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    One 
 
    The hum of the car died and Adam sat silently, staring at a tiny pirate flag on his dashboard. Hands still on the wheel, he let his mind drift while his heart beat with renewed excitement. A small smile crept into his cheeks as his eyes drank in the entrance to his job. Fishing for memories, he couldn’t get a single bite on the last time he took a vacation. It had to be close to two years, he thought. Even then, he couldn’t remember what he actually did on his last vacation. Muddled thoughts sloughed through the canals of his memories. Before him stood the nursing home where he worked, a place where he spent most of his time and energy, a place where the sensual touch of death haunted its halls. 
 
    “You’re just going on a much needed vacation. They’ll be fine without you for a few weeks. Stop beating yourself up,” Adam whispered to himself. 
 
     The images changed with the current. Faces of the residents flowed like a calm stream on a summer day. The job was tough but he did enjoy spending time with them. Their experiences, funny stories and mostly warm smiles chased away the eerie reminder of death. Adam loved how they requested him personally for anything, from walking with them in the garden to listening to the stories they’d tell a thousand times. It was one of the main reasons he never took a vacation, he didn’t want to leave and come back to one of them having passed. 
 
    Adam placed his hand on the door handle and hesitated. A touch of sadness caressed his strong brow. His life was in service to others and it did take its toll. Social life was practically non-existent and family barely saw him except during the holidays. It clashed with his job but it wasn’t a bad thing. The nurse knew he was doing great work, being there for those at the end of their long lives. It brought a sense of comfort to know that when he reached the end of his life someone like him might be there so he could leave this world with a bright smile. 
 
    “They have a temp. Finish training him and they’ll be in good hands,” Adam whispered as he unlocked the car door, swung it open and stepped out. 
 
    The sun shined bright and the air was crisp. Blue sky stretched out from horizon to horizon without a single white cloud to obscure its azure beauty. The nurse took a pleasant inhale before closing the door and walking to the front entrance of Bright Skies Nursing Home. 
 
    The main door swung open and the nurse walked in with a glowing demeanor. Kathy at the front desk looked up and smiled. Adam crossed the welcoming lobby to the counter, leaned against it and smirked. Kathy kept her grin as she drank in Adam’s large, muscled shoulders and boyish smile. 
 
    “They’re already asking when you’ll be back.” Kathy said with half closed eyes and a sultry touch to her voice. 
 
    “I figured they would. I’ve never taken two and a half weeks off before,” Adam smiled. 
 
    Kathy sat back, making sure her large breasts strained against the uniform, “Susan has been under orders to make sure we all take our time off. She doesn’t want the turn-over like we used to have.” 
 
    Adam tried to keep his eyes on Kathy’s gaze but the gravity of her chest took hold, causing them to dip for barely a second. The nurse noticed and gave a wicked grin before shifting in her seat, breasts bouncing slightly to her movements. 
 
    “Yea, I had to talk her down to two and a half weeks. I didn’t realize I had seventeen weeks saved,” Adam continued to smile. 
 
    Kathy nodded, “So, you haven’t told anyone what you’re going to do with all that time. Going any place special?” 
 
    “I think I’m just going to loaf around at home. Honestly, it’s more comfortable that way. Going somewhere is work and I’d rather be lazy, eat pizza and maybe stream a few series I’ve been wanting to see.” Adam left out his plans to play Lewd Saga. 
 
    Kathy eyed the male nurse with a playful smirk. Taking a piece of paper, she wrote down a phone number and slid it over the counter to Adam. The nurse looked down and raised a questioning eyebrow. 
 
    “If you ever get bored, I can come over, eat pizza and watch some shows with you,” Kathy winked. 
 
    Adam smiled, “Maybe I’ll take you up on that.”  
 
    The nurse picked up the piece of paper, folded it and put it in his back pocket.  
 
    “How’s Randy doing?” Adam asked as he glanced down a hallway. 
 
    Kathy let out a deep exhale, “He’s a good guy but I think he’s a little skittish with the residents who have major medical issues. I don’t think you have anything to worry about when it comes to him taking your job.” 
 
    Adam let out a chuckle, “I was never worried. He just seems a little lazy. I’m sure you’ll crack the whip on him when he needs it.” 
 
    Kathy leaned forward, exposing a small line of cleavage, “Whip you say.” 
 
    Adam eyed the nurse before closing his eyes and smiling, “Kathy, you’re a bad girl.” 
 
    “I like to think I’m fun,” the nurse licked her lips before sitting back in her chair. “You better get to Randy before he tries to find a place to hide again.” 
 
    Adam nodded before turning and making his way down the main hallway. A small heat flowed up his neck as images of Kathy’s advances played on. She tried every chance she could to go out with him but the hectic schedule and crazy hours seemed to always throw a wrench in the works. Adam was concerned about office romances as he watched how they never seem to work out. It also didn’t help that he put his work first and everything else second. The nurse couldn’t escape the possibility that he would simply drive her nuts if he didn’t give her enough attention. Gloomy possibilities weighed heavy and Adam gently pushed them away. Duties crawled into his mind as he readied himself for the day ahead. 
 
    Stepping along, Beth moved along in her walker. When she saw him, her dour face curled into a loving smile. Adam walked up to her, took a hand and kissed the back of it. The older woman let out a small naughty giggle as he placed her hand back on the walker and gestured to help her to breakfast in the dining hall. 
 
    “No, thank you. I know you have a lot to do and I won’t keep you. Be sure to say goodbye before you leave for the day,” Beth said with bright eyes. 
 
    “You know I will,” Adam smiled. 
 
    The large nurse continued his stride. Passing one of the lounges, he waved to the residents. Shaky hands rose up to wave back. Some smiled while others let out a small cheer. 
 
    “You better come back or we’re coming to your house and dragging you back,” One of the residents shouted back with his fellows nodding in agreement. 
 
    Adam stopped and looked to the group of older men. “You know I totally believe you’ll do it, Saul. Just don’t break my kneecaps; they’re the only pair I’ve got.” 
 
    The residents let out chuckles and small gasps of laughter. Adam waved them off and continued on down the hall. Sunlight poured from several windows and the nurse started to feel like the day was going to be a good one. Turning a corner, he continued walking until he reached an open door. Inside, a resident was sitting on the edge of his bed, holding onto his cane but not standing up. 
 
    Adam stepped into the doorway with a comforting smile, “Jacob, everything okay?” 
 
    The older man looked up to Adam’s kind face and gave a faint smile, “Yea. These damn legs don’t work like they used to.” 
 
    “I can get a wheelchair and roll you around today? It will give me an excuse to listen to more of your war stories.” 
 
    Jacob’s eyes glowed with warmth, “Adam, you’re too good for this place. Thanks but I’ll manage. We still on for chess after lunch?” 
 
    “It’s already penciled in. Maybe you’ll let me win a match before I go on vacation?” 
 
    “Not a chance,” Jacob huffed. 
 
    Adam grinned, “Press the button if you need me. Don’t go over exerting yourself now. I’ll check on you later.” 
 
    “You better! That Randy guy isn’t man enough to fill one of your shoes. It’s going to be Hell without you here.” 
 
    “Randy seems like a good guy. Give him a chance.” 
 
    Jacob shook his head, “No.” 
 
    Adam stifled the chuckle begging to be released, “I’ll see you in a bit.” 
 
    The nurse gave a quick nod and moved on. After another turn, one of the main nurse stations loomed into view. A thin guy leaned against the desk area, eyes locked on his cell phone. The man didn’t even notice Adam as he walked right up and stood by him. The nurse gazed down to see an anime playing on the phone screen, barely clothed monsters girls all over a human man. 
 
    “Is it a good show?” Adam asked in a deep, threatening tone. 
 
    Randy turned his wide eyes to the stern faced nurse, “Sorry! I had a quick break and….” 
 
    Adam’s stern look melted away, “Relax. I would suggest you don’t do that out in the open. If Susan caught you, she would write you up on the spot.” 
 
    Randy shifted on his feet as he put his cell phone in his pocket, “Sorry. I just needed a breather. It feels like everyone hates me here.” 
 
    Adam kept his eyes neutral, “They hate anybody who is new. Give them time and they will grow to love you.” 
 
    “I didn’t think it would be this hard. Now that you’re going on vacation, it’s going to be even harder,” Randy kept talking, hands moving as nervous energy writhed under his skin. 
 
    “Randy, take it easy. You have my number if you have any questions and the other nurses will help you out.” 
 
    The thin, young nurse let out a long exhale, shoulders sinking, “You’re right. I just want to make sure I do a good job.” 
 
    Adam nodded, “Don’t let the pressure get to you. Treat everyone like a person and attend to their needs, and you should be fine.” 
 
    Randy looked up into Adam’s kind eyes, “Thanks.” 
 
    Adam grinned, “Don’t mention it. Now let’s get to the duties list. I still have a few things to show you so bring something to jot down notes.” 
 
    Adam put an arm around the younger nurse’s shoulder as they walk down a brightly lit hallway. 
 
    *** 
 
    The day spun on. Adam was having a good time as residents called on him constantly, only to talk and hand out presents. The nurse ate it up. He received cookies, gift cards and even two envelopes with cash. Try as he might to not accept the gifts, the residents threatened to riot if he didn’t take them. Adam graciously took the gifts, promising to spend any money on things for the residents to make their stay as fun as possible. A touch of sadness wormed up from the depths of his heart. He was going to miss many of them over the next few weeks. Vacations were meant to relax and recuperate but Adam felt like he was leaving his family. All day he made endless promises to return or face their wrath. 
 
    Adam was walking down the hall, remembering he had to see Jacob for their chess game. The old man was a tough chess player, relentless in his strategy. Adam never held back when he played, yet every time Jacob would out maneuver his pieces to victory. It was a daily battle but what Adam really loved about it were the war stories Jacob would tell while kicking his ass. Adam remembered in the beginning how Jacob would sit, sour and alone most of the time. It took Adam a few weeks to warm up to him. After that, the respect between them seemed to pull back the sour façade to reveal a kind man who’d had a hard life. Adam continued to play a game almost every day with him, and Jacob seemed to come to finally accept his life.   
 
    Adam smirked as he turned a corner, trying to hold back the tide of regret for being in a good mood. He had just a few hours left, and he would be back in his car heading home. If he thought too long about it, he was going to march into Susan’s office and cancel the whole thing. She would never accept it but it was a comforting thought. 
 
    The nurse raised his gaze. Down the hall, Randy stood in front of a doorway, his eyes the size of saucers. A hint of confusion wrinkled Adam’s brow before a tidal wave of knowing crashed into him. The large nurse broke into a run, charging toward a frozen Randy. Heart pounding in his chest, Adam nearly crashed into the thin nurse and turned to peer into the room. 
 
    Jacob lay face down on the rug, body convulsing. Limbs trembled while white foam dripped from the sides of his mouth. Jacob’s cane lay a foot away as the old man made strange grunts. Adam charged into the room to a cabinet shelf. Nearly ripping the door off, he looked in to see an empty container amid some medical supplies. 
 
    “Where’s his medication!” Adam growled. 
 
    “I….I…was on my way to fill it….” Randy stuttered as he was rooted to the spot. 
 
    Adam’s training kicked in, reining in powerful impulses to smack the stunned nurse back in to reality. The nurse fell to his knees next to Jacob’s body as it trembled uncontrollably. 
 
    “Go to station 4, second shelf. His back up is there,” Adam ordered. 
 
    Randy didn’t move. 
 
    “Randy!” Adam shouted. 
 
    The nurse looked to Adam with wide, unblinking eyes. 
 
    “Station 4, second shelf,” Adam said firmly. 
 
    The nurse nodded quickly before turning and darting down the hall. 
 
    Adam turned his head and reached down with meaty arms. He gently took hold of Jacob as his body shook. The nurse turned him on his side knowing he had to make sure his breathing was clear. He kept calm eyes on the resident. The older man’s expression was filled with stunned fear as he had no control over his body. He bucked and shook while he tried to speak. All that came out were stunted yelps and gurgles. 
 
    “Jacob, it’s alright, I’m here. This will pass. We have to see it to the end. I’m not going to leave your side,” Adam said with a firm and reassuring tone. 
 
    A burst of frothing foam hit the rug. Adam didn’t even notice as he kept his eyes on Jacob’s. The nurse kept his grip firm and held Jacob on his side as the convulsions continued. 
 
    “Take deep breaths. Breathe in and let it out. Breathe in and let it out. Do it with me,” Adam said as he inhaled and then exhaled. 
 
    Something sparked in Jacob’s eyes. The old man took a shaky inhale and a trembling exhale. The convulsions began to lessen as a fire bloomed in his heart, imitating the nurse as he breathed in and out. 
 
    “Keep doing that. Breathe in and breathe out. I hope you didn’t go through all this trouble to get out of me kicking your ass in chess.” 
 
    Jacob’s mouth barely turned into a smirk as he breathed in and out in a steady rhythm. The convulsions began to ebb as both men continued to match their breathing. Randy appeared at the doorway with an auto-injector pen.  
 
    Adam held out a hand while never taking his eyes away from Jacob. Randy stepped in and placed the injector in Adam’s open hand. Fingers curled around it as the nurse brought his hand down. The injector hit Jacob’s thigh and medication entered his body. The convulsions lessened in moments. Nurses gathered at the doorway as Adam continued to breathe with the fallen man. Jacob’s breathing grew calmer. 
 
    Adam tightened his grip on Jacob’s arm, “I’m here for you, man. Don’t give up. You’re doing great.” 
 
    Jacob managed a small nod. It was enough for Adam to return it with a smile. 
 
    *** 
 
    Adam walked along-side the paramedics. Jacob was on a stretcher, a breathing mask over his nose and mouth. The ambulance back doors were open. The paramedics reached the back and prepared to collapse the stretcher. Adam looked down, eyes sunken in but trying to remain upbeat. 
 
    Jacob lifted a weak hand and beckoned the nurse closer. Adam leaned in, ears open and eyes wide. 
 
    “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine. Enjoy your vacation. I’ll be here when you get back,” the older man managed through the clear mask. 
 
    Adam took his hand and held it, “What are you talking about, I’m going with you.” 
 
    Jacob coughed up a laugh, “I don’t think your boss is going….to let..you…” 
 
    Adam could see Jacob looking over his shoulder. The familiar sounds of high heels clicking against the pavement filled the area. Adam turned around as the paramedics collapsed the stretcher and lifted it up, sliding Jacob into the back of the ambulance. A woman in a medium length skirt and short blonde hair made a beeline for the large nurse. Her face was a mask until she stood before him, eyes showing a restrained sorrow. 
 
    “Irene is going to travel with Jacob to the hospital. She will get in contact with his family,” Susan said with authority. 
 
    Adam looked over to see Irene walking past with understanding eyes. Jacob was placed in the back and the paramedics began strapping the stretcher down. 
 
    “I should go with him. They….” Adam was cut off. 
 
    “Adam, you work yourself to the bone for everyone here. You need to take your vacation. I will send you e-mails on his progress. Take your time; you’ve earned your rest.” 
 
    The nurse’s hands tightened into fists at his sides. Dark thoughts touched his addled mind as he tried to keep it together. He couldn’t admit it out loud but he felt they needed him, and he didn’t want to let them down. It was so deeply ingrained that the nurse had to fight the urges to step into the back of the ambulance with Jacob and take the ride to the hospital with him.   
 
    Susan could see the battle playing out in Adam’s eyes, “Go home Adam. Take the rest of the day.” 
 
    Adam tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes, “Please keep me in the loop.” 
 
    Susan nodded, “I will.” 
 
    Adam turned and began walking toward the parking lot. In the front of the home, Kathy, several nurses, residents and Randy looked on to the large nurse. Adam turned to them and barely managed a smile. Randy stared, eyes trying to say he was sorry. Adam looked to him and then looked away. 
 
    The nurse made his way to his car. Stepping in, he closed the door and inserted his key into the ignition. Friends and co-workers looked on as the car vibrated to life. Adam switched the gear into drive and slowly drove out. Everyone waved as the nurse turned onto the road and drove off. Kathy looked on with a touch of worry in her eyes. 
 
    *** 
 
    Adam stewed in his thoughts. The darkness he felt held him like a returning friend. It was a constant dance of trying to be positive while the stench of death crawled around the edges of the nursing home like a peeping tom. It had taken its toll and he knew it. He thought he would see the day through without an incident but instead the day slapped him in the face, reminding him of dark possibilities. 
 
    “Jacob is fine. He’ll be there when you come back,” Adam said to himself as he drove on. 
 
    Another voice called up from the back of his mind, whispering sweet nothings. It was the same voice he heard every time he drove home. Work had become his life and the mental scars were there even after he left. Names and faces floated by of residents he cared for. Walking into work was a crap shoot, especially when one of them passed away during the night. He pretended it was just part of the job, an event that happens to everyone at some point in their life. But deep down, it left its marks. For a time, he couldn’t sleep because of terrible nightmares. Other times, he drank a little too much to dull the pain. The nurse felt like he was having PSTD but could never bring himself to see anyone for it or take any kind of medication. It was something he had to work through and every day brought a new battle. 
 
    Adam looked on down the street to the small green house on the block. He slowed down and pulled into the driveway. Turning off the ignition, Adam sat, eyes staring at the garage door. A gloom had taken hold and the nurse stepped out of the car. Walking to the front door, the faint whispering flowed with each step. 
 
    Stepping into the one story home, Adam closed the door and took in the silence. The house held a welcoming coolness as he turned, hung up his jacket and walked to the kitchen. Pulling out leftovers from the fridge, the large man began eating his fill while trying to not think about the day. The whispers invaded his blank thoughts, singing their siren song. 
 
    Adam stopped eating a chunk of roast beef and mashed potatoes. The faint song grew louder and he knew he couldn’t turn away much longer. Memories poured into empty thoughts. The pain had gotten so bad one night. He remembered holding Evelyn as she let out her final breath. She was so frail that he feared he would crush her but it was already too late for that. She passed on and he held her until the ambulance came to cart her away. The flood of memories surged. He remembered coming home to his empty house. He attacked the liquor cabinet and drank and drank and drank, anything to ease the pain. He talked out loud to no one on how he was going to quit and do something, anything else. He laughed and cried in a drunken haze in his empty home. 
 
    He remembered turning on the flat screen, sitting like a lump in a stupor. A commercial was on, showing a woman in a skin tight suit and strange helmet. She turned from a normal woman into a robed mage, fighting off a skeleton horde. The robe adhered to her curves as she blasted skeletons with bolts of magic. The nurse couldn’t look away as the words “Lewd Saga” scrolled into view. 
 
    Adam looked on recalling how the next day he got up and drove to the game store. He picked up the console, suit and helmet from the commercial. It was like he was possessed. Maybe he did need an escape from his life, even just for a little bit. Getting the system home, he set it up in his bedroom. With everything in place, he put on the helmet and activated the system.   
 
    After that, it was like his whole life changed once he entered the virtual world. Hidden feelings and urges were accepted in the kinky game known as Lewd Saga. The normal world fell away and Adam felt like he was reborn. He thought the feeling might not return the next time he played but it did, again and again. The stress and grief slowly ebbed away as the fantasy world allowed him to be more then what he was, even for a little while.  
 
    Weeks passed and his work improved. The stress was manageable and there was a light in the darkness of his mind. Everyone seemed to notice, and the resident’s well-being began to grow a little brighter for it.  
 
    Adam shook off the pleasant memories and finished stuffing his mouth with food. Standing up, he made his way to his bedroom. The siren call grew deafening as his eyes took in the Mind’s Eye Gear, helmet and suit. Pulling his shirt over his head, he threw it aside before pulling down his jeans. A large hand took the suit off the chair and he slipped it on like a second skin. Blue line body sensors ran over the white suit as Adam picked up the helmet. The connected love box between his legs hummed to life. Putting the helmet on, he pressed a small button on the side. The wireless connection locked, and the edge of the helmet over his eyes glowed dark red. 
 
    Adam lay down on his bed. Excited energy ran along his nerves as he readied himself. In reality he was a good man trying to take care of everyone around him but in Lewd Saga, he could finally let his hair down and be the man he secretly dreamed about. With a tap of the activation button, the lights along the edge turned from red to green. Adam calmed himself as he closed his eyes. Darkness consumed his vision until a light appeared. A moment later, the light expanded and streamed past as his mind was hurtled toward the end of the tunnel. With a wicked smile, the nurse let go of reality and entered the world of Lukken once again, to claim his destiny and a bit of gold on the side. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
     The prayer hall glowed with flickering torchlight. Stained glass windows stood to the right and left of the hall, moonlight casting their colored beams down on wooden pews. A lone cleric moved closer to the altar, a small metal rod with a bell at the end. Rows of candles swayed in the drafty sanctuary as the cloaked cleric moved near, gently placing the bell over a flame and extinguishing it. Pulling away, a stream of white smoke snaked into the air and the cleric moved to the candle next to it, repeating the simple duty. 
 
    Incense filled the cavernous hall as the cleric went about her task. Taking a moment, she turned to the altar and drank in the sensual form of her goddess. A near nude statue stood with arms out, welcoming all those seeking love. Long pointed ears poked up through straight hair, a gentle knowing smile carved into her metal form. The cleric gave the small statue a pleasant smile before returning to her work, snuffing out the candles before her evening prayers. 
 
    One of the main doors opened and the cleric turned her eyes to the back of the hall. Silently she watched as someone slipped in and gently closed the door behind them. Still as the statue of her goddess, she watched as the man in priest robes turned his head. Even with the distance between them, she could see his boyish face on a man’s body. His hair was dark but he had a blonde curl that coiled onto his forehead. He glanced around, almost confused until his eyes connected with the cleric at the end of the prayer hall. Standing straighter, he moved with grace down the main aisle, hands at his sides and a kind grin on his lips. 
 
    The cleric moved from the side and stood before the elven altar, head bowed but eyes on the priest she had never seen before. 
 
    “Is there something I can help you with, Father?” The cleric asked with a soft voice. 
 
    The priest looked on to the cleric, noticing the blonde hair framing her beautiful face. The robe she wore was thin enough to show her sensual curves, ample cleavage and pale beauty. The priest could not contain his smirk as he strode up and stopped but a few feet from her. 
 
    “Hello cleric. I was simply taking in my surroundings. I’m new here and wanted to see the famed Statue of Vala for myself. I made the pilgrimage just so I could bask in its presence,” The handsome priest changed his smirk into a smile. 
 
    The cleric bowed her head, “I understand. Many have come to see the statue, but Father Jaxx never told me another priest was joining our church. I would have arranged to have you see it during the day when the light is perfect for viewing.” 
 
      The priest nodded, “I just got in an hour ago. The trip was long but I could hardly contain myself.” The priest’s eyes drifted to the cleric’s sensual hips, “I apologize, how rude of me not to introduce myself. My name is Father Wulf.” 
 
    The cleric bowed her head again, “Ilsa Purebreeze, Cleric of Vala.” 
 
    Father Wulf took another step closer, “Pleased to meet you Ilsa.” The priest turned his eyes back to the two-foot tall statue on the altar, “Is it true it contains a drop of Vala’s essence?” 
 
    “It is. I’m unsure why you do not feel it? All priests and priestess talk endlessly about the warm glow they feel in her presence.” 
 
    “I’m still tired from the long journey,” Father Wulf said and stretched his arms while yawning. “Maybe tomorrow I will feel the glow.” 
 
    Ilsa eyed the priest for a long moment before taking a few steps closer, “We could pray together? I’m sure after your long journey, feeling Vala’s love will only help you sleep soundly.” 
 
    Father Wulf looked the cleric up, down and back to her nearly innocent eyes, “I might be too tired for…prayer.” 
 
    Ilsa reached out and took the priest’s hand. Bringing it up, she clutched it to her warm cleavage and kept her gaze steady, “So strange that you would not want to pray. Are you a new priest or do you prefer to pray with men?” 
 
    Father Wulf’s eyes widened for a moment before regaining his smooth composure, “No, I prefer to pray with beautiful women, like you. I really like praying with someone like you.” Father Wulf’s eyes turned to the small statue again, “I don’t want to take you away from your duties.” 
 
    Ilsa stepped closer, the priest’s hand firmly between voluptuous breasts, “I was almost finished with my duties before attending to my prayers with the other clerics but I would be remiss if I didn’t attend to your saintly needs. You have come such a long way and Vala would be cross with me if I didn’t show you her light.” 
 
    “Do you pray every night with your fellow clerics?” Father Wulf said as he eyed the blonde beauty. 
 
    “We pray several times a day and during the night. It is necessary to remain connected to the goddess but you know this?” Ilsa said as her brow wrinkled in confusion. 
 
    Father Wulf puffed out his chest, “I do know this, I’m just making sure you’re faithful to Vala and following her teachings. You’re doing very well.” 
 
    Ilsa blushed, “Thank you, Father. Please sit down so we may pray together.” 
 
    Father Wulf looked around for a moment. Ilsa pulled him by the hand to the pew in the front row and gently sat him down. The priest eyed the cleric and she knelt down. Father Wulf noticed the pews were like ones in a Catholic Church but the knee cushions were under his legs and closer to the seat. As Ilsa knelt down, she placed her knees on the cushioned leather, in between the priest’s legs.  
 
    The priest said nothing as he watched the blonde beauty worked to undo his leggings with expert skill. A moment later, his half hard manhood spilled out and the cleric ran her fingers along its veiny shaft. 
 
    “Do you prefer me disrobed?” Ilsa asked innocently. 
 
    The priest eyed her and smiled, “Undo your top.” 
 
    Ilsa nodded and pulled down the robe from her slender shoulders. Father Wulf stared down as large firm breasts bounced, defying gravity. Pink nipples pointed against her creamy skin and the priest’s manhood bounced in approval. 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Father Wulf said with a hungry edge. 
 
    “Please gaze upon Vala first before you gaze upon me,” Ilsa said and lowered her lips as she held up his manhood. 
 
    Father Wulf looked up and wet sensations flowed like warm wine. Flexing his fingers, he resisted the urge to put a hand on her head as it bobbed in long strokes. A stupid smile bloomed on his lips as he eyed the statue, the cleric’s head bobbing at the bottom edge of his vision. Wet sounds rose up as Father Wulf rested his arms on the back of the pew and gripped it.  
 
    A small flaming light appeared over the cleric. The priest eyed the golden flame as his hips moved slightly, his manhood disappearing beyond tight lips. The flame burst again into a small glowing woman with clear insect wings. They fluttered into a blur as she crossed her arms and gave the priest a disappointed expression. She hovered, wearing only a simple golden short skirt and bikini top. Bare feet pointed down as she moved gently from side to side. 
 
    The priest loosened his grip on the pew and silently pointed to the statue. The fairy’s lip curved downward, turned her head and stuck out her chin. The cleric kept her eyes and head down as she deep throated Wulf’s cock. The priest made an angry grunt as he pointed to the statue and shook his finger. The fairy turned an eye and then an evil grin. She opened her mouth and bobbed her head up and down in a mocking manner. Father Wulf looked to her incredulously as he let out an annoyed grunt. 
 
    Ilsa pulled her head back and held the priest’s cock an inch from her lips, “Are you enjoying the prayer?” 
 
    Wulf looked down, “Oh yea, you’re doing great. I sometimes like dirty talk…during prayer.” 
 
    Ilsa nodded, “Please talk anyway you wish.” The cleric smiled and went back to her holy duty. 
 
    Wulf turned his eyes back to the golden fairy, his brow forming a hard V, “Yea, you better get it.” 
 
    The fairy shook her head in defiance. 
 
    “You better fucking work for it. Get it. Get it now!” 
 
    The cleric upped the tempo, her lips tightening. Wulf tried to concentrate but the cleric played him like an instrument. Fingers flexing once again, he fought down the primal urges while eying the fairy. 
 
