energy balls, it causes some mild damage. But what’s odd is, the energy from that ball-”

      “Is it just called a ball?” I ask, interrupting her. “Can we call it a Chakra at least? At least then I will know what you are talking about?”

      “Well,” she says, frowning. She puts her soft hand back on my forehead and suddenly I get a message in my head.

      You have broken through your first of seven Chakras.

      “Oh! I got a message that said it was now called a Chakra!” I tell her with a grin. “Now, you were saying something odd about my energy from my Chakra?”

      Bridget nods, sitting back on her heels. “Yes. The energy is somehow slowly seeping into your body.”

      “What?” I ask her worriedly. “Is that bad?”

      “Is Alex going to be all right?” Leeha asks Bridget, sounding just as worried as me.

      “He should be. What I mean is that the energy that is seeping into him is changing him, on a level I cannot see.”

      “On a genetic level?” I say, but the word comes out in English.

      “What’s that?” Bridget asks me curiously.

      “So, wow. Where do I start? So, we are all made of smaller parts of us. So small that we cannot see them, but trust me, they are there,” I say as everyone starts to look at me oddly.

      “So, an example is your blood. In your blood are small things that keep you alive. Well, they are alive as much as you and me. God,” I say, laughing out loud at the faces they are making towards me. “Trust me. On my world, we have seen them. We know about them. So what you are saying, Bridget, is it’s changing me on a level you cannot see? I would say it’s on that level. The genetic level.”

      Bridget looks at me suspiciously, as if I am lying. “It’s true!” I tell her with a grin.

      “Anyhow,” she says, continuing on but still looking at me like I am bullshitting her, “the Chakras, as they are now called, are leeching energy into your body, so I’m not sure of the changes that will cause.”

      Shit, well let’s hope it’s not radiation poisoning or something like that. But I doubt God would do that to me. Oh, here Alex, have a new life, and you can heal other people. But you will die from radiation poisoning.

      “Can we try to wake up my brother?” Leeha asks me, concern for her brother in her tone.

      “Of course,” I tell her reassuringly.

      Since I am already sitting down next to him, I put my hand over him and say, “Mind. Wake up.”

      Marken had been lying on his side, but suddenly he groans, not in pain, but more like someone who is getting up from a deep sleep and is about to stretch. He opens his eyes and the first thing he sees is me sitting next to him, with Bridget still sitting on her heels in front of me.

      Without moving, he says, “Hi?”

      “Hey. How are you feeling?” I ask him with a smile.

      “Good,” he says, skeptically. But then his eyes open wide and he sits up quickly, bringing his hand up to his face. On seeing that it’s not blistered and red, and realizing that he is not in pain, he looks shocked. He looks back at me and says, “How? What I remember is being in so much pain because of my hand. How is it gone?”

      Leeha is the one who answers. “You can thank Alex for that, you idiot,” she says, but there is a grin on her face. “Not only did he give you magic, but he also healed you as well.”

      “I caused the pain in the first place,” I say, glancing up at her.

      “But that is because you didn’t know,” she responds.

      “Magic!” Marken cries, getting up on his knees and looking at his now uninjured hand. He looks at me, and so I nod at him to go ahead and try. He takes a deep breath and then says, “Fire,” and in his hand appears a rotating globe of Fire—a Fire Elemental.

      Marken begins to cry as he looks at his Fire Elemental. Leeha puts a hand on my shoulder, and as I look up at her, she nods towards the exit. Understanding that right now might be a good time to go outside, I nod. Standing up, I take Bridget’s hand and help her up as well. I nod to Maxil, who is standing over Lahana, who had gone to comfort her new mage son. Maxil nods back and mouths, “Thank you.”

      Once we three are outside, Leeha walks over to me, puts her arms around my waist, and looks up at me. “Thank you for what you did to Marken,” she says with tears in her eyes. “And you as well, Bridget,” Leeha says, putting a hand out to her. Bridget willingly comes into the three-way embrace, putting one of her arms around my other side, and looking up at me with a grin.

      “So, what now?” I ask the two girls, looking between them.

      “I don’t know. What did you want to do? I am with you, wherever you want to go,” Leeha says.

      “Honestly, I have no clue,” I tell her with a laugh. “I am new to this world, remember? I have no clue what is around here. I do know that I want to stay out of any human settlements,” I tell them vehemently. I seriously do not want to go to another town if they are going to treat Leeha like that again, or even Bridget now.

      “Well, we can explore your power,” Bridget pipes up.

      “What do you mean?” I ask her.

      “We can go hunting!” she says, jumping up and down in my arms, which makes her breasts jump up and down as well, causing me to look down with a smile.

      “And I know the perfect spot!” Leeha says with a grin.
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      I feel a pain on the left side of my thigh. Looking down, I see that one of those little fuckers just stuck me. Leeha said she had the perfect spot to learn hunting, but fucking hell. Why am I fighting things that look like rabbits with horns?

      I put my hand over the horned rabbit’s head, and I say, “Air Bullet.” Suddenly a hole appears in it’s head. It flops once, making me wince, and then it goes limp against my pant leg. I reach down and pull it away quickly.

      You have used the spell Air Bullet. You have used 10 points of power.

      Leeha comes running up to me, takes the rabbit, and puts it into a bag on her hip. “You need to think quicker than that, Alex. Otherwise, you will be a pincushion,” she says with a laugh.

      “I know!” I tell her in frustration. I have six wounds now. But thanks to Bridget, they get healed up quickly. Which still amazes Leeha, that I can do healing through my Elemental.

       “You keep saying the words out loud. Why not just think of them?” Leeha asks me.

      “I guess I assumed it looked more badass to say them out loud,” I tell her with an embarrassed smile.

      “It doesn’t if my partner keeps getting punctured,” she says with a raised eyebrow.

      “I agree,” Bridget giggles.

      She is next to me but is in her Wind form, since that is the spell I am using. All I can see of her is an outline, with air currents moving around inside it. She said she finds it easier to be in this form when I am using magic, since it allows her to pull more of the elements from around her. Whatever that means. Maybe she is harvesting it from around her, like sucking it up? I wish I knew more about how magic worked!

      “Fine, let’s try the other way then. Quietly and in my mind,” I tell her with a sigh as I look her way.

      Bridget walks over to me, places her hand on my leg where the damn horned rabbit injured me, and I can feel healing power coming from her. What is odd is I can feel the power physically leaving my Chakra at the top of my head. It’s not that it feels funny. It’s just a feeling that is there.

      We have been hunting these things now for the last three hours. Horned rabbits are one of the oddities in this world compared to mine. They are meat-eaters, they attack things, and are aggressive. They use their horns to attack, and while they normally don’t attack large targets like me, I have been making them do it so that I can cast spells at them.

      We would walk until we saw one, and then Leeha would have me shoot an air bullet at the ground in front of them, close, but not hitting them. This action would make them angry, and they would attack me. My job was to shoot a spell at them as they zigzagged toward me. I am finding out that the problem with trying to say the words out loud like I am some kind of anime character shouting some word of power, is that Bridget keeps having to heal me over and over. Instead of sounding cool, I was getting hurt. Speed is what I needed, and since I can think quicker than I can speak. Internal dialog it will be.

      We all hear a noise to our left, and as I turn to it, I see the bushes move. Leeha looks at me and covers her mouth. Sighing, I nod, getting it. Shut the fuck up. Looking back at the bush, I send an Air Bullet to land in front it. But instead of a horned rabbit coming out, something bigger emerges. Much bigger.

      I stare at the thing in horror. It’s about the size of a grizzly bear, but it looks more like a rat, with large teeth, enormous claws that are digging up the ground, and red eyes.

      Leeha grabs my arms and tries to pull me away. “Alex! We need to run! That’s a Fire Rat!”

      “A what?” I ask her, confused.

      She is still pulling my arm, so I follow her and we begin to run. Bridget is floating next to me, keeping up with me. Damn, the life of an Elemental. Leeha screams as we are running, “That thing is a Fire Rat. I don’t know what it’s doing here! It should not be in Lamor Forest. They are usually near the Lake of Ruins in the cave system there. We need to get away from them,” she says, and there is desperation in her voice.

      “What is so dangerous about them?” I shout, avoiding a branch, but missing the next one and getting hit in the face, which leaves a stinging sensation on my cheek.

      “They,” Leeha begins, but suddenly a small fireball hits the tree ahead of us and to our left, causing it to explode from the impact.

      “They shoot fireballs?” I say in disbelief. What the fuck? How the hell can a rat shoot a fucking fireball?

      “Yeah, they shoot fireballs. Fire Rats are slow, but they don’t need to be fast if one of their fireballs hits you,” she says, dodging around the tree that just exploded.

      “Can’t we fight it?” I ask her, starting to get winded.

      Fucking new body. Even a short sprint like this and I am running out of breath. Then again, in my old body I would have been huffing and puffing if I even thought of running.

      “It usually takes a group to fight one. That one, I would say, is older, so it’s stronger. I can tell by the scars on its side. It’s been in a lot of fights and survived.”

      “How do you fight it?” Maybe something she says will give me an idea?

      “We would each take shots at it, making it go after different targets, and we would then whittle it down.”

      “Wait, are you saying you would kite it?” I ask her incredulously.

      “What is kite?” she asks me, saying the word in English. I have noticed that she has gotten better at repeating the English words I say.

      “What you just explained,” I huff out to her, trying to catch my breath. “You would attack it but not let it hit you. Bring its health down until it dies.”

      “Yes! But we don’t have that option,” she says.

      “Why not?” I ask her. Shit, I need to figure something out, as it’s getting harder and harder to breathe.

      “Because there are only two of us,” she shouts, just as another fireball comes at us. Thankfully it ends up flying between the two of us, and I can feel the heat as it passes and falls to the ground, rolling. Rolling? As we go by it, making sure not to touch it, I see it’s a fucking rock with some kind of flammable substance on it. What the fuck? Does the thing have rocks and tar in its stomach?

      “We aren’t two!” I shout at her, “we are three.”

      Leeha quickly looks at me sideways in surprise, then looks up at Bridget, who is floating next to me, keeping up still.

      “It might work!” she says after thinking about it. “But can Bridget do magic on her own?”

      “Oh shit,” I blurt out. I look over at my floating Elemental. “Can you?”

      “I can if you tell me to. What’s the plan?” Bridget says, excitement in her voice.

      “All right. Can you use the same Element as me? Or if I wanted to use Mind to see if I can confuse it, can you use Fire?” I ask her.

      “Sure, I can switch to Fire. You need to tell me to use Fire. Why Fire if we are fighting a Fire Rat?” Bridget asks me, confused.

      “Because if I am right, that rodent has filled up its belly with something like tar. I want you, Leeha, to hit it with your Water Arrows. What I will do is use Mind Arrows and distract it—hopefully confusing. But I want you, Leeha, to hit it in the face. We need to get it to open its mouth,” I say.

      “Its mouth?” Leeha says, baffled by my request.

      “Yep,” I tell her with a big grin. “So that Bridget can fire a Fireball of her own down its throat.”

      “What?” she asks me with a frown.

      “Kaboom!” I say, miming an explosion.

      Leeha’s eyes widen in surprise, and then she laughs. “That might work!” she says with a grin of her own.

      “Bridget, Fire.” And the floating air Elemental next to me switches to a Fire one. But she is running now. Oh? So she can only float as an Air Elemental? Interesting.

      Focusing, I think Mind to get this plan into action. Looking behind me, I see the Fire Rat about twenty feet behind us, its claws digging into the ground as it chases us.

      Now, let’s see. I aim behind me and think, Confusion Arrow. Suddenly a purple arrow leaves my hand and shoots straight for the Fire Rat, hitting it right in the left front shoulder. It slows down and shakes its head.

      You have used the spell Confusion Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      “Bridget, you’re with me,” Leeha cries and peels away from me.

      “With you!” Bridget yells out with a laugh, running to follow her in her Fire form.

      I turn to face the Fire Rat. It’s pawing the ground, and from here I can tell its eyes have a muddled look. Three seconds later, the eyes clear and it looks back up. It sees me and starts coming at me again. Suddenly, it squeals in pain and turns around to whatever was attacking it from behind. It’s Leeha. She had shot it with a Water Arrow.

      Before it can run after her, I shoot another Confusion Arrow at it, making it shake its head. But the confusion doesn’t last as long this time, and shortly after, it turns around and comes at me. Shit! That one didn’t last long. Can this thing resist my spells? Great, it’s like a fucking game with monsters having a resist bonus.

      You have used the spell Confusion Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      I turn around and run, hoping to put some distance between it and me before Leeha or Bridget can fire something new at it. I can hear it huffing as it chases me.

      “Alex, duck!” I hear from behind me. Without waiting or wondering why, I throw myself to the ground. Just in time apparently, as over my head flies a fucking rock fireball, whistling in the air above me. I scramble up off the ground quickly, knowing it hasn’t shot two in a row yet. Although knowing my luck, I might be finding out that it’s a ‘special’ ability of Fire Rats.

      Hearing a squeal of pain again, I dare to take a quick look behind me and I see that the Fire Rat has turned around and is facing away from me. I point my hand at it again and shoot another Confusion Arrow. This time, it paws the ground in bewilderment, and the spell lasts longer than a second or two. Suddenly I see two Water Arrows come at it from somewhere in the forest. The Fire Rat screams in pain, opening its mouth.

      Faster than I could have imagined, a Fire Arrow zips through the air and goes right down into its mouth. Even from where I am, I can hear the Fire Rat cough in surprise. It has stopped running and is looking around in a panic. Does it know what is about to happen to it? The Fire Rat heaves its chest, almost like it is trying to throw up. Yep, it knows, I think with a grin.

      I walk towards it slowly, with my hand extended towards it in case I need to shoot it with a Confusion Arrow, and I stop about ten feet away from it.

      “What does the Fire Rat say?” I say to it with a grin.

      The Fire Rat turns around and looks at me with a perplexed look on its face, and without warning, it explodes. I duck to face away from what I am sure is going to be tons of gore flying at me. Not feeling anything, I look up and see there is a wall of Fire in front of me— and then the wall drops.

      I look at the spot where the Fire Rat had been, and I say, “The Fire Rat says, kaboom.”
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      “Thanks, Bridget,” I cry out to where I believe she and Leeha are in the forest.

      “You’re welcome,” Bridget says from behind me, and I jump almost a foot in the air.

      I turn around swiftly and Bridget is there in her Elf form. “How the fuck!” I exclaim in surprise. “Weren’t you just over there with Leeha?”

      “Yes, but I am your Elemental. Your protection is my priority,” she says with a grin, laughing at my surprise.

      I am finding out new things practically every hour about Bridget. I wonder what else she can do?

      “Too bad there is nothing left to pick from it,” Leeha says, running up to us as she avoids the gory mess that was the Fire Rat. “ Its teeth are worth a lot because they are immune to any form of fire or heat.”

      “So, what? An armor set made of Fire Rat teeth?” I snicker at her.

      “No,” she says, laughing. “They’re used by alchemists to crush down and use in fire-resistant potions.”

      “Wait, you can buy potions here?” I ask her in astonishment.

      “Of course,” Leeha says with a frown, but then she smiles. “Right, I forget you know little about this world.”

      “Are there potions to increase your power or heal, or such?” I ask Leeha with excitement in my voice. My God, do they have potions like they do in games where you can increase your power, stamina, and health?

      “No, it’s mostly resistance potions. As for healing potions? Healing has been lost. Until you, that is.”

      “Damn, it would have been nice to have potions to use,” I say with a sad sigh.

      “Well, unless you have the gold, you won’t be using them,” she says with a laugh. “Those teeth,” Leeha points to the gory spot behind her, “would have fetched about ten gold each.”

      “Ten gold!” I exclaim in amazement. Fucking hell, maybe we should go get some? I mean, wow, ten gold per tooth?

      Leeha must see my calculating look as she says, “No, we are not going to the Lake of Ruins. Honestly, we need to talk to my dad. Those things are not supposed to be out here. Something must be going on to make them leave their hunting grounds.”

      “You think it’s something bad?” I ask her.

      “Yes, and that worries me. There are more than Fire Rats there. There are other monsters that we cannot take on like we did the Fire Rat,” she says worriedly, looking back the way the Fire Rat had come.

      “What is in that direction other than this Lake of Ruins?” I ask her.

      “There is a small settlement I was taking you to,” Leeha says with a sigh. “I hope the inhabitants are all right.”

      “Elf settlement?”

      “No, Rabinis.”

      “Oh?” I say, perking up at that.

      “Let’s go back and talk to my dad,” Leeha says worriedly, looking behind her once more.

      I nod to her and say, “Lead the way.”

      “Wait, can you call up Air again?” Bridget asks me pleadingly.

      “You just want to float instead of run!” I tell her with a chuckle.

      “Of course!” she says with a giggle.

      “Fine. Air.”
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      I take another sip of the coffee that Leeha had given me. It’s a cold coffee they brewed, and my God, it’s better than any of the coffee shops I have frequented on my world.

      “You are sure?” Maxil asks us.

      We are all sitting outside the tent, and others have gathered around. There are still some hostile stares directed my way, but at least no arrows are pointing at me.

      “Yes. It was alone, thank the Gods,” Leeha tells her father. “Otherwise, I am not sure we would have been able to kill it.”

      “I think we would have,” Bridget says proudly from next to me. “Alex is very smart with ideas.”

      Leeha looks at her and smiles, probably at her enthusiasm at my unproven ability. “Yes, but this was only one Fire Rat. We got lucky. If we had fought an Earth Boar or even a Water Snake, it would have been a different outcome.”

      What the hell? Are these monsters Elemental based? So that Horned Rabbit we fought was just a normal monster? And the Fire Rat was what? Man, this world is becoming more and more odd. Then again, there’s fucking magic here. How odder can you get?

      Maxil looks thoughtful as he looks over at Lahana and says, “We need to get this news to the Elders.”

      She glances at him worriedly. “We can’t leave the Homestead, Maxil. We are their protection.”

      “I know, but we have people who can go, who have been in the fight and can convey the news to them,” Maxil says, pointing to Leeha, Bridget, and myself.

      “It’s a rough journey. It’s at least a week’s travel.”

      “I know, but the Lake of Ruin is over a week from here. What made that Fire Rat come so far from its home? We need to let them know. Something else is going on. Something must have pushed it out. And if something is pushing a Fire Rat out, what else will it push out that may reach our Homestead?”

      Lahana looks at her husband with worry. Finally, she nods and says, “Very well.”

      Maxil turns back to us, and as he speaks I can hear some concern in his voice. “We need you to go see the Elders. We need them to send someone to find out what is going on,” he says.

      “Very well, Father, you can count on us,” Leeha proclaims.

      “Where are we going?” I ask, curious as to where this adventure is about to take us.

      “We are heading towards the mountains on the other side of the City of Bromar. It’s in the Mital Forest. It’s about a ten-day journey,” Leeha enlightens me.

      “Shouldn’t we see about this Rabini settlement and make sure they are all right?” I ask, a bit worried.

      “No need,” Maxil says, shaking his head. “I will be sending some of our hunters to make sure all is well there. If it’s not, they will hasten to intercept you on your way to see the Elders.”

      “It will be our job to get through to the Elders,” Leeha says. “It will be a hard journey, but it will give us time for you to train, Alex. And honestly, I need to train as well, as I am learning what I can do with my own spells. And you are going to continue to teach me your language, right?” she asks me, sounding uncertain.

      I nod to her and smile, “It will be my pleasure to teach you, Leeha. You know that. It will be good to learn how to use my power more.” I turn back to Leeha’s parents. “Where is Marken, anyhow?” I ask them. I hadn’t seen him since we got back.

      “Ah,” Maxil says with a proud grin. “He has gone to train with a Fire Mage. We do not teach the new Mages in the Homestead in case things get destructive. So he is training about three hours east from here..”

      “Now, let’s get you some supplies,” Lahana says with a clap of both her hands.

      “Do we need supplies?” I ask curiously, since we didn’t need any when we came from the city of Lomar to here.

      Leeha nods at my question. “We can survive on hunting as we have been, but that takes time. If we bring our food, we can reduce that time and get to the Elders quicker. As speed is our goal, we will only make camp when we sleep at night. Most of the food will be travel rations, and we will supplement it with hunting when we can, but only if the animal appears for us. We shall not be going out of our way to do so.”

      “So, things like dried meats?” I ask her, wondering what their idea of travel rations are.

      “Yes, dried meats, fruits, and some nuts,” Leeha tells me with a smile.

      “And bread,” Maxil tells his daughter.

      “Oh? You made some travel bread?” Leeha asks her mother in surprise.

      “Yes. I figured you would all be heading out soon for your own adventures, so I made some Elven Bread.”

      “Elven Bread?” I ask, hearing the pronounced way she was saying it.

      “It’s a recipe where we add things that will give you stamina and energy,” Lahana tells me with a smile.

      “So why is it called Elven Bread?”

