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 One 
 
    White curtains billowed in the moonlight. The breeze carried a salty scent with the gentle Caribbean-like warmth. A lone figure stood in the middle of an empty room, hand up and a 2D screen floating just a few inches away from extended fingers. Pictures slipped by but the figure was lost to the incoming breeze through the open windows.  
 
    Renner soaked in the moment, letting it slide along his digital body. Calm wrapped around frayed nerves as he tried not to think too hard about reality. The stress had pushed him to the breaking point a few times but being here in Lewd Saga brought a sense of peace he didn’t feel in the real world. 
 
    Pushing away dark images hovering at the edge of his mind, he blinked and refocused on the task at hand. Images continued to slide by until the player tapped on an expensive bed. The dim glow of the 2D screen painted Renner’s face with shadows as he read what came with the bed and the price tag. It had everything from silk sheets, rare furs and a vibration enchantment. The player rubbed his hands together before tapping the ‘Buy’ option at the bottom of the picture. 
 
    In the middle of the empty room, a rather large bed took up the middle. Silks and furs rolled out and covered it in an instant. The rogue in black leather leapt into the air and landed on the bed with a bounce. Whispering the command word, the bed began to vibrate as Renner spread out his arms and legs. The trembling bed sent soothing vibrations through his form and the player’s eyes rolled into his head. 
 
    “Oh yea, she is going to love this,” Renner said to no one in particular. 
 
    The player lifted himself up and slid off the bed. With a quick motion of his hand, the 2D screen floated to him and different furniture slid by every few seconds. The door to the bedroom opened and a tiny glowing golden fairy floated in, warm eyes on the rogue. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me you were coming,” Gylda said as she hovered closer. 
 
    Renner glanced up and smiled before returning his gaze to the 2D screen, “I wasn’t going to be here long. I thought I’d stop by and spruce up the place.” 
 
    Gylda floated to the side of his face, dainty feet touching down on his shoulder and arms out, clutching to his cheek. Renner lifted a hand and pressed it to her little body, taking in her warm touch. 
 
    “I’ve missed you so much,” Gylda said with closed eyes and a wide smile. 
 
    Renner’s expression softened but only for a moment, “I missed you too but I can’t stay long.” 
 
    Gylda sat down on his shoulder, “When will you stay longer? It’s not the same without you and…..” the fairy trailed off. 
 
    “Soon, I promise,” Renner sighed and tapped at the screen, calling up a love seat and desk. 
 
    The last five months spiraled into the player’s mind’s eye. Memories washed on the stony shores of his mind of the clearing, with Thorrin on his knees and Vass gone. The paladin spilled his guts on what happened, how a fellow player in their party betrayed them. How, in reality, Vass was caught in a SWAT raid and taken away, ripped from her MEG gear.  
 
    Renner remembered how he knew something was wrong even before the raid, taking out a paladin that was conspiring to hurt them all. The rogue never had a chance to say goodbye to Vass and when he took off his MEG helmet, he angrily punched a large hole in the wall. The stark moment drilled into his heart as he made phone calls to find out what happened. Days passed before Vass’s brother contacted him with details and updates. 
 
    The rogue’s hands clenched into fists as he tried to push it all away again. He didn’t come here to relive those torturous moments. He came here to finish setting up his summer home and forget the pain, even for a little while. 
 
    “How do you like it here?” Renner asked trying to not think about anything else. 
 
    Gylda kicked out her feet a little, “The Island is fantastic. I can’t help myself with the crystal ruby turtles. I have a whole wall dedicated to them.”  
 
    Renner grinned as he continued to shop. The Turtle Islands were a cluster of nine islands, each named after a gem turtle. Ruby Turtle Island was one of the smaller islands. The Diamond Turtle Island was the most expensive and Renner had considered having his summer home built there until he met some of the high brow locals. Even in the game world, anyone with a hoard of gold became a stuck up snob. Each island had its own flavor and mood, and Ruby Turtle Island had a bit of a pirate flair the rogue enjoyed. Rum was the drink of choice and there were parts of the island where his kind of people would gather for parties and secret dealings. It was the perfect place to get away and relax. 
 
