
        
            
                
            
        

    

 Lewd Necromancer: Raiding Hearts 
 
   
  
 

 One 
 
    Laura stared through the café window from across the street, cold winds biting into her fair skin. Heart beating, she ignored the wintery afternoon as she watched Lucas sipping his cup of coffee, eyes glued to his cell phone. Despite the chill, Laura stayed rooted to the spot, unwilling to cross the street and meet him. He called her earlier and asked to meet for coffee but Laura knew what was really happening. She saw it over the last few weeks. He had grown distant and seemed too busy to meet up. The wind picked up and this time, a shiver ran down her spine. 
 
    “It’s just for coffee. He’s not breaking up with you,” Laura whispered the lie to herself. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, the street light turned green. Taking the first step was difficult but soon she was walking with a steady stride. The closer she stepped to the glass doors of the coffee shop, the more her heart pounded in her chest. Clearing her mind, her delicate hand reached out and took hold of the metal handle. 
 
    A tidal wave of warmth splashed against Laura’s skin. The comforting heat relaxed her shoulders but only for a moment. The door swung closed and the tightly bundled woman turned eyes to the back of Lucas’s head. He didn’t turn as his thumb moved along the smooth surface of his cell phone, texting someone. 
 
    The urge to flee wrapped around Laura’s heart but she stayed. Instincts whispered what was to come but she kept positive, hoping that she was wrong. The sad part was they were never wrong. Every single relationship ended the same. More often than not, she would feel like everything was going right, but they soon grew bored and wanted to move on. Now it was happening again. 
 
    Ignoring the nagging thoughts invading her mind and heart, she stepped closer. As if possessed, Laura moved around the small table and sat across from Lucas. The young man tapped away at his phone for a few seconds, not even looking up. When he was done, he slipped his phone below the table and gazed up with a disingenuous smile. 
 
    “Hi,” Laura smiled, unsure what to say. 
 
    Lucas leaned forward, his hand out. Laura reached over; watching every movement like it was playing out in a movie. His fingers curled around her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. Warmth bled into cold fingers as she savored his touch knowing it was going to be the last time. 
 
    “I’m glad you were able to break away from work to meet up,” Lucas smiled but his eyes held a shadow along the edges. 
 
    “I’m glad I could get away. It breaks up the work day when I get out,” Laura returned his smile with her own bright one. “Is everything okay? It seems like something is bothering you.” 
 
    Lucas was silent for a moment, as if choosing his words carefully, “I know I’ve been busy lately and we haven’t hung out much. I thought it would be good to have a cup of coffee and talk.” 
 
    The young woman watched him, mentally taking in his strong chin, thin face and light brown hair. A sliver of pain crawled into her heart as she went through the motions knowing a break up was imminent. She would observe how they looked and acted, hoping to commit it to memory so she could avoid it in the future. It was like the worse science experiment in the world because she never used the results to stop bad decisions. Instead she marked down the results and filed them away in dusty mental shelves, never to be used again. The thought dug at her like a rusty nail. 
 
    “What do you want to talk about?” Laura asked innocently as feelings clawed at her insides. 
 
    Lucas took a sip of his coffee, eyes pointed downward. He put the cup down and let out a tired sigh. Laura braced herself internally while staring at him. She pictured an emotional fist rearing back, ready to smash her face. 
 
     “I have been thinking about us….” Lucas let the words hang heavy in the air as he pulled his hand away. 
 
    Laura remained silent, observing the plane as the engines caught fire and began its death spiral. 
 
    Lucas continued, “I think Lewd Saga really opened our eyes to what we need in a relationship.” 
 
    Laura’s eyes narrowed but Lucas did not seem to notice. 
 
    “I think we should take some time to explore outside of our relationship,” Lucas finished. 
 
    A blaze of fire encircled Laura’s heart, calming her nervous stomach, “What do you mean, like have an open relationship in the game?” 
 
    Lucas kept still, barely making eye contact, “I was thinking more along the lines of an open relationship in and out of the game.” 
 
    The brightness is Laura’s eyes faded. Sitting back, shadows cascaded over her brow as lips parted, unsure what to say next. The emotional fist punched her heart and her instincts roared out, calling for blood. 
 
    “You’re a great girl but I feel we need some space to explore relationships before we can decide to be together. The last year has been amazing but maybe we should put ourselves out there to know if we are truly meant to be. You understand, right?”  
 
    Laura tilted her head forward, shadows lengthening from her strawberry blonde hair. Fingers trembled but not from cold or sadness. Lucas turned his head to the glass window as if deep in thought. A nearby couple glanced over nervously as they listened in knowingly. 
 
    “What about the guild? We have a raid tonight,” Laura asked flatly. 
 
    “The guild,” Lucas said with contempt, his shoulders sinking, “I already quit the guild. I thought it would be best to leave with as little drama as possible.” 
 
    “Drama? We made a commitment together. They’re counting on us.” 
 
    Lucas let out another sigh, “I know this is hard but there are more important things in life then the guild or a game.” 
 
    “You just said that the game helped open your eyes to what we need in our relationship. Now it’s not that important?” 
 
    Lucas furled his brow, “You’re twisting my words. I know this can be upsetting but we can decide in the future if we should be together. We can still be friends.” 
 
    Heat and steam bled from the shadows covering Laura’s eyes. Memories rose up like several tornados. She wanted nothing more than to stand up, point her finger and scream how much of a jerk he was. Everything he did that she brushed off seemed to come back like horses on fire. A pit opened up and black tentacles lashed out at her heart, pulling it down into the abyss. Laura could feel the “I told you so’s” whip through her like flying monkeys as the trembling in her fingers grew. 
 
    A long moment passed and the trembling eased away. The shadows pulled back and profound sadness stroked the young woman like a family ghost. Laura let out a sigh, eyes tired and heart heavy. Dullness crept into the café, once vibrant colors turning a little gray. 
 
    “You’re breaking up with me,” Laura said in a low tone. 
 
    Lucas turned his attention to Laura as she sat, her eyes lost, “It’s just a break. You’re important to me and I don’t want to lose you.” 
 
    “Don’t want to lose me? You’ve been pushing me away for weeks. Lucas, I’ve been here before. Breaks never work out. Call it what it is!” 
 
    Lucas picked up his phone and looked at it, “I have to go. I’ll stop by this weekend to pick up some of my things at your place, if that’s okay?” 
 
    Laura barely nodded. “I’ll have ALL of your things on my porch by tomorrow morning.”   
 
    Lucas stood up, “Fine. If you want to talk, call me.” 
 
    Laura stayed seated as Lucas gave her one last look. He turned and stepped to the main doors. Laura looked up as he stepped out into winter’s grasp. Without looking back, Lucas crossed the street, around a corner and he was gone. 
 
    The young woman sat, stomach turning into knots once again. She wished it was because she loved him but deep down, she knew it wasn’t true. The emptiness she endured was one of history repeating its self, a constant tide of fast and fiery relationships that seemed to fizzle out after a year. With candid reflection, the young woman tried to smooth out the wrinkles of her life. Was she too nice? Did she bend more than she should? Why did she try to please jerk after jerk? Was this who she really was, some pathetic person not strong enough to keep someone happy or find someone that actually made herself happy?  
 
    Laura’s gaze fell on Lucas’s coffee cup he left behind, steam still rising. Standing up, she picked up the cup and walked to a trash receptacle. Images swirled around how she picked up after him again and again. Even now, she was still doing it even after he broke it off. Hating herself but not wanting to be rude, she poured the little coffee left into the trash and placed the cup in the recycling receptacle next to it. With a sullen gaze, Laura left the café and walked back to work. 
 
    Time flowed on as the rest of the day turned into blur. Finishing up on several reports, she attached them to emails and sent them off to everyone for Monday’s meeting. Turning off her monitor, Laura picked up her purse and waved goodbye to her fellow co-workers. 
 
    The ride down the elevator was quiet despite being jammed with bodies eager to leave for the day. It was Friday and everyone wanted to head out to the bars and restaurants for a well-deserved break from the week. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a dim light across the tops of skyscrapers. The wind picked up and the chill bit deeper. Laura wished she could go out for a drink to drown her sorrows but she had prior commitments. 
 
    Heading to the train station, she descended the stone steps, trying to forget the events of the day. 
 
    *** 
 
    The door closed behind Laura and she let out a relaxed sigh. Tossing her coat and purse onto the couch, she looked around her apartment. One of Lucas’s shirts was on the couch and a pair of his shoes was by the door. Laura’s brow wrinkled. She picked up both items and threw them in a corner by a potted plant. She hoped the shirt would fall onto the dirt but it missed by several inches. Besides, she thought it would be rude to treat the potted plant with such disrespect.  
 
    Hands moved automatically as she lifted up her blouse. Shoes came off and dress pants were next. They pooled at her feet as she stepped out of them. Picking her clothes off the floor, she placed them on the couch and stepped to the bedroom door.  
 
    Flicking a light switch, the room glowed with dim light. The young woman unclipped her bra with expert ease, pulled it off and hung it on the bedroom doorknob. The freedom sent a familiar thrill through her body. Only in panties and socks, she sat at her computer, the Mind’s Eye Gear console, body suit and helmet resting about two feet away on a nearby dresser. 
 
    Tapping at the keyboard, Laura called up her Mind’s Eye e-mail to make sure the raid was still on. Checking her inbox, beeps chimed in one after the other. Eyes opening wider, she saw subject line after subject line scroll down. 
 
    “What happened?” “How could he do that to you?” “You better be in the raid tonight for cuddles!” “What a jerk!” “I’m so sorry you’re going through this.” “We’re here for you!” “He lost the best thing in his life!” “When I find him, I’m going to bury my sword in his head!” “We love you!” 
 
    On and on it went, message after message. Laura couldn’t read them all as more kept appearing. The dark sadness ebbed and a small smile bloomed. A new excitement filled her veins. The outpouring of the guild pushed back the cold dread, even if only for a moment. 
 
    Typing, she sent back a message to everyone that she would be in the raid tonight. Once she hit send, Laura was to her feet, fingers curling around the band of her panties. Pulling them down, she stepped out of them and flung them into the closet. Hands grabbed the Mind’s Eye Gear Suit and she quickly slipped it on. The white suit with blue lines hugged her form as she reached for the helmet. Lying down on her bed, she placed the helmet on and hit the activation button. The game console hummed to life as a red light turned green. The glowing edge of the helmet also turned from red to green as Laura lay down on her back. 
 
    With a dreamy gaze, she pushed away the ugly part of the day. Eyes closing, darkness cooled her mind before a light appeared. The oval shafts of light grew brighter until Laura felt herself drawn to it. There was a bright flash and she held out her arms, welcoming it as reality faded away to the background and the world of Lukken opened before her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Blinking away the light, Laura found herself in a middle of a tent. A simple cot lay to one side and a lantern hung from a thin pole. Looking down, the young woman smiled as she was back in her digital body. Pale arms rose up and she smoothed back her long black hair. Nearly white cleavage bounced as her arms came down, hand caressing a black pouch hanging against her left hip and a strap crossing over her chest. The foul memories of reality melted away and her game persona took hold.  
 
    Wynter moved to the tent flap and pushed it aside. Stepping out, she kept her wicked grin as she gazed upon the camp alive with activity. The sun was setting and two moons rose up against the darkening sky. Bodies moved in earnest between tents while some creatures and players checked their weapons and carried on in excited chatter. Wynter’s dark eyes moved, catching the sights and sounds of some players engaged in play, bodies moving to primal rhythms in plain sight. Gentle moans rose up as nude bodies joined in various positions. Limbs curled around hips while others were on their knees, heads bobbing. The mood was almost indifferent as small groups of orgies took place. Other players talked as if it was the most normal thing in the world. 
 
    Wynter opened her hand. A burst of blue flames flashed before a black metal staff appeared in her open hand, a metal skull at the top. Strolling along in black thigh high boots, the player walked toward the edge of camp. A large bonfire roared into the dimming sky. Trolls and players were slowly gathering at the camp edge. Wynter spotted a small wooden stage with troll flags billowing in the small gentle breeze. The player took hold of her cloak as the breeze unfurled it, opening to reveal her hourglass form covered in a black bikini and little else. Some eyes turned to take in her sensual curves before the wind weakened and the cloak fell back around her shoulders, covering up everything but her full cleavage, smooth stomach and pale thighs. 
 
    Several dark shadows moved from behind as Wynter looked on. Hands curled around her waist and before she could act, they took hold. Turning her around, a face buried in her cleavage as arms held her close. The player immediately noticed the long blonde hair and grinned. 
 
    “Wem mmirss yoo…..” the muffled words vibrated against large round breasts. 
 
    “I missed you too, Daven,” Wynter said as she ran her fingers through his thick, golden, yellow hair. 
 
    Several more figures moved in closer, some had sad smiles while others looked to the pale beauty with understanding expressions. The dam of restraint broke and they threw their arms around Wynter, hugging her tightly. The outpouring of love caused her eyes to moisten but she quickly blinked it away, letting their arms hold her in solidarity. After a few silent moments, the player shifted her body and the embrace quickly untangled. 
 
    Daven reluctantly pulled himself away but not before giving Wynter’s cleavage one final kiss. The player looked to her guild mates, unable to form the words needed to express the love she felt. Instead she simply stood and basked in their glow. 
 
    A knight stepped forward, eyes sharp but filled with understanding, “Wynter, you know the whole guild is here for you.” 
 
    “I know Jakar,” Wynter nodded. “How did you all find out so fast?” 
 
    “Leopold didn’t seem to have a problem telling everyone as he left the guild hall. I told him I would break the news to give you some time to adjust but he didn’t seem to care until some of the guild pulled out their swords,” Jakar said with a touch of annoyance. 
 
    A female knight stepped forward, bright green eyes meeting Wynter’s, “He knew he fucked up and made a run for the door when I drew my sword.” 
 
    Wynter nodded to the knight, “Thank you but you all don’t have to worry about me. I knew what was coming for a little while now. I just couldn’t believe it.” 
 
    Jakar gently gripped Wynter’s shoulder, “Midian’s Lovers are here for you.” 
 
    “We take care of our own,” A tall blue skinned troll moved up, dressed in black leather armor, a bow strapped to his back and gentle smile on dark azure lips. 
 
    Wynter returned his gaze and smiled at the six-foot-four troll. Wondrous vibrations bounced off her alabaster skin. The player wasn’t sure if it was the suit or simply her own mind filling in the blanks but it felt too real, her guild mates needing to ensure she was okay. 
 
    Jakar squared his jaw as he prepared himself for the business at hand, “If you don’t feel up to it, you don’t have to be in the raid.” 
 
    Wynter eyed the handsome knight, “No, I want to be here. I have my whole weekend planned around this. It would be wrong to abandon the guild on such an important raid.” 
 
    Jakar nodded, “Good to hear because the masters need every able person here. Two more guilds have joined in, despite the frustration from the previous attempts. We are about a hundred players strong and the masters have doubled the amount of troll soldiers. I think this time we can beat the dungeon.” 
 
    Memories floated up from the guild meetings. No raid has reached the final levels of the Harkkon Dungeon. It was one of the toughest raids due to the fact that the dungeon rearranges its levels with each new group that enters. Every group that has gone in ends up wiped out. Nearly a hundred levels deep, it has remained one of the few that have not been conquered. Her guild had wanted to join in the raid but they simply didn’t have strong enough numbers to take it on. It was one of the things Wynter and Leopold had been working on, making themselves the strongest necromancers so they could assist in the raid when things grew nasty. Foul, sad thoughts bubbled up and the sensual necromancer pushed them down. There was no time to grieve her failed relationship. 
 
    Jakar noticed the twinge in Wynter’s eyes, “We don’t need Leopold to help us. We know how strong you are.” 
 
    Wynter nodded and gave a weak smile, “Thank you Jakar, I won’t let the guild down.” 
 
    The knight smiled before turning to the rest of the guild gathered in a semi-circle, “Alright, they’re going to start the announcements soon. I need everyone in their assigned groups. Daven and Nikki, you’re with Wynter. Since we have an open spot, I need a volunteer in Wynter’s group.” 
 
    Everyone raised their hands, causing Wynter to nearly blush. A troll ignored all the raised hands, stepped over and stood by the necromancer, a stern expression painting his blue face. Hands slowly lowered and sly smiles beamed back. Wynter looked up to the troll with a small grin. 
 
    Jakar shrugged, “It looks like Kai is part of Wynter’s group. Everyone else, get to your assigned troll escorts. When the meeting finishes, we’re going in so be ready. Any questions?” 
 
    The guild was silent. 
 
    “Good, let’s make history!” Jakar shouted. 
 
    The guild let out a roar. Wynter joined in, her voice merging with her guild mates. With senses dialed to eleven, it felt good to be part of something bigger than herself right now. She knew she had to use every bit of her power and abilities to keep her team alive. Feeling their compassion only further cemented her resolve. They were going to beat this dungeon or die trying. 
 
    The guild dispersed with most of the players hugging or giving Wynter a pat on the shoulder. She thanked them all in turn until only she stood with her raid mates. Daven smiled, a gnarled brown staff in his hand and long brown robe flowing down to his boots. Nikki stood in her silver armor, tying her long hair back into a pony tail. She was slightly shorter than Wynter but carried herself like she was bigger than anyone else. Wynter guessed that she made herself small to throw off the enemy’s perception of her. In battle, she was a tiny powerhouse and filled her harem with large male concubines and Amazonian females, almost to confuse any enemy of her true power.  
 
    The necromancer turned her gaze to the silent troll ranger by her side. Kai glanced at her and then looked away. She knew he had a soft spot for her, but Leopold was adamant that they could only have non-player lovers. Wynter stuck to that rule even if she felt it was an odd one to have since the game offered so much sexual freedom. The thought of him made the player mentally curse to herself. She was good and followed the rules, but there were always hints that Leopold was sneaking off to meet others. Wynter had her plate full with adventuring and growing her power.  
 
    Memories washed against the shores of her mind. Almost every weekend she and Leopold would have marathon gaming sessions at their tower, growing their dark power and abilities. They cast the bonding rituals so their love making would charge their soul shards together. It was the few times they were intimate where he wasn’t a rude jerk. But even after those bonding experiences, he sometimes said he needed some time alone so he could recharge his batteries. He said he was going on solo adventures but deep down, Wynter knew the truth and let it slide, telling herself that it was simply a game. Now that he was gone, she was no longer held to any such idiotic rules. The thought caused a small spike of pain in her heart coupled with a thrill knowing she was free of him.  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay raiding this weekend?” Kai asked with dark eyes. 
 
    The necromancer looked up to him and smiled, “I know you’re all worried about me but I’ll be fine. I’m not defined by my relationship.” 
 
    The large troll bowed his head slightly, “I don’t mean any offence.” 
 
    Wynter reached up and touched his cheek, “Let’s focus on the raid. We can talk afterwards at the celebration.” 
 
    Kai nodded and returned her smile with his own. Nikki and Daven stepped closer. The four players felt the energy in the air grow as they talked over strategies. Each player confirmed their position in the group.  
 
    “I’m the meat shield,” Nikki said with mock stern authority. 
 
    “I’m DPS and healer,” Daven said enthusiastically. 
 
    Kai smiled at Daven and turned to Wynter, “I’m the Switch; DPS, range attacks and meat shield.”  
 
    “DPS and Enforcer when we need it,” Wynter said confirming her role. The Damage Per Second roles were shared with the group but the Enforcer role was for getting out of a bad situation should they be out numbered. Necromancers were the only class that could turn the tide of a bad situation which made them invaluable should any battle turn for the worst. Kai took on another important role as Switch. He could fill in a role should someone become weakened or need moments to recuperate. With roles filled, a horn sounded off from the simple stage past the gathered crowd.  
 
    The group turned and joined the crowd as trolls stood off to the sides of the stage. Banners flying, several trolls stepped out onto the stage. Their black leather uniforms gleamed off a dull light with insignias inscribed on their clothes, indicating their rank and titles. One troll walked up, nearly eight feet tall with bulging muscles. Wynter admired his deep azure skin, strong jaw and V shaped brow. A kind smile bloomed as he moved to the front of the stage, a simple leather shoulder piece covering his right shoulder, the strap crossing over his thick chest. The smile was disarming but his eyes carried a strange glint and burning intensity. Looking out at the sea of faces, he raised his meaty arms to the crowd gathered before him. 
 
    “Allies, we have come here tonight to perform a great deed. For all those gathered, I am Master Kurss Darkwhisper and I represent the Kunarr Southern Kingdoms. Behind me is the Harkkon Ruins, a dangerous place but not so dangerous for those seeking fame and fortune. We are here to conquer this place and gain artifacts taken from the troll kingdoms many centuries ago. We have put out the call and you have answered. 
 
    “Tonight, we enter a place filled with monsters and enemies from the Troll Kingdoms. I have pledged two hundred of my finest warriors to aid in our quest. They are willing to give up their lives to reach the fabled depths. We go in three hundred strong but not all of us will make it. Your metal will be tested. Bring your finest weapons, clever skills and stalwart hearts so we may dispel the myth that this dungeon cannot be conquered.  
 
    “We gather as warriors but we shall be victorious as family!” 
 
    The crowd cheered, raising swords, staffs and fists into the air. Wynter lifted her staff, chanting with fellow players as the excitement grew. Kurss lowered his meaty arms and eyed the crowd with a pleased gaze and wicked smile.  
 
    The troll master continued and the crowd lowered their cheers to hear, “My captains will assign trolls to your groups. They are all familiar with the dozens of entry points to the ruins. From there we will make our way down. Take whatever treasure you find but leave any artifacts with your fellow troll escorts. When it’s over, I will have the biggest celebration Lukken has ever known! They will sing of it for generations to come!” 
 
    The crowd erupted again into shouts and cheers. When it died down, Kurss slowly looked out to the crowd and smiled his approval. 
 
    “We begin soon. Make your final preparations, for the gods will know of this very night!” 
 
    Kurss turned and stepped off the stage with his captains close behind. The crowd broke into excited murmur as groups splintered off. The troll captains addressed their warriors and they too broke off one by one to their assigned groups. The sun had set, stars dotting the now dark purple sky. Twin moons shined brightly, casting their pale light across Lukken. 
 
    Wynter took charge, calling upon Luke, her in game guide. A handsome man appeared, wearing a black robe and large black angel wings beating slowly behind him. He hovered a foot off the ground and gave Wynter a loving gaze. 
 
    “How can I help you Wynter?” Luke smiled. 
 
    Wynter’s fellow guild mates stepped in close with ears open. The necromancer mentally went over her line of questioning. The guild spent many nights going over the rules but Jakar wanted the team to do a final check right before the raid. 
 
    “Luke, please go over the raid information again,” Wynter smiled. 
 
    Luke nodded, “Of course. The Harkkon Dungeon is a deep level raid estimated at one hundred levels. It is classified as a high-level dungeon due to low survival rate. Once you die in the dungeon, you will resurrect back at your keep, unable to join the raid for five days. Any concubine, familiar or faithful ally who falls in the dungeon will not resurrect for ten days, excluding the necromancer class. The dungeon prevents calling any follower from the outside once entered.  
 
    “The dungeon is a PVP area below level ten. Players can hurt and even kill other players. Same rules apply, death in the dungeon will prevent you from entering for five days.” 
 
    “What are the rules concerning artifacts?” 
 
    “The Harkkon Dungeon contains several unique pieces of armor, weapons and books. You must complete the raid to keep any unique items found. Should you fail, those items will disappear from your inventory and be reassigned to another part of the dungeon. An artifact with a purple star next to it will indicate that only a Troll Master or Dragon Lord will benefit from it but the item can be kept, sold or given away at another time.” 
 
    “What’s the lowest level anyone has reached in the dungeon?” Daven asked with a playful smirk. 
 
    “Level sixty-two,” Luke said simply. 
 
    “Thank you, Luke,” Wynter smiled. 
 
    The angel nodded his head and faded from view.  
 
    Wynter turned to the group, “A ten-day resurrection is a lot, Jakar doesn’t want anyone sacrificing too much for the raid so you all can bring one follower.” 
 
    Nikki crossed her arms and nodded, “I heard that some of the levels are like a maze. I doubt I could have all my concubines with me without heavy losses.” 
 
    Daven rolled his staff over his shoulder and stuck the end into the dirt, “I’m bringing Tara and only using her in emergencies or if I have other needs,” Daven grinned. 
 
    Kai shook his head, “I’m not bringing anyone. I already pledged my allies to help defend the Middle Kingdoms. Human knights have been increasing their attacks, trying to take it back. After the raid, I’m joining them to ensure they remain under troll control.” 
 
    Wynter’s hand caressed a pouch that hung from her left hip, “I think I have enough greater soul shards for the raid. It should be enough to keep us going all weekend. Do we have enough healing potions?” 
 
    Daven nodded, “I spent the last two weeks crafting healing potions. My pouch is at the limit.” The blonde druid grinned at Wynter, “I’ll also volunteer to help make greater soul shards.” 
 
    Nikki raised an eyebrow while Kai let out a low chuckle. Wynter returned Daven’s grin and shook her head. The knight raised an eyebrow.   
 
    Wynter noticed Nikki’s questioning eyes and decided to explain, “When I weaken an enemy, I can take their soul shard. To make greater soul shards, I need to infuse my power with them.”  
 
    Daven grinned, showing all his teeth, “Wynter is being nice about it. She can summon the creature from the lesser soul shard and sex them up, turning their lesser shard into a greater one.” 
 
    “You need one hundred lesser soul shards to match the power of a greater one,” A touch of red glowed from Wynter’s cheeks, “The last few weeks I’ve been very busy.” 
 
    Wynter thought back to those power marathons, trying to push away the sting of her past. She never talked about it, and even now a small shyness reared its protective cloak. Having her private moments in the game was something she enjoyed, and the only audience she ever performed for was Leopold. Now, to share herself with other players was something she hadn’t done, or even know if she could.  
 
    “I have been a knight from day one so I’m not familiar with all the classes,” Nikki turned her attention to Wynter, “Since I joined the troll side; I’m still learning all the new class abilities.”  
 
    Daven stepped over and put an arm around Nikki’s shoulder, “Stick with the winning side, we have the best lovers and cookies!” 
 
    Nikki barked out a laugh before elbowing the druid in the ribs. Daven stumbled back, an exaggerated hurt expression painting his face. Wynter covered her mouth, hiding her smile when a troll walked over to their little group. The necromancer turned to stare up at the troll. 
 
    “I am Captain Vell. I will be escorting you to Master Kurss’s tent before the raid.” 
 
    Wynter nodded. Nikki, Daven and Kai formed up behind the necromancer, ready to follow when the captain gave them all a hard stare. 
 
    “Master Kurss only wishes to meet with the necromancer.” 
 
    The three players looked to Wynter but she simply put her hand up, “I’m sure it’s fine. It’s probably last-minute stuff before the raid. I’ll be right back. Captain, please lead the way.” 
 
    Captain Vell turned and began walking. Wynter followed but managed to glance back at her guild mates as they looked on. Daven and Nikki watched with wide eyes but Kai’s gaze narrowed. Wynter shot them a disarming smile before turning her head and following the captain.  
 
    The sounds of the surrounding camp began to dwindle as players moved to the edge, ready to enter the ruins. Horns blared again, signaling the countdown to the raid had begun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Captain Vell opened the tent flap with a single swipe of his long blue arm. Wynter bowed her head before stepping in, the flap closing behind. The inside of the tent was lavish with fine rugs, a large round bed in the middle covered in silk pillows and blankets. Ornamental lanterns hung from several support poles. Finely carved wooden chairs dotted the inside with several individuals seated. Eyes turned and lips curved into smiles. The men inside wore black, some with strange tattoos inked into their faces while others wore silver jewelry made of skulls and bones. 
 
    Wynter knew instantly that they were fellow necromancers. She counted six before her eyes wandered to the back of the oversized tent. There, four large trolls stood, arms crossed before them and blank looks in their eyes. They wore little armor and let their muscles speak to their strength. They each had to be eight feet tall and nearly that wide. It was enough to cause a single nervous shiver to run up Wynter’s spine. Thankfully her cloak covered her near naked body. Wynter stepped in further, Vell standing right behind her. 
 
    Past the large trolls, flaps were pulled aside and Master Kurss stepped through, flanked by several female and male troll lust slaves. Their master dwarfed them as he moved to a large, golden metal chair made with fine upholstery and sat down. The lust slaves quickly fell to their knees at their master’s feet, running their hands over his powerful legs.  
 
    The necromancers in the tent stood up from their chairs and stepped over. Wynter followed and stood among them. Her eyes drank in the master’s finery before she noticed a single troll standing toward the back, a hood over their head and a cloak covering their body. 
 
    “Welcome masters of the dead,” Kurss smiled. 
 
    All necromancers bowed their head, Wynter being the last when she saw everyone else was doing it. Kurss’s eyes lingered on the dark-haired human before addressing them all. 
 
    “I have called you here for a private conversation. The Ruins of Harkkon await, but there is something I must address before we begin. I am aware some of you have heard of the things that haunt the ruins. Seductive whispers with promises of power and treasure. They are the long dead, seeking to claim the living but there are some voices darker than the deepest pits. 
 
    “I must ask you all to ignore those voices during our time below. They will tempt you but you must remain strong. They seek to unravel our quest and with the war raging on, the ruins have become priority.” 
 
    Some of the necromancers bowed their head in agreement. Wynter instead looked to the master with a questioning gaze. 
 
    “Why must we ignore them?” Wynter asked simply. 
 
    Heads turned to the pale beauty but Kurss nodded and smiled. 
 
    “Excellent question, we have reports from previous raids that something down there is protecting one of the artifacts we seek. It has caused madness to those who listen too intently. I have asked you to ignore it due to the fact that its words have a greater effect on your profession.” 
 
    Kurss opened his thighs slightly. A lust slave moved up, putting her body between his muscled legs. Without a word, she undid his metal loin cup. The necromancers looked on as the master troll’s cock nearly unfurled before her. Sinking down, she took hold of his thick blue member, stroking it skillfully with her delicate hands. The other lust slaves moved in, caressing the selected slave as she put her lips to his throbbing member. 
 
    Wynter didn’t blink as she watched. She, much like everyone else had heard of the master’s tastes. He liked to show his power and would often have meetings and gatherings, being pleased as he conducted business. Gentle suckling sounds filled the majestic tent as a female slave sucked at his member lovingly.  
 
    Kurss continued, “There are forces at play here that will undermine everything we have built. Your power will allow you to know if others hear the whispers. If you feel you are being influenced, tell the trolls in your groups to help keep you sane. My soldiers have been taught a mystical chant that will aid in keeping the voices at bay.”  
 
    The slave’s head bobbed in steady long strokes. The heat in the room glowed causing Wynter to shift on her feet. The act wasn’t strange but the tingling sensations along her skin were distracting. 
 
    Kurss let out a low breath as the slave tightened her lips and grip, “Shall you do this for me? I promise to increase your reward should we succeed.” 
 
    The necromancers gathered and nodded their heads in approval. Wynter was the only one to give barely a nod.  
 
    Kurss smiled, “Good. Please be off to your parties. We will start shortly.” 
 
    The necromancers turned and headed for the exit. Wynter turned to join them when Vell stood by her and gently placed his hand out, halting her exit. The necromancer turned to Kurss, smiling. When the tent cleared out of the other necromancers, Kurss leaned back in his chair as the slave continued to bob on his thick cock. 
 
    “Your beauty was enough to give me pause, Wynter Nightkiss.” 
 
    “You honor me with flattery,” Wynter loved talking like that. 
 
    The slave pleasuring her master upped the tempo as slaves around her ran fingers along her wet pink line. Kurss lifted a hand and beckoned Wynter closer. The player took a few steps closer, glancing down as thick inches pushed past sensual lips. Lust slaves pulled off what little clothing they had and rubbed bodies against their master’s legs.  
 
    “I can sense you are very strong, for a human. I wish we could journey together if just for your company but alas, I must coordinate our way to dismal depths.” 
 
    “It would be an honor but I understand Master Kurss,” Wynter said but wasn’t sure she could deal with his alpha personality. 
 
    Kurss eyed her and nodded, “Do you believe in the cause? Do you believe we are fighting for what is right?” 
 
    Wynter bowed her head slightly, “I do. The dragon lords want to dictate how Lukken will be ruled, with no regard for other races.” 
 
    The master troll nodded, “We seek to establish a democracy while they cling to a monarch dictatorship. I may be a master but the people are the ones who rule. Their voices are what societies are built on. Even my slaves know they may leave anytime they wish.” 
 
    Wynter smiled politely. She knew the trolls and dragons held a strange belief system. The trolls do allow slaves to be free but only in the truest sense of the word. They are cast out with nothing and can never return. If they are lucky to survive, any trolls who come across them treat them like animals. Instead of choosing to stay with their masters, they chose to leave and have to live with the consequences, good or bad. 
 
    Kurss continued, “It is during these times that everyone shall be tested. I speak this to you because you seem like a kindred spirit. There are dragon spies in our midst. The repeated failures to complete the raid are due to spies and saboteurs. Even now, they are lurking in our ranks. I must ask you to be strong and report anything you see. I have warned others I can trust. I hope I can trust you.” 
 
    Wynter nodded, “I will report anything I notice.”  
 