      “Because only we Elves can make it. We are not sure why, but when we make the bread and add the ingredients a certain way, it creates Elven Bread. The humans have tried to duplicate it but to no avail. Mostly they think we cannot make it anymore, as we refuse to sell it to them,” Lahana says with a conspiratorial grin.

      “You have hidden that for how long?” I ask her, amazed. So as a race, they can make something and somehow imbue it with magic? Is that like a race ability you would find in a game?

      “Well over five hundred years,” she says with a laugh.

      “Damn!” I tell her with some admiration. A race hiding something like that for so long? Wait, so if they have that, what do the other races have?

      “Can the other races create things like that as well? What about the humans?” I ask.

      Lahana shakes her head and says, “I am not sure about the other races. Just as we have hidden our bread from others, they might have hidden things as well. As for humans, we are one hundred per cent sure they do not have anything like this, and that they never did.”

      “Then why are you telling me?” I ask her with a questioning look.

      “Because of what you have done for our family. Also, we are about to send you to the Elders, and you will need to prove to them you are not simply a human. Just as you have been honest with us, we wish to be honest with you.”

      “Prove it to them? How?” I ask her nervously.

      “With power,” Maxil says, answering instead of Lahana.

      “What? You want me to show them how powerful I am?” I ask, looking at him.

      Maxil shakes his head. “No. With her.” He points to Leeha.

      Leeha? I look at her, trying to figure out what he means. She looks just as confused as I am. I turn back towards Maxil, and he laughs.

      “What I mean is, you need to teach my daughter this language of yours and make her more powerful. They have met her. They know her power. I need you to teach her to be stronger, so they will have no doubt that you are not simply a ‘human’. That other thing you named yourself, I think you can keep quiet about that for now,” he says, talking about the title of Elemental Summoner that I had given myself.

      Why does he want me to keep quiet about that? He must realize what I am thinking, as his next words prove. “We are not ready for that yet, and you are not powerful enough yet. The Elders are truly powerful, Alex. Be careful,” Maxil says softly.

      “I will watch over him, Father, Mother,” Leeha says softly, putting a hand on my knee. “As I am sure he will watch over me,” she continues, with a smile directed towards me.

      “I promise I will make her powerful and watch over her as well,” I tell Lahana and Maxil passionately.

      I do want Leeha to be powerful. I need powerful allies in this world. And if it means teaching her English, as it seems to be a magical language here, then so be it. I put my hand down on hers as it rests on my knee, and I smile at her. Fucking hell, she is beautiful. I am so glad she is the first one I met in this world, instead of a human.

      “What about me?” I hear from above me. I tilt my head and look at Bridget, who is still floating and is looking down at me with a pout.

      “The more powerful I get,” I tell her with a grin, “the more powerful you get.”

      She ponders that for a second, then gets a big smile on her face. “Oh, right!”
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      “Have I mentioned just how stupid your fucking language is?” Leeha cries out in frustration.

      I have been trying to teach her the difference between a foot that is attached to my leg, and a foot that is used for distance. I had been telling her to say ‘a water dagger a foot long’, but then she told me I was mistaken as a foot is something we put our boot into. I have been teaching her slowly as we head towards the Elders. This was our fifth night away from the Homestead.

      I am finding out that yes, the English language is the most fucked up language, and there are so many damn homonyms! Words that are spelled the same and sound the same but mean different things.

      “Trust me, I know. Even in my world, when someone had to learn it, it was a pain in the ass. My language is a smattering of lots of other languages. I mean, don’t get me started on slang,” I tell her with a sigh.

      “Slang?” she repeats the unfamiliar word with a frown, turning to me.

      “Yeah. Slang words are made-up words that mean something else. I don’t even want to get into that,” I tell Leeha with a laugh. “That’s a rabbit hole you don’t want to go down.”

      “Your world sounds odd,” Bridget says from my other side.

      “Odd? It’s different. I mean, we use technology, but here you use magic. To me, that is odd,” I tell her with a smile.

      “I wish I could see your world,” Bridget says wistfully. “It sounds so fantastically odd.”

      “Well, I doubt that will happen, Bridget. My God told me that I have no body in that world, as my body has a bullet through its head,” I tell her. And I’m not sure I would want to go back to my world. Go to a world without magic? No fucking way.

      “Still,” she says with a sigh.

      “I have to agree. Your world, even with its fucked up language that you speak, does sound amazing,” Leeha chimes in. “Though the lack of magic, as you said, is kind of sad.”

      I throw another log on the fire and watch it catch quickly. We had stopped early for the night as Leeha had caught a small deer when we were running. Before I could even react, she had used a Water Bullet to shoot it with complete precision in the head. The kill was so clean that there was no blood coming out of the deer. I had Bridget use Air, and she carried it along behind us as we ran.

      Leeha had me working on my stamina by running in spurts, and so we kept that up ‘til it was just starting to get dark, and she said we needed to find a camping spot. We ran for another fifteen minutes until we found what we needed. Once we did, Leeha prepped the deer, and it was already over the fire. The smell of the meat cooking was making my mouth water.

      The dried meat we had was good, with some kind of spice added to it, probably to cure it. The Elven Bread, on the other hand? It was fucking hard. I guess I expected Elven Bread to be something like you’d see in the movies, where it was soft, kept forever, and tasted like heaven on a cloud. Nope. It was nothing more than hardtack.

      “God, I would kill to clean up,” I say with a sigh. “I stink to high heaven.” I lift my left arm and sniff, before pulling away quickly in disgust. I need a lake or something to dip in. “Is there a lake around here?” I ask Leeha.

      “I have no clue. I never looked for one when I last went to see the Elders, and I was thirteen at the time,” she says with a laugh. “But yes, I would kill for a bath as well,” she finishes with a sad sigh.

      Yeah, a bath would be nice, I think with a smile. Hell, a hot tub for all three of us would be amazing right now. I was going to say I miss that, but I never really had that when I was on Earth. I went to a friend’s party once at his parents’ house and they had a hot tub, but only the cool kids went in.

      “What was the wistful sigh for?” Leeha asks me with a smile.

      “I was remembering something from my world. We had this thing that was called a hot tub where you would soak in it and air bubbles would come out from the bottom and the sides. The water was hot and it was good for sore muscles. It wasn’t used for washing, but to relax,” I tell her with a laugh.

      “That sounds like paradise,” Leeha says with a sigh. “I would love to soak in some hot water for these sore muscles,” she says and stretches up her arms, which makes her large breasts stick out even more in the tight outfit she is wearing.

      She had changed from her leathers into a white cloth outfit that is still open and shows off her chest and stomach. She is also wearing this blue stone jewel piece on her forehead. When I asked her about it, she said it was because she was going to see the Elders. It was meant to show that she was one of the stronger Water Mages. So a rank system, I told her, and she simply nodded.

      I look around the small area we are staying in for the night. It’s not fully dark yet, so I am able to see some of it. We are in a small clearing with trees all around us. Thinking about it, what’s the point of having magic if I can’t fuck around with it?

      Turning to Bridget, I tell her I want to try something. “Up for some magic?” I ask her with a grin.

      “Oh?” she says, turning towards me.

      “I want to build something. I know we have been using magic as a weapon. But do you remember that wall I built before?” I ask her. At this point, even Leeha has a look of interest.

      “Yes, the one that you created to protect you and Leeha while you were sleeping,” Bridget says, nodding.

      I nod to her. “Let’s try this. Earth.” Suddenly, Bridget changes from her Elf form to her Earth form. She is brown, and covered in leaves, dirt, and grass. Her eyes are acorns, and her hair is fine green vines. Her eyes are white mushroom caps.

      Thinking about what I want, I say in English, “Create a large bowl in the ground, large enough to hold three people and deep enough to sit inside. Make the sides smooth, with the lip extending about a hand width higher than the ground.”

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1,000 points of power.

      “Oooooh!” Bridget says suddenly. “I get it! The context just came to me.”

      “What did you ask her to make?” Leeha says, looking at me suspiciously.

      “Watch,” I tell her with a grin, and I point at a spot about ten feet from the fire. Bridget nods and rushes to the area and seems to dive into the ground like a swimmer would dive into water.

      The ground begins to shift and move, and I can see the dirt get sucked into the ground and form into a round bowl. Then it slowly changes from dirt to smooth rock. Once it’s done, Bridget pops out of the ground like an acrobat and bows in front of us.

      “One hole in the ground,” she says with a laugh. “What’s next?” she asks me excitedly.

      “I think we can get Leeha to do this part,” I say, and I look at her. “Think you can fill it with water?”

      She stares at the hole uncertainly and then looks at me. “All the way?”.

      “No, I would say to about here.” I walk over, bend down on one knee, and place my hand about two feet lower than the top of the fake hot tub.

      “Sure, I can do that,” she says, looking oddly at the bowl.

      She puts her hand out and her Water Elemental appears, and I see that once again, it’s in the shape of a little female, making me grin. Her Water Elemental has been coming out like that every time lately. Suddenly, water starts pouring out of the hand of the little Water Elemental and into the bowl. Once it reaches where I told Leeha I wanted it, it stops, and then the small Water Elemental waves to me and disappears.

      Leeha turns to me and asks, confusion still on her face, “Now what?”

      “This,” I tell her, bending down again and putting my hand over the water. “Fire.”

      Then, looking up at the now fiery body of Bridget, I ask her in English, “Do you know what 100 degrees Fahrenheit is?”

      She gets a frown on her cute fire-colored face and says, “I do. I am not sure how I do, but I do. It’s a temperature.”

      “Good. It seems my God not only gave you context but information. I figured as you can speak English as well as me, you would know its meaning. Now then,” I say, looking back at the water with my hand over it. “Heat the water to 100 degrees Fahrenheit and keep it there.”

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1,000 points of power.

      “Oh!” Bridget says with a giggle, and she walks into the water in her Fire Elemental form. The water doesn’t put her fire out, but instead it starts to steam. She sits down in the water and moves it around with her hands, enjoying herself.

      I turn to see Leeha’s reaction and I laugh. She is looking at Bridget enviously. “How about we wait ‘til she is done,” I tell her with a grin, and she looks up at me guiltily as if I caught her thinking something she wasn’t supposed to. But then Bridget pipes up.

      “Done!” she squeals, and as I watch, she changes back to her Elf form and sighs contentedly. “Oh, by the Gods, Alex!” she says, looking at me in shock. “The context for this and the experience are not the same!”

      “It can’t be that good,” Leeha says hesitantly. “I mean, it looks extremely hot,” she continues, pointing at the steam going up into the air.

      “Oh, it is,” I tell her with a grin, stepping back about five feet and undressing in front of the two girls.

      One thing I seem to have no problems doing with this new body is undressing in front of them. Once I am naked with the two girls looking at me, I walk to the edge of the rock hot tub and dip my toe into it. Oh fuck, it’s hot, all right! But not boiling. Slowly I put my foot in until it hits the bottom, and then I gradually put in my other leg.

      Once both legs are in, I slowly lower myself until I am sitting down, and I get a surprise. I expected the side to be dished-shape and to have to lean against it, but instead, there is a seat there! That wasn’t there a second ago. I look at Bridget, and she has a big grin on her face.

      “I changed it to sit better, so we don’t slide towards the middle,” she says with a laugh.

      “Damn, I didn’t think of that. You changed it on your own?” I ask her.

      She blushes and gets a worried look. “What that all right?” she asks me softly.

      “Of course!” I tell her with a chuckle. “That was a perfect idea!”

      We both turn to Leeha simultaneously, and she is looking at us with envy and uncertainty.

      “Come on! The water is amazing!” shouts Bridget at her.

      Finally deciding to join us, Leeha nods and undresses. I can’t help but stare as she does. She has the perfect body. Slim, tall, and with large breasts that don’t need a bra to keep them up. Her skin is smooth and flawless. She folds her clothes and puts them on the ground. Unlike me, who simply dropped them where they fell. She stands back up, and even from here I can see that her nipples have gotten hard from the cooler air as the sun went down.

      Leeha walks towards us and looks down, unsure again, but then she slowly puts her foot over the lip of the rock until her toe touches the water. Her eyes open in amazement. She lowers herself until one leg is in, and then she follows with the other. Finally, she sits down next to me and looks around in wonder.

      “By the Gods, Alex. This feels so amazing!” Water flies in her face and she sputters, looking across at Bridget, who was the culprit.

      “See! Alex knows what he is doing! He is amazing!” she cries and moves across the hot tub ‘til she is on my other side. We are all facing away from the fire in order to keep our night vision. Shit! Fire.

      “Shit, the meat on the fire!” I blurt out, looking back towards it.

      “I got it!” Bridget says, and suddenly she isn’t next to me but is standing beside the fire, naked as a jaybird. She moves the meat over the coals a bit and then suddenly she is no longer at the fire anymore but is next to me in the water.

      “How the fuck are you doing that!” I exclaim in astonishment.

      “As I said, your survival is my priority. So I extended it to include that meat you want to eat so badly!” she says with a giggle.

      Laughing, I sit back with my arms over the wall of the hot tub. The girls, without being asked, both slide in against me, and they sigh blissfully.
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      This water is amazing. God, I love doing magic! I start thinking of everything I can try to do with magic when my thoughts are interrupted by a hand on my cock. Opening my eyes, I look over at Leeha, who has a smile on her face. I look down and see that it’s her hand stroking my cock, making it harder by the second.

      “I think we need to fix that minor issue of yours, Alex. For healing my brother. If I’m counting correctly, you have less than a day before you will feel pain. And since we seem to be in this amazing hot tub, as you call it, maybe we should get rid of that problem now?” she says in a husky voice.

      Looking into her eyes, I see nothing but love for me and a desire to make me feel better. One thing I’ve realized about Leeha is she is not selfish. She wants me to feel good. Turning to Bridget, I see her staring down into the water at my cock, which is being stroked by Leeha, in fascination. She must feel me looking at her since she looks up.

      “Alex,” she says hesitantly. “I understand—”

      “The context, but not the experience,” I tell her with a soft smile. “I know. So we will take it slow. If you want to stop, we can.”

      “No, we can’t. We need to get you back that energy you lost, and this is the only way. But I am not sure I want to stop it anyway. I want to try this. And you are not forcing this on me. I willingly, even as your Elemental, wish to try this.”

      “Very well,” Leeha says, moving so that she is in front of me is still holding onto my very hard cock. “What you will do is straddle him,” she tells Bridget with a smile..

      “Straddle? Right,” Bridget says, nodding. She blushes, but then shifts and places one leg over me until she is sitting on my lap, looking at me. Her large breasts are facing me and her nipples are hard, and I am fairly sure it’s not from the cold.

      “Oh!” Bridget moans suddenly.

      “You won’t be able to take Alex until you are slick,” Leeha says, her voice husky again.

      I look down and see that Leeha is playing with Bridget’s clit in the water. Reaching out to help, I put my hand around Leeha’s and place a finger against Bridget’s pussy entrance. Even in the hot tub, I can feel that she is wet from more than just the water. I slowly insert a finger and Bridget grabs my head with her arms, pushing my face into her massive chest.

      I reach up with my free hand and massage one of her nipples with my thumb, causing her to moan even more.

      “Oh, Gods!” she moans in pleasure, “Context is awesome!”

      I can’t help but smile with my face smashed into her breasts. I push her away slightly, and she lets go of the crushing grip she has on me. As she is the perfect height right now, I bring my face forward to one of her nipples and suck it into my mouth. Bridget throws her head back and moans in pleasure as I flick her nipple with my tongue.

      Leeha, on the other hand, has not stopped playing with Bridget’s clit. Suddenly Bridget stiffens, and an orgasm rocks through her body, making her pant and moan even more.

      “I think she is ready,” Leeha says. I look at her, and she is grinning.

      “I think so too,” I tell her with a laugh. I can’t believe I have a partner who is good with me having sex with someone else. I mean, Bridget is my Elemental, so I’m not sure if that constitutes another person, but to me, Bridget is a fucking person. She doesn’t act like anything else, it’s just that she is made of magic.

      I feel a hand on my cock again, and I know it’s Leeha, who is guiding me into Bridget. I feel the tip of my cock hitting her pussy. Bridget suddenly looks down at me, and I can tell she is nervous. I grab her hips and slide my hand up and down slowly to reassure her.

      “It’s okay, we’ll take it slow. All right?” I say to her softly. She nods, and I feel her slowly lower herself onto my cock. She is tight, but eventually I am fully inside her, and I can feel her squeezing my cock from the mini orgasms she is having just from that. Wow. Then I see two hands come from behind Bridget and they latch onto her large breasts. Leeha’s hands cover her nipples and they start to squeeze, causing Bridget not just to moan but to grip my cock tighter with her pussy.

      “Now,” Leeha says into Bridget’s ear, while staring at me, “Move up and down, slowly.”

      Bridget, who seems to be in a daze, nods and brings herself slowly forward until my cock is halfway out, before gradually bringing herself back down again. She keeps going, slowly riding my cock up and down. Leeha comes around from behind her and brings her mouth to my ear.

      “I hope you are enjoying yourself, Alex,” she says, and I can tell is just as horny as she looks.

      “Oh, fuck yeah,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      Leeha then brings her mouth to mine, and we kiss passionately while Bridget continues to ride me. I can feel Bridget cumming a couple of times, as her muscles twitch and squeeze my cock. Leeha pulls away from me and turns to Bridget with a grin. She lifts herself until she is face to face with Bridget and puts her hand on her face, causing Bridget to open her glazed-over eyes and blink.

      Leeha brings her lips to Bridget’s gently. I am sure she is trying to gauge her reaction to the kiss, but she need not have worried as Bridget grabs her and brings her in hard, and suddenly they are both kissing in front of me. Jesus fuck, is this really happening? Every guy’s fucking dream? Hearing a moan, I look up, and Bridget’s eyes are open wide in shock. What’s going on? Then I feel it. The muscles of her pussy are going hard on my cock, and suddenly she isn’t just squeezing; she is spasming on me. Soon, I feel something warm and wet around my cock that wasn’t there before.

      Without warning, she falls down on my chest in a heap. She is breathing hard, and is whispering over and over again, “Oh my Gods. Oh my Gods,” which makes me grin. Suddenly I feel a rush of power inside of me, almost like the reverse of what I felt when I was healing Marken, but it rushes into me much faster, making me gasp in surprise. I stroke her back, and I see that Leeha is stroking her red hair.

      “My Gods,” Bridget finally says, pulling back and making my cock twitch inside her, causing her to wince.

      “It’s all right,” I tell her with a grin. “I felt the power come into me. So it’s not me that needs to have sex to get energy back, but it’s you who has to have sex so that you can give me the energy back?” I ask her.

      She nods and says with a blush, “Yes. I wasn’t sure if you would have sex with me if I simply said that it was me who needed it to bring power back into your Chakras, so I said nothing...”

      “All fine by me,” I tell her, putting a hand to her face, “I am good with that.”

      “And I am sorry, Alex, but I can’t continue. I have cummed so many times. I am sensitive. But I can finish you with my hand like Leeha was doing earlier?”

      “No need,” Leeha says with a laugh. “I am sure I can take over where you left off.”

      “Really?” Bridget asks her, surprised.

      “Oh, after seeing him fuck you, I want Alex badly,” she tells Bridget in a low growl.

      Nodding, Bridget slowly gets off my still hard cock and flops down next to me, leaning against my shoulder. She kisses it and looks up at me, and I bend down and kiss her on the forehead.

      “Now, my turn,” Leeha says, straddling me, and without wasting any time, she grabs my cock in her hand, guides it to her pussy, and slowly brings herself down until my cock is inside her right to the max. She is so wet and slick that there was no resistance.

      “Oh Gods,” Leeha moans, putting her head against mine and staring down at me.

      Suddenly I feel a hand on my stomach, and I see Leeha’s eyes widen in surprise before she shudders hard on my cock, throwing her head back. Looking down, I see that Bridget has a grin on her face, and her hand is playing with Leeha’s clit, the same way that Leeha had been playing with her. Leeha puts her hands on my shoulders to balance herself.

      God, this feels so good. I can feel myself getting close to cumming. I bring up my hands, placing them on Leeha’s large breasts, and start to massage them, squeezing her nipples now and then. Not hard, as I found out that she is very sensitive, and even squeezing them gently causes her to feel intense pleasure.

      Her rhythm increases, and she bounces up and down on my cock harder and harder, causing small waves in the hot tub. Good thing I made the walls higher. I remove my hands from her breasts and put them on her hips, and as she goes down, I help her go down harder. Bridget is still playing with her clit and she turns to me and kisses me at the same time.

      That proves to be too much for me. The feeling of Leeha going up and down on my cock, knowing that another woman is playing with her clit, and that that same woman is kissing me, is just too much, and with a powerful explosion, I cum inside Leeha. That must be a trigger for Leeha, as suddenly she is growling and stops moving as she shakes from a hard orgasm. Bridget moves her mouth from mine and places it on Leeha’s and kisses her as she is cumming. Leeha responds by grabbing Bridget’s hair and forcing her to kiss her harder.

