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      The night sounds are something I’m still not used to. I used to live in the city, so I was used to cars, horns blaring, screeching tires; not the hooting of owls or the howling of wolves. Or the burrowing of little things in the forest.

      “What’s wrong, Alex?” says a quiet voice from down around my chest.

      “Sorry, Leeha, I couldn’t sleep. I guess I’m still getting used to living in a different world,” I whisper in the dark.

      For the last couple of days we have been seeing signs that others are around, so we’ve been sleeping without a fire. The nights are cooler, but with the three of us huddled together we have been keeping warm. Bridget has been making her body warmer for me to lay against. Leeha is an Elf, and she says they are used to sleeping outdoors and I am the weak one, but she said it with a smile, so I know she’s only teasing.

      “We aren’t far from the Lake of Ruins,” Leeha says. “I’m truly worried about what we will find there,” she continues with some unease.

      “Alex will figure things out,” Bridget says, her voice also coming from on my chest.

      I used to rarely sleep on my back, but I’ve taught myself get used to it fast. It’s been worth it, with Bridget sleeping on one side of me, keeping me warm with her body, and Leeha sleeping on the other side, also keeping me warm; both of them laying with their heads on my chest.

      “I am concerned about this Portal thing,” I tell them. “It sounds like the thing that brought me here, or that my God threw me through, so I’m not sure what’s going on.”

      “You think he might be involved?” Leeha asks me, lifting her head and looking at me in the dark. I know she can see me, despite the lack of light.

      “I wish I knew,” I answer with a sigh. “I know he said he was giving me powers to protect myself, but I am not sure how this would be protecting me. I am in more danger right now than I would have been if I stayed in my world. This Portal, for example, at the Lake of Ruins. The quest I was given was to stop a horde invasion from Hell! I mean, God told me that Hell was overpopulated, so what’s the point of this? Is he looking to have worlds taken over this way? As a way to ease the pressure?”

      “You think he would do that?” Leeha asks me.

      “I’m not sure. Maybe?” I say in frustration.

      “We shall figure it out, Alex,” Bridget says, rubbing her hand on my chest.

      I need to figure out this Magic stuff as well. I know I can use it either by saying it or thinking about it. But I keep saying it out loud and it’s a habit I need to break. I can think faster than I can speak. I was talking to the girls about it, and they said they could help me. When I asked how, Leeha suggested they could slap me each time I say a spell out loud. Thank God she was smiling when she said it, or I would have thought she was serious. In the end, I made a deal with them. Every time I say a spell out loud, I need to stop and do 30 pushups. I had to explain to them what that was, but once I did, Leeha readily agreed. In the last two days, I’ve only had to stop nine times.

      “We should get up. The sun will rise in about 20 minutes or so,” Leeha says, snuggling deeper into me.

      “You don’t look like you’re getting up,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      “Hush, you’re warm. That is why I am not getting up,” she says with her face buried in my chest.

      “That’s only thanks to Bridget,” I tell her with a laugh.

      “I like being the hot one,” Bridget says.

      “Oh, and trust me, you are hot,” I tell her with a grin. “But you’re right. We should be getting up. We need to find food. Unless some Macoa comes out of the bush suddenly.” I look up at the treetops with hope, but after 20 seconds of all three of us looking, there’s no sign of that damn yummy bird. Sighing, I say, “Guess not.”

      “We can’t cook it anyhow,” Leeha says, getting off of me and brushing herself off. “We are too close to the Lake of Ruins. We will need to begin traveling quieter. The good thing is, you have taken to the lessons I am teaching you. I would say you are quieter than most humans now,” she tells me with a proud smile, like a teacher would give to a student.

      “I have to say the same about your English,” I tell her with the same smile.

      It’s true. Leeha’s English has been getting much better. She has finally broken out of her I fucking hate this language stage and has upgraded to this language is dumb. It’s a start, I think with a chuckle.

      “So, I know you said that this Demon Horde thing that happened before on Boromour was over 100,000 years ago, but are you sure you can’t tell me much about it?” I ask Leeha.

      “Not really,” she says with a disappointed sigh, upset at not having much info. “All we know is that it happened once, and it almost wiped out all the races except the except those that are left on Boromour.”

      “What happened? How did it end? I assume it ended well since you are all still here.”

      Nodding, she says, “Yes, but some races were completely wiped out. And we didn’t cause the demise of the Demons. History says they just suddenly stopped during the last battle, turned around, and left through the Portal again. Though I was not aware before that the Portal to Hell was at the Lake of Ruins.”

      Hmm, I wonder if this is like a timed event in a game? Maybe the Horde invasion hit a timer and it was done? What do I know? This is not my world. I have tried to call God multiple times to ask him what the Hell, literally, is going on, but no response. I guess I am on my own now.

      Suddenly, we hear the snap of a branch, and we all stop where we are and crouch down. We are inside a small bush that had enough space inside of it for us to lie down in, and still stay out of the elements in case it rained. I look at Bridget and without speaking out loud, I tell her through our connection, “Scout and tell me what you see, but stay hidden,” and she vanishes.

      Leeha walks over to me. “It might be trouble,” she whispers in my ear.

      I nod to let her know I agree. Then, Bridget says, “Two men. Both have swords. No robes. So no Mages.”

      I whisper in Leeha’s ear and let her know what Bridget had just informed me. She nods.

      Then, I hear a voice just outside of our hiding place. “I am sure the tracks lead to here, but they just disappear,” says a deep voice.

      “And you’re sure the tracks weren’t an animal’s, Trag?” says another voice, but this one is high pitched.

      “Pretty sure, Lar,” the voice of this Trag person says, but now he sounds uncertain. “But the boss wants us to scout anything we find odd, and this would qualify, right?”

      Lar sighs in irritation. “Yeah. Fuck, I hate doing night patrol. I want my bed and a warm fire.”

      “As if we will get that,” Trag replies with a snort. “We don’t warrant a cabin. It’s sleeping on the ground in the forest for us again. But Largo said that if we find something worthwhile, he will let us sleep in one of the lodges for a night.”

      “Largo is a liar. He only thinks of himself. He wants to impress Brakan. I can’t blame him. He’s a pretty powerful Fire Mage. Did you see what he did to that last guy?” Lar says.

      “Shit. Yeah. Burned the poor fucker to a crisp, from the inside out,” Trag says in disgust.

      “Well, I hope that there is something out here,” Lar says. “I would love to sleep under a roof tonight, maybe Largo will change his mind.”

      I point Leeha to the left and she nods. Suddenly she’s gone, quiet as a mouse. I don’t move because honestly, I am not silent enough to move without being detected yet.

      “Bridget, I need a distraction. Can you cause a small fireball to hit a tree behind them? I want them to turn around.” I think Fire, for her to use the power. While she can use the Elements independently, we have found she has more control, and it’s more potent, if I use the keyword.

      “On it,” she says. Seconds later, I hear a loud cracking sound.

      “What’s that!” the voice of Lar shouts.

      “It came from over there. Look, there’s smoke coming off that tree!” Trag says. “Careful, maybe one of those monsters who can use Magic is around!”

      While they’re distracted, I slowly make my way out of the bush, staying low to the ground while I move. Once I am most of the way through the bush, I spot the two men. They are both facing the tree that Bridget had hit with her Fireball spell away from me.

      Wind. Wind Arrow, I think in English, and next to me appears an arrow that I can barely see, but I know is solid, even though it’s made of air. I shoot the arrow and hit the man on the right directly in the back of his head, the Wind Arrow punching through and blood exploding outward, his body hitting the ground, dead, seconds later.

      Wind Arrow Spell used. 10 points of power used.

      The man next to him, who, judging by his voice is Trag, shouts, “What the Hell!” and jumps away, just as a Fire Arrow flies through the space he had just been standing in.

      Trag turns quickly in the direction the Fire Arrow had come from and sees Leeha, who is now standing about ten feet behind him. Shit, I didn’t even see her move, myself!

      Instead of getting angry about a friend dying, he grins. “Oh, looky here. We have a fucking Elf bitch. Man, Brakan will be happy with me tonight for bringing him a Magic-user,” he says, bringing his sword up.

      “How do you figure you’ll do that, human?” Leeha asks him with her own grin.

      “Easy, it’s just you and me, and you Elf Mages suck. I only need to avoid your magical arrow,” Trag says with a chuckle.

      “Oh no, so you just need to avoid my one magical arrow, do you?” she says in mock panic, her hands on her cheeks.

      “That’s right,” he says, swinging his sword around as if getting ready to attack, but there is confusion on his face at how Leeha is acting towards him.

      “Can you tell me how far we will have to walk to get to this Brakan when you take me?” Leeha asks him in a sweet voice.

      “What?” Trag asks, now sounding really confused.

      “Gods, you are dense. Let me ask so you can understand. How. Far. Are. We. From. The. Lake. Of. Ruins,” Leeha says, saying each word slowly and loudly as if she is speaking to an idiot.

      “Why you!” Trag yells, bringing his sword up, but he stops suddenly when he sees there is not just one, but four Water Arrows on either side of her.

      Leeha grins at him maliciously. “Now will you answer me?”

      “I need only to stop your Water Arrows,” he says with a sneer. “I can knock those out of the air easily enough.”

      Deciding that’s my cue, I stand up from the bush, making enough noise so that he hears me, and I think Fire, Fire Arrow, repeating that six times until I have the maximum I can call up, which is thirty-six arrows.

      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.

      “Think you can knock mine out?” I ask him with a grin of my own.

      Trag looks at all the Fire Arrows aimed at him with a look of calculation. After a minute, he must decide the odds are not in his favor, as he throws his sword down and lifts his hands into the air.

      “Smart move,” I tell him. “Now, we are about to have a little chat, you and I. Bridget, get rid of that body, please?” I say without looking for her. Earth, I think in English, for her to use that power.

      “Got it!” she says. Hearing a noise, Trag looks down and sees the earth move and suck his friend into the ground, and within seconds there is no sign that someone named Lar was even there.

      Trag looks up at me, and the look of confidence he was wearing earlier has now turned to one of fear.

      “Who are you?” he whispers.
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      “Doesn’t really matter now, does it? Just answer her question,” I tell him.

      Trag looks at me incredulously. “You want me to answer an Elf?” he says.

      Seconds later he is screaming in pain, as I had just shot one of the Fire Arrows into his left upper leg. Right in the meaty part too, where I know it truly hurts. With a thought, I cancel that Fire Arrow, and it disappears. Trag is left holding his leg, whimpering in pain.

      I look at Leeha and ask her, “Are they all like this towards Elves?”

      “Not just Elves. Any race that isn’t human,” Leeha says with a shrug.

      Man, I really do have my work cut out for me if I want to change the ideology of these people. I mean, even in my world, slavery and racist views took ages to change, and it wasn’t an overnight thing.

      Sighing, I walk over to Trag, who is down on the ground, moaning in pain. At least since I used a Fire Arrow, it cauterized the wound so he doesn’t bleed out. I remove his hands from his wound and place my hand there instead, and I say to Bridget, “Heal, please.” Trag looks up at me in fear.

      “Are you sure? Your third Chakra might open,” she says worriedly.

      “Yes. I am not that close to it yet,” I tell her. “And this is a small heal. Just take the pain away, leave the scars there as a reminder. And don’t worry, I know that I will have that side effect after,” I say with a smile in my voice. I definitely don’t mind the side effect of needing to have sex with her to avoid pain later. It just means I now have a week before I need to take care of that.

      My hand on Trag’s leg begins to throw off a green light, almost the color of emeralds. Then the light stops and Trag looks at me in amazement.

      “Just who are you? Are you a God?” he whispers.

      “God?” I say to him, standing up. “Not even close. Now, are you going to answer this young lady’s question, or am I going to put another one of these Fire Arrows in some other body part?” I ask him, waving to the arrows still floating on either side of me.

      Trag looks at them quickly, swallows, and then turns to Leeha, blurting out, “A full day’s hard walk.”

      “How many are out on patrol?” Leeha asks him.

      “There are only four groups of two each, as it’s getting harder and harder to get men and keep this a secret. It doesn’t help that Brakan keeps killing men like they are easily replaceable,” Trag says with a sneer of disdain.

      “No love lost between you and him? But you are still following his orders?” I ask with a raised eyebrow.

      “That man loves nothing but power. And he pays in gold. Lots of it. This black Portal thing is his way of gaining more power.”

      “Yes, well,” I say with a grimace. “Something tells me that what Brakan is bringing out of that Portal isn’t going to help him.”

      “What do you mean?” Trag asks slowly.

      “Something is going to come through that Portal once it’s energized enough. And I have a feeling that compared to the other monster races, this is much worse. Not that the monster races you all seem to denigrate are bad, they’re just different,” I tell him with a shrug.

      “What can be worse than those things,” he says with a snort.

      “Demons,” I tell him.

      I am not even sure he will even know what that is. Leeha had told us that the Elves had an oral history of the last battle, but that was it. She said the previous time in their recollected memory that there was an invasion of Demons from Hell was so long ago, it was even before Elemental Summoners were around. That’s a long fucking time, since if I remember correctly, God said the first Elemental Summoner was introduced to Boromour over 100,000 years ago. He never mentioned anything about the Demons though. Maybe because he didn’t want to give away his plans?

      He did talk to me about giving me game mechanics so that he could one day bring game mechanics this or another world. But he told me his plan was primarily to introduce Blessing Tokens here on Boromour so that people would be able to see how many they need in order to get into Heaven and stay out of the overcrowded Hell worlds. He never once mentioned this Horde thing. Did he do it on purpose? He said he was going to deposit me away from the Cities so that I would not be overwhelmed when I first got here. But did he have another reason? Like not being influenced by other humans if I met them first and had them show me that as a human, I should have hate for all other monster races?

      Maybe my meeting up with Leeha wasn’t accidental. I know I picked the direction I took, but perhaps he had plans in place if I had picked the opposite way? I shake my head and realize that Trag is still staring at me with a perplexed look on his face.

      “Demons?” he finally says, and there is some scorn in his voice. “The things that parents use to scare their children into going to sleep?”

      “Do you humans not have memories of the Demon Horde invasion?” Leeha asks incredulously.

      “The what?” Trag asks her, sounding baffled.

      “The Demon Horde invasion? It almost wiped out all the races in this world. Some of them were wiped out. There used to be over twenty of what we call the Primary races. Right now, there are only six.”

      “You Elves still use that Primary race shit?” Trag says with a sneer. “There is only one race, and that is humans. The rest of you are all monsters.”

      Trag screams in pain as another Fire Arrow slams into his leg, in the exact same spot as the one before. Just as quickly as it appeared, the arrow is gone and he is once again holding his leg in pain, tears streaming down his face.

      “Insult her again,” I tell him with heat in my voice, “and the next one goes through that small dick of yours. Do I make myself clear?”

      Trag looks up at me with pain in his face, and he nods quickly.

      “Good. Now you said we are a hard day’s walk from the Lake of Ruins, and that there are three other groups out there. Are they heading this way?” I ask him.

      “No,” he grunts. “We each took a cardinal point. I took the South.”

      “What does security at the camp look like?” Leeha asks him.

      He looks at her before answering, and I can tell he is thinking about answering her with lies, so I shoot a Fire Arrow at the ground right next to his crotch. He looks down at it as it continues to burn, crackling in the air. Then he looks up at me with panic and nods his head. I release the Fire Arrow.

      “The camp has over 50 men. Brakan is there, surrounded by 20 other Mages. Plus he has a contingent of 30 or so soldiers from the City of Proper.”

      “And the four groups out on patrol, minus Lar from yours,” I tell him.

      “Yes,” he nods quickly.

      “What about groups that are out getting the races who can do Magic?” Leeha asks him suddenly, peering at him hard.

      “Yes,” he nods quickly again. “There is that group as well. Though we have not seen them. They were sent to get some elves from a nearby Elf Homestead, but we have not heard from them yet.”

      “Yeah, and you won’t,” I tell him with a grin. “Let’s just say they are dead, and the Elves they took are on their way to another Homestead. Though, they did kill off the rest of the Elves from that Homestead. Maybe I should kill you, since you work for the man who sent them,” I say to him with anger in my voice.

      “No, wait! I can tell you something else about the camp!” he shouts suddenly, both hands out towards me.

      “What’s that? And it better be good, because otherwise the rest of these Fire Arrows are going to be going into something soft,” I tell him with a glare.

      Truthfully, I doubt he can tell me much, but I am willing to listen. I would rather not kill every single person I meet as an enemy here. Honestly, the idea of killing on Earth would have disgusted me, but here I seem to be all right with it. Maybe when God created this body he tweaked something in my brain that makes it so it doesn’t bother me? Does that mean that me hating how the humans here on Boromour treat all the races was also added into me?

      The more I think about it though, I doubt it. Even when I was on Earth, I hated seeing anything remotely like this, so I doubt that he did anything to me. But the killing part is different. Since I’ve been here, I’ve killed with no remorse. That’s not normal with the way I was raised. Is it?

      “There is a way to get into their camp. Or at least into the back of it. They are using a cave to hold their supplies, to keep everything out of the weather. Outside of that is the camp, and then next to that is the Portal, fifty feet from the cave entrance on the beach,” he cries.

      “And how does that help me?” I ask him with a frown.

      “There is a hidden way to get inside that cave that Lar and I found,” he replies.

      “Hmm,” I say, looking at him closely to gauge if he is lying. I glance at Leeha. “What do you think?”

      “He could be lying,” she says with a shrug. “But we can always just tie him up and put him to sleep up in a tree, and then come back and kill him if he is lying,” she says with a grin, staring at Trag while she speaks.

      “Honest! I’m not lying!” he screams.

      “So, how do we get to this place?” I ask.

      “Yeah, about that,” he says awkwardly. “I need to find it again.”

      I make the Fire Arrows on either side of me move forward by a foot. On seeing that, Trag screams, “I have a rough idea! I just can’t remember it enough to tell you exactly where!”

      “So you expect me to bring you with us? Keep you alive, but trust that you won’t yell out when we are there and have the whole camp jump on my ass?” I tell him with a laugh. “Not going to happen.”

      “Collar?” Leeha asks me.

      “Nope, I want to test something,” I tell her, crouching down until I am staring directly into Trag’s eyes.

      “What are you going to do to me?” he asks me nervously.

      “Nothing much. Nothing painful, or so I hope,” I tell him with a grin.

      I dispel all the Fire Arrows that are left, and Trag looks over swiftly before looking back at me with panic in his eyes.

      I know that I can’t make someone tell the truth using Mind. But I was able to make Leeha fall asleep using the spell Sleep. So I can do some Mind spells apparently. I decide to try something.

      “Bridget?” I say out loud.

      “Yes?” she says from behind me. Trag looks at her in shock, as she wasn’t standing there a second ago.

      Mind, I think, and Bridget transforms. Trag’s eyes widen in astonishment, but then he looks away and swallows, making me laugh. Yeah, don’t stare at her when she is in that form buddy. In English, I think of a spell command. Make it so that if my target even thinks of betraying us, he will feel violently ill.

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      Yes! It didn’t fail, so that means it took. Good to know. 

      “Thanks Bridget, you can revert back,” I tell her, looking over my shoulder, and I just catch a glimpse of her in purple before I take in her Elven form with her reddish hair, and the curves in all the right places. Especially her bust. Honestly, I have yet to meet an Elf who isn’t busty. Are they all like that? Even the young one, Jila, wasn’t lacking in that department. I mean, they weren’t as large as Leeha’s or even Bridget’s, but definitely more than the humans I saw when I was in the City of Lomar.

      “Done,” she says with a grin.

      “What did you do?” Leeha asks me curiously.

      “I made it so that each time he attempts to betrays me, he will get more violently ill until eventually, he will die,” I tell her with a smile. I will have to tell her later that he won’t die, but I am hoping he will be so violently ill that he will wish he had.

      “Now, I will start simple,” I say, looking at Trag. “Will you betray us?”

      “No,” he says, but then his face turns ashen and he turns to the side and throws up the last thing he ate. I get up and move back quickly.

      “Let me ask again, Trag, will you betray me?” I ask him.

      “No,” he says, shaking his head, and again, he turns over and throws up, but more strongly this time. He had turned onto his hands and knees this time.

      “Once more, and I am sure you are feeling worse and worse every time,” I tell him with a grin. “Will you betray me?”

      “No,” he says, not even looking up at me, and this time he doesn’t get sick. When he doesn’t puke, he flops over onto his back, away from the mess, and looks up at me with a beaten look on his face. “No, I will not betray you.”

      “Good, because I am pretty sure if you had said no a third time and did not mean it, you would have had your insides on the ground instead of what you ate earlier today,” I tell him with a smile.
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      “Are you going to try that again?” I ask a puking Trag.

      “No,” he says in a miserable voice.

      It seems that trying to run away is considered betraying me. I had not even thought of him trying to run. The first time he did it was when he wanted to go for a piss. He got all of twenty feet before he stopped and fell over puking bile, as he had nothing else left in his stomach at this point.

      This was attempt number three of trying to run away, and it was the hardest I have ever seen someone throw up. He only made it a couple of feet this time. I’m not sure my jest of saying his insides would come out next time was actually a jest, at this point.

      I did have a chance to tell Leeha what the spell truly did, and she just grinned at me and shook her head and told me I was devious.

      She also wondered if she could use Spell Commands. I am teaching her English, so why not? I worry more about the power consumption when doing it. If she only can use so much power per day without exhausting herself, and those who have Magic have a certain finite amount, I don’t want her to use all her power. I mean, me using a spell command right now uses 1,000 points of power. When I told her it would be like casting 100 Water Arrows, she looked nervous.

      I know from talking to Bridget, that a Mage’s Elemental converts the energy I once saw in the air into power. But draining herself of power isn’t something Leeha wants to do. I know she has been increasing her power so that she has the ability to use more than one spell at once, as in using Water Arrow twice, but we aren’t sure if it also increases the power pool she has to pull from.

      We had gotten close to where Trag said the hidden entrance was, and so he had tried to leave. It seems that it’s taking him longer to recover after each one of his betrayals. I would heal him, but that would defeat the purpose of stopping him from doing shit like that. Even Leeha had asked if I should heal him. I shook my head and told her that he would just attempt it again. The fact that Leeha, an Elf, is worried about a human says much about her personality. She might hate humans, but she hates to see someone in pain even more.

      Trag looks up from his last bout of puking and wipes his mouth. He looks pale. I’m not surprised, as I am sure if I were puking like he was, I would be exhausted. I remember getting the stomach flu once, and it was brutal. This looks worse.

      “It’s just over that ridge,” he says, pointing out the direction we need to take. The ridge is more like a small hill covered in trees, with a small stream running next to it.

      “Well, shall we?” I say, waving him forward.

      He stands up straight and walks towards me, since he needs to pass me to get to the ridge. He stops beside me and looks at me. “How are you doing this?” he asks me accusingly. “You said you were not a God.”

      “I’m not,” I tell him with a grin. “But the abilities I have were given to me by a God.”

      He searches my face, as if to see if I am pulling his leg. When he sees I am not laughing, he nods and continues towards the ridge.

      Leeha comes to me and whispers, “You know you might be strong enough to be considered a God.”

      “Get enough Mages or soldiers against me,” I tell her, shaking my head, “and I can die. That is why we are sneaking in. I doubt I can take on that whole camp. I am sure some God would be able to fight off an entire City.”

      “True. But Alex, do not think yourself weak,” she says with a smile.

      “I don’t. Not with you and Bridget at my side.”

      “And don’t you forget it,” Bridget says, coming up on my other side and hugging me quickly.

      “I doubt the two of you will let me,” I say, kissing her. Leeha pokes me and I look over and see she is smiling at me. With a chuckle, I kiss her as well.

      I turn back to head towards Trag, and he is turned around, looking at us in disgust. Right, humans hate that shit. I need to do it more. With my arms around both Leeha’s and Bridget’s waists, I walk towards him.

      “You know that’s disgusting,” he begins to say, but I expected something from him, so I had thought Earth, Mud Ball and promptly threw it at him. It slams into his stomach, throwing him a good four feet with a loud humph sound, and he ends up on his ass.

      I keep walking, so by the time I reach him, he is coughing and trying to get his breath back. I look down at him. “Say something like that again,” I reply in a deathly quiet voice, “and the next one will be an Arrow through your stomach, not a mud ball. Do I make myself clear?” I wait until he gets his breath back.

      He nods and gets up slowly. I walk up to him until I am right in front of him, and since I am taller than he is, I look down and say in a very soft voice, “Don’t give me a reason to kill you, Trag. I have no love for the humans in this world, even though I am human myself. You all disgust me with your actions towards others, and I don’t mean other humans. I doubt you will be around long enough, but I am going to be changing this world. And if it means doing it one person at a time, so help me, there are going to be a lot of dead humans.”

      Trag looks at me and seeing the seriousness in my face, he swallows and nods.

      “Good. Now show me this entrance,” I tell him, pointing up the small ridge.

      Trag simply turns around and heads up the ridge with me, Bridget, and Leeha following him.

      “Keep an eye open, go invisible, in case I need you,” I tell Bridget.

      “Will do,” she says and disappears.

      “Expecting trouble?” Leeha whispers to me in Elvish, knowing that no human speaks it.

      “Yes. While Trag might think they are the only ones who found this entrance, it doesn’t sound like this Brakan dude is stupid. Ruthless yes, stupid no. So I would rather not take a chance,” I reply back, speaking in Elvish as well.

      Then, without warning, an arrow comes out of nowhere and gets stopped by a wall of Air.

      “Archer in the trees, upper left, that large tree with the bark missing near the top,” Bridget cries.

      Mind, Sleep, I cast, knowing the Archer would be looking directly at me. Suddenly I hear a crashing sound, and the body of someone falls out of the treetop, hitting branches on the way down before slamming into the ground.

      “Any more?” I ask Bridget quickly.

      “Yes, there was one more, but I took care of him. I took his head off with a Wind Blade.”

      “Good. Thanks, Bridget.”

      Trag looks at the falling archer in surprise. Well, I guess he wasn’t aware he’d be there. Or is he surprised the archer fell out of the tree? Since he isn’t puking his guts out, it would be safe to hazard that he didn’t know the archer was there.

      He turns to me almost in a panic. “I didn’t know!”

      “I figured as much when you weren’t puking your guts. So it looks like you and Lar were not the only ones who know about this entrance. That looked like a trap to me. For who though, I have no clue.”

      “Either a trap or they were guarding the entrance,” Leeha says.

      “You’re right. It’s most likely the latter,” I say, thinking it through.

      “Bridget, was the other person an archer as well?” I ask out loud.

      She appears next to me. “No. She was an Earth Mage.”

      “So one less Mage to worry about. That leaves what? 19 of them?” I say with a snarl.

      “Bridget says those were the only two here. Shall we keep going? Cautiously.” I say.

      Trag looks at me worriedly. I just say to him, “Point out the entrance, and leave the rest to us.”

      He nods hesitantly but then continues up and over the ridge, staying low to the ground, almost crawling. I come up next to him.

      “There,” Trag whispers, pointing.

      I look at where he is pointing, and I see another stream. But this one is bigger, and it’s on the side of a much larger ridge. Actually, I think this would legitimately be called a large hill. He is pointing to a set of rocks that are on the side of the stream.

      “That goes into a natural tunnel system, which will take you to the other side of these large hills. These are butting against the Lake of Ruins. You could just climb over them and get to the beach that way, but if you go this way, if there isn’t anyone else waiting for someone to come this way, you would be less exposed,” Trag says, reluctantly. Guess even thinking of lying is considered betraying.

      “Good. I don’t want you coming in with us, so you will stay here.”

      Trag hesitates. “Can I ask you something?” he blurts out suddenly.

      “Sure?” I answer, wondering what kind of question would make him hesitate like that.

      “You seem close to those Elves,” he says, but then holds up his hand as I start to glare at him. “Hear me out. I hated doing what I did here, but I did it for the money. To me, it didn’t matter if it was human, Elf, or whatever race you wanted to pick on Boromour. I did things for money. I have killed my share of every race. Pick one. But that wasn’t why I was asking you that. You truly do not find them repulsive as everyone else seems to.”

      “You don’t?” I ask him.

      He hesitates even more, but then he answers slowly, glancing quickly at Leeha and Bridget, who are looking at him inquisitively. “When I was younger, I had, shall we say, sex with an Elf. Consensual!” he cries out as Leeha’s countenance starts turning purple, likely thinking he meant rape.

      “I was young and had gotten lost and found a Homestead. I didn’t grow up in the Cities. So, what the City folk seemed to feel for the monster races, I didn’t feel as much. And also, I was drunk. Actually, we were all drunk. At this party, the girl I had met was drinking with me. One thing led to another, and I ended up waking up next to this beautiful Elf girl. Yes,” he retorts quickly, as if expecting us to call him out on it. I look at my two girls, and I’m not about to correct him. “I found her beautiful. It wasn’t until I was around other humans from the Cities more often that I found other races were to be treated with disgust and as I was around other humans, I followed suit. But that wasn’t my question,” he says, shaking his head.

      “Do you really think that what you are doing, as a human, will be well received by the rest of Boromour?”

      “You forget Trag, you are not the only race in this world,” I tell him, putting a hand on Leeha, who was about to reply hotly. “You share a world. You seem to think that humans are the dominant race. You might be right for now. But do you think if all of these monster races, as you called them, banded together and fought, that humans would survive?”

      “They don’t have leadership,” he says with a grunt.

      “Yet,” I tell him with a shit-eating grin. “I was sent by my God to unite the races. And something tells me it can be with the humans or without. Which do you think would survive a full-scale war?” 

      “Fucking Hell,” he says, with dread in his tone.

      But I think he gets it now. I mean, I know God didn’t come out and tell me that was what he wanted, but it seems to all be heading towards that end goal. Otherwise, why make me so powerful? Also, putting me away from the humans, meet an Elf, and then falling for her. I might not have talked to some of the other races yet, but the Rabinis and the Felinis I saw had looked like beautiful people as well, and I’m looking forward to meeting them.

      “Now, I can’t have you coming with us, so you will need to stay here,” I tell him.

      “I understand,” he says, not arguing, and even readily agreeing.

      What has come over him? Leeha must have the same thought, as she is looking at him oddly.

      “Shall we?” I say to Leeha and Bridget, heading towards the entrance that Trag had pointed out to us.
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      Once we get inside the small cave, all I hear is dripping water. I had sent Bridget in first, invisible, to scout, and according to her there was nothing inside the cave’s entrance. Although I use that word loosely. The entrance was so tight that we had to squeeze ourselves in. Especially Leeha, with her ample chest. She glared at me when I chuckled at her.

      I can barely see, but bringing up a light source would not be a good idea right now. I walk forward and trip over a rock, and an arm grabs me.

      “You can’t see?” Leeha asks me in concern.

      “Blind as a bat,” I tell her with an embarrassed smile. “Wait, you can see well enough to see me fall and grab me?”

      “I’m an Elf. We can see in the dark,” she laughs quietly.

      “Shit. And I guess humans here on Boromour can’t?” I ask.

      “Nope,” she says with a chuckle. “Blind as a bat, as you so eloquently said.”

      Once I am standing straight again, thanks to Leeha, I say, “Bridget?”

      “Here,” she says from my right, as Leeha was on my left when she caught me.

      “Any clue what I can do to see in the dark without a huge light illuminating my way?”

      “I am not sure,” she says. “I mean, your second Chakra, The Third Eye, can see Magic in the air, but I doubt that would help,” she says, and I can hear the shrug in her tone.

      “Or maybe it will,” I say with a grin.

      “How so?” she asks, perplexed.

      “Well, let me see if this works first. Can you stay behind me? I don’t need a blinding headache from looking at you,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      I think about opening my Third Eye, my second Chakra.

      Do you wish to turn on your Third Eye?

      With some trepidation, I think, yes. Suddenly, in front of me are clouds of energy. They are all different colors, but predominantly lots of blue and green. Which makes sense since we are in a cave near water, and this place is damp as Hell. But more importantly, what I had figured would happen, has. I can see, thanks to those clouds of Magical power floating all over the place. They are somehow lighting up the area for me to see.

      I mean, it’s not like seeing in broad daylight, but it’s enough that I won’t trip over every rock we come across. I turn to my left slowly, and I see the bright outline of a very female body. It’s entirely blue, and while it’s bright, unlike the first time I saw her this way, Leeha’s water Magic isn’t blinding me.

      “This might work,” I say, turning to Bridget, but then my head explodes in pain. “Shit! Guess I haven’t gotten used to your brightness.”

      “That’s fine,” Bridget says with a giggle. “What if you call me up to use one Magic?”

      “What do you mean?” I ask her with my eyes still closed. I pinch the bridge of my nose, trying to reduce the pain, and slowly, thank God, it eases. Leeha is rubbing my back sympathetically. “You think seeing your body as one Magic that I call up will help?”

      “Yes,” she says.

      “Let’s try that then,” I say, and I try to think of what power I would need instantly in here to fight. Unfortunately, I can’t think of one since I have no clue what I will be battling in here. I decide I want to be quiet, so I go with Wind.

      “Now, try looking at me,” Bridget says.

      I turn to her with my eyes closed, and then I slowly open them. Thankfully, I’m not blinded by a kaleidoscope of colors as I was before, but that is because now, she only has the color of Wind inside her, which is white.

      “Damn, that worked!” I tell her with a grin.

      “Yay!” she says, her white outlined body hugging me.

      It’s odd, though. Looking at her, I can only see the outline of her body and the white Wind Magic inside her, but when I glance at Leeha, superimposed over her Blue Magic outlined body, I can see her Elven self.

      “What?” Leeha asks me, as I am looking at her oddly.

      So I explain what I am seeing when I look at her and when I look at Bridget. By the time I am done, Leeha is nodding.

      “Makes sense, since she doesn’t have a real Elven body. Don’t worry,” Leeha tells Bridget with a laugh, “You still have an amazing body.”

      “She was pouting, wasn’t she?” I ask with a chuckle.

      “Pretty much,” Leeha says as she walks over and hugs Bridget, who is still hugging me. “But to me, she is still sexy as fuck.”

      “I have to agree,” I say, bending down and kissing Leeha, and then Bridget, putting my lips where I think hers are, and getting it right. “This is annoying. Let me try something,” I tell them.

      Sitting down, I close my eyes and focus on my Third Eye. If I can see by the light of the magic, can I focus it more? Right now, it seems like it’s just diffusing the light so I can see. What if I try to focus it so that instead of just seeing by the light of the magic, I can also see things in better detail?

      Nodding to myself, I slowly try to think of that. I open my eyes, and the area is still aglow with magic, and looking up at Bridget, all I see is her magic inside her body. Leeha, I can still see her Elven features. So, I somehow force my vision to see past that image of the magic of Bridget’s. Suddenly I feel almost like something gets uncovered from my eyes, like pulling something off of my eyes. Then, looking up at Bridget, I can now see her features better, including the ones for Leeha. The magic inside their bodies seems more muted as well.

      “Yes! It worked. I can see better now. I can see your features much clearer,” I tell the girls with a grin.

      “Nice!” Leeha says with a smile.

      “Yah!” Bridget shouts happily.

      “But right now, we have a mission.”

      “Right,” Leeha says, nodding. “You can see now?”

      “Yes. The clouds of Magical energy are making it so they reflect off the surface of everything, and I can see with that. And now that I somehow changed how I am seeing, I can see much better, even.”

      “Damn, that would be handy in places even we Elves cannot see.”

      “Like where?”

      “Deep underground. Right now I can see because of the entrance. The light coming in from there gives me enough light to see, and I can also see a light up ahead. That way,” she says, pointing further into the cave.

      I look, and I don’t see it. So I guess I do have limits. I can see things because of the Magic energy’s light, but that’s it.

      I look around, and unexpectedly I see something I didn’t anticipate would be there this soon. Deeper in, I see a light source, and it’s large, as if I am looking at Leeha, but red. I grab the girls and bring them down closer to the ground.

      “I think I just saw a Fire Mage over there,” I whisper, letting go of Leeha and pointing deeper into the cave.”

      “Are you sure?” Leeha asks.

      “Yeah. I only noticed they were there because of the bright red light that is flowing around the rock stone they are hiding behind,” I whisper.

      “Think they heard us?” Bridget whispers.

      “Maybe,” Leeha says, looking up and around. “The acoustics would be good in here. I would say they are waiting for us to come out so they can blast us. I don’t think they’ve left, or I would have seen them run to get help.”

      “What should we do?” I ask.

      Leeha turns to me, and I can see the big grin on her face. “Leave it to me. This is what I did for a living, remember? They won’t even see me or hear me coming. Point out that rock again,” she says.

      So I try to explain as best as I can which rock I am talking about. It takes a couple of minutes, but once she is able to explain to me herself the rock I mean and I know it’s the right one, she nods.

      “Stay here,” she says. And then she is gone. I mean, I can see her, but barely. Damn, is that an Elven thing too? To be able to disappear somehow? I will have to ask her if Elves have a racial ability to hide. The same way they can create that Elven bread of theirs. Though, that might be something different.

      As I am staring at the spot where the rock is, I notice right away when the action starts. First there is a flash, then a streak of red across the way, and then slightly to the left of where that red streak hit, I see two blue streaks fly across the air. Next I hear a cry of pain, and then quiet. I am straining to see what is going on, but I can’t since the distance is too far away. And I also can’t hear anything anymore. All I can hear is the dripping of water hitting the rocks below from the cave’s ceiling.

      “Done,” Leeha’s voice says suddenly from next to me, making me jump a good two feet into the air.

      “Shit!” I say, almost shouting it.

      “What did you do?” I ask her. “I saw a Fire spell shoot across the distance.”

      “Yes. I threw a pebble at that location, and the Mage took the bait and shot a Fire Arrow. I returned the favor and shot a Water Arrow into her chest, and while she was looking down, I created a Water Blade and cut her head off.”

      I stare at her without saying anything, but internally I am thinking, holy Hell, she is good at her job. No wonder she was an assassin.

      “What?” she asks me worriedly as I continue to stare.

      “I am just thinking I am so glad you’re mine, and that we are on the same side,” I tell her with a smile.

      “I am glad you are mine as well,” she says with a big grin.

      “Shall we head deeper in? Now we know I will be able to see a Mage, but if there is a soldier or Archer out there, I won’t see them,” I tell her, gesturing deeper into the cave system.

      “Then we’d better be quiet,” Leeha says, nodding. “You can see in the dark now, so just let me go first. The good thing is Bridget in her current form, Wind I assume, can’t be seen. If she was in her Fire form, it would be like lighting a bonfire.”

      “Yeah. You’re right, she is in Wind form, so I will keep her in that,” I tell her.

      With that, Leeha takes the lead, and as quietly as I can, I follow her, using the light from the Magical Energy to see by. What is odd is when I walk through a cloud of Magical energy, I feel a tingling on my skin. Like the little red cloud I went through; it felt warm. When I went through that blue cloud, I felt droplets on my face. The white felt like a breeze hitting my face, and the Earth one was the oddest. It smelled like cut grass.

      As we head deeper in, now and then Leeha holds up her hand to stop us. I can barely hear Bridget. I have to look twice to make sure she is behind me, and each time she is. It makes sense since she isn’t really ‘alive’, so she cannot leave a trace on the ground or make a sound. She is in her wind form, and a couple of times I catch her floating above the cave floor slightly. The second time I catch her doing that, she just waves at me, and even though I cannot see her face on the white-colored contoured body, I know she is grinning at me.

      “Halt and identify yourself,” says a male voice in the distance. Shit, no Magical outline, so it’s not a Mage.

      Deciding to bullshit my way out, I shout, “Trag and Lar send me. I have a message about that Elven Village we were sent to get the slaves from.”

      “Crap,” says the voice. “Did they fuck it up that bad? Come on forward. Are you alone?”

      “Yes,” I say, motioning to Leeha to hide. “Bridget, can you hide and go see how many there are?”

      “I can,” she says.

      “Where are Lar and Trag?” the voice asks me suspiciously.

      “They ran into a problem with other,” shit what were they called? Right, “slavers. Our group ran into them, and Lar and Trag were able to help us. But some of us died, so they stayed to help move the slaves here. I was sent by them to get the message to you quickly.”

      “Good idea. Did Glenda let you through?” he asks me.

      “Yes. The one in the red robe? I didn’t know her name. I explained the same thing to her, and she sent me ahead.”

      “That bitch. She should have come with you. She probably wants me to take you out of here and leave my post. Come on, let’s go see Brakan. He will wish to know about this. She probably didn’t want to stand in front of Brakan. The man scares her,” the voice says with a chuckle.

      “He is alone. Archer,” Bridget says.

      “Thank you,” I tell her. Once I am closer to the archer, he stands up with his arrow aimed at me.

      “What do Trag and Lar look like?” he asks me, his aim not wavering.

      I tell him that I know Trag better, and I explain what he looks like. For Lar, I say I never worked with him and barely saw him before we were attacked by the slavers. At the description of Trag, he visibly relaxes.

      “Good. How did you know about this entrance?”

      “Trag said he knew about it and that this news needed to get to Brakan fast, so he told me about it,” I bullshit to him.

      He stares at me for a good thirty seconds, making me nervous. Then he nods and brings his bow down. While he is distracted, and there are no weapons aimed at me, I think, Wind Arrow, and shoot it at faster than he can react. The arrow enters his throat and he goes down gurgling with both hands around his throat, his bow and arrow dropping to the ground.

      You have used the spell Wind Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      I look at Leeha and Bridget. “Two down, no clue how many more to go. At least with the fire mage gone, that means only, what? 18 Mages left?” I say with a smile.

      “You’re enjoying yourself, aren’t you?” Leeha says with a small laugh.

      “What?” I say, surprised.

      “You just killed a man, and instead of being sickened by it, you are laughing.”

      I look down at the now dead man on the ground, and I think about what she said. I don’t believe I would typically think of taking a life as funny, but now that I think about it? I am enjoying myself. Not the killing part, but the rest of it. The adventuring part. Working towards a cause. Because this is a cause. My motivation right now is to save all those slaves from this Brakan. And honestly, I want nothing more than to be a Hero and to save them. So I guess I am enjoying this.

      I nod to her and say with a smile. “I guess I am.”
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      “This way,” Leeha whispers.

      This cave system is more complicated than I had expected it to be. There are rooms and tunnels off of various hallways. It’s like a damn dungeon dive! I feel like a spelunker. I had assumed that we would go in and it would be maybe a small cave of ten or fifteen feet, not this enormous cave system. The small hill didn’t look that big!

      We haven’t encountered anyone else yet. I am hoping that the mage and the archer are the only two in here. But with a cave system this huge, I’m not optimistic.

      “How big is this place!” I exclaim softly.

      “Yeah, something about this isn’t right,” Leeha says, nodding her head. “It’s not natural.”

      “So it’s not just me then? The hill didn’t look that big to get through. I figured maximum twenty feet.”

      “I wonder,” she says, with a thoughtful look. “Have you noticed how we have been going downward? I just assumed the beach was lower than the hill. But what if we are heading under the Lake of Ruin?”

      I stare at her and think about it. I mean, that would make sense. “How big is this Lake of Ruin?” I ask her.

      “I am not sure,” she says with a frown. “I have heard stories that say the shore is so far you can barely make it out.”

      “Crap, so we might be in here for hours!”

      “That is my thought as well. Although, I am more worried about that,” Leeha says, pointing.

      I look in the direction she is pointing, and I grunt in annoyance. “A junction. Of course.”

      That is precisely what we are looking at. Leeha is pointing to a tunnel system with four different tunnels leading away from this large cave we are standing in.

      “Wait. How are you able to see this far in?” I ask her.

      “The lichen on the walls, they throw off some light, so it lets me see,” Leeha says with a smile.

      “I wonder if it’s enough for me to see by?” I ask her.

      “With your human eyes? I doubt it.”

      “How are you able to see Bridget?” I ask her curiously.

      She laughs and says, “Because I’m an Elemental. I don’t use my eyes as you two do. To me, it’s like being outside under the sun.”

      “Right, I keep forgetting you’re my Elemental,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      I had been about to say she was not real, but she is totally real. Especially when I spoon her when we sleep, or when she hugs me. She might not be human or Elven, but she is definitely real.

      Leeha had moved forward and was staring at all four tunnels with her hands on her hips, and I can see she has a frown on her face.

      “The issue is, which one do we take?” she asks me, turning around.

      “Does one look more used than the other?” I ask her.

      “No, look. The floor is a flat rock, and I can’t see marks on any of them. But it has to be one of them, right? The last thing we need is to get lost down here.”

      “Shit,” I tell her, walking over to stand next to her and look at the floor in question. She is right. All the tunnels look the same in the light of the Magic in the air. Nothing out of the ordinary to show one was used more than the others.

      I go to the tunnel on the far right, which I decide to call tunnel one, and put my hand on the ground. Smooth as glass. No pitting, no dips, nothing. I go to the next one on the left, tunnel two, and check it as well—the same thing. I do the same with all of them until I am at tunnel four. Shit, that isn’t going to work. Looking up, I stare at the tunnel entrance. It’s as smooth as the floor. This is not naturally made. I share that thought with Leeha.

      “You don’t think so?” Leeha asks.

      “I mean, have you ever been in a cave that is this large, and suddenly you get to a fork, and you have four tunnels where the floors and ceilings are smooth as glass?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      Leeha gets another frown on her face, but this one now is one of pure focus. She looks at the tunnel system and then looks behind us.

      “Not really,” she says hesitantly. “I have been in caves before, but I will admit this is a first. What do you think caused it?”

      “I think I know,” I reply with a grunt of annoyance.

      “Oh?” Leeha says, and Bridget is staring at me with her own frown now.

      “I think my God is playing with me again,” I tell them. “But I could be wrong.”

      “Crap. So now what? We just need to pick a tunnel, right? If we head down and hit a dead end, we can come back?”

      “Yeah, I just hate wasting time. I just want to go get this fucking Brakan dude and save those he is holding captive. And I can’t stop this Horde if I am down here!” I say, and by the end, I am staring up at the ceiling and my voice is raised. I mean, I am not shouting. I am not that stupid, as to call attention to us. So it’s not a full cry. Give me some credit. Though, I am sure sound carries well in here and down those tunnels. So maybe don’t give me that much credit.

      “Shall we just pick one at random? Even with your ability to track and such, you can’t see anything different in any of them?” I ask Leeha, hopeful she has something.

      Shaking her head, she says, “No. To me, the floor is so smooth there isn’t anything to indicate anyone or anything has walked on any of them.”

      Sighing, I look at the four tunnels one more time and try to see if I can tell by the grade or level of the floor whether they go up or down. But as far as I can see down each tunnel, they are the same flat level. What would I do if this was a game? Easy, I would look up a freaking wiki, and it would say go to tunnel whatever number. Nothing like that here. I have a feeling that I wasn’t too far off the mark when I thought this was like a dungeon. But seriously, I don’t need this shit right now.

      Guess it’s time to make a choice between tunnels one to four. They all look the same, so it doesn’t really matter. I point to tunnel two. “Let’s just try that one. We will go about 100 feet and see if things change, and if we start going up or down.”

      “Sounds good to me,” Leeha says with a smile. “I will follow you anywhere, Alex.”

      “Same here,” Bridget says with a smile. “But then again, I’m your Elemental, so I have to,” she finishes with a giggle, making me laugh.

      “True enough. So let’s try this one,” I say, walking towards tunnel two. Once I cross over the threshold and am actually in the tunnel, I get a message in my vision in front of me, which makes me roll my eyes. Of course.

      Welcome to the Dungeon of Tunnel Two. Adventure awaits for those brave enough to venture forward. Will you be strong enough to survive?

      “What is this!” Leeha says in shock.

      “You got it too?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow.

      She looks at me and nods. But then I ask her, “Wait, my message was written out. How did you get one?’

      “It was in my head. It said something about Dungeon of tunnel two, and that if I was brave enough to venture forward,” she says.

      “Yeah. My God is getting involved. I don’t get it, though.” I tell her in annoyance.

      “Get what?” she asks me, coming up next to me and looking up.

      “My God said that he was going to introduce game mechanics to other worlds. Sorry,” I say at her confused look when I say game mechanics. “He said he was going to introduce things like what you just heard in your head and what I can see in my vision, to other worlds one day. But for now, he was introducing it as a way to test it to see if it would be viable. But he said it would be very minimal. I mean, I don’t think adding a Dungeon is minimal!”

      God told me he would be using me as a test subject to see if it would be viable for other worlds. He never said anything about adding it in full-blown. There seem to be more and more game mechanics being added all the time. The spell notifications, I get. The Chakras are something entirely new, and I am still trying to figure them out.

      The other night Bridget said that it seems that the energy seeping out of the Chakras is somehow making my bones stronger. Now that she knows what to look for deeper than what the eye can see, she is seeing that the matrix of my bone structure is being filled with denser material. So does that mean that the bone, which is usually a hollow, is changing? My understanding of bones is that while ours aren’t fully hollow like a bird’s, they’re still not solid. But she is saying that the empty space is being filled up, making it stronger. But why?

      And now a Dungeon? I wonder if this was added by him as well. But again, why? I have tried calling him multiple times, but he hasn’t answered me. I mean, he did say from the start I would not be able to call him. Except he came to see me once, so I figured it would work again. Fuck! I need to know what the hell is going on. Why this Portal and the attack from the Horde, which I am pretty sure is Demons from some Hell world of his. But why? And if Leeha says this is not the first time, what is the point? Population control?