    Kurss nodded and leaned back, the slave between his legs upping the tempo. “Before we begin our dangerous work, would you like to taste a master’s cock? I don’t simply let anyone partake but for you I would make an exception. The slaves say my seed tastes like nectar from the gods.” 
 
    Wynter felt heat rush to her cheeks. She wasn’t turned on by master’s words. Instead she was nearly embarrassed that he would ask that question. There was no judgment when it came down to players fulfilling their fantasies but this player was not into what the master was offering. Maybe it was the fresh wounds or maybe it was because she didn’t feel like kneeling to anyone at that moment. 
 
    “Thank you for the kind offer but I must save my strength for the raid,” Wynter said innocently. 
 
    Kurss eyed her for a moment before putting his head back against the throne and closing his eyes, “Very well. I look forward to our victories.” 
 
    The slave’s head bobbed with practiced rhythm. Kurss remained silent as his cock bulged. The slave moaned her approval as the master’s cock thickened. Pulling back, the slave licked the tip as molten seed burst forth. It splashed against her lips and down her wanting mouth. Moans rose up as she clamped lips at the end and suckled like a hungry animal. Several other slaves moved in, licking come as it dripped from the sides of the slave’s mouth.  
 
    Wynter took that as a sign. Turning, she stepped across the lavish tent to the entrance, Vell close behind. Once outside, she spotted her party lingering about. Turning their attention, they moved as one to Wynter’s side. Captain Vell let out a sharp whistle. Four trolls appeared from the nearby shadows, two male and two females. They were armored and armed to the teeth, standing at attention and waiting for orders. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Daven asked as he eyed the trolls. 
 
    “Everything is fine, just last-minute raid stuff. We can talk about it later but for now, let’s get to the line.” 
 
    The group nodded and followed Wynter as she led the way. Horns blared again signaling the time had come to begin. 
 
    *** 
 
    Mist clung to the ruins like a white shroud. Black and gray stones rose up, silently mocking time as they stood for thousands of years. Wynter let her senses spread out and the loving caress of death sighed to her touch. The air felt heavy and a sliver of dread rolled through the front line as eyes gazed on. 
 
    Players and trolls formed a long line. With teams picked and ready, a troll gave a hand signal and it carried down the line until everyone nodded in agreement. Groups broke off, eyes wide and fingers flexing. Some trolls pointed in different directions while some players took charge, leading the way. Wynter raised a pale hand and called up a 2D map of the area. There were dozens of entryways into the dungeon. Her raid group’s entrance was marked to the west. Daven clutched his staff but kept a sardonic smile on his lips. Nikki moved with alert eyes. Kai brought up the rear, sniffing at the air every few steps. Their troll companions were to the left and right with Captain Vell walking slightly behind the necromancer. 
 
    Wynter glanced around with nervous energy. She didn’t want to be raid leader. That was Leopold’s job. She hoped Nikki would take charge but the knight didn’t make an effort. The duty seemed to fall to her and as much as she was ready to take on the raid, she doubted she could properly lead it.  
 
    The ruins grew larger the closer the group walked. Shadows shifted as something moved and slipped away behind a corner. The tension spiked as Nikki laid a hand on the pommel of her sword and drew it just an inch. When the thing that slipped away did not return, the knight let her sword slip back into its sheath. 
 
    “Everyone stay steady. We don’t need to rush into anything just yet,” Kai said in a low deep voice. 
 
    Wynter felt a pang of relief as her guild mate said the very thing she was thinking.  
 
    “Tell that to the monsters,” Daven said with a light edge. “I heard there was a group wiped out right when they entered the ruins, just like what we’re doing now.” 
 
    “Sounds like you need to go back and hide in a tent,” Nikki grinned but kept her eyes alert. 
 
    “No way, the loot here is top notch. Besides we have Wynter here protecting us.” 
 
    Wynter turned her head and talked over her shoulder, “We need to keep it quiet. Let’s get in the dungeon first.” 
 
    “You heard her, knock it off,” Kai growled. 
 
    The group moved on, passing rune covered remnants of a city long decayed. With each passing moment, the different groups spread farther and farther apart. The safety net of numbers quickly dwindled until Wynter could feel the cold, digital reality that they were on their own. If something happened now, it would take some time for anyone to come to their rescue, if they ever came. 
 
    The player wasn’t too worried but that didn’t stop the necromancer from gripping her staff a little tighter. The thrill vibrated along tense digital muscles and the player took a calming intake of breath. Wild grass poked up from shin deep mist. Stones penetrated the white gloom like pointed gremlin heads. Shadows moved with the mist, altering perception. Wynter’s map glowed before her, a glowing dot leading to their entrance. 
 
    After long tense moments, a misshapen entrance appeared from the gloom, vines and tendrils frozen mid crawl over ancient stones. Nikki took lead, moving to the entrance and peering into the darkness. The group waited as the knight took a few steps in and down. 
 
    “There’s a staircase leading down,” Nikki said with a voice just loud enough for them to hear. 
 
    “Everyone knows their roles. We keep it tight and don’t get separated,” Kia commanded as he stepped closer to Wynter. 
 
    “Last chance if you want out. We won’t hold it against you,” Kai said with deep understanding. 
 
    Wynter looked to the troll with a devilish smirk, “Worried I’ll take all the loot?” 
 
    Kai smiled, “Now I am.” 
 
    Nikki took a few more steps down into the darkness. Wynter raised a hand as she turned from her guild mate. A ball of blue flame appeared and floated down after Nikki. Several more balls of blue flame appeared, illuminating the area. Daven was next descending the entrance steps. The trolls followed. Wynter moved to the entrance and began taking one step after the other. Kai brought up the rear, glancing back before following down into the maw of the dark dungeon. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    “This is boring,” Daven lamented as he strolled on, shoulders relaxed. “Three levels and not a single monster, I thought for sure we’d be running into hordes of them by now.” 
 
    The corridor glowed with blue light as the group walked. Nikki took lead while Daven and Wynter walked a few feet behind her. Captain Vell and his trolls were in the middle while Kai followed in the rear. Tension had bled away the longer they walked. Fifteen minutes into the raid and the party only encountered empty rooms and desolate hallways. Stairs leading down to the next levels were easy to come by. Wynter kept her spirits up as she felt deep down that this was simply the calm before the storm.  
 
    “Eager to face death,” Captain Vell sneered at Daven. 
 
    Daven turned his head and eyed the troll, “I seem better prepared to meet it head on then you. You guys are the NPC’s. I don’t understand why you’re in the middle? You should be protecting us.” 
 
    “We are here to assist. If I was leading, you wouldn’t be here, Druid,” Vell snapped back. 
 
    “Are you guys going to be like this all the way down?” Nikki asked, her words echoing off the cold stone. 
 
    “Only if the Captain doesn’t earn his keep, I don’t mind risking my life for treasure but I’ll be damned if he walks out of here with anything we find.” 
 
    Wynter ignored the back and forth as she walked. Eyes traced over stone walls, looking for any sign of the next stairway down. The air seemed musty as she drank in her surroundings. Mind wandering, small thoughts rose up, touching her mind. What was Leopold doing now? Was he off adventuring or simply tucked away in some inn or new home, loving his new partner or partners? Try as she might, she couldn’t push it away. The player felt the same as Daven. She thought they would be fighting hordes of monsters. It would have taken her mind off the pain. Dour sadness touched the edges of her eyes as she moved forward with each step, dark clouds filling her mind with painful flashes.   
 
    A squeak woke Wynter from her trance. Peering down, a white rat prowled along the edge of the wall toward her. The necromancer kneeled down and put out an open hand. The rat moved in closer, sniffing at her fingers. Wynter adored rats. She had them for years but the heartbreak of their short lives was too much. She stopped keeping them but still yearned to buy one or two. With Leopold gone from her life, maybe it was time to have a new family for a while. 
 
    The rat crawled partially onto her hand and looked up, twitching his whiskers. 
 
    “Found a friend,” Daven said as he kneeled down next to the necromancer. “He’s a beauty.” 
 
    “I used to have them as pets for years. As long as you’re not afraid of them, they’re not afraid of you,” Wynter smiled as the rat further crawled into her hand. 
 
    Daven nodded, “I have all sorts of pets. Sometimes I feel they are better than people. They have uncomplicated lives. There’s a certain Zen to them.” 
 
    Wynter turned her eyes to Daven as he reached out and stroked the rat behind the ear, “You will have to show me pictures.” 
 
    “I sure will,” Daven smiled. “For now, I should talk with our friend. He may have an idea on what’s around here.” 
 
    The druid made a small squeak. The rat leaped from Wynter’s arm and landed in Daven’s hands. The druid held the rat to his chest as he stood up, stroking its fur. The group stopped and watched as the druid hissed out a few squeaks and the rat returned them. Wynter couldn’t keep her eyes off Daven and the rat as they carried on a conversation. It had to be the most adorable thing she had seen in ages. The glowing balls of blue fire cast by Wynter hovered overhead, casting their light along the wide corridor as Daven and the rat finished communicating. 
 
    Daven raised an eyebrow and the rat squeaked a few more times, “Team, I think we’re in trouble.” 
 
    “What is it?” Kai asked from the back. 
 
    “We haven’t run into any monsters because they set up a trap.” 
 
    Kai pulled his bow from his back, an arrow nocked. Eyes narrowing, he sniffed at the air. A moment ago, he only smelled musty air but now he recognized a foul odor. The trolls drew their weapons and took battle stances. Nikki drew her blade and searched the darkness ahead of her. Wynter looked down each side of the large corridor while Daven continued to squeak back and forth with the rat. 
 
    “They have already taken down a group. They are trying to take down each group at a time. We’re next.” 
 
    “What are they? Does the rat know from which direction?” Nikki asked as fingers tightened around the pommel of her blade. 
 
    Kai kept his hard gaze on the darkness, “Kobolds.” 
 
    Nikki raised an eyebrow, “Kobolds? They are like the weakest monster there is. I can fight them by myself.” 
 
    The rat leapt from Daven’s arms and scurried away. The druid wrapped both hands around his staff as he took a defensive stance. 
 
    “No, you can’t. There are thousands of them and they’re coming for us.” 
 
    Wynter stood at the ready as their troll escorts fanned out and took defensive positions. Kai lifted his bow and aimed his nocked arrow down the dark hallway. 
 
    “Thousands!” Nikki glanced around for any hint of movement. 
 
    “The top levels belong to them. It’s their city.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense. Someone would have reported that on previous raids,” Nikki kept her knees bent and eyes wide. 
 
    “The dungeon is different with each raid,” Wynter said as she readied her spells. “We can’t stay here.” 
 
    Kai kept his arms taught. Dark eyes searched for any hint of a living thing. The smell grew and soon overpowered the ranger’s senses. A faint glint appeared at the end of the hallway. Black eyes appeared by the dozens as little bodies moved. Teeth gleamed and saliva dripped as small dog like humanoids melted from the shadows. Dark armor covered their small bodies as they moved, blades drawn. One of them barked and soon they were all barking, the tone carried with it a thirst for blood. 
 
    “Nikki, lead the way and find a place we can defend ourselves. Wynter and Daven, stay with her. Captain Vell, I will need you and your soldiers to assist me when they get too close,” Kai directed with a touch of coolness in his voice. 
 
      Everyone moved at once. There were no arguments or discussion as the gravity of the situation hit everyone like cold water. Nikki began moving forward with Wynter and Daven at her heels. The trolls moved into formation, flanking Kai’s left and right, forming a triangle with the ranger as the tip. Kai let out a breath as beady eyes stared. One kobold barked loudly and the flood began. 
 
    Kai released. The arrow shot forth, barely a blur. Three kobolds screeched as the arrow stabbed through them. Bodies falling, they shattered into a greenish light. It didn’t stop the horde of snarling creatures as they moved with inhuman speed down the corridor. Kai drew another arrow, nocked and released. Over and over he let arrows fly as he and fellow trolls steadily back peddled. Green light flashed over and over as arrows cut through two to three kobolds at a time.  
 
    Nikki charged the darkness in the opposite direction of the incoming kobold army. The sound of her armor clanked against walls until a growing thunder filled the corridor. The knight eyed ahead as a rumble rose up.  
 
    “I can hear them up ahead!” The knight shouted. 
 
    “Keep going! We have to find a place to defend!” Wynter shouted back. 
 
    The trio passed several doorways on their right and left before reaching the end of the corridor. It was T shaped and led off to either direction. Before they could decide where to go, barks and howls rose up from both sides. A moment later, humanoid dog creatures came snarling from the darkness.  
 
    “Pull back!” Daven shouted. 
 
    The trio of players stepped back as the howling mad monsters closed in. Wynter eyed a decayed wooden door with iron bands. Without thinking, she grabbed Daven and pushed him to the doorway, knocking the door open. Nikki gritted her teeth as the horde reached the T intersection and converged. Before she could shout in defiance, Wynter grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her back to the door. Daven had the door open and was through it. Wynter pulled Nikki with her to the doorframe, glancing down the hall to Kai. 
 
    Trolls heaved swords and clubs as they cut and smashed the enemy. Kai’s bow was slung to his back and short sword drawn. Kobold heads separated from their necks before bursting into shattered light. On and on they continued their grisly work but the flood of monsters pushed the trolls back. 
 
    “Kai!” Wynter shouted over the clash of metal. She could see that they were still about eighty feet away. 
 
    “Barricade yourselves in! We have to fight our way there!” Kai shouted over the song of metal on metal. 
 
    Wynter pulled back as her heart tore in half. Daven slammed the heavy door shut and kept his hands against the rotting wood. Green light glowed from his hands as he closed his eyes. Nikki bolted the door and stepped back. Necromancer and knight watched as the druid’s energy powered into the door. Rotting holes closed up as energy healed the door. Daven let go and stepped back, the oak wood looking brand new before it shuddered on its hinges. 
 
     “That’s not going to hold them,” Daven said as he readied himself. 
 
    “It just needs to hold them for a few seconds,” Wynter said as she began her incantations. 
 
    Gray energy flowed from Wynter’s hands as she made the proper movements. Concentrating, she dipped a hand into her side pouch and pulled out a fistful of lesser soul shards. With a final command, the shards faded from view. The necromancer opened her eyes as the gray energy turned green, arcane symbols swirling in the air. 
 
    In the corridor, kobolds threw themselves at the doorway, hacking and slashing at it. Underneath them, glowing arcane symbols appeared. Rising up from the middle of each circle, white skeletons appeared. Kobolds turning their attention to the skeletons in their midst, the corridor erupted in contained frenzy. The skeletons lashed out with boney claws, taking hold of kobolds and tearing them apart. The dog beasts launched themselves onto the skeletal creations, cracking and breaking bone. In a matter of seconds, twenty kobolds were shattered into light while the eight skeletons created burst apart.  
 
    Kai managed to glance back as the corridor was momentarily empty. Dread coiled around him as it quickly filled with kobolds once again. Green arcane circles appeared and eight more skeletons joined in the fray. A troll to Kai’s left fell to one knee, with slash marks crisscrossing his thick legs. He struggled to get back up as several blades sank into his stomach. The troll growled his defeat as he shattered into shards of light. Captain Vell took the troll’s place in the triangle but the onslaught continued. Kai grunted as a blade sank into his thigh and then another. It was maddening, for every six killed, one managed to get through and slice at them. At this rate, they were going to die from a thousand cuts. 
 
    Wynter’s brow wrinkled as the second wave of skeletons was destroyed, “There’s too many to keep this up. I need something stronger.” 
 
    The necromancer changed the incantation. Gray energy flowed from hands, forming arcane symbols. The energy turned red as Wynter dipped into her pouch and pulled out a full hand of lesser soul shards. The kobolds attacked the door, knocking out large chucks of wood as they battered it with swords and spiked maces. Four red arcane circles appeared along the floor in the corridor. Red skeletons rose up and immediately attacked the small humanoids. The tide shifted as red skeletal hands slashed and paralyzed at the same time. Kobolds threw themselves at the undead but fell immobilized from simple touching glances. The bloody bones pushed at the horde, slicing and biting, keeping the howling horde at bay. 
 
     Kai glanced back to see they had an opening, “Fallback to the door!” 
 
    Trolls hacked and slashed with renewed fury. The distance closed with each painful step. A Bloody Bones took two maces to the thigh bone and crumpled from the impact. The three-remaining continued to hold back the horde but they began to lose ground. Kai kept up his assault even after two more slashed his legs. Hit points draining, he looked back to see that they were a mere ten feet away. One of the troll’s broke formation and ran for the door. Hands banging on the wood, the troll shouted to get let in.  
 
    Nikki pulled back the bolt and swung the door open. The troll spilled in and then another and another. A Bloody Bones shattered to pieces. Captain Vell grabbed Kai and pushed him into the room before stepping in. Blue hands grabbed the bolt and secured it shut. The remaining bloody bones fought on as the other side of kobolds reached them. Corridor filled with blades and howls, the red skeletons were quickly dispatched as the little monsters bore their blades down on them over and over again. 
 
    With the door momentarily secure, Wynter opened her eyes and drank in her surroundings. The room was large and bare except for rotted tapestries hanging from the walls. The door rattled as the kobolds pressed their attack on it. Kai pulled a potion from his side pouch and drank it, the wounds on his legs closing up. Nikki stood in front of the door, eyes locked on it. Daven raised a hand; glowing green healing energy filled the room as leaves made of light touched them and faded away. 
 
     Kai moved to the middle of the group, “Everyone get ready. They’re going to come through that door and we have to hold them back for as long as we can.” 
 
    Daven shook his head, “I don’t think we even made a dent in the population. We’re going to be fighting for hours.” 
 
    “I’m ready if you’re ready, Kai,” Nikki said with an eager shout. 
 
    “Everyone take turns fighting. Daven, we need you to simply heal. We lose anyone else then we’re sunk,” Kai turned his attention to Wynter, “Any chance of calling up an army?” 
 
    Wynter nodded, “I can use lesser shards but my Will and Stamina attributes will get used up if I create anything higher than a white skeleton.”  
 
    Kai nodded with grim eyes, “Then keep it basic until we can figure a way out.” 
 
    The door shuddered again and a rusty iron band cracked. Kai stepped over and stood by Nikki’s side. The trolls formed up with them. Daven stayed to the back while Wynter stood before him but behind Kai and Nikki. The door rattled again and a large chuck of wood cracked open. Beady eyes and snarling teeth appeared for a moment before pulling back, blades pushing through, cracking the door further. 
 
    “No one dies,” Kai commanded with short sword in hand. 
 
    Nikki nodded. Daven let out a sigh as he raised his hand and clutched his staff. The trolls eyed the door as it splintered apart. Wynter held her breath as she readied her incantations. She didn’t expect to run into such a difficult situation so early. If she died, then that was that. She would be spending the weekend knowing she failed her guild. All the time spent building up her power would have been for nothing. All that time with Leopold would mean nothing, just like their relationship. 
 
    The door cracked and burst off the hinges. It hit the stone floor with a crash as kobolds slipped in like a tsunami. The wave of monsters came at the single line of defenders as more poured in. Kai gritted his teeth but Nikki’s eyes blazed open. Like a wild thing unleashed, she burst forward toward the incoming short wave of monsters. Sword gleaming for an instant of a second, the knight growled a shout as she hit the kobolds like a hurricane. 
 
    Wynter could barely make Nikki out as the knight whirled. Sword slashing left and right, kobold bodies burst into light and many more took their place. Unhinged, she fought on, driving her blade across necks and cleaving bodies. Kai and the trolls joined as kobolds spilled around her. The battle turned to inches as swords killed several kobolds at a time but more moved in.  
 
    The necromancer recited her incantations, gray energy turning green and forming into arcane circles. Eight white skeletons rose up from the ground and joined her team to fight off the little monsters. Light burst constantly around Nikki as, with every swing, she took down another enemy. Trolls smashed kobolds into light over and over again while Kai kept his attacks focused and deadly. Wynter pointed a hand, black energy snaking around her fingers. With a thought, black lightning burst forth. It streaked across the room and past Kai’s leg. The bolt struck one kobold, life draining from his face as it was thrown back. The body decayed to gray muscle and then white bone before shattering to light. In its place, a falling black gem the size of a small strawberry. The lesser soul shard changed its direction and flew across to the room into Wynter’s outstretched hand. She quickly stuffed it into her soul pouch and pointed her hand again, black lightning blasting outward. 
 
    Wynter kept up the pace as she blasted kobold after kobold, soul shards flying to her hand and quickly put into her inventory. She was making up the use of her other shards and then some. The skeletons she called up where falling one by one. She was down to two animated ones before she began the incantation to call up more. Despite the amount of damage, they were dealing out, the kobolds wouldn’t stop coming. 
 
    Eight long minutes passed and the horde did not stop. Wynter guessed that they had already killed a few hundred but the little monsters wouldn’t stop appearing. They showed no fear as they marched to their deaths. Daven was busy, casting natural healing spells but his stamina and strength were giving out. Kai was taking damage even though he was making the enemy pay with their lives. Even Wynter felt fatigued as she dished black lightning bolts and animating undead to the battle. Nikki was the only one not tiring. In fact, she seemed to burn hotter the longer they fought. 
 
    The knight turned on her heels and jumped to one side of the room. Before anyone could question it, an evil glint filled her eyes as she bent low with sword at her side. 
 
    “Pure slice!” The knight shouted. 
 
    The group stared as they fought. Nikki burst forward along the battle line with impossible speed. She smiled as her sword cut through one kobold after the other, separating their upper bodies from their lower. Legs pumped as her body became a comet with her sword out. When she reached the other side of the room, she fell to one knee. An entire two rows of kobolds burst into shattered light. The remaining kobolds at the doorway were stunned. For a brief instant, Kai and the trolls managed to take a breath. Nikki stood up, turned around and walked back to the middle, sword at her side. 
 
    The kobold’s stunned expressions melted away and a new torrent flowed in. Nikki grinned and reengaged, sword lopping off heads. 
 
    “Impressive!” Kai shouted as he started carving up incoming kobolds. 
 
    Daven’s hands dropped to his sides, “I’m out!” 
 
    Wynter knew that the battle would start turning soon. Without a healer, the kobolds were going to cut them slowly to death. Blasting black lightning, she tried to think of something. 
 
    “Can anyone smash the wall above the doorway? Maybe barricade them out?” Wynter shouted over the sounds of battle. 
 
    “It could cause the whole room to collapse on us,” Kai replied with a grunt. 
 
    Daven leaned heavy on his staff. The futility of the situation weighed on him as he watched his companions fight on. The druid used the last of his mana to heal the party, knowing there wouldn’t be enough time to regain it back. With a defeated sigh, he held his staff and watched as his companions fought against impossible odds. 
 
    A tapestry fluttered nearby. The druid turned his head and watched as a rat nose pointed out from underneath it. Stepping closer, the white rat crawled out and stood on its hind legs, sniffing at the air. Kneeling down, he could feel a cool breeze push at the stagnant room air. The rat moved to the edge of the tapestry and bit the end, pulling slightly. Daven reached out and pulled it aside. The wall behind it didn’t quite match up with the surrounding stone work. Realization cascading over his weary mind as Daven shot to his feet. 
 
    “Secret passage! There’s a secret passage!” Daven shouted at the top of his lungs. 
 
    Wynter heard him first. Mentally commanding one of her skeletons to break away, it walked over to Daven’s side. The druid pulled the tapestry back to reveal a secret door slightly ajar. The skeleton took hold and opened it further. 
 
    “I’m sending it in,” Wynter said and gave a mental command. 
 
    The skeleton moved in through the doorway. Wynter opened her connection and with closed eyes, could see what the skeleton could see. The tunnel stretched on for about twenty feet before reaching a dead end. 
 
    “It’s a dead end,” The necromancer shouted. 
 
    “There must be something more to it! Pull back to the secret passageway. Wynter, can you check it further?” Kai shouted. 
 
    Wynter concentrated. The skeleton moved further in, looking at all the walls. It was a dead end, nothing more to see. The skeleton took another step and the floor came out from under it. It slid down a hollowed-out slide, twisting and turning until everything turned black. 
 
    “There’s a trap door! Don’t know how deep is goes but it was far enough to break my connection.” 
 
    “I think we’re out of options! Go for it!” Kai sliced a kobold in half. 
 
    Daven was first to go through, stepping down the small corridor until he reached the end. The floor fell out from under him and he let out a yell. The group back peddled to the secret door. Wynter watched as the rat squeaked in her direction before scurrying off to a crack in the wall. The trolls pulled back with Kai. Nikki was the only one now holding off the mad kobolds. Light burst to her left and right as she fought on. The trolls went next down the small corridor and again, the floor gave out. Wynter and Kai were next, stepping to the end as they fell and slid into the tunnel slide. Nikki fought backwards as kobolds came at her until she was at the spot where floor gave out. She stared upward as the kobolds crowded the edge, hissing and howling before the tunnel slide veered and she slipped into darkness below. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Darkness parted into light as Nikki slid out of the stone chute and hit the stone floor hard. Scrambling to her feet, the knight turned around with sword in hand, ready for anything coming down. Wynter was on her feet as were the rest of her raid mates. They all stood at the ready, expecting a flood of kobolds to come swarming out of the chute. Long moments passed but nothing came. Not a single kobold appeared and the room was silent as a tomb. 
 
    “I don’t think they’re coming,” Daven said with a heavy breath. 
 
    After a few more seconds, the group relaxed. Sheathing weapons, they took in a relieved sigh. Kai brought up a 2D screen and began scrolling lines of information. Captain Vell and his trolls stood at the ready. Daven sat down and leaned against a wall, staff across his lap. Nikki continued to eye the chute and when she felt comfortable enough, finally sheathed her weapon. Wynter held her staff and let her shoulders relax.  
 
    Kai continued to look at the floating 2D screen as he began to talk, “The chute brought us down to Level 11. Raid teams are reporting in. The kobolds took out two teams before the other teams could make their way down. It seems the kobolds don’t follow after reaching a certain level. Our team is at the lowest point but other teams are getting closer.” 
 
    Daven let out a small sardonic laugh, “The kobolds won’t follow because there are more dangerous things down here.” 
 
    “For now, that works in our favor, we can take a break before we continue,” Kai said. 
 
    “I’m going to need at least twenty minutes before my stats are strong enough to heal again,” Daven added. 
 
    “My trolls will need about that much time to regenerate the damage taken,” Captain Vell said as he eyed his wounded warriors. 
 
    Kai nodded, “We should wait then instead of using healing potions. We may need them later.” 
 
    Wynter stepped forward, “I didn’t take any damage. I can explore the area; see if there is anything we need to worry about.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that is a good idea,” Kai said. 
 
    Wynter smirked, “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I’ll join you,” Nikki said as she stepped over to Wynter’s side. 
 
    Kai returned the smirk, “Alright but if you run into any trouble, get back here so we can take it on together.” 
 
    The necromancer and knight nodded before turning and walking to a single doorway at the end of the room. The door had long rotted away and inky darkness waited as they stepped closer. Balls of glowing blue fire followed the two players as they stepped out and began walking down a long dark tunnel. 
 
    A sense of relief washed over Wynter’s nerves. The battle had become a tad intense and she needed a moment to calm down. Nikki walked along, a small smile on her lips as if she was having the time of her life. The pair continued on as they inspected open doorways along the long corridor. 
 
    “Wynter, you were great back there,” Nikki said, breaking the silence. 
 
    “Me? You were the one kicking ass. I’ve seen knights fight but you were incredible.” Wynter smiled. 
 
    The knight lowered her head as they walked, “What I mean is, you kept your cool even when things were getting bad. I know this is a game but it can be so real sometimes. I’ve seen knights start to lose it when the battle goes badly. I sometimes think their true nature is coming out, even if it’s not real.” 
 
    “Thank you but I was having a hard time concentrating. If you didn’t use that fighting technique, I would have been messing up my incantations.” 
 
    Nikki lifted her head, eyes still searching pockets of darkness along the corridor, “I know we haven’t adventured together much before tonight but I’m glad to be here with you.” 
 
    Before Wynter could tell her the same, Nikki continued, “Leopold was such a jerk. I hated how he tried to control you.” 
 
    Wynter’s eyes widened, “He didn’t control me.” 
 
    Nikki kept her face a blank mask but the emotion was there, bubbling along her digital blood, “He was subtle, always having to be with you wherever you were. How he had to hold your hand or put his arm around you during guild meetings. I used to have a controlling boyfriend like that so I know it when I see it.” 
 
    Wynter walked on, astonishment clouding her eyes. Did Leopold do those things? Was he manipulative and she just turned a blind eye once again to it? Thinking back, she did notice how he eyed any player or guild mate who talked to her. Wynter never really had time by herself, she was always with him. She thought they were working together to stay on the path to becoming stronger. Now she questioned everything he did. Was she that blind? 
 
    “I don’t want to ruin your weekend but Leopold really rubbed everyone the wrong way. The game was about being free and having fun. I meant it when I threaten to cut him up.”  
 
    Wynter nodded, unsure what to say. 
 
    “Everyone sees how beautiful and kind you are. I’m surprised you took the necromancer class.” 
 
    Wynter questioned the same thing sometimes. Despite her normal life in reality, she was fascinated with the darker side. It helped that her father was a huge fan of horror and even at an early age, they would watch horror movies together. The memories welled up and caressed Wynter’s heart before they turned sour. She didn’t want to think of Leopold when she was supposed to be having fun. But memories floated up, challenging everything she thought she knew. Leopold was insistent on taking the necromancer class. He painted a pretty picture of raising an undead family together. The romantic image was enough to push her to do it. She had her own curiosity as well. Some of the other classes had their perks but something about the necromancer class spoke to her, even if it was in a broken sort of way. 
 
    Wynter remembered how Leopold took to it. He loved the control, killing the enemy and making them his slaves. He enjoyed making them beg to become greater soul shards. The two of them held private orgies to increase their power. Wynter’s eyes looked to the side as she remembered how she liked it but found something missing. The NPC’s were attentive and sexy lovers but there seemed to be something lacking. Wynter thought it was the uncanny valley between digital AI’s and the human mind. Maybe she saw through it, or maybe just knowing caused some of the luster to fade. The guild often had orgies but Leopold was adamant that they didn’t take part fully and preferred that they focus on each other, or bring in several of their soul slaves. Wynter let out a sigh as she realized the only other player she was ever intimate with in the game was Leopold. 
 
    Nikki glanced over to Wynter who was staring at nothing, “I’m sorry. You guys just broke up and I’m sure you’re still getting over it.” 
 
    The necromancer snapped her head up and looked to Nikki with a small smile, “I’m not that broken up about it. I had a feeling this was coming. My relationships…..don’t last that long.” 
 
    Nikki stopped walking and stared at Wynter with big eyes, “I don’t believe that. You’re wonderful and beautiful. The guys will be fighting to be with you now.” 
 
    Wynter gave a shy grin, “The guys will want to be with anyone.” 
 
    Nikki shook her head, “No, they respect you. Everyone in the guild respects you. I respect you.” 
 
    Wynter noticed the quick glance away when Nikki said the last sentence, “Nikki?” 
 
    The knight bowed her head just an inch, eyes cast downward, “Maybe it’s the heat of the battle still talking but you’re beautiful. Anyone would be lucky to be with you.” 
 
    Warmth wrapped Wynter’s heart as she looked down at the knight, spilling her emotions at her feet, and Leopold became a faraway memory. The sudden thrill had returned that she didn’t have to answer to anyone. For the first time in a long time, she was herself again. The game stripped away barriers and made the allure of deep feelings spiral upward into a storm of freedom. 
 
    “I wish I could show you…” Nikki was cut off by Wynter’s lips touching hers. 
 
    Heat glowed as lips locked and tongues slipped between them. Wild sensations blazed as Wynter tasted the knight. Nikki let out a low moan as she gently pressed her hands against Wynter’s smooth curves. The necromancer pressed her body against the knight’s armor, feeling its strength against her nearly nude body. Raising a hand, she touched Nikki’s neck. Wet tongues slid across one another as eyes closed. Electric current bolted across nerves. The taste of being alive coiled around each player and Wynter felt comforted. 
 
    A long moment passed before they broke their embrace. The necromancer leaned her head against the knight’s head. Nikki let out a heated sigh. Wynter pushed back the tide, afraid it would consume her. 
 
    “I will always be there for you,” Nikki whispered. 
 
    “I’m bad luck,” Wynter whispered. 
 
    “Not to me or anyone else in the guild,” Nikki pulled back and looked up into Wynter’s eyes. 
 
    The charge was still there, ricocheting inside her heart and mind but the prudent side took over.  
 
    Wynter pulled away and stepped back, “Let’s get back to the group. We can talk later.” 
 
    Nikki nodded. The pair turned and began walking back the way they came. After a few short minutes, they stepped into the room where their team was. Daven pulled his healing hand away from one of the trolls, green leaves of light falling away. Kai stepped past the group to meet up with the necromancer and knight. 
 
    “Anything out there?” the ranger asked with relief in his eyes. 
 
    “Nothing to report,” Wynter smiled. 
 
    “The area seems pretty clear,” Nikki said with no emotion. 
 
    Kai nodded, “We just finished healing and are ready to go. If everything is all set, let’s get back to breaking this dungeon.” 
 