      All the while, I can feel my cock twitching from cumming so hard, as well as Leeha’s pussy squeezing me over and over. Finally, I can feel the contractions slow down. She pulls away from Bridget and bends down to kiss me softly.

      “Bloody fucking hell,” she breathes softly. “Can we do this every night?”

      “Hmm, not sure I can survive that,” I tell her with a smile as I look up at her. God, she is amazing.

      “God, you're amazing,” she says, echoing my thoughts about her.

      “That’s because it’s Alex,” Bridget says from next to us, hugging us both hard. “He makes us amazing.”
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      When I wake up the next morning, both girls are lying on either side of me. I smile and open my eyes and see that it’s early morning. Last night after our hot tub sex, we got out, dried off, and had some venison, and then both Leeha and I fell asleep right away. Bridget said she could sleep in her Elf form, so she joined us. All of us ended up cuddling on the ground, in the afterglow of an amazing sex session.

      Drying off was an experience too. We didn’t have towels, but Bridget came to the rescue. She told me to use Air, and she created small wind tunnels around each of us that dried us off lickity-split. For herself, she simply turned into her Fire Elemental and the water evaporated in an explosion of steam.

      I get up as quietly as I can and bend down near the fire. We had left the venison over the fire to keep it warm. Grabbing one of the sticks of cubed meat that we had cut up last night, I bite into it. It’s drier than last night’s version, although that’s not surprising since it’s been over the heat all night. But it’s still good. Hearing a noise behind me, I look and see Leeha and Bridget are waking up and rubbing the sleep out of their eyes. I grab the two extra sticks and bring them over, sitting down in front of the girls.

      Leeha yawns and accepts the stick gratefully with a smile. “Thanks, Alex.”

      Bridget grabs the last one from me as I offer it. “Thank you!” she says with a grin.

      It seems that as an Elemental she doesn’t need to eat or sleep, but when she is in her Elf form, she needs to complete every function we would, from eating to going into the woods to do bodily things. But that means she also gets to experience eating and sex. And while I know she enjoyed the sex, based on the moans coming from here when she had some of the venison last night, I am pretty sure she had another orgasm.

      She even needed sleep. She said she could avoid it by transforming, but she wanted to experience it. Most nights, she would sit there and keep watch for us. But last night she had me call up a small Earth Elemental to watch over the camp and the area. If an animal had come close to us, it would have woken me up, but nothing came. Speaking of that. Turning my head, I look at the little female-shaped Elemental.

      “Thanks for watching over us last night,” I tell her. The tiny Elemental nods and waves. “Earth,” I say, and she disappears.

      I turn back to the girls and start to bring my breakfast up to my mouth to take a bite, when I notice them staring at me. I stop and ask, “What?”

      Leeha is the one who answers. “Why do you do that?” she asks me, tilting her head sideways.

      “Do what?” I ask her, confused. What? Am I eating my meat wrong? I look at the meal in question.

      “You talked to the Elemental like she was a person.”

      Oh, that’s what she meant. I shrug my shoulders and smile, “Why not? It doesn’t hurt, and honestly, did you see her wave to me? If I remember, you did the same when I first started calling you up, Bridget. Is she different from you?” I say, waving to where the Earth Elemental had been.

      Bridget gets a frown on her face and after a couple of seconds of thought she says, “In a way, she is. I am all the Elementals together, but not. I am the combined force of all of them. But each Elemental is their own being as well. I know that makes no sense, but that is what I am.”

      “I get it,” I tell her, patting her leg. “You are the embodiment of all of them, which makes you who you are. They are an extension of your power, but are individuals themselves?”

      “Yes! But my power comes from you. They know this, as do I, and so they love you for it. Just as I do,” she says with a smile.

      “But that doesn’t answer why you treat them as people and not things, Alex,” Leeha says to me with a laugh.

      “I guess I don’t think of them as things. To me, the Earth Elemental’s reaction dictates in my mind that she is a thinking person,” I tell her with a blush. It’s true. I honestly don’t consider them things. They act too much like their own people, so I treat them exactly like that. It might look odd, , but I enjoy knowing that they are thinking beings, not just robots.

      “Well, don’t change, Alex,” Leeha says, putting a hand on my leg. “That is what I love about you. You don’t treat people the way we are used to being treated on Boromour. Even I, until I met you, never treated my own Water Elemental like anything else but a tool. An object to project my power. But now? Now I respect her, and when I call her up, I even interact with her. And because of that, I have noticed my power is stronger.”

      “That’s because as you grow with your Elemental, so does your power,” Bridget says, taking a bite of her breakfast.

      “What?” Leeha says in shock.

      “Yeah,” Bridget tells her, her mouth full of hot meat. “The connection between you and your Elemental grows stronger as you talk to her, interact with her. The fact that Alex and I had sex last night means that his power is stronger as well,” she states.

      “Wait, the more sex you and Alex have, the stronger he gets?” Leeha asks her incredulously.

      “No,” Briget says with a laugh. “He will get more powerful as his Chakras open.”

      “What?” I shout at her in surprise. What the fuck is she talking about? The Chakras are for healing power only, aren’t they?

      “Yes,” she says, and here she frowns. “When I passed you energy last night after our sex in the hot tub, I felt some of your Elemental power trickle into, and when it came back out the other side, it was more than what went in.”

      “So what is the difference between power and energy then?” I ask her, with a frown on my face now.

      “Hmm, let’s see. Power is used to cast spells using your Elementals. Energy is what you used to heal.”

      “What’s the difference, though? Can I use my power to heal? I mean, why are power and energy different?”

      Bridget simply stares at me, uncomprehending. “What do you mean?”

      “Well, this stuff that heals or casts spells. Is it different?” I ask her.

      “Well, yeah. One is called power, and the other energy,” Bridget says slowly, now starting to sound uncertain.

      “All right. But where do they both come from?”

      Bridget just stares at me, not answering.

      Leeha answers instead. “I know that power comes from that wellspring inside us. Remember how I said you could look inside yourself and see how much power you had?”

      I nod to her and say, “Yes, I remember. When I called up that first Stone Dagger I used up ten points, and we figured out that I had over one million points of power.”

      “Have you checked it lately?” Leeha asks me quickly.

      “Not really. It only showed up the first time.”

      “That’s normal. You feel the usage of that first spell and how much power you have. I am not sure of the numbers, as to me, it’s more of a feeling. Think of calling up how much power you have, or even maybe try your English language?” Leeha says encouragingly.

      Following her instructions, I say, “How much power do I have left?”

      Power Remaining: 1,000,000

      “It says I still have that one million,” I tell her. Good to know that my power regenerates! I hadn’t been sure, really. I had hoped it wasn’t like a pool that I could empty, and after I hit zero, that was it.

      “Now, ask how much energy you have,” Leeha says.

      “How much energy do I have?” I say in English.

      Power Remaining: 1,000,000

      “It tells me the same thing! It says power remaining!” I tell her in surprise.

      “So both might be the same!” Bridget cries excitedly.

      “But what does the Chakra have to do with my power?” I ask her.

      “That I don’t know,” Bridget says, sounding unsure again, her excitement now gone.

      “Maybe,” Leeha says slowly, with a thoughtful look on her face. “Just maybe they are both the same. But maybe your Chakra, as you call it, does something to it?”

      “What? Like, change it?” I ask her, mystified.

      “Well I remember Bridget mentioning that she saw some of the energy leaving your Chakra and seeping into your body. Maybe it’s changing you? Getting you ready to use that newer energy?” Leeha says, now getting excited herself.

      No fucking way! Am I turning into a Cultivator? I used to read books about that all the time! It was where the body had to be trained to use different energy without killing you. Was me opening up a Chakra causing that? Does that mean each time I open up a new Chakra, a different kind of power would be available? I know I got a message that said I opened up one of seven Chakras, but what does that mean, and what will happen if I open the second one too early? Will I explode?

      “Alex?” Leeha calls my name. “Did you think of something?”

      “Well,” I begin, trying to get my thoughts together. “What if, and I am pulling from stories from my world for this. What if I am a Cultivator?” I hear the word come out in English.

      “Cultivator?” Leeha repeats the word.

      “There are stories I would read, and remember that these stories in my world aren’t real, but I am still wondering. Cultivators would gain power by converting energy and by training their bodies to handle a more condensed kind of power. What if I have power right now, but this energy from my Chakra is the second stage for me? I have seven Chakras to open, right? Does that mean as I open each one, I will get more powerful?”

      “More powerful than an Elemental Summoner?” Leeha says in astonishment. “Alex! They have always been powerful! And now you think you can become even more so?”

      “I doubt that,” I tell her with a laugh. “Bridget, can you check what that energy is doing to my body where it’s seeping into it?” I ask her.

      “I can try, but how would I do that?” she asks me hesitantly.

      Shit. Let’s see, how can Bridget check? Not like she knows anything about biology or molecular levels. Wait a minute, she might! Context! I throw the stick I’d been holding into the fire and I shout, “Context!” making both of them jump in surprise.

      “Context?” Bridget asks me, perplexed.

      “Yes! You said you have context, from my God, not the experience. What do you get when I say molecular level?” I ask her eagerly. Please let this work!

      She frowns at first, but then Bridget’s face lights up. “I know what it means! It’s looking at the molecular level of your genes! I didn’t understand it before when you kept saying germs, but somehow, now I do!”

      “I guess you needed certain trigger words to come together. All right, let’s try this. Though I’m not sure what power I should be using. Since it’s my blood, and it’s living, I would say water. That sound about right to you?” I ask her.

      “I have no clue!” she says, but she is grinning and she moves closer to me, her knees touching me.

      “I don’t get it?” Leeha asks in a confused voice.

      “So, what I am going to do is get Bridget to look at the inside of my body where the energy is seeping. It’s similar to what I said before about germs. She is going to check my genes, which are just as small as germs—the tiny living version of myself,” I explain to her. “Sorry,” I say, blushing. “I wish I could explain it better, but once I teach you more English, I hope it will make more sense.”

      Leeha puts a hand on my leg and says, “As long as we figure out what is going on with you, Alex, I am good with not fully understanding. I just want to make sure that what is happening to you isn’t killing you.”

      “Agreed, I don’t want to die either,” I tell her.

      I really hope that with Bridget I can find out and make sure that what is leaking out isn’t dangerous, so I don’t end up dying from radiation poisoning or cancer or something.

      “Water. Go on a molecular level and see what is happening to my body where the energy is leaking out of my Chakra.” I tell Bridget.

      Bridget quickly changes into water. She lifts her hand and places it against my forehead, and then she closes her eyes. We both sit like that for what feels like a good ten minutes. After a while my back starts to hurt, but I don’t dare move, in case Bridget’s finger on my forehead is her only connection. Then, when I feel I can’t hold still anymore, she blinks her water eyes and opens them, and looks at me in shock.

      “Alex!” she says in wonder. “The changes that are happening are amazing!”
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      I look at Bridget in dismay. So it is changing me? “How?” I ask her quickly and with worry in my voice.

      “I am not sure,” she says, her eyes still wide with wonder. “It’s changing your cells, so they are stronger. I don’t even know what that means! I just know what to tell you!” she says, but her voice is tinged with frustration now.

      “I wonder if it’s rebuilding my cells to be stronger in order to handle the extra power? Or maybe it’s getting me ready to handle a different type of energy,” I say, thinking out loud.

      “You think that it’s doing this so that you can handle whatever this new energy will be when you open this second Chakra?” Leeha says.

      I turn to her and nod slowly. “I mean, it makes sense. If the energy after the second Chakra breaks is too powerful, my body, as it currently is, might not be able to handle it, and it might kill me. Maybe, that is what the slow seepage of this power into my body is doing; it’s conditioning me. For example, all the running I have been doing in spurts with you two has made it so that I can run longer. Maybe the slow seepage of this energy into my body is training me?”

      “It would make sense,” Leeha says thoughtfully. “So, do we need to worry about it in the immediate?”

      I turn to Bridget, who has a frown on her face. “No. I think Alex will be fine in the immediate. Though, I would suggest he does not use his healing powers or that he uses them sparingly until he can get his body used to that energy.”

      “Agreed,” Leeha says before I can say anything. She looks at me hard and says passionately, “Alex, I just got you. I am not about to lose you already!”

      “Hey, I am one hundred percent on board on not using my healing since it means I am not getting hurt,” I say with a chuckle.

      “That’s the hard part. We don’t know, Alex, if healing will increase the rate of your cells changing, or if letting it change you at its current pace will be enough,” Bridget says with sadness.

      “Hey,” I tell her, putting a hand on her leg. “This isn’t your fault. Leeha, what’s the plan for today?” While I know they are both worried for me, worrying myself sick about this isn’t going to help me. The thing to do is to move on.

      “Well, we are about a day’s journey from the Elders,” Leeha says. “I saw the mountains last night through the break in the trees. We can either push and get there tonight before midnight, or camp somewhere for one more night and push on in the morning, which will get us there before noon,” she says.

      “I vote another night with a hot tub!” shouts Bridget excitedly.

      I can’t help but laugh, and so does Leeha. “I vote the same thing,” I say out loud.

      “Agreed, another night with a hot tub would be nice,” Leeha says with a grin. “Though, you should probably hide that one when we leave,” she says, pointing to the still steaming hot tub.

      “Or, we can clean up before we head out,” I tell her, with a grin on my face. Leeha looks at the hot tub longingly, torn between making time, and taking a soak.

      “Well,” she finally says, getting up and undressing quickly, “the hot water will loosen the muscles for our run today.” That last part is muffled as she has her head in her shirt.

      “Yay!” shouts Bridget, losing the clothing she has on as well.

      I’m not sure where the clothing goes. Lahana had given Bridget a full new outfit. It disappears when Bridget transforms into an Elemental, but when she transforms back to an elf, it always comes back. Whatever, it’s magic. Getting up as well, I begin to undress and gaze at the two naked girls wo are already in the hot tub, both of them looking my way with smiles. God, if you are listening. Thank you for this amazing morning.
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      “Something is wrong,” Leeha says, looking through the trees.

      The Homestead where the Elders live should be through those trees, but Leeha suddenly stops and crouches down when we approach. I do the same and get down next to her. Bridget is in her Wind form, as she didn’t want to run with us this time.

      “What do you mean?” I ask quietly.

      “There should have been guards posted, and they should have challenged us. Like when Marken challenged us,” she says worriedly.

      Suddenly Water Bullets appear next to her. Thinking it might be trouble, I bring up Fire Bullets and six of them appear as well. She points to her left and puts her finger to her mouth. I nod to her, getting her message. She wants us to go quietly.

      As quietly as I can, which is loud compared to her, I follow Leeha. We creep from tree to tree without being challenged once. After a few minutes, Leeha stops abruptly, but then she is running full tilt into the trees. I follow her as fast as I can, but then slow down when I see what she is standing in front of—dead Elves. Leeha is looking down at one of the bodies. She bends down and turns it over.

      When I walk up behind her and look, I see it’s an older-looking Elf, but still beautiful, even in death. It looks like he has been stabbed in the chest by something, but there are also burn marks around the area. Did a Fire Sword kill him? I look around and see about twenty or thirty dead Elves. No children, thank God.

      “What happened?” I ask her quietly.

      “I am not sure,” Leeha says, strain in her voice. I walk up to her and hug her from behind, and she turns quickly into my arms and cries. “Who would do something like this?” she says into my chest.

      “Should we look for survivors?” I ask her, kissing the top of her head.

      Just what the fuck happened here? As we walk around, checking each body, I see they have all been stabbed, and I can tell that it was with magic swords. Two types, Water and Fire. All the wounds are either wet or burned. So we are dealing with magic users then?

      “Humans,” Leeha says vehemently.

      “What?” I ask her, perplexed.

      She points to another body which I thought was another Elf, but as I turn it over and look down at it, I see what she means. This is not a beautiful Elf, but a squat human, wearing one of those robes I saw the magic users in the city wear. This one is blue, so a Water mage. The dead human is short, with black hair and a beard.

      “Slavers,” Leeha growls with such heat that I am surprised the body in front of her doesn’t explode.

      “Why would someone do something like this?” Bridget says from behind me. Turning around, I see she is staring at the bodies in confusion.

      “If Leeha is correct, they are human slavers. Magic users on top of that,” I tell her. “Leeha, is that why I don’t see any children?” I ask her quietly.

      She finally looks away from the dead human on the ground, but while there is anger in her eyes, there is also fear. Fear, I am sure, for the survivors.

      “How long ago?” I ask her.

      She bends down and touches the dead human. “Not long, he is still warm. He died by a Fire Arrow to the heart.” That’s when I see a scorched hole on his chest, over the heart. “Maybe twenty minutes? Why?” she says dejectedly.

      “Because we are going after them,” I tell her, anger in my voice.

      How the fuck can someone do this to other people? I am so fucking pissed at the humans on this world. My God might not have put me here to fucking change things, but now I am so pissed that I am about to change these slavers for good. From alive to dead.

      “Alex,” Leeha says slowly, “this is not your fight.”

      “Like fuck it isn’t Leeha,” I tell her. “These humans took your people, and you’re my wife. I want these fuckers dead. Can you track them?”

      She doesn’t say anything at first but then walks over to me, puts her arms around my waist, and looks up at me. “Thank you,” she says, and kisses me on the lips.

      She turns around and begins to look on the ground, for what I have no clue. Suddenly, she bends down, looks into the woods on our right, and points. “That way.”

      “Lead the way,” I tell her. “Bridget, be ready for anything. I want to take them alive at first, so go with Mind. Sleeping Arrow.”

      “Oh, I like that idea,” she says, and there is zeal in her voice.

      I look over and she is a swirling, purple-colored female-shaped Elemental. Staring at her too long makes my head almost swoon.

      “Oops, let me turn that down,” she says, and then she is just a solid, purple-colored female-shaped Elemental.

      I run over to Leeha, who is waiting for me near the treeline. Once I am with her, she turns around and begins to run. One good thing about the last couple of days of running; my body has gotten used to it. But what is interesting is, I am getting used to it too quickly. Like, not at a normal pace. I wonder if that is part of the energy seeping into my body? Am I somehow healing myself without knowing it? I will need to ask Bridget about that.

      We follow whatever trail that Leeha had found for a good hour, none of us talking the way we normally would. Leeha has come a long way in her understanding of English, since all we have been doing all week when running or walking has been practicing. But now we are quiet, so as not to give ourselves away.

      Without any warning, a wall of Air comes up in front of Leeha, making her stop short. But it’s the arrow that the wall stops, that truly bothers Leeha.

      Out of the woods comes a man in a robe, and next to him is the archer who had shot the arrow. The man is tall and human, and he is in one of those fucking robes, a green one. Earth mage. The mage is bald, with a clean-shaven face, and he doesn’t have eyebrows. What the fuck?

      He suddenly rubs a finger on the spot where an eyebrow would be and says in a nasally voice, “I thought we had gotten all the Elves, though, she must be yours. Too bad for you. We lost some Elves and we need to fill our quota, so we will take that one from you,” he says pointing to Leeha. “She seems young; she will do well to work in the mines.” Weirdly enough, as he speaks he proceeds to do the same eyebrow thing with his finger on the other side. Fucking hell, he must have rubbed them off doing that all the time.

      “I’m sorry, did you say you would be taking my Elf?” I ask him through gritted teeth.

      “Of course. You don’t seem to be wearing a robe, so you aren’t a mage,” he says with a grin. “So it should be fine, right?”

      “Bridget, Sleeping Arrow the archer.”

      Suddenly a purple streak goes past my ear right for the archer, and before he has a chance to dodge it, he gets an arrow in the chest. He looks down at it stupidly before crumpling to the ground, asleep.

      “Bridget, Stun Arrow,” I tell her. And as quick as I think it, another purple arrow zips past me and hits the Water mage in the chest. The mage gets a stunned look on his face and doesn’t move, since I, well, just stunned him. I wasn’t sure about that spell, but I wanted this one awake. Glad it worked.

      “Is there a way to stop him from using his magic?” I ask Leeha quickly.

      “Yes, you can bind his hands together so that the Elemental can’t come into his palm, and you can also gag him.

      “Bridget, Earth. Use vines to tie his hands and put a wooden gag in his mouth.”

      “Yes, Alex,” she says gleefully. As we watch, vines grow quickly out of the ground at the Water mage’s feet then run up his leg and yank his arms together, palm to palm. Then another vine goes up, lashes across his mouth, and then turns into a stick, with more vines sealing his mouth shut.

      “Just in case, ground him so he cannot move,” I tell her.

      As soon as I say it, the mage’s feet sink into the ground. Just in time, too, as the stun wears off of him. He brings his hand up, I am sure to try to cast a spell, but then he notices they are tied together. He turns to try to run, but then he realizes he can’t. He looks down at his legs and then looks up at me quickly, and there is fear in his eyes now.

      “Oh, you fucked with the wrong person today,” I tell him with a growl.
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      The Water mage is struggling now, trying to break out of the vines that are binding his hands together, and vainly trying to pull the wooden gag out of his mouth.

      I walk up to stand in front of him and he stops struggling and looks at me with terror in his eyes. Good, be scared you fucking shit, because it’s about to get scarier.