    “Don’t be a bitch! Just get it!” Wulf growled. 
 
    Ilsa looked up with wide eyes. 
 
    The priest looked down, “Sorry, is ‘bitch’ too strong?” 
 
    Ilsa pulled her lips from his cock, “No, it’s actually refreshing. Please keep going,” the cleric gulped in air before wrapping her lips around his steel hard member again. 
 
    Wulf turned his attention to the fairy again, “You will never suck this cock again unless you do as you’re told so you better fucking get on with it.” 
 
    Ilsa moaned as she upped the tempo. The fairy grabbed her sides as her shoulder shook silently in laughter. The priest’s blood began to boil as something pushed at his loins for release. He pointed again at the fairy and then to the statue. The tiny fairy wiped a tear from the corner of her eye before turning and sticking her butt out. She floated closer to the statue of Vala and circled around it. 
 
    “Yea, that’s it. Keep doing that,” Wulf said as he eyed the fairy. 
 
    The little fairy floated down to the bottom of the statue. There were four gray bolts connecting the statue to the altar. Touching her chin, she studied the bolts. Wulf kept his gaze as hard as his manhood. Ilsa continued to bob on Wulf’s member, suckling and teasing for the priest’s seed to shoot into her throat. The fairy started to draw golden runes in the air. Once she finished, the runes faded away and bolt turned on its own until it fell off. The fairy dived down and caught it before it hit the floor.     
 
    “Yes! Keep doing that!” Wulf seethed. 
 
    The fairy gently laid the bolt down and floated back up to the base of the statue. Ilsa tasted pre-come as she pressed her firms breast to the priest’s inner thighs. She moaned loudly as Wulf kept his gaze steady on the fairy drawing another set of runes in the air. 
 
    “Keep it up. I’m almost there,” Wulf heaved. 
 
    The golden fairy continued to draw runes and one after the other, bolts turned and fell away. She dived down to catch them and lay them down without a sound. When the last rune faded from the air and the last bolt finished unscrewing, Wulf gripped the edge of the pew as the pressure from within grew too much. 
 
    “You fucking beautiful bitch! Daddy’s gonna come!” Wulf nearly shouted. 
 
    Ilsa continued her relentless suckling, trying to pull the priest’s very soul through his manhood. Wulf leaned back as he could no longer hold it all back. Cock bulging, spurts of seed burst from the tip, painting the back of the cleric’s throat. Moaning, Ilsa sucked it down as she deep throated his manhood to the hilt. The priest grabbed the back of Ilsa’s head and kept her there as he spurted a few more times. A flash of heat rolled up his chest and into his neck until the tension bled away and the priest sank into the pew. 
 
    The fairy took hold of the statue. It was slightly bigger then her lithe body but somehow she managed to lift it up into the air. Clear wings beat faster as tiny arms strained.  
 
    Ilsa pulled her head back and looked up with adoring eyes, “That was wonderful. You’re amazing.” 
 
    Wulf looked down with drunken eyes, “You were pretty fantastic too.” 
 
    The cleric’s hand moved down between her legs as she stared at the priest sitting before her. Wulf’s hand moved absent-mindedly to his side pouch and opened the small flap. Fingers dug in until he touched pieces of metal. Pulling out a gold coin, he held it before Ilsa’s eyes. 
 
    The cleric’s expression melted from adoring him to a state of confusion, “You’re giving me a gold coin?” 
 
    Wulf looked down with a drunken smile, “A token of thanks.” 
 
    Ilsa stared at the coin and then looked up to the priest’s smiling face. A few seconds ticked by before her confusion furled into a storming rage. Wulf’s smile faded away as his inner thoughts came screaming back with the blood surging into his brain. Ilsa stood up and closed up her robe. Holding out a hand, white energy flowed up and formed into a glowing mace. 
 
    “You’re no priest,” the cleric hissed. 
 
    Wulf left the coin on the pew and held up his hands, “Now wait a second, I’m anything you want me to be.” 
 
    Ilsa growled as she lifted the mace up over her head. Wulf spun away into the aisle as the glowing mace smashed the pew to splinters. Backing up, the man in priest’s clothing kept his hands defensive. Ilsa stepped from the smashed wood and into the aisle. Behind them, the fairy floated and struggled with the elven goddess statue.   
 
    “No priest or cleric would ever give gold for prayer! We do it because it’s our sacred duty!” Ilsa’s hiss turned into a growl. 
 
    “I love your scared duty but it’s been a long journey and I wasn’t thinking…” Wulf said while trying to not smile. 
 
    Ilsa’s eyes narrowed, “What are Vala’s sacred commandments?” 
 
    Wulf looked away, “Thou shall not……break my legs?” 
 
    Ilsa stalked forward, “I’m going break your legs, arms and pelvis.” 
 
    Wulf’s smile slipped, “Breaking my pelvis sounds kind of fun in the right context.” 
 
    Ilsa’s mouth twisted into an evil smirk, “Stay where you are and I’ll show you.” 
 
    Wulf took a step back but managed to glance past the seething cleric to the fairy floating slowly. Ilsa turned her head to the side, eye drinking in the fairy as it hovered with the small statue. 
 
    “Thieves!” Ilsa shouted as she turned and burst toward the fairy. 
 
    The golden fairy squeaked before winking out of reality. The statue fell and hit the ground with a solid “Clang”! Wulf burst forward as the cleric’s free hand reached down to pick up the metal goddess. Throwing himself down, he slid across the smooth floor and snatched the goddess with an open hand. Pushing himself up to his feet, he continued to run as the cleric swung her mace, missed and smashed another pew. 
 
    Wulf spun, bent his knees and launched himself into the air. Body turning with liquid grace, he landed next to the altar with statue in hand. 
 
    “Thief is such a negative term. We like to be called rogues,” Wulf said as a 2D screen appeared next to his free hand and he tapped at it. 
 
    “What’s your name so I can ask for forgiveness as I break every bone in your body!” 
 
    The mock priest tapped at the screen before it blinked away. His hand reached over and touched his chest. The priest robe melted away and black leather appeared in its place. Leather armor covered his chest as a black cloak unfurled from his shoulders and fell to the back of his shins. A hood crawled up over his head and framed his face, covering his brown hair but not the golden lock on his forehead. 
 
    “Renner, Renner Wulf, at your service,” the rogue said with a bow and a slight smirk. 
 
    “Kneel before me, Renner Wulf, so I can beat forgiveness into that handsome face.” 
 
    The rogue let out a laugh, “I like my face just the way it is but thank you.” Renner pulled a large crossbow and aimed at one of the large stained glass windows. “I wish I could stay to finish our evening but I have to go.” 
 
    “How dare you steal a rare holy item from our sacred halls! You’re a monster!” Ilsa shouted. 
 
    “I would be if I was stealing it for myself but I have a client that’s paying a lot of coin for this little beauty.” The rogue eyed the cleric as she thundered toward him, “You really are amazing and I take no joy, but gold is gold. I hope when all this is over, I can return the favor with my tongue between your legs.” 
 
    Ilsa stopped, her heart fluttering as the rogue aimed and pulled the trigger. The bolt flew across the hall and smashed through the stained glass window, shattering it to pieces. The cleric clenched her jaw as she rushed the altar, but Renner was already moving. Despite the statue in his hands, he flipped with ease over the stairs. Running, he reached the bottom of the broken window and bent his knees. With an impossible push, he was airborne.  
 
    Ilsa stared as he flipped through the air and blew her a kiss before disappearing through the smashed window into the night. The cleric ran to the window and peered over the edge, past broken sharp glass. A cloak fluttered in the wind as the rogue pumped his legs toward the courtyard walls. Jumping up, he placed the statue in his cloak before his hands spread out and took hold of the stone surface. Ilsa gawked as he climbed with ease all the way to the top. The rogue glanced back with a mischievous grin before jumping over the side and disappearing from view. 
 
    “I’m coming for you, Renner Wulf,” The cleric said with conviction as she tried to fight the wet feeling between her legs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three  
 
    The road was empty, save for a lone cloaked figure and a glowing light by his side, walking along in the dark night. Stars twinkled like diamonds as the heavens slumbered on. Crickets played their song with the figure walking a rhythmic pace. The glowing flame to his right hovered around slightly, moving in closer to the man’s cheek before darting away with a wave of his hand. 
 
    “That could have gone smoother,” Renner said with a half smile. 
 
    The glowing flame turned into a golden fairy, wings a blur behind her delicate back, “You’re the one that blew it. Your strange habit is going to get us killed.” 
 
    Renner looked on but the fairy floated before his eyes with her arms crossed, “Don’t ignore me! I could have snuck away with the statue but NNNnnnnoooooo, you had to pay her off when she was giving it away for free.” 
 
    The rogue kept his small smile, “Gylda, thanks to you we have luck on our side. Besides, you know how I operate.” 
 
    The fairy’s eyes narrowed, “No one knows how you operate. I’m starting to think you don’t even know. You pay so no one will fall in love with you but if you just kept your hand out of your purse, we wouldn’t have the Church of Vala coming after us.” 
 
    “Vala’s disciples won’t waste their time. They’re going to go after the buyer. We don’t even know who they are. If Vala is so powerful, she will guide them to the true thief. We just have to unload this, get our gold and we’ll be free.” 
 
    Gylda thrust her arms downward with tight fists, “You say that every time! If we are so free, how come half of Lukken is trying to kill you, especially Dulla?” 
 
    Renner’s smile faded and raised an eyebrow, “Dulla is a special case. I should never have stuck it in crazy.” 
 
    Gylda’s shoulders shook before she closed her eyes and let out a long exhale. Floating closer, she lifted her hands and touched the rogue’s cheek, “You’re the bravest and most foolish master I have ever had. Your greed is almost as vast as mine but what are you going to do when it becomes too much?” 
 
    Renner eyed the beautiful golden fairy for a moment before a smirk stabbed into his cheek, “It will be too much the day after I build the largest castle ever and throw the biggest party Lukken has ever seen. I want everyone to talk about it for years to come.” 
 
    The rogue’s smirk faded away as his gaze took a sad edge, “And don’t call me master. You know I don’t like that. We’re partners.” 
 
    Gylda crossed her arms again, “You can’t pay me off to keep me at a distance with a stupid title.” 
 
    Renner let out a sigh, “Your people fall in love with anyone who frees you from your prison. A goblin could have freed you and you would have fallen in love.” 
 
    The golden fairy’s brow throbbed in contained rage, “A goblin didn’t free me, you did!” 
 
    “And per our arrangement, we are partners until the fabled day we retire,” Renner said with playful smirk. 
 
    Gylda floated for a moment before turning her back to him and hovered along, “You’re infuriating.” 
 
    “Don’t be upset with me. This score is going to add to the retirement fund. Let’s just play it cool and maybe we can take a short vacation. You like the Turtle Islands.” 
 
    Gylda turned her head but kept her back to him, eyes half closed, “Can we stay at the Dunloff Manor? Maybe take one of the guest homes on the beach?” 
 
    Renner nodded, “I’ll even get a case of that Fire Belly wine you like so much.” 
 
    Gylda closed her eyes and nodded. Then she turned, bent herself at the waist and kissed the rogue on the cheek before flying off. Renner kept his smile as the fairy bounced in the air, lighting their way. Her glow brightened, chasing away the darkness another few inches. 
 
    Gentle lantern light greeted the rogue and fairy as they walked along. In the distance stood an inn, several lanterns casting their beckoning light. Renner kept his eyes open as they strolled along. The closer they walked, the more they noticed shifty figures jostling about and crude laughter. Reaching the front, several men and women eyed the new comer and his little golden friend. 
 
    “Nice little fairy you have there. Does she put out?” A drunken man with a single tooth grinned evilly.  
 
    Gylda floated toward the drunken fool as he lifted a hand to grab her. Without a word, the fairy dodged his incoming open hand and darted at his cheek with a closed fist. Several pairs of eyes widened as the drunken man went crashing down onto the muddy floor. Then laughter rang out into the night. 
 
    Renner stepped up the small steps to the main entrance. Gylda spit on the drunk as he moaned and clutched his cheek. The fairy turned and floated along, the men and women still pointing and laughing at the fallen drunk. 
 
    The front doors opened and warm light spilled out. Renner stepped in with Gylda over his shoulder. The inn was packed with bodies, drinking and carrying on. As the doors swung back, the crowd grew silent and turned their attention to the cloaked figure at the entrance. A few eyebrows were raised while a few furled. The tension rose up a few degrees. Hands moved under tables and the world seemed to stop. 
 
    Renner fished into his side pouch and pulled out a few gold coins. Walking over to the bar, he placed the coins on the hard wood surface and turned around, a confident smirk painting his lips. A few people nearby eyed him, shoulders tensing.  
 
    “A round of drinks for my people!” Renner shouted. 
 
    The tension died instantly as cups and mugs rose up with a mighty cheer. The bartender pulled up pitchers as several people moved to the bar to refill their mugs. After a few pats on the back, Renner stepped away and through the crowd. Gylda floated along, dodging drunks as they didn’t even seem to see her, their eyes on the free flowing ales.  
 
    “A round of drinks, sealed lips,” Renner whispered to himself as he moved to a door at the back of the smoky room.  
 
    Hand reaching out, he took hold of the doorknob. With a turn, he opened the door and stepped through, the golden fairly slipping in before it closed shut. A medium sized room stood with comfortable chairs and a sturdy table. Several lanterns gave the room a warm glow, lighting up a lone figure sitting in a darken corner, a glass of amber liquid in his thin hand. Shadows covered his face as he remained seated and motionless. 
 
    Renner looked to the figure as he took a few steps in and stopped at the table between them, “No hug?” 
 
    A gruff chuckle emerged from the shadows, “You were supposed to do the job quietly.” 
 
    “There were some unforeseen circumstances,” Renner said whimsically. 
 
    The figure moved, a pale, weathered face melting from the shadows and into the lantern light. Scars crisscrossed his face and head as he stood. Gulping down the last of his drink, the disfigured man in black stepped over to the other side of the table and placed the glass down hard on it. The chuckle had died and was replaced with an angry mask of disappointment. 
 
    “You let a cleric see you and you told her your name, which has to be the most idiotic thing you could have done.” 
 
    “She seemed nice. She was helping me with Vala’s prayers. In our line of work, we need all the good will we can get with the gods,” Renner smiled. 
 
    The scarred man slammed the bottom of his fist down on the table, “The Church of Vala is looking for you and the statue! They have a bounty for your capture but some highly influential lords and ladies have put a bounty out for your head!” 
 
    Renner kept his stance relaxed, “Sekker, baby, it’s all part of the job. I got the statue and ready to unload it.” 
 
    Sekker straightened his back, eyes glaring, “Don’t try to butter me up. Thankfully the buyer still wants the item but he dropped the payment ten percent as punishment for such a sloppy job.” 
 
    Renner’s smile ebbed, “You still have to pay me in full. This was a dangerous job, plus the cost of the priest robe, travel expenses and entertaining several beautiful ladies. I don’t work for free.” 
 
    “You were seen and they know who you are. My life is in danger simply talking to you,” Sekker growled. 
 
    Renner crossed his arms while Gylda stood on his shoulder, also crossing her arms, “Not really our problem. If I don’t get full payment then the buyer will have to steal it again after I sell it back to the church. I’m sure they will pay whatever they can to get it back.” 
 
    Sekker’s expression shifted from bubbling rage into a smooth glassy smile, “Now let’s not get crazy here. I’m sure we can work it out. How about we forget everything I said before and we just do the exchange at the agreed upon price?” 
 
    Renner’s smirk returned, “Sure.” 
 
    Sekker pushed away his cloak to reveal three full bags of gold hanging from his belt. One by one, he placed them on the table edge closer to him. Renner had done this dance before but found it funny every time. He would place the item on the table and Sekker would snatch back one bag, while making some excuse. It worked the first time but hasn’t worked since. The player thought there might either be a bug in the NPC learning program or Sekker was really stupid. 
 
    The rogue reached into his side pouch while a hidden inventory screen appeared in his vision. Unlike many other players who liked to flaunt their inventory before their avatars, Renner liked keeping his stuff secret. One glance and players and NPCs try to rob you. It was a cruel and fun dance sometimes, but not always. Mentally tapping on the statue, the rogue pulled it from his side pouch and placed it on the table. 
 
    Sekker’s eyes widened as he licked his lips. A thin hand reached out when a golden fairy appeared, fluttering inches from his eyes with a stern gaze. The rogue’s brow shifted into a hard V while trying to shoo the fairy away. When Sekker looked back down the three bags of gold were gone and the statue stood in the middle of the table. 
 
    Renner was still, as if he never moved from the spot, “Happy doing business. I think with this hard earned gold, I might take a vacation until the heat dies down. Don’t contact me for a few weeks.” 
 
    The rogue bowed slightly, turned and made for the door. Sekker reached out and took hold of the statue. Pulling it back to his cloak, he cleared his throat. 
 
    “You don’t want to hear about a job that will pay triple what you just earned?” 
 
    Renner stopped halfway to the door. 
 
    Sekker nodded with a knowing stare, “You have great skills and your luck has been holding out so far. Maybe one more job before you take that vacation, hmmmmm?” 
 
    Renner turned and strolled back to the table, “I’m listening.” 
 
    “Details are a little vague but profitable. I would do the job myself but they asked for you specifically,” Sekker glanced at the fairy floating next to the rogue. “They say the job is real tough. But maybe having some luck on your shoulder, you can pull it off.” 
 
    “Sekker focus, tell me what the job is.” 
 
    The scarred rogue slipped the statue of Vala into his cloak and his hands reappeared, empty, “Burglar job in the City of Talon Guard. High paying but unlike all your other jobs, you have to meet the contact providing this job. They want someone with a talent for opening locks.” 
 
    Renner rubbed his jaw, “Talon Guard is a progressive dragon city. Everyone is on their best behavior because it’s the only dragon city accepting troll refugees. I find it hard to believe someone there wants something stolen. Its rich and the dragons there are making sure everyone’s needs are met.” 
 
    Sekker nodded, “They need discretion and skill. You have one of them but you will have to work on the other. I have enough dragon bounties on me as is but I believe you can do it.” 
 
    Renner stopped rubbing his chin, “You couldn’t do it anyway, and they want me, not you.” 
 
    Sekker’s grin disappeared, “Do you want the job or not?” 
 
    Renner pretended to ponder for a few seconds, driving the rogue across the table to become further agitated with every passing moment. Fingers curled into fists and right as the rogue was ready to slam them on the table, Renner opened his mouth, freezing the scarred man. 
 
    “Sounds like fun. I’ll do it.” 
 
    Sekker’s arms and shoulders relaxed as he looked to the rogue with cooling eyes, “Go to the Green Pixie Tavern in Talon Guard. Ask for a bottle of Silver Angel Ale. Someone there will know what that means and set up the meet. From there, I wish you the best of luck.” 
 
    Renner nodded as quest information filled his journal, “Thanks Sekker but before I go, can you tell me how you got those scars?” 
 
    The rogue’s calm demeanor shifted into a raging annoyance, “I already told you! I was drunk and I thought the bear was my wife. It was an honest mistake!” 
 
    Renner smiled, showing all his teeth, “I know but it just keeps getting funnier every time you tell it.” 
 
    “Get out of here before I bury my dagger in your stomach,” Sekker growled. 
 
    “Again, no hug?” 
 
    “GET OUT OF HERE!” Sekker shouted. 
 
    Renner turned and headed for the door. Gylda rested on his shoulder as they stepped out into the crowded bar. Possibilities swirled on as the promise of gold danced before him. 
 
    Gylda leaned into the rogue’s ear, “That’s a lot of gold.” 
 
    The player nodded, “Enough to buy Dunloff Manor and make it our first summer home.” 
 
    “I like summer homes,” Gylda smiled. 
 
    Renner turned to her tiny golden face and gave a wicked smirk, “Me too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    Renner stepped from the carriage onto the cobbled streets. Lifting his head, he took in the splendor of Talon Guard. The rogue kept his hood up but even its shadows could not contain the wonder from his eyes. Towers of stone and crystal rose up against the backdrop of the emerald sea. Birds soared lazily in the perfect blue sky. The streets were filled with activity, citizens rushing on while others stood in deep discussion. 
 
    Renner was in awe as he closed the carriage door and began walking down the street. Trolls mingled with humans, elves and orcs. The air contained a cloud of peace. Visibly there was no outward tension or strife. Creatures were dressed in the finest silks and clothing as they carried on with their day without a care in the world. Never in his travels had he seen a more peaceful city then here. The player had heard the stories. Several dragon lords and ladies refused to be part of any war. Instead they built the city of Talon Guard as a sanctuary to help those lost to the machine of chaos. All races were welcome and invited to stay as long as they wish if they left violence outside of the city limits. 
 
    Renner thought back to many of the other human and troll cities he had visit on occasion. They all had their good and bad locations but nothing compared to the city spreading out before him. He had never visit the dragon kingdoms to the north but if they were anything like this one, he and Gylda would have to make a special journey just to take in their brilliance. 
 
    Wandering, the rogue’s eyes drank in groups of monsters enjoying ale at small tables along the sidewalk. Laughter floated up and warmth spread into their cheeks. A shadow fell over the rogue as he looked up to see a beautiful green dragon fly over head. It circled a tower before spreading out large talons and landing on an oversized ledge made of red and green crystals. The nearby crowd cheered upwards. The dragon gazed down with a small grin before turning its head upward and releasing a burst of dragon flame. 
 
    The good mood was intoxicating and Renner couldn’t hold back his smile. On he walked, down streets with names like “Troll Kiss”, “Caress” and “Sun Lover”. The player couldn’t believe the amount of detail that went into the city. He was so wrapped up in the splendor, that he lost track of time. Turning toward a building, he noticed he was standing in front of his destination.  
 
    A bright green sign showing a drunken pixie stood over the small tavern. Renner wondered if this was Talon Guard’s idea of a seedy place in a city almost paved in gold. Shrugging his shoulders to himself, he moved to the front door and stepped inside. 
 
    The tavern had only a few creatures at the bar. Wooden booths full of patrons stood off opposite to the bar, and the entire place smelled like a pine forest. The rogue stepped in further, eyes alert. The crowd was lost in their spirits. Some carried on small talk while a few looked off into nothing. A dark elf maiden was cleaning wooden cups when she looked over with red eyes, white hair tied back into a pony tail. Renner took a seat at the bar, his eyes glancing down at her cleavage as it nearly spilled out from her top. 
 
    The dark elf gave a faint smile as she sauntered over, “Anything I can help pull out for you?” 
 
    Renner returned her faint smile with a sly grin, “I’ll start with ale but maybe later….something a little darker.” 
 
    The dark elf’s smile brightened, “A man who knows what he wants.” 
 
    “And needs,” the rogue said while keeping the dark elf’s gaze. 
 
    The dark elf maiden bowed slightly before hands moved to pitchers of ale and a big wooden cup. The frothy drink was placed before the player. Before she could pull away, Renner pressed a hand to the back of hers, a glint of gold barely visible. The dark elf turned her hand and let the coin slip into her fingers. Renner let his fingers linger for a moment, taking in her smooth dark skin as she slowly pulled away. The player took in her warm scent as she stepped back and leaned against the bar, breasts bouncing to her movements. 
 
    “Ossa, I don’t pay you to stand around,” said a voice from further down the bar. 
 
    Renner turned to see a male dark elf in white, bringing out a hot plate of food and setting it down on the bar in front of an orc. 
 
    Ossa let out sigh, “I know, brother. You remind me every time.” 
 
    “She was just taking my order,” Renner chimed in. 
 
    The dark elf looked to the cloaked figure and then to his sister before returning his gaze to the patron. “My apologies, we have the finest meals this side of Talon Guard. My sister will be more than happy to take your order.” 
 
    The dark elf gave a quick glance to Ossa before turning and heading back to the kitchen. Ossa rolled her red eyes before turning to Renner’s amused smile. 
 
    “What would you like?” Ossa said in a nearly sultry tone. 
 
    A yellow orb of light appeared next to Renner, forming into a golden fairy, “Remember why we’re here.” 
 
    Renner nodded while not taking his eyes off the curvy dark elf, “I know.” 
 
    “She’s cute,” Ossa said to the golden fairy. 
 
    Gylda turned around, stuck her tongue out and disappeared in a flash. 
 
    “She’s shy,” Renner said as if it was nothing. 
 
    The dark elf leaned in, making sure her assets were in full view of the handsome stranger at her bar, “What do you like?” 
 
    “Dirty talk,” Renner said absentmindedly. 
 
    “Dirty talk?” Ossa grinned. 
 
    “Hearty pork, I like hearty pork,” Renner quickly followed up. 
 
    The bar maiden stood up and eyed the stranger; “I’ll see what I can bring to you.” 
 
    As Ossa moved away, Renner perked up and leaned over, “And the finest bottle of Silver Angel Ale you have.” 
 
    The dark elf stiffened but barely for a moment. She continued on to the edge of the kitchen and leaned in, “I’m taking my break. I’ll be back later.” 
 
    “What? I need you now!” said a voice from the back. 
 
    Ossa turned the corner of the bar without a word. As she walked along, Renner couldn’t keep his eyes off her sensual hips moving with liquid ease. A slender dark hand reached out and took Renner’s hand, fingers curling around his. With a small pull, Renner was on his feet and following the dark elf to the front door and out into the street. 
 
    The rogue followed as the bar maiden led him along. They turned down several streets before they stood in front of a plain stone building. It did not have any of the crystal or special stone work of the surrounding buildings but it looked sturdy. Renner guessed it was one of the first buildings of Talon Guard due to the weathered carvings along the walls. He silently reminded himself he had no fucking clue or care about the architecture and began chuckling to himself, not bothering to explain his laughter to Ossa’s questioning glance. The dark elf opened the old door and stepped in, pulling Renner with her. 
 
    The hall was cool as they walked along. Turning down a small corridor, a sturdy door stood before them. Ossa fished into the large pocket of her short white dress and pulled out a simple grey key. After inserting it, she turned and the lock opened. The two stepped inside and before Renner could turn around; the door was closed and locked. 
 
    “Alone at last,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Ossa stepped past him, further into the room. It was dark and had only a single window with a view of an alley. A large bed took up the middle of the room against one wall and several paintings covered the others. By the bed stood a single wooden stand and a dark lantern sitting on top of it. Aside from that, there wasn’t much more. 
 
    Ossa stepped over to the lantern and whispered a few words. It glowed to life as she walked over to the window and pulled heavy curtains closed. Turning around, Renner was already on the bed, laying on his side and a sly grin on his lips. 
 
    “Is this the part where you spill dark secrets while we undress?” Renner grinned. 
 
    Ossa gave a tired expression, “You must wait here until my mistress comes for you.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “When she deems ready and not a moment before,” Ossa crossed her arms. 
 
    “Maybe we can spend some time together before your mistress arrives?” 
 
    The dark elf shook her head, “I am to bring you here and that is all. You will have to entertain yourself in the meantime.” 
 
    Renner sat up and swung his legs over the side but remained seated, “I thought we were having fun?” 
 
    Ossa tried to hide her smirk, “We were but I must go.” 
 
    The dark elf moved past the bed and stepped to the door. She reached out to take hold of the handle when she felt a light breeze around the edge of her short dress. Ossa froze as air seemed to touch her in places she thought were covered in clothing. Turning around, Renner sat on the edge of the bed; only next to him were black panties. The player looked around innocently until he turned his gaze to the bed. 
 
    “How did those get there? Did you throw them at me?” Renner asked in mock surprise. 
 
    Ossa’s red eyes widened. She stomped over and reached for them. Renner spun up from the bed, hand snatching the panties. The dark elf stared at the man holding her panties as he leaned against a wall. 
 
    “Give it back!” Ossa demanded. 
 
    Renner puzzled over the piece of fabric in his fingers, “They seem a little wet. Could it be that something deeper was happening while we talked? Maybe a connection?” 
 
