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    “The way of the Paladin is to seek to know that which truly is. The Paladin strives to learn his own inner nature and that of others. The Paladin does whatever needs to be done to bring light to the world. Not for glory, not for gain, the Paladin becomes a Paladin because it is his Will.” ~Rakeesh Sah Tarna, (Quest for Glory II) 
 
      
 
    Lewd Paladin is a side story to the Lewd Knights Trilogy.  
 
    Follow the link to Lewd Knights Book 1 here. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    One 
 
    Shafts of sunlight lit up the center of the library. Large windows opened to a clear blue sky as light moved slowly across tables and chairs running down the middle of the main hall. Some students scurried away to dark corners, dragging their books with them so they could continue their scholarly studies. One student remained at a brightly lit table, his back to the blazing streams of light and eyes on the open book in his hands. Green eyes moved from left to right, the sunlight causing the white pages to nearly glow in his hands. Many books stacked on the table around him formed a makeshift fort, to block out the movement of others as he concentrated and absorbed the maddening barrels of information he had to retain for mid-terms. 
 
    Luis’s shoulder’s relaxed as the sun massaged his tense shoulders. The young man always loved the bright ball of fire in the sky and this was one of those moments where he could worship it in peace. Putting the book down, the student leaned back in his chair, closed his eyes and pressed his fingers to them. The stress was overwhelming and he took a cleansing breath. Glancing around, he could see rows of books. Students hid in shadows, noses so far into their text books that Luis could only see hair. The silence was welcoming but it was short lived. Worried impulses hacked at his mind, forcing him to stress about mid-terms, shouting for him to get back to work. It was an ugly dance but Luis knew this was for a better future, his future. 
 
    Letting out another deep breath, he reached for Beyond Good and Evil by Friedrich Nietzsche and went back to reading. Luis was enjoying his philosophy class but found it odd that a class on philosophy was so demanding. He thought it would be an easy A but he was sorely disappointed. Taking in text line by line, he tried to retain everything he was reading but soon his mind began to wander. Eyes shifted from the book to the group of girls sitting on plush chairs and talking in hushed tones. If only there was more time, he would swagger over and make polite conversation. The thought was a warm one but a chance he would never take. Not because he was intimidated but because he simply did not have any time for romance. The class load was heavy and the papers all consuming. Luis mentally lamented that after mid-terms; he could relax and hit the parties. Maybe one of those cute girls would be there?  
 
    Sighing to himself, the student forced his eyes back to the open book and started reading once again. The information flowed like a muddy river. The sun at his back warmed him and spread throughout his body. Haze took over and eyes once again turned upward. Luis’s eyes took a faraway gaze until one of the elevators down the large hall opened and a man in a suit stepped out with two police officers behind him. 
 
    Luis glanced at his back pack sitting in the chair next to him. A miniature Thor’s hammer hung from the zipper. Looking back at the three officers, his hand moved to the back pack, fingers curling around one of the straps. The student put the book under his left arm and was about to stand up when the man in the suit turned his head, eyes connecting. 
 
    “Damn,” Luis said in the barest of whispers. 
 
    Pretending to move the stacks of books in front of him, he let go of his back pack. Thor’s hammer moved from side to side in the bright sunlight. The man tapped his comrades and the three of them began walking toward the table with several stacks of books. Luis pretended to read, his mind and heart racing. Time seemed to speed up because when the student blinked, the three officers stood at the other side of the table, all eyes on him. 
 
    “Luis Rivera, can we have a word in private?” A square jawed detective barely smiled. 
 
    Luis looked up and played as dumb as he could, “Is there a problem sir?” 
 
    “I’m Detective Chambers. We would like to talk to you in private. It concerns one of your family members,” The man in the suit said with a touch of intensity in his eyes. 
 
    “We can talk in one of the study rooms,” Luis said as he stood up and lifted his back pack, slinging it over his shoulder. 
 
    The student moved from the table and walked over to a shadowed section of the library. Several rooms lined a wall with glass on one side. The rooms were sound proof to help with studying but anyone could look in. Luis stepped to one of the bigger ones with a large table and chairs. Opening the door, he stepped in with the three officers close behind. The door shut and Luis made his way to the opposite tide of the room. Turning, he looked to the detective and the uniformed men in blue, his heart pounding in his chest but his eyes blank. 
 
    “We apologize for interrupting you but we have some questions we hope you can answer,” said Detective Chambers. 
 
    “Sure, what can I do to help?” Luis said while trying to keep his voice neutral. 
 
    The detective nodded, “Do you know the whereabouts of your sister, Vanessa Rivera?” 
 
    “I haven’t seen her much since I started college. Is everything alright?” 
 
    “We need to speak to your sister about an incident last weekend.” 
 
    “What incident?” Luis asked his gaze on the lead officer. 
 
    “We just want to speak to her and clear a few things up. She may have been involved and we’re just doing our due diligence. You understand that we are here to simply talk to her and appreciate if you could point us in the right direction or ask her to come in.” 
 
    Luis’s eyes half closed, “I don’t understand. She should be home. Why are you coming to me?” 
 
    The detective gave a disarming smile, “We just want to talk to her.” 
 
    “What may she have been involved in? It can’t be anything simple if you need three officers to speak to one woman,” Luis said with an annoyed edge. 
 
    The detective’s eyes hardened a little, “We want to talk to….” 
 
    Luis cut him off, “What do you think she was involved in?” 
 
    A vein rose up at the detective’s temple, eyes sharp. “Have you heard what happened to Cindy Cohen?” 
 
    Luis nodded, “Wasn’t that the girl who died of an overdose last weekend at a dorm party? You can’t think my sister was involved.” 
 
    “We don’t know what to think, that’s why we’re here. We talked to your mother and she hasn’t seen Vanessa in weeks. Your sisters haven’t seen her either. We just want to ask her a few questions.” 
 
    Luis slowed his heart as he stared at the officers, “Like I said, I haven’t seen her in months.” 
 
    The detective moved around the edge of the table, eyes on Luis, “You haven’t seen her but she has been on campus many times over the last two months. When you see her, please have her stop by the station so we can clear this matter up.” 
 
    Detective Chamber’s produced a card and extended his hand. Luis eyed it for a moment before taking the card and putting it into his pocket. The other two officers went to the door and stepped out. The detective stepped to the door but closed it shut. Turning, he looked to Luis with another disarming smile. 
 
    “You’re doing well for yourself, getting an education and a degree, seems like you’re doing the right thing. I always enjoy when people strive to do better in their lives. I also know that a certain kind of family can often hinder those good goals.” 
 
    “What are you trying to say?….Sir.” Luis tried to keep the touch of sarcasm from his voice. 
 
    Detective Chambers kept eye contact as he spoke, “Nothing you don’t already know. If you see your sister, please call the number. I hope to hear from you soon.” 
 
    The detective opened the door and stepped out, joining the other officers. Luis stayed in the room but looked through the glass wall, eyeing them as they walked down the sunlight middle of the library and stood at the elevators. They continued to have small talk until the elevator doors opened. When all three men stepped in and the doors closed, Luis grabbed one of the chairs and sat down, hands to the sides of his head. 
 
    “What did you do now Vanessa?” Luis said in a harsh whisper. 
 
    Long moments passed before Luis was back up and leaving the study room. Walking back to the stack of books he left on the table, he decided to put them back and head back to his dorm. A serious nap was in order and he would have to pick up where he left off tomorrow.  
 
    Grabbing an armful of books, he turned and walked to the philosophy section. Slipping one book in, hands reached around. One hand covered his eyes while another wrapped around his throat. Luis was startled but quickly planted his feet, dropped the books in his arms and drove his elbow into the person behind him. 
 
    “OW! You’re too rough!” came a voice from behind as hands unfurled and pulled away. 
 
    Luis spun around and glared at a woman with raven black hair, and dressed like she was going to a funeral. Pale fingers with black nail polish straightened out her outfit but she continued to smile at the shorter student. 
 
    “You’re a piece of work! A detective is looking for you. What did you do?” Luis demanded as his anger took hold. 
 
    “Happy to see you too little brother,” Vanessa smiled, showing all of her white teeth. 
 
    Luis’s eyes narrowed as his sister continued to grin. “I wish I could say the same. The detective said you may have been involved with a student’s overdose. What the fuck are you doing dealing on campus,” Luis growled. 
 
    Vanessa took a step back and leaned against one of the shelves, “I had nothing to do with that, it’s bad for business. I happen to be at that party but I wouldn’t do that.” 
 
    Luis shook his head, “Then you should go in and tell your side of the story.” 
 
    Vanessa leaned her head against the shelf and her shoulders shuddered from a contained giggle, “I don’t think so. They would pin it on me anyway.” 
 
    “Vanessa, this is big trouble. Go in and tell your side. I’m sure they will take it into account.” 
 
    The dark haired beauty eyed her brother and gave a slight shake of her head. “You think everything is about justice and doing the right thing. Sometimes I wonder how you fit in the family.” 
 
    “What’re going to do? Keep doing business until they catch you? You want that hanging over your head all the time?” 
 
    “They’ll never catch me,” Vanessa said with a smirk, “Unless someone turns me in. You going to turn me in little bro?” 
 
    Luis’s hands balled into tight fists as he gazed at his sister. He wanted nothing more than to turn her into the authorities just to wipe that stupid smirk off her face. Instead, his fingers loosened and flexed outward. Vanessa watched as he went through the motions she knew all too well. Waiting, she ran a finger across book spines, eyes in mock daydreaming. 
 
    “Family comes first,” Luis said as his shoulders sank a few inches. “But I think you should still go in.” 
 
    The older sister let out a long exhale, “I think I’m ready for a vacation. I have a ticket to see Abuela in Florida, might spend a few months taking it easy in the sun.” 
 
    Luis crossed his arms, “For someone who wasn’t involved, you seem eager to run away.” 
 
    “Don’t worry your handsome little head. Besides, you need to focus on your studies. You’re going to be the first Rivera to make something of himself. The whole family is proud of you. I’m proud of you.” 
 
    Luis let out a sarcastic exhale before kneeling down and picking up the books around his feet one by one, “Save it. I’m not going to travel down that dark path the family likes to follow. Go to Florida and start a new life. Don’t come back until you give up the business.” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes turned serious but only for a second, “You really are the best of us.” 
 
    Luis turned away as his sister leaned in and kissed his cheek. Red colored his cheeks but he kept his brow in a firm V. 
 
    Vanessa turned but looked back to her brother, “Since business has been good, I left you a present, something to help take the edge off from your studies. It’s in your dorm room.”  
 
    “You know I don’t do anything connected with your business,” Luis said in a low dark tone. 
 
    Vanessa grinned wider, “I know. I also know you stick your head in fantasy games and books. We all have our addictions but yours is a fun one.” Eyes lowered to the tiny Thor’s hammer hanging from Luis’s backpack. “Hero’s help you walk the right path. Don’t worry, my gift is innocent and there to help you…work out your frustrations. It’s on your bed and it’s not against the law so enjoy it.” 
 
    The dark haired beauty winked and started walking. Luis watched his sister as she walked past the elevators and toward the stairs. When she opened the door to the stairwell, she glanced back with a wide smile and blew her brother one more kiss before stepping through, the door closing behind her. 
 
    Luis finished putting the books back on the shelf. The stress worked his last nerve and felt the rest of the day was a wash. Hoisting the backpack strap over his arm, he walked toward the elevators, his mind dreading on what crazy gift his sister left him. After touching the down button, the student felt a flare of hope that she would be okay despite everything she is bringing upon herself. 
 
    *** 
 
    Luis hesitated before turning the knob to his dorm room. Wild thoughts and memories blasted his stressed out mind. A silent prayer filled his throat as he hoped she didn’t leave him anything crazy like his seventeenth birthday. The prostitute was very nice but Luis nearly killed Vanessa after that. He lied that he slept with her only because he knew his crazy sister would keep sending him prostitutes. Luis was no virgin but the misguided presents his sister left for him were often crazy, outrageous or downright weird.  
 
    The student took in a deep breath before turning the knob. The door opened and Luis slipped in, shutting the door behind him in case anyone walked by. Thankfully he was lucky enough to get his own dorm room so he didn’t need to share with anyone. It made college easier because it allowed him to gather his thoughts and refocus on his schoolwork. 
 
    The tiny dorm was empty except for a twin bed, small desk, chair, one window and a closet. The walls were white and bare. Eyes searching, he immediately spotted a box on his bed with words drawn in black marker saying “Open me!” 
 
    Luis took two steps and he was by the edge of his bed. Taking hold of the top flaps, he opened it and gazed inside. Eyes widened a little as hands reached in. Pulling out a smaller blue box, he turned it around in hands. The box was plastered with images of scantily clad women in medieval armor. Luis couldn’t help but wonder how that armor would stop anything. Looking at the top of the box, the words “Lewd Saga” were in black with blue outline. 
 
    Luis stared at it, his eyes getting wider. He knew the game because everyone was still talking about it. It used to be called “Lewd Knights” but they expanded it once the secret beta finished. Now it contained a whole list of character classes and races one would play. Some of his buddies from the neighborhood talked endlessly about it. Luis was interested but the price tag was outrageous. He thought his time would be better spent studying then getting off in a sex fantasy game. 
 
    Turning it on its side, Luis could see that it didn’t just have the helmet and game console, It also contained the new Mind’s Eye Gear suit that seemed to turn into a must have. It was the complete system for having erotic encounters in a virtual game. 
 
    Red cheeks glowed as Luis held the box in his hands. Luis knew Vanessa was crazy but for her this was her idea of a perfect gift. Luis wasn’t sure to laugh or cringe. A part of him was intrigued but he quickly shook his head. The demands of midterms were too great and this system was nothing more than a big distraction from his studies. Normally he would think anyone else would be mortified on getting this system as a gift but Luis knew his sister well. Nympho often came to mind as her sex drive was normally in overdrive. Of course she would buy something like this for him and think it was cute. 
 
    Luis put the box back in the bigger box. Lifting it up, he stepped to his closet, opened the door and shoved onto the floor. Closing the door, he let out a tired sigh. School work was calling and he knew he had to get back into it despite wanting to do nothing more than sleep the day away. Stepping to his computer chair, he sat down and called up his notes on the monitor. Blinking his eyes, he tried to get back into study mode. After a few lines of reading, tired eyes looked away. Thoughts caressed his weary mind and he glanced at the closet. Curiosity bit into him. It was a gift and it would be rude to not check it out. The student’s mind felt a tiny rift divide him as he pondered if he should try it out or get back to studying. Midterms were next week but if he checked out the system, it would be a helpful distraction.  
 
    The rift grew wider as he turned his chair around to face the closet, curiosity waving its flag of temptation.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    The air held an autumn crisp as Luis stepped out the main doors. Relief washed over his senses as he gazed up at the bright warm sun. The weight of knowledge had lifted and the student relaxed as his last midterm paper was turned in and tests were completed. The air and sun seemed extra vibrant as Luis let out a deep, soul cleansing breath. The pressure was now off and the young man felt he could finally relax.  
 
    Taking out his cell phone, he saw that invitation after invitation hit his e-mail and Facebook. Luis turned once again to the sun. He wanted nothing more than go out and get hammered but sleep called out to him with a whisper. He had been up late almost every night for the last week trying to cram every bit of information in his head. The mental hoarding consumed him. He barely had three hours sleep, just long enough to keep his sanity for a little bit longer. Now that his obligations had finished for now, the siren song of sleep grew louder and louder. 
 
    Walking along a stone path with green grass to either side of him, Luis turned onto another path and headed straight for the dorm. It was Friday afternoon and the only thing he wanted was to sleep like the dead. Perhaps he would try the parties Saturday night but for right now, his tiny bed called out to him to sleep the sleep of ancients. 
 
    The world around him had become a blur. Before he knew it, he was stepping into his dorm room and closing the door behind him. Weary mind soothed frayed nerves as he stepped to the edge of the bed and flopped down onto his back. The comfort around him swelled and he kicked off his shoes, one at a time. Sleep raised her delicate hands and caressed his eyelids to slowly close. The student was just about to fall into the abyss when he turned his head, eyes staring at the closet. 
 
    Memories floated through the current of his sleepy mind. Images of him putting a box in the closet and forcing himself to study took over. He told himself over and over again that he could not have any distractions but sneaky thoughts filtered in. He finished what was needed of him. He did a great job on those tests and papers, Luis told himself. He pushed the box and game system out of his mind, telling himself he could explore it when he had more time. 
 
    Nagging thoughts rose up like a monster emerging from the swamp. The kiss of sleep faded into the background as Luis continued to stare at the closet door. The call of sleep fell silent and curiosity dug its claws deep into his mind. The student turned over, hoping it would push it all away but instead, his mind started to spin around and around. Ten minutes passed and Luis let out a tired sigh. 
 
    “I guess I’ll sleep when I’m dead,” Luis said as he turned and sat up, legs over the side. 
 
    Standing up, he crossed the tiny room and opened the closet. Reaching down, he picked up the box and stepped over to his computer desk. A thrill running up his spine, the need for sleep disappeared as he pulled out the blue box and opened it. Staring down, he reached in and pulled out the console and helmet. Placing them on the desk, he once again reached in and pulled out a white body suit with blue lines running along the joints, chest and stomach. Turning it in his hands, he looked it over. The crotch area had what looked like circles with cross shaped holes around the edge and inner thighs. Luis looked into the box for one last item and picked it up. The piece was white, smooth and curved. It had plus sign circles along the outer edge. Running a finger along it, Luis accidently pushed a small non-descript button. The inside of the white curved oval shifted and turned. Rubber and mechanisms whirled as smooth elongated bubbles moved into new positions. Luis could see that it made what looked like a woman’s vagina before it shifted again and formed into phallus. The black phallus grew longer and longer before stopping and fading back into the piece of technology.  
 
    “Test completed,” came a feminine voice. “Love Box is operational.” 
 
    Luis turned it over in his hands and marveled at it. He couldn’t believe how lightweight and versatile it seemed. Robotics had come a long way since the stories his Abuela would tell him of her growing up. Putting the love box on the desk, Luis pulled out the manual and leafed through the pages. The manual was small and gave directions for putting the console, suit, love box and helmet in working order.  
 
    Luis put the book down and started following the diagrams for setting the system up. After ten minutes, the console was plugged into the wall and the helmet was charging. Luis looked at the white and blue suit. The directions said he had to be naked when he wore it so the student made sure his dorm room was locked and then proceeded to undress. A strange excitement ran through him as he stripped naked. The suit felt smooth against his skin as he slipped in. Once it was on, he checked the directions for what he had to do next. 
 
    Seeing the picture a naked man and woman side by side, they attached the love box over their crotches. Without skipping a beat, Luis picked up the love box and pressed it to his crotch. Eyes went wide as the box vibrated to life. It attached its self and fit comfortable against him. There was a whirl and the fabric over his crotch was pulled away. The box seemed to adjust between his thighs and up to his belly button. There was a final whirl and a clank. Luis turned and moved but the box was comfortably covering his manhood. 
 
    “So weird,” Luis grinned. 
 
    The MEG helmet beeped and a small light on the side turned green. Luis was astounded how fast it charged. He read that once the helmet was charged, it would last a few days of constant use. Luis wasn’t sure how constant he would be using it. Despite feeling like a weirdo in a white body suit, he promised himself to only explore a little bit. Just enough to see if this was really for him. He much preferred the real thing but since he had no girlfriend to speak of, this could help as a nice little distraction. 
 
    Picking up the helmet, Luis jumped onto his bed. Laying down, he silently he put the helmet over his head. A red light glowed above his brow as the game console wireless connected. Luis felt his heart thumb in his chest as he waited for the game to boot up. The lights on the console glowed green. A second later, the lights along his brow glowed green as well. With machines humming to life, Luis stared at the ceiling, waiting for anything to happen. 
 
    Eyes closing, waves and impulses filled his head. The darkness bled away into a bright light. Before Luis could question what he was seeing, the light flashed, blinding him for a moment. Opening his eyes, a vibrant green field lay before him. Knee high grass billowed in the light breeze as trees dotted the area. The sky was a majestic blue and birds circled or darted in their aerial dance. Snow capped mountains lay in the distance and the bright glow of the sun washed everything in a cleansing light. 
 
    The sight before Luis took his breath away. Closing his eyes, he basked in the fantastical beauty of the moment. For a virtual world, it seemed too real and the act of closing his eyes helped bring some focus. Opening his eyes once again, the inspiring view did not diminish and a gentle sigh filled his heart. 
 
    “Hello Luis,” said a voice from behind the player. 
 
    Luis turned around, eyes drinking in the small cottage in the field and a blue haired woman standing by it. It took a second to register but the image before him was undeniable. The woman’s hair was a long and soft blue. She wore a simple white robe and a plunging neck line to show the shape of her perfect breasts. From behind her, large white feathered wings unfolded and she smiled brightly. 
 
    “Hi,” Luis said with a playful grin. 
 
    “Welcome to Lewd Saga, formerly known as Lewd Knights. My name is Cyn. Are you ready for your tutorials?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” Luis said and took a few steps toward her. 
 
    Cyn bowed her head and lifted a hand, pointing with all her fingers to the door of the cottage. The angel floated up a foot off the ground and moved to the door as it opened on its own. Luis followed, excitement filling every cell of his body as he followed the angel into the small cottage. Inside, the player looked around. It contained a main room with a door to the side. It was sparsely furnished with simple seating, a table and some paintings on the walls. The other door opened with a flick of Cyn’s fingers. Luis stepped over to see a bedroom with a rather large king-sized bed, small dresser and a mirror. 
 
    Cyn floated in the main room, bright eyes on the new player, “As you know, the original game of Lewd Knights expanded due to overwhelming popularity. All players now start with several acres of land so they may improve their homes or build them however you wish. Your character class will influence your starting home a little. Please stop me if you have any questions.” 
 
    Luis nodded. Taking a seat on the small sofa, he looked up to the angel with a small smile. 
 
    Cyn continued, “Lukken is a medieval fantasy world. Here you may carve out your destiny or enjoy the fruits of paradise. To tailor the game to meet your needs and wants, we will go over choosing your character class, race, kinks, abilities, weapons and armor. What name do you wish to be called by?” 
 
    Luis gazed at the floating angel as his mind fell into thinking mode. He forgot you had to create your persona for the world. Taking a few moments, he tried to think what would be the best fit for him. An image swirled up from his heart and invaded his thoughts. A hammer appeared and the player’s smiled grew wider. 
 
    “Thorrin, Thorrin Rivers,” the player said enthusiastically. 
 
    “Thank you Thorrin,” Cyn bowed her head. 
 
    Two 2D screens appeared before Thorrin. Sitting up, he automatically leaned forward to read the screens. One held a list of races and the other scrolled a list of character classes. 
 
    “As you can see, we are going to build your character from the ground up to add depth to your fantasies. Which race do you choose?” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the different races but shook his head slightly, “I think I will stick with Human. I see here they are one of the main three factions in the game.” 
 
    Cyn nodded. “Lukken has three ruling races, dragon lords to the north, humans on the east coast and troll masters to the south. War has begun across the lands of Lukken and all races are preparing for it. Whatever you choose with either help or hinder the war movement. Since you have chosen human, you can choose which side if any you want to assist or fight for. How do you wish to appear?” 
 
    Thorrin didn’t take long to know how he wanted to look. Being short with dark hair and olive skin, he decided if this was going to be a fantasy then he was going to go all the way with it. 
 
    “Six foot one, blonde hair, square jaw and strong shoulders. I also want some facial hair like a thin mustache and a tiny pointed beard. Can we do all of that?” 
 
    Cyn bowed her head again, “Of course we can.” 
 
    The mirror in the bedroom moved out into the main room. Thorrin was to his feet when it slid in front of him. The player marveled at his new appearance. He didn’t feel a thing but his body had completely changed to what he asked for. His vision even changed to a new perspective as he stood and turned in front of the mirror. Muscles bulged under his simple clothes and he ran a hand through his blonde hair. When he was done with his hair, he touched the small blonde hair above his lip and from his chin. His eyes were green and decided to keep the color since it matched his eyes in the real world. 
 
    “Now a character class, there are many professions to choose from. Please review the list and ask me anything you wish to know further.” 
 
    Thorrin looked at the scrolling list. There were many classes from mage, fighter, cleric to necromancer, rouge and pirate. Reaching up, he spun through the list two more times until his eyes fell on Paladin. 
 
    “Tell me about the Paladin Class?” 
 
    “A paladin is holy knight, striving to bring either light or darkness in the world of Lukken. Their actions inspire or despise the people all across the lands. As a paladin, you will have fighting skills as well as healing and protection magical abilities.” 
 
    “Knights get concubines to increase their power and abilities. Do I get concubines too?” 
 
    Cyn shook her head slightly, “The paladin class does not gain concubines. Since Lewd Saga does not have levels, you can grow your power through inspiration and unlocking a creature’s Faith. Once they open their heart to you, you can call on them at anytime to fight alongside you. Whereas a knight will house, protect and care for a harem, your harem will be scattered all across the lands from your adventures. Once they open their heart to you, they will follow you wherever you may lead. But you must be careful. Your actions can cause a loyal friend to leave should you fall to the opposite sphere of good or evil.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Cyn floated closer, eyes on the player, “Paladins will have a struggle between the spheres of light and dark. Commit an act of good and the sphere of light will grow as the sphere of darkness will lessen. Commit and act of evil, the sphere of light will diminish and the sphere of darkness will grow. This works both ways. Only those who are committed to their sphere will become very powerful and desired.” 
 
    Thorrin could see in the corner of his vision as attribute stats began to appear as well as two spheres, one white and the other black. Numbers rolled by his Strength, Intelligence, Dexterity, Wisdom and Stamina. When they finished, he could see his stats pertaining to his character. 
 
    “Wisdom is a main stat for Paladins. When you use your healing or protection abilities, you will drain Wisdom. As you travel and learn more abilities, other stats may be used to activate them. Some races of Lukken will teach you abilities after you unlock their faith.” 
 
    “How do I unlock someone’s faith?” 
 
    Cyn gave a mischievous smirk, “You may unlock a creature’s faith in you through seduction or heroic acts. Sex is one of the main focuses of Lewd Saga but not the only one. You can choose your own path of kinky sex or romantic trysts. The options are limitless and are tailored to what you wish to experience. This brings us to our next part. Please choose six kinks you wish to experience. Honesty is the best option to enjoy your time here. We recommend six because too much to too little may confuse the programs from creating an enriching experience.” 
 
    Another 2d screen appeared with words scrolling up. Thorrin stared intently, taking it all in as kinks of all varieties moved up the screen. The player mentally dug deep. He was no stranger to sex and knew what he liked but that was in the real world. Here he could take it a step further. Remembering how much one of his buddies talked about monster girls, the player quickly spun the list to the M’s and chose the Monster Girl kink. Spinning it again, he chose five more. When the screen disappeared, Thorrin’s heart was racing at the possibilities.    
 