      “Now, I am going to take that gag out but first, I want you to understand something. If you utter a spell or try anything, you’re dead. Do I make myself clear?” I growl at him.

      He nods quickly but I don’t trust him, so let’s make sure he does what I tell him. “Fire. Fire Arrow.” I repeat it six times until around us are thirty-six flaming, burning Fire Arrows, and every single one of them is aimed at him.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      I didn’t think it was possible, but the Water mage’s eyes get even wider. “Remove the gag,” I say in English, so Bridget knows I am talking to her.

      The vines at the back of the Water mage’s head loosen, and the stick falls out of his mouth and to the ground. He slowly licks his lips, looking around desperately. For what, I have no clue.

      “You can cast more than one type of Elemental Magic?” he asks me quickly.

      “Sorry,” I tell him with a smile, “but I am the one who will be asking the questions. Let’s start with who are you?”

      “No! you need—” he starts, but suddenly all the arrows move closer, and he closes his mouth quickly, looking at them worriedly.

      “No, I think you misunderstood me. I wasn’t asking you for permission. Open your mouth for anything other than what I ask, and one arrow goes into your leg. Understand?”

      “But you can cast—,” suddenly his questions cut off as one of my Fire Arrows does exactly what I said it would. It shoots straight into his left upper front thigh, and he screams in pain. With a thought, I make the Fire Arrow disappear, leaving me thirty-five more to play with.

      “Now, shall we try that again?” I ask the whimpering Water mage. “What is your name?”

      Through pants of pain, and with his bound hands grabbing at his leg, he says “Tiggy.”

      “Thank you, Tiggy,” I tell him. “What are you doing here, Tiggy?”

      He looks up at me, and now not only is there fear in his eyes, but there is pain there as well.

      “We are here to get Elves, of course. Why are you following us with your slave?” he asks me.

      Suddenly another Fire Arrow goes into his other leg, and he screams in pain again. As his feet are underground, he can’t fall, so he ends up bending over in an awkward position.

      “Keep asking me questions, Tiggy. I have thirty-four Fire Arrows left,” I tell him, shaking my head. “Now, tell me how many Elves in total you have, and you’d better not lie to me.”

      “We have thirty of them. Five under the age of ten and the rest are adults. The old ones we killed off since they are useless,” he tells me, sounding as if he is reciting a grocery list.

      Leeha goes to hit him, but I hold my arm out and she stops. She is staring at him with death in her eyes. Tiggy looks at her oddly. I am sure he is confused by her manner, and the fact that she is not acting afraid of him. Then again, he is kind of tied up.

      “How many are you?” I ask him.

      He looks at me suspiciously but then says, “Why would I ans—” Another Fire Arrow flies right at him, and this time I aim for the same spot I hit in the first leg, making him squeal in pain. Maybe I should call him Piggy instead of Tiggy? That makes me chuckle.

      Once his crying is done and he is only moaning, with tears in his eyes and snot running down his face, I ask him, “Again, how many are you?”

      “There are seven of us. Me, Mig here,” he points down to the archer on the ground, “and five more.”

      “Any other mages?” I ask him.

      “Yes,” he says quickly. Good. He wants to avoid pain. “There are two Earth mages and two Fire mages. And one warrior.”

      “Good. How far ahead are they?” I ask him, pointing in the direction we had been heading before he stopped us.

      “About an hour. We always post someone behind to make sure we aren’t being followed.”

      “By the Elves?” I ask him, confused since they killed them all.

      “No, other slavers,” he growls this time.

      “Well, you don’t need to worry about that anymore, Tiggy. Trust me,” I tell him with a grin. Then, before he can ask what I mean, all thirty-two Fire Arrows slam into his body and kill him instantly.

      Leeha walks up to me and wraps her arms around my side. I look down at her and she says softly, “I could have done that for you, Alex. You told me you have never killed anyone before in your world, and now this is your second time killing since you’ve come to my world.”

      Sighing, I tell her, “I know.”

      She’s right. I have had to kill twice since coming to this world. I never even killed for hunting when I was on Earth. I mean, I have killed bugs, a rat or such, but a thinking person? This is my second time, and thinking about it? I have no guilt for it. And I know that when I kill these other six humans, I will not have any either. Speaking of.

      “Bridget,” I say softly.

      “Yes, Alex,” she says from next to me. She is back in her Elf form and she comes over and hugs me on my other side. I wrap my arm around her, so that I am embracing both girls. “Lower them both into the ground and cover them up.”

      “That one is still alive,” Bridget says quietly, pointing to the archer.

      “Sucks for him,” I tell her.

      Something tells me that I need to be hard for this world because if not, people will try to take advantage of me. I need to be tough not only for the Elves but for all the other races. And The humans are about to learn that being human doesn’t mean you can do whatever the fuck you want to the other races. They will need to learn to live with all the other races, or many people are going to get killed. At my hand. Was that why God sent me here or gave me the choice to come here, with the powers that I have?

      Doesn’t matter. The people of Boromour say every thousand years, an Elemental Summoner is born and destroys the world. Well, I am about to do exactly that, but not for power. For equality.

      I feel a hand on my chest and looking down, I see it’s Leeha’s. She is looking at me worriedly. “Alex. Do not let your heart harden so much that you don’t allow love in.”

      I put my hand on the back of her head and pull her towards me, kissing the top of her head. “Trust me, with you and Bridget around, I will never lack for love.”

      “You love me?” Bridget asks in a surprised voice.

      Looking down at her, I smile and say, “Yes, I do. I love you, and I love you as well, Leeha,” I say, turning back to her.

      Leeha smiles back up at me and says, “That’s the first time you have said you love me.”

      “It is?” I ask her, shocked. Really? But we are married, how can it be the first time?

      Leeha laughs. “Alex, your actions have shown, if nothing else, how much you love me.”

      “And the fact that you love me, an Elemental, says much of your character. You truly don’t command me as a true mage would. You respect me,” Bridget says softly, with a loving smile.

      “So Alex? Don’t ever change,” Leeha says passionately.

      “Then I won’t,” I tell them both and smile. Bending down, I kiss both of them deeply.

      Once I’m done, I look down, scowling at the archer, and say, “But I think we will need this one. I have an idea, but it means I need your help in this one, Bridget. I want to create a collar, but a special one.”

      “Oh?” Both girls say at the same time, looking at me.

      “The way you manipulated those vines gave me the idea. How far can you control something like that, and do you need to see it?”

      Bridget looks at me thoughtfully before she answers. “I would need to see it to interact with it the first time, but I don’t think so after that. As for distance, I am not sure. “

      “Well, this is what I want to do. I want to make a collar and put it around that man’s neck. But I want it so that if he doesn’t listen to me or if he tries to run away, I want it to explode with a Fire Ball and blow his head off.”

      “Fucking hell, Alex,” Leeha says, but it’s not horror on her face but admiration. “You want a collar to control him?”

      “Yeah, in my world we had stories that said if someone was wearing a collar like that and they went too far from where they were supposed to be, the collar would explode,” I tell her with a laugh. “But I doubt I can do that here, so I am curious if Bridget would be able to control it. But that means she would need to watch over him,” I say, pointing to the archer. “All the time.”

      “Not really,” Bridget says, shaking her head.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, with your magic you can create an Elemental to watch over it for you and give it commands.”

      “What?” I say, my mouth open in astonishment.

      “Well, I am the primary Elemental. There are still the five Elementals. I am one hundred percent positive one of them would love to do this for you. You would need to pick which Elemental would live inside the collar. I mean, you want Fire Ball, so I assume you want Fire to live in there? I can get Earth to make the collar.” She starts to get more excited as she talks, like she has a plan that is coming together.

      “Earth to make it?” I ask her, with a raised eyebrow.

      “Well, we want something nice, so I would make it from metal. Say, copper? You don’t want silver or gold, or someone would kill him to get it. But copper is cheap. Ooo, I want to see how it looks,” she says, clapping her hands. “Call up Earth,” she tells me.

      Laughing at her bossiness, I nod, put my hand out, and say, “Earth.”

      In my palm appears a female-shaped Earth Elemental, less than half a foot high and made of grass, dirt, and twigs. She waves at me. With my other hand, I wave back.

      “Hello there,” I tell her. “I need copper. Think you can get me some?”

      In my head, I don’t hear a voice, as much as I get a feeling of how much I do need.

      “Well,” I say, “I want to make a collar to go around that man on the ground. All the way around his neck, and about this wide,” I tell the Earth Elemental, measuring about half an inch with the fingers of my free hand. “I also want it thin but strong enough so that he won’t be able to break it off.”

      “Oh, don’t worry, Alex,” Bridget says. “We will make it strong with magic, so it can be very thin.”

      “Oh. What she said,” I tell the Earth Elemental, pointing to Bridget. The Earth Elemental nods and dives off my hand and into the ground as if she had just dived off a high board.

      Leeha is crouching next to the human archer. “What did you use to make him sleep?” she asks me, poking him with her finger.

      “I went with a Mind spell. I called it Sleeping Arrow.”

      “When will he wake up?” she asks, looking up at me.

      “Honestly,” I tell her, rubbing the back of my neck in embarrassment. “I have no clue.”

      “You didn’t set a timer on it?” she asks, suddenly getting up, and she has a water arrow aimed at the archer.

      “Does it matter?” I ask her worriedly.

      She nods. “Yes. Most spells have a timer component. He might even be awake and listening to us, waiting for a time to strike!” she says.

      “Bridget,” I cry. “Earth. Bind him!”

      Just as I cry out, the man, who I thought was asleep, tries to get up and run, but he gets pulled down when vines pop out of the ground and surround him. He struggles, but it’s in vain. He tries to shrug his shoulders, but the vines have wrapped around and have deposited him back on the ground, where he is sitting on his ass. He continues to try to fight it, even to the point that a vein shows up on his purple face. Finally, he stops and deflates, defeated.

      “You won’t get away with this,” he growls at me.

      Leeha squats in front of him and says with a grin, “Ah, but we already have.”

      Suddenly the man spits at her, but a wall of water intercepts it. Leeha sneers at him. “Nice try,” she says, and gets up and walks towards me with a skip in her step. She is loving this! I can’t blame her, really.

      Feeling a tugging on my pant leg, I look down and the Earth Elemental is back, with a nugget of what looks like copper.

      “Ah,” I say, bending down. I take the offered copper nugget, which is the size of a baseball. It’s so big that the Earth Elemental is holding it like a large beach ball, thanks to her size. “Thank you,” I tell her. She nods and waves. “Earth.”

      I get back up and hold the ball towards Bridget. “Shall we get started?” I ask her with a grin.

      “Yes!” she cries and reaches out for the ball of copper.
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      Holding the ball of copper up in her hand, Bridget looks at me with a grin and says, “Command me.”

      I rub my hands together and ask, “Which Elemental do you need to create the collar?”

      She gets a thoughtful look on her beautiful Elven face. “I would say Earth, Fire, and Water. Earth to create the collar, Fire for the Fire Ball effect and for the Elemental to reside inside it, and Water to cool it down quickly.”

      “Right,” I say, nodding. “Earth. Fire. Water. Create a collar of copper. Inside it, I want a Fire Elemental to watch over whoever is wearing it, and if they do not comply within a reasonable time, blow up using Fire Ball. If they attempt to run away, blow up using Fire Ball.”

      You have used a Complex Spell command. You have used 10,000 points of power.

      Suddenly a blinding headache brings me to my knees. In my peripheral vision, I notice that Bridget has turned into a Fire Elemental and is pulling at the copper ball like she would a ball of putty.

      “Alex!” Leeha screams in concern, and then she is next to me, with her hands on my shoulders. “What’s wrong?”

      “Just a massive pain in my head. It’s easing off, though. That spell I used was called a Complex Spell command, and it took a shit ton of power,” I tell her.

      “How much did it use?” she asks me hesitantly, rubbing my back now.

      “Well, imagine using the power of casting one thousand Water Arrows,” I tell her.

      “What!” she says in astonishment.

      “Yeah,” I tell her, sitting down on the ground, as I feel somewhat dizzy. “The normal spells for me are about ten in power usage, which is what you use, I assume?”

      “Sounds about right. As I said before, you learn your numbers quickly when you become a mage, as you need to be able to conserve your power,” Leeha confirms.

      “Well, a spell command like that hot tub one? It took 1,000 points of power. This one, the collar, took 10,000. I don’t understand why it was considered a Complex Spell command as the hot tub was bigger,” I tell her as she sits down next to me, taking my hand and rubbing it worriedly.

      “Bri—” I start to say, looking up at Bridget to ask her the question, but I stop before I get to finish and just stare at her in awe.

      She is standing there with her arms outstretched and the collar in her hands, but it’s what her body is doing that stops me. She looks like an Angel with wings made of flames. It’s almost like the collar is blowing a powerful wind in her direction, and it’s fanning the flames from her Fire Elemental’s body so that they flow behind her. Her eyes are glowing redder than the flames themselves.

      Suddenly, her body changes to her Water Elemental, and there is a hissing sound of steam coming from the collar, which is probably extremely hot. Her arms are shaking as if from strain, and I can see the strain on her Water Elemental face as well. Abruptly, she changes back into her Elf body, and she slumps down, exhausted.

      Congratulations. Achievement! Created new Item.

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 10 of 200.

      Power Remaining: 995,000

      At first, I am so worried for Bridget that I don’t pay attention to the messages that pop up in my head as I get off my ass quickly and run to her.

      “Are you all right?” I ask her worriedly. Leeha is right next to me, checking Bridget by running her hands all over her body. If I wasn’t so worried, I would find that hot.

      Bridget gives a tired smile. “Yes. It just took a lot more power than I expected.”

      “Yeah, about that,” I say to Bridget with a frown. “So, two things. Apparently that collar is a Complex Spell that uses a lot of my power. It gave me a massive pain in the head, which I am sure is near my first Chakra. My bigger worry is that just now, I had a message that seems to indicate that I have 5,000 points less of power,” I say, with some concern.

      “Really?” Bridget asks in surprise.

      I nod to her. “It says that now I have only 995,000 points.”

      “Hmm,” Leeha says softly, sounding perplexed. “Is that even a number?”

      I look at her to see if she is serious, and her face tells me she is. That’s right. They might not have learned to count that high here, unlike on Earth. I am sure in the 1600s on Earth a normal person would not count or need to count that high.

      “Yeah,” I tell her with a laugh. “I guess I will need to teach you how to count higher in English.”

      Bridget puts her hand on the top of my head, and I turn back towards her. She closes her eyes, but I can feel something moving between her and me. A trickle of power?

      “It’s changing,” she says in a confused voice, with a scowl on her face.

      “What’s changing?” I ask her. Oh shit, what is changing? My body?

      “Your power,” she says, her eyes still closed and her hand on me. “It’s changing to something I don’t understand and can’t even access. I see it there. It’s much smaller than your pool of power, but it’s like I am hitting a wall when I try to touch it.”

      “So,” I say slowly, “the power is changing? To what?”

      Bridget opens her eyes and looks at me, concerned. “I don’t know. As an Elemental, I understand power, and I understand energy for healing, but this is something I have never seen before, Alex.”

      “Alex, can you call on your God to ask?” Leeha asks me, now sounding worried as well.

      “I doubt it,” I say with a sigh. “I have tried calling him in my head many times, even out loud when you girls weren’t around, and nothing. I just wish I knew what the fuck was going on,” I say in frustration.

      “Can you think of anything at all that your God would have said to you to explain this?” Leeha asks, putting a hand on my chest to try to calm me down.

      Taking a deep breath, I think about what God said to me. He talked about giving me tools on this planet to survive, which honestly are pretty fucking amazing. Then he mentioned that my coming here was a one-way ticket and that my ‘timer’ for my date of death would be reset. Ah, and he did mention that I can never ask for help. Ever.

      Then the second time I saw him, when he came to see me, he mentioned that I was an experiment. Something about how Hell was getting full, and he wanted to try to use a game-type system with people being able to collect Blessing points as a way for folks to get into Heaven, or one of the Heaven Worlds. He never mentioned how it would fucking change them! He said once someone reaches 200 Blessing Tokens they get an automatic spot in Heaven if they die. But he mentioned nothing about hitting ten Tokens and losing power. But wait! At the end, he said that he needed someone to watch over a world of his one day.

      My mouth opens wide in shock. How the fuck did I forget something like that?

      “What?” Leeha asks me, concerned.

      “I think I know what is going on,” I tell her slowly, swallowing hard. Fucking hell.

      “What?” Leeha says, grabbing both my hands.

      “My God is changing me, not only to be powerful but to one day run a world,” I tell her with wide eyes.

      “What?” Leeha blurts out incredulously. “That’s not funny,” she says, slapping me on the arm as if I had made a joke.

      “Yeah,” I laugh, embarrassed. “It sounds as idiotic when I say it out loud as it sounds in my head.” Jesus, is that what is going on? Though Leeha thinks I am joking. I guess that makes sense, me telling her that I am being trained to be a God one day, or would that be an Angel? That must sound like a joke.

      “But I do wish I knew what this new power was? Like, does it have a name?” Just as I say that, I get a message.

      Divine Energy Remaining: 5,000.

      I sit still, not moving, and absorb that message. Divine power? Fucking hell, if nothing else was telling me that he is turning me into some Angel or whatever, this would be. I wonder if this energy has different spells attached to it?

      “Alex,” Bridget says slowly, staring intensely, “what just happened? That energy I could not access before? I can now access it, but only the name. Divine Energy?”

      “Holy fuck, you weren’t joking!” Leeha says in shock, looking at me with enormous eyes.

      “Yeah. It seems me figuring it out in my head opened the name up? I still have no clue what I can cast with it. I mean, with the Elemental stuff, I use English. But this Divine stuff?” I tell her.

      “Let me try something,” Bridget says, getting up and sitting in my lap, facing me with her legs wrapped around me. She places both her hands on either side of my head.

      “Does that help?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      “Not really,” she says with a grin. “I just wanted to sit in your lap.”

      “Tramp,” Leeha says with a laugh, and Bridget sticks her tongue out at her.

      “Works for me,” I say to them both with a grin.

      “Now, hush. Let me work,” Bridget says, closing her eyes.

      I turn over to Leeha and blow her a kiss and she does the same, but she is laughing and shaking her head.

      “Shhh,” Bridget says, but she has a smile on her face.

      “Come on,” Bridget whispers after a minute or two of just sitting there.

      Fuck me, but it’s difficult not to get hard with a beautiful Elf girl, whose breasts are so large that they push into my chest, sitting on top of me. I want to move, but I don’t want to interfere with whatever she is doing. I can feel her feeding power into me somehow.

      I see the archer from the corner of my eye and he is watching us intently. “Leeha, can he understand us?” I whisper to her, looking directly at the archer.

      She turns to the archer and says to him, “We are going to skin you alive once this is done.” The archer only stares at her without saying anything.

      “Nope,” she says, turning back to me. “Humans don’t bother trying to learn our language. To them it’s like, why learn to talk to a pig? If the pig wants to speak to you, it can learn your language. So most Elves learn to speak Prithgarian.”

      “So everything we have talked about, he doesn’t understand?”

      “Pretty well. If uncomfortable spoke English?” she says, frowning in concentration.

      I smile at her proudly and correct her English. “Speak English. Damn, you’re getting better at it.”

      “I still think your language fucking sucks, but since it will make me more powerful, I am going to learn it,” she says with a stubborn look.

      “Think I got it,” Bridget says, her eyes still closed. “Alex, I want you to focus and think Divine spells.”

      Doing exactly as she instructs, I think in my head: Divine Spells. A message pops up in my head and the information flows into me, and within half a second, I understand it and remember it as if I always knew it.

      Divine spells.

      

      Defensive.

      Level 10.

      Divine Barrier.

      Creates a barrier around you or your target that protects them from full damage.

      Range: 50 feet.

      Radius: 12x12 Feet.

      Duration: 10 seconds

      Cooldown: 1 Day.

      

      Offensive.

      Level 10.

      Divine Retribution.

      Creates a bolt of lightning that hits your target.

      Range: 500 feet.

      Radius: 2 feet to 100 feet.

      Cooldown: 1 Day.

      “Fucking hell!” I exclaim in astonishment, staring at Bridget, who had opened her eyes and was grinning from ear to ear.
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      “Yay!” shouts Bridget. “It worked!”

      “What did you do?” I ask her in amazement.

      “I connected to you and sort of moved your, hmm. Not sure what you call it. But what makes you, you?” Bridget says with a frown.

      “Soul?” I offer her.

      “Yes! Soul. That fits perfectly. I connected your soul to that energy. And let me tell you, that was hard. It felt like it was trying to fight me. At one point I had to use some of your power to keep it in place. Then I used some more of your power to punch a hole into that energy shield so I could get into it. And when I did, you got that message. Damn, those are amazing spells!” she says excitedly.

      This is the first time that I have actual spells, not just using my English as the trigger. These are genuine spells! Level ten? Wait. Does that relate to how many Blessing Tokens I have? I have ten of them, so I gained level ten spells? Does that mean I will get more later?