    Ossa reached for them but the rogue was quick, dodging her hands and keeping them inches from her grasp. The dark elf stopped and glared at the rogue as he smiled smugly. Turning, she stomped to the door when a shadow appeared at her side. Renner held his hand out with the black panties hanging from his fingers. 
 
    “I apologize. I thought we were having fun. I meant no disrespect. It’s just that when I meet a beauty such as yours, I tend to get too playful.” 
 
    Ossa snatched her undergarment from his hand. Renner bowed before her, eyes cast downward. The dark elf made to leave but hesitated. Looking down, warmth crawled up her neck and her dark cheeks flushed with heat. Renner stood up just as Ossa opened her fingers and let the black panties fall to the floor.  
 
    Without a word, the dark elf pressed her body to his, pushing him until his back was against the wall. Ebony lips touched Renner’s as a tongue slipped into his mouth. Heat burst along their bodies as they grabbed at each other like hungry beasts. Renner mumbled as he was assaulted by the dark skinned beauty. His fingers rose up, running along her pointed ears while Ossa unbuckled his belt. Fingers travelled down her neck, along her back and curled around her firm ass. Ossa managed to get his belt open and leggings down. Primal urges whipped at them as they broke apart. Renner pulled off his cloak and lifted his shirt to expose his muscled chest. Ossa pulled at her top, large firm breasts spilling out. Dark pink nipples pointed as the top of her dress hugged around her waist. Renner slipped out of his boots and leggings before Ossa slammed her body against his. 
 
    The dark elf kissed him passionately as something hard pressed against her leg. Breaking away, she looked down at his impressive member as it grew harder against her dark skin. Wild urges whipped at the player as he grabbed hold of the dark elf and pulled her in close. A hand cupped her ass as his cock stiffened between her legs. The rogue tried to pull down her short dress but the struggle had become all too real. Cock hard against her womanhood, he could feel wetness touch along the shaft and wanted nothing more than to gently explore her depths. 
 
    Ossa stepped back and snaked her dress down over her hips and it pooled around her ankles. With two simple steps, she was out of it and fully nude against the handsome naked human. Smooth skin moved against Renner as he fought for control. Ossa’s mouth hung open as she writhed against him, making sure his cock slide between her tender inner thighs. 
 
    “I heard what you said before,” Ossa whispered as her body burned with lust. “I like it too. Talk to me any way you wish. Do to me whatever you wish.” 
 
    Renner couldn’t hide his smile, “Get on the bed you dirty girl.” 
 
    Ossa nodded as she moved over onto the bed. Renner stepped over and she lowered her head down, tongue snaking out and licking the tip of his cock. Renner watched as she lovingly licked at his purple headed warrior. Her tongue sent warm shivers up his spine as she licked away. Reaching down, he took hold of her shoulders and turned her around. Ossa playfully fell onto her stomach and looked back with wide eyes. 
 
    “Get on all fours like the fucking slut you are,” Renner said with an edge. 
 
    Ossa moved onto the bed, lifting herself onto her hands and knees. She looked back as Renner admired her firm round ass. Taking hold of his manhood, he gazed at her hairless slit and pressed the tip to it. Wetness greeted him, covering the end as he rubbed it in. 
 
    “Fuck me like you own me!” Ossa cried out. 
 
    Renner felt himself become as hard as steel. A hand grabbed her by the hip and guided her body as he pushed in. The rogue let out a long groan as Ossa’s elfhood squeezed every invading inch. The power she had sent blissful sensations throughout the player’s body. Ossa let out a long moan as inches pushed at her inner walls. When Renner reached the hilt, he slapped her ass. 
 
    Without ceremony, Renner began sliding back and forth while Ossa pushed her hips against him. The sound of skin on skin filled the small room as Renner held onto her thin waist and controlled the rhythm. Ossa let out small moans as she bit her lip. The white pony tail hung by her neck as her feminine form bobbed against Renner’s cock. The wet sliding motions between them sent out spirals of bliss. 
 
    “Squeeze my cock like you can’t let it go.” 
 
    Ossa squeezed and pushed her hips against him. Pleasure spiked as Renner found it harder to maintain control. 
 
    “That’s it. Keep squeezing it you dirty whore,” Renner said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    “You make me so wet, I can’t stop myself,” Ossa hissed. 
 
    “Dirty sluts always get wet,” Renner grunted. 
 
    “I’m a dirty slut….” Ossa moaned. 
 
    “Say it louder,” Renner demanded. 
 
    “I’m a dirty slut!” Ossa half shouted. 
 
    “I can’t hear you over your tight pussy gripping my cock, louder!” Renner growled. 
 
    “I’M A DIRTY SLUT! I’M YOUR DIRTY SLUT!” Ossa screamed. 
 
    “Fuck yea you are!” Renner grinned as his cock thickened. 
 
    Hands taking hold, the rogue lifted the dark elf, turned her and slammed her down onto her back, his cock still buried in her. Ossa bounced once before Renner was on her. Legs spread; he looked down at her oversized breasts. Clamping his mouth over a pointed nipple, Ossa let out a sultry moan. Renner pushed his hips between Ossa’s tender inner thighs, driving himself deep. The dark elf wrapped her legs around his muscled ass, helping to keep him buried in her valley. Renner licked and suckled on her sensitive nipple while moving his manhood back and forth in her tight space.  
 
    “I’m coming!” Ossa cried out. 
 
    Renner pulled his mouth from her wet nipple, “You fucking come and don’t stop. Keep coming you fucking whore. I want you shaking while you squeeze my cock.” 
 
    Ossa’s lips formed a perfect O as her red eyes opened wide. Renner stared at her like an angry beast, driving his spear deep in her valley. Mini explosions went off as the dark elf tried to control her breathing. Clutching at the human between her legs, she moved her hips up as he speared her down. The motion between them sent off vibrations of ecstasy and they exploded into bursts of distilled paradise. Orgasm after orgasm sent shivers throughout Ossa’s body as she held onto the rogue. Renner continued his ruthless invasion, the urge for release cracking the dam of his will. Watching the dark elf roll into one orgasm after another, he kept a sliver of control. 
 
    “My slut needs a drink,” Renner said with a dark edge. 
 
    Renner pulled away and stood up. Ossa fought through the haze and confusion of a tidal wave of bliss. Slipping off the bed, she fell onto shaky legs and kneeling before Renner. Hands reached up and took hold of the wet shaft. Strong lips wrapped around his throbbing member. Renner gazed on the dark skinned elf as she bobbed her head while stroking his shaft. The urge to unleash was maddening. Renner felt his whole body vibrate with an all consuming need.  
 
    “Drink down my man milk…..” Renner said as bliss exploded. 
 
    Ossa moaned her approval as spurts of molten come painted the back of her throat and quickly filled her mouth. Sucking it down, she stroked several more spurts of Renner’s seed into her waiting throat. Renner watched as white touched the edges of his vision, his body shuddering with each inner push. When the last drop spilled, Ossa licked it and swallowed it down. 
 
    The dark elf tried to crawl back into bed. Renner knelt down and lifted her up. Feeling good, he lay her down and crawled into bed next to her. Strong hands moved along her body, massaging digital muscles. The guilt of the dirty talk started to caress his returning mind. He often allowed himself to go to that dark place but after the comedown, the nurturing side took over wondering if he’d said to much.  
 
    Ossa nearly purred as the rogue massaged muscles and planted kisses along her neck. The dark elf took hold of his hand and moved it to her wet valley. When his fingers touched her glowing clit, the rogue took over, massaging it to her liking. Swirling motions played on as the two basked in the moment. 
 
    Two hours later, the sun dipped lower in the sky. Ossa was getting dressed and Renner sat on the edge of the bed. He pressed his hand to his chest. The clothes strewn about disappeared and reappeared on him. Sometimes the moment gripped him so much that he would forget how easy it was to undress in the game. Hand dipping to his belt pouch, the rogue pulled out two gold coins. 
 
    Ossa fixed her dress and looked down at the gold in Renner’s outstretched hand, “You don’t have to pay me.” 
 
    Renner stood up, “Yes I do. Take it.” 
 
    Ossa looked at the gold and back at him, “I don’t do this for gold.” 
 
    The edges of Renner’s eyes saddened, “Consider it a gift. Use it to buy yourself a better life.”   
 
    Ossa’s brow formed a sharp V, “Don’t flatter yourself. My life is fine, but I will take your money. You certainly don’t deserve it”. 
 
    Ossa looked down to the gold. Silently, she snatched the coin from his hand and turned for the door. Renner stayed where he was, not flinching as the door opened and slammed shut. 
 
    Gylda appeared with a golden burst, “You keep hurting people who can be potential allies. You steal hearts in lust when you should be stealing them with love.” 
 
    Renner ignored the golden fairy as he checked his stats. Gylda was correct. The rogue saw that his agility and stamina each went up a point, but if he hadn’t paid her, he could have easily stolen her heart. His stats would have increased a few more points and then he would have an ally he could always call upon. With Ossa, it wasn’t simply the sex. There was a connection and Renner felt it when he saw her in the bar. Now he ruined that chance because he didn’t want to get too close to anyone. 
 
    “We could be stealing from dragons if you only let your lovers into your heart,” Gylda continued. 
 
    Renner sat on the edge of the bed, pushing away all the annoying emotions and felt better that he didn’t get tangled up in affairs of the heart. Just then, the wall beside the bed began to glow a pale white.  
 
    Renner and Gylda turned to see a glowing oval appear against the wall. Light slipped down, filling the oval with a warm glow. A robed figure stepped through and eyed the rogue. He carried a regal appearance of a man that had seen everything and not much impressed him. 
 
    “Follow me. She awaits,” the regal looking man said simply. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Renner stood up. 
 
    The man let out a sneer, “A safe place for all involved. Follow me now or the deal is off.” 
 
    The man stepped back through the glowing portal. Renner eyed it for a second before stepping through. Gylda darted in just as the portal collapsed. With the glow gone, the room took on a dead stillness as the sun outside sunk down to the horizon’s edge. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
    Streams of light blazed past the rogue as he floated along a bright corridor. The brightness grew to a blinding glare before his body floated down and touched virtual stone. Blinking, the light faded and a torch lit room surrounded him. Two comfortable chairs took up the middle of the room. Torch light flickered and waved to a small draft. The man that led the way was walking to a door at the back of the room. Gylda floated next to Renner’s shoulder, eyes peeled and ready for anything. 
 
    The man turned his head to the side as he stood in front of a heavy iron door, “Take a seat. She will see you shortly.” 
 
    Renner eyed the uptight individual as he opened the door, stepped through and closed it behind him. The rogue took a few steps forward and plopped down on one of the plush seats. Gylda fluttered close, her golden aura chasing away small shadows around the chairs. 
 
    “This could be a trap. We don’t know where we are,” the fairy whispered. 
 
    “If it is, it would be bad for business.” 
 
    Gylda scowled, “There are bounties on your head.” 
 
    Renner smirked, “There are things needed, that need to be stolen. It all evens out.” 
 
    “You should be taking this seriously.” 
 
    “Stop worrying. We’ve gotten out of worst situations.” 
 
    “The more gold they have, the more powerful they are.” 
 
    Renner eyed the fairy, “Then the more clever we need to be.” 
 
    Gylda was ready to lay into the rogue when the iron door opened from behind. The regal looking servant stepped out first and stood to the side, slightly bowed. A woman in a thick blue robe walked out from the darkness of the other room. Fierce blue eyes locked on the rogue as she sauntered in. Long, straight, white hair flowed from a widow’s peak to behind her slender shoulders. Pointed ears stood out between her locks. Ivory skin glowed against the darkness behind her. A gentle smile greeted the rogue as he stood up and bowed. 
 
    “Lady Slytha, I had no idea it was you I was meeting with,” Renner said calmly. 
 
    The lady raised a thin hand and motioned him to sit back down, “Nor should you until this moment. Have a seat. We have much to discuss.” 
 
    Renner nodded before sitting back down. The dragon was famous for human/dragon relations. An expert diplomat, she was one of the few voices advocating an end to the war with the trolls and find solutions for all sides. Renner had never met her in person, but at one point he was at one of her famed parties. He still fondly remembered the lewd debauchery during the time when he was new to the game. 
 
    Lady Slytha moved with flowing grace as she floated over to the chair opposite the rogue. The regal servant stood at the side of the chair as the lady took a seat. The air grew thick with mystery and Renner was genuinely curious about what a dragon would want from him. 
 
    The regal man eyed the rogue as he spoke, “Do not try anything, Rogue. We are on the lowest level of the catacombs under Talon Guard. If you make even one wrong move, you will have to fight your way to the surface. There are things down here that will rip you apart the first time they catch your scent.” 
 
    “Lucius, please, this is a business meeting. I’m sure Lord Wulf will be on his best behavior,” Lady Slytha smiled. 
 
    Renner eyed the servants scowl, “Yea Lucius, scouts honor.” 
 
    Lucius turned his head and stuck out his chin in annoyance. 
 
    The dragon in elven skin continued to smile, “As you know, I have need of your services and discretion.” 
 
    “Services are fine but discretion has been a little up and down lately,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Lady Slytha nodded, “You may be well known but you keep your business dealings silent. I require you to keep our meeting a secret.” 
 
    Renner leaned forward in his seat, “My word is my bond. I will keep all of your secrets for the right price.” 
 
    “A thief with honor, unheard of,” Lucius sneered. 
 
    Renner turned his attention to Lucius, “Keeping secrets is what we do best but nothing is free. And I’m a rogue, not a thief so stand there and keep quiet, Lucius.” 
 
    The servant opened his mouth in anger when the Lady put up her hand. Lucius closed his mouth and stared menacingly at Renner. The rogue winked at the fuming man and blew him kiss before turning his attention back to the Lady. Lucius’s blood began to boil. 
 
    “I have need of two items and I think you are the professional I require for the job,” Lady Slytha said with charismatic grace. “Do you know of Lord Shallor Sun Flame?” 
 
    Renner leaned back in the chair, “Dragon lord with many perverted tastes. I never met him but his castle is not far from here. He throws special parties and I have yet to get an invite.” 
 
    Slytha barely nodded, “He is very old despite his youthful appetites. Not only does he enjoy his parties but he is a lover of knowledge. His tome collection is incredibly vast and some say it is greater than his extensive treasure hoard.” 
 
    Renner was silent for a second before speaking, “I’ve never robbed a dragon before. The consequences of getting caught are too high. You can’t pay them off and they often use Dire Mages to punish you for the crime. I don’t know if I can afford to lose half my coin and my attribute bonuses.” 
 
    “You will be paid handsomely for taking this risk and all I require are two tomes from his private collection.” 
 
    Renner rubbed his jaw, “Must be pretty important books for such a big risk.” 
 
    Lady Slytha eyed the rogue with an understanding gaze, “I’m not sure how involved you are in the politics of Lukken but these two books could change the course of the war. However, I don’t expect you to do this out of pride for our lands. I ask you to do this because you will be well compensated for your time and effort.” 
 
    Renner looked to Gylda as she floated by him. The golden fairy nodded. 
 
    “I can’t do this alone. I will need at least two more associates. I will also need any information you have on the inner workings of the castle. If you have any drawings, they will be a big help.” 
 
    “Lucius will bring you all the information we have to aid you. Where will you be staying?” 
 
    “I saw an inn on my way here. It’s outside of the city and should have less eyes and ears on me. Have Lucius bring it to the Fox Inn.” 
 
    “We will have one of our contacts bring it to you,” Lucius growled. 
 
    Renner smiled, “Don’t want to be seen slumming, eh?” 
 
    Lady Slytha barely hid her smirk before taking a serious tone, “I do have one last rule that cannot be broken under any circumstance. You are free to defend yourself any way you wish but you cannot take a dragon’s life. If you do, then the deal will be null and void and I will have to employ the aid of the Dire Mages to do more then take your coin and your life.” 
 
    Renner smirked, “You’re one tough Lady. It’s pretty hot.” 
 
    “Do we have a deal, Lord Wulf?” Lady Slytha put out a delicate hand. 
 
    “We do,” Renner reached out and took hold of her hand. 
 
    The rogue tried to keep his composure as Slytha’s hand held a powerful icy grip. Pulses of vibrant energy clashed against his warm skin. The rogue and lady kept their stare as silent understanding took hold. A moment later, Slytha let go and relief surged into Renner’s throbbing hand. 
 
    The dragon lady stood up and floated to the iron door. Lucius snapped his fingers and a glowing portal appeared against a blank stone wall.  
 
    “I will be returning you to the room we left. It will be yours until the final transaction has taken place. Go there when you have the items. We will know to come to you.” Lucius said matter of fact. 
 
    The servant reached into a deep pocket in his robe and pulled out a hefty bag of gold. He tossed it to Renner who caught it mid air. 
 
    “A down payment, there will be bonuses should you perform the task quickly and with little bloodshed.” 
 
    Renner hefted the bag, “This is pretty serious, isn’t it.” 
 
    Lady Slytha had one hand on the iron door. She turned her head and smiled at the rogue, “Serious enough that your actions will have a lasting effect on Lukken. I trust you are up for the task.” 
 
    Renner bowed, “I am up for any task you would ask of me, even the sensual ones.” 
 
    Pink touched Lady Slytha’s cheeks for barely a moment before she turned and stepped into the dark room beyond. 
 
    “I reward those who are loyal, remember that Lord Wulf,” the dragon’s voice floated back before she disappeared into darkness. 
 
    A quest appeared in Renner’s journal and he mentally tapped the accept button, “I will.” 
 
    Renner turned to the portal just as Lucius was walking past him toward the iron door, “No hug?” 
 
    Lucius muttered under his breath as he continued on. Renner smiled as he stepped to the portal. Gylda sat on his shoulder as they both stepped through. With a flash, they were gone. As Renner floated with streams of light floating past, a small part of him wondered if he made a mistake taking the job. It was quickly engulfed with a larger feeling that he was going to be swimming in gold and summer homes. With a smirk, he flashed back into the previous room. Ideas formed as the rogue pondered his next move.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
    Renner sat in a corner booth, eyes staring out at the main room of the Fox Inn. Smoke floated in the air as patrons lit pipes and drank to their heart’s content. A pitcher of ale and three cups stood on the table before him. With his hood up, Gylda snuggled against his neck dozing and a tiny drop of salvia hanging from her open mouth. The rogue patted his hood so it covered the sleeping fairy and returned to staring at every stranger that walked in. 
 
    The sun had set and the evening crowd began to trickle in. The inn was low-key but a semi-popular place for those of his profession to meet, deal and be on their way. The player spent much of the day scouting it out and paying off the help for his privacy. With plans still fermenting, he didn’t want to chance being escorted out by the city guard any time soon.  
 
    The main door opened and a hooded figure stepped in. Renner watched and studied the exposed feminine nose, high cheek bones and pale skin. Eyes tracing down, the parted cloak showed a sliver of cleavage to above average sized breasts, thin waist and thigh high boots. She wore all black leather as she stepped in. A bandolier of daggers crossed over her chest but did not obscure her assets. Hood barely moving, she sauntered over to Renner’s table and stood at the edge. 
 
    “Page twenty two of….” Renner muttered the first part of the code phrase. 
 
    “The Book of Love,” the hooded figure smiled. 
 
    Renner pulled back his hood, “Have a seat.” 
 
    The woman nodded, sat down and pulled back her hood. Renner drank in her beauty. Ears pointed up through thick wavy locks of black hair. Her skin was pale but her lips were black. Renner tried to not look down but once again found it difficult. The gravity of her breasts sucked at his vision like a whirlpool. Tearing away from the inviting cleavage, he looked up to her pointed ears. A faint stirring against his thigh woke him up and he tried to stay on the business at hand. 
 
    “Vass Mistglow,” the elf said with a faint smile. 
 
    “Renner Wulf,” the rogue smirked. 
 
    The elf looked down at the cups, “Meeting one more before we get down to business?” 
 
    Renner nodded. 
 
    “I hope they show up soon. This sounds like a profitable venture from what I was told, which wasn’t much.” 
 
    “I’ll lay out the job soon. We’ll have a drink when our third arrives.” 
 
    “Good because I want this gravy train to keep going. I’ve had some success in the area and the gold is good here. Want to keep my luck going.” Vass said as she leaned in. 
 
    Renner looked down at her chest as he talked, “How long have you been around here?” 
 
    Vass smiled, “Long enough to scout it out and know who the major players are. You?” 
 
    “Two days,” Renner said simply. 
 
    Vass shifted to make sure he got a better view, “Sounds like we’re going to work well together. I have heard of you through the network. Impressed you took the Vala job.” 
 
    “Walking into a church and stealing their prized idol, who would say no,” Renner grinned. 
 
    “Many, the whole church is looking for you. Pissed off clerics are pretty tough. They’ll just keep beating you down while they heal each other,” Vass said. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re not a cleric.” 
 
    Vass let out a small giggle, “But my brother is a paladin so watch your step.” 
 
    Renner shifted his gaze to her oval eyes, “Is your brother close by?” 
 
    Vass kept leaning forward on the table, “He’s on his way to the dragon cities to the north. You’re safe for now.” 
 
    Renner smiled as Vass looked toward the front door. He had heard of the elven rogue through the network as well. Despite her need for gold, she had a sense of honor, something he knew he needed for the job. They had to work together, and lower his chances of getting stabbed in the back. Vass did escort jobs for troll refugees and never lost any of them. It showed her spirit was willing to work for the gold and Renner knew he needed partners, not hired thugs. 
 
    The front door swung open and smashed against the wooden wall. Renner and Vass turned their attention to the large green orc stepping in with heavy boots. He wore a black cloak around his shoulders and leather armor straining against his thick muscles. A loin cloth hung down to his knees and a warhammer slung to his back. It was covered in runes and gave off a small blue glow. The room grew silent as eyes widened and mouths closed. The orc stepped across the room, tusks jutting up from behind his lower lip. Black eyes turned to the corner where Renner and Vass sat. 
 
    “Holy shit, you asked for Rekt Bloodhammer. I thought this was a simple burglary,” Vass eyed the green wall of muscle. 
 
    Renner kept his cool as the intimidating orc stalked toward them, “I fibbed a little on the details. It’s actually a heist job but I’ll get to it once you guys pass the test.” 
 
    Vass turned to Renner, “Test?” 
 
    The orc stood at the edge of the table. He glowered with dripping menace as he looked to Vass and then to Renner, “I’m here for the job.” 
 
    “Have a seat and we can discuss after a drink,” Renner pointed to the seat next to him. 
 
    Rekt sat down, barely able to fit his massive form. Vass gave a nod and smiled. The orc nodded but did not smile back. The three sat as Renner took the pitcher and poured ale into each cup. Once filled with frothy amber liquid, he took hold of one and raised it up. Vass and Rekt took hold of their cups and raised them up. 
 
    “To hearts, gold and profit,” Renner smiled. 
 
    “To hearts, gold and profit,” Vass and Rekt said in unison. 
 
    The three rogues smashed their cups together, spilling heavy drops of ale before gulping the rest down. When they finished, they slammed their cups down on the table. The wooden cup cracked in Rekt’s big hand. 
 
    “Let’s get to it,” Renner said as he wiped his arm across his mouth. “I know some of your backgrounds but before we get into the meat of the job, I set up a little test. Pass and we go into the plan, and it’s happy profit time for everyone. You fail, then see you later, better luck next time.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Vass said sarcastically. 
 
    Renner nodded, “Oh but I am. This is a big job and you both have your parts to play. I need to be sure what I heard was not just reputation but actual fact. This job is a big risk and I only want the best. If you want in, you have to pass the test.” 
 
    “What the fuck is the test?” Rekt growled enough to shake the table. 
 
    “Glad you asked my green friend, I have hidden a large sapphire and ruby among the patrons here. You each have three minutes to find the gems and bring them back to me. Vass, you get the sapphire. Rekt, you get the ruby.” 
 
     Vass let out a sigh, stood up and walked toward the crowd by the bar. Renner and Rekt watched as the elf with the hour glass figure seemed to blend in. Renner’s eyes narrowed as he tried to keep track of her only to lose the elf among the gathered patrons. Stretching his neck up, he tried to find the sneaky elf only for her to re-emerge from the crowd and saunter back to their table. As she sat down, her wrist flicked forward and a large sapphire tumbled to a stop in front of the rogue. 
 
    “A little too easy,” Vass grinned and tilted her head to the bar where a big breasted elf laughed with a group of patrons. 
 
    “How did you know?” Renner asked with a smirk. 
 
    Vass leaned back, “Your eyes betray you. You couldn’t keep your eyes of my breasts so I assumed you must have convinced the biggest breasts in the room to hide it for you.” 
 
    Renner reached out and with a finger, pushed the sapphire to Vass, “First of many payments.” 
 
    Vass grinned as she snatched up the gem. 
 
    Rekt gave an evil smirk as he stood up. Renner and Vass watched as the orc moved to the middle of the room. His presence was dominating as nervous eyes twitched and turned to him. The orc gave the room the once over before taking in a deep inhale. 
 
    “Empty your pockets! Now!” The orc shouted with the force of a hurricane. 
 
    Renner and Vass tried to hide their smiles as the crowd stared at the orc for the space of a moment before controlled chaos stormed through the room. Patrons empty pouches and purses onto the floor. Gold, jewels, potions and daggers all fell out or were placed on the wooden floor. Rekt eyed the treasures until a fat ruby rolled out with several gold pieces. The orc reached down and picked it up. He turned and stalked back to the table, sitting down but not placing it down. Instead he put it away and chuckled deeply. 
 
    Wild eyes looked over to their table, uncertainty painting their brows.  
 
    Renner lifted up a hand to signal the bar keeps, “Three rounds of drinks for the crowd.” The rogue then turned his attention to the frozen crowd, “It’s okay, he had a bad break up. Pick up your things. It’s not a robbery, I repeat, it’s not a robbery.”  
 
    Patrons eyed the orc as they reached down and gathered their items before grabbing drinks from the bar. The mood lightened as ale flowed and casual conversation filled the room. 
 
    “You have to be the worst rogue in Lukken,” Vass grinned. 
 
    Rekt took a sip of ale before placing the cup back on the table. “But my intimidation skill is through the roof,” the player chuckled. 
 
    Renner took another sip, “We have our team. Let’s go someplace a little more private.” 
 
    The rogue stood up as did his compatriots. Renner led the way to a side door by the kitchen. With a nod to one of the bar keeps, she nodded back as she filled a set of cups with brown ale. Renner took hold of the knob and opened the door. A stairwell led straight down and the glow of torches flickered with warm light. The rogue began his descent with his fellow rogues following. 
 
    The basement was filled with giant barrels of mead and ale. A wine rack took up a wall and a table with a few chairs stood in the middle. The ground was dirt with rat tracks crisscrossing along the basement floor. Renner moved to the table and took a side. Vass and Rekt stood at the table opposite one another. 
 
    The rogue reached into his cloak and pulled out several scrolls. Unfurling, he placed them on the table. Vass pulled out several small daggers and stabbed at the corners to keep them from furling back. Drawings of rooms and floors spread out before them. 
 
    “These maps are the best our benefactor could provide. They are to Sun Fire castle, just north of Talon Guard.” 
 
    Rekt crossed his meaty arms while Vass let out a whistle. 
 
    “We’re stealing from a dragon?” 
 
    Renner nodded. 
 
    “Dire mages,” Rekt said simply. 
 
    Renner nodded again, “I know, I know but the reward will be worth your time. There are two books we have to procure from the dragon’s inner collection. The maps are from a few years ago so they’re not up to date.  
 
    “Tomorrow night, Lord Shallor is throwing one of his monthly sex parties. Only Talon Guard’s elite are invited. Once we are inside, we have three objectives we have to meet and then get the hell out of there.” 
 