    “Excellent,” Cyn smiled. 
 
    The angel went on about anchoring save points, the history of Lukken and how to remove clothes with just the touch of his finger or hand. Thorrin sat, taking it all in. He found it to be almost like a standard fantasy game but he knew it was deeper than that. The adventures his friends would tell him about almost spooked the player on the level of detail. How the AI programs mimicked real people to frightening levels. One of his friends seemed to have fallen in love with one of his concubines even though he knew they were not real. Just the interaction alone sparked some interesting discussions but now the player could witness it himself in vivid detail. 
 
    Cyn floated down, her feet touching the wooden floor, “And now we must check if everything is in working order.” 
 
    The angel knelt down before the paladin, hands on his legs. Thorrin gently snapped forward and pressed his hands to her shoulders, stopping the angel from doing anything further. 
 
    “Thank you but I’m sure the equipment is working properly.” 
 
    Cyn looked up with bright eyes, “I’m here to help you in Lewd Saga and give you pleasure when you wish it.” 
 
    Thorrin returned her bright eyes with a small, understanding smile, “I know but I’m a bit of a romantic. I appreciate the offer but rather get to know you first before we connect on that level.” 
 
    Cyn stood up, smiling. “I understand and I’m not offended. Sex is part of the game. I, like most creatures here are to fulfill your fantasies. There is no limit to what you can do to us. We feel no pain or remorse.” 
 
    “Thank you Cyn. Is there anything else we should go over?” Thorrin said as he went back to finishing his character. 
 
    “Please choose your armor and weapons. After that, we will go over your two starting abilities.” 
 
    Another pair of 2D screens appeared. One contained a scrolling list of armors with pictures to the right. The other showed a list of weapons and their designs. Thorrin moved the list, knowing full well what he wanted. Tapping the screen, light armor appeared over his chest, shoulders, thighs and shins. It light gray in color with golden lines running along the raised sections of metal. The armor would allow him flexibility without lowering his strength stat from the weight. Tapping on the next screen, the player grinned as a war hammer appeared. It was flat with rune carvings along the sides. Leather wrapped around the handle as it left a loop at the bottom. Tapping a few more times on the weapon’s screen, the hammer shifted in size and weight until it was just the way the player wanted it. When he was done, Thorrin grabbed it out of the air and held it in his hand. Moving it around, he was astonished on how real it felt. Hooking it to his belt, he once again looked in the mirror at his completed look. 
 
    “You look dashing and strong,” Cyn smiled. 
 
    “Thank you,” Thorrin replied as he turned in front of the mirror. 
 
    “The two starting abilities you have will be Healing and Protection. By spending Wisdom points, you will be able to heal ten hit points for every one. Your Protection ability will increase your armor rating at ten points for every one. You can use this ability on yourself or others with the only limit being your wisdom. Unlike other stats that feel ill effects when they get too low, paladins suffer no negative effects if their wisdom reaches zero.” 
 
    Thorrin nodded toward the angel. 
 
    Cyn continued, “Now that you have finished creating your character, we can go over some of the finer points. Most classes or races start with keeps or dwellings suited to their professions or race but because the paladin class starts with humble beginnings, your cottage will stay the same until you upgrade.” 
 
    “That’s fine. I’m looking for adventure and travelling any way.” 
 
    “Should you die, you will resurrect at your last save point. If you cannot resurrect at your save point due to certain status or location effects, you will resurrect here in your cottage. You also have a recall stone in your inventory so you may return here as often as you wish. I must caution that certain dungeons and locations will allow you to recall back home but will not let you return to your save point. Please be aware and call on me if you have any doubts about saving your progress.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the angel before bowing his head, “Thank you Cyn. You have been great getting me prepared. Anything else I should know before I set out?” 
 
    “Enjoy your time in Lewd Saga. The world of Lukken will need you to help decide its fate. Good journey fine paladin.” 
 
    Cyn faded from view and Thorrin stood in the empty little cottage. The rush of excitement coursed through his body as he moved to the simple door and opened it. Stepping out in the green grass caused his heart to beat a little faster. A whole world stretched out before him and he was ready to explore. Gone were the doubts of his tests and papers as he dived into an open world to find his adventures. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    The path grew more and more overgrown as the paladin wandered further into the forest. Thorrin spent the last hour simply walking and taking in the sights. A 2D screen floated by him and he eyed the digital map and looked for landmarks. To his left if he kept walking, he would eventually reach Journey Road, the main travel road for all of Lukken. Thorrin ignored that direction as he continued to walk. Thinking it wouldn’t be much fun to travel on a safe road, his need for adventure was greater.  
 
    Fingers touched the screen and zoomed out the map. Eyes drifted to the northern section of the diamond shaped continent. Small castles appeared at the northern tip indicating the dragon lands. Thorrin’s fascination with dragons stemmed from when he was kid and to see them in person was the deciding factor. Going north was his best option but it would take too long to get there by the road. Cutting through the North East lands of Lukken would shorten his journey but it will still take some time to get there. Along the way, the paladin would help those in need and fight for truth and justice. 
 
    Memories floated up in the player’s mind of his real life. How Luis felt like he could never make a difference because the world had become so entrenched in gloomy despair at times. Thinking of his family, he hated that they chose such a dark path but here he could set out to help those in need. It was a noble decision but lustful desires whispered in his ear as well. The sexual aspect of the game also excited him but he knew to restrain himself. Everything would happen in good time. Thoughts flowed back to Cyn as she was ready to offer herself to him. It wasn’t unwelcomed but everything would happen in due time. Why rush to the feast when you can enjoy the walk there. 
 
    Thorrin eyed the map again, noting towns along the way. Bits of information appeared, signaling areas with high monster encounters, dungeons and small cities. The North East lands was the most populated to make it easier on players as they travelled. For now, the paladin would avoid the major cities and take in the countryside. Tapping the 2D map screen, it faded from sight. 
 
    “Just walk and relax,” the paladin whispered to himself. 
 
    Shafts of light filtered through the trees, giving the area around him a fantastical glow. Butterflies fluttered as animals sang their natural songs in the distance. Peace floated over the paladin with serenity and calm. The paladin pulled off a glove and ran his hand over bark from nearby trees. It felt real, all of it and he was lost to the sensations.  
 
    The sound of trickling water floated on the near still air. Thorrin picked up his pace to see what lay before him, his six foot one form moving easily through the trees only ducking under some low branches. After a few minutes of walking, he came across a small brook, water rushing south.  
 
    The stream was small enough for the paladin to step over but instead decided to follow it. After several steps, a voice touched his ears. The paladin stopped and listened as the voice carried a light soulful tune. The singing grew in pitch and intensity before subsiding and then leveling out. Thorrin bent low and moved closer to the wondrous voice. Moving through the brush, the paladin crotched down and stared out at a small pond.  
 
    A woman sat on the edge with long flowing light green hair. Her back to him but he could see that she was nude, her pale shoulders flexing as she picked up water and bathed herself. The woman turned slightly, cupping another hand of water and running along her arm. A round breast defied physics as it bounced to her movements, pale nipple pointed. 
 
    Thorrin smiled to himself. He did not pick up a peeping tom kink and found the situation a little odd. He had no idea why a woman would be out bathing unless it was part of a story or some random encounter. Not willing to tempt fate just yet, the paladin looked around for an easy escape. He would move on and continue on his journey. 
 
    Crotched down, the paladin began moving away until his boot stepped on a twig and it snapped. The paladin froze and turned his head to the small pond. The green haired woman turned her head in his direction, eyes searching. 
 
    “Is anyone there?” the woman called out. 
 
    Thorrin continued to grin but stayed where he was. The woman stood up, water dripping down her hourglass body. She was truly nude with green curly triangle between creamy thighs. Her skin was alabaster but toned. This caught Thorrin’s attention. The player did think back to his kinks and knew immediately he liked strong women. 
 
    “It’s okay. You can come out,” The naked woman said with searching eyes and a relaxed demeanor.  
 
    Thorrin stayed where he was a few seconds longer before standing up from the brush. The woman looked to him, a smile blooming. Thorrin stepped from the brush toward her, hands out. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb your bath. I was just passing through.” 
 
    The naked woman eyed him up and down, “No bother at all. I don’t come across many handsome men out here too often. You’re welcome to stay.”  
 
    Thorrin stopped about twenty feet from the woman, “Thank you but I should be going. Enjoy your bath.” 
 
    The woman’s eyes half closed and she sauntered a little closer, hips moving to a strong rhythm. “You should stay a while, my sisters will love you.” 
 
    Thorrin raised an eyebrow. 
 
    From the pond, a head rose up and then another. Two more women smiled as water dripped down their faces. Long green hair snaked out around their necks as they same closer. They moved to the edge, arms folded and chins resting on them. 
 
    “What do we have here, sister?” One of them said. 
 
    “It looks like we have a strong one,” The other one leered. 
 
    The woman standing out of the pond tut-tutted, “Now now dear sisters, we’re not to scare off this fine strapping man who has stumbled on our secret pond.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed them with uncertainty, “I think I will be going now.” 
 
    The paladin turned to walk away when something darted in front of him. Thorrin stepped back as the naked woman stood before him, devilish grin on her lips. Hand falling to hammer, he raised his other hand as he backed up. 
 
    “I’m simply travelling through. Please step aside so I may continue on my journey.” 
 
    The two sisters rose up from the pond and stepped onto the ground. Tiny rivers of water ran along their sensual lines as they eyed him. Thorrin knew he liked strong women but this wasn’t what he meant at all. He wondered if the game got his kink all wrong. 
 
    “Don’t go. It gets terribly cold,” One of the sisters whined. 
 
    “We need the heat of a man to keep us warm,” The other sister said with sultry eyes. 
 
    The one standing in front of him took a step closer, “We can show you all sorts of wonders. Bliss and paradise can be yours for some company. Mother will be so proud of us when we bring you home.” 
 
    Thorrin took another step back, “Bring me home?” 
 
    The green haired woman let out a giggle, “Yes, the bottom of our pond. We have to drain you of every last drop of your seed first before we eat you with mother.” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes hardened, “Eat me? You eat anyone who comes by?” 
 
    The woman nodded, “We show you such bliss before we consume you. It’s a fair trade.” 
 
    The two sisters nodded in agreement as Thorrin backed up. The three women nearly surrounded him as he further took in his surroundings. At first he thought the stones by the pond were just rocks. With focused eyes he could see half buried skulls and bones mixed in with the earth. A breeze flowed over the paladin as he unhooked his hammer from his belt and took a stance. 
 
    “Not another step!” the paladin commanded. 
 
    The main sister held out her arms and continued to step forward, “Let us embrace you. You can spill your seed wherever you wish. Take us, force us down before we take you to mother. She will lovingly eat you as will we.” 
 
    The paladin grimaced as he stared in their eyes. Round irises turned to slits. Teeth sharpened into points and they advanced with hungry lust in their expressions. Thorrin shifted his body as he made a decision. The fantasy playing out, he delved deeper into his character. 
 
    “Vile bitches, not today!”  
 
    The paladin took one heavy step forward and swung his hammer. It connected under the woman’s chin and sent her flying ten feet in the air. The other two screeched as they launched themselves. Thorrin spun, hammer connecting with the side of one of their faces. The woman spiraled sideways before crashing into the dirt. The last one took hold of the paladin, lifted him up and threw him. Thorrin’s back crashed in to a tree and he slid down to his feet. With a mental command, he used his protection ability. Spending Wisdom points, he increased his armor rating by fifty points.  
 
    The green haired woman rushed him, jaw opening impossibly long and teeth jutting outwards. Thorrin grinned as he met her half way, swinging his hammer and connecting with the side of her head. The twisted creature cried out as she too went spiraling into the dirt. The paladin turned but another one was charging him. Long thin fingers slashed out with sharp nails. Thorrin held up an armored arm and sparks flew from the strike. The paladin felt nothing as he changed his stance and swung his hammer. This time the twisted woman blocked it with a forearm, salvia dripping from her enlarged mouth. 
 
    Another one jumped on his back and slashed, only to his an invisible barrier. Thorrin reached up, grabbed her by the arm and threw her. As she was falling to the ground, the one in front of him curled fingers around the edges of his armor and pushed. Thorrin grunted as his back was slammed against a tree trunk and held there. Despite all the strikes, he only took one hit point of damage and that was when he struck the tree. 
 
    “No more bliss! Only a feast for the nymphs!” The nymph screeched and opened her mouth. 
 
    Thorrin lifted his hammer up and brought it down hard. There was a “Crack!” as the twisted nymph let go of him and stumbled back. She fell to her knees with wide eyes, her skull spilt open. A moment later she shattered into bright green shards of light. 
 
    “Noooooooo!” a nymph screamed. 
 
    “Mother, help us!” the other one screeched. 
 
    Thorrin was up and moving as something bubbled in the pond. A nymph charged, claws growing and flashing in a shaft of sunlight. The paladin spun just as she slashed outward. Hammer out, he brought it around and slammed into the back of her head. The nymph stumbled forward, screeching in pain before hitting the ground and shattering into light. 
 
    The paladin turned to the final nymph, eyes blazing. “You won’t hurt anyone again!” 
 
    The nymph stepped back toward the pond, face reshaping into that of a beautiful face. Her stance relaxed and she held out her hands and bowed her head. 
 
    “Please paladin! I have learned from my wicked ways! Spare me!” 
 
    The paladin looked to the bones and back at the naked green haired beauty, “I cannot forgive you nature,” Thorrin said simply and charged. 
 
    The nymph’s face twisted again and she roared. Darting forward, she met Thorrin half way. Claws slashed outward as the paladin dodged the first two strikes. The third one hit his mid section but his aura glowed. The damage appeared in the right corner of his vision, signaling twenty-five damage but the armor rating cut it down to eight. Thorrin drove his shoulder into her bouncing chest. The nymph went flying backwards but only for an instant as his hammer came down onto her chest. The nymph cried out as her body crashed into the ground and shattered into greenish light. 
 
    Thorrin was feeling pretty good about himself as he spun his hammer in his hand. Taking on three evil creatures only wielded about fourteen damage to his hit points. The protection ability seemed pretty handy. Activating his healing ability, the fourteen-damage disappeared and he was back at full hit points. All healed up, he was ready to move on when something rose from the dark pond. 
 
    The paladin took a step back as something covered in water weeds and plants stood at its full height and glared down. Thorrin stared as the thing stood at fifteen feet tall with lanky limbs. Green skin appeared in patches as it was covered in slimly plants. A large hooked nose pointed in his direction. Green heavy breasts hung with weeds framing them and green nipples pointed. 
 
    “You foul little scum! You killed my daughters!” the hag bellowed as long thin limbs moved up from the water. 
 
    Thorrin said nothing as he prepared himself, eyeing the monster. 
 
    “I will feast on the marrow in your bones but not before your seed fills my belly to give me more daughters!” the hag growled. 
 
    “This is getting dark,” Thorrin whispered to himself. 
 
    The hag lifted a long spindly hand and lashed out. Thorrin ducked once and again as the limb came back. Claws flashed as she tried to slash at his legs. The paladin stepped back just out of reach as claws raked at air. Hammer swinging sideways, he connected with the back of its hand. The hag bellowed out a scream, pulling back and clutching at her hand. Thorrin took the advantage and rushed the tall hag. Booted feet splashed into the water’s edge and his hammer swung out. The blunt metal hit the hag against her hip. Hit points drained but she did not falter as she whipped out her hand. The impact sent the paladin flying through the air. Crashing into the ground, he quickly rolled back onto his feet. Protection dropping, his armor class returned to normal 
 
    Before Thorrin could reactivate his protection, the hag pointed a spindly finger at him. A black lightning bolt streaked out and struck the paladin dead in the chest. Thorrin stumbled back a few steps before falling onto his back. Checking his stats in the corner of his vision, he saw that he suffered no hit point damage but a status effect blinked over and over. 
 
    Spirit Poison Effect! Lose 1 stat point and 10 hit points every twenty minutes until cured. 
 
    The paladin grunted as he rolled sideways and back to his feet, hammer in hand. Ready to fight, shock sank into his eyes. The hag was sinking back into the murky pond water, eyes on him and a crooked smile on her lips. She continued to stare as her body sank deeper and deeper. 
 
    “I’m coming for you, paladin. You will give me daughters to replace the ones you killed. When you are too weak to fight back, I’ll be there, draining every last drop of your seed,” The hag said in a darkly soothing voice before her head disappeared under the pond waters. 
 
    Thorrin took a step forward when all his stats lost a point and ten hit points drained. Activating his healing ability, he restored the hit points but could not heal the stat loss. An edge of panic latched onto Thorrin’s mind. He knew he had to get somewhere soon to heal the status effect. Nightmarish thoughts of the hag raping him filled him with dread. Already the player could feel the tinge of weakness from losing one stat point to all of his stats. 
 
    Pulling up a 2D map of the area, the paladin scanned it for any towns that may be able to heal him. Feeling like eyes were still on him, the paladin began walking as a sliver of dread coiled around his thoughts. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    The sky turned a yellowish orange with puffy clouds dotting the heavens. Thorrin pressed on, stats and hit points draining. The Spirit Poison effect blinked in the corner of his vision with a small timer counting down. Traversing the small forest was slowing him down and he had about two hours before his stats reached zero. Thoughts of the hag hunting him pushed his legs to move but a weakness seeped into his mind and body. Vision blurring, the paladin pushed on. 
 
    Thorrin felt the connection to his virtual body began to wane. Weakness coiled around digital muscles as his vision ebbed and flowed with a hazy fog. Glancing up, he could see a spike of a building or home through the trees. Hope filling his heart, the paladin pushed his body forward, each step a struggle. A small wooden fence appeared through the brush. Stumbling forward, the paladin’s hand took hold and used it to keep himself standing. Clawing forward, he could see the edge of the small fence turn and dirt path lay. 
 
    A low growl filled the area and the paladin turned his head. Eyes searching, he focused to his left and the edge of the small forest. A shaggy dog bent low with a deep growl and eyes sharp. But it wasn’t looking to the paladin but something emerging from the darkening forest. Thorrin stopped walking and tried to focus. Something thin and white stepped from the dark forest edge. Decayed bones moved robotically as a jaw flexed. A skeletal hand reached out for the shaggy dog as it bared its teeth. The dog stared at the skeleton as it lurched toward it, hand grasping at the air. Thorrin reached for his hammer hooked to his belt. The skeleton looked weak but he wasn’t taking any chances. Hammer in hand, he held onto the fence and eyed the situation. 
 
    The dog let out a small bark as the skeleton stepped closer. Twigs snapped and dead leaves crushed under bone white skeletal feet. Thorrin prepared to launch at the skeleton, ready to defend the shaggy dog when the dog charged. The paladin stared as the dog opened its jaw and snapped down onto ribcage. The skeleton moved its hands, grabbing hold of the dog’s fur. Thorrin threw himself at the skeleton and dog, hammer at his side. When he was within a few feet, he stopped. The dog wretched his head from side to side, bones splintering and falling away. The skeleton made no noise as it tried to claw the dog in its bone hands. Decayed tendons snapped. The dog let go only to clamp down on the skeleton’s spine. With a snap of its jaws, the skeleton’s spine spanned. The entire undead creature fell to the ground in white pieces. The dog continued to pull it apart with a mighty shake of its head. A second later, the skeleton shattered into a greenish light. 
 
    Thorrin stumbled over, checking the dog for any injuries. It had a small gash in its fur. The dog turned to the paladin, eyes wide and tongue hanging out. It rushed to him and lifted its paw onto the weakened paladin’s chest. Thorrin grinned as he used one of his wisdom points to heal the dog. Eyes twinkling, the dog licked his face before falling to all fours, tail wagging. 
 
    “Can you show me into town?” Thorrin asked with weak grin. 
 
    The dog barked and led the way. Thorrin followed the shaggy dog as they stepped onto the dirt path. Moments later, the dog and paladin stepped onto the main street of the small town. 
 
    The sun continued its descent, the sky turning from a bright orange to dull embers. Lanterns lined the main dirt road running through the middle of town. Townsfolk talked and carried on as the dog led the paladin. Thorrin’s vision was growing hazy once again as several more stat points drained away. He had only minutes before he was down for the count. Several townsfolk turned their attention to the pale paladin and the shaggy dog. The dog barked as if to alert everyone to help their visitor. Several more heads turned and feet began to move. Townsfolk rushed to Thorrin as he took a step and fell to one knee. Hands reached out and took hold of his arms, lifting him up and helping him along. 
 
    Images came in flashes as the paladin looked up. Faces were hazy but eyes filled with concern. Looking up, he could see the tower point of a church at the end of the dirt main street. A holy symbol stood at the very tip, casting a welcoming dim aura. Hands wrapped around his waist as they practically dragged him to the front church doors. 
 
    The doors opened and a priest stepped out, eyes melting into concern as he looked down at the weak paladin. With a motion of his hand, the townsfolk pulled Thorrin inside. It was then when shadows took hold and the player passed out into warm darkness. 
 
    *** 
 
    The abyss swirled as Thorrin looked on. His mind was alert but his body wasn’t responding. The player assumed that since the status effect had nearly finished him, either he was dead or mostly dead. A bright flash rippled through the darkness. Thorrin could feel his body once again. Mentally ordering his eyes open, lids blinked in the dim light. Two shadowy figures stood over him, a small lantern behind them on the stone wall. 
 
    “Welcome back. We almost lost you,” smiled the priest. 
 
    Blinking away the haze, Thorrin could see the smiling face of the priest in dark robes. Beside him stood a woman in what appeared a modified nun’s clothing. She wore a nun’s habit and dressed in black and white clothes except the dress had slits running up her legs to her bare hips. Armor covered her midsection and curved around plump breasts but it only covered just below her impressive cleavage. Her eyes were sad, a lock of red hair spilled out from the edge of her habit. Lips were full but held tight. Red irises stared at the paladin as he attempted to move. 
 
    “I almost didn’t make it,” Thorrin said with a smirk. 
 
    The priest nodded, “Please remain still. You haven’t fully recovered. Cleric Lyra Purebreeze managed to pull you from the edge of death. It would seem you ran into one of the bog hags in the area.” 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “Thank you for your help.” 
 
    “You are most welcome, Paladin, and welcome to the town of Apple Shire.” 
 
    Thorrin tried to sit up but a wave of weakness washed over his senses, sending him back down onto bed. 
 
    “It will take time for you to be at full strength. I recommend you to stay the night. You can leave in the morning if you wish.” 
 
    “Thank you for your hospitality,” Thorrin managed through his weak voice. 
 
    The priest gave the paladin a comforting gaze, “My name is Rosk Bright, Priest of Vala. Lyra will stay with you until morning to make sure you are back to full health. Come see me when you’re ready.” 
 
    Rosk turned to Lyra, “Make sure he is accommodated for the night.” 
 
    “Yes Priest Bright.” Lyra said with a bow of her head. 
 
    Rosk bowed back and moved to the door. Closing it behind him, Thorrin turned his gaze to the cleric. Lyra turned her attention to the paladin. Taking a wooden chair, she pulled it closer and sat down. Thorrin stared at her, unable to tear away from her curves and exposed cleavage. Lyra was silent, eyes dour.  
 
    “Please take off your armor and clothes. You will sleep better.” 
 
    Thorrin moved a little and looked down. He was still in his armor and it was slightly uncomfortable. Looking back up at Lyra’s red eyes, he could tell what was happening as the tension grew thick. The player knew this was a sex game but memories of his kinks floated up one by one. Naughty caretaker/nurse floated through his mind and he wondered if this was one of those times. The turn on was one of his big ones, whether he was taking care of another or they were taking care of him. 
 
    Lyra continued her red gaze. Thorrin feeling her eyes on him, he moved his hand to his chest and pressed his palm to it. Armor and clothes faded away, the thin blanket on him floated down onto his virtual skin. Lyra ran her eyes up and down his fit form, noticing the growing bulge between his legs. The cleric moved her eyes upward to his firm chest, pretending she didn’t notice his growing manhood. 
 
    “Is this where you help me heal?” Thorrin said with a slight grin. 
 
    Lyra turned her sad eyes to the fallen paladin, “I already healed you. Now you simply have to rest.” 
 
    “Do you heal many people here?” Thorrin asked as a stab of uncertainty filled him. He thought the game kind of went into the sex pretty easy but now he wasn’t so sure. Maybe it was his selection of kinks or maybe it simply took some time to get there at first. 
 
    “You’re a new player, aren’t you?” Lyra asked. 
 
    Thorrin raised an eyebrow, “Yea. I’m guessing now that your one too.” 
 
    Lyra grew silent as a grave, eyes still running along his manly chest. Thorrin stared at the cleric but made no move. She ignored his gaze as she sat and eyed the fine outline of his body under the white sheet. A delicate hand reached out and fingers ran along his muscled thigh. 
 
    “I’m new to this so we don’t have to do anything. I’m still getting used to the game and….” Thorrin trailed off. 
 
    Fingers ran along the snake-like bulge against his thigh. The gentle touch caused his manhood to bounce under the sheet. Lyra’s sad gaze stayed on it, running her fingers over it again. The player sucked in a small breath as bright sensations filled his mind and body. The cleric’s touch was intense with her gentle grazes. Thorrin wanted to say something more but quieted the urges to talk. 
 
    Hands gently caressing his manhood, it seemed that the cleric didn’t even notice the paladin any longer. Instead she focused on his member as it bounced to her touch. Not content to feel it with the blanket over it, a hand moved back and slid under the sheet edge. Fingers touched muscled thigh, causing Thorrin’s manhood to stand at attention. When they grazed his throbbing cock, Thorrin tried to sit up. 
 
    Hand pulling back, the cleric pressed it to his shoulder, “Please lay down. You need your rest.” 
 
    “I usually like to know someone before….” 
 
    “We can talk later, when you’re better rested.” Lyra said with little emotion. 
 
    Thorrin, seeing the intent in her red eyes, laid back but bunched up the pillow under his neck. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her nearly taboo outfit and curves. The cleric moved her hand back underneath the sheet, this time fingers taking hold of his shaft. The player couldn’t stop as he stiffened to her touch. Gently stroking up and down, her other hand pulled away just enough blanket to expose his thighs, slender hips and rock hard manhood. 
 
    Lyra moved up and down with long, practiced strokes. She gazed at his throbbing head, a strange madness in her eyes. Thorrin thought he would be uncomfortable his first time in the game but instead pushed those annoying thoughts away. It was a game and if a beautiful cleric wanted him then why would he stop it. A nagging thought did pull at his logic, wondering if she was indeed another player or a clever AI avatar. The nagging thought quickly fell to the background as Lyra leaned forward. 
 
    Tongue snaking out between full lips, she licked the tip, her eyes closing. Thorrin watched as her tongue ran along his thick head and down his veiny shaft. Electric sensations flooded his senses as she played with his sensitive tip. A light licking sound filled the small chamber. Moving off the chair, the cleric pushed it back with one hand and fell to her knees beside the bed. The paladin put an arm behind his head, watching as her lips parted and gently closed around the end. The heat in the room glowed as warm lips took inches. Thorrin let out a small involuntary groan. 
 