    The raid group nodded their heads in approval before turning to the tunnel and continuing the long quest ahead of them.  
 
    *** 
 
    The levels blurred together the further down the raid team went. When they weren’t fighting monsters, Kai gave status updates on the other raid groups. The dungeon’s levels varied from mazes to wide open, almost gladiator styled halls. They fought goblins, snake monsters, giant worms and even strange monstrous trolls that seemingly lost their minds. Throughout each battle, the raid team held their own, fighting with skill and precision. The further down they went, the more in-tuned they had become. When they reached level sixty-four, out of the twenty raid groups that entered, only nine remained. 
 
    Wynter was actually having a good time as they ventured down. She and Daven fought progressively better with each battle. They timed their attacks until they remained in sync, the druid healing and the necromancer protecting the group. Kai was a force to be reckoned with as his arrows whittled down the enemy before he finished with his sword. Nikki threw herself into battle like a controlled berserker, using her entire body as a weapon. Despite their power, they reined it in, making sure to not over extend themselves, fighting well within their means. They did lose the other male troll, leaving Captain Vell with the two female troll soldiers. 
 
    On and on they fought, the excitement of defeating the dungeon drawing ever closer. Occasionally they came across other raid groups and fought together. After a battle, they would part to cover more dungeon ground, searching every dark inch. Wynter was having the best time with that because she could see the hungry look in everyone’s eyes as they fought harder, realization pouring in that they were winning. Word was getting out there on how well the team was doing and other players sent notes congratulating everyone on being the first group to make it this far. 
 
    When Wynter’s group reached level sixty-seven, it was Captain Vell who called for an extended break. The high of progressing finally dipped and the entire raid team had to agree. In a medium sized chamber, the team picked a spot to sit down and a relieved sigh fell from everyone’s lips. 
 
    “I don’t know about you guys but I need a relaxation break,” Daven said as he leaned back against a stone wall, his staff across his lap. 
 
    “I thought that’s what we were doing?” Kai said as he sat next to Wynter and Nikki. 
 
    Wynter sat up, stretching her body a little before sitting back. Nikki sat to the right of her while Kai sat to her left. Vell and his troll soldiers were about fifteen feet away. One of them eyed her commanding officer and ran a blue hand over his thigh. The Captain nodded his head as he leaned back.  
 
    “They have the right idea,” Daven said and pointed his chin to the trio of trolls. 
 
    All three players turned their heads to see one troll taking off her armor while the other one skillfully undid Vell’s leather leggings. A short moment passed before the Captain’s cock emerged half hard. The other female’s shapely nude body bounced as she moved to her captain’s side, hand reaching down and taking the bottom of his thick blue shaft while the other one closed her lips over the tip. Vell kissed the one holding him in her hand, tongues slipping in while firm breasts pressed against his chest. 
 
    Wynter smiled as Nikki and Kai watched. They had been around enough trolls to know this was as normal as sitting down to eat together. Daven let a sly smile slip as his staff began to shape shift across his lap. The long staff grew thicker and took on sensual curves. Wynter turned her attention to Daven just as the staff finished shifting into a beautiful brown skinned woman with pointed ears and long bark colored hair.  
 
    “Yes, my love,” the wood nymph said with blinking oval eyes. 
 
    “I hope you guys don’t mind, but I need a release,” Daven smirked before turning his attention to the wood nymph, “Tara my sweet, you know what I like.” 
 
    Tara nodded; her naked body pooled between the druid’s legs. Brown hands reached down and pulled away his robe. Daven rested his head back as his member was quickly revealed. The heat in the room grew as Wynter, Kai and Nikki watched the events unfold. Moans and suckling sounds bounced off walls, causing the mood to become infectious. Wynter felt the sudden stirring deep within but remained sitting, watching the show. Kai was still as a statue but he eyed the wood nymph as her head bobbed up and down. 
 
    Nikki shifted her vision between Daven and the trolls. There was a small glance to Wynter but she quickly returned her eyes to the wood nymph. Daven let out a low groan as the nymph took her time, slowly stroking him with her lips.  
 
    The necromancer wanted nothing more than to turn to her friends for her own release but instead of taking the chance, she simply sat. Strange odd feelings crawled over her nerves as she worried how being with them might change the way they saw her. Would they look at her the same afterwards? It was a tired old thought but one she could never fully get rid of. Not sure she could control herself, the player stood up and walked toward the doorway. Kai and Nikki looked up with questioning gazes before they started to stand up. 
 
    Wynter raised a hand, signaling them to stop, “I need to take a short walk. You guys stay. I just need to clear my head.” 
 
    “We could come with you,” Kai said with concerned eyes. 
 
    “It’s okay. I won’t go far,” Wynter said with a twinge of firmness in her tone. 
 
    Kai and Nikki stayed where they were as the necromancer left the room. Wynter walked about fifty feet before stopping and leaning against a stone wall. The familiar rules of her relationship came roaring back and for the life of her, she didn’t know why. Every time she had an urge or was turned on, she stopped herself because she didn’t want to ruin what she had with Leopold. She had respected their relationship and didn’t want to make a mistake that would jeopardize it. So why did she still feel this way when he was the one to break it off? Guilt slithered into her mind as she remembered her one tiny indiscretion with Nikki. Why was she being so hard on herself when no one seemed to care but her? 
 
    Wynter pressed her back to the wall and slid down until her rump touched her cloak against the floor. Staff leaning against the wall, the stirring was still there, deep within, whispering for her to break free of mental chains. 
 
    Thoughts shifted to Nikki hours earlier. Her kiss was soothing and vibrant. Wynter had never been with another woman, in or out of the game. She was much too shy to even consider it but it was nice, almost what she needed. Thoughts spiraled on to Daven. He was cute and seemed to have little shame which was bold in a seductive way. When they fought together, he was quick to take her by the waist and shift positions during the battles. His touch stoked the fire and Wynter liked the taste.  
 
    When the image of Kai bloomed in her mind, the player let her hand glide down between her legs. Fingers moving of their own accord, Wynter couldn’t stop them as they rubbed against her bikini bottom. The fabric felt smooth against her valley, fingers pushing down to part her thin line, the private touch further enflaming the burning fire. He was so strong and kind and just the type of man she always liked. The way he looked to her often sent a warm chill through her body. She tried to ignore it but everyone knew he looked at her. Leopold often had an excuse for not adventuring with the ranger and Wynter would go along with it, her heart speaking whispers of betrayal. 
 
    Fingers pressed deeper as wetness spilled. Wynter felt her nub through the fabric and grew frustrated. Pulling her fingers up, they touched her stomach and smoothed down under the edge of the fabric. A finger touched her wet line and caressed her glowing clit. Wynter let out a small whimper as urges whipped at her needs. She only wanted the quick release but thoughts of her guild mates caused her to linger with slow caresses. 
 
    Wynter thought to summon one of her lesser soul shards to satisfy her but deep down she knew it wouldn’t be enough. Instead she played on, running a single digit over her clit, over and over, teasing out her desires. Her other hand reached up and took hold of a breast, fingers running over a sensitive nipple. Body slowly writhing, she cursed under her breath as hips moved, her body betraying her. 
 
    The tempo grew as did the empty ache, needing to be filled. Nerves tightened to secret touches. Images rolled on of Kai over her, holding her down and having his way. Biting her lip to stifle her moans, wetness spilled and she rubbed on and on. The edges of her vision glowed white until the dam burst and nerves exploded. Trembling, she milked each long burst. The orgasm pulsed and flowed as teeth held onto her lip and eyes closed. Hips continued to move to her touch, pulling every last drop of ecstasy until a sigh fell from her lips. 
 
    It was nice but not satisfying enough. Wicked thoughts continued their symphony of whispers. How she wanted to be free of these terrible made up rules in her head. With slow strokes, she let the pleasure ebb back and forth until she pulled her fingers up. Moving to her feet, Wynter checked her outfit and fixed her cloak, thoughts in a haze. 
 
    Little one…… 
 
    Wynter snatched her staff from the wall and pressed her back to it, staff sideways in her hands. Eyes darted around for the strange dark voice but all she could see was an empty corridor. 
 
    Little one…..you are so much more….. 
 
    “Who’s there?” Wynter asked out loud, spells at the ready. 
 
    A friend….I wish to help you in your time of need…..little one…. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    “You’re the mysterious voice I was warned about,” Wynter said coolly as she gripped her staff. 
 
    I am far from mysterious…….merely a long dead soul with a need to assist those with the gift…. 
 
    Wynter glanced around for any sign of where the voice was coming from. It spoke with a seductive whisper and despite being deep in a dangerous dungeon; the necromancer found the tension from her shoulders bleeding away. 
 
    “Please don’t think of me rude, but I’m not looking for any assistance.” 
 
    You are not being rude….little one……simply prudent. I can sense your strength, talents and gifts….it is refreshing. I only wish to help you survive what is to come…. 
 
    “As I said, I don’t want your help,” Wynter said firmly. 
 
    The deep voice chuckled for a long moment, the sounds bouncing off walls or inside Wynter’s mind. She couldn’t tell. 
 
    That is your choice…but you will find…when darkness rains….we have little choice in anything we may do….. 
 
    The voice took in a deep breath but the words it said next came out like glowing honey against Wynter’s spirit. 
 
    Beware the lustful gaze of the garden……Find my eyes and you will know victory……and power…. 
 
    Wynter drank in the words but remained still as a statue. The voice let out a small breath before fading away. Looking around once again, she saw nothing but empty decaying walls and dark corridors stretching on. A cold chill ran down her spine as she turned and began walking back to her team’s small camp. 
 
    In moments, she was at the doorway looking in. Kai and Nikki were having a conversation while Daven was on his back, his wood nymph riding him like a steed. Tara let out small moans as the druid’s member speared her opening. The druid groaned his approval, looking over to Wynter and giving her a wink. The trolls were enjoying themselves, bodies entwined as their soft moans echoed. 
 
    Kai looked over to Wynter and was to his feet instantly. He strode across the room and stood before the necromancer with concerned eyes. Wynter eyed him and smiled, his thick chest level with her face. 
 
    “I was becoming concerned,” Kai said with a near soothing whisper. 
 
    “I’m okay. Cleared my head and ready to keep going,” the dark voice’s words played on in the background of her thoughts. “I think we’re going to run into trouble soon.” 
 
    Kai raised an eyebrow and Wynter continued. 
 
    “I never had a chance to talk to you about what happened before we started the raid, how Master Kurss had to speak to me…” 
 
    Wynter quickly explained what happened in the master’s tent. She told him about the other necromancers, the voices that may tempt the players and how there may be dragon spies in the raid. The necromancer spoke in hushed tones as Kai listened intently. She finished with the dark voice in the corridor and its warning.  
 
    Kai spoke when she finished, “I’ve heard about the voice from some of the troll soldiers in the camp. They didn’t know I was listening but it was enough for me to take note. If this voice did give you a warning then we should take it seriously.” 
 
    Wynter nodded, “I do but things will get really bad the farther down we go.” Wynter eyed the trolls as they finished up. Daven let out a small grunt and Tara moaned her approval. Nikki glanced at Wynter before returning her eyes to Daven finishing. “Could our team have a dragon spy?” 
 
    Kai kept his eyes on Wynter’s, “If we do, they will reveal themselves in time. We have to stay to the quest until that happens.” The troll ranger shifted on his feet as his eyes looked away. “We haven’t had a chance to talk since we started the raid….” 
 
    Wynter’s eyes widened a little as she looked into his dark eyes, a memory floating into her thoughts of the last time they all logged in, “It’s been a crazy whirlwind…..I wanted to talk to you too….” 
 
    Kai barely smiled before his face became a serious mask, “I wanted to have a chance to say I was sorry…if I made you uncomfortable….the other day.” 
 
    Wynter’s heart fluttered as the manly troll seemed to shrink before her, exposing himself in a way she never saw him do before, “You…you don’t have to be sorry….” The words hung heavy in the air. 
 
    The troll nodded, “I couldn’t help myself. You were in a relationship but….” 
 
    The image floated before Wynter, taking on sharper lines as it took shape. The guild hall was filled, the excitement of the raid painting the air in broad strokes. Wynter had just logged in, happy to see so many smiling faces. Guild mates waved and smiled to her as she stood at the top of the small set of stairs leading down to the main room. Tables were set with mountains of food and the hearth burned brightly. Jakar was getting everyone in order before the evening’s festivities. It was comfortable and homey, Wynter lovingly looking to her fellow players.  
 
    Stepping down, she searched for Leopold. He told her he would log in shortly so she told him she would see him in the game. Reaching the bottom of the stairs, a shadow fell across her pale skin. Wynter remembered looking up to Kai’s smile and warm dark eyes. The way he gazed upon her, it spoke volumes but Wynter simply pushed it away, knowing that Leopold would throw a fit if she looked at anyone else but him. There were no words as the necromancer and troll stared into each other’s eyes. Kai bent down and pressed his lips to Wynter’s.  
 
    Wynter remembered how it felt, an electric fire burning from her lips and spilling down her chest into her heart. Heat welled up along her neck and flushed her cheeks but she didn’t stop him. Time slowed for long moments before Kai broke the tender touch. Playful eyes turned to shock. The ranger stood up, turned and walked away without a word. Wynter stood stunned, not because of the sudden kiss but because it felt too good to be believed. Fellow guild mates looked on and smiled but remained discreet when Leopold appeared. The necromancer stepped down the stairs as Wynter turned to him and smiled, hoping her flushed cheeks had returned to normal. 
 
    Leopold eyed her before turning his head to the room. The guild was preparing as he turned back to Wynter. His usual swagger was tainted and something seemed to growl behind his eyes but it was short lived. Arm taking her by the waist, they joined the guild as Jakar began speaking. 
 
    “I’m not that kind of person,” Kai said, bringing Wynter back to the moment. 
 
    The necromancer reached up and touched his cheek, “I know.” 
 
    Kai reached up and curled his big hand over hers, “I expect nothing now that you’re single. I only wish for you to be happy.” 
 
    “Being here and adventuring together is helping me to be happy. Let’s keep going and maybe sometime in the future, we can just talk.” 
 
    Kai smiled and nodded. Behind them, the team was standing and fully dressed. Tara shifted into a staff and Daven took hold of it. Eyes all gazed upon Kai and Wynter as they stood facing each other. The necromancer pulled her hand back and the troll ranger let go. They turned to the team. Daven was smiling. Nikki smirked. Captain Vell held a blank expression while the two troll soldiers winked at Wynter. 
 
    Kai took lead as his face grew grim, “If everyone is rested, we have to discuss a possible threat. Wynter was informed by Master Kurss, of a dark voice that may tempt us. We can all assume that the dungeon will get tougher the further down we go. If anyone hears of a voice, please let everyone know so we can address it.” 
 
    Captain Vell looked to Wynter, “Did you hear it, the voice?” 
 
    Wynter nodded, “It spoke to me when I went to clear my head.” 
 
    The captain kept his stare firm, “Did it tempt you?” 
 
    Wynter returned his hard stare with her own, “It tried but I will not let it tempt me.” 
 
    “See that it doesn’t,” Vell commanded. 
 
    A fire lit in Wynter’s belly, “Or what? You’ll stop me?” 
 
    The captain let a small smirk slip, “No, I will save you.” 
 
    The lightness in the room grew thick. Nikki eyed the captain; brow forming a hard V. Kai’s blue face was a hard mask. Daven looked to everyone in turn with a nervous smile. 
 
    Kai cut through the tension with his deep voice, “We are all on the same side, how about we focus on the dungeon. If everyone is ready, we are leaving now.” 
 
    The raid team turned their eyes to Kai and nodded. The ranger nodded back. The team moved as one, leaving the room and striking out into the dungeon corridor. Moving into formation, they resumed their journey.  
 
    Wynter was silent as she walked along. It was only going to get tougher the further down they explored. Glancing at Kai, the ranger had taken lead while Nikki was covering the rear. Warmth spread from her chest as she thought of the small kiss between them from two weeks ago. It still burned bright but now was not the time to explore her emotions. Mentally taking a stand, she told herself that she could talk to him about it when the raid was over and not before. They had to stay sharp if they were going to make it and they couldn’t afford any distractions. 
 
    The gloom of the corridor stretched on as small balls of blue flame kept the darkness at bay. 
 
    *** 
 
    Levels passed one by one. The encounters grew tougher but the raid team fought on. After a fight with three giant white ogres, the team moved steadily down another wide corridor. Wynter let out a yawn as she brought up a 2D screen. The nine remaining teams were now reduced to seven. She wondered if they would have enough players to fight the boss at the end levels. With a tap of the screen, it faded from view as they trekked further in, searching for the staircase to the next level.  
 
    Daven strolled next to Wynter, a simple smile on his lips and staff clicking off the stone floor. The necromancer kept her attention forward, senses sharp to detect any ambush. 
 
    “So, you and Kai were pretty cozy before. Should I be jealous?” The druid’s smile broadened to show his teeth. 
 
    “Are you?” Wynter asked with a knowing smirk. 
 
    “Terribly! I didn’t know you liked them blue and meaty. I mean I should have known after that quick kiss between you too.” 
 
    Wynter’s lips quivered as she fought back her smile. 
 
    “So, you’re into the blue guys. You must have loved Dr. Manhattan, especially when he floated all naked,” Daven laughed. 
 
    “Daven, you know I can hear you,” Kai said as he kept his body forward but speaking over his shoulder. 
 
    “I know but come on Kai, you liked the blue cock too that’s why you’re a troll,” the druid laughed again 
 
    Wynter tried to keep her face neutral but was failing miserably, “You never seemed the jealous type.” 
 
    Daven relaxed his shoulders with a huff, “I’m not, not really. I just see how Nikki and Kai look at you.” 
 
    “I can hear you too,” Nikki chimed in from the rear. 
 
    Daven ignored her and continued, “I know you’re getting off a recent break up but I just wanted to tell you that I’m here for you too. Do you want some helpful after breakup advice?” 
 
    Wynter tried to keep her lips from smiling, “I bet even if I say no, you’re going to tell me anyway.” 
 
    Daven continued to talk, “When I go through messy break ups, the best thing to do is fuck your brains out. I mean really work through that stress. Thank the digital gods this game came along or I would be moping on forever.” 
 
    Wynter smiled, defeated that she could no longer hold it back, “Do you have a lot of break ups?” 
 
    Daven’s eyes turned to the corridor ahead of them as they walked, “I’ve had a few. The game helps me cope but so do my dogs, turtles and parrots. I seem to turn girlfriends off. I think it’s because I don’t take many things seriously most of the time, just my animal friends.” 
 
    The druid’s demeanor shifted, taking on an unusually serious tone, “Wynter, I’m not sure what you’re looking for but I just wanted to tell you that we all understand what you’re going through. But now that He-Who-Should-Not-Be-Named is gone, I would love to be real friends.” 
 
    Wynter kept her smile as her heart warmed, “Thank you Daven. I would love to be real friends.” 
 
    The druid smiled and it quickly melted away as he squared his shoulders, “So if you need help working out that stress, you have my cock and my heart. No strings or messy feelings, just friends with amazing benefits.” 
 
    “It’s like his filter is comic book movies and Lord of the Rings,” Nikki laughed from the rear of the group. 
 
    Kai’s shoulders shook as he tried to contain his chuckle. Wynter’s cheeks glowed red against her pale skin while Vell and his soldiers looked on, confused. 
 
    “Thank you Daven for the offer. You will be at the top of the list if I ever need to work out my stress.” 
 
    “Everyone hear that, she can’t take it back. I have witnesses!” Daven said with over enthusiastic joy. 
 
    “Keep it down. You want to attract every monster to our location?” Kai hissed. 
 
    “I just want it to be clear, I’m Wynter’s fuck boy or boy toy, whatever comes first,” Daven said with a skip in his step. 
 
    The air seemed to lighten as the group walked. The attention was nice but Wynter wasn’t sure what she wanted. She thought about how after each break up she would go months before dating anyone, promising herself that this was the time to change for the better. Just as she would get her life together, a guy would sense it and slide right in, dazzling her with charm. She fell for it nearly every time. The process had to stop but the player hesitated on making that fabled promise to herself again. Deep down, she couldn’t trust herself. The only voice that came crawling into her mind was that this time she had to be more careful. If not, she would fall down the rabbit hole and be right back where she was.  
 
    The love and understanding from her fellow guild mates was intoxicating. How easy it would be to just let go and be with them. The obvious feelings they showed for her was tempting but the player wondered if her real life bad luck would spill into her game life. Part of the excitement of Lewd Saga was that she could enjoy her desires with no strings attached. If things became too real, she could unplug and stop playing for a while. But the way the guild came to her side, it sparked something she wasn’t sure was real, a sense of belonging. 
 
    Kai put up an arm and the group stopped, ready for anything. “I see the stairwell down to level 88.” 
 
    “We’re really doing this,” Daven stated with excitement rolling along his nerves. 
 
    “Let’s keep it tight. No telling how bad it’s going to get. There could be anything down there and we cannot afford to take any chances. Are we ready to face it?” Kai asked with is head half turned to the group behind him. 
 
    “I’m ready,” Nikki said with conviction. 
 
    “I’m ready,” Daven said as his grip tightened around his staff. 
 
    “We’re ready,” Captain Vell and his troops called out in unison.  
 
    Wynter looked to the troll ranger with a warm smile on her lips. “I’m ready,” she said as her heart pumped in her chest. 
 
    Kai nodded. “Keep it by the numbers,” the ranger smiled at first before he shifted into work mode. 
 
    The party converged on the staircase, eyes wide and senses open. The last number of levels lay below them and they were about to make game history. Wynter kept her spells at the ready while feeling the warmth of her friends and guild mates, as they descended down the cracked stone stairs to the horrors below. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    The stairs coiled around, dust motes floating in blue light. Kai made mental notes of every crack and strange root hanging from the walls. Eyes sharp, he used his Detect Traps skill as they progressed down. Wynter was behind him, eyes searching and ready to cast a spell the instant trouble brewed. Daven was behind her, eyes darting down into the darkness. Vell and his two troll soldiers stepped down next, weapons in hand. Nikki had her sword drawn and turning back to the stairwell behind them to see if they were being followed.  
 
    The turning spiral of the staircase filled them with dread. Anything could be lurking just out of sight and on the stairs. They had run into numerous giant rats and often the lead was taking most of the damage. Nikki and Kai took turns with their positions. The troll ranger kept his hands frosty for the unexpected, for this time it was his turn to lead the group downward. 
 
    Each step down was slow going but the group didn’t want to risk an encounter going bad and unraveling all their hard work. Sniffing at the air, Kai checked if he caught the scent of any monsters lurking below. So far, only dusty air filled his nose as he moved with measured steps. The ranger caught the soft glow of light just out of view. With another step, the light grew slightly brighter. 
 
    “I see it too,” Wynter whispered from behind the ranger. 
 
    The raid party made their way down, the light growing brighter with every step. Soon it filled the stairwell, replacing the blue glow of Wynter’s floating ghost flames. The necromancer whispered a word and the little balls of blue fire blinked out of existence. After another dozen steps, the group reached the bottom. A wide opening greeted them as blinding light spilled in. 
 
    Hands up and eyes blinking, they moved to the opening as their vision adjusted to the brightness. Kai and Wynter stood side by side as they stared into a great cavern, at the very top a ball of light as bright as the sun shined down onto trees. Small waterfalls spilled from cracks in the walls and the faint sounds of birds chirping mixed with rushing water.  
 
    The size of the cavern was astonishing as the group walked out onto the high landing, admiring the green beauty lying before them. Birds flew up, circling in the air before landing on tree tops. The air was fresh and contained a hint of mist from the flowing waterfalls. In such a contained space, the noise should have been deafening but Wynter noticed that the sounds of the waterfalls were merely a low static hum against such a breath-taking background. 
 
    “This is amazing,” Daven said as his jaw hung slightly. 
 
    “How could such a beautiful place be here so deep underground,” Nikki said as she gazed out into the emerald beauty. 
 
    Kai’s eagle eyes stared out to the other side of the great cavern. Another wide opening on a dais stood in the bright light. Even at this great distance, he could see there were stairs leading down. 
 
    “There is another stair well at the other side of the cavern. I think we can all agree there is something dangerous between here and there,” Kai said as he surveyed the underground forest and taking a quick sniff of the air. It tasted of something unnatural. 
 
    “I could send a skeleton into the forest. I don’t have much of a range but enough to see if there are any surprises,” Wynter suggested. 
 
    “Can you summon several skeletons and have them spread out?” Kai asked. 
 
    Wynter shook her head, “The more I summon the harder it will be for me to see. I could summon two but more than that, my vision will get foggy. You will have to lead me by the hand because I won’t be able to walk and split my vision too much.” 
 
    Daven stepped to Wynter’s side and entwined his fingers with hers. “I’ll be your eyes,” the druid smiled. 
 
    “Nikki, stay close to Wynter and Daven,” Kai ordered. 
 
    The knight nodded, “You know I will.” 
 
    The ranger looked over to Captain Vell, “Cover the rear. We can’t afford any surprises.” 
 
    The captain smirked, “It seems you will not be joining us.” 
 
    Kai eyed the troll before looking back at the underground forest, “I’m going to scout on my own. I’ll be close but I have to investigate a strange scent in the air.” 
 
    “We shouldn’t split the group,” Wynter said with her gaze on the ranger. 
 
    “Normally I would agree but there is something in the air. I can easily camouflage    my movements if I’m on my own. I won’t be far. Stay together and protect each other,” Kai said before leaping off the edge. 
 
    The raid team moved to the edge to see the ranger already landing on the floor thirty feet down. The troll bolted for the tree line, and in moments he blended into the forest and was gone. A solemn silence fell over the team as they took their positions and moved down the stairs. Nikki moved to the front with Wynter and Daven standing side by side as they descended. The trolls took up the rear. When they reached the bottom, Wynter lifted her staff. Arcane symbols circled her hand, glowing from gray to green. Two symbols appeared on the ground and a pair of skeletons rose up. 
 
    Daven’s grip tightened a little, holding Wynter close. The necromancer closed her eyes and swirls of light rose up from behind her lids. Faint pictures appeared, fuzzy at first but then solidifying into a moving image. The skeletons faced the group and Wynter could see herself in their hollowed eyes. The skeletal servants turned and began stepping toward the forest. The group waited until the skeletons entered the brush and moved further in. 
 
    “I can see what they see. We can start walking in about twenty seconds,” Wynter said with eyes closed. 
 
    The team waited until the necromancer gave the signal by pointing her skull staff. At once they moved and entered the shadowy brush as the magical sun glowed overhead. 
 
    Wynter concentrated as her skeletons spread out a little but continued their march forward. Small animals scurried away and low hanging branches were pushed aside. The mist in the air grew as the vibrant waterfalls to the left and right of them roared on. It was a strange contrast compared to the decayed stone corridors and rooms they passed on nearly every level. Wynter liked the change and enjoyed the view as her skeletons stepped through tangles of branches and vines. Despite seeing through their eyes and controlling them, simple skeletons were a little brash in their movements. What they couldn’t push aside, they broke and stripped it away. Vines snapped and were pulled down while branches were broken by boney hands.  
 
    The trail left behind by one of the skeletons was easy to follow. Daven kept his pace measured as he guided the necromancer. Nikki kept her knees bent and sword drawn. The sounds of paradise filtered through the trees, trying to persuade the party to relax. They all knew if they took one second to breath, a trap would spring. 
 
    “I hope Kai knows what he’s doing,” Daven said in a low tone. 
 
    “I’m sure he’s watching us right now, ready to jump in if we run into anything,” Wynter said calmly. 
 
    “I should speak with the trees. They can tell me if there is something we should worry about,” Daven whispered as he eyed each passing tree. 
 
    Wynter nodded with her eyes closed, “Will it take long?” 
 
    “About a minute,” The druid said plainly 
 
    The necromancer stopped and a moment later, so did the group. Nikki looked back as Daven pulled his hand from Wynter’s and stepped closer to a tree. Vell eyed the trees around them. Wynter kept her attention on keeping the connection to her skeletons. Both moved through the brush and in the distance, the shine of water sparkled past the trees in the distance. The closer they moved, the more the sparkling water shined back. Ignoring everything around her, Wynter focused. 
 
    Daven stood in front a tree trunk, hand out. Whispering a few kind words, a connection bloomed between himself and the tree. When his hand touched the bark, the connection strengthened and black spiraling madness rammed his senses. The druid let out a grunt as his vision was assaulted by spirits screaming and howling in pain. After another moment, the druid cried out as he tried to pull away. Instead, fingers curled into the bark as insane screaming crashed into him over and over again. 
 
    The skeletons just cleared the edge when the connection was broken. Wynter opened her eyes to see Daven falling to his knees but his hand still clutching at the side of the tree, fingers digging into hard bark. Nikki turned and rushed to Daven’s side, free hand taking hold of his robe. With a heave, she yanked him from the tree and sent him to the forest floor. Wynter fell to her knees, grabbing the dazed druid into her arms. 
 
    Daven’s eyes were size of saucers as he looked up at nothing, “The forest…the whole forest is screaming! There is a poison in their roots and flowing through their trunks.” 
 
    Nikki stood over the necromancer and fallen druid, “What does that mean?” 
 
    Daven fought for control as he pushed away the horrid screams, “The water….something vile is in the water.” 
 
    Wynter eyed him with concern, “Daven?” 
 
    The druid turned his eyes to Wynter, drinking in her pale beauty. Embarrassed, Daven curled his body up and was to his feet. He brushed himself off and held out a hand for the necromancer. Wynter took his hand and he gently pulled her to her feet. The group stood on edge as the druid tried to compose himself. 
 
    “I think I’m okay but we have to get out of here like now. Something here is keeping the forest alive with foul, unnatural magic.” 
 
    Nikki turned back to the forest, “Let’s pick up the pace.” 
 
    Wynter took hold of her staff and closed her eyes, “Wait, I saw something before the connection was broken.” 
 
    Images appeared once again behind Wynter’s eyelids. The skeletons were standing at the edge of a large lake. It seemed to spread out to the left and right of them, nearly separating the cavern in two sides. The sound of splashing caused one of the skeletons to turn its head. In the distance, two women frolicked in the water, not far from shore. On the ground by some trees, a man lay with a woman draping herself along his body. Wynter focused as strange differences became apparent. The four people were nude but that wasn’t the strange part. Their skin was an ashen gray but their hair was an abyssal black. She couldn’t see strands or locks of hair but instead saw the general outline of what hair should be and nothing more. 
 
    “There are four people by a large lake. I’m not sure if they see my skeletons or don’t care that they’re there,” Wynter said in a low voice. 
 
    “Can we go around them?” Nikki asked. 
 
    “The lake is big. It will take us a while to circle around,” Wynter said as she watched the four people carry on. 
 
    “I don’t recommend swimming across either or we may end up like the trees,” Daven said in a demure tone. 
 
    Wynter opened her eyes, the connection fading away, “From what I saw, we may have no choice. The trees are sparse on the left side of the lake. One way or another, they’re going to spot us.” 
 
    “We could try and take them on?” Nikki said simply. 
 
    Wynter shook her head, “We are deep in the dungeon. We have no idea what they are or how powerful they may be.” 
 
    Daven scooped up his staff from the floor, “Can you spy on them a little longer. Maybe they will show you something, a hint on what they are?” 
 
    Wynter thought about it and then nodded in approval. The druid did have a point. If they could watch them, then they can plan accordingly. The necromancer closed her eyes and reestablished the connection. An image unfurled before her and the player gasped. 
 
    A gray skinned woman smiled wickedly directly in front of the skeleton, her eyes a sickly yellow. Sharp teeth filled her mouth as smooth hands reached up. Wynter tried to command her skeleton to pull back but the creature’s slender hands blurred towards it and the connection was lost. 
 
    “Shit,” the necromancer whispered as she opened her eyes. 
 
    Brush rustled close by. The raid group fell into battle stances, ready to take on the threat. Gray hands appeared in the air, fingers spread and palms out. Wynter watched intently as a man stepped from the brush with a disarming smile, his nude body in full view before the team. 
 
    “Please, I come in peace,” the man said as he looked at the group with yellow eyes. 
 
    The team kept their stance. The man walked a few feet closer before stopping. Wynter kept her eyes on him, strange, pure black hair writhing in the air, almost as if he was under water. Nikki had to glance down as she couldn’t help but notice the man’s rather impressive member dangling between his thighs.  
 
    “My name is Bryce and I wish no harm. I merely came over to investigate after we destroyed two skeletons by our lake. We had no idea there were adventurers in our forest.” 
 
    “Those were my skeletons,” Wynter said with a hard stare. 
 
    Bryce lowered his hands and gave a simple smile, “That would explain it then. We thought some of the undead had wandered onto our level. You can understand our readiness to defend ourselves.” 
 
    No one budged as the strange man stood before them. 
 
    Bryce looked on with amusement before speaking again, “It has been so long since we’ve had company. Please stay awhile before you move on. We can even show you the safest way to the other side in exchange for some of your time.” 
 
    The bushes trembled before the three gray skinned women appeared around the raid group. Daven turned, pressing his back to Wynter’s. Nikki held her ground as Vell and his soldiers turned around and pressed their backs to each other. The pleasant vibration in the air died and the cavern grew quiet. 
 