      “Alex?” Leeha says, worriedly.

      “Sorry,” I tell her with a sigh. “Trying to figure out what is going on. Let’s keep going. While I have no clue what is happening, I am curious about this Dungeon. Shall we?”

      Nodding, she takes point, as she can see better than me, I would say, even with the sight of my Third Eye. I follow behind her, and Bridget walks next to me. She looks up at me every now and then but doesn’t say anything.

      “What’s up?” I ask her after she has looked at me for the eighth or ninth time without saying anything.

      “Nothing,” she says. “I am just looking at your Third Eye. It’s giving off a glow that wasn’t there before. Can you see better?”

      I look at her strangely. What does she mean it’s glowing? I look around the tunnel we are in, and to me it seems the same. “Nope, it looks exactly the same.”

      “Oh,” she says with a pout. “I was hoping something new would happen with it.”

      I laugh and say, “Nope, not that I can tell.”

      Leeha holds up her hand and motions to the left side of the tunnel. Looking up ahead, I see we are at an exit that leads into a more expansive cave again. I can barely make out the cave as it’s too far ahead of me, even with the Magical light from the energy. One thing about the third eye is, it lets me see, but it doesn’t let me see far distances. Leeha, on the other hand, can.

      I move up until I am just behind her. “What’s up,” I whisper.

      She doesn’t say anything but instead points up ahead. I look again, and suddenly I can see why she stopped. In the cave up ahead, just at the entrance to the tunnel, or roughly ten feet from it, is something. It’s huge, and it looks like a rat? But it’s too big to be a rat. It’s about the size of a large dog! As I stare at it, something appears in my vision over its body that makes me almost want to groan.

      Cave Rat

      Under my breath, I whisper softly enough that I am sure even Leeha’s hearing can’t pick it up. “I am going to fucking kill him.”
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      I look at the Cave Rat and think, yep. I am being made to play this as a game world now. So much for subtlety. 

      “Shall we try to kill it? We need to go past it,” she whispers.

      I nod and think Wind, Wind Arrow, and six arrows appear next to me on the right, as I am leaning against the wall with my left shoulder. Nice to know the arrows will arrange themselves accordingly, I think distractedly.

      You have used the spell Wind Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      Next to Leeha, two Water Arrows appear. I could use the Water Bullets, but I like how quiet the arrows are.

      I wait for Leeha to shoot her arrows, and when I see them streak away, I send mine right behind hers. Her arrows aim true, thanks to Magic, and hit the Cave Rat in the side of its broad body. Since it’s so large, it’s like shooting at a moose. Leeha’s Water Arrows puncture its skin, and blood blossoms on its fur. It squeals in pain and jumps up into the air, and some of the Wind Arrows I had sent end up missing. Only two of actually hit it, the rest sail underneath and keep going.

      You have hit a Cave Rat for 20 points of damage. (160 /200)

      Crap, it’s still standing. Hmm, thinking about it, this information I seem to be getting may prove helpful. So I hit it with two arrows, and Leeha hit it with two arrows, for a total damage of, what? 40? That means each arrow does ten points of damage? That means we need to use-fucked if I know. A ton more?

      I call up another batch of Wind Arrows. Wind Arrow.

      You have used the spell Wind Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      Again, I end up with six arrows floating next to me, and I look over and see that Leeha has called up another two of hers. We send them at the Cave Rat simultaneously. But then we both get a surprise. The rat’s tail flicks forward and hits each of the arrows we had shot, and knocks them out of the air.

      “Shit,” Leeha says vehemently.

      “Yeah, shit is right. What kind of fucking rat does that?” I ask her.

      “The better question is what rat is that big!” she replies.

      “What now?” I ask her as the rat slowly lumbers towards us. At least it’s slow.

      “Can you pin it down with vines?” Leeha asks me.

      “Let’s see,” I say and think Earth, Earth Vines. Bridget, who is standing behind me, puts a hand on my back, and then I watch as small vines pop out of the ground and surround the Cave Rat. But something is off about the vines and the Cave Rat shakes them off easily.

      “What happened?” I ask, looking behind me at Bridget.

      “It’s the floor. It’s mostly rock, so not much earth to access,” she says with a miffed tone.

      “Well, what if I use Earth and cause the rock to melt and surround its legs?” I say hurriedly.

      “Try that!” Bridget says.

      Earth, Rock, hmm. Shit. Rock Melt?

      Unknown Spell

      Crap. Rock Trap!

      Just then, a trapdoor opens under the Cave Rat and it falls into it. It’s not that deep though, and only goes to its shoulders.

      Leeha sends another two arrows at it while it’s stuck like that, but I know it won’t be for much longer.

      Fire, Fire Bullets. And next to me are six small fire bullets, which I send flying at the Cave Rat.

      You have hit a Cave Rat for 90 points of damage. (50/200)

      “It still has 50 hitpoints,” I tell Leeha.

      “What?” she asks me, confused.

      “You don’t see or hear how much damage you are doing or how many hitpoints it has left?”

      “What are hitpoints?” she asks, and that is when I notice she said hitpoints in English.

      “Hitpoints are its health,” I begin to explain. “It uses numbers to say how much health it has left. So it started with 200, and each of our arrows hit it for ten. The bullets seem to do 15 damage each.”

      Leeha looks at me oddly but finally says, “You will need to explain this to me more later. It sounds intriguing, though now is not a good time for it. Let’s just kill it.”

      “Right,” I say, agreeing with the whole not the time or place sentiment.

      I call up more Fire Bullets just in time, as the Cave Rat has gotten out of the hole and is heading our way. Up close, this thing is worse than I even imagined. Its fur is black, which allows it to blend into the darkness, and it moves quietly, making almost no noise. Its teeth are what scare the crap out of me, though. They are long, and they look sharp. Its tail is flicking behind it, almost angrily, which, seeing as we just stuck it full of arrows and bullets, wouldn’t surprise me.

      You have used the spell Fire Bullet. You have used 10 points of power.

      With the Cave Rat this close, no way can I miss it, so I send all six Fire Bullets directly at its face. Suddenly, its head explodes, and gore, bone, and fur fly all over the place. I don’t move out of the way fast enough, and neither do Bridget or Leeha, and we all get hit by the debris. The thing was less than four feet away from us when Leeha and I had hit it with my Fire and her Water bullets that she had called up.

      You have killed a Cave Rat.

      “Eeeew!” Leeha shrieks in disgust.

      “Ah, God! That stinks!” I exclaim in revulsion, just as disgusted as her. Charred Cave Rat smells awful!

      “Alex, next time don’t go with Fire. Oh Gods, that reeks, and I am sure I got some in my mouth,” Leeha says, making gagging noises.

      “Don’t move,” Bridget cries out, and both Leeha and I freeze, expecting trouble.

      But instead, Bridget turns herself into her Water Elemental and starts washing us by placing a small funnel of water around us. Then, she turns into her Wind Elemental and dries us both off. Within half a minute, we are both completely clean and dry and looking at her with big grins.

      Leeha runs up to her, hugs her hard, and cries, “Gods, I love you!”

      With Bridget in her arms, Leeha turns to me and exclaims, “What the hell was that about hitpoints?”

      “Yeah. I think my God has decided to bring something here that he was going to bring to new worlds. At least for me, I think. Partially for you. Not sure about others.”

      “Alex, what are you talking about?” Leeha asks.

      “So, when we attacked that thing,” I explain, pointing to the Cave Rat with its exploded head, “I saw information about it. It’s called hitpoints. Think of it like this. Something, like that Cave Rat, had 200 points. With me?”

      Leeha looks puzzled but nods slowly.

      “So each time we shot it, I got information on how much I hit it for, or it’s hitpoints going down by until it would hit zero,” I tell her. “Thus killing it.”

      “Wait, are you saying that you can see how much of this damage we would need to do to kill something?” Leeha asks me incredulously.

      “Yes?” I answer with a grimace at the fact that this is working like a damn game.

      “Do you know how amazing that is!?! Gods, to know how strong your opponent is! I wish your God had given me that,” Leeha says with a scowl, some of it seemingly directed at me.

      “Hey!” I say with my hands up in the air, “I can’t control that.” “If I could, I would tell him to give it to you.”

      Leeha stops moving suddenly, and her eyes go out of focus, as if she is looking at something in front of her. Then her vision clears up and she turns to me quickly with big smile on her face.

      “I just got it! But, it’s odd though.” Her smile turns into a frown.

      “How so?” I ask her.

      “Well, it’s text. I know what text looks like, sort of, even though I can’t read. But this time I had text in front of me, and yet, I knew what it said. It also said it in my head. But the odd thing is, it was in English, and they were English words I wasn’t sure about, but somehow I knew the meaning behind them,” she says.

      I can’t help it, I end up roaring in laughter.

      “What?” Leeha says, sounding offended at me for laughing.

      “I’m not laughing at you, Leeha love, but the fact that my God has decided to give you this. I think it’s awesome. This way, I know I’m not going crazy. But also, something tells me my God is about to introduce a shit load of new stuff to this world, and guess what?”

      “What?” she asks me, tilting her head.

      “You have someone from Earth with you who just so happens to have played games that were full of this stuff that we are now seeing, so I understand some of it.”

      “You had this in your world?” Bridget pipes up, still standing in Leeha’s arms.

      I can’t blame her. When I’m hugging that fantastic body, I don’t want to let go either. The two girls are standing chest to chest, which is a lovely view from here.

      “I didn’t have it in my head or in my vision like I do now. It’s hard to explain, but trust me, it’s something I know a bit about. With that Cave Rat we just killed, the only thing that is different is we didn’t get what we would call experience for killing it, which would help us increase in what we would call levels.”

      “Hmm, I’ll have to trust you in this, Alex, as I am not sure what you mean,” Leeha says hesitantly.

      “It’s all right,” I tell her with a smile. “I don’t think there is a leveling system here anyhow. Though, knowing how strong something is can come in handy.”

      “Yes, it can,” Leeha says, nodding her head vigorously. “And knowing how much damage our spells can do is even better. Do you think that the use of, say, the Water Sword or Water Spear would be different in damage?”

      “I’m not sure. I mean, the bullets did five hitpoints more than the arrows in damage,” I tell her with a shrug.

      “I shall admit, learning how to call up two arrows or other weapons at once is powerful, but the idea of you being able to do six is astounding! I need to increase my power, Alex,” she says, leaving the arms of Bridget and coming to stand in front of me, close enough so that she’s touching my chest, with her ample one pushing against mine. “You need to help me increase my skills!”

      “I think we can accommodate that,” I tell her with a grin. I bend down and kiss her.

      Just in time I finish the kiss, as we both hear a sound. The three of us turn, and about 30 feet to the left of the tunnel exit, is another Cave Rat. I focus on it, and over its head is the same thing I saw on the first one. I am surprised I heard it as the first one was so damn quiet.

      Cave Rat

      I grin down at Leeha, who is grinning at me as well. “Shall we hunt?” she asks before I can say anything.

      “Let’s rock-and-roll,” I tell her. At her confused look, I chuckle and say, “Yes. Let us hunt!”
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      “Over here,” cries Bridget gleefully.

      Both Leeha and I rush over to see what she found, and looking down, I can’t help but cry in pleasure. Water. We had been hunting for water for what felt like half a day. Killing Cave Rats and something else called Cave Bats. The first time we encountered one of those, one had come down from the ceiling and threw Bridget to the ground, trying to bite her neck. Thank God she wasn’t made of blood, bones, and skin, or she would have been fatally injured.

      Instead, she reached up and punched it in the head, causing it to get stunned. Which was a neat effect, once we knew she could do that. We used what we could. We had Bridget be the lead instead of us as we continued, and whenever a Cave Bat came out of nowhere and attacked her, she let it take her down. These things were the size of a deer, and once she was down with one and it was trying to bite her, she would punch it and daze it. 

      That is when Leeha and I would shoot it with Magical arrows. We used Arrows since it conserved Leeha’s power. I usually supplied the finishing touch by shooting the Cave Bat with six Water Bullets. We learned our lesson fast after using Fire Arrows and discovering the Cave Bats smelled even worse burned up. The smell had actually caused me to throw up. Yeah, that bad.

      But we had been at it for hours, and well, we didn’t have the supplies we needed. When we were above ground we could get water to drink and plants and such to eat, but down here we couldn’t find even a little stream of water. Finally, I had to get Bridget to turn into a Water Elemental and see if she could find us a pool or something to drink. What she had led us to was a small pool of water.

      The only problem is it’s dark, so I can’t tell if it’s clear and clean, even with all the Magical clouds around me. They help me to see, but it’s not like being able to see clearly, more like there’s multicolored fog all around you, so that the shadows you see are all colored differently. It took some getting used to. When we take a break sometimes, I have to turn it off. The Third Eye, I mean. It gets to be a strain. I don’t think the brain was meant to see this way.

      “Is it clean? I can’t see,” I ask her.

      “The top layer isn’t, but I thought maybe you could use one of those Magical commands to bring the clean water up or to clean the top layer?” Bridget says worriedly.

      “Hmm,” I say, thinking it through. “So the top layer is dirty?”

      “Yes, with sediment and dirt and well, Cave Bat shit, I am sure,” she says.

      “Yeah, if I remember correctly from reading on Earth, bat shit, in general, is not good for you. So I would rather dig deeper. Let me try this.”

      Earth. Create a pedestal of stone in the water that is four feet high and starts roughly two feet below the surface, with a column inside that brings clean water to the top. And add a bowl at the top of this pedestal with a lid.

      You have used a Complex Spell command. You have used 10,000 points of power.

      Shit! And just as I think that, as has happened before, I get a blinding headache that brings me to a knee. Next to me Bridget has turned into her Earth Elemental. She is brown and covered in leaves, dirt, and grass. Her eyes are acorns, and her hair is fine green vines.

      She places her hand on the ground and slowly brings it up, and as her hand comes up, a round disk of rock rises from the ground. All this I see peripherally as I am still down on my knee. Leeha is beside me with her hand on my shoulder. She had come to me as soon as it happened, calling my name in worry.

      “I’m good,” I say for both of them, as I can feel through our connection that Bridget is also worried. “I ended up doing a complex spell command, and it took a shitload of power. I figured it would just be a regular spell command, but nope. Guess that is the price to pay for it. I hope there isn’t anything higher than complex,” I tell them with a nervous chuckle.

      Is there something higher than complex? What kind of spell would that be? I mean, are there actual levels of spells? A standard spell is something like a Fire Arrow, using ten points of power. A Spell Command uses 1,000 points. And then we have Complex Spells, which use 10,000 points. Does that mean there is one that uses 100,000? What the hell would that spell be? Calling up the fucking dead?

      I sit back on my ass and lean against Leeha’s leg. I look up and say, “I’m OK, I think. The headache is easing off.”

      Leeha bends down and kisses my forehead. “Be careful, Alex. You don’t want to burn yourself out.”

      “I know,” I tell her with a grin.

      I look back at Bridget, and I see that she is almost done with the four-foot-high pedestal made of stone. Her face has a look of focused concentration on it. Looking at the pedestal, I see it’s a round stone pedestal that rises out of the ground, with the bowl atop of larger. I would say the pedestal is about two feet wide, but the bowl is a good four feet, with what I can see is a large rock dome on top, with a handle that Bridget shaped after it came up.

      Once she’s done, Bridget lifts her hand away from it, and changes back into her Elven form. I see is green energy. At least I am not blinded by seeing her anymore. And in the last couple of hours, I have been able to make out her Elven features through the light, but I need to focus on them. Odd, but beautiful.

      “Done!” she exclaims, putting her hand out like she is a showman.

      “Hmm, wasn’t it Alex who did that?” Leeha says to her, but she has a big grin on her face.

      Bridget pouts, but then says “combined effort!”

      Leeha laughs at her and steps away, and I almost fall over as I had been leaning against her leg still. Oops. She walks up to the pedestal to look it over, and then grabs the rock lid and tries to lift it, letting out a grunt. She can lift it, but it takes effort.

      “Why so heavy?” Leeha asks me.

      “Well, I figured a rock lid would be ideal for keeping animals from getting into it and shitting in it, in case we need it again. Or if someone else comes down here.”

      “Yes, but what if it’s some small waif of a maiden,” she says, batting her eyes at me.

      I laugh and say, “So what would you suggest?”

      “Make it lighter, and maybe add straps going underneath the bowl?” she offers.

      “Well, straps will deteriorate in here. The cave is damp. Anything like cloth, leather, or rope would not last long,” I tell Leeha with a shrug.

      “What about straps of copper?”

      Since I am still on the ground, I look under the bowl, and it’s rounded like the dome.

      “Nothing to hold it down. Though, thinking about it, you’re right. I just figured we would want to keep animals out. I guess if it’s too heavy, it would keep people out as well.” I get up and walk over to the pedestal and look it over. Then I grab the handle and lift it. It’s a heavy fucker, but since I am bigger than Leeha, I can still lift it. I look inside and see water.

      Clean water! But before I drink, I need to figure this out. I put the lid back down and see that the top is on a lip. Then an idea pops into my head.

      “Bridget, can you create something that is like a large pin so that the bowl can swing out sideways? The cover of the bowl would be above the floor, but I assume the thickness of the pedestal can handle the weight of the cover? I want to make it so that if someone wants water, they can just swing it open sideways, uncovering it. Then on the other end, make another pinhole but make it so this one is removable so we can lock it?

      “Oh! I think I get what you want. Or the context of it!” she says excitedly.

      “Right, the context,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      One thing that Bridget has is a lot of context, but no actual experience. At times though, that context has come in handy. Let’s hope it works for this. Because trying to explain it with my hands might make no sense. The look on Leeha’s face confirms that for me. She looks perplexed, as if she is trying to figure out what I’m trying to do.

      Bridget puts her hand back on the lid of the bowl and closes her eyes, turning into the Earth Elemental again. Slowly, on one side I see a piece of the rock begin to jut out of the lid and gradually take shape until it’s like a bolt of rock with a hole. Then, the same thing comes out of the bowl itself until there are two matching ones. Bridget then puts her hand on the pedestal and slowly pulls out what looks like a large bolt made of stone. Once it’s long enough she pulls it off, and it comes away with an audible snap of stone breaking.

      She places it into the two bolt holes and it fits perfectly, with the top not going through because of the shaped bolt. Then she places her hand underneath the bottom of the bolt and pushes upward, and the rock bolt changes shape until it’s the same as the top bolt itself. Fucking Hell, that is neat.

      “Now, for the other side, I will do the same,” Bridget says. “But I will make it longer, so it can be pulled out.” And she proceeds to do precisely that. Once it’s done, she steps back and changes back to her normal form.

      “Try that!” she says proudly.

      “Damn, that was better than I expected,” I tell her, walking up to her and kissing her as a reward.

      I wave to Leeha to go ahead. “Waifs first,” I tell her, causing her to laugh. She slaps my ass as she goes by, making me grin.

      Leeha looks at the new configuration and pulls the long pin out. She uses her hand to push the bowl’s lid, and just like that it swings sideways out over the floor, but thanks to the pin and bolt that can’t be taken out, it stays there.

      “Wow, that is sweet. So when not in use, we just close it, and lock it with the pin?”

      “Yep, to keep any animal shit or debris out of it,” I tell her.

      “Alex, you might have to create these elsewhere! A Homestead would kill to have one of these!” Leeha says excitedly.

      “Let’s get out of here first, and I will do one at your parent’s Homestead,” I tell her with a grin. “But first, can we please just drink! I am parched.”

      “Me first!” Leeha screams, dunking both hands and bringing water to her mouth, before taking a tentative sip. Then her eyes widen.

      “It tastes so clean!”

      “Yes! Now move over. We can share,” I tell her with a laugh. “Come on Bridget, I know in your Elven form you need water as well, and you have been walking around as much as we have.”

      “You don’t need to tell me twice!” she says, coming up next to me with her hip touching mine. I notice that it’s also touching Leeha’s. God, I am so glad they both get along.
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      The explosion of pain in my chest is excruciating. That, and the fact that I am suddenly leaning against a rock cropping over ten feet back from where I had been walking, makes me look around in a daze.

      I try to catch my breath while I look over to see what the fuck just hit me. Did anyone get the license of that Mac truck? What I see makes my eyes widen. If I wasn’t already out of breath, I would be now. What I am looking at is a troll. Suddenly its info pops up over its head.

      Cave Troll.

      I try to yell, Troll! But the only thing that comes out of my lungs is, nothing. I am too busy wheezing. It also feels like I broke a rib or eight.

      “Careful! Cave Troll!” shouts Leeha, shooting two Water Arrows at it. The troll bats one out of the way but then gets the second one in the eye, and it screams out in pain.

      “Bridget, shoot Air Bullets at its eyes. Blind it at least,” I tell her, since I don’t need to use breathing to talk through our connection.

      “Smart,” she says. “Are you OK?”

      “Broken ribs, I think. Trying to catch my breath.”

      “Alex says he might have broken ribs, and he is trying to catch his breath,” Bridget shouts to Leeha.

      “Thank the Gods it’s not worse!” Leeha says, looking my way with worry in her eyes.

      “Let’s take this thing down,” Bridget says, and there is anger in her voice.

      “You go left, and I will go right,” Leeha responds.

      “Alex said to blind it. Aim for the face. I will use Air Bullets,” Bridget shouts at her.

      I watch the girls go at the Cave Troll, and I honestly feel pity for it. I try to get up again, but my ribs essentially tell me to fuck off and sit down. This is worse than the time I got pneumonia. I can barely breathe. The girls are taking shots at the Cave Troll.

      “Shit, it’s healing itself, so it won’t stay blinded for long,” shouts Leeha in annoyance.

      “Fire,” I tell Bridget.

      “Why Fire?” she asks me.

      “Maybe harder to heal from fire? Think I read somewhere that Trolls detest fire.”

      “Oh!” she says. Then she shouts, “Alex says that he thinks trolls detest fire. Maybe it will be harder for it to heal.”

      “Worth a shot at this point,” Leeha screams, just as the troll picks up a large rock and throws it at her, although with one good eye, its aim is off slightly. The rock explodes and I hear her grunt in pain as she gets hit by some of the fragments.

      The Cave Troll cries out in pain again, and this time I see that it got hit by a Fire Bullet, right into the eye that it can still see out of. Then, just as the other eye heals up enough for it to open it, it gets a second Fire Bullet in that eye, causing it to go blind.

      “Keep that up!” Leeha screams. “I will bring it down. You focus on its eyes!”

      “All right!” Bridget shouts to her. I can see the troll trying to turn away not just from the Water Arrows that Leeha is shooting at it, which is bringing it down in hitpoints, I am sure, but also from the painful Fire Bullets that Bridget is aiming its way.

      There is only one issue with that. Bridget is an Elemental. She essentially zips from one location to the other, always keeping its face in her view. I can tell that the Cave Troll is getting frustrated and angry. Between the Fire Bullets blinding it, and the sheer number of arrows that Leeha is shooting at it, I am sure it can’t keep up with its healing. Suddenly, with a final bellow of rage, it smashes its enormous hands on the ground, causing a cone of rock fragments to be aimed directly my way. Luckily, I figured out what was about to happen as its hands were coming down.

      Earth, Earth Wall, I think quickly, and in a blink of an eye, a stone wall shoots out of the ground. It’s high enough to cover me since I am still down on the ground, leaning against the outcropping. I hear the rock chips hitting the other side of the wall and cracks start forming before the whole wall breaks into a million pieces. But it did its job at least, and none of the chips hit me. And I am just in time to see the death of the Cave Troll. It gets a stupid look on its face, and then it falls down sideways as if its strings have been cut.

      You have killed a Cave Troll.

      I lie back down, still finding it hard to breathe. Yep, I definitely broke some ribs. Suddenly Leeha and Bridget are next to me, before I can catch a proper breath.

      “Where are you hurt?” Leeha asks, as she sits on her knees next to me.

      “Ribs,” I breathe out in agony. “More than one.”

      “Shit. Can you heal him?” Leeha asks Bridget quickly.

      “Yes, I can…” she starts, but then her eyes widen in shock.

      “What?” I breathe out.

      “Something is wrong with your bones,” she says slowly.

      “Know, broken,” I get out through the pain of talking and breathing at the same time.

      “No, not that. I see the broken ribs, of which there are six of them. Your bones are doing something else,” Bridget says, sounding concerned.

      “What do you mean his bones are doing something else,” Leeha asks her. Thank God, because the pain is getting to be too much to talk.

      “You know how I said, Alex, that the energy from your Chakras are seeping into your body and your body might be changing?” Bridget asks me, looking at me to make sure I am listening.

      I nod to her, yes. I remember her telling me that she wasn’t sure what it might be. I thought at first it was radiation, but I didn’t think my God would be so cruel as to put me here after all he did for me, just to have me die of radiation poisoning.

      “Well, that energy is coming out of your two Chakras now. It’s seeping into the broken bones fast, and I mean really, really fast. But Alex, it’s not healing your bones. It’s changing them, and I am not sure what is going on,” she cries in dismay.

      I reach out for her hand and seeing it, she grabs mine. “It. Will. Be. Fine,” I breathe out between bouts of pain.

      But then something happens that I didn’t expect. All I hear is loud popping sounds and then the pain starts. Pain that is unexpectedly so awful that I see red. No, wait. That’s blood in my eyes, and that popping sound as I fall over sideways to the ground was all my bones breaking at once. The pain is so bad that it feels like I had a building fall on me.

      “Alex!” I hear the two girls scream in horror. Wait, horror? How bad can it be, is the last thing I remember thinking before the pain is taken away with darkness.
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      The darkness, though, is disjointed. I start to pull out of it, but the pain is too much, and I leave for that darkness again. I am not sure how long it lasts. Eventually, I feel like the pain isn’t as bad, but even though I try to go back to the light over a dozen times, I keep pulling back, away from the pain. I stay in my little bubble of darkness, no thoughts, no emotions, other than knowing that going to that light hurts.

      I can hear sounds, but where I am in the darkness, I don’t understand them. I just stay here, enjoying the peace and the no-pain. I like the no-pain. But I know I should be going to the light. There is something there for me. Something that is soft and squishy. That brings a smile to my face. Wait. Face? How do I have a face if I am darkness?

      I am the darkness. Where have I heard that before? Somehow, that thought makes an alarm go off somewhere and my brain yells, ‘wake up jackass!’ but I ignore it, as I like this darkness. Even though I am not a cute bat. Wait. A bat? I’m not a bat? Then what am I? I shake my head, and it’s being held by something.

      I hear that voice again, and it sounds desperate. What is it trying to say? I know if I head to the light I will understand it. But that means pain. Then that voice says something again, and this time I hear anguish. Why anguish? For me? About me? Curious, I head slowly towards the light, ready to rush back to the darkness if I feel pain again.

      Unexpectedly, the choice is taken away from me as suddenly, as if thinking of the light, I am dragged to it as if going at light speed. I see stars on either side of me flashing by faster and faster. Then, without warning, I am in my body again, lying on the ground on my back.

      I look up and see that Leeha is crying, with tears streaming down her face. When she sees me flutter my eyes open, she screams in joy.

      “Alex!” She bends down and hugs me hard, as if she is desperate to feel me.

      I try to say something, but I am parched and I still hurt all over, although compared to the pain from before, this is nothing. I know though, in some sense, that it’s still painful as Hell. My brain has just dealt with levels of pain I have never felt before.

      “I’m good,” I croak out, and my throat hurts as I try to speak. “Throat dry,” I say.

      Leeha pulls back and looks down at me and smiles. “You’ve kind of been screaming in pain for days,” she says with tears still in her eyes.

      “Days?” I ask her, surprised at the amount of time that has gone by. “Bridget?”

      “She left after you passed out. I guess she is part of you so that if you get knocked out as you did, she leaves. I have been here all along, taking care of you and protecting you.”

      “Protecting?” I ask her.

      “Call up Bridget please. I need help if something comes. I am so low in power, Alex.”

      Fire, I think. “Bridget?”

      Suddenly next to me is Bridget in her Fire Elemental form, but then she changes into her Elven form as she throws herself at me.

      “Alex! I thought you were dying!” She is so beside herself that she is crying. “I tried to get out to heal you, but I couldn’t.”

      “Get out of what?” I ask her in a hoarse voice.

      “Gods, you must be thirsty! I heard you scream for days! Give me a minute,” she says, and suddenly she is gone from my side. Seconds later, she is next to me again with her hands cupped, and there’s water dripping out of them. She brings them to my lips, and I drink from them gratefully, and the water is cold and refreshing. Once that handful is gone she leaves again and is back within seconds, giving me more.

      “Not too much,” Leeha warns, “he has been out for days without water or food.”

      “Oh, all right,” Bridget says, nodding. “Good?” she asks me.

      At my nod, she looks relieved and says, “Give me a second,” and then she leaves again for a third time, before returning seconds later.

      “Where did you go?” I ask her curiously.

      “The water pedestal,” she tells me meekly.

      Both Leeha and I stare at her. “But that’s hours from here!” Leeha says in astonishment.

      “Yes, but you needed it,” she says, and she is gazing at me. “Alex. Hmm. Your bones have changed,” she says tentatively.

      “What? How? Like I have extra ones?” I ask her, perplexed and worried.

      “No, they aren’t white bones anymore. They look more like. Well, they look more like steel, they are shiny. But not like silver.”

      I try to understand what she is saying, but my brain just hears her say blah blah blah, although something inside me agrees with her.

      “What?”
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      “My bones look like steel?” I ask her, bewildered.

      “Well, I’m not sure it’s steel, but some kind of metal,” Bridget says with a frown, staring down at me.

      “Well, does it look like this?” Leeha says, bringing out a long thin needle from somewhere on her body. What the hell?

      “What’s that?” I ask her.

      “I can’t always rely on Magic,” Leeha says with a cocky grin. “So I have to resort to other weapons. But also, there were times when this worked better for that close and personal touch when I did my work.”

      Right, she was an assassin. It makes sense that she would use weapons other than Magic.

      “So you carry around a steel needle?” I ask her.

      “Among other things,” she says, reaching down, and before I can blink, she’s pulled out five of them and is holding them in her hand.

      “Damn,” I whistle, in appreciation of her skills.

      “Here,” Leeha says to Bridget, handing her one of the needles. “This is one of the best steel needles I have ever had made. The cost was exuberant but worth it. They don’t break easily.”

      Bridget takes it from her and focuses on it. She looks back at me, but I can see from her gaze that she isn’t focusing on me but in me. Then she shakes her head.

      “No, the metal of Alex’s bones are not as dense as the structure of this needle. The metal of his bones are like something else. They are open, airy?” she says, and I can tell she is trying to find the words to describe it.

      “Like a matrix? A honeycomb of holes?” I offer.

      “Yes! It’s like a honeycomb. Damn, this context stuff but no experience is annoying at times. Until I hear the word, I don’t know it,” she says in frustration.

      “So, it might be some other kind of metal,” I think out loud. “Not that I am thrilled to hear that my bones are now metal. But I wonder why my Chakras did that?” I say, looking up at both of the girls.

      “What about you? You got injured earlier,” I tell Leeha. “Well, I guess that was days ago really,” I amend.

      “I’m fine,” she says, waving her hand.

      I look at her without saying anything for a good thirty seconds, until she starts to get uncomfortable with my staring. “It’s fine, Alex. It will heal by itself.”

      “Or you can let Bridget heal you,” I tell her with a soft smile.

      “It’s just a slight injury,” Leeha says defensively.

      “Let me heal you,” Bridget says, putting a hand on Leeha’s arm. I realize that somehow I missed her putting away those five needles. I didn’t even notice Bridget giving her back the needle she had been holding.

      Leeha sighs and says, “Fine.” She turns around and lifts her shirt, showing us her back.

      Both Bridget and I gasp in dismay. “That’s not a slight injury!” I exclaim.

      Leeha’s back is covered in dried blood. At least she isn’t bleeding anymore, but she has small wounds all over her upper and lower back.

      “Do they go up and down your legs as well?” I ask her chidingly.

      Instead of answering me, she nods, and I can see that she is blushing. Sighing, I point to her and say to Bridget, “Go ahead and heal her, please.”

      “With pleasure,” Bridget says with a smile. She goes up to Leeha and places her hands on her back, and then closes her eyes. But a couple of seconds later, she frowns.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask Bridget.

      “I’m not sure,” she says slowly, confusion showing on her face.

      Bridget again closes her eyes, but within seconds she re-opens them, and her confusion is even more pronounced. She looks between Leeha and me, and then she scoots over to me and places her hands on my leg. A green glow of healing appears briefly and I feel somewhat refreshed from it, but then Bridget sits back on her haunches and frowns.

      “What?” I ask her again.

      “I can’t heal,” she replies.

      “What? But you just did,” I tell her, pointing to where her hand had just been.

      “No, I mean, I can’t heal Leeha. I can heal you just fine. But when I try with her, the power of healing doesn’t come out.”

      “What? But that makes no sense. I know I can heal, as I did with Marken, but you can heal as well. Want me to try and see if I can heal her?” I ask Bridget.

      “Yes. I should be able to heal, as I am a part of you. I know you cannot heal yourself, but I should still have that ability,” Bridget says with a sigh.

      I wave Leeha over and she backs up until I can place my hands on her back and focus on her as I did with her brother when I healed his hand. I concentrate on healing, and as before, a green glow appears around my hands on her back.

      You are healing your target. Time to fully heal, 00:05:00.

      “It says it will take five minutes to heal. So it’s working for me. I’m not sure why it would not work for you, Bridget. We will have to look into it, see what is going on. Let me focus on Leeha first, all right?” I tell her.

      Bridget nods, but I can tell she is somewhat upset at not being able to heal. I watch Leeha’s back as I heal her, and the injuries, while small, are numerous. As I heal her, I see the wounds slightly open and things start to pop out. Those would be the rocks, I assume, that went into her like shrapnel. So the healing is getting the pieces out of the body. Damn, this healing magic is smart. It knows to remove foreign objects first before healing the wound.

      Once the countdown is at zero, the flow around my hand disappears and her back is smooth again. There’s not even any scarring.

      “Done,” I tell Leeha, rubbing my hand up and down her back. She looks over at me and smiles.

      “Thanks, Alex. What was that feeling of things rolling down my back and legs?” she asks me curiously.

      “That would have been all the stone that entered when that rock exploded. They were small fragments of stone.”

      “Wow, the healing even removed those?” Leeha says, sounding impressed.

      “Yep,” I tell her.

      “You know you already have a price to pay soon,” Leeha says, “and you just added to it?”

      “Oh crap,” I say with a laugh. “Yes. I guess I do, from healing Trag and now healing you. A price I’m willing to pay,” I say with a grin at both of them.

      “A cost I am willing to help you with,” Bridget says with a grin of her own.

      “Since you healed Trag over three days ago, we have four days to get you re-energized.”

      “We?” I ask Leeha with a raised eyebrow.

      “What was it you said about the three muskrats? All for one and one for all?” she says with a laugh.

      “The Three Musketeers,” I tell her with a laugh. I had been teaching her some of my world’s stories in order to teach her English, and that just happened to be one of them since there were three of us.

      Suddenly, I start coughing uncontrollably and the girls surround me again, with Leeha placing her hand on my back. Once I am done and I can breathe, I realize that I can taste copper in my mouth. I look at my hand and it’s covered in blood. Spitting the blood down on the ground, I look at the two of them in concern.

      “What was that?” I say, spitting more blood out.

      Bridget is looking at me intently. No, wait, she is gazing at my throat or my chest. She’s got that far-away gaze that tells me she’s looking inside of me.

      “Alex,” she says with concern in her voice. “You might want to lie down.”

      “Why?” I ask her hesitantly.

      “Well, at the very least, lie down on your side, which might actually be better.”

      I look at her with worry, but as I am sure she has a reason, I slowly turn over until I am on my side, and then I look up at her. “Why did you want me to lie like this?” I ask, but that is as far as I get before another coughing fit hits, and this time, I’m not just spitting blood; I end up with blood pouring out of my mouth in amounts that I am sure are unsafe!

      My eyes are watering, and I can barely breathe since I am coughing so hard. Then Bridget places her hand on my throat, and I can feel the healing. It’s easing the pain some, but it’s not stopping the coughing or the blood coming up. Shit, what the hell is going on! I feel like I am about to cough up a lung.

      Now I’m really getting concerned. I try to stop myself from coughing, but my body is betraying me and isn’t listening. It’s like having the worst itch in your throat, but no matter what you do, you cannot clear it or get rid of it.

      Suddenly, without warning, I let out a significant cough and something considerable leaves my throat, forcing my mouth open wider, and ends up hitting the ground in front of my face with a wet flop. I look at it, and my eyes open up in horror. It’s a wet mass of something. I try to turn to look at Bridget and Leeha, but Bridget’s hand is still on me.

      “Don’t move, Alex!” Bridget says with concern, but I can tell she is focused on something. Her answer is forceful yet distracted.

      I nod, but I am still looking at the wet red mass that just came out of me. What the hell, did I just literally cough up a lung? I thought that was like a joke thing that people said? But wait, I can still breathe. So what the hell did I just cough up? I mean, was that thing inside me? It’s about the size of my palm, but it’s just a wet mess, so I have no clue what it is. I am not a human biology expert, so I can’t even guess.

      I open my mouth to say something, but all that comes out is a wheeze of air.

      “Don’t talk,” Bridget says, “I am almost there.”

      Now I am getting genuinely alarmed. I just tried to say something, but it was like I could not do it. All that came out was a puff of air. Then I feel something odd. I feel something in my throat getting larger. No, it’s more like there was an absence, and now it’s being filled. This feeling goes on for a bit. I would say, probably a good ten minutes or so, and Bridget still has her hand on my throat.

      Hold on! Is that my third Chakra area? Think Alex! There is the top Chakra, the head. Then there is the Third Eye. After that is what the Heart? No, too far. The throat! There is a Throat Chakra. Then the Heart, then the chest? No, the Solar Plexus. Followed by the Sacral? Secrel? I think it’s the Sacral. The girlfriend I dated said it was easy to think of it as the area where my testicles were. I think it’s the Sacral. And then the root. That one was easy since she said it rooted you in place.

      Bridget removes her hand from my throat, and I turn to look up at her. She looks tired, but she is smiling down at me with relief.

      “What,” I start to say, but then I clear my throat, as the sound that had just come out was much deeper than the regular voice I have gotten used to with this body. “What was that?” Jesus, why do I sound like Barry White?

      “That was your third Chakra opening. And that,” she points to the wet red mass on the cave’s floor, “was your throat, or whatever was inside your throat area.”

      “Yeah,” I say, rolling over and scooting slightly away from the mass of blood and guts. “I figured it was my third Chakra opening.”

      Bridget continues. “It somehow removed the ‘old’ part, and I had to heal you to create the missing part. That was intense,” she says, wiping sweat from her forehead.

      “Is that why my voice is deeper?” I ask her.

      “That I am not sure of. I think that is a byproduct of the new part. Your new throat. What is odd about this one, the Chakra I mean, is it’s sending energy out every time you talk.”

      “I like the new voice,” Leeha says, bending down and hugging me. She goes to kiss me but then pulls away with disgust. “Though I think you might want to wash up and rinse your mouth.”

      I still feel the taste of copper in my mouth, and putting my hand up to my lips, I feel wetness. Looking at my hand, it’s red with blood.

      “Shit. Hmm, Bridget?” I say, turning to her.

      “Be right back,” she says with a laugh and disappears.
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      It took Bridget multiple trips to get enough water for me to clean up, but it was worth it in the end. I feel much better. I do wish I had a toothbrush or toothpaste. Or even that leaf that Leeha had taught me to use as a breath freshener. But as we are inside a cave, I doubt I am going to find one.

      I ask Bridget to hide the mess by using Earth Magic to bury it. The last thing I need is to attract some monster in here to my scent or my blood.

      “Do you think we will see another Cave Troll?” I ask the girls.

      “Maybe,” Leeha says. “I have never fought a troll of any sort before. Good idea about the fire, though. That helped. I’m just sorry I did not see it before it hit you.”

      “Same here, Alex. I thought it was a rock until it stood up and swung a fist at you,” Bridget says with a sulk.

      “Well, if we see another one I would suggest Bridget use Fire Bullets and keep it blinded, while Leeha and I bring it down slowly,” I offer.

      “I would rather not meet another one of those things,” Leeha says with passion. “But that sounds like a good solid plan.”

      “I wish that this place had a reason, though!” I say in frustration. “I mean, back on Terra,” I say, remembering to not call it Earth, “the games we would play, when we went into a dungeon,” and my God explaining gaming to Leeha was interesting, “we would go in with the expectation of getting a reward in the way of increased abilities, armor or weapons, or strength.”

      “Your Terra is odd,” Leeha says, shaking her head, but she is chuckling. “Weapons and armor from dead bodies.”

      “Well, did we try to loot that Cave Troll?” I ask casually, pointing to the large dead Cave Troll body.

      “Well, no. We haven’t looted anything,” Leeha says with a frown. “I am not interested in skinning any of them. That Cave Troll has the toughest skin I have ever seen. I’m not sure I could make anything out of it, even if I wanted to.”

      “Mind if I check it?” I ask her.

      “Be my guest,” she says, waving her hand towards the troll.

      Nodding to her with a smile, I walk back to the Cave Troll and look it over. I see what Leeha means. Closer up, its skin looks hard and leathery. It’s also well pockmarked, scarred, and dirty as fuck.

      I look over the body and don’t see a bag or anything that would carry valuables. Maybe it fell on it? Doubt it. I know that back on Earth in games, I would need to ‘touch’ the body of whatever I killed to loot it. So I bend down and place my hand on its body, and a smile crosses my face as I get a message.

      Do you wish to loot the Cave Troll?

      I think no and remove my hand. Still grinning from ear to ear, I look at Leeha. She looks back at me with worry at first, but then her expression turns incredulous.

      “No fucking way,” she says, stunned.

      Now it’s my turn to wave my hand to the troll. Leeha rushes over and places her hand on it. Then her head whips around to me. “I got a message asking if I wanted to loot the Cave Troll!”

      “Think yes,” I tell her, still sitting there with my shit-eating grin on my face.

      She must do exactly that, because suddenly a dagger of some sort appears in her hand. The thing is about a foot long with a beautiful blade, and the pommel has a jewel at the end that looks purple in color.

      Leeha looks at me in surprise and then opens her other hand, and in it are two gold coins. “Alex, this should not even be possible!”

      I answer her with a laugh. “I think my God created an actual Dungeon system here. It’s giving us stuff that will make us stronger. Though, I wonder if someone else who doesn’t see or hear notices about things like damage as we do, or doesn’t cast spells, would they be able to benefit from it?”

      “You think that it’s possible that others could benefit from this?” Leeha asks cautiously.

      “Well, I wonder. When we first came in here, we figured this cave system was small, like the small hill we saw, and we would go under and be at the beach in no time. But then we hit that tunnel system. I wonder if that tunnel system is new?”

      “New? How?” Leeha asks.

      “Well, if my God is getting involved and has decided to throw the Horde from Hell at Boromour, and he’s started showing me and you notices, or notifications as we would call them. Why not instanced Dungeons?”

      “What’s an instanced?”

      “Something like this,” I explain, waving my hand around. “This extensive cave system should not even be here like this. I mean, we have been walking for hours and hours. Just so we could go under the lake? That’s one Hell of a vast lake. We should be out already, I would think.”

      “The Lake of Ruins is very wide, though,” Leeha says, nodding.

      “Fair enough. If the lake is that wide, it would make it on par with ones on my world that are called the Great Lakes, so I guess it’s possible. I wish I could ask my God what the Hell he is up to. Something must have happened after I died and came to this world, since this wasn’t his original plan. But I have a feeling I won’t be talking to him anytime soon, if ever again. I have a feeling that I am truly on my own.”

      “Is that such a bad thing?” Leeha asks. “Most people of this world don’t ever get to see or commune with their Gods. You are special in that you have spoken to your God, not only once but multiple times even.”

      Leeha’s words make my brain go into overdrive. Holy shit, I never even thought of that! The Gods of this world may seem like Gods to Leeha, but I have it on good authority that they are really Angels who have been given power from my God to do their job and pretend to be Gods!

      “Bridget!” I turn to her quickly. “As an Elemental, do you have access to these Gods!?!”

      At first Bridget looks confused at my question, but then her face perks up. “Oh, you mean that because I am of the Elements, and the Gods of this world are also of those Elements of Wind, Fire, Earth, Water, and Mind, I should have access to them?”

      “Yes?” I ask her excitedly.

      “No,” she says with a sigh of disappointment.

      “Damn” I say with a sigh of my own. So much for that.

      “Though, Leeha should,” Bridget says after a moment.

      “She should?” I blurt out in surprise.

      “I am different, in that, while I am an Elemental, I am yours. And don’t ask me to explain that as it doesn’t make sense to me as well. But Leeha’s Elemental is still of this world.”

      I turn to Leeha slowly, and she is looking at Bridget and me in confusion.

      “What?” she asks us as we both stare at her, me with an intensity that I am sure she isn’t used to when she’s not naked and underneath me.

      “I need you to bring your little Elemental out. I need to talk to it,” I say.

      “Hmm, sure?” Leeha says. She lifts her hand out with her palm facing upward, and there is suddenly a tiny blue Water Elemental in the shape of a female’s outline sitting there. It’s looking up at Leeha.

      “This man here, he wants to talk to you,” she tells it, pointing to me.

      The thing looks over at me and waves. I get down on one knee, so I am looking at it face to face.

      “Hello there, little one,” I say softly with a smile. “I have a favor to ask you. Think you can try for me?”

      It looks up at Leeha, then back at me, and nods quickly. “Thank you. I need you to go talk to your God of water, or Water God, or whatever it calls itself,” I say.

      “God of Water,” both Leeha and Bridget interject.

      “Right. God of Water. I need you to talk to him or her and say that there is a human from the planet Terra here that wishes to speak to them, as the God that watched over that world isn’t talking to me. Think you can do that?”

      The little Water Elemental stares at me in confusion at first, but then it’s face clears up and it nods rapidly.

      It looks up at Leeha, and she nods at it. “It’s asking if that is all?”

      “Yes, that is all,” I tell the Water Elemental with a smile. “Thank you for your time.”

      It nods and disappears. Leeha looks at me for a couple of seconds and then she says, “You really treat everyone nicely, don’t you?”

      “Well,” I answer her, getting back up and brushing my knee off. “As long as someone is nice to me, yes. I grew up with a mother who was a nurse, sorry, someone who made sick people feel better and who helped everyone. When I died, she was working long hours and I barely saw her. It’s the way I was raised.”

      “Do you miss your mother?” Leeha asks me softly.

      “Sometimes,” I tell her with a nod. “But while I loved her, we had our differences. I mean, I can be all sad that I won’t see her or anyone back on Terra anymore, but that is just useless as I cannot change it. So much has happened to me since then that I haven’t really had a chance to let that part of me being gone, get to me.”

      Leeha walks over and hugs me, and looks into my eyes. “If you ever want to talk about it, I am here.”

      “And me,” Bridget says, hugging us both.

      “Thanks, you two,” I say, bending down and kissing both of them.

      Suddenly, we are interrupted by a loud clap of thunder and a bright light, which blinds me. Knowing what this might be, I close my eyes and say, “Really?”

      “You dare, mortal!” says a loud and booming voice that almost forces me to my knees.

      Blinking my eyes, I don’t answer the voice at first, but instead wait until I can see. Once my eyes clear up, I have to admit the being in front of me looks impressive. It’s a Water Elemental, but it’s big. As in, over 12 feet tall. There’s a small pond at its feet, and the water is swirling around it lazily. Damn, that’s an entrance, although it ruined it with that boom of thunder and the light. That kind of takes away from it. But hey, I am not a God.

      “Hi, thanks for coming,” I tell it.

      “You dare, mortal, to speak to me as if I am equal to you,” booms the voice.

      I shrug. “All right, well strike me dead then.”

      “Alex!” both Leeha and Bridget scream.

      The being looks down at me, and its face is basically a caricature of a human’s, with eyes and a mouth, all made of water. It’s muscular, and I can see from the shape of it that it’s a male.

      “You wished to speak to me, mortal?” it says after a moment.

      “Yes, can you tell me what in the actual fuck is going on here in this world? Because what God told me I would find, and what is happening now, differ totally,” I tell him in exasperation.

      The God of Water stares down at me, the water in the pond at his feet still slowly circling around him, and then suddenly all of that is gone and in front of me is an Angel with large white wings. He’s wearing a toga and leather sandals, and is still quite muscular, with long blond hair. But all of that is not what has me staring at him. No, what makes my eyes widen in shock is the look on his face. He looks nervous.

      “Crap, I was hoping you would be able to tell me,” says the Angel in a deep voice as he walks towards me. “God has gone missing and isn’t answering our communications. And now this world is going to shit.”
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      Sighing, I look at the Angel and shake my head. Crap, I wanted him to come here and answer my questions, not create more. 

      “What do you mean God is missing?” I ask him. “I spoke to him like not even a month ago!”

      “Yes, we know, as we Angels in this world were involved in your creation. In fact, I was the one who created the body,” he says proudly. “They wanted to make you shorter, but I told them that you needed to be tall.”