    “How are we even getting in there? I like to think I’m one of the elite but I haven’t received an invitation,” Vass said with a sassy edge. 
 
    “The invitations are coming tonight. The three of us are going in as art dealers,” Renner pulled out two scrolls and handed one to each. “Know your parts by the time we reach the gate.” 
 
    Rekt’s green brow furled as he read his scroll, “Flamboyant and appealing to the males in the room? I’m not gay?” 
 
    Renner smiled, “You don’t have to sleep with anyone. Just use those muscles to attract the guys and maybe even Shallor himself. He has his appetites but he seems to prefer the bulky strong types. Think you can handle it?” 
 
    Rekt grinned. 
 
    Vass’s eyes moved from left to right, “I’m your assistant? Why can’t you be my assistant?”   
 
    “It’s already in play that I’m the art dealer from Canvorr city. Our benefactor needed to set up my background so it would reflect on the invite.” 
 
    Vass put the scroll down, “Whatever, are we wearing disguises?” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “Only a change of clothes. Since we have never been to the party or met with Shallor, our faces should be normal.” 
 
    Renner was about to continue when a golden fairy slipped from his neck and fell out of his hood. Hand blurring up, he caught the dazed fairy as she rubbed sleep from her eyes. Vass and Rekt looked down at the sleepy fairy and then back up to Renner. 
 
    “You have a luck fairy?” Vass said in astonishment. 
 
    “I feel better about the job already,” Rekt said with a toothy grin. 
 
    “My name is Gylda,” the fairy growled as her wings beat, hovering in the air. 
 
    Renner continued, “Now that we have all met, let’s get down to business. As I mentioned, there will be three objectives we will have to meet if we are to be successful. One is distraction. 
 
    “Rekt, you are to mingle in the party, trying to get as many eyes on you as possible. When I give the signal, you have to go violently berserk. It’s important you don’t kill anyone, just rough them up. Once you start, be as brutal as you can but also try to get away. They may just throw you out or they my lock you up. Please try to get thrown out or we will have to do a rescue mission.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be the first place I was thrown out….or the last,” Rekt nodded. 
 
    Renner nodded and continued, “Objective two, stealth and scout. Once the distraction takes place, Vass and I will make our way to the lower levels of the keep. It’s important that we remain unseen the whole time. Vass, you will provide distractions should we be caught or need the rescue missions. I’m banking on neither, so once we reach our objective, you have to watch my back.” 
 
    “Easy enough,” Vass said with a faint smile. 
 
    “Three, there are rumors that the dragon’s private collection is behind several high powered magical locks and vaults. The exact number is unknown so it may take some time and work to get into the collection. Once we are in, there are two books we must find.” 
 
    “What’s the exit strategy?”  The elf asked. 
 
    “I’m working on it but trust me, it’s going to be a good one,” Renner smiled as his hand went into a side pouch. 
 
    Hand closed, Renner lifted up his arm and uncurled his fingers over the table. Three cuff earrings fell onto the middle, “To stay in contact, these are magical communication ear cuffs. They attach to your ear. You have to touch it and whisper but we will all be able to hear each other.” 
 
    Renner eyed his comrades as they picked up an ear cuff and placed it in their inventory, “I won’t lie, there’s a lot of potential for something to go wrong. Now’s your chance to back out, I won’t think any less of you.” 
 
    Vass leaned forward a little, “This sounds like fun. I’m in.” 
 
    Rekt kept his meaty green arms crossed, “I’m in.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. One last thing, it’s important that we don’t kill anyone, especially any dragons. We are free to defend ourselves but dragon killing is off the table. If it happens, our benefactor will be coming after all of us and the reward will be null and void.” 
 
    “A challenge it is,” Rekt nodded. 
 
    “Got it, no dragon killing,” Vass said with an air of indifference. 
 
    “Alright, you each have a room upstairs. Tonight we relax but tomorrow evening is go time.” 
 
    2D glowing screens appeared before the three players asking for party acceptance. The three players tapped the “Accept” button and instantly they were connected. The 2D screens faded from sight as Rekt headed for the stairs.  Renner began reaching for the scrolls. Vass pulled up her daggers as Renner let the scrolls curl, picking them up one at a time. When the table was clear, the rogue and elf stepped over to the stairs and climbed them to the main room. 
 
    Patrons had broken out into song while drinks spilled from their robust swaying. The room was filled with drunken revelry and Renner moved into the crowd. Rekt was at their previous table with a new pitcher of ale and a thicker wooden cup. Vass moved to the bar, calling the bartender’s attention. 
 
    Renner pushed through the happy creatures to a small table off to the side. A thin man sat, eyes lost until Renner stepped up to him. The rogue pulled out two sealed scrolls and handed them to the thin man. The man took them and placed them in a pouch hanging from his shoulder. The rogue pulled out a few gold coins and pressed them to the thin man’s hand. With a simple nod, the man was up and through the door without a word. 
 
    Renner had a touch of electric excitement fluttering in his stomach. Turning back to the crowd, he could feel Gylda hiding under his hood by his neck. She pressed her tiny body to his flesh. 
 
    “Feeling a little anxious,” Renner said in low whisper. 
 
    “I can help you with that,” Gylda said into his ear with a mischievous tone. 
 
    The rogue smiled as he walked to the stairs. On the second floor, he made his way to his room. Closing the door behind him, Gylda flew from the cover of his hood and hovered over the bed. Renner pulled back his hood as a light swirled around the golden fairy. In a flash, Gylda fell from mid air and landed on the bed, the size of a normal person. Golden skin glittered in the room’s low light and she gave her partner a wicked smile. Clear fair wings blurred a few times before becoming still. 
 
    Legs swinging over the side of the bed, Renner got an eye full as the fairy took hold of her simple, short dress. Renner watched as she pulled her dress up and over, tossing it aside. Gold skin gleamed back while glittery nipples pointed. Standing up, she crossed the room in two steps, standing before the rogue. 
 
    Renner reached down and undid the straps to his leggings. Gylda lowered herself to her knees as the last strap was pulled away and the rogue’s manhood spilled out half hard.  
 
    “A quick one before the main event,” Renner said with a harsh whisper. The need was there and the excitement goaded him on. 
 
    “Work your poetry,” Gylda smiled before wrapping a thin gold hand around his shaft and putting the tip to her glittery lips. 
 
    Renner stared as inches pushed past tender lips, “You golden whore, suck that cock.” 
 
    Gylda let out a low moan as she suckled and bobbed her head. Renner closed his hand around her shoulder as his hips moved slightly. The rogue’s cock pushed against the fairy’s lips and small groans filled the room. The fluttering in his stomach grew fainter as his needs took over. Primal urges pushed at his being, wanting to be released. The time before a job was the most grueling. The player had completed nearly two hundred quests but the night before was always spent getting his anxiety out. In the past he was paying for it until he found Gylda. 
 
    Memories of their meeting floated up on clouds of bliss. The rogue was running from bounty hunters through a forest to the south. Not only did he steal from a rich baron but he also did the horizontal tango with his wife and then his fully grown daughter. Good times were had by all until the baron came home to see his daughter bent over the dining room table, drinking wine with Renner behind her, groaning sexy obscenities. Renner managed to come, smack her ass and make a run for it as the baron drew his sword. 
 
    For three days the bounty hunters chased him. The player thought by going into the wilderness, he could lose them. That turned out to be either a stupid decision or they were just that good. Renner decided they were just that good. Out of pure blind luck, Renner crashed through some brush and passed a stone statue of a woman with insect wings, covered in vines. A few steps later, he fell through the ground and landed in a tunnel. 
 
    Not looking a gift tunnel in the mouth, the rogue quickly stumbled on into the darkness to outrun the hunters. The tunnel seemed to go on and on when a yellow light beckoned in the distance, calling out like a moth to a flame. Renner moved on, hoping it wasn’t a monster ready to smash him to pulp. 
 
    Renner groaned as Gylda sensually sucked at his cock, pressing her tongue along the underside and bobbing with practiced ease. The memory continued in his mind’s eye of the simple stone pedestal with a glass cover. Inside a golden fairy slept, wings still and oval eyes closed. The rogue walked around, checking for traps. When the room seemed clear, the rogue reached over and took hold of the glass knob on the top of the container. Lifting it up, the fairy slid to the stone pedestal and eyes slowly blinked opened. 
 
    A light glowed around her body as she looked up, smiled and burst toward him. Small arms hugged his neck and panic rocketed through Renner thinking she was trying to choke him to death. When she broke away, she looked to him with adoring eyes. Before they could get properly acquainted, the sound of heavy boots echoed down the tunnel behind them. 
 
    Renner pushed his hips as Gylda picked up the tempo, the heat of the moment and memory taking over. The golden fairy was by his head as bodies moved down the tunnel in their direction. Renner melted into the shadows. Checking his stats, he noticed they had increased, by a lot. Certain skills improved and his luck stat, which only rogues have, went into the triple digits. Staying to a wall, darkness shrouded the rogue and fairy like a thick blanket. 
 
    Three humans stepped into the small chamber, blades out. Renner knew he could slip past but he also knew they would never stop chasing him. With a heavy heart, he moved along the inky shadows. A bounty hunter looked right at him, not even noticing before continuing his search of the room. He was the first to fall with a dagger in his back. The other two hunters turned to see their comrade hitting the ground before shattering into shards of greenish light. Renner moved with ease, circling around them as a tremble touched their blades. One cried out and fell, breaking apart into glowing pieces. The last one tried to make a run for it before a dagger point entered his back, just below the ribs. 
 
    In the memory, Renner stood relieved, hoping the message would be clear to the baron if he tried to send anyone else after him. Gylda was so happy for her rescue; she flashed to her human size and rewarded her savior with her magical lips. 
 
    “Cream’s rising to the top,” Renner moaned. 
 
    Gylda pulled her mouth away, “Cream on my tits.” The fairy held up her breasts and pushed them together. With a suckling kiss, Renner groaned. The first spurt of come splashed against the fairy’s tongue. As she pulled away, spurts of come erupted, painting her golden breasts with white seed. Renner thrust his hips and Gylda wrapped her lips around the end, sucking down the last drops. 
 
    A knock at the door broke the blissful spell. 
 
    Gylda jumped up in a bright flash. She reappeared as her tiny self and fluttered behind the other side of the bed. Renner touched his leggings and the straps blinked into place. With bliss fading, he moved to the door and stood off to the side. 
 
    “Room service?” Renner said as his hand rested on a dagger hilt. 
 
    “Open the door,” said a slightly familiar voice. 
 
    Renner relaxed his shoulders as he grabbed the lock key and turned it. The door swung open and a beautiful dark elf stood with an annoyed gaze. Ossa stayed at the frame as Renner smiled at her innocently. Looking down, he could see three envelopes in her dark slender hand. 
 
    Ossa lifted the envelopes up and thrust them at the rogue’s chest, “The Lady sends her best wishes.” 
 
    Renner lifted a hand up but instead of taking them, he coiled his fingers along the smooth skin of her wrist, “Still mad about yesterday?” 
 
    Ossa looked down and her brow sharpened into a hard V, “You didn’t have to insult me. I’m not looking for anyone to save me.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “I’m sorry if that hurt your feelings but it’s always business. How much gold will it take to help you feel better?” 
 
    Ossa stared at the rogue in disbelief. Vass happened to step up to the second floor landing. Oval eyes caught the dark elf raising a hand and slapping Renner hard across the face. The rogue barely moved but his smile melted away. The dark elf threw envelopes at the rogue before turning and storming down the corridor. Vass stepped aside with a bottle in one hand and two big wooden cups in the other. The dark elf stormed past and down the stairs until she was out of sight. Vass turned to see Renner picking up the envelopes from the floor and putting them inside his cloak. 
 
    “Did you deserve that?” Vass asked as she sauntered toward him. 
 
    “I did,” the rogue smirked. Renner caught sight of the bottle and glasses, “What’s the occasion?” 
 
    Vass moved in closer, forcing the rogue back into the room. With a move of a sensual hip, the elf knocked the door closed. 
 
    “I like to seal job deals,” Vass said simply as she put the cups down on a nearby table, popped the cork and began to pour. 
 
    Renner tried to hide his smirk and failed, “I’m a little tired and we have a big night planned tomorrow.” 
 
    Vass picked up both cups and handed one to the rogue, “I don’t remember saying you had a choice in it. Besides, I think you’re going to like what I have to show you.” 
 
    The rogues tapped their cups to each other before taking a swing. 
 
    “You think so?” Renner eyed the dark haired beauty. 
 
    “I know so,” Vass said as she put the cup down and began to undress. 
 
    Renner watched as Vass undid her cloak and let it fall to the floor. With finger taps, she slowly undressed before him. Boots faded away and then leggings. Black leather armor disappeared, her dagger bandolier was next. Renner eyed her smooth curves and tight underclothes. A black shirt almost served as a second skin against her larger than average breasts.  
 
    Vass let a faint smirk appear as Renner stood there, examining the menu. The rogue drank in her near perfect body and smooth pale skin. The pointed ears were the icing on the cake and blood seemed to drain from his mind. 
 
    “If you want to see more, you have to get undressed,” Vass said with her legs spread apart and hands on hips. 
 
    Renner lifted a hand and pressed the palm to his chest. He didn’t bother going through the motions of undressing as the beautiful elf eyed him with a sly smile. Clothes, weapons and armor vanished, and the rogue stood naked, his manhood growing harder by the moment. 
 
    “You really have a thing for elves?” Vass said as she gazed at his hardening member in amusement. 
 
    “And dirty talk….” Renner let the words hang in the air. 
 
    Vass’s eyes lit up for a moment, “Dirty player, I have my own filthy kinks. It seems this job is getter better and better.” 
 
    “I can get pretty obscene,” Renner said, testing the waters. 
 
    Vass stepped closer, touching her black shirt and it fading away. Round breasts defied gravity as they bounced to her movements. Light brown nipples pointed in a sea of alabaster skin. Renner felt his manhood stiffen in salute as Vass stepped close but did not touch him. She was wearing only thong like panties and a wicked smirk. 
 
    “As long as there is no judgments between us, I doubt you can be as filthy as me,” Vass said as she leaned forward, brushing a nipple against his chest. 
 
    Renner’s hands moved in a blur. Vass felt something slip from her hips. Looking down, she was completely naked, her thong in Renner’s hand. The rogue held it up to his nose and took a sniff. 
 
    “It’s like honey and jasmine,” The rogue said with a smile. 
 
    Vass put a hand to his chest and pushed. The rogue fell back on to the bed. Vass crawled in over her prone partner and drank in his slender, toned body. 
 
    “Why settle for a sniff when you can have a taste,” Vass said as she began to crawl further up. 
 
    The elf took each of her knees and pinned down each of Renner’s arms to the bed. The rogue didn’t fight as she scooted up, her smooth womanhood inches over his mouth. The elf smiled down as Renner playfully tried to struggle but his eyes were glued to her pink slit. 
 
    “Pussy isn’t going to lick itself,” Vass said in a sultry command. 
 
    Renner let his tongue slip out. The tip pressed against pink folds and a small moan drifted from Vass’s lips. Wetness touched his tongue as he further crawled into her. The elf moved her hips, grinding down as his tongue pushed up. When she sat down on his mouth, the rouge pulled back his tongue and ran it along her now glowing clit. The moment it brushed the sensitive spot, the elf let out a shudder. 
 
    “Oh daddy……lick it…it feels so good…” Vass whined. 
 
    Renner wasn’t sure if he was into daddy play but the moment Vass said it, his cock became rock hard. Slathering along, he played with her sensitive clit until it throbbed against his tongue. Vass closed her eyes, grinding her womanhood to the rogue’s magical tongue. Squeezing her thighs, Renner’s head was kept in a vice, his tongue the only thing moving against the elf.  
 
    “Yea daddy, tongue fuck your girl. I want to be good but you make me so bad,” Vass moaned as nerves began to tighten. 
 
    “Holy…..fuck,” Renner managed between breaths as wetness spilled into his mouth. He didn’t know how the game produced the sensations but bliss clouded all logic as he continued to lash at her nub. 
 
    Barely able to control himself, the rogue lifted up his strong shoulders. Vass was so lost to blissful sensations that before she could react, the elf fell between Renner’s legs. Renner held onto her waist, lifting her legs up and spread apart. The rogue buried his mouth against her womanhood, tongue licking. Vass let out breathy gasps as he held her, her breasts falling against her face as she was upside down. 
 
    “Bad girls need to be made into good girls,” Renner said it like a threat. 
 
    Vass curled her legs down over his shoulders, her ass against his neck and his mouth buried at the apex between her legs. Hips helped along, pushing against his tongue and lips, begging to be played with. 
 
    “Please make me a good girl…please…” Vass gasped as bliss bounced around along tight nerves. 
 
    Renner let go the elf and pulled back. Flopping onto the bed, he managed to get a quick breath in. Vass turned onto her stomach, her ass in his face. Turning her head, she looked back to see Renner admiring her firm ass and a drop of wetness dripping down her inner thigh. 
 
    “Daddy?” Vass asked with heavy breath. 
 
    “You see that thick cock daddy is packing? I need you to take it with your hands.” 
 
    Vass let her body drape onto Renner’s, hands wrapping around the shaft, “Like this, daddy?” 
 
    “That’s good. Now I need you to suck on it like a good girl would. You can do that, I believe in you.” Renner said with a commanding tone. 
 
    Vass’s eyes nearly rolled into her head as his tongue lapped at her opening, “Yes daddy.” 
 
    The elf stroked as she closed her mouth over the first few inches. Wet sucking sounds filled the room as Vass suckled at his cock and Renner licked her pink slit. The rogue could feel Vass’s nipples press at his stomach as she moaned and bobbed on his thick manhood. The elf writhed, pressing herself to his lips and rubbing on them. Veiny inches appeared and disappeared between her lips as she moved with a hungry tempo. Renner found it hard to concentrate as he had become stiff and unyielding. Vass gave throaty moans as the two of them sixty-nined for moments that seemed to last forever. 
 
    The elf pulled back as the glowing inner vibrations grew too much. Mouth forming a perfect O, she breathed heavily as nerves tightened to the breaking point. Moving her hips, Renner’s tongue kept up until the taste of her wetness changed and the elf clutched at his cock. 
 
    “Fuck…..fuck…..” Vass managed as her world exploded into spiral fireworks. 
 
    Vass shuddered with each implosion, moving her hips against him, milking every last drop of bliss. Closing her mouth around his cock, she sucked as nerves grew sensitive. Renner pulled his head back and enjoyed Vass as she sucked on his cock like she was dying of thirst. After a few moments, he took hold of her and rolled her onto her back. 
 
    Vass looked up, breathing heavy and running her hand over her pink lips. Fingers touched her clit and she rubbed it to tease out slivers of bliss. Renner stayed on his knees, looking down as the elf lost her self control. 
 
    “Good girls don’t say ‘fuck’. Daddy is going to punish you,” Renner said with a playful smirk. 
 
    Vass writhed like a cat on its back, “What are you going to do, daddy?” 
 
    “Treat you like the little cum slut you are,” Renner said as his cock stiffened like a spear. 
 
    Renner took hold of her legs and spread them slightly. On his knees, he moved between them as the elf continued to play with herself. Eyes on his cock, she rubbed in circular motions while moving her hips to the rhythm. 
 
    “I’m going to make you a good girl, whether you want to or not. Fucking spread your legs,” Renner demanded. 
 
    Vass felt heat rush into her cheeks and stomach, “Oh daddy, you going to fuck your girl with that thick cock?” 
 
    “I’m going to bruise that pussy until you come all the bad out of you,” Renner grinned evilly as he moved between tender inner thighs. 
 
    “Daddy no,” Vass smiled, and it quickly turned to gasps. 
 
    Renner pressed the tip of his manhood to her tight opening. Wetness spilled, coating his purple head. Slowly, he pushed, spreading her pink lips and then her inner walls. Inches sank in and Vass’s moans grew louder. 
 
    “You’re too big…it won’t fit…” Vass giggled and moaned. 
 
    “We’ll make it fit, together,” Renner grunted as he pushed in to the hilt.  
 
    The rogue moved a hand to Vass’s pointed ear, tracing a finger along the length. His other hand cupped a big breast and suckled on the pointed light brown nipple. Vass let out a squeal as her sensitive nipples reacted to his firm lips and tongue. The elf’s body betrayed her as she moved on the rogue’s thick dagger. When Renner felt he was ready, he drove his hips just as she squeezed him. The moans between them sang out a primal song. Bodies undulated as the elf curled her legs around his taught ass. Skin moved against skin as they became one. Renner couldn’t stop looking up as Vass moaned louder and louder. Licking her pointed nipple seemed to only further her desires. The moaning song between them turned to fucking and cursing, bodies trying to drive each other to the breaking point. Bed shaking from powerful thrusts, bodies coiled as the dam of bliss between them cracked and finally exploded. 
 
    “Here I come!” Renner grunted. 
 
    “Daddy, fill me up!” Vass whispered as she clutched to him. 
 
    Renner drove himself deep as Vass squeezed his bulging cock. Their hearts burned bright as spurts of molten come quickly filled her tight space. Vass’s eyes squeezed shut as her own orgasm exploded; dazzling her senses with burning sparks. Renner couldn’t stop himself, moving like a beast, driving every spurt into Vass’s elven body. Vass held on, squeezing and milking every last drop until limbs began to shake between both of them. With one last heave, the couple collapsed on the bed, breathing like every drop of air was their last. 
 
    “How was it for you?” Vass asked with heated breaths. 
 
    “Good but we need to go a few more times….,” the rogue gasped. 
 
    “Good, I need a few more times too,” Vass half smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Vass looked over as Renner was standing up. The blanket was half draped over her body and soreness caused her to wince. Renner tapped at his waist and his belt appeared. The elf eyed the rogue in amusement as he stood naked expect for a belt with a pouch. Over the last few hours, they had punished their bodies with ecstasy but it wasn’t enough to dampen the good mood. 
 
    Renner reached into the pouch and pulled out a gold coin. 
 
    Vass watched and her smile dimmed. The rogue bent forward and held it out to her. The elf eyed the gold coin and then looked up into Renner’s eyes. She noticed they seemed distant, like he was doing something he needed to do and couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    “A present?” Vass asked in a low voice. 
 
    “Sealing the deal,” Renner said with a blank mask. 
 
    Vass looked to the coin and back to Renner’s faraway eyes. A pale hand reached up and curled around the gold piece. The rogue let go as Vass pulled the cold coin to her warm chest. The room grew as silent as a tomb. Renner eyed the elven beauty in his bed and slowly turned away. A hand reached out and fingers curled into his. Renner looked down to Vass’s beautiful smile. 
 
    “One more time, and you can give me another gold coin when we’re done,” the elf smiled. 
 
    Renner nodded, some light returning to his eyes. The rogue slipped into bed, tapping his belt and it fading from view. Vass opened her arms and the rogue slipped between them, snuggling his face in her large breasts. With the blanket settling over them, Vass held him close, rubbing her body against his until he grew hard again. The silence in the room was again filled with their bodies joined in the primal dance. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
    The carriage bounced and swayed as the last rays of sunshine touched the horizon. Vass looked out to the darkening sky, a relieved whisper floating through her digital soul. The calm was infectious as Rekt leaned back in his seat and Renner was quietly looking over a scroll one last time. The three sat in fine clothes, dressed like medieval royalty. The elf eyed Renner as he sat wearing a green tunic, white leggings, and polished boots. A velvet green cloak hung from his shoulders with white trim. Embroiled designs ran the length of his cloak and tunic, displaying a sophistication only the rich can buy. Rekt wasn’t used to wearing fine clothes. Because of his size, muscles bulged against fabric, and a brown hat graced his bald, green head. He shifted numerous times but kept silent. 
 
    Renner looked up from the scroll to gaze at Vass. The elf had turned her attention out the carriage window. She wore a black, lacey dress. Her shoulders and arms were bare except for a black cloak hanging off her neck. A corset wrapped around her middle, pushing up her full breasts, causing them to nearly spill out. A long line of exposed cleavage was there for anyone to see. She told them before they left it would make a great distraction tool.  Renner couldn’t help wonder if she meant the party guests or his eyes. Unable to break his gaze from the warm smoothness of her breasts, his hand moved to a side pouch and he pulled out three vials. 
 
    “Take one and coat your daggers. It’s a sleeping poison. We must be extra careful not to kill anyone and this will help. It should work with one cut against normal opponents but it may take a few more cuts on bigger or stronger enemies,” Renner said in a low tone. 
 
    Vass and Rekt each took a vial. The elf pulled up a 2D screen and tapped at all her daggers, coating them with the sleeping poison. Rekt did the same with his one dagger. Renner pulled up his own 2D inventory, looking over his set of daggers, crossbows and short sword. He coated the blades but left the arrows alone. He knew if things grew hairy, he would need to hit the enemy with everything he had. 
 
    “Is everyone good with their parts?” Renner asked with a smirk. 
 
    Rekt nodded. 
 
    “What happens if we are killed in the zone?” Vass asked as she continued to watch the dying light in the sky. 
 
    “There are no save points in the area. You die in the zone; you end up back at your keep. I hate to say it but if you die, you no longer can claim any of the reward.” 
 
    Rekt turned his menacing eyes to the rogue, “Pretty harsh.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Our benefactor was very specific. I know you guys will do the right thing but it is important to say it out loud so we are all on the same level.” 
 
    Vass turned from the darkening sky, “What are you going to spend your portion on?” 
 
    Rekt grunted a chuckle, “Upgrading my warhammer. I found a blacksmith that can upgrade it to legendary status and give it three extra abilities. It will cost a fortune but it’ll be worth it. I will spend the rest on hookers.” 
 
    “And you?” Vass eyed the handsome rogue across from her. 
 
    “A summer home or three,” Renner grinned, “What about you?” 
 
    “I was thinking of starting my own guild,” Vass said simply. “The starting capital would be enough to invite the best. If the job goes well, maybe I’ll let you two join.” 
 
    Rekt let out a gruff laugh while Renner’s lips shifted into a sly smirk. 
 
    Vass’s lips curved into a wicked smile, “I could use two janitors, and you both would be perfect for the job.” 
 
    Rekt let out a louder laugh as his massive shoulders shook. Renner’s smirk melted into a smile as Vass winked at him. 
 
    “I would be honored to clean up after you,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Vass shifted in her seat and looked out the carriage window, “Careful, that sounds like marriage talk.” 
 
    After a small chuckle between all three rogues, the rest of the ride was in comfortable silence. In the distance, a tall spire of a castle rose up against the ember colored sky. Bats fluttered off as the evening light illuminated crystal patches mixed with hard gray stone. A fifty foot wall circled the majestic keep, shadowy figures of guards walking along the battlements. 
 
    A stream of carriages merged along the road, carrying guests to Sun Fire castle. Laughter rang out and the three rogues looked out the windows to see revelers drinking, horsing around and laughing as their carriages shook in excited anticipation. The faint sound of violins played in the distance, and castle ledges and windows glowed with orange torchlight. 
 
    Vass poked her head out and gazed at the strange castle looming closer, “I always wondered why the dragons had crystals built into their keeps?” 
 
    “The crystal work is enchanted with different kinds of defenses and protections,” Rekt said with a deep voice. 
 
    Renner looked to the orc with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Never attack a dragon keep. Several of my brothers in arms found out the hard way when they grew a little too powerful. Not only did they lose quickly, dire mages came and knocked down their abilities a few pegs,” Rekt said with a sardonic grin. 
 
    Renner sat back in his seat, “Even more of a reason to keep the death count to zero. Dragons can get nasty, and this job needs to be clean and by the numbers.” 
 
    Vass pulled her head back in and nodded as did Rekt. The front gate was open and the drawbridge down. Carriages rolled onto thick wood and into the main courtyard. When the carriages halted, the riders jumped down and flipped out the folding step. With a graceful touch of the handle, the rider opened the carriage door and bowed. Vass was first to step down, taking the rider’s hand before waltzing along the cobbled courtyard.  
 