    “Thank you but we’re in a hurry.” Wynter said with an edge. 
 
    Beware……. 
 
    The necromancer didn’t flinch as the voice rolled through her mind like warm water. The women stepped from the bushes, gray nipples pointed from large round breasts. Black hair moved unnaturally around their heads as toned bodies flexed with each step. Bryce kept his stare even as he crossed his arms, the smirk still apparent. 
 
    “It has been so long since we have had real company. I must insist you stay and spend time with us. We promise many delights to sooth your weary bones.” 
 
    Daven looked up to see several birds on a tree top eyeing them. With a whistle of bird song, he asked them a question. The birds sang back in sharp tones and melodies which ended in small shrieks. 
 
    Daven’s brow darkened, “They’re Gazers. We don’t have a chance.” 
 
    Wynter kept her cool as Daven’s words stabbed deep. They had all heard the stories from fellow guild mates at their gatherings. Gazers were monsters from the abyss, unnatural creatures with a thirst for light. They are often solitary creatures with a need to drain their victims before they consume them. Strong and filled with thousands of hit points, they also used status attacks to weaken their prey. It often took a small group to take one on but now, four stood, surrounding them on all sides. 
 
    Bryce let his smile fade, “If only you accepted our invitation. We would have pleasured you until exhaustion and then make your deaths painless but now you leave us little choice. Your light will feed us for many cycles until we consume you.” 
 
    Nikki licked her lips as the familiar battle thirst filled her heart. Knees bent, she stared like a wolf, ready to take down big game. Daven firmed up his shoulders and his resolve, staff in hands. Wynter eyed the gazer, spells at the ready. 
 
    Bryce’s body remained motionless but his eyes vibrated. Two eyes pulled closer together, meeting in the middle and merging into a single eye. The eye grew bigger and bigger as his nose melted away. Black liquid appeared from his hands and crawled up his arm, covering it up to his elbows. Black liquid rose up around the knees and spilled down, covering it in a thin layer of wet darkness. The three women standing along the edge changed, mirroring Bryce. Bodies heaved and breasts bounced as the black liquid covering their hands sharpened at the finger tips into five-inch talons. 
 
    Bryce’s large yellow eye stared at Wynter, “I will enjoy draining your beautiful body. With each orgasm, you will fall further and further in love with me until you give up your light just because I asked for it. You will beg me to take it with whimpers and moans.” 
 
    Black stalks emerged from over Bryce’s shoulders and under his arms. There were four of them, segmented like an armored worm. The ends pointed in Wynter’s direction and lids pulled back to reveal a yellow eye on each one. The female gazers produced stalks just like Bryce, yellow eyes opening one by one. 
 
      “Let the feast begin,” Bryce said with a wicked grin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    The forest crawled with stained life. Kai couldn’t shake the scent as he moved through the brush with ease. It seemed to grow stronger the further east he moved. Hidden under shadows and wide leaves, the ranger moved on with measured steps. Glancing off to the side, he sharpened his senses to gain any hint of the raid group. The occasional murmur and cracking of branches were the only sounds he heard. It was enough to know that they were still okay. 
 
    Pushing on, the roar of a waterfall grew closer. Kai made his way to the edge of a clearing, the foul stench of something otherworldly filling his nose. Brushing away a leafy branch, the ranger stared at the strange sight before him. 
 
    Water came down in a single torrent from the cavern wall. It crashed down on a pointed sharp stone, splitting the waterfall in half. The falling, thick streams framed something odd underneath the pointed stone. Kai stepped from the brush, his eyes drinking in a floating skull. It was human shaped but black and purple mist spiraled behind it. Hovering two feet above the small pond, it gazed forward, pearl like eyes glinting in the sunny cavern light. 
 
    Kai moved closer, noticing tendrils of spiraling darkness caressing the streams flowing on either side of the skull. The player stopped at the edge of the pond, water slick with oil like darkness. Mentally taking it in, he reached into a side pouch and pulled out a small crystal. Holding his hand before his lips, the red crystal glimmered in his palm. 
 
    “I have found Harkkon’s Eyes. I will attempt to remove them and send word if successful. If you do not hear from me in an hour, the Eyes are on level 88, to the eastern side of the cavern.” Kai whispered to the stone. 
 
    The stone glowed red before it winked out of existence. Kai let out a sigh as he eyed the skull floating ten feet from the ponds edge. The ranger questioned going in the water and tried to think of an alternative way of grabbing the skull. As his mind worked, a cry and a stark fluttering of birds caused the ranger to turn around. Senses open, he could hear the sounds of battle. Removing his bow from his back, the ranger bolted back the way he came. Running full tilt, he heard Wynter shouting and his heart tightened as trees blurred past. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nikki moved like a dancer, slicing at a female gazer. The horrid, one-eyed creature dodged each strike. The knight pushed on, slicing and stabbing, trying to close the distance so she could do some damage. The gazer dipped and side stepped every attempt until Nikki switched her stance and brought her sword hard across. The gazer drove its arm down as the knight’s blade struck the black liquid covering it. Nikki pulled back and her sword sparked but there was no damage. The gazer let out a cruel giggle as it launched itself at the knight, slashing with five-inch claws.  
 
    Vell and his two soldiers threw themselves at a gazer. It single handily kept them at bay, blocking each blow coming in with its forearms and shins. The storm of swords and clubs rained down but the three trolls used their size to their advantage. Bullying their way forward, the gazer was forced to retreat but it continued its mocking grin. Vell slashed outward and the gazer moved low. The blade sliced through a nearby thin tree, causing the top to slide off and branches crashing down on the gazer. Gray hands grabbed branches and splintered with a twist of wrists. Vell pushed on just as the gazer stood up. The troll stabbed the tip of his sword into the Gazer’s belly. The blade sunk deep as the troll captain used all of his strength to drive it to the hilt. His fellow trolls were on either side of him, one stabbed a sword deep in the gazer’s chest while the other slammed her club against the creature’s head. 
 
    Vell waited, expecting the creature to burst into light a second later. Instead he stared into the gazer’s eye as it turned to look to him. It brought its arm to its chest and lashed out. The backhand sent Vell through the air. The captain landed on his back, fifteen feet away. When he raised his head, he watched as the gazer glared at one of his trolls. A beam of gray light burst forth, hitting the troll in the face. Stumbling back, she let go of the blade in the gazer’s chest and fell to her knees. The gazer turned her attention to the other solider. The eye stalks glowed as gray light burst forth. The troll was in the middle of swinging her club again when multiple shafts of light struck her. The club slipped from her hands as she was thrown into a nearby tree. Sliding down, her eyes began to close and she slumped to the cavern floor. Vell stood up as the gazer pulled the swords from her chest and stomach, letting them fall to the ground.  
 
    The captain rushed the gazer. The gazer’s eye glowed as it centered on the incoming troll. Light burst forth but Vell twisted his body to the side. Light burst from the eye stalks but Vell continued to twist and roll. Slipping back to his feet, the troll on her knees grabbed both blades from the ground and tossed them to her captain. Vell jumped up and grabbed them from the air, bringing both blades down hard on the gazer. It let out a grunt as blades sunk into its shoulders. It grabbed the captain by his shirt. Vell’s dark eyes widened as he was pulled off his feet and thrown at his soldier on her knees. He crashed into her and they both rolled. Before he was back to his feet, the gazer pulled the swords from her shoulders and let them drop again, the wide wounds closing right before his eyes. 
 
    Daven eyed the gazer as she stepped forward menacingly. Letting go of his staff, it shifted into the wood nymph. Tara wasted no time as she bent her knees and came at the abyssal creature. Hands forming into sharp wooden points, she attacked with contained fury. Daven took three steps and laid a hand on a tree. Speaking Gaia’s tongue, he called on the tree’s life force. Despite the madness the tree endured, it gave up its life willingly to end its own pain. The druid whispered an apology as he pointed his other hand. Green energy glowed before emerald light blasted out. Tara and the Gazer were locked in battle as the green light struck the monster. Moss and green lighting arced along its body as its movements slowed. Tara slammed wooden points over and over again into the monster. The gazer’s eye glowed as its smile faded. Before it could unleash its power, Daven lifted his hand slightly, blasting the creature’s face with green natural power. Moss sprouted on the eye as the gazer screamed. The tree Daven was draining withered each passing moment. The druid wanted to let go so the tree would recover but he knew he had to pour it on or the gazer was going to regenerate. Leaves fell away as the bark turned black. The gazer’s eye was covered in burning light as moss covered its head. Tara continued her assault on the abyssal creature, stabbing over and over again. Daven let out a sigh as the tree died and the green light faded from his hand. 
 
    The gazer clawed at its face, removing huge swaths of moss even with the wood nymph stabbing it in the mid-section over and over. Daven stepped to another tree. The moment he touched it, the gazer pulled off a large chunk of moss and blasted Tara point blank with gray light. The eye stalks unleashed their paralyzing stare as five streams struck Tara. Daven’s heart leaped in his chest as Tara fell to the ground, the gazer already on top of her. 
 
    “Die child of the forest!” The gazer cackled as black hands took hold of Tara’s head and twisted. 
 
    The druid cried out as he unleashed another emerald stream of life force. Tara’s head fell with sadness in her eyes before shattering into light. Her body cracked and burst into shards of greenish light. The gazer stood, raising an arm. The life force blast struck the gazer’s black forearm. It licked its lips as it pushed against the stream of light, moss growing along its forearm. Daven poured on the power as the monster slowly moved toward him, a hungry look in its eye. 
 
    Wynter kept a healthy distance from Bryce. The male gazer took a step forward, eyeing the necromancer with sickening desire. Hand slipping into her side pouch, she pulled out two greater soul shards between her fingers. They were roughly the size of small daggers. With a flick of her wrist, they stabbed into the ground before the gazer.  
 
    Wynter knew she couldn’t hold back. Whispering arcane words, black circles appeared around her out stretched hand. The shards in the ground flared and faded away as she finished the summoning spell. In their place, black arcane symbols swirled and black bones rose up. Wynter felt her strength and stamina points decrease a few points as her ebony dead rose up from the ground. Purple energy flared in their right skeletal hands, forming into ghostly purple blades.  
 
    Without hesitation, the black bones silently launched themselves at the gazer. Bryce met them half way and chaos erupted. Purple blades struck out as the gazer blocked each one in turn. Leg kicking out, it slammed into thigh bone. The ebony skeleton did not falter as it pressed its attack. Wynter knew her Ebony Skeletons could take and dish out a lot of damage. She watched as Bryce tried to keep up while the skeletons pushed him back step by step. A blade sliced across the gazer’s exposed thigh and another cut across his chest. The gazer continued to fight but losing ground with each slash. 
 
    Wynter glanced around to see the rest of the team locked in battle. Nikki was fighting to a standstill with her gazer. Daven poured emerald light against another gazer getting close and closer. The third gazer unleashed a stream of gray light on Vell. His soldier threw herself in front of him, taking the blast and slumping to the ground. The battle was turning bad and the necromancer needed to change the tide. 
 
    Wynter pulled a handful of lesser soul shards. She wanted to summon more of her ebony skeletons but she was limited to two at a time. Tossing the soul shards in the air, she whispered incantations. A gray arcane circle appeared around her hand and it turned blood red an instant later. Red symbols glowed from the ground as four bloody bones rose up. The red skeletons rushed to aid her fellow raid companions all at once.  
 
    “Pull back to me!” Wynter commanded. 
 
    Nikki nodded as the bloody bones joined her side, slashing at the gazer. The creature spun, trying to deflect the undead attacks. Nikki took the advantage and drove her sword into the gazer’s gut. It didn’t make a sound as it slashed at the red skeleton, sending cracked rib bones through the air. The knight activated a technique. With the sword buried in the creature, she slashed the blade upward with blazing power. The gazer screeched as its left side was nearly cleaved off. An eye stalk pointed at the bloody bones, white lightning blasting out. The skeleton moved in as lightning struck it dead on, shattering the bloody bones to pieces before flashing away. Nikki kept up her assault as another eye stalk pointed at her and unleashed a lightning attack. The knight was struck dead on and sent crashing to the ground. 
 
    Daven couldn’t move as he pulled life force from the tree and continued to blast the gazer getting closer. A Bloody Bones moved in as the gazer pulled off shreds of moss from its nearly covered arm. The skeleton slashed but the gazer stopped pulling off moss and fended off the incoming attacks. 
 
    Wynter realized the paralyzing touch of her bloody Bones had no effect on the creatures. She hoped it would slow them down but they were adapting to their attacks. Vell was backing up as his gazer’s eye began to glow. She saw that the troll captain was weaponless. 
 
    “Vell!” The necromancer shouted. 
 
    The troll turned to see Wynter throwing her skull staff like a javelin toward him. The captain side stepped and grabbed the metal staff right from the air. Whirling around, he brought the staff down hard on the gazer. The creature blocked with its arms but opened its eye wide. Gray light burst forth but Vell blocked the beam with the staff and whirled away.  
 
    Wynter pulled greater soul shards from her pouch and turned to see one of her ebony skeletons crumple to the ground. It burst into a dark colored light. Bryce’s eye stalks unleashed lightning bolts in rapid succession, striking the black skeleton and cracking supernatural bone. It slashed again and again but the gazer blocked each blow. Wynter pointed a hand and unleashed her soul drain attack. Black lightning burst forth from her hand and struck Bryce in the chest. The gazer let out a laugh as he unleashed several lightning bolts at the last ebony skeleton. It shattered and fell to the ground before bursting into shards of light. 
 
    “You cannot soul drain something that does not have a soul,” Bryce smirked as he stalked toward the necromancer. 
 
    Wynter threw two more great soul shards to the ground. Black symbols appeared around her hands and on the floor, two Ebony Skeletons rose up, purple fire blades in their hands. Wynter looked to the corner of her eye as her strength and stamina drained away. She couldn’t keep up this pace much longer and dread crept into her heart. 
 
    Nikki backed up as her gazer’s eyes began to glow. It unleashed five beams of gray light. The knight blocked three of them but two beams struck her. The knight stumbled back as her limbs felt like dead weight. The gazer took a step forward, shapely hips moving as the eye stalks fired again. This time, Nikki blocked two but three hit her. The knight fell to her knees, sword falling next to her. She barely lifted her head as the gazer peered down. A shadow appeared next to the creature as it turned its eye. Wynter drove her fist into the creature’s cheek. The player saw that she did only 2 points of damage but she hoped it was enough for Nikki to recover. There was no way she could take a monster like this in hand to hand but every second counted. 
 
    The knight pulled a dagger and activated a technique. Her body burst forward, slamming into the gazer and driving the dagger hilt deep into the middle of the creature’s chest. The knight spit in the creature’s eye but it did not blink. Wynter tried to grab Nikki, to pull her back but it was too late. The gazer’s eye glowed for a brief instant before it blasted Nikki point blank in the face. The knight fell back, eyes closing and crashing to the ground. 
 
    The gazer turned to Wynter and leered. The necromancer managed to finish whispering a low-level spell. One skeleton rose up before the necromancer, just as the gazer unleashed its lightning gaze. Wynter dove to the side as the skeleton was blasted to pieces but managed to absorb the attack. 
 
    Energy flared as Wynter tried to get back to her feet. She watched as Daven’s green light faded. The druid took another step back to pull life force from another tree when the gazer pounced. The moss on its arm withered away as it slammed into him, sending him falling to the ground. Desperate, the druid knew if he used one of his powerful attacks, it would put them all in danger. The trees were not themselves and he couldn’t reason with them. With Nikki down, as well as some of the trolls, the three of them needed something to keep fighting. Activating his animate tree ability, he whispered Gaia’s tongue to a nearby tree. 
 
    A faint aura appeared around a tree before its roots burst from the ground. Branches and tree limps moved like a living animal as it roots crawled along the forest floor. The gazer over Daven turned to see an animated tree rush her. It unleashed lightning bolt attacks, blasting away patches of bark and burning deep holes. The tree was already insane as it continued its rush. Daven rolled away as the tree brought limbs down on the gazer. It screeched as branches broke and the sharp ends stabbed deep. Daven noticed the damage being done in the hundreds as the tree kept up its attacks. The gazer blasted out in all directions, lightning burning and shattering wood to pieces. A thick branch was blasted to pieces but the tree took the splintered end and slammed it into the gazer’s chest. It let out a long scream as it was impaled into the ground before shattering into shards of light.  
 
    Daven backed up as the animated tree turned to him. It paused before roots crawled along like spider legs. The druid knew it was going for him and bent his knees, ready to jump out of its way. The tree was feet from him when lightning blasted at its trunk. The smell of scorched wood blanketed the area. Fire flared as several more bolts splintered the tree in half. Burning, it fell to the ground, branch limbs and roots crawling in every direction as it burned.  
 
    Wynter and Daven turned to see Bryce stepping forward, lightning blasting out from his eyes and destroying what was left of the mad tree. The players backed up as the gazer turned his attention to them. 
 
    Vell glanced over to see the male gazer step menacingly toward the necromancer and druid. Taking Wynter’s staff, he slammed the end into the gazer’s chest, sending it flying backwards to the ground. Twisting his body, he whistled as he launched the staff toward the players.  
 
    Wynter turned just as the skull staff was hurtling through the air. Hand reaching out, she grasped it with one smooth move. Vell smirked before gray light struck him from behind. The captain stumbled forward as several beams struck him again. Body weakening, the troll fell face forward to the ground while the gazer behind him slowly stood up. 
 
    Bryce eyed the necromancer and druid as they stood side by side, his fellow gazers surrounding them, “Please struggle, it will make the conquest tastier.” 
 
    Wynter dipped her hand into her side pouch and pulled out two greater soul shards between fingers. Daven prepared another tree animation spell as the male gazer stepped closer with a mad gleam in its eye. The forest was silent as a tomb as the three gazers inched closer, eyes stalks trained on the last two players. 
 
    “Beg for….” Bryce’s eye went wide and the words choked in his throat as an arrow struck his neck. 
 
    Wynter threw the shards to the ground and began her incantations. Daven moved to the side, hand reaching out to touch a tree. The gazers around them advanced but met with arrows to the chest and stomach. Several more arrows whistled from the trees as their points sunk deep into gray flesh. Daven’s hand was inches away from a tree when he turned to see a gazer’s eye glow toward Wynter. Fingers curling from the bark, the druid hurtled himself at the unsuspecting necromancer. Wynter managed to complete her incantation when something slammed into her side, sending her to the cavern floor. Turning onto her back, she watched as Daven was struck by multiple paralyzing beams.  
 
    “…run….rescue us…” The druid managed with a weak smile before he fell to the ground, a foot away from the necromancer. 
 
    Arrows slipped between trees and stabbed into each gazer in turn. The abyssal creatures seemed to shrug off the damage as they turned their attention to Wynter. Bryce reached up and pulled the arrow from his neck only to have several more puncture his back in rapid succession. The gazer turned toward the forest, each of his eye stalks spitting streams of fire. Brush and leaves burned but Wynter watched as two ebony skeletons rushed the gazer. Bryce halted his attack as purple fire blades sank into his flesh. The gazer’s eye stalks turned and blasted at the black skeletons. 
 
    A gray beam blasted out and struck the player in the shoulder. Wynter stumbled forward as the two female gazers moved in closer. Several arrows sunk into them as they leered. The player pulled out a shard and whispered arcane words. Two bloody bones rose up and engaged the gazers. Wynter leaned on her staff as she stumbled away from the battle field. Bryce fought on, shattering a black skeleton and then turning his attacks on the other.  
 
    Wynter hoped that the skeletons would keep them busy long enough for her to get away. Rushing through the brush, she nearly yelped when big blue arms reached out and took hold of her. The player looked up to Kai’s dark eyes and relief washed over her senses. The ranger held her close as they continued in a hurried pace. The two players moved past tree after tree in a mad dash to get away. 
 
    “We have to go back for them,” Wynter managed as the weakness she felt ebbed away. 
 
    “I know but we need to regroup. We need time for you to raise an army,” Kai said his eyes focused ahead. 
 
    Wynter nodded as they pushed past low hanging branches. The forest was thick and nearly suffocating as the players tried to get away. Wynter’s mind raced with solutions as they made their escape. In the distance, the sounds of battle died down and the forest was quiet once again. 
 
    Kai stopped running but continued to hold the necromancer with one arm around her waist, “Wynter, I’m not sure were going to make it so I need you to keep going east until you reach the cavern wall. There is a waterfall there with an artifact. You have to take it and get back to the cavern entrance we entered. Stay there until more players show up.” 
 
    Wynter put her hand to his chest, “Don’t be stupid. You’re coming with me!” 
 
    Kai shook his head, “I have to slow them down and distract them from following you. It’s the only way to get the artifact to safety. When you’re safely away, animate an army to rescue us. It’s our only way left.” 
 
    “No! We have to stay together,” Wynter said sternly. 
 
    Kai smirked as he looked deeply into her pale blue eyes. “Get the artifact and save us,” the troll said and pressed his lips to hers. 
 
    An internal fire blazed to life as the player nearly melted in his arms. Electric heat rose up between them and Wynter found it difficult to resist its natural song. Tongues slipped between lips but only a moment. The troll pulled away as time stood still. Wynter reached up to caress his cheek when a lightning bolt cut through the air and struck Kai in the back.  
 
    Wynter stared as her guild mate was thrown by the strike, the air crackling with magical energy. The player spun with staff at the ready as Kai hit the ground and rolled to his feet. Between trees, Bryce stalked toward them. The gazer’s sharp grin was plain to see as he drew closer. Kai pulled his bow from behind him and nocked an arrow. Wynter eyed the gazer, ready to call upon the undead to aid them. 
 
    “I grow tired of this game. Our hunger must be satisfied,” Bryce said as he stepped closer. 
 
    “Wynter, stick to the plan!” Kai said as the arrow point gleamed in the cavern light. 
 
    Before Wynter could get a word in edgewise, the ranger released the bow string. The arrow became a blur as Bryce didn’t make any attempt to evade it. The point struck the gazer in the chest, sinking in inches as the feathered end vibrated from the strike. 
 
    “Foolish. Your arrows barely….” Bryce trailed off as the arrowhead glowed under his gray flesh and exploded. 
 
    “Go!” Kai shouted as he charged the stumbling gazer, sword in one hand and attaching the bow to his back with the other. 
 
    Wynter hesitated, not wanting to leave her friend’s side, Kai’s large form darted forward as Bryce looked up, a smoking crater in his chest. The ranger lifted his sword, ready to bring it down. The gazer’s eyes glowed and beams of dark gray light struck the ranger dead on.  
 
    The necromancer backed up as Kai brought his sword down, cleaving Bryce’s arm and one of the lower stalks with one clean slice. The limb and stalk fell but dark gray light blasted against the troll’s blue skin. The gazer laughed as Kai’s body slowed, skin turning gray. The three remaining eye stalks continued their relentless assault. Kai tried to pull back but his body didn’t respond. Skin hardening, the ranger froze until the very light from his eyes was gone. Wynter backed up further as Kai became petrified stone right before her eyes. 
 
    Bryce stepped back and picked up his arm. Reattaching it, he glanced to Wynter and blew her a kiss. The player turned and ran further into the forest, the images of Kai propelling her legs to work harder as the gazer laughed from behind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Fear crawled up Wynter’s spine as she raced through the thick forest. Magical sunlight beamed down from between leaves, painting the forest floor in glowing patches of light. Kai’s words stormed through her mind as she made her way to the eastern cavern wall. The sounds of rushing water called to her and she pressed on. Her raid group was going to be wiped out if she didn’t keep moving. Images of Kai turning to stone haunted her heart but she quickly stuffed it down. There was no time left to worry. Kai gave her a mission and she was going to fulfill it or die trying. 
 
    Trees parted and the necromancer stumbled out into a small clearing. Eyes wide, she saw several waterfalls before her but one stood out above the rest. A single sharp stone jutted out as water was crashed down on it, turning one waterfall into two. Below it a skull floated, purple darkness swirling behind it. Pearl like pinpoints glowed as the skull hovered over a dark pool.  
 
    Wynter took a step forward, firming up her resolve. The artifact beckoned with weird light and the necromancer found it oddly comforting. A rustling to her right caused the necromancer to clutch her staff, ready to strike out at anything that may pounce. Instead, her shoulders relaxed as a rat scurried out, sniffing at the air. The player eyed the large white rat and instantly knew it was the one that helped them before. The rat moved closer, sitting on its hind legs and staring at the player with red eyes. 
 
    “You again,” the player smiled. “I thought we would never see each other again.” 
 
    The rat squeaked a few times, the sounds coming off high pitched and gentle. 
 
    “I’m happy to see you too but you should get away. A monster is coming for me,” Wynter said as she turned her attention to the floating skull fifty feet away. 
 
    Wynter took a step forward when the rat darted in front of her. It squeaked again, sounding alarmed. The player stopped in her tracks as it dawned on her.  
 
    “You’re no ordinary rat, are you?” 
 
    The rat squeaked a few more times, staying between her and the skull in the distance. 
 
    “I have to get that skull. Please get out of my way,” Wynter said to the rat. 
 
    The rate squeaked a few more times, this time the tone shifted as the squeaks came out rapid fire. From behind, a tree branch snapped and then another. The gazer was getting closer and she didn’t have time to figure out what was happening. She needed to get the skull and make her way to the cavern entrance. Kai must have had a good reason to ask her to do it and she wasn’t going to let him down. 
 
    Wynter took another step forward. The rat stopped squeaking. Beady eyes furled as it launched at the necromancer. Wynter lifted an arm as the rat’s teeth sank into her flesh. The player noticed the three points damage to her hit points. Instinct took over as she lashed her arm outward, sending the rat hurtling through the air. It landed in the dirt and was back on all fours. It eyed the necromancer before another branch cracked from the forest. Turning its tail, it scurried off and disappeared in the underbrush. 
 
    Wynter stepped toward the pool as water streamed down to the left and right of the skull. Remembering what Daven had said, she didn’t trust the water swirling around under the skull. Glancing at her staff, she wondered if she could bat the skull from its hovering place but even at a glance, the staff was too short. Eying the area, she didn’t see anything that could help her. Not knowing what to expect from the dark waters, the player’s mind raced to come up with solutions. 
 
    “You found my treasure,” said a sinister voice from behind. 
 
    Wynter turned to see Bryce step from the forest edge, “I can show it to you once you are safely subdued.” 
 
    The necromancer’s cloak covered her shoulders and ran the length of her body. Keeping her movements subtle, she dug out two greater soul shards and held them between her fingers. The gazer didn’t seem to notice or even care. He stepped forward slowly, his big eye staring at the necromancer. 
 
    “You have made me very hungry. I will enjoy every morsel of your light.” 
 
    “What is the skull to you? What power does it have?” Wynter’s fingers tightened around the soul shards. 
 
    Bryce stopped walking and grinned, “It’s not the skull but the power of its eyes. With it, I can summon more of my kind from the abyss. The dark elves will be the first of many feasts before we use their portal to the outside world. Maybe I will keep you as a pet so you can witness our foothold in this world.” 
 
    Wynter stepped back and glanced at the water’s edge by her heel. 
 
    Bryce closed his eye and shook his head, “I wouldn’t do that if I were you. A side effect of my dimension, it poisons everything it touches. I want you healthy as I lick away your light.” 
 
    Wynter stared at the gazer as he opened his eye with an evil gleam. The necromancer went over her options before committing to a plan. It had a slim chance of success but she had little choice. Throwing her cloak aside, her hand flicked at the wrist. Two soul shards dug into the ground. Bryce continued to grin but Wynter didn’t cast her spell yet. Instead, she pointed her free hand and black lightning erupted into a jagged stream. The gazer barked out a laugh as the lightning struck him the in the chest. The gazer stumbled back with blast marks but continued to chuckle. 
 
    “Don’t you remember, I have no soul to take,” Bryce laughed and laughed. 
 
    “I just needed some breathing room,” Wynter smirked as she began her incantation. 
 
    Black arcane symbols swirled around her hands. The shards on the ground glowed and faded from sight. In their place were two arcane circles, black skeletons rising up. Ebony skeletal hands flexed as purple fire poured from them, forming into sabers. The ebony skeletons bent at the knees and advanced on the gazer.  
 
    Bryce stepped forward, ready to engage, a confident smile on his lips. The smile melted away as he watched Wynter turn around and blast at the pointed stone over the floating skull with black lightning. The player poured on each strike, knowing that her soul drain also did physical damage. With hope swirling around her heart, she blasted at the pointed stone, hoping the damage she caused and the power of the falling waterfall would be enough to break it. 
 
    A crack appeared as she threw black lightning bolt after black lightning bolt at the stone outcropping. Bryce rushed the ebony skeletons and met with slashing fiery purple swords. The clash vibrated across the cavern floor as the gazer fought and blasted them with his own lightning attacks. The skeletons did their duty, holding the gazer back while taking heavy damage.  
 
    Wynter ignored everything as she blasted again and again. Stone cracked and splintered. Chucks of stone flaked off and the cracks grew wider. With one last blast, the black lightning arced forward and struck the base underneath the stone. It vibrated as it split and fell in large chunks.  
 
    “No!” Bryce screeched as his fist smashed one of the ebony skeletons to dust. 
 
    Wynter took one step back as the stone fell. A large chunk hit the floating skull, causing it to spin and splash in the water. The rushing water and remaining rock struck the black and purple swirling energy. It surged and flashed with a sizzling hiss, lost to the constant flow of the stream. The skull floated toward the pond edge, with pinpoints glowing.  
 
    “Stop this instant!” Bryce howled as he smashed the other ebony skeleton to dust.  
 
    Wynter took her staff and stabbed it into the water behind the skull. With a quick motion, she knocked it onto land right at her feet. The necromancer turned to see the gazer stalking toward her, covered in glowing cuts and rage spilling from his eye. 
 
    “What have you done!” The gazer said and immediately fell to one knee. 
 
    Wynter kicked the skull slightly so it was a little further in, away from the water’s edge. The necromancer studied the gazer as he heaved, the glowing cuts on his body not healing. 
 
    “You needed this. That is why you regenerated so quickly,” Wynter said with a sinister edge. 
 
    Bryce fell to his hands and knees, his eye wide, “I will let your friends go just please leave the skull and leave the cavern. I know this dungeon well. I can help with information.” 
 
    Wynter smirked, “I can see why you wanted me to beg. It feels good to hear you try and plead for your existence.” 
 
    Bryce heaved on all fours, raising his head and staring at the scantily clad necromancer, “I will….I will beg. I’m sorry. I can make it right. I meant no harm. I just wanted to stay in your world. Please……leave this place.” 
 
    Wynter thought of her friends, “I will leave but not before you pay for trying to hurt my friends.” 
 
    Bryce stared in horror as the necromancer lifted her booted foot and drove the heel onto the skull resting on its side. The gazer let out a moan as the skull splintered into pieces. Wynter dug her heel into the shards before stepping to the weakened gazer. 
 
    “You….you bitch…” Bryce wheezed as his muscles shook. 
 
    Wynter looked down at the sad monster and raised her staff, “Queen Bitch to you.” 
 
    The gazer let out another moan before Wynter brought the skull end of her staff down hard on Bryce’s head. Anger fueled each strike as she cracked open the gazer’s skull. With one final strike, Bryce shattered into greenish light and faded from view. 
 
    Wynter let out a long exhale. Turning, she eyed the cracked skull on the cavern floor. Stepping over, she shifted the shards with her feet to see two glowing pearl like stones. Relief filled her being as she felt the threat was mostly over. Remembering the other two gazers back at the forest, she knelt down to pick up the white stones.  
 
    They couldn’t have gone to a finer being.  
 
    Wynter hesitated, inches from the stones. 
 
    Don’t be shy. Take them and the rewards they bring. 
 
    “Are you the rat?” Wynter asked with a whisper 
 
    No little one, I am not that foul creature. I am merely a lost spirit seeking to help a beautiful necromancer find her purpose. 
 
    “I know my purpose. I don’t need one given to me.” 
 
    Do you? I cannot see much locked away in this tomb of a dungeon but I see you. I can see with the aid of your darkness and power. We are kindred spirits and my humble wish is to see you grow stronger. 
 
    “Who are you?” Wynter asked flatly. 
 
    With time, I will reveal myself to you but for now, take my aid. Keep the stones for they will help you survive what is to come. 
 
    “And if I leave them.” 
 
    The voice was silent for a long moment. 
 
    Then you and your friends will not survive what is before you. They and you will perish the deeper you go. You have no reason to trust me but you do not have any reason to not believe me.   
 
    Wynter flexed her fingers, inches from the two-white pearl like stones. She knew deep down that this was nothing but trouble. She wanted to step away and leave the stones but she remembered the look in Kai’s eyes as he told her to retrieve them. Something bigger was going on and it stirred at the player’s curiosity. 
 
    Wynter reached down and picked up each stone in one hand. A pale light glowed the moment she touched them. Standing up with her palm out, the stones glowed brighter for a long moment before the light faded away. Across her eyes, information scrolled before her. The item’s name appeared in purple “Harkkon’s Eyes”. To the lower right of her vision, the necromancer’s Stamina rose up by fifty points. The player’s eyes widened as she had never seen an item raise stats by that many points. Hit points rose as well by another hundred. Two open slots appeared on a 2D version of her skull staff.  
 