    Lyra’s lips reached the base of the paladin’s meaty hammer. She kept him in her mouth, tongue pressing along the underside to the roof of her mouth and the tip of his cock deep down her throat. Slowly she bobbed her head. When her lips were high on his shaft, she curled her fingers around it. Together she stroked with her mouth and hand, up and down, lightly moaning. 
 
    Thorrin had a difficult time controlling his breathing. The cleric sucked and slathered against his manhood. A drop of pre-come beaded and was quickly licked away. The moans grew louder as she kept her eyes closed. The paladin wanted her more and more, deep urges rising to the occasion. The player knew it had been a while since he was with someone. The urges grew to a fevered pitch and fear tripped him up as he could feel the need to explode. 
 
    Lyra kneeled and sucked as if she was deep prayer. Light moans rose up, the vibrations cascading over his hard cock. Unable to find the words to warn her, thick pulses pushed to the surface. Thorrin stared as her lock of red hair moved to her rhythm. Lyra’s other hand clasped against an exposed thigh while she stroked and sucked. Squeezing Thorrin’s leg, the player felt like it was a signal to come. 
 
    Heat flared as the paladin could no longer trust himself. Body betraying him, hips pushed up, stabbing his cock deep in her throat. Lyra made no sound as the paladin’s cock thickened along the shaft. Spurts of molten come struck the back of her throat. Lyra upped the tempo, coaxing more into her throat. Thorrin couldn’t believe the explosive pulses as he grunted again and again. When the bliss subsided, his head cradled back into the pillow, taking long ragged breaths. 
 
    Lyra didn’t stop her long strokes, drinking down the paladin’s come. Thorrin took a sharp intake of breath as sensitivity filled him. He wanted to tap her shoulder, letting her know he needed a moment but the cleric continued her masterful suckling. Half hard, the player simply watched as she continued to kneel, sucking on him as if he wasn’t there. 
 
    “I….” was all Thorrin managed to say. 
 
    The cleric suckled on and on until moments later, the paladin was hard again. The player stared in amazement as she continued her prayer, trying to summon more of his seed. A warm haze filled Thorrin’s vision as wet sounds whispered in the small chamber. He didn’t think he could go again but her tongue was like magic, calling to him, begging to be filled again and again. Another urge welled up and Thorrin couldn’t hold back. Come spurted once again, filling her mouth with thick white seed. Again she sucked it down and continued to hold his cock in her mouth, stroking with lustful desire for more. 
 
    The paladin writhed to her lips, unable to break away as she went about praying for more of his seed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Thorrin blinked his eyes open. The lantern burned low and the room was empty save for him. Sitting up, new vitality surged under his skin and muscles. Swinging his legs over, he tried to recall what had happened. He remembered Lyra sucking him off about five times before he passed out. Strange dreams filled his mental landscape and odd memories popped in and out of Lyra taking him a few more times. The player thought he would be sore but instead he felt fantastic. Despite wearing the MEG gear and helmet, he knew he could sleep with it on. He wasn’t sure how much time had passed but it was enough for him to recuperate. 
 
    Standing up, the paladin pressed a palm to his chest. Armor, clothes and hammer appeared. Moving to the door, he opened it and stepped outside. Glancing around he could see he was in a small passage way. To his left, there was a gentle singing in the distance. The player turned and began walking toward it, a little extra energy in each step. 
 
    Stepping through the end of the small hallway, a room opened up. The ceiling was vaulted high above into a triangular point. Stained glass windows ran along the walls, sunlight casting shafts of reds, greens and blues on the wooden pews. Lyra was sitting in the front row, eyes downward. She didn’t move or even glance at the paladin as he stepped in further.  
 
    “You’re up and fully healed,” said a voice to Thorrin’s right. 
 
    The paladin turned to see a small altar and Rosk standing by it with a wide smile on his lips. 
 
    “Thank you for everything,” Thorrin said as he turned to the priest. 
 
    “It is our duty to help those in need. I do hope you stay with us a while before you continue your journey.” 
 
    “I don’t see why not. It’s the least I could do,” Thorrin said as he glanced to Lyra and back to Rosk. 
 
    The priest stepped down and closed the distance, eyes taking in the paladin’s confused expression. “Don’t mind Lyra. Much like you, she is simply passing through.” 
 
    Thorrin nodded but looked to the priest, “I came here with a dog. Is she okay?” 
 
    “She is fine. She belongs to the Wells farm and safely returned to them. It was odd that she would be at the outskirts of town instead of on the farm a mile away.” 
 
    “I don’t know why she was there but she attacked a skeleton that came from the nearby forest. I healed her from a nasty gash on her side before she led me into town.” 
 
     Rosk’s calm demeanor darkened in an instant, “You said ‘skeleton’?” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the priest. “Yes, is that important?” 
 
    “It is. Apple Shire has been beset upon by some of the undead trickling down from the hills to the North West. They wander the countryside but some of them manage to find their way here.” 
 
    “Is it a problem?” Thorrin asked as his curiosity piqued. 
 
    The priest clasped his hands behind him as he spoke, “Apple Shire is a small town. We have about fifty residents here. I assist in its protection but I am only one man. So far no lives have been lost but I have helped heal a number of injuries from the wandering undead. They are infrequent but we have had town meetings on such matters.” 
 
    “They won’t stop coming,” Lyra said plainly, sad eyes still staring at the floor. 
 
    Thorrin looked to her and then back to the priest, “It sounds like this might be a bigger problem.” Remembering that he wanted to do good in the world, the player quickly latched on the possibility. “I could investigate it for you. See if there is something more.” 
 
    Rosk’s eyes drank in the confident gaze of the paladin, “We couldn’t possibly ask you too….” 
 
    Thorrin put a hand up, “Think nothing of it. I believe the gods brought me here for a reason.” 
 
    Rosk reached out and took Thorrin’s hand and gave it a hearty shake, “Thank you good paladin.” 
 
    +1 to Sphere of Light 
 
    Thorrin watched as the message appeared in his vision and faded away. The paladin shook the priest’s hand before letting go. 
 
    “I will notify the town elders and inform them of your generous help.” 
 
    Rosk turned and walked toward the church entrance. Thorrin was feeling pretty good about himself until he turned to see Lyra’s sad expression. Stepping over, he sat down next to her. 
 
    “Thank you for last night,” Thorrin said with an odd smile. 
 
    Lyra continued to stare at the floor before her, “You cannot overcome what is coming. I saw it last night as I prayed. It was hazy but now I can see it. He will destroy you and burn Apple Shire to the ground.” 
 
    A chill ran up Thorrin’s spine. The way the cleric spoke cast a shadow over his bright spirit but the player pushed it away. 
 
    “If it’s that bad then maybe we can stop it together?” the paladin smirked. 
 
    “I have to stay here and protect the town,” the cleric said matter of fact. 
 
    Thorrin couldn’t tell if she was a player and really into the role or she was indeed an avatar. He wanted to simply come out and ask her but he didn’t want to chance being rude. If she was a player then why spoil it. Instead he thought he would dive deeper into his character a little further. 
 
    “It’s my duty to help those in need. I feel you’re doing the same. Not to worry, stay here and watch over the town’s people and I will strike out on my own. If I do not return, then I go to my grave knowing I shared a special moment with you.” 
 
    Thorrin reached over and picked up Lyra’s hand. Kissing the back of it, the cleric turned her sad eyes to him and her cheeks flushed pink. 
 
    The paladin was to his feet and walking away, letting the cleric’s hand gently fall away from his fingers. Without looking back, Thorrin walked toward the double heavy doors of the church. Taking hold of the large round handles, he pulled the door open and stepped out into the light. 
 
    Rosk was standing at the top of the stairs, a crowd gathered before him. Thorrin counted at least twenty people as their eyes turned from the priest to the paladin and smiled. The player felt uncomfortable as happy eyes and smiles continued to adore him as he stood by the priest. He wasn’t expecting this and it made him uneasy. 
 
    “This brave paladin will seek out the undead threat that has touched our lands!” Rosk proclaimed. 
 
    The crowd gave a cheer, looking to Thorrin as he tried to not stand awkwardly. A man stepped forward, bright blue eyes looking up from a weathered face. The man reached up and took one of Thorrin’s hands into his. 
 
    “Thank you Paladin for saving Bella. She is a treasure to our family.” 
 
    Thorrin looked down and smiled as Bella wagged her tail next to her master, “No thanks needed. She was doing well without me. I simply healed her.” 
 
    “You are too modest but thanks all the same. My family has been here since Apple Shire’s humble beginnings. We are the oldest farm in these parts. I wish to ask you to come to my farm before you go. I may have some information that may help you on your quest.”  
 
    Thorrin could feel the town’s eyes on him. Not wanting to stay and chat, he kept his eyes on the kind man before him. “Please lead the way. No time like the present….Sir?” 
 
    “Saldor Wells. My family would love to meet Bella’s savior before you go.” 
 
    Saldor turned and led the way, Bella walking alongside him but glancing back at the paladin. Thorrin followed, a spirit of adventure filling his heart. Thoughts shifted between Lyra and the town’s people. If he could do a good deed before he started his travels again, it would be worth it. Lyra’s words invaded his thoughts and he tried to settle them to the back of his mind. With a deep breath, the paladin walked with his head held high in the shining sunlight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
    Sunlight bathed the two-story home. Wooden fences spread out in several directions and large groves of apple trees filled the surrounding areas. Thorrin took in his surroundings, eyes on the large barn, several cows, goats and chickens wandering about. The walk to the farm home was quick, the nearby forests swaying to the light breeze. Serenity washed over the paladin as Saldor lead the way, the gray in his hair turning into stark silver in the sunlight. 
 
     The front door to the home opened, beautiful older women stepped out, eyes squinting and smile blooming. Behind her a younger version stepped out with a cheerful grin. Thorrin figured they were Saldor’s wife and daughter. The young woman looked just like her mother but with thick black hair. The mother had a lustrous black but a white streak running from her right temple. Bella darted forward, mouth open and tongue hanging. The happy dog jumped up, licking the older woman’s chin a few times before jumping on the daughter and doing the same. 
 
    “My wife Shella and our daughter Nyta,” Saldor said with warmth. 
 
    The farmer and paladin approached. Thorrin stepped onto the porch, bowing his head to Shella and Nyta. 
 
    “It’s an honor to meet Saldor’s family,” Thorrin smiled. 
 
    “It is an honor to meet you,” Shella returned the smile. “Please come in.” 
 
    Thorrin stood up and walked in with Saldor close behind. The home was well furnished and comfortable. The paladin noticed the large fireplace and comfortable couches. A thick oak bookcase stood opposite of the fireplace. The smell of meat cooking filled the entire home and set Thorrin’s stomach to growling. He couldn’t believe how life like the simulation was. He was having moments where he forgot he was in a game. Nyta took Bella by the collar and lead her out toward the back, glancing at the paladin with a shy smile. 
 
    “My dear, can you please make some tea for our guest?” Saldor said with a hand touching his wife’s hip. 
 
    “I will bring out some lemon cakes with the tea, will that be alright sir Paladin?” 
 
    “Please call me Thorrin and I would love to have some lemon cakes,” The paladin smiled politely. 
 
    Shella bowed before moving toward the kitchen. Saldor pointed an open hand to a couch. Thorrin sat down and continued to eye the warm home. The farmer moved to the book shelf and ran a finger along spines on the top shelf. When he nearly reached the end, fingers curled around a small black, leather bound book and pulled it out. Taking a few steps, he sat down next to Thorrin and held out the book. The paladin looked at it for a moment before taking it from the kind farmer’s hand. 
 
    “This is my great grandfather’s journal. He spent a lot of time recording the surrounding areas of Apple Shire. There are maps and journal entries that may be able to assist you on your quest. I grew up reading it but never had time to go on my own adventures.” 
 
    Thorrin opened the book and leafed through a few pages. Indeed there were crude maps and descriptions of trails, lakes, rivers and areas to avoid. 
 
    “Thank you. This will be a big help.” 
 
    Saldor reached over and turned the pages to a map. A wrinkled finger tapped a shaded area. “Great Grandfather Seldor tried to explore this area many times but often came across strange things he couldn’t explain. Howls and moans often greeted anyone who travelled too close. He was an explorer but his family came first, that is why he never ventured further in. He was ready to settle down but that adventurous spirit was always there, even when he was picking apples.” 
 
    Shella stepped from the kitchen, a silver tray in her hands. Steam rose from the tea pot and golden yellow cakes formed a small pyramid. Placing it on a wooden coffee table, Thorrin reached out and took one of the cakes. The taste filled his senses with lemon goodness and the player tried to figure out how they did that. 
 
    Saldor continued, “If I were a younger man, I would be out there with you.” 
 
    Thorrin nodded his head, “I would welcome your company but you must stay to watch over your family. I cannot tell you how valuable this journal is. Once I’m done, I’ll return it to you and maybe add a few updates.” 
 
    Saldor smiled, “I know my great grandfather would appreciate it.” 
 
    “Before you go, have some tea and take a cake with you. When you return, stay with us as long as you wish,” Shella smiled. 
 
    Thorrin bowed his head as Shella poured steaming tea into one cup after the other. 
 
    *** 
 
    The forest stretched out in all directions. Thorrin walked along a small almost nondescript dirt path. A fond memory of waving goodbye floated in his mind’s eye of the Wells family wishing him good fortune. The warm energy pressed at his being. It was nice just to visit a family that seemed so happy and content. Flashes of Thorrin’s real life family stabbed upward into his mind. Try as he might, the crazy insanity of his mother and sisters were too much. They never had a comfortable home with constant moving. Either his mother was running from the police or his sisters were. It was enough to push him to leave home as soon as he could and get into college. But here in the game, strange impulses ran along bright nerves. Guilty thoughts of wanting to sit with the Wells family a little longer and hear about their stories crashed on the shores of his spirit.  
 
    The player pulled out the journal as he walked. Leafing to the map, he tried to push back reality and only think of the quest. Once he stopped whatever undead forces were attacking the town’s people, maybe he would spend some time with the Wells and get to know them better. The thought of it caused the paladin to let out a happy sigh. 
 
    The map was a rough sketch of the area. Saldor said it would take half a day just to reach the dark hills to the North West. Not wanting to waste anymore time, he upped his stride. Better to reach the area during the day then fight undead monsters at night. Thorrin had seen enough fantasy movies to know that night was their domain and since he was going at it alone, he needed every edge he could get. 
 
    The forest breathed with life. Leaves rustled as branches swayed. Woodland creatures moved among the ground, eyeing the paladin before bounding or scurrying away. Thorrin was falling in love with the game. Growing up, his mind was always in video games. But now he was truly in one and it was blowing his mind in a fantastical way. 
 
    Time pressed on. The sun moved across the digital heavens, not a cloud in the sky. Shafts of light penetrated the foliage, casting glowing circles on the small dirt path. The more Thorrin thought about the quest, the more at ease he had become. If fighting the undead was going to be as easy as that skeleton he saw, then this quest should be a simple one. With a deep cleansing breath, Thorrin closed his eyes as he walked, just long enough to enjoy the spiritual calm. When he opened his eyes, he took a mental snap shot of the beauty of the forest before him. 
 
    The calm floated away as the sound of breaking tree branches and huffing rose up to his left. The paladin turned to see several blue skinned people, running toward him with wide eyes. Hand reaching for his hammer, he unhooked it from his belt and turned just as a blue skinned woman crashed into him. The paladin and woman went crashing to the forest floor and rolling. Thorrin rolled back onto his feet, bracing himself. The blue woman was also to her feet, dagger in hand. 
 
    Two more figures stopped running and skidded to a halt. The blue woman with long black hair eyed the paladin, fingers gripping her dagger. Thorrin gazed at her, knees bent and hammer ready. The woman wore leather armor, covering her mid section. Leather boots covered her feet while the rest of her was bare skin. Even her hips were barely covered by what looked like a leather bikini bottom. She stood at least six five, with toned muscles raised against tight skin. Dagger out, she pointed the tip at the armored paladin, breathing heavy. 
 
    The blue woman’s face formed a heated scowl, “Are you our contact? Are you here to see us the rest of the way?” 
 
    Thorrin was silent, unsure what to say. 
 
    “Are you our contact!” The blue woman demanded. 
 
    “He must be, he’s a paladin,” said a smaller female only wearing a simple loin cloth and fur top.   
 
    “Please Paladin, show us the way out of here,” said the blue male wearing only a simple loin cloth. 
 
    Thorrin eyed them. He knew they were trolls as it was explained to him by his angel but they didn’t look like any trolls he were seen or read about. They were beautiful with chiseled features, athletic bodies and the women had feminine curves. Their noses were slightly pointed and hair was thick. Unsure exactly what was happening, the paladin kept his stance. 
 
    “Are you mute!” the leather clad troll said and shook her dagger point at him. 
 
    In the distance behind the trio of trolls, branches snapped and shouting roared through the forest. Thorrin glanced past the trolls and managed to see bodies moving in the distance, shafts of sunlight lighting up blue bodies. 
 
    “Talisa, we can’t stay here!” the male troll said with an edge of panic in his voice. 
 
    “I don’t want to go back,” the smaller female troll said with a hint of desperation. 
 
    Thorrin felt the spike of fear and dread. Seeing the chaotic panic rising in all their eyes, the paladin lowered his hammer and made direct eye contact with Talisa. 
 
    “I’m not your contact but I will help you.” 
 
    Talisa eyed the human paladin but kept her blade up, “You don’t even know us.” 
 
    Thorrin barely nodded his head, “I know but it doesn’t take much to know you need help. The forest grows thicker to the north. I might be able to hide us but we have to move now!”  
 
    The female troll eyed him uncertainly. 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes turned soft as he stared at the blue troll, “I will do everything I can to protect you.” 
 
    +1 to Sphere of Light. 
 
    Talisa lowered her dagger as her own eyes softened. The other two trolls moved in closer to their protector. Thorrin turned and took three big steps forward before something darted past his head and sunk into tree. Looking over, a long arrow vibrated from the impact, the point buried deep into the nearby tree. 
 
    Thorrin shifted on his feet and stalked forward. Seven-foot blue muscled bodies stepped closer. Some carried bows with arrows notched. Others held clubs and swords in meaty hands. They came out from between trees, at first only a dozen but more crept up from behind. The paladin moved himself so he was between the advancing trolls and the three he just swore to protect. Fifty feet of forest lay between the trolls and the paladin, arrows heads gleaming in the sunlight. 
 
    Hammer in hand, Thorrin prepared his protection ability. A troll wearing a black leather loin cloth and armor covering his chest stepped from the group, eyes hard and mouth twisted into contained rage. The paladin drank it in as trolls shifted into a semi-circle. Some waited in the back, large spears strapped to their backs and blades in their hands.  
 
    The angry troll took a few more steps forward, eyes on Talisa and ignoring the paladin between them, “You are a traitor! Surrender your head and the love slaves will be spared,” the troll hissed. 
 
    “Choke on your own cock, Kurn! I will give my last breath to make sure they are free!” Talisa spit back. 
 
    The corner of the angry troll’s lip deepened downward, “Foolish child, you will be used to satisfy all the males and females before I lop off your head. Drop that pathetic dagger or your body will be filled with arrows.”  The troll took a step closer. 
 
    Thorrin pointed his hammer at the bald troll, “Not another step or I’ll be pulling my hammer from your smashed skull.” 
 
    The troll stopped and turned his attention to the paladin, “Human, be gone or my battalion will have another play thing to empty their seed into. This matter does not concern you.” 
 
    “It does concern me, now back off,” Thorrin commanded. 
 
    The troll ran his hand over his smooth head before leering. “Call up the healers. Archers, wound but do not kill the criminals.” Eyes centered on Thorrin with an evil gleam, “Kill the human. We will skin him afterwards.” 
 
    Thorrin activated his protection, funneling wisdom points into a protective aura. He knew the odds were against him but if he fought long enough, the three trolls could get away. The player didn’t expect to get into such a difficult battle so soon but he knew in his heart he had to do what he could to stop these monsters. Bow strings pulled back as arrows pointed in the paladin’s direction. The area grew silent as the grave. 
 
    Thorrin took a deep breath, eyes locked on the small army of trolls. A roar above vibrated through the air. Black eyes widened and looked around. Some looked up as another roar blanketed the area with terrifying power. Kurn raised his gaze and even his angry brow softened for a split moment. Thorrin kept his gaze steady as the sound of massive wings filled their air with powerful beats. 
 
    “Dragons….” Kurn said as his mouth twisted into a frightful grin. 
 
    The paladin took advantage of the moment and charged. Some archers let loose a volley of arrows while other archers raised their arrows to the sky. Thorrin could see and feel several arrows bounce off his aura while others pinged against his armor. One arrow struck him in a soft spot between a joint in his arm but it didn’t slow him down. Hit points draining a few points, the paladin was within feet of Kurn. The troll licked his lips as he darted forward to close the distance. Blade and hammer met in the middle with a ringing of metal.  
 
    Talisa looked up as not one but three green dragons soared overhead. Wings stretched out, serpent eyes scanned the forest. Powerful muscles moved under thick green scales, wings beating and gliding along high thermals. They flew in formation, one leading the other two. Arrows were released and filled the sky. The dragons did not falter as arrows bounced off armored scales and falling uselessly to the tree tops. Talisa turned and threw her arms around the two smaller trolls, pushing them to the base of the round tree and shielding them with her body as arrows fell. 
 
    Thorrin clashed again and again against the bald troll. Kurn continued to leer as they tried to gain an edge over the other. The paladin was sure his hammer had enough weight to knock the troll sword aside but he didn’t account for their brutal strength. The troll stood at seven feet, muscles bulging as he struck out harder.  
 
    The player couldn’t help but fall back to his martial arts training he had growing up. Foot kicking out, he landed a strike on the troll’s knee. Kurn grunted as he took a step back. Thorrin taking the advantage closed the gap and brought his hammer across sideways. Kurn yelped as the hammer connected against his ribs, breaking two of them. Sword slashing out, it clanged against Thorrin’s armored chest. The paladin rolled with it, turning and bringing his hammer down on an unarmored troll thigh. Kurn crumpled to his knees, eyes wide from shock. Thorrin was about to give the killing bow to the head when several archers aimed at his chest.  
 
    The paladin reached down and grabbed the troll by his armored chest. Wrenching him up, he spun him around and held him close. Arrows sunk into troll as he cried out, body shattering into greenish shards and falling away. A maelstrom of chaos bloomed when fireballs fell from the sky and exploded among the troll ranks. Blue bodies were hurled in all directions as explosions rocked the forest. 
 
    Thorrin looked up to see the three green dragons making wide circles above their location, spitting fire balls and raining death to the trolls below. Trolls screamed before being shattering into fragments of light. Several trolls pulled the oversized spears from their backs, taking stance and holding the spears like long javelins. The dragons circled lower, serpent eyes scanning as mouths opened wide, flames leaking out. A troll heaved his arm, sending the spear airborne. The spear glowed with bright light as it seemed to burst forward in the air. A dragon turned his body but the spear changed its trajectory, struck it in the chest and exploded. The dragon screeched as it flapped its wings. Several more spears struck home and exploded. Another dragon tried to catch its falling companion before another spear struck it and exploded. The wounded dragon let out sad cry as it shattered into large chunks of light. 
 
    The paladin stared in horror as giant shards of light hit the trees and fading from view. Turning his attention to the trolls, Thorrin rushed them, hammer at the ready. With so many eyes staring upward at the spectacle of the falling dragon shards, they didn’t notice the armored paladin rushing their ranks. Thorrin let out a roar as threw himself at them, hammer swinging. Bodies shattered with each hit as the paladin spun, bringing his hammer across exposed heads, necks and thighs. Five trolls fell before several could change their focus. Swords and clubs slashed outward but Thorrin could not be stopped. Shoulder first, he crashed into them, using his body to knock them off balance and striking those stunned or exposed. A club slammed into his chest, causing the paladin to stumble back as two trolls shattered before him. Several more trolls joined the fray, hacking and slashing, driving him back several more steps. 
 
    Instinct took over as Thorrin tried to regain his footing. If he fell then he knew he was done for. Swords hit him and clubs bounced off his armor. Hit points fell a little each time, his protective aura taking most of the damage. A gout of flame rained down, burning the trolls attacking the paladin. Blue bodies turned black before they too crumpled into greenish shards of light. 
 
    Thorrin glanced at the two remaining dragons as they breathed streams of flame this time, soaking the troll ranks in dragon fire. Spears launched before the fire decimated trolls. A dragon screeched as six spears sank into its belly and chest before exploding. The dragon’s body cracked with light before shattering and raining down on the fiery battlefield. 
 
    Thorrin turned back to the trolls on the ground and charged. Through the burning trees, he hunted for trolls. The area smoked with black plumes rising into the air. Parts of the forest burned, damaged trees falling. Soot covered Thorrin’s face as he push through. A troll appeared in the smoke and was quickly dispatched with a hammer swing. The player became unhinged as he relentlessly barreled through the smoky haze, hammer crashing into trolls left and right. 
 
    The smoke cleared and Thorrin scanned with sharp eyes. Some trolls were running away, the battle clearly lost. A few stayed, raising spears and ready to launch. Thorrin bent low, running at them at full tilt. With an uppercut, the hammer connected under a blue jaw and the troll went flying as his body shattered like glass. Another troll launched a spear. The spear turned glowed bright as the dragon streamed fire overhead. Thorrin growled as he brought his hammer hard across, shattering the troll but it was too late. The spear turned midflight and dart toward the last dragon. The green wyrm turned in the sky, trying to avoid magical spear. A moment later, the spear struck the wing and exploded. 
 
    Thorrin stared upward as the dragon’s wing separated. The main body spiraled out of control. For a brief instant, a dragon eye connected with Thorrin’s wide eyes. The paladin watched with dread in his heart as the dragon spiraled over and over till it was out of sight. Several seconds later there was an immense “BOOOM!” in the distance. 
 
    The paladin squared his jaw as he turned to several trolls advancing on him. Looking to the right of his vision, he could see he was at forty percent of his hit points, more than enough to take on these monsters. Holding his hammer at the ready and planting his boots, Thorrin readied for their charge. 
 
    The trolls stepped closer, new courage bleeding into their faces. With the dragons defeated, they only had a lone human to deal with. Weapons rising, they prepared to charge the paladin with all their remaining fury. A shadow darted behind them. Thorrin’s eyes went wide as a dagger seemed to fly out of nowhere, sinking into thick troll necks. They never had a chance to make a sound as their bodies collapsed into greenish light. The shadow continued to dart behind them, daggers appearing and stabbing deep into exposed blue flesh. In a span of moments, the last remaining fifteen trolls burst into shards of light before they were no more.  
 