      “Hello!” Leeha says impatiently. “I don’t know what is going on,” she continues with a pout. “I want in!”

      I laugh at her, grab her, and bring her into a three-way hug, with her in between me and Bridget, who is still in my lap. I bend down and kiss Leeha and then kiss Bridget. Or more like Bridget kisses me as she grabs my head up and brings it to her lips.

      “That’s fucking gross,” I hear.

      All three of us look over at the archer, and he has a look of disgust on his face. He is still tied down to the ground with the vines. We all three glare at him. Fucking ass.

      “Time to see if that fucking collar works,” I say with a growl.

      “Oh, I am all for that,” Bridget says, handing me the copper collar. Where the fuck was she storing that? She grins at my look and says, “I’m an Elemental. I just stored it inside me.”

      I look at the copper collar and it’s not much to look at, but I can see that it’s one piece—no markings for where it would open. It’s about half an inch wide, and it’s thin, about the thickness of a piece of cardboard. I try to see how pliable it is, as it’s copper, but it doesn’t budge at all. Isn’t copper supposed to be soft? Or was that gold? I think that’s gold. What the fuck do I know? I ain’t no metallurgist.

      “Right. Now then. How do I open it? To put it on him, I mean?”

      “Just tell it to open, and it will,” Bridget offers.

      “Open,” I say, but nothing happens.

      “In English,” she says with a laugh.

      “English?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      “The Elemental inside needs magical commands, and that is English,” she nods.

      Shrugging, I say, “Open,” and the collar snaps open.

      I look at it and I’m now able to pry it open, almost like it was always meant to do that. I open it all the way, and I see that ends open by pulling away from each other, and when it’s fully open, it’s like a W. I look up at the archer and grin at him, but I guess my grin is scary since he starts to struggle, to no avail.

      “Now, Mig, was it? I think Tiggy said your name was Mig. Well, Mig. Today is your lucky day,” I tell him, and I notice that I am talking to him in Prithgarian.

      “Get away from me, you Elf fucker!” he growls menacingly, but I see there is fear behind the anger.

      Knowing that he will try to spit at me, I walk around him in a wide circle. He continues to try to struggle, but the vines are holding him fast. He can move his head, but I make sure to come at him from right behind him, and since he can’t move his shoulders, his movements are limited. Once I’m standing right behind him, I place the collar around his neck and say, “Close.” The collar follows my command and closes with a snicking sound.

      “What did you do? What is this thing!” he screams. “Get it off of me!” He is really trying to get out of his bonds now.

      I take my time and walk back around him until I am standing in front of him again, about six feet away, with the two girls next to me. Once I get there, I watch him thrash back and forth. There are tears in his eyes, and I am sure if I was to let him go right now, he would attack us.

      “Bridget,” I say to her in Elvish, turning towards her. “Is there a way to shock him using that collar?”

      “Shock?” she asks me with a frown.

      “Yes, like send a small bit of pain through the collar to him. Right now, if I let him go, I am sure he will be violent. In my world, we have things called shock collars. They put a bit of electricity through it, which causes the muscles to seize up.”

      Bridget shakes her head. “Not really. I mean, the Fire Elemental is in the collar, so it could heat up the collar, but it might leave him with burn scars.”

      “What about adding a Mind Elemental into it?” I ask her.

      “Mind Elemental?”

      “Yeah, I could have it use Sleep on him like I once did with Leeha. Or better yet, paralyze. So he can be awake and understand me, but can’t move?”

      “Hmm. I would need you to command it, as it would take a good amount of power,” Bridget says thoughtfully. “Wait, you used Sleep on Leeha?” she asks, looking between Leeha and me in surprise.

      “Yeah,” I tell her with a laugh. “It was when we first met, and I needed her to sleep so I could run away.”

      “You ran away from her,” Bridget says disbelievingly. “But why!”

      “Because she was trying to kill me,” I tell her with a smile. “Not that that is an issue anymore.”

      Leeha gives me a hug as she looks up at me and grins. “Nope, not anymore.”

      Bridget shakes her head with a smile and says, “Well, back to the original question. Yes, it’s doable. How did you want to do it? Trigger word?”

      “Yeah, that might be best. Does it need to be an English word?” I ask. That might be a good idea. But I need a word that I can utter quickly. Saying Paralyze might be too slow. Maybe shorten it to Para? Or Freeze? Though, Freeze sounds more like a cold spell. What about Stop? Yeah, that works. Stop and Go. It almost sounds like playing that old game I played as a kid, when you would tell the person to stop or go after so many steps, I think with a laugh.

      “What?” Leeha asks me, still hugging me.

      “Nothing, old memory surfaced up,” I tell her. Turning back to Bridget I ask, “How about we go with the English words Stop and Go?”

      “Sounds good. Command me, oh great one,” Bridget says, bouncing in front of me with a grin, causing her large breasts to bounce with her. As any pure-blooded male would, I can’t help but stare and enjoy the view. I am pretty sure Lahana picked that outfit for the cut at the top.

      Laughing, I say, “Mind. Make it so that each time I say Stop, it paralyzes the wearer of the collar. When I say Go, they can move again. Those who can command the collar are Leeha, Bridget, and myself,” I add at the end. Though adding Bridget might have been pointless, but better to be safe than sorry.

      You have used a Complex Spell command. You have used 10,000 points of power.

      Suddenly Bridget is behind Mig, the archer, and she has her hand on the back of his collar. She is in her Mind Elemental form, all purple except for the eyes, which are swirling, and her hair is a lighter purple. Her body is more of a dark purple. Thank God she doesn’t look like some dinosaur that I refuse to ever mention the name of, as I am sure if you think of his name three times, you conjure him up.

      “What the fuck!” Mig suddenly screams in pain.

      The collar around his neck turns purple, and Bridget’s purple hair flies out from behind her, again as if a wind is blowing from the collar. I can feel the trickle of power leaving me again. Bridget has a look of concentration on her face, and her arms are shaking again. Then it’s done. Her hair falls back down and she is back in her Elf form, standing next to me.

      “What the fuck was that?” Mig shouts in anger, staring daggers at me. “That fucking hurt!”

      “It’s good?” I ask Bridget, ignoring him.

      “Yep, all good,” she says with a grin. Bending down, I kiss her.

      “Fuck, do you need to kiss that animal in front of me,” he says, making gagging noises.

      “Here is what is going to happen, Mig. I am going to release you from your bonds. But that collar on you? You run away, and it will make your head explode,” I tell him with a grin. “But, it does much more.” Thinking about the vines holding him down, I say, “Earth.”

      As we watch, the vines that had been holding him down dissolve and melt back into the ground.

      “As if I am going to believe that shit. There is no such thing that can do that,” Mig snorts. Suddenly he is coming at me with a dagger in his hand. The blade is about a foot long, and it looks sharp as fuck.

      “Stop,” I say, as I had expected him to do exactly that.

      It’s almost comical to watch. Mig suddenly loses all his ability to move, but as he was already moving, that body in motion shit comes into effect, and he ends up hitting the ground and sliding the last couple of feet, until he is lying flat on his side in front of me.

      I use my foot to turn him on his back so that he is looking up at me. He has a shocked look on his face, but I have a grin on mine, and the girls are grinning as well. I see that he is breathing and blinking. Good, the paralyze doesn’t affect all of his body.

      “As I was saying,” I tell him. “The collar does other things. That is one of them.”

      Honestly, having him think it can do much more might be a good idea. He doesn’t need to know that each time I have to put a command into the collar, it takes a shit ton of power, so I don’t want to add any more if I don’t have to.

      Mig’s look of shock changes to one of horror. On seeing that, I nod to him. “That’s right. You're mine, and if you don’t do what I say, I, or my two girls here, will paralyze you again. The exploding head option is real, and if I need to, I will make it go off. Piss me off,” and here my voice gets hard, “or say anything about my two Elven partners again like you did earlier, and I will fucking kill you. Blink twice if you understand.”

      Mig doesn’t do anything at first, just stares up at me in horror, but finally he swallows and blinks his eyes twice. Reaching down, I grab the dagger in his paralyzed hand and look at it. The blade is pretty good workmanship; double-edged, with an engraving of some kind of bird on it. I was never a bird person, so I have no clue what it is.

      “I can take that for now,” Leeha says with her hand out.

      I pass it over to her, as I have nowhere to put it. She slides it in her belt, behind her back. I look back down at Mig and say, “Go,” and all his muscles release. He slowly gets up, staring at me cautiously.

      “What do you want?” he finally says, after brushing the dirt off himself.

      “Oh, that’s easy,” I tell him with a grin. “We are going to go rescue those Elves you fuckers took, and you are going to take me to them, as I am pretty sure you know exactly where they are if you were made to wait here before returning to them,” I tell him with a predatory grin.
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      We finally catch up to the slavers and the Elves. Mig was very reticent about telling me anything, but after being paralyzed a couple of times when he tried to run away, he got the message. I still wish the collar had a shocking ability. That would get him to talk, as pain always works, and I wasn’t about to resort to torture. Yet.

      We are about five minutes behind the larger group, hiding in a small patch of bushes. The sun is still up in the sky, and Leeha said we have about four hours of light before it gets dark. While I would love to attack them in the dark, I don’t think I am good enough to only hit the humans and not accidentally hurt or kill an Elf. So that is out. Also, while we will have the element of surprise, it’s still three on five. Man, movies and books make this sound so fucking easy. Go in there and blast away.

      Leeha had an idea, though. She figured the running in and attacking them part might work if we had all our guns out, so to speak. Meaning, if I have all my thirty-six Fire Bullets out and ready, as the bullets seem to do more damage than the arrows. And she will have all four of her Water Bullets that she is able to call up. Her power has increased, as before she met me she could only do two Water Arrows max.

      Mig is sitting on a stump of a log, but he is being quiet. He has little choice, as I had paralyzed him earlier. He tried twice to shout and warn his friends, but both times he failed. Now when we move, Bridget will pick him up and carry him. It surprised me the first time she did it, as I had been staring down at him, wondering out loud how I would get him to move without having him shout. It did let me test the limits of the paralyze ability in the collar. He can breathe, blink, and swallow. But that is it. Nothing else. Once he is paralyzed, he stays in that position. Even if we try to move his limbs, they won’t move.

      Honestly, I would have just blown his fucking head off, but Leeha said he might be useful for information after. Even now, he is glaring at me. Too bad. You killed more than the five I am about to kill, you fucker. I counted well over twenty dead Elves back there.

      “Ready?” Leeha asks me quietly.

      I nod to her and say, “I think so.”

      “You got this,” Bridget says reassuringly, hugging me around the waist. “You call up the spells, and I will aim them.”

      Leeha comes up on my other side, her arms sliding around me, and she looks up at me. “Thank you for doing this. You don’t even know these Elves, yet you are going out of your way to chase the slavers.”

      Looking at her beautiful Elven face, with her blond hair framing her delicate features, I can’t but help bend down and kiss her on the lips. “Leeha, to me, it doesn’t matter who they are. They were killed and kidnapped by scum who happen to be human, and I am just going after the scum.” My voice hardens as I continue. “The fact that the humans just so happen to treat other races like animals means I don’t have to feel guilty for killing them.”

      “Just remember,” Leeha says sharply, “I hate them as well, but the plan isn’t to eradicate them off the world.” Her face and her tone softens as she says, “As much as I want that, we Elves are not like that. We are taught that all races can live in harmony if given a chance.”

      “But you Elves and the other races weren’t given a chance,” I tell her softly.

      Shaking her head, she explains softly, “No, you are right, but that is because of hatred, and that is something we need to get the humans to unlearn. And now we have someone powerful who maybe one day can teach them. They won’t learn from an Elf telling them what they need to do, but maybe you, as a human, can show them.”

      “Well today, I hope to show some of them the error of their ways,” I tell her with some heat, although it’s not directed towards her.

      Leeha grabs my gray leather vest and brings me down to her level. “Just don’t let it change you,” she replies. “I love you for who you are, not for what you can become. There is a reason that Elemental Summoners are feared. As they gain power, they try to destroy the world. They let the power get to them.”

      Sighing, I kiss her on the forehead. “I am glad that I have you as my wife,” I tell her.

      “And me as your Elemental!” pipes up Bridget with a cry. She has a big smile on her face, and I can’t help but laugh as I bend down and kiss her as well.

      As I am facing Mig, I see that he isn’t rolling his eyes anymore when I kiss Leeha or Bridget. Hey, it’s a start. A couple of times when he was paralyzed and did that, I just wanted to go over and smash my fist into his face. But the girls held me back.

      “Is Mig going to be all right here?” I ask.

      Bridget turns and looks at him, and then turns back to me and nods. “Yes. The Elemental in there will monitor him.”

      “Good, then I think we are good to go,” I tell them both, reaching down and slapping both of their shapely asses, startling them both enough to make them jump and look at me as I grin at them.
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      “Gods fucking hell. Why the fuck don’t we just kill her?” I hear a gravelly male voice shout in frustration.

      “Because she will be useful, you twat, and if you hit her one more fucking time, you can explain to Milgaf why the most powerful animal mage we are bringing them is dead,” another person says in a high-pitched voice that is already getting on my nerves.

      “Fine, but if she scratches me one more fucking time she will get there alive, but I might have to fucking drag her as I will break her fucking legs.”

      “You just try, you fucking ape,” I hear a female voice shout defiantly. “I will burn you like I did that last fucking ape who tried to rape me.”

      What the fuck? So was she the one who killed that mage at the Homestead? Good for her, I shout in my head. Leeha has a look of confusion on her face. Upon seeing me looking at her, she shakes it off and raises her hand in a fist. I nod to her, and in my head, I say Fire. Fire Bullets, and I repeat it five more times. Once I am done, I have thirty-six Fire Bullets floating around me. I look at Bridget and she has turned into her Fire Elemental, and Leeha has four Water Bullets of her own floating around her. She brings one finger up at a time, until she is on her last one, her thumb, and she hits the five mark.

      You have used the spell Fire Bullet. You have used 10 points of power. X 6

      We both sprint out of the bushes and into a clearing that is just grass, with a firepit in the middle, and that is when we see the rest of the Elves. I don’t have time to count them because the five humans suddenly shoot up in surprise. The Elves, on the other hand, stay seated as they look up at us in astonishment.

      “What the fuck!”

      “Where did he come from!”

      “Fucking hell, did we miss an Elf?”

      “Kill them!” shouts the high-pitched voice from earlier in a panic. At least he knows he is being attacked. But it’s probably too late.

      Suddenly, I hear my Fire Bullets go off, and they end up hitting one mage in a brown robe, shredding through his chest and leaving a large crater in the middle of it. There is another one in a red robe; my bullets first take her legs off, and then mercifully, she gets a bullet through her throat, killing her. Both of them go down before they can even cast off anything. Shit, I didn’t want to have to kill a woman, but it’s them or me. And I know who I want to count among the living after this.

      In my peripheral vision, I see another one in a brown robe and another in a red robe that Leeha takes out, also before they have a chance to cast a spell. The Fire mage’s head literally exploded. That leaves one. And fucking hell, he is a big one.

      The man must be a good seven feet tall, and he has a large square shield in front of him. He is in full armor, and looks like what I always imagined a Knight would look like. His head is covered with a helmet that leaves his face open, but it has a nose guard. He has so many scars on his face that I think he should have been wearing a full helmet in battle.

      I send four of my Fire Bullets at him, and I get a shock. He lifts his shield up and suddenly the shield gongs like a bell, and the warrior grins at me.

      “Ya won’t get magic past me, you fucking mage. All you mages are the fucking same. You all think so highly of yourselves. Well, like all mages I am sent to bring in by your Mages Society, you will all die by my sword,” he says, as he produces a sword from his back. The thing is just as massive as him.

      I send another four bullets at him, and again, the bullets are stopped by his shield.

      “Shit,” Leeha says suddenly.

      “What?” I ask her worriedly.

      “He must have a mana stone,” she says, concern in her voice.

      “What’s that? I thought there was only power here, not mana?”

      “There is, but a mana stone, even a small fragment, which is what he must have since I don’t see it on his shield, will absorb power, any power.”

      “All right, so what is a mana stone? Is there a way around it?”

      “No, not unless you can overload it. They can only hold so much power before that power needs to be released, slowly over time,” she says.

      “Overload it?” I ask her with a grin.

      “What?” she says, looking at me oddly. But then she gets a grin on her face. “Yes! Overload it.”

      “Now, let’s see,” I tell her. The warrior is just standing there, and I am sure he is waiting for me to hit him with another spell or keep casting until my own power goes down to nothing, as a normal mage would do. But today is your fucking unlucky day, buddy.

      I cancel the Fire Bullets, as I want something with even more power than that. I close my eyes and open my arms wide.

      “Fire. Earth, Air, Water. Make me large hammers of each type. Like a blacksmith’s hammer. I want them to hammer into his shield in the center,” I intone.

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      You have used the spell Fire Hammer. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Earth Hammer. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Air Hammer. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell Water Hammer. You have used 10 points of power.

      I want to aim for the center. The rest of the shield is flat, except for the spot in the middle where I see a slight difference, almost like something is stuck there. Looking around with a grin, I see the exact tools that I had asked for are floating in the air around me. I have 24 hammers, six of each kind, and they look amazing. They have large hammerheads, about the size of a sledgehammer. A very large sledgehammer.

      I bring my hand back, and the hammers follow me back slightly, and then I swing my hand towards the warrior, who had been looking on in bewilderment. That is, until all the hammers start coming at him. Suddenly he lifts his shield and braces his leg behind him.

      The impact of the hammers hitting his shield pushes him back, inch by inch. By the time all 24 hammers have smacked into him, he has moved a good three feet. Once all the hammers have disappeared, he comes out from behind his shield with a big grin on his face. That grin disappears when he sees I am grinning back at him.

      What he hasn’t noticed yet is that the front of his shield, the spot where I had figured out the mana stone or the fragment would be, is gone. There is a hole going right through it, and the metal is bent. He looks down swiftly to see what I am staring at and then looks back up in horror. And that is probably the last thing he remembers, as Leeha sends a Water Bullet that hits him straight in the forehead, going through his helmet and out the back of his head, and then through the helmet itself. The warrior stands there for a couple of seconds, but then falls back onto his back, dead.
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      Looking at Leeha, I raise my eyebrow at her. “Did you just steal my kill?”

      “What? I wanted in on the fight,” she says with a beautiful smile that makes her face light up.

      Shaking my head, I walk towards my hot Elf of a wife and kiss her, wrapping my arms around her. She is soft in all the good places, and I remember how she looked naked the other night with Bridget, which brings up other memories that maybe should not be brought up on a battlefield, as they make me smile.

      “Thanks,” I tell her softly. I know why she did it. She is trying to protect my innocence, but she need not have worried. I lost it already in this world.

      “I should check with the Elves and make sure they are all right,” she says, pointing to the Elves who are still sitting down in the field, staring at me in shock. “Let me go talk to them first, all right? They are still looking scared, as you are a human,” she says, putting her hand flat on my chest.

      I look over and see there is some fear in their faces, but also confusion. They are probably wondering why I am hugging and kissing an Elf, which makes me chuckle.

      “Sure. Let me know if you need anything,” I tell her.

      “Can I borrow Bridget?” she asks me sweetly.

      “Of course!” Bridget says before I can answer. She looks at me with a grin as I glance over at her. “What? You were going to say yes anyhow,” she says, sticking her tongue out.

      Laughing, I wave her and Leeha towards the group of Elves.

      Leeha, with Bridget in tow, heads towards them. They are pretty young from what I can see, except for one. They look like they range in age from a little girl who is around twelve years old, right up to one who appears to be in her early twenties and is the only one standing.

      “Who are you,” says a familiar voice. Ah, that would be the one that threatened one of the mages.

      “I am Leeha. This is Bridget,” Leeha tells her. “Who are you? Is everyone all right?”

      “Leeha?” she says, repeating the name. “I’m Nolea. Those monsters attacked our Homestead,” she says and then points at me. “Why are you with a human?” she asks Leeha suspiciously.

      “You mean my husband?” Leeha asks her, and all the Elves to look at me in shock. Yeah, thanks. Way to make me the focus of attention, Leeha. Which was probably her intention.

      “He’s your husband?” Nolea asks Leeha in disbelief.

      “Yes. You just saw us kiss, didn’t you?” Leeha tells her with a grin.

      “But,” Nolea says, looking back my way in disbelief, “he’s human.”

      “Oh, and he is my lover as well,” Bridget pipes up happily.

      “What?” Nolea asks her, now in a daze.

      “He’s my-” Bridget begins to answer.

      “I heard you!” Nolea exclaims. “But I mean! He’s human!” she says again in a tone that tells me she is trying to wrap her head around it.

      “And?” Bridget tells her with a giggle. “He has a big—,”

      “Anyhow!” Leeha cries suddenly. “Are you the oldest one here, Nolea?”