    The player glanced out the open balcony windows. Renner had the summer home built on one of the highest points on the island. The glow of the town shined like an inviting beacon while the moonlight stabbed along the ocean waters beyond. The sea was quiet and a hint of Spanish guitar floated on the breeze as the locals began their nightly celebrations. Renner wanted to join them but he felt time tick away in his heart. 
 
    Eyes turning back to the 2D screen, the player tapped away, buying a few paintings of light houses. The pictures appeared on the walls and seemed to give the open bedroom a homey feel.  
 
    Gylda’s eyes took on a sad edge, “When will you be back?” 
 
    “Maybe in a few days,” Renner said as he double tapped the screen, fading it from sight. 
 
    The golden fairy slid off his shoulder and floated in the air, “It hasn’t been the same without you. Can you stay a little longer?” 
 
    Renner looked to the fairy with warm eyes, “I promise to come back soon. I just need a little more time.” 
 
    Gylda crossed her arms, “Don’t make it too long. It gets lonely here.” 
 
    “Can you invite a playmate? Maybe hire some help? You have more than enough gold for that.” 
 
    Gylda’s sad eyes took on a hard edge, “I don’t want anyone else, I want you.” 
 
    Renner gave her a disarming smile, “And I will be back. Have a little faith in me, partner.” 
 
    The golden fairy threw up her hands before zipping to the balcony window and turning around, “I’m going into town to drink the night away. You better come back soon or I just might burn this place down.” 
 
    Before Renner could even answer, the fairy zipped into the air and dived down toward the town below. The rogue’s shoulders sagged. The pang of not being here grated on his heart. The player’s heart belonged to someone of flesh and blood in the real world but it also belonged to the little spit fire beauty that’d just left. They had been through thick and thin together but his time away only tested their bond.  
 
    Renner let out a sigh before firming up his shoulders and walking out of the bedroom. Gylda would have to suck it up until he returned, Renner thought. Reality was pressing down on him and he didn’t need the added stress of his partner. Despite her talk, he didn’t believe she would really burn his summer home down. The rogue stopped walking, eyes opening a little wider. 
 
    “She will totally burn this place down,” Renner whispered. 
 
    Shaking his head and smiling like a fool, the rogue made his way through the lavish home he had designed. The player remembered how he and a certain elven rogue would lay in bed, talking for hours about their dream of a summer home. It had to be an open concept with plenty of places to sit, lounge and drink the days away. A large pool filled the back property, surrounded by statues of naked elves. The statues were Renner’s idea and he never spoke of them out loud but he knew Vass wouldn’t mind. Women love naked elves, the rogue thought as he continued to inspect the home and make sure everything was in place. Thoughts swam along of the hidden basement level where his gold, magical weapons and secret rooms spread out. The home had several rumpus rooms but the special ones were placed in the basement level with all sorts of naughty equipment.  
 
    Renner looked to a large window, thinking of the elf he loved and what their next adventures would be. It shined in his mind knowing the nightmare in reality would soon be over. The player could return with his elven lover and they would dirty up every room like they always planned. 
 
    The player relaxed, standing at the window and gazing upon the full moon in the sky. Gentle hope caressed his senses, knowing tomorrow the nightmare would truly be over.  
 
    A shadow rose up from the base of the trees twenty feet from the glass window. 
 
    Renner’s eyes slid down as a glint of metal gleamed in the darkness. Instincts took hold as the rogue whipped his body away from view. A muffled “Twang!” filled the outside air before a bolt shattered through the glass. The crossbow bolt missed the rogue by inches as he spun away, shards of glass raining down. 
 
    Renner hit the floor and continued to move. When he reached the edge of a small hallway, he rolled into it and stood up, throwing his back to a wall. Stats appeared at the edge of his vision as he took a quick glance. 
 