      “Hmm. Thanks for that? But again, where is God?” Okay, I really did want to thank him for that. I enjoy being taller. My Earth height of five feet five kind of sucked.

      “We aren’t sure,” the God of Water says. Or would that be the Angel of Water? “We are, as you can imagine, concerned. It’s not just us. It’s all the worlds. I have reached out to others, and they have no clue what is going on.”

      “Damn, I was hoping to find out what is going on with this world, between me getting notifications, this Dungeon which seems to be instanced, and then that black Portal for the Horde from Hell? I mean, I was given a goddamn quest! Oops, sorry,” I cry in annoyance, and I almost cringe. I mean, I just swore against God.

      “No worries,” he says in his deep voice, which, now that I think about it, sounds a lot like my new one. “And I know. Those things you mentioned seem to be something he implemented without our knowledge. I have no clue how that Portal got here, and yes, it is concerning. The last time it was here, it was a test that God created to see if he could stabilize the Hell worlds by letting some Demons come through to be killed at the hands of those on this world. When a Demon dies, it’s permanent. Last time, we thought our world of Boromour was ready for it. We were wrong. We ended up having to close it, bury it, and forget out about it.”

      “Wait, you created an opening, or Portal, from a Hell world to here, so that those living here would kill off Demons?” I say in disgust. “What about all the people that died here? The races that, according to Leeha, were massacred and are no longer?”

      “Trust me, God wasn’t happy about that outcome. Which is why it has never been tried again, ever. God looks at this as a stain on his heart. He has never done that again, anywhere in the universe. If it’s any consolation, all those who died are in a Heaven world, being well taken care of,” he says with a sad sigh.

      “Well, not really, but I wasn’t around when it happened. Wow though, that’s what I would call one royal fuckup. But what about now? That Portal is back again?”

      “Yes, and that has us concerned, as we cannot get close to it. There is a field around the lake that stops even all us Gods-” he stops and looks down at himself and grins, “Angels, since you know what I am now, from getting within a mile of the Lake of Ruin.”

       “Crap, I was hoping you would have answers. Like this notification thing, is it just me and Leeha who will have it?” I ask him.

      “No, it seems to be a system-wide, sorry worldwide thing, but it’s starting slow—with little things. I think God told you about the Blessing Tokens? It said he did in our reports,” The God of Water says.

      “Yes, he said that it would allow folks to know how close they are to getting into Heaven if they die,” I tell him.

      “Right,” he says, nodding. “Oh, by the way, my name is Peter.” He holds up his hand. “Yes, that Peter. I asked for a transfer from your world over 200 years ago. I know they still talk about me. And no, I didn’t watch the gates. That was Pete. They get us mixed up. He’s my brother and he hates that I took that glory from him. Not like I did it on purpose. It’s not my fault he blurted out my name once to a human in your world. Anyhow, I digress. The system you are seeing is something that God proposed to a bunch of worlds. I understand it was thanks to your world’s technology?” Peter asks me.

      “Wait, before I answer that, you are saying that the Pearly Gates are real?” I ask him.

      “Yes, very much so. It’s where we decide where the soul goes—either to a Heaven world or a Hell one. Though, most times, we already know by the time they get there. Those who end up going to Heaven go through the Gates and are in a Heaven world. Those who are going to a Hell world get transported directly there. Those who are in the sort of in-between stage, they can talk to Pete, who will look at their history and such and then either allow them entry into a Heaven world, or punt them over to a Hell world,” Peter explains.

      “Wow, I am not sure what to say about that. I hope my mother is going to a Heaven world,” I say with a sigh.

      Suddenly a blue digital screen is hovering in front of him, and a line of text that I can’t understand is moving up with each swipe of his finger.

      Peter smiles at me. “I’m not supposed to do this, but I am pretty sure I can make an exception. Let’s see here. Your mother’s name at birth was Glenda Johanne Elliot?” At my nod, he swipes twice more and then stops, his finger running down the list before it stops again, and then he taps a line and something pops up on his screen. This isn’t like a monitor from Earth, it’s actually a screen floating in the air. It seems to be a two-way screen, and on it, from the back, I can now see a picture of my mother.

      “Here we go, Glenda Johanne Elliot, mother of Alexandre Joseph Bronson. Yes, she is going to Heaven. Wow, with the Tokens she has, if they were counting them on Earth, she could bring one other person with her. Free of charge. Impressive,” he says, looking at me with a raised blond eyebrow.

      “Yeah,” I chuckle. “My mother was a good person to everyone. That was partly why she got into nursing. Thank you for showing me that. Now, as to your question about the technology. Yes, we have games on Earth that include things like notifications, experience, leveling. I guess that is where God got that idea, or so he says. But what is happening here, though?”

      Peter looks at me thoughtfully before answering. “We think that God has decided to try another experiment and is letting us deal with it on our own, with you as the catalyst.”

      “What do you mean?” I ask him, not understanding.

      “These notifications and quests, and even this Portal, didn’t show up until you were in this world. I’ve been talking to others, and it seems you aren’t the only one that God took from Earth and placed on another world, giving you powers above those of everyone else,” Peter says, scratching his head.

      “What?!?” I exclaim, and if he had shown me a pink unicorn, I could not have been more surprised.

      “That is why I hoped you would have information. When that little Water Elemental came to say that you wanted to talk to me, I had expected you to know something,” Peter says with a sigh. “I have other worlds contacting me and telling me of a Portal showing up on their worlds as well.”

      “But why would your God make it so that people would have to die to open it!” cries Leeha with defiance in her face. Good for you, girl! You tell him.

      “Yes, that part we can’t figure out,” Peter answers Leeha with a sad smile. “Because the Portal we used before never used to take the life of someone who had Magic in them. Like I said, we can’t even get close to this one to see what is happening. Our tiny Elementals can, but they aren’t very smart. Though yours seems to be getting more like his,” Peter points to me, “than a normal Elemental. It’s as if you speaking to it and interacting with it, is changing it.”

      “So will she end up having one like mine here, Bridget?” I ask, pointing at Bridget.

      Peter turns to Bridget and inspects her. He even goes so far as to walk up to her and look her up and down. Then he walks around her and does the same thing. Something tells me, though, that Peter isn’t looking at her exterior self.

      “Damn, God did a fantastic job on you, Bridget, was it? The complexity and the power God put in you are amazing. I would say you are the best work he has ever done. Wait,” Peter pauses with a frown on his face. He brings up his blue screen once more and places it in front of Bridget’s chest, since he is standing in front of her again. The screen is mostly static, and displaying characters I don’t recognize. “Holy Heaven. Did he give you a context module?” Peter asks her with his mouth open.

      “Do you mean do I have context without the experience? Yes. And it’s been annoying at times,” she says with a growl.

      “Trust me, without the experience is much better. Wow, I had heard God was working on that, but it is amazing to see it in action. Sorry, I’m getting distracted.”

      Peter turns to me. “Back to the Portal. I have no clue what is going on with this one that’s on Boromour. When many of the little Elementals returned to us after their hosts died and told us why, we couldn’t understand it. I contacted other worlds and they are not having the same issue. We are just theorizing, but we think it might be a defense mechanism of this one Portal. It must think that those with Magic inside them can activate it, so it’s killing them off, as I understand that those without Magic inside them aren’t dying. So my suggestion for you is, don’t touch it.”

      “Damn, I was hoping it was whoever created the Portal that was doing it, so that me stopping them would stop the Portal from opening,” I tell him.

      Shaking his head, Peter says, “No, it shall open on its own one day. That we are sure of. We do not think it will be this year, but it will happen. Did God tell you about the Hell Worlds’ issues?”

      “That they are overcrowded, and he was looking for a way to reduce the number of people going there by introducing Blessed Tokens?”

      Peter nods. “Yes. But that doesn’t fix the immediate issue, as the Demons don’t die quickly enough to make room. So that means overcrowding becomes an issue.”

      “Why does that matter? They are in Hell. Aren’t they supposed to be suffering?”

      “True, but the main issue is that when a world, even a Hell world, gets to a specific capacity, it causes that world and its sun to go Nova. In the process, it destroys not just that world, but if another sun and world are within striking distance of that dying Sun’s explosion, they die as well.”

      “Oh shit,” I say.

      “Eloquently said. Oh shit. So we are trying to avoid that at all costs, as we often have Hell worlds and Heaven worlds beside each other, to make transportation of souls easier.”

      “So if a Hell world and its sun go Nova, it could take out a Heaven world,” I ask him to clarify.

      “Precisely.”

      “That is a dumb system,” I tell him.

      “I didn’t create it,” Peter says with a shrug. “But now I need to fix it. Or at least in this world. Which is why I am glad you called me now.”
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      “You want me to fix this?” I ask him with a raised eyebrow.

      “You don’t have to,” Peter says. “You can leave it to Leeha and the races of this world to do it themselves.”

      I glare at him and growl, “That’s pretty low.”

      “You must understand, Alexandre—,” Peter says.

      “Alex,” I correct him, glaring at him once more.

      Nodding, Peter says, “Alex. We Angels can do many things on Boromour, but access that lake and the Portal isn’t one of them. We need you to be our representative for this and shut it down.”

      “Wait, you have a way to shut it down?” I ask.

      At that question, Peter looks uncomfortable. “Well, not so much shut it down, but overload it.”

      “With what?” I ask him with a raised eyebrow, as I suspect I know where this is going.

      “With your power,” he simply states.

      “So, you want me to put my hands on it, never mind the fact that you’ve said it has a defensive mechanism that kills anyone that has magic in them, and push power into it until it blows up? While I am touching it?” I ask him, holding both of my hands out as if I am touching something in front of me.

      “Yes, well, we haven’t worked out all the details yet,” Peter says with a frown.

      “No shit,” I tell him, rolling my eyes. “I am sorry, but you are asking me to go on a suicide mission.”

      “We think your Chakras will help. I honestly am shocked that God gave those to you,” Peter says, shaking his head.

      “Why?” I ask Peter with a frown.

      “Chakras are only given to Celestial Angels. You aren’t a Celestial Angel, yet you have them. Though, I see he is making you open them slowly. Which makes sense since the body you have can’t handle them. If God had opened all seven Chakras on you at once, your body would have either exploded or imploded. Or both.”

      “Is that why my body is transforming? Like my bones changing to steel?” I ask. I mean, it makes sense, right? Get the body slowly ready for whatever this seventh Chakra opening will do. Just opening my third one hurt like a motherfucker.

      “Yes, though it’s not steel. The closest material you would know it as is carbon titanium. Your bones are getting ready to support the pressure of the energy.”

      “So wait, what happened to me earlier? I understand my bones changed to this carbon titanium, but what happened to my throat? I ended up coughing up something. Bridget had to heal me or I am sure I would have died!”

      “May I?” Peter says, walking up to me and lifting his hand near my throat.

      “Sure?” I say cautiously.

      Peter puts his hand on my throat and closes his eyes. After a good ten seconds, he opens them and nods. “Ah, that would be your throat Chakra. It has gone through its transformation. Bridget healing you simply transformed it faster, but you would not have died. Though the process would have been excruciating,” he says, stepping back.

      “All right, but what does it do? She mentioned energy flowing from it when I talk. Does that mean I can tell people what to do and they have to listen?”

      Peter laughs. “Heavens, no. If that were the case I could tell you what to do, as I have that same Chakra. I would be able to order you to go do what I want and be done with it. No, that one, as I am sure you noticed, changed your voice?” At my nod, he continues. “The other thing it does is this, with practice,” he says, and my eyes widen in surprise, as he just spoke in my voice!

      “Jesus, are you saying I will become an impersonator?”

      “Somewhat,” he says with a laugh. “The energy you mentioned is not going to someone. It’s grabbing information. With time, you will be able to impersonate a voice. For an Angel, it’s meant for us to hide our true voices. Most mortals cannot handle our true voice as it’s very powerful. When I came here I used a small percentage of it, but you did not react to it, so that tells me your body is different.”

      “How come it didn’t affect Bridget or Leeha?” I ask him, pointing to the two of them. They have been standing there listening in, their heads swiveling between Peter and I, as if they are watching a ping pong game.

      “Actually, it did,” Leeha says. “It felt like I was being pushed down to kneel. I almost did.”

      “It won’t affect me, as I’m an Elemental,” Bridget says with a grin.

      “There you go. Though, I am impressed that Leeha was able to fight it off so well. Her power must be very strong. Since she is with you, I am not surprised.”

      “So the more powerful someone is, the easier it is to fight off your voice?” I ask skeptically.

      Peter gazes at me for a second, and then says in a powerful voice, “Kneel!”

      Without thinking about it, I end up kneeling on one knee, not even noticing until I’m already doing it.

      “As you can see, the voice can compel you to do something, but only simple things like this. Sorry about that. But, look at what happens if I say something else.” Peter’s voice gets powerful again. “go do what I bid you to do earlier and go destroy that Portal.” Nothing happens. I simply kneel there and stare at him with a frown. I don’t feel the need to do what he said.

      “See? It’s not a voice that commands you to do what I say. God has given everyone free will, and if we had the ability to tell everyone what to do, while it would make our jobs easier, it would take that free will away.”

      Standing back up, I nod at him. “It’s still pretty powerful.” I look over and Leeha is standing up as well, but she swallows hard and looks at me. I smile at her to reassure her it’s all good. “So, is there anything you can give me that would help me with all this?”

      Peter shakes his head. “No. I cannot. It’s not that I don’t want to. I am not allowed. Rules guide even me, and while I love this world, which is why I want that Portal taken down, I am not looking to get demoted to a Devil.”

      “Devil? Wait, there are Devils too? So Angels and Devils? And if there are Demons, these Devils are what? Their overseers?”

      “They are essentially Angels like me, but they take care of and watch over the Hell worlds,” he says with a grimace. “It’s not a pleasant job. I did it for over a thousand years. I got into trouble with God, and I was demoted. It was horrible. I don’t ever want that again,” he says, and a visible shiver run down his body.

      “So, I only have the tools that God gave me,” I say with a frown.

      “Which still makes you, compared to the rest of the people in this world, quite powerful,” he says, nodding at my comment.

      “Yeah, I guess,” I tell him with a sigh. “I was just hoping for something powerful so that I could blast my way in, do what I need to do, and get out. Which, by the way, being in here is wasting my time. I should be out there rescuing people.”

      “Ah, do not worry, you are not wasting time. There is a time compression bubble around this Dungeon.”

      “Wait, I thought God told me he couldn’t play with time? When I died, I asked him if he could go back and fix it so that I wasn’t there and didn’t get shot in the head.” I say to Peter. “Did he lie?”

      “No, God cannot himself go back in time. But he can create a bubble of space that is compressed. You can be in here for one year, but outside it would only be one hour. So for the amount of time you will be in here, it will be minutes in the outside world.”

      “But what is the point of this Dungeon? I mean, it’s not like I get experience,” I tell him.

      Nodding, Peter brings up his screen again and glances at it before answering. “Sorry, to answer that, I needed to check something. I see that you have fought many Cave Rats and Cave Bats. And one Cave Troll, which I see broke, ouch, six ribs? That had to hurt,” he says looking at me.

      “Yeah, a lot,” I tell him, grimacing at the memory of the pain.

      “So this place does two things. It teaches you combat, and how to survive. You cannot die in here, and also, you can get loot in the way of weapons, armor, and money.”

      “Wait, I can’t die in here?” I ask him, making sure I heard him right.

      “Correct. Think of it as what you would call a game Dungeon on Earth. You can come in here as much as you want and do what you need to do to learn, and the only consequence is pain. From what I am reading on here, you will die, but it will be temporary, and you will resurrect at the entrance you came in from,” he says, reading off a screen again. “Wow, God really did a good job on this place,” Peter says in an impressed tone.

      “So, can others come in here?”

      “Not yet. They do not have the capacity as you do, to see notifications. Yet. It seems that God is introducing that slowly.” Peter presses the top right corner on the screen in front of him and it changes, and then he scrolls through it quickly before stopping. “According to the schedule set out here, some people have started getting the Blessed Token option. But not anything else. Leeha is the first to get the upgrade to be able to see notifications, but I think it’s because she is close to you, and since you get them, she gets them by default. Interesting,” he says, rubbing his chin in thought.

      “So just how quickly is this world going to turn into a full out game? For me, I mean,” I amend quickly.

      “For you, it seems to be going much faster. I see that God gave you a Quest already, which will be finished by destroying that Portal,” he says with a raised eyebrow directed my way. “Also, it seems that the upgrades for you are being pushed through quite quickly. At an alarming rate, really. I wonder if it’s because you are from Earth and understand this game system? We Angels had to do a crash course on it. We even took time to go to Earth and try some of these games.”

      “God, I would kill for a wiki of all this shit,” I say in annoyance.

      “Hmm,” Peter says thoughtfully. “I think I can help with that. Bridget, can you come here?”

      Bridget looks at me for guidance. I nod to her, as I doubt Peter would do anything to hurt her. She walks over to him with a questioning look.

      Peter reaches out and places his large hand on her head. With her being so small compared to him, his hand engulfs her head. He frowns, and with his other hand he opens his screen and starts pressing a bunch of buttons on it.

      “Damn, God did a good job on Bridget. She is more advanced than I previously thought. I am trying,” he says, typing away one-handed on a keyboard that had popped up, “to modify her access, but I am having to do it through a different channel. It won’t be perfect, but it should suffice. I am also sending a request to have something like this added to the system. I enjoyed having this when I was playing on Earth, so I might as well see if God can implement it here whenever this is over. And there we go,” he says triumphantly with a big smile on his Angelic face.

      “What did you do?” I ask him, concerned now for Bridget, as her eyes are crossed and she is swaying.

      “I gave her a partial wiki. She has some information, but not all that I have, as I can’t seem to give it all to her. I was able to transfer some over though. She doesn’t have any communication channels I can access directly, so I hope it’s enough,” Peter says with a sigh, nodding my way.

      “Can I ask one more question?” I blurt out.

      “Of course,” Peter says, nodding at me again.

      “Are you all robots?” I ask. I mean, he is talking about communication channels, upgrades, and all this shit. They must be robots!

      “What?” Peter says, stunned, but then he lets out a huge belly laugh. “Oh God, no. God created us, yes. But we are not robots. The closest analogy I can think of from Earth is artificial beings. If you cut me, I bleed. However, it would take a powerful weapon. I cannot die from old age, but I can die from battle. We are just as alive as you, Leeha, or any other race. We are just more powerful.”

      “Damn, but you make it sound like you’re robots when you speak about upgrades and shit,” I tell him.

      “Ah, but everyone on this planet, or any planet really, can be upgraded. It’s whether or not God lets them. This world, Boromour, is the first world to get that option turned on. These are exciting times. We are the envy of all the other Angels in the universe!”

      “Great,” I tell him with a scowl. “We are a Beta Test world?”

      Peter’s grin gets more prominent at the term, and he cries out, “Exactly!”
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      Once Peter is gone, after telling me that was all he was permitted to do, I walk over to Bridget and lift her chin up, so she is looking into my eyes.

      “Are you all right?” I ask her. She is still in a daze, and her eyes have that faraway look that she gets sometimes. Leeha had walked up with me, and she places a hand on Bridget’s back, concern in her eyes.

      After a minute, Bridget’s gaze focuses on me, and she breathes deeply. “Yes. Wow, that was. Intense. I mean, not intense like the orgasms you gave me, but still intense. Or yours,” she says, turning to Leeha with a grin. “All that information flowing into me was unexpected.”

      “So, you have information about the mechanics of this world now?” I ask her.

      “Sort of,” she says with a confused frown.

      “What do you mean, sort of?” Leeha asks her.

      “The information is there,” she says, turning to Leeha and then back to me. “But it’s a jumble. I think it’s only there when you ask for it. And I can’t offer it to you until you ask for it.”

      “Oh, for fucksakes,” I cry up at the ceiling. “Thanks, Peter!” I shout sarcastically.

      I look back down at Bridget. “So you can’t offer me anything unless I ask for it, specifically.”

      “Pretty much,” she says with a pout, but then she smiles up at me radiantly. “But you’re smart. You will know what questions to ask!”

      In her Elven form, with her red hair, she is beautiful, and when she smiles like that, it’s even more pronounced. I’m glad, in a way, that she goes into Elf form instead of human form, as to me, this is more pleasing.

      “I guess the first thing we need to do is get out of here,” I say, looking around the cave. “I mean, I doubt it’s safe for us to sleep in here for the night.”

      Leeha looks around critically and nods. “The last thing I want is to have a Cave Troll smash my body while I am sleeping. Or a Cave Bat try to suck me dry,” she says, putting a hand to her neck. We found out that was its mode of attack. It will try to suck you dry. Thank God we had no problems killing them.

      “Well,” Bridget says, turning in a circle and looking around as well. “I don’t know how far we are from the exit. But I would say it seems the Dungeon is leading us that way,” she says, pointing deeper into the cave system.

      “Figures,” I say with a sigh. “Can you zip up front and check?” I ask her.

      “No, I need to have been there at least once, and doing it is energy intensive for me. I will need to disappear soon, so I can re-energize,” she says with a sigh.

      “You will need to leave us?” Leeha says apprehensively.

      “Yes. When I am in this form, it uses up my stored energy, which is fine to keep my body like this. But when I use spells or when I use that transport ability, which I didn’t even know I had until Alex needed water, it uses it up faster. I have maybe two hours left before I will need to leave this realm.”

      “Crap. All right. So, can we find a safe spot in here then? I know in my world’s games there would be safe spots in places like this.”

      Leeha looks at me oddly, but I guess that makes sense since I’m talking about games and systems, which she knows nothing about. I will need to have a sit down with her and explain it all in more detail. That should prove interesting. When I tried to explain to her how a television worked, she just looked at me like I was spouting gibberish. Which I might have been, I guess.

      “Hmm,” Bridget says, looking around one more time. “I wonder. You see that alcove over there? You can maybe build a wall that covers the whole area, so nothing gets in. Though I’m not sure how safe that would be from a Cave Troll.”

      “Actually, that might work,” I say, thinking it through. She’s right, that nook is small enough to fit the three of us, though technically it will be the two of us since Bridget will need to leave. I’m not sure how long she’ll be gone, so assume three people. “I can maybe reinforce it with metal from inside the ground.”

      “Oh! Like rebar,” Bridget says, then immediately looks confused.

      “Context?” I say to her with a grin.

      She nods before answering, sounding annoyed. “Yes. Gods, I hate when it does that. I know what it is. I just never saw it.”

      “That’s OK,” I tell her with a laugh. “I have never seen it in person either.”

      “How can you have not seen it in person but still know about something?” Leeha says.

      “Think of it like a painting. Remember that television stuff I told you about, with the moving paintings? It’s like that.”

      “I shall take your word for it, Alex,” she says, sounding skeptical.

      “Come on, let’s see if this will work,” I tell them both, heading towards the alcove that Bridget had pointed out, which is only about a hundred feet or so from where we were standing with the dead Cave Troll. Hopefully it will be enough to keep any smells away from us as we sleep.

      Once I get there, I look around. The alcove is in the wall of the cave, and it’s not large, maybe eight feet high and ten feet wide. It’s also about nine feet deep and it slopes downwards the further in you go, so that at the back of the cave, it’s more like four feet high. There’s more than enough room for the three of us.

      The floor isn’t entirely smooth though, with bumps and small ridges everywhere, and it looks like something else had made a bed in here before, but so long ago that there isn’t much of a smell. Sniffing, I thank God it wasn’t that Cave Troll because he smelled too awful.

      “Do you have enough power for this?” I ask, turning to Bridget.

      “Yes, though I will have to borrow some of yours as well, if that is all right?”

      “It sure is. But don’t start yet. Leeha, can you use your water spell to clean the floor area out?”

      “I think so,” Leeha says, coming to stand in front of me and spreading out both of her hands. “I wanted to try this idea I had after seeing that God of Water, or Peter.”

      “Oh?” I ask, intrigued.

      She turns to me and grins. “Watch. Hopefully, this works.”

      She turns back to the alcove, and suddenly I see water shooting out of her palms and hitting the floor, but it doesn’t splash when it hits the floor as I had expected it to. Instead, it flows, almost like it’s being controlled. Actually, wait, it is! She is doing the same thing Peter did with his water, when he had it moving around in a lazy fashion. How is she doing that? She never said she knew that spell!

      Within minutes, the entire floor in the alcove is damp, but it’s clean, and she turns to me with a big grin on her face, bouncing in excitement. “So?”

      “How did you do that?” I ask her with a laugh.

      “I used the English words you told me for rope. And I was then able, with the help of my own Water Elemental, to control where it went. So I had it spread across the floor, removing debris and pushing it out of the alcove.”

      “Wait, you created Water Rope?” I ask her with a grin of my own.

      “Yes! Though I will need you to use Air to dry it,” she says, her grin changing to a scowl. “That I couldn’t figure out.”

      “Well, let’s see,” I say, walking over to where she had been standing earlier. I put both my hands out and think, Wind. Now, how should I go about this? A spell or a command? I can’t think of a spell, really. So. Create a wind that will dry the inside of the alcove.

      \You have used a Spell command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      A wind blows out of my hands and goes into the alcove, and within half a minute, all the moisture on the floor is dry, and it’s now nice and clean in there.

      “Nice,” Leeha says with a laugh. “Spell or that command thing?”

      “I had to use a command. I wasn’t sure of what to name it to turn it into a spell. I will have to think on that one. If I can name it, I will use a hundredth of my power. Instead of 1,000 points of power, I can use ten.”

      Bridget comes over and bumps her hips against mine. “My turn,” she says with a broad grin.

      “Do us proud,” Leeha says. “Oh, can you leave a small hole near the top for air and light?”

      “Good idea,” I nod to her approvingly.

      “A wall with rebar and a hole near the top for air and light. Got it. Step inside, as I won’t be making a door.”

      “Oh, wait. Can I go piss first?” I ask them in embarrassment.

      They both turn to me. “I’ve been out for days,” I tell them defensively.

      “Fine,” Leeha says with a laugh, waving me away. “Just be careful,” she says with a chuckle.

      “I will,” I tell her with a smile, and I head to piss behind a rock. Once I’m done, I come back and join Leeha, who is already sitting down in the alcove.

      Bridget comes over and bends down and kisses me. “This might use up all my energy, so I doubt I will be able to stay. I will see you both in the morning,” she says with a smile.

      “I want a hug and a kiss too!” Leeha says, lifting her arms out to Bridget, who grins and gives her a hug and kiss as well. She turns to me and says, “You be good to her.”

      “I will,” I promise her with a smile.

      Bridget turns around and places both her hands on the ground. “Earth, please,” she says. “I will need power from you for this.”

      Nodding, I think, Earth, and Bridget is now in front of us in her Earth Elemental form. As I look at her back, I notice that although she is made up of dirt, leaves, and twigs, see her back is smooth, almost like those items are inside her skin. It actually looks more like she has a tattoo, than that she is actually made of those items. I hear a rumbling sound and as I watch, I see a small wall slowly rise around the alcove exit, almost like a hydraulic wall. It looks as if it’s slowly rising out of some recess in the ground, although I know it isn’t, as Bridget is creating it. I also notice that spaced along the wall, every foot or so, is something shiny. Metal? I wonder which metal one she is picking for strength?

      After the wall is about a third of the way up, I feel pressure from one of my Chakras, the top one on my head, and then a release, as if a valve has been released. I am about to ask Bridget about it, but she beats me to it and says, “That was power coming from you to me. It looks like it’s being sent to me in a purer form now. That will take some getting used to.”

      “Is that bad?” I ask her, worried.

      “No, it just means I need less of it,” she says, and I can hear the strain in her voice, so I stop asking questions and let her do her work. Once the wall has reached the top of the cave wall, with a hole near the top like we asked for, she sits back with a sound of relief.

      “Wow, that was harder than the first wall you built,” she says, turning around to face us, still sitting on her ass.

      “That’s because this one is four times as large,” I tell her with a laugh.

      “Very true. Listen, you two. Enjoy a night alone. I made the rebar with metal, but I also reinforced the rock itself. I made two holes,” she says, pointing to the hole at the top where the wall meets the ceiling, and then she points at the other end of the alcove where I see a smaller one. “That one is to help airflow. I will see you both in the morning. I love you both.”

      I am about to answer her, but suddenly she is gone. She doesn’t disperse or anything. She just isn’t there.

      “Dammit,” Leeha says with a sad voice. “I was going to tell her I love her too.”

      “Same here,” I tell her with a smile, bringing her closer and kissing her on the lips.
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      “You’re injured,” Leeha says, breaking away from our kiss just as it starts to get more intense.

      “I was injured,” I tell her with a smile.

      “If you’re sure,” Leeha says, but she has a grin on her Elven face, which despite the little amount of light that is coming in, I can see just fine because of the floating Magical clouds of energy. I would say this time, Leeha is the one at a disadvantage.

      “I am. I have it on good authority that I am to treat you well,” I tell Leeha, kissing her again.

      I mean to put her on the ground to kiss her while she is on her back, but Leeha has a different idea. She pushes me down and sits on top of my stomach, staring down at me. Then she places her hands on my chest and bends down, kissing me once more, deeply.

      I caress her body, my hands running up her sides until they run up under her shirt. One thing about Elves or this world in general, bras are not a thing, or at least I have yet to see one, even when I was in the City. My hands reach her breasts, and I slowly massage them, making sure to slide my palm against her now hard nipples, causing her to moan.

      Leeha sits up and pulls her shirt over her head, exposing her beautiful and firm breasts. I reach up and grab them both, and they are so large, my hands can barely fit around them. I can feel her hard nipples pressing against my palms and I pinch one lightly, making Leeha throw her head back and groan, letting me know she is enjoying it.

      Suddenly, she leans forward and kisses me, and I wrap my arms around her, lightly running my nails up and down her back and causing her to shiver, as I feel her body gyrate. Leeha pulls back from the kiss, and in a voice full of yearning, says to me, “I want you, Alex.”

      “I want you too, Leeha. God, do I ever,” I murmur at her, gazing up at her face with her long blond hair falling forward on either side of my head. I run my hand down her chest, from her neck to her stomach.

      She stands up and takes her pants off, exposing her legs and pussy to me, and I do the same, still on my back, not caring that the ground is cold. Once undressed, Leeha straddles me again, with her pussy just touching my hard cock. I can feel how wet she is as she starts to rub against my cock but doesn’t insert it into her.

      Leeha looks down at me with love and desire in her eyes, and I am sure I am looking up at her in the same way. It might be a God making me love this woman, and making this woman love me, but at this point I don’t care. She is the most amazing thing in this world right now.

      She reaches between us and grabs my hard stiff manhood, placing the tip against the entrance to her wet pussy. Still staring into my eyes, she lowers herself slowly, growling low in her throat as she does. God, she feels so good. I can feel her squeeze me as she moves up and down. Her eyes have closed, but she has a smile on her luscious lips.

      Unlike before, this lovemaking feels more connected; less about passion, and more about love. Slowly and steadily, I can feel her moving up and down my shaft, her pussy squeezing me each time. The emotion inside me is bringing me to the brink much faster than if I had been slamming my cock into her pussy, hard and repeatedly. Suddenly, I feel Leeha’s rhythm start to shift, as she starts moving faster. I reach out and grab her hips, one hand on either side her, not guiding, only touching. I run my hands up and down her hips with a light touch, feeling her soft skin beneath them.

      Then Leeha stops, and I can feel the walls of her pussy clenching hard over and over as she cums. After a couple of seconds, she starts up again, moving up and down, and she is still shaking from the aftereffects of that first orgasm. Knowing she just came so fast and that she is making herself cum again by riding me, brings me closer as well, and I can feel my toes start to curl on their own.

      My hands tighten on her hips and I bring her down harder on my cock as she continues to ride me. Suddenly, and quicker than I thought would happen, I am cumming inside her, squeezing her hips hard. And that must trigger something for her, as soon her pussy is squeezing me hard as well, and she is shaking.

      Leeha falls forward with her head on my chest, and I realize she is crying. “Leeha?” I say her name, concerned. Shit, did I hurt her? “Are you hurt?”

      She shakes her head on my chest. “No, I’m just so happy that I met someone as loving as you,” she says. She looks up, and while she has tears in her eyes, she is also smiling.

      “Promise me you will never leave me?” she asks me.

      “As I have promised before, but I shall promise once more. I shall never leave you, you beautiful Elven beauty. How you can love a brute of a human like me, is beyond me,” I tell her, gazing into her eyes.

      She leans forward and kisses me lightly on the lips, and then places her head back down on my chest, with my half-hard cock still inside her.

      “Thank you,” she whispers.

      I don’t move, just savoring the moment, enjoying her being on top of me. Even though I can now feel my ass is getting cold. Okay, I know that I need to do something about that, and I am about to tell Leeha that we need to move, but I hear gentle snoring coming from her. Smiling, I touch her hair gently, bend down as far as I can, and kiss the top of her head.

      I guess this is how we are falling asleep, which makes me smile. I know that in the morning my ass will be cold, but oh well. Actually, wait. Maybe I can fix that? I hold up my left hand and think, Fire. I know I can’t call Bridget, but I can call up my own spells without her.

      I want the floor underneath us to be warm and comfortable for the duration of the night.

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      Then, I start to feel the effects of the spell underneath me, as the floor starts warming up slightly. Just to be sure, I make myself stay awake a little longer, even though I am now getting sleepy. After what feels like five minutes have passed, and the floor stays warm, warming up my ass and my legs, I sigh contentedly and close my eyes, with a smile on my face and a beautiful Elf woman passed out on top of me. The last thought I have as I am falling asleep is that I hope she doesn’t get chilled.
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      “Alex?” I hear my name called softly.

      Opening my eyes suddenly, as I feel a weight on me, I look up into the smiling face of Leeha.

      “Good morning, or whatever it is since I have no clue what time it is,” I say softly, smiling back at her.

      “Thanks for last night,” she says, kissing me. “I see you did something about the floor? It’s nice and warm.”

      “Yeah, you sort of fell asleep on me, and my ass was getting cold,” I tell her with a grin. She’s right, the floor underneath me is still warm.

      Looking down, I see that Leeha is still naked on top of me, and I am still lying on the ground with only my shirt on.

      “I guess we should get dressed,” Leeha says with a sigh.

      “Yes. Since I am sure we will have more fighting to do today. Also, we need to look for food,” I tell her.

      “You haven’t noticed?” Leeha says, cocking her head at me.

      “Noticed what?”

      “How long have we been in this cave system?” she asks.

      “Well over three days, I would say. Between all the walking, and me being out for days, plus if we slept eight hours, probably closer to four days,” I tell Leeha, confused by her question.

      “And in all that time, have you felt hungry?” she replies.

      I think about it. To be honest, I mentioned looking for food out of habit, but the more I think about it, the more I realize she’s right. I haven’t been hungry at all. I was thirsty at one point, and we found a water source, but as far as food goes. None. And not even a hunger pang. One would think that without food for days, I would be starving or weak, but I don’t feel that.

      “Shit, you think this cave system that Peter said God created is doing that? Keeping us fed somehow?”

      “I don’t know, but I for one am happy about that, because the idea of eating either a Cave Rat or Cave Bat sounds appalling,” she says, with a look of disgust on her face.

      Laughing, I have to agree wholeheartedly. “We should still get dressed though. While I love having a sexy naked Elf on me, we need to get out of here and find out what the Hell is happening at the Lake of Ruins and stop that damn Portal.”

      “Do you have any idea how you will destroy it without touching it?” Leeha asks, getting off me slowly, almost reluctantly.

      “I’m not sure,” I tell her truthfully. “I will need to look at the Portal first to see. Maybe it will give me an idea.”

      Leeha nods, putting her pants and then her shirt back on and adjusting her top so her breasts fit nicely. To me, they look amazing, even with her shirt over them. The allure of seeing but not seeing, I think with a chuckle. I grab my pants and put them on. Still not used to going commando, but evidently undergarments aren’t a thing here. When I asked Leeha about that, she had looked at me funny and asked why people would wear them.

      “Bridget hasn’t come back,” Leeha tells me nervously.

      “I think it’s because I need to call her back,” I say with a reassuring nod. “I was able to do my Magic last night for the floor without calling her. Speaking of,” I say, and think, Fire, cancelling out the spell on the floor. “I just canceled the spell on the floor. I would say that because Bridget was pulled back to wherever she goes because of depleting her energy, I need to pull her back to here.”

      Nodding, Leeha says, “Makes sense. As much as Magic can makes sense, anyway. You’re the one who is turning Magic use on its head,” she finishes with a grin pointed at me.

      “That’s me,” I tell her with a chuckle. “Let me see if she can come back,” I say, holding up a finger.

      “Bridget?” I think.

      “Hmm,” comes a lazy and sleepy reply.

      “Are you ready to come back?” I ask her.

      “I think so. I am not fully replenished, but this will do, as I can recover it over time now,” she says, and I can almost hear her stretching, as if she is saying that in a bed somewhere.

      “Well, when you can, join us,” I tell her with a smile.

      “Now is good,” she says, and I turn and find her standing next to me.

      She looks more revitalized now. I hadn’t noticed it before, but it seems like when she is down in power, she does look tired. I look at my beautiful Elemental in her Elf form, with her long red hair, her tight-fitting outfit that shows off her massive tits, and her beautiful smile. She is just as amazing to me as Leeha is. I bend down and kiss her.

      “Welcome back,” I tell her. “All good now?”

      Bridget nods with a smile on her face. “Yes. I needed that. It felt good.”

      “Where do you go, by the way, when you disappear?” Leeha asks her curiously.

      “I’m not sure,” Bridget says with a frown. “I go to a place where there is Magical energy all around me—a lot of it. I bathe in it, sleep in it, feed from it. When I am not with Alex, that is where I go. It’s a place that just is.”

      “Are there others there with you?” I ask her, now curious myself.

      “Yes, but I cannot talk or interact with them. I can see them far off in the distance—millions upon millions of them. Even though I am the sum of all five of your Elementals, Fire, Water, Wind, Earth, and Mind, I cannot interact with other Elementals there. But I can here on Boromour.”

      “I have to admit, that sounds pretty fucking cool,” I say with a grin. “Now, shall we take down this wall and see about getting out of here?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “Left!” cries Leeha.

      Fire, Fire Arrow, I think, and send one of six arrows directly into the face of the Cave Snake we are fighting.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      The Fire Arrow misses the Cave Snake’s eye, which is what I had been aiming for. It saw it coming and moved its head forward, the Fire Arrow bouncing off its hard scales.

      Right, I forgot the Cave Snakes are more intelligent than the rats or the bats we had been fighting. Even the Cave Troll just stood there and took damage. This Cave Snake, on the other hand, moved, weaved, ducked, and did whatever it could to stay alive.

      I place my hand on the ground and think, Earth, Earth Spikes. Suddenly the snake hisses loudly in pain, as six large spikes made out of rock shoot out from the floor and puncture it. They aren’t large, maybe a foot long about a quarter-inch thick, but have six of them enter you, even if you are the size of a car, and you will feel it. Conveniently, the other thing those spikes do is keep it stuck there, until it’s able to break them.

      These Cave Snakes are huge, about the thickness of a car back on Earth, and long, about the length of two school buses.

      “Now it’s stuck!” I yell.

      The Cave Snake, distracted by the spikes in its underside, ignores Leeha and Bridget, which gives them their chance. Suddenly two Water Arrows hit one of its eyes, followed by a Fire Arrow from Bridget, which hits its other eye, finally blinding it.

      The Cave Snake goes nuts, thrashing its tail, and hitting the stone wall behind it. We had been able to back it up, as much as a snake can go backwards, until it was against the wall. Now, with the snake blind, I call up a second new spell I had thought of-Earth Spikes being the first-Earth Javelin. We hear a loud screech coming from the snake as a rather large javelin made of stone, about five feet high and half a foot thick, shoots out of the ground and skewers it through the underside of its head, going right through until the tip of the Earth Javelin is sticking out. The Cave Snake thrashes around for a few more seconds but then slowly falls sideways, dead.

      You have killed a Cave Snake.

      Panting heavily, I try to catch my breath. This Cave Snake took longer to kill, and it involved a lot of running around to avoid it crushing or biting us. That fucking head was fast. It almost got me twice, and Leeha had to gracefully jump over the damn thing. Bridget, on the other hand, simply stood her ground and punched it in the snout, making it reel back in surprise. That’s all right, because both Leeha and I looked at her in surprise as well. I didn’t realize she was that strong. I keep forgetting she isn’t technically a real Elf. She just looks like one. A cute one to boot.

      “Damn, I think I hate fighting those more than the Cave Troll,” Leeha says.

      I put a hand to my chest, remembering the pain I was in from having the only one we fought sucker punch me. “Yeah, not sure about that,” I tell her with a scowl.

      “Right,” she says with a laugh. Leeha walks up to the dead Cave Snake and puts her hand on it. Seconds later, she is holding coins and a stack of shells? I walk up closer to see, and I realize they aren’t shells but scales. They’re about the size of silver dollars, and they’re shiny and reflective.

      “What are those?” I ask her.

      “I’m not sure. I got,” she pauses to count them, “12 of them. I think they are scales from this snake. Should we keep them?”

      “I don’t know. That little pouch you have is getting pretty full with coins. The only other loot we kept was that dagger you found,” I remind her, pointing to her boot where she had inserted it.

      “I know,” she says in frustration. “If I had known we would need the space, I would have brought a larger bag!”

      “We will know for next time,” I tell her with a shrug. “I would kill for one of those dimensional bags I’ve had in some of the games I used to play back on Terra.”

      “What are those?” Leeha asks.

      Bridget walks up to us just then, and responds to Leeha before I can. “It’s a bag of holding. Sort of where you put stuff into it, and it never gets heavy or bigger. The items go ‘elsewhere’ for safekeeping.”

      “Is there such a thing in this world?” I ask her quickly, since thanks to Peter, she is my walking wiki. Annoyingly though, I have to ask her the question, she can’t just offer information.

      Bridget gets a faraway look in her eyes, and then she slowly nods. “Yes. It seems there is such a thing!” she blurts out, her gaze now focused on me.

      “And where,” I say slowly, the excitement building inside me, “can I get one?”

      “That information I don’t have,” she says with a sad face.

      “Crap. I would so love one of those,” I tell her with a sigh. I walk up to the Cave Snake and think Loot. We found out that we can each loot a kill, and we would each get something different. I have been getting mostly coins, which is why Leeha’s money purse is getting so full. I don’t own one.

      Do you wish to loot this Cave Snake?

      Thinking yes, I open my hand which is now holding a silver coin, a copper, and a bag. I stare at it in consternation, looking at Bridget with a raised eyebrow.

      “Hey, don’t look at me,” she says, shaking her head. “I can’t control what you get for loot. I only know information if you ask me the correct question.”

      “Is that what I think it might be?” Leeha asks me with a laugh.

      “Yes. I think my God is fucking with me. I am almost afraid to try it, only to find out it’s a normal bag. I mean, at least this tells me that he is still watching me. The odds are too astronomical to suddenly get one, right after talking about one,” I tell them both, shaking my head.

      “So, how does it work?” Leeha says.

      “Pfft. No clue. If it’s the type of bag I think it is, I would place it against myself, and I would get a message asking if I wanted to attach it to myself. That would mean that only I could access it.”

      “Or me, as I am part of you,” Bridget chimes in quickly.

      “Or you. So that means no one can steal it from me. And usually, it would have no weight limit, or it would reduce the weight of the items going in. Also, in terms of space, it would be bigger on the inside, than on the outside. So, like that dagger you got? I would be able to place it into the bag, even though it’s longer than the bag.”

      “Is that even possible?” Leeha says with a frown, and her tone is skeptical.

       “Yeah, I know. Too good to be true, right? I would say this is probably just a normal bag since I don’t have one.”

      “Try it on, then,” Bridget says, wagging her eyebrows up and down.

      “I’m almost afraid,” I tell her with a laugh. “I would hate to be disappointed.”

      “Alex, just put the damn bag on!” Leeha says with a laugh.

      Sighing, I take the bag and place it against my hip, against the cloth of my pants.

      Do you wish to attach this 100% weight reduction bag, with 1,000 item slots, Soulbound, to your person?

      I close my eyes, but I have a big grin on my face. YES! I think loudly in my head.

      You have attached a bag of 100% weight reduction, with 1,000 item slots, Soulbound, to your person. Congratulations.

      Congratulations. Achievement! First Soulbound item on Boromour.

      I shake my head at that last message with a chuckle. Damn, as much as I am sometimes pissed at God, he does make me laugh at times with shit he is attempting here game mechanic wise. I look up after attaching the bag, and Leeha and Bridget are looking at me expectantly.

      “So?” Leeha asks.

      “So it seems that this is the type of bag I was hoping it would be. Which makes me suspicious.”

      “Oh, about what?”

      “About what my God wants from me and what he is doing. I think he is giving me this bag as a ‘sorry you’re going through this, but go with it’ kind of thing.”

      “You think this bag is a bribe?” Leeha says with a chuckle.

      “If not a bribe, then a consolation prize,” I say, nodding. “I would say he knows I am pissed at him, not that that makes a huge difference, since he is a God, but yeah. The rules have changed so much since I got here.”

      “Would you go back home if you had the opportunity?” Leeha asks softly.

      I walk up to her, wrap her in my arms, and kiss her. “No fucking way.”

      Leeha smiles up at me radiantly and says, “Good. Otherwise I would have to find a way to get to Terra and kick your ass.”

      “And I would be right behind her,” growls Bridget, now standing next to us. I put out one arm, and so does Leeha, and Bridget comes into our arms quickly, hugging us both. I bend down and kiss her.

      “I am not leaving either of you, no matter what happens to me in this world,” I tell them both. “I have nothing worth returning to but so much to lose here.”

      “Good,” Leeha says, squeezing me back. “Now, shall we try this bag of yours?” She offers me the snake scales.

      Taking them, I look down at the bag. “Hmm. Bridget, how do I use the bag?”

      Bridget concentrates for a minute and then she answers. “The information I have says you just need to open it and place your hand inside it and drop the item. When you want something, you simply think of what you want and it will come into your hand and then you can pull your hand out.”

      “So can I get a list of items I have in my bag?” I ask her.

      Nodding, she says, “You just need to think of your bag, and an inventory will appear in your mind.”

      Freeing my hands, I open my bag with my left hand, take the snake scales, and place the hand that’s holding them into my bag and drop them. There is no feeling of something hitting the bottom of the bag, and no weight increase. Which makes sense if it’s a 100 percent weight reduction. Then, with my hand still in the bag, I think of what is in my bag.

      The image I get in my head goes by so quickly, but somehow I retain what I saw. All right, so I am not going to get an itemized list. I will just know what is in there. I think of pulling out only one of the snake scales and then I feel something in my fingers, so I grab it quickly.

      Pulling out my hand, I have the single snake scale in my grip. I hold it up for the girls to see that there is only the one scale. “It will take some getting used to, but this could come in handy!” I tell them with a grin.

      “Good,” Leeha says, and she takes her money purse off her belt and hands it to me. “You can carry everything now because honestly, for an Elf walking into a City, this is a shitload of money,” she says with a laugh.

      Taking the money belt, I pour it into the opening of my bag. Once it’s empty, I place the empty money purse inside it as well. Somehow, I instantly know exactly how much money I have in there. I have 75 gold, 85 silvers, and 91 coppers.

      “Shall we keep hunting?” I say once I’m done.
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      “I get that we have been in here for what? A week now? But come on! We can only do so much training,” I say out loud in annoyance.

      “Well, the good thing is, it looks like you having to have sex with me within the week is using the time outside this Dungeon, and not inside,” Bridget says with a shrug.

      I look at her, my frustration evaporating. “I would rather be doing that with you than be in here.”

      “Here, here,” Leeha says passionately. Suddenly the image of the three of us having sex in the hot tub I created pops into my head, bringing a grin to my face once more.

      “Once we have time,” I tell her, “We are so having sex in a hot tub once more. But my point is, why do we have to keep doing this? I mean, how does fighting snakes, bats, rats, and three Cave Trolls so far, help us? We will be fighting the two-legged kind of enemies, and they won’t be large and dumb like the Cave Trolls.”

      “How would you get out of a Dungeon in your world?” Leeha says.

      “Well,” I tell her awkwardly. “We would just leave the game.” Hard to explain that we would log out. Or that most of the time, Dungeons didn’t keep you stuck in them for almost a week!

      Leeha looks around, “Well, I guess we keep going the way we were heading.”

      I can tell she is tired of being in here as well. We have had to find and create other safe places for us to sleep these last two days. I turn to follow her and stop in my tracks.

      “Hmm, Leeha, Bridget. Do you see that?” I point about three hundred feet in front of us in the direction that Leeha had been heading.

      Leeha looks at where I am pointing and then looks back at me inquiringly. Even Bridget comes up next to me and puts a hand on my arm. “What do you see?”

      “You don’t see that large energy cloud?” I ask her.

      “No, I don’t see Magic unless it’s inside someone. What do you see?” she asks again, excitedly.

      “It’s like a large multicolored cloud of energy, right in our path. But it’s concentrated. All around it, there’s like an absence of it. As if it got sucked in there. What do you see?”