    Thorrin stood perplexed. The shadow melted from behind a tree. A woman stepped out, black cloak around her shoulders and hood up. A pale face lit up as black lips curved into a wicked smile. Her body moved with caged confidence as she stepped over the fallen troll weapons and stood about six feet from the stunned paladin. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” the cloaked woman said with a sharp grin.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
    Thorrin kept a tight grip on his hammer, uncertain if the woman before him was friend of foe. Eyes locked on her, he waited for anysign of trouble. The woman on the other hand raised her hands and took hold of the edge of her hood. Pulling it back, black hair spilled out and elf like ears poked upward through thick wavy locks. Oval eyes blinked as she continued to smile. Thorrin eyed her up and down. She wore skin tight black leather and a thick leather belt hung from her shoulder and over her slightly larger than average breasts, curving around her thin waist. The belt contained sheathed daggers running the length of it.     
 
    “Seems I just made it to the end of the party,” the elf grinned. 
 
    Thorrin remained silent as he studied her. There was something oddly familiar about the dark haired elf. It wasn’t so much the fantasy trappings but more of the bone structure of her face and how her eyes reminded him of someone close. Mind racing, a strange realization washed over him, begging a simple question. At first he thought it was impossible but he simply could not let it go.  
 
    The elf looked him up and down, biting her lip for a moment at the six foot one blonde with a large hammer in his hand. The slight cuts and bruises only seem to make him sexier in her eyes but he stared at her with an unnerving gaze. Relaxing her shoulders, she eyed him with come hither eyes. The paladin did not move as his eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Vanessa?” Thorrin asked. 
 
    The elf’s smile faded away as her eyes went wide. Stunned, she stared at the hunky paladin before her. Her smile returned and grew into a toothy grin. Soon she let out a long laugh; hand on her flat stomach and shoulders bouncing. 
 
    “Luis! I knew you would join the game sooner or later!” 
 
    Thorrin hooked his hammer to his belt but Vanessa pounced into the air. Hands curled around his neck while strong legs curled around his waist, the elf kissed the paladin on the cheek. Thorrin instantly felt uncomfortable. Taking hold of her, he lifted her up and planted her feet onto the ground. Vanessa let out an evil laugh and she looked to him with squinted eyes. 
 
    “I don’t go by Luis here. My name is Thorrin,” the paladin corrected her. 
 
    “Oh right, don’t want anyone in reality to know who we are,” Vanessa giggled. “My name is Vass, Vass Mistglow” 
 
    “How did you…I mean how could we….” The paladin stammered on. 
 
    “I have a mod that allows me to run into people I know. I put your name on the list. There is no way to pinpoint where someone on the list is but it helps guide them to where they are.” 
 
    Vass stepped forward and hugged the paladin again, “So good to see you’re enjoying your present!” The elf stepped back and looked him up and down. “I like the look. You really do idolize Thor but this works for you.” 
 
    Thorrin brushed her hands away from him, “This is getting weird. I never thought I would run into you.” 
 
    Vass crossed her arms, “Oh please, don’t be a stick in the mud. Do you know how many people run into each other and don’t know it? Lukken is big but not that big. I’ve been playing for two months and this game kicks ass.” 
 
    The elf brought her face close with a smile and teeth showing, “Good thing you said something. When I first saw you I was ready to let you take me to pound town.” 
 
    “What the hell Vanes…….” Thorrin let it trail off. 
 
    The elf lifted her hand and inspected her nails, “Take it easy. Even if something happened, it’s not like we would actually be having sex with each other. The suits and love boxes do all the work.” 
 
    The paladin turned away, hands to the sides of his head, “I can’t believe I’m hearing this.” 
 
    Vass let her hand drop. “You just fought an army of trolls and you can’t believe your sister is in the same game as you, A SEX FANTASY GAME!” Vass laughed after shouting the last part. 
 
    Thorrin let his hands drop and turned back to the elf, “I came here to get away from reality. Not have you show up to bother me. You have done this all my life. Can’t I just enjoy the game without you being a pain in the ass.” 
 
    “Like I said, take it easy. There isn’t much to do in Florida but go to the beach and play games. You know how much I hate the sun.” 
 
    It was Thorrin’s turn to smirk, “You’re playing Lewd Saga in Abuela’s house?” 
 
    Vass returned the smirk, “I’m in my room and she is out most of the time hanging with her friends. Besides, the door is locked.” 
 
    “This is crazy. I still don’t understand why you flew off to Florida just because the police wanted to speak to you, kind of big move over nothing.” 
 
    Vass looked away, “I rather not talk about it.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the elf, “You know I only want to help you. Running off only makes you look suspicious. I still have the detective’s number…” 
 
    Vass turned her back to the paladin, “I said I don’t want to talk about it!” 
 
    After a long pause, the elf uncrossed her arms and let them hang at her sides. With a slight turn of her head, her eyes looking down as she spoke, “This game is my only fun time I can have. Don’t ruin it for me while I’m stuck in this god forsaken swamp.” 
 
    A stab of guilt filled the player, “Sorry. I just thought it would help.” 
 
    Vass turned away again, “How about the time we’re here, we don’t talk about stupid reality. I just want to have fun and you should too. I promise I won’t make fun of you or your weird obsession with the god of thunder.” 
 
    Thorrin couldn’t hold back his smirk, “Okay. Just don’t fawn over me like you do. And don’t make this any weirder then it already is.” 
 
    “I promise to try and not make it weird,” the elf said with a sly smirk. 
 
    “Vass!” Thorrin growled. 
 
    The elf turned and lifted her cloak up, moving her hips side to side. “You like the look? Took me an hour to get it just right.” 
 
    It was Thorrin’s turn to cross his arms, “I see that you’re an elf. Did you become an elf thief?” 
 
    Vass let out a sarcastic huff, “The proper term is Rogue. Thieves are petty. I’m in it for the big gold jobs. Going to build that castle I always wanted.” 
 
    “You look great, now can you go off on your own so I can continue my quest?” 
 
    Vass let the cloak drop and hang from her slender shoulders, “What’s the matter; you don’t want your big sister to see her bro getting his groove on?” 
 
    Thorrin’s brow formed a sharp V, “You said you wouldn’t make this weird.” 
 
    Vass grinned, “Sorry Thorrin, son of God of Thunder!” The elf laughed again before trying to stifle it.  
 
    Thorrin gave the elf a hard gaze with rage boiling underneath. 
 
    The elf held her hands up, “Sorry couldn’t help myself. I will try harder, I promise.” 
 
    The player tried to hold onto his rage but instead a small smile bloomed once again. His sister was a nut case but she made him laugh all the time growing up. Shaking his head, he pushed the weirdness away. A thought stabbed deep as he remembered the three trolls that needed his help. Turning around, he was ready to run to them when they stepped from the smoke. 
 
    Talisa walked ahead of the two smaller trolls, an arrow sticking out of her shoulder. Her eyes were steady and lips closed. After a few steps, she fell to her knees. Thorrin rushed to her, falling to his knees before her. Hands reaching out, he took hold of the arrow but stopped himself from pulling it out. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to pull an arrow….” The paladin began. 
 
    “Pull it out,” the raven haired troll said in a low tone. 
 
    Thorrin looked to her as he tightened his grip. Making sure he had a tight grasp, he pulled the arrow out. It came away, opening the troll’s shoulder wound further but she made no sound or even wince. The paladin pressed his hand to her open wound, turning wisdom points to healing points. The wound closed up under his glowing hand until it was sealed. The troll looked to the paladin and let out a small exhale. 
 
    “Thank you Paladin,” Talisa whispered. 
 
    “You found my trolls!” said a voice from behind Thorrin. 
 
    “Your trolls?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m being paid for. I took a quest to escort three trolls to the town of Talon Guard. It’s on the north east coast and a safe haven for trolls fleeing their masters. Since the war started, it’s only place that will accept them.” 
 
    Talisa stood up and looked down at the elf, “You’re our contact and guardian?” 
 
    Vass nodded, “My contact said there would be three lust slaves I had to escort.” 
 
    Talisa shook her head, “There are only two Lust Slaves, Melina and Pyke. I am their true guardian, Talisa.”  
 
    “Doesn’t matter to me, I just have to get you safely to Talon Guard for my pay day. If the good paladin has finished healing you then we should be off.” Vass turned to Thorrin, “Want to join us? I’ll give you a percentage of the reward.” 
 
    The paladin stood up, eyes to the troll but thoughts flashing back to the dragon that fell from the sky. “I can’t. I have to go find that dragon and see if I can help them. I also have to help the town of Apple Shire against some undead that keep invading their town.” 
 
    “The dragon is strong enough to help themselves,” Talisa said with a hard edge. 
 
    “You sure you want to do that? There could be more trolls in the area,” Vass added. “Come with us and we can adventure together for a while.” 
 
    Thorrin shook his head, “No, I have to see if they’re okay. The trolls were using some kind of magical spears. They were strong enough to kill two of them. The last one could use some help and I wouldn’t feel right if I left them out there to die.” 
 
    “You really are taking to the paladin class. That’s fine but you said there is a town nearby. If you’re not long, we can wait there for you?” 
 
    “Avoid the town. There are humans there and I’m not sure how they will take to trolls showing up. They seemed pretty skittish even with the undead wandering in.” 
 
    Vass raised an eyebrow, “Well you go do your thing and we will do ours. Once you’re done, head to Talon Guard and we can meet up and hang.” 
 
    “I will try my best to meet you there,” Thorrin said with a weak smile. 
 
    Melina moved to the paladin and wrapped her arms around his waist, “Thank you for defending us!” 
 
    Thorrin gave the troll a gentle hug back, “It’s my duty and my pleasure.” 
 
    Talisa stared at the human as Melina pulled away. Pyke walked over and gave Thorrin a hearty bow before walking back with Melina to Talisa’s side. The raven haired troll parted her lips slightly before closing them again. When Thorrin looked to her, she turned away, a sliver of heat touching her cheeks. 
 
    “Safe journey,” Talisa said simply before turning and walking away. 
 
    Vass stepped up to the paladin, “I hope I see you soon. I miss having you around sometimes.” 
 
    Thorrin looked into Vass’s oval eyes and smirked, “Maybe.” 
 
    “Fine, don’t get killed. No one will be there to heal you when you resurrect. Hate for you to be out here at night, dead people eating you all night long.” Vass turned and joined the three trolls.  
 
    Thorrin continued to grin as he began walking. Remembering the direction the dragon fell, he picked up his stride. After a few moments, he turned and saw that Vass and the trolls were gone. Small fires crackled as smoke rose up into the clear blue sky. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sound of birds seemed to lessen as the paladin moved through the forest. Taking a moment to check his surroundings, Thorrin glanced up to see the tops of trees splintered and broken. He had been travelling for about forty minutes but it felt longer. Despite it being early afternoon, the air seemed to take on a thin chill the further he walked. 
 
    Finishing his quick survey, Thorrin pushed on. Moss covered trunks stood silently as the occasional crow cawed in the distance. Gone now was the bird song as he moved deeper into the forest. A dark dread curled up from the ground. The rays of sun light seemed muted and thin patches of mist rose up to touch covered ankles. 
 
    “This can’t be good,” Thorrin grinned to himself. 
 
    A tree broken in half greeted the player. Passing it, he noticed another and another. Soon a path of broken trees and splintered wood shards littered the forest floor. The canopy parted and sunlight once again washed the paladin in bright light. To his left and right, inky darkness was held at bay by the fiery sun.  
 
    Wood and dirt shifted under heavy boots. Thorrin kept his gaze forward, looking for any sign of the fallen dragon. The eye contact they made was chilling, sending a strange vibration up and down his spine. Knowing it was out here, hurt only caused the paladin to take longer strides. The smell of freshly destroyed wood blanketed the area. Again, Thorrin wondered how they managed to create scents in this digital world. 
 
    A shine touched the Thorrin’s eyes and he squinted. In the distance, sunlight glittered off something, redirecting shafts of light in his direction. The paladin’s stride turned into a run. Legs pumping, boots smashed into the ground as he propelled himself down the path of destruction. The glittering shined on until the Thorrin skidded to a halt and stared. 
 
    In the middle of a small crater, a woman lay. Light touched green scales on her shoulders, arms, thighs, shins and the tops of her feet. One wing lay spread out to her right while nothing lay to her left. Her chest rose, supple breasts rising in the sunlight. Thorrin took a few steps closer. The woman’s head lay turned to the side. Small horns rose up from her forehead and long green hair splayed around her. Her body was not entirely covered in scales. Alabaster skin glowed in the sunlight, covered in cuts and bruises. A tail lay under her, stretching out from under her right hip. 
 
    Time seemed to stand still for the paladin, stunned by her beauty. Remembering why he was here, Thorrin pushed everything away and rushed to her side. Falling to his knees, he reached out with healing hands. Touching her shoulder, he poured healing energy into the nude dragon woman. Wisdom draining, the paladin did not stop until he knew she was going to be okay. Wisdom points drained to zero and the healing light from his hands faded away. 
 
    Closed eyelids trembled before they fluttered open. Dark green eyes turned to the handsome man in gray and gold armor. Eyes locked on one another, Thorrin gazed into dark emerald pools while the dragon woman stared up into his green and brown eyes. Time continued to slow until shock swirled into the dragon’s eyes. Sitting up, the dragon quickly turned her head around. 
 
    “Trolls?” She said while wide eyes took in her surroundings. 
 
    “Gone, you and your fellow dragons dealt them a lot of damage. I helped clean up,” Thorrin tried to sound comforting. 
 
    Shoulders relaxed and the dragon woman looked away, images of her fallen brethren still burning in her mind. Thorrin sat down next to her, wondering what else he could do. 
 
    “I used up all of my healing. I should regenerate some more soon so I can continue to heal you.” 
 
    The dragon woman turned and eyed the paladin, brow hardening, “It would take hours for you to heal me completely. Thank you but my regeneration will be enough.” 
 
    Thorrin looked to her left shoulder and noticed the raw nub where her left wing used to be, “Your wing?” 
 
    The dragon woman turned her head and eyed the nub, “It will grow back in a few weeks unless I see a strong cleric first.” 
 
    “You fought bravely,” the player said as he eased into the mood. 
 
    The dragon woman kept her brow wrinkled, “Thank you.” 
 
    Curling legs under her, she stood up. Thorrin looked away from her naked body as she flexed her one remaining wing. After a long moment, the paladin stood up but continued to avert his gaze. 
 
    “Do I disgust you?” The dragon woman said with a small hiss. 
 
    “Not at all but I didn’t want to be rude.” 
 
    The dragon woman looked away and whispered a few arcane words. Thorrin managed to look to her as energy spiraled around her body. Clothes appeared, adjusting to her curvy form as her scales, horns and wing melted into her flesh. Seconds later, a green haired, human looking woman stood. She wore travelling clothes and light leather armor. Tight white leggings covered her legs and supple leather boots covered her feet.  
 
    Thorrin looked down at her cleavage and then looked away, a smile blooming. The whole game exuded sex appeal. He doubted if she would mind if he stared but years of growing up in a female household taught him never to be overt. The player instead decided to play it off as if he didn’t notice. 
 
    “Forgive me if I came off rude. The death of my brothers is still fresh,” the dragon woman bowed. 
 
    “Understandable,” Thorrin said as he nodded his head. “What’s your name?” 
 
    The dragon woman paused, eyes shining in the afternoon sun, “Emmazulla…..but you can call me Emma. It would only be right since you came to my aid.” 
 
    “I saw you go down after the spear severed your wing. It would have been wrong to leave you out here.” 
 
    Emma stepped closer to the Thorrin, eyes on his armored chest, “Thank you kind paladin.” A small smile crept into the corners of her mouth. 
 
    “It’s my duty,” Thorrin smiled. “What will you do now?” 
 
    Emma looked to the sky, “I have to go back home and report what has happened.” Eyes fell and met with Thorrin’s. “What about you? What is a lone paladin going to do out here in the middle of nowhere?” 
 
    “I’m on a quest to help a small town. They have had some undead attacks and I’m going to investigate it.” 
 
    “Undead attacks this far north of the road? You truly are a fighter for the light. It must not be a terrible inconvenience if the town only needs one paladin to search out these horrors.” 
 
    “The attacks have been small but no one has died from them. I happened to be passing through and they asked for me to help. What about you? I’m sure you’re not going to be flying back home any time soon.” 
 
    Emma hugged her waist, “I will have to travel north until I reach a place where I can heal.” 
 
    The player remembered Lyra back in Apple Shire, “I know of a cleric, back in Apple Shire. It’s the town I’m helping with their undead problem. We could go back and see if she can help you heal.” 
 
    Emma’s eyes studied the kind hearted paladin, “But what about your quest?” 
 
    “I can come back tomorrow. I think it’s more important that you’re okay. We can head east and see if the cleric can heal your wing.” 
 
    Emma shook her head slightly, “Undead are the bane to all living creatures. I wouldn’t think to take you away from your quest. I would rather accompany you and see if I can offer assistance. It’s the least I can do since you came all this way to ensure my safety. And before you say otherwise, I must insist.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the green eyed beauty but deep down, he knew there was something else brewing under the surface. Three dragons happening on a battalion of trolls was more than a coincidence. Years of RPG games taught the player that there was more to the plot then a fallen dragon wanting to adventure with him to root out some undead. Even so, Thorrin couldn’t bring himself to question her motives too much. Something about her prickled under his skin. Was it the eye contact or simply her beauty? Her human form was just as beautiful as her half dragon form but it went beyond that. A keen intelligence lurked in her eyes even if she was hiding things. 
 
    “I could never say no to such beauty. Shall we?” Thorrin said gallantly. 
 
    Emma gazed at the paladin. His confident smirk was enough for her cheeks to glow a light pink. Thorrin turned and started walking. The dragon woman stood for a moment, eyeing him as he walked without looking back. With knowing eyes, she followed the paladin into the inky darkness of the forest. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
    The mist along the forest floor grew thicker. Two figures hiked through the dense forest, legs parting foggy mist around their ankles. Despite the sun overheard, the canopy was so thick; a gray gloom lit their way. Thorrin held the journal in his hands, looking for landmarks while Emma trailed slightly behind. The air carried a new chill as they walked. The dragon woman seemed unaffected but Thorrin fought and failed to stop a shiver up his spine. 
 
    “I assume the journal contains a map. What are you looking for?”  
 
    Thorrin looked up and around before eyes fell back to the yellowish pages, “It’s incomplete but we should be coming across some weird tree. The person who put this journal together never ventured behind a certain point and the closest landmark is that tree.” 
 
    “If they never ventured behind that point, how is that going to help you find the source of the undead?” 
 
    Thorrin continued to scan the area as they walked, “Well, it will get us closer to it. The author left notes on the area. There might be an old graveyard or such where they are coming from. I don’t see too many reasons why the undead would just appear out of nowhere and terrorize a small town.” 
 
    “You’re certain?” 
 
    The player grinned to himself, “Pretty sure. Years of experience in the virtual field.” 
 
    “You seem too young to have years of experience,” Emma said with her own smirk. 
 
    “It’s an expression,” Thorrin paused before he spoke again, “So why were you and your brethren flying over this part of Lukken? I thought the dragons stayed north?” 
 
    “We occasionally patrol the North East. Often young dragons do the jobs the older ones feel are beneath them. It was fortunate that we ran into that small troll army,” Emma said with a blank expression. 
 
    Thorrin glanced behind him before turning back to the forest, “You’re a young and beautiful dragon. And yes, very grateful you happen to show up when you did. I thought I was going to have to fight all those trolls be myself.” 
 
    Emma smiled, “I managed to see you before I went down. You were doing very well. I’m sure you didn’t need help to take down those vile monsters.” 
 
    “You flatter me fine maiden.” 
 
    “Did you by chance find out why they were travelling so far north of the road? The information could be useful when I return to the North kingdoms.” 
 
    Thorrin thought of the three trolls and his sister.  
 
    “No idea. I ran into them as I was travelling. They didn’t seem happy about it and I wasn’t exactly thrilled. I tried to talk to them peacefully but they seemed to be a bit on the angry side.” 
 
    Emma nodded, “Trolls are horrible monsters. Their kind has been a scar over Lukken for too long. I for one am glad you helped stop them. I will be sure to tell your deeds to my superiors.” 
 
    “Please don’t. I rather simply adventure around and help those in need.” 
 
    The green haired beauty nodded, “I will be discreet in my report.” 
 
    The paladin and dragon fell into silence as they walked along. Thorrin would glance back occasionally to see Emma taking in her surroundings. If he didn’t know any better, it looked like she was committing everything to memory. The way she eyed the trees and ground, almost like she was noting every branch and stone they came across. 
 
    After fifteen minutes, something big and black appeared in the gloomy distance. Thorrin focused, trying to make it out as they continued toward it. Long crooked limbs snaked out in all directions. A massive and twisted black trunk rose up from the cracked earth. Shapeless holes filled the base of it while gnarled branches hung like thin, ugly hands. The area around it was clear, save for dead leaves and patches of mist across the ground. 
 
    “Your tree, I presume,” Emma said matter of fact. 
 
    Thorrin stepped closer, shortening the distance until he stood before the demonic tree. “The map seems to be right. Beyond this, not sure what we’ll run into.” 
 
    “I’m sure we will be able to handle it. With your Holy Touch ability, you could make short work of any undead in the area.” 
 
    Thorrin’s ears perked up. Mind working, he brought up a 2D screen and examined his class abilities. Emma watched as he scrolled through lists, brow forming a small V, the paladin let out sigh. 
 
    “Cyn,” the player called out. 
 
    An angel with blue hair appeared, hovering off a few feet off the ground, wings beating slightly. 
 
    “Yes Thorrin, how may I help you?” 
 
    “When do I unlock my Holy Touch ability?” 
 
    “You must gain Faith from a number of beings before you can unlock that or any further abilities.” 
 
    “How much Faith do I need to unlock it?” 
 
    “The exact amount is different for each player. Lewd Saga is about enjoyment and adventure without focusing on exact numbers to increase your abilities. I cannot tell you how much Faith you will need to unlock the ability.” 
 
    Thorrin rubbed his temple, “What exactly does the Holy Touch ability do?” 
 
    “The Holy Touch ability allows for a paladin to turn undead and increase damage dealt. Like your ability to Heal and cast Protection, Holy Touch relies on your Wisdom attribute to fuel it. The more Faith you have, the longer the effect will be. Legends tell of paladins so powerful they could use their abilities for days without tiring.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the angel before nodding, “Thank you Cyn. That will be all.” 
 
    The angel bowed her head and faded from sight. Emma stood; eyes neutral and her mouth nothing more than a thin slit. 
 
    “You do not have your Holy Touch ability?” 
 
    The player mentally cursed himself. He was new to the game and hadn’t performed the crucial task of gaining Faith. Thorrin thought the game was little more relaxed then it seemed right now. He was going to go into a fight and the one ability that could help him take down some undead was out of reach as of this moment.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, the player calmed his mind. It was a game and he needed to really dive in if he was going to get anywhere. Thorrin had no problems with the sex but he knew he was kind of a romantic. There was no bigger turn on then getting to know someone, physically and emotionally. 
 
    “I won’t let that stop me from completing the quest,” Thorrin said with conviction. 
 
    Eyes turning to the corner of his vision, his attribute stats glowed to life. The paladin’s Wisdom was at half. He would need a few more hours to fully regenerate it. The player hoped it would be enough. Taking the moment to take precautions, Thorrin anchored his save point by the tree. If he was killed at least he would be some distance away from the source of the undead attacks. 
 
    Emma stepped closer, concern bleeding into her green eyes, “I will help you but I’m not even at half of my abilities. Should we turn back to your little town?” 
 
    Thorrin shook his head, “The least we can do is investigate the source. If it seems like we can take….” The paladin trailed off. 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes moved from left to right, a thick fog rolling in. The player felt his senses expand as dim shadows moved with the heavy mist. The gnarled tree was engulfed as vision turned from yards to mere feet. Thorrin could feel them, pressing on his mind in nearly every direction, a foul hunger opening up and blanketing the area. Emma turned her head, eyes sharp. Shadows shifted and lurched, small moans rising up. 
 
    Thorrin pulled his hammer from his belt, “We’re surrounded.” 
 
    Emma stood close to the paladin, “I can see them, moving closer.” 
 
    “I can sense them but I cannot tell how many.” 
 
    Emma flexed her delicate hands, eyes piercing the gloomy fog, “Too many even for us. I see a break in their ranks to the north west,” the dragon woman pointed in that direction. 
 
    “Let’s back up in that direction,” the paladin said as he began carefully stepping backwards, eyes open. 
 
    “Agreed,” Emma nodded as she moved with Thorrin. 
 
    The hunger pushed against Thorrin’s nerves until it reached a fevered pitch. A dark light glowed and the hunger was unleashed. The moans grew into decayed roars. Shadows went from simple movements to a rushing stampede. The shadows converged on the paladin and dragon. Thorrin put his free hand on Emma’s shoulder, spending wisdom to increasing Emma’s armor rating. The dragon woman turned her head slightly as an aura glowed around her body. 
 
    Metal clanked as armored skeletons emerged from the fog. Rusted armor clanged against bone as decayed swords rose up. Numbers tripled and then quadrupled as an undead army raced toward the two living bodies, hatred and jealously fueling their undead bodies to act out, wanting to strike and snuff out their living light. 
 
    Thorrin squared his jaw as several skeletons rushed him. Hammer swinging, he smashed all three to pieces with one strike. Pulling back, four more rushed over their fallen brothers. The paladin was quicker, using the full weight of his hammer. Bones splintered and armor cracked as their skeletal remains were taken apart. Thorrin took another step back as a wave of undead appeared from the fog. Several skeletons charged Emma. Fingers curled into a fist, she smashed them with powerful punches and when one or two moved in closer, her elbows smashed into them, pulverizing their remains into dust. 
 
    Thorrin grunted as he smashed in one skull after the other. The numbers of undead seemed to only grow. Emma whipped her fists and legs around in a dance of destruction. Her movements were fluid like a dancer as skeletons burst from her strikes. Arrows soared through the mist. Thorrin put his arm up as several arrows bounced off his armor. Emma whirled around dodging several arrows before one sunk into her thigh. The dragon didn’t make a sound as she continued to fight bare handed as if nothing had happened. 
 
    “Pull back! They’re just going to wear us down!” Thorrin commanded. 
 
    The paladin and dragon continued to fight off the horde of skeletons as they back peddled to an opening. When a wave was decimated, the two turned and darted for the opening. Armored skeletons pressed on, their moans filling the area with bone chilling pain. Decayed arrows appeared, stabbing into trees and the mist covered earth. Another arrow struck Emma in the back shoulder blade. This time she grunted. Thorrin took hold of her waist and carried her along as they ran. 
 
    Dark shadows followed as the two charged through the thick fog. Thorrin couldn’t see anything but Emma stared out, eyes drinking in every detail beyond the white veil. 
 
    “Turn left!” Emma directed. 
 