    The orc was next. The rider held out a hand but the angry gaze of the orc caused the rider’s hand to tremble before putting it down to his side. Rekt stepped out and gazed around as carriages flowed in and parked, letting their passengers off. A fountain filled the middle of the entryway, as golden statues of naked angel’s sprayed water from conch shells. Guests mingled for a moment before strolling down the main path to the impressive main keep doors. 
 
    The rider held out his hand for Renner. The rogue stepped off while slapping a gold coin into the rider’s outstretched hand. The rider’s eyebrows went up and turned the coin in his fingers before placing it in a side pouch and flashing a thankful grin.  
 
    Renner put his arm out to the beautiful elf in black. Vass curled her arm around his and the three began their slow stroll to the main doors. Several stewards stood, checking invites. The three rogues in royal clothing stepped up to one of the stewards with invitations out. 
 
    A steward took all three and looked them over before his eyebrows rose, “Lord Bastion, Lady Lukka and Lord Iron Touch, you are most welcome to Lord Shallor’s Gala event. We were informed of your arrival and prepared special bracelets for your coming. Lord Shallor didn’t want you being associated with the common royalty. 
 
    The steward gave a sharp whistle and a young boy raced out from the shadows with a wooden box. 
 
    “Bracelets? We will have to decline, for they may clash with our outfits,” Renner gave a snooty grin. 
 
    “Giving away jewelry when the lord should be using them to hang more tapestries. Anyone who is anyone knows tapestries are in this season,” Vass said with a sarcastic laugh. 
 
    The steward bowed his head, “The lord was insistent. He ordered us to give these to you. You may further discuss when you see him inside.” 
 
    Renner rolled his eyes, “Fine, if it is the will of the lord, so be it. What is your name?” 
 
    “Samuel,” the steward said with a quiver in his voice. 
 
    “I will be sure to tell the good lord that you have been most helpful,” Renner said with his chin up and gold coin in his hand. He pressed it to the steward and Samuel took it gracefully. 
 
    “Please my lords and lady, your bracelets,” Samuel said as he opened the wooden box. 
 
    Renner and Vass’s eyes looked down at the glow. Three simple silver bracelets fit snuggly into a velvet bottom but the glow came from the large diamonds at the top of them. Vass smiled, showing all her teeth as the bracelet was fit onto her thin wrist. Renner was next and he too was impressed with the size of the diamond. Samuel’s hands shook as he tried to move closer to Rekt. The orc snatched the bracelet and hooked it onto his thick wrist. 
 
    “Please, this way. Everyone is waiting in the main throne room,” Samuel bowed and pointed with an open hand. 
 
    The three rogues nodded and began the small climb up the red carpet to the main doors. Stepping beyond the threshold, Renner could not contain the marvelous sight before him. Servants moved with trays of food and glasses of wine among the guests as they poured in. The walls were covered in intricate tapestries and incredible works of art. Statues lined the walls with golden monsters, angels and muscled warriors frozen in the heat of battle. As they walked, new statues floated in their vision of sensual acts caught in timeless embraces.  
 
    The trio strolled on, each picking up a glass of wine and holding it mockingly with a pinky finger sticking out. The crowd moved easily through the oversized hall before opening up into a majestic throne room. Vass’s eyes widened as she looked to the massive tapestries lining the walls to the right and left of the room. Renner drank in their surroundings while taking a sip of wine. Rekt’s green face had a look of not impressed and gulped down his glass of wine, tossing it to a servant. The servant was quick to catch it, placing it on a silver tray and kept walking. 
 
    “Maybe we should take our time and enjoy the festivities,” Renner smirked. 
 
    The elf and orc looked to the rogue with a disapproving gaze. 
 
    “Just a thought,” Renner smiled and walked on with Vass on his arm. 
 
    The crowd grew quiet as a man in fine robes stepped out from a door behind the throne. He walked around the single throne seat and stood at the edge of the dais, looking down at the hundred or so guests. 
 
    “Welcome to the Sun Fire Gala! For those new to the event, Lord Shallor will be tastefully late as usual. He must look his best before greeting the many wonderful visitors here tonight.” 
 
    The finely dressed man raised a hand and snapped his fingers. The tapestries lining the walls to the left and right pulled back to reveal enormous halls. Vass looked to the right to see a large hall with a glass wall to the back, overlooking a lush garden. The hall itself contained long tables of food, seating, wine fountains and musicians who began to play. 
 
    Renner looked to the left to see another hall with seating of all shapes and sizes from simple couches to wide open bedding. The torch light was dimmer, giving it a warm glow. There was a glass, wall sized window, and the light of two moons shined in with their pale glow. Several fireplaces were lit, offering a comforting light for those in a sensual mood. 
 
    “Begin the festivities!” the finely dressed man shouted with glee. 
 
    The crowd cheered in delight as music filled the throne room and adjoining halls. Renner eyed the crowd as it splintered. Some moved to the food and wine waiting in one direction while others drifted over to the moon hall, kissing and running hands over well dressed bodies. 
 
    “I think some of the guests are regulars,” Renner said as he looked around. 
 
    “Maybe we should start the job before Shallor shows up? It might improve our chances,” Vass whispered out the side of her mouth. 
 
    Renner eyed the dark haired beauty, “All work and no play….” 
 
    Some of the crowd stayed behind in the main throne room. Small groups talked and laughed with excitement in their eyes. Several servants walked among the crowd with silver trays. Instead of food or drink, the trays held red leaves arranged in smiling faces. One of the servants walked over, bowed and presented a tray with red leaves to the trio. 
 
    “Passion Leaves for your pleasure?” The servant said politely. 
 
    The three rogues stood there, eyes containing a questions gaze. 
 
    “They are from a rare Lust Tree. Lord Shallor grows one in his private garden. Where wine will get you in the mood, Passion Leaves ensure your stamina will keep up with your desires.” 
 
    Renner smiled as he reached out for the tray. Vass whipped her hand out and smacked the back of his. 
 
    “We must speak to Lord Shallor first before we can partake in blissful activities,” The elf smiled. 
 
    The servant bowed again before standing up and walking over to another group of guests. 
 
    “I was just going to have a nibble,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Vass gripped his arm closer to her, “Focus. We need to keep our minds sharp if we want to succeed.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Parties are my weakness. Let’s scout around and look for an entry way further into the keep.” 
 
    Rekt pointed his chin to the throne, “I think we already found it. The door behind the throne should lead us in. There are no guards and everyone seems distracted.” 
 
    Renner nodded to Rekt and then looked to Vass, “I’m game if you are?” 
 
    “I’m game. Anything to change out of this corset,” Vass hissed. 
 
    “Well Well, Lord Bastion! How marvelous you could come to my humble gathering!” 
 
    Renner and his fellow rogues turned to a plump man in fine golden robes. Behind him stood six scantily clad dark elves, wearing leather one piece bathing suits, loose belts hanging from their hips with a whip attached to each one. The portly man giggled as his jowls vibrated to his giddiness. Eyes with blue eyeliner squinted as he gave a big, wide smile. Long blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail. 
 
    Renner and his fellow rogues bowed, “Lord Shallor, we thought you would grace us with your presence much later?” 
 
    The dragon in human form shook his head and his hands simultaneously, “Nonsense. I have my Hand say that every time to add to the mood. Once I heard you had arrived….” Shallor looked the orc up and down before continuing, “….I had to rush out to meet the three of you. And stop with this lord business, call me Shallor.” 
 
    “We are grateful to be invited to you party, Shallor,” Renner smiled. 
 
    “To have three of the art fashion elite at one of my parties is all the thanks require. I trust you shall partake in the decadent activities as they roll through the night. My harem will be at your disposal for any carnal needs,” Shallor trembled in excitement. 
 
    The plump host turned his attention to Rekt, “My my, you are a big one. Would you mind joining me as I tour around the party? I could use a handsome fellow like you as an escort incase anything grows too heated.” 
 
    Rekt eyed the host. Dark eyes moved to Renner and Vass before centering back on Shallor’s interested gaze, “I would be honored if you are up for someone my size,” the orc said gruffly. 
 
    Shallor let out a playful giggle, “Oh my, you are a bold one. I can assure you that I can handle someone of your muscled girth.” 
 
    Shallor turned and coiled his arm around Rek’t meaty arm, “Bastion, we will discuss my autumn fashion arrangements and artwork later in the evening. No sense in talking about business when needs must be met first.” 
 
    Renner eyed the star struck dragon, “Before you go, these bracelets are a tad gaudy. Must we wear them?” 
 
    Shallor turned and shook his head, “No, this will not do. I must apologize. It was only after I sent them off that I thought it might clash with your outfits. They are a bit gaudy.” Shallor clapped his hands, “Remove the bracelets and put them away.” 
 
    The dark elves moved with measured grace. Dark hands reached out and unhooked each bracelet. Within a moment, they were gone. 
 
    “Now off to whatever perversions you seek. I must ensure the guests are having a grand time, Ta Ta.” 
 
    Shallor began walking with Rekt beside him, “Do you stretch before a work out? I often must stretch before anything strenuous….” The dragon’s voice trailed off as they walked toward the moon hall. 
 
    Renner and Vass turned their gaze to one another and smiles bloomed. 
 
    “I want to see the throne,” Vass said innocently. 
 
    “I want to show you the throne,” Renner winked. 
 
    The two kept their arms entwined as they stepped through the sparse crowd and climbed the dais steps. At the top, the rogues glanced around. Moans rose up from the moon hall as couples, threesomes and fivesomes engaged in heated wanting. Violin music played on, mixed with cries of pleasure. Vass pressed herself close to Renner. The rogue turned his attention to the beautiful elf, a sly raise of an eyebrow. 
 
    “We must keep up appearances,” Vass said with a sultry whisper. 
 
    “On the throne?” Renner whispered back. 
 
    Vass smiled, showing white teeth, “I haven’t joined the throne club yet….” The elf trailed off as Renner leaned in and kissed her. 
 
    Locking lips, heat pumped into the elf’s cheeks as Renner persuaded her lips to open and accommodate his invading tongue. Hands took hold of one another, sliding over strong curves and muscled back. The two spun, hitting the edge of the throne and stumbling to the door ten feet away. Renner pushed Vass against the wall by the door, grinding his hips against her black dress. The elf was pinned. Raising her legs, she coiled them around his waist and let out warm gasps. 
 
    “Has anyone noticed?” Renner said as he kissed her neck. 
 
    Vass kept her eyes half closed as the rogue grinded against her, “No….I think we are clear…” The elf whispered as she watched the few guests below talking or making out. 
 
    Renner continued to grip the elf’s firm ass, holding her up with her legs coiled around his waist, “You’re not wearing any underwear.” 
 
    Vass moaned a smile, “Should I be?” 
 
    “No, definitely not,” Renner kissed along the sensual neckline. 
 
    The two kept up the display but Vass immediately noticed Renner’s manhood straining against his leggings. 
 
    “We should slip in……maybe later you can do the same…” the elf hissed. 
 
    “A celebration slip in?” Renner chuckled as he pinned her to the wall. 
 
    “Let’s get the job done first and then we can talk about celebrations,” the elf whispered in his ear, then took a nibble. 
 
    The elf reached over and took hold of the door knob. With a twist the door was ajar. Renner held her up, moving against the wall until they reached the edge. Vass looked past Renner’s ear to the few guests in the throne room. No one looked in their direction. The elf bit down on Renner’s neck. The rogue moved silently as the two slipped through the door. The door closed behind as moans, music and conversation drifted on through the throne room.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
    The corridor was bare except for hanging tapestries, glowing lanterns and the couple, uncoiling their limbs from each other. Renner took the lead as Vass stayed close behind. Eyes and ears sharp, they moved with silent steps to a door. The rogue tested to see if it was locked. The door knob turned easily and the two rogues slipped in without a sound. 
 
    A small lantern cast its comforting light, illuminating shelves of food. Renner and Vass called up 2D screens of their inventories and began tapping away. Royal clothes blinked away and were replaced with black leather armor, leggings, weapons and cloaks with hoods up. Shadows covered their brows and eyes but their mouths and chins lay exposed against the dim light. Renner made one last tap at the hovering, glowing screen. A cuff earring appeared around the length of his ear. Vass did the same and she ran a finger along the metal. 
 
    “Can you hear me?” The elven rogue whispered. 
 
    Renner nodded, “Loud and clear little lady.” 
 
    The rogue touched his earring, “Rekt, you there?” 
 
    Silence greeted the two rogues as they waited for a long moment. 
 
    “He might not have had a chance to put his on,” Vass whispered. 
 
    “I’m sure he will when he gets the chance. For now we will keep to the job. He knows his part. We just have to keep to ours.” 
 
    Renner checked his weapons against the 2D screen, ensuring the sleep poison covered his blades, “Keep to the shadows. I’d rather not engage with anyone. If one of us is found out, the other needs to stay hidden. Ready?” 
 
    Vass nodded. The two rogues activated their stealth skill. Bending at the knees, they moved to the door and slipped out into the corridor. Staying low, they moved with measured ease down the hallway to an intersection. A spiral staircase led down as lanterns showed the way. 
 
    Renner felt confident as they slowly walked down the stone stairs. His stealth skill was above average and could even help him in a fight. Glancing back, he could barely see the faint visible whispers of Vass’s form. He knew he was good but instantly could see that Vass’s skill far surpassed his own. Knowing she had his back made the journey down that much safer. Thoughts whirled on as he wondered if his third partner was fairing okay. 
 
    The two rogues continued down the stairs until they reached the bottom. With silent steps, they moved to a door opening when noticed shadows moving from down the corridor. Renner leapt up, hands and feet gripping hold of the stone above them right before the door frame. Vass drifted back into the shadows of the stairs, eyes focused and fingers on a dagger hilt. 
 
    Two guards moved into view. They stood on the other side of the frame and leaned against the stone wall. Renner held onto the wall above them and waited. 
 
    “This sucks,” a guard moaned. 
 
    “Yea, I wish we could patrol during the party. At least we would get to see the action,” The other guard chimed in.  
 
    “I want in on the action. The guests get so worked up that they’ll have sex with anyone. No one ever comes down here during the parties.  ” 
 
    The other guard nodded his head, “You could go down to the dungeon. I hear Mona is taking care of the troll.” 
 
    The guard shook his head, “I’m not that desperate. Mona can be too rough and to tell you the truth, she scares me. As for the troll, she is out of control and would probably break me in half.” 
 
    “Not if you stick it in her mouth,” The other guard chuckled. 
 
    “Ha! She’d probably bite it off after I came. No thank you.” 
 
    “Then it looks like it’s me and you tonight,” The other guard said in a low tone. 
 
    The guard sighed, “Look, it was only one time. We are not in a relationship.” 
 
    “I still think about it,” the guard said in another low tone. 
 
    Renner’s lips curved into a smile. Vass had to cover her mouth. 
 
    “I’m not talking about this now,” the guard said adamantly. 
 
    “No one is going to walk through here. We could go in the stairwell. I could suck your cock this time.” 
 
    Renner’s shoulders shook as he tried to contain his amusement.  
 
    The guard was quiet for a few moments, “Alright but don’t breathe a word of this to anyone.” 
 
    Renner’s fingers clutched at the stone as the guards moved into the stairwell. One unbuckled his belt and leggings while the other one sank down to his knees. From the shadows, Vass got an eyeful. She was in direct line of sight as one guard pulled out his cock and the other wrapped his lips around it. Renner was above them, signaling to the elven rouge as she watched the two male guards have an intimate moment.  
 
    Renner slipped through the top of the doorway and into the corridor like a spider. Vass moved around the couple, shadows covering her. The sounds of wet sucking continued on as the elf slipped through the door, giving a silent blessing to the two guards as she passed. 
 
    The two rogues pressed on, sticking to the shadows. 
 
    *** 
 
    Twenty long minutes passed as the two rogues moved further and further down. Even though the party floors were above them, it seemed most of the castle staff below were having their own private parties. Renner couldn’t keep a straight face as he and Vass snuck around past cooks and wait staff caught in various stages of passionate encounters. Corners had guards getting their needs met and some rooms echoed moans of several people having a good time. The two rogues even came across small orgies in a barracks. Male and female guards were slathering their bodies together in a sexy obscene manner.  
 
    The amount of sex behind the scenes caused the rogues to relax in annoyance. Renner was sure they were going to be sneaking by the best of the best guards but instead it seemed a giant sex fest was taking place. They didn’t have to try too hard to get past anyone with everyone so involved in their partner or partners. 
 
    “This is turning into easy money,” Renner whispered as he touched his earring. 
 
    “There must be a surprise waiting,” Vass whispered back. 
 
    “I’m sure there is but for now it feels like the game wants us to watch,” Renner gave Vass a mischievous smirk, “Wanna watch?” 
 
    Vass exhaled a near silent giggle, “Maybe another time. Let’s get the job done and then we can sneak back to watch.” 
 
    “I like the way you tease me,” Renner grinned. 
 
    “Who’s teasing? I like to watch too,” Vass winked. 
 
    “I think we may have to have a long…talk…about what you’re into. Color me intrigued.” 
 
    “Stay on the job and you can ask me anything, after you invite me to your summer homes.” 
 
    Renner felt his heart skip a beat as the shadow of Vass slipped past him. The two moved like ghosts along walls and dark corners. Moving down a stairwell at a time, they descended each maze-like floor. Soon the smooth, stone walls grew a little rougher. The floors seemed to have less activity with stretches of empty corridors. Strange sounds seemed to whisper from cracks, calling out to be heard. Renner felt a cold chill shudder down his spine as he tried to block it all out and keep to the job at hand. 
 
    After a few more levels, the two rogues reached a large double door entrance. Iron bands held thick doors in place. Strange markings filled the outer archway as a torch flickered on each side of the dungeon entrance. Renner stepped closer and took hold of the large hanging handle. The door didn’t budge as the rogue’s eyes centered on the lock. 
 
    Kneeling down, the rogue pulled tools from his cloak. Vass stayed off to the side, surveying the desolate corridor. Renner resisted the urge to whistle while he worked as thin pieces of metal moved against the lock mechanism. The lock clicked and gave a solid clank. The rogue smiled as he took hold of the handle again, and this time the door opened. 
 
    With the large door barely open, Renner and Vass slipped in before closing it behind them. Moving to the edge of the large room, they drank in the dungeon laid out before them. The rogues were momentarily stunned on the amount of space and equipment that filled the room. 
 
    It was not a dungeon in the truest sense but it certainly fit the description of one from a sex club. Chains and leather straps hung from walls. Several humanoid creatures and elves hung from the stone walls, eyes blindfolded and mouths gagged. Some of the prisoners writhed in their bonds while others hung as if unconscious. The middle of the room was filled with racks, chain swings, round beds and cabinets with all kinds of sexual toys for pain or pleasure. There wasn’t an inch of privacy as the room was the size of an open warehouse. The curved ceiling contained jutting crystals of various colors. They seemed to glow and vibrate with unnatural power. 
 
    “….I…need…more….” a faint voice bounced off cavern walls. 
 
    Renner made a few quick hand signals to Vass. The elf nodded and the two kept to the shadows as they moved through the huge cavern. Whimpering dripped from sad lips and seemed to bounce off the walls in all directions. The rogues kept moving, snaking around equipment and just under prisoners as they hung from their chains. 
 
    “You’re pathetic….” said a stern voice.  
 
    Renner peeked over a rack to see a bald troll woman chained to the wall. The wrist and ankle locks connected with small chains that kept her a foot off the stone floor. She was naked, her legs and arms held out in metal bonds. A dark female elf with white, tied back hair walked along next to a table. The dark elf’s brow was frozen in anger as she paced along the table. Red eyes searched among the many toys and tools laid out on the finely crafted wooden table. She wore a single piece leather bathing suit that left little to the imagination. Round breasts pushed at the leather, begging to be free while smooth hips moved to her pace. 
 
    The troll let out a long moan with eyes closed. Her body was Amazonian, blue skin tight over sensual muscles. Renner admired her bouncing blue breasts and perky, tiny nipples. Vass smiled as she caught the rogue eyeing her before he shifted his attention to the angry dark elf. 
 
    “You may be our lord’s new favorite but I don’t understand why I have to be here to satisfy your needs,” the dark elf picked up a stone phallus and eyed it with a pleasing nod. 
 
    The beautiful bald troll lifted her head and barely opened her eyes, “I can’t help myself. I never could…..” 
 
    “Yes yes, I know. Your sex drive is beyond normal. One of the others should be taking care of you. I should be by our lord’s side, whipping his guests into a frenzy of ecstasy.” 
 
    The dark elf turned with the stone cock in her hand, “Instead I’m here, making sure your needs are met. What about my needs?” The last word came out in a small shrill. 
 
    “Please…Mona….I need more…” the troll whimpered as her hips moved slightly. 
 
    The dark elf stepped a little closer, “Oh my dear Betti, I know you need more. Lord Shallor is able to handle your strength but no one in the castle will dare touch you for fear of their own life. Pity, I know many of the guards would like to take turns. Maybe I should have you chained to the stone table and let them unleash their seed in you, under my supervision of course.” 
 
    “Mona…please…chain me to the table…have them line up until our lord can have me again…..” 
 
    Mona held up the stone cock and ran a finger along a small rune at the bottom. The stone cock began to vibrate in her hand and she gave a devilish smile. 
 
    “Little Betti, you need it so bad, you can’t think straight. Tell Mona how it feels,” the dark elf said in a sultry tone as she stepped closer with the vibrating phallus in her hands. 
 
    The troll looked up with heated eyes at the vibrating stone cock, “It sings to me. The song wants to push in over and over, whispering in my ears as it spreads my legs. It is…the only time…I know peace….” 
 
    Mona stepped closer, her lips inches from the hanging troll’s smooth face, “Beg me. Beg me to quiet those haunting songs.” 
 
    “Please Mistress…..invade me…..let the song pulse under my skin…,” the troll said with a sultry whisper. 
 
    Mona lowered her hand, “Keep begging.” 
 
    “Please….please….fuck me with that stone cock. Fuck me until I can’t control myself. Please fuck me until I scream your name over and over again.” 
 
    Mona lowered the vibrating cock to the troll’s pink slit. With a small push, the hard tip pushed in. Betti’s eyes rolled into her head as inches pushed further inward, filling the empty space in her soul. 
 
    “Mona….Mona…..” the troll moaned as powerful hips moved to sink every inch into her being. 
 
    “You earned your bliss for now but soon, you will have to attend to my needs,” The dark elf said with half closed eyes and a wicked smirk. 
 
    Moans drowned out any small sounds in the room. Their echo was loud enough for Vass to touch her earring and talk to Renner, who seemed to watch the dark elf and troll with eager curiosity. 
 
    “We should keep moving while they’re distracted,” Vass whispered. 
 
    “Let’s give them a minute,” Renner grinned, not taking his eyes off of the dark elf’s round ass. 
 
    Vass reached out and hit him on the shoulder, “Let’s get the items. Then we can come back and watch.” 
 
    The rogue let his head tilt forward. Without a word, the rogues moved on, around the dark elf and troll. Renner kept his eyes open as they moved on bent knees to the other side of the dungeon cave. Glancing back, the whimpering cries of the troll filled the cavern. Mona’s red eyes looked at the troll in devilish desire as her hand moved, inches motioning in and out of the troll with practiced ease. 
 
    Turning his head, the rogue pressed on slowly. Vass kept back a few feet, making sure they weren’t too close. The closer they were, the easier it would be to spot them. When they were within fifteen of the exit, Renner held up a hand with a thumbs-up. Vass nodded as she kept her distance.  
 
    Renner moved closer, seeing the comforting darkness of the hallway just past the doorway. The troll cried out and Renner glanced back again as he stepped. The wet moans of the troll were distracting and Renner tried to push it away. Head turning back to the hall entrance, a strange rune glowed to his left. The rogue’s eyes went wide. He turned and launched himself in the opposite direction but it was too late. 
 
    One of the nearby crystals on the ceiling glowed to life. A bolt of lightning streaked down at the rogue as he was airborne. Renner grunted as it struck him directly on his back, sending him face down onto the hard floor. Rolling away, lightning bolts rained down from the ceiling. Despite his agility, bolts slammed into him, draining hit points and stunning his digital muscles. One last bolt struck him as he heaved onto his feet and the rogue went spiraling to the floor. 
 
    The stun effect flashed in his vision as he tried to get back up, his body not responding. Darkness blinked across his vision as a smiling dark elf sauntered over, whip in hand. 
 
    “The evening just became more interesting,” Mona licked her lips as she looked down at the stunned rogue. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nine 
 
    Renner felt himself being dragged across the hard floor. The dark elf had him by one ankle and was not struggling in the least. The rogue looked around but it was all he could do. Arms splayed over his head as he was dragged, not responding. The player cursed himself for not being alert. Of course there would be traps set to catch anyone sneaking by. The player also cursed his cock for liking what was happening before. He promised he would give his manhood a good talking to for its betrayal. 
 
    Mona dragged the helpless rogue to a spot right before the chained troll. Betti writhed as the stone cock worked its magic between her open legs. Chains rattled from strong shudders and bucking hips. Renner looked over and felt a little unnerved that her bonds may not hold at this rate. 
 
    Mona stepped over to the table and leaned her dark ass against the edge, whip in hand, “Feeling should be returning to your limbs soon. Once it does, take off your clothes.” 
 
    Renner tried to talk and discovered his mouth was not stunned, “Take off my clothes? Normally I would be into that, but this is a terrible misunderstanding.” 
 
    Mona looked at her fingernails as she spoke, “A misunderstanding that you were sneaking by me to Shallor’s treasure room? You mistake me for being naïve. No, you are a thief and you have no say in what is going to happen next.” 
 
    Renner tried his best disarming smile, “What is going to happen next?” 
 
    Mona looked up in mock thought, “I should alert the guards and have you dragged before Shallor himself….but we can do that afterwards. I’m sure you heard that I’m stuck down here taking care of our lord’s favorite pet. She has monstrous needs and frankly, my own needs are not being met.” 
 
    Mona traced a finger in the air, glowing runes appearing for a moment before fading away, “You’re going to help me and the sex hungry troll. Take off your clothes before I alert the guards. If you please me, then maybe I can forget this little incident ever took place.” 
 
    Renner tried to move his arm and it twitched, “You would betray your lord so you can have your needs met?” 
 
    Mona pressed one hand down on the table as she played with the whip in her other hand, breasts pushed out against tight leather, “My lord has been distracted with his new playmate. I know he has me down here taking care of her as some kind of punishment. No matter, you’re going to help pass the time. If you don’t…..” 
 
    Mona flicked her whip and it blazed with a red aura. The length of the whip crashed down on another nearby table and splintered it to pieces. Wood chips rained down as Renner turned his face away and squeezed his eyes shut. Feeling returning to his limbs, he rolled onto his side and slowly stood up, the dark elf eyeing him with distilled hunger. 
 
    “I’m quicker than you so don’t try anything. Before you can pull a dagger, my whip will be separating your head from your neck. Now, be a good boy and take off your clothes.” 
 
    Renner kept his gaze steady with hopes high that Vass was circling around to take the dark elf out. Relenting, the rogue began shedding his clothes one piece at a time. Mona seemed to enjoy the show as she stared. Renner continued until he was down to nothing. Mona stood up and stepped over. Her dark foot stepped onto the rogue’s clothes and weapons. With a swipe of her toned legs, she kicked the bundle about fifteen feet away. 
 
    “I can see you have nothing to be ashamed of,” the dark elf eyed the naked rogue up and down. “Now get closer to Betti. Get to know her.” 
 
    Renner turned and looked into the hungry dark eyes of the troll. Betti let out little moans as the stone cock vibrated between her pink folds.  
 