      “I see a wall of the cave. Then next to it, the path that we are on follows along the wall, heading down a larger tunnel.” Which is the norm. We go from one large extensive cave into a tunnel and into another large extensive cave. Guess this is the same. I wonder what we will find in this large cave.

      “Shit,” I say with disappointment. I was hoping it was the exit.

      “Let’s go,” I tell them with a sigh, waving at Leeha to go ahead of us.

      Leeha nods and turns back around to head forward. Once we get closer to the cloud, I see it’s enormous, with multiple colors of Magical energy pulsing through it. But all Bridget said she saw was a flat wall. The path we are on goes by the cloud, not into it, and leads into a tunnel, about fifty feet ahead.

      “Hold on,” I call out suddenly. Leeha stops and turns around to look at me, and Bridget stops with me.

      “I want to see something,” I tell her. “What do we have to lose except time? I mean, time in here runs differently. If one year is a couple of minutes out there, as Peter said, we should be ok to stop for a minute or two.”

      Leeha walks over and stands next to me while I examine the pulsing cloud. It seems safe. It looks like it’s made of the same energy I’d been seeing throughout the cave, except here it’s concentrated. Within a good 50-foot radius of this thing, there are no loose Magical energy clouds in the air. It’s all focused here.

      I walk towards the cloud hesitantly until I am standing in front of it, close enough to simply reach out with my hand and grasp it. Which is exactly what I do, or rather my hand goes into the cloud but closes on nothing, and I feel a slight tingling.

      Warning, you are about to exit. Do you wish to do so?

      I pull my hand out of the cloud and scream in relief, “Yes!”

      “What?!” Leeha asks me, concerned.

      “This is the exit. It’s asking if I want to exit.”

      “Odd. To me, there isn’t anything there. You had your hand in the air,” Leeha says. She puts her hand next to mine and frowns.

      “I get nothing,” she says, looking at me.

      Now it’s my turn to frown at her. “Seriously?”

      “Seriously,” she affirms.

      “Shit, then how are you supposed to get out? I mean, Bridget would follow me. But how would you leave?” Just as I finish saying that, I get another prompt that makes me roll my eyes.

      Warning, you and your group are about to exit. Do you wish to do so?

      “What?” Leeha asks me, and I realize I must have groaned while rolling my eyes.

      “It changed the message to me and my group.”

      “You’re kidding?” she says with a chuckle.

      “Nope.”

      “Maybe your God is tweaking the system as you go?” Bridget offers.

      “Maybe? I guess I never expected to come to a new world and be on the beta team,” I say, with some mild annoyance.

      “Beta team?” Leeha says, perplexed.

      “In my world, when something was finished, or even while it was being created, there would be a team of people who would try to find issues, bugs, mistakes.”

      “Why would someone look for bugs?” she asks, revulsion on her face.

      “Sorry,” I tell her with a laugh. “Not actual living bugs. Another word for errors.”

      “I shall take your word on it, Alex. Must be a Terra thing.”

      “It is. But let’s simply say that while I always enjoyed playing the newest thing back on Terra, being a beta tester, without being told I am a beta tester first, sucks.”

       I don’t go into the whole gaming industry putting out games so fast that many times we players were the actual beta teams and hated it.

      “Shall we test it out?” Bridget says.

      “We should, but first I think we need to be ready, as I have no clue what is on the other side. I figure it will deposit us next to the Lake of Ruins, but how close will we be to the camp with the Portal?” I say.

      “Good point,” Leeha nods. “We can have weapons ready when we exit out?”

      “You mean we should have our Magical arrows ready?”

      “Or even a blade. So we aren’t empty-handed,” Leeha suggests.

      “Oh, I like that. I can bring out a dagger. But not Fire, as I don’t want it to be seen from a mile away. Oh!” I say, suddenly thinking of something.

      “What?” Bridget asks me suspiciously.

      I look at them both with a grin on my face. “A dagger using Mind.”

      They both look at me in confusion. “Sleep,” I drawl.

      “Oh, crap,” Leeha says with a laugh. “You want to create a dagger that makes someone fall asleep when you stab them?”

      “Yep. Though, I am not sure it will work. I guess there's only one way to find out, right?” I say, looking directly at Bridget.

      “Hey, I don’t know what spells will work here until you try them,” she says, holding her hands up.

      I put up the hand that isn’t in the Magical multicolored cloud, and I think Mind, Sleep Dagger.

      Invalid Spell. Duration missing.

      “Well, that was interesting. I think God is getting better at this. It just said my spell was invalid because it didn’t have a duration. I guess having a Sleep Dagger without a timer on it would put them to sleep permanently. I might as well just kill them. So let’s see. I figure, what? A two-hour sleep dagger?” I ask the girls.

      “Don’t look at me,” Leeha says with a chuckle. “You seem to be the expert here.”

      I look at Bridget, and she shrugs. “I don’t know. No context for this comes up.”

      Sighing, I stop and think about it. I want a spell that will use less power. I don’t want to use a spell command. So let’s try this. Two-Hour Sleep Dagger.

      You have used the spell Two-Hour Sleep Dagger. You have used 10 points of power.

      Feeling a weight in my free hand, I look down, and in it is a shimmering purple blade. There’s an interior light flowing up and down the blade, and it appears to be a darker purple. The handle is cool to the touch, almost like plastic, but not like any plastic I have ever seen, and the blade is well balanced.

      “Whoa, that’s pretty cool!” I exclaim happily.

      “Can I see it?” Leeha asks, looking at the blade enviously.

      “Sure,” I ask her. “I’m not sure it will allow me to pass it over, though,” I say, handing her the handle without touching the blade, in case touching it makes me sleep for the next two hours.

      Leeha takes the handle gingerly, staying away from the blade. Guess she has the same thought I do. Surprisingly, although I anticipated that the blade would disappear when I handed it over, she is holding it in her hands.

      “Nice! So you can hold it as well. Did you want that as a backup weapon? You might be able to tuck it into your boot since it’s not touching your skin?”

      “That might work,” she says with a grin, and before I can take it away she sticks it into her boot and stands up.

      Bridget and I are both looking at her with grins. “What?”

      “Nothing, I guess we found your favorite color.”

      Leeha blushes. “Yes. I do like purple. It’s a tough color to find in nature. I once owned a purple scarf. Until I had to use it to kill someone,” she says with a sad sigh. “But it was the scarf or me.”

      “Well, we shall endeavor to find you purple things,” I tell her with a laugh. Then I call up another dagger.

      You have used the spell Two-Hour Sleep Dagger. You have used 10 points of power.

      Once I have my own blade have tucked it into my boot leg, I focus on my hand and answer the message that I had received earlier.

      Yes, I wish to leave with my group.

      Suddenly the light in front of me starts spinning faster and faster, and I feel myself wanting to be drawn into it. The next thing I know, that choice is taken from me, as my feet end up leaving the ground and I get sucked forward. I hear two screams behind me, and I know I am not the only one who got pulled into the cloud.

      After what feels like eons, my body hits dirt, and I am lying on my back. Before I can move, two other bodies fall on top of me, and the air in my lungs leaves my body with a woosh.

      “Oooof!” I hear Leeha say, followed by an “Eeep!” from Bridget.

      Once we have disentangled ourselves, we look around. Luckily, we have emerged from the cave in the dark of night, and I can see the moon and stars above us. Leeha stands up quickly with a Water Dagger in her hand, while I examine our surroundings. We are next to the Lake of Ruins, or I assume it’s the lake, as I can hear the water lapping on the shore. There is a slight breeze, and it’s causing whitecaps to appear on the water. The beach we are on is rocky instead of sandy. I strain to hear any noises, but I don’t hear anything. I look at Leeha since I know as an Elf she has better hearing. She has a frown on her face but doesn’t seem concerned.

      I look at Bridget. “Can you scout quickly?” I ask her.

      She nods at me and disappears. Leeha was looking at us both, so she saw Bridget suddenly fade away. We both wait, me with my shoulders tense. It might be dark, but I still feel like a target.

      “Alex,” comes the voice of Bridget through our link. “You both need to come to see this.” I hear some hesitancy in her voice. As I still have my Third Eye open, I look around until I see her bright multicolored lights.

      “This way. Bridget says we need to see something. Be ready for something bad,” I whisper to Leeha.

      Leeha looks at me and nods, her face hardening. I start walking towards Bridget and away from the Lake, with Leeha on my heels as we head into the brush and the forest.
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      Once I am closer to Bridget, she walks over to me and puts a hand on my chest. “Hold in your anger, Alex.” That’s all that she says.

      I give her a questioning look. What does she mean? I look behind her, but all I see is a slight rise, so I’m assuming what she wants to show me is beyond it. Instead of answering her, I nod. Bridget removes her hands and heads back to the rise, stopping at the lip. Once I am next to her, I look down at what she wanted to show me.

      What I see shocks me at first, but then I feel anger bubbling up inside me. I have seen pictures of this in history class. Mass graves. That is what I am looking at—a mass grave with hundreds of dead bodies, and not just Elves. There are Rabinis, Felinis, and others that I cannot even place. Which would mean they are the monster races? So monster races can use magic, the back of my mind somehow registers, while I’m staring at all this carnage.

      The bodies I see have cuts and bruises all over them, and they all have one thing in common. The fear on their faces that must have been put there as they died. And they are all naked. No, wait. The women are naked, and the men still have clothes on them. I hear a low growl, and it takes me a moment to clue in that it’s me. I am the one growling. My hands are in fists. I look around, and that is when I notice I have tears in my eyes. I reach up and wipe them away.

      I look at Leeha and she has a look of horror on her face, and like me, there are tears running down her cheeks.

      “Oh, by the Gods,” she whispers. “Who would do such a thing?” she asks imploringly.

      I already wanted Brakan dead, but now, I want him to suffer. I have killed men already, but when I did, it was done quickly. For Brakan, I want nothing more than to make him suffer for a very long time.

      “Alex,” Bridget cries out quickly.

      I look down at her. “You need to calm down, Alex. I don’t know why, but your aura is pulsing, and I can feel one of your Chakras pulsing in tune with it. It’s not one of the ones that is already open or that is supposed to open next. I think if it opens now, it will kill you.”

      That gets my attention. My anger is doing something to my Chakras? To one of the unopened ones? “Can you see which one?” I ask her, but I still hear the anger in my voice, so I try to clamp down on it. Slowly I take deep breaths, trying to calm myself.

      Bridget nods. “It’s this one right here,” she says, putting a hand on my chest.

      I look down at her hand and try to remember which Chakra that is. That would be the heart one. I think it’s emotional stability, but it also represents the one for aggression. That makes sense, because right now there is so much aggression in me as I think about tearing Brakan’s head off repeatedly. I would say it’s feeding on my anger. Taking another couple of deep breaths, I try to calm down some more.

      “It’s getting quieter,” Bridget says, relieved.

      “Good. That Chakra in my world can represent anger, frustration, and a feeling of revenge. I’m not sure I want to find out what happens if I open a Chakra when my body isn’t ready. That pain from my bones transforming hurt enough. I can’t imagine what else would change.”

      Feeling a hand on my arm, I look over and see Leeha looking at me, with tears still in her eyes. I open my arms and she walks into them, pointing her face away from the mass grave with all the dead bodies.

      “Why would someone do something like this to another living person?” she whispers into my chest.

      “I don’t know, but we are about to put a stop to it,” I tell her softly.

      Even though I can feel the anger start rising again, I force it down. I need to be focused here and not go crazy. As Bridget said, hold in my anger. But I can’t do that. So I need to focus that anger. I need to use it to get this done.

      “Was there anything else?” I ask Bridget.

      “No, this was it. I didn’t detect anyone else for a good mile radius.”

      “Let’s head back to the beach,” I say quietly.

      Leeha, still in my arms, simply nods her head against my chest, and we head back to the beach, each wrapped up in our own thoughts. My thoughts keep wanting to call up as much power as I can and blow the shit out of this whole fucking lake and take everything out with it, including that damn Portal. But at least I got in the shield that that is apparently around the Lake of Ruins. If Peter is saying he and the other Angels are blocked from it, that means it’s up to me and the girls.

      Once we’re back on the beach area, I motion for the girls to stay off the sand of the beach, and we sit down, facing the Lake of Ruins. With both girls on either side of me, I lift my arms and put one around each of them. They both come willingly.

      “Now what?” Leeha says quietly.

      I sigh and say, “Honestly, we need to find their camp and rescue any slaves and kill those responsible. I had thought of just killing Brakan and no one else, but now?”

      Leeha sighs heavily and puts her head on my chest. “Alex. You need to release them.”

      “But-” I start, and she interrupts me.

      “Please listen to me. I don’t mean this Brakan person. I mean everyone else. You are not an executioner, Alex. You are a good person, and I cannot have you go down that path,” she says, looking up at me. “You cannot allow yourself to change. You are Alex. The person I love.”

      “We love,” Bridget says quietly from my other side.

      Leeha reaches over and grabs Bridget’s hand. “The person we love. And you cannot allow anger to change who you are. I have mentioned the power that an Elemental Summoner has and what they have done in the past. Are you going to turn around and do to the humans what they have done to us?”

      “What?” I say to her in shock. “Of course not! I want everyone to live together.”

      “And how will that work out if you go around killing every single human who doesn’t listen to you or change the way they treat all the other races?” she asks me.

      I pause at that. I had been looking at all these humans here as bad, and decided they needed to die for it. But are some of them doing it because of the way they were raised? If that human Elemental Summoner was in front of me right now, I am sure I would blast him apart with every magical spell I could think of and make up some more as I go. What he did wasn’t just cruel to the people who are now being oppressed, but to the humans as well. How many are behaving the way they do just because it’s the normal thing to do? You do it not because you think it’s wrong, but because you were taught that it was right?

      I mean, Bryan is the perfect example of that. Him and his Order, the Knights of the Falling Star. He used to hate the monster races until he joined the order. Now, he even has a monster wife. It’s not like this hatred is a genetic thing passed down from generation to generation. It’s something that is learned. And I guess, in a way, this is the reason God gave me my powers. Well, that and a bullet in the head. I could change things.

      “You think that if I let myself kill them all, I will be no better than all the other Elemental Summoners before me?” I say quietly to Leeha.

      She nods. “Power is a potent catalyst to corruption. All I know is, I do not want that of you. I want you to be someone that creates a world where all the races on Boromour can live in peace, and that means humans as well. We monster races are not looking to exchange one oppressed race for another. We want to live peacefully.”

      “And this is not just you Elves speaking?” I ask her, curious.

      Shaking her head, Leeha says, “No. We monster races, as the humans call us, speak to each other. We do not wish for the destruction or the degradation of the human race. We all lived in harmony once—all the races. We Elves were not the only race who were dominant. Throughout the history of Boromour, all races were powerful in their own right.”

      With a heavy sigh, I nod my head. All I honestly want to do right now is go out and teach these humans, and I don’t count myself as one of them even though I am one, how to behave like fucking civilized people. With everyone. But I know Leeha is right. If I allow this power I have to be used to force them to behave the way that I think is right, I am no better than a totalitarian. Worse, I could, with my power, be a vengeful being.

      “You know I love you both?” I say, and I kiss them each once on the forehead. “And you are right. I am not looking to be that person. I know I will not be loved by the humans, or even the other races as I am human, but I want everyone to live peacefully together. Bryan’s order proves that people can change if they are willing. I just need to show them by example.”

      “Good,” Leeha says with a proud smile on her face, but then it clouds over in anger. “But that doesn’t mean that we cannot kill in self-defense.”

      “Except for Brakan,” Bridget says, with just as much anger in her voice.

      “Except for Brakan,” Leeha agrees quickly, malicious grin replacing her scowl.

      “He’s mine,” I tell them both.

      They both look at me, and something in my face must tell them just how resolved I am because Leeha nods. “Brakan is yours.”

      “Now we need to find them,” I say, looking at the beach.

      “I can do that,” Bridget says and then disappears. I look around for her but I can’t see her magical energy anywhere, until I look upward and see it floating roughly 200 feet up in the air. I watch her with a smile on my face. Fucking Hell, I wish I could fly. Maybe once I have more time, I’ll research it. Perhaps it’s a spell? Oh, man! I wonder if I can make Journeyman’s boots like they had in an old game I used to play? Maybe not to fly, but to be able to run faster! But then I am brought back to the present with a sigh of annoyance. This world might be getting some game mechanics, but I doubt items like that will ever come to be.

      Suddenly Bridget is next to me once more. “Found them,” she says quietly. “They are about two miles down the beach,” she continues, pointing to my left.

      “Were you able to see anything?” I ask her.

      “No, they are too far, and I can’t zip there as I haven’t been there yet.”

      “Well, let’s see how close we can get. I want to see what we are up against,” Leeha says quietly but vehemently.
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      “Shit, this is what we are up against?” I say in dismay as I look down at the scene in front of me.

      The camp is more extensive than I expected. Brakan must have been recruiting. Based on what we were told, I had figured we would be going into a camp with 20 Mages and 30 soldiers. Minus the two we killed in the caves before entering the Dungeon. But this camp has well over a hundred people in it. There are tents everywhere, as well as pens full of people. Hundreds of them. Seeing that almost makes me rush down there and destroy all the humans. That is until Bridget puts her hand on my arm to stop me, bringing me back to reality.

      “That’s a lot of people,” Leeha says quietly.

      “More than what we were told. This is going to be harder than I expected,” I say in frustration.

      “I wish there was a way we could just release the pens and let everyone escape, without killing all the humans,” Leeha says with a sigh.

      I look over the camp again, and I see that it’s laid out in a circle, with the Portal right in the middle of it. The Portal looks precisely like the one that God had thrown me through, except this one has a stone base underneath it, with two large stone pillars that are holding it up. I’m too far away, but I am pretty sure if I it was closer, I would see swirling dark lights.

      The Portal is on a beach, but the beach is extensive, with the Portal roughly 200 feet from the water. As I look over the tents, I see one that is bigger and more opulent than the rest. It’s a short distance away, and a ring of guards surrounds it. That would be Brakan’s for sure. The pens are on the outskirts of the camps; I am sure because Brakan doesn’t want to hear the moans and crying of the slaves.

      There are guards patrolling the whole camp. This is going to be a lot more challenging than we had assumed. “Ideas?” I ask the two girls with me.

      “I honestly don’t know,” Leeha says with a sigh. “I was doubtful about us taking the camp on when I thought they had 50 people. But this?” she says, pointing to the camp below.

      I look at Bridget and she shakes her head. “Sorry, Alex. I have no experience in this.”

      “Right,” I tell her, putting a hand on her arm. “Context,” I say, and she nods at that.

      “If only there was such a thing as sleeping gas! But that would take out the whole camp,” I say in frustration. Our plans to save those who Brakan had been feeding to this Portal appear to be going up in smoke. Never mind the fact that while he might think he was feeding them to the Portal in order to open it up, all he was doing was triggering the self-defense protocol on it.

      It’s late at night, but there is still a lot of activity in the camp. I can see fog coming off the Lake and starting to roll into the camp. I am sure come morning it will dissipate with the sun’s rays. If only I could use that fog somehow.

      I look down at Bridget thoughtfully. She sees me looking and says hesitantly, “What?”

      “How many spells can you do at once? Or more like, how many Elementals can you do at once?”

      She tilts her head at me and doesn’t answer right away. Then she says, “If I am using your power, I can do two. Why? Do you have an idea?”

      “I think so,” I say slowly. “But I am not sure it will work.”

      “Anything I can do to help, I will,” Leeha says.

      “Actually, you will be needed. If this works, I need someone to sneak to the pens and open them and get the prisoners out,” I say, turning to her. “But that means putting you in danger.”

      “I’m in,” she says without hesitation. “What’s your idea?”

      “Well,” I say, taking the dagger I had conjured out of my boot and holding it up. “What if I can use the Sleep spell not just on a blade, but on something else?”

      Leeha looks at me oddly and then looks down at the camp as if searching for something she missed. It takes her a good two or three minutes of staring at the camp, her gaze going back and forth constantly. Then her eyes widen in surprise.

      “The fog!” she exclaims in astonishment.

      “The fog,” I nod to her with a big grin on my face. Damn, she is smart and not just a sexy body.

      “But I need Bridget’s help in this, as there isn’t enough fog. I need her to use Wind and bring in some more from the Lake of Ruins, enough to cover the camp. But it needs to be controlled so that it not only covers the camp, but stays away from the pens. Then, Bridget, I need you to use my power to conjure a Sleep spell. I’m not sure it will work as I haven’t tested it yet.”

      “And then you want me to sneak into the camp to open the pens and let the slaves escape?” Leeha says, nodding in understanding.

      “Correct, but you might need this,” I tell her, handing her the blade with the Sleep spell on it. “You will need to take out any guards that are not affected by the fog as they are closer to the pens. Avoid killing them if you can, though if you need to, go ahead and do what you have to,” I say, staring at her.

      “I will avoid dealing death if I can, Alex. What about Brakan?”

      “Oh, don’t worry, Brakan will be dealt with,” I tell her with an evil grin. “What do you think would happen if Brakan is killed?”

      Leeha looks thoughtful, then answers, “His men would disperse, as they would be leaderless. But what if another one of those Mages tried to take over after his death?”

      “I would say the force that is keeping them here is Brakan. I think if we kill him, they will all flee this place. But if not. and someone tries to usurp Brakan’s position after he is dead, then we kill that person as well,” I tell her with a shrug. At least I hope that is how it works out. That they all disperse. I need to get to that Portal, and I can’t if they are all still here. I need to overload it to stop this damn Horde from coming. I can’t deal with two fronts at once. Changing the human’s mindset and fighting off a Horde of Demons.

      “I’m willing to try this plan of yours, Alex,” Leeha says, grabbing my hand and squeezing it. “I believe in you.”

      “I think I can do what you want,” Bridget says with a grin. “Though it might mean using a lot of your power. I would suggest you find a comfortable position. I’m not sure how long it will take me to get that fog in. Do you have an idea for the Sleep spell?”

      “I think so? I was thinking of using a Spell Command for this, as I am not sure a simple spell will be powerful enough. If I can create this, it might come in handy other times too. I doubt this will be the last time we will be taking on a large contingent of enemies,” I tell her.

      I look around for a comfortable spot, as right now we are all lying on our stomachs looking down at the camp. A little up from us, I notice a tree that would be perfect to sit against and still see the camp. I point up at it and the girls nod, and we all head to it. Once I am sitting down and leaning against it, Leeha squats in front of me and kisses me.

      “Give me time to get down there,” she says. She looks down at the camp and says, “I need at least 30 minutes.”

      “You got it,” I tell her with a smile as I look up at her.

      “I will need about that time as well, to do what I need to do before you send that Spell Command through me,” Bridget says.

      “Right. Be careful,” Leeha says.

      “You as well,” I tell her, grabbing her leg. “Come back to me.”

      Leeha grins down at me. “I hear and obey, oh great one.” And then she is running down the hill. hopping from rock to rock like a mountain goat. A damn sexy one.

      Bridget leans down and kisses me as well. “I will let you know when I am ready. I promise to give Leeha her 30 minutes.” And then she is gone as well, leaving me alone on the hill.

      I look down at the camp and try to think of a good command to use. I want a Sleep spell. I don’t want to make the Spell Command too complicated, otherwise it might fail. I go through ideas in my head, discarding many of them. I can tell from the position of the moon that we have at least four or more hours of darkness left. So that would make it what? Two in the morning?

      Damn, I would kill for a watch. I’m not used to guessing the time. When I ask Leeha how she knows what time it is, she says she just does. Damn internal clocks. I need an internal clock. With that thought, I wait for God to maybe give me one, but after a couple of minutes of nothing, I give up. Guess God didn’t totally gamify this world. Though I’m not sure I would want full stats and shit to follow anyway. It would get too distracting.

      “I’m ready,” I hear from Bridget.

      “All right. Let’s see if this will work. You have enough fog?” I ask her.

      “Tons,” she says with a laugh. “There was a lot of it just down from us. I used Wind to bring it in closer. We are good there.”

      “Good!” I tell her with a grin.

      Nodding to myself, I think. Mind. I want a Sleep spell to hit the fog and make whoever it touches sleep for four hours.

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      As you are using a Spell Command to hit multiple targets, the Spell Command has been augmented. An additional 10,000 points of power are being used.

      Suddenly, I feel a sharp pain in my chest. Shit! That hurt!

      “Alex!” Bridget says over the connection, and there is worry in her voice. “What just happened? I just felt a backlash of power coming through to me.”

      “Using that Spell Command, because I wanted to hit so many targets, it sucked a shitload of power from me.”

      “How much is a shitload?” Bridget asks me apprehensively.

      “11,000 points of power,” I say with a scowl.

      “Did you feel any pain?” Bridget asks me quickly.

      “Yes, in my chest area. Where my fourth Chakra is.”

      “Don’t do any more spells, Alex! Not until I can see you,” Bridget says quickly.

      “Deal,” I tell her in total agreement.

      “All right, let me do this. The Spell Command looks like it took. The fog just took on a purple tinge. Let’s see if this works.”

      Looking down the hill, I see a large and extensive patch of fog heading from the Lake of Ruins towards the camp. I can’t see the purple tinge from here, but as it’s dark and a good distance away from me, I trust Bridget’s description of it.

      Then the fog rolls over the camp, and I lose sight of everything underneath it. I do see that the fog stops just shy of the pens, almost like it’s hitting a wall. I would guess that’s Bridget creating a wall of wind or something to keep it away. Either that or she is controlling the fog.

      I start to hear screaming from the guards at the pens, and as I watch, one by one, they go down, either dead or asleep. There are about eight of them. I can almost follow the path that Leeha is taking, as just after I hear the screams of the guards, I then see them collapse. Damn, Leeha is good! I can’t even see her!

      “Wow, watching Leeha do her job is amazing!” Bridget says over our connection. “She is like a ghost! They don’t even see her coming.”

      As I continue to watch, Leeha suddenly appears next to one of the pens. She opens the door and motions people out. At first, no one emerges. Leeha goes into the pen and I see her pointing up to me, and suddenly there is a surge of people leaving the pens. All of them appear to be heading into the woods next to the camp. Leeha moves on the next pen and does the same thing for all three pens that are left. Within ten minutes, the last of the slaves has disappeared into the woods. Leeha looks my way and waves, before disappearing again.

      “All right,” I tell Bridget. “Let the fog go.” I think Mind, dispersing the Spell Command.

      Soon, Bridget is sitting next to me, and she leans into me while we wait for Leeha. I put my arm around her.

      “I’m glad you didn’t need to kill people,” Bridget says. “Now let’s look at your Chakra, shall we?”

      “Sure,” I tell her.

      Bridget looks me up and down, her gaze stopping at my chest, and she frowns as she focuses on something I can’t see. Something inside me.

      “The good thing is nothing happened. But it’s close, Alex. You need to not use power for a bit. Let the Chakra’s vibration calm down. That massive dump of power that you pulled out of yourself and gave to me almost cracked it open. I am not sure what would have happened without me here.”

      “Right, no spells for 24 hours,” I tell her with a relieved smile.

      “At least,” she says, nodding.

      “Damn, that was fun!” Leeha says, suddenly standing next to me and almost making me jump out of my skin.

      “Jesus, you are too damn quiet,” I tell her with a laugh.

      She sits down next to me on my other side and I put my arm around her. “How many?” I ask her.

      She nods as she knows what I mean. How many dead soldiers? “Zero! These blades worked so damn well! I just needed to nick someone, and they went down like a sack of potatoes. Though, when I put the last one to sleep, the blades disappeared.”

      “Do you want me to go down for Brakan now?” Bridget asks me. “Since you can’t do any magic for 24 hours?”

      “Nope, this is where we wait. And also, Leeha will be doing the dirty work. Sorry love,” I tell her, squeezing Bridget against me.

      “For you, I will do anything, Alex. You know that,” Bridget says, leaning into me.

      “I know. But this is more of an assassination, and that’s Leeha’s territory,” I tell Bridget, kissing the top of her head.

      “Now, as this will be from a distance, here is my idea,” and I start to explain my plan.
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      “That’s some evil shit, Alex,” Leeha says when I’m done, but there is a proud smile on her face.

      “Hey, it keeps us away from him, right? Or them, really,” I say, as we can hear shouting down below as the camp starts to wake up from the Sleep spell.

      She is kind of right, though. The spell I want her to use is kind of cruel, but we had been practicing it for the last three hours or so until we knew she could do it. I mean, I could have gotten Bridget to just go down there, find Brakan, and kill him in his sleep. But since I can’t be the one to do it, I want her to do this because she is from this world, and she’s Elvish. If it can’t be me, I want her to have that kill.

      “Ready?” I ask Leeha, who is kneeling with me.

      We are all kneeling at the edge of the camp, looking down. We are closer because after all of the practice we had done, we now know Leeha’s maximum distance for the spell I want her to use.

      “Yes,” she says with a ready grin.

      “Remember, just as we practiced it,” I tell her, putting my hand on her back.

      Just then, we hear a loud scream. Looking down, we see someone coming out of the tent. The man is tall, slim, and athletic, and he is in a red robe. He is yelling in a very authoritative voice, and one man, in a green robe, is arguing with him. Suddenly, the man in red shoots a fireball at the other one, killing him on the spot. Yep, that would be our guy.

      “Think there are enough eyes on him?” Leeha asks.

      I look at the camp of soldiers and Mages. Almost every eye is on the dead body. “Wait for it,” I tell her slowly. After about a dozen seconds, everyone looks away from the body towards the killer, Brakan.

      “Now,” I say quickly.

      Suddenly beside Leeha is a Water Arrow, and it streaks off like a bat out of hell. Looking down, so I don’t miss it, I am just in time to see the Water Arrow slam into Brakan’s head and go right through his skull, until you can see the arrowhead sticking out of the back of his head.

      “Reel it in,” I tell her with a grin.

      And all of a sudden, the man’s head detonates, with brain matter and skull fragments exploding in a shower of red that I can see even from here. Within seconds, it causes precisely what I had hoped for. Pandemonium. Utter fucking chaos. Suddenly there is screaming everywhere, and heads are turning this way and that way, trying to find out where it came from. One of the things we had been practicing with Leeha in order to divert attention from our spot was having her shoot her Water Arrow at an angle. With the aid of her own Water Elemental, to control it.

      It worked like a charm. People were screaming and pointing slightly off from where we were sitting, because some smart person down there had deduced the arrow’s trajectory.

      You have received 5 Heavenly Tokens.

      Heavenly Tokens: 17 of 200

      Shit, I didn’t expect to get tokens! It’s been so long since I got a message about it. Why didn’t I get one when the slaves were released, I wonder? Maybe because I wasn’t down there?

      “Wow, you were right!” Leeha says with awe in her voice. “Look, men are already running towards the spot where they think I shot the arrow from!”

      “Yep. It’s like in my world, where if someone shoots one of those bullets, you can sort of guess where it came from by the entry wound. I figured it would be the same with that Water Arrow of yours, especially with the water string attached to it,” I say.

      “Now what?” Bridget asks, looking at me.

      “Now we wait to see if they leave,” I tell her.

      “And if not?” Leeha asks me.

      “I guess we figure out another way to get rid of them, but I hope they are smart and realize that now that they are leaderless, they can leave. I would guess a lot of these people are here because of the fear they had of Brakan. I wish he had suffered more, though,” I say with a sigh.

      “Same here, but he wasn’t our primary target,” Leeha says, placing a hand on my knee since we are still kneeling.

      “Well, let’s get comfortable. I don’t know about you two, but I am exhausted,” I say to Leeha and Bridget, covering up a yawn.

      Even though Bridget is an Elemental, in her Elvish form, she still gets tired, and needs to eat, drink, and all the rest. Which is odd, but it is what it is. I’m not complaining, since it also means she can enjoy sex. That reminds me, since we are out of the Dungeon, time is back to normal, so I will have to refill her energy levels or I will start getting intense pain. I think I have, what? Four days?

      “Gods, I can so do with some sleep,” Leeha says, covering her own yawn.

      “I saw a cave this way,” Bridget says. “It’s well hidden and tight to get in, but that means we can build a wall using Earth to make sure we are safe.”

      “Sounds good to me. Lead the way,” I tell her gratefully.
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      Shifting slightly, but not enough to wake up Leeha and Bridget, who are sleeping on me once again, I open my eyes and look around the small cave we are in. The floor was so rough when we got here, that we had to use Earth Magic to make it even. But then I figured if I am going to make myself comfortable, I am going all out. So now the floor is soft sand, instead of the damn hard rock it was before.

      Leeha cracks an eye open and says in a tired voice, “Do we need to get up now?”

      “No,” I tell her with a smile. “We can stay here longer if you wish, but I just wanted to look outside and see what is going on.”

      “Oh,” she says, suddenly wide awake. “I want to see that as well.”

      Bridget moans into my chest, snuggling deeper. “You are both too loud. Shush.”

      Leeha grins at her and Bridget must sense something, because suddenly her eyes fly open, and she is looking at Leeha. “What are you about to do?” she asks her warily.

      “Oh, nothing,” Leeha says with that big mischievous grin on her face, and she starts slowly crawling over me to get closer to Bridget.

      “I’m up!” Bridget screams as Leeha pounces on her and begins to tickle her.

      Suddenly I have two girls on me giggling their asses off, as one is getting tickled, and the other is doing the tickling. I can’t help it. I get in on the action and start to tickle the two of them until finally, Leeha screams.

      “Give! Give! Or I will have to use my Water Magic to clean up!” she says, still squirming.

      “Fine,” I tell her with a laugh.

      Once I stop, they both get up on their knees next to me. They look at each other, and then at me. Those damn liars! I can’t help it, once they start to attack me I don’t last long. I have to admit, I am one of those guys who is ticklish as fuck. Within a minute of them doing this, it’s finally my turn.

      “I give! A kiss as a reward!” I yell out.

      “Deal!” they both yell in unison, laughing.

      “Pay up,” Leeha says with a grin, laying on my chest.

      She bends down and kisses me deeply. Once she gets her payment, she stands up, and Bridget takes her place.

      “My turn, and I want the same amount!” Bridget says with a smile. She bends down as well and gives me a kiss just as good as Leeha’s. Finally, she pulls away.

      “We still need to re-energize me, or the pain will come,” Bridget says, now serious.

      “I know. I figure I have four or five days,” I tell her with a nod.

      We sit down and eat some berries that Leeha had said were safe and had stored really well in my dimensional bag. Once we’re done, I walk to the wall of stone that is blocking the small cave we had crawled into to sleep and dispel it by thinking Earth.

      “Let me go piss first,” I tell the girls.

      “Sounds good,” Leeha nods, fixing her hair.

      Crawling on my hands and knees through the small tunnel, I blink at the sunlight. Once I am standing up, I stretch, looking around to make sure we are alone. I don’t see anyone, so I start to move forward, but then suddenly something slams into me from behind. Shit! I didn’t look at the hill overlooking the cave’s entrance. I feel something rake my back, something that feels like claws.

      Without thinking about it, I grab whatever’s on top of me, feeling a handful of fur, and throw it over my shoulder, hoping to slam whoever this is on to their backs.

      Instead, the thing I threw ends up doing a summersault through the air and comes at me again. Holy shit! It’s a Felinis! A female, and she is naked as a jaybird.

      Her body is furred all over; white fur that is spotted in some places almost as if she is a white leopard. She flies at me and I grab her outstretched hand full of claws that are about an inch long, and I throw her again. She flies away, but yet again, she is agile enough that instead of falling down she does a backflip and is on her feet once more, facing me.

      “You shall die, human, for what you did to my people,” she screams. I notice that she’s not speaking in Elvish or whatever language the Felinis speak. Or is that Felini for more than one?

      “Listen,” I tell her, talking to her in Prithgarian, the same language she is speaking. “I was the one that saved you.”

      “Lies! You all lie to us. You shall not take me alive,” she hisses at me. Suddenly there is a fireball in her hand, and she throws it at me.

      Without hesitating, I think Earth. Earth Wall. Immediately, a rock wall slams upward out of the ground and blocks her spell. Shit, I forgot all of the slaves here were Mages.

      “Listen!” I scream. “I was the one that saved you all!”

      “Lies!”

      “Bridget, I need help. There is a Felinis out here trying to kill me!” I tell her through our connection.

      Suddenly Bridget is standing next to me. “I told Leeha. She is crawling through.”

      “We need to stop her, or she will do some serious damage,” I tell Bridget quickly.

      “On it,” and once again, she is gone. Then I hear a scream of rage, and a fireball hits the corner of my wall, sparks flying sideways.

      “No!” I hear the Felinis cry in anguish.

      “You’re good, Alex,” Bridget says.

      I dispel the Rock Wall with a thought. Earth.

      Once the wall is gone, I am greeted with a gaze of pure hatred coming from the naked female Felinis. She is bound in vines, barely able to move. The good thing is, the vines are in strategic spots. I would say I have Bridget to thank for that, not chance. She is giving the Felinis some mediocre privacy.

      Just then, Leeha comes up behind the girl, her hand raised and ready to cast a spell, just in case.

      “It’s all right. I have her hands encased so she cannot cast,” Bridget says from next to me. I look down at the Felinis’ hands, and they are bound in vines.

      I nod to Bridget, who is back in her Elven form. “Smart, I never thought of that.”

      “That’s what you have us for,” Bridget says, wrapping her hands around my chest. “I think I deserve a kiss for that.”

      “I think you do too,” I tell her with a chuckle, and I give her a quick kiss.

      “Now, shall we see how our guest is doing?” I say, turning to the Felinis in question.

      She is looking between Bridget and me, confusion on her face. Leeha nods, and seeing that the Felinis is secured, she walks around her towards me, giving me a hug and a kiss as well, and moving her hands up and down my body.

      “You aren’t hurt, are you?” she asks me worriedly.

      “No, I was able to get a rock wall up quick enough to stop her fireball. Though, barely. Glad you had me practicing that.”

      We all turn to the Felinis again, and she is now looking between the three of us with a perplexed look on her face.

      “You just kissed two Elves,” she says, but it comes out sounding more like a question.

      “I tried to tell you,” I say to her. “I was the one who saved you with the aid of my two partners.”

      “But,” the Felinis starts, and I can see her struggling with something. Then it finally comes out. “You’re human!”

      “Yes, I am. About that,” I say with a disarming smile.
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      “But you’re a human!” cries the Felinis for the umpteenth time.

      “You’re drooling,” Bridget says through our connection, and there’s laughter in her tone.

      I bring my hand up quickly, getting caught in the act. I can’t help it. The Felinis is beautiful. From afar, she would look like she has very white skin, like an albino. But closer up, you can see that she has fine white fur that is spotted, except for on her face, which is clear of the markings.

      She isn’t very tall, maybe 5 feet 6. Right now, she is hunched over, ready to attack. She is naked, so I can see that her breasts are large, but not high up like Bridget’s and Leeha’s. That’s not to say that they are any smaller than theirs are. Her waist is tiny, and when she moves, her motions are smooth and graceful. Then again, if what happened when I threw her around was any indication, she was agile as fuck. Before all the vines covered her, I had seen that her tail is white, with some of the same black markings she has on her chest, arms and legs. Her hair though, isn’t white, it’s black, long, and flowing, and she has the greenest eyes I have ever seen.

      “She is beautiful, though,” Bridget says with a sigh. “I almost want to pet her.”

      “I don’t blame you, but can we diffuse this first?” I tell her with an internal chuckle. Honestly, I would not mind petting her either. I mean, she’s a catgirl!

      “He is human,” Leeha is saying, not being privy to the conversation that Bridget and I just had. “But he is different. He is telling the truth when he says he was the one that rescued you all.”

      “But I saw you release us,” the Felinis says, looking at Leeha. “He wasn’t around.”

      “You are correct, but who do you think put the whole camp to sleep in order to allow me to rescue you?”

      “How can an Earth Mage put a camp to sleep,” she says, turning back and looking at me suspiciously.

      “Let’s just say he has his ways,” Leeha says, avoiding the touchy subject of what I am. An Elemental Summoner who can use all five Elements of Fire, Water, Air, Earth, and Mind. The last thing I think Leeha wants to do is mention that, and have the catgirl do her best to try to kill me.

      “He looks weak for a human. I mean, he is fast. He stopped my fireball, and he was able to throw me. Maybe I should just kill him anyhow.”

      “And how are you going to do that, all tied up like that?” Leeha asks her with a raised eyebrow.

      The Felinis looks down at her body, which is wrapped up in vines. “This is only a temporary issue. Once I get out, I can always kill him.”

      “Not if we kill you first,” Leeha says, and suddenly on either side of her are two large Water Swords.

      The Felinis looks at the Water Swords, and her eyes open wide in shock at seeing that Leeha can call up four Water Swords, not just two.

      “Why does a weak human have such a powerful Water Mage following him?”

      “Him? Weak?” Leeha says with a chortle. “Alex. Can you call up your Earth Swords?” Leeha asks me with a, and with the eye that the Felinis can’t see, she winks at me.

      That little minx! She did that on purpose. I smile at her and nod. Earth. Earth Sword. Earth Sword, and I do it another four times. Once I’m done, I am surrounded by 36 swords—18 on either side of me.

      You have used the spell, Earth Sword. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell, Earth Sword. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell, Earth Sword. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell, Earth Sword. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell, Earth Sword. You have used 10 points of power.

      You have used the spell, Earth Sword. You have used 10 points of power.

      Well, if I thought the Felinis’ eyes were big when she saw Leeha had four Water Swords, that’s nothing compared to what happens when she sees all of mine. Her eyes literally bug out in astonishment and fear, and she swallows hard. “Hmm. I mean, I was joking, all right? I wasn’t going to actually kill you.”

      “I want your word as a Felinis that you will not attempt to kill Alex. Truce?” Leeha says.

      The Felinis looks at Leeha quickly, with a scowl. What? What’s going on? Finally, looking like she is sucking on a sour lemon, the Felinis says, “I, Sara Limi, of the Clan of the White Tiger, do swear a Truce between this Alex and myself.”

      “And us, Leeha and Bridget,” Leeha says, pointing to her and Bridget.

      The Felinis scowls harder at Leeha, and if anything, now she looks like she is sucking on a whole case of lemons. “I, Sara Limi, of the Clan of the White Tiger, do swear a Truce between Alex, Bridget, Leeha, and myself.”

      “Good. You can release her,” Leeha says.

      “What? Just like that? What if she tries something?” I say hesitantly.

      “She won’t. She swore on her Clan, so we are all safe unless one of us breaks it,” and she waves at herself, Bridget, and me.

      “Swearing on her Clan is that strong of an oath?” I ask Leeha, looking at her skeptically.

      “Is he a stupid human?” Sara says with a sneer.

      I am about to retort, but Leeha beats me to it. “He isn’t aware of the Felinis’ code of honor,” she says quickly.

      “Is that why he is with you?” Sara says, her eyes widening in surprise. “He hasn’t been poisoned with what humans call their ‘ideology’? How is that even possible?”

      “Let’s just say that Alex is different,” Bridget says with a giggle.

      “You keep saying that. What is so different about him?” Sara questions, looking between all of us curiously.

      “Well, he has sex with us for one!” cries Bridget, causing me to groan.

      “Wait, he has sex? With both of you? And he doesn’t think it’s disgusting?” Sara blurts out in surprise.

      “I think,” Leeha cries before Bridget can respond, “we can discuss that at another time. For now, Alex, you can let her go.”

      “Sure, though, do we have something to cover her?”

      “Why?” Sara says, anger in her stare now. “Do you find my body disgusting?”

      “No,” I tell her, looking at her straight in the eyes. “Quite the opposite.”

      At my comment, Sara blushes, which is interesting to see on a white-furred being. Her cheeks turn a cute shade of pink, as does the rest of her. Oh, so she is all smack talk, is she? I walk up to her, where she is still trapped in the vines. Earth, I think suddenly, and the vines dispel into the ground. Sara catches herself before she falls sideways, and she is left standing there, naked.

      I look her body up and down with a small smile on my face. From her beautifully shaped legs, to her pubic area that I now see has a tuft of darker hair, to her breasts that hang low and are large. Then I reach her face, and her blushing has changed from pink to full on red now.

      “Yes. You have a beautiful body, and it’s not disgusting in the least,” I tell Sara softly, still smiling.

      I turn to Leeha. “I still need to piss, so I’m going to do that. Not sure if you can find clothes for her? We might find something in the camp down below,” I tell Leeha, waving down the hill to the slaver’s camp where the Portal is still waiting for us to deal with it.

      Nodding, I go off to do my business. I head up the hill until I am in the small thicket and relieve myself. Once I’m done, I cheat and use Water. Water Fountain to wash my hands. The water is cold and invigorating. After I’m done washing, I drink some of it. Two birds with one stone, as the saying goes. I need to test if I can heat the water next time as I did with the hot tub.

      When I come back down, all three girls are standing around, and I see that Sara is still naked. She is standing up proudly, with her back up and her breasts jutting out, but I can see it’s for show as the second I look at her, she blushes.

      “I will walk up ahead,” I tell them. “Leeha, did you want to walk with me, in case I miss something? Bridget, can you take the rear just in case I need you? Maybe Sara can walk with you.”

      “Yes, that would be good,” Leeha says, coming up and kissing me, but she whispers quickly. “Good move on that. It will hide her nakedness from you. She is shy.”

      Nodding without responding to that, I say instead, “Let’s see if we can find Sara some clothes. And maybe some much-needed supplies they left behind, if any.”

      “Gods, I would kill for food,” Sara says passionately from behind me.

      It takes us a good fifteen minutes to get down to the pens. When Leeha went last night, it took her almost double that time, but she was sneaking in. We didn’t have to worry about that this time, but we were still careful. We stopped a couple of times for Leeha to go ahead and check on things. Each time, she called us forward without issue. Once we get near the pens, I see the state they are in. The smell is the first thing that hits me. Shit and piss. I wrinkle my nose at it.

      I look back at Sara quickly. She must have washed in the water or something, since she looks clean. When I look back at her, she blushes, but she doesn’t avert her gaze. Once we get past the pens, we hit the tents where the slavers had been sleeping.

      “Can you sense anyone, Bridget?”

      “No, but did you want me to go check? Sara will see me disappear.”

      “No, but keep your eyes open for anything, please.” Out loud, I say quietly to Leeha, who is still next to me, “Anything?”

      She shakes her head. “It’s quiet.”

      I nod to her and keep walking past the tents until there is one that catches my eye. It has its flap opened and tied back. Inside I see a large mound of clothes and I point to it. “Sara, maybe you can find something in there?” I say, without looking at her.

      “I will check,” she says quickly, and rushes forward until all I see is her shapely ass as she runs to the tent and disappears inside it.

      “You want her, don’t you?” Leeha says quickly with a chuckle.

      “It’s that obvious?” I say with a laugh.

      “Yes. Any more obvious, and I would need to change your shirt from it being so wet from the drool,” Leeha replies with a soft laugh.

      “It’s not that bad!” I tell her defensively.

      “Actually, it is,” Bridget comes up and hugs me, looking up at me with a grin. “I like her. She is sassy.”

      “So, like you two?” I say with a smile.

      “We aren’t sassy,” Leeha says with a pout.

      “No, you’re right,” I tell her, straight-faced. Leeha looks at me suspiciously. Until I say with a big grin, “You’re bratty too.”

      Leeha laughs and slaps my arm. “You ass.”

      “What does that make me?” Bridget says, still hugging me.

      I bend down and kiss her. “Sexy as fuck. But that goes for both of you,” I say.

      “How’s this?” I hear the voice of Sara. All three of us look up at her return.

      I nod appreciatively. Sara is wearing a pair of gray pants that still let her tail hang out, with a white top that has a deep cut in the front, which shows her cleavage off quite well. Damn, I love worlds where bras are not a thing. She also has on a pair of long brown leather boots that go up to her upper calf.

      “Much better,” I tell her. “Not that I had issues with the previous view,” I say with a wink.

      Sara blushes but maintains eye contact. “You truly are different,” she mumbles. I can’t help it, but I laugh. I turn around and head deeper into the camp, towards our target, with Leeha next to me on one side and Bridget on my other, as she had not removed her arm from around my waist.
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      As we walked through the tents, we discovered a couple of surprising finds. Leeha had cried in joy at one point and pointed to a tent. I looked over and saw a large fire pit with an enormous cauldron sitting on it, and smaller pots on the ground next to it. When I saw that, I shouted in joy as well; it was the cooking tent.

      Inside, I found a bevy of food items. Mostly vegetables and some fruit, a bag of salt, sugar. And some spices that I was not familiar with, but Leeha said they were worth taking. We had Bridget wait outside with Sara so I could put it into my dimensional bag without Sara freaking out, as I was placing item after item into it. Even Leeha and I watched it all go in with wide eyes, and big fucking grins.

      We also found some dried meat. Leeha sniffed it and said it was beef. So I stuffed most of that into my bag as well, but kept some out for everyone to have right away. I also discovered four of what Leeha called water skins. They were not the canteens I was used to. These things looked more like what I had seen people using in a movie for wine, where you would hold it up in the crook of your arm and squirt it into your mouth. They were all full, but the water was tepid and stale. I fixed that by emptying them out and refilling them using the Water Fountain spell. Leeha told me to put three into my bags to test if it would keep them cold, and she kept one that she put over her shoulder, as it came with a leather strap for precisely that reason.