    Thorrin followed suit. On they ran until she shouted to turn right and then left again, each time they passed a large standing stone. The shadows fell further and further back as the two darted along. After several minutes, the mist parted and a large stone mound loomed into view.  
 
    Thorrin skidded to a halt, still holding Emma by the waist. The two looked up at the mound, a stone door at the base. Archaic runes covered the gray mound as the stone door stood slightly ajar. The paladin tried to drink in the details but the stench of death was everywhere, clouding his thoughts. Hand slipping from Emma’s waist, the paladin stepped closer, inspecting the runes. 
 
    “This has to be it,” Thorrin said in a light whisper. 
 
    Emma turned and stared at the mist behind them, “They’re getting closer.” 
 
    The paladin reached up and took hold of the stone door. Muscles bulging, he pulled with all his might. The door moved but only a few inches. Thorrin grunted as he tried again, this time Emma appeared next to him and took hold of the door. The stone door shifted open and dusty air greeted them. Emma stepped through the threshold with wide eyes. Thorrin turned to see shadows once again in the mist. Taking the dragon’s lead, he followed. Fingers curled around the edge and with some effort managed to close the heavy stone door behind him. 
 
    Darkness filled the tunnel with only the faint light from the door’s outline behind them. Emma raised a hand and a ball of glowing light appeared. Putting down her hand, the ball of light remained over her shoulder, pushing back the inky darkness. The dragon took steady steps forward. Thorrin looked to the door and then to Emma’s back. Hammer still in hand, he followed the dragon, deeper into the heart of the runic mound.  
 
    The corridor continued on for moments before it opened into a chamber. Inside, skeletal statues held up the ceiling with boney hands. The pillars lined the room as a stone sarcophagus stood in the middle. Runes lined the inside walls and along the stone floor. Emma took a step in, her booted foot causing the runes on the floor to glow with purple light. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Thorrin said as he stayed at the entrance. 
 
    Emma continued on, ignoring the paladin as she approached the sarcophagus and stood before it. Drinking in every rune, her heart fluttered with caged excitement. Thorrin eyed her and noticed the arrow shafts still buried in her thigh and shoulder. Having a bad feeling, he stepped in behind her. The runes across the chamber glowed brighter. 
 
    “Let me pull the arrows out so I can heal you,” Thorrin said as his heart thumped in his chest.  
 
    Emma kept her gaze steady on the stone crypt, “You have any idea what we found?” 
 
    “The source of the undead,” the paladin said with half humor and half caution. 
 
    Emma nodded, “Not just that. We found something lost for hundreds of years. I had no idea they buried one of them this far north of the road.” 
 
    “Emma, pull out the arrows so I can heal you. Then we can talk about whatever dead thing is in there.” 
 
    The dragon woman continued to gaze like she was possessed. Hand reaching up, she pulled the arrow from her thigh. A drop of blood went with it, falling to the floor and splashing against a glowing rune. The arrow clattered next to it. Reaching up again, she pulled the arrow in her shoulder free. It too fell to the stone floor with a clatter. Thorrin moved closer, ready to heal the dragon’s wounds when his eyes fell to the arrows on the floor. Steaming blood seethed and slipped into rune grooves. The purple light gobbled up the dragon blood, turning from purple to red. Looking up, the paladin could see all the runes shift their color from purple to red until the whole chamber glowed with red light. 
 
    “Shit,” Thorrin growled. 
 
    Emma ran a finger across the crypt, “They were myths since my childhood. I never thought I would ever find one. They were the boogey men to keep young dragons good. They taught us about them in school, their power nearly unmatched in a time of war.”     
 
    “I’m sure it’s fascinating but I think your blood activated something. I’ll heal you and then we should try to get out of here.” 
 
    Emma pulled her finger away, “We can’t leave. I have to destroy it before it awakens.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the glowing red runes, mind gearing up for something to come next. “Emma, this feels real bad. Let’s get out of here and talk about it.” 
 
    The dragon reached up and took hold of the stone lid. Muscles barely bulging, Emma lifted up the heavy lid and tossed it aside. The stone lid shattered into dozens of pieces across the floor. Thorrin stood beside Emma as they gazed down into the billowing century’s old dust. As it settled, black armor gleamed in the light. A white skull and neck bones appeared at the neck of the armor, jaw closed and empty eye sockets staring at nothing. A double-bladed axe lay on its chest, white bone fingers curled around the shaft. Lines of red rose up along the sides of the sarcophagus, bending up over the side and flowing into the crypt. 
 
    Emma raised a hand, energy pouring forth, curling and straightening into a glowing blade of purple fire. Hand shaking, she raised the blade up, the point centered on the dead thing’s armored chest. 
 
    “You will not rise to haunt us.” Emma said as her voice cracked. 
 
    Thorrin could see the real fear in her eyes. Hammer in hand; he readied to help drive the point down. The air grew thick with death. Emma firmed up her shoulders as she steadied herself. 
 
    “Now now little dragon, remember the stories, it will take more than that to stop me…..”  
 
    Emma brought the blade point down hard, fear driving her to strike. A skeletal hand blinked over the dead thing’s chest, fingers curled around the glowing blade of fire, an inch from its armored chest. Emma cried out as Thorrin lifted his hammer and struck the hilt of her blade with all his might. The fire blade moved a half inch closer but not more than that. 
 
    “Valiant attempt…..valiant indeed….” the sinister voice echoed through the chamber. 
 
    The dragon woman and paladin stared down in horror as veins snaked up along the neck, along the jaw line and over the skull. Muscles bloomed into view as veins webbed over them. Gray skin filled in the gaps and eventually covered muscles and veins. Black hair sprouted along the head and down along the ears. Eyes rose up from dark sockets and lids appeared, closing down over them. Flesh rose up around the hand holding the blade as nails grew into place. 
 
    Emma pulled back, her blade vanishing from sight. Thorrin stayed by her side as they took several steps back. The dragon’s eyes were the size of saucers as the dead thing in the crypt moved and then sat up. Thorrin stared as his hand clutched his hammer in a tight grip. 
 
    The transformation finished as a gray skinned man smiled back at the dragon and paladin. Standing up, he lazily held his war axe to his side. With a small hop, he cleared the edge and landed on the dusty floor. The glowing runes pulsed all around. The man’s sideburns framed his gaunt face and wicked smirk. Dark eyes looked to Thorrin and Emma and back to Thorrin. 
 
    “Mad Morgan….” Emma whispered with an edge of terror. 
 
    “And here I thought the world had forgotten me,” Mad Morgan leered. 
 
    “Emma?” Thorrin said as he slightly bent his knees. 
 
    “He….he is one of the eight….He’s a monster….” Emma stared with wide eyes. 
 
    Thorrin’s brow hardened, “If he is awake then this is his weakest moment. We have to attack now!” 
 
     “Thorrin….I….” Emma trailed off. 
 
    “Shit!” The paladin cursed as he launched himself at the black armored man. 
 
    Mad Morgan shifted his stance as Thorrin came at him. Battle axe swinging up, the player barely dodged the axe blade. Knee’s bending further, the player lowered his body as low as he could while still on his feet. Hammer swinging, it struck the side of Mad Morgan’s armored knee. The force was enough to cause his opponent to shift his stance again to stay balanced. The axe blade stopped mid swing and changed direction. Thorrin slammed his hammer into the Mad Morgan’s side before the axe came down. Thorrin’s eyes went wide as his whole body was lifted up and thrown from the sheer force of the blow. Spiraling, the paladin crashed into a wall and slid to the stone floor.  
 
    Thorrin rolled back onto his boots, hit points draining down to 40 percent. Channeling his wisdom into protection, the paladin’s armor rating went up as did a glowing aura. Emma snapped out of her trance as Thorrin charged. Legs moving, she was at the paladin’s side as they rushed the undead man. Mad Morgan continued to smirk as his body moved, dodging their strikes. Emma’s hand went out, purple fire blade reforming. Mad Morgan’s black axe sparked against the fire blade and the paladin’s hammer. Back peddling, he laughed as he kept their strikes at bay. Thorrin couldn’t believe how agile the dead man was as he swung around the heavy axe. Armor clanged and clanked as blade, hammer and axe sang out from each blocked blow.  
 
    “You will not leave this crypt, Dread Lord!” Emma shouted with battle lust. 
 
    “Little dragon, it’s already too late,” The Dread Lord said in a calm and relaxed tone. 
 
    The double bladed axe swung up and came down on a slant. Thorrin could see the dread lord was aiming for Emma’s neck. The point of the dragon’s blade was going for Mad Morgan’s chest. Time slowed down as Thorrin realized that even if she makes contact, the axe will cleave her down the middle. Arm reaching out, Thorrin tried to block the axe before it made contact. There was no fear or second guessing as he exposed himself. His only thought was to deflect the axe any way he could. Emma’s eyes shifted as she glanced up. The axe was coming down as Mad Morgan gave a razor smile. Thorrin’s armored arm went up before her face. A black blade bit down into virtual metal, flesh, muscle and bone. The fire blade punctured Mad Morgan’s chest, cracking armor and the point poking out of his back. Thorrin watched in horror as his arm was separated at the elbow. Still pushing, his stump knocked the axe blade from its intended target. 
 
    Mad Morgan stumbled backwards, axe blade swinging down to the floor. Emma cried out as she let go of the fire blade, imbedded in the dread lord’s chest. Thorrin lost all feeling in his arm as it went spiraling through the air, hitting the wall and landing with a thud. There was no pain but the shock of the act caused instinct to take over. The player clutched at his elbow as he looked to his severed hand and arm lying feet away. 
 
    The dread lord reached up with his free hand and pulled the fire blade from his chest. Smiling, he flicked the blade at Emma. Thorrin was still partially in front of her, raising his hammer, the blade struck it and exploded into a bright flash. The blow was enough the hurl the paladin into Emma. Both dragon and player spilled onto the floor. 
 
    “Impressive. You are indeed a smart one, Paladin. Attacking me now was truly in your favor. But even now, you are not strong enough to defeat me.” 
 
    Thorrin turned onto his stomach and began crawling toward his severed limb. There was little blood but the player told himself over and over again that it was just a game. Emma sat up; horror paralyzing her as she stared at Morgan’s heaving form. 
 
    “Crawl to your limb. Crawl like the worm you are,” The dread lord taunted. 
 
    Thorrin ignored him as he readied his healing ability. 
 
    “I can destroy both of you but what fun is that. The thirst of combat is all I desire. You two shall be my appetizer before the main course.” 
 
    Mad Morgan closed his eyes, lips curled into an evil grin, “The town has grown since my time here. They will be my first new soldiers, heralding my return to Lukken. Thank you, paladin, for making my reawakening so exciting.” 
 
    Thorrin reached out and took hold of the limb. Pressing the meaty end to his elbow, he channeled his healing into it. Veins reached out and connected before pulling the arm onto the elbow. The skin reached out and connected. When Thorrin’s wisdom points reached zero, his arm was fully reconnected. Taking a quick inventory of his stats, he saw that he was at 15 percent of his hit points. 
 
    The player rose to his feet. Continuing to ignore the dread lord, he walked over to Emma and lifted her to her feet. The dragon woman was silent, eyes looking down. Curling his healed arm around her, he pulled her to the tunnel they came in. Reaching down, he scooped up his hammer and hooked it to his belt. 
 
    “It’s okay Emma, I have you,” Thorrin said in a soothing voice. He knew they couldn’t take on a dread lord. The player decided to put as much distance between them and Mad Morgan as they could. 
 
    “You are right to flee,” Mad Morgan laughed. “Go and tell the town of Apple Shire that Mad Morgan is coming. I will rape their corpses and raise them again to do my bidding! They will know the joy of servitude in my army! Tell them for a Dread Lord walks again the lands of Lukken!” 
 
    “Emma, I will protect you,” Thorrin reassured the stunned the dragon as they walked down the tunnel. 
 
    Emma clutched at him, eyes lost to childhood horrors. Burying her face into his neck, the paladin held her close as they walked to the stone entrance. Gloomy light poured in as the door was open. Thorrin stepped out with Emma close, armored skeletons to each side of them, forming an empty path. 
 
    “Let them go. They will bring my message to Lukken before they join your ranks,” said Morgan’s deep voice from behind. 
 
    Thorrin ignored everything. His mission now was to get Emma out of there in one piece. Empty eye sockets stared silently as the paladin and dragon walked down the path. The sun lowered further in the cloudy sky, shadows growing longer as evening approached from the east. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
    Light faded from the sky. Thorrin kept his focus as he walked. Hit points and wisdom regenerated slowly but his mind was on Emma. The green haired dragon woman could not keep the terrible stare from her eyes. She clung to him for dear life as they walked through the forest. The mist had parted and the dark sky opened on. Orange light touched the tops of trees as the sun slowly sunk behind the horizon. The paladin’s mind spun as he tried to come up with solutions. 
 
    “You can let go of me,” Emma said in small voice. 
 
    The paladin released his grip but the pair continued to walk. Shame colored Emma’s eyes as they walked. A quiet defeat wrapped around the pair as they moved through the forest, evening’s touch caressing their wounded prides. 
 
    “Thank you for….” Thorrin cut her off. 
 
    “Don’t mention it. It would be wrong to get upset at someone when they’re having a hard time.” 
 
    Emma looked away, “I thought I was stronger than I was. It’s a bitter seed to swallow.” 
 
    “We all have those moments. If you dwell on it, it’s going to stop you from doing better things.” 
 
    “If you didn’t get me out of there, he would have…..” 
 
    “I don’t even want to think what he would do. I assume he’s called Mad Morgan for a reason.” 
 
    Emma nodded, “His name is Morgan Blythe, one of the eight Dread Lords.” 
 
    “I assume that’s not the name of the band,” Thorrin smiled, trying to keep it light. 
 
    Emma continued as she clearly didn’t get the reference, “Dread Lords are paladins that have fallen deep into darkness. They lost any shred of light in their spirits and only serve to extinguish all life. They were feared and hunted nearly to extinction. The last eight either went into hiding or were sealed away in crypts, their locations lost to time.” 
 
    Thorrin kept his gaze forward as they walked, “We both know that is not true.” 
 
    Emma turned her head to the paladin, an annoyed expression curling around her eyes. “I’m only telling you what I know from my childhood.” 
 
    Thorrin stopped walking, his head hanging forward, “Emma, I understand you have secrets you wish to keep. I find it hard to believe that three dragons just showed up as a battalion of trolls was making their way through the forest. You’re not telling me something and normally that would be fine but now things just got a lot worse. 
 
    “Mad Morgan is going to rise up and slaughter everyone in Apple Shire. I’m not strong enough to take him on. Please tell me anything you know so we can fight him on better terms.” 
 
    Emma crossed her arms but kept her gaze steady on Thorrin, “I’m not the only one keeping secrets. You seem like you’re out for truth and justice but you never mentioned anything about the three trolls you were protecting.” 
 
    Thorrin turned his head up and stared back at Emma, shoulders sagging. “I didn’t bring that up because dragons and trolls obviously don’t get along. They are Lust Slaves and looking for protection from their masters. They are leaving the south so they can find a better life in the north.” 
 
    Emma turned her head sideways, sticking out her chin, “You should have put them to death when you had the chance. Their kind are abominations and should be burned to ash.” 
 
    “Death clearly isn’t the answer. If it was, then we wouldn’t have a Dread Lord problem right now. I’m sure both sides have done horrible things to each other but now we have to work together to stop this threat.” 
 
    Emma’s hands fell to her sides, fingers curling into fists, “Terrible things! They have taken the Middle Kingdoms! They have enslaved or killed any who do not bend a knee to their might. Their sins run deep and can never be forgiven!” 
 
    The dragon woman turned away, “The atrocities they committed can never go unpunished. Before the first war, trolls lived, worked and loved in the cities to the North. They held many stations and were seen as equals in dragon society. It was a blissful era of love between the races. 
 
    “When the humans arrived, my kind wanted to add the humans to their cities. We were fascinated. The light of all three races shined as powerful as the sun. For a short time, a new level of peace filled Lukken. All races benefited and a golden age had come but slowly the trolls grew jealous. They tried deceit and false claims, trying to push away the humans and keep things the way it was. 
 
    “War began but we were dealt a terrible blow first,” Emma’s eyes watered. 
 
    Thorrin remained silent as Emma wiped away a small tear. 
 
    “Trolls were often employed to care for our eggs in rookeries. They ensured the eggs were warm and protected. When tensions were high, a group of trolls entered the rookeries and…….” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes widened as Emma tried to keep her demeanor calm.  
 
    “Hundreds of baby dragons would never see the skies. For the first time in dragon history, my calm ancestors flew into a rage. Many of the troll cities were burned to the ground but it was too late. The southern kingdoms had grown in might, knowing that war was coming. They fought off the first few waves before time settled and Lukken had changed.” 
 
    Thorrin stepped closer, wanting to reach out to comfort the dragon but when he was within inches, he hesitated. 
 
    “Wasn’t that a thousand years ago? You can’t blame every troll for what happened lifetimes ago.” 
 
    Emma turned, a fire glowing in her eyes, “My kind live a long time. There are dragon lords who remember that fateful night. The pain is still very real and it is my duty to ensure anything like that never happens again.” 
 
    Thorrin put up his hands at chest level, “I’m sorry for what your race has gone through. It was a terrible act but there must come a time where enough is enough.” 
 
    “My older relatives have grown complacent but many of my generation wish to ensure the trolls never reach the North again. The fall of the middle kingdoms was a wakeup call. The elders wish to come up with strategies but they are slow to act. We will never let the trolls take us by surprise again!”   
 
    Thorrin turned away and began walking. Thoughts rose and fell with the tides of his mind. The day was already a long one and things were going from bad to worse. Glancing back, Emma walked a few feet behind him, eyes pointed down. The player felt tired and unsure what to do next. He could simply leave and let the whole thing sort itself out but deep down, he knew he could never go through with something like that. For a game, it was getting surprisingly dark but he knew there had to be a way out. He couldn’t believe that there was no solution to the problem. If this was reality, history is filled with stories were normal people were slaughtered with no savior. But here he knew that some way he would overcome. 
 
    “I know a farm not too far from here. We can go there and see if they will let us stay the night,” Thorrin said with an even tone. 
 
    Emma simply nodded. The pair walked on as stars shined high in the clear night sky. After another hour, lights could be seen in the distance. Thorrin checked his 2D map and smiled as a pulsating dot indicated Saldor’s farm. Emerging from the tree line, the familiar home and barn stood, star light illuminating path before them. 
 
    Thorrin and Emma walked down the path to the front gate. Smoke billowed up the fireplace as lanterns glowed behind windows. The paladin unhooked the gate and stepped inside with Emma close behind. The metal creaked as he closed it. Relief washing over the player, he looked forward to seeing the nice family and maybe be able to get some rest in their home. 
 
    Stepping onto their porch, the paladin glanced to a window on his right. The living room glowed with comfort until a shadow moved. Emma stepped onto the porch as Thorrin walked along the porch to the window a few feet away. The paladin turned and looked into the lit home. Shock slammed into his heart as he saw Saldor, his wife and daughter on the couch, bound and gagged. They struggled in their binds, Saldor trying to say something to someone across from him. 
 
    Thorrin’s heart beat with untold power as he turned. Boots echoing off the wooden porch, Emma took a step back as the paladin turned and rammed his shoulder into the front door, hammer in hand. The door exploded off its hinges and hit the floor. Thorrin was already inside, eyes wide and taking in the scene before him. 
 
    Saldor and his family were tied up on couch by the fireplace, the table opposite from them held three figures, an elf and two trolls. Vass looked up with a dagger in her hand, a smile blooming on her lips. Melina and Pyke sat, shoulders sagging and a worried expression in their blue brows. Fire light danced as Vass took her boots off the table and stood up. 
 
    “Thorrin! So good to see you!” Vass said with glee. 
 
    “What THE FUCK!” Thorrin shouted as he stormed in. 
 
    “We were just going to spend the night here before moving on. The farmer here wouldn’t guarantee he could keep his mouth shut so I had too….” Vass trailed off as Thorrin stepped past her and knelt down before Saldor, hands reaching for the ropes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Vass said as she walked over. 
 
    “Freeing them!” Thorrin couldn’t keep the anger from his voice. 
 
    Vass eyed him and smirked, “You know they’re not real. You can do whatever you want to them. I would have killed them but I still have bounties on my head and its getting expensive.” 
 
    Thorrin managed to untie one rope when Emma stepped through the doorway. The dragon woman drank in the scene. The two trolls looked to her and immediately cringed in their seats. Emma’s brow formed a sharp V as a purple fire blade emerged from her hand. Thorrin turned his head and looked past the elf to see the chaotic rage well up and control Emma’s movements. Armor plates emerged along the dragon woman’s skin as horns appeared on her forehead. A scaled tail unfurled as boots disappeared and were replaced by reptilian feet and long talons. 
 
    Melina and Pyke stood up, stepping back with fear in their eyes. Emma stalked forward with predator eyes. The kitchen door swung open and a blue skinned troll in leather armor stepped out. Talisa’s fingers curled around the dagger hilt at her hip and drew the blade. Emma in her half dragon form turned her eyes to the dark haired troll. Talisa bent her knees, dagger at the ready. Both women stared holes into each other before bodies exploded into action. 
 
    Thorrin was already on his feet and turning as the dragon and troll crossed the room instantly. Emma lashed out with her fire blade but Talisa side stepped it and spun. A blue hand closed around Emma’s wrist, propelling her forward. Talisa brought her knee up, driving it deep into Emma’s stomach. The power was enough to bend Emma in half, forcing all the air out of her lungs. Thorrin was nearly to them when Talisa drove the dagger down, aiming for Emma’s spine. The half dragon curled a leg up like a scorpion’s tail, slamming her heel against Talisa’s wrist. The dagger was knocked from her hand, spun through the air, missing Vass’s head by inches and imbedding into wall by the fireplace. 
 
    “Hey! Watch it!” Vass shouted. 
 
     Emma turned her body and pulled back her arm only to find resistance. The troll held fast as she redirected the dragon’s body with a twist of her hand. Emma growled as she lowered her center of gravity. Talisa kept her concentration as she drove her knee into the Emma’s stomach once again. This time it did not connect for Emma shifted her weight onto one foot and slammed her other foot into Talisa’s knee. The troll barked out a sliver of pain as she was forced to let go. Emma capitalized on it by staying low and launching herself, flaming blade in hand. 
 
    Thorrin was airborne, crashing into Emma when she was inches away from the troll. The paladin took hold as they hit the ground.  
 
    “Emma stop!” Thorrin yelled. 
 
    The dragon woman curled fingers into the collar of his armor, lifted the paladin up and threw him. Thorrin cursed himself as his body landed on the table, splintering it to chunks of woods. Emma was back to her clawed feet, serpent eyes on the black haired troll. Talisa kept her ground as the dragon growled and charged. Saldor watched as Talisa dodged each incoming swing of the fire blade. Emma’s rage caused her moves to grow sloppy as she tried again and again to land a blow. The troll dodged left and moved in. Fingers curled around Emma’s throat and belt. The dragon woman cried out as Talisa lifted her up and threw her toward the entrance.  
 
    Emma’s arm and legs went wide, trying to catch herself but instead, her body went through the doorway, shattering the left side of the frame. Talisa looked over to Thorrin who was slowly sitting up. Stepping over, she bent down and picked up a table leg. 
 
    “Talisa, stop!” Thorrin managed as he saw he lost a few hit points. 
 
    The raven haired troll ignored him as she hefted the thick table leg and walked toward the smashed entrance. Thorrin was to his feet and chasing after her while Vass looked on with a huge grin on her face. 
 
    “Now this is a party!” Vass said as she followed, eager to watch. 
 
    The half dragon woman was too her feet, tail snaking back and forth. Talisa stepped down off the porch, table leg turned club in her blue hands. Thorrin was at the entrance when the dragon and troll crashed into each other. Talisa dodged strike after strike as madness colored Emma’s vision. The dragon took a forward step and her hip was greeted by Talisa’s club. Stumbling, Emma tried to regain her footing as the troll rained down attacks. Harsh thuds could be heard as the club hit scaled skin again and again. Emma sliced upward. Talisa pulled back only to see her club fall in half. Taking the half she had, she threw it at Emma. The dragon batted it away as she advanced on the now weaponless troll. 
 
    Talisa remained cool as Emma reared up and charged. Thorrin appeared between them, hand grabbing Emma’s wrist with her flaming blade held high. Talisa took the advantage by bringing her fist around Thorrin and punching Emma in the ribs.  
 
    “STOP!” Thorrin commanded. 
 
    Talisa brought back her fist and slammed knuckles into Emma’s bruised ribcage. The dragon whipped her tail around and slashed it across Talisa’s thigh. The troll grunted as blood welled up from the open wound. Even with Thorrin between them, the dragon and troll continued to rain down attacks around him, eager to spill blood. 
 
    A spark went off in Thorrin. Flashes of memories stormed his mind as he remembered how his sisters fought all the time, how he would try all he could to stop them from beating each other senseless. Nerves flared as his shouts fell on deaf ears. They did not attack him but continued their barrage with the player in the middle. Something in Thorrin snapped. 
 
    The paladin raised his boot and slammed into Talisa’s stomach. The troll stumbled back with a bewildered expression. The same boot swung underneath him and planted on Emma’s chest. The dragon woman’s eyes went wide as she was thrown backwards, landing on her rump. The troll bent her knees and charged, curving her steps so she would move around the paladin. Thorrin shifted his weight, driving it into Talisa’s side, sending her off balance. The troll’s foot slipped from under her and she crashed into the dirt. 
 
    Emma launched into the air, fire blade in hand and eyes burning with murder. Thorrin unhooked his hammer and brought it up with all his might. The metal hammer struck Emma squarely in the chest. The momentum was enough to send her sideways and crashing onto the ground, feet from the fallen troll. The two looked to each other and raised their fist and sword to crash into each other until they stopped short. Thorrin’s hammer landed between them, sending dirt into their faces and stinging their eyes. Fire blade faded from view. Talisa and Emma rubbed their eyes as Thorrin stepped between them and picked up his hammer. When they blinked the dust and dirt away, they both looked up to the paladin’s grim face. 
 
    “This stops now!” Thorrin growled. 
 
    The troll and dragon looked to each other and then back up to the paladin as his grip tightened on the handle of his hammer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nine 
 
    “Thank you Paladin,” Saldor said after the gag was removed. 
 
    Thorrin gave a weak smile as he stood up. Shella and Nyta stood off to Saldor’s right. The four of them were by the fireplace while across the room, Vass and the trolls took one corner and Emma stood in another corner across from them. The room boiled as Talisa and Emma stared daggers into each other. 
 
    “I’m sorry you experienced this. I had no idea they would come here,” Thorrin apologized. 
 
    Saldor rubbed his wrists and shot a glance at Vass who was sitting in a chair, her boots on the wall, “You keep strange company.” 
 