    The player took the stones and placed each one in the metal skull’s eye sockets. The stones shrank to fit into each slot. When she was done, dark power rolled under her skin. A new spell appeared with incantation spelled out and an image of a new undead class she could summon. 
 
    Carry on little necromancer. I look forward to our meeting. 
 
    Wynter was about to say something to the voice, to tell it to go fuck its self but a faint memory in her mind came roaring back. She remembered that there were still two gazers with her friends. With a tight grip on her staff, the necromancer spun on her heels and marched off into the forest, dark power pulsating under her pale skin. 
 
    *** 
 
    Daven stared as his body refused to move. The two female gazers were fawning over the paralyzed troll captain. Slowly undressing him, they kept their hungry eye on his blue, muscled body. The druid tried again to move his arms and legs but again, nothing happened. If he could talk, he could cast a spell to remove the status attack. In the corner of his vision, numbers counted down. He had thirty minutes before the paralyzing effect would wear off, providing the gazers don’t stun him again. 
 
    Nikki let out a long exhale as her hands twitched. Hope filled Daven’s heart anticipating Nikki might be nearing the end of her frozen countdown. A gazer seemed to notice because she turned her attention to Nikki’s fallen body. Standing up, she strolled over and stood over the knight, big eye staring down. 
 
    The druid watched as the gazer gave a wicked grin, its eye glowing. Daven cursed in his mind. Their party was going to wipe after being tormented by sexy gazer monsters. Being taken advantage of wouldn’t be a bad death, but it still stung to know they made it this far only to be killed. 
 
    The gazer’s eye glowed brightly before its shoulders trembled. The glow faded away and the monster girl looked around confused. She fell to her knees, hands out. Holding herself up, the gazer breathed in heavy gasps. The druid turned his eyes to the other gazer as the same thing happened. It fell to the ground with its eye wide and filled with confusion. 
 
    Long moments passed and the gazers could barely move. Daven wondered what was going on. Did Kai and Wynter succeed? Were they on their way back to help them? Was there still a chance they could win? The druid felt his fingers twitch. Feeling returned to his limbs but slowly. Nikki rolled onto her side, arms shaky as she tried to push herself up to a sitting position. The brush at the edge of the clearing rustled. Daven turned his eyes to it and managed to smirk. 
 
    Wynter stepped from the edge, light bathing her pale skin and lustrous dark hair, to the left and right of her stood two ebony skeletons with purple fire blades. The necromancer held her metal staff in one hand, a sinister light glowing from the eye sockets of the skull at the top. The black skeletons bent their knees and moved forward, blank eye sockets centered on the weakened gazers. 
 
    “Spare us! We were only following our lover’s commands!” One gazer whimpered loudly. 
 
    “You have freed us! We won’t hurt anyone ever again!” The other moaned. 
 
    Wynter took steady steps forward, shadows covering her eyes. Each skeleton moved to each of the gazers. Bone hands reached down and took hold of strange spectral hair. The gazers whimpered and gasped as the ebony skeletons put their mystical blades to the creature’s throats. 
 
    “You’re right. You’ll never hurt anyone again,” Wynter said in a soft, sardonic tone. 
 
    The ebony skeletons reared up their sword arms and brought them hard across in unison. The gazer’s heads separated from their necks, bodies falling away. When their heads and bodies fell to the cavern floor, they shattered into shards of greenish light. Purple blades disappearing, each skeleton moved to a fallen friend. Black boney hands reached down to help Nikki and Daven sit up. The druid tried to move his lips and they parted slightly. With the death of their captors, the countdown in the corner of their vision sped up. When it reached zero, the players began to move on their own. 
 
    Wynter stepped closer as Nikki and Daven smiled. The necromancer hugged Nikki since she was closest. Daven stepped over and Wynter uncurled one arm for him, hugging both of her raid mates. Vell was to his feet with his two soldiers to his side. They moved over just as the group hug finished. 
 
    Daven briefly looked around, “Where’s Kai?” 
 
    Wynter’s eyes widened a little, “He’s still in the forest. Bryce turned him to stone. I’ll tell you everything but we go to him now.” 
 
    The necromancer turned and marched into the forest, the party close behind.  
 
    *** 
 
    Kai stood like a statue in a long-forgotten cemetery. The party surrounded him, the look of grim determination still frozen in time.  
 
    “This is an easy fix,” Daven said as he raised his hand. Emerald light glowed around his hand. Rays of light shined on the stone statue. Wynter watched, hoping it wasn’t too late. She knew if a status attack was in effect for too long, the player would be classified dead so they didn’t have to be stuck in the game. Gripping her staff tight, she waited until gray slowly turned blue. The cracks disappeared and digital flesh returned. After a few moments, the troll ranger stumbled forward before righting himself.  
 
    Unable to stop herself, the necromancer flung forward and hugged the ranger close. Kai smiled as he hugged her back. Daven and Nikki grinned while Captain Vell barely smirked. After several long seconds, Wynter pulled back but kept her arms around the troll’s neck. Kai’s hands fell from around her, finally resting on her almost bare hips. 
 
    “I’m glad you didn’t log out,” Wynter said with a whisper. 
 
    Kai smirked, “I knew you would come back for me.” 
 
    “All the gazers are dead,” Wynter said and then paused. “We need to talk.” 
 
    “Did you get the Eyes of Harkkon?” 
 
    Wynter nodded, “That’s what we have to talk about.” 
 
    The necromancer stepped back with the staff in her hand. Kai looked to the metal skull at the top, white stones glowing in the eye sockets. The ranger let out a relieved sigh but quickly noticed the dismay in Wynter’s eyes. 
 
    Vell stepped closer, eyes drinking in the top of Wynter’s staff, “You found a unique item.” 
 
    “It’s not an artifact. It didn’t have a purple star next to it,” Wynter added. 
 
    The captain nodded, “I know. We wondered if the Eyes were in the dungeon in the first place. Master Kurss will want to see the item but I’m sure he will give his blessing for you to keep it. Only a powerful necromancer could effectively use such a magical item.” 
 
    The fire once again flared around Wynter’s heart. She turned to the captain, her face a blank mask but eyes burning with controlled power. 
 
    “Captain, why are we here?” the necromancer asked plainly. 
 
    Vell returned her gaze, “To find artifacts lost long ago and gather treasure. This is to help in the war effort.” 
 
    Wynter’s lips curved downward, “That’s bullshit. We are eighty-eight levels down and we haven’t come across any artifacts. We have fought all kinds of monsters and only found one rare item. What’s so important that we are risking our lives for such little reward?” 
 
    Vell crossed his muscled blue arms, “The information we have is mainly in legends. The dungeon changes from time to time. A majority of the treasure may be on the last few levels.” 
 
    “You expect us to believe that?” Daven barked as he moved to Wynter’s side. 
 
    “Wynter’s right,” Nikki said in a low tone as she stood next to Wynter, Daven and Kai. 
 
    The captain kept his gaze steady on the necromancer, “We’ve never made it this far in centuries. There is no way to know exactly what is down here.” 
 
    Kai stepped closer behind Wynter and put his hands on her shoulders, his gaze connecting with Vell’s, “Come clean with us.” 
 
    Vell’s brow formed into a sharp V, “I cannot come clean. One of you is a dragon spy. For everyone’s safety, we should continue on until the quest is completed and the spy is found out.” 
 
    Daven shook his head, “Dragon spy? What evidence do you have that one of us may be a spy?” 
 
    “We don’t and that is why we must keep going. I do not answer to you. My master has made it clear that all will be revealed once the spies are uncovered. On the other raids, my master was forthcoming with information but we soon discovered that dragon spies were sabotaging our efforts. You understand why there must be secrets.” 
 
    “Is that why you and your soldiers have been holding back?” Nikki said in a scathing tone. “You want us to do all the dirty work so you can move in and claim any artifact we come across.” 
 
    Vell let his hand rest on the pommel of his sword, “Everyone is being rewarded for their service. You all volunteered.” 
 
    “We can’t keep the rewards if we die down here,” Daven sneered. 
 
    Wynter stepped forward, Kai’s hands falling away and shadows covering her eyes. The necromancer stood before the troll captain with staff in hand. The air grew still as the two troll soldiers next to their captain flexed their fingers. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure until I picked up the Eyes of Harkkon. You don’t have to reveal your secrets, Captain. We all know why we’re here. Harkkon isn’t just the name to some ancient ruin. Harkkon is a Dread Lord and we are on our way to wake him from his slumber.” 
 
    Vell’s eyes contained a sharp intensity but he remained silent. 
 
    Wynter continued, “We’ve all heard the rumors. We know two Dread Lords have been awakened and taken to the troll capital. Another one is north of the road, destroying small towns and striking fear in his wake. I knew something was odd when Master Kurss asked us to ignore voices and report on anyone being controlled. I’m assuming that if anyone was controlled, your special spell would be a sword in their chest.” 
 
    The corners of Vell’s mouth curved into a slight smirk, “That is where you are wrong. We do indeed have a spell to quiet the mind if something got in. I can understand your paranoia but I must keep my master’s secrets for the good of the quest.” 
 
    “What happens now?” Daven asked with arms crossed. 
 
    Kai tilted his head forward, “We continue with the quest. We made it too far to turn back.” 
 
    “How can we keep going, knowing this troll is going to stab us in the back?” Daven said annoyed. 
 
    Vell eased his stance, “You have it on my honor that I will not betray you. I only wish to fulfill my master’s objective and keep you all safe.” 
 
    “And we should believe you?” Nikki asked with contempt. 
 
    Vell eyed her, lifting his hand from the pommel of his blade and letting it drop to his side, “A troll without honor is nothing more than a wild beast. I must keep to my master’s commands but that doesn’t mean I won’t give up my life to help protect all of you.” 
 
    Kai stepped forward, “We need each other even more so now. We are almost to the end and we have lost many of our forces. Everybody will be needed if we are going to survive the dungeon. For now, we keep going and when it’s all done, we can decide what to do next.” 
 
    “This stinks,” Daven said under his breath as he barely nodded. 
 
    Nikki reluctantly nodded but kept silent.  
 
    Wynter turned and stepped closer to Kai, “Can we talk?” 
 
    The ranger nodded, “Everyone, take a break. Wynter and I need to speak for a moment.” 
 
    Kai turned and walked toward the forest edge, Wynter close behind. After about thirty feet, they both stopped and looked back to make sure they were far enough from the group. Even through the trees, they could see Daven and Nikki to one side while Vell and his soldiers were to another in the clearing. 
 
    The ranger turned his attention to his fellow guild mate. Wynter stood before him, head tilted forward but eyes visible with tired sadness.  
 
     “I need you to be honest with me. Are you a dragon spy?” Wynter asked as she looked up into the troll’s dark eyes. 
 
    Kai was silent for a long moment, “I think you already know the answer.” 
 
    A grinding anger rushed through the necromancer. Lifting up her fist, she brought the palm side down hard on the troll’s thick chest. Across her vision, she saw that she did one point of damage but she wasn’t trying to hurt him. Anger surged along her limbs as she wanted to strike him again and again. Instead she kept her closed fist on his chest. 
 
    “Don’t play games with me! I joined this guild to fight the dragon threat. We are going to free all the races from their rule!” The necromancer growled. 
 
    Kai’s hands reached up and rested on her arms. The ranger eyed the pale beauty and let out a sigh, “Leopold said those words, not you.” 
 
    Wynter’s eyes widened, “No…those are…..”  
 
    Kai kept his stern expression, “Do you remember when you first joined the guild? Leopold said those words any chance he could to show his support. The guy had a confidence problem and we all kind of saw it for what it was. You were always at his side, smiling and being friendly but he was the one who showed his support by talking endlessly how the dragons would suffer.” 
 
    Shock flowed into the necromancer’s eyes. 
 
    “Leopold always hated anyone with too much power,” Wynter said as she turned her gaze and looked to the forest past Kai’s neck. “He is like that in the real world too. He would talk all the time about the president messing up or if a world leader was caught in a scandal. It was like he was addicted to treating people with power like shit.” 
 
    “We all saw that you were the good girlfriend, standing by your boyfriend. He watched you like a hawk and it wasn’t our place to say anything otherwise,” Kai’s grip tightened a little. “When I kissed you at the guild hall, I felt awful for it. Not because I didn’t want to but because I broke one of my own rules. Even here in the game, I never chase anyone who’s in a relationship.” 
 
    “You broke your rule for me……” Wynter let the last word hang heavy in the air. 
 
    “I know your break up was recent but I don’t regret kissing you when we were running from the gazer. I had to touch your lips one more time. I thought I was going to die and couldn’t bear the thought of waking at my keep and you still down here, not knowing when I would see you again.” 
 
    Wynter took in the soothing touch of Kai’s strong hands on her arms. It was a small comfort compared to thoughts waging war in her mind. She joined Lewd Saga because Lucas wanted to play. She stayed at his side, following his rules because she wanted him to be happy. The more they played, the more she liked being in the game, the more important the guild had become. Deep down, she didn’t care what side she was on. Playing the game was the important part. Her libido was high but the fantasy of the virtual world put it over the top. She remembered telling Leopold that she was increasing her soul shards but selfishly, she liked the virtual lovers despite a little uncanny valley she felt with them. She liked how Leopold watched her as digital monsters took turns until she passed out from bliss. It was a time where she could be free and stay loyal to her boyfriend. Now that he was gone, nothing was stopping her from enjoying everything the game had to offer. The thought scared and thrilled her at the same time. 
 
    “The entire guild loves you,” Kai said in a soft tone. “I……” the tall troll trailed off. 
 
    Wynter’s fist unfurled and she pressed her palm to his chest, “I don’t know how to process this. It’s a lot to take in.” 
 
    Kai’s eyes softened, “Take your time. There is no rush.” 
 
    “Whether you’re a dragon spy or not, you’re still a member of the guild. My loyalty is to the guild first,” Wynter smiled. 
 
    Kai let his hand drop. Taking Wynter’s hand into his, he lifted it up and kissed the back of it. “The guild comes first. No matter what happens, I will be at your side.” 
 
    “We should get back before Nikki carves up the Captain,” the necromancer smiled. 
 
    Kai nodded. The two players let their hands drop to their sides. Warmth coiled around the necromancer’s heart as she walked along. The pain of her previous relationship seemed to sting less with every step. It was almost like a fog lifted and she saw Leopold for what he truly was, a sad powerless man. 
 
    The two players reached the edge of the clearing. Daven smiled and winked at Kai. Nikki’s angry demeanor softened when she saw Wynter. The troll’s shoulder’s relaxed as they were all reunited. Before anyone could get a word in about their next move, the sound of armor and heavy footfalls filled the cavern. The raid unsheathed weapons and stood closer together, not sure what to expect. Time slowed down as the sound grew louder and louder. Brush rustled and blue bodies appeared mixed with paler colors. 
 
    Trolls, humans and other races loyal to the troll kingdoms appeared. Eyes locked on Wynter’s raid group and quickly filled the area. Troll soldiers moved to one side, forming a wide path. A shirtless muscled troll walked down the middle with his captains close behind.  
 
    Master Kurss gave a wicked smile as he looked to Wynter and her raid group, “It would appear we have a party who has gotten here first. Bravo. I’m sure we have a lot to discuss.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Wynter was the center of attention as Master Kurss and his captains looked to her while she explained their journey. As she spoke of their adventures, more players began to show up from the cavern mouth. The murmur of conversations filtered into the air as players huddled in groups, friends and guild mates reuniting after the long journey down. 
 
    Wynter spoke of the gazers and finding the Eyes of Harkkon but left out bits of information like the rat, Kai and the confrontation with Captain Vell. It seemed to swing both away since Vell made no move to tell his master anything. When Wynter was finished, the troll master was all smiles. 
 
    “You indeed have a powerful spirit Lady Nightkiss. I commend you on surviving and getting here first. The Eyes of Harkkon will serve you well in the battles to come,” Kurss grinned. 
 
    Wynter bowed, “Thank you Master Kurss.” 
 
    “You have earned your rest. We will be here for some time to let the remnants of our forces trickle down. The remaining levels will require all of us to move as one force.” 
 
    “How much is left of our forces?” Wynter inquired since she hadn’t had time to check herself. 
 
    “Of the three hundred that have entered the ruins, one hundred and twenty-five trolls survived and only 40 adventurers are left. It has been a hard fight but we should have just enough to see it to the end.” 
 
    The master looked the necromancer up and down, drinking in her curves, “With your power, I know we will be victorious.” 
 
    Wynter bowed, “Again you flatter me.” 
 
    “When this is over, you must visit my palace. You will be my honored guest with delights to satisfy all your needs.” 
 
    Wynter smiled politely but said nothing. Kurss eyed for a long moment before a captain came over and reported on another raid group entering the cavern. As they spoke, Wynter slid away; glad she didn’t have to fight off the master’s obvious advances. Small groups gathered all around as Wynter went looking for her own. Stepping past bodies, she saw Kai’s handsome blue face and made a beeline for him. Players parted and joy filled the necromancer as she saw many of her guild mates mixed with her raid group. Jakar turned his head, smiled and waved her over. 
 
    “So good to see you again,” the handsome knight smiled at Wynter. 
 
    “Same here!” Wynter smiled back. 
 
    “You and Kai did some great work getting the Eyes of Harkkon. It might be the edge we need,” Jakar said enthusiastically. 
 
    Kai stepped over, “Wynter did all the work.” 
 
    “I couldn’t have done it without the party. We did it together,” the excitement was infectious and Wynter couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
    Jakar nodded, “Either way, we might beat this dungeon.” 
 
    “What’s our next move?” Kai asked. 
 
    “Master Kurss said we are all travelling as one group to the lower depths,” Wynter added. 
 
    Jakar looked to each of them in turn, “He’s correct. There are only three guilds left in the raid, ours, the Dark Touch guild and the Banshee’s Moan guild. For protection, we will be working as one raid group the rest of the way.” 
 
    Horns sounded off, the vibrations echoing through the oversized cavern. Eyes and heads turned to see Master’s Kurss’s soldiers waving flags. Alerts popped up in the corner of player’s visions, signaling that the raid was ready to move. Kai shot Wynter a warm glance and the necromancer smiled back, heat bleeding into her pale cheeks. 
 
    Jakar stepped forward, “Alright, let’s beat this dungeon!” he shouted.  
 
    Midian’s Lovers raised fists as they quickly fell behind their guild leader. Players and trolls moved as one cloud toward the rear of the cavern. Wynter looked around, taking in the beauty and splendor of the underground forest as she marched with her fellow guild mates. Trolls flanked each side of the groups as they advanced in uniformity. The staircase to the lower levels beckoned in the distance. Daven and Nikki marched next to Wynter and Kai, the excitement turning the air electric around them. 
 
    *** 
 
    Empty levels passed one by one. The excitement had faded and was replaced with dark caution. The massive raid group didn’t encounter a single monster. Wynter was sure the last number of levels would have armies of monsters to fight but instead, they moved through empty dark caverns. She didn’t know what was worse, the battles or the tortuous, quiet threat of one. Descending down from level 97 to 98, a cold dread filled the raid group. 
 
    “We won’t be able to go down much farther. Something tells me it’s going to get real bad,” Daven said as he looked around. “I miss Tara.” 
 
    The massively wide stairwell spiraled down to the 98th level. Master Kurss led the way with his soldiers and for the first time, it seemed the trolls were actively protecting the players. The guilds moved in the center with trolls on high alert surrounding them. There was little talking the whole way but it was plain as day that the players knew something was going to happen, and soon. 
 
       The raid continued on, stepping down ancient stone steps, ready for anything. The necromancer looked down as columns of players and trolls moved to a large stone opening at the bottom of the stairs. Taking each step, she hoped it wasn’t another empty cavern. The itch to finish the raid was there and felt by many. The long road was coming to an end. 
 
    When Wynter and her fellow players reached the opening, there was a collective gasp. Indeed, a cavern lay before them but it was not empty. Tall spires with dark colored lights glowed. Beings moved along streets and the spires made of hard stone stood like alien buildings in this underground world. On the outskirts, giant white mushrooms stood and a wide road opened up between them, leading to the sublevel city. 
 
    The raid force moved, hands close to weapons, ready to defend themselves. From within the city, white haired creatures with dark skin turned. They moved in large groups to the edge of the city. Kurss led the way, his soldiers and captains at his heels. The air was warm and a little humid. The dark-skinned beings moved together to meet with the Troll master. Their demeanor was relaxed and many smiled, showing white teeth. As the groups drew closer, Wynter could make out the pointed ears and almond shaped eyes. 
 
    “Welcome to the City of Koth!” A dark elf smiled and held his arms out wide. 
 
    Master Kurss smiled, “Thank you for the welcome.” 
 
    Wynter was toward the front with her fellow guild mates, right behind the troll captains. They leaned in to hear every word. 
 
    The dark elf looked to the stream of trolls and creatures of many races, “There are so many of you but we welcome you none the less. We haven’t had visitors in several centuries. Please enter our city and rest. My name is Palis, elected Baron for my people here in Koth.” 
 
    The road lead down into the city and despite the tall trolls, Wynter was able to see the striking dark elf leader, and she stood smiling. He wore a white robe that nearly glowed against his rich colored skin. A red crystal hung around his slender neck as it pulsed with crimson light. 
 
    “We wish you no inconvenience. Our people are exploring and wish to reach the lowest level of the dungeon. We regret to intrude on your beautiful city,” Master Kurss said with the smoothness of a politician. 
 
    The dark elf half turned and put his arms down, “Nonsense. This is cause for celebration. My people would love for a chance to meet with others from the surface world. We have traders that go to the surface for supplies and books but never have any outsiders come here. This will truly be a marvelous time. Follow me and I will show you our small city.” 
 
    The underground city grew larger as the small army entered the cobbled streets. From windows and balconies, dark elves waved and smiled to the newcomers. Magical glowing lights hovered with soothing blue, red and green hues. Wynter spun around as she walked, drinking in the marvelous city. Kai smirked as he watched the pale necromancer look around in wonder. Nikki kept her eyes sharp while Daven strolled along, shoulders relaxed.  
 
    The comforting glow of Palis’s people filled the air. Master Kurss walked alongside the dark elf, the two engrossed in conversation. Dark elves from windows blew kisses and some in the raid blew them back. Soon everyone was at the city center where a large stone statue stood, a robed elf with a book in his hands. He was peering down at the book as if deeply engrossed. The center of the city was big, many players and trolls filling the streets to one side. 
 
    Wynter turned her head to one street. The cobbled stones led to a raised dais where two large pillars rose up, thirty feet apart. White mushrooms the size of pumpkins lined the walkways. The necromancer turned her eyes to the big streets past the statue. Two oversized heavy iron doors stood against the back of the cavern. Strange statues stood to either side of it but the player couldn’t quite make out the features. From what she could tell, they resembled giant snakes.  
 
    “You mentioned that you leave the dungeon for supplies and books. Being so far underground, how do you manage through the levels of monsters?” Kurss inquired as his eyes glanced at the two pillars down the stone street. 
 
    Palis nodded, “My people have mastered the art of portal magic.” The dark elf pointed at the pillars, “We send a few of my people to gather supplies seasonally. We do like our privacy but to be honest, some of my people have expressed a desire to meet with, or adventure to the outside world. I would be a poor leader if I didn’t listen to their concerns.” 
 
    Kurss nodded and smiled, “I to understand their concerns. Who are we but voices for the very people we take care of.” 
 
    Palis smiled, “It would appear we are kindred spirits.” 
 
    The large troll returned the smile, “Indeed we are. When we finish here, I will send envoys with many books from our libraries. I wish to have open communication between our people going forward.” 
 
    Palis’s eyes nearly glowed in delight, “That would be splendid. To show our willingness and gratitude, you and your fellow travelers are welcome to rest here before you continue on your journey.” 
 
    The dark elf baron turned and gazed to the large iron doors in the distance, “I wish we could help you but the doors leading to the lowest level of the dungeon has long been sealed. My people have never ventured beyond that point, no one has.” 
 
    “Let some of my captains and mages take a look at it. If we cannot get through, would you open your portal so we may return home?” 
 
    Palis nodded, “Yes, we will assist you with returning to the surface world but please do stay with us and share your tales. I will have a proper celebration prepared for our guests.” 
 
    Master Kurss smirked, “Thank you for your hospitality.” 
 
    The large troll turned and faced the crowd gathered behind him, “Palis and the dark elves welcome our group to their incredible city. Please take the time to rest and recuperate before we move on to the final level of the dungeon.” 
 
    Heads nodded and murmurs blanketed the area. The troll soldiers dispersed and soon all the players broke into groups. Dark elves moved excitingly through the groups of players, their hands reaching out and taking hold of free hands and shoulders. Some players smiled as they were playfully pulled away while others enjoyed making out on the street with new friends. 
 
    Two beautiful female dark elves took hold of Daven. The druid grinned as they led him away. Nikki kept her guard up as a male and female dark elf approached her. Their smiles appeared genuine but the knight kept her stance rigid. Seeing her, they eased their desires, kept their distance but talked to her. The knight glanced around and noticed that some other players carried on quiet conversations. She turned her head to see Daven leaning against a wall, two dark beauties running hands over his slightly exposed chest.   
 
    A male dark elf stared into Nikki’s half-closed eyes, “We understand your hesitation but please understand we mean no disrespect. It is rare we have such beautiful visitors.” 
 
    The knight gave a sarcastic smile, “Thank you but maybe some other time.” 
 
    The dark elves nodded and moved off with smiling lips. The knight let out an audible exhale. They seemed nice enough but her thoughts clouded with images of a certain pale necromancer. Nikki turned her head, looking for Wynter and quickly noticed the necromancer and ranger were gone. The crowd continued to mingle as dark elves ran colored sheets from windows in celebration, and cast dozens more magical orbs in the cavern air. 
 
    *** 
 
    The rune covered pillars stood silently atop the dais. Wynter took each step upwards as her eyes drank in their ancient magic. When she reached the top, she moved closer, fingers reaching out to run along the smooth grooves and arcane symbols. The symbols were carved in a way that they blended into each other like a painting. 
 
    Raids, dungeons and adventuring were one thing but Wynter loved the care and sophistication of the artwork and design that went into the game. She often took snap shots of beautiful pieces and kept them as background images on her computer. When she changed them out, she’d finally print some from the color printer at her job and hang them at home. The player wanted to feel silly about it but found it gave her comfort instead. She liked how the fantasy world looked and wanted it to grace the walls of her apartment. She had quite a few pieces and looked forward to adding more.  
 
    Centering her eyes on a rune covered pillar, she took a quick snapshot and added it to her library. She readied to take another when a comforting shadow touched her spirit.  
 
    “Watching me this whole time?” Wynter said without turning around. 
 
    “Is it creepy if I say yes?” Blue lips curled into a grin. 
 
    “No, only because I know you want to watch out for me.” 
 
    Kai stepped up the stone steps one by one, “The dark elves seem nice but I’m not sure if we can trust them.” 
 
    With a mental command, Wynter took one more snap shot and then turned to the blue skinned ranger, “You think they want to lull us into dropping our guard and then attack us? I thought the same thing.” 
 
    “Great minds think alike,” Kai said as he stepped onto the dais, feet from the necromancer. 
 
    The two players stood before each other, a rising heat spilling from their bodies. Violins and other strange instruments began to play in distance. The cavern filled with pulsating light as the celebration was rapidly underway. 
 
    “This may be the calm before the storm,” Wynter said shyly as she looked up into Kai’s dark eyes. 
 
    The troll’s eyes met Wynter’s with kindness and deeper wanting, “Should we join them or maybe stay here?” 
 
    “Do I have a choice?” The necromancer said playfully. 
 
    Kai stepped closer, head tilted to gaze as Wynter’s beautiful features, “I can’t help my feelings for you. I think Daven and Nikki feel the same, maybe even a few others in the guild.” 
 
    “If this was the real word, I would tell you that I’m no prize to be won,” Wynter said with a smile. “But here, I already know what you mean. I know what everyone wants and….I want the same thing.” 
 
    “You do?” Kai asked. 
 
    Wynter barely gave a nod, “I’ve wanted to be free to share my love with anyone I want. I’ve spent so much time with guys that treat me like an object to be won. I feel like I’m waking from some terrible dream and for the first time, I’m in control.” 
 
    The necromancer tilted her head forward, shadows covering her eyes, “Our guild is filled with so many wonderful players. I never thought I could connect with so many people at once. I sort of wish someone had said something sooner about Leopold. I might have left him instead of being dumped.” 
 
    Wynter grinned as shadows covered her eyes, “I thought I would be a wreck about the break up but instead I feel like a weight has lifted off my shoulders. The guilt I feel is because I think I should feel terrible and mourn the loss of my relationship but I don’t, not really.” 
 
    Kai stood, inches from Wynter. Even in the game world, the heat from their bodies glowed like a hot summer day. Wynter bit her lip as the last shreds of guilt fell away like dying leaves. A need to unleash coiled around Wynter’s heart as her shrouded eyes drank in the handsome troll standing before her. A terrible thought stabbed into the player’s mind and her wanting smile faded. 
 
    “Are you going to betray the guild?” Wynter asked with a whisper. 
 
    Kai reached up and ran the back of two fingers against Wynter’s smooth cheek. “No,” he said simply. 
 
    “Why are you spying for the dragons?” 
 
    Kai let his hand drop as his brow wrinkled into grim lines, “I want to tell you but I can’t just yet. All I can do is promise to tell you when the time is right.” 
 
    Wynter looked away, “Kai, please don’t do this to me.” 
 
    The troll could see the pain curling into the corners of her eyes. After everything they had been through together, the mistrust of being close to someone reared its ugly head. Wynter didn’t want Kai to be like the men she had been with. She didn’t want to be just some woman, placing her trust in another only to have it torn to shreds later. A fire blazed as the pain smoothed away. Eyes turned with fire behind them. Fingers tightened around her staff as she stared hard into Kai’s eyes. 
 
    “I won’t wait. Tell me now or never. I won’t use the guild or even my feelings to make you tell me. You expect me to trust you when you should trust me. You talk about feelings you have but you don’t trust me enough to tell me why you’re spying for the dragons. You keep secrets and don’t believe I can’t keep the same secrets.” 
 
    Kai’s eyes softened, “I’m under orders.” 
 
    Wynter leaned forward with restrained fury, “You follow orders and talk about honor but it was you who broke your own honor when you kissed me while I was with someone else.” 
 
    Kai’s eye widened to the size of small saucers. He opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out. Lips closing, his shoulders sank as his mind whirled. Wynter stared with unblinking eyes at the large troll. Still leaning forward, she could feel the point of her remarks drive deep into the ranger’s code and shred it to pieces. The silence was deafening, to the point that Wynter’s fury ebbed and profound sadness slipped into her heart. Turning on her heel, she made to walk away until a strong hand clasped her arm and held for a second. The necromancer turned to see a defeated expression painted onto Kai’s face. 
 
    “I’m helping to save the guild,” Kai said flatly. 
 
    Wynter turned and Kai let his hand fall away, “What’s happening to the guild?” 
 
    The troll glanced around before talking in hushed tones, “There is a rumor that the guild is being targeted. Among other things, some troll masters have been murdered in the last few weeks. The ones murdered had recently spoke against the war with the human and dragon kingdoms.” 
 
    Wynter’s eyes widened slightly as she listened intently. 
 
    Kai continued, “Some of the guild had come across some information that anyone who speaks out against the war will be targeted. The masters urging the war effort have secret troll groups infiltrating many guilds. They are trying to find out who is on their side and who may be a potential enemy. A dragon contacted us in the guild and provided evidence and protection if we spy for them.” 
 
    “There is more than one spy in the guild?” Wynter couldn’t believe what she was hearing. 
 
    Kai nodded, “I was given orders to not tell you because……” The ranger turned his head sharply. 
 
    Wynter followed suit as the shadows around them grew longer. The necromancer gripped her staff while the ranger unsheathed his sword. The two players put their backs together as the shadows slipped away. Three men in cloaks stood, surrounding the two players. The only thing visible was their chins and mouths as hoods covered their heads and cloaks closed around their shoulders, covering their bodies. The music in the distance played on as Wynter and Kai stood at the ready. 
 
    “Hand over the Eyes of Harkkon,” One of the cloaked men said menacingly. 
 
    Wynter eyed them with her staff sideways before her.  
 
    The cloaked man took a step forward, “Hand it over now or you both won’t make it to the end of the raid.” 
 
    Wynter gave a sly smirk, “You’re not going to let us go anyway. You need me to give you the Eyes because if I die then the Eyes will be reassigned to another part of the dungeon and I’m sure you don’t want that.” 
 
    Inky shadows moved above the cloaked figures lips, “We don’t have to get messy, but if you don’t hand them over then it looks like me and my friends are going to have to make you hand it over. Can you watch as we kill and resurrect your pet troll over and over again?” 
 
    “You won’t get the chance,” Kai spit. 
 
    “Yes, we will. You see, we have the coveted fae dust that will help coax it from you. A seductively effective concoction of the Fae people used to for extracting truth and desire.  It will take a little longer but you won’t say no as we take turns with both of you. Hand over the Eyes now and we can all walk away.” 
 