      Nolea looks at Bridget first, then at me suspiciously, before looking back at Leeha. I just smile at her and don’t bother answering the questioning look she is giving me.

      “I am. I’m twenty-two. Most of the kids are younger. Bilar there,” she says, pointing to a young gentleman who had stood up protectively when Leeha and Bridget had walked towards Nolea, “is the second oldest at eighteen—the rest range from the age of twelve to sixteen.” Her voice gets hard as she continues. “They killed everyone at the Homestead. Though I did kill one of them bastards, but then they threatened to kill all the kids if I tried magic again.”

      “Yes, we saw that. I am truly sorry about your loss. So you’re a Fire mage?” Leeha asks Nolea.

      “Yes,” she says proudly. “One of the strongest ones in our Homestead,” but then her demeanor collapses as she says with tears in her eyes, “and the only one now.”

      “Were they taking you all to the city of Bromar?” Leeha asks Nolea softly.

      “No,” Nolea answers, shaking her head. “I heard them mentioning something about taking us to the Lake of Ruins.”

      “What? Why?” Leeha asks her, and I can tell that the answer confuses her. “Bromar is a half-day from here! The Lake of Ruins is a good four days!”

      “We aren’t sure. Though I heard something about power, that was all I heard,” Nolea tells Leeha apologetically.

      “No, you have been through enough,” Leeha softly replies.

      “What are we to do now, Leeha? We have no Homestead left,” Nolea says softly, the tears coming back.

      “We can take you to my parent’s Homestead, near the City of Lomar. We were heading to your Homestead to talk to the Elders. Were there any that weren’t at the Homestead that may have survived?” Leeha asks her with hope in her voice.

      Nolea shakes her head without replying and Leeha sighs. “Shit. And you’re sure they mentioned the Lake of Ruins?” She asks her intensely.

      Nodding, Nolea confirms, “Yes, but we don’t know why.”

      Leeha looks at me and I say, “Fire Rat?”

      “That was my thought. What the fuck are the humans doing there that is disrupting the hunting grounds of the monsters that live there?” she tells me.

      “Well, since they,” I point to the dead mages and the warrior, “are dead, we can’t ask them. But we still have Mig,” I say.

      “We need to investigate this, Alex,” Leeha tells me with a look I know well. I have to agree with her, though. We came to inform the Elders of what is happening with the monsters from the Lake of Ruin. Instead, we find out that they were all killed and these Elves were all taken. But why only the young?

      “Why the young?” I ask Leeha.

      “What?” she responds, tilting her head at me questioningly.

      “Why only the young Elves? Why not the older ones as well?” I ask her, waving to the young Elves around us who are watching us talk, their heads swiveling back and forth between Leeha and me. “Are older Elves never taken?”

      She stares at me in shock and then looks at all the young Elves quickly. “Nolea, what is so special about these kids? I saw other children dead at the Homestead. What is so special about all of you?” she asks her quickly.

      “What? Oh, they only wanted magic users. We have all shown we can use Elementals and magic. I mean, some of the younger ones aren’t trained yet. But they tortured the Elders until they pointed us out. Then they killed them all,” Nolea says bitterly.

      “Alex, that makes no sense! Why would they only take magic users?” she asks me pleadingly, as if I would know the reason for that massacre back there.

      “I don’t know, but I know someone who might,” I tell her, pointing back to where we had left Mig.

      “Yes, we do,” Leeha says through gritted teeth, and there is fire in her eyes. For a Water mage, that is saying a lot.

      “What about them?” I remind her, pointing to all the other Elves.

      “Right,” Leeha says, nodding her head. “We need to get them back to my parents,” she starts, but Nolea interrupts her.

      “I can lead us there,” she says. “I was there last year with my father.” She chokes up and Leeha takes her into her arms. I guess her father died back at the Homestead we were just at. Shit, I am sure all these kids lost their parents. After a minute of comfort, Nolea nods and smiles at her in thanks. Taking a deep breath, she continues. “I can take us there. I know the way.”

      “It’s a long journey,” I say, but both of them look at me oddly. “What?”

      “Alex, they are Elves. They will survive. We are born in the forests,” Leeha says with a laugh. “I would be more worried if you were leading them,” she finishes with a smile.

      “Because I’m human,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      “Yes. Humans don’t seem to do well outside of their cities. I mean, some humans do all right in the wild, but they are so loud. They feel the need to crash through a forest as if they own it. I am surprised they are even able to hunt at times,” Leeha laments, shaking her head in disgust.

      “But we might be slower than usual,” Nolea says. She points to a young girl, close to the age of twelve or so, who is sitting on the ground. That is when I notice her leg is crooked. As I look closer, I see it’s actually not crooked, it’s fucking broken. “Bilar and I have been taking turns carrying her. The slavers wanted to kill her, but we told them we would carry her. And so, we will carry her again.”

      The girl begins to cry and says, “I am sorry for being so useless, Nolea.”

      Nolea kneels down next to her and hugs her. “Hush, you aren’t useless. We will get you to Leeha’s Homestead, don’t you worry.”

      “Oh!” Bridget says suddenly. “Alex can heal you!”

      Nolea looks up at her, confused. “What do you mean, heal? Like a splint or something for her leg?”

      “No! Alex is special. He can heal you. Well, I guess I would be healing you, as I am his Elemental.”

      “What?” Nolea cries out skeptically, and I suppress a groan.

      “Yes. Here, let me,” Bridget says and throws herself on the ground next to the little girl. “Oh. What’s your name?” Bridget asks the girl with a smile.

      “I’m Jila?” Jila says hesitantly, sounding somewhat scared.

      “Well, Jila. Don’t you worry. Alex will have you healed in no time. Now, this won’t hurt one bit. So hold still, all right?”

      Jila looks at Nolea for guidance and at Nolea’s slow nod, Jila turns back to Bridget and says, “All right.”

      Bridget puts her hands gently on her leg and looks up at me. “I will need only Mind for this, to numb the pain for her, Alex.”

      I not to her and I say, “Mind,”

      Suddenly Bridget changes to her Mind Elemental, and she is all purple. There are gasps of amazement from around us. Then a green glow goes from Bridget’s hands to Jila’s leg. Inside of me I can feel the pull of energy that is leaving the Chakra in my head. It’s a slow pull, not a torrent. As I watch, I can physically see Jila’s leg straighten with the healing that Bridget-well I,-am doing, through her.

      You are healing your target. Time to fully heal, 00:00:14:59.

      Jila’s total attention is focused on her leg as it’s healing. No one moves, and we stay like that quietly until finally, Bridget sits back down on her ass on the ground.

      You have healed Jila

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 11 of 200

      “Oomph,” Bridget says after her ass hits the ground. “There, good as new!” she exclaims and changes back to her Elf form.

      “How is that possible?” Nolea says in shock, looking between Bridget and me.

      “Oh, that’s easy, it’s because—”

      “Bridget!” both Leeha and I scream at her.

      “Oh right,” she says with a giggle, blushing. “I’m not supposed to mention that.”

      Nolea looks at me suspiciously again, but at least this time there isn’t anger there. More curiosity than anything else now. Then, unexpectedly everything in my sight goes black, and all I hear is my name being screamed, “Alex!”
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      The first thing that I notice when I come to is a message. I can’t even tell if it’s visual or in my head. It’s so fucking weird.

      You have broken through your second of seven Chakras.

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 12 of 200.

      The second thing I notice is the pain in my eyes. My eyes are closed, yet I can still see tons of light somehow.

      “Alex?” Leeha says with worry in her voice. I feel a hand on my chest. “I can tell you’re awake. Your breathing changed.”

      “So you can tell when I’m asleep?” I ask her with a smile, still not opening my eyes.

      I can hear the smile in her voice when she says, “Yes, I watch you as you sleep, wondering why you love me so much.”

      I open my eyes and stare at her, but then I have to close them quickly. “What the fuck!” I blurt out.

      “Alex!” Leeha cries, and I feel someone’s arms on my chest. “What’s wrong. Look at me!”

      “I can’t. That’s the issue,” I tell Leeha. “When I look at you, I just see a burst of color.”

      “What?” she asks me, confused.

      “Bridget!” I shout.

      “What!” she shouts back from right next to me, making me jerk in surprise. She must be sitting next to my head. “Sorry, you yelled at me, so I thought we were playing a game,” she giggles.

      “What’s going on with my eyes?” I ask her apprehensively.

      “Oh, I guess me healing that little girl Jila opened another one of your Chakras.”

      “What?” I blurt out, moving my head towards her voice and opening my eyes, which is a big mistake as the burst of color coming from her is worse than the one I saw when I looked at Leeha. “Shit!” I cry, closing my eyes again quickly as tears run down my face.

      “What do you mean I opened another Chakra? How did I do that so quickly?” I ask Bridget, concerned. Fuck me. I can’t be opening them that fast! They fucking hurt. I mean, I can’t even see now! I’m blind. “And what is all that light then?”

      “Well,” Bridget says, and I feel a hand on my forehead, “your second Chakra, as you call it, that you opened, is right here.”

      Wait. What Chakra was that? There was the top of the head, which I think was called the Crown. And there’s a throat one. Was there one between that? Hmm. Yes! That’s right. It was called the Third Eye one. Could that be what is happening? Somehow a ‘magical’ eye is opening? Without opening my eyes, I address the two girls.

      “Are we alone?” I ask them.

      “Yes. Nolea and the others have already left for my home,” Leeha says. “You have been out for about four hours. It’s almost dark.”

      “Fuck, really? Wow. All I remember is not being able to see and then hitting something,” I tell her.

      “Yes, that was you hitting the ground. You hit it pretty hard. You broke your nose,” Leeha says with a laugh.

      “What!” I shout, my hand going to my nose. Shit, will I look all right with a crooked, broken nose? I move my nose back and forth, but it feels fine, and I hear the two girls laugh.

      “Bridget healed it,” Leeha says. “So don’t worry, you still look handsome.”

      “I was never handsome to start off with,” I tell them with a grin.

      I feel a kiss on my lips, and then another kiss from another set of lips. “We find you attractive enough,” Leeha says with a laugh.

      “That’s right! I am sure even if I wasn’t your Elemental I would find you attractive, for a human,” Bridget says, but I can hear the grin in her voice.

      “Gee, thanks,” I tell them both with a scowl, but inside I can’t help but feel loved. “But back to my eyes. So, this Chakra I opened. In my world, it’s called the Third Eye. Any clue what it does, Bridget?”

      “Hmm, not really. You say that when you look at someone, like Leeha or me, you see bright lights?”

      “Yes. Pretty intense ones,” I confirm for her. When I look at them the lights seem to coming from inside their entire body. But it’s so intense that looking at them caused me to have the mother of all headaches. It was worse with Bridget, but it went away when I closed my eyes.

      “What color?” Leeha asks.

      “What?” I ask her with a frown.

      “What color were the lights when you looked at me?” Leeha prods.

      “Eeer,” I say. What color was Leeha? It was so intense I don’t remember the light’s color. No, wait. There was a color, and it was an intense blue.

      “Blue,” I tell her after a couple of seconds. “Yeah. Blue, a powerful blue throughout your entire body.”

      “And when you looked at me?” Bridget asks eagerly.

      “Yours was more intense; it was like tons of colors, almost like a kaleidoscope of colors.”

      “So, say like red, blue, white, brown or green, and purple?” Leeha offers me.

      “What? You think what I am seeing is your magic?” I ask her, surprised. No fucking way? I can see the magic around me? Or in others?

      “Well, if it’s what you called it, a Third Eye, that would be amazing! Imagine what you could do with it!” Bridget cries happily, and I hear her clap her hands.

      “Like what?” I ask her, curiously.

      “Eer, I don’t know,” she says, sounding uncertain. “I figured you might have ideas.”

      I can’t help but laugh at her attitude. I need to remember she never really ‘lived’ before, and she might have knowledge, but that’s it. Getting up and sitting on my ass, I face the direction the girls’ voices are coming from without opening my eyes.

      “Let’s try this again, shall we?” I tell them both.

      “Are you sure?” Leeha asks me, concerned.

      “Yes, I can’t be walking around with my eyes closed now, can I?” I tell them with a chuckle.

      “True, but take it slow!” Leeha says anxiously.

      “I will, I promise,” I tell her, nodding towards her voice.

      Taking a deep breath, I open my eyes slowly, almost squinting, but I am blasted with the light coming from their direction. Closing my eyes again, I turn my head away from them so they will not be in my line of vision, and I open my eyes. What I see takes my breath away. There is light everywhere, it almost looks like vapors of light. And they’re all different colors! Whoa! Is that magic in the air? But I thought magic came from inside the person and their Elemental?

      “Bridget, where does magic come from?” I ask her curiously, turning back to them both but keeping my eyes closed.

      “From the Elemental, of course,” she says, as if I had asked a dumb question.

      “All right, and where does the Elemental get the magic from?” I ask her.

      “From inside them,” she says, but now I hear some doubt in her voice.

      Deciding to push it and see if she truly knows, I ask her, “Are you sure? What if you run out? Where do you, say, recharge from?”

      “I think we just do.” I can imagine the frown on her pretty Elven features.

      “Well, I think I might know where it comes from,” I tell her with a grin.

      “What? You do?” Bridget says in surprise.

      I wave my hand around me, still with my eyes closed. “I think it comes from all around. When I opened my eyes, not looking at you but just at the surrounding area, all I saw were vapors of lights. I saw blue, green, red, white, and purple.”

      “What?” Leeha says in astonishment. “You can see magic in the air?”

      “Yep,” I tell her with a laugh.

      “Can you touch it?” Leeha asks me hesitantly.

      “I don’t know,” I tell her in shock. Is it tangible?

      Turning so the girls are away from me, I open my eyes and see the lights again. They are all over the place! Though, when I look at a tree, where I expect it to be lit up with green energy, there isn’t anything. What the fuck? So the trees have no energy in them? Getting up and stepping away from the girls, I move until I am right in front of a cloud of white energy that is mixed in with some blue. I slowly reach out and put my hand in the cloud.

      Time to absorb the energy: 00:00:04:59.

      “What the fuck!” I blurt out in surprise. What the hell is this?

      “What?” Leeha says from right behind me. She must have followed me.

      “What do you see?” Bridget asks me eagerly, and she is behind me as well.

      “I can absorb the energy,” I tell them both numbly.

      “What?” they both shout in astonishment.

      “Yeah. It’s telling me for the small cloud that is in front of me, it will take five minutes to absorb its energy.”

      “Energy? Not power?” Leeha asks me carefully.

      “Yes. Energy. Oh shit. Energy, not power! When you use Elementals, they use power! But wait. How is there Elemental energy here, but not power?” I ask, mystified.

      “Alex,” Bridget says hesitantly. “When we Elementals give our mages power, we convert the energy into their power pool.”

      “So what does it mean that I can use energy now? What does it mean for you?” I ask her.

      “I am not sure,” she says slowly. “You are the first one I have ever heard of with this ability. Even with all the knowledge your God has given me.”

      “Oh,” I tell her.

      Closing my eyes, I turn back towards the girls and slowly try to squint my eyes open again. Once more, I am blasted with light, but I ignore the headache this time. I look at them and see that they are bright, but not as bad as before. Maybe I am getting used to it, or my Third Eye is.

      You have stopped absorbing the energy from your target.

      Energy absorbed: 01 of 50.

      Interesting, so I can absorb single units of energy. I slowly open my eyes wider and wider until I see the girls’ full outline, including their energy. Leeha is pure blue, and Bridget is the multicolors of all the Elementals, and I realize that Earth is green, not the brown that I expected. Finally, I’m able to open my eyes fully. I walk closer to them and peer at the energy. Wow, this is fucking cool! The energy in Leeha is moving around inside her, and it’s the same when I look at Bridget’s. Reaching out, I place a finger against Leeha’s chest.

      Time to absorb the energy. 00:09:59:59.

      “What the fucking hell!” I cry, pulling my finger away from her.

      You have stopped absorbing the energy from your target.

      Energy absorbed : 00 of 4000.

      “What?” Leeha says worriedly.

      “I touched you and it said I was absorbing your energy, and it would take 10 hours!” I say in surprise.

      “What? What about me?” Bridget says.

      Turning to her, I slowly put my finger against her massive chest and nothing. I look at her energy body, and I see it’s there, but I still get nothing. I frown and pull my finger away and touch her on her forehead instead. Nothing again.

      “I am not getting anything,” I tell her, bewildered.

      “That makes sense,” Bridget says with a giggle. “I am you, energy-wise.”

      “Oh,” I say. That makes sense. Bridget is my Elemental. But fucking hell, am I like an energy vampire now? I am going to suck your energy, blah blah blah?

      “Why are you grinning like that?” Leeha asks me suspiciously.

      “Sorry,” I tell her with a laugh. “It would be hard to explain. It’s something from my world. I wonder if I can turn this on and off, or will I always be seeing this way,” I say to them.

      Do you wish to turn off your Third Eye?

      “What the fuck!” I say for the second time in just as many minutes.

      “What?” Leeha asks me, concerned again.

      “I wondered if there was a way to turn this off, and I just got a notification asking me if I wanted to turn off my Third Eye!”

      “So say to turn it off?” she says hesitantly.

      “Turn off Third Eye?” I say out loud.

      Is that a Request or a Question?

      What the fuck? Seriously, if I see my God, I might have some choice words to say to him about his ‘new’ system.

      “Turn off Third Eye!” I shout.

      Third Eye is turned off. Was that hard?

      Clamping down on the anger I feel right now, I realize that if he was in front of me I would punch him. I take deep breaths until I am calm, but that is when I notice I can see normally again. The girls are looking at me with genuine concern.

      “Sorry,” I tell them both. “I think my God is fucking with me. All good. It seems I can turn it on and off. How useful this will be, I have no clue. I don’t want to be an energy Vampire.”

      “True,” Leeha nods in agreement.

      “Wait, I just said Vampires, and it wasn’t in English!” I blurt out in shock.

      “Of course not. They are real,” Leeha says, nodding at me.

      “But they aren’t one of the races you told me about!” I exclaim.

      “Of course not. They are a monster race,” she snorts derisively.

      What the fuck kind of world is this?
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      Seriously, Vampires? As I think about that while we head back towards where we had left Mig, I wonder what else am I going to find here? Am I going to find slime girls? Not sure I want that. Though, a nice lamia girl would be interesting, I chuckle. I remember one of the manga I read online, which had a hot lamia girl. Though, with the number of times the main character got squeezed, I’m not sure I would survive as well as he did.

      After a couple of minutes, we get back to where we had left Mig. He is sitting on the same log that we had left him on, and he is looking pissed.

      As we get closer, I say, “Go,” releasing him from his paralysis.

      “About time, I need to piss badly. You have been gone,” Mig looks up at the sun, “for hours! What? They were too strong for you so you decided to come back?” he says with a sneer.

      “Oh, no,” I tell him with a smile. “They are all dead, and the Elves are on their way to safety. We came back here to get information out of you.” I wave to the bush. “But I am at least civil. Go ahead and do your thing. You’ve got five minutes,” I tell him.

      And he knows I mean five minutes. While the collar can’t shock him, it can get hot, as the Fire Elemental inside it showcased to me once when Mig went for a piss and decided he wasn’t going to come out of the bush. The Elemental took it upon itself to heat the collar until it was hot enough to hurt, and Mig came running back, yelling at me to cool down the collar.

      He glares at me but doesn’t say anything as he turns around and heads into the bush. A couple of minutes later he returns and sits back down on his log.

      “So you killed them all?” he asks me hesitantly.

      “Yup, all five of them,” I tell him, not giving him any details.

      “Even the warrior with the mana stone in his shield?” he asks with a frown.

      “Yeah, I overloaded his shield and he got something in the middle of his forehead for his efforts,” I tell him, directing a lazy smile at him from the log that I am sitting on. “The others never had a chance to even get a spell off before they were dead.”

      I am eating some berries we had found on our way back, popping one at a time into my mouth and chewing. I have no clue what they are, but they are the size of blueberries, but orange in color. Leeha said they were safe. Orangeberries? Nope, she called them something totally different. Kikaberries. Whatever they are, they are sweet and delicious.

      At my news, he gets a nervous look. “So now what happens to me?”

      “That depends,” I tell him, popping another kikaberry into my mouth, feeling the fruit explode in sweetness down my throat.

      “On?” he says, skeptically.

      “On how you answer the following questions,” I tell him, and now my smile has turned into a predatory grin, making him swallow hard.

      “What is at the Lake of Ruins?” I start out with the important question.

      Instead of answering, Mig shakes his head vehemently. “No fucking way am I telling you anything about that.”

      “Why not?” I ask him with a raised eyebrow. Doesn’t he understand that I can kill him?

      “Because either you kill me or they kill me. Either way, I am dead. At least with you, it’ll be quick with this fucking collar,” he says with a growl, tugging at it to make his point.