    Thorrin followed the farmer’s glance and let out a sigh, “Yes I do.” 
 
    “That was exciting,” Vass grinned. 
 
    Thorrin turned on her, “What the hell are you doing here? I thought you were on your way to Talon Guard!” 
 
    Emma eyed Talisa, “You’re going to Talon Guard? Even those dragons will not save you once the other lords and ladies hear of this!” 
 
    “I don’t fear you or any other dragon. Let them come!” Talisa spit back. 
 
    “Ladies, shut it!” Thorrin snapped and then turned his attention to Vass. 
 
    The elf put her feet down and looked to the paladin with mock soulful eyes, “We needed a place to crash for the night. This place was as good as any.” 
 
    “You and I need to talk,” Thorrin turned his attention to Emma. “The trolls are under my protection. I saved you from the Dread Lord so if honor means anything to you, leave them alone and do not report about them.” 
 
    Emma crossed her arms and looked away. 
 
    Thorrin looked to Talisa, “I meant was I said. You and your fellow trolls are under my protection but only if you don’t attack each other.” 
 
    Talisa eyed Emma with half closed eyes, “And if she breaks her word?” 
 
    “My word is my bond you piece of troll trash!” Emma snapped back. 
 
    “Ladies! Please! One problem at a time. Can I leave you both for a moment while I talk to the elf?” 
 
    Talisa and Emma looked away from each other but didn’t make a sound. 
 
    “That sounds like a yes,” Thorrin put in there. 
 
    “I will keep them honest and call out to you if something is brewing,” Saldor said as he moved between them. 
 
    “Thank you,” Thorrin bowed his head before glaring at Vass. 
 
    The elf stood up and waltzed to the broken doorway. The paladin followed. A moment later they were at the foot of the small steps. Thorrin glanced inside to make sure they were keeping their words. Saldor nodded back and it seemed they were not taking any action toward each other. 
 
    Thorrin turned to the rogue, “Can you not act like yourself in the game?” 
 
    “I thought the whole point was to act any way I like.” 
 
    “Maybe but I’m trying to help this town. We ran into something deep in the forest.” 
 
    “You mean the Dread Lord, I’ve heard the term used a few times in my travels. Weird that you found one this far north of the road.” 
 
    “You know about them?” 
 
    Vass gave a sly nod, “Only what I heard. They’re some powerful ex-paladins and they mean trouble. Trolls are offering up rewards to anyone you can find any scrap of information on them. My contacts briefed me on it after the run in with the troll army you were fighting.” 
 
    “So this runs pretty deep. Here I thought I was just on a small quest to save a town. Now I feel like bigger things are happening.” 
 
    “So your girlfriend couldn’t roast the dread lord? She seemed like she could fight until Talisa started kicking her ass.” 
 
    Thorrin rubbed his small blonde beard, “It’s complicated.” 
 
    “Well if it’s really complicated then we need to get moving.” 
 
    Thorrin shook his head, “I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    Vass gave him an incredulous look, “You can’t be serious?” 
 
    “Yes, I am serious. His name is Mad Morgan and he is coming here. I need to warn the people and try to get them out of here.” 
 
    “Don’t be an idiot! Come with me to Talon Guard. We can drop off the trolls and split the reward. Even if this Mad Morgan comes through and kills everyone, they will re-spawn sometime later. You don’t have to be a hero here, save it for another time.” 
 
    Anger flared under Thorrin’s skin, “That’s your problem; you never tackle anything head on. Once it gets difficult, you run and hide behind excuses.” 
 
    “What’s up your ass? This is supposed to be fun. You’re supposed to be fucking your brains out. Not spending your time protecting a lost cause.” 
 
    “Maybe I want to fight for something instead of fucking my brains out. If you were a little less selfish, you’d know that.” 
 
    Vass stepped closer, looking up into Thorrin’s eyes, “Stop ruining this for me.” 
 
    “No. Instead of hiding, you should be talking to the police. What the fuck did you do that girl?” 
 
    The elf’s lip curved downward before her hand lashed upward. The slap was loud but Thorrin continued to look down at the elf, eyes unmoving and brow furled. 
 
    “You piece of shit! I didn’t do anything to her! She OD’ed and it’s not my fault! How can you even think I would do something that shitty to another person!” 
 
    Thorrin clenched his jaw, “You sold her the pills. I’ve seen you when you get pissed at people. I’ve seen it in the whole family.” 
 
    Vass’s eyes watered as she punched Thorrin against his armored chest, “You think me or the family is capable of doing that! Now you want me to go the police. They’ll lock me up! Even if I come clean, I have priors. They won’t care. I’m not going to go to jail like Aunt Sophia! I didn’t do anything wrong!” 
 
    Thorrin stared as Vass grew more unhinged. Shoulders shook and she fought back the tears. In their youth, he remembered only one other time where she was this upset and it was when the family cat died. Vanessa was always strong but she broke down when Tiffany died on the bathroom floor. She had escaped and spent a few nights in the middle of winter on the streets. She came back, sick. Vanessa watched over her, feeding her with an eye dropper and soft cat food on a spoon. Tiffany licked the spoon and seemed happy to know she was there. Luis remembered even though he was only eight at the time, staring from the bathroom doorway. When morning came, Tiffany had passed and Vanessa cried for a whole day. It was the only time she showed weakness and she hadn’t shown it again until now. 
 
    The paladin reached out and embraced the dark haired elf. Vass sobbed as she hugged him back. Long moments ticked away. 
 
    “Vanessa…I…” Thorrin began. 
 
    Vass pulled away, “No, fuck you! The trolls are your baggage now. You take care of them! I’m fucking out of here! Stay and get killed over and over again! You need to learn that fucking lesson!” 
 
    Thorrin stood helplessly as Vass turned and began walking away. 
 
    The elf turned her head when she was ten feet away, “Oh and that dragon bitch with you belongs to some secret dragon cult called the Sun Drinkers. That’s why they showed up. They hunt and exterminate trolls and anyone helping them. Good luck with that!” 
 
    The player watched as Vass walked into the darken forest and melted into the shadows. Standing for a long moment, Thorrin simply stared on. Death in the game didn’t bother him but with images of everyone in the house dying unnerved him. Somehow their plight got under his skin. Nothing sat well with him and he knew he had to do the right thing or he couldn’t forgive himself. Like ghosts, would it hurt if he saw them re-spawned? Would they be the same? Would they remember him or how he tried to save them?  
 
    Turning from the shadows, the paladin walked back to the house and stepped inside. Everyone seemed like they were on their best behavior but the seething hatred was still plain between Talisa and Emma. Ignoring their looks, the player began speaking about what happened in the forest. Saldor and his family were all ears. Soon Melina and Pyke were engrossed in the story. Emma and Talisa stopped staring holes into each other and turned to hear Thorrin speak. When everyone was caught up, the air seemed that much heavier. 
 
    The paladin let out a sigh as he turned to Talisa, “Vass has given up on your contract. She will not be taking to Talon Guard.” 
 
    Melina looked to Thorrin with wide eyes, “What are we going to do? How are we going to escape?” 
 
    Thorrin looked to the troll and smirked, “I’ll take over and get all three of you to Talon Guard after I stop Mad Morgan. I give you my word.” 
 
    A rush of relief spilled into Melina and Pyke’s face. Talisa gazed at the paladin, her own brow easing back.  
 
    “We have to alert the town about the Dread Lord,” Saldor said as he rubbed his chin. “I don’t know what we can do but they must know.” 
 
    “Your town will never stand a chance against a Dread Lord,” Emma said simply. 
 
    Thorrin tried to keep the doubt from his eyes as he remained silent. He knew the solution, he had to attain faith but so far he hadn’t figured out exactly how to do it. The situation was far from romantic and seeing the fear and dread in their eyes only drove home how helpless they really were. 
 
    The apple farmer looked around to all the lost souls and to his family, “I think running off to tell the town at this time of night will only make things worse. We can tell them tomorrow. For tonight, you are all guests.” 
 
    All heads turned up and looked to the kind gaze of the farmer. 
 
    Saldor continued, “We don’t have much room. I would have to ask Talisa and her fellow trolls to sleep in the barn. There is a loft and fresh hay down. It should be warm and comfortable in there.” 
 
    “You would still have us, after what happened before?” Talisa asked with a soft tone. 
 
    Saldor smiled, “The elf was the one who tied us up and since she isn’t returning, it saves me the trouble of throwing her out. I know how difficult it must be for you, running from those who would take you back to a life of servitude. No creature in Lukken should ever be a slave.” 
 
    Talisa bowed her head, “Thank you for your hospitality. It will not be forgotten.” 
 
    The farmer bowed his head. When he stood up, he turned to Emma, “To have a dragon in our home is truly a blessing. We have a spare bedroom you can have for the night.” 
 
    A small smile appeared on Emma’s lips, “Thank you kind sir.” 
 
    “It’s the least we can do since your kind will bring us luck and hopefully a swift end to the war.” 
 
    Saldor stepped over to Thorrin and clasped a hand on the paladin’s shoulder, “Will you speak with me for a moment?” 
 
    Thorrin stood immediately and nodded. Together the farmer and paladin stepped through the ruined doorway and onto the patch of earth in front of Saldor’s home. The stars twinkled in the sky like diamonds against a black canvas. 
 
    “I’ve seen the look you’re carrying, a man who must fight an impossible battle. My grandfather told me stories of his great battles and great loves.” 
 
    Thorrin stared blankly at the apple farmer, “Thank you but I’m not sure….” 
 
    Saldor cut him off, “Knights have their concubines, rogues steal hearts, clerics heal with their bodies but paladins require faith.” Saldor said with a sly smirk. 
 
    Thorrin raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Thorrin, you are strong but it is clear you must become stronger. Why don’t you escort the trolls to the barn, I will make sure your dragon is comfortable in my home and keep her out of trouble.” 
 
    Thorrin felt a rush of heat to his cheeks, “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Don’t say anything and let nature take its course,” Saldor said with a small laugh. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ten 
 
    Thorrin walked with a lantern in his hand and uncertainty in his heart. Three trolls followed, eyes looking from side to side as if ready for any kind of ambush. The paladin calmed his nerves with a soothing inhale and then exhale. The air seemed cleaner, pure even. The player lost track of his thoughts as he again wondered how a virtual world could seem so real.  
 
    Reaching the barn door, the paladin handed the lantern to Talisa. Hands took hold of the bar and pulled. The door slid easily and Thorrin was greeted with a wave of warmth. Stepping inside, Pyke was last as he took hold of the door and pulled it shut behind him. 
 
    The barn was of good size. Several stalls lined one side and two horses stood, eyes closed and lost to dreams. The rest of the barn was empty save for stalls with fresh hay, a ladder and a loft with golden, softer looking hay practically hanging off the side. The warmth was cozy and the air held minimal odor. With relaxed nerves, the paladin took the lantern and hooked it on a nearby wooden pillar. 
 
    Melina and Pyke nearly hopped like young children to the ladder, eyes wide and small smiles. Melina climbed first with Pyke close behind. Thorrin watched as they made it up to the loft. Standing up, they fell back with open arms into the golden hay, a small giggle spilling from Melina’s lips. 
 
    “Sleeping in the forest has been hard over the last two weeks,” Talisa said with a faint smile. 
 
    “A good night’s sleep is probably what everyone needs right about now,” Thorrin returned the smile 
 
    The troll eyed the blonde haired paladin, “What do you need, Paladin?” Talisa asked with sly innocence. 
 
    Thorrin looked to the beautiful raven haired troll. Standing at six feet five inches, she had the paladin beat by four. Even though she stood taller than him, her strong demeanor seemed to change and she appeared smaller, a little more exposed. Eyes taking in her beautiful hour glass form, the paladin noticed the gash on her leg had still not healed.  
 
    “I need to look at that wound,” Thorrin said with an even tone. 
 
    Talisa looked down at her thigh and back to Thorrin. Without a word, she moved to one of the big empty stalls. The player followed, his heart thumping in his chest. Something stirred deep within the holy paladin but he pushed it to the back of his mind. He could read the situation but questions invaded his desires. 
 
    Talisa turned, seeing a look of concern on the paladin’s brow. Dark eyes reflected his wide shoulders, thick arms and handsome features. A tremble spiked up her arm as he reached out and took her wrist. Lips parting, her voice was caught in her throat. 
 
    “Lay down so I can heal you,” Thorrin said, feeling a prickle of heat flush his entire face. 
 
    The troll nodded, bending her knees and comfortably sitting down and laying back. The hay was on a slope so her upper body was raised. Thorrin knelt down, fingers circling around her wound, questions assaulting his mind and body. 
 
    “It seems like you want to ask me something?” Talisa said with a blank expression. 
 
    Thorrin ran glowing fingers over the wound, causing the troll to wince, “I’m sorry. It should take a moment to heal it.”  
 
    Talisa’s blue shapely thigh vibrated for a second before the wound puckered and sealed. Thorrin channeled wisdom points into healing points. It didn’t take much and after a few seconds, the skin smoothed away. It looked like she was never injured. 
 
    “Thank you, Paladin,” Talisa said. 
 
    “I do have questions, if you don’t mind?” 
 
    The troll lay where she was, gazing at the human on his knees before her, “After everything you have done, you may ask me anything.” 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “Why did you leave your home? What made you decide to save Melina and Pyke?” 
 
    Talisa’s eyes met with Thorrin’s, “I was a sergeant for my master. He was a good master to me but his appetites knew no bounds. His harem was vast and he liked to dominate all who loved him. I often sat in meetings while he gave orders and forced slaves to please him. He liked when others watched. It gave him a sense of seductive power. In our society, it is not unheard of to do such things but he had a cruel streak.” 
 
    Talisa took in a deep breath before continuing, “Melina and Pyke were among his smaller lust slaves. He would whip them and strike them until they were covered in gashes with tears in their eyes. I had seen it too many times and it started to affect everything I thought of my master. 
 
    “You should understand, my master was a fine troll in the public eyes. He was a hero and many admired him for his service. It was behind closed doors that he was a sadist. Only his slaves and those close to him knew what he really was.” 
 
    Talisa looked away, “One night, I was brining a report that the Middle Kingdoms had been taken. The door to his bedroom was open. Melina was crawling out, gashes all over her body and tears streaming down. I went to her and looked inside. My master was asleep but Pyke lay on the floor, unconscious and bleeding. Melina crawled into my arms and begged me to save them, take them away from all of this pain.” 
 
    The raven haired troll clenched her teeth before speaking again, “I gathered both of them up and took them to a cleric I could trust. I knew then that this could not go on any longer. Leaving a master is a punishable offense where those that are caught are treated like sex objects before they are executed. It’s an old law and not used very often but I knew my master. He would use it as an excuse to inflict greater pain for his pleasure. 
 
    “We left that very night. I gathered some supplies and we struck out on our own. We managed to reach a town and spoke with a thieves’ guild. They put out the word for anyone willing to take us to Talon Guard. We were on our way to meet our contact when we met you.” 
 
    Thorrin stared at the troll, heart swelling. 
 
    Talisa continued, “I had a special blade with me. I used it to pay for opening the contract for our safe passage. I have seen so many evil things in my service but I didn’t want to believe my own kind could do such things.” 
 
    “I know what you mean. You try to do the right thing when so many others try to fuck each other over.” 
 
    Talisa turned her eyes to the paladin and grinned. 
 
    “Pardon my language,” Thorrin said as he looked to her. 
 
    “No need. It’s refreshing to hear a warrior of holy justice act like a normal man.” 
 
    Thorrin stayed on his knees but leaned back on his ankles. Hands reaching down, he took hold of Talisa’s boot and pulled it off, followed by the other. 
 
    “You do not have to do that. It is our custom to share myself with you to show my appreciation,” Talisa said as she sat up and reached out. 
 
    Thorrin waved her hand away, “I would rather show my appreciation my way. You have been through a lot and I want to help you relax.” 
 
    Talisa hesitated before laying back. The player took hold of a blue foot and pressed his fingers to it. Soon his palm pressed against the inside and fingers kneaded her delicate arch. Talisa let out a small gasp as tingling bliss charged up her foot and ankle. Thorrin worked his hands, massaging her foot over and over again, not looking up. It was one of his favorite things to do when he was with someone. The world can be a harsh place and feet can take the most abuse. Kinks glowed in his memory as he remembered that he picked the Caretaker kink. To help sooth away their pain was one of his turn ons, and it caused warmth to rise up his neck. 
 
    Talisa let out a blissful sigh as the paladin worked his magic fingers, “No one has ever….” 
 
    “Taken care of you, I can tell by your squirming. Let me rub it all away,” Thorrin smiled. 
 
    Talisa simply nodded as her eyes closed. Fingers moved in between toes as strong hands massaged muscle. The troll’s body reacted with small movements to his powerful touch. Thorrin admired how she moved to his caress. Long moments passed before he let go and began on the other foot. 
 
    Talisa took long breaths as her head leaned back. The strong troll woman was turning into putty in the player’s hands and he was enjoying every second of it. Another question burned into his mind. The player wanted nothing more than to continue but the sad story Emma had told him came to mind. He had to know, if only to set his mind to ease. 
 
    “I heard a story about your kind, a terrible story that happened long ago when dragons and trolls fell out of love with each other.” 
 
    Talisa opened her eyes half way, “I’m sure your dragon told you many awful things about my kind.” 
 
    Thorrin continued to massage Talisa’s blue foot, “I know you weren’t there but it haunts me.” 
 
    Talisa writhed to his touch, drinking in his handsome but concerned face, “She told you about the massacre where trolls destroyed dragon eggs, the very ones we were caring for. I can only tell you what we learned about it. A group of trolls bent on jealousy and hatred wanted to deal a powerful blow to our dragon lovers. What I’m sure they never told you were that it was only that group that committed that evil act.” 
 
    Thorrin listened with open ears. 
 
    Talisa continued, “There was a group who did it but they never tell you what truly happened during and afterwards. They did indeed come to the rookeries with hammers and blades but many of the trolls caring for the eggs gave their lives to save as many eggs as they could. Troll slaughtered troll before the dragons discovered what was happening. Nurse maids fought to the bitter end, defending unborn dragons. 
 
    “When it was over, the remaining trolls who committed that vile act escaped, while the remaining nurse maids were killed by the dragon lords, never having a chance to defend their heroic actions. The trolls who escaped came to the southern cities, thinking they were heroes but the truth came out.” 
 
    Talisa leaned her head back and closed her eyes, “The trolls who committed the act were executed by their own people. They received no honors and were buried in unmarked graves. To this day, no one knows their names. Despite their deserved deaths, it could not prevent war.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Thorrin said with a whisper. 
 
    “It happened a long time ago. We teach that lesson to our children to show them the value of honor. Like many, some take to it while others do not.” 
 
    The paladin continued to rub her foot as the troll writhed to his touch. The warmth in Thorrin’s chest grew as hands and fingers moved from Talisa’s foot to her ankle and then her calf. The sound of rushing blood filled Thorrin’s ears as he eyed Talisa’s curves. With her eyes closed, lips parted and she sighed again. Thighs parted just an inch and Thorrin’s gaze fell between them at her tight leather covered valley. 
 
    Thorrin moved with skilled grace, massaging her thighs further and further up. Talisa’s hands moved to the buckles under her arms. With deft hands, she unfastened them. The player barely blinked before her armored leather top came away and was thrown over into the next stall. Leaning back, large blue breasts were free with dark blue nipples pointed. 
 
    It was then that the paladin felt over dressed in his armor and clothes. Touching his palm to his chest, clothes and armor faded from sight. Talisa gazed at his muscled body and broad shoulders. Smiling, she reached up as he was on his knees, fingers touching the small curly blonde hair above his manhood. Hunger bled into Thorrin’s eyes as he stared at her nearly perfect body. Fingers curled around her leather bikini bottom, he pulled them down. Talisa lifted her rump up to aid the paladin. After it cleared her feet, the player tossed them aside and admired the troll’s naked form in the lantern light. 
 
    “Take what you desire,” Talisa said in a sultry whisper. 
 
    “My desires are secondary,” Thorrin said as warm hands touched her thighs and spread them a little further. 
 
    Talisa looked up as he lowered his face to her valley. A surge of bliss rose, catching the troll off guard. Head falling back, she moaned as Thorrin’s tongue grazed her valley.  
 
    The paladin looked down, taking in the beauty of her womanhood. It was smooth except for pink glistening lips. Tongue snaking out, he ran it along her thin line. Warm thighs closed around his ears and he looked up. Talisa’s round breasts rose and fell. Beyond them, her lips parted with heavy breathing and eyes closed shut. The taste was intoxicating as his gentle caresses turned and pushed in deeper. When he grazed her engorged clit, a sharp gasp sang out. The troll writhed and moved as Thorrin wrapped his arms around her thighs and held them open. Inner thighs touched his cheeks. Wetness spilled from her opening onto his tongue and lips. Burying his face in her blue valley, Talisa trembled and trembled again. 
 
    Thorrin closed his lips around her clit and ran his tongue around and over it. Gently sucking, he focused on her magic spot. The troll found it difficult to control herself as she raised her hips, pressing herself harder against his tongue. Moans grew louder as nerves tightened. Emptiness appeared deep inside and a need to fill it grew with each and every lick. 
 
    “Paladin….please….bury your hammer in me…” Talisa whispered as her hips betrayed her. 
 
    Thorrin ignored her. Instead he watched as she became a slave to his tongue. Wetness covered his cheeks and chin but he continued his relentless assault on her glowing clit. Breasts trembled and blue hands reached over, fingers running through the paladin’s blonde hair.  
 
    With a hidden gentle smile, Thorrin could feel her strong thighs wanting to close around his head. On and on he lashed at her nub, driving her mad with lustful desire. Talisa’s moans grew louder as she fought for control. She wanted the paladin to be in her but his strong arms held her in place. She could never admit to herself that love making could feel this good. So often males were quick to spear her opening but the handsome human only wanted her to feel pleasure. Eyes watered as bliss rained down. The inner pulses struck curled nerves over and over again. Opening her eyes, white edges appeared in her vision as she tried to stave off the coming flood. 
 
    “Thorrin…..Thorrin…..” Talisa gasped before the dam broke. 
 
    The player continued to lick at her clit as muscles tightened. A loud moan rose up from deep in Talisa’s throat. Eyes slammed shut as spirals of bliss exploded from frayed nerves. The inner shockwaves bounced off her inner being. Thorrin was greeted with gushing wetness and he greedily lapped it up. Talisa cried out as another shockwave blasted her nerves. Fingers dug into Thorrin’s hair, holding him in place as she whimpered in delight. Bliss flowed like honey as a third orgasm rocked her senses.  
 
    Mind, heart and body reeling, the troll collapsed, legs spread and arms out on the soft hay. Defeated, she lay like a rag doll, unable to do more than breathe as Thorrin lazily licked at her slick womanhood. Seeing her in that state filled the player with a heated need. Pulling his head from between her legs, the paladin crawled on his hands and knees over her.  
 
    Talisa’s head was turned to the side, eyes closed in satisfaction. Thorrin ran his eyes up and down along her body. Breasts rose up, inches from his chest. His cock was hard, the tip touching her stomach. The way Talisa lay, she surrendered herself to him and the player knew it. Knees moved between her thighs, spreading her legs open. Talisa lay, unable to form a coherent thought as the player took hold of his rock hard shaft. 
 
    Pressing the head of his cock to her wet opening, a small moan rose up from the troll. Heat flowed off her body as he gently massaged the tip against her pink line. Head turning and eyes opening, she stared at him with hungry wanting. 
 
    Thorrin stared at the raven haired beauty, wild urges pushing his hips between hers. Inches sunk in as Talisa raised her hands and took hold of his ass. The troll forced him in deep, staring at him with dark eyes and a wicked grin. Thorrin felt strong muscles clamp down on him, squeezing him like a vice. Tits were pushed into his face and the paladin joyfully sunk into them. Mouth open, his tongue ran along smooth skin until he found a pert blue nipple. Sucking gently, his hips moved, wet shaft emerging and disappearing in Talisa’s tight opening. 
 
    Bodies moved to a primal rhythm. Talisa helped the paladin along, controlling the tempo at first. Thorrin felt his own hunger begin to grow like a hungry beast. He spent so much time fighting and uncovering plots that his wanting need was neglected. Now it came on like a storm. Talisa squeezed with every powerful drive of the paladin’s hips. Inches pushed at walls as he invaded her over and over. Moans sang out as the tempo increased. Despite Talisa’s size, her body trembled with each thrust. Hands pulling away from his muscled ass, she curled her long legs around his hips. Arms moved under his shoulders and the paladin’s face was buried in warm, inviting breasts.   
 
    Thorrin’s cock thickened as a manic surge tested his resolve. He couldn’t hold back and he didn’t want to. The need was too much as he pushed in deeper. Thorrin looked up with a pulled nipple in his teeth. Talisa moaned her delight as she stared at him, their eyes connecting. Lusty rage filled the paladin as he fought through the haze to take what he wanted from the beautiful troll. 
 
    “Claim my faith…Paladin,” Talisa whispered before her head fell back and eyes widened. 
 
    Thorrin let out a loud grunt, his cock expanding. A wave of bliss crashed into Talisa as she could barely contain him. Inner walls pushed to their limit, Talisa let out a soulful moan as two orgasms exploded at the same time. Molten spurts of come struck the troll’s womb, quickly filling it with his white seed. Pleasure and bliss swirled on into a maelstrom as Talisa’s orgasm shattered her senses. The lovers moved to the ebbs and flows of their bodies, unable to control themselves.  
 
    White touched the edge of the player’s vision as their bodies writhed. The bliss flowed back just a fraction, enough for him to see what was happening. A golden lock appeared over Talisa. It opened and quickly faded away. Looking to the corner of his vision, the paladin’s attribute stats rose by a number of points. His entire body felt different, stronger. Hit points rose up and the player rode the wave as he smiled down at Talisa. 
 
    “You have my faith,” Talisa said as she moved her hips, Thorrin’s cock still buried within. 
 
    The paladin returned the smile. A shuffling from behind caused the player to turn his head to see Melina and Pyke at the stall entrance, staring down at them. Thorrin didn’t feel shame as he turned, his cock slipping from Talisa’s valley. Naked, he pressed his back against the stall to catch his breath. 
 
    Talisa’s hand ran down her flat stomach, fingers touching and massaging her pink lips, “Melina, please show how faithful you are to the paladin.” 
 
    Melina bowed her head and quickly lowered to her knees. Thorrin looked to her and then to Talisa, a question mark forming in his brow. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this. I….” Thorrin managed before Melina eyed him with seductive eyes. 
 
    “I want to, Paladin,” The youthful troll said as she slipped out of her simple clothes. “I live to serve and I want to show you my faith.” 
 
    Thorrin was going to reach up to stop her when delicate fingers wrapped around his half hard cock. Bliss soothed over every nerve like magic and the paladin found himself speechless. The caress of Melina’s fingers caused his cock to stand straight up. The young troll knelt down and ran her tongue over his wet tip, eyes looking up adoringly. 
 