    “Hello. I’ll be your prisoner for the evening,” Renner said whimsically. 
 
    Betti’s moans turned into deep groans. Thighs and hips flexed. A cracking sound filled the space between the troll and the rogue. Renner kept smiling as he looked down. What showed of the stone phallus began to crack. A moment later it snapped and crumbled. The troll let out a long wet exhale as large pieces of broken stone cock spilled from her dripping womanhood. 
 
    The smile melted away, “On second thought, maybe we should just be friends. We could start a book club and drink wine. We could talk about how the book sucks.” 
 
    “Please….take me…” Betti whined as the last shard fell from her womanhood. 
 
    “Or we could just watch Netflix and cuddle. I find cuddling more intimate then….” Renner never had a chance to finish. 
 
    The troll’s muscled blue arm vibrated as the cuff around it began to twist. The chains holding her began to warp and lengthened. Renner took a step back just as the chain snapped. Betti’s arm swung through the air and curled around the rogue. Renner let out a yelp as he was brought in close, his naked body crashing into Betti’s giant breasts. Still in her arm, her hand moved down to the rogue’s ass.  
 
    Renner’s eyes shot open as her strength or maybe it was fear, caused his manhood to harden. The rogue closed his eyes and grinned as the troll maneuvered him. The moment the tip of his cock touched her opening, a soft moan fell from her lips. Holding him close, she guided him in while clutching at his ass. Wetness spilled and coated his member as inches sank into her valley. 
 
    At first Renner thought this wasn’t so bad. He didn’t have to work as the beautiful but incredibly strong troll used him. It was only after he was in to the hilt that her strong kegel muscles clamped down on him and squeezed. All the air shot out of the rogue’s lungs as his cock was held in a vice. Sounds bubbled up of half bliss and half terror. He knew the game was in control and his safety was ensured, but the mere act of the vice like grip and what he witnessed before cast a thick shadow of doubt. 
 
    Mona let one of her hands travel down her stomach as she watched, “That’s it. Spear her. The only way out is to spill your seed in her. It will be the only thing to calm her hungry beast.” 
 
    The bald troll snuggled her head into Renner’s stiff neck as she hugged him close. Her hand held a tight grip on his ass as she moved him in and out by barely an inch. Renner tried to keep his cool as the troll’s inner muscles worked his manhood. The rhythmic massaging of his cock caused the familiar urge of release to rear its head. The rogue wanted to spill his seed and get it over with but the troll held him so tightly that it was nearly impossible. 
 
    Mona ran fingers over the leather between her legs, “Yes…..that’s what I need….squirm little man….squirm…” 
 
    The tightness caused the rogue to grunt. He felt like he was being ground into a diamond. Betti thrust him in and the player noticed a flash of pain causing him to lose several hit points. Alarm took hold as the player realized he may be literally fucked to death by the horny troll if he didn’t do something soon. 
 
    “Betti…..Betti….” Renner grunted while trying to get her attention. 
 
    The troll ignored him, lost to her bliss as she used him for her pleasure. 
 
    An idea formed and Renner’s brow formed a sharp V, “Listen up you slut!” 
 
    Betti stopped for a moment and looked up with startled eyes. Renner let his hand grab at her side, holding onto her as he pushed his hips to keep the rhythm. 
 
    “I’m going to tear up that fucking tight cunt,” Renner said as he pushed with all his might. “I’m going to drive it into you and you’re going to love it!” 
 
    Betti stopped moving but her moans grew louder. 
 
    “You’re so fucking beautiful, I want to fuck you until you turn ugly from sweat! Then I’m going to shove my cock down your throat so you can deep throat it and choke on my come!” 
 
    Renner felt a little off as he continued his dirty talk. He often liked to have consent before talking like that but the look in Betti’s dark eyes lit up with approval. The troll barely held him as the rogue impaled his manhood into her. The troll’s mouth made a perfect O as her eyes closed. Mona’s fingers moved in circles over the wet leather between her legs. Red eyes drank in the rogue as he forced himself to the hilt while berating the chained troll. 
 
    “Sluts like you need to know your place! Lesson one, loosen up so I can fill that tight pussy with my hot seed!” 
 
    Betti let out a whimper and did as she was told. Renner was so turned on that the moment she loosened, he jammed himself as deep as he could go and let out a thick orgasmic grunt. Betti’s eyes shot open as her own orgasm blasted every nerve in her body. Molten spurts of seed filled her tight space. Renner was cursing up a storm as he thrust and the troll’s giant breasts shuddered from one orgasm after another. When the feelings died down, Renner stepped back. Betti’s arm fell away as she heaved. Eyes closed and her head tilted forward. Come dripped from her pink slit and the troll drifted off into a deep sleep. 
 
    “Bravo. I thought for sure she would have broken off your cock,” Mona said, continuing to massage herself while leaning against the table.   
 
    Renner turned around, “How about we forget this whole thing and move on?” 
 
    The dark elf shook her head slightly, “The fun has just begun.” 
 
    A shadow moved behind the dark elf. Renner could see Vass fade into view, dagger in her hand. She moved like a wraith toward the dark elf’s back. Mona smirked as she twisted her body. Whip lashing out, it blurred around Vass’s neck. The rouge slashed upward at the whip but the dagger struck and it merely vibrated. Renner was already moving, darting toward the prone dark elf. 
 
    Mona let out a focused exhale as her body became a blur. Vass’s eyes went wide as she was pulled by the leather whip coiled around her neck. Renner closed a fist, ready to strike the dark elf when Mona spun her whole body. Vass was pulled through the air and before Renner could act, the elf slammed into him. Renner and Vass tumbled to the stone floor. Vass was on her knees next to Renner just as he was sitting up. The whip smashed down on the stone floor a foot away and cracked stone, sending shards in the air. 
 
    “Don’t even try it,” Mona said as she leaned against the table covered in sex toys and whips. “I knew there had to be another. I was sensing you the whole time while your partner was busy with Betti.” 
 
    Mona kept her stance relaxed; “Now you’re going to satisfy my needs. I like to watch, and two beautiful beings like yourselves will make me very happy.” 
 
    Mona looked away for a moment, “I would be enjoying my time, if my lord only let me partake in the festivities. Now, I will have to have my own party and you both will be the entertainment.” 
 
    The dark elf turned her attention to the two rogues, “Elf, take off your clothes. I want you to mount your fellow thief. I’m sure that won’t be too difficult.” 
 
    Vass turned her attention to Renner. The player eyed her with a smirk and a wink. 
 
    Mona held the whip in one hand while her other hand travelled down between her legs, “I’m sure whatever plan you come up with will not be fast enough for me. If you want to keep your heads, do as I say.” 
 
    “Looks like we have no choice,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Vass eyed him and her lip wrinkled back, “I bet your loving this.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Aren’t you?” 
 
    Vass knelt down onto her knees and began tapping at her clothes. Pieces faded from view one at a time while her eyes spoke volumes. Renner knew she had a plan but seeing her leather armor fade away and her breasts spilling out only caused blood to return to his member. Vass’s cloak was last to disappear which left her naked except for her thigh high boots. Not wanting to let the dark elf get a word in edgewise, Vass moved over the rogue on his back and straddled him. A hand curled around his half hard member while the other hand touched her own thigh, right above the boot. Lifting up onto her knees, the elf made the strapped dagger visible to Renner as she stroked her fellow rogue. 
 
    Mona eyed them with fierce red eyes, drinking in their bodies. Unable to hold back, the dark elf pulled aside the leather covering her valley. With practiced ease, she swirled fingers against her glowing clit. Heated breaths filled the area as Vass continued her masterful stroking. Renner looked up as the elf took his cock and pressed it to her shaven line. 
 
    “Daddy, I’m so bad,” Vass said in a sultry whisper. 
 
    “I know honey. Daddy needs to make you feel better,” Renner smiled. 
 
    “Like this,” Vass whispered as she slid down, impaling herself on his rigid cock. 
 
    “Yea….like that you little slut….all the way down.” 
 
    Vass clenched when she reached the hilt, pink coloring her pale cheeks, “I still feel bad.” 
 
    Renner glanced over as Mona rubbed herself, eyes fully on them. Over by the pile of his clothes, something glowed dimly. 
 
    “Don’t worry…..Daddy’s come will make you feel all better….” Renner said as he watched the dark elf up the tempo. 
 
    “That’s the melody. Don’t stop,” Mona moaned. 
 
    Renner reached up and gently grabbed at Vass’s bouncing breasts. Thumbs slid over sensitive nipples and the elf let out a gasp. Mona behind them moved her fingers between dark thighs, eye lids fluttering. Soft moans spilled from Vass’s lips as she kept one hand on Renner’s stomach and the other on her thigh. Fingers inched closer to the top of her boots while bouncing on the rogue’s thick dagger. The light by Renner’s clothes glowed a little brighter. A dagger was pulled up from its sheath as Gylda struggled to hold on. 
 
    “Daddy’s going to come,” Renner said in a heated tone. 
 
    “Me too,” Vass said as she upped the tempo, her fingers touching a hidden dagger hilt in her boot. 
 
    Mona took the balled end of her whip and pressed it to her tight opening, “Oh we are going to have such fun all night long. Save some of that strength my pretty ones.” 
 
    The balled end of the whip pushed in and Mona let out a lusty hiss. Gylda centered herself, lifting up the dagger point and aiming for the dark elf’s back. Vass’s hips moved with caged fire. Renner kept glancing between Mona and Vass, his own urges rising to the top once again. 
 
    “I’m coming….” Vass whimpered as she slid up and down on Renner’s rock hard member. 
 
    “Come for me…come for Daddy….” Renner said through clenched teeth. 
 
    Gylda burst forth with the dagger in her tiny hands. Mona let out a wet cry as she pulled the whip from between her legs and lashed out. The red glowing leather sliced through the air, striking the dagger. The force was so powerful, it sent Gylda flying backwards through the air while the dagger spun and stabbed into a nearby rack. Vass reached into her boot and pulled the dagger. The top part of her body twisted as she flung the dagger. Mona was already twisting back when the dagger point stabbed into her shoulder. The whip lashed out but Vass thrust herself down on Renner, hugging her body close to his as the whip point hit a nearby table leg and shattered it to pieces. Mona pulled back but her own orgasm flared. Hand falling to her side, she looked down at the dagger in her shoulder. Body shuddering, eyes grew heavy. Vass leaned up and the two rogues looked to the dark elf. Mona’s shoulders sank as her eyes closed shut. A moment later, she fell backwards onto the table, sending whips and sex toys crashing to the dungeon floor. 
 
    Gylda flew up and waved to Renner and Vass, “I’m okay. Luck was on my side.” 
 
    Renner smiled and it quickly fell away as Vass continued to move her hips. The heat between them spiraled up as the elf couldn’t help herself. Wet sounds filled the area as she continued to ride the rogue. Renner’s hands gripped her hips, helping her along as she pressed her body up and down.  
 
    “You like what you feel?” Vass asked with wicked eyes. 
 
    “I do,” Renner said simply. 
 
    The elf continued to ride him until nerves tightened. Renner stared upwards as Vass straightened her back and let out a long sultry cry. Heat bloomed and wetness cascaded down his manhood as he held the elf. Vass thrust herself down over and over, orgasm after orgasm driving her body to the breaking point. Renner could not contain himself as she squeezed him. A grunt rose up as liquid heat burst from the tip and filled her tight space. Squeezing, she milked him with each stroke. White touched the edge of Vass’s vision until she began to quiver and then collapsed. 
 
    Renner held her close, fingers running through her hair. Gylda fluttered over and sat on Mona’s stomach, legs crossed. The room grew silent except for heavy breathing. 
 
    Vass slowly sat up and looked down at Renner’s adoring eyes. A hand slipped into her thigh high boot. 
 
    “You were pretty good. Something for your trouble,” Vass said with a sly smile as she pulled a gold coin from her boot and placed it on Renner’s chest. 
 
    The rogue looked at the coin on his chest and then back to Vass’s smug face, “I can’t accept this.” 
 
    Vass braced her legs and slowly stood up, “I didn’t ask if you would accept it. Consider it a tip.” 
 
    Renner’s eyes widened as the elf turned her back and began tapping at her bare skin, clothes appearing with each motion. The rogue was up, a strange feeling coiling around his heart. 
 
    “Vass….this isn’t how it works….” The player stammered. 
 
    The elf turned around fully clothed, “That was how it worked last night.” 
 
    Renner inhaled, ready to blast off a million reasons why but nothing came out. Instead he stood, naked with a coin in his hand and conflicting emotions rampaging through his mind, body and soul. 
 
    Vass watched as the storm of uncertainty stormed behind Renner’s eyes. Moving closer, she put her arms around his neck and gazed deep. 
 
    “It doesn’t take a genius to know that you pay so you can keep anyone from getting to close to your heart. I think you forget that this is a game. It’s okay to love and then turn it off for the real world. Your fun but if you don’t want me to get close, you just have to say so.” 
 
    Renner placed his hands on her hips, “I….I don’t want to fall in love.” 
 
    Vass gave the rogue a gentle smile, “You don’t have to. You control your own adventure. And when the day comes where you want to fall in love, you will have so many hearts to choose from.” 
 
    Renner tilted his head forward, “It’s complicated. I don’t want to lose anyone if I don’t have too.” 
 
    Vass kissed his forehead, “I hope you’re not like this in reality because that is a life not worth living.” 
 
    The elven rogue pulled away and smacked Renner on the ass, “Now get dressed. The job isn’t over.” 
 
    Renner smirked. Hand reaching up, he touched his palm to his chest. The clothes on the floor faded away and appeared on his naked body. The rogue checked that everything was in place as Gylda fluttered over and sat on his shoulder. 
 
    “She told you,” the fairy laughed. 
 
    Renner eyed the fairy before letting his smile slip, “She sure did.” 
 
    Vass began walking toward the archway at the other side of the dungeon. Before Renner could follow, a small groan welled up from nearby. The rogue turned his attention to Betti as she hung from her shackles. She moaned again as she tilted forward. The player thought she looked completely uncomfortable. Stepping over, he pulled his lock picking tools. A moment later, the rogue gently lowered the big troll to the stone floor. Once Betti touched the floor, she curled up into a ball. 
 
    Renner eyed her for a moment. Taking the coin Vass had given him, he gently laid it on the ground next to her. 
 
    “It was fun,” The rogue said with a smile. 
 
    “Renner,” Vass called from the entrance. 
 
    “Duty calls,” Renner smiled, turned and walked toward the beautiful elf, his heart feeling a little lighter. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ten 
 
    The wide corridor stretched on. Renner and Vass stuck to the shadows as they moved silently. The rogues used their Detect Traps skills as they carefully made each step. Renner focused as he didn’t want to fall for another rune trap. The darkness at the end of the corridor slowly lit up with each painfully slow step. Massive iron doors appeared in the gloomy corridor and a man like shadow stood before them. 
 
    The rogues froze, keeping their eyes on the figure. It made no movement, standing like a statue in a cemetery. Staying to the shadows, they waited for anything to happen. Time ticked on and the corridor was as still as a moonlit lake. 
 
    “I’m going to get closer,” Renner whispered. 
 
    “I’ll do it. My skill is better than yours,” Vass said and began moving forward. 
 
    Renner mentally cursed as the elf moved along the shadows, her outline barely a ripple against the stone wall. Renner reached into his cloak and pulled out his crossbow. He didn’t know what that thing was at the end but he had to be ready if his fellow rogue was in trouble. 
 
    Vass stepped closer, eyes wide. The figure remained motionless, head tilted forward and shadows covering its wide shoulders. When she was within thirty feet, she could barely make out the frozen metal face and body. It was bald with chiseled muscles bulging along its entire body. The man like statue was also completely naked, its oversized member hanging between its legs. Vass eyed the thing for a long moment before stepping back to her partner’s side. 
 
    “I think it’s an Iron Golem. If I stepped any closer it might activate,” Vass whispered. 
 
    “I don’t see any way around it. We need to go through it,” Renner whispered as he stared at the guardian. 
 
    “They are extremely tough, that’s why they’re used as guardians. I’m not sure I have anything strong enough to take it down.” 
 
    Renner looked down at his crossbow and then turned his head to Vass, “I have some bolts that might irritate it. How fast are you?” 
 
    Vass gave a smug smile, “Pretty fast.” 
 
    “I think I have an idea. You will have to go back to the dungeon while….” Renner continued on with his plan. He had no idea if it would actually work. They couldn’t use brute strength on something like this but maybe they could immobilize it. The player knew the game allowed alternatives to beating opponents and he hoped he had the right idea. 
 
    “…..No matter what happens, just keep going, okay?” Renner finished. 
 
    Vass nodded.  
 
    Gylda appeared next to Renner’s shoulder, dimming her light, “I want to help.” 
 
    Renner gave her a smirk, “You have the most important job, keep our luck going and stay by my side. Think you can do that?” 
 
    The golden fairy nodded. 
 
    “Let’s do this,” Renner continued to smile as he stood up, dropping his stealth. 
 
    The rogue strolled a few steps in plain sight, crossbow in hand and glowing fairy on his shoulder. The iron golem at the end of the corridor began to stir. Red light appeared in its gray eyes and limbs shifted from their long sleep. The golem raised an emotionless face and stared at the rogue who seemed to saunter around like he owned the place. A shadow moved off, back down the way they came and out the dungeon entrance. 
 
    “I seem to be lost. Do you know where the bathroom is?” Renner grinned. 
 
    The golem took a step forward and then another, sending a powerful vibration through the stone floor. Each step picked up the pace as it gained speed. Renner lifted his crossbow and aimed for the magical creature’s iron chest. 
 
    “I’m going to need you to slow down,” Renner grinned and pulled the trigger. 
 
    The crossbow bolt blurred through the air, streams of energy flowing before it turned into a long green oval of energy. The iron golem stepped into a run as the energy bolt slammed into its chest and exploded. Smoke filled the corridor as Renner began reloading another bolt. From the smoke, the golem burst through with only a blast mark on its chest. It didn’t slow down as it centered its vision on the rogue frantically sliding a bolt into place. 
 
    “Shit,” Renner said as he managed to reload and aim. 
 
    The golem was within ten feet when the rogue pulled the trigger. Renner was already turning away as the bolt cleared the crossbow and turned into a stab of energy. The bolt struck the golem in the chest and exploded once again. Smoked bloomed in the corridor as Renner’s legs pumped for his life. Thick arms burst from smoke instantly, trying to grab the fleeing rogue. Renner ducked and moved as big hands reached for him. The rogue launched himself into the air, feet touching the wall. He ran for six steps as metal arms crashed into stone and shattering it.  
 
    Renner leapt off the stone wall as the golem smashed the wall he was just on. Somersaulting, the rogue tried to reload. Feet touched down and bolt slid into place as the shadow of the golem fell over him. Arms reached around and grabbed air as Renner knelt down and aimed up. With a wink, he pulled the trigger. The bolt blasted up and struck under the golem’s iron chin. The explosion caused the guardian to stumble back as the rogue rolled backwards and onto his feet. 
 
    Smoke cleared and the golem eyed the cloaked intruder running for the open entrance to the dungeon. Renner kept pumping his legs, glancing back to see the hulking monster start running for him. Stepping through the entrance way, he darted through the dungeon, trying to put as much distance as he could between them.  
 
    The iron guardian stepped beyond the entrance and stared at the fleeing intruder. The golem didn’t slow down as it charged, knocking racks away with a single swipe of his thick arms. Renner turned with his crossbow, bolt loaded and golden fairy on his shoulder. 
 
    “Say hello to my little friend,” Renner laughed as he pulled the trigger. 
 
    The bolt blasted forward and struck the golem square on the chest. Black smoke billowed as the guardian kept moving. It emerged from the smoke and a golden ball of light whizzed past his face. The golem tried to bat it away, but the glowing form of Gylda blazed against his eyes. The fairy darted in zig zag motions, blinding the guardian.  
 
    Chains rattled and something blurred past. The golem looked down to see a chain wrap around its legs and then waist. It tried to reach down only to have a fairy flash before its eyes. The chains whipped around, tangling up arms and legs. The fairy darted away and the golem took hold of a chain. A bolt surged through the air and struck the guardian in the neck. The golem stumbled back as more chains whipped around. A lock slammed into its face. Vass was airborne, grabbing the lock and a link of chain. She hooked it and slammed the lock closed as the golem struggled in its bonds. The elf landed on her feet and kicked out with one leg. The guardian teetered and fell onto its back with a mighty crash! 
 
    Renner stepped over next to Vass, crossbow pointed down at the golem, Gylda on his shoulder, “Great work team.”  
 
    The golem’s muscles bulged and a chain snapped in half. The rogue’s eyes widened as they stepped back. Another chain snapped as the guardian flexed. 
 
    “I thought for sure that would work,” Renner said as his plan fell apart one snapped chain at a time. 
 
    “We can lock ourselves in the treasure room. Let’s get the door opened,” Vass said as she grabbed Renner by the shoulder. 
 
    The two rogues turned to run when a big blue, naked troll stood before them. Betti’s body heaved and blocked the way, large breasts bouncing and a drop of wetness sliding down her inner thigh. 
 
    “Betti! You’re awake….” Renner said trying to sound happy to see her. 
 
    Another chain snapped behind them and then another. 
 
    Renner eyed the hulking troll as she took a step forward, “Now Betti, we shared a moment and I don’t think we should ruin that moment with unnecessary violence….” 
 
    The troll took a few more steps and brushed the rogues aside just as the golem stood up. Chains fell away as the golem looked to Renner and Vass before turning its eyes on the hulking female troll. Betti had a wild and crazed look as she stared at the golem’s thick metal member between its legs. The golem raised an eyebrow in uncertainty when the troll charged him. 
 
    Renner and Vass winced as Betti drove her elbow into the golem’s chest. The guardian was laid out onto its back and the troll was already on him. Wetness dripping down her inner thighs, she took hold of the metal cock and bent it up. The golem tried to get up but the troll slammed her hand against his chest and slammed her hips down on its cock. Lustful madness had taken hold of the troll as she slammed her powerful hips up and down. The golem’s red eyes were wide as it received a pounding from the sex driven troll. Cracks formed along the guardian’s hips as Betti continued, her passionate rhythm taking over. 
 
    “I think we should get to the treasure room,” Renner said as he winced again. 
 
    “I second that motion,” Vass winced alongside him, as the golem’s hips cracked further. 
 
    The two rogues and fairy turned and bolted toward the dark corridor once again, the smashing and screeching of bent metal filling the dungeon with its not so gentle song. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eleven 
 
    The two rogues stood before the two massive iron doors. In the distance, they could hear crashing and moans storming on with depraved indifference. Renner stepped closer to the doors. Runic symbols etched in the metal slowly glowed to life. Purple light grew brighter as the rogue eyed the patterns and lines. Vass stood slightly behind her follow rogue as Gylda fluttered about over their heads. 
 
    “This looks complicated,” Vass said simply. 
 
    Renner rubbed his chin, “I’ve never stolen from a dragon but I have encountered these types of magical locks before. They’re like combination locks. You have to get the pattern in the correct sequence before it will open.” 
 
    The rogue turned his head and smirked at the elven rogue, “Piece of cake.” 
 
    “I’ll have to take your word for it,” Vass smirked back. 
 
    Renner turned his attention back to the glowing runes, “Gylda, do your magic.” 
 
    The golden fairy whizzed back and forth over the sets of runes over and over again. Golden dust touched the purple runes and they flared to life. After a few more passes, three different colored combinations glowed, one red, one blue and one green. Renner eyed them and touched his chin as if deep in thought. 
 
    “If I just used my lock picking skill, dozens of combinations may appear. Thanks to my luck fairy, she can narrow down the choices. Now I have to use my skills to narrow it down even further,” Renner said and cracked his knuckles, “Now to refine the choices.” 
 
    The player activated his Lock Picking Skill. The green combination flared and then faded away, leaving the red and blue runes. 
 
    “Now to cut the red wire or the blue wire,” Renner said. 
 
    “You can’t refine it down to one?” Vass asked. 
 
    Renner shook his head slightly, “No, that would be too easy. This is where my luck skill will come into play.” 
 
    Vass watched with intensity as Renner lifted a hand, “What if you’re wrong?” 
 
    Renner’s hand hovered over the red runes, “Likely a trap will set off. I have to get this right on the first try.” 
 
    The rogue eyed the runes as his hand hovered over the red. Every movie he saw taught him to cut the blue wire. He had no idea if it would translate into the game of Lewd Saga. Uncertainty filled his heart as he moved his fingers closer. The sounds in the distance caused a memory to float to the top of his mind. Picturing Betti blue body having her way with the golem sent a shiver down his spine. The thought brightened and the rogue smiled to himself. Moving his hand, he ran fingers over the blue runes each in turn. When he touched the final rune symbol, something clicked and clanked. 
 
    Vass and Gylda moved back as Renner stayed where he was. The clanking sounds grew louder until the massive doors cracked and opened. Renner lifted up a hand and patted himself on his shoulder. Vass stood side by side with her fellow rogue, a sly smile on her lips. 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    Renner turned to the beautiful elf, “Trade secret,” and winked. 
 
    Each rogue took hold of each door and pulled. The heavy iron doors swung open and glittering light shined outward. Dazzled, the two rogues stepped into the vast room filled with stone pillars. Covering every inch of floor, gold, gems and jewels sparkled back. Renner and Vass stepped in further, coins shifting under their boots. Wide smiles beamed as they took in the treasure hoard before them. It was like every story book ever told about a dragon’s lair. Misshapen mounds rose and fell with golden coin and precious gems. Gold statues lay tilted or stood straight up among the hills of treasure. Magical orbs of light lit up the dragon’s chamber in magnificent brilliance. 
 
    Vass stepped in and took a handful of jewels and stuffed them into her side pouch, “I doubt he will miss some of these.” 
 
    Renner smiled as he lifted up gold coins and jewels, “I know we’re not here for this but we do have expenses. Take some and let’s keep moving. Job isn’t done yet.” 
 
    The rogues moved over the dragon’s hoard, picking up large gems and stacks of coins until they reached another set of double doors. Four giant runes, two on each door, stood out against the grey doors. Above them, four crystals were embedded in the stone. The runes glowed to life as did the four gems. One was blue, another red, the third one was black and the fourth was yellow. The area hummed with powerful magic as the two rogues stood before it, awed by its power. 
 
     “Let’s try it again, Gylda,” Renner said confidently. 
 
    The fairy whizzed past the runes back and forth. When she stopped, all three of them looked to the runes but nothing happened. 
 
    Renner’s eyebrow went up, “Did you do it right?” 
 
    Gylda crossed her arms as she hovered, “Of course I did. This isn’t my first time you know.” 
 
    “This one might be a tricky one,” Renner said as he studied the four runes. 
 
    Vass looked up at the crystals, “I’m guessing if you get it wrong, those crystals are going to blast us with magical attacks.” 
 
    “You would be right,” Renner sighed as his mind worked on the problem. 
 
    “We could follow the order of the crystals above?” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “Too easy. Plus we don’t know how many times we have to touch the symbols. It could be like three red, five yellow….you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Then the combination must be nearby. We can’t have come all this way just to turn back.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Gylda, fly around and see if there is anything with these types of markings.” 
 
    The fairy zipped off like a dart. Vass eyed the strange runes. They were clean and well carved into the door, their glow ominous. Renner stepped closer, eyeing the markings, his mind working overtime. The puzzle seemed so simple but he knew deep down that if they got it wrong, they were never getting inside. The pressure began to mount as time ticked on. If they stayed much longer, their chances of success would dwindle with each passing moment. 
 
    Gylda flew back and hovered over Renner’s shoulder, “I checked everywhere but nothing even comes close to those symbols.” 
 
    “We could try a combination and see what happens?” Vass said throwing her arms in the air. 
 