      I am just finishing my beef jerky when we get to the large tent that belongs to Brakan. Sorry, used to belong to. His body is still there on the ground, but it looks like something has gotten to it and fed on it overnight. Feeling a sour taste in my mouth from the view of the dead body, I turn to Leeha.

      “Can I get that water?”

      “Sure,” she says, looking at me worriedly.

      “Sorry. I guess close up, it’s worse than my imagination made it out to be,” I say, opening the water bag and taking a long squirt from it. I rinse my mouth before swallowing the cold water.

      I hear a retching sound, and turning to look behind me, I see that Sara is standing next to a tent and heaving. I walk up to her and pass her the water bag once she’s done. She looks up at me, tears in her eyes from throwing up the beef jerky we just had.

      “Thanks,” she says gratefully.

      Sara takes a long squirt from it, spits it out, and then takes another, this time drinking it. “Sorry, I thought I had a stronger stomach than that.”

      “Never saw combat or death?” I ask her softly.

      “No. Except for what I did during my Magic training when I became a Fire Mage. But that was all mock battles. This,” she says, pointing to the dead body of Brakan, “is brutal.”

      “And he deserved more,” I tell her, looking away from her to look at the body of Brakan. “For what he did, he deserved to die slowly and painfully, but I just wanted him dead and all of you slaves rescued.”

      I place my hand on the ground and think, Earth, bury the body.

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      I know it’s a lot of power, but I don’t want to ask Bridget to do it, as she would have to change into her Elemental form. Once the body of Brakan is buried with nothing remaining except some blood, and probably some brain matter scattered around, I stand up.

      Sara is looking at me with her eyes wide open. “Just who are you?”

      “No one special,” I tell her with a smile. I turn to Leeha. “Did we want to check his tent?”

      “Oh, Hell yeah,” Leeha says with a big grin as she rushes into the tent. “We get the spoils of battle!”

      “Shall we, ladies?” I say to Bridget and Sara. Bridget squeals and runs to the tent and enters it as well.

      “Just what are you playing at, human?” Sara asks me with mistrust in her eyes.

      I stop before I enter the tent and look back at her. “What I am planning is to change the minds of the rest of these ‘humans’ on Boromour. As the girls said, I’m different. Take it as you like. But to me, what the humans are doing is wrong, and it’s my intention to change that. But first, I have something else here that needs to be done.” I wave around the camp. “This was just in the way.”

      Sara looks at me with some trepidation, but as I walk into the tent, I hear her follow me. The tent is fairly large. There is carpet on the ground with more carpets hanging all over the place. No, not carpets, blankets. They aren’t as thick as the carpets. There is a bed on one side of the tent. Damn, Brakan lived in style. Leeha is already scrounging through a large wooden chest. She sees me and throws something my way. I catch it, and I hear the sound of coins jingling together.

      “Oh? What’s this?” I ask her with a grin.

      “Open it,” she replies with her own smile.

      I open the drawstrings of the bag and check inside. What I see makes me laugh in delight. “Holy shit. Brakan was a rich one, wasn’t he?”

      “Just means we are now too,” Leeha says, laughing with me. I put the bag of coins into my dimensional one.

      “Oooooh!” I hear Bridget breathe in delight. I look her way, and she is holding another bag. She rushes over and, giggling, hands it to me. Looking inside, I chuckle.

      “It seems that Brakan loved his stones too,” I say out loud. I take out a stone and hold it up. It’s uncut, but I can tell it’s a nice one. It’s red with what looks like a fire flame inside it. Whoa, they don’t have those on Earth!

      “Oh, nice! That’s a Fire Opal,” Leeha says appreciatively.

      “Worth a lot?” I ask her.

      “You can say that. It looks uncut. So maybe 100 gold or so?”

      “Jesus!” I say gleefully. “Sara. Catch,” I shout over to her, where she is standing on the other side of the tent looking inside a desk drawer. Her reflexes react without thinking, and she catches the Fire Opal I just threw at her.

      She looks at it oddly, and then she looks at me. “For being a slave and now being free. Do what you want with it,” I tell her with a smile.

      Her eyes widen in shock. “But this is worth a fortune!”

      “Yep,” I tell her holding up the bag that Bridget had just passed me. “I have another ten or twelve of them in here, and some other stones as well. Besides, it wasn’t mine to start off with. But as they say where I’m from, to the victor go the spoils.”

      “I’ve never heard of that saying,” Sara says, looking down at the Fire Opal in her open hand, but then she looks up at me and grins, which makes her face shine. “But I like it.” And she puts the opal in a pocket in the pants she is wearing.

      I open my bag and shove the bag of stones into it. We keep rummaging around for the next half hour or so, but the rest of the stuff is pretty mediocre. Sara does find a nice dagger under the pillow that even has a leather strap to hold it around her leg. We tell her she can keep it. She spends some time admiring herself with it, and keeps taking it out and placing it back into the sheath. I notice as she continues to practice, she is getting faster and faster.

      Chuckling, I look around the room to make sure we’ve checked everywhere. Some of the blankets are nice and if nothing else, they’d be helpful as pillows for me when I have the girls on either side of me. The cold we don’t need to worry about yet, since Bridget can make herself warm. Hey, maybe Leeha and I can both hug Bridget when it gets cold? Nah, I enjoy having them both hug me. Grabbing some, I start to roll them up until I have what I feel are the best four of them. I mean, I might as well get one for Sara.

      Then, I look at the blanket and my bag’s pouch opening. Shit. Didn’t think that one through, did you, Alex? I guess I could try shoving it, right? So, grabbing one of the rolled-up blankets, which is the size of a fucking sleeping bag, I try to shove it into the bag, but all it does is push my pants down lower on my hip. Suddenly, I get a message which makes me grin like an idiot.

      You are attempting to place an item into your bag. Do you wish to proceed?

      Yes! I think. Without warning, the blanket is out of my hand, and just like that, it’s gone. That’s when I realize just how smart this thing is. I place my left hand inside my bag, and I touch one of the other blankets with my right and think of placing it into my bag.

      You are attempting to place an item into your bag. Do you wish to proceed?

      I can’t help it; I think yes and laugh out loud. “What?” Leeha asks me curiously from across the room. She is kneeling and looking through a pile of things.

      “Nothing, I will tell you later,” I say, pointing to Sara, who is, thank God, facing away from me and throwing her new dagger at the backboard of the small bed in the tent.

      Leeha shakes her head and just smiles at me, as she continues to look through the pile of stuff she has at her feet. I go back to doing the same thing I had been doing with two more blankets, and then I figure I honestly do like this carpet at my feet. I do the same thing with the carpet. By the time I am done, I have, I am pretty sure, eight blankets and four carpets. Now the tent is looking bare, or at least the floor is, as we can now see the sand that was previously underneath the carpet. Oops. I hope Sara overlooks that.

      “Well, I can’t find anything else useful,” Leeha says.

      “I am good too,” Bridget says, coming towards me.

      “Oh, sorry,” Sara says, blushing. “I was practicing with the new dagger.”

      “All good,” I tell her with a laugh. “Shall we head out?” I ask them all. Nodding, Bridget goes first, followed by Sara and Leeha, with me coming out last. Then I stop just as I step out.

      “Give me a sec. I forgot something,” I tell them.

      I rush back into the tent and walk towards the bed, and with a grin, I place my hand on the large pillow that is there. I notice there are wood chips all over it, thanks to Sara’s practicing, so I lift the pillow up and shake it off, and then think of placing it into my bag.

      You are attempting to place an item into your bag. Do you wish to proceed?

      With a happy chuckle, I think, oh fuck, yes please!

      Once I’m done, I go to the exit and head into the morning air, feeling a breeze from the Lake of Ruins.

      “Why are you grinning like that?” Leeha asks me suspiciously.

      “Later,” I tell her, and I can’t help but laugh as she rolls her eyes at me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Two

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Gazing around the camp, I wonder if we should look inside the other tents, but I think with what we got we are good. I honestly don’t even think I’ll need the gold and the stones, as I don’t want to step into another City in my life if I can help it. Not with the way they looked at Leeha.

      “Shall we go see what we came here for?” I say to Bridget and Leeha.

      Nodding, we head towards the large Portal that is just across from Brakan’s large tent.

      “Wait, you don’t want to go there!” cries Sara, suddenly apprehensive.

      “Why not?” I ask her, turning to her and noticing that she has her dagger out.

      “Because that thing is death,” she says ominously.

      “I know,” I tell her. “Why do you think I cleared this camp? I can’t destroy it if everyone is here getting in my way.”

      “What?” Sara blurts out in astonishment.

      “Part of the plan for the rescue mission that freed you was to get to that,” I tell her, pointing to the large Portal. “I was going to come to free you all, anyhow. It’s just, my priorities changed.”

      “But why?” Sara asks me, confusion showing on her face. “Why would you want to go to that evil thing?”

      “To destroy it,” Leeha answers. “Do your people talk about the Horde Invasion?”

      Shaking her head, Sara says, “No. What’s that? I’ve never heard of it.”

      “Us Elves have an oral history that is ancient, that talks of a Horde invasion of Demons. It ended up wiping out a good number of races. The only reason the current races and monsters are still alive today is something happened during a major battle, where millions of races of Boromour gathered to fight. We only survived at the last minute because something made them turn back and return into their Portal.”

      As Leeha was explaining, a frown appeared on Sara’s face. “Wait, that is similar to a story we have. Though we call it by a different name. We call it The Day the Demons Came. The story tells how we Felinis almost all died. How all the races of Boromour came together to fight, including the humans,” she says with a sneer. “But that’s just a story we tell our kids, isn’t it?” Sara asks, looking at the three of us.

      I shake my head. “Nope. That thing is here to open a Portal to Hell, with a Demon Horde about to spew out.” I don’t tell her that it’s not really meant to reduce the number of people on Boromour, but rather to reduce the number of Demons on Hell, or the souls that have died and have gone to a Hell world.

      “And you are just going to destroy it?” Sara says, sounding skeptical. “Anyone who has touched it has died. That human Fire Mage kept spouting to us that we should feel honored to give the magical power inside us to a Portal to the Heavens.”

      “What?” I ask her in bewilderment.

      “He kept saying he heard an Angelic voice telling him that if he opened the Portal, a group of Angels would come down and he would become one himself.”

      “Yeah, no,” I say with anger. “Trust me. This is not a Portal to Heaven. This is a Portal to Hell. There might be Portals out there that bring you to Heaven, but I can tell you that this is not one of them.” And I only know this because of the Quest I got. I can’t exactly tell her that since I would sound nuts.

      Shit, what was God playing at by sending voices to Brakan? You know, the more I hear about what is going on, the more I loathe God. I mean, why would he make people suffer like this? He might have his reasons, but as I am not a powerful God looking over millions of worlds, I can’t even imagine what they would be. I might be a pawn in his plans, but fuck, I hate seeing people suffer. I’m assuming if he gave me a Quest to destroy this Portal, it must means there’s a chance. Right? Why give me an impossible Quest? Games don’t work that way. Well, unless the game is broken.

      I turn back to the Portal and eye it warily. How the hell am I going to destroy something that like? I can’t touch it, as I know very well. Peter was very adamant about that. Touching it equals death. But it’s not like me shooting 36 magical arrows at a time will do anything to it. Peter was very precise in his words. He said to overload it. But how do I overload it without touching it?

      I walk forward with all three girls following me. Stopping about ten feet away from the large Portal, I start looking for any weak points I might be able to use. I start to circle it and realize that the back looks exactly like the front.

      The girls, I guess, can tell I am thinking a mile a minute since they don’t ask me any questions. How would I go about this if I was on Earth? I would probably nuke the shit out of it. Travel thousands of miles away and send a nuke, if I had access to one. I mean, that works in the movies, right? The heroes somehow get a hold of some nukes and blow everything up. But there’s no access to nukes on Boromour.

      I wonder if Fire can burn this thing. I turn to Sara. “Can you send a Fire Arrow at the Portal, please? I want to see if it does any damage.”

      “Sure,” Sara says. She lifts her hand and a Fire Arrow appears next to her, and she sends it zipping off to hit the Portal. At least that’s what I had hoped would happen, but once it gets about a foot away from it, the arrow bounces off what looks like a force field. Not that I can see the force field. I just see her arrow explode in a thousand sparks.

      Lifting my hand, I cast Earth, Earth Hammer, and I have six Stone Hammers hovering next to me, three on either side.

      You have used the spell Earth Hammer. You have used 10 points of power.

      I send them speeding towards the Portal, with the same results. They slam into a force field. I wonder if that is what made Brakan think he was accomplishing something by feeding someone with magic to the Portal. The shield would destroy them, but in the process, maybe the magic from the now-dead Mage caused the Portal to hum, and he thought that meant it was charging it? Fuck, I should have kept him alive, but in order to gain access to this Portal I needed his followers to leave, and they wouldn’t have left if he was still around. Hindsight is shit, and I suck at it. Oh well.

      Maybe I can bury it? Can I use Earth to bury it so that it can’t open? But the Horde would most likely dig their way out. That might delay them, but for how long? No. The Quest said to destroy the Portal to stop the invasion, so that’s what I have to do.

      “I would kill for some dynamite!” I shout in irritation.

      “What’s dynamite?” Leeha asks me curiously. That’s when I notice the word had come out in English.

      “It’s something that is used to make a large explosion. If I was to say, wrap this thing with it,” I point to the Portal, “it would be destroyed. I think. However, I am not sure since it seems to have a shield around it. Peter said I needed to overload it. Even If I had dynamite, I would need a ton. A nuclear bomb would be better, but that causes radiation. I would prefer a fusion bomb, but then this whole Lake would disappear as well, and probably the surrounding area for a good 50 miles.”

      “Hmm,” Leeha says hesitantly. “You’re throwing words around again,” she continues, looking at Sara pointedly.

      “Crap. Yeah, sorry about that. I just wish there was a way to touch that thing and pump magic into it to overload it. But the second I touch it, I’m dead, just like all the other Mages that Brakan has thrown at it. You saw the bodies, the fear on their faces? It doesn’t look like they went peacefully.”

      “What if I was to touch it?” Bridget says suddenly.

      I turn to Bridget and look at her keenly. “You think that because of what you are, that you can survive?”

      “Well, it feeds off a Mage’s magic, correct?”

      “And since your magic comes from me, you think it won’t affect you?” I say, working it through.

      “What are you both talking about?” Sara asks suspiciously.

      I turn to her and think, Mind, Sleep for one hour, and she falls sideways and hits the sandy beach, out cold.

      You have used a Spell Command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      Bridget and Leeha look at me with disapproval on their faces. “What? I will make it up to her,” I tell them defensively.

      “I am sure you will,” Leeha says with a snicker, leering at me.

      “I needed to talk out loud and having to explain everything to her right now would be a pain. Now,” I say, turning back to Bridget. “You think that if you touch the Portal, I can push power through you?”

      “Yes. You would use me as a conduit. Though, there is a problem with that,” Bridget says.

      “What’s that?” I ask her, sighing. Of course there would be a roadblock.

      “If you use that much magic it will open your fourth Chakra, and I am not sure what will happen to you,” she says worriedly. “You are saying you need to push a lot of your power into that thing. How much is a lot? How much power do you have now?

      I think about how much I have, and as I expected, I get the information I need.

      Power Remaining: 979,000 /995,000

      Divine Energy Remaining: 5,000/5,000

      “It says I have 979,000 points of power and 5,000 of that Divine Energy,” I tell them. “I guess all the spell casting used up a good amount. I would say that16,000 was used in the last 24 hours, and I have not regained it back yet. I have no clue what my regeneration rate is.”

      “Have you figured out what you can use that Divine Energy for?” Leeha asks me.

      “No,” I tell her, annoyed but not at her. I had been trying different commands to see if something would come up, but nothing. Bridget tried and said even she could not access it. It’s there, but it’s like looking through a hard glass window. She said she even tried repeatedly to slam into the barrier, but nothing.

      “All right, so what can we do to mitigate my fourth Chakra opening?” I ask Bridget.

      “I am not sure,” she says hesitantly. “We have no clue what will happen. I couldn’t have predicted what happened last time with your bones. You were out for days. This next one might be worse, and I used a lot of energy healing you when that thing came out of your throat and you gained that odd voice thing you have now.”

      “Yeah, but it doesn’t do anything,” I tell her, putting my hand to my throat and remembering the intense pain. The bones were worse, but made me pass out quickly. “Can we force it to open? Maybe if I have it open, I will have more power?”

      “Well, you would need to call up a pretty powerful spell as I doubt shooting off hundreds of magical arrows would do it,” Bridget says, her hand on her chin.

      “What about that fog thing again?” I say. “There’s no one here that will be affected by it if I do it over the water. I would honestly like to get this done now rather than later.”

      “The sun is up, which means we would need to wait a day. And once you open your Chakra, you are going to be out for days, possibly even a week based on how strong it knocked you out last time,” Bridget says.

      “What if he was to use a spell command to say, carve a hole through the hill?” Leeha suggests.

      Bridget and I both turn to her with astonished looks. “You want me to blow a hole through that?” I ask her in amazement, pointing to the hill we just came down from.

      “Why not? Even if you can’t, it will use up a lot of your power, which is what you want, right?”

      “Well, sure,” I tell her slowly. “But I don’t want to drain myself of power.”

      “Alex,” Leeha says, walking up to me and patting my chest. “You have more power than a City of Mages. You can do this.”

      I look down at her and see her faith in me. Nodding, I kiss her and look at Bridget. “Shall we go try that?”

      “Sure, but what about her?” Bridget says, pointing down at Sara.

      Sighing, I answer, “Normally, I would say leave her. She will wake up within the hour. But I don’t want her near the Portal.”

      Reaching down, I grab her and hoist her over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes, with her head hanging over my shoulder and my hand on her ass to hold her. That’s when I get to feel the fur on her skin for the first time. It’s silky to the touch. She isn’t very heavy, or maybe I am just stronger than I was on Earth, as I can barely feel her on my shoulder.

      “Can’t you just wake her?” Leeha says to me with a grin.

      “Hmm. Sure I guess, but this way, I can touch her ass without her killing me,” I say with a returning grin.

      Both Bridget and Leeha laugh at me, and we head back up the beach to the point where it meets the hill.
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      I hear a groaning sound coming from behind me, and I look back in time to see Sara sits up quickly and look around. Bridget and Leeha are on either side of me, and we are facing the hill that I want to blow a hole through. We are sitting on the ground because I have been trying to think of a good Spell Command to use for the last 40 minutes. My guess is this will end up being a Complex Spell Command.

      We also talked about what will happen to the Dungeon if I blow a hole through the hill. The truth is, we have no clue. But after spending a week in there, or thereabouts, we aren’t really interested in going back in, anyway. Not without tons of gear. That was annoying as Hell having to call up water just to drink.

      “What the Hell happened?” Sara says, looking around in confusion. “One moment we were talking on the beach, and then the next, I’m here.”

      “You passed out,” I tell her. “Must have been the exhaustion from being captured and all that.”

      Sara looks over, and her eyes squint at me with distrust. “Who carried me?”

      “I did,” I answer her with a smile.

      “Did you touch me inappropriately? I see how you are with those two,” she says, glaring at me now.

      “I was a boy scout.”

      “What’s a boy scout?” she asks me, perplexed.

      “Sorry, I mean to say I was honorable. I did not touch you inappropriately,” I reassure her.

      Okay, yes, I touched her ass, but she had pants on. I admit, after touching her arms and shoulders in order to lift her, I kind of wished she wasn’t wearing any. Her furred skin felt lovely and her ass felt tight through her pants. I would have loved to have my hand directly on it.

      She looks at me for a couple more seconds, but then glances at the hill. “What are you all looking at?” she asks.

      “The hill,” I tell her.

      “Why?” she says, tilting her head, which causes her black hair to fall sideways and partly hide her face, but she reaches up and brushes it over one of her cat ears, which is just as black as her hair.

      “Because I am trying to figure out a way to blow a hole through it,” I say, as if stating something obvious.

      She looks at me and laughs, which actually sounds very cute. “Right. How many Earth Mages do you have in your pocket?”

      “Just the one,” I tell her, not going into detail about Bridget. “Now I need to focus. I am trying to figure this out,” I finish, with a finger to my lips for the universal sign of shushing someone. It’s even used here on Boromour.

      If I had a drill bit, I could do it that way, but that would be loud and long. Though, I do want to use a lot of magic. But I don’t want to end up going out of commission and stopping the job halfway, when Bridget is inside the hill, away from me. If I am going to do this, I need to do it right. What else is used to drill holes? Lasers. But how am I going to create a laser beam? I can summon Fire, not light. Hold on. Fire is light—just on a different wavelength. Tapping my chin, I look up at the sun beating down on us, and I grin. Let’s see if Bridget will have context for this.

      “Bridget,” I call her name, the grin still on my face.

      “Yes?” she says, turning to me. She had been leaning on her elbows with her head back, enjoying the sun on her face.

      “Laser beams,” I tell her. Ah, so the word laser is English here. Makes sense.

      She frowns at first, but then suddenly, a look of awe appears on her pretty Elven face.

      “Holy Hell!” she blurts out. “Is that even real?”

      “Yep. I mean, it’s not Deathstar kind of real, but they are real on Terra,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      “So,” she says, looking down at her feet in concentration as she begins to talk to herself. “Light. With a lens. But how would I create light that powerful? I would need a mini sun. Oh, wait. What if I use a metal bowl? No, that would melt it, just from the heat alone. There isn’t any metal here that would handle that.”

      “What is she talking about?” Leeha whispers from my other side.

      “It’s something from my world. If Bridget can figure it out, it will use a lot of my power, and it will carve a hole through this hill like a hot knife through butter,” I whisper back, trying not to interrupt Bridget as she is still talking to herself.

      “…can just do the light through my eyes, can’t I? I can create Fire, and my eyes can focus it. For a lens, I can use water. I would need to test it, but I think it would work. With sustained power from Alex, I can keep it up till the laser beam goes through the hill. Or I can do it in one intense beam. Alex will need me right away after that, I am sure, since he will open his Fourth Chakra.”

      Bridget looks at me excitedly and then jumps on me and wraps her arms around my neck, kissing me. “My Gods, it might work! I need to test it, though. I will go do it where it’s safe.” Without even a displacement of air, Bridget is gone.

      “What the fuck! Where did she go!” cries Sara in shock, staring at the spot where Bridget had just been standing.

      “Oops,” I say with a chuckle. “Bridget isn’t an Elf.”

      “If she isn’t an Elf, what the Hell is she?” asks Sara in an incredulous voice.

      I look at Leeha for help, and she shakes her head. “Don’t look at me. She’s yours. She disappeared. You decide.” But she is grinning at me as she says it.

      Sighing, I turn back to Sara, who is watching the play-by-play between me and Leeha with wary eyes. I look at her and try to decide how much I should say. I mean, I could tell her everything, but I don’t know her very well. I want to eventually, but I don’t yet. So I decide to give her some truths, with some white lies interspersed.

      “I am a powerful Mage, and Bridget is really my Elemental,” I begin.

      “Bullshit,” Sara growls in anger. “No Elemental does that.”

      “Yours won’t. Even Leeha’s won’t. But show me your Fire Elemental,” I say to her.

      She sits there and looks at me at first, not doing as I asked. Then slowly she lifts her left hand, and a tiny ball of fire is sitting in her palm, rotating slowly.

      “Leeha, show her yours, please,” I ask her.

      Leeha sticks her left hand out, just like Sara did, and her Water Elemental appears. But where Sara’s was a ball of fire, Leeha’s isn’t a ball of rotating water, but a small female, made of water. The Water Elemental looks up, sees Leeha, and waves at her, and Leeha waves back with her free hand. It turns to me next and waves at me and I, of course, wave back at it.

      Sara’s Fire Elemental disappears as she stares at Leeha’s Elemental in shock.

      “That’s impossible,” Sara whispers in astonishment.

      “No, it’s not,” I tell her. “Leeha thought the same thing when I first met her. Hers looked like yours back then. You saw me when I had all my arrows out?”

      Sara turns to me slowly, her eyes still jerking to Leeha’s Water Elemental, who had also waved to her, but Sara had not returned it. Finally, she focuses on me and nods.

      Sara’s gaze quickly flicks to Leeha again. “Show me,” she demands. But then her manners kick in and she blushes and says “please.”

      Leeha nods to her with a smile, and her Water Elemental disappears, as four large Water Arrows appear beside her. She looks around, sees a tree close to us, and all four arrows zip off and slam into the tree, before Leeha makes them disappear.

      Sara is sitting there with her mouth agape in shock. She is about to say something, when suddenly we hear a loud explosion coming from down the beach, and we see smoke rising into the air.

      “Was that you?” I ask Bridget quickly.

      “Yes. Sorry! I am fine-tuning it. I think I am close, though. Let me test it a couple more times. Can I use some of your power, just a tiny bit more?”

      “Of course,” I tell her with a smile over our link. “Use what you need.”

      “Not too much. I don’t want to open your Chakra yet,” she says, but I can tell that she is distracted, so I don’t respond back.

      “That was Bridget. She is testing my idea. That was the result so far,” I tell both of the girls. Leeha visibly relaxes. Sara, on the other hand, is still looking at the smoke in alarm.

      “Done,” Bridget cries from next to me in joy.

      Sara screams and throws herself backward, and her dagger is suddenly in her hand. Bridget looks at her and blushes.

      “Sorry. I shouldn’t have left as I did, should I have?” Bridget says to me.

      “Too late, but I explained a bit to Sara here. I think she is still in shock, that’s all. You can put that away, Sara. If we wanted to kill you, you would already be dead,” I say with a smile, which I hope is disarming.

      “Just what are you?” Sara says, still standing in a fighting crouch, clearly ready to flee if need be.

      “I am just a Mage who happens to be more powerful than most,” I tell her with a shrug, not ready to tell her that I am an Elemental Summoner, the most feared being in her world, it seems. Oh, and a human to boot.

      “Here, I know you honor vows. What if I vow not to kill you unless you provoke me? Fair?” I ask her.

      She looks at me, gauging my sincerity, I am sure. Then she says, “Swear it on the five Gods of Boromour.”

      “Sure, I can do that. I, Alex, do swear that I shall not kill you unless provoked. I swear on the five Gods of Boromour,” I say, even holding my hand to my chest as if that will have more of an impact.

      Sara still looks at me for a good ten more seconds before she nods and puts her dagger away. “I shall hold you to that, Alex with no last name.”

      “Oh, I have one,” I tell her with a smile. “I just hate it, so I don’t use it.” Yes, I still hate my last name. Boston. Fuck, I would rather be known as Alex of No Last Name than use my actual name.

      Turning to Bridget, I ask her, “So, did you figure it out?”

      “Yes,” she says excitedly. “I had issues with the lens,” but I hold up my hand to stop her.

      “For the lens,” I say to her in English. “You used water?”

      “Yes. I was able to make the lens concave enough to focus the power. However, I had to use a string of them, each one smaller and smaller. Then, I used the light of fire coming out of my eyes, almost like the sun, and the beam went out and smashed through the lenses, getting stronger and stronger as it went through each one. Right up until the last one, that was so focused that it burned through a good 30 feet! Down the beach, there is a cave that is smooth and round, and right now super hot, that goes straight in for 30 feet into the hillside!”

      I turn to Leeha. “Did you understand all that?”

      “Most,” she replies in slow English. “I understood much, not all. Understand reason behind it.”

      “Concept, not reason. Good. Because you are about to fake it with your Water Elemental. I don’t want Sara knowing I can use more than one magic, yet. Not until I know if I can trust her.”

      “Sounds good. Tell me what to do when the time comes,” Leeha says, nodding.

      “Well, shall we get this over with? I am sure I won’t like the pain that is about to come when I open my fourth Chakra.”

      Sara had been looking at each of us as we spoke in English earlier, her head bouncing back and forth like watching a ping-pong tournament.

      “What are you about to do?” She asks me, hesitantly.

      “I’m about to blow a hole through a hill, and in the process knock myself out for days or even a week. So be prepared for something to happen to me. And something tells me it won’t be pretty.”
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      I turn to Bridget and say, “Ready?”

      “Yes, though you might want to sit down for this. Just in case,” Bridget answers, and I can see she is tense.

      I understand that feeling quite intimately, because knowing that a crapload of pain is about to come with the opening of my fourth Chakra, I am almost tempted to tell her to forget it, and we will look for another way to destroy the Portal.

      Nodding, I sit down on the patch of grass we had settled on, halfway between the beach and the rocky area where the hill starts.

      “Should we back up some more?” I ask her.

      “No, we are good here. The wall of the hill is roughly 30 feet away. I will create a shield if need be, to keep away any flying debris,” Bridget responds.

      She takes a deep breath, looks down at me, and says, “Ready?”

      I can’t help it a nervous laugh spews out of me. “No! But go ahead.”

      Bridget smiles down at me and nods. Then all of a sudden, she changes into a full-sized Fire Elemental.

      “By the Gods,” I hear Sara whisper. I look over, and she is staring at Bridget in awe.

      Bridget walks closer to the hill and says, “I need you to all stay behind me. The amount of light that will be coming out of my eyes will damage yours. I would suggest, if you can, to look away, or you might have an aftereffect in your vision.”

      “Got it,” I tell her.

      Bridget lifts her hand and talks to me through our link. “All right, let Leeha know I am ready.”

      “Leeha, can you bring up your Water Elemental and create those lenses that Bridget needs?” I ask her.

      “Yes. Here you go,” she says, lifting her hand and bringing forth her Water Elemental.

      She throws her hand forward as if hurling the Water Elemental, and it disappears. We had a quick whispered conversation about that, and what she was really doing was releasing her Water Elemental and making it look like she’s throwing it, so that Bridget can take over without raising Sara’s suspicions. Suddenly there are six water lenses in front of Bridget, each one smaller than the one before. The first one is the size of a large round dining room table, so about eight feet across. The last one is only about three feet across.

      When I asked Bridget if that would make a large enough laser beam, she said yes, as she needs to go far into the cave, therefore she wants a more focused beam that she can control.

      As we watch, the water lenses appear to move on their own. Bridget’s trying to get them calibrated, I’m sure.

      “All right, avert your eyes. Alex, I will need your power. Is that all right?”

      “Yes, go for it,” I tell her, holding my breath.

      I had told Bridget she didn’t need to keep asking me to use my power, but she said when it came to considerable amounts, she had no choice. It worked like a contract between the Mage and the Elemental, where permission was required.

      Abruptly, I feel a large pull of power being drawn from me. And I mean an enormous amount.

      Your Elemental has used a Sophisticated Spell Command. You have used 50,000 points of power.

      My eyes bug out at the notification. Holy fucking Hell! 50,000? Then I hear a loud crackling noise, as if I’m standing too close to a lightning storm, and the air smells of ozone. I look over at Bridget and almost turn away immediately, but then I shade my eyes with my hand instead. We are behind her, but I can see a very large bright beam leaving her face and hitting the first large water lens. It get smaller as it goes through the lens and hits the second one, and so on and so on until it’s going through the last one, and the beam is more concentrated. Then I watch as the beam hits the hill and disappears into it. I can see lots of smoke rising from the hill, as the beam penetrates it.

      Suddenly I feel a pain in my chest, as if I was just kicked, hard. “Shit,” I say in pain, putting my hand there.

      “It’s happening?” Leeha asks me worriedly.

      “Yeah, but it’s not intense yet. It feels like someone kicked me in the chest. At least I can still breathe,” I tell Leeha with a grimace.

      “I am almost done, Alex,” Bridget says, and I can hear the strain in her voice. “I need more power to punch through,” she continues, almost sheepishly.

      “Take it,” I tell her, nodding. I know she needs to use as much of my power as she can get, but I’m not going to lie, I’m also worried about what will happen to me.

      Your Elemental has used a Sophisticated Spell Command. You have used 50,000 points of power.

      Immediately, that kick to the chest turns into something worse. Imagine standing in front of a cannon. You know, the old kind that they used to use to fire off large cannonballs about the size of a grapefruit? Yeah, one of those. Now imagine it going off while you are standing in front of it and having that cannonball hit you right in the upper chest. But then, add something worse. Add the fact that it feels like your skin is gone and all your nerve endings are on fire. It feels like that time I got bitten by a fire ant, but imagine being bitten by thousands of them, all over your body.

      “Alex!” cries Leeha, and even in my state of pain, I can hear the utter horror in her voice.

      Then I hear Bridget scream, “Alex!” through our connection, and she is crying. Why would Bridget be crying?

      “Bridget!?!” Leeha screams.

      “I’m here!” I hear her voice, but in my daze, I can’t totally understand what is happening. “I need to stabilize him, but I don’t know where to start!” Bridget wails, and she is still crying.

      Even in my daze, I remember something I read once. Fix the thing that will kill someone first, and many times, it isn’t the thing that is bleeding.

      “First fix the issue that will keep me alive,” I manage to say, but I am cognizant enough to hear it come out slurred.

      “Right!” Bridget cries. “Fix what will kill you first. Deal with the rest later.”

      “What can I do?” Leeha asks her hurriedly.

      “Do you know how you surround those carcasses when we hunt in water? Can you do that now? I need to keep his muscles and tissues wet. Even if it’s water, at least the water is pure.” Why would she want my skin surrounded? What did she mean by my muscles and tissues?

      “I can do that!” Leeha says, and suddenly I feel coolness on my body, where I had been burning before. “What about you?”

      “I need to do something about his chest. The fourth Chakra opened, and right now his heart is gone. I think my connection to him is the only reason he survived, since I was able to jump-start his system somehow. I moved my heart into his chest cavity for now, but that won’t last much longer.”

      “Your heart?” Leeha says in amazement.

      “Yes. I need to regenerate his heart that shattered, but it’s not just a normal heart. I am not sure how I know this, but I have the idea of how to create it, using the surrounding magic energy. I’m going to need to put him out for this. Alex, I am sorry love, but this will hurt much worse. I love you,” Bridget says, and there is genuine fear and concern in her voice.

      Then suddenly, the pain I was feeling changes. No, wait. It’s not that it changes. It increases, and instead of being just on my skin in my chest, it radiates all over my body. The pain is so severe that it makes me cry out, lifting my head to the sky. I can’t stop, but I know that I am screaming like a bestial thing, wounded and in pain, not understanding. Then, darkness.
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      Unbeknownst to me, until I heard about it afterwards from Bridget, I died—multiple times. The exact number, Bridget would not tell me. She’d only say that there were four times she almost lost my soul. She said that rebuilding my heart took three days. What really freaked me out was when she said it took her another four days to rebuild my skin. By the end, Leeha passed out from using up all her magic power to keep my skin damp.

      Slowly, my eyes start to open as I feel the sun on my skin, and it’s not cool this time, but warm. I look around and realize I am lying on a carpet. Oh, it’s one of the ones I stole from the tent of Brakan. Wait. How did I take it out in my sleep? Wow, am I so dependent on my comforts that I took it out when I was passed out? Gingerly, I sit up and look around. We are still on the beach. Leeha is asleep next to me, but Bridget is gone, and so is Sara.

      “Leeha?” I call her, touching her shoulder and shaking her slightly. She moans but doesn’t wake up. I leave her alone, as I’m not aware yet of what’s happened to her.

      “Bridget?” I call out through our connection.

      “Alex!” Bridget cries in relief. “Thank Gods you’re finally awake!”

      “What’s wrong with Leeha? She’s passed out but won’t wake when I jostle her,” I ask her.

      That is when Bridget explains what happened to me—from my heart exploding when my fourth Chakra opened, to my skin exploding away from my body, leaving my nerves, muscles, and tissue showing. How Leeha had covered me from head to toe in water, leaving only my ears, eyes, mouth and nostrils uncovered. The rest of me, Bridget says, was submerged in pure water to keep it wet. Leeha had used some of her English to keep it close to my body, and it was almost an eighth of an inch thick.

      “Fucking Hell, will she be ok?” I blurt out in worry.

      “Yes. She simply needs to sleep. I was only able to finish healing you about a day ago.”

      “Wait, are you saying that Leeha used that much power for almost seven days and is now passed out because she depleted all her power?” I ask her in concern.

      “Pretty well. Leeha will be fine, though. I checked on her with her Elemental, and it seems her regeneration has increased since meeting you. Her Elemental tells me that Leeha will wake up by tomorrow morning.”

      “What time is it now? Early afternoon?” I ask her, gazing at the sun again.

      “Roughly two in the afternoon. You are still weak and need to rest.”

      “I do?” I ask her, perplexed. “I feel ready to run a marathon.”

      “What?” Bridget asks me, sounding perplexed herself now.

      “Yeah, I have all this energy. I feel like I can run up and down the beach. I am hungry, though,” I say, as just then my stomach reminds me I probably have not eaten for over seven days. “But I will grab some jerky out of my bag. Speaking of my bag. How did the carpet get out of it?”

      “That would be me,” Bridget says. “Because I am your Elemental, I seem to have access to your bag and its contents. I hope you don’t mind? I only took out the carpet.”

      “No, that’s fine. So,” I say, looking around our little campsite on the beach, “did we lose Sara? Did she freak out when whatever happened to me happened and run away?”

      “No, she is with me. We are exploring the tunnel that we created. It’s finally cool enough to walk through. Or at least for you three. I could have walked in it right away. We are about halfway through to the other side.”

      “How did she take it?” I ask Bridget about Sara’s reaction.

      “Let’s just say she passed out the first time she saw you without skin. You were kind of horrible to look at,” Bridget says with a snicker. “After the first day, she hunted for us and made sure we had firewood all the time. She also tried not to look worried for you, but Leeha and I could see it.”

      “Well, I am glad I didn’t scare her away,” I tell her.

      “We do have an issue though, with Sara,” Bridget says through our connection.

      “Oh shit. What?” I ask her, worried now.

      “I think she really likes you,” Bridget says, and I can feel the grin through our connection. “The context I am getting is something called, Florence Nightingale effect.”

      I turn around quickly, looking up towards the hill and the new hole that’s there with a frown. Then I think about it. Would that be so bad?

      I feel a snicker through the connection. “You want her, don’t you?”

      I can’t help it, I laugh out loud and tell her through our connection, “Bridget, she is a catgirl! Of course I want her.”
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      About an hour later, I hear footsteps behind me. I turn and see that it’s Sara and Bridget. I don’t get up, but I wave to them both.

      Sara gets a pensive and nervous look on her catgirl face. “Are you all right?” she asks me as she sits on the large carpet. Bridget comes over and kisses me, and then she sits down next to me. Leeha is still passed out cold.

      “Yeah. Sorry if you got a scare,” I tell her with a smile.

      “Scared wasn’t half of it. Alex, your skin and clothes literally blew apart in front of my eyes. You should be dead,” Sara says with a grimace of disgust.

      That’s when I look down and notice I am not wearing my gray leather outfit anymore. Even my boots are different. Instead, I am wearing a pair of brown leather pants, tied at the waist, with a light cotton shirt that has been dyed red. The boots I am wearing are decent. They are a soft leather, dyed black, and go up to my knees.

      “You said my clothes blew apart as well?” I ask her, incredulously.

      “Yes. It was something I never want to see ever again. It’s a thing that nightmares are made of,” Sara says, visibly shuddering.

      I look over at Bridget for confirmation, and she is already nodding. “I would say when your Chakra opened, it caused your skin to explode, and since your clothes and boots were against your skin, they exploded with it. The force, from what Sara described, was pretty intense. She had to go wash herself off. Both Leeha and her were covered.”

      “Ew,” I say, making a face.

      “Ew yourself,” Sara says, scowling. “Don’t ever do that again.”

      “I’ll try,” I tell her with a laugh. Jesus. The explosion was so powerful it blew apart whatever I had on me?

      “Shit!” I reach down quickly for my new bag, but it’s still there.

      “Don’t worry. It seems that the bag is attached to you differently and is very strong. Which is a good thing since that how the only reason I got your carpet out,” Bridget says. “Though, hmm. Sara saw me take out the carpet. I had to explain to her a bit of what it was. That one of the Gods gave the bag to you.”

      I nod in acknowledgement of her quick save. I just met Sara and don’t totally trust her, not with stuff like this. Leeha, I trust with my life. Bridget is my life, as she is part of me. Sara is the unknown, sexy as fuck, equation I don’t completely trust yet. I’m not sure how much I want her to know. Yet.

      I look down at Leeha and ask Bridget, “You’re sure she will be all right?”

      “Yes. Like I said, I talked to Leeha’s Elemental. She just needs sleep. And now that you are safe, I can leave you alone. I need to go regenerate as well. I used up a lot of not just your power, Alex, but my own,” Bridget says, and that is when I see the exhaustion in her Elven features. Can Elementals get tired?

      “Before you go, I have a question or two if you can answer them?” I ask her. At her nod, I say, “So what is different about my skin and heart now? What’s to say, when I open my fifth Chakra, that this won’t happen again?”

      “Well, your skin and heart are different now. But here, it’s better if I show you. Stand up,” she says to me.

      I look at her oddly, but I do as she asks and stand up. Bridget stands up with me, but then bends down and grabs the dagger that Leeha had tucked into her boot. A real one that she had found in Brakan’s tent. She holds it up to show it to me. It’s about a foot long, and the tip is sharpened to a point—a throwing dagger. Then, so fast that I don’t have time to react, she throws it at me, hitting me in the chest.

      I put my hand there in shock, expecting to feel a dagger in my chest, but the dagger falls to the ground. Rubbing the spot since it’s a bit sore, I stare at the dagger on the carpet in shock. Then I look up at Bridget and give her the same look.

      “What the fuck just happened?” I ask her.

      “Your skin, with the changes I made when healing you-no, wait. That’s not right. When I was healing your skin, I had what I can only call ‘instructions’ on how to properly recreate your skin. That is the result. Your skin is so tough it can withstand a blade. And Alex, I threw that as hard as I could, which would be harder than any living person on Boromour could do. You could take a sword to the gut, and it would not even nick you.

      “You are saying I have skin of steel?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow and a big smile on my face.

      “No, tougher. I am sure if you went back where you came from and took a bullet, it would bounce off. Did you notice that you barely felt that dagger?”

      “Well, I felt something, but the pain is already gone.”

      “I am sure that is your brain telling you that you should feel pain. With practice, I am sure you would not have that feeling. But it’s not as if you don’t feel anything,” she says, and she walks up to me and puts a hand on my chest, patting it.

      “Feel that?” she asks me. I nod, and then she puts her hand up my shirt and on my bare chest, slowly rubbing up and down, so that I can feel the smoothness of her hand. “And that?” I nod with a smile.

      “So even though your skin is tough, it can still feel sensation. But somehow, it knows the difference between a caress and a blade trying to enter you.”

      “Wow.”

      I bring my arm up and I grab some of my skin with my thumb and my finger and pinch myself. Yep, I can still feel pain.

      “What about my heart?” I remind her of the second part of my question.

      “Your heart is also changed. It’s bigger, for one, and is somehow pumping more blood through your body, and also, it’s converting the oxygen quicker. I would guess you could run all day without running out of breath. Though remember, your muscles haven’t been changed. Yet. So you would tire out from that.”

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

      “Your Chakras are causing a transformation to your body. I would say down the road, when you open other Chakras, it will change more of your insides. Last time it was your bones and your throat, this time it was your heart and skin. I’m positive you will have other things changed as well. What? I’m not sure. Maybe your muscles? Blood? Other organs? That’s what scares me, Alex,” she says, and there is anxiety and frustration in her voice now, “I don’t know what I need to until it’s time to use it!”

      “I know,” I tell her, bringing her into my arms and hugging her to me. “I am not thrilled about not knowing what will happen to me next either. I mean, I never expected to have my skin blow into a million pieces and to need Leeha to keep me in a water bubble. We will deal with it as we go. Now you go ahead and get some rest. I think I slept enough. I will keep an eye on folks here.”

      “You’re sure?” Bridget asks me, looking up at me.

      “I’m sure,” I tell her and kiss her lightly on the forehead.

      She smiles and nods, and then she’s gone. I look over at Sara, and she is looking at me warily.

      “You aren’t human, are you?” she blurts out.

      I ponder that question. Then I answer her truthfully, or at least what feels like the truth to me. “I am,” I tell her, nodding. “I am as human as you can imagine. I was born human, died human.”

      “Died human?” she asks me, a look of confusion on her face.

      I decide to see how much I can trust her. “I was not born on Boromour. I died in my world, but my God said it was a mistake. So he brought me here to live my life as a human. My soul was transferred to this human body.”

      “You weren’t born here?” she says with a frown. “Prove it!”

      “And how would I do that?” I ask her with a smile.

      “I…” she starts, and I can see the gears in her head going, trying to figure out how I can prove it to her.

      “Do something that only someone from another world would do,” she says slowly, sounding unsure of herself.

      “Well. How about this? In my world, I was shot in the head with a bullet and died there. But while living there, the language I spoke was English,” I tell her, switching to English.

      She looks at me with enormous eyes, her ears twitching, without saying anything. Then she asks me tentatively, “What was that? I don’t know how, but I felt it reverberate with power. It felt like I could almost understand the words, but not quite.”

      “That is the language of my world. It’s English,” I tell her. But I don’t mention that it’s also a language of Magic on Boromour.

      “Is that why you don’t look at her with disgust?” Sara says, pointing to Leeha, who is still sleeping. “Because in your world Elves are not considered disgusting?”

      “No,” I tell her with a chuckle. “In my world, you all don’t exist. To me, Elves and catgirls, sorry Felinis like you, don’t exist except as stories and make-believe. You call yourselves monsters, or the humans do anyway, but trust me, I don’t see you that way. I have even seen a Rabinis and I find them beautiful as well.” Sara doesn’t say anything at first. She simply stares at me, and there is disbelief on her face. But then that changes to a look of longing.

      “If only that were true,” she says with a sigh, finally sitting down. I sit down with her, facing her.

      “I find it odd,” I tell her.

      “What’s odd?” she asks me.

      “Well, humans hate you all and treat you like shit, and yet Leeha has mentioned that she finds them attractive. Do you find humans attractive as well?”

      “Hmm,” she says, blushing. “Not all of them. Many of them are ugly. But those humans that are beautiful make me feel like I would love nothing more than to be with them,” she says awkwardly, without actually stating she would want to have sex with them.

      Hmm, I think to myself. Is it like that for all of the monster or non-human races? Do they all find some of the humans attractive?

      “And you never had a human look at you with lust?” I ask her.

      “Gods, no,” Sara bursts out with bitter laughter. “To humans, we are animals. No better than dogs. Though,” she sighs. “There was a time when it wasn’t like that. There was a time when even we Felinis lived in harmony with humans, and we even had children together.”

      “You mean before the last Elemental Summoner?” I ask her.

      Sara gets a hard look on her face and nods. “Yes. He changed all that. He destroyed the harmony that all the races had. Since then, we have been outcasts from society, living in the wilds. Even someone like me, a Fire Mage, is no better than a slave.”

      Deciding to find out if I can trust her or if I will need to kill her, which I really hope I don’t have to since I am starting to like Sara, I tell her, “What if I told you that the next Elemental Summoner is back, and his plan is to reunite all the races, even if it means bringing the humans into it kicking and screaming against their will?”

      Sara looks at me and laughs before answering. “As if that would ever happen. The next Elemental Summoner will most likely be another human and nothing will change.”

      “Don’t be so sure of that,” I tell her with an enormous grin on my face.

      She looks at me as I grin at her like an idiot, and frowns. Then, something in her brain finally clicks, and her look changes to one of amazement.

      She whispers to me, almost in trepidation, “That’s you, isn’t it?”
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      “But you’re human, and you love an Elf,” Sara says, with utter confusion on her face.

      “That’s because I am not from here,” I remind her. “But aren’t you afraid of me? When Leeha found out who, or what I was, she attempted to kill me.”

      “Honestly, I should as well. But I’ve seen you in action and I’ve seen how you treat Leeha, and even your Elemental, which is still amazing in its own right, so I don’t fear you. Don’t get me wrong,” she expresses, and suddenly the dagger she found is out of her boot and in her hand faster than I can blink, “I still don’t trust you one hundred percent.”

      “Fair,” I tell her, and shrug my shoulders. “I feel the same about you.”

      “Good. At least you have a good head on your shoulders,” Sara says with a smile. “She must love you,” she suddenly blurts out, nodding down at Leeha’s sleeping form.

      “Why would you say that?” I ask her, curious. I mean, she isn’t wrong, but I am curious about her thoughts on it.

      “She used up all her power to use that spell on you, which means that she stayed awake for a week for you.”

      “She did?” I say in mild surprise.

      I guess I never put two and two together for that. When Bridget mentioned that it took a week for my healing and that she had focused on my heart first and the skin last, I just assumed Leeha had cast her spell, and that was it. But now, looking back on it, it would have needed to be kept up constantly. Holy fucking Hell, I owe that woman a lot. I owe Bridget as well.

      “But the very fact that she bottomed out on power and took the hit is pretty impressive,” Sara says, looking down again at Leeha with respect in her eyes.

      “What do you mean bottomed out? I know Leeha mentioned to me once how as Mages, you learned numbers to sort of make sense of your power pool, but she never told me what happened if you used up all of your power.”