      So they are doing something there. And something so important that apparently they’ll kill anyone who talks about it, gruesomely, if what Mig is hinting at is true. But I need him to talk. I need to know what Leeha, Bridget, and I are walking into. I know if I ask Leeha for ideas, she would just use Water Daggers on him. The Water Bullets would do too much damage. What about Mind? I can use sleep. Can I use something else?

      “Mind. Truth,” I say, and Bridget, who was leaning against me, turns into her purple-colored Elemental.

      Truth is an unknown spell.

      Shit, all right. “I wish to get the truth out of my target.”

      You have attempted an unknown Spell command.

      “Well, that’s out,” I say out loud with a sigh.

      “What is?” Leeha says. She is sitting next to me, drinking water from our clay water jug.

      “I was trying to avoid torture but it looks like the one spell I wanted to try doesn’t exist.”

      “Oh?” Leeha asks me, intrigued.

      “Yeah, I tried a truth spell. But no such thing,” I tell her with a shrug. “It was a shot in the dark.”

      “A what?” she asks me with a frown. Fuck, some of the sayings from Earth do not translate well here. Or make any sense.

      “It means, it was worth trying to see if it was something, but it wasn’t.”

      “Then why not just say that? Instead of shooting something in the dark,” Leeha says, shaking her head in bewilderment.

      “Sorry, just trying to figure out a way to get information out of him,” I tell her with a grin.

      “Why not use that energy drain thing,” Bridget says.

      “Why? Would that get information out of him?” I ask her, sitting up and causing her to fall into my lap sideways. She looks up at me with a smile on her purple face, staring at me with her mesmerizing eyes that look like deep pools of space.

      “Well, no. But you can torture him this way, right? It won’t cause pain, but you might get information out of him?”

      “Yes, but how is me draining him of energy going to make him talk?” I ask her, smiling down at her.

      Even in her current form, I want to bend down and kiss her, but I refrain myself. Barely. Time to focus on the task at hand first, Alex!

      “All creatures have energy. Magical energy. Use your Third Eye on him,” she says, turning her head sideways so that she is looking at Mig.

      Use my Third Eye on him? But he isn’t a mage. I look back down at Bridget and she looks back up at me and smiles. Deciding to take her advice, I say, “Turn on Third Eye.” I remember just in time to look away from Bridget, and I look at Mig.

      What I see surprises me. Mig has energy inside himself. It’s faint, but it’s there. He has green energy. I look down at Bridget quickly, but I end up having to close my eyes.

      “Ouch,” I say.

      I open them back up slowly until I can see the energy flowing inside Bridget without it giving me a headache. “How did you know?”

      “I’m an Elemental. I always see that. It’s just neat that you can now too,” Bridget says with a smile.

      “You weren’t sure where you got your energy from, yet you can see the energy from others?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      “That’s not the same!” she says with a pout. “I can see it. I just don’t know where it comes from. Sort of,” she finishes.

      “Sort of?” I ask her.

      “Yes, I can see the energy in others, but the energy that us Elementals get doesn’t come from our mages or from others. It’s just there.”

      “So the stuff from the air?” I ask her, waving around.

      “Probably?” she says hesitantly.

      Laughing, I bend down and kiss her on her soft light purple lips, which feel the same as her Elven lips.

      I look up and catch a look on Mig’s face before he can hide it. He had been looking at mine and Bridget’s interactions in confusion, but now his face is blank. At least he is learning to hide his emotions quickly. Not to mention the fact that his face didn’t show its usual disgust. Getting up with Bridget in my arms, I place her on her two feet.

      I walk up to him, and while he twitches and I know he wants to run, he doesn’t move. He knows I can paralyze him if he does. He has learned quickly that I will paralyze him anytime he runs. A couple of times of having that happen and having his face smash into the ground as he fell, has discouraged him from doing that again.

      Once I’m right in front of Mig, I ask, “Again, what is happening at the Lake of Ruins?”

      Shaking his head, he says, “Not happening. Might as well blow up my head.” As he talks, I can hear the fear in his voice.

      With my Third Eye still open, I go to place my finger on his chest. He tries to back up, but I lift my eyebrow. He clamps down on his jaw and moves back, so my finger touches him.

      Time to absorb your target’s energy. 00:02:59:59.

      As your target is not a magic-user, the energy that will be absorbed will be their life force.

      Time to absorb your target’s life force. 00:00:19:59

      Holy shit! I am taking his lifeforce? What the fuck? Am I like a necromancer now?

      Mig stares at me, confused at first. But then he starts to frown. “What are you doing? I’m feeling weird.”

      “Oh, that. It seems I am taking your life from you. Should only take about 20 minutes,” I tell him with a grin.

      “What?” he cries, slapping my hand away and backing away from me. He stumbles over the log he had been sitting on and stares at me in horror.

      You have stopped absorbing the lifeforce from your target.

      Lifeforce absorbed : 3 months.

      “Yes. It seems in just that little time, I took three months away from you,” I tell him with a big grin.

      Holy shit! Does that mean as I take lifeforce from others, it will extend my life? Holy fucking hell!

      Finally, he comes to his wits and cries, “Just blow up my collar already!”

      Squatting so that I am at his level, I say to him softly, “Nope, I think instead I will take your lifeforce and leave you with like a month or so, and then let you go. You’ll be walking around knowing that you only have a month or so to live before you die suddenly. Yeah, I like that idea. Killing you instantly would be too good for what you did to those Elves.”

      Shaking his head, Mig shouts, “No! You need to kill me now!” and he scrambles up to run away.

      “Stop,” I tell him in English, and he falls over where he is, flat on his face.

      “Bridget. Earth. Lift him and root him in place with vines so he cannot run, please,” I tell her now green-colored Elemental self. Bridget doesn’t say anything but nods and picks Mig up with one arm. She knows the seriousness of this now.

      Leeha comes up to me and puts her arm around my waist, looking up at me. “Are you sure about this? I can kill him,” she says softly.

      “No, I need to get information out of him. And if I can’t, for what he did to your people, as I am sure he was involved, he needs to pay. I saw the arrows in some of those dead Elves back there.” I tell her softly, looking down at her.

      I fucking hate this world, but I love Leeha and her people. Whatever they are doing at the Lake of Ruins, these humans need to pay. Feeling an arm around my other side, I look down, and it’s Bridget.

      “Done, Alex,” she says softly. “I need you to release him so I can bind him properly.”

      I look over and see that Mig is only partially bound because of the way he had fallen in such an awkward position. Nodding to her, I say, “Go,”

      As soon as he can move again, Mig screams, “You can’t do this! I’m human, like you!”

      “I am nothing like you,” I shoot back with such anger that he shuts up quickly and looks at me in surprise. I walk up to him as he is being bound with more vines. “I am nothing like the humans on this fucking world. And I am going to make sure that you humans learn to fucking live in peace with the rest of the races, or fucking help me God, I will make your lives fucking brutal. Now, I am going to ask you one more fucking time. What. Is. Going. On.”

      “I can’t tell you,” he says, crying openly, slumped in defeat.

      “Very well,” I tell him, and then I place my whole hand against him this time, not just a finger.

      Time to absorb your target’s life force. 00:00:4:59

      As I had suspected, my finger was limiting how quickly I could take his life force. I watch as his life force drains, so I see his face start to twist in pain, and I hear him start grunting.

      “It seems that using my whole hand on you will mean I can take your life force quicker. Goodbye Mig, it wasn’t nice meeting you, but hey, thanks for extending my life, though,” I tell him with an evil grin. Come on, you fucker. Back out! Tell me what the fuck I want to know. I don’t want to kill you, but I will if I have to.

      “What?!?” Mig shouts in surprise at my news.

      “Yes. It seems I have the ability to take your lifeforce and add it to mine. So you have roughly four minutes left. Well, more really, as I will remove my hand early enough to give you a month or so to live. I’ll take the collar off you and let you go on your way, knowing that you have less than a month to live, but not knowing when you will keel over and die. Maybe you will be eating or even having your last fuck? Who knows. But I won’t care at that point,” I tell him intently.

      “Wait! I’ll talk,” he says, trying to back up from my hand. “Just remove your hand!” I take my hand off of him, and he slumps down even further.

      Lifeforce absorbed: 5 years.

      Jesus, five years in that short period of time? Good to know for the future. I will need to see if I can do that against monsters. But for now, at least he is willing to talk.

      “Now, what’s going on at this Lake of Ruins?”

      “I just want you to know it wasn’t my idea,” he says defensively, looking up at me almost pleadingly.

      “All right,” I say to him, now confused. What the fuck is he talking about?

      “We found a portal,” he says slowly.

      “A portal?” Leeha asks Mig, just as confused as me.

      Mig nods and continues. “About a year ago, while a bunch of us were out hunting, we decided to try out our skills at the Lake of Ruins. We heard it was hard, but we were a bunch of tough guys and we thought we would be able to handle it. Well, we got there and on the side of the lake we found some kind of roundish black stone with swirling lights that were giving off sparks of some sort.”

      I stare at Mig in shock. No fucking way? That sounds exactly like the fucking portal that my God threw me into to come to this world!

      “At first, we didn’t know what to think,” Mig says, shaking his head, “but then one of us touched it, and it killed him. But then we noticed that after he died, the thing got blacker. We had horses with us, so we shoved one of them against it. It died, but nothing happened. We were a large group. About twenty of us. Some mages, some hunters like me. Well our leader, Brakan, who is a very rich and powerful Fire mage, shoved one of the less strong mages into the black rock. The kid was only about fifteen years old. Again, the stone killed him, but it also got even blacker. Then he grabbed one of the non-mages and shoved him against it before we could react, and once more, that person died. But yet again, no increase in the blackness of the portal.”

      “All right, but what does that have to do with these Elves?” I ask him, mystified.

      Mig takes a deep breath before answering. “Brakan had the idea that it was magic users that increased the portal’s power. He wanted to open it to see what is on the other side. So he came up with the idea of using monster slaves who can use magic. So now he has us gathering them, bringing them to the Lake of Ruins, and shoving the slaves against the portal.”

      “How long have you been doing this?” Leeha asks Mig in horror.

      “Four months,” he says in a soft voice, not looking up at her.

      “How many?” Leeha asks him so softly I can barely hear her, but I guess he does.

      “Hundreds,” he says, and I can hear the guilt in his voice, but I am so fucking furious that all I can see is red.

      What he is telling me is that this Brakan and his party, have spent the last four months capturing all these slaves who have magical abilities and killing them. And while he may regret it now, Mig has been in on it, has followed it through. To him, the Elves and other races have been nothing but, as he called them, ‘monster races’. Turning to Bridget, who is standing next to me, I say softly through gritted teeth, “Kill him,” and suddenly the collar around Mig explodes, leaving only a headless body wrapped in vines

      Leeha looks at me in surprise. “We are going to the Lake of Ruins,” I tell her in clipped tones. “We are getting to the bottom of this. Let’s head there as fast as we can,” I tell her.

      Congratulations. You have received the first Quest.

      Defeat the Portal to Hell, or a horde from Hell will be unleashed on Boromour.

      Congratulations. Achievement! First Quester.

      You have received 1 Heavenly Token.

      Heavenly Tokens: 12 of 200

      What the fuck? Demons? I look over at Leeha with more surprise than she is showing me. At my look, she rushes over to me and grabs my shirt. “What!” she asks me frantically.

      “I think I just got a Quest to stop an invasion,” I tell her numbly.

      “An invasion?” she asks me, perplexed. “From what?

      “A horde of Demons from Hell.”

      Leeha looks at me in horror and says softly, “Fucking Hell, it’s happening again.”
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      After the third ring, he picked up the phone and answered it, still trying to wake up.

      “Hello?’ he mumbled into the phone, looking at his clock and seeing it was 2 am.

      “Dr. Phillips, it’s Ian from the IT Security Team. Sorry to bother you so late, but the hooks that we keep track of in the AI’s…”

      “Ian, I know what they are. I was the one who wrote them. What did your group find?” Hooks, tags, call them what you want, they tracked the data the servers were used to move information around. It was a way to see how stable their servers were and see if there were any intrusions from outside sources.

      “Well, sir, we aren’t sure. As best as we can figure, it seems that the AI is pushing data into, well, nothing. We made sure it wasn’t data that the servers were sending to an outside source, but best we can see it’s just going nowhere. What made us catch it was that it was a lot of data. I mean in the Terabyte size every two minutes”.

      “What the hell!! And it’s not affecting the servers?” If anything would wake him up, it was something like this. They had been running the servers nonstop for over a year now without any incident.

      “No sir, what we can see is the load is not being affected, we just have no idea where all this data is going except into the void. Since it’s not going anywhere, we tried to ping the source, but it doesn't lead to anything. What should we do?” Ian asked Dr. Phillips.

      He didn’t want to scare the investors or even the staff over something which might be nothing. The standard protocol was to create a report and send it to all the top managers and investors. But with the new VRMMORPG game about to be released in less than two weeks, he couldn’t afford to have it stalled with an investigation. If they waited, he would be losing millions in funding and would have to push the release date. Sigma Worlds was one of the most sought after games, and the hardware purchases alone were now in the billions. They had sold over two hundred million headsets, and that didn’t even include the over 100,000 full immersion pods.

      “Don’t do anything, must be something I forgot to add to my project list. I’ll look at it when I get in.” The doctor knew that he was lying and that he might regret it later, but having spent the last thirty years to get to where he was now, he could afford to take the blame for it once the game was a success. He was the top scientist in Artificial Intelligence, but he’d also been a big gamer in his youth. He wanted to prove that the AIs were able to create a world using VR that would be indistinguishable from the real. Unlike the old VR systems of the VIVE or Oculus that had been around for the last 20 years, this second-generation VR gear worked directly with the brain, and he wanted it to be a success.

      “OK, Dr. Phillips, if you are good with it, I will mark it down as regular traffic and close the logbook on it,” said Ian, sounding unsure.

      “Thanks, Ian, have a good night.”
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      I never really liked this room. I had been living in it for the last year. It was, in simple terms, bland. Four white walls, one window, one door. A standard hospital wardroom. It didn’t even have a closet. Who needs clothes when you live in a hospital gown?

      “Come on, Jason, stop being an ass and just sign the fucking paperwork already!” yelled my lawyer Michael.

      “Jesus Christ, Michael, you are supposed to be my friend, are you trying to write me off already!” I yelled right back at him.

      “First of all, I am your oldest friend, but I’m also your damn lawyer, and I read the contract they are giving you. Hell, I wish I was in your place.” As soon as he said it, Michael’s face changed. I could tell he regretted his comment and wished he could take it back.

      “Oh, fuck right off, you prick. Do you think I enjoy being an invalid like this? Do you think I enjoyed being t-boned by some ass who decided it was OK to drive while drunk and disable the AI in his car? Fuck you!” I answered angrily.

      “Listen,” said Michael shamefully. “It’s not what I meant, and you know it. You have the opportunity to be able to move out of this "shit hole" of a hospital, as you keep calling it, and start earning money. And it will let you explore something outside these four walls, even if it’s virtual. The company, GFL International, has been helping folks who are not medically mobile experience life in VR for over ten years. I checked them out, and they have been used heavily in the medical field to help the mental health of patients. For fuck's sake, even my grandfather used them the last year before he died to experience nature since he couldn’t get outside.”

      “I get it, but dammit, I want my damn life back!” I yelled.

      “Ah, and we get to the crux of it. It’s been three years, Jason. You need to understand, and I am saying this as your friend. We have looked at every medical procedure possible, and there isn’t anything out there that will make you walk again. The settlement from the accident gave us a big chunk of money. But that was all spent on the two procedures that didn’t work. Jason, I want nothing more than for you to walk, but because you ran out of money a year ago and are now a ward of the state, you are stuck in this shitty place. So come on and sign the fucking paperwork. You have a chance of a lifetime. They are asking you to be a beta tester for this new VR headset that works somehow with your brainwaves so that you can feel like you are there. And they said your character in this game would be able to walk. They are offering to put you up in a condo of your own, and my God, it's a 5-year contract paying you $500,000 per year. They are giving you a full immersion pod worth $20,000 on top of all that. I had to pay $2,000 for the headset version only. The pod lets you stay in there for longer times, and it takes care of your body. It will even exercise your damn muscles, you bonehead,” Michael said quietly.

      “It’s just,” I started sadly.

      “It’s just what?” said Michael looking at me pointedly.

      “It feels like I am running away and giving up. I mean, the last year feels like I have given up on life. I mean, they even have me on antidepressants since they think I would be suicidal," I said bitterly.

      "That's because you tried to kill yourself six months ago, Jason," Michael said gently.

      "Honestly, what do you think I should do?" I asked him with fear in my heart.

      "Honestly? Take it. You're not yourself anymore, buddy. Even Gwen left you. And don't start with it was the accident bullshit. She tried to make this work, and you pushed her away with your anger. Sign it, Jason. Not as your lawyer but as your best friend," Michael says, looking at me with unshed tears.

      Sighing, I think back to the last three years. The accident was life-changing for me. And not in the right way. I had a job that I loved in technology. I had a fiancé who loved me. Who even stayed with me for two failed groundbreaking experimental surgeries. Both failures which used up 95% of the one million dollar settlement money from the accident. Now I was broke and had to take charity from the State.

      Taking a deep breath and looking at Michael, I say to him. "Promise to come and adventure with me like old times?"

      With relief, Michael responds, "God damn, yes! If I weren't so busy with my practice and had an extra $20,000 for the full immersion pod, I would join you more often. Though because you're going to be beta testing this for this new technology, they won’t be releasing it until months from now. But Jason, the early reviews of this game are amazing. They're saying it's just like being there. Sigma Worlds isn't just flat VR like we usually play. You saw the videos they sent us? Take it."

      "OK, where do I sign?" I said, feeling a little nervous and scared.
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        * * *

      

      Looking up from his paperwork, Dr. Phillips looks at his assistant, Joanne.

      "So candidate number three signed up finally?!" he said with energy.

      "Yes, just earlier today. His lawyer was able to convince him. Why did you want him so badly? It's not like we are short on candidates to beta test Sigma Worlds. Why him?" Joanne asked.

      Looking at her penetratingly, Dr. Phillips gauged her loyalty. She had been with him for over twenty years.

      "Can you promise me that what I tell you will not reach anybody else?" he said, looking at Joanne with piercing gray eyes.

      Looking at him, Joanne could tell this was serious. "I do as long as it's not breaking the law."

      Not expecting that response, he laughed out loud. “Oh! Thanks for that Joanne, I needed that with all the stress from the release coming out next week. No, it’s not illegal. You know how we have been testing candidates for their Brain Activity Sync or BAS levels? Out of the 50,000 candidates we have tested, the average is 60% and the highest until now at 72%. Well, this candidate has tested at 98%,” he tells her excitedly.

      “Hold on, doesn’t that predict how close to reality the player will fully experience the game? As in not just touch but also pain, scent and tactile?” she asked bafflingly.

      “Yes! So this candidate is perfect for testing out the new systems we have in the pipeline. Right now, the AIs have to calculate what a person might feel based on their BAS score. That score will tell the AI in the system how much it needs to reduce the pain and feelings inside the game, so users don’t get overwhelmed”, Dr. Phillips starts excitedly.

      “What we are working on for later in the system will allow us to use it to heal mental health patients, since they won’t know they are inside a game. We can build virtual wards, so that we can treat patients who are in a coma. Right now, it’s still pretty new, but the wonders of this system will only benefit humanity.”

      “OK, Dr. Phillips, as exciting as this sounds, why can’t we tell anyone else? I mean, it’s great that we found someone who has such a high BAS, but what does that mean for this candidate? Why can’t we tell anyone else about it? Will the game settings need to be modified for him?” Joanne asked.

      “I know our AIs are smart, hell they built 90% of the first World themselves and 100% of the 2nd World. Once we built the AIs and entered what we wanted, they went ahead and built the entire thing. I’m worried that if they find out, they will want to study him so much that he will have no freedom. I've met him. He was in a very severe car crash, and he's now in a wheelchair. He’s lost his mobility, and it depresses him. How do you think he will take to being under the microscope all the time? Because if they find out, with the contract he signed, they will have the right to do exactly that. I refuse to do that to him. I’ve already asked our AI Diana to watch over him and to keep me quietly posted on what is going on, isn’t that correct Diana?” Dr. Phillips says, looking up at the ceiling.

      “That is correct, Dr. Phillips,” says a very soft female voice. One can almost imagine she is Diana, the Angel of Learning. “I see that he has signed the paperwork and will be put into his pod tomorrow. Do you wish me to facilitate it so that he is helped through the process instead of him talking to one of our standard AIs?” Diana asks.

      “Hmm. Good question, Diana. I know that our monotone AI administrators might make him uncomfortable, and I want to make sure his transition goes well. Maybe we can get that BAS number higher,” Dr. Phillips says, rubbing his hands together.

      “Seriously, doctor? He is already at 98%. I doubt we can get him any higher. Be happy with what you have,” laughs Joanne, shaking her head at her bosses' antics.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The weather went perfectly with my mood. It was sunny outside, and I felt more hopeful and alive than I did last week. The previous week had been a blur of paper signing and preparing to move into my new condo in a large high rise that was owned by the company GFL International. Most residents were patrons who had purchased full immersion pods and rented space from GFL. It even had its very own security force and nurses on staff to watch over the people in the pods.