    Renner remained silent as he studied the symbols. Thoughts crept into his mind like a thief in the night. The glowing runes were too pristine, almost like they were never touched. Raising his gaze, he stared at the four crystals over the door. Narrowing his eyes, the rogue could just barely make out strange markings around the glowing crystals. 
 
    “Gylda, can you go up there and look at the crystals.” 
 
    The fairy looked and floated upwards. When she was within a few feet, she eyed the glowing crystals. Thick groves were curved around them. They were asymmetrical and didn’t look like anything she had seen before. Hovering closer, she ran a tiny hand over one of the grooves. 
 
    “There are strange markings around each of the crystals,” the fairy shouted back. 
 
    Renner kept his eyes on the fairy, “Do they look like claw marks?” 
 
    Gylda eyed them and nodded, “Yea, big claw marks.” 
 
    Renner nodded and pulled his crossbow from his cloak, “Get down here. I’m going to try something.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Vass asked as she watched the rogue lift up the crossbow and aim. 
 
    “Something crazy. If anything bad starts to happen, get out of the castle as fast as you can. The job will be over and I will see about compensating your time.” 
 
    Vass looked at the rogue and smiled, “No, we’re in this together until the job is done.” 
 
    Renner smirked, “Alright, your funeral.” 
 
    Renner closed an eye and aimed at the first red crystal. With a smooth exhale, he squeezed the trigger. A crossbow bolt fired off. The point hit the red crystal and it shifted back in its socket. The glow died but nothing else happened. 
 
    “Are we dead?” Gylda said with her hands over her eyes. 
 
    Renner reloaded and aimed, “I think we’re going to be rich.” 
 
    The rogue fired off one after the other until all four crystals sunk into the stone wall above the double doors. Clicking and the sound of shifting metal rumbled from hidden mechanisms. The glowing runes dimmed and the doors opened of their own accord. When the doors stopped moving, the rogues and fairy stepped forward. 
 
    A vast library opened up before the players. Books and tomes covered walls as orbs of light blinked to life. The smell of ancient books assaulted the rogues as they stepped in and marveled at the immense collection. The air vibrated with knowledge as the shelves dripped with magic and spectral auras. A long table sat in the middle of the room with a big comfortable chair. A small treasure mound of gold and gems lay before it. Red carpet covered the rest of the floor and thick finely carved shelves ran all along the walls. 
 
    “Let’s get started,” Renner smiled as the names of two books floated into his mind’s eye. 
 
    Vass stood by her fellow rogue, “I hope Rekt started his distraction. This is going to take awhile.” 
 
    The three of them split up, each taking a shelf. Hearts beating with wild excitement, they began their work. Renner checked title after title and a sense of foreboding sank into his heart. Luck cast its dice and rolled ones. A terrible chill crawled along his nerves as he tried to stay on task while not thinking what he may have unleashed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Twelve 
 
     The door opened slowly. Shallor grinned as he held out his hand, pointing an open hand into the dark room. Rekt eyed the smiling fat man. Stepping in, the orc looked around as dim moonlight peeked through almost drawn curtains. The pale glow showed a room of extravagant finery. Art hung on walls while many jewel pieces gleamed from glass cases. An oversized bed took up the middle of the room. Its canopy curtains tied to tall posts. The orc had a sinking feeling as the dragon in human skin closed the door shut. 
 
    “This is one of my special rooms for royal guests. They do like to be around expensive tastes. Do you like it?” Shallor said with an excited giggle. 
 
    The orc kept his back to the host and simply nodded. 
 
    Shallor stepped in, passed the large orc and sat on the edge of the bed, “You are of so few words. The mystery is intoxicating.” 
 
    Rekt stood like a heaving, beefy statue. 
 
    Shallor continued to smile, “I’m sure you know that I’m prepared to work with your partners. Gold is not a concern. You shall be paid handsomely for your efforts but I do require….a taste of your skills.” 
 
    Rekt remained silent, eyes dark. 
 
    Shallor’s eyes dropped to the orc’s large bulge, “A show of commitment may be in order….if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Rekt was still for a long moment. Big hands reached down and he undid the straps to his leggings. Shallor sat on the edge of the bed, his smile growing broader. When the orc pulled the last strap, the leggings slid down and his orchood rolled out and swung from side to side. 
 
    Shallor’s beady eyes became completely round, “My my, you are talented.” 
 
    Rekt kept his face blank as Shallor licked his lips. 
 
    “We should seal our agreement after I have a closer inspection….” The smiling fat man slid off the bed and onto his knees. 
 
    A hard knocking vibrated outward, breaking the quite mood. The front door trembled as the knocking was quick and frantic.  
 
    Shallor kept his eyes on the prize, “I’m working!” he shouted. 
 
    “My lord, you asked me to come to you if there was anything strange happening,” said a frantic voice on the other side of the door. 
 
    Shallor leaned closer toward the half hard, hanging green member, “Well, is there anything strange happening?” 
 
    The door stood silent for half a breath, “Yes my lord, there is.” 
 
    Shallor’s shoulders sank as he let out a sigh. Standing up, he eyed the orc, “I’m sorry but we must conclude our business at another time.” 
 
    Rekt reached down and stuffed his orchood back in his leggings with a mental sigh of relief. Shallor moved to the door and opened it. A steward stood at the entrance and guards crowded behind him. Shallor turned slightly, eyes drinking in the orc but only for a moment. 
 
    “It would seem things moved a little quicker than I anticipated. So sorry I must leave you like this but duty calls. The guards will escort you to the dungeon where you can rest up before we conclude our business….in a private setting.” 
 
    Rekt raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Subdue him but no cuts. I want to enjoy him later,” Shallor said and moved past the steward and guards.  
 
    The bodies filling the corridor parted as the fat man walked through them. The steward followed while the guards moved in and blocked the doorframe. 
 
    The orc looked at them and then to the curtained window. With three steps he was at the window and pulling the curtains aside. Large iron bars filled the window against the moon’s light. Rekt turned and faced the guards as they poured in slowly, blunted maces drawn. 
 
    Rekt reached into a belt pouch and pulled out an earring cuff. With one smooth motion, he hooked it to his ear. The guards stepped in closer, hefting their maces. The orc bent his knees and the guards stopped their advance. Rekt stayed in the shadows as the guards eyed him and then to one another. The silence in the room was deafening as the orc stared at them with his hands out. 
 
    “We can see you,” said one of the guards. 
 
    “No you can’t,” growled an intimidating deep voice that caused the very air to tremble. 
 
    “Yes…..um…we can….” the same guard said with a hint of uncertainty. 
 
    Rekt took a step forward and every guard in the room took a step back. 
 
    Rekt’s face was furled into such an intense rage that the guards took another step back. One guard’s mace began to shake as the orc took another step toward them. The others eyed each other, worry bleeding into their eyes. 
 
    “I…I don’t know if I see him anymore…” a guard’s voice trembled. 
 
    “He’s right there!” The first guard said and pointed his mace at the large orc stepping closer. 
 
    “If you see him then you go first,” another guard said with a touch of anxiety. 
 
    The first guard tried to square his shoulders to look tough but instead looked a little weird like he was rowing a boat, “We have to attack at once. He can’t take us all down.” 
 
    “Yes I can,” Rekt said in such a low whisper that two more guards could not stop their weapons from shaking. 
 
    “I really don’t see him now. Dax, do you see him?” said one guard. 
 
    Dax shook his head a little too quickly, “He must have escaped. We should all go and tell Shallor, together.” 
 
    The first guard glanced to his fellow guards, “I can’t believe I’m hearing this. Shallor will have our heads! We rush him on three.” 
 
    “Robin, they don’t pay us enough to see everything. If you want to stay here and search for the orc then you should stay. I think the rest of us should go back and tell Shallor that he escaped. Anyone else agree?” 
 
    The rest of the guards shook their heads in agreement. 
 
    Robin eyed the orc as he stepped closer, a storm brewing behind his dark eyes, “We have to stop him and we have to do it now!” 
 
    The guard Dax hooked his mace to his belt, “I don’t think we have to do anything. I mean we could all leave and start new lives. I took this job because of the blow jobs and walking around protecting a dragon who, in my honest opinion doesn’t really need it. In the cosmic scheme of things, this is pretty small. I don’t see the orc. We don’t see the orc. The only person here who sees the orc is you, Robin. Maybe you have been working too hard?” 
 
    Robin’s jaw dropped, “You idiots! We have to…..” the guard was cut off as big green hands grabbed him by the collar of his armor and hoisted him up. 
 
    “Sneak attack…… Robin,” Rekt said with a toothy grin. 
 
    The sounds of splintering furniture and screaming guards echoed through the halls. 
 
    *** 
 
    “What’s the name of the books again?” Vass asked as she mechanically pulled a book at a time, eyed the spine and shoved it back again and again. 
 
    Renner pulled a book from a shelf, “The Mortuis Compendium and the Dryadalis Portam.” 
 
    Vass shoved a book back onto the shelf, “The books have Latin titles? How does a fantasy world like Lukken have Latin as a language?” 
 
    Renner pulled out another book, looked at it and slid it back onto the shelf, “There are almost a hundred languages in the game. It can even help you learn a language as you play if you turn on certain filters. I don’t think it’s that much of a stretch that Latin would be in the game. Besides, our benefactor said there are different translations of the books and Shallor managed to get these copies. They’re very rare.” 
 
    Vass shrugged and pulled out another book. The rogues and fairy continued their work, checking each title of every book but it was slow going. Renner had no idea the collection was so big and time was nipping at their heels. 
 
    The elf continued to pull books out but her eyes wandered to her fellow rogue as he moved with intense purpose, “So I can assume when you pay your lovers, they aren’t too happy about it most of the time?” 
 
    Renner kept searching and spoke without looking up, “Most are pretty indifferent but some have taken it badly.” 
 
    “Dulla took it real bad,” Gylda said as she skimmed across the top shelves. 
 
    Vass caught Renner grimace as he continued to look through books, “Dulla? How bad was it?” 
 
    “We should focus on finding the books,” Renner said as he pulled out a few more. 
 
    “Real bad,” Gylda said as she fluttered along. “She fell in love with him and thought he would stop with the stupid gold coins.” 
 
    Vass smirked, “But he kept paying her.” 
 
    “And she fell deeper in love with him, hoping she could change him.” 
 
    “I’m right here,” Renner growled before putting a set of books back and pulling out another set. 
 
    Gylda continued, “We had to go north of the road once she started stalking him. I felt bad for her. She was so lost and dark and the one bright spot was our Renner. Once that light was snuffed out, she was never the same.” 
 
    Renner looked up from a book and let out a sigh, “Gylda, you know that isn’t completely true. She was dark because that is what she is. A dark elf necromancer is about as dark as you can get.” 
 
    Vass raised an eyebrow, “You spent time with a dark elf necromancer?” 
 
    Renner went back to checking books, “She was fun until….well…she became a bit unhinged.” 
 
    Gylda hovered high in the air, looking down at Vass, “She sent ghosts with personal messages to him. She even sent a few zombies to look for him. We had to go north of the road because the dead are not tolerated in the human and dragon kingdoms.” 
 
    Vass pulled out a book and held it, “So you have a crazy Ex, don’t we all?” 
 
    Renner put back a set of books and left his hand on another set, “How many ex’s do you have that threaten to kill you and reanimate your corpse for their eternal love? I’m not sure how far the game will take it but I didn’t want to be the first test subject.” 
 
    Vass grinned as she looked down at the book in her hands. Eyes widened as she read the title and read it again just to be sure. 
 
    “I…I think I found one,” The elf said with growing enthusiasm. 
 
    Renner looked over as he pulled out a book. Vass held it up and the words “Dryadalis Portam” were written in a stylized script. The rogue was already smiling as he looked down at the book in his own hands. Heart beating in his chest, “The Mortuis Compendium,” filled his vision. 
 
    “I found the other one!” the rogue nearly jumped for joy. 
 
    Vass rushed to his side as Gylda fluttered down to them. The earring cuffs vibrated a little before a deep voice came through. 
 
    “Distraction is in full effect. I think you guys better hurry. I can only beat up so many guards before they become too many,” Rekt whispered into their minds. 
 
    “We have the books! Get out of there and we will meet up at the rendezvous location,” Renner whispered back. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll start beating the guards to the main gate but you better get out of there. I think Shallor is on to us and he’s probably on his way to you right now.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Thanks and get out safely. Going to need help spending all that gold we’re going to make!” 
 
    “Will do! Good luck,” Rekt whispered. 
 
    Renner looked to Vass, “Hold onto that book and I’ll hold on to this one. No matter what happens, just keep going and signal when you’re safely away from the castle.” 
 
    “Now isn’t that an interesting plan,” boomed a chuckle.  
 
    Renner, Vass and Gylda turned and faced the entrance to the hidden library. The fat host stood with a kind smile but shadows covering his eyes. His right hand held Mona by the hair, her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open. Vass drove the book into her cloak and pulled two daggers from her bandolier. Renner shoved the book into his cloak and pulled out his crossbow, locked and loaded. 
 
    Shallor took a few steps in, dragging the dark elf with no obvious effort. “This has been an amusing night but I must ask you to return those books to their proper place.” 
 
    “Put the dark elf down,” Renner commanded as he aimed at Shallor’s plump chest. 
 
    Shallor looked down at the elf and back to Renner, “She will be fine after some further punishment. Her loyalty was always in question since she preferred her own desires over her master’s loyalty.” 
 
    The fat man took another step in, power vibrating through the room, “Put the books back and I’ll let you walk out of here, unharmed. You can keep whatever treasure you have taken. You can even take a little more with no hard feelings.” 
 
    Renner and Vass remained still, fingers flexing. 
 
    “Renner, Vass, you both should listen to my offer. I knew you were both here to rob me but I didn’t know exactly what it was you wanted. I would have laughed it off if it was simply treasure. The bracelets you wore before only had to touch your auras for a short time in order for us to track you. I had a few seers keep an eye on you both as you made your way down here.” 
 
    Shallor’s face darkened, “But you came for something in my private collection. The books here are priceless but you managed to take two that seemed very important. Who is your buyer? Tell me and I won’t send dire mages after you.” 
 
    Renner kept his gaze steady, “It’s bad for business if I start giving away client names.” 
 
    “But you will be wealthy and whole if you do,” Shallor said with an evil smile. “Tell me and I will sweeten the deal with Mona here. She is quite capable and would make an excellent companion on your travels.” 
 
    “Let us go and I will send you a letter with their name,” Renner smirked. 
 
    Shallor’s shoulders shook as he tried to contain his giggles, “I see I have to sweeten the pot further. Leave the books, tell me the buyer’s name and you will have wealth that rivals most lords.” 
 
    The fat man gazed into Renner’s eyes with a burning intensity, “And you will also have my thanks and a favor. Kingdoms rise and fall with a favor from a dragon lord. You will have a title in my house and all of Lukken will know you have the protections of dragons. This is my final offer.” 
 
    Renner matched the fat man’s gaze, “What good is a favor and wealth if all your friends think you’re an asshole. No thanks.” 
 
    Shallor let go of Mona and the dark elf fell to the rug, “I know all about you, Renner Wulf. You have no friends. You spend your times doing jobs and paying women so they won’t fall for you. You collect gold and gems so you can buy things but how long before you lose the taste for coin and develop a taste for power? This is your only chance, your final chance. There are those who want everything I have to offer but you’re the one here, now, ready to change your life and you want to throw it all away?” 
 
    Renner smirked, “I just want to get paaaaaiiiiiiidddddd!” 
 
    The rogue aimed his crossbow at a shelf. Shallor raised an eyebrow until his eyes focused on the crossbow and then the bolt. Tiny runes glowed along the visible part of the shaft and Renner eyed the dragon with an amused grin. 
 
    “Listen up Chubby, You’re going to step aside and let us walk out of this bitch. I know you see the type of bolt I have loaded. It’s not strong enough to burn the place down but I’m sure you will lose at least three dozen books from your collection.” 
 
    Shallor smiled, “How do you know I don’t already have protections up to prevent the very thing you imply?” 
 
    “You don’t think I didn’t do my research? Magic books are fickle. Any protection you cast around them can interfere with the magic from the book. That’s why there is no great magic library. But I also know that this collection means everything to you. Any collector will step over their dying grandmother too protect their prized collection.” 
 
    Renner shook the crossbow like a threat, “And if you think you can change and blast us with that fire breath of yours, think again. We know you won’t take a chance at burning your own books. Step aside and let us pass or we are going to have a good old fashion book barbeque, comprende amigo!” 
 
    Shallor eyed the rogue with a whisper of contempt. Vass and Gylda looked to their fellow rogue as he continued to aim at a nearby shelf, finger on the trigger. Time slowed down as tension filled the library. After a few thick moments, Shallor bowed slightly and stepped to the side. 
 
    Renner’s eyes darted to Shallor and then his fellow rogues, “Really? That worked?” 
 
    “Take your leave, now,” Shallor growled. 
 
    Renner nodded, “Alright then.” 
 
    The rogue took a step forward and then another. He stepped with the crossbow aimed at shelves while Shallor eyed him with dripping malice. Vass stayed close and Gylda floated next to Renner’s head. The three moved closer and closer to the entrance while Shallor backed up and pressed his back to a shelf. With a wide breadth, Renner was opposite of the dragon but his crossbow pointed away. 
 
    “I’m a good shot so don’t try anything,” the rogue said as he just stepped over the threshold and into the treasure chamber. 
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of it,” Shallor said with a growing leer. 
 
    A bad feeling washed over Renner as they took a few more steps into the treasure room. Shallor moved so he stood at the oversized entrance, eyes on the rogues. Renner moved on, step by step with Vass at his side. 
 
    “Gylda, make sure the coast is clear,” the rogue said in a low tone. 
 
    The golden fairy zipped off to the entrance. Renner tried to fight the growing pit in his stomach. Something was not right. It couldn’t be this easy. There was no way a dragon would part with his treasure. The pit grew deeper as Renner backed up. 
 
    Gylda darted back through the gloom of the treasure room, shouting. At first Renner couldn’t make out what she was saying because of the echoes but the closer she flew, the more her words began to take shape. 
 
    “The main doors are locked! The main doors are locked!” The fairy screamed as she bolted toward them. 
 
    Shallor kept his smile as his chins quivered, “You were never getting out of here.” 
 
    “Shit,” Renner cursed as the chubby human form of Shallor began to distort and grow larger with inhuman roars. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thirteen 
 
    Bells rang out as a large green orc burst through the main keep doors. Rekt pumped his legs as guards slowly turned to see a giant barreling toward them. One guard had his blade half drawn when a hand curled around his head and pushed. The guard was falling while another guard drew his blade, only to be met with an elbow to the neck.  
 
    Rekt grunted his approval as he continued his mad dash for the main gate. A flood of guards poured from the oversized main entrance, swords drawn and shouting battle cries. Rekt didn’t slow down as he tapped at the air. A 2D screen appeared, hovering next to him as he ran full tilt. Tapping at his main armor, clothes and weapons, the fine clothing he had on shifted and in a blink of an eye, he was fully clothed in his leather armor and cloak. A large hammer appeared on his back as he ran, but he didn’t reach for it. He was having too much fun knocking the guards around to take a life just yet. 
 
    Four guards appeared before him, swords out, eyes wide and arms shaky. Rekt lowered his shoulder and didn’t slow down. The guards kept their stance, fear crawling up their necks. The orc snarled when he was within ten feet. One guard dropped his sword and bolted. The other three cried out as the orc plowed through them, sending their bodies flying in three different directions. 
 
    Rekt looked up as he kept to the rapid pace. The main gate was within view down the cobbled street. Guards stood at the ready before the closed gate doors. The orc counted ten inept guards and the feeling of being home free swirled in his devilish heart. Not stopping, he raced toward them as the flood of guards behind him tried to keep up. 
 
    “Do not let him pass!” one guard shouted to his trembling fellow guards. 
 
    “I think he’s going to do whatever he wants,” a guard mumbled loudly. 
 
    “Dammit Jark, just hold the line!” The guard spit as they all lowered their center of gravity, blades out. 
 
    Rekt came at them like a boulder. Blades flashed but before they could hit home, the mad orc crashed into the center of the line. Men and women guards cried out as the orc took hold of a guard and used him like a bag of rocks. Helmets flew in one direction while swords clattered in another. One guard prayed to the gods before he was smacked hard against a stone wall. Chaos bloomed for a moment before the ten guards lay, some moaning while others attempted to crawl away. 
 
    Rekt causally walked over to the chain connecting to the main doors. Pulling the wedge from the pulley, chains whirled and the doors slowly parted. Rekt glanced at the guards still running in his direction. Stepping over to the opening doors, he turned and torch light illuminated his emerald skin. 
 
    Beyond the parting gate, two dozen people stood wearing holy armor and maces sheathed at their hips or backs. They were mixed races and sexes as they stood. One was right at the entrance and she stared at the orc, her hand up as if she was just ready to knock. 
 
    “My name is Ilsa Purebreeze, cleric to the Church of Vala. We must speak to your lord right away. We believe a criminal by the name of Renner Wulf may be in your kingdom,” the cleric said as she lowered her hand. 
 
    The orc grinned, “Never heard of him.” 
 
    Ilsa looked down at the moaning and battered guards. Hands blurred and the two dozen clerics unsheathed their maces. Eyes centered on the orc as he stood heaving. The flood of guards slowed their dash at thirty feet and inched forward with weapons in hand. 
 
    “Drop your weapon,” Ilsa commanded. 
 
    Rekt kept his burly stance. The orc was surrounded on all sides as both clerics and guards began to close in. Smiling to himself, he pulled his hammer from his back and swung it around before taking a firm battle stance. A chill rolled through the ranks but it wasn’t from the intimidating orc. 
 
    A cleric turned their head to the forest beyond the castle walls. A creepy dread touched their senses and a few more clerics turned. A sliver of confusion crawled along heightened senses and eyes shifted from the orc to the edge of the dark forest. Even Rekt looked past the clerics to see a lone robed figure step from the forest edge. 
 
    The figure used slow steps, feet from the dark edge of the forest. Hood up, shadows covered their face. The robe adhered to the stranger’s figure, showing feminine lines, hips and above average breasts. Dark hands reached up and pulled the hood back to reveal stark white hair, dark skin, high cheek bones, pointed ears and glowing red eyes. Hands dropped and one dipped into a robe pocket, pulling out a letter and keeping it at her side. 
 
    The silence was deafening as the dark elf took a few more steps before stopping thirty feet from the forest and stared out, a mad gleam in her haunting red eyes. 
 
    “I’ve come for my love. Send Renner Wulf to me and I will spare everyone’s miserable lives,” the dark elf commanded. 
 
    Ilsa turned and stepped through the cleric ranks to the edge. When she reached the edge, she stared at the dark elf about a hundred feet away. 
 
    “Renner Wulf must answer for his crimes against the Church of Vala. You will have to wait your turn,” Ilsa shouted back. 
 
    The dark elf’s lips soured, “Love waits for no one.” 
 
    Isla was about to turn away when the forest began to sway. Figures marched out, their ranks loose but thick. Misshapen forms shambled as ancient metal gleamed in the moonlight. Ghostly forms appeared among the dark ranks, floating along with sad expressions painted on their faces. The dark elf held up the letter and read it again and again as skeletons and zombies in creaking rusty armor moved to their mistress’s side. 
 
    The clerics cast protection as they turned their back on the main gate and slowly backed up. Rekt backed up as well, warhammer in hand. Undead continued to step from the forest, forming up ranks to the right and left of their mistress, hollow eyes staring at the living as they cowered back behind the castle walls. 
 
    “Slay everyone but Renner. Bring him to me, unharmed,” the dark elf said with a commanding whisper. 
 
    The undead army raised their weapons in unison and began their advance. 
 
    “Close the gate! Close the gate!” A guard shouted. 
 
    Several men pushed past and ran to the gate pulleys. Throwing their backs into it, they turned the massive wheel, the main gate closing a foot at a time. The clerics moved in, golden auras surrounding their bodies. Hands up, they cast blessings on every able body around them. Rekt felt a warm glow cascade over his muscled body as he hefted his hammer. 
 
    Giant crystals blended into the main keep and high towers glowed to life. Magical energy arced as the crystals vibrated with power. The undead surged, silently racing to the dragon’s castle. The defense crystals glowed brightly until the undead were within sixty feet. Lightning bolts arced, lancing through the air and striking the ground with such force, it trembled as bony bodies were blasted to dust. Blue crystals fired lightning while red crystals glowed hot. Fireballs burst forth, streaking through the night sky and exploding. Skeletons and zombies were disintegrated while others were thrown from massive explosions. 
 
    Rekt took to the stairs as the main gate closed. The orc reached the top of the wall and looked down. Undead poured from the forest edge as explosions lit up the area before it. Despite the powerful defenses, the undead relentlessly pushed on, their numbers making the difference. In mere moments, the undead that made it across the field were at the gate and walls. Like strange boney spiders, they effortlessly began to climb the sheer stone surface. 
 
    Crystals pulsed and fired, pulsed and fired. Ghosts pulled glowing blades as they floated through the air. The dark elf raised a hand while the other hand clutched the letter carefully. Dark power surged as she aimed at one of the crystals. Black lightning curled and blasted out. It streaked across the night sky and slammed into a luminous crystal. It cracked but managed to fire off a fireball at the undead army. The dark elf kept her hand pointed as energy swirled and dark lightning fired. The bolt hit the same crystal and it cracked further. Ghosts moved effortlessly through the air until they crowded around the defense crystals. Ghostly blades slashed out, cracking crystals until their glow shuddered and then went dark. Blades slammed into the crystals over and over as chunks fell and their power died. 
 
    Skeletons crawled over the castle walls to the battlements. Rekt swung his hammer hard, sending a few skeletons to pieces. Warhammer glowing, he swung again and again but the undead continued to climb up. A swarm moved around him as muscles bulged and hammer struck home but it was proving too much. Blades sliced across thick skin and the orc watched his hit points drain little by little. 
 
    A skeleton moved with blade held high. Rekt turned to see it before it crumbled to a pile of bones before him, behind it stood Ilsa with a glowing mace in hand. The orc and cleric moved so their backs were against each other. The undead crawled over the side and ghosts floated closer. 
 
    “Damn you Renner,” the orc and cleric said in unison before striking out at the incoming undead horde. 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner and Vass backed up, uncertainty swirling in their bellies. The fat form of Shallor twisted and blurred as it grew larger with each passing second. Scales burst from rubbery skin. Eyes blazed red, their color bleeding into the dragon’s scales. A tail burst out from behind while his neck elongated. Snout and teeth emerged from his changing face. The transformation was mesmerizing but it didn’t stop the two rogues and fairy to back up to a pillar. 
 
    “Gylda, I need you to open those doors while Vass and I keep our friend here busy,” Renner said calmly as his heart thumped in his chest. 
 
    Gylda’s eyebrows wrinkled in dismay, “I can’t do it. My luck works with my master. If I try to do it, it will purely be on my skill and I haven’t opened a rune combination door before.” 
 
    Renner turned his head and stared deeply into Gylda’s golden eyes, “Don’t let that stop you. If we are going to get out of here, you have to try for all three of us. I believe in you and for the last time, I’m not your master! I’m your partner and as a partner, if we are going to survive this then you have to step up!” 
 
    The golden fairy gazed at Renner as his aura of confidence warmed her tiny heart. With a strong nod, she turned tail and bolted toward the main doors to the dragon’s hearth chamber. In a blink of an eye, she blazed like a crazy light beam, touching runes in different combinations. The doors glowed red with each try but she kept at it. Renner watched her move like a little comet, bouncing from rune to rune. 
 
    The rogue turned his smirk to Vass who stood with a dagger in each hand, “We can’t kill him.” 
 