      Nodding, Sara thinks before she answers. “Imagine having the mother of all headaches. But then add pain all over your body, as if being pierced by a thousand needles. That is how it feels. Then, you also get this,” she nods down at Leeha again. “You pass out from the pain, and then you are out, incapacitated for days. This is Leeha’s second day out. She won’t come around until at least the morning. This is the worst of it. Being out like this. You want someone you can trust nearby, since you are vulnerable.”

      “Damn,” I say with a whistle.

      I knew that reaching the bottom of your power was bad, but I never looked at it this way. I guess I don’t think about it that much, with my power pool. Which of course makes me think about it, and so I bring it up.

      Power Remaining: 879,000 /995,000

      Divine Energy Remaining: 5,000/5,000

      Damn, I am down 116,000 points of power! Mind you, I am pretty sure that there are no Mages on Boromour who come even close to the amount that I used, never mind the total of what I have.

      “How is it you are able to cast so much? Is it really true you are this feared Elemental Summoner?” Sara blurts out suddenly.

      I look up at her and smile at the memory her words brings up. “Yes, I am. However, I called myself that by accident at first. When I first met Leeha, I didn’t want to tell her my last name, so I thought it would be funny to tell her my name was Alex, the Elemental Summoner. Yeah,” I say with a sour expression. “That did not go as intended.”

      Sara laughs, and the sound is airy and cute. She slaps her thighs at the hilarity of it. “Oh, Gods. Is that when she tried to kill you?”

      “Yep, pretty well,” I say with a blush at that memory.

      “Leeha had tried to kill me when she saw me, a human, watching her sing, and I had to encase her in ice. Then, after I told her I was Alex, the Elemental Summoner, she tried to get out of the ice that her wrists were trapped in, to the point that she had been drawing blood. I finally had to use a Sleep spell on her.”

      “I can’t blame her, really,” Sara says, shaking her head. “If I had just met you, without knowing you first and what you did to save us slaves, I would have done the same. I will be honest, you still scare me,” she says, but then she quickly amends that. “I mean the Elemental Summoner! Not you, the human!”

      “So, can you tell me about yourself and where you grew up?” I ask her, changing the subject.

      Sara smiles at that. “Sure. I grew up at the edge of the Desert of Iliam, near the mountains near the Lamor Forest. I had two brothers and one sister. One of my brothers died when I was 12 years old from lung sickness. My siblings are older than me, and I am the youngest. Let’s see. My father was a Fire Mage like me, but my mother was a seamstress. My oldest sister is an Earth Mage. And my living brother, at least last I heard he was still alive, is a Swords Master.”

      “Swords Master?” I ask her, intrigued by the title.

      “Yes. He was trained and proficient in all forms of swords. He was a trained warrior and at times the humans would hire him as a guard, at fucking low wages of course,” she finishes bitterly.

      “So, are there such things as human Sword Masters?” I ask her, taking a piece of beef jerky out of my bag by just thinking of beef jerky. I take a bite of it and notice Sara eyeing me as I eat it. Oh right, she might not have food. I take another piece out and offer it to her, and she takes it with a big grin of appreciation.

      “There are,” Sara says, taking a bite and chewing it quickly before continuing. “But most humans tend to look at Mages as the powerful rulers on Boromour. Most humans who are Sword Masters are just soldiers for a City. Since most races that aren’t human cannot join the armies of the Cities, they tend to join caravans and such. My brother brings in good coin. He has been known to even take down human rogue Mages during battles.”

      “Human rogue Mages?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow. “Aren’t they strictly regulated by the Mages Society?”

      “That is what they want you to think,” Sara says, shaking her head, which causes her black hair to blow from the slight breeze coming off the Lake of Ruins. “There are times that they go rogue and so they need to be taken out, but in the meantime, they join bands of brigands to get rich.”

      “Yeah, I remember there was this one soldier that had a mana stone. Took a bit to kill him,” I tell her, remembering the shield that the soldier had.

      “You fought someone with a mana stone and survived?” Sara says, her mouth open in amazement, beef jerky halfway to her mouth. “What did you do with the mana stone!?!”

      “Nothing. It essentially exploded. There wasn’t anything left to recover. Too bad, I would love a mana stone,” I tell her with a sigh.

      “Yes, they are very hard to get. This soldier must have been working for the Mages’ Society. They pay well enough, and when they send their Enforcers, they equip them with weapons or armor that carry mana stones.”

      “Yeah, I would say that was what he was. Big guy, with a large shield, full armor, and he had a big ass sword. Although we never saw the sword until after he was dead, as he hadn’t had time to take it out before I overloaded his shield with 36 magical hammers,” I tell her with a grin.

      “You threw 36 magical hammers at him?” she says with a whistle. “He must have been blown to smithereens.”

      “Nope, he survived,” I tell her, shaking my head.

      “How did he die then?” she says in disbelief.

      “She,” and I point to Leeha on the ground and say with a scowl, “stole my kill and shot him through the forehead.”

      “Damn, I would have loved to have seen the look on his face!” Sara says, laughing and slapping her leg.

      “So how did you get caught in that?” I throw a thumb towards the empty slavers’ camp.

      Sighing, she says, “I wish I could say I went out fighting tooth and nail and fireball. But it wasn’t so grand,” she says with a grimace of distaste, and I see she is also blushing. “I got caught drunk while sleeping in the City of Proper. I had some money and had just finished a job, so I decided to celebrate with a drink, or eight. I had a room, but it seems that they must have paid off the innkeeper, since my room wasn’t the only one that was raided. From the inn I was in, they got me, three other Felinis, two Rabinis, and six Elves. They only grabbed those who were known magic users. There were seven Elves at first, but when one of them tried to get away, they killed him and said if we tried anything, we would be next, or the person next to us would be,” Sara says, rage in her voice.

      “That’s where this Brakan was from. Or I assume that is where he was from since I was told he had soldiers from the City of Proper,” I say to her, remembering that tidbit of info.

      “Yes. He was well known in the City of Proper. His brother is the ruler of the City,” she says with revulsion. “Good riddance.”

      “You’re saying his brother is the King?” I ask her.

      “King? No, Prithgar doesn’t have a King. We are ruled by the Cities. The country of Prithgar, except for the Cities, is lawless,” Sara says, shaking her head. “I mean, you can travel across the oceans and the seas, and there are lands where they have Kings. But not here.”

      “What do they call him, if not King?” I ask her, curious what the political landscape here is like.

      “All Rulers of the Cities are called Sovereigns. So, for Proper, they would call him the Sovereign of Proper.”

      Hearing a moan, I look down quickly, but Leeha doesn’t wake up. She simply rolls over and cuddles against my leg.

      Sara lifts one eyebrow, looking intrigued. “So even asleep, knocked out and what we call Power Drained, she knows you are here. She must truly love you,” Sara says, and I think I almost catch a hint of jealousy. Then again, I might just be projecting.

      “Well, I can tell you that I love her dearly,” I say, reaching a hand out and brushing Leeha’s hair out of her face. “She was the first person I met when I came to Boromour, and I am not sure how I would have been if I had met a human first, knowing the plight of non-humans on this world. I think my God did that on purpose. I think he wanted me to meet a non-human first. But I’d like to think that I would have been disgusted by the treatment you were all receiving, regardless. Meeting Leeha though, falling for her, and seeing her as a person, not as a thing, truly made me understand her. She is my wife, and it was witnessed by the Gods of Boromour.”

      “Wait,” Sara says suddenly, sitting on her knees and looking at me in astonishment. “You married an Elf?!?”

      “Yes, I did,” I tell her with a grin. “You see, I am not a human you should fear, even if I am the Elemental Summoner.”

      Sara sits back down with a thoughtful look on her face. “Fine,” she says slowly, as if coming to a decision. “I shall trust you, on that alone, at least until I hear Leeha tell me the story herself. I shall follow you and decide what needs to be done about you. You might seem to have a head on your shoulders, but let’s hope it doesn’t get too large.”

      I can’t help but laugh at her. “That’s pretty well what Leeha told me.”

      Sara looks down at Leeha, and there is even more respect in her gaze. “She is a smart Elf, then. But wait, are you married to Bridget too?” she asks me suspiciously.

      “No, not yet,” I say.

      As I think about it, I realize I truly do mean yet. Although, can I marry my Elemental? I mean, I can have sex with her. Fantastic sex, by the way, but why can’t I marry her?

      “Shall we check the surroundings? I would love to see some of that cave that Bridget created using my power,” I tell Sara.

      “What about her?” she says, pointing at Leeha.

      “Give me a second,” I tell her and think Fire. Suddenly in my palm is a small Fire Elemental, not Bridget.

      “Hello, little one,” I tell it with a smile. It waves at me happily. “Can you protect Leeha here while she sleeps? I want to go check things around here.” The little Fire Elemental looks down at Leeha and looks back up at me and nods. Then it jumps from my hand and starts to walk around Leeha as if it’s doing guard duty.

      I look over at Sara to say we are ready to head out, and she’s gawking at me. “What?”

      “Nothing,” she says, shaking her head, and she leads the way towards the newly formed cave.
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      The cave was amazing. We didn’t go all the way through, but Sara confirmed to me that it went through to the other side of the mountain. Though, she mentioned that the other side was charred. I would guess that’s because of the laser beams that Bridget used to cut through the stone. It was almost a perfectly round tunnel with walls as smooth as glass, and it was about seven feet in diameter in height, and probably eight feet wide.

      I am sure if someone stumbles across it at some point, it won’t take long for news to spread of a mystery at the Lake of Ruins.

      When we were done there, we checked out the beach and the camp. We even found a rucksack for Sara to use to store her items She had found more clothing to change into, another dagger, and a small bag of coins. She tried to split them with me, but I told her I was good, seeing as I had a bag of jewels worth close to a thousand gold. Also, I had over 500 gold from our Dungeon crawl, not including all the silver and bronze coins.

      We were now back at camp with the little Fire Elemental, who had lit a fire for us using the wood that I had placed in a firepit that we built. She waved to us after she was done, and disappeared. How I knew she was female, I had no clue.

      Sara had seen a rabbit while we were out exploring, and had expertly thrown her dagger and killed it while it was running away. By the time we got back to our campsite, she had four of them, all killed the same way. She was skinning them now and putting them on sticks, to be cooked over the fire. Not as clean as what Leeha can do, but still better than I can do. Fresh meat will be nice. Too bad it’s not a Macoa. Damn, I am getting addicted to those things. They taste so damn good! I wonder how they would taste battered and fried?

      Once Sara has the rabbits going over the fire, she sits back down and sighs contentedly.

      “So, what’s home like?” I ask her, leaning back until I am laying on my back, propped up on one elbow.

      “Home was an amazing place. Or at least I know that now that I have had a chance to compare it to what I have been experiencing since I left three years ago when I was 19 years old. I had always thought of home as boring. I lived in a small city that was on the edge of an extensive mountain range called Mountains of the Elements. We butted right up against the Lamor Forest and the Desert of Iliam.”

      “We were far enough away from humans that we rarely ever saw them. That was fine by us. We traded mostly with the Elves or the Rabinis. We lived in a fortified city, only because we tended to live near the monster races who would attack us.”

      “Wait, what is the difference between your city and the City of Proper? I can hear the different way you use the word city there,” I ask her.

      Sara smiles. “The human cities have thousands of people. Our cities have only hundreds. We have walls made of large logs to keep monsters out. They have walls made of stone, where they feel themselves safe.”

      “Oh, so your city doesn’t look like the larger Cities?”

      “Mostly no. Our city is ruled by our Elders. We don’t have a Sovereign like the human Cities do. But we do have things like inns, shops, and such.”

      “So if you are protected by walls, how do humans end up capturing you as slaves? I saw some Felinis slaves in the City of Lomar,” I ask her, remembering my time in that City.

      “Usually, because there are young ones, like me, who want adventure and head away from the safety of our cities,” Sara says with resentment in her voice. “Our parents warn us, but we are young and feel we are smart enough to avoid the slavers. As I found out, that is very much incorrect. If it wasn’t for you three, I would most likely be dead, feeding that evil Portal.”

      “Well, as soon as we found out what they were doing with magic users, we rushed here as fast as we could,” I tell her with a sigh of regret. “I wish I had been faster. I ended up getting held up for a week, and I don’t even want to know how many people died in that time.”

      “Most likely none,” Sara says.

      “None?” I ask, looking straight at her.

      “They tended to feed that Portal once every two weeks, once they had large numbers. I was one of the first ones caught in this batch, so I heard the guards saying that they had another eight or nine days before they meant to kill us,” Sara says, nodding. “Now, I can’t say anything for the batch before us, but my understanding is there were hundreds of them killed previously.” There is bitterness in her voice, and her eyes look haunted.

      “What about you?” she says, shaking herself out of whatever bad memory she was in.

      “What about me?” I say back.

      She grins at me. “How was your childhood? You don’t seem to be a typical human.”

      “Well, as I told you, I am not from Boromour. I was brought here by my God,” I tell her, opening up some more. The more she talks about her family and life, the easier it is. I still don’t trust her one hundred percent, but my distrust is getting lower and lower as time goes on.

      “I grew up with a loving mother, whose job was to look after people who were sick. She worked long hours, and I barely saw her. My father died when I was younger of a sickness that took him. a So I spent most of my teen years alone. I was good at school. Above average, but I never went to school much after I turned eighteen.”

      “School after your teen years?” Sara says, disbelieving.

      “Yes,” I tell her with a small laugh. “Where I am from, we can go to school until we’re much older depending on what job we want. I know it’s not the same here. I was smart enough that if I had wanted to, I could have been one of those people. But I was lazy and earned just enough to live by. Until my untimely death.”

      “You know sometimes it’s hard to believe that you are not from here, until you open your mouth, or I see how you act towards Leeha and Bridget. No human who has lived on Boromour or been raised here would act like you. I am sure most humans would try to kill you for your actions towards us.”

      I nod at her in agreement. “Most likely. I know that I never want to step into another City ever again. Once was enough,” I tell her, my mouth twisting in anger and disgust at my memory of how Leeha had been treated when we were in the City of Lomar.

      “So, are you really this Elemental Summoner?” Sara asks me hesitantly, eyeing me warily.

      “I’m not sure,” I tell her. “I mean, I named myself that before I even knew what that title meant. But my understanding is that once every thousand years, a person on Boromour is born that can control all five Elements and changes the course of history. Is that me? I’m not sure that it is. I think my God is using me differently than he would someone who was born here. Although, based on what I have seen, I hope to fuck the next official Elemental Summoner is not a human again,” I tell her passionately.

      “I will drink to that wholeheartedly, if we ever get to an inn,” Sara says with enthusiasm.

      “Yeah, I have to admit, I would love a beer right now,” I tell her with a snicker.

      She gets up and turns all four rabbits on their sticks, and the smell of cooking rabbits permeates the air. Remembering the spices we had found, I reach into my bag and pull out spices I had never seen or smelled before we got to that camp.

      “Will these help with the taste of the rabbit?” I ask her.

      Sara looks at the spices I have in my hand. They are in a small box, which is separated into small squares.

      “Oh, by the Gods, will they ever!” she says excitedly, coming to grab them from me.

      She rushes over to the rabbits and sprinkles on three of the spices, turning the rabbits over so that they’re completely covered, before turning them back again. Once that is done, she comes back and hands me the box.

      Sara sits back down, but I notice that this time she is closer to me, almost at the edge of the carpet.

      “So, can you show me why your Elemental, the small one, looks different from mine? The same way that Leeha’s looked different? Bridget said to ask you,” she says hesitantly. Almost as if she’s unsure if she should ask.

      “Hmm,” I say, trying to decide if I should be teaching her.

      I mean, I trust her, mostly. But I am not sure I want this secret to get out. Or do I? I It would make her more powerful, as I found out with Leeha, who can now cast four magical arrows instead of two. And it seems even Leeha’s power pool has gotten bigger. I have no way to prove it, but I am pretty sure before meeting me she would not have been able to surround my body with that water skin for an entire week.

      “What?” Sara says, looking uncomfortable as I stare at her intently.

      “I will teach you on one condition,” I tell her, coming to a decision.

      “Hmm. Sure?” she says, sounding uncertain.

      “If I teach you this, you must be willing to teach others as well. And that includes humans.” She is about to open her mouth to argue that point but before she can, I say, “I don’t mean if they are forcing it out of you. I mean, if they ask nicely.”

      Sara snorts at that, but says, “Fine. I agree with that. Since I doubt any human will want to learn from me.”

      “For now,” I tell her.

      “For now?” she asks me.

      “I might not be the Elemental Summoner that comes every thousand years, but I will be making changes to this world. And one of them will be to reunite all the races, even if it means bringing the humans into it, kicking and screaming,” I tell her with a shrug.

      Sara looks at me without commenting, but her gaze is intense. After a full minute of that, of her she says, “You’re serious, aren’t you?”

      “I am,” I tell her with a smile. “The time of humans being the top dog on Boromour is about to come to an end. My God might not like the way I do it, but humans have been shitheads for far too long. They are about to learn to live with all the races as equals, or they will be reduced to ash. I might be human, but these are not my humans. In my world, we were slowly getting rid of slavery and segregation. There is just one difference between my world and this one.”

      “What’s that?” Sara asks me, curious.

      “The difference is me. Someone powerful enough to show them the error of their ways. Now, shall I show you how to bring up that Elemental of yours to look like Leeha’s?” I ask her with a big grin, changing the subject.

      Sara’s grin blossoms as she answers. “Yes, please!”
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      It was close to two days before Leeha woke up. Even when I tried to contact Bridget, the contact was brief and I could tell she was exhausted. I’m pretty sure I woke her up and she was replying to me while half asleep.

      In those two days, I had been teaching Sara how to control her magic. I had also been teaching her one word in English. Well, two. Fire Bullet. So now she has a new spell under her belt, and she is over the moon. I look around at the trees at our campsite, and I feel terrible for them. Their bark is shredded, and they look like they’ve been through a war. If someone came upon this place, they would wonder what the Hell happened here.

      “Your language is a magical language,” Sara says for the twentieth time in the last two days.

      It had started off as a question, but by now it’s more of a statement. Maybe she thinks if she keeps repeating it, she would somehow gain some knowledge she wasn’t grasping. Trust me. I feel the same way. I wish I knew why God picked English. I know a smattering of Spanish from high school, but none of the spells worked with that. I had tried using the Spanish word for water-agua-to no avail. Even fire, fuego. I even tried the one French word I knew, feu, for fire. Nothing. But English? Every single time.

      I don’t answer Sara, as I know by now that she isn’t expecting an answer. Correction, she wants an answer, I just don’t have one to provide to her, and she knows it.

      “So, I keep seeing you pull stuff out of that bag,” Sara asks me teasingly.

      Shit. I have been trying to keep it under wraps. “Oh?”

      “Yes. And it was odd, how the piece of rabbit meat you passed me this morning was still warm and moist,” she says with a peculiar smile on her catgirl face.

      “Maybe it’s hot and moist in my bag?” I tell her with a grin.

      Laughing, Sara says, “Oh no. There is something special about that bag. I know Bridget tried to hide the fact that the carpet came out of nowhere, but I saw it disappear in the tent from under your feet. And somehow your Elemental was able to bring it out here?” she says with a raised eyebrow.

      I don’t answer her right away, as I try to figure out what I should say. Or do. It’s true, I had shared a lot with her. But would someone kill me for this bag? I don’t know if things are Soulbound here like they are in games on Earth. Could a thief simply walk away with the dimensional bag, as I was calling it?

      “Don’t worry, Alex. I am not looking to steal it. The wonders you have shown me in this alone!” Sara says with a laugh, holding up her palm to show me her tiny female body-shaped Fire Elemental, who looks up at her and waves happily. Just as quickly, the Fire Elemental is gone.

      “You have shown me things that no one else in this world has ever had. I just want to understand you,” she says with a chuckle.

      “Trust me. I wish I could understand myself,” I tell her. “The issue is I don’t have a lot of answers. I only survived the first week on Boromour because of Leeha. My God decided to drop me a long way from any civilization, human or otherwise. If it wasn’t for her, I would have starved. I don’t have any survival skills. I have limited combat skills, except for the Martial arts classes I took when I was younger,” I tell her. At the mention of Martial arts, she gets a perplexed look on her face.

      “Martial arts is a form of hand-to-hand combat from my world,” I explain to her. I mean, I did end up getting my brown belt. I only took up jiu-jitsu because of my love for anime, and I wanted to be like those heroes. Getting my black belt was costly and time-consuming, so I had stopped. I still read up about the moves and practiced them in my bedroom before I came here. But I never went for the test. Just too lazy, to be totally honest.

      “Ah, we just call that fist fighting,” Sara says.

      Chuckling at her, I say, “Not quite the same. There is more to it than that. I studied something in my world called jiu-jitsu. Here, follow me,” I tell her, standing up and walking away from the carpet, to a spot that is flat and sandy.

      Sara follows me with a look of confusion on her face. “You know, while I am just a female, we Felinis are quick and are good at hand-to-hand combat.”

      “Well then, as I am not sure how I will fare against you, take it easy on me?” I say with a worried smile. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.

      Once I am sure there are no rocks that might hurt us under the sand, I turn to her. “Right, so this is the guard position,” I say, getting into the position I had started in so many times in jiu-jitsu when preparing to spar. “Now, what I want you to do is throw a punch at me, all right?”

      Sara nods and comes closer. She lifts her hands up in what is almost a boxer’s pose, but not quite. Then, without warning, she throws a punch towards my face. Instinctively, I grab her arm, pull her towards me, and flip her over my shoulder, faster than she most likely expected. Once she is down and flat on her back, I throw a punch towards her face, stopping just inches from her nose, which I flick instead.

      Sara glares up at me and says in a growl, “That was luck. Again.”

      So for the next hour, we spar, going around and around. At times, she manages to get past my defense, one time even hitting me in the face. And I find out something interesting . It seems that while my tooth, sharp as it is, can’t break my skin, it can still bruise my lip when I bite down hard enough. Good to know. I noticed something else as well. Sara was mimicking my movements. That little sphinx! She was learning my moves. She wasn’t as fast as I was, but she was getting them.

      “Stop!” Sara says finally, wheezing. “How can you keep fighting like that! You aren’t even breathing hard!” she tells me accusingly.

      I stop and reflect on what she said. It’s true. I am not breathing hard at all. Typically, if I was in the gym doing jiu-jitsu, I would be breathing hard after just ten minutes of sparring. Yet here, I am pretty sure we have been at it for over an hour, and while Sara is gasping for breath, I am breathing as if I had just been out for a stroll. Not even running. Could it be the bigger heart that Bridget told me I had? She mentioned that it was moving oxygen through my body faster.

      “I would say it’s my heart,” I tell Sara, nodding. “I think when my, hmm. My skin exploded. It also blew my heart, and Bridget was able to recreate it.” I had talked to Sara about how Bridget can heal me. I did not mention to her yet that I can also heal. Man needs to keep some secrets to himself, right?

      “Wow. That’s just amazing. And this juju you are showing me is amazing too! I never thought of using some of those moves like that. And my Gods, there are a couple I could modify to work with a dagger!” she says excitedly.

      “Jiu-jitsu,” I correct her. “But yes. Some of the jiu-jitsu schools teach the use of small or short weapons such as daggers, small swords, or even just a wooden stick. The one I went to, they didn’t. I didn’t know that about the other ones at the time, as I would have liked to have learned how to use something called a Tanto, or a small sword that is about this long,” I tell her, spreading my hands apart around 12 inches. “What I would have really loved to have learned was to use a Katana, but that was a different school of Martial Arts.”

      “What’s a Katana,” she asks, stumbling slightly on the word.

      “It’s a slightly curved sword that is roughly 30 inches long,” I say, spreading my hands further apart. “In my world, old warriors from a past age would fight with them, and they were deadly.”

      “That sounds a lot like what my brother wears, though he calls it a Kron. It’s a sword that Master Swordsmen use. It’s sharp on one side, with a slight curve and a handle that is about this long,” she says, spreading her hands about ten inches apart. “It’s usually wrapped in leather. And it comes in a sheath made of wood that is worn over their backs or on their hips.”

      “Damn, that sounds like a Tsuka, or the handle does. And the sheath sounds a lot like a Saya,” I tell her. Odd how the Japanese words are coming out in English. Does that mean any word that is unknown here on Boromour will come out like that? Interesting.

      “Well, I am no expert,” she says with a laugh. “But maybe one day you can see one. Right now, I need water and some more of that rabbit if you have any left in your magical bag. I might also need a dip in the Lake to rinse my fur off from all this sweat.”

      “I think that can be arranged,” I tell her with a laugh, but in my head, I am fanboying on seeing one of those swords. They sound so much like a Katana, but I would need to see one to verify.

      I turn back towards the carpet and see that Leeha is awake and is sitting up and watching us with a smile.

      “Leeha!” I shout in surprise, rushing to her and wrapping her in my arms after dropping to my knees in front of her.

      Leeha hugs me hard and whispers, “Don’t you ever do that again, Alex!”

      “Do what?” I ask her, pulling back to hold her by the shoulders and look in her eyes.

      “Explode like that,” she snarls. “You scared the shit out of me!”

      “Hmm. Well, I can tell you that I never, ever want to experience what I did again. It hurt. A lot,” I say with a smile.

      “Good, you deserved it for making me worry so much,” Leeha says, and there are tears in her eyes.

      “How are you feeling?” I ask her softly, wiping the tears from the corner of her eyes.

      “Sore,” Leeha says with a sigh. “Here.” She points to her head. “I used up all my power and then some, to keep you cocooned in water. I couldn’t look at you,” Leeha says, blushing and looking down. “It was too hard to see you in that shape.”

      “Hey,” I tell her, lifting her head back up to look at me. “I would have trouble looking at myself in that shape, with no skin. But thank you for keeping me alive in that. Bridget said that if you had not done it so fast, and for so long, I would have gotten an infection and died, no matter that she repaired my heart.”

      She hugs me once more and then pulls back, looking at Sara, who is watching us with a smile on her face, hands on her hips. “So, it seems you have been keeping some things from me,” Leeha says to me pointedly, with an arched eyebrow.

      “What? That?” I say, pointing to where Sara and I had been sparring. “I just never had the need to use it. I mean, I had magic,” I tell her with a grin.

      “I think you will need to spar with me one day so that I can learn those moves. I saw that Sara was picking them up pretty fast,” Leeha says, looking at Sara with a big grin.

      Sara blushes and blurts out, “I have always been a fast learner.”

      “Well, whatever the case,” Leeha says with a laugh, “I am starving. Please tell me you have some more of that beef jerky!”

      “Even better,” I tell her with my own laugh. “Sara caught four rabbits the other day, and we cooked them. It seems that my bag-” Leeha’s eyes widen, so I interrupt myself and tell her, “She knows. Sara apparently figured it out. But anyhow. It seems that my bag keeps food warm, which means I still have warm rabbit meat cooked with the spices I found, and it’s amazing. Not as good as Macoa,” I tell her with a chuckle, “but still good.”

      “I’m going to go wash up quickly,” Sara says. “Wish it was hot water,” she finishes with a sigh, rolling her shoulders and wincing in pain.

      Leeha looks at me and says with a grin, “Please?”

      Sara hears her and looks over at us with a frown. Smiling at Leeha, I say, “For you, anything. Sara,” I tell her, turning to her with a big grin, “how would you like to soak in a tub of hot water?”

      “For that, I would do almost anything at this point,” she says fervently.

      “Careful what you wish for,” Leeha says with a giggle.

      “What do you mean?” Sara says, looking between Leeha and me warily.
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      “By the Gods!” Sara exclaims in shock at the hot tub I’ve created about ten feet away from the carpet and the firepit. “What is that?”

      “Where I am from, it’s called a hot tub,” I tell her with a grin.

      I ended up using 1,000 points to build the tub in the ground like I did last time, and another 1,000 points to heat the water continuously at a pleasant and steady 100 degrees Fahrenheit.

      “So, where is the curtain?” Sara asks, looking around.

      “There isn’t one,” I tell her with a smile, and I strip down to my birthday suit, as does Leeha, eagerly, while she looks at the hot water longingly.

      Leeha’s body is a killer one, and I still enjoy watching her walk around naked. Her breasts are large and high, and her nipples are already protruding because of the cooler air. Her legs are slim, and her waist tapers in so that her body is a perfect hourglass figure. Her pussy is unshaven, and she has an ass that begs to be squeezed and slapped, in that order.

      Once I’m undressed, I walk over to the hot tub and gingerly step into it, groaning in pleasure at the heat as my legs and hips slip underwater. Leeha, who had come in right behind me, groans as if she is having the best sex ever.

      I look over and Sara is just staring at us from the carpet in confusion.

      “Sara,” I tell her softly. “I will not make you do anything, and I promise not to touch you. I will be the perfect gentleman.”

      Her face clouds up. “You’re saying that I’m too disgusting to touch?”

      Right, I forgot about how humans feel about her kind. The non-human kind. She’s looking at me with heat in her eyes. “You forget who my wife is?” I say to her, pointing to Leeha, who’s grinning.

      I can see the expression on her face fluctuation between shame, confusion, and loneliness, before finally settings on acceptance. Nodding, she strips slowly until she is standing naked on the carpet.

      I am still amazed at the fine white fur that’s all over her body, in stark contrast to the black stripes on her arms, legs, and torso. The only area she doesn’t have those stripes is on her face. Her long black hair had fallen forward slightly, covering her breasts, but since her tits are low and large, it doesn’t do a good job of hiding anything. Her pubic hair is also black, like her hair. She has hands and feet, and her claws are currently retracted. I found out when we were fighting that she, and all Felinis, can bring out their claws. But mostly, their fingers and toes look precisely like a human’s or Elf’s.

      She covers her pubic area with one hand and tries to cover her breasts with her arm as she sees me staring at her appreciatively.

      Slowly she makes her way over to the hot tub. I move over to the other side where Leeha is sitting with her eyes closed, blissfully enjoying the hot water, to make more room for her. Sara dips a foot into the water and her eyes open wide.

      “It’s hot!” she exclaims in pleasure.

      She gets in quickly after that, submerging herself with her eyes closed until only her head sticks out of the water. She moans in pleasure and puts her head back, an I can’t help but stare at her neck, wondering if she likes to be nibbled.

      I know from having touched her during our fighting when we first met, that her fur is much finer than a real cat’s. It’s really more like a part of her skin, rather than fur. It’s odd. I never saw any animal on Earth with skin like that, where the fur was so silky.

      Sara opens her eyes and looks at me. “This is called a hot tub where you’re from? What is the name of your world?”

      Nodding to her, I say, “Yep. Though most of the hot tubs in my world are above ground, except for those at resorts. Sorry, think of a fancy inn. The world I am from is called Terra,” I tell her, using the word that doesn’t translate Earth into its magical form.

      “Terra,” Sara repeats, saying the word slowly. “Tell me more about what it’s like there.”

      “Chaotic. Like I told you earlier, there is no magic, no Elves, no Felinis, or any other races. Only humans,” I tell her with a shrug.

      “A world with only humans, I still can’t believe that,” Sara says in a tone that is somewhere between amazement and disgust. “But how come you love an Elf then, if there are no Elves in your world?”

      “Ah, interesting that. While there are no Elves, we have stories about them. Were they on Terra once? I’m not sure,” I say with another shrug. “But I can tell you that while they are only stories, there are many humans, males for sure, that would love nothing more than to get their hands on a cute Elf, or catgirl, as we call you Felinis.”

      “Catgirl?” Sara says with a quirked eyebrow.

      “Catgirl,” I repeat with a toothy grin. “There is an entire art form in my world that is dedicated to catgirls.” Not that I can figure out a way to explain anime to her. “Sara, if you were on Terra, you would be raking in the money from people wanting to see you. Though I’m not sure I would like that. You being ogled like that,” I say with a scowl.

      “Oh? You would not want to share me?” Sara says with a cheeky smile.

      “Not if I don’t have to,” I tell her, with a smile in return.

      Sara sits back against the smooth rock wall of the hot tub and closes her eyes again. “If only I had met you first.” Her eyes fly open and she looks at Leeha and blurts out, “Not that I would take him away from you.”

      “You know us Elves, Sara. We share our partners,” Leeha replies to her with a laugh.

      “I know, but Alex is human,” Sara says with a sigh.

      “And what does that have to do with it?” I ask her. I know where she is going with this, but I want to see how far I can push her.

      “Well, you’re human,” Sara says again, looking at me strangely and tilting her head sideways. “It’s just how humans are.”

      “And how is that? Monogamous?” I ask her.

      Sara nods at me uncertainly. “Well, yes. Everyone knows that humans are like that.”

      “And you would be right, even on Terra, monogamy is the normal thing,” I tell her, and I see the disappointment on her face. “But you forget. I have two partners.”

      Sara looks at me in confusion for a good thirty seconds before she connects the dots. “Bridget!”

      “Yep,” I tell her with a grin.

      “You would even have sex with a Felinis?” she asks me timidly.

      Leeha, during my talk with Sara, had been leaning into me and playing with my cock, which was rock hard now. I am not sure how Sara missed that, but I guess some people are clueless or are good at ignoring the things that are right in front of them. I look down at Leeha and she simply nods and smiles at me.

      With a smile, I extend a hand to Sara, and she looks at it hesitantly before taking it. I bring her towards me until she is sitting on top of me with one knee on either side of my hips. She looks down at me, unsure, until she feels my hard cock hit her pussy. Then her face changes to one of astonishment.

      “You truly do not mind having sex with me?” Sara murmurs down at me.

      Not answering her with words, I instead reach down, grab my hard dick, and position it so it’s at the entry to her pussy, and with my other hand, I push down on her shoulder so that she ends up taking the first two inches inside of her. Sara gasps in pleasure, putting both her hands on my shoulders and squeezing them tightly, while still staring at me. Then she slowly lowers herself until her tight pussy fully engulfs my cock.

      I reach between us and grab her large breasts and squeeze them in my hands, making her groan in pleasure and throw her head back, which tells me just how sensitive they are. But then Sara surprises me, taking one of my hands from her breast and placing it on her neck instead, and then squeezing.

      Oh my. She enjoys a bit of neck squeezing, does she? I had read about that but never really done it. I certainly wasn’t a virgin when I came here, but many things I had only read about or seen on the internet. I had always wanted to try this with a partner, but most of them thought I wanted to choke them lifeless. They didn’t understand that it wasn’t about that. It’s the feeling of control that I wanted, and it seems that Sara wants to give up that control.

      So, being the obliging man that I am, I wrap my large hand around her neck and squeeze, but I don’t push on her throat. You never do that. As I do, Sara lifts herself up and then brings her pussy back down onto my hard cock, as she slowly starts to move to her own tempo.

      Leeha, not to be left out, eases away from my side and slides behind Sara, reaching under her leg, and Sara suddenly jerks in surprise as Leeha plays with her clit. She looks back at her, but there isn’t any anger or disgust, only curiosity. Leeha smiles up at her, and Sara smiles back before turning her head back around to face me. She leans in and I kiss her slowly, enjoying the feel of her lips on mine. Then she suddenly grabs me by the head with both arms and her kiss becomes intense, and her breathing speeds up. So does her pace as she rides my cock, which tells me that between her riding me, me semi-choking her, and Leeha playing with her clit, Sara is about to orgasm.

      Seconds later, she does precisely that. She cums hard with her pussy wrapped around my cock, while still kissing me. She pulls her mouth away from mine and puts her face into my neck, and without a word of warning, I feel her biting me. Not hard, but enough that it brings shudders down my back and to my surprise, I feel my own ejaculation about to happen. I am about to warn her, but then she has another powerful orgasm, squeezing me so intensely that I am done. I cum before I even have a chance to tell her, and suddenly I am the one biting down on her neck, making her shudder once more.

      Once I can focus again, I lean back and look up at Sara. She is staring at me with an open grin.

      “Wow,” she says.

      “Wow yourself,” I tell her with a grin just as wide as hers. “That was intense.”

      “It was,” Sara nods emphatically. “Though,” she continues, now looking at Leeha. “I think we need to help your wife.”

      “Not tonight, you aren’t,” Leeha says with a laugh, moving back to sit next to me. She reaches up and kisses me. “I am still recovering. I need another week or so before I can even think of riding that cock of yours, Alex.”

      “Are you all right?” I ask her apprehensively.

      “I am. But I am still weak from that drainage of power. And I am tired,” she says, leaning her head against my wet shoulder.

      We sort of sloshed the water around in our lovemaking, getting everything wet. I would hazard a guess that a quarter of the water got splashed out of the tub, but thanks to my nifty Elementals, the hot tub got refilled.

      “We can just get out and go to bed then,” I tell her, kissing the top of her head. “What about you?” I ask Sara, looking at her. “Are you sleeping with us tonight?”

      She gazes at me, as if checking to see if I am playing with her, and when she realizes that I am being sincere, she mumbles, “You would sleep next to me?”

      “Sara,” I tell her with a chuckle. “I just had sex with you. What do you think?”

      Sara throws her head back and laughs, but when she looks back down at me, there are tears in her eyes. “Thank you, Alex. I would love to sleep next to you and Leeha.”

      “Then let’s head out. I will dry us off using my Wind Elemental, and we can set a fire and get some sleep.”

      “You know that it’s still freaking weird that you can use all the Elementals but instead of using them to take over the world, you are using them for menial things, like drying us off, building this hot tub, or even guard duty. Which honestly, I never would have thought to do with my own Elemental.”

      “Hey, what can I say? I’m quirky,” I tell her with a grin.

      “And don’t you ever change,” Leeha says passionately.

      Once we are all out of the hot tub, I tell the Elementals keeping the water hot to lay off and let them know that they can disappear, waving goodbye to them. Then I call up the Wind Elemental, and lickity split, it dries all three of us off. This being Sara’s first time having that done, she looks down at her now dry, naked body in wonder. We head to the carpet and I lie down. Leeha adds wood to the fire pit and Sara lights it, as it had gone down to just coals. Then both girls come and join me, one on either side of me, and I contemplate my life. It’s a good life now. I might be pissed at my God. I might have had to kill people, where I never had to on Earth. But I have met three amazing women and I have magic. Within minutes, Leeha is asleep, not surprising with her still being so exhausted.

      It takes Sara a bit longer, but she isn’t far behind. Once she’s out, I kiss her on the forehead, feeling the soft fur on my lips. I then turn to Leeha and do the same thing, and within seconds, after setting up a Fire Elemental as a guard, I fall asleep.
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      When I wake up the following day, I feel both Leeha and Sara sleeping against me. With a pleasant smile, I look up at the early morning sky.

      “Bridget?” I ask her through our connection.

      “Hmm?” she answers in a sleepy voice.

      “Are you good to come back now?” I ask.

      “I could,” she says with a sigh. “I am at over fifty percent recharged. Did you have fun last night?” she teases me.

      “How did you know?” I ask her in mild surprise.

      “I always know what is going on around you. I am glad you got to have fun with her. Will she be part of your harem?”

      “Harem?” I say with a raised eyebrow.

      “That is the word that comes to mind when I think of Leeha and myself. And now Sara, if you want her too,” Bridget says with a titter of laughter.

      I don’t answer Bridget right away but look down at Sara, who is still sleeping on my chest. The beautiful catgirl is snoring slightly, with her mouth open. Her hand that is on my chest twitches every now and then, and even her tail, which I can just see over her ass, is flicking behind her.

      I think she is amazing, but do I want her as I do Bridget and Leeha? I love those two. But then again, look at how fast I fell in love with them. I know that Leeha loves me. Bridget? Are her feelings towards me because she is a part of me, as my Elemental? As she has said, she is different from most Elementals, which is thanks to my God, I would say. She acts more human, sorry Elvish, than an Elemental. I know a lot of it is God having given her contextual knowledge, plus she is gaining her own experiences now. Bridget hasn’t said she loves me, but I know she enjoys being around me.

      But the question wasn’t about Leeha or herself, but about Sara. Do I want Sara to be in my little group? I have been telling her about my world. I have shown her how to increase her power by interacting differently with her Fire Elemental. Hell, I even taught her how to use an English word. What’s odd is that with Leeha, I had to teach her the English phrase to have her Elemental change shape. But with Sara, I didn’t. She just had to think about the change. So is God changing the rules for those how have no knowledge of English?

      I have to admit that I do like Sara. Is part of it because she is a catgirl? Oh, fuck yeah. Is it the only reason? No. I like her because she is inquisitive and feisty. I enjoy having her around. But I won’t force her to stay. I mean, with Bridget, I know she has no choice. She is stuck with me, good or bad. Leeha, I would never force her to stay with me, and she knows that. I have told her often enough, until she finally told me to shut it and never bring it up again.

      “Alex?” Bridget says, curious about my lack of response.

      “Sorry, just thinking it through. While I would love to have Sara with us, I don’t want to hold her back. I still feel bad that with you…” I begin to say.

      “Stop,” Bridget says in a stern voice. “You know that I want to be with you, not because I have no choice. I do. I can send my Elementals out to do the Magic for you and never come out again. I am with you because I love you and want to be with you.”

      “You can do that?” I ask her in surprise.

      “Of course. It seems your God, well, I guess my God as well, gave me freedom of choice. And I have chosen to be with you. I only came out at first because I saw how you were with Leeha, and I wanted to see what kind of person you were. I am glad I did,” she says, and I can hear the smile in her voice. “As for Sara, you know she likes you. She is curious about you. When we were walking around while you and Leeha were both out, she kept asking me tons of questions about you. Not in a searching for information kind of way, but more of a what kind of man are you kind of way.”

      “Well, let’s see what she decides,” I tell Bridget. “I don’t want her to stay with us if she doesn’t want to. But I can use her help if I am about to change the world.”

      “Exactly!” Bridget says. “Now, if you will excuse me. I am going back to sleep,” she says with a yawn that I hear over our connection.

      “Sleep well, love,” I tell her, smiling, and I feel the connection close mentally.

      “What are you smiling about?” I suddenly hear from Leeha. Looking down towards my chest, I see her looking up at me.

      “I was talking to Bridget,” I tell her.

      “Is she good?” Leeha asks me worriedly, lifting her head higher.

      “Yeah, she is only tired. She says her energy levels are going back up to normal, but she needs more rest. And as I need her at full capacity when I try to overload that Portal, I don’t mind giving her the times she needs.”

      “Well, I am glad she is all right,” Leeha says with a sigh of relief.

      “You can talk to her even when she isn’t here?” the voice of Sara says suddenly. I look down on my other side just as she lifts her head.

      “Yep,” I reply with a grin.

      “Damn, I wish I could do that with my Fire Elemental,” Sara says enviously.

      “Yes. Same here. I have tried, and it won’t work for me when I try talking to my Water Elemental,” Leeha says, looking at me pointedly.

      “Hey, don’t look at me,” I tell her with a laugh. “Bridget has told us she was different. I think the way she said it once was, she is all of the Elementals together, but also her own person. I have all five Elementals in me, and she is like the controller for all of them.”

      “You know that still scares me some,” Sara says, putting her hand on my chest and laying her chin on it as she looks at me. “That you are this scary Elemental Summoner we learned to fear, yet you are the gentlest person I have ever met, human or otherwise.”

      “Trust me, I can be brutal at times,” I tell her with a frown, remembering that I have killed people in this world.

      “On Terra, I was a gentle person, would not even kill a bug if I didn’t have to. Here I am learning that I need to be tough, or I will die. I’ve already died once, and I am not looking to go to a Heaven or Hell world anytime soon, and I am pretty sure I am headed for a Hell world right now.” At least until I get more Blessed Tokens, I think to myself. As I think about that, out pops the information to tell me how many I now have.

      You have received 5 Heavenly Tokens.

      Heavenly Tokens: 22 of 200

      Damn, yeah. I have a ways to go before I can enter a Heaven world if I die.

      “Sometimes, you say the oddest things,” Sara says, looking at me piercingly. “This is one example—this Heaven and Hell worlds business. I know everyone dies, but for us, we just die and based on how good we have lived our lives, we either go to Hell or Heaven. But it’s not a world.”

      “Trust me. I have it on good authority that when you die, your soul goes to one of those worlds. And right now the Hell worlds are very full. Heaven worlds are not,” I tell her with a shrug.

      “So, how do we avoid that?” Sara asks with a raised eyebrow.

      “Going to Hell?”

      “Yes.”

      “I have no clue,” I tell her with a chuckle.

      I don’t want to tell her about Blessed Tokens, since I have not even mentioned it to Leeha yet. And I don’t think God has given it to anyone but me at this point. The option to gain those tokens, I mean.

      “Do you have any of that cooked rabbit left?” Leeha asks, getting up and stretching, and showing off her naked breasts at the same time. Her stretching like that makes her tits jut out even more, and I can’t help but stare.

      “No, we had the rest of it last night. I do have some of the fruit we found,” I tell her, openly smiling at her. Leeha looks down and sees me staring at her and she blushes, but instead of stopping, she stretches more and makes her breasts stick out even further.

      “I can see if I can find more,” Sara says, mimicking Leeha’s motions, stretching and making her own ample chest stick out, and hey, I am nothing if not an equal opportunity gawker, so I watch her stretch as well.

      “Or,” Leeha says very quietly. “We can eat that.”

      I turn back to look at her, and she is looking away from me and into a small bush near us. Glancing over to where she is pointing, I see a Macoa!

      “Oh, damn!” I whisper excitedly. “Need help?”

      “No,” Leeha says with a grin. Suddenly there is a magical Water Arrow floating next to her, just a single one instead of the double arrows. I know right away that this is her special arrow. It’s the one she used the first time she killed a Macoa in front of me. It’s attached to a string of water so that she can reel it in.

      Her arrow zips across the distance and pierces the neck of the bird. The Macoa, as I found out, is a bird that eats a certain plant that makes its flesh taste as if it’s been spiced with salt and pepper. I have no clue how it works, since I’m pretty sure on Earth there aren’t any animals that taste like what they eats.

      Just as quickly as the arrow left her side, it returns, reeling in the Macoa and stopping dead in front of Leeha. She turns to me and grins. “Let me clean it. Do you want to get started on getting those coals going into a fire again?” she says, pointing to the fire pit that is a couple of feet away from the carpet.

      “On it,” I tell her with a smile.

      Having already seen the trick she does with the water to dissect the Macoa, I go to the fire pit and start using smaller pieces of wood to restart the fire with the coals that are already there. As they catch, I throw on larger pieces until I have a good fire going. By the time I am done, Leeha has already cleaned the bird and has it split in half and cut into pieces. Sara is staring at Leeha in amazement.

      “That was freaking awesome!” she blurts out.

      “Isn’t it?” I say to her with a laugh. “I’m pretty sure I had the same look as the one on your face the first time I saw it being done. I mean, no mess, with clean meat cut up and ready to cook? She would be an amazing butcher back in my world,” I say with a chuckle.

      “You think that’s a handy skill?” Leeha asks me.

      “Think about it. You have done that to a Macoa and a wild pig. You got some amazing pointers from Bryan, if I remember correctly, on how to better cut the meat, which I noticed you took advantage of with the Macoa. Though, let’s be honest,” I tell her with a huge grin, “Your skills would be wasted as a butcher.”

      “Yes. Yes, they would,” Leeha says with a laugh.

      “Well, let’s get this bird cooked so that we can eat and clean up. And maybe we can get dressed,” I say.

      “Or,” Sara says with a smirk on her face.

      “Or?” I ask her curiously.

      “Or we can have more fun like we did last night, and maybe this time Leeha can join in if she isn’t as tired?”

      Leeha looks at the two of us, and suddenly she gets a grin on her face. “Let me get this bird over the fire and clean my hands. You two start without me,” she says, scrambling to the fire quickly.

      I look at Sara and then I walk back over to the carpet where she is still lying down, and already I can feel my cock getting hard just staring at her. She opens her arms with a hungry smile on her face and as I grin, the thought occurs to me that this is going to prove to be a delightful morning.
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      “Now what?” Leeha says, picking up a piece of burned Macoa and throwing it into the fire.

      Our session lasted longer than we all expected. Since Leeha had not been pleasured last night, Sara, who I found out was very bisexual, helped me get Leeha off multiple times until finally, it was her turn. And Leeha gave just as good as she got. By the time we were done, I lost count of the number of orgasms the girls had before it was my turn to give in to my own lusty needs. When we were done, we had washed off in the Lake of Ruins quickly and had come back out to dry in front of the fire, all three of us naked.

      The only downside was that we had almost let the Macoa burn to a crisp.

      “Good question,” I respond. “Bridget is not ready yet, and I think I need to bring my own up some more, since I have no clue how much I will need for this. I think we should let her sleep until tomorrow morning. I would love to explore the area. If Bridget were with us, I would say we could explore the Dungeon again, but I would rather wait until we have supplies for that.”

      “Dungeon?” Sara asks with a frown.

      “Yeah.” I tell her about the Dungeon that my God had created and what it does in terms of time compression.

      “Wow. The more I hear about what your God is doing, the more I like him. Except when you tell me the dick moves, as you call them, he has done. Like that Portal,” she says, and points towards the abandoned camp with the Portal sitting in the middle of it.

      “Yeah, well, I hope to get rid of that soon enough,” I say with fervor. “But I don’t want to waste a day doing nothing. I could teach you both some of those fighting moves if you want?”

      “Your juju?” Sara says, and by now I know she is making fun of the name since I have repeated the word multiple times.

      “Yes,” I tell her with a laugh. “I can teach you some juju.”