      The nurse slowly wheeled me from the vehicle that picked me up at the hospital so I could enjoy the sunlight. She knew that I would be indoors in a pod for a long time. It might be the last time I saw the sun for months. I tilted my head upwards to enjoy the sun on my face.

      “Did you want to sit outside for a bit before we go in?” asked the nurse.

      “Would you mind? Even if it’s only for fifteen minutes?” I asked with a smile on my face. It had been over a year since I’d felt the sun, and it felt amazing. I was aware that in the pod, I would be lucky to get outside in three months. The contract I signed was for three months in the game with a nine-day out rotation. But two of those days were me being tested and prodded. That left me one week where I could do what I wanted. Which, being in a wheelchair, wasn’t much.

      “OK, I’m ready now,” I said to the nurse quietly.

      The nurse moved behind me again and started pushing me towards the entrance. Once security confirmed my identity in the lobby, they let me pass. At the front desk, I had to go through another security checkpoint, but this time they asked me to give my biometric info such as fingerprints and iris scans.

      Looking at the security personnel, I asked, “Why so much security just for this?”

      “Well sir, it’s to make sure that your wellbeing is taken care of and you are not disturbed. One of the services that you pay for in this facility is to have someone watch over your body while Diving so that no one can disturb you,” said the young military-type male.

      “Diving?” I asked, looking at the nurse with an arched eyebrow.

      “Well, it’s not Diving, but the term stuck. Once connected to the pod, it takes over control of your brainwaves so that if you do anything in the game, instead of your physical body responding, it’s your avatar. Since you are immobile and going into the game, staff have started calling it Diving, a term from some of the older sci-fi movies”, said the nurse.

      Once all the explaining was finished, the nurse wheeled me into the elevator. The nurse pressed the button for the top floor, which happened to be the 40th floor.

      “Isn’t that usually the penthouse in an apartment building?” I asked jokingly.

      The nurse looked down at me with a big smile, “Yes. You have been moved to this floor as you are not renting, you are one of the beta testers. The floor has two penthouses, one of which is for you. It has two bedrooms, a kitchen and a living area. And your pod room. The other one is actually owned by Dr. Phillips, who runs the program.”

      I turned around in my wheelchair so fast that I almost fell out of it.

      “WHAT!!, oh crap,” Grabbing the sides of the chair, I pull myself up. “OK, why the hell am I being put next to the creator of this game?” I asked the nurse, shocked.

      “Now, as to that, Jason, I don’t know why. I am only here to watch over you in a nursing capacity,” she says with a secret smile as we waited for the elevator to hit the top floor.

      
        
        Get your copy here!

        https://geni.us/SigmaWorlds1
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      The rain coming down my back as I wait for the taxi is cold. My breathing mask comes loose, so I adjust it again. It’s been years since I needed to wear it all the time. Well, more like since everyone was required to wear one. Apparently, it’s worse down near the equator, where the air is so hot that just breathing hurts.

      Finally, the taxi shows up, and the back door opens automatically. Getting in, I sit down in the plastic-covered seat, and the door closes behind me.

      “Destination, Citizen?” says the metallic voice of the taxi’s AI.

      “Paradigm Alpha Building 4,” I tell it, my voice muffled from the breathing mask.

      “Very good, Paradigm Alpha Building 4. ETA is ten minutes, is that acceptable, Citizen?”

      Sighing, I tell it, “Yes, that is fine.”

      The taxi moves into the traffic lane, and I am on my way. Not sure what this is about, but the managers at Paradigm Alpha want to see me, urgently. I have been working for them now for well over twelve years. Earth is going down the toilet; between there being barely any livable places with decent levels of oxygen, the wars going on between China and Russia, and now possibly the USACan coalition getting dragged into it, it isn’t looking good. Folks need an escape, and that is where Paradigm Alpha comes in. Virtual Worlds. Free from war, famines, or even lack of air to breathe.

      Looking out the window, I try to remember what the sun looks like. I haven’t seen sunshine in Alaska in over a year. After the devastation of Beijing, when Russia nuked it, the cloud cover has started to envelop much of Earth. Most food is now grown underground, away from any kind of radiation. At least they say that’s the reason, but I think it’s just because we are waiting for the day when all the nukes start to fly. USACan is the last big country that has managed to stay out of it so far.

      Europe is defending itself from Russia, which is trying to get a foothold there since they want the land and the resources after the Russian military stripped theirs bare. India is siding with China. The Islamic states have cut off access to all their countries, and nothing is going in or out. Most places on the equator are unlivable, so countries like Mexico, South America, and even the older states like Florida and California are deserted, with barely any breathable oxygen. I mean, there are holdouts, but most of the world now lives near the North and South pole locations. Alaska might be wet, but at least it’s not killer hot. I feel the car stop, and looking up I see that we have made it to Paradigm Alpha Building 4.

      “You have reached your destination, Citizen. I have deducted the amount of 32 credits from your account. Thank you, have a good day,” says the Taxi’s AI, and the door opens.

      Getting out, I am back in the rain and looking up at the tall building. This is the fourth major building that Paradigm Alpha owns, and it’s one of their newest and biggest. If I remember correctly, it’s over 100 stories high. My meeting is actually on floor 99. At least the power is on, so I don’t need to climb up all those steps. Though knowing Paradigm Alpha, they most likely have underground generators.

      Going into the building, I take off my mask and store it in the side pouch that everyone now wears. It’s like wearing a watch. You never leave home without it. Taking a deep breath and getting clean air instead of canned air feels good. Oh, I am sure the air in here is canned too, but it’s also not a mask on your face. Looking around, I see that there are security personnel near the elevators, and force fields cutting off the area in sections.

      Walking towards them, I flash my badge and they let me through. I have one of the rare gold passes, meaning I am someone important. Which I am not really. I am an overworked bug reporter. The fact that I am also one of the rare people who can connect to the VR system at a deeper state means I can find bugs easier. Upper management wanted to make sure I could get to work easier and faster. So gold pass it is. Though, if you look at the salary of the gold pass employees of Paradigm Alpha, I am the lowest. By millions and millions of credits. Honestly, the pay for this job is meager, but it’s paid my rent and oxygen fees for the last 12 years.

      Once I am past security, I head towards the bank of elevators and press the button. While waiting I wonder, like I have been since I got the call to come in, what this is about. My boss Max didn’t tell me anything, other than that I needed to come in, and that this was urgent. Probably a bug they found and needed my help to narrow down its impact. In the last 12 years, I have learned to be fantastic at what they call Impact Assessment. Telling upper management what the effect of a bug would be. Especially if it had monetary impact in the real world.

      One thing that Paradigm Alpha protected fiercely was its ability to make money. Most games that Paradigm Alpha created for VR were moneymakers. Folks would spend in-game credits for items they would not buy in real life here on Earth. Right now, Paradigm Alpha has nine games going that cater to everyone from young kids to older adults. So most likely, they found something that is making them lose credits and they need me to tell them that maybe like the last bug where if someone bought a store item outside the game, and the same item in game, it would give them their credits back but also let them keep the item. Before the bug was fixed Paradigm Alpha had lost over two million credits.

      When the elevator arrives, I get in and press the number 99. Some of the folks who get in look at me enviously. Most employees know who I am by now—a poor employee who has access to floor 99. Talk between some of the workers starts up as we start to ascend.

      “Did you hear that Russia is thinking of retaliating against us because we refused to send them food?” one girl says.

      “I doubt they would do that, USACan would hurt them badly. I mean, we aren’t involved, but that’s because we are too strong to get involved,” says a young male, trying to sound smart. Ah, I think to myself. We have stayed out of it because we have our own problems already. Like keeping our own people fed, oxygenated, and well, that’s pretty much it. Our military isn’t remotely as large as Russia’s or China’s. What we have is technology and our nukes.

      “I was watching a show and they say there is a 38 percent chance that Russia or China would nuke us,” another girl starts up, but thank God the elevator stops on floor 32 and lets them all out, leaving me alone. Once the door closes and their voices fade away, I go back to thinking about this meeting. Sighing, I just want it over. I am supposed to be on a required one week vacation that I have every year. They aren’t supposed to be calling me into work.

      Once on the 99th floor, the door opens, and I head down the hallway. Compared to the other floors, this one is quite opulent. It’s meant to impress guests, and that it does. The floors are all marble, and there is artwork from all over the world on the walls. Some are on loan, but I am sure Paradigm Alpha owns some. Even the Mona Lisa is here. It might be a copy. It might not be. Paradigm Alpha can afford it, even if they’re renting it.

      Once at the end of the hallway, there is a desk with a single person at it. The woman who is there could pass as a model. Nothing but the best for the rich upper management here. Nodding to her, I say, “Hi Nadine, any idea what is going on?” nodding towards the double doors.

      “I am sorry, I cannot say, Mr. Grady. Please go right in, I have let them know you are here,” she says in a quiet monotone.

      Oh boy, this is bad. Nadine always called me by my first name, Jeff. If she is calling me Mr. Grady, something big is going on. Nodding to her, I say, “Thanks, Nadine,” and I walk towards the door and open it. In the room are four people. My two bosses, Mr. Broady and Mrs. Laman - right now, the two richest people on Earth and off, if you believe they have a moon base. The other two, I don’t recognize. They are both males, large, and wearing suits.

      “Mr. Grady, come in,” says Mrs. Laman. “Please sit there,” she says in a commanding voice, brooking no discussion and pointing to the only empty chair across from the four of them. What the heck is going on? Nodding to her, I go sit in the chair she directed me to and wait to see what this is about.

      Mr. Broady looks nervous, and the two suits simply stare at me, not showing any emotion. Mrs. Laman continues, “Now, we have some questions for you, Mr. Grady. These two gentlemen here are from the FBI. The answers we get will determine the way this discussion will go. But first, please sign this.” She places a piece of thick paper in front of me. I pick it up and see that it’s an NDA or a non-disclosure agreement. I have signed many of those. Including the one I had to sign for the job I do now, as I am not allowed to tell anyone what I actually do here, even other employees, with the exception of Mr. Broady and Mrs. Laman, who already know what I do.

      Reading it over, I see it’s a standard NDA that states I will not talk to anyone about what is being discussed in this meeting, and that the fine if I do would be two million credits and possible jail time. Holy heck! Two million credits? What is going on here! That part isn’t standard. My own contract had a fine of 25,000 credits. Looking up in surprise, I see that the two suits are still staring at me, Mrs. Laman seems impatient, and Mr. Broady keeps wiping his hands on his pants.

      “What is going on here?” I ask slowly.

      “Please sign, and we can discuss it,” she says, tapping the contract on the table.

      “And if I refuse to sign?” I ask, slowly looking at her in the eyes. As soon as I say that, I see a predatory look creep into her eyes.

      “Then these two gentlemen here will be taking you in cuffs on charges of espionage against the government of USACan for giving technology secrets to China,” she says, with an enormous smile on her face. I always thought Mrs. Laman was a beautiful woman for her age, which I guessed to be around late forties, but now her face is nothing but ugly with greed.

      I look at Mr. Broady, who still has that nervous look, and he simply says, “Just sign it, Jeff. Otherwise, these men will take you away, you will be charged, and the outcome for espionage is the death penalty, as I am sure you are aware.”

      “Shut up, William. Let Mr. Grady make his own choice,” she snaps at him.

      “Thelma,” he snaps back at her, “I still own this company or a majority of it, so I would be careful who you tell to shut up.” There is the backbone I knew he had! He didn’t get to where he was by being a nice guy.

      Mrs. Laman flushes, from embarrassment or anger, I am not sure, but she says, “Sorry William, but this is too important, and you know it.”

      “I agree, but I don’t like the method.” What the? The method? What is he talking about?

      Turning back to me, she says again, but without a smile, “Sign. It.”

      Looking at the two suits, I see one of them take out a pair of handcuffs and place them gently on the table, with no change of expression at all. What the heck is going on? There is no way I did any kind of espionage, especially with the Chinese. So the choice is, sign the paperwork for an NDA when I have no clue what the discussion is going to be about, or get charged, jailed, and executed for something I didn’t do?

      Taking the pen that is on the table already, I sign my name at the bottom. In the spot where you put your fingerprint on the smart e-paper, I press my thumbprint to it. I then turn the paper around and offer it to Mrs. Laman to look at. She confirms that I signed it, asks for the pen I still have in my hands, signs it herself where it says witness, and thumbprints it as well.

      “Thank you, Jeff. I am sorry I had to do this, but once we talk about it, you will see why. These two gentlemen are from the FBI, but from a small division you would not have heard about,” Mrs. Laman says, her demeanor doing a total 180. “And I am also sorry I had to do this to you,” she says, pulling away a section of the contract that had seemed blank to me. I look and see writing that hadn’t been visible before.

      “What the hell!” I say in shock, as I grab the contract and read the section that was just uncovered.

      I also hereby give my body and my mind to Paradigm Alpha. I agree to abide by their choices for my welfare, work location, and job title from now until I die. I shall not in any way, shape, or form fight Paradigm Alpha in any Court of Law regarding the terms of this contract. I also agree not to discuss it with anyone, as I have given away my rights to Paradigm Alpha with my admission of guilt for espionage against the government of USACan for giving technology to the Chinese government that would have allowed China to bypass the Satellite Defense Network and kill millions of USACan Citizens.

      “What?” I scream at them in horror. “I did none of those things, and you know it!”

      “Be that as it may,” one of the suits finally says, “You are now the property of Paradigm Alpha and the USACan government, to do with as we see fit.”

      “Agent Mead? If you will allow me?” Mr. Broady says to the agent.

      Nodding, the agent sits back. “Now, Jeff, we are sorry we did this to you, but you have to understand we have a good reason,” he starts.

      “Mr. Broady, what good reason would you have for making me a damn slave!” I ask him hotly.

      “William, call me William,” he continues, ignoring my brief outburst. Sighing, he sits back. “Trust me. We have a significant reason. Where do you think we will be in, say, ten, twenty years from now?” he asks me. The question throws me off guard, and my anger disappears in a puff of smoke.

      I look at him oddly and ask, “You mean Paradigm Alpha? Probably richer, better tech. Why?”

      “No, not Paradigm Alpha, the world. Earth?”

      I laugh at that question. “Knowing the way things are going, probably in a nuclear apocalypse.” But I stop laughing when I notice no one else at the table is laughing with me. “What, seriously?”

      “Seriously,” says the other suit. “Name is Agent White. No. It’s not a code name,” he says at my raised eyebrow. “Our projections say that within a year, there will be another nuclear warhead detonated somewhere on Earth, and the chances of it being in the USACan are very high. So, with the help of Paradigm Alpha, the USACan government has come up with a plan to save as many people as possible.”

      “You mean the rich and those who can afford it,” I tell him bitterly. Yeah, sure, save the human race. Right.

      “No, we will be saving many genetic samples. We have been for the last two years,” he says.

      What? Genetic samples? How is getting genetic samples from people saving them? “I don’t get it? What do you mean samples? You have been collecting humans?” I ask him, confused.

      “No, samples. Blood DNA samples.”

      “And how is that going to save humanity?” I ask, perplexed at his answer.

      “Are you sure you want him in on this?” he asks both my bosses, and both of them answer quickly, “Yes!”

      Sighing, he turns back to me. “We have collected over three million blood DNA samples. Over one million female egg cells, or oocytes, and over one million male sperm cells. These are stored in a deep bunker on the moon. What we need is an administrator to watch over the system,” he finishes.

      I gape at him in shock. I am not sure if it’s the number of samples they have collected or the fact that we have a base on the moon. I guess my brain knows which one since I blurt out, “We have a base on the moon?”

      “We do, but we need someone to watch over them, for when, as you called it, the nuclear apocalypse happens, and it’s over. We need someone to watch the system with all the human minds in it.” It takes me a second or two to finally clue into what he just said.

      “What! What do you mean, human minds?” I ask him.

      “And this is where we get to the chief issue. We cannot take humans as they are. They would die. So we will upload folks onto what we call The Doomsday System. Think of it as a big VR system, but for human consciousness. The technology works, thanks to Paradigm Alpha. Most folks can be uploaded, but they are just on pause, as it were. Not able to interact with The Doomsday System. Think of it more like storage,” he says.

      “So wait, you want me to get uploaded with them, so I can watch over them? But how is that going to work when my brain will be in storage? And I hope you aren’t going to say you have some kind of new technology that will make me immortal,” I tell him with a nervous laugh.

      “No, you will be uploaded along with them. But there is something unique about you,” Mrs. Laman says quietly.

      I give her a questioning look and ask, “And what’s that? I am a simple bug tracker, Mrs. Laman. You know that. I have been doing that for the last 12 years. And I am not being vain when I say I am quite good at it.”

      “And do you know why you are so good at it?” she asks me, instead of commenting on what I said.

      “I pay attention to details?” I say, perplexed by her question.

      “Nope,” she says with a smile, a truly genuine smile. “The reason you are so good at it is that for some reason, your brain is able to separate what is real and what is not. When you are under for VR, your brainwaves, for some reason we have not been able to validate or copy, go into overdrive, which allows you to go past the boundaries of the normal systems. Honestly, we were studying you while you were working under VR, which has allowed us to create some of the technology we have today for the new VR systems.”

      “What do you mean real and not real?” I ask her, puzzled.

      “When most folks go into VR, it’s hard for them to tell what is real and what isn’t. You, on the other hand, can, which is what makes it so easy for you to find bugs in the game. You can pull yourself away from the ‘game’ long enough to see something’s not meant to be there,” William says now. “Do you know why we tell you not to tell folks what you do for your job? As a bug finder, I mean?” he says.

      “I just thought it was because of the NDA,” I tell him.

      William shakes his head. “No, it’s because you are the only one,” he says.

      “What? No, that’s impossible! You have an entire team on floor nine here that does only that, they find bugs,” I say in disbelief.

      “Oh, they do. But in the code itself. Not in the game. You are the only one who does that since you are the only one that can.”

      I stare at him in utter shock. What does he mean, I am the only one! I can’t be the only one finding bugs and glitches while in the games that Paradigm Alpha creates! That would be ludicrous.

      “Why do you think our games are so much better than the competition, Jeff?” Mrs. Laman says with pride. “It’s because of you. You find errors in days that our coders or debuggers would spend months, or even years finding. That is why we are able to get games to market so much faster.”

      “I honestly don’t know what to say. If I am so important for this company, why are you doing what you are to me?”

      All four people at the table have the grace to blush at that comment. Mrs. Laman is the one who answers, after shocking me by putting her hand over mine. “Because, we need you. Jeff, we are entrusting you with our care for a long time. There isn’t anyone else who can do this. You will one day wake up, and if the worst comes to be and we on Earth have destroyed each other, you will be our last bastion of hope. You will be our protector, our savior, and our salvation.”

      “Laying it pretty thick, aren’t we Thelma?” William says with a soft laugh.

      “No, he needs to know how serious this is, and why I have put most of my own money and time into this.”

      “So,” I say awkwardly, “how is this supposed to work? I hope I am not going to the moon? I mean, how are you going to keep me alive for what may amount to thousands of years, until the Earth can be lived on again?”

      At my question, the two owners of Paradigm Alpha look at each other oddly. Finally, Thelma is the one to look back at me and answer. “Your body won’t be alive,” she tells me softly.

      “But,” I say, confused, “how am I supposed to watch over everyone in VR if I am dead?”

      “We will upload your mind to The Doomsday System servers, and there you will live your days out in a game until the AIs of the system feel that it’s time, and you will be pulled out of the game to begin the reseeding of Earth. We cannot trust that part to the AIs at all. They are smart, but they aren’t human,” Thelma says softly.

      “Wait, you want me to play a game for thousands of years?” I ask them all in astonishment.

      “Yes, but to you it won’t be thousands of yours. We will be telling the AIs to make it so that the time dilation for you is 10:1. For every ten years outside the game for you, it will be one year in-game. So if you are in-game for 1,000 years, it will only feel like 100 years. And if you play a long-lived race, you should be fine,” William chimes in.

      “Wait, what game am I going to be playing?” I ask them suspiciously. If it’s the pirate game Hooked Ships, forget it.

      “You will be playing a completely new game that has been created with feedback from all the other games, and built by the AIs. We have shown you snippets of it to find bugs, but you have found none. So we know the game is solid with no bugs,” he says proudly.

      “Wait! Are you talking about game X? I thought that was a new game coming out next year and that you just didn’t have a name for it!” I exclaim.

      “Yes, you will play that one, but we are not giving it a name. This will be a new world for you to explore.”

      
        
        Looking around the table at the eager faces, I don’t know what to say. I mean, I don’t have much choice, but to play a game for such a long time and actually be that character? I mean, how many times have I wished while playing a game for fun that I could just escape and be in the game forever as my character? So, instead of trying to escape from it, I grin at them and say, “Sign me up!”

        Get your copy here!
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