    Vass eyed the dragon as his form reached its full height, “Then how are we going to stop him? Seducing him doesn’t seem to be an option.” 
 
    “Use the sleep poison on your weapons and try to hit his soft spots,” Renner said as he hefted his crossbow. 
 
    “I don’t know if this is your first time fighting a dragon but they don’t have any soft spots!” Vass said with an edge. 
 
    Tiny gouts of flames spilled from the dragon’s flared nostrils. Eyes slowly opened, ember irises staring at the pillar where Renner and Vass stood. Leathery wings unfolded as blood red scales rippled along the dragon’s serpentine body. The dragon shifted on all fours while its tail whipped around. Renner couldn’t help but stare at the creature of legend. He had seen them in the distance and in their human form but to see one in their true form this close, it made his inner geek jump for joy. He had no idea he would ever fight one. Now that the battle was to take place, he wondered if he would ever ride one. 
 
    “Renner, wake up!” Vass said and kicked some gold coins at the rogue’s shins. 
 
    The rogue shook his head, “Sorry, I was geeking out.” 
 
    “We need a plan or the job is a failure!” Vass shouted. 
 
    “The job is already a failure,” said the deep voice of Shallor. “The game is fun but once I slay you, my books will return to me. Pity you did not take my offer.” 
 
    “Your offer was bad for business,” Renner shouted as he took a step back. 
 
    Shallor let out a deep chuckle, “You seem to forget that I have already amassed my wealth. To tell me what is and isn’t bad for business is moronic. Now you will be burned to death with nothing to show for it. You should have taken the deal.” 
 
    “Business, just like my destiny, is for me to choose. Remember that when we escape and you’re crying about losing your books!” Renner taunted. 
 
    The dragon’s eyes closed and his chuckle vibrated along the mounds of gold, “Then we shall have to see how this plays out.” 
 
    “Damn straight! You won’t be able to stop us!” Renner shouted and glanced over to Vass.  
 
    The elven rogue was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Renner raised an eyebrow, “Ummm…right Vass?” 
 
    Shallor let out such a laugh, flames poured from his nose. “It looks like your fellow rogue has deserted you.” 
 
    “She’s just going through with the plan,” Renner shouted with subdued confidence. 
 
    The dragon let out another hearty roar of laughter, “This is too much. Please, Vass is it? I know you’re listening. I extend the same reward to you if you give back the book in your possession and Renner’s book. You will be rich and have a favor from me. Stop your fellow rogue and you will be the wealthiest elf north of the road.” 
 
    Renner narrows his eyes, “She won’t do it.” 
 
    Shallor gave a knowing scaly smirk, “Gold and power will change even the most honorable man or woman into slavering greedy beasts. I’m simply appealing to your true natures. Vass, if you’re still listening, do this for me and I will help you plunder great treasures all across Lukken.” 
 
    “Fat chance!” Renner growled and pulled the trigger to his crossbow. 
 
    The crossbow bolt blurred across the room and struck Shallor against his shoulder. Renner’s smile melted away as the bolt bounced off a thick scale and fell to the gold covered floor. Fingers moved with purpose as he reloaded. 
 
    Shallor looked down at the bolt and then let out another hearty laugh, “You…you…..you can’t be serious! My gods, you have to be the worst thief in all of Lukken.” 
 
    Renner hefted up his crossbow and aimed again. “You would think that,” Renner smirked as he pulled the trigger. 
 
    Another bolt blurred across the room. Shallor lazily eyed it, not moving a muscle. The bolt struck his shoulder but this time, it surged on contact. The dragon’s eyes widened as the bolt exploded, sheets of ice emerged along his shoulder and down one of his scaly arms. Growling, Shallor opened his maw and a gout of flame burst forth. The ice covering his shoulder melted instantly. 
 
     Renner’s smile returned but only for an instant. The dragon turned his serpentine head, a torrent of molten flames streaking across the gold covered floor and toward the rogue. Renner whipped away and threw his back against the thick pillar, flames blasting past his left and right. The heat was intense as he reloaded. The bolt slipped into the crossbow when something golden touched the edge of his vision. Glancing down, molten gold streamed around the pillar like a small river. The rogue bent his knees and launched himself into the air as the stream wrapped around the base of the pillar.  
 
    Landing on his feet, the rogue nearly slipped on the loose gold coins. Boots mashed into mounds of gold as he tried to get some traction. The heavy breathing from the dragon filled the giant chamber. Renner managed to lean forward and burst into a full run as Shallor took in a deep breath. Heat bloomed as another torrent of flames streaked out. Renner threw himself into a slide, the gold underneath allowing his body to slide behind another pillar. Flames roared past, melting gold. The rogue kept moving as gold splashed by the spot he was a moment earlier.  
 
    “Your weapons are pathetic! You can never beat me with such weak attacks. Give up or be burnt to a crisp!” Shallor roared. 
 
    Renner threw his back against another pillar and peeked his head out, “This is your last chance! Surrender or I’ll have to tell everyone on Facebook that your parties suck!” 
 
    Shallor raised a serpent eyebrow, “You speak in riddles, Renner Wulf. Our play time has come to an end.” 
 
    Shallor took in another deep intake of air. Turning his snout toward the pillar where the rogue stood behind, eyes narrowed as his maw opened. Air shimmered by the dragon’s tail. The shimmering air leapt upward and landed on the dragon’s back. Shallor felt the small weight land on him but couldn’t hold back his breath attack. Flames burst forth, missing the pillar and melting coins into streams of gold. Shallor turned his head, eye looking down at a cloaked elf running gracefully up his armored spine with a dagger in each hand. 
 
    Renner whirled around from the pillar and aimed at the dragon’s head. With a pull of the trigger, the bolt soared through the air. Vass stepped along Shallor’s spine just as he opened his maw again, this time to snap at her. The bolt struck the dragon in the back of his head and ice exploded. Shallor cried out as ice grew over his head, eyes, snout and mouth. Vass made a small jump and landed on his neck, legs curling around. A dagger point stabbed in between two large scales and the elf grunted as she tried to pry them apart. 
 
    Shallor let out a screech as the elf hung on, driving the points of the dagger deeper. Renner reloaded and fired again. The bolt hit the dragon’s hand as it reached up to try and take hold of the elf. Ice cascaded over the serpentine hand. Shallor roared as he clenched his hand, shattering the ice. Vass drove the dagger inch by inch into the dragon’s neck. When it was half buried, the elf shouted as she used leverage to pry a thick scale off. A wet crunching sound floated into her pointed ears and with a “Pop” as thick scale fell to the gold covered floor. Shallor thrashed as the elf tried to stay on. The dagger she used to pry off the scale slipped from her hand but she quickly tossed the second dagger to her right hand and drove it down on the soft exposed tissue. 
 
    Renner pumped his fist in the air as Shallor let out a painful roar, thrashing about. Vass uncurled her legs and was immediately thrown from the dragon’s neck. She crashed into the gold waiting below. Renner darted toward her, firing another bolt at the writhing dragon. Flames burst forth as Shallor clawed at his neck to remove the tiny dagger.  
 
    Vass was too her feet, checking the fall damage as she began to run. Renner smiled as he ran toward her. For the space of an instant, their eyes met. A proud expression filled the human rogue. Wondrous excitement painted the elven rogue’s features as she ran to him. The same thought filled their minds, knowing that the sleep poison will have some effect on him, maybe enough to win this battle. A large thin scaly hand reached up, fingers curling around Vass’s body. Horror filled the rogue’s eyes as the fingers clamped hard around her body and lifted her up. Renner aimed as he ran and fired another bolt but it was too late. 
 
    The dragon threw the elven rogue like a rag doll. Vass’s world spun as her body twisted uncontrollably. Renner leapt into the air, his crossbow falling away. The crossbow bolt slammed into Shallor’s neck, sending ice around the exposed flesh and the dagger still buried within. Renner’s hands were out, inches from Vass as she spiraled past. The rogue tried to will himself to catch her but he missed by a foot. Vass hurtled through the air until her body slammed into a pillar, bounced and crashed onto the gold covered floor. 
 
    Renner hit the ground, turned and bolted toward his fellow rogue. He slid to her side, arms circling and lifting her up. Digital blood trickled from the side of her mouth as her body made small jerky movements. 
 
    “My….hit points are draining……I have internal damage…” Vass managed and coughed up more blood. 
 
    Renner’s hand went to his side pouch and pulled out a potion. 
 
    Vass shook her head, “It won’t help…….broken bones need time to heal….I’ll only slow you down….” 
 
    The rogue nodded grimly and looked down at the beautiful elf. Vass looked up, her movements less jerky and her eyes filled with light. 
 
    Renner kept his soulful gaze as he brushed away a lock of black hair from Vass’s brow. “Call me when you resurrect so you can buy me lunch,” Renner smirked. 
 
    Vass eyed him for a moment before her eyes slanted into rage, “You’re an asshole. I’m dying and you want to make plans for lunch?”  
 
    Renner shrugged, “It’s not like I won’t see you again. I mean right now you suck for getting killed. Why do you suck so bad?” 
 
    The elf rolled her eyes, “Take my daggers and finish this. I want my cut when it’s all over.”  
 
    Vass pulled at her bandolier and Renner helped her pull it over her head. 
 
    “I don’t know. You are dying,” Renner laughed as he put the bandolier of daggers over his head and across his chest. 
 
    The elf pulled a book and shoved it into Renner’s chest, “Don’t fuck this up.” 
 
    Renner took the book and stuffed it into his cloak, placing it in his inventory. “Got it, stay golden pony girl,” Renner smiled. 
 
    Vass eyed him, “What does that even mean……” The elf trailed off as cracks of light filled her body and then shattered. 
 
    Renner looked at the shards of Vass fall away like dying leaves. A moment later all the shards faded from sight. Shallor’s hand reached up. Claws shattered the ice at his neck. Two fingers took hold of the dagger in his neck and pulled it out, tossing it away. The dragon turned his head to see Renner standing up, a dagger in each hand. Shallor grinned but then the bulk of his body shifted and he fought to keep his balance. 
 
    Renner took measured steps toward the slightly clumsy dragon, “That’s the sleep poison. Something of your size may need a few more cuts but right now you have movement penalties.” 
 
    “You fool,” Shallor hissed. “I’ll burn this poison off in moments.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “I better step up my game.” 
 
    Shallor’s blood red scales shifted as he stared at the rogue. The dragon opened his maw and blasted out a stream of fiery death. Renner smirked as he darted forward. The rogue moved, each step controlled and planned. Knees bending, he launched into the air as the stream of fire melted gold around him. The rogue flipped like an acrobat and landed with the grace of a dancer. Shallor turned his elongated head, blasting out fire. Renner’s senses were dialed to eleven as he whipped behind pillars, always moving. The stream of fire weakened and when Shallor exhausted himself, the rogue changed direction and went in for the attack. 
 
    Shallor took a deep breath as daggers twirled through the air. One and then two stabbed into the exposed chunk of flesh in his neck. Poison slipped in along the blade as the dragon smacked at his neck upwards, dislodging the two daggers. Renner was airborne again, daggers twirling from his hands as he turned his body like an Olympic diver. A dragon wing went up, smacking the daggers out of the air. Mouth open, he blasted out flames toward the small rogue. 
 
    Renner dodged, curled into a ball, landed and rolled back onto his feet. The heat of the dragon flames inches from his body as he used yet another pillar for protection. Shallor exhausted his breath and when the flames stopped, dagger after dagger twirled through the air. Wings went up and neck craned away as daggers bounced off hardened scales. Renner laughed as he moved like a graceful mad man through the dragon’s horde. 
 
    Shallor’s eyes narrowed as he noticed the rogue was keeping his distance. Bursting forward, the dragon slammed his shoulder into the stone pillar. Renner’s eyes went wide as he flipped away from falling boulders of stone. Shallor’s tail whipped out, slicing falling stone in half as Renner straightened his body in mid-flight above the tail strike. Limbs curling together, he hit the ground, rolled to his feet and turned his upper body. Two daggers spun out. A wing knocked away one but the other struck the exposed flesh. Shallor roared as he reached and pulled the dagger out. Serpent hand and wing reached out as a sudden bout of dizziness crawled into the dragon’s senses. Renner kept up the pace, running and dodging. The rogue glanced back to see the dragon’s eyes sag as his breathing labored. 
 
    Renner spun around, a dagger in each hand and a smug smile on his lips. He marched toward the weakened dragon as it struggled to stay up. Shallor looked down, eyes closing and opening as the rogue stepped closer and closer. 
 
    “I will have every dire mage in Lukken looking for you,” Shallor huffed. 
 
    “I don’t doubt that but even I have friends in some pretty high places and to tell you the truth, I think they like me more then you,” Renner said as he sheathed the daggers he was carrying.  
 
    Shallor eyed the rogue as he scooped up his crossbow and pulled out a bolt from his cloak. Taking a deep breath, he watched as the rogue loaded his weapon and stopped walking. 
 
    “You….would….strike me…down….?” Shallor said as small bursts of flames fell from his mouth. 
 
    Renner lifted up his crossbow and pointed it at the ceiling, “No Lord Shallor, I expect you to sleep.” 
 
    The dragon roared out a stream of fire as the crossbow bolt launched. Renner was moving as the stream of flames blasted past him. The bolt struck the ceiling and exploded. The entire room shook as the stone ceiling gave way. Shallor used every last bit of his strength, blasting at the moving thief. Chunks of stone and earth came crashing down, knocking off his aim and burying his body. 
 
    Across the dragon’s chamber, Gylda zipped past another combination but this time, the door flashed an emerald green. She pumped her fist into the air when light glowed behind her. Turning around, the golden fairy darted to the side as a torrent of dragon flame blew past and struck the door. The fairy hovered in the air, her shoulders sagging as the dragon flame melted the door down to bent slag. Throwing her hands up, she turned and zipped further in, searching for her partner and friend.  
 
    Renner walked with a swagger in his step and ash covering his cheeks. Behind him, rubble continued to fall, burying the dragon as he snored, eyes closed. Gylda zipped to Renner’s face and gave him a big kiss on the cheek. The rogue smiled as he walked along. 
 
    “Let’s get upstairs. I think the war I started should be happening right on time,” Renner grinned. 
 
    *** 
 
    The castle was in chaos as Renner stepped onto the main floor. The lower levels were devoid of servants as it seemed most fled when the castle shook a few times. Guests ran off in a panic while some guards chased them to calm them down. Other guards took stations by broken windows, eyes alert and swords exposed. A skeleton attempted to crawl in and it was hacked to pieces in seconds. Gylda hovered along, a disapproving look in her eyes and arms crossed. 
 
    Renner glanced at the golden fairy but kept walking as guests and guards shouted in fear, “I needed a distraction big enough to keep everyone busy. I think it’s working.” 
 
    “You are a cruel man, Renner Wulf,” Gylda said with a shake of her golden head. 
 
    “It’ll all work out,” The rogue said as they walked through the main hall to the large front doors. 
 
    Renner stepped down the stairs into a maelstrom of fighting. Skeletons and zombies clashed with the castle guard. Ghosts floated down, touching guards and paralyzing them with their undead chill. Half naked guests ran among the chaos, trying to find any exit. The rogue continued to stroll along the storm of swords and undead. Side stepping a falling guard and two skeletons raining down their blades, the rogue winced as the guard on his back desperately parried each incoming blow.  
 
    “You have to stop this,” Gylda said nervously. 
 
    Renner let out a long sigh. Walking along the main street, he looked up to see Rekt and several clerics trying to stem the tide of the undead pouring over the wall. The orc was badly cut but he fought on like a monster unchained. Hammer swinging, skulls smashed to powder and bodies crumbled. A cleric fought at his side, her mace and glowing fist driving back the hungry undead. 
 
    Renner was half way to the battlements as the fighting grew intense. Cupping his hands, he put them to his mouth and took a deep breath. 
 
    “DULLA! STOP THIS!” the rogue shouted with all his might. 
 
    Every undead skeleton, zombie and ghost froze instantly. Guards cried out until the abrupt stop left them with swords up and confused expressions sinking in. Renner continued to walk until he reached the stairs leading up to the battlements. The undead remained frozen as he skipped up past them and sauntered up to the battlements edge. Rekt eyed the rogue and a grin crawled into his emerald cheeks, as the cleric Ilsa heaved with her mace in hand. 
 
    Renner moved to the edge and looked down. A horde of undead filled the land around the castle wall. Skeletons were still, hanging from the walls. Toward the rear of the army, a dark elf stood, eyes wide and a small smile on her lips. 
 
    “Renner, I have come to save you!” Dulla shouted with a touch of glee. 
 
    “Dulla, please call off your army,” Renner shouted from the wall. 
 
    “I will call them off when you are safely in my arms,” The dark elf said with a happy smile. 
 
    Renner sighed again and kept his gaze on the smiling necromancer, “I hate to do this here but I think something needs to be said. Dulla, we had a lot of fun together but I think you’re a bit obsessed with me. It would be fine if it was both of us but that isn’t what is happening here.” 
 
    Dulla’s smile began to fade. 
 
    Renner continued, “You really are great and the sex was hot but I’m just not into the dark stuff your into. I know I was a jerk and I’m very sorry about that. I shouldn’t have led you on but we were at different points in our destinies. I know you can never forgive me but I had to tell you the truth.” 
 
    The guards, clerics and Rekt leaned in to hear more. 
 
    Renner’s eyes drooped as he could see the necromancer’s heart splinter in half, “Please let everyone else go. I will go to you and you can take out your pain and revenge on me. No one else needs to suffer for what happened between us.” 
 
    Dulla’s red eyes lowered and she bit her lip. 
 
    “I know your evil but you have good reason to be. I still remember the stories of your upbringing. But trying to force love, it will never work. Right now, I just want everyone to be safe and I’m willing to sacrifice myself so all these good people can go back to their lives. 
 
    Dulla stared off for a long moment before raising her eyes to the rogue on the top of the wall. With a small wave of her hand, the undead sheathed their weapons and began marching back to their mistress’s side. Clerics moved through the undead to wounded guards and began healing them. Ilsa and Rekt stared at the rogue as a small smile bloomed. 
 
    The dark elf let a small smile slip as she stared at the handsome rogue, “You are a fool Renner Wulf but you are a lovable fool. No man has ever surrendered themselves to me. I always had to take their life by force. For now, I will let you go so you can take some time to realize I am your one true love. If you are south of the road, see me again so we can sit down and talk instead of talking with our bodies.” 
 
    Renner smiled, “I would like that.”  
 
    The dark elf nodded before turning around and walking toward the forest edge, her undead army in tow. The rest of the castle guard and clerics looked up to Renner as he turned around. Ilsa stepped along the battlements until she stood a few feet from the dashing rogue. 
 
    “Hi,” Renner said with a flirty edge. 
 
    Ilsa smiled for a moment before it turned into an angry scowl, “Renner Wulf, you are to surrender and be brought before justice for the crimes against Vala!” 
 
    Renner tilted his head and let out a slow exhale. His hand reached into his side pouch and the cleric’s muscles flex, ready for anything. The rogue lifted a hand up and his other hand pulled out a small folded piece of paper. Ilsa looked down as she held her mace in a threatening manner. The rogue stretched out his arm, the piece of paper before him. 
 
    “I knew you might be upset. Take this. It is a map of where the statue of Vala is buried.” 
 
    Ilsa’s eyes widened, “I thought you were a man of your word. I thought you stole it for your client.  You think I would be foolish enough to believe that paper leads to our goddess’s idol?” 
 
    Renner kept his gaze light and tried to not look at her amazing cleavage, “I am a man of my word. I delivered the item as promised. That doesn’t mean I can’t steal it back. I had a fellow associate retrieve the statue and bury it for me for a hefty fee. You don’t have to pay me back. Consider it a gift for the inconvenience.” 
 
    Ilsa looked down at the paper and back at the rogue, “You are still my prisoner until we have it back.” 
 
    Renner’s smile melted into a smirk, “Sorry, I have a date with a lady. But I believe my fellow rogue would love to hug you.” 
 
    Ilsa’s eyebrow rose when two thick green arms wrapped around her arms and pinned them to her waist. The cleric struggled in the iron grip as Rekt let out a laughing grunt. Renner flicked his wrist and the square piece of folded parchment spun, landing directly in between the cleric’s tight cleavage. 
 
    Renner turned around to see guards and clerics moving toward the stairs, weapon’s drawn. The rogue glanced down to see a coiled rope at his feet. 
 
    “I love this game,” the rogue grinned as he scooped up the end of the rope. 
 
    Hopping onto the battlement’s edge, the rogue bowed to the guards running up the stairs and Ilsa as she struggled in the orc’s arms. Renner gave Rekt a nod and the orc nodded back with his approval. With a playful shout, the rogue leapt over the side. Guards and cleric reached the top as the rope tightened. The rogue ran along the wall as a guard lifted his blade. Bending his knees, he launched himself into the air as the guard’s blade came down and cut the rope.  
 
    Renner somersaulted through the air and landed on the grassy field. Waving goodbye, the rogue bolted for the forest as guards shouted for bows. By the time arrows were notched, the rogue melted into the dark forest, disappearing from the moonlit field. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fourteen 
 
    Renner turned the knob. The door to the room opened and he silently slipped in. Eyes sharp, he looked for anything to signal that he was here and ready to hand over the books to his client. A slight rustle on the bed caused the rogue’s hand to land on his sheathed dagger. The blankets half covered a hip but from the waist up a dark skinned elf lay on her side. Red eyes stared through the darkness to the man at the door and a white smile crept into dark cheeks. Fingers reached up and turned on the lantern by the bed, a dim glow filling the room. 
 
    Renner gazed upon Ossa as she eyed him with sleepy eyes. The stand by the bed had a large dagger standing up, the point embedded in the hard wood. A small tension filled the room as the rogue kept his hand on the pommel of his dagger. 
 
    “Are you here to kill me?” Renner asked as his eyes moved from dark elf to dagger and back to the dark elf. 
 
    Ossa let out a long stretch, “No. You’re here to apologize to me for being an insufferable asshole.” 
 
    Renner eyed her, “I’m sorry….” The rogue was cut off. 
 
    “I don’t want you to apologize with words,” Ossa said and pulled the blanket away to reveal her bare, smooth valley. “You will please me until I feel you have earned my forgiveness.” 
 
    Renner eyed the dagger again. 
 
    Ossa gave an evil grin, “This is just in case you do something stupid like pay me in gold. I will cut off all of your fingers and maybe the sword between your legs.” 
 
    Renner’s eyes widened, “I need those!” 
 
    Ossa’s evil smile broadened, “Then I suggest you come to me and earn your way to keeping your body parts.” 
 
    The rogue grinned as he stepped closer, palm touching his chest. Clothes faded from view and he stood naked by the edge of the bed. Ossa eyed the handsome rogue with a rising lust. 
 
    “I am here to serve you, my lady.” 
 
    Ossa nodded, “Put that tongue to work and later we can discuss other ways you can ease my wrath.” 
 
    “Giddy up,” Renner grinned as he slid into bed. 
 
    Ossa watched as he kissed along her stomach and down to her valley. The rogue made one last mischievous look before he buried his head between her supple thighs. The dark elf smiled until his tongue touched her magic spot. A gasp filled the room followed by another as the warm bliss touched the hungry passion between them. 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner stepped out through the portal behind Lucius; the regal hand walked over and stood by Lady Slytha sitting in a finely crafted chair. The dragon in elven form eyed the rogue as he walked over, his hands in his cloak. Pulling his hands out, he held two books and kneeled before the lady. 
 
     “As promised,” Renner said with his head bowed. 
 
    Lady Slytha reached down and took each book, placing them on her lap and gazing upon the dashing rogue, “Please rise and take a seat.” 
 
    Renner stood up and sat down in the seat next to her. 
 
    Lady Slytha’s eyes drank in the rogue as she spoke, “I will have the gold delivered to the agreed upon location but I have something else to ask of you.” 
 
    “I’m sure I can clear my schedule for a lady as beautiful as you,” Renner said with confidence. 
 
    Pink colored the Dragon lady’s high cheek bones as she continued, “You have done a great service by retrieving these invaluable tomes. As you know, Lukken is at war and there are many of us who will do anything we can to stop it, but there are larger threats out there. 
 
    “I currently have a small group of knights on a quest to the west. I fear they may need some assistance should the growing darkness consume them. I have reached out to a few individuals that may be a great aid against an impending evil.” 
 
    “Impending evil? Like the trolls?” 
 
    The lady shook her head slightly, “Far worse. Ancient dead things are crawling from their crypts and a growing alarm has taken hold of my people. The West contains a madness that we may never overcome without further cooperation. There is a necromancer with great power that has come over to our side. A paladin of fine bravery, cunning and skill is on his way, ready to fight against the threat. And then there is you.” 
 
    Renner eyed her with a questioning gaze. 
 
    “Your luck and skill may be needed if we are to overcome the madness that threatens all of Lukken. The books you have retrieved tell of dark undead secrets and ancient magic that was thought to be long forgotten. With time, I will harness these secrets for the greater good but for now, will you pledge your service to me so we may help stamp out great evils?” 
 
    Renner rubbed his chin for a moment before giving the dragon lady a big smile, “Being on a dragon payroll sounds like a rewarding experience. I would be honored to help you….for the right price.” 
 
    Lucius rolled his eyes as Lady Slytha gave a small smirk before it faded away. Gylda appeared on Renner’s shoulder, leaning in to hear more. The player reached up and touched her little shoulder, the unspoken words of “We are going to be fucking rich!” passed between them as their eyes took an interested tone. 
 
    “Then let us discuss our new business arrangement.” 
 
    Lucius snapped his fingers and a bottle of wine and two glasses appeared. The Hand reached down and poured some wine into each glass before handing one to the lady and one to the rogue. Glasses were raised before deep sips were taken. Renner listened as Lady Slytha discussed finer details. He nodded and sipped as torch light flickered to the soothing words of the white haired dragon. 
 
    *** 
 
    The light flashed and died. Adam reached up and pulled the helmet off his head. A small odor filled his nose as he sat up and put the helmet down on the bed. Reaching over to his night stand, he picked up his phone to check the time. It was 6PM and the sun dipped lower in the sky. Adam lifted an arm and took another sniff. The body odor was not too bad but he did need a shower. Looking at the date and time, he spent the last two days in the game. Aside from bathroom breaks and shoving food down his throat, he never went that long in game. With a small promise to shorten his gaming sessions, he sat up and swung his legs over the side. 
 
    Standing up, he pulled at the Velcro along the back and shed the body suit. When he was fully naked, he looked to his phone again and noticed he had a text message waiting from Kathy. 
 
    “Jacob is fine and back here with us. Everyone misses you,” the text said simply. 
 
    Adam smiled as warm thoughts of his coworker filled his mind. Thinking back to what Vass told him about not taking things so seriously, the nurse couldn’t help but feel silly for ignoring Kathy’s advances in the past. Tapping on her name, Adam put the phone to his ear as it rang. It picked up on the second ring. 
 
    “Hello there stranger, checking in?” Kathy’s sexy voice rolled along Adam’s ear. 
 
    “Yea, glad Jacob is doing well. What are you doing now?” 
 
    “I’m getting off in about forty minutes and have no plans,” Kathy said simply. 
 
    Adam was silent for a moment before taking a deep breath, “I thought, since you brought it up before, that maybe you wanted to watch some movies…..and chill?” 
 
    Adam could feel Kathy’s smile over the phone, “I thought you’d never ask. I’ll be there in about an hour?” 
 
    “Sounds good,” Adam said as warmth filled his heart. 
 
    “Oh and clothing is optional,” Kathy said and hung up. 
 
    Adam felt a stirring between his legs as he put the cell phone down. With a skip in his step, he hopped to the bathroom and turned on the shower. Steam rose up as he stepped in, mind swirling on of dragons, elves and a certain beautiful nurse. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
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