    Pyke’s loin cloth fell away and his blue cock hung with thick veins running along the shaft. Thorrin eyed him, unsure what was going to happen next. He respected people’s sexuality but he knew he didn’t swing that way. Relief washed over him as the male troll moved to Talisa, lying down between her thighs. Thorrin looked down as inches of his cock was swallowed by soft lips. Melina bobbed her head up and down, moaning vibrations playing against his sensitive nerves. The heat in the stall was dialed to eleven as bodies moved.  
 
    Talisa gazed at Pyke as his cock sunk deeper into her tight valley, “You have faith?” 
 
    “I do,” Pyke managed as he moved. 
 
    Talisa took in a quick gasp, letting the troll move between her sensual thighs. Thorrin watched as Melina continued to suck his impressive member. The player could see his seed drip out with each thrust and pull back. Talisa turned her eyes to Thorrin, grinning as the troll upped his tempo. 
 
    Melina’s hand dived between her parted thighs, playing with herself as she sucked on the paladin’s cock. Tongue pressing along the underside of his shaft, she pushed it to the roof of her mouth and gave long slow strokes with her lips. Thorrin couldn’t believe that another round of urges pushed at him. 
 
    Pyke’s movements grew heated. Talisa eyed him with amusement as he found it harder and harder to hold back. The sound of skin on skin filled the stall. 
 
    “Do you give your faith to Thorrin?” Talisa asked as Pyke thrust between her thighs. 
 
    “I…..I do!” The troll groaned out as his cock expanded. 
 
    Thick troll seed burst from the tip, filling Talisa’s already full womanhood. Thorrin stared as the troll pushed and pushed, a stream of come spilling from between them. Numbers blinked in Thorrin’s vision and his stats increased but not as much as they did with Talisa. The player guessed that he had to actually be with the person to gain the most benefit of their faith. Those thoughts quickly fell away as Melina swirled her tongue along his shaft. 
 
    The young troll pulled away from his wet cock. Moving up, she kissed his stomach, chest, brown nipple and then his neck. Pointed nipples moved along his muscled skin as her hips sandwiched his cock between them. Teeth sunk into his muscled shoulder but not enough to break skin. The sudden shock caused Thorrin’s cock to throb between them. With perfect skill, Melina moved her hips and the tip pressed at her tight opening. Above his lap, she sank down, impaling herself on thick inches. When she reached the hilt, she moaned her approval and began bouncing on him, pleasure warming her entire body. 
 
    Pyke pulled out and lay in hay, eyes on Melina as she rode the paladin. Talisa sat up and moved closer, seductive eyes meeting Thorrin’s. The paladin felt every wave of pleasure as the small troll moved up and down on his shaft. Wetness spilled down with each stroke. Melina bit her lip and kept her eyes closed. Inner walls squeezed the paladin’s cock as breasts bounced in his face.  
 
    Talisa crawled over and sat next to Thorrin, pressing her large breasts to his arm. Sitting up straighter, the troll gave a loving smile as Thorrin reached up and took hold of a heavy, full breast. Melina let out small cries as she upped the tempo, her womanhood trying to squeeze the paladin’s very seed from him. Talisa cooed her delight as Thorrin clamped his lips around her nipple, tongue licking the sensitive end. The three moved as one, pleasure rising between them. Melina let out a whimpering cry as her nerves tightened. 
 
    “I give you my faith, Paladin,” The smaller troll hissed as she sank down to the hilt and cried out again. 
 
    Thorrin felt her tremble and twitch as a flood of wetness covered the hilt of his cock. Burying her face in his neck, she whimpered as another orgasm exploded. The younger trolls’ movements slowed as she milked every drop of bliss. The paladin turned from Talisa’s nipple. A golden lock appeared above Melina. Like the first one, it unlocked and faded away from sight.  
 
    Attribute stats increased as did hit points. Thorrin had a difficult time trying to concentrate on the numbers as tight walls squeezed him again and again. On it went as she rode him slowly. Talisa ran the back of her fingers along Melina’s neck. The younger troll made one last thrust downward before rising up. Thorrin’s cock spilled from her opening and lay against his thigh. The heat and smell of sex was overpowering. Melina stepped over and lay with Pyke. The two trolls quickly embraced, wanting more and more to satisfy their primal desires. 
 
    “I need you again Thorrin,” Talisa said as she crotched over the naked paladin. 
 
    Sliding down on his once again erect member, the raven haired troll let out a low moan. Her body slowly bouncing, Thorrin admired her sexy body as she moved. Breasts bounced against his lips and chin. Hands reached up to grab them and run his tongue along pert nipples.  
 
    Thorrin felt pinned by the beautiful troll and enjoyed every second of it. Cock thickening, he was barely holding back. Talisa let out low moans while the lust slaves moaned their own pleasure. The player wrapped his arms around Talisa’s waist. He held her close as she rode him. The troll wrapped her arms around his neck. The two looked to each other as the connection between them bonded like steel. The paladin could not only feel her faith in him but he could feel his faith in her. The energy between them swirled together so that both lovers felt a deeper connection. 
 
    “I’m coming,” paladin and troll said at once. 
 
    Smiles appeared and turned into perfect O’s as their private song synced up. Talisa’s inner world exploded with heat and light, Thorrin’s very being surged up to join the cloud between them. Spurts of come splashed inside pink walls while muscles squeezed from blissful orgasms. The troll moved her hips, milking every last drop of his seed. Long moments passed with the two caught in the gravity of each other’s bliss. 
 
    Thorrin and Talisa collapsed in the warm hay. Fingers glided over skin as they held each other close. Melina and Pyke continued their rambunctious embrace but the paladin and troll stayed close, lost to each other with happy smiles and caressing touches. 
 
    *** 
 
    Thorrin stood at the edge of the stall in full armor. Talisa, Melina and Pyke slept, naked bodies glistening and chests rising to a gentle rhythm. The paladin wanted nothing more than to lay with them all night but he couldn’t. Thoughts rose up like a foggy morning and the player couldn’t stop thinking about complicated feelings.  
 
    The trolls had fallen asleep about an hour earlier but Thorrin did not. He lay next to Talisa but images of Emma came to mind. The misunderstandings between the dragons and trolls were a lot, and now he only had more questions. He wanted to leave it for the morning but he knew he couldn’t. They would be spending their time getting ready for what’s to come and he couldn’t say with certainty if they would all survive it. 
 
    Turning from the sleeping trolls, the paladin made his way to the barn door. Stepping through, he gently closed it behind him. Looking to the farm house, a light glowed behind thick curtains on the second floor. Thorrin looked to the window wondering if Emma was there, sitting, perhaps waiting, for him. The look of fear he witnessed told him that despite her strength, she was not experienced enough to deal with the Dread Lords.  
 
    The paladin began his slow march to the farmhouse, unsure how he was going to untangle his heart from what he wanted and what she needed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eleven 
 
    The front door leaned against the undamaged side of the frame. Thorrin picked it up, stepped in, turned it around and leaned it back against the frame. Clearly it wasn’t keeping anything out but the paladin did wish he had time to fix it. Turning to the stairs, he stepped as quietly as he could toward them. 
 
    The farm house was silent and dark. With measured steps, the player climbed the stairs to the second floor. Shadows clouded the floor except for a dim light coming from two rooms. The doors were closed but the ember light could be seen just under the frame.  
 
    Wood creaking, the paladin moved to the room closer to the front of the house. He guessed that was where Emma was. As he stepped closer, a warm calm flew over his nerves. Thoughts turned into scenes. He wanted nothing more than to step in and admire Emma’s beauty. Holding her when she was afraid filled him with genuine desire but her secrets reined him in. The paladin’s heart whispered caring thoughts, nudging him to soothe her fears but his mind whispered back, telling him that the first chance she had, she would hurt or slay the trolls in the barn. The hatred ran deep and he wanted nothing more than to shine a light on it, shriveling it up until it was a black piece of ash.  
 
    Standing in front of the door, his hand reached up and gave it a light knock. 
 
    “Come in,” said a small voice. 
 
    Thorrin took hold of the doorknob and twisted it. The door opened to dim candle light. Emma was in bed, sitting up with the blanket clutched to her chest. Her shoulders were bare and green hair spilled down around her. Eyes nearly glowed as the paladin stepped in and closed the door behind him. Stepping across the medium sized room, Thorrin stood at the end of the bed, silent with downward turned eyes. 
 
    “I can see you only want the truth,” Emma said in another small voice. 
 
    Thorrin remained silent, eyes looking up and meeting Emma’s. 
 
    Emma’s chin dipped slightly, “I could hear you talking with the elf. My kind can see and hear more than any other race. She was right; I do belong to a society called the Sun Drinkers. Truth and justice is powerful much like the sun high in the daytime sky. The young dragons are tired of politics and slow to act lords and ladies. We have taken it upon ourselves to hunt and exterminate trolls and their allies until Lukken is whole once again.” 
 
    “You were out hunting trolls,” Thorrin said with no emotion. 
 
    Emma clutched the blanket a little closer, eyes searching for the right words to say, “He had reports of the battalion but we also knew they were hunting for something too. We weren’t sure what until I met you.” 
 
    “Now that you know, will you go to your society and tell them? Will you tell them about Talisa, Melina and Pyke?” 
 
    Emma shook her head slightly, “I will tell them of Mad Morgan but…….” 
 
    Thorrin eyed her, waiting for the words he felt she was going to say. He needed to know if the beautiful dragon woman was going to be a friend or a lost spirit. 
 
    Emma crawled back slightly, leaning her back against the headboard, “I heard everything in the barn. It’s so quiet out here. I could hear individual crickets singing, the feet of mice as they ran across the kitchen floor. I could even hear every word spoken. I heard the sounds of your love making.” 
 
    The dragon woman let out a sigh, “I grew up hearing stories about Dread Lords and trolls. How darkness would snuff out our light if we weren’t vigilant. This was my first time leaving the dragon cities. I believed our power, and thought that even I could destroy an army. The trolls showed they’re not so easily defeated. The lesson cost me two of my comrades and a wing.” 
 
    “Mad Morgan is coming. He will kill every living thing in this town and add it to his power. If we don’t stop him, his power will only grow from here. If I had my wing, I could fly and come back with a force he could never defeat.”  
 
    Emma’s fingers tightened against the blanket, “I don’t expect you to forgive me and I don’t want your forgiveness. My eyes are open a little more after hearing Talisa tell the legend of what happened so many centuries ago. I understand it and maybe one day I can accept it. For now, I have to understand something deeper.” 
 
    The green haired dragon woman stared into Thorrin’s eyes, “I never let anyone hold me the way you did at the crypt. I never let anyone be so close when I was most…afraid.” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes softened as he looked to the vulnerable dragon. Heart swelling, he could see it was difficult on Emma. Despite her power, she sat like a shy animal, cornered and fearful. A moment later, fingers loosened and the blanket fell away. Thorrin gazed upon her naked upper body. Pale skin glowed against the dim candle light. Breasts defied gravity as they hung, pink nipples raised. Smooth skin covered a toned but sensual body. The paladin’s eyes drank in soft curves until they reached the blanket, still covering her from the waist down. 
 
    Thorrin thought he would be tired after his time with the beautiful trolls. Instead his heart thumped rapidly in his chest. The time spent with the trolls only seemed to waken his hunger, and new vigor caused his body to react to a primal calling. Hand reaching up, he pressed the palm to his armored chest. Armor and clothes disappeared once again and the paladin stood in his naked glory. 
 
    Emma stared at his strong chiseled form and could not deny the warm swirl in her belly and heat filling her cheeks. The desires of her race were deep as the oceans and seeing a strong man only stirred what she already knew she wanted. The paladin moved to the side of the bed, his member throbbing as it thickened. Raised veins appeared along the shaft and the dragon found herself licking her lips. 
 
    Thorrin peered down at the dragon with wanting and a touch of amusement. He could see the growing hunger in her eyes. Even in the dim light, her cheeks were rosy. The connection blazed between them as he slipped into bed. Emma’s hand reached out of its own accord and fingers glided over thick muscles. Thorrin’s own hand moved to her hip, gliding down over her thigh. The room grew cozy as hands and fingers explored bodies. The need was there but there was no rush. The player was enjoying the gentle caresses. The back of Emma’s fingers grazed his hardening cock and it bounced to her touch. Thorrin’s fingers brushed against her slightly above average sized breasts and goose bumps rose up. Gentle breaths entwined as he slipped into bed, their bodies moving closer. 
 
    Thorrin ran his hand down over her curvy rear, the tips of his fingers touching the sacred spot between her thighs from behind. Emma’s hand touched his shoulder and gasped. The paladin hooked his hand, drawing her closer until their bodies touched. Fingers touched deeper, spreading warm wet lips. 
 
    “Claim your faith paladin. I will not let you win it easily,” Emma said with a seductive whisper. 
 
    Thorrin ran his wet fingers over her ass, bringing them around. Hands touched a small tuft of hair before sliding down to her wet valley. Fingers grazed her throbbing nub and the dragon clutched at him once again. Eyes closed and lips parted. Emma tensed as if she knew she could barely control it. Thorrin gazed upon her, drinking in her beauty as fingers danced and stroked her clit. The temperature in the room grew with each pass of skillful movements. Emptiness yawned inside the dragon as a primal need to be filled touched her heart. Thorrin took his time, playing her like a fine instrument to a song only they knew. 
 
    Emma moved one hand under the blanket, reaching down and touching the paladin’s hard cock against her thigh. Not wanting to be outdone, she fought through the waves of bliss to take hold of the paladin’s instrument. Fingers ran along his shaft and the player found himself moaning with approval. Emma cuddled closer, pressing sensitive nipples to his chest as lips touched his neck. Thorrin held her close, the tempo increasing between her parted thighs. 
 
    “No….not yet…” Emma said with an edge of desperation. 
 
    The waves intensified as nerves curled. The vibrations rose up like a symphony as the rhythm played on. Thorrin moved his fingers, making sure each slide and stroke of her clit made her gasp and moan. The dragon’s moans grew longer as her hips betrayed her, moving to his touch and not her own commands. Heat spilled from her lips as she focused on suckling his defined neck. Body writhing, the heat and waves grew to a fevered pitch. 
 
    “…..no….” Emma managed before her mouth made a perfect O. 
 
    Nerves lit up and exploded into blissful light. Body trembling, she gasped and bit her lip as paradise cascaded over frayed nerves. Fireworks blasted senses and she moved to his touch, milking it out until she was greeted by another flood of bliss. Shaking her head, it was too much as pent up feelings and wants came roaring out. Thorrin smiled at the sudden gush against his fingers. He continued his nearly abusive stroking of her clit. Emma let go of his throbbing shaft and grabbed his wrist, trying to push him away. Thorrin stayed true, not budging and teasing out every drop of bliss. Emma let out a refrained cry as a third orgasm caused her body to shake. Unable to concentrate, her body began to change. 
 
    Thorrin watched with fascinated eyes. Horns broke skin and pointed upward. Skin on her arms grew into oval patches of scales but the rest stayed alabaster white and smooth. Under the blankets, a tail snaked out from the V curve of ass and tail bone. The half dragon woman gasped as she lost all control and her breathing grew labored. Thighs rubbed together and her clawed hand continued to hold onto his wrist. This time instead of pushing it away, she kept it there as he played with her throbbing clit. 
 
    “Do I frighten you?” Emma asked with half closed eyes. 
 
    Thorrin smirked, “You honor me by showing your true self.” 
 
    Emma closed her eyes, “I don’t know if I can stop myself.” 
 
    The paladin let out a playful laugh, “I was just thinking the same thing.” 
 
    Thorrin took hold of the blanket and tossed it off their fevered bodies. Looking down, he could see the green tuft of hair right above her pink womanhood. Emma breathed, barely able to move as ecstasy warped her senses. The paladin could not contain himself any longer. Hands roughly took hold of the dragon woman and turned her onto her stomach. Emma did not fight back as Thorrin rolled above her, his cock resting between her round ass. The paladin took hold of her tail and pulled it aside, revealing her pink slit. Emma turned her head to look back. She gasped as Thorrin stared at her like a piece of meat, ready to be devoured. He took hold of his thick spear and pressed the head to her wet opening. The dragon let out a seething hiss as he used it like a magic wand on the folds to her tome of heaven. The dragon squirmed but the human male controlled her by the tail in his hand. Every time she moved, he pulled in the opposite direction. Emma felt his power over her and she surrendered by arching her back and offering herself to him. 
 
    The maddening lust took over. Thorrin pressed his spear head to her and slowly pushed in. Emma let out a cry as inches opened up tight walls. Coos filled the room as the paladin drove himself down to the hilt. Emma barely had time to adjust to his size before he moved, power pinning her down. Letting go of her tail, hips and hands pushed her down, his chest touching her delicate back. Hands curled under her arms and grabbed at her chest, squeezing full breasts and touching sensitive nipples. Emma could do nothing as the paladin moved with long powerful strokes of his entire body. Veins along his cock pushed outward against tight lips. With every deep thrust, the dragon woman felt complete. With every pull back, she felt the burning need to be filled again. 
 
    Thorrin grunted, driving his wants and desires into Emma’s tight valley. The chain holding his lust and love snapped. The tempo increased and the sounds of skin and skin filled the room. Emma moaned her pleasure as the holy paladin turned into a vile beast. On and on their bodies moved to their private dance. Cock thickening, Thorrin upped the tempo. 
 
    Emma let out a squeal, an orgasm crashing into her. Wetness flowed as the paladin drove himself deep. Just as it began to ebb, another orgasm crashed down like waves against stony shores. The dragon bit down on the pillow, trying to contain her muffled screams. The sound of bodies grew violent as Thorrin could not hold back his need to fill her with his seed. 
 
    “Your faith?” Thorrin growled. 
 
    “You have it,” Emma moaned and again her mouth formed a perfect O. 
 
    Thorrin’s cock bugled, forcing Emma’s inner walls to their limit. She let out a whimpering cry as molten seed spurted into her tight space. It quickly filled and rushed to find any place to go. Bliss bloomed and Thorrin could not control himself as he thrust deeper and deeper. He barely noticed the golden lock above Emma’s head as it unlocked and faded from view. 
 
    Emma grew silent as heat and her own orgasm mixed with his. White seed dripped from her opening as she squeezed, milking him of every drop. Thorrin grunted again as another small amount of come spurted into her womanhood. With a satisfied groan, he pulled out and flopped next to the writhing dragon woman. Attribute stats increased and the words “Holy Touch” appeared in his ability list. 
 
    “Fuck yea,” Thorrin said as all pretense of a civilized man floated away on blissful clouds. 
 
    Emma curled her body around as Thorrin lay on his back. Mischievous eyes locked on his still hard cock. The player simply groaned his approval as lips closed around his come covered shaft. Emma suckled on his member with long strokes of her lips. She shifted her body so she was kneeling between his legs, head bobbing to his thick cock. Thorrin watched as one of his hands reached out and caressed her hair. Emma’s hand reached between her parted thighs and played with her clit as she tried to suck out more of the human’s seed. 
 
    The mood was relaxed until the door to the bedroom opened. Thorrin looked up to see Shella, Saldor’s wife step in and close the door behind her. She wore a loose night gown that barely contained her hourglass figure and full cleavage. Her eyes were wide as she looked down to see Emma pleasuring the paladin, her tail moving back and forth while fingers played on. 
 
    Thorrin sat up but could do nothing more as Emma kept him contained, controlling him with her lips and tongue. Shella stepped closer, eyes on the couple and a hunger bubbling below the surface. 
 
    “Forgive me Paladin, I know I’m intruding but I had to come to you,” Shella said with a disarming smile. 
 
    “Shella, you shouldn’t be here,” Thorrin said in a low voice, his cock getting harder in Emma’s mouth. 
 
    “This is my home. I can be anywhere I wish,” the dark haired woman said as she pulled the shoulder of her night gown down. 
 
    “I mean….Saldor?” Thorrin said and let out a grunt as Emma’s tongue lashed at his sensitive head. 
 
    Shella smiled, “We talked it over and knew this was important for you. He gave his blessing. You will need all the faith you can for defeating the Dread Lord.” 
 
    Thorrin thought back to his kink list and remembered he had chosen the “MILF” kink as his last. It was kind of off the cuff and he wasn’t sure how it would work in the game but now it was all becoming clear. 
 
    “This is a hell of a game,” Thorrin whispered to himself. 
 
    Shella moved in closer and sat on the edge of the bed. She pulled the other side of her nightgown and it fell down but was caught on her large chest. With a simple wiggle, the rest flowed down to reveal large heavy breasts and small brown nipples. Sliding it over her thick hips and over her knees, it pooled at her feet and she stepped out of them. 
 
    Thorrin eyed her, his cock like steel as the situation turned from love to unbridled, lewd lust. The buildup was nearly too much as he stared. Emma pulled away from his cock, a string of saliva connecting from the corner of her mouth to the tip of his cock. 
 
    “It seems many want to help you grow stronger. I should take you to the dragon cities. Many dragons would pledge their faith to your mighty spear.” Emma grinned. 
 
    Thorrin said nothing as Shella climbed into bed, her hand curling around his wet cock. She stroked him like a master, eyes drinking it in. Emma crawled up and laid next to the paladin, pressing her chest to his arm and putting her hand on his stomach. Thorrin put an arm around her as they both watched Shella take the tip of his cock into her mouth and suckled. 
 
    “Does this bother you?” Thorrin managed through spikes of pleasure. 
 
    Emma snuggled closer, “Why should it? We live our lives to love. Tonight might be our last time here on this world. I’d rather know I went to my death loving our time together instead of regrets.” 
 
    Shella’s head bobbed up and down as her own hand curled around her heavy breast and pointed nipple. The air grew heated with wet sounds. Emma’s own hand massaged her clit, eyes taking in the wife as she pleased the paladin. Thorrin couldn’t hold back any longer as lips pressed along his shaft and tongue slathered against his purple head. Emma kissed the paladin as she stroked herself. Thorrin kissed her back as his cock thickened. Shella moaned her delight as molten come spurted into her throat.  
 
    Thorrin grunted as she milked every drop of him and swallowed. Before he could go soft, the wife and mother pulled up and put the head of his cock to her wet opening. Black hair surrounded pink lips as they engulfed the paladin’s thick hammer. Waves of bliss and soreness stormed through the player but he fought through it. His cock did not wilt but instead stayed hard as Shella bounced on it, moaning her delight. Large breasts bounced as she moved not only for his pleasure but her own. 
 
    “I need you,” Emma smiled and stood up on the bed. 
 
    Thorrin gazed up as she crotched down toward his face, her thin line touching his lips. The paladin happily obliged as his tongue snaked out to lick her opening. Shella squeezed her inner walls and soon cried out from one orgasm followed by another. Emma took hold of the headboard, moving her hips and making sure Thorrin’s tongue licked and whipped her wanting clit.  
 
    A lock appeared over Shella. It opened and faded away. Thorrin watched as his stats increased again. Vigor and strength filled his body, forcing come to spurt once again into Shella. The sounds of lovemaking continued as the wife and dragon shared the holy paladin over and over again with only small moments of resting and kissing. When bodies could go no more, all three collapsed. 
 
    Thorrin let out a deep sigh as the call of sleep touched him and sent him to faraway dreams. The last thing he felt was Emma taking his cock into her mouth and suckling again before darkness claimed him with sweet oblivion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Twelve 
 
    The walk to town was slow. The mid morning sun shined down on the group as they made their way, with the edge of Apple Shire in the distance. Thorrin led the way with Saldor and his family behind him. Emma and Talisa followed, keeping a healthy distance but apparently tolerating each other. Behind Talisa was Melina and Pyke, walking along with their eyes glued to her heels. 
 
    Thorrin glanced back to see the somber mood in everyone’s eyes. Saldor was the only one with a smirk and a sword strapped to his back. The edge of town appeared closer and closer until the group made their way in, down the dirt main street, toward the church at the end. People came out and gasps could be heard when they witnessed the trolls. Some women held their children close while some men eyed the strangers with confusion.  
 
    The paladin didn’t have time to explain and hoped if he spoke to the Rosk, the town priest, they could all band together for what was to come. The player thought it was a long shot but it was worth it. Dust kicked up as the strange group made it to the front of the church. Saldor moved toward the steps but Thorrin waved him back. The paladin took to the steps and was halfway up when the doors swung open. 
 
    Rosk and Lyra gazed down at the paladin and his motley crew behind him. The priest gave a warm smile as the cleric stared blankly down. 
 
    “Welcome back Paladin and you have brought friends?” Rosk asked with interest. 
 
    “Thank you and yes they are all friends. Do you have a moment to speak?” 
 
    “I always have time for a holy paladin. Please come in.” Rosk turned his attention to the cleric, “Lyra, please make sure to attend to our guests.” 
 
    The cleric nodded and descended the small set of stairs. Thorrin stepped through but not before glancing to see Lyra create skins of water out of thin air and hand them to the group. Rosk stepped inside and Thorrin followed. When the door closed, the player felt he couldn’t waste anymore time. 
 
    “I have found the threat and it’s on its way here to claim the town,” Thorrin began. 
 
    Rosk listened as Thorrin told of his adventure, his battle with trolls, meeting Emma and battling the Dread Lord. He quickly spoke of the trolls leaving their home for Talon Guard. When he was finishing, Lyra walked back in and stood by the priest and paladin. 
 
    The priest’s face turned grim, “We cannot fight this evil.” 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “You shouldn’t fight this evil. We’re here to warn everyone to leave so we can prepare to fight Mad Morgan.” 
 
    “Do you believe you can face him again?”  
 
    Thorrin felt a surge of confidence, “I believe so but I’m more concerned with the townspeople. Not only will Mad Morgan use them as soldiers, they will be a distraction to the battle. My friends are staying to help but I hope to keep it between him and me.” 
 
    Lyra’s sad expression turned to the paladin, “You cannot overcome his power. He is a Dread Lord and a lone paladin cannot defeat him.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the almost nun looking cleric and smiled, “I don’t take it lightly but I have faith.” 
 
    The doors opened and Saldor stepped in with everyone coming in behind him. Thorrin looked to them and his heart filled with pride. He could see that they wanted to stay with him to the end but he knew he had to do most of the fighting. 
 
    “When do you believe this dread lord will come for us?” asked Rosk. 
 
    “From what my friends can tell me about dread lords, their power grows at night. We believe he may be here by sun down. That gives us the day to evacuate the town and prepare.” 
 
    “We can move most of the townspeople to the abandoned monastery to the North East. It is holy ground so the dead will find it difficult to find them,” Saldor spoke up. 
 
    Rosk nodded, “Lyra and I will inform the town and begin leading the way to the monastery. It will indeed offer some protection but not against an evil like this Mad Morgan.” 
 
    “Hopefully, he will be stopped here,” Thorrin said with a touch of bravery. 
 