    Wynter’s eyes narrowed. One of her hands uncurled from her staff and let it drop. Patting Kai on the butt, the troll touched the back of his head to hers in agreement. The three cloaked men let a moment pass before each of them parted their cloaks slightly to reveal short swords. 
 
    “Leopold sends his regards,” the leader smiled. 
 
    Chaos bloomed as the three players attacked. Wynter pointed her fingers, black lightning streaking forward. Kai launched himself, sword slashing at incoming blades. A cloaked assassin whipped away and melted into shadows as black lightning blasted past. Two assassins rained down swords as Kai blocked each one in turn. The sounds of metal on metal rang out as the ranger blocked each blow. Booted feet moved as the two figures tried to get an edge in but the ranger had them at a stalemate. 
 
    Wynter twirled around to assist her guild mate when a dagger spun from the darkness and sank into her shoulder. The player noticed her hit points draining by two dozen points as she whirled around. The staff slipped through the air, striking at nothing as the figure was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “Rogues!” Wynter shouted and began reciting incantations. 
 
    Kai’s sword clashed against blades as he enhanced his senses. His ears took in sounds but they were muffled with the music in the distance. Eyes darting around, swords clashed and the ranger pushed with his body. A figure was knocked to the stone floor as another came in with sword raised. The ranger blocked the incoming blade but a shadow moved close by. 
 
    Melting from the darkness, the hidden rogue pounced with blade in hand, aiming for the ranger’s ribcage. Light flashed as a flaming purple blade sliced upward, knocking the incoming blade away. The rogue hit the ground and rolled onto his feet as two black skeletons advanced. Wynter pointed her hand as black lighting surged forward. The rogue blocked an incoming purple blade but wasn’t fast enough for the second one. It sliced into his shoulder, damaging hit points as the magical blade burned for extra damage. Wynter’s black lightning bolt scorched his chest and another flaming blade bit down. The rogue tried to back up but the ebony skeletons hacked and slashed at him until he fell to one knee. Wynter advanced as a black bolt cut through the air and slammed into the rogue’s face. The player cried out as he was thrown, hitting the stone floor and shattering into shards of light.  
 
    The two remaining rogues stepped back as the black skeletons moved to Kai’s side. Wynter stepped closer from behind, hand reaching out and touching Kai’s shoulder. A rogue pulled something from his belt and threw it to the ground. There was a flash and smoke billowed into the air. Kai leapt forward with sword at the ready. Digital muscles bulging, he sliced at the air but struck nothing. 
 
    From dark corners, daggers spun out from two directions. Several sliced into a skeleton as it turned. Before it could advance, several more struck it in the ribs, neck and skull. Bones shattered as it fell to the floor. The other skeleton advanced on a deep shadow only to have dagger after dagger slam into it. As soon as it reached the shadow, it raised its fire blade only to have dagger points crash into its neck. The ebony skeleton fell to pieces with a clatter before bursting into dark light. 
 
    Wynter and Kai were back to back again, eyes searching every shadow around them. The light from the city played tricks and shadows moved of their own accord. Wynter figured the noise of their battle would bring others but with the music from the center of town playing on, no one would bat an eyelash in their direction. 
 
    “We try to run, they’re going to pick us off,” Kai whispered. 
 
    “Then let’s not run,” Wynter smiled and began another incantation. 
 
    A dagger spun out from a nearby shadow. Wynter couldn’t finish the spell as she brought her staff up, knocking the dagger out of the air. When she tried again, several more daggers twirled through the air. The ranger spun around Wynter, blocking the incoming daggers by knocking them away. 
 
    “Call up reinforcements!” Kai managed before a dagger sank into his thigh. 
 
    Wynter began her incantations once again until a dagger struck her in the back. Despite hit points draining, she resumed the spell. Kai kept at it, knocking away any blade coming toward them. At first it appeared the ranger could keep them at bay until a flurry of daggers flew out. For every two blocked, one managed to sink inches deep into the ranger. Red arcane symbols glowed in circles across the stone floor. Red skeletons rose up and spread out.  
 
    “I’ll hold them off! Get out of here!” Kai said and grunted from another dagger sinking into his stomach. 
 
    The ranger fell to his knees as bloody bones moved out to search for the assassins. Wynter fell to the ranger’s side; eyes on him, his legs shaking as he tried to stand up. 
 
    “Poison….” The troll whispered as his legs gave out and he sank to the stone floor. 
 
    “I’m not leaving you this time!” Wynter said with conviction. 
 
    The two rogues melted from the shadows. Bloody bones turned and converged on them. The rogues moved in tandem, slicing and cutting through each Bloody Bones. Their movements were graceful as they sliced across exposed red spines. Each red skeleton fell one by one.  
 
    Kai was on his elbows and knees while Wynter stayed by his side. When the last skeleton fell, the rogues stepped closer, sardonic grins on their faces. The necromancer stood up to confront the two rogues, determination etched in her brow. 
 
    “We knew the troll would give us a run for our money. Now that he’s down, this is your last chance to hand over the Eyes of Harkkon,” A rogue smiled evilly. 
 
    Wynter returned their evil smiles with her own, “You were worried about him when you should have been worried about me.” 
 
    Wynter took in a deep breath and burst forward, staff swinging. The rogues dodged the metal staff by backpedaling and a moment later; all three were engaged in battle. Blades clashed with the metal staff, sparks flying. Wynter kept moving, trying to knock them off balance but the rogues skillfully dodged each incoming strike. The three of them were locked in a deadly dance as Wynter’s cloak billowed from her movements. When she couldn’t land a blow, one hand pulled away from the staff and she released black bolt after black bolt. The rogues continued to spin, tumble and dodge each bolt of lightning until one melted into the shadows. The other one rushed the necromancer with blade gleaming in the dim light. 
 
    Wynter focused her attention on the rogue coming for her. She blasted crackling ebony lightning as the rogue was barely three feet away. He feinted to the side and rolled up to the necromancer, only to be met with the staff striking him on the side of his knee. The rogue’s blade sliced across Wynter’s stomach. The player could feel the strike and her body reacted accordingly as she stumbled back. Before she could recover, the rogue slammed his blade into her gut. Wynter let out a gasp as she laid her hand on the rogue’s chest and released a black lightning bolt. 
 
    Wynter fell backwards as the surge of power sent the rogue airborne. Hit points draining, she could see the wide disbelieving stare from the rogue as he flew back. The necromancer lost feeling in her legs as her hit points drained below ten percent. She let loose another bolt. It streaked through the air and hit the rogue, sending him spiraling through the air and hitting the hard stone floor.  
 
    The necromancer landed on her back, eyes wide as she tried to will herself to move. Head barely sitting up, she watched in horror past the short sword half buried in her gut as the rogue was slowly getting to his feet with black scorch marks on his clothes. The rogue pulled out a long dagger and stalked forward with a gleeful smile. After a few steps, his smile instantly faded when an arrow struck him in the chest. Wynter turned her head to see Kai on his side with bow in his hands, the string still vibrating. 
 
    The rogue looked down as the arrow glowed and exploded. Shards of light rose up and crashed down on the floor in a spectacular display. Kai collapsed, his bow clattering next to his open hands. Wynter tried to sit up but her movements were jerky. She reached for the short sword in her gut. Fingers curling around the pommel, she pulled it out and threw it aside. It clattered across the floor. Turning onto her side, she crawled to Kai when the last rogue emerged from nearby shadows. 
 
    “Leopold should have warned us that you had some skill. I’ll up my fee when I see him, after I have fun with you,” The rogue assassin leered as he stepped closer. 
 
    Wynter feebly raised a hand, her body not responding correctly. Everything grew out of focus as she fought for control. The rogue bent over her, dagger in hand. His other hand reached out and grouped her breast, fingers worming under the fabric. Wynter tried to fight but hit points ticked down one by one, a poison status effect in the corner of her vision. Top pulled away, a breast lay exposed and the rogue looked to it with drooling eyes. 
 
    A white flash filled the area. The rogue’s movements stopped as he looked down at a sword point sticking out of his stomach. Wynter looked past the shocked rogue to Nikki’s grim eyes. The knight twisted the blade before she activated her Pure Slice technique. The sword sliced upwards, cutting the rogue in two. He never had a chance to scream as his body fell away in two halves and shattered into greenish shards of light. 
 
    The necromancer managed a smile as everything grew disjointed. Daven was racing up the stairs as Nikki fell to her knees, shouting at Wynter. Wynter couldn’t make out the words since the audio had faded out. Darkness came in short waves as the druid fell to his knees next to Nikki, hands glowing green. The player let out a sigh. The druid pressed glowing hands to her alabaster skin while the knight held her close with sadness in her eyes. 
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    Wynter floated in darkness before strange tingling sensations ran along her whole body. An instant later, her eyes opened and she looked up to Nikki fixing her torn top and Daven’s smiling face. Hit points surged upward to maximum and full control returned to her body. Sitting up, she looked over to Kai who was laid out on the stone floor. Daven was up and moving to him, pressing healing hands on the ranger. 
 
    “Daven healed you just as your hit points hit zero,” Nikki said as she helped Wynter to her feet. “What happened to you two?” 
 
    Wynter eyed Kai and Daven. Relief washed over her as Kai’s eyes opened and his body stirred, “Leopold sent assassins to take the Eyes of Harkkon and eliminate us.” 
 
    Nikki’s expression furled up into rage, “That asshole tried to have you killed! What the fuck is wrong with him!” 
 
    “I don’t know but I’m guessing we’re not friends anymore,” Wynter said as she slowly stood up. 
 
    Daven helped Kai to his feet. The ranger clasped a hand to the druid’s shoulder as his eyes turned to the necromancer. Wynter’s heart fluttered as he looked to her with concern. Unable to contain himself, the troll took three long steps to Wynter, his thick blue arms wrapping around and holding her close. The necromancer leaned into his embrace, the warmth between them merging together. 
 
    “Thanks for the heal Daven. You’re the MVP of the team,” the druid sighed out loud. 
 
    Wynter and Kai broke their embrace and walked over to the druid and knight. Kai hugged Nikki while Wynter hugged Daven.  
 
    Nikki broke Kai’s hug after a long moment and turned her attention to Wynter, “When I lost track of you, I decided to go looking.” 
 
    Daven kept his hands on Wynter’s hips, “And when she couldn’t find you she called on me to help find you. When I asked the mushrooms, they were very helpful in telling me where you both went.”  
 
    “Thank you both,” Wynter smiled.  
 
    Nikki’s brow was V shaped as she took in her surroundings, “What do we do now? There could be more coming to take you out.” 
 
    Three figures moved along the street toward the four of them. Nikki spotted them first and her hand lay against the pommel of her blade. Wynter stepped forward with Kai, Daven and Nikki close behind. Walking along the street, Palis looked up with concern, two dark elf women trailing behind him. The baron closed the distance and stood on the stairs leading up to the four players. 
 
    “I saw there was commotion. Is anyone hurt?”  
 
    “We ran into some trouble but we’re okay,” Wynter said trying to remain positive. 
 
    The dark elf stared at the beautiful necromancer before waving his hand across. Mana flowed in wisps, floating past the four players and taking shape behind them. The raid group turned to see spectral versions of themselves fighting the three rogues. Skeletons appeared and were shattered in moments. Spectral Kai let loose an arrow while a ghostly version of Wynter fought on against two cloaked figures. The scene played out until Daven and Nikki appeared and healed their fallen friends. The ghostly images died down and the smoky wisps faded from sight. 
 
    “Indeed, you ran into trouble,” Palis said as his hands folded into the sleeves of his robe.” 
 
    Wynter stepped down a few steps and stood face to face with the dark elf, “As you saw, we we’re attacked but now we must ask you to not say anything.” 
 
    Kai stepped forward to the edge of the stairs, “Wynter, what are you asking.” 
 
    “We need to keep this quiet. If we start telling everyone then the raid may start to fall apart. We are so close to the end. This attack could lead to divisions among the remaining guilds.” 
 
    “Do you know which guild attacked you?” Nikki asked. 
 
    Kai shook his head, “They were hiding their features.” 
 
    Wynter eyed the dark elf baron, “We need your help if we wish to keep the raid together.” 
 
    Palis was still for a moment before he nodded, “Follow me. I believe I can keep you safe until it is your time to leave.” 
 
    The dark elf turned on his heels and began walking with his servants trailing behind. The four players followed after them, eyes sharp as they reentered the city of Koth. Doubt lingered as questions swirled in their minds. An attack like that was more than a message and the necromancer worried not for herself but for her fellow guild mates. 
 
    Palis turned a small corner and disappeared down an alley with his followers behind him. Music played on in the background as laughter and moans filled the cavern. Wynter paused near the alley and glanced at the city square. Bodies writhed to primal urges. Dark elves surrendered themselves to the lustful appetites of players and trolls. A full-on orgy sang as arms clutched at bodies and hips pushed with lustful vigor. Mouths spilled moans, and whimpers echoed off stone buildings. Dark elves played their melodic symphony as wine spilled and bodies heaved to excited desires. 
 
    Wynter turned from the spectacle down the street and entered the thin alley way. Kai, Daven and Nikki followed her as they marched single file down the tight space. Up ahead, Palis ran a dark hand across the wall until he touched a brick. Pressing on it, the brick gave way and a secret door opened. Dim candle light greeted them as they stepped in one by one. When everyone was inside, the door closed and darkness filled the alley once again. 
 
    The baron walked down a small tunnel to a set of stairs curling upward. Wynter followed as an uneasy feeling filled her stomach. She had just met the baron and here he was taking them to a secret place. Her gut told her to trust him but her mind filled with the possibility that this was a trap. 
 
    Another door opened and one by one they stepped through. Making their way down a lit corridor, they reached the end to a set of double doors. Palis opened them and stepped inside. Wynter was not far behind when she stopped dead in her tracks. 
 
    A large lavish room spread out before the necromancer. The floor was covered in spider silk blankets and pillows. Dim light and sounds bled in from shuttered windows as golden ropes hung from ceiling and looped to the walls. Fine art and tapestries hung from the walls, and in the corner stood a fountain. Naked stone elves stood under running water as if caught forever in the act of sensual bathing. 
 
    Palis stepped to the center of the room and turned to the four gathered, his servants staying by the doors, “I do not know what foul plot is at play but I do not wish for any more bloodshed. I wish to keep the peace for as long as you are all here. You can rest and know you’re safe in my lover’s den. When your group is ready to leave, you can join them or I can keep you safe until I can open the portal to the surface world.” 
 
    Wynter stepped in with soulful eyes, “Thank you for your kindness Baron Palis. We’re sorry this happened during the celebration.” 
 
    Palis lifted a hand and closed his eyes, “It is no trouble. This wouldn’t be the first-time people have taken advantage of celebration for their own selfish desires. I have read many books where those who would harm have no honor when it comes to achieving their goals. You are safe here under my protection.” 
 
    “How can we repay you?” Kai asked. 
 
    “No payment is required. Your presence here will spin tales for generations to come. Please use this room but there are other rooms down the hall. I’m leaving my maidens to tend to your needs and wants. I will personally visit you and help you with either decision you decide on,” the dark elf said as he lowered his hand. 
 
    Kai rubbed his blue chin, “If we leave, the other guilds and trolls will know something is wrong. For everyone’s protection, we have to see the raid until the end.” 
 
    Wynter nodded, “Kai is right, we have to keep up appearances if only to see what Master Kurss has in mind when we reach the end. Considering everything that has happened, this doesn’t seem like a normal dungeon run.” 
 
    Daven grinned, “What’s normal? We’ve run into secret assassins, a strange artifact and a troll master that might be playing all of us for his own ends. I thought this was completely normal.” 
 
    Nikki took a few steps forward and stood before Wynter, “I will defend you until my last breath.” 
 
    “We all will,” Daven added, still smiling. 
 
    The temperature in the lavish room grew by a few degrees. Kai’s gaze was unwavering as the necromancer’s head lowered. The love filling the room flushed Wynter’s cheeks pink. Palis bowed before the small group before moving to the double doors. 
 
    “When your group is ready to move on, I will come for you. In the meantime, make yourselves comfortable,” Palis smiled before opening a door and stepping through. 
 
    A glowing timer appeared in the corner of Wynter’s vision. It began counting down with four hours and thirteen minutes left. The words “Raid Departing” blinked above it and soon the words and timer faded away. 
 
    “It looks like we have some time. A timer just appeared in my display to say the raid will be moving on in a little over four hours,” Kai said. 
 
    Daven moved to a bunch of thick pillows on the floor. Spinning, the druid fell onto the pillows with a plop. He put one arm behind his head and looked up at his guild mates as they stood. 
 
    “Might as well make the best of it, the stress is killing me.” Daven said with half closed eyes. 
 
    The weight of the raid seemed to lift a little. Daven made himself comfortable on his back. Nikki seemed to silently agree because she began tapping her armor causing those pieces to disappear. After a few seconds, she was in her travelling clothes that were underneath. Her shirt was open to reveal the line of her cleavage. The knight seemed to notice Wynter’s quick glance and blushed. Nikki sat down among the pillows but made no attempt to hide from the eyes of her guild mates. Kai also lowered himself down to the pillows, leaning back and getting comfortable. The two dark elf maidens bowed and stepped out of the room, closing the door behind them. 
 
    Wynter remained standing, looking to each of her fellow guild mates. For the moment, they were safe and relief washed down the player’s spine. The smell of incense rose up and the tension she felt ebbed further from the shores of her worried mind. They were nearly to the end and the stress of the journey had nipped at her heels the entire time. Now with a chance to breath, a deep pulse floated along frayed nerves. 
 
    “Wynter?” Kai asked as he lay among the silky pillows, concern written in his strong blue brow. 
 
    The necromancer didn’t answer as her mind wandered to guild meetings. A sliver of jealously stabbed at her heart as the guild had meetings and then had “Special” meetings. It wasn’t rare for guilds to have orgies regularly but Wynter thought back to those times that she could not partake. It wasn’t a rule that you had to join in but it was encouraged. Respect was paid to couples who liked to watch but Wynter had wanted to be a part of them. Thinking back to Leopold keeping her to himself caused a surge of annoyance. The jerk tried to have her killed just a little while ago and that was the nail in the coffin. They were all playing a game but their relationship was the real fantasy because it never existed. With thoughts playing out, the pulse grew deeper as Wynter made her decision. 
 
    “We should have a meeting,” Wynter said with a tone slightly above a whisper. 
 
    Nikki looked up as did Daven and Kai. The warm vibrations intensified as they eyed the scantily clad necromancer, wondering if they heard her right. 
 
    “What, like plan our next move?” Daven asked unsure what Wynter meant. 
 
    The necromancer felt the internal dam shutter and her true self gushed through the cracks, “I was thinking more of a special meeting.” 
 
    Kai and Daven sat up from their comfortable pillows while Nikki’s eyes slightly widened. 
 
    Wynter kept her courage as she spoke, “I have used a lot of greater soul shards and….well… I have plenty of lesser shards but need some help to replenish my supply. If we have a guild meeting, we can go into battle knowing we’re prepared.” 
 
    The room was silent except for the music and moans coming from outside. 
 
    “I have to perform a ritual to connect us but you don’t have to if you don’t want to,” The necromancer said hastily as she was losing her nerve. The words came out rapid fire and a small piece of her thought that she made a mistake. 
 
    Kai rose to his feet and stepped over to the nervous necromancer. Blue hands reached out to her pale ones. Fingers curled into hers and lifted them up to his azure lips. Wynter stared as the troll pulled their fingers inches from his chin but held on with his strong grip. 
 
    “I think I can speak for everyone that we would love to spend time together but are you sure you want to do this?” 
 
    Nikki was to her feet and standing by Kai, “We don’t want to rush anything. We know what it’s like to deal with a break up.” 
 
    Daven stayed where he was, looking to the trio of guild mates, “I know I joke around but we don’t have to do anything that may make you uncomfortable.” 
 
    Wynter’s eyes lowered as she spoke, “I appreciate it but I’m not some delicate flower to be protected. If I was going to crack, it would have happened a long time ago. I have wanted to really be a part of the guild for a long time. The break up didn’t damage me. Instead I’m finally feeling free for the first time in my entire life.” 
 
    A fire burst deep in Wynter’s heart, “I want this and all three of you are going to help.” 
 
    Before anyone could react, Wynter pulled back her hand and began reciting incantations. Hands glowed with blue runes circling around them. Daven was to his feet and stepping over as Kai and Nikki stood patiently. When the final word was spoken, the runes shrank and flowed over the necromancer’s fingers and palms. Wynter pressed her hand to Kai’s chest, the spot over his heart. The glow brightened and faded as she pulled away. Runes appeared on the ranger’s chest for moments before they melted into his clothes and skin. The player pressed her hand to Nikki’s chest next, right above breast. Runes sank under flesh and the knight let out a wet sigh.  
 
    Daven opened his robe around his chest. Wynter turned and pressed her hand to his skin. The druid grinned as the runes sank below his digital flesh. The vibration was still there but now it electrified the air between the guild mates. 
 
    “I have now connected all four of us. When you orgasm, the energy will flow to one of my lesser soul shards to transform it into a greater shard,” Wynter said matter of fact and with a hint of sensual excitement.  
 
    “This is the kind of work I can get behind,” Daven said while raising his eyebrows. 
 
    “Daven, please don’t talk,” Nikki groaned. 
 
    Wynter turned and looked up into Kai’s dark eyes. Heart beating, she could feel her own pulse in her ears as the troll gazed at her with caged desire. The necromancer reached up and tapped at her cloak, causing it to fade away. She stood before the tall troll in her skin-tight outfit, unable to hide pointed nipples pressing against the fabric of her black bikini top. With the cloak gone, there was little standing in her guild mate’s way and the thought ran a sharp thrill along her skin. 
 
    “I give myself to the three of you,” Wynter said with heated excitement. She thought back to all her private sessions as her ghostly slaves would crowd around to take her anyway they could. How it turned her on to be treated like their play thing. It wasn’t enough with them but the idea of her guild mates taking her with reckless abandonment caused a deep empty stirring from within. Wetness bloomed and the necromancer fought the urge to touch herself. 
 
    Kai seemed to read her thoughts. His hand moved between them, fingers pressed against her covered womanhood. Wynter’s hand reached up to touch his chest as fingers moved along her line in steady strokes. With each pass along her valley, wetness spilled until the digital fabric was wet to the touch.  
 
    Nikki and Daven watched as Kai used one hand to press along her womanhood and use his other hand, palm out to touch his own chest. Clothes faded away as the muscled troll stood before Wynter. Nikki couldn’t help but look down at his hardening blue member. As his cock grew harder, it pressed against Wynter’s thigh high boot, still pointing down. The knight pressed her palm to her chest, travelling clothes fading from sight.  
 
    Wynter’s eyes travelled between Kai and Nikki. The blue troll’s body was fit and toned, muscles just between the point of being too big and not big enough. His six-pack flexed as his breathing grew. Strong shoulders moved with ease as he moved closer and rubbed the necromancer, finger grazing her glowing nub. Nikki stepped closer, prefect breasts defying gravity and small brown nipples pointing in arousal. Her feminine form contained sensual curves that were soothing to the eye. Wynter always thought both men and women were beautiful. She had always wanted to make love to a woman but her ex was against it. Now he was a fading memory and the fantasy unfolded with open arms. Nikki stood close, making sure to press her chest to Wynter, running her hands down the necromancer’s flat stomach. 
 
    Kai grazed Wynter’s clit and the necromancer let out a gasp. Frustration grew and another gasp fell from her lips as a body pressed from behind. Daven leaned in, his cock hard and standing. He pressed it between Wynter’s ass cheeks, the shaft pushing the fabric into her from behind. The air was hot and the necromancer felt constricted in her own skimpy outfit. Pulling a hand from Kai’s chest, she pressed her palm to her chest. The black bathing suit top and bottom melted away. With nothing between them, Kai’s fingers pressed along her clean shaven slit. Daven’s cock pressed further in between her cheeks as hands ran down along her sensual hips. With her top gone, Wynter’s breasts hung freely. They were slightly larger than Nikki’s and pink nipples pointed freely. 
 
    The three players crowded the necromancer until she felt like she was suffocating. It only added to the mood as their power washed over her. They could do anything to her and she wouldn’t say no. It brought a strange comfort as hands ran along her skin and between her creamy thighs. 
 
    Kai didn’t let up as his fingers ran along Wynter’s engorged clit. The troll’s cock pressed hard against her thigh before sliding up against it and standing of its own accord. Wynter let her hands drift down over his muscled chest and then down his abs. When they brushed against the head of his cock, she looked down to see his thick blue member between them. Delicate fingers ran along raised veins as she tried to control her breathing. Blood rushed and the player felt a little dizzy as she fought for some kind of control. Hands smoothed up her body from behind until they cupped her heaving breasts. Daven further kissed Wynter’s pale neck as fingers lightly squeezed pink nipples. 
 
    Nikki turned her head slightly, eyes transfixed on Daven playing with Wynter’s nipples. Tilting her head, warm lips clasped down on the raised nipple. Wynter shuddered as her sensitive tips blazed to life. The knight’s tongue ran along raised bumps, tasting areola as her own hand moved to between her thighs. 
 
    Wynter gasped as Kai continued to play her like a fine instrument. Heart thumbing in her chest, the troll managed to touch her just the right way and the necromancer’s eyes squeezed shut. A deep moan rose up from parted lips as a warm wet spark lit up. With a small shudder, the orgasm caused nerves to glow as wetness spilled down the troll’s fingers. A simple inventory screen appeared in the corner of her vision and a lesser soul shard glowed before bursting into a greater shard. 
 
    “I need….more…” Wynter said between heated gasps. 
 
    A lustful cloud grew around the players. Kai pulled his hand from between Wynter’s thighs. Running the wetness between his fingers, he pressed his glistening thumb to her lips. The necromancer kissed it before Kai pressed it into her mouth. Wynter gasped and moaned as she licked off her juices from his thick thumb. Nikki pulled her mouth away and let her own wet fingers touch Wynter’s valley. Daven moved his hips, enjoying the tight space between Wynter’s cheeks as he continued to clutch at her large breasts.  
 
    The grinding and writhing was too much. Something in Wynter surged to the surface as she hungered to fill the emptiness inside. Hands curling around Kai’s thick member, she stroked him as she took his cock and pressed the head to her dripping valley. Nikki pulled her hand away and wrapped fingers around Kai’s cock. The two women helped guide him to Wynter’s tight womanhood, the tip pushing away sensual lips. 
 
    Kai let out a small moan, the head of his cock covered in Wynter’s wetness. With powerful arms, he scooped up the necromancer into his. Daven felt Wynter be pulled away but the heat was still there. The druid and knight watched as the troll stepped over to comfortable pillows on the floor and laid the necromancer down among them. Wynter loved how the floor was covered with thick blankets, her hands caressing spider silk pillows and Kai standing before her, his cock hard and standing. Sitting up, she shifted her legs under her until she was on her knees. 
 
    Kai was ready to lower himself but Wynter had other plans. Hands reaching up, she caressed his veiny member. Tongue snaking out, she ran it along his many thick inches until she reached the top. She looked up only for a moment as Kai stared at her with adoring eyes. New wants bled into her as she didn’t want to be adored. She wanted to drive him crazy so he would manhandle her. Intent painting her brow, she took the tip of his cock with her lips and suckled it into her mouth. As inches pushed in, her lips accommodated the troll’s thick member. 
 
    Daven eyed the pale beauty kneeling before Kai, his own cock rock hard. Nikki stood close by, her eyes watching the lustful display. The two glanced to each other. 
 
    “Do you want to watch, or I could watch while….” Daven tried to say before the knight shushed him. 
 
    The knight fell to her knees before the druid, eyes half closed and lips parted. Daven looked down as she took him into her mouth. The druid gasped as she made her mouth tight and bobbed her head. Daven lifted his head to see Wynter sucking on thick blue inches against her lips. Moans rose up while suckling noises filled the room. 
 
    Wynter looked up to see a burning lustful rage in the troll’s eyes. The more she teased him, sucking and running her tongue along his shaft, the more his hands and arms twitched at his sides. When the heat between them grew to a fevered pitch, Wynter deep throated him until her lips touched the base of his cock. 
 
    Kai’s muscles flexed as he took Wynter by the hair and pulled her from his cock. Wynter yelped when his member fell from her lips but she couldn’t’ contain her smirk. The ranger roughly pushed her down onto her back. Falling to his knees, his hand grabbed Wynter by the neck and held her in place as his knees kicked her thighs apart. Wynter’s mouth formed a perfect O as he pressed the head of his cock to her wet valley like a weapon.  
 
    Wynter couldn’t control herself as she moved her hips, making the end of his member wet with her own lust. The power in Kai’s arms and the look of determination in his eyes caused Wynter to surrender to him. Hands reached up, fingers digging into skin and pulling him closer to invade her tender pink sex. Instead the troll watched her as she writhed. Wynter moved, her hips goading and begging the large troll to assault her with his spear. When she managed to maneuver herself onto the tip of his cock, nature took over. Kai couldn’t resist as she flexed around his sensitive head, drawing him in, inch by inch. 
 
    The necromancer moaned as Kai nearly engulfed her with his body. Sensitive nipples pointed against his hard chest as thick inches spread inner walls. The empty feeling she felt slowly was replaced and moans rose up in approval.  
 
    “Fuck me deep…….please fuck me deep…” Wynter begged. 
 
    Kai groaned as she squeezed him until he reached the hilt. The troll moved his hips, increasing the tempo as the sounds of their union filled the room. Daven licked his lips as he watched the troll spread Wynter’s creamy legs. Nikki’s head bobbed, enjoying the taste of the druid’s impressive cock but when she tasted pre-come, she pulled her lips away. 
 
    “My turn,” the knight commanded as she stood up and walked to Wynter and Kai’s side. 
 
    The knight laid down next to the couple as Kai grunted with each spear stroke into Wynter. The necromancer clutched to the troll as she looked over to the knight by her side, legs open and stroking her womanhood in slow circles. Daven fell to his knees and crawled between Nikki’s thighs. 
 
    “Happy to get you off,” Daven leered before burying his head between Nikki’s thighs. 
 
    The knight ran her fingers through Daven’s blonde hair as his tongue snaked out and lapped at her womanhood. Wynter clutched to the troll harder, teeth biting into his shoulder as her body bounced to each powerful thrust. Inner walls stretched to the limit, she held on as if her soul was going to fly apart. When Kai’s cock thickened, she moaned louder as he picked up the tempo. Memories floated up of when she would watch the orgies back at the guild hall. She never admitted it out loud but she loved to watch Kai. He was like a beast unchained and reached points where it didn’t look like he could stop himself. Seeing him in her mind and feeling him now only caused bliss to rise up into a blazing storm. 
 
    Kai used one of his arms to hold Wynter close. The lone sensual act during his lust driven fury stroked something deep in the necromancer. The world around them grew quiet as blood rushed. Pink filled her cheeks as she bit down and whimpered. Thick inches continued their blissful rhythm as a song played between the couple. When it reached its zenith, Kai’s cock thickened and Wynter’s body shuddered. The explosions between them lit up nerves. Wynter half moaned, half screamed as she squeezed and an orgasm burst, one after the other. Kai pushed to the hilt, his cock thickening along the shaft and finally exploding at the tip. Molten come spurted into Wynter’s tight space while blissful wetness mingled with the troll’s seed. Spurt after spurt penetrated deep as Wynter moved her hips to him, milking every last drop. Two lesser soul shards glowed in Wynter’s inventory and burst into greater shards. 
 
    The necromancer uncoupled her hands and arms from the troll and fell to the plush blankets, the troll’s cock still half buried within her. Nikki took the chance, turning her head; she pressed her lips to Wynter’s. The knight and necromancer kissed, tongues slipping into each other’s mouth. Kai watched with dark wanting eyes while Daven’s head moved between Nikki’s thighs. The knight loved the touch of Wynter in her mouth so much that she squeezed Daven’s head between her thighs. Wetness covered the druid’s cheeks and chin as Nikki let out a contained moan. Tight nerves curled before exploding into fireworks. The knight fought for breath as her body shuddered and fingers pulled at blonde hair. 
 
    Wynter stared into Kai’s eyes. The troll looked to her lovingly as his half hard cock moved in and out of her tight place. A sigh filled the space between them but the player knew she wanted more. Hand reaching up, she called up a 2D display and ran through her inventory of lesser soul shards. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Kai asked as his half-buried cock began to grow hard again. 
 
    “I…need to add to the party,” Wynter managed as she fought through the blissful touch of his cock inside her. 
 
    The necromancer tapped images of soul shards. With a flick of her wrist, the 2D screen whisked away. Soul shards appeared in the air around the engaged guild mates. Ghostly bodies began to form as the shards faded away. Lines formed and grew. Faces bloomed among naked bodies. Ears pointed as blonde and red hair spilled over bare shoulders. Nikki looked with half closed eyes as three female elves and two male elves appeared with smiles on their lips.  
 
    “You…you remember when I told you I was ambushed in the forest. These are the elves I had slain. They…they are under my power,” Wynter managed through deep exhales and continued, “They’re my dead and will please everyone at my command.” 
 
    Wynter pressed her hand to Kai and pushed hard. The troll rolled with her push, landing on his back as she straddled him. Wynter looked down as gravity forced her body down the troll’s once again hard cock. When she reached the base, she stayed there, eyeing him like a piece of meat. 
 