      “I would not mind learning some of the fighting styles from Terra,” Leeha says, tapping her chin. “But I am still upset that you never told me you knew how to do hand-to-hand combat.”

      “Like I said,” I answer Leeha with a laugh. “I never had a chance to use it. With the Magic I learned when I got here, I was able to take people out at a distance.”

      “Are you going to teach her English?” Leeha asks me in English.

      “I am thinking about it. I already taught her one word,” I reply back, using English as well. “Sorry, Sara, Leeha was asking me if I would be teaching you some of my language, and I told her that I had already taught you one word. Bullet. So I think what we will do is hunt for either more rabbits or, even better, more Macoa and do some combat training with some English lessons. I wish I was better trained to teach you. I am not really a good teacher at jiu-jitsu.”

      “You will do fine,” Leeha says, with a loving smile directed my way. “From the little I saw after waking up and watching you two fight, your style is something I have never seen before. I am intrigued to try it out.”

      “There’s no such thing as martial arts here? Where specific hand-to-hand combat moves are named something?”

      “Not really,” Leeha says, shaking her head. “We just learn to fight. Some are better at it than others, but that is it. The one movement you did where you threw Sara over your shoulder is something I have never seen. And trust me, I have seen a lot of bar fights. I have even been in some myself. With Mages, we just shoot stuff at each other. The first thing we learn is our magical Arrow spell, and sometimes a magical Shield, if we get a good enough teacher. Someone who isn’t a Mage? They fight with daggers, swords, or their fists. And usually, fists are only used as a last resort when they lose a weapon.”

      “What about fighting with a staff? Or a wooden stick?” I ask her, incredulous at the way they fight on this world.

      “You mean, fighting with a walking stick?” Leeha says, mystified.

      I stare at her to see if she is joking. When I see that she isn’t grinning at me or even smiling, I put a hand to my face and groan. “Seriously?”

      “Why would anyone fight with a walking stick?” Sara asks in a confused voice.

      I turn to her and I open my mouth and then close it again. I don’t have an answer and I’m really not sure how to respond. How can a world full of Magic not have Mages with staffs walking around? There is no way, in all this world’s time, with so many races, that no one has fought with a staff? I mean, I used to pretend to fight with the one weapon they had at the gym. The broomstick. We used to joke around with it since our teacher didn’t allow actual weapons on the premises.

      “Let’s get dressed and we can go do some sparring. I will show you how or what a staff can do. I suck at it, as we used to only play around with it, but it should prove interesting, if nothing else,” I tell them both with a playful grin.
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      Once we finished getting dressed, I looked around the campsite for a piece of wood I could use as a staff. However, finding a perfectly long and straight piece of wood impeccably shaped like a staff was impossible. Leeha told me that was the reason that good walking sticks were worth so much. So instead, I decide to see if I can make something with my Earth Elemental. I put my hand on the ground and focus.

      Earth. I want a staff that is six feet long and an inch thick made of a sturdy wood that is smooth to the touch but easy to grip.

      You have used a Spell command. You have used 1000 points of power.

      As I watch, a staff starts to emerge from the ground, inch by slow inch. I wrap my hand around it and it keeps rising upward until finally, it stops growing. What is odd though, is that it seems shorter than the six feet I had asked for. I would say by at least half a foot. Shrugging, I go to pull it the rest of the way out of the ground, but it doesn’t budge.

      “What the hell?” I say in annoyance.

      “It’s stuck?” Leeha asks with a snicker.

      “Yeah.”

      I grab the staff with both hands and pull on it as hard as I can. I can feel my arms start to strain, the muscles in my arms bulging. Then suddenly, it pops out of the ground, almost sending me flying onto my ass, but Sara is there to catch me.

      “Thanks,” I tell her with a grateful smile, before looking down at the bottom of the staff.

      What the Hell? The bottom has a bulbous round wooden ball. It’s about the size of a grapefruit. I hold the staff out horizontally, and I twirl it experimentally. The odd thing is, with the wooden ball at the end, it’s pretty damn well balanced.

      “You’re welcome,” comes the sleepy voice of Bridget.

      “What did you do?” I ask her suspiciously.

      “I made it from steelwood. Even a sword won’t cut it,” Bridget says with a giggle. “And the top is a solid piece, but it’s a counterweight to the rest of the staff. It’s meant to bash peoples’ heads in. As you asked for it, I got ideas in my head. So I had the little Earth Elemental follow my instructions. Now, going back to bed. Don’t you dare hurt the girls!”

      “I won’t,” I say, laughing out loud at the protectiveness of Bridget towards Leeha and Sara.

      “What?” Leeha asks, head tilted.

      “Bridget helped with this,” I say, shaking the staff. “It’s made of steelwood, whatever that is. She was the one who suggested the counterweight, as she called it.”

      “Wait,” Sara blurts out in amazement. “That’s steelwood?”

      “Yeah. That’s the word Bridget used. What is it?” I ask, turning to Sara.

      “Wow, she must love you,” Sara says with an appreciative whistle. “Steelwood is expensive to carve and impossible to even find. It needs to be shaped by an Earth Mage, and it uses a lot of that Mage’s power and time. Even a dagger a foot long, goes for roughly 1,000 gold. And you have a staff made of it? That thing could go for 10,000 gold!”

      “Fucking Hell!” I say with a laugh. “Leave it to Bridget to bring shit up like it was, well, a blade of grass.”

      “Now I’m jealous!” Sara says with a pout.

      “I have to admit, as an assassin, I am as well,” Leeha says with a snort of laughter.

      “Well, I am sure if you are good to her, she can get you both weapons later on,” I tell them with a grin. “Though it is using my power and I don’t want to keep spending it as I am supposed to be recharging myself.”

      Leeha comes up to me and wraps her arms around my waist and looks up at me. “I can wait, but I am going to hold you to that. Both of us are,” she says, grinning at Sara, who had been looking at me with longing while Leeha had been talking. But then her expression turns into a full-blown grin, and she rushes forward and hugs me as well.

      “Yes, we will,” Sara exclaims.

      “Fine,” I say with a belly laugh. “Shall we go do some sparring? Bridget said I wasn’t to hurt either of you, so we should start slow.”

      “Wait. Before you do that, you might want to get that hot tub running again. Something tells me we will need it,” Leeha says, pointing to the now cold hot tub.

      “Right,” I agree enthusiastically. Fire. And with that mental command, I have in my hand a Fire Elemental.

      “Hey, buddy. Can you go keep that hot tub warm again? Using the same temperature in the command I gave you last night?” I tell the tiny Fire Elemental.

      The little Fire Elemental nods his head and jumps out of my hand and onto the carpet without scorching it somehow, and then he runs to the hot tub and jumps in without so much as a splash or steam coming out. Fuck, Magic is amazing, I think, shaking my head.

      “Now, shall we?” I say to the two girls. When they nod, I head back to the spot where Sara and I had been sparring before. There are only some wind-blown leaves there, so it doesn’t take long to clear it again.

      “Give me a couple of minutes to get used to this staff, all right? I am rusty as Hell. The last time I practiced with that broomstick was about four years ago. I had quit doing juju as you call it,” I say, grinning at Sara, “when I was 22 years old.”

      “Take your time,” Leeha says. “I have to admit, depending on how this staff works, I might be changing my request from a dagger to a staff,” she finishes with a grin.

      “Oh no, I still want a dagger,” Sara says, shaking her head. “I want a weapon I know how to use.”

      “Fair enough,” I say, chuckling. “Give me a good fifteen feet of space. If I swing this, it will be a long swing.” At that, the girls back up and give me the space I asked for, and then some.

      Nodding when they are far enough away, I get into the ready position with the staff. The staff is horizontal, and I have my hands holding it a third of the way down on each side. One palm is facing down. The other is facing up. It’s an old technique that the Japanese used to fight with a Bo Staff, but this is slightly different, as I can feel the weight difference on the end with the ball of wood. I move my hands slightly more towards the bottom to help. Much better.

      Then I start to go through some of the moves we had been teaching ourselves at the gym when our teacher wasn’t there, as he would have shit bricks if he knew we were using his only broom to mock fight with.
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      With a painful sounding cracking sound, the staff hits the dagger out of Sara’s hand, which had been coming at me from the side. I sidestep her kick and block her follow-up punch with my staff, sticking the end into the ground, so she ends up punching the now supported staff head-on. Unlike regular wood where it would bend, I’ve discovered that steelwood has no give. With a smack and a shout of pain, Sara backs away, shaking her hand.

      “Gods, I hate that staff now!” Sara says hotly. But then her demeanor changes as she sends a big grin my way. “But damn, you’ve convinced me that I want one now instead of a dagger. That thing is deadly, Alex! Even if I had a sword, with that you would be able to keep me at a distance and still punch it into my face with the top part.”

      “Yep, I have to admit, that ball of wood at the top of the staff is becoming quite handy,” I say. Then I look at Leeha guiltily. “Are you all right?”

      “Yes,” she says with a scowl. 

      I had hit her in the back with the ball of the staff earlier, not too hard, but it seems hard enough. She’s still wincing in pain when she moves around. I told her I would heal her later, and I know the hot tub will help. 

      Sara walks over to her dagger that I had snapped out of her hand and picks it up, wincing. Then, before I can react, she throws that same dagger she had just picked up at me, and I can’t stop it with my staff and bat it out of the air. Shit! It hits my bare chest, as I had taken my shirt off from all the sweating, and falls to the ground, the impact making me wince.

      “Fucking Hell,” I tell her with a scowl. 

      “Sorry, not sorry,” she says with an enormous grin on her catgirl face. “I wanted to test that skin of yours.”

      “Well, it works, but I can still get bruises,” I tell her, wincing after touching the spot the dagger had hit. 

      “Good! Then we are all injured. It wasn’t fair that the two girls were the only injured ones. Shall we—,” starts Sara, but suddenly a dagger appears in her shoulder, and she goes down screaming in pain.

      “What the hell,” I cry out, looking around to see who had thrown the dagger. Walking down the beach towards us is a group of men, and they look pissed. 

      “Bridget. Sorry, love, but I need you,” I say. 

      “What’s up?” she asks me, stifling a yawn. 

      “We’ve got ten men, no nine men, walking up the beach towards us, and one of them just threw a dagger at Sara and hit her in the shoulder. She’s down, but alive. I see two Mages, Fire and Air, I would say, based on their robe colors, but they are extremely young.”

      The two Mages look to be in their early teens. They are in the middle of the rest of the men and they look nervous as Hell. 

      “I’m here,” Bridget says from right behind me. I don’t turn, as I know she showed up there so that the men would not see her showing up out of nowhere. She moves from behind me and stands next to me.

      “Fucksakes, Martin, you missed one. You said there were only three of them. One guy with two animals, play fighting,” growls the bigger of the men. But he is still shorter than me, and he’s carrying a sword on his hip. 

      “There were only three when I checked Alwin, I swear to the Gods,” says one of the younger men, who I now see has an empty dagger sheath on his left side, and another dagger on his right. He also has another one somehow tucked ridiculously across his front belt, and it looks like it’s holding his pants up. 

      “So, are you the ones that killed our leader Brakan?” asks the man with the sword. The rest of the men all have different types of weapons on them, primarily daggers, and two with small clubs. 

      Sara, who had removed the dagger from her shoulder, stumbles up to me and I grab her quickly. She looks at me and says, “He’s a Master Swordsman,” before collapsing on the sand next to me, and I help her down gently. 

      I look up at the man in question, but there isn’t anything specific that stands out to tell me that he’s a Master Swordsman. I mean, he has a sword, but I doubt that is the qualification.

      “The sword,” Sara says in a voice tinged with pain. 

      Squatting down so that I am blocking her, I put my hand over hers and whisper, “Don’t freak out, but I’m going to heal you, just not all the way, so act like it still hurts.”

      She looks deeply into my eyes to see if I am bullshitting her, but then I focus on her and think of healing. A small green glow appears on my hand, but thank God, because of the surrounding sunlight, it’s barely noticeable.

      You are healing your target. Time to fully heal, 00:00:05:00.

      Shit, I can only heal her slightly. I can’t wait for the full five minutes.

      “Occupy them,” I tell Leeha.

      “What do you want, human?” Leeha says, catching on quickly.

      “I want to know if you were the ones who killed Brakan,” the Master Swordsman asks her with a growl.

      “Wait. Is that your camp over there?” Leeha says. 

      “Yes, that’s our camp,” he growls at her again. “I asked you, did you kill Brakan?”

      “Who’s Brakan?” Leeha asks him.

      This goes on for the next two minutes, until I remove my hand from Sara and say apologetically, “That’s all I can do for now. I will finish it later. Promise.” 

      Sara doesn’t say anything, but only nods. I get back up and look at the scene. Leeha is in front arguing with the Master Swordsman, who is red-faced in rage.

      The two Mages are still standing in the middle of the group of men, and they are still looking nervous. Which to me means they don’t even want to be here, but they are surrounded. I would guess they are barely trained, since Leeha says that Mages come into their power young. 

      “Oh, so you finally decided to join us again?” the Master Swordsman says, leering at me.

      Ignoring him, I turn to the man with the missing dagger and ask, “So, you threw the dagger?”

      “I did,” he says with a grin, showing his missing teeth. “And I want that dagger back if you don’t mind.”

      “Oh, of course,” I tell him. I walk over to the dagger and pick it up off the sand, and then, through our connection, I speak to Bridget. “Can you use Air Magic and make the dagger go fast and true? I want this fucking thing in his forehead.”

      “Of course,” Bridget says, and I can feel the delight through our connection.

      Suddenly the dagger in my hand feels light, and knowing there is Air Magic around it, I turn around and throw it without aiming, except in the general direction of the group of men. The damn thing speeds off so fast that I am sure it breaks the sound barrier. Suddenly, the man who had thrown the dagger has his dagger back. In the middle of his forehead, embedded a good five inches into his skull.

      “There you go, you got your dagger back,” I tell the dead man. 

      Suddenly the Master Swordsman pulls his sword out. And whoa! It looks almost like a Katana! Some of the other men have their weapons out as well. The two Mages I see are looking even more nervous. 

      I speak to the group. “I would put those away. The next weapon thrown at me, or even coming my way, will end up in your forehead as well,” I tell them in a threatening voice. 

      The Master Swordsman sneers at that and takes a step forward, putting his sword up in a ready position. “Fight me.”

      “What?” I ask him, tilting my head sideways, seemingly slightly confused. 

      “Fight me. You have skills with weapons. I didn’t even see that dagger leave your hand. You aren’t a Master Swordsman as I don’t see a sword, so you must be some other kind of weapons expert.”

      I look at Leeha as if to confirm something. “Did he just ask to fight me when I have no weapons?”

      “You have that walking stick in your hand,” he says with a bark of laughter. 

      Sighing, I look at him and say, “I will give you ten seconds to put your sword down.” 

      “Or what?” he says, with a big grin on his face.

      “Nine,” I tell him.

      “Pfft, you think you can scare me? I’m the best Swordsman in Prithgar. Why do you think I worked for Brakan?”

      “Seven.”

      “Maybe after I kill you, I will kill your pets slowly, even roast them over a fire to smell their flesh.”

      “Five,” I tell him, ignoring his taunts. Dude, that is fucking messed up. Seriously?

      The guy takes another step forward aggressively. But he doesn’t come any closer after that.

      “Four,” I say, looking down at my nails as if checking for dirt under them. 

      “You aren’t scaring me. You’re just afraid to fight me, aren’t you? Especially in front of your pets?”

      “Two.”

      Just then, he moves as if to come at me again, but I’m done. Fire. Fire Bullet. I don’t want to show all six though, so I make it so only one appears. Next to me is a single Fire Bullet, which I send speeding off.

      You have used the spell Fire Bullet. You have used 10 points of power.

      The thing hits true and nails the man right in the forehead, entering the front of his head and blowing out the back; steam coming out of the large hole in his skull. 

      “One,” I say redundantly. 

      The men standing around the now-dead dagger man and the dead Master Swordsman all look at me with fear and alarm on their faces. 

      One man lifts a hand to throw a dagger, but suddenly he sprouts a Water Arrow in the middle of his throat, and gurgles as he dies. The rest of the men, including the two Mages, who now have abject terror in their eyes, stare at him as he dies.

      “Now,” I say, making them all whip their heads back to me. “Anyone else have a problem?” I don’t get an answer, just blank looks of fear. “You,” I point to one of the smaller men. “Bring me his sword and sheath,” I say, pointing to the dead Master Swordsman. No way am I going to leave such a magnificent sword with them. I mean, it looks like a freaking Katana!

      “Wait a minute,” says one of the other men. “You can’t be taking that. It’s ours.”

      “Hmm,” I say, as if thinking it over. “No, I’m pretty sure it’s mine since I killed him,” I say, pointing to the dead body.

      “You can’t be taking,” he begins again, but knowing that answer was coming, I think Fire. Fire Arrow. Again, I only let one appear, and then I send the Fire Arrow to slam into the man’s right thigh, dispelling it right away.

      You have used the spell Fire Arrow. You have used 10 points of power.

      The man screams in pain, grabbing his leg with both hands and falling over sideways, after losing the use of one leg. Damn, that did actually look painful. 

      “I wasn’t asking for permission,” I tell him with a smile. The man who I had asked to get me the Sword Master’s weapon decides, I guess, that his health and life are more important, so he rushes to the dead body, grabs the sword, and pulls on the sheath, but it doesn’t come off. Of course, it’s attached to the man’s belt. He looks up at me in a panic. 

      “Cut his belt, not the strap,” I tell him with a smile. Hey, I can be nice if I want to. 

      The man nods quickly and goes to take out his dagger, but his hand pauses on it, and he looks up at me quickly.

      “It’s fine.” 

      He nods and cuts the belt, and the sheath comes off. He gets up and rushes to me with the sword in one hand and the sheath in the other, but stops suddenly when a Water Arrow is blocking his path. Leeha walks forward until she is standing next to her arrow and puts both hands out. The man, almost gingerly, gives Leeha the sword and sheath. She takes them both, and suddenly the sword is back in its sheath. 

      The man scrambles back to the group of men, who had been watching all this without moving a muscle. Leeha comes to me, hands me the sword with a big smile on her face, and waggles her eyebrows. 

      “You’re such a badass,” she whispers. 

      I can’t help it, I grin at her. “Hey, they started it. Well, the dead one did.”

      She shakes her head, but she has a big smile on her face. Turning back to the crowd, I ask them, “So now what?”

      “What?” one of the men asks me stupidly.

      “What now? I mean, do any of you want to attack me?” I ask them all.

      They all quickly shake their heads no. I look at the two Mages, and they are still looking nervous. But what’s odd is, they aren’t looking at me with that nervousness. It’s directed at the men around them. Shit, have they been captured?

      “Well then, you can all leave,” I tell them, waving my hand. “Oh, those Mages stay, though.” 

      “What? You can’t have them. They’re ours—” one of the bigger men says, and suddenly there is a Fire Arrow sprouting from his eye. The arrow had gone in so far that it pretty much cooked his brain instantly. The man falls over dead, with steam coming out of his punctured eye socket, and then the Fire Arrow disappears.

      I look down as I had not been the one to fire that one, and Sara looks up at me. “Sorry, I just wanted to kill someone since you sort of killed the one who stabbed me.”

      I smile down at her. “All good.”

      “As I was saying, you may all go, but leave the two Mages,” I say.

      The two Mages look elated at first, but then their fear comes back. I’m guessing it’s because I technically just told them they were staying with me—a man who killed two, no wait, three men with ease. I mean, I didn’t kill them all. Apples and oranges. Semantics. 

      I see one of the men about to open his mouth, so I beat him to it. “Next man who opens his mouth, dies.” The man closes his mouth with an audible snap. “Now, be good and fuck off. If I see any of you around here again, you die.”

      That gets to them, and the rest of the men quickly take off running down the beach to wherever they had come from, leaving the two nervous and scared-looking young Mages looking our way, as if waiting for their deaths. 

      I motion them to come forward, and they both look at each other and swallow. They look to be about 13 years old, if that. They are both skin and bones, or maybe the robes are too large for them. The taller of the two comes forward slowly, almost as if fearing a blow from me. Or fearing his death, I am sure.

      Once they are both in front of me with their eyes downcast, I ask, “Were both of you their prisoners?”

      They both look up at me in surprise, their mouths open. The older one, who judging by his robes would be a Fire Mage, nods quickly. He clears his throat, and it comes out as a squeak. “Yes. We are new to our powers, so could not defend ourselves against all of them.”

      Leeha suddenly pipes up, “When was the last time you both ate?” 

      Their gazes suddenly move to Leeha, and the shorter of the two Mages, the one in the blue robe, blurts out miserably, “It’s been days.”

      “Alex, we need to feed these boys. They might be human, but I don’t enjoy seeing anyone starving,” Leeha says in a no-nonsense tone that tells me she isn’t asking for permission. I nod to her, and while the boys are still looking at her, I put my free hand into my bag and think of the sword disappearing into it.

      “Let’s go see what we have,” I tell them and turn around, and then I bend down, grab Sara in my arms, and lift her up, causing her to squeak in surprise. Once I straighten up, I head towards the makeshift campsite. 

      I hear the two boys follow me, and I walk with no concern as I know Leeha and Bridget have my back.
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      As we walk back, I look down at Sara and whisper, “Put your arms around my neck. I need a free hand to heal you while they aren’t looking.”

      Sara nods and puts both her hands around my neck as instructed, leaving me able to free one hand. With my body hiding it from the young mages, I heal her some more.

      You are healing your target. Time to fully heal, 00:00:02:00.

      It will take us at least a minute to walk back to the campsite. She won’t be fully healed, but I can heal the rest later. I can hear the two boys whispering behind me enthusiastically, but it’s too low for me to hear what they’re saying.

      “Bridget, are they trying to figure out how to escape?” I ask her, since I know she is back there and has amazing hearing in her Elf form.

      “No,” she says with a laugh. “They are wondering if you are some powerful Mage. And one of them is wondering what kind of food you have.”

      “Well, I’m not sure what I will feed them. I only have the fruit in my bag,” I tell Bridget.

      “I can hunt for something if you wish? I’ll disappear when I get into the woods and make sure to get something big enough for all of us. I’m sensing a wild boar about two hundred feet in.”

      “You can sense that?” I ask her with a bit of surprise.

      “Yes. It’s like there’s a protective ring around you. As your Elemental, I can sense things. It’s like when you ask your Earth Elemental to protect us at night. It doesn’t actually walk around. It can sense what’s around you. If I had been here with you,” she says angrily, “I would have sensed those men when they came closer.”

      “Bridget? It’s all good. It sucks what happened to Sara, but at least she didn’t die. I would have killed the lot of them if she had, and I would have felt bad for losing her.”

      “I would have felt bad as well. I like Sara,” Bridget says in agreement.

      “If you’ve got this, Leeha,” I hear Bridget say behind me, “I am going to go hunt for something for us to eat.”

      “Yes. I am sure,” there is a pause, and I can just imagine Leeha staring at the two boys pointedly, “that they will behave. Make sure to bring us something big.”

      “Done. I will head into the forest and see what I can get,” then I hear Bridget run off, and I assume she’s heading into the woods.

      When we get back to the camp, I remove my hand off Sara’s shoulder and place her down on the carpet. The two boys, when I look over, are standing at the edge, seemingly nervous to go any further. I look at them closer and realize that though I had assumed they were roughly 13 years old, that assumption might have been generous.

      “Your names?” I ask them both.

      “My name is Leo,” says the taller one in the red robe.

      “I’m Tommy,” says the shorter one in the blue robe. Then he blurts out, “How come you aren’t wearing a robe?” and Leo slaps his arm, making Tommy wince in pain.

      “Am I required to wear a robe?” I ask him with a raised eyebrow.

      Leo is the one that answers. “Yes. The Mages Society requires all Mages to wear a robe the color of their Magic.”

      “Well, Tommy, Leo. I don’t wear a robe because I am not part of the Mages Society.”

      “That makes no sense,” Leo says, confusion on his face.

      “How so?”

      “Because you’re human,” Leo declares, as if stating a fact.

      “And?” I ask him.

      “All humans are part of the Mages Society if they can do Magic. Even if you don’t wear the robe, they require you to wear an armband at least,” Leo says, and his expression shows he is baffled.

      “Why?” I ask him as I sit down on the carpet next to Sara, who is watching the interaction, her head going back and forth between the two boys and me.

      “What?” Leo asks me, his eyes going wide.

      “Why do you need to join the Mages Society?” I ask him.

      “They are the ones who teach Magic!” blurts out Tommy.

      “Oh,” I say, nodding. “So Leeha, how long were you in the Mages Society?” I ask, turning to her. She knows I know that she has never been in it since they don’t accept humans, but she plays along.

      “Oh, I never have been,” she says innocently.

      “But that makes no sense. Tommy here said that they are the ones that teach Magic,” I say.

      “No, they only teach it to humans,” Leeha says with a shrug. “We learn it from teachers for free.”

      “What!” screams Tommy in astonishment. He is so flustered that he directs that question at Leeha, a so-called animal.

      Leeha smiles at him sweetly. “We never had to pay to learn Magic. We learn it from those who are willing to teach it. Hell, if you humans didn’t look at us as animals, I am sure we would have been happy to teach it to you for free,” Leeha says with a shrug, but I see a gleam in her eye. What is she playing at?

      “Wait, you would teach Magic for free?” Leo says incredulously, also speaking to Leeha directly.

      Hmm, maybe they haven’t been totally brainwashed into hating Elves and other races? Maybe it’s the adults who are the ones who hate? Interesting. I wonder if I can start the changes I want to implement with these two? I mean, Bryan said he was in his 20s when he first started learning the truth as part of his Order. And now he’s married to a damn Rabinis!

      “So, do you want to learn from me?” Leeha asks them.

      “How?” Leo asks her. “You’re a Water Mage, and Tommy and I are Fire and Air Mages,” he says, sounding bewildered, but I notice that he didn’t say no to learning from her, even though she’s an animal according to most humans.

      “Oh, by the Gods,” Leeha suddenly busts out in laughter. “Are you saying that you can only learn from a Mage of your respective Elementals?”

      “Yes?” Leo says, but he sounds unsure now.

      “Wow, Alex. They truly have these humans brainwashed,” Leeha says, turning to me and shaking her head, but she is still laughing.

      “How much Magic do you know?” I ask the two boys.

      “Hmm, I can sort of bring up my Fire Elemental,” Leo says, blushing.

      “I can bring up an Air Arrow, but it disappears before I can send it to a target,” Tommy says, blushing just as much.

      “How long have you been students?” Leeha asks them.

      “I am in my second year,” Leo says proudly.

      “I am only in my first year,” Tommy tells her.

      Leeha doesn’t say anything at first, but simply stares at them for a good ten seconds before blurting out, “You have got to be kidding me?”

      “What? Why?” Leo asks her with some heat in his tone.

      “Leo, was it?” Leeha asks him. At his hesitant nod, she says, “Within a month of my Elemental coming out of my hand and starting lessons from my teacher, I was able to bring up my Elemental on command. A week after that I was able to send off Water Arrows. That is the standard timeframe to learn spells for all Elves who can do Magic.”

      At that statement, both of their mouths hit the ground in astonishment.

      “So boys,” I say to them, and they both look at me slowly. “How much teaching do you get?”

      Tommy is the one to answer. “Well, we have to pay for lodging, so normally we do menial tasks until we get in the good graces of our master. We usually get a lesson about the boring history of Magic about once a month.”

      Now it’s my turn to have my jaw hit the ground, and when I look at Leeha, she is just picking hers up as well.

      “Are you pulling my leg?” I ask them both, looking between the two of them.

      “No, sir,” they both say with embarrassment.

      “Oh my God, are all humans in this fucking world stupid!” I scream suddenly at the top of my lungs as I look up at the sky, causing both boys to flinch as if they’re about to be hit.

      Fucking Hell, have they been abused as well? You know what? In this world, it would not surprise me. I walk up to the two boys and slowly place a hand on each of their shoulders to make them understand I’m not about to hit them.

      “You have both been abused by your master, haven’t you?” I ask softly.

      They don’t say anything, but they both look at the ground and nod their heads. I squeeze their shoulders and say, “Fuck it. I’m your master now. There will be one huge rule though, and you will need to follow it. If you can’t follow it, you will both be gone.”

      They both look up at me quickly in surprise.

      “You would teach us?” Leo exclaims in astonishment.

      “Oh, don’t get too excited,” I tell them with a scowl. “Trust me when I say that if you say yes, you will both end up being powerful Mages, but there is a condition that I think you might say no to.”

      “I will do anything, sir, to learn from someone as powerful as you!” blurts out Leo, looking at me like a starving child, which isn’t too far from the truth judging by how they look.

      “I’m back!” Bridget interrupts before I can answer him.

      I look over and she is carrying what looks like a 300-pound wild pig on her shoulders as if it is a shawl. I can’t help but chuckle at the looks of shock and hunger in Tommy’s and Leo’s eyes.

      “Oh, nice,” Leeha exclaims with a laugh. “Bring that here, and I will clean it. Do you want to get sticks ready for it, Sara?”

      “Oh Hell yeah,” Sara says, smacking her lips and heading to the small wooded area behind us to find some decent sticks.

      I look over and the boys are both staring at Bridget in amazement. Well, at least it’s not disgust. Now to test something out.

      “Bridget, can you come here for a second?” I ask her.

      She looks over, nods, and looks at Leeha. “Ready?”

      “Yep,” Leeha says with a smile. She lifts her palm up and there is a Water Elemental in her hand.

      Bridget gets a better grip on the pig and with amazing strength, throws it up into the air in front of Leeha. But the pig never lands on the ground, as it’s suddenly encased in a water bubble, and is floating in the air. Once Bridget sees that Leeha has it in hand, she turns and walks towards me.

      “Damn, that one almost got away,” Bridget says with a grin directed at me. “Even though I knew it was there, it almost got past me.”

      “Nice job,” I tell her, hugging her as she walks up to me.

      I bend down and kiss her on the lips and then I look over to see the reaction of the two young boys. They are not looking at me in disgust, but in confusion.

      With my arm around Bridget, both of us facing Tommy and Leo, I say to them, “Now, are you ready to hear my condition for teaching you?”

      “Yes, sir!” they both exclaim excitedly.

      “Well, let’s start by seeing how bad your upbringing has been,” I say to them, and their excitement turns to confusion.

      “I have questions to ask you, and I want honest answers,” I tell them both, looking between the two of them. They both nod their heads.

      “When you saw me kissing Bridget. What did you think?” I ask them.

      Leo is the first one to answer. “I don’t get that, sir. We have always been told that Elves are nothing but animals and are to be treated as slaves. But why? I mean, they seem just like us.”

      “Good question, Leo. Now, where did you learn that?”

      “From my parents, before I was taken away. They had slaves, but they treated them fairly,” he says.

      “And was that when others were around, or in private?” I ask him, directing them to sit on the carpet, as I sit down with Bridget beside me.

      Leeha is still cleaning the pig, and Tommy is staring at her in open amazement. In the meantime, Sara comes back with a good stack of sticks for the pig, and she begins to fix the fire by adding wood from the small pile we have next to the pit.

      I chuckle as Leo grabs Tommy’s arm and pulls it, directing him to sit on the carpet, as he had been so engrossed in what Leeha was doing that he had stopped paying attention to us. With him being an Air Mage, he might be able to do what Leeha is doing, but with an air bubble.

      “In private, sir. My dad said that others would frown upon it,” Leo finishes.

      “And you Tommy? What are your thoughts?” I ask him.

      “We didn’t have slaves,” he says, blushing as if that is a bad thing. “But my mam used to always tell us to judge people, even those of other races, with the respect they give you. She said that the Gods did not give power to just humans but to everyone. Of course, she only ever said it in private.”

      “Hmm,” I say, thinking about that. So this world might not be as bad as I thought. It looks like privately, at least some of them think and feel differently about the other races than they express out in the open.

      “Can you tell me who is the biggest proponent of treating the other races as animals?” I ask them.

      “Proponent, sir?” Leo asks, confused by the word.

      “Sorry, advocate, or supporter.”

      “Ah,” Leo says, nodding with understanding. “That would be the Mages Society, sir. They hammered it into us all the time. And I know that when they are around clients or the non-magical users, they talk about it all the time.”

      Interesting. So, the Mages Society is pushing that agenda. How much do you want to bet it was created that way by the last Elemental Summoner? That he created the Mages Society to ram his own feelings about the other races down everyone’s throats, and those ideas have continued to be taught that way over the ages?

      “All right, you two. The condition I have in order to agree to teach you is this. You cannot disrespect any races. Period.”

      “You want us to treat all the races the same?” Leo says with some unease on his face. Shit, I guess that will not work. I had really hoped they would not be that brainwashed.

      

      “Yes, if you want to be taught by me, that’s what you’ll have to do.”

      “Why do we need to promise that to you? Why do you care?” asks Leo.

      “Easy, I need to know that you can be taught not to hate the other races, because if you are with me,” I tell him in a soft voice, deciding to not take the stern path, “not only will you see me kissing all these women, since one is my wife, and one is soon to be my wife,” I say pointing to Bridget, who looks at me in surprise, “but you will be living with all of us as well.”

      “And Sara, the Felinis, is with me until she decides she is tired of me, and she is my lover as well.” At that, Sara turns to me so quickly she almost falls over sideways, a look of shock on her face.

      Tommy and Leo look at each other and then nods as if confirming something. What, I have no clue, but I hope it was something good. They look back at me and Leo says, seeming to speak for both of them, “we would like to learn from you, sir. We have never been comfortable with how the other races were treated. Please let us stay.”

      “Thank you, Leo, Tommy,” I tell them softly. “This might have been the most important decision in your life.”

      Suddenly, I smell meat cooking. I look over and see Leeha and Sara placing the pig meat on sticks, and cooking it over the fire. Tommy and Leo both look over at the fire hungrily.

      “Here, boys,” I tell them, pulling four apples out of my bag. “This should tide you over until the meal is ready.”

      They take the apples hungrily with thanks and begin to devour them. I watch them both and I hope this is the start to changing the hatred and ignorance that the humans in this world have been displaying. I’m not naïve, I know it won’t be easy. It seems from what Tommy and Leo said, the older you are, the more set in your ways you are. But more importantly, now I know who has been pushing that agenda—the Mages Society. I need powerful people around me in order to fight them, and if it means starting with young men and women, then so be it. I can teach them to be powerful and to co-exist. The idea of a school of all races, learning Magic together, has some appeal. But I know that is something to think about in the future. Right now, I’ll start with these two. Bryan is proof that people can change. Taking another apple out of my bag, I bite into it, savoring the sweetness of it, even if it’s slightly shriveled.
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      The two boys ate so much that a good half of the pig was gone by the time they were done. Admittedly, I ate a good amount myself, I think with a chuckle. Sara cooked the rest, as she knows about my bag now and had whispered that I could put it in my bag once the boys were asleep.

      The girls had their fill as well. Sara is already napping, curled up against me. Leeha is lying in my lap, half dozing from a food coma, and Bridget is leaning on my other side. I can tell she is still tired from that power drain, but I don’t want to send her away, with the boys not knowing what she is. Yet.

      “Sir?” Leo says.

      “Alex,” I tell him. “You can both call me Alex.”

      Leo nods and smiles. “Alex. Can I ask you questions?”

      “Of course,” I tell him. “Just understand if there are questions I am not willing or ready to answer, I will let you know.”

      “Thank you, sir. I mean Alex!” he says, as I glare at him. “What is Bridget?”

      Oops, he might be more observant than I thought. “What do you mean?” I ask him. I see that Tommy is looking at Leo in confusion. So, he didn’t notice anything odd about Bridget.

      “Well,” Leo starts slowly. “She lifted that enormous pig, which I would assume weighed over 350 pounds, without effort. And earlier, it looked like you two were talking to each other without moving your lips.”

      Damn, he is observant. I might have a smart one on my hands, although that might prove useful. Let’s hope I don’t have to kill him. I know that I would never have had thoughts like that before, but now it’s not about him or me. It’s about this world. If anything or anyone stands in my way of reuniting the races in this world, I will stop them. I would rather Leo and Tommy be on team ‘Alex’. But if they can’t be, I will take them down, so I don’t need to worry about fighting them in the future.

      Shrugging my shoulders and deciding to take a chance with these two, I say, “Bridget isn’t human, or Elven, or any race, really. She is my Elemental.”

      Leo laughs at that, but then stops when he sees that Bridget and I aren’t laughing. He frowns, looks at Bridget, and then looks back at me.

      “Alex. That makes no sense,” he says.

      “Sure it does,” I tell him and throw in the big kicker to see their reaction. “I’m the Elemental Summoner.”

      “What?” Leo says blankly as if his mind has just shut down. I look over at Tommy, and he is pointing at me excitedly.

      “I knew it!” Tommy shouts. “I knew you were powerful! Holy Gods! You’re the Elemental Summoner!”

      “How is that possible?” Leo says, still stunned.

      I shrug and smile at him. “Woke up one morning and I had the power of all five Elementals.” I don’t tell him that I woke up in this world after being shot in the head, dying, and having a conversation with my God in which I agreed to something and got thrown through a Portal. “Because of that, Bridget is different. I can call up all five Elements, and she embodies all of them. Here, let me show you.”

      I turn to Bridget and think Water, and sitting next to me is a full-size Bridget made of water. The two boys suddenly scramble off the carpet, stepping back from us. I had done Water since I wasn’t sure if Bridget in Fire mode would burn the carpet, but I don’t see the carpet getting wet at all.

      “How!” Leo exclaims in wonder.

      “As I said, I am the Elemental Summoner. Though, I doubt even your Elemental Summoner from a thousand years ago could do what I do.”

      “Why’s that?” Tommy asks the obvious question.

      “Because I am not from Boromour.” I tell him.

      The two of them look at me as if I am telling them I have two heads. “Trust me, Leo, Tommy. I am not from here. Let’s just say that my God put me here to fix things.” At least I assume he did. “That’s why I don’t have these feelings you all seem to have against the other races. These three are my partners. I have been in a City once and I wanted to smash it and the people in it off the face of the, well, off Boromour because of how the other races were treated. I intend to change that. But I will need allies with me to do it. Powerful people. Will you two be part of that, or will you be against change?” I ask them both. During my little speech, they had both been looking at me intently.

      “I’m in,” Leo says. “I hated having slaves, and I hated it even more when people treated them the way they did. The family my parents had as slaves had a little girl. I used to play with her all the time until I got older, and I was told it was inappropriate. I hated that. I hated seeing her cry.”

      “So, you want to change the world so that all races are equal?” Tommy asks me slowly.

      “I do,” I say, not adding anything to that comment.

      “And you will teach me to be a powerful Mage?” he asks.

      “Yes. But know this, if you or anyone stands in my way or blocks me, I will kill you. I have no qualms about that. And in case you think I can’t,” I say with some passion, as I show them some of my power. Fire. Fire Arrow, I think six times.

      Suddenly, 36 Fire Arrows are facing the boys.

      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.

      They look at all 36 floating Fire Arrows and their faces go from horror to fear to amazement to finally desire—the desire for power.

      “I want people to help me free this world,” I tell them, dismissing the Fire Arrows. “I won’t let anything stand in my way. Are you with me? Or us?” I say, waving around to include Bridget, Leeha, and Sara, who had been watching the little show without saying anything.

      Leo looks at Tommy, who looks back at him, and they both nod. “You have us,” Leo says, speaking for both of them.

      “Good. Now, shall we start your first lesson?” I say. “How to call up your Elemental, but a little differently.”

      They look at me in confusion until I point to Leeha, who, understanding me, lifts her palm up and shows them her little Water Elemental. But of course, instead of the shape they are used to, it’s in the shape of a tiny female.

      “Bloody Hell!” says Tommy in wonder.
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      Leo and Tommy finally fall asleep, exhausted. I had taken out another carpet and placed it next to ours, still close to the firepit. Both of them were there, with blankets covering them.

      “Are you sure they are safe?” Leeha asks me softly, leaning against me. I know she means safe to be with me, not safe on the carpet. Sara is snuggled against my other side, with her head in my lap.

      “Yes,” I tell her softly. “Did you see the wonder on their faces when they were both able to bring up their Elementals to look like tiny men? They were so proud that they ran to you to show off. That tells me they do not have the disgust that others have towards other races. Even when Sara was helping Leo, who I thought would be the problem one, he gobbled up her advice with a grin on his face. Also, I forgot to tell you that I that found out earlier, the Mages Society is to blame for how people of other races are treated. So I need to take them out.” Sara’s head tilts up at my comment, and she looks at Leeha and me.

      “They are a large Society, Alex. Are you saying you will kill every single member?” Leeha asks me.

      Sighing, I say, “I don’t know. I just wish there was something I could do to get rid of that mentality. I know it’s not all the Mages. It’s mostly those that are older, who are stuck in their ways.”

      “Why not assassinate the top?” Sara offers.

      “What do you mean?” I ask her, looking down at her in my lap.

      “Well, I would assume that these teachings are coming from the top, the bosses of the Mages Society. What if you took them out?”

      “Wouldn’t someone who is just as pigheaded take over?” I ask her.

      “And? You kill them as well. Alex, there will be bloodshed in this. Even from those who are not Mages. Humans have had a long time to get entrenched in this mentality. With the changes you are asking for, there will be bloodshed. You might even have a civil war on your hands.”

      “Shit,” I say passionately. “I know you’re right, but my brain refuses to think about that. But if I don’t, this world will keep going as it is, and the humans might one day decide that disgust isn’t enough and eradicate the other races.”

      “You think they would do that?” Leeha asks me in disbelief.

      “It’s happened in my world,” I tell her, although I don’t go into details of all that we have killed off, from races to animals.

      Now it’s Leeha’s turn to sigh, and she leans more heavily into me. “I wish we didn’t have to kill to change this world, but I don’t think we will have much of a choice.”

      “No, we won’t. I just hate killing. But Sara might be right. We might need to cut the head to make it less bloody. For now though, I think we need to get more powerful. And also, the first thing I need to do is get rid of that damn Portal, or anything I do won’t matter in the long run.”

      “How long did Bridget say it would take her to recharge enough to do what you want?” Leeha asks me.

      “Two or three days. I am going to give her three. After that, even I should be recharged enough. I am afraid of opening another Chakra, but Bridget looked at it and she says I am far from opening the next one.”

      “Where is that one?” Sara asks me. We had told her about those as well. For someone I wasn’t ready to trust fully, I have been telling her many of my secrets.

      “Between my chest and my belly button,” I reply.

      “Will you explode like last time?” Sara asks me hesitantly.

      “I fucking hope not,” I tell her with a low laugh, trying not to wake up the two sleeping boys.

      “I hope not either,” Sara says with a grimace. “Because that last time was gross.”

      “We should get to bed. Let me call up an Elemental to keep watch,” I tell them, covering up a yawn.

      “No, I got this,” Sara says with a grin. “Now that I know I can do it.”

      With that task done, we all lie down, with me on my back, Leeha on one side, and Sara on the other, and we slowly drift off to sleep. As I fall asleep, my thoughts are consumed with questions. Can I do this? Can I change an entire world? But then I remember, it’s not the entire world I need to change—only the humans. With that thought, I finally fall asleep.
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      The three days ended up turning into five. But they weren’t wasted. Sara hunted for more meat, which once cooked, went into my bag. In those five days she was able to get nine rabbits and a small piglet. And Tommy and Leo had more training.

      The most interesting thing was watching the two boys training with Leeha and Sara. They were not acting the way most humans I have encountered on this world do. If anything, they were laughing openly with the two girls. At one point after having success during a difficult part of the lesson, I even saw Tommy rush up and hug Sara, putting his face against her furred chest as if it was nothing. Though I am sure as a boy, he also copped a feel, which I can’t blame the kid for doing. In his position, I would have done the same damn thing.

      They had been eating so well with all the food from Sara’s hunting, that they were starting to put on some healthy weight. They still slept on their own carpet, next to ours, but they were fine with that. We haven’t had any rain yet, but I should look into something more weatherproof. Although I look up at the sky and it’s another sunny and bright day, so there’s no rush.

      “I’m back!” Bridget cries from next to me, and I jerk sideways as I had been distracted and wasn’t paying attention to my surroundings.

      “Dammit, girl!” I tell her with a laugh. “Warn me next time, or I might have a heart attack!”

      “Oh, trust me, with that new heart, you won’t,” she says with a large grin.

      “Welcome back,” I say to her, opening my arms. She runs into them happily with a smile and hugs me back, and then I bend down and kiss her on the lips.

      “Question for you Bridget. How do months work here? What month are we in? I was curious about when it would start to get cold,” I ask her.

      “Ah, like Earth, there are 12 months here. The months are 30 days long, and the days are roughly 24 hours and 13 minutes, but for some reason, they run on almost the same clock as Earth. Here, let me try something. I might be able to show you the months. I have been doing some research while relaxing and recharging,” Bridget says.

      Suddenly in front of me is a screen that I can see, or my mind can? I’m not sure.

      Rebirth (January)

      Earth (February)

      Air (March)

      Growth (April)

      Water (May)

      Mind (June)

      Fire (July)

      Sun (August)

      Moon (September)

      Stars (October)

      Darkness (November)

      Death (December)

      “What I did is, I also tagged the name you would know for the months on Earth, to give you a rough idea of what the month is.”

      “Damn, that is awesome! So what month are we in now?” I ask her.

      “It’s currently the tenth day of Fire, what you would know as the tenth of July,” Bridget supplies with a smile.

      “Oh, maybe that is why the weather is so nice? I was wondering when we would start to get rain and snow. So, the month of Growth is when that would happen?”

      Leeha, who started walking over when she saw Bridget appear, overhears that last comment.

      “No, since we are not as high up in the mountains, we would be getting rain and snow starting in the month of Moon. We have been lucky so far in that we have not had rain. I would suggest we get a tent from the camp,” she says, coming over and giving Bridget a hard hug. She looks at her and says, “You’re all right now?”

      “Yep,” Bridget tells her with a big grin. “All recharged.”

      “Good,” Leeha says, hugging her again and then kissing her on the lips.

      “I see that some of the months are named after the Elementals, but the rest are different,” I state.

      “That’s right,” Leeha says, nodding at me. “The first month of the year is called Rebirth. The last month is called Death. It’s when the new year starts. Then Earth, followed by Air, then Growth, which is when we start to plant things. Then you have Water, Mind, Fire, which is the hottest month of the year. Then you have Moon, Stars, and Darkness. When the days start to get short and the nights long,” Leeha explains.

      “So I guess you’re right and we should get a tent,” I say, thinking about the month. July on Earth, while it was summer, meant we had very little rain. I would rather have a tent just in case, and I know we will be moving around a lot and having a tent would be handy as Hell.

      “Want me to go get it for you?” Bridget says.

      “How are you going to do that?” I question her.

      “I can zip there, place it in your bag, and zip back.”

      “You can do that?” I ask her, surprised at that information.

      “Sure,” Bridget says with a grin. “Remember, I am part of you.”

      That makes me look at Bridget with a frown. “Are you saying when I am having sex with you, I am technically masturbating?” I ask, looking between Bridget and Leeha.

      They both look at me blankly at first, but then they get it and finally break out in laughter. Then Leeha, still catching her breath from laughing so hard, gasps, “Does that mean that when I am playing with Bridget, I am technically playing with your feminine side?”

      At that, I scowl at her but then I can’t help but grin since she got me there. I guess it’s not the same, then.

      “Sure. You go ahead and grab that big tent of Brakan. Once it’s here, we can put it back together. Just grab it all, and we can figure out how to put it together after,” I tell her, grabbing my bag off my belt and handing it to her. She accepts it and then is gone.

      “How is the training going with Tommy and Leo?” I ask Leeha.

      “Amazingly well. Leo might be young, but he is very strong. I think he will end up being a powerful Fire Mage. Tommy is strong as well, but he is older, so there are some things he must unlearn. By the Gods Alex, what they were teaching them was blocking their skills. No wonder we Elven Mages, or even other race Mages, were so much more powerful that they tried to keep us as slaves. They did things that actually made them less powerful.”

      “Like what?” I ask her curiously.

      “Well, one thing we are all taught is the ability to see our power pools. When I asked Tommy to look for it, since he had been learning magic longer, he didn’t know what I meant. Alex! That’s the first thing we teach them right after being able to bring up the Elemental!” Leeha says in disbelief.

      “You don’t think they learn it later?” I ask her.

      “Honestly? After Tommy said they didn’t, I realized it makes more sense to me now that human Mages are constantly bottoming out on their power. I just thought they were stupid and didn’t pay attention. But now I have a feeling that it’s not ever mentioned or taught. So that begs the question, what else have human Mages not been taught?”

      “Do you think that because you are teaching Leo and Tommy, they will become very powerful? That makes me nervous,” I tell her, being honest with my feelings on that.

      “Well, you can always do something about that,” Leeha says, with an intensity that’s unlike her.

      “Oh, like what?” I ask her.

      “Kill them?” she says, but doesn’t look away from me when she says it, her face blank.

      I look at her, and while I know she is right, I can’t do that. I look over at the two boys who are sitting on their carpet with Sara. They are looking at her with focused attention, listening to what she is teaching them. Every now and then, she lifts her hand up and her Fire Elemental would come up, but then just as suddenly it disappears as she closes her fist.