    Saldor turned to his wife and daughter, “Go with the townspeople.” 
 
    Nyte looked up to her father with wide eyes, “No Papa, you can’t stay.” 
 
    Saldor hugged her close, a comforting smile on his lips, “I must stay to help Thorrin. It’s the only way.” 
 
    Shella looked to her husband, silent as her eyes watered. 
 
    Talisa turned to Melina and Pyke, “Go with them.” 
 
    “We are staying with you,” Pyke said with conviction, Melina nodding next to him. 
 
    “No, you won’t,” The troll said firmly. “If we don’t return by midnight, leave for the Northeast coast and travel along it northward until you reach Talon Guard. If I survive, I will come for you.” 
 
    “And if you don’t?” Melina asked with tears streaking her blue cheeks. 
 
    Talisa smiled, “Live a long and happy life being free.” 
 
    Emma moved in close to Thorrin. The paladin turned to her with kind eyes. The green haired dragon woman smirked as she placed a hand on his hip. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this. You can go with them and help protect them should I fail,” Thorrin said with a sheepish smile. 
 
    “We won’t let you fail,” Talisa said as she walked up behind Emma. 
 
    “We fight together,” Saldor said as he stood by Talisa. 
 
    Emma stared into Thorrin’s eyes, “Tonight, the dead will know fear.” 
 
    The paladin nodded, “Let’s get ready to kick some undead ass.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The approaching evening light painted the tops of trees. The church steeple glowed as the sun sank lower below the horizon. Stars twinkled into existence while wisps of clouds moved in the reddish sky. Twin moons rose, reflecting the sun’s power back onto the world of Lukken. 
 
    Inky shadows lengthened while a chill caused small animals to hide in their burrows or run off. In the dying light, shapes lumbered along a dirt road. Their pace quickened with the last rays of light painting the sky pink and orange before fading into a deep velvet purple. When the sun disappeared behind the edge of the world, night fell, smothering the world in comforting darkness. 
 
    The thunder of the lumbering shadows pressed on, following their lord and master as he stepped with purpose. Eyes meant for the dark world, Mad Morgan took in every glimmer of life. Plants radiated blue and white energy while scared animals gave off waves of red. On he marched, madness kept at bay only with delightful visions of slaughtering the innocent, weak and strong. Senses spreading, his mind touched the town but instead of an area filled with cowering life, it contained only a few points of light. Spreading his senses further, he could feel them to the North East, hiding behind ancient holy ruins. 
 
    “This is the game. So be it. I will tear down those holy walls and slaughter all of them for my new army,” Mad Morgan whispered with glee. 
 
    Marching forward, the lanterns of Apple Shire greeted the dread lord. A twisted smile on his lips, he continued on as clanking skeletal soldiers moved in formation behind him. Their numbers reached slightly over a hundred but the dread lord would have new recruits soon enough. 
 
    Stepping into the dim lantern light, Mad Morgan gazed down the street to see a lone figure standing. The dread lord’s senses expanded and he could see the paladin clearly but his light was stronger than when they first met. Mad Morgan would have laughed but he kept his feelings in reserve. His curiosity was piqued and he wanted to see what the simple paladin had in mind.  
 
    Since his awakening, his power had grown with each passing hour. Decades of vile acts had infused his bones with unholy darkness and death. An army of skilled paladins would be enough to give him pause but a single one only made the night more interesting. Mad Morgan marched on with his dark army behind him, ready to be unleashed. 
 
    A gentle breeze flowed over the empty town as the dread lord stepped forward. Armored skeletons continued their march as hollow eyes looked on. Thorrin stood with hammer in hand and determination in his eyes. 
 
    Mad Morgan raised a hand and his undead army stopped marching and stood at attention. The dread lord took a few steps forward and stood, an amused grin on his lips and battle axe strapped to his back. 
 
    “Good to see you again, Paladin. Is this where you offer me a chance to retreat and never come back again?” 
 
    Thorrin maintained his gaze, “No. This will be the spot where I defeat you.” 
 
    Mad Morgan raised an eyebrow, “My my, we have grown bolder. I sense your power has grown but it is merely a drop in the bucket compared to that of a Dread Lord.” 
 
    Thorrin tightened his grip, “I have a few friends that have told me of your history. How you are the weakest of the Dread Lords. How you ran while dragons and humans hunted you down. How you begged for mercy as they imprisoned you. They didn’t have too much to fear, that was why you were buried so far north of the road. They knew if you came back, they could destroy you without so much as breaking a sweat.” 
 
    Mad Morgan’s grin slipped away and his eyes took on a hard edge, “They used tricky and powerful magic to seal me away. I have had time to think as I lay in my prison. They will never be able to perform their pathetic rites on me again.” 
 
    Thorrin gave a sly smirk, “So powerful that you need an army to take a small defenseless town?” 
 
    Mad Morgan crossed his armored arms, his grin returning, “I see the game. You wish to make this a fight of honor. You think I need my army to take this town, hardly worth the trouble to unleash them on empty buildings. I have a better idea, how about my army marches on the monastery they are hiding in while you and I fight for their very souls.” 
 
    Thorrin kept his gaze cool and focused, “You don’t know what honor is. You have nothing to bargain with.” 
 
    Mad Morgan sighed, “Oh I wasn’t trying to bargain. I was simply stating what was going to happen. I can sense the very essence of life. I will direct my army to slaughter every living thing and add them to the ranks.” 
 
    The dread lord raised a hand. The undead army at his back snapped to attention and began marching double time. They made two rows, moving on either side of their lord. Thorrin kept his nerves steady as the undead army moved past him on his left and right. After a long tense moment, the undead army had marched past him and up the road, turning and heading North East. 
 
    “It’s just me and you,” Mad Morgan smiled evilly. 
 
    Thorrin mentally called up his protection. Wisdom points were funneled to bring up his armor rating. A white aura appeared around the paladin as his readied himself. He created a quick command for his holy touch and kept it at the ready. With a sharp intake of breath, he began his march toward the grinning dread lord.  
 
    *** 
 
    The undead army moved through the wide path. Metal rang out as they marched. Ancient swords in hand, their pace was steady. Their lost minds could feel directions as their lord channeled their movements toward the ancient holy place. When they were hundreds of yards away, the column stopped. A lone woman stepped out into the dark path and faced the undead soldiers before her. 
 
    “May your souls rest in dragon fire,” Emma said as her body began to grow larger. 
 
    The skeletons did not hesitate as knees bent and they surged forward. Jaws opened in silent shouts as they moved as one unit. Emma’s body contorted and changed. Scales broke skin as horns emerged from her head. Green hair fell away as skin hardened. A wing flashed open as a tail sprouted. A clawed foot slammed down on the path and her body shifted into its true form. Long neck craning and serpentine head glaring down, the skeletons were nearly on her. Swords rose as they readied themselves to hack at the green dragon. 
 
    “Sleep as your ancestors did, bathed in flames!” Emma said in a deep voice, her jaw opening and a thick stream of fire bursting forth. 
 
    Metal melted as bone blasted to dust. The first few rows of skeletons were disintegrated. The rest of the army slowed as metal pooled onto long dead bones. Another gout of flame shattered them into greenish light. Emma continued the second stream of dragon fire until her second stomach could no longer produce the gases needed. Mouth clamping shut, nearly seventy percent of the undead army was no more. The remaining soldiers advanced with hollow eyes and blades raised. 
 
    *** 
 
    Mad Morgan never pulled his axe from his back as Thorrin charged. The burst of flame in the distance left the dread lord unmoved. Instead he kept his eyes on the simple paladin rushing him. Thorrin growled as he raised his hammer and brought it down. The dread lord stepped aside, dodging it. Thorrin kept up the attacks, driving his hammer down again and again but only encountering air. The dread lord yawned as he dodged one after the other. A second later, the dread lord stood in front of the paladin, arms at his sides. 
 
    Thorrin’s hammer came down, striking the black chest plate. The sound of metal on metal rang out but the dread lord stood, unaffected. Mad Morgan eyed the paladin as he looked up with a touch of uncertainty. 
 
    “This was your plan? You wanted to lure my army out so your dragon could roast them to ash. I had higher hopes of you using the dragon to unleash her flames on me. How satisfying it would have been to slay her before you. Did she beg to take on my army so she wouldn’t face me? I tasted her fear and it was delightful. Now your places have changed in my design. I will slay you and parade your dead body before I drive my cock into her heart.” 
 
    Thorrin’s freehand closed into a fist. He channeled wisdom points into his holy touch as he reared back. Mad Morgan looked bored as the paladin’s hammer came down on his breastplate. Metal rang out once again as Thorrin’s glowing fist followed up, striking the dread lord on the chest. A surge of holy power exploded and the dread lord stumbled back two steps, smoke rising from his armored chest. 
 
    “That barely tickled,” Mad Morgan laughed. 
 
    Thorrin grinned,” I just needed you to step back a tiny bit.” 
 
    Light glimmered in the bell tower of the church behind Thorrin as he took four steps back. 
 
    *** 
 
    Saldor felt a touch of fear as he held a spear in his hands. Talisa was next to him, hand reaching out and squeezing his shoulder. While they evacuated the town, the troll and farmer moved through the forest. They came across the very battlefield where the troll battalion was decimated. Weapons and armor lay strewn about, untouched. Talisa quickly grabbed a spear when she noticed some began to disappear. The farmer and troll managed to grab two spears apiece before the rest faded from view.  
 
    Saldor didn’t quite understand what Thorrin said when he spoke of timers on left behind items before disappearing, but when they returned with the four spears he was grateful for helping them gain an edge. Now he sat in the bell tower, clutching a spear meant to take down dragons. The raven haired troll continued to glance over the edge as Thorrin moved the dread lord into position. 
 
    The troll signaled to the farmer and both stood up with a spear in hand. Saldor concentrated as he lifted the spear up. Talisa instructed him that he had to keep his eyes on the target as he released, and the spear would do the rest. Runes glowed along the shaft as troll and farmer readied themselves. Thorrin had taken a few steps back but the dread lord was in full view. The fear melted away as he thought of his family. Power surged into his very being as his gaze turned hawkish. 
 
    “Now!” Talisa shouted. 
 
    Troll and farmer pulled back, eyes on Mad Morgan as he looked up, his eyes forming wide circles. With power, the troll and famer released the magic spears. Shafts turned into light as the points blazed. The two spears darted through the town. Mad Morgan bent his knees and jumped, trying to dodge them. His body shifted as the spears changed direction, curved back up and closed the distance in the blink of an eye. The dread lord let out a grunt as both spears hit him dead on. 
 
    Thorrin smiled before he turned and threw himself to the ground. The explosion sent the smoking body of Mad Morgan hurtling through the air. Like a rag doll made of rocks, the dread lord’s back struck a thick tree at the edge of town, cracking it down the middle. He slid down off the trunk and landed on his boots, armor smoking with a few pieces missing.  
 
    Mad Morgan raised his head, eyes glowing red with rage. He took a step forward when two more shafts of lights cut through the town. One slammed into his chest, penetrating the armor over his heart. The other struck his shoulder, pinning him to the tree. A brief second later, they exploded. 
 
    Thorrin was slowly getting back to his feet as the tree blew apart, flaming branches raining down. Black smoke curled into the air as the tree was nothing more than a heap of burning wood. The paladin turned to the bell tower and gave them the thumbs up. When he turned back, a shadow moved in the flames. 
 
    Smoke cleared away as Mad Morgan emerged from the fire. Armor was cracked and wisps of smoke rose up as he glared at Thorrin. Battle axe in hand, the dread lord moved with purpose, each step seething with a burning hatred and the paladin grinning in his direction. 
 
    Thorrin started his retreat as the dread lord closed in. The paladin kept his eyes on him while Mad Morgan stared back, his white skin blackened and the flesh from his chin and cheek gone. Thorrin reached the steps of the church, taking them one at a time until he reached the entrance. 
 
    “You will be my favorite servant when I’m through with….” Mad Morgan stopped his ranting when he reached the bottom of the steps. 
 
    Light touched his senses as he stood at the barrier to holy ground. Thorrin stepped back and opened the doors, ready to make his way in. With the doors opened, the paladin gazed down at the fuming hatred in the dread lord’s red eyes and smiled. 
 
    “You may be powerful but holy ground will weaken you. If you want me, come and get me.” 
 
    “Fight me paladin!” Mad Morgan snarled. 
 
    Thorrin eyed Mad Morgan as he stepped back, further into the church, “No, you fight me.” 
 
    The dread lord growled as he forced his foot onto the step. Holy light burned at his senses as he penetrated the barrier. Taking each step felt like a weight bore down on his black soul but nevertheless, he pushed on. Light flared along his cracked armor as he reached the top of the stairs and slowly stepped across the threshold. The weight grew heavier but the dread lord pushed on, eyes locked on the clever paladin. 
 
    Thorrin stood further in, pews lining either side of him. Hammer in hand and knees bent, he channeled wisdom into his holy touch again. This time however, he doubled the amount, ready to deal a fatal blow. 
 
    Growling moans fell from Mad Morgan’s burnt lips as he forced his way down the middle of the church, axe ready. Thorrin waited, knowing full well the longer the dread lord was in the church, the weaker he would become. 
 
    “I will torture your spirit for all eternity!” Mad Morgan shouted as black veins rose against white skin, crisscrossing his face.   
 
    Thorrin wanted to say something cool but all he came up with was a knowing smirk. The player took in a breath and charged the undead lord. Hammer and axe clashed, black energy sparking. Thorrin continued his barrage but the dread lord was holding his own against the attacks. Axe swinging wide, it splintered nearby pews. Thorrin stepped back just as the black blade missed him and shattered the pews on the other side. The dread lord advanced, swinging wide and shattering everything around him. Thorrin waited for a wide swing and closed the distance, hammer coming up. 
 
    The dread lord’s head snapped back as the hammer struck under his chin. As Mad Morgan stumbled back a step, Thorrin brought his left fist hard across the dread lord’s exposed neck. Holy touch flaring, Mad Morgan lurched to his left and into a crumbled pew. Knuckle marks glowed along Mad Morgan’s neck as he fell to one knee. Thorrin took one step closer, hammer raised. The dread lord reached out with his free hand and clamped his fingers on Thorrin’s shin.  
 
    “Fool!” Mad Morgan grinned. 
 
    Thorrin brought his hammer half way down when his body was pulled out from underneath him. Like a rag doll, the paladin was lifted up and swung hard. Thorrin’s face crashed into destroyed pews but the dread lord was not finished. Mad Morgan laughed with insanity as he swung Thorrin around like he weighed nothing at all. Hit points drained as the player tried to right himself. Taking another pew to the face, Thorrin brought his right foot down on the dread lord’s wrist. The action was just enough for the dread lord to lose his grip. 
 
    Thorrin spun through the air and slammed into the altar, smashing it to bits. The player tried to get up but his hit points were at 5% and he was stunned. Checking his stats, if he didn’t have his protection up then he surely would have been killed. 
 
    “It’s over….paladin…” Mad Morgan wheezed as he stepped closer, battle axe leaning against his shoulder. 
 
    Thorrin barely managed to sit up, eyes turning to his hammer ten feet away. Taking his remaining wisdom points, he channeled it into his right fist. Mad Morgan stepped closer, raising his axe with a twisted gleam in his eyes. 
 
    “I will….” The dread lord stopped talking when a side door opened. 
 
    Paladin and Dread Lord turned to see a cleric step out. Her eyes were sad as she held a mace in one hand. Lyra took another step closer, eyes turning to the fallen paladin at the base of the shattered altar. 
 
    “You cannot overcome him but I can,” Lyra said simply. 
 
    Mad Morgan turned just as the red headed cleric burst forth with power. Mace swinging in close, the dread lord parried it with his arm. Sparks flew as Lyra became a whirlwind. The dread lord took a step back and another as her attacks rained down on him. Axe swinging wide, the cleric parried it, her body sliding in closer and her hand glowing. Her dainty fist struck Mad Morgan’s jaw and sent the dread lord flying backwards. Trying to regain his balance, the cleric was on him, mace crashing down. One strike hit his head, caving in part of his skull. Another strike across the chest sent shards of armor flying.  
 
    Thorrin watched with fascination as the cleric moved like a warrior poet. Lyra dodged the feeble swings of the dread lord as he continued to try and stand up. Her mace landed a blow at the side of his knee, the mighty dread lord crumbling to the cracked wooden floor. Lyra brought her mace down hard on the fallen lord’s back. Armor broke off with each downward swing. Mad Morgan crawled for the entrance, the cleric never letting up. 
 
    The stun effect faded and Thorrin rose up to his feet. Scooping up his hammer, he stepped closer as Lyra beat the dread lord. The paladin hooked his hammer to his belt as one hand grabbed Lyra by the shoulder. The cleric stopped as Thorrin reached down and lifted Mad Morgan by the cracked armor around his neck. 
 
    “You haven’t won,” Mad Morgan spit as black liquid oozed from the corner of his mouth. 
 
    “It sure does look like we won,” Thorrin smirked and drove a glowing fist into Mad Morgan’s twisted cheek. 
 
    A burst of light filled the area. The dread lord’s body went flying out the entrance and landing on his back in the dirt. Thorrin gazed down with Lyra by his side. Mad Morgan spit out more black liquid, a small laughter spilling from his lips. The laughing grew louder as he sat up and stood up, axe in hand. 
 
    “You…you can’t kill me! We are the masters of death! Beat us and we will regenerate. Stab our hearts for they no longer beat on the mortal plane! I am but one of eight who will snuff out the light! We will defile your holy places and lay waste to this world. The war will bring all living creatures to their knees, so sayeth the true masters of Lukken!” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes widened as the dread lord lifted up his axe with both hands. Already moving, he took hold of Lyra and forced her down as Mad Morgan heaved his axe and threw it. The black blades spun through the air, missing Thorrin by an inch. It spun on until it buried it’s self into the destroyed altar. The black axe blazed into a tear drop shape of flames before crumbling to black dust. 
 
    Thorrin sat up as Mad Morgan advanced, his axe reappearing in his hand. He heaved it up once again when a shadow melted into view behind him. A dagger point penetrated his back and blazed. The dread lord turned his head to see a dark haired elf, smiling at him. Another dagger punctured his back. The elf flipped away as both daggers leaked holy light into the dread lord.  
 
    Mad Morgan sank to his knees. More daggers twirled through the air, inches sinking into his back, neck and head. From around a corner, a green dragon came into view. Mad Morgan let out a tired sigh as the dragon opened her mouth and bellowed a stream of fire.  
 
    Thorrin and Lyra were to their feet, stepping down the stairs. Flames engulfed the dread lord but his shoulders bounced to insane laughter. Vass watched as Emma’s body shifted to her human form. Talisa and Saldor came up behind Thorrin and Lyra. All eyes were on the burning dread lord as he laughed in flames. 
 
    “Well played…..I look….forward…to….our…paths meeting…again…” The burning dread lord managed before he crumpled into a heap of black ash and flames. 
 
    Thorrin stared down, heart beating with charged excitement. 
 
    +1 to the Sphere of Light 
 
    As his heart slowed, blue arms wrapped around him, hugging him close. Thorrin lifted a hand to touch Talisa’s strong arm. Emma climbed the stairs and joined the embrace. The player looked to her as she pressed her lips to his. Lyra joined in, hugging the paladin, snuggling her head into his neck. Saldor finished it with a hug of his own and a pat on Thorrin’s back. 
 
    Vass looked to the paladin as they showed their affection and relief, a small smile appearing on her lips. A proud heart beat as her little brother enjoyed basking in the glory of doing the right thing. Stars shined on as the heavens glowed in the purple nighttime sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thirteen 
 
    Flowers adorned heads while townspeople wore their best clothes. Thorrin stood off to the side as the celebration was in full swing. The sun blazed high in the clear sky and fiddles played in the background. The paladin watched but was happy to be out of it for a little bit. The constant praise was a too much and he needed a quiet moment to get away. 
 
    Saldor danced with Talisa while his wife Shella and his daughter Nyte clapped to the rhythm. Pyke and Emma danced next to them while Melina clapped along. Rosk played the fiddle and Lyra sat in the background, a small smile on her lips. When people weren’t dancing, they were waving to the paladin who leaned against a tree.  
 
    Thorrin smiled. He knew it was all a game, a fantasy, but it still dug deep into his soul. In the real world he was simply a student but now it felt he was more than that. Now he would know that whatever he did, he could make a difference. Classes and studies would only aid him to be more then what his family’s history would dictate. Even if it was a hard road in reality, he could always come here and know he helped people to survive a great evil. The thought made his heart soar. 
 
    A shadow melted next to him. Thorrin turned his head to see Vass leaning against the same tree, eyes closed and a blade of grass in the corner of her mouth. Elf ears perked up as arms were crossed. 
 
    “My little brother saved a town. I would say good job but there are bigger evils in Lukken.” 
 
    “Then I will fight them too. It’s my duty,” Thorrin smirked. 
 
    Vass nodded, “I decided to take back the contract and escort the trolls to Talon Guard. I don’t want a black mark on my record for not completing a contract. Do you want to come with us? I will still split the reward.” 
 
    Emma’s head turned from her troll dance partner, eyes meeting Thorrin’s. 
 
    “I think I might check out the dragon cities to the North. We could meet up there.” 
 
    “Sounds fine,” Vass shrugged. 
 
    Thorrin’s face darkened a shade, “Vass, I have to ask…..” 
 
    The elf sighed, “Cindy was a regular of mine. I knew she was depressed and I was going to cut her off but I needed the money, plus I thought she wanted the pills to feel better. If I thought she was going to kill herself, I never would have sold them to her.” 
 
    Thorrin listened intently as Vass continued. 
 
    “I feel awful but I cannot do much more than that. She’s gone and we’re still here. If I go to the police, they will never let me go.” 
 
    “Can you live with that?” Thorrin asked in a low voice. 
 
    Vass moved the blade of grass up and down with her tongue, “I’m not sure. I’m taking some time to soul search. Are you going to turn me in?” 
 
    Thorrin closed his eyes and leaned his head against the tree, “No. After some time, I’m sure you’ll make the best decision for yourself. Just know I will always be there for you.” 
 
    Vass rolled off the tree and kissed Thorrin on the cheek, “Thanks little brother.” 
 
    Thorrin opened his eyes and smiled. 
 
    “Now I’m going to rob a few houses while everyone is celebrating. See you in the North,” The elf rogue smiled and sauntered off. 
 
    The music changed and more townsfolk joined in on the celebration. Thorrin turned to see Emma, Talisa, Melina, Pyke, Saldor and his family walking toward him with happy smiles. The paladin stood up, looking to them and returning their smiles with his own. 
 
    Melina broke from the group and raced up to the paladin. Arms went wide as she hugged him close. Thorrin returned the hug as she buried her face in his chest. The rest stopped and made a semi-circle around the paladin as he gently let go of the troll. 
 
    “Thank you for everything!” Melina nearly cried. “We will never forget you!” 
 
    “Neither will I,” Thorrin smiled. 
 
    Saldor stepped in closer, “You will always have a home in Apple Shire.” 
 
    “Thank you Saldor,” Thorrin looked up and grinned. 
 
    Pyke bowed and Thorrin returned with a nod of his own. Talisa stepped closer as Pyke helped uncurl Melina’s hands from the Paladin’s waist. Thorrin stared at her beauty as she gave him a light smile. 
 
    “You can come with us to Talon Guard. I….I mean ‘we’ would love to have your company for the journey.” A touch of shyness glowed in the troll’s eyes. 
 
    Thorrin gazed at Talisa as red touched her cheeks. His gaze shifted to Emma who eyed him and then back to the beautiful troll. 
 
    “I may come to visit. Vass will see you all the way there but I will very much miss your company.” 
 
    The troll took a step closer and leaned her lips to his ear, “Now that you have my faith, call on me for anything. I would be happy to fight by your side or warm your bed.” 
 
    Talisa’s hand touched his and slipped away. Thorrin looked down to see a summoning crystal. He clutched it in his hand as he looked up. Talisa pressed her lips to his, tongue slipping in. The paladin was stunned for a moment before his tongue swirled with hers. The kiss went on a little longer then deemed appropriate. Saldor’s smile lessened a little before he took hold of his wife and daughter and ushered them back to the celebration. 
 
    “Let’s give them some time,” The farmer said with a smile. 
 
    Talisa pulled back with a hungry look in her eyes before standing up, turning and walking back to the party. Melina and Pyke said their final goodbyes and followed their protector. Emma was last as she stepped closer, pressing her hips to his and leaning the paladin against the tree. 
 
    “Here we are,” Emma said with playful eyes. 
 
    “Here we are,” Thorrin echoed with a sly smirk. “How’s your wing?” 
 
    “Still not healed, I think I will need an escort back to the dragon cities. Now who can I ask to accompany me on such a dangerous journey,” Emma said as she tapped her cheek in thought. 
 
    Thorrin raised his hand to his chest, palm out. 
 
    “Well that settles that,” The green haired dragon woman grinned. 
 
    Thorrin’s voice took on a serious edge, “Mad Morgan?” 
 
    Emma’s smile waned a bit, “He will return. Dread Lords cannot be killed, only imprisoned. It’s important I go back and tell my kind of the growing threat.” 
 
    “Then, it is my duty to help you on this quest,” Thorrin’s grin returning. 
 
    Emma leaned in close, pressing a hand to the paladin’s chest, “Thank you for helping me. It means everything to me. Without you I would have….” 
 
    Thorrin ran his fingers through her lustrous hair, “We can talk about it on the journey. Right now we should get back to the party.” 
 
    Emma hesitated before nodding. She was about to turn away when Thorrin grabbed her by the hips and brought her in close. His lips touched hers and warmth flared between them. Eyes closed and their embrace burned brightly. When lips parted, the paladin and dragon gazed into each other’s eyes. 
 
    Holding hands, the couple turned to the party and began walking. After about ten feet, an arm slid around Thorrin’s waist. The paladin and dragon turned their heads to see Lyra walking along, hand curled around him. Eyebrows raised, they stared as they walked, Lyra moving alongside them with a small smile. 
 
    “My work here is done. I think I will join you both on your journey north,” The cleric stated simply. 
 
    “Do we have a choice?” Thorrin asked. 
 
    “No,” Lyra said matter of fact. 
 
    Thorrin turned to Emma and they smiled. The three walked toward the celebration, greeted with cheers and wide grins. Music played on and soon everyone was dancing. Thorrin twirled Emma as she laughed along. Birds sang along with the music and the sun shined its light down on the happy celebration. On and on it went as wicked eyes stared out from a nearby bog. 
 
    A hag grinned as she watched the paladin dancing along with many others. Long fingers curled and flexed as corners to a wide mouth pulled upwards and a hideous giggle fell out. 
 
    “You will give me daughters, paladin. I will make sure your seed fills my belly over and over until I have a whole tribe once again, to the shadow gods I swear it.” 
 
    The hag let out a low cackle, drowned out by the music and the beautiful sunny day. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
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