    “They are gifts for the evening. They will become greater soul shards with each orgasm.”  
 
    Nikki lay as Daven pulled his head up and looked around at the elves, “Now this is a party!” 
 
    The three female elves moved in with delighted smiles to the druid. Daven looked at them and then to Wynter and Kai before putting his hand up. 
 
    “Sorry ladies, something I have to do first,” The druid smiled as he stood up and walked over to Wynter and Kai. 
 
    Wynter moved her hips slowly, up and down on Kai. The troll held her by the waist, helping her along as she stroked his member with her womanhood.  
 
    “Mind if I join you?” The druid asked as his hard cock stood at attention. 
 
    Wynter said nothing as her hand took hold of his member and pulled the druid closer. Lips kissed along the side, causing it to bounce to her touch. To tame him, she wrapped her lips around the end, pressing her tongue along the underside of the shaft. Kai helped controlled the tempo as Wynter’s body bobbed on him. Large breasts bounced as her mouth suckled. Nikki had sat up and watched them with loving eyes until a male elf lowered himself between her legs. The knight looked to him for a moment before he buried his head between her legs. Tongue licking at her dripping line, she let out small whimpers. Two female elves sauntered over to the knight, kneeling down and taking hold of her. They pushed her back to comforting pillows. One squeezed her breast while the other kissed the knight deeply. 
 
    Wynter opened her eyes slightly to see the slender elves attack the knight. The pull was there as Wynter wanted the knight to join in. A male and female elf stood, waiting to please.  
 
    “Wynter…you keep sucking my cock like that and I’m going to come,” The druid said between small moans. 
 
    Wynter ignored him as she moved her body between the druid and the ranger. Moans played on as bodies moved to a primal rhythm. After a long moment, the necromancer pulled her mouth from the druid’s cock, a string of salvia still connected between them. 
 
    The druid stood over Wynter and Kai. The bliss rising between them was nearly too much as she straddled the troll. Daven couldn’t hold back his desires any longer. He moved behind Wynter and sank down to his knees. A hand pushed at her shoulder and the necromancer leaned forward. Nipples grazed Kai’s chest as the druid snuggled behind Wynter. Hand taking hold of his cock, he pressed the head to Wynter’s light brown asshole. The necromancer was not shy any longer as she moved on Kai’s cock, bumping her hole against Daven’s cock. The druid’s hands grabbed Wynter’s hips just as Kai let go. With a gentle prodding, he tested the tight waters. 
 
    Wynter let out another gasp but helped him along, pushing back until his cock penetrated her tight asshole. In unison, she took both cocks as the same time. Alternating her squeezing, she stroked their members skillfully just like she used to do with her captured dead souls. The tingling and sliding between them caused the player to moan her approval. Kai playfully grabbed at her heaving breasts, fingers swirling among nipples.  
 
    The mood shifted, becoming primal. Wynter moaned as the troll and druid grew rougher with each stroke in her body. The need to take her showed as they pressed on, thick cocks filling her holes to the breaking point. Inner walls stretched and her tight ass flexed around the druid’s girth. 
 
    “Fill me with that fucking hot come!” Wynter commanded. 
 
    Daven grunted as skin slapped on skin. Hands tightened around her waist as crazed motion took over. Wynter’s eyes widened as her world opened up. Daven’s cock expanded as Wynter took one slow stroke. Come burst from the tip, splashing into her open ass as she tightened around him. As she milked the druid, Kai let out his own grunt, come blasting upwards into her. The necromancer moved her hips, moaning like a wild animal as come quickly filled her. The moment it dripped from her holes, she thrust herself down and orgasm after orgasm exploded through her. The bliss dialed everything to eleven as she moved in steady strokes, eyes rolling into her head. The feeling of completion was touching paradise. 
 
    When the bliss died down, Wynter crawled away, thick cocks slipping from her and come dripping down her inner thighs. Daven fell back, breathing heavy as Kai turned onto his side, admiring Wynter’s round full bottom. The necromancer whispered a command as she crawled over to Nikki. A female elf moved to Daven. One of the females with Nikki stood up and walked over to Kai. The ranger and druid raised an eyebrow until the elves sunk down and gently stroked their spent members. 
 
    Wynter’s fellow guild mates looked to the necromancer but suddenly grew silent as the elves giggled and took their cocks into their mouths. They slowly stroked them with tight lips, pressing new life into them. 
 
    Nikki was in the throes of passion as Wynter crawled next to her. The knight opened her eyes to see Wynter snuggling close, rubbing one of Nikki’s nipples while a female elf rubbed the other. The elf between her legs pulled back with a smile, wetness covering his mouth and chin.  
 
    The knight seeing Wynter so close couldn’t control herself. Moving with a deep wanting, she crawled onto Wynter, forcing the Necromancer onto her back. Tongue licking a pink nipple, the knight crawled down, letting her tongue glide along Wynter’s alabaster skin. When she reached Wynter’s womanhood, she stared for a moment as come leaked from her folds. Without any further hesitation, she dived in; tongue snaking in and licking at white come mixed with clear fluids. Wynter let out a small moan as the knight pressed on, lashing at the necromancer’s nub. Wynter liked when men would please her but there was something more when a woman did it. They knew all the secret spots to please, and Nikki quickly showed she was no stranger to it. A stab of playful guilt filled the necromancer as she watched Nikki between her legs pleasing her. With another whisper, the male elf moved behind Nikki’s raised bottom. The elf’s cock stiffened on command and he took hold and ran the tip against Nikki’s portal. 
 
    Wynter watched as the elf pushed in. Nikki moaned as he spread her inner walls while she licked at Wynter’s clit. Bodies moved with the flow between them. A female elf suckled on Wynter’s nipple. The dance between them boiled blood and frayed nerves. Kai watched the girls as the elf suckling him set out to please him, his cock hardened as Wynter smiled with closed eyes. Daven alternated between watching Wynter and Nikki and the elf bobbing her head between his open legs. 
 
    Nikki pulled away, her mouth wet and eyes filled with lust, “I never thought it could feel this good….” 
 
    “I know….don’t stop….” Wynter whispered. 
 
    The knight went back to whipping Wynter’s pink clit. The elf upped the tempo, driving himself steadily into the knight from behind. Nikki tried to keep control but her body betrayed her. Lifting her head, she bucked against the elf. He took hold of her as she squeezed him, an orgasm blasting along her nerves. The elf’s soul shard glowed before bursting into a greater soul shard. Groaning, the elf unleashed jets of come as Nikki bent her head down and resumed licking at Wynter’s opening.  
 
    Daven took hold of the elf’s head between his legs. Cock expanding, come burst into her mouth and down her throat. The elf greedily sucked it down, milking more of his seed. Kai gently pushed away the elf from between his legs. Getting up, he stalked over to Wynter as she writhed to Nikki’s tongue. The necromancer managed to open her eyes as Kai fell to his knees, his cock bouncing before her. Caressing her cheek, he pushed his hips, his thick blue cock stabbing into her mouth. Wynter moaned as inches filled her waiting mouth. Lips tightened as tongue played along his shaft. The troll could not keep his eyes off of her. Wynter lovingly suckled his cock like the dirty girl she always knew she was.  
 
    The elf behind Nikki pulled his cock out. Daven had crawled over, his hands running along Nikki’s ass as he moved behind her. Cock half hard; he pushed the end to her slit. Nikki moaned as inches slipped in. The knight squeezed him which forced blood into his member. The druid paced himself as he grew harder, filling the petite knight. His thrusting grew rougher as his shaft appeared and disappeared inside Nikki. 
 
    Kai lifted his head as Wynter tried to pull more come from his rock-hard cock. Slowly tilting his head forward, he watched as the necromancer teased with her lips and tongue. Wynter moaned as the tip of the blue cock burst with white seed. The amount was obscene as it quickly filled her mouth, forcing her to drink it down.  
 
    Nikki lifted her head and pulled away from Daven. The druid watched as the knight crawled to the side of Wynter’s head. The necromancer pulled away as come dripped from the corner of her mouth. Kai smirked as Nikki guided Wynter’s lips to her pink slit. Wynter turned onto her stomach, come still oozing out of Nikki. Knowing the knight wanted her; Wynter snuggled between inner thighs and licked the come spilling from her. Her tongue moved up into folds, pushing them aside to reach the knight’s clit. Nikki let out her own loving moan as Wynter licked away at her nub, sending shockwaves through her body. 
 
    Daven smiled as he moved in closer to Wynter’s round bottom swaying before him. Pushing his cock in, inches spread her inner walls. Kai watched as all three were connected. Still on his knees, he pressed his cock to Nikki’s open mouth. No stranger to the blue troll cock, she greedily took it in. Bodies moved as one as all four guild mates shared their bodies. The elves around them played with each other and themselves as the music and moans from outside played on and on. 
 
    Wynter felt the emptiness fade away as they all loved each other. For the first time in a very long time, she felt like she belonged. They loved her and respected her, and she with them. Everything was natural as moans rose up and bodies pulsed. The fantasy world fell into a hypnotic rhythm as they worked through their frustrations to the wondrous ecstasy between them. An orgasm bloomed and Wynter’s heart fell to blissful peace. 
 
    Nikki came hard as she gave a muffled moan with Kai’s cock in her mouth. Wynter tasted the difference as wetness spilled onto her lips and tongue. Daven was next as his hips slammed into Wynter from behind. Come spurted into her already abused sex. The necromancer moved her hips to his cock, squeezing every drop. Kai grunted as his cock stiffened in Nikki’s mouth. The knight silently suckled until come burst onto her tongue and the back of her throat. She sucked it down and continued to suck on him. 
 
    Wynter pulled away and looked to Kai and Nikki as Daven moved slowly behind her. With one final push, it sent Wynter over the edge. Orgasm after orgasm stormed through the necromancer as she drank in the sexy sight of her guild mates in the throes of seductive passion. 
 
    “We have a little over three hours left and I need more,” Wynter said with a wicked grin. 
 
    *** 
 
    Daven snored as a female elf straddled him, moaning over and over as she rode him. Nikki was passed out among pillows, one male elf taking her from behind while the others suckled on her nipples. Kai was on his back, Wynter on him and riding him lazily. The ranger and necromancer gazed into each other’s eyes as pale hips moved on his rigid staff. 
 
    “I think you’re the first person to make me sore,” Kai whispered. 
 
    Wynter let a small smile slip, “I was going to say the same thing to you.” 
 
    Kai ran the back of his fingers across a pert nipple, “We only have fifteen minutes before the raid begins to move. I’m not sure I can come again.” 
 
    “That sounds like a challenge,” Wynter said with a heated whisper. 
 
    Kai smiled, “I thought I was insatiable.” 
 
    Wynter gave a happy grin before closing her eyes and increasing the tempo. 
 
    “We love you. I love you,” Kai whispered. 
 
    Wynter opened her eyes, looked down and the corner of her lip curved upward, “I know.” 
 
    Kai smiled as he took hold of the necromancer. Turning his body, Wynter giggled as she was thrown onto her back, the big troll on her. Kai moved his hips, teasing and pushing at her. Wynter laughed and moaned as he forced himself to the hilt. The giggles died and she wrapped her legs around his taut ass. Together they moved as one until Kai’s cock thickened. 
 
    “Come in me my handsome troll,” Wynter hissed. 
 
    Kai barely grunted as spurts of come filled the pale beauty under him. After the last drop was squeezed, the troll collapsed on the necromancer. Wynter kept her legs curled around him as her own orgasm flushed her body and lit up nerves. Her fingers moved through his short black hair, eyes lost to wonderful bliss. 
 
    “I love you too,” the necromancer whispered in his ear as she held him close, never wanting to let go. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
    Immense thick iron doors loomed before the entire raid group. Wynter eyed the runes carved into the metal, taking snapshots of their intricate beauty and design. Master Kurss stood by the door, his captains and a few cloaked trolls at his side, talking in hushed tones. The air was electric as the guilds stood side by side, eager to tackle the last level and defeat the dungeon. 
 
    The necromancer turned her gaze to players around her. At her side were Kai, Daven and Nikki. The guild leader, Jakar, was in front, eyeing the trolls as they continued their discussion. To the left was the Banshee’s Moan guild, all facing forward and bodies eager. To the right was Dark Touch guild. It was to them that the necromancer’s eyes lingered. They gave off a surly attitude as they jostled with one another, but their returning glances with dagger filled eyes in her direction sent a chill down her spine.  
 
    Wynter leaned in toward Kai, “I think it’s safe to say that the assassins came from the Dark Touch guild.” 
 
    Kai glanced over and then faced forward, “They won’t dare make a move when we are this close to the end. I informed Jakar what happened and he ordered me, Nikki and Daven to be your bodyguards, no matter what happens.” 
 
    The warm feeling returned as Wynter faced forward. Knowing the guild was there for her caused the chill to fade away. Quick images surfaced as she remembered how they all prepared to meet with the guild via escort. Palis was true to his word, coming to them and guiding them to the group with armed guards. Kai had indeed spoken to Jakar, telling him what had transpired. The handsome knight listened to every word and informed the guild to be prepared for betrayal. With the raid almost over, it wouldn’t be surprising if one of the guilds tried to take advantage of the situation and take all the glory for themselves. 
 
    On either side of the guilds, trolls stood at attention with rune covered spears strapped to their backs. Swords and maces hung from thick belts as the large trolls faced forward, their faces an unmoving mask of discipline. The necromancer found the formations protective but almost a little suffocating. Daven seemed to sense Wynter’s unease. His hand reached over and threaded his fingers with hers. The players looked to each other, small smiles blooming and hands squeezing each other in comfort. 
 
    Nikki had her hand on the pommel of her sword, eyes drinking in every action around her. Despite the loving time they all spent together, it looked like it couldn’t cool her need to work out her aggression. Foot tapping, she waited impatiently for the trolls to open the damn doors. 
 
    Master Kurss put a hand up and his captains around him fell silent. The large troll took a few steps closer to the door, hand reaching into a satchel hanging from his belt. Wynter craned her neck to see and almost everyone else did the same. The master pulled out a large black key and held it up. A cloaked troll moved to the master’s side while a captain moved to the rune covered doors. Hand running along, he pulled his hand back and made a clockwise motion. Wynter wondered if they were trying to translate the runes so they didn’t spring a trap.  
 
    Kurss inserted the key and turned in clock wise while the cloaked troll tapped on certain runes. The sound of ancient metal clanked and shifted as several runes glowed to the cloaked troll’s touch. The master and troll at his side, stepped back as the clanking died down and the doors shifted. Vibrations pulsed outward as the doors moved of their own accord, opening wider and wider until they were fully open. An ominous wide stairwell led down into gloomy darkness. 
 
    Master Kurss turned to the raid gathered behind him with a dark smile, “We have fought hard to get this far. We have one more battle before we can claim victory. Work together and we will win this day.” 
 
    The trolls and guilds murmured their agreement.  
 
    “Onward,” Master Kurss commanded as he turned and began walking.  
 
    The guilds and trolls marched along, hands on weapons and eyes taking in every detail. Wynter clutched her staff and let go of Daven’s hand. Nikki stepped with vigor as they made it to the stairs and began their descent. Kai un-slung his bow from his back and held it in one hand. Glowing orbs appeared as the raid stepped further down into the dark depths. The stairs leading down were so wide that all five columns of players and trolls managed to fit with room to spare. The air was humid and warm. Wynter liked how it felt against her bare flesh. Loosening her cloak, she let the warmth wash over her pale skin. 
 
    After every thirty steps, glowing orbs appeared to light the way. The darkness further down retreated as the raid moved as one. After a few long minutes, the bottom appeared. Light cast down on fine sand as Master Kurss stepped off the stone steps. The master moved with confidence as he walked in further, glowing orbs appearing from thin air. Wynter took each step carefully until she reached the bottom. An immense cavern yawned before them and, again, the necromancer’s breath was taken away. 
 
    Orbs flashed into existence, bathing the cavern in bright light. The sandy floor stretched on until it touched a still lake. The water was as smooth as glass, filling the rest of the cavern from left to right. Lights blinked on and the other side of the great underground lake showed a single small door. The water spread out so far that there was no way to cross it, other than swimming. The guilds and trolls filled the sandy underground beach, dwarfed by the immense shoreline. 
 
    Before orders could be given, something big moved in the middle of the lake. Even with the distance between them, players could make out the white serpentine form as it moved lazily through the water. The lake conformed without a ripple as it moved closer and closer to the shore where everyone stood at the ready. The sound of unsheathing swords hissed out as eyes were glued to the thing in the water. Kai nocked an arrow while Nikki gripped her sword. Tension filled the shore with an unnerving fog. The thing in the water grew smaller the closer it swam. The white thing shrank until it touched the tiny waves ebbing along the sandy edge. 
 
    A wet rat crawled out onto the muddy bank, scurrying closer a few feet before stopping and standing on its hind legs, sniffing at the air. Wynter smiled as she knew instantly it was the same rat that seemed to follow them during the raid. She remembered how it bit her when she moved toward the Eyes of Harkkon and knew something deeper was going on. 
 
    Master Kurss eyed the rat for a moment before closing his eyes and smirking, “Magnys, you don’t have to hide any longer. Show yourself in all your powerful glory.” 
 
    The rat’s beady red eyes stared at the imposing troll for a long moment before its body began to convulse. Muscles rippled under fur as limbs stretched. The fleshy tail shrank into the body as the rat stood up, body contorting. A nervous wave filled the guilds, player by player. Wynter looked to Jakar as he stood unfazed, sword still in its sheath. Body shifting, a man took form. A white robe appeared to cover his naked body as he stood to his full height, short pure white hair nearly glowing in the cave light. The man carried himself with refined easiness as he stood, his eyes gazing on the troll and the army behind him. 
 
    “Master Kurss Darkwhisper, I wish I could say it was a pleasure,” the man in white said with a sardonic tone. 
 
    “You know why we’ve come,” Master Kurss said without mincing words. “Please step aside. Your duty has finally come to an end.” 
 
    Magnys kept a neutral expression as he addressed the master, “My duty shall never end. I took an oath. Your desire for power only reinforces that oath.” 
 
    Master Kurss gave a mock look of disappointment, “You wound me. I took an oath to serve the troll kingdoms and its people. What you are guarding will serve to only strengthen my people and the lands of Lukken.” 
 
    Magnys’s eyes brightened as a strange wildness took hold, “You have no power here.” 
 
    Master Kurss stared with knowing eyes. Lifting up a blue hand, he beckoned with a single finger. A cloaked figure moved to his side. Blue feminine hands reached up and pulled away the hood from her head. A pink haired troll looked up with dispassionate eyes. Hands falling to her sides, she stood like a statue, ready to be commanded. 
 
    Magnys eyed the pink haired troll and his wild eyes softened, “You fear me so much, you bring a rose seer to calm my madness? You have nothing to fear just yet. The time down here has calmed the affliction that plagues my people.” 
 
    The man in white looked away for a moment, as if a deep memory rose to the surface, “Love also tamed that wild beast long ago.” 
 
    Master Kurss nodded slightly, “I know. It is the only thing that can help your people. Mistress Zusa was my ancestor and she loved you dearly.” 
 
    Magnys took in a deep breath as if something touched his heart, “Then you understand what was asked of me. I made a promise to guard the foul thing down here, even against her own kith and kin.”    
 
    “Times have changed. War has arrived and every side is gathering their weapons. The dragons seek to dominate Lukken, and our kind fears extinction.” 
 
    Magnys let out a howling laugh, “Do you think I care about your wars! No, I will not break my oath or my love to satisfy your need for power. Mistress Zusa would be disappointed to find one of her clan so far removed from honor.” 
 
    Kurss let a wicked grin slip before returning his face to a strong mask, “I have read her journals. She loved you like no other creature on Lukken. The time you spent together were the happiest moments in her life. There are rumors in the family that your very blood flows in our veins. We hold that to be a great honor.” 
 
    Magnys’s eyes narrowed, “An honor you throw away to release a monster on this world.” 
 
    Kurss relented with a nod, “An honor I must break for the greater good.” 
 
    The white-haired man looked past the large troll to the players and trolls gathered behind, “He deceives you. Many of you know me as the rat that helped you in your perilous times. I did so, knowing you would hear me now if you made it this far. Master Kurss wishes to awaken a foul thing that has been imprisoned here. I am the guardian, bound by love to stop any creature from crossing these waters. If you continue on this mad path, you will only know sorrow.” 
 
    Wynter’s heart surged as she looked to the handsome man. He did indeed help her and her friends when they were nearly overrun. He tried to warn her when she reached the Eyes of Harkkon. The murmur from other players seemed to wave back and forth. Some kept their eyes on the prize, determination fogging their logic. Others shook their heads while yet others readied themselves. Trolls on either side of the guilds pulled rune covered spears from their backs and held them at the ready. Wynter felt the mood shift as the majority of players thirst for battle and conquest. 
 
    Wynter looked to Jakar. The knight’s head bowed, darkness covering his eyes and jaw grim as if he was holding back something he wanted to say. Nikki lowered her blade as she glanced back to Wynter, uncertainty coloring her eyes. Daven shook his head, eyes wide in disbelief with the realization they were going to do something wrong. Kai kept himself ready, eyes hard and not looking to Wynter. 
 
    “Great Grandfather, step aside or you will join your love in the next world,” Kurss said with dripping sardonic dread. 
 
    Magnys lowered his head, eyes growing soft, “You are not my blood. My blood would never turn against love.” 
 
    The master troll looked on, “True love doesn’t blind you. It opens your soul to limitless possibilities. You have been imprisoned for too long. Now, I release you from your burdens.” 
 
    The troll raised his hand. 
 
    Magnys raised his head and smiled, “I will always be there, ready to turn you back onto the path of love and honor.” 
 
    Kurss nodded and dropped his hand. A volley of spears launched through the air. The runes covering them glowed with arcane light. They streaked forward, glowing points aimed at the man’s chest. Magnys stood as the shafts made of light slammed into him and exploded. Wynter, as did everyone else, shielded their eyes as the light lit up the cavern like the afternoon sun. Time slowed down as the brightness faded and hands pulled away to see Magnys’s smoking body flying backwards through the air and splashing into the calm lake. Ripples turned into small waves as the explosions finished echoing through the cavern. 
 
    Kurss looked across the lake, a satisfied grin on his azure lips. Trolls readied their spears for another volley. Wynter stood in shock, processing what just happened. Before she could regain her wits, the water in the middle of the lake began to bubble. White foam splashed upwards among dark water. Something big unfurled and a moment later, it reared up with explosive power. 
 
    A status effect took hold, blinking in the corner of Wynter’s vision. It blinked “Serpent Awe” over and over again. Reading the quick description, her and every other player was paralyzed by the enormous creature rearing up from the lake. Water cascaded down thick white scales as a serpent, bigger than any dragon, growled foul intent. Its head was that of a dragon but with fewer horns, and streamlined for swimming. The body was segmented, thick and powerful as it moved like a cobra in the water. Pale eyes shined under a chitin like brow and small spines hung from under a pointed chin. The serpent’s snout opened and steam poured out from nose slits.  
 
    “My knowledge and power far exceeds yours. Leave my home or every living thing here will die,” the serpent bellowed 
 
    Kurss stared up at the giant serpent with cool eyes, “Once we have what we came for, death will be under my control. You have no power here, old one.” 
 
    “POWER! I WILL SHOW YOU POWER!” Magnys roared. 
 
    The status effect blinked away and Wynter could move once again but it was too late. The cavern bloomed into a maelstrom of magic, skills and chaos. The serpent opened his maw and hissed out a stream of thick mist. The heat rose as the stream burst toward the center of the guilds. Players dove to the side as they released arrows, magical bolts and special sword techniques. For some, it was their last action. The steam struck four players dead on. Bodies melted and caught on fire at the same time before bursting away in greenish light. Arrows and magical bolts filled the cavern, striking the serpent at the trunk of his body and his head. Colored smoke billowed from impacts but they quickly blew away as another stream of blazing steam burst forth.  
 
    Wynter rolled to her feet and kept running as the blast struck two more players and melted them instantly. The necromancer glanced to the sea serpent as the smoke cleared. A white aura surrounded the creature as it took in a deep breath. There was not even a cut or crack against the monster’s armored body.  
 
    Trolls heaved and launched rune covered spears. They glowed as they darted across the cavern, striking the serpent over and over again. The blasts were so powerful that it knocked the serpent’s aim off. A stream of mist blasted out and struck the side of the cavern, melting stone. Kai pulled back and released arrow after arrow. Players threw volleys of spells and across the churning water at the serpent. Daven was running to fellow guild mates as they writhed on the floor from being too close to the serpent’s breath weapon, their bodies suffering major damage. Green energy spilled from his hands as he healed several players at a time. 
 
    Nikki and Jakar were side by side. The guild leader was shouting commands but the chaos stormed through the ranks. Jakar threw his sword in the air and activated his technique. The sword glowed as it twirled. When it stopped, the blade pointed at the serpent. Many swords of light appeared around Jakar’s sword and hurled forward in a torrent. Dozens of bright blades rocketed across the cavern in a steady stream, striking the serpent’s aura. Magnys was pushed back in the water, his aura taking the brunt of the damage. When the technique finished, the guild leader fell to his knees, his sword stabbing the sand next to him. Nikki took hold of him and pulled him away as the serpent opened his maw and fired off a stream of molten steam. 
 
    The battle was not turning in their favor. Wynter struggled to come up with a plan to fight such awesome power. A hand dug into her side pouch and she clutched greater soul shards between fingers. She hesitated to throw them because she wasn’t sure she should be fighting this fight. 
 
    He will kill you and your friends. Use my gifts or forever know you failed to protect them. 
 
    Wynter frowned as streams of hot mist melted some players and trolls while others burst into fire. Necromancers in battle called up ebony skeletons, banshees and ghosts to the battle. The undead moved toward the water and were instantly struck down by melting steam. Kai, along with many other players holding bows, unleashed every magical arrow they had only to explode against the serpent’s aura. 
 
    “Keep hammering at the aura! It can’t take damage forever!” Jakar shouted as he tried to stand up with Nikki’s help. 
 
    Wynter watched in horror as two other guild mates cried out before being shattered into green light. Master Kurss stood at the edge of the water, unmoving and eyes on the serpent. Trolls hurled spears, crashing into its aura. With everything they threw at it, the serpent continued to blast them back and for a second, it looked like they were all going to lose. 
 
    Wynter’s brow formed a hard V. Whipping out her hand; four greater soul shards sank into the sand. Speaking the new incantation, she learned, the metal skull at the top of her staff glowed. Purple rune circles formed around each shard as the necromancer finished the incantation. Ghostly forms rose up from the sand. Glowing, purple eyes opened as shadows took form to create spectral knight armor. The figures pulsed with abyssal power as they stood at attention. Wynter took control as her shadow knights waited for her command. With a whisper, the knights drew their swords. 
 
    Kurss turned his head and leered as the four shadow knights burst from their stances and ran to the water’s edge. Wynter took out four more greater shards and threw them to the sandy floor. Whispering arcane words, she spent her stamina and strength to call four more shadows knights as the other four followed their mistress’s commands. 
 
    The dark knights, with purple bleeding wisps from their joints, ran over the churning waters. Magnys turned his attention to the four undead crossing the lake in mere moments. Rearing back, he released another stream of molten mist. The knights leaped from the incoming stream, gravity having no power over them. Magnys turned his serpentine head, trying to hit one. The shadow knights ran up cavern walls and leapt from the incoming attack. When the serpent’s breath was used up, the four knights converged with ghostly purple blades. One knight bounced off the aura, spiraling away until it hit the cavern wall and resumed its attack. Two others slammed their blades into the aura half way and inches from the serpent’s armored hide. The last one threw his entire spectral body forward like a spear. The ghostly blade penetrated and the tip sunk into an armored scale.  
 
    Magnys pointed his maw at the three shadow knights against him and blasted them point blank. The knights were shattered into dark light. The last knight floated down, slashing at the aura over and over, moving constantly so not to be hit. Spears slammed into the aura as the attacks continued. Kurss grinned as the glowing aura around the serpent began to crack. 
 
    Kurss turned his attention to the pink haired troll and nodded. The Rose Seer opened her mouth and began to sing. Wynter’s heart dropped in her chest as the haunting melody filled the entire cavern. Magnys closed his sharp toothed maw and swayed as the song touched him. The serpent shook its head, trying to stop the strange calming effect it had. Confusion sunk in as its eyes looked around, lost. 
 
    Kurss opened his hand as red and purple energy spiraled along his forearm. Wynter sank to her knees as four shadow knights stood around her, waiting for commands. A blade made of dark light appeared in the master’s hand. Fingers and palm taking hold, the master eyed the white serpent as it swayed from the seer’s song.  
 
    “No…..NO!” Magnys bellowed as he took control. 
 
    The serpent opened his maw once again and unleashed a torrent of mist. The pink haired troll on the sandy shore lowered her head as the stream engulfed her and blasted her into shattered light. Kurss let out a war cry and leaped. 
 
    Wynter struggled back to her feet but could not look away at what played out. Magnys was breathing a stream of mist as Master Kurss made an impossible leap. The troll spiraled, muscled body turning while his dark blade pointed downward toward the serpent. Magnys closed his mouth, the confusion melting away. When his wits returned, the serpent let out a pain filled roar. Kurss hung by one hand from his mystical blade as it stabbed hilt deep in the giant serpent. With his free hand, dark energy balled around his fist and the master punched through the remainder of the aura disintegrating it, and shattering several thick scales. Wynter’s shadow knight took advantage and drove its spectral blade into the serpent. Rune covered spears whistled through the air, striking the serpent around the neck. Explosions bloomed. Kurss planted his feet and launched off the bulk of the serpent. Soaring through the air, he landed back on the shore with a simple thud. 
 
    Wynter watched in horror as the serpent swayed, eyes wide and confused. She called back her shadow knight and it obeyed, falling to the water and running across it. Players and trolls halted their attacks as Kurss lifted a thick arm. Magnys swayed before sinking down in the water a little at a time. 
 
    “You have doomed yourselves….,” the serpent spoke, with a deep tone. 
 
     Kurss stared as the serpent let out a weak moan. It sank further into the water until just its head showed. After one final glance at Kurss, sad eyes turned downward. A moment later, the serpent sank below the water’s surface and its white body enveloped by the darkness below. 
 
    The master troll turned to the battlefield with a smile, “We are victorious.” 
 
    The remaining players and trolls pumped fists in the air and cheered. Wynter stood, her heart sinking in her chest. The victory seemed hollow as players congratulated themselves. Kai’s head lowered, sorrow painting his dark eyes. Nikki held Jakar up, her own shock evident. Daven helped fellow players, lucky enough to survive, to their feet while looking to Wynter. 
 
    A crawling dread filled the necromancer’s heart as she felt this was not the victory her and her guild mates desired. Doubt lingered with the player as Master Kurss called to everyone to gather before him with open arms.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
    Players gathered with their guild mates as Wynter made a quick count. Of the thirty-seven players left, only twenty-six remained. The necromancer saw that the other two guilds had about ten players a piece while their guild only had six, including her friends. The trolls didn’t fare much better. Of the hundred and twenty that entered this level, only about ninety remained. The player knew they were down to the bare bones and an uneasy feeling filled her as the remaining trolls formed into columns around the three guilds. 
 
    A robed troll moved past Master Kurss as he turned around to address the gathered crowd. Wynter and few players watched as the robed troll spoke incantations. The air grew colder and ice began to form along the lake surface. Everyone watched as the ice spread out, tendrils of cold turning liquid water solid. Shortly, the lake was covered in a thick layer of ice. 
 
    “Well done! Our quest is nearly complete. I must ask all necromancers to report to my side,” Kurss said with a wicked smile. 
 
    Cloaked figures with hoods moved through the ranks to Master Kurss. They walked past him and stood behind him as he stared out at the crowd. Wynter was the only one not to join them as her guild stood close to her, uncertainty touching their hearts. 
 
    The master looked through the crowd to Wynter and gave a gentle smile, “Please Lady Nightkiss, come to my side so we may begin our final work.” 
 
    Shadow Knights and her guild stood around her but the necromancer made no move to join the other necromancers at the master’s side, “Why do you need me? What is beyond that door at the end of the cavern?” 
 
    “All will be answered when we walk through it,” the master said patiently. 
 
    A flare of mistrust and anger boiled under Wynter’s skin, “We have fought our way through hell to get here. I think it’s time you told us what this was truly about.” 
 
    Captain Vell broke rank and looked to the necromancer, “Wynter, this is the rewards for all of our hard work.” 
 
    The player turned her head to Vell and then back to Kurss, “Then why can’t he tell us. We are here, aren’t we? Tell us what the true goal is, and then we can decide if we all want to go through with it.” 
 
    Kurss folded his meaty arms and tilted his head, shadows covering his eyes, “Just as well. I’m sure you’ve all heard the rumors. The Harkkon dungeon was more than just a place to find fame and fortune. The rumors about Dread Lords rising from their graves are true and Harkkon is home to the greatest Dread Lord of them all. You have his eyes on your staff, Lady Nightkiss. With the necromancers, we will be able to control him and use his powers to destroy the dragon threat once and for all. You have all performed a great service for the troll empire and shall be handsomely rewarded.” 
 