      The two boys are a concern. Not because they will get powerful, but because they are both human. If I am honest with myself, if they were any race other than human, I would not have any concerns. But the worry is there. I can threaten them, but that’s not me. Suddenly, my thoughts are interrupted by Bridget returning and handing me my bag. I place it back on my belt and it somehow attaches itself. Just as when I removed it to give to Bridget, all I had to do was think of taking it off.

      “Got it?” I ask her.

      “Yep!” she says with a very large grin. Too big of a grin. I look at her suspiciously. “What?”

      “I found out something about your bag!” she says, with that grin still plastered across her beautiful Elven face.

      “And are you going to share it with me, or do I have to guess?” I ask her with a chuckle.

      Bridget doesn’t answer me right away, but instead looks around us. For what, I am not sure. Then she turns to me and says, “I need some of your power. Can you call up Earth?”.

      I look at her, trying to fathom what she wants to do, and I can’t. But as I trust her, I nod and think, Earth.

      Bridget changes shape in front of me, and she is in her large Earth Elemental form, with acorn eyes, and green vine hair. Slowly she lowers into the ground, that grin still on her face. What the fuck is she up to?

      Once she is gone, I look over at Leeha to see if she has any ideas, and she is trying not to laugh. “What?”

      “Nothing,” Leeha says, finally guffawing. “It’s just that sometimes it’s hard to know who is the boss. You or her.”

      I stare at her, until finally I just stick my tongue out, as I know she is pulling my leg.

      “Don’t show that unless you intend to use it,” Leeha says with a laugh.

      I feel a slight vibration under me, and I look down. The carpet we are on seems to be flattening. No, wait. Not the carpet, the ground. I look around, and the carpet that Tommy, Leo, and Sara are on is going through the same transition. They all look up in alarm.

      I yell out, “It’s Bridget. Don’t worry.” I hope.

      The whole area around us is getting flattened, even the firepit area. Eventually, after what feels like a good five minutes of the area seeming to move on its own, we are in a perfectly flat area. Then Bridget is next to me, back in her Elven form.

      “Done!” she exclaims proudly.

      “Care to explain?” I ask her with a raised eyebrow, taking in the area she just flattened.

      “All in due time,” Bridget says with that big grin again. “Now. I want you to reach your hand into your bag and think Tent, and I want you to imagine placing it in the area I just flattened. Make sure you imagine the door facing the beach.”

      I look at Bridget uncomprehendingly. What is she talking about? Then, my brain catches up.

      “Holy shit! Are you saying that you placed the whole tent in my bag as is, and for me to call it up, I just need to think about it?” I ask her, my jaw falling to the ground. Or carpet.

      “Yes!” Bridget exclaims in a squeal of laughter.

      I look at her, making sure that she isn’t just pulling my leg as Leeha had just been, but I don’t see any duplicity on her face. Seeing that she isn’t lying to me, I place my hand into my bag, and I do as she instructed and think of Tent, and I imagine it being in the area around us, with the front of the tent facing the beach.

      Suddenly we are inside Brakan’s large tent. The same tent that we had found at the campsite of the slavers. With the carpets and the blankets that I had not taken laid out all over the place. The sunlight we had been standing in is suddenly gone, and we are inside the coolness of the tent’s shade.

      Tommy, Leo, and Sara are staring at me in astonishment. Hell, even Leeha is staring in surprise. Bridget is grinning from ear to ear, watching our reactions. I slowly walk over to the front entrance, expecting to see the other tents and the Portal next to us. But instead, I see the Lake of Ruins and the beach we were on, only with the added feature of this tent. I close the flap slowly and come back into the tent, and then I look at Bridget.

      “Bloody Hell! This is amazing!” I blurt out, with my own grin plastered on my face.
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      One thing I will say about the tent, it’s much cooler. Too bad there wasn’t a large one for the fighting area. I would need a circus tent for that, I would say. 

      “Are you ready for this?” Bridget asks with a worried frown.

      “Not really,” I tell her. “But it needs to be done. I have no clue what timeline we are looking at before it opens, and the more I leave that thing exposed, the more some idiots will come along and touch it and kill themselves,” I say, shaking my head. 

      The last thing I need is another Brakan thinking it was something else. Though I am worried about that voice that we presume he heard in his head, telling him what to do. Was that the Portal and the Demons, or just that he was delusional?

      “Bridget, your ability to zip from location to location. Can you take people with you?” I ask her, thinking of the walk to the Portal. 

      “No,” she says with a sigh at having to say no to me. “I can take objects, but not living things.”

      “So, it has limits,” I tell her, nodding in understanding. “I wish it was a spell I could do. Too bad there’s no English phrase to let me do that.”

      “Yes. The main issue is the point of reference,” Bridget explains. “You need to know exactly where you want to go. For me, it’s a computational thing. So I am able to do it. It must be one of those things that your God gave me.”

      “Shall we head to the Portal?” Leeha says, coming up next to me and putting a hand on my back in comfort. 

      She knows I don’t want to do this since I have no clue what will happen. I already told her that once I start, her, Sara, Leo, and Tommy are to move very far away. I had told them I wanted them miles from here, but she said she wanted to be close in case I needed her. Like, say if something happened to Bridget. 

      Nodding at Leeha, I tell her, “Yeah. Let’s get this over and done with.” There isn’t too much enthusiasm in my tone. 

      “If you feel this nervous about destroying the Portal, why are you doing it?” Sara asks me. I look over, and she has a look on her face I can’t fathom.

      “Because I don’t want anyone like you to ever again be forced into it. And then there is the fact that I seem to be the only one who can stop this Horde of Demons invading Boromour.”

      Sara comes up to me and hugs me around the waist, not taking her gaze from mine. Then this beautiful catgirl, with her white fur and dark hair, smiles up at me and says, “Thank you again for saving me, but also for doing this.”

      I bend down and kiss her softly on the lips, wrapping my own arms around her, but don’t say anything. I look at the two young boys with me, men I guess on this world, and they are staring at me with open nervousness. I had explained to them what was going on, and they were shocked that what Brakan had been doing was sending people to their deaths against a defensive system. Though I had to explain to them both what a defensive system was. Once I did, the horror on their faces was enough to make me know they understood. 

      Taking stock of the tent that I now own, I make sure everything is in order. We had banked the fire so it would not spread, and we also made sure the tent’s overhead vent was open to allow smoke to pass outside. I unwrap my arms from around Sara and head towards the exit, with everyone following behind me. Once we get outside, we close the tent’s flap and head up the beach towards the slaver’s camp and the Portal. It takes us about ten minutes of walking to get there. 

      We pass the spot where the tent I now own had originally sat, and there is just a flat spot. Not even furniture. The trick that Bridget had done had also brought the damn bed. Not that it’s big enough for me and three women. I will need to figure out how to get a bigger bed, since I know now that it can travel in my bag. 

      Shortly after, we come to the Portal. It’s still an imposing sight. Large and black, and I can feel a slight hum in the air. Wait, a hum?

      “Was that hum always there?” I ask the group.

      “Hmm. No, that’s new,” Leeha says with a nervous look, 

      “I never heard it, but maybe I wasn’t close enough to it in the cages where I was being held,” Sara says, pointing away from the Portal to the other end of the camp where the wooden cages were. 

      “No, that’s new,” Bridget says, “And it’s a little disconcerting.”

      “How so?” I ask her with my own worried frown.

      “If this is new, that means something with the Portal might be changing.” 

      “Shit,” I say with passion. “You think it’s about to activate?”

      “I have no clue, but I think we need to do this now. Like right now,” Bridget says, looking at the Portal nervously.

      “You heard the woman,” I say, looking at Leeha, Sara, Leo, and Tommy. “Scram. As far as you can go. I would say get to the end of the beach, just past the cages. You can still see us from there, but I hope that’s far enough away from any kind of backlash or anything else that happens,” I tell them. 

      “I still think I should be closer,” Leeha begins, but I walk up to her and wrap my arms around her, looking into her eyes. 

      “Leeha, love. I don’t want you to get hurt. If I get hurt, Bridget can heal me. But if you get hurt, and I get hurt, I can’t heal you if I am out cold,” I tell her softly.

      “I hate this!” she says with heat in her voice. 

      “I know,” I tell her. “But it needs to be done, or this world will have that Horde to deal with again, and how many more races do you think will die off?”

      “I still hate it. I didn’t say I didn’t understand,” she says angrily, but then her face softens, and she places her forehead against my chest. “I’m sorry. I feel useless!” 

      I kiss the top of her head. “I know. Now, let me get this over and done with so we can move on with our lives, shall we?”

      Leeha looks up at me and gazes into my eyes deeply. “You’d better not die, Alex. Or I swear to Gods I will find that God of yours and make him bring you back so I can kick your ass.”

      “Deal,” I tell her with a smile, but my heart feels lighter for her having said that. That, to me, is a testament to the love that she has for me. That she would threaten my God, which is also technically hers. Although because his Angels in this world were given power by him, they acted as the Gods for Boromour. 

      Leeha moves off, and Sara replaces her in my arms. “I know I am the new girl, as they say, but don’t you die. I just found someone who I like, and if I have to, I will follow Leeha and bring your God back as well.”

      I bend down and kiss her too. She might be the new girl, but she has become a good fit for our group. Once I’m done with the kiss, I walk up to Leo and Tommy, who are looking at me nervously. I put a hand on each of their shoulders and squeeze slightly.

      “If I don’t come back,” I say quietly enough so only they can hear, even with Leeha’s Elven hearing. “Stay with Leeha. She will keep training you. I simply ask that you stop treating all the other races as monsters, but treat them the way you would want to be treated.”

      Tommy looks at Leo, who nods to him. “We promise, Alex. What you have done, Hells, what you are doing, for Leo and me is something we never expected. You have, in less than a week, taught us more than most students would learn in five years with the Mages Society. As for treating other races with respect, I see how they are. We have always been told they were monsters, dumb and ignorant. The more I talk to Sara and Leeha, the more I think we humans are the ignorant ones. I promise.”

      “Also, Tommy said that he wants to find himself a catgirl wife one day,” Leo says with a grin.

      “Hey, that was a secret!” Tommy whispers in anger, glaring at him. “Just like when you said you wanted to see what the other monster races out there were like before you found a wife!”

      “Boys,” I say with a laugh, interrupting them before they start to argue. “I am glad to hear that. Truly. It means that you do not have the bias that others have. And if I had let a bias such as that stop me, I would never have met Leeha. Now, go with Leeha and Sara and make sure you are all safe.”

      Suddenly Leo rushes up and hugs me around the waist, and so does Tommy. It’s a quick one, and them being boys, they blush, but they nod to me and head towards the girls, who are waiting a short distance away to give us privacy. Leeha raises her eyebrow at that little show of emotion from the two boys, and I just smile at her and shrug my shoulders.

      Once it’s just Bridget and me, she comes up to me and asks, “So, you know this might hurt, right?”

      “I know,” I say with an exhale. “But frankly, I can’t let it slide any longer. I do this now, or how long will I be fighting Demons for?”

      “There is that,” she nods in understanding. “I just want you to go into this knowing that there is a chance that we both might die.”

      “I realize that,” I tell her, bringing her into a hug. “And while I hate the thought of losing you, Leeha, and as much as she is new to our little group, Sara, I can’t be responsible for allowing the Demon Horde to come here and destroy who knows how many thousands of people.”

      “If would most likely be in the millions,” Bridget says softly.

      “Which is even more of an incentive to do this,” I tell her. “So, do you think using that much power will open my Chakras?” I ask her worriedly. The last thing I need is for something else to explode and not have Bridget be there to heal me. Like my stomach, or God, my nuts! I mean, one of the Chakras is right where my testicles are!

      “No, the way I will be taking your power is not the same way I would be taking it for a spell. It will be more like I will be draining power out of you. Think of it like when you touched Leeha and you were able to absorb her energy. I will be doing the same thing, but simply at a faster rate. And I’ll be monitoring you, so I don’t draw it all. Actually, I would be surprised if I needed to use it all to overload that Portal. What are you at now?”

      I think about that, and suddenly I get a notification of my power.

      Power Remaining: 986,000 /995,000

      Divine Energy Remaining: 5,000/5,000

      “So, it looks like I gained 7,000 points of power back. I am at 986,000. And the same Divine Energy, at 5,000,” I tell her. 

      “Yes, then I would say we should be good,” Bridget says, but there is uncertainty in her voice. I mean, she hasn’t done this before, any more than I have. I squeeze her one final time.

      “We will get this done,” I tell her. “Even if it kills us. We aren’t the important ones here this time.”

      “I know,” Bridget says, putting her head against my chest and sighing heavily. “Like the girls, I don’t want to lose you either, but I also have to admit, I love being alive like this.” 

      “And I want to be with you a lot longer,” I reply, bending down and kissing her passionately. 

      Once we break apart, I look down at my red-headed Elf and can’t help but smile fondly at her. She might have been created as an Elemental by my God, but to me, she is just as much her own person, with her own personality, as Leeha and Sara. 

      I glance at the imposing Portal and glare at it. This thing is about to possibly take something away from me, and I am not happy about it. But me being the responsible dickhead that I am, I can’t just walk away from it and go hide in some corner of the world. Because deep down I know that the Demons will find that corner. I unwrap my hands from Bridget.

      “Let’s get this done,” I tell her, and my voice is hard. 

      She grabs my hand and squeezes it, and her voice is just as hard as mine as she says, “Let’s take this thing down.”
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      “Remember,” Bridget warns me as we walk up to the Portal. “Don’t touch it.”

      Nodding at her warning, I ask, “So, how are we going to do this? You touch it, and then I touch you?”

      “Pretty much. I will place both my hands on the Portal, and you will place both your hands on my back. Though I will need to be naked for this, as you need to be touching my skin directly. And Alex? No matter what my body does, do not remove your hands. I need that connection to stay constant. All right?”

      “Your body will change?” I ask her worriedly.

      “I am an Elemental. I might end up changing to my different forms multiple times. But know that because I am of you, you will not be harmed by it. Even if your animalist brain yells that you will be.”

      “Got it. So always make sure I am touching you, no matter what I see under my hands.”

      “Let’s get started then,” Bridget says, kneeling on both knees in front of the Portal. Her tone is confident, but I can see the frown lines on her forehead. The hum from the Portal is more distinctive now, since we are so much closer to it. I have to admit, I might have sounded brave to Leeha, Sara, and the boys, but deep down, I am scared shitless now. I don’t mean of dying. But of the pain, of not knowing what is going to happen, of losing the most amazing women I have never had the pleasure to have in my life.

      Bridget looks at me and takes a deep breath, and suddenly she is naked. She places her hands on her hips. “Remember, put your hands on my back as soon as I place mine on the Portal. Let me know when you are ready.”

      I nod and kneel as she is kneeling, but behind her. I take a deep breath and then almost hesitantly, I say, “Go.”

      Bridget nods, turns around, and places both her hands on the Portal, and her body stiffens. I look at her nervously for a second before my brain screams out what she said, and I place both of my hands flat on the naked flesh on her back.

      I expected pain, but what I did not expect was the sheer intensity of electrical power flowing into me. All my muscles lock into immobility. Even if I had wanted to back off from Bridget, I wouldn’t have been able to.

      You are being drained of power. Time until you are fully drained. 00:00:20:00.

      Feeling my face move into a grimace of pain, I look at the time and think to myself, there is no fucking way I can deal with this for twenty minutes!

      “Alex,” Bridget’s voice comes over our connection, but it’s faint, and I can hear her pain coming through it. “I just saw the timer. You need to stay with me.”

      Shit, the pain I can hear in her voice reminds me that if this is what I am feeling, what the fuck is she feeling? And here I was about to give up? Gritting down as much as I can with my muscles locked, I answer her.

      “Do what you need to, Bridget. I am here.”

      “Thank you,” she says, gratitude in her voice.

      “Is it that bad for you?” I ask her.

      “No,” she says, and I can tell she is lying to me, but I decide to ignore it.

      If she wants to make it seem like it’s not that bad, I won’t deny her that. I decide to play along with her.

      “Yeah. It’s not as bad as I thought,” I reply.

      “Thanks, Alex,” she says again, and there is a smile in her tone.

      “Now what? We wait the 20 minutes?” I inquire.

      “No, this is just the start,” she says nervously. “As soon as I touched the Portal, I knew what needed to be done. I need to take your power and run it between you and me. This is where it might hurt slightly more. I need to create a loop between you and me, changing your power’s intensity. I will be running it through your four open Chakras, increasing its power exponentially as it flows through it.”

      “How much more painful?” I ask her, concerned now. I always hated pain. I was the typical guy who used to get man colds. I hated getting sick. I hated pain even more.

      “Sorry, Alex,” Bridget says instead of answering.

      Then, without warning, I feel pain so intense I didn’t even know it existed. The locking of my muscles was nothing compared to this. The pain is so far off the scales that I should be passing out from it, but somehow I am still lucid. I hear a scream, and it takes me a bit to notice that it’s coming from me. It’s such a high-pitched curdling scream that I thought it was coming from something or someone else. Nope, it was from me.

      Somehow, I can feel the power going between Bridget and myself, and then going through my Chakras. Each time that energy flows through one of the Chakras, it comes out more powerful, but in order to come out, it smashes right through it. Think of squeezing yourself into a room through a small door, but then getting bigger and still having to exit through that same door, so you slam through it, breaking some of the doorframe in the process. But you’re not the one squeezing through and breaking things. You’re the door and can feel pain.

      Each time the power does that, I flinch in pain, causing my scream to change pitch. Somehow, with another part of my brain, I can also hear the Portal’s hum shift in pitch. It’s almost like it’s trying to imitate my screams, since it’s changed from a hum to a high-pitched squeal.

      Through tear-filled eyes, which are locked open, I can see that the Portal is somehow shifting in and out. Almost as if it’s trying to escape from the pain we are feeling by phasing, or trying to. Somehow I know that Bridget is the one that is keeping it here in this plane of existence. It knows-and how I know this, I have no clue-it’s being destroyed, so it’s trying to escape.

      Then, the Portal begins to fight back, throwing what it can at us. Actually, throwing it at Bridget, who suddenly changes from her Elven form to her Fire Elemental form. My brain screams fire! On an instinctive level, it wants to pull its hands back from being burned, but thank God I am stuck fast with locked muscles, or I am sure I would have pulled back. And of course, my hands on Bridget’s Fire Elemental naked back don’t burn. She was right! Since Bridget is a part of me, I am not burning.

      The Portal is throwing energy at Bridget, and I can see that it’s causing her damage. Remembering that she can heal me, I wonder if I can do the same for her? Although, I need power for it, and I don’t want to take away from her. What about my Divine Energy? I figure with a name like Divine, healing would be one thing I could do with it? I mean, I have two spells I can use, one is Divine Barrier, and the other is Divine Retribution. Maybe the Divine Barrier? It’s supposed to put a barrier around me or my target that protects us from full damage? What do I have to lose?

      I think, cast Divine Barrier.

      You have cast the Divine Spell Divine Barrier. You have used 100 points of Divine Energy.

      Suddenly a yellow glow appears around Bridget’s and my own body. I know this, as I can see it around my arms and around Bridget’s body under my hands. Even in her Fire Elemental body. Seconds later, her body is back to her Elvish form.

      “What did you do?” Bridget asks me, panting through our connection.

      “I cast the spell Divine Barrier,” I tell her, grateful that it did something.

      “Damn! I never thought of that. That spell is perfect. It reduced the amount of damage that the Portal is trying to do to me. By quite a significant amount.”

      “It’s only for ten seconds, though,” I tell her hurriedly.

      “That’s all I need. It was trying to distract me. Hold on,” Bridget says with a triumphant cry.

      Then, again without warning, the pain in my body increases threefold, and I can feel the power flowing through me and my Chakras increase in speed by a factor of ten. This time it’s happening so fast that instead of the pain being a steady tick as it smashes through that little door in my Chakra, it’s constant now. I can also hear that the hum in the air from the Portal is now a full-on high-pitched squeal.

      Suddenly, I feel the surrounding ground shake as if an earthquake is happening. At first, I think I’m just imagining it in my pain-induced mind. But that thought vanishes when in my peripheral vision, I see the tents start to collapse in on themselves, shaking so hard they fall from their poles. It’s a good thing we were already kneeling, as if we hadn’t been, we would have fallen on our asses.

      The power inside me, where before it was hundreds of different balls of energy, as if in a chain, starts to merge, one by one, causing even more pain as it goes through my Chakras. I am, at this point, astonished that they haven’t broken my Chakras. With the intense way they have been slamming through them, I figured by now they would be nothing but ruined husks.

      But then something odd happens. The power changes, elongates, and becomes a fine, bright power bar that flows easily through the doorways in my Chakras. But that isn’t even the odd thing. It’s the fact that it starts picking up speed. A lot of damn speed. Without that interference the power was getting before when it didn’t fit through the door of my Chakras, it flows smoothly through now and picks up momentum each time it passes through.

      It’s now so fast, it’s a blur. The pain has not lessened, but the extra added pain each time it slammed through my Chakras is gone. As I look down at my hands that are still on Bridget’s back, I notice we are starting to glow. A white glow that is getting brighter and brighter. Shit! I can’t close my eyes! I can tell it’s starting to hurt my eyes, as I can feel the extra pain coming from there now. I try to blink it out, but it’s no use. I can’t even blink. It feels like the glow of our bodies is getting to be much brighter than looking directly into the sun.

      Without warning, a flash of pain hits my eyes, and everything goes dark. I mean dark like being underground dark, but I can still see the bar of power going through my body, through my Chakras. And I can see the glow of Bridget’s body. Great. Just fucking great. I’m blind now. I am tempted to open my Third Eye Chakra, but because the light bar is going through it, I am almost afraid to try.

      “I’m blind,” I tell Bridget.

      “I’m sorry, Alex,” Bridget says, distracted. “But we are almost there! I can feel the power getting strong enough to punch through its defenses. I am sorry I took so much, though,” she says with embarrassment.

      “You took what you needed,” I tell her, not upset in the least. Not about this.

      Wondering how much she took, I bring up my power window.

      Power Remaining: 86,000 /995,000

      Divine Energy Remaining: 4,900/5,000

      Holy shit on a stick! Bridget took 900,000 of my power? No wonder this is so painful! That’s going to be a lot of power to regenerate, even with what seems like my crazy power regeneration rates. 

      Then, Bridget cries out loud, not through our connection, “Yes!”

      Suddenly, there is a loud cracking noise that sounds like the Earth, or in this case, Boromour, is breaking in half. The sound wave is so powerful that it ends up throwing me and Bridget like we are rag dolls. It reminds me of an explosion of C4 that I once saw on a video online, where someone had wrapped a Ken doll around the device. I honestly hope I will fare better than it did. I feel something hit my back, followed by a sharp pain, and then numbness. Before I pass out from this additional pain, I have enough time to sense that what my back had slammed into was one of the tent poles; a very thick one that had stayed upright even in the earthquake. Then, blessed relief as everything turns black.
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      My eyes are closed, and I can feel the sun on my face. No, wait. I’m blind. I remember now that the light inside Bridget and myself had shined so bright that it burned my eyes out. I’d better keep them closed. Odd that I don’t feel any pain. For that matter, I expected to be lying on my back, but I feel myself sitting in a chair. Then, I get a whiff of something familiar. Is that pipe tobacco?

      “You can open your eyes,” says a deep, grumpy voice to my left.

      My eyes fly open in shock. Not that it’s a male voice, but at who it is. I look over, and across from the table that’s between us is none other than God. I glance around quickly and see we are at the lake again. Not the Lake of Ruins, but the lake on Earth! We are at his cabin.

      God takes his pipe out of his mouth and points the mouthpiece at me angrily. “I don’t know what I am more pissed at you about. You dying, or ruining my plans,” he harrumphs.

      “So I died, did I?” I say sadly.

      I guess it was too good too last and too good to be true. The dream of being with three beautiful women and having magical powers, plus a pretty amazing body. But you know, as much as I regret dying, if it’s my time again, it’s my time. I had a good run.

      “Is Boromour safe from this Horde of yours?”

      “Yes,” God says with a growl, shaking his head.

      “Then, I’m good,” I tell him, but there is sadness in my tone. “I am just glad that the girls will be safe. Though, I guess that would only be Sara and Leeha. Since I died, Bridget would have as well. Do Elementals have souls?” I ask God.

      “No, they do not,” he says, looking away from me and staring at the lake, before placing his pipe back into his mouth and puffing on it hard, causing a cloud to surround him.

      “What changed?” I ask him. “Why were you sending the Horde of Demons, to Boromour?”

      God looks back at me, and that piercing gaze he once used on me is still there, but it’s not as powerful. I don’t feel like I’m going to shit my pants.

      “What happened was four galaxies died, and the number of souls that went to Hell worlds was more than I expected.”

      I look at him with some confusion. I know he said that the Hell worlds were getting full, but what does that have to do with the Horde invasion?

      “Are you saying that it’s so full you had to send Demons to die? But why send them to Boromour?” I ask him, slowly trying to piece it together.

      “Alex. I’m God. I like you, but I am not your friend. Know this. I will do what I need to do to keep a balance. And if it means killing millions of people in a world to send them to Heaven, I will do so, especially if it also means killing tons of Demons in the process and freeing those Hell Worlds.”

      Damn, I guess it makes sense. God isn’t there for me. He is there for his own reasons. And I guess the job on his hands is kind of intense. Could I, without guilt, do what he did? No. I couldn’t. I won’t delude myself. But, at least my death made Boromour safer.

      “I want to say that I’m sorry I ruined your plans,” I start, “but I would be lying if I did. The humans on Boromour are asses, but I am glad to know that Leeha and Sara, and even Leo and Tommy, are safe. And if I am dead, I thank you for bringing me here to Earth one more time before I go to what I assume is a Hell world,” I tell God with a smile of acceptance.

      “You know I should hold you responsible for this,” God grates at me, slapping the table between us.

      “I won’t say I’m sorry,” I repeat.

      “You going to stick to that?” God asks me, staring at me with beady eyes in his old and wrinkled face, the pipe sitting on one side of his mouth.

      I am usually the kind of person who says yes right away, to be cocky about it, but I think it through this time. Do I feel bad that I ruined his plans for the Hell worlds? I didn’t know about it, so I can’t be held responsible for something I was not aware of. No, I do not feel bad. Will I take responsibility for what happened to Boromour, and the fact that it was saved from a Horde of Demons? Oh, Hell yes, I will. I am just happy to know that my death made it safer for Leeha and Sara and the boys and the rest of the races on Boromour. Even those racist fucks.

      I hope that Leo and Tommy are the start of something. They will be powerful one day, and I hope they do start a revolution with the help of Leeha and Sara.

      “Yes. I will. I am ready for the Hell world I am meant for. I never got enough of the Blessed Tokens,” I tell him, but there is a sad smile on my face.

      “You know you were doing really well on Boromour,” God says, changing the subject. “Especially with those girls of yours.”

      “I know,” I tell him, blinking to keep the tears from flowing at the mention of the girls. Thinking about it was one thing, but hearing it from someone else was harder to take than I expected.

      God gets up and stands at the end of his porch. I still can’t get over how short he is. He doesn’t say anything, but simply puffs his pipe. What he is thinking or looking at, I have no clue.

      He finally turns to me with a scowl on his face. “You didn’t die,” he says, taking the pipe out of his mouth.

      I stare at him uncomprehendingly without saying anything, and he sighs and waves his free hand towards me.

      Congratulations, you have finished the Quest Defeat the Portal to Hell.

      You have gained the maximum Blessed Tokens: 178

      You have received 178 Heavenly Tokens.

      Heavenly Tokens: 200 of 200

      Congratulations, you have received a new Class: Angel

      Angel

      Ability: You cannot die. You will resurrect within 1 hour of dying, next to your body or at a spot of your choice. (Note: Pain is still a thing)

      You are currently limited to one revive spot: Boromour.

      You have gained a new Divine Spell, Resurrection.

      Spell: Resurrection

      Allows you to resurrect one member of your circle.

      You are limited to members of your circle only: Partners.

      Spell cost: 1000 Divine Energy.

      After all the messages slowly fade away, I look at God in astonishment.

      “I’m an Angel?” I say to him in disbelief.

      “Well, only a level one,” he says with a grin. “Don’t get an enormous head on your shoulders. The ones who are playing God for me on Boromour are level 200. You are the lowest level Angel currently on my staff within the universe. Adelia will be thrilled to know she isn’t the lowest anymore. She is level 45. And don’t think I don’t know about that meeting you had with Peter. I will be talking to him. That Angel is a pain in my arse,” God says, but there is a smile on his face, which tells me Peter will be just fine.

      “Now what?” I ask him, still somewhat stunned. Me? An Angel? I mean, level one, but an Angel nonetheless! What does that even mean?

      God comes back to his Adirondack chair and sits down, and suddenly there is a Coors Light in his hands, and one next to me on the table. I look at it with a raised eyebrow.

      “Cheers,” he says with a grin, lifting the beer up.

      “For what?” I ask him, grabbing the beer, but not raising it just yet.

      “Well, since you stopped the Horde from going to Boromour, I still have a colossal problem. I have lots of Demons that need to die off, or I will have a problem with the Hell worlds. So I need your help to figure out a way to reduce their numbers. That’s your first job as an Angel, level one,” God says and takes a sip of his beer, making a satisfied lip-smacking sound.

      I sit back in my own chair and think, how the hell does he expect me to do that? If he wants to take the humans from Boromour to fight off the Demons, I am all for that, I think with my beer halfway to my mouth, and then suddenly I pause as an idea hits me.

      “No way!” I say out loud.

      “What?” God asks me curiously.

      I turn to him slowly, and there is a shit-eating grin on my face. “I need your approval for this,” I tell him excitedly. Truthfully, with what I want to do, I will need all the help I can get.

      He tilts his head sideways as he tries to figure out my plan. After a good two minutes of staring, he finally shakes his head and says begrudgingly, “What’s your plan?”

      “Demon Dungeons,” I say, and then I don’t say anything else as I take a quick sip of my Coors. Damn, it’s even cold!

      God looks at me blankly at first, the gears shifting in his brain, but then he barks in laughter. “You think I should allow the races on Boromour access to gaining these Blessed Tokens by killing Demons?”

      Nodding quickly, I spend the next hour talking to him about the plan, with him holding up his hand every once in a while when he says he has to do research on game systems on Earth. Eventually, he has a big grin on his face, and he claps his hands excitedly.

      “Alex, if this works, do you know I might be able to open this up to other worlds! I never even thought of this! A Dungeon of Demons where the deeper you go, the more Blessed Tokens you get. I am still not sure I like the idea of having a race of people stronger than others, though,” he says with a grimace.

      “Listen,” I tell him. “If this works, it will be an opportunity for the other races to build their strength. And right now, on Boromour, the monster races will have a big incentive to do that. Although something tells me that the humans will not want to be left behind, but I have my own plans for the humans on Boromour, to change the way they view the other races.

      “Oh?” God says, with some interest.

      “I intend to make it so that each group that goes into the Dungeons needs to be made of five members. And they all need to be a unique race,” I tell him with a grin. “I need you to do a world announcement thing, I want you to add that information.”

      He looks at me for a second before breaking out in laughter, so much so that he ends up coughing and trying to catch his breath. “Oh, Alex! That is priceless! The humans on Boromour won’t have a choice but to get on board with the other races if they want to go into the Dungeon. Nowhere did you say that one of the races needs to be human! And there are more than five races on Boromour!”

      “Exactly!” I say with a grin. “If they don’t play nice with the other races, they will be left behind,” I say that last part with a grin.

      “Good,” God says, putting a hand on my arm. “It’s time.”

      “Time?” I ask him.

      “To go back. You’re about to revive. Give me a week to get this going. I need to tweak some items. Alex, this has been the most fun I have had in ages! Oh, I cannot wait for this!”

      “Wait! Are you about to throw me!?!” I ask as he grabs my arm, but too late, as I am already flying towards a black Portal that suddenly popped up just off his porch, and I slam into it painfully, once again.
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      Seconds later, I am back in my body, and I feel residual pain from what I put my body through earlier.

      “Alex!” screams Leeha in relief.

      I turn, and suddenly I have not one but four bodies crashing into me. Sara, Leeha, Leo, and Tommy are piling on top of me, hugging me for all it’s worth.

      “I tried to explain to them you weren’t dead!” I hear Bridget’s voice from above my head.

      “You were here?” I ask her, surprised.

      “Yes. Your God sent me back here to explain that you would be back,” Bridget says with a scowl. “He might be your God, but damn, he is cranky!”

      “Yeah, he is,” I tell her with a laugh, with a still crying foursome on top of me. “All right, folks! I’m not dead! But if you don’t get off me soon, I’ll stop breathing.”

      “No, you won’t,” Bridget says, but she is laughing. I don’t say anything but stick my tongue out at her instead.

      “Alex, we thought we lost you,” Leeha says, tears in her eyes. I look over, and Sara has them as well, as do Tommy and Leo, and they aren’t being shy about it.

      “Well, I’m good. Though we have a lot of work to do,” I tell them as we slowly untangle.

      “Work?” Tommy asks me, with a hiccup from crying. I see that his and Leo’s eyes are red-rimmed.

      “Yup,” I say with a grin. “This world is about to change very dramatically, and for that to happen, I need us all to be more powerful. Especially you two,” I tell Leo and Tommy, looking at them for dramatic effect. “We are about to turn this world on its ass, and you two, as humans, will be showing the world you can hunt with other races and become powerful.”

      Suddenly my stomach growls very loudly. “But first, I need food. Let’s head back,” I say, putting a hand around Sara and Leeha and squeezing them into me. “We have a ton to plan.”
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      I am an older-than-dirt gamer. I started gaming when old school BBS' were a thing, playing Pit Fighter and Trade Wars. I remember buying my first PC when I was 14 years old; it was a RadioShack Tandy PC. Paid a ton for it.
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      I hated working the night shift. The time I spent working my night shifts was mostly coding away on things that most of the day staff hated doing. But at least it kept me with a job. And honestly, I’m good at it. Few loved to dig deep into the code that the ‘programmers’ updated every week. Working as their bug reporter/finder sucks at times. It’s almost like they didn’t care and hoped I would catch it all. They were sloppy as shit. I had been working on this last line of code for the past four hours, trying to find the error in it. Sighing again at the unfairness of it all, I grab my coffee and take a sip. Shit, it got cold again.

      Getting up from my chair with my mug, I head to the table behind my desk where we keep the microwave, and warm up my coffee for thirty seconds. Waiting for it, I think back to my meeting earlier today before my shift ended at 8 a.m. The manager of the company came in early just to have that meeting with me. It was supposed to be a meeting for the job opening as a daytime programmer that I applied for last week, when one of our programmers took a job offer with a big tech firm. That left an opening. I had been working for this company now for the last ten years and figured I had it in the bag. I was their top debugger and thought I could finally move on up the chain within the company.

      Well, they proved me otherwise. I had studied the company system at home for the last couple of days. I knew the system inside and out. I know our goal, our product. Better than any other person, I felt. But all that got destroyed within five minutes of the interview. My manager said I was too precious to lose as a debugger on the night shift. Fucking asshole. He went on and on about how good I was. How I fixed so many bugs and saved the company so much money for their clients.

      The microwave goes off, so I open the door and grab the now hot cup of coffee. I should learn to drink the shit while it’s hot instead of forgetting about it while coding. Sitting back down, I look at the line of code on my desk. Instead of working on it like I should, I rub my eyes. Seriously, I need a break. I should do a small run around the building. Usually, when I find I am stressed, taking a run around the building of our campus calms me down. And honestly, that interview is still pissing me off, the manager is pissing me off, and this line of code is pissing me off. Just then, my phone goes off, telling me I have a text message. Must be my manager checking up on me again. Swiping the smartphone open, I see a number I don’t recognize. Who the heck is this? Opening the messaging app and going to the chat, I start to read the message.

      You don’t know me, but you need to leave the building you are in right now. Your life is in danger! You need to go as far as you can from there. Seriously, someone is on the way to kill you, Brandon. Please, you need to listen.

      Staring at it, I think, what the fuck is this Shit? God damn telemarketers are getting bad. What’s next? They’ll tell me that to call them off, I need to send them my credit card number? Blocking the number, I stare back at the code on my computer screen and decide I really need a break. It’s 3 a,m., and it’s close enough to my one-hour lunch break. I usually just sit in the lunchroom on the couch and catch up on some reading, but today I think I need that run, because now I am adding telemarketers to the things that piss me off tonight.

      Heading out of the office of four desks that I work in with other coders, I walk towards the elevators that will take me to the main floor and the men’s locker room to change. My coworkers find it odd that I run. Most coders are not anything like me. I don’t look like a typical coder, though I wish I did, if it would stop women from hitting on me at work. Being a geek and being 6 foot 4, slim with an athletic build, doesn’t help. I also have blond shoulder-length hair. I’m not trying to impress anyone, I just don’t want to waste time cutting it. It’s not that I don’t want to date, I just haven’t found the right woman. Period. I dated on and off after college, but at 32 now, I don’t think I will find my ideal partner. Most women are just so damn shallow.

      Walking by the security desk, I wave to the guard who is there. Not sure why we have security out here in the middle of nowhere. Not like our company has any secrets to hide or protect. Going down the hall towards the back of the building, I enter the door that says Men’s Locker Room and go to my locker. Good old #3. It’s been my locker since I first started working here ten years ago. In fact, I think my anniversary for my 11th year is coming up next month.

      Getting out my running pants, runners and t-shirt, I change into those from my everyday work clothes, which are jogging pants, some kind of geek t-shirt, (today it says ‘Dune’ on it), and runners. But they are different ones. These are for running. Those are for working. Coworkers honestly don’t understand. Why would I run in my work clothes and sweat and wear the same thing again? Putting my hair into a ponytail, I shake my head, close my locker and head back out. Since I am near the back of the building, I go out that way.

      Once I am outside, I breathe in the Florida air. It’s hot tonight. I would say close to 80F. Tomorrow will be a scorcher. Christ, I hate June weather. At least running at night, the humidity isn’t as bad. Crap, I forgot my damn phone and earbuds upstairs. Fucksakes! See what happens when you get distracted, Brandon? Screw it. I don’t feel like going back up. At least I didn’t forget my ID lanyard and get locked out. Again. Shrugging, I slowly stretch as I walk towards the side of the building. Once I turn the corner, I start to pick up my pace from a walk to a jog.

      Just as I am about to hit the front of the building to run down the 5 miles of the street to the major road, I hear a screeching of tires. What the fuck is going on, I think to myself. Heading past the building and looking at the front entrance, I see a black SUV with two enormous men in black combat fatigues come out of the car. They are tall; about my height, but wide where I am not. These guys look like fucking linebackers. But what stops me in my tracks is the fact that they are carrying weapons in their hands. Handguns. They must hear me since I am only about 100 yards away from them. They turn towards me, and one of them holds up a smartphone, looks down, and looks back up.

      “That’s him, grab him!” I hear the driver yell to his partner.

      What the fuck do they mean I am him? OK, I don’t care who the fuck you are, but if you see someone that looks like these guys holding up guns and saying, “That’s him, let’s grab him!”, you will not stick around. Turning on my heels, I head towards the back of the building. I do not know who they are or what they want; all I know is I don’t know them. Good enough for me. Just as I am going around the corner of the building, I hear a loud gunshot. In front of me, the wall of the building shatters in a shower of cement, exploding from an impact point.

      Holy fuck, are they shooting at me?. Why the fuck are they shooting at me?!? Hearing them running behind me, the fear I feel gives me a burst of speed that sends me around the corner before I hear the next gunshot. Shit, I need to get into the damn woods and hide! This is fucking nuts. Who are these assholes? Are they cops, and they got the wrong guy? Running as fast as I have ever run before, I head towards the back of the building and the treeline. It’s dark back there, so maybe I can hide from them.

      I make it to the tree line. Suddenly there are more gunshots, and the surrounding trees explode with bullets. Thinking about what I always see people do in army movies, I zigzag left and right, hoping they don’t hit me. For the next couple of minutes, I try to escape these fucking crazy men. What the hell! After a while, I finally hear nothing, so I stop and hunker down to catch my breath. I am not sure how far I am from the back of the building. We are in a private area, and I know behind us is just forest and swamp for miles and miles. Breathing slowly and deeply, I try to catch my breath, but my heart is still racing, and I am sure it isn’t from the running.

      Then to my left and behind me, I hear them. They are trying to be quiet, but I can hear them easily. They aren’t even breathing hard. Goddammit. They look like linebackers. They should at least be winded! Getting up again, I run forward, and this time I head away from them, trying to see if I can circle towards the building. Maybe if I can get to the building security guard, he can call the cops to find out what is going on, and maybe tell Thug-One and Thug-Two to leave me alone.

      “He’s heading back towards the building!” one thug screams.

      What the hell! How did he hear me? I was quiet! I might be a nerd, but my parents, before their deaths, used to take me camping all the time, and Dad used to show me how to run quietly in the woods. Slowing down, I head away from the building again, but going slower also means I am quieter.

      “Shit, I lost him. I can’t hear him anymore!” the same thug yells out to his partner.

      “What do you mean you can’t hear him? Use your fucking ears. It’s what we pay you for!” thug two screams at him.

      “I am using my fucking ears! I don’t know how he is doing it, but I can’t hear him,” he screams back at his partner.

      Even though they had stopped so they could yell at each other, I haven’t. I keep heading away from the two of them. Once I am sure that I am far enough away so that they don’t hear me, I run faster, and I circle back towards the building. After about fifteen minutes, according to my watch, I slow down and walk instead. About five minutes later, I see the lights from the building in front of me. Good, finally, I can get into the building and ask the security guard to call the cops.

      When I’m just about two feet from the treeline, a sleek black shape comes out of nowhere and grabs me and throws me hard onto the ground. A hand goes over my mouth to stop the scream I am about to let go. I try to struggle, but holy shit, this person is strong! I can’t even move. They’re lying on top of me, my stomach pushing into the dirt. The person has their arm around my throat, and their other hand is covering my mouth. There is just enough pressure to send me a message to stop struggling, or they will choke me. I stop fighting, and the pressure eases off slightly. Then I feel them lean down towards my ear, and so softly I can barely hear it, a very female voice says, “Do not move and keep silent, or we are both dead.”

      What the fuck is going on here, I think to myself. I have two thugs shooting at me for a reason I do not understand. And now I have this ninja lady who came out of nowhere, put me to the ground like I was a five-year-old kid. From the chokehold, I can tell she is strong. Much stronger than me, and I’m not a pushover. I might be a geek and a coder, but I still go to the gym regularly and run daily. Only because, as my dad said, I would never know when a situation would come up where I would need to run. He used to joke that he was getting me ready for the Zombie Apocalypse. That was another reason he showed me survival skills, and things like what I was doing earlier, running quietly in the woods.

      A noise to my left brings me back to my senses. Closing my eyes, I try to figure out the direction. It’s coming from just slightly in front of me. When I was thrown onto the ground, the ninja lady had turned me away from the building, so that meant the thugs had somehow followed me. How? I was damn quiet, and it’s too dark to track me, even if they had wanted to. You can’t see shit. I try to get up to run again, but the hold around my neck jerks very hard, as if to say, don’t you dare. I nod, yes. I get it, don’t move.

      Slowly the hand moves away from around my mouth, but it’s pressed to the back of my neck. Then slowly, the arm around my neck eases and slips away. I naturally try to get up, but she presses down on my neck. Hard. Jesus, this lady is strong! Instead, I just put my head back down. I hear the thug again, and I can tell he is moving slowly. Trying to be quiet, I assume. But somehow, I can still hear him walking around out there. How is that possible? Even when I was with my dad, my hearing wasn’t that good. Must be the fear making my senses more acute. Hell, I can even smell the sweat off this ninja lady. I can tell she is afraid, but excited. How the fuck do I know what that smells like? The night gets darker, and looking up, I can see that some cloud is now covering the moon. Then the ninja lady does her trick, and she isn’t there with me anymore. Looking around desperately, I can’t see her anywhere.

      Suddenly the thug I heard moves closer and sees me in the dark.

      “Well, well. Finally stopped, have you? Good, my partner should be around soon. But I am taking the kill for this one, not him. I will enjoy the reward for bringing you in dead,” he says with a big evil grin on his face. Lifting his handgun, he aims it at my head.

      Before I even have time to react, there is a snarl, and out of the woods on the side of the thug comes the biggest dog I have ever seen. It snaps its jaws around the man’s throat and bites hard, causing the man’s screams to cut off, and all I see is his blood everywhere as the dog pulls away from the thug. Then hear him gurgle, holding his hands to his throat. After ten seconds, his hands slip away from his throat limply, and he falls over dead.

      There is a gunshot and the dog yelps in pain, but then it’s gone into the woods again. Just then, the thug's partner comes through the trees, handgun pointing at me, and he is pissed.

      “What the fuck have you done to O’Leary?!” he yells at me, like I had something to do with it. “They didn’t tell us you had a fucking dog. At least I shot the little shit. Now it can go die in the woods.”

      Going to his partner, he puts his hand on his neck. I assume to check for a pulse. Not finding anything, he looks through the man’s pockets and grabs the man’s wallet and whatever else he finds there. He then reaches into the man’s shirt, grabs a chain his partner was wearing around his neck, and pulls hard on it, causing the chain to break, and he pockets it. That is just gruesome. All this time, he still has his gun aimed at me. I am so fucking scared. I just sit there, my back against a tree.

      “Sorry, it’s come to this kid, but your parents done fucked up,” he tells me.

      “What the hell is going on here,” I yell at him. “Why have you been shooting at me! You must have the wrong guy. I work as a coder for a company that I am sure doesn’t have any secrets.”

      “Oh, you stupid fuck. I can’t imagine dying without knowing why. But hey, that’s not my issue. I am just following through with the contract. My job was to find your parents and kill them, and then to find you and kill you. But your parents beat us to it, and now the only loose end is you, kid.”

      He comes and squats in front of me, with the barrel of the gun still pointing towards me. He takes a deep breath before he continues.

      “But, since I am about to kill you, I will let you in on a secret. The Organization should have killed you when you were born. Because now we have to deal with all this shit. But hey, I came out of retirement for this. It’s a nice chunk of money,” he says with a smile. “But seriously, kid. No hard feelings, it’s nothing against you, but your heritage.” With that, he lifts the gun and points it to my head.

      I close my eyes since I don’t want to watch my own death. I am so scared, but I am also so angry, so livid at feeling helpless like this. I can feel a well inside me that I never felt before. Something that is telling me to push. Reaching down into this well, it feels like time has stopped. Slowly the forest around me fades away, and I am transported to somewhere else.

      Opening my eyes, I am standing in an ancient ruin. The place is old. I can feel that it’s older than anything we, as humans, have ever found. Turning around, I see an animal sitting on a stone throne. It’s a vague shape, and I can’t tell what it is from here. Slowly, I make my way over to stand in front of it. I was never stupid. I don't know what is in front of me. But I know I need to show it respect. Kneeling down on one knee, I bow my head towards it.

      “Mahna, mi medo,” it says to me. Somehow, I can understand it. “Welcome, my son.”

      “How am I able to understand you? And might I ask who you are and where I am?” I ask the shadow animal.

      “Ah, they do not teach you the language anymore? You humans have changed much these past centuries,” the animal says in a deep, gruff voice.

      Suddenly, in front of me is the biggest wolf I have ever seen in my life! This wolf is about three times as big as any I have ever seen in any zoo, or even on television. It stands as tall as me at the shoulders, and it is sitting down! Its coat is so silver, and so healthy that it glows. But what truly gets me is the size of its paws and its teeth. Shit, I will die here too, I think.

      “No, you shall not die here, little one,” it says, laughing. “You were near death, and you called upon your powers. I am but here to guide you on Earth. As you are the last of us, I shall grant you leave to be who you are. When you leave here, I would suggest you move as fast as you can to the right, or left, whichever takes your fancy. This is wisdom that will help you not die. One day we might meet again little one, but for now, you do not belong here. You are not yet powerful enough.” With that, the wolf howls at me, and at the end of its howl, I feel myself slowly go away from this place, back to my body.

      Shit, no, not my body! I am about to be shot at point-blank range. Wait, he said to move. Without thinking about it I move to the left quickly, and I hear a gunshot go off. Opening my eyes, I look, and I can see that the thug is looking for me. I am over ten feet away from where I started. Holy shit, how did I move so fast? He finally sees me, and I can see the shock on his face, but he brings his gun up to shoot again. I know I need to get that away from him, and without thinking about it, I am suddenly in front of him, with my hand around the gun’s grip, over his hand. I squeeze as hard as I can to see if I can dislodge his hand. Instead, I am shocked when I end up crushing not only his hand, but the damn grip.

      He screams out in pain. Seeing as this guy tried to kill me, rather than remorse, I feel my anger coming back. I cock my hand back into a fist and hit him in the face. What I think will happen is he will get knocked out, so I can run away. But I am surprised that his head explodes into gore, with brain matter hitting the trees behind him. I am left standing there, holding a dead body with no head. Looking down at this now mangled piece of a human being, I slowly look at my hand that is now covered in blood, brain matter, and I don’t even know what else.

      “Oh… that sucked for him,” I say.

      Then I promptly move away two steps before I throw up.
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