    Wynter stood her ground, “You didn’t tell us everything before we came down here. You lied about the end goal. You attacked your own great grandfather. Why should we trust anything you have to say?” 
 
    “Wynter, please,” Vell said with a soft voice. 
 
    Kurss raised a hand, “Let her ask her questions. Let her question everything. It’s the sign of a keen mind that she doesn’t follow blindly.” The master centered his eyes on the necromancer and continued, “As with our first meeting, there are dragon spies among our group. I’m sure they are eager to stop this pivotal moment in time, but now that we are at the end, everyone shall receive their rewards.” 
 
    Trolls on both sides turned inward and unsheathed swords, maces and spears. The players in the middle turned to the trolls as they stood at the ready. Blue faces wore indifferent masks as they bent their knees. 
 
    “What is this Kurss? You said only Midian’s Lovers guild was going to be punished!” the guild leader of the Dark Touch shouted.  
 
    Master Kurss looked on with strange eyes, “I prefer to be thorough when cleansing spies from the ranks.” 
 
    Wynter looked around as her guild moved in close, everyone facing outward, “You used us! Why? We’re on the same side!” 
 
    “Because you’re a stupid bitch!” shouted a voice from behind Master Kurss. 
 
    The guilds all turned their eyes to a necromancer as he stepped forward. Wynter’s heart sank like a stone as the player pulled back his hood. She didn’t recognize him as he stood with a smug sneer but the words uttered spoke volumes. 
 
    The necromancer stepped a foot past the master as he leveled his eyes on Wynter, “Like the new look?” 
 
    Wynter kept her face blank as her blood boiled, “I wish I could say I was surprised. Next time, don’t have your assassins mention your name when they attack. Its cliché. This isn’t Game of Thrones, Leopold!” 
 
    Leopold kept his sneer as he eyed Wynter with contempt, “Maybe next time you should open your eyes. It’s one of the things I hated about you. You never questioned anything until now. You just blindly followed along. It drove me crazy because you have no backbone. If you had questioned things before now, you would know the entire guild was working for the dragons.” 
 
    Wynter glanced at Jakar. The guild leader’s jaw was tight as his eyes cast downward. Kai stayed close, sword in hand but not looking Wynter in the eye. Daven’s mouth curved as sadness filled his eyes. Nikki stood close by, sword in hand but silent. 
 
    Leopold folded his arms, “I found out what they were up too and confronted them about it. Jakar threatened to hunt me down over and over again if I didn’t just leave and never come back.” 
 
    The necromancer turned his attention to his former guild leader, “Did you really think I’d go away quietly, Jakar? You fool! You should have killed me when you had the chance.” 
 
     Leopold returned his gaze to Wynter, “Your friends Kai and Nikki sent their allies and concubines to take me out. Thankfully Master Kurss sent me protection if I spilled guild secrets.” 
 
    Jakar turned his head to Wynter, “We didn’t tell you because we weren’t sure what side you would take. It was my call.” 
 
    “The dragons promised protection and a new guild hall in one of the dragon cities. They told us that the Dread Lord cannot be contained no matter how many necromancers they have,” Daven said quickly as the area flooded with malice and hard stares. 
 
    “We want to stop them before they destroy Lukken,” Nikki said as she eyed the enemy players and trolls around them. 
 
    Kai looked to the necromancer, “Wynter, we can win this battle if you keep the Eyes. We can fight together.” 
 
    Wynter looked to each of them in turn before her shoulders sank, “No, we can’t.” 
 
    The shadow knights turned, putting their backs to their mistress and pointing swords at her guild mates.  The guild turned with wide eyes and they lifted up weapons. Wynter’s head tilted forward as she moved past her knights and broke away from the group, her shadow knights followed with their backs to her and swords pointed at the guild. The five knights formed up into a line as Wynter stepped closer to Leopold and Master Kurss. 
 
    “You all lied to me. I believed in the guild and you all thought it was better to keep me in the dark then think I was strong enough to accept it.” 
 
    “Wynter,” Kai said as fear bled into the corners of his eyes. 
 
    Leopold stepped closer, closing the distance and putting his arm around Wynter’s pale neck before turning to the trapped guild, “You fuckers get everything you deserve. You betrayed the trolls and now you’re going to pay for it. No dragon is going to save you after we win the war.” 
 
    Leopold turned his head to Wynter with a big grin, “Sorry for calling you a stupid bitch before. It was kind of in the heat of the moment. Now that you’re back on the winning side, maybe we can talk about getting back together again.” 
 
    Wynter put a hand to his chest and smiled, “Yea, maybe we can talk about it.” 
 
    The necromancer smiled as Wynter eyed him adoringly until black energy snaked around her hand. The bolt was point blank as Leopold was sent hurtling backwards into another necromancer. The two of them fell onto the ice and slid a few feet. Master Kurss’s azure colored face furled into a rage as he stalked toward the beautiful necromancer, energy forming his dark blade. Wynter was quicker as she spun with staff in hand. The skull with glowing eyes covered the distance between them, smashing into the troll’s face.  
 
    The troll’s head barely moved as the tip lay against his blue skin, “You really thought you could take me?” 
 
    Wynter smiled, “No. That’s a job for my shadow knights.” 
 
    The necromancer pulled away as all five shadow knights leaped through the air toward the master. Kurss brought his blade up and parried all five spectral blades at once. 
 
    “Kill the guilds and the dark elves! I want no witnesses! Cleanse this filth from my sight!” Master Kurss commanded as he whipped his blade around, blocking each incoming strike. 
 
    Bedlam ensued. Trolls charged as the three guilds faced the incoming army. Weapons lashed out and spells exploded. Master Kurss moved like a juggernaut, dark blade slashing out and cutting one of the shadow knights in half. Captains rushed to his side, blades and maces crashing down on spectral armor. 
 
    Wynter’s hand was up, throwing greater soul shards into the sand. With whispered incantations, she backed up to her guild as rune symbols appeared on the ground around her. The necromancer folded into her group as black skeletons rose up with purple blades blazing to life. Not slowing down, she threw down several more shards and streamed out arcane words. The Eyes of Harkkon fueled her power as dozens of skeletons and bloody bones rose up. Numbers increasing, the guilds held back the troll army around them just barely. 
 
    Kurss made one final powerful slash, shattering the last shadow knight and turning to his captains and necromancers, “Half of the captains will accompany me with the necromancers. Slay all of them but Lady Nightkiss. I want her on her knees as she hands over the Eyes of Harkkon.” 
 
    Master Kurss lowered his eyes to Leopold as he slowly rose to his feet, “Stay with the captains and capture Lady Nightkiss. Earn your right back to the troll kingdoms and my side. Fail and you will join your former compatriots in the grave.” 
 
    “As you wish,” Leopold bowed his head. 
 
    Kurss lifted his head and began marching across the thick ice with troll captains and necromancers in tow. The sounds of battle grew feverish as they echoed off cavern walls. Master Kurss kept his eyes on the prize as he marched toward the final resting place of the most powerful dread lord to walk the world of Lukken. 
 
    Kai slashed with the skill of a chef. Thick troll arms separated from shoulders and elbows before shattering into greenish light. Nikki had become unleashed as she became a whirling dervish, taking down troll after troll with expert skill. Daven unleashed healing green energy to guild mates as they took damage. The troll army moved with measured attacks, feinting and dodging. Despite the damage they were taking, the guilds were still getting hammered. With all the skills and abilities they possessed, the sheer number of trolls was enough to whittle away at their forces. 
 
    “Pull back to the stairs!” Jakar shouted over the sounds of combat. 
 
    As one, the guilds slowly back peddled while slicing and blocking at the surrounding troll army. Skeletons rushed the troll ranks but even they were kept at bay as the enemy formed a tight muscle-bound wall from shoulder to shoulder. Wynter blasted at trolls but more often than not, the shadow bolts were blocked with small shields or thick swinging maces. Slowly they approached the stairs and hope hesitantly bloomed. 
 
    A troll lifted up a rune covered spear. Eyes centered on Jakar, the troll took aim and hurled it with inhuman power. The guild leader witnessed the spear turn into bright light as it hurtled toward his chest. Activating his technique, he threw his sword up just as the spear struck him and exploded. The sword spun and glowed as the explosion rocked Midian’s Lovers guild to the sandy floor. Bright swords made of light appeared and blasted down like a shaft of retribution. Blades stabbed through a line of trolls, blasting them into shattered light. 
 
    Wynter sat up to see Jakar’s smoking body next to hers. The guild leader struggled to sit up until an arrow struck his chest. Jakar gave one last, long, sad look to Wynter as his body shattered like glowing emerald glass. Wynter was back to her feet and glancing around. Despite their leader’s powerful attack, the guilds were losing players one at a time. 
 
    Time slowed down as Wynter drank in the scene around her. Despite their best efforts, they were losing. The trolls continued their onslaught with practiced ability. Players fought on, cursing as they took damage from all sides. The stairs were twenty feet away but to fight and move as a cohesive unit proved too much. The guild ranks began to unravel and the light of hope began to diminish. The necromancer knew they were on borrowed time and her heart blazed, not accepting the dark result. 
 
    “Nikki! Fall back to the dark elf city!” Wynter shouted over the chaos. 
 
    Nikki slashed hard across, sending a troll to its ancestors, “I’m not leaving your side!” 
 
    “We need a bigger army! Get to Palis and open the portal! Bring back reinforcements!” Wynter commanded before whispering incantations. 
 
    Nikki’s eyes widened as realization washed over her. 
 
    “Daven and I will protect Wynter! Go!” Kai shouted as he stood at Wynter’s side, clashing with a large troll. 
 
    The knight whirled around, cutting a troll across the stomach. Turning, she bolted through the dwindling guilds as the troll fell to its knees and shattered into light. Pumping her legs, she ignored other players as they fought on to the last hit point. Reaching the stairs, she took two at a time while glancing back to see her friends fight on. 
 
    The enemy trolls roared as they pushed. White and red skeletons joined their ranks as Leopold raised groups of them at a time. With an evil gleam in his eye, he moved with practiced ease. The troll army grew with the aid of the undead. Players cried out as bloody bones and trolls rushed in, paralyzing and slashing with no remorse. The groups of players were whittled down to sixteen as they reached the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    Wynter’s eyes blazed as four shadow knights rose from the ground and charged into battle. Kai stood by her side, cutting down anything that moved in too close. Daven held his breath as he tried to keep up with healing. When a nearby knight was cut down, the druid found himself staring at three trolls advancing on him while three others pulled back on bow strings. Mana drained with no creatures to call on for aid, he stood at the ready with raised fists and wide eyes. The three trolls with bows shifted their aim to Wynter.  
 
    “Cripple her,” a troll commanded. 
 
    “No!” the druid shouted as he dodged the trolls bearing down on him. Dodging swords, he whipped away and threw himself toward the beautiful necromancer.  
 
    Wynter raised her hand to summon another group of undead when arms wrapped around her, a familiar body molding to hers. Turning her head, she stared into Daven’s face as arrow shafts appeared in his back. The druid let out a grunt before smiling.  
 
    “Touch you later,” the druid grinned as his body crumbled into light. 
 
    Wynter’s heart thudded in her chest as shards of light fell to her feet. Hand rising, she blasted shadow bolts of lightning at the incoming trolls. The brutes fell one by one as their life force was stolen, but one managed to get within striking distance. Kai threw his shoulder into the troll’s chest. As it fell, the ranger’s blade sliced upward, splitting the enemy in half. 
 
    The necromancer and ranger stood back to back at the bottom of the stairs. Players had already made their way up with only the two of them left at the bottom. Shadow knights fought on among the troll ranks but one by one they fell. 
 
    Leopold stepped closer as the troll army formed a semi-circle around the two players, eyes on Wynter, “Surrender or die like the dogs you are.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Nikki rushed up the stone steps into the dark elf cavern. Palis stood among his people, concern plain on their dark faces. The knight darted for the baron, trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “The trolls have turned on us! They are slaughtering my guild mates and will come for you next!” The knight heaved. 
 
    Palis drank in the knight’s words before turning his head slightly, “Prepare to evacuate. I fear our city will fall within the hour. Get the young and elderly out first. I want guards stationed here until everyone is safely out through the portal.” 
 
    A dark elf nodded and quickly turned, giving orders to all those nearby. 
 
    “I can help but I need to get to the surface,” Nikki stated. 
 
    Palis eyed her for a second, “Come with me.” 
 
    The baron and knight moved through the crowd with urgency. Nikki tried to remain positive but thoughts of her friends fighting to the last man struck at her heart like a venomous snake. Racing to the city square, they turned left onto the path toward the mystical portal. Dark elves gathered their belongings and fellow citizens at a hurried pace. By the time Nikki and Palis reached the stone pillars, lines of young and older dark elves hard started to form on the street behind them. 
 
    Palis reached up and pulled the necklace from his neck, over his head. The glowing red crystal pulsed like a living heart in his hands. Holding the crystal up, it glowed brighter. Whispering ancient words, the dark elf chanted the phrases over and over. 
 
    Nikki stared as a small orb of dark light appeared. In mere moments it expanded, swirls of purple energy appearing along the edges. Muscles tight and ready, the knight watched as the portal swirled between the rune covered pillars. 
 
    “Go and bring back aid,” Palis said as he placed the necklace back around his neck. 
 
    Nikki nodded before bursting forward. Barreling toward the abyssal gate, she held her breath and jumped. Darkness consumed the light as the player felt her body become lighter. Shafts of purple raced past and before she knew it, she emerged on the other side. 
 
    The knight looked up at the night sky, stars filling it from horizon to horizon. With time of the essence, her hand reached down to her belt. Fingers grazed stones along her leather belt and the air vibrated, her concubine army appearing before her. Nikki turned to the portal with hard eyes and her army waiting behind her, ready to follow their lady into battle. 
 
    *** 
 
    “It’s over. Surrender and we can end this farce,” Leopold sneered. 
 
    Wynter and Kai stood with backs pressed to each other. The trolls surrounding them leered with dark intent as they stood at the ready. The necromancer’s mind raced with ideas as she held her staff in one hand. Despite her abilities, she needed time to recite incantations to summon undead to her side. Eyeing the enemy about fifteen feet from her, she would never finish a spell before they came for them. Just as everything seemed hopeless, something pressed against Wynter’s thigh. 
 
    “Take this. It’s a stamina elixir,” Kai whispered. “I’m going to buy you time. Don’t do anything until I’ve made my move.” 
 
    “What’re you going to do?” Wynter whispered back. 
 
    “Defend the lady’s honor,” Kai smirked. 
 
    “Don’t, we can make it out together,” Wynter said as her fingers closed over Kai’s hand with the potion. 
 
    “We need time and we’ve run out, plus I don’t want this smug asshole having the satisfaction.” Kai whispered back. 
 
    “Kai….” Wynter let his name hang in the air. 
 
    “Love makes you do crazy things and I’m crazy about you, Wynter Nightkiss,” Kai smiled. 
 
    “Give me the Eyes or there will be no place in Lukken where you can hide!” Leopold spit. 
 
    Kai turned his attention and body to the necromancer standing behind the wall of trolls, “You’re pathetic! You talk a lot of shit but wouldn’t know true honor if it slapped you in the face.” 
 
    Leopold crossed his arms, “Is that so? I noticed how you looked at my girlfriend. You’ve been eye fucking her since we joined the guild. I can see why she would stay by your side, she needed someone even more pathetic then her to feel good about herself.” 
 
    Wynter gripped her staff, “You are a vile piece of shit! Kai has been more of a gentleman then you will ever be! I‘ve never been yours! I wasted my time with you because I felt sorry for you. You are sad and powerless in reality and the same here in the game. No matter what you do, you will always be the weak one!” 
 
    Leopold raised an eyebrow, “Weak? How about we make this interesting? Let’s see if your boyfriend can make it through the trolls to me. If he can land a blow on me, I will give you a full minute head start to run up to the dark elf city.” 
 
    The necromancer held out his hand and a troll tossed a staff to him, “I know my character class cannot compete with a fighter class but if he is so great, then he should be able to reach me. I will of course defend myself but I will not call up any undead to aid me. Let him prove his affection for you.” 
 
    “Done!” Kai shouted and threw himself toward the troll line. 
 
    Wynter watched with unblinking eyes as the troll ranger rammed into the line of blue skinned soldiers. Sword slashing, he cut down two trolls before enemy blades sliced at his thigh and side. The ranger fought on like a rabid animal, blocking incoming swords and kicking out with booted feet. Leopold watched as the ranger carved his way through. With each fallen soldier, the necromancer gripped his staff tighter. Kai kept his gaze steady as his sword swung, sinking into flesh and loping off a head or three. Trolls pushed at his right and left as trolls before him fell one after the other. Blades slashed outward and the ranger’s hit points fell, a few dozen points at a time. Two more trolls fell and the line was broken. 
 
    Leopold turned the staff sideways in his hands as Kai leaped through the air, covered in bleeding cuts. Dark eyes blazed with murderous intent as he came down with sword pointed at the necromancer’s heart. Leopold smirked as he uncurled one hand from his staff and blasted out a shadow bolt. The ranger took it to the chest, changing his direction and sending him crashing to the sandy floor.  
 
    Trolls gathered around as Leopold blasted the ranger on the back. Kai’s sprit drained as did some of his hit points. Reaching below 5%, the ranger’s muscles shook and refused to work properly. Leopold flipped the staff in his hands and brought down one of the ends on Kai’s head. Hit points draining, the ranger collapsed, fingers letting go of his sword.  
 
    The necromancer was not finished. He reached down and grabbed Kai by the hair, lifting him up and turning him around so that his back lay against his leg. Propping him up, he stabbed the staff into the sand and pointed a hand to the side of Kai’s face. The trolls around parted, leaving a line of sight between the necromancer and Wynter. 
 
    “Hand over the Eyes, now!” Leopold demanded. “Or the game ends here.” 
 
    Wynter was mumbling arcane words, her pouch turned over and soul shards scattered around her in the sand with an empty stamina potion. Leopold’s expression turned from victory to utter disbelief. 
 
    “You should stop underestimating the lady, you prick,” Kai smiled as blood trickled down from the corner of his mouth, pulled his dagger and stabbed it into Leopold’s leg. 
 
    Leopold roared as he blasted Kai point blank at the side of his head. The ranger shattered into light as pieces struck outward onto the sand. 
 
     Use my power to aid you in your time of need. 
 
    Wynter ignored the voice but could not deny the power surging from the Eyes, down the staff, into her arm and up into her voice. The words glowed brighter in her mind as dark energy tripled her undead power, the shards around her vibrated as dozens and dozens of arcane circles appeared around her feet. They spread out even further, various undead rising to the surface. Shadow knights rose around their mistress while white, red and black skeletons rose up. Soon the necromancer was surrounded by her faithful undead, ready to die once again for their mistress. 
 
    “Kill her!” Leopold commanded. 
 
    “Halt that order!” Captain Vell ordered. 
 
    The trolls halted their advance as Wynter’s undead army stayed at the ready. Trolls turned their eyes to the captain as he looked out coolly. 
 
    “Kai managed to land a blow and honor demands that Wynter has a minute head start. We will honor that bargain,” Captain Vell said and sheathed his sword. 
 
    Leopold looked to the troll captain with incredulous eyes, “You fucking half-wit! Kill her now or….” The necromancer never finished his sentence as the captain’s fist connected with his jaw, sending Leopold sprawling to the sandy floor. 
 
    “I don’t take orders from you,” Captain Vell sneered. 
 
    Wynter looked past the trolls to the captain and nodded. 
 
    “Time is ticking,” the captain said with a small nod. 
 
    With a word, Wynter turned and began her rapid ascent, her undead army following from behind. Heart thumping in her chest, she looked up to the cavern opening at the top of the stairs. The constant fighting had drained her. Calling her undead army left her with very little strength and stamina. The player felt herself slow the closer to the top she reached. Two shadow knights gently took hold of their mistress, gliding up the stairs. A small relief washed over her as they climbed faster, her skeleton army behind her. 
 
    Reaching the top, the necromancer looked out to see the dark elf city and a glowing portal to the left of it. Before her stood Nikki and thirty concubines composed of trolls, ogres, lizard men, amazons and barbarians. The small knight’s face brightened as she saw Wynter carried to her with a skeleton army right behind. 
 
    “Wynter!” Nikki shouted, not hiding the glee in her voice. 
 
    “Where is everyone?” Wynter asked as her shadow knights placed her on her booted feet. 
 
    “They’re still evacuating. The children and elderly are already through the portal. Palis is organizing the rest of his people. They need like ten more minutes.” 
 
    Wynter looked around at the two armies, “Then we have to hold the trolls off for as long as we can. They are on their way up and we have to make sure everyone gets out. Where are the remaining guilds?” 
 
    Nikki’s brow hardened, “They ran. It’s just us.” 
 
    Wynter nodded, “We don’t need them. Let’s move to the edge of the city and hold them at the street entrance. The buildings will buffer our sides.” 
 
    The two armies moved, following the necromancer and knight to the edge of the city. Priorities set; Wynter hoped they had enough time to save everyone. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sounds of thick boots roared up the stairs. Torch light glowed from the mouth of the cave as soldiers charged up the remaining steps and spilled out into the dark elf cavern. Their dark eyes looked to the glowing dark elf city. At the mouth of the entrance, concubines and undead stood at the ready. Wynter and Nikki stood front and center, weapons at the ready and grim determination in their faces. 
 
    No commands were shouted as primal war urges exploded. The troll army broke into a charge as they raced across the cavern to the standing small armies before them. Wynter glanced to her right, in the distance the dark portal open and the last lines of dark elves filing in. 
 
    “Do not let them pass!” Wynter commanded with a shout. 
 
    The undead and concubines raised their weapons and roared with inhuman fury. The trolls pushed on, no fear in their eyes as they raced toward the enemy lines. The tension rose up like an ugly serpent. When the troll army was within fifty feet, Wynter raised her staff and pointed it.  
 
    The undead silently rushed to meet the trolls. Nikki shouted a command and her concubines rushed the incoming trolls next to their undead allies. The three forces slammed into each other with uncontrolled fury. A maelstrom of blades and dark magic sang out to a symphony of warriors. Wynter and Nikki charged into battle, joining their forces with all their might. The knight took the lead, weaving through their own forces until she hit the troll line. Activating her technique, she turned into a comet with her blade out. Sword cut through a half a dozen trolls before she fell to her knee. Bodies shattered as other trolls tried to take advantage of the spent knight.  
 
    With a battle cry, Wynter was at her side, shadow knights carving their way through. A blade swung down to strike the knight when a metal staff parried the blow. Shadow lighting blasted out as the staff slammed into necks and unarmored ankles. Concubines and undead raced to their mistress’s sides, pushing back at the troll army. The hacking and slashing poured on as bodies clashed. 
 
    Wynter grunted as she fought on. Nikki was soon back to her feet and joined in the battle, carving up trolls with no restraint. The battle was at a stalemate as all the forces fought on, trying to gain an edge over the other. Dark power bloomed from behind the trolls. Wynter glanced past to see Leopold calling up undead and sending them to assist. 
 
    “Leopold is going to turn the tide. I used up all of my soul shards and I’m sure he’s going to keep sending them in until we are all used up.” Wynter shouted to Nikki. 
 
    “I’ve already lost half my concubines! We have to retreat to the portal!” Nikki shouted back. “I can hold them off while you get away!” 
 
    Wynter was about to shout back when she turned to see a sword come down on Nikki’s shoulder. The knight let out a grunt as she slashed back, loping a head off. The necromancer could see the dents in the knight’s armor and cuts all over her. She fought like a demon but the trolls managed to get their strikes in. Another sword slashed across her thigh and this time, the knight fell to one knee. 
 
    Wynter blasted black lightning at the trolls as she stepped through the chaos. Arm reaching down, she pulled her friend to her feet. Arm around her neck, the necromancer helped her friend and they retreated through their own dwindling ranks. Undead bones shattered and turned to light. Spectral knights fought until blades sliced them to nothingness. Concubines cried out as arrows and blades cut them down. Red and white skeletons helped the trolls surge through, breaking through the enemy’s ranks and slicing them to pieces. 
 
    “It was a valiant fight,” Wynter said as she helped the wounded knight to the city square. 
 
    Nikki nodded as they turned and moved as swiftly as they could. The necromancer held her friend close as they marched down the main street, the portal in the distance. Just below it on the stairs, Palis and a few remaining dark elves stood. Wynter smiled and it quickly fell away as she felt the last of her undead fall to enemy blades. 
 
    “My concubines are dead,” Nikki said in a low, sad voice. 
 
    “They’ll come back. Let’s get out of here. I hear the dragon cities are beautiful,” Wynter smirked. 
 
    Reaching the stairs, Palis’s dark elves reached down and helped the knight up the stairs. Wynter let go and turned back. The streets to the portal filled with trolls as they came rushing toward them. Leopold was with them, a smug smile on his face as he ran with the remaining troll army. 
 
    “Palis, can you close the portal once we’re through?” Wynter asked as she backed up with the baron at her side. 
 
    “I can do more than that,” Palis let a small smile slip. 
 
    “You can’t hide Wynter! I’ll be coming for you!” Leopold shouted. 
 
    “Come and get me, you stupid bitch!” Wynter shouted back with an evil grin. 
 
    Leopold’s eyes widened as he watched the dark elf take Wynter by the arm and guide her to the portal. A moment later they stepped through and vanished from view. Streaks of purple raced past the necromancer until she was stepping out onto a grassy field, trees dotting the landscape around them. Dark elves huddled together in the field, smiles blooming as their baron emerged next to the necromancer. 
 
    Baron Palis lifted the necklace with the red crystal from his neck. He turned to the portal, his hand at his side. With a turn of his head, he looked to Wynter as she stood by his side. 
 
    “I can’t bear the memory of destroying something so dear to my people. I think you should have the honor of closing the portal forever. Please do not object, my people and I will honor this moment as you do something for us that we cannot do for ourselves.” Palis said and put the red crystal necklace in Wynter’s pale hand. 
 
    Wynter took the crystal and nodded. 
 
    “Throw it in and we shall be safe,” Palis said as he lowered his eyes. 
 
    Wynter swung her arm upwards, tossing the glowing red crystal into the swirling portal. The moment it touched it, the black and purple void closed in on itself. Shrinking down, it swirled into a small ball and winked out of existence. 
 
    *** 
 
    Leopold stood before the portal with the troll army at his back.  
 
    “Ready your selves! There will be plenty of dark elves to slaughter once we’re through!” the necromancer shouted with mad glee. 
 
    The trolls readied themselves and Leopold looked up to the swirling vortex between the two-giant rune covered pillars. There was a small purple flash and a red crystal fell from the portal at Leopold’s feet. The player looked down as the red crystal vibrated and glowed with crimson power. Runes glowed red along the pillars as a powerful vibration filled the surrounding area. Realization flowed over the necromancer’s senses as he understood what was happening. 
 
    “Fuck you Wynter,” the necromancer hissed as the crystal vibrated into a blur. 
 
    The portal collapsed as the pillars hummed into a deafening roar and exploded in magical light. A singular shock wave enveloped everything, turning the ancient city of Koth to dust and collapsing the entire cavern onto itself with falling rubble and suffocating debris. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Wynter looked up at the starry night, lost in its comforting light. Nikki walked to her side and stood, eyes turned to the same heavens. Hand reaching out, the knight took the necromancer’s hand and squeezed it. Wynter squeezed back, shoulders relaxing as a massive weight drained away. 
 
    “Baron Palis is going to lead his people to another cave system shortly. He said he knew one day they may have to leave their home,” Nikki said in a hushed tone. 
 
    Wynter nodded but kept her upward gaze. 
 
    Nikki tilted her head forward, casting shadows over her eyes, “I’m sorry I never said anything to you. I’m sorry we had to keep secrets.” 
 
    The necromancer let out a small sigh, “I can understand why the guild did it. For a long time, I couldn’t even trust myself. I spent so much time pleasing people that I didn’t know who I was. If you came to me before, I wouldn’t have believed it. I was so wrapped up in what Leopold thought that I think I would have sided with him, out of misguided loyalty.” 
 
    The necromancer tilted her chin down, eyes lost, “I feel like I’m waking up for the first time in my life. I see how ugly Leopold was and I just don’t want that darkness anymore.” 
 
    “What are you going to do now?” Nikki asked with sorrow touching the corners of her eyes. 
 
    Wynter turned her head and looked to the sad knight with a small smile, “I need to go to my tower and collect my things. It won’t be long before Leopold or the trolls attack it. I’ll need to build a new place up north.” 
 
    “You’re going to stay with the guild?” Nikki asked with light returning to her eyes. 
 
    Wynter closed her eyes and nodded, “I am. Someone has to look out for all of you. Jakar does a great job but since we are on the run, we may need all the help we can get.” 
 
    Nikki smiled, “I’m glad, not just because I want you to stay. I’m glad because I don’t think the guild can last without you. We all do look up to you. This is a big shift and, well, some were uneasy about it. The game is fun but I think people like you make it better.” 
 
    Wynter turned and hugged the shorter knight. Nikki wrapped her arms around the necromancer and they held each other for long moments. When the embrace was broken, Wynter fought back digital tears. 
 
    “Do you mind coming with me to my tower? I don’t know if there are any assassins waiting for me and it’s been a long weekend,” Wynter smiled. 
 
    Nikki nodded, “It would be my honor.” 
 
    The players smiled to one another. Walking back to the crowd of dark elves, Wynter approached Palis. The baron hugged the necromancer fiercely and then the knight. Breaking the embrace, he looked to them with comforting eyes. After a few hushed whispers of thanks, the baron stepped to his people, waving to the necromancer and knight. Dark elves blew kisses and waved their thanks. Wynter tried to push down the warm fuzzy feeling but it was infectious. Pulling a small recall stone from a small pouch on her belt, she wrapped an arm around Nikki and activated the stone. 
 
    Light streamed past the two players as the image of dark elves floated away. Wynter let out a happy sigh and then she and Nikki appeared in a dark clearing, a stone tower before them. At the base by the main entrance, two figures stood, eyes turning to the necromancer and knight. 
 
    Kai and Daven stood at attention, smiling at Wynter and Nikki as they walked toward them. Hearts beat with renewed power as warmth stroked their exhausted nerves. Wynter stepped to them, eyes bright and lips curling into a knowing smirk. 
 
    Kai stepped forward, “When we resurrected, we headed straight here. We didn’t want to risk anything happening to you so we waited.” 
 
    Daven stepped shoulder to shoulder with Kai, “Plus we have new guild recall stones. The new guild hall is north, not far from Talon Guard. It’s the only place they would let us build it.” 
 
    Wynter gazed at them with adoring eyes. 
 
    “She said she’s staying with the guild,” Nikki chimed with all smiles. 
 
    Daven grinned while Kai nodded with a smirk. 
 
    “I have to pick up a few things before we go,” Wynter said, eager to move on from the tower she shared with Leopold. 
 
    “We will wait here until you’re done,” Kai said warmly. 
 
     The necromancer ran her hand along the troll’s strong jaw. With a wink, she turned away and walked to the entrance of her tower. Stepping in, she called up a 2D inventory screen. With a number of taps, she placed furniture, items, chests and paintings in limbo. The effort was minimal but happy to get it done instead of buying all new things. When the tower was nearly empty, nagging memories crawled into her mind. Images played out of her and Leopold talking and loving one another, but the hollow feeling of those now tainted moments cemented that her past life had ended and a better one was beginning. The player took comfort in that, and the images of her time with Leopold quickly circled the drain into nothingness. With the tower now empty, Wynter stepped toward the front door.     
 
    Take care of my eyes, little one.  
 
    Wynter stopped right before the door, “I still don’t understand why you helped me?” 
 
    The voice in her head chuckled. 
 
    Little one, your beauty has taken root in my long dead heart. Do you remember the shadow in the ruins, before you entered the dungeon? 
 
    Wynter nodded. 
 
    My spirit has haunted these ruins for a long time. I have seen many adventurers attempt to plunder my prison but none have quickened my desires like you have. I look forward to the night when we can see one another in the flesh. Even now, they work to unearth my final tomb. When the time is right, I will call on you to return my eyes. For now, keep them safe. 
 
    “And if I don’t return them?” Wynter said with a sharp brow. 
 
    Let us not dwell on such trivial possibilities. Be safe with your guild and your friends. Until we meet again, farewell, dear Laura. 
 
    Wynter’s eyes widened as the voice spoke her real name. Something touched the back of her hand. The player pulled back only to feel what seemed like lips against her skin. The feeling of dread floated away as the player figured it must have been a glitch in the game. Taking hold of the door handle, she pulled the heavy door open. 
 
    The necromancer’s friends turned to her, smiles on their lips. Wynter pushed everything away as she stepped to them. Kissing each one on the lips, she let her fingers linger against their necks. Kai took out a guild stone with new designs on it. The four friends touched the stone. 
 
    Wynter looked back at her now dark tower. With a new path stretching out before her, she mentally said goodbye to her digital home. Kai activated the stone. It hummed to life. Wynter turned to her friends, heart welling up in her chest. With the last shreds of regret for her past falling away, the four guild mates flashed away as the stars shined their comforting light down on the world with wondrous serenity. 
 
    ~Fin~ 
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