    Renner Wulf 
 
    Rogue 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 440/440 
 
    Armor- 42 
 
      
 
    Strength- 22 (+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 31 (+7) 
 
    Wisdom- 11 (+4)  
 
    Dexterity- 60 (+30) 
 
    Stamina- 30 (+7) 
 
    Charisma- 51 (+20)  
 
    Luck- 70 (+40) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 58 
 
    Pick Pocket- 45 
 
    Pick Locks- 68   
 
    Pick Magical Locks- 55 
 
    Edge Weapons (Minor)- 50 
 
    Throwing Edged Weapons- 45 
 
    Crossbow- 50 
 
    Melee- 35 
 
    Acrobatics- 40 
 
      
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Slicing- 10 to 30 damage  
 
    Mana Drain Dagger- 5 to 20 damage (Damage and Mana drain) 
 
    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
 
    Crossbow of True Aim- +20 to aiming 
 
    Crossbow bolts (50)- 10 to 40 damage 
 
    Fire Tip Bolts (50)-  30 to 50 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (50)- 30 to 50 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 30 to 50 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (50)- 80 to 150 Explosive Fire damage 
 
      
 
    The player reached into his cloak and pulled out his crossbow. Arming it with an ice tip bolt, the rogue moved his head to the edge of the hallway and peered out. The dark figure stayed to the edge of the trees as moonlight illuminated their crossbow. 
 
    Renner pulled back. Someone was gunning for him and an ice tip bolt to the face should slow them down. Taking a quick breath, the rogue spun out into the open. The figure watched as Renner spun to a halt and aimed. Both sides pulled triggers. Renner let his body fall back as time slowed down. The intruder’s bolt slipped past his chest and then right above his nose as gravity pulled him down. The player thanked his lucky stars as his back hit the hardwood floor. Legs spun around and he was back to his feet, searching for the figure and seeing if his bolt hit the mark. 
 
    The dark figure stood, bolt in hand and frosty mist flowing from the tip. With a flick of the wrist, the bolt slammed into the woodened edge of the window, frost growing and covering a small edge. 
 
    “You’re going to pay for the window,” Renner shouted. 
 
    The figure turned and bolted into the small jungle. Renner growled as he jumped through the open window, hit the ground and gave chase. Thick leaves and branches obscured his vision as he tried to keep the intruder in sight. The forest blurred past as the rogue kept pace, slipping through low branches and jumping over fallen logs. Birds fluttered and squawked as two figures ran through the dark jungle. Shafts of moonlight lit the way as the figure pressed on like a phantom in the night.  
 
    Renner never lost sight. Brow hard, he noticed he was gaining on the potential assassin. The rogue found it odd that someone was trying to kill him since he hadn’t told anyone he was back. Crossbow still in hand, the rogue brushed past a low branch and fired off a shot. The figure dodged to the side as the bolt struck a tree, frost growing along the trunk.  
 
    Renner kept moving, legs pumping and keeping the stranger in his vision. The player hadn’t had a chance to explore the mountain he built his house on. Whatever reason the assassin may have, it was quickly becoming apparent he was leading Renner away. 
 
    “It’s a trap. It’s a trap,” Renner repeated under his breath as he dodged trees and branches. 
 
    The chase continued and when Renner almost lost the figure to the shadows, they seemed to stop and almost wait for him. The rogue’s brow went up as the figure began running again. 
 
    “I’m going to put so many arrows in you,” Renner shouted. 
 
    The two continued on until the figure burst from the trees and into a clearing. Renner kept his pace as he too burst from the edge of the jungle, crossbow up and aiming. 
 
    The rogue skidded to a halt as a giant stone triangle loomed into view. It was about twenty feet tall with a large circle hollowed out in the middle. A small set of stone stairs led up to the circle and a dim red light seemed to pulse with magical energy. The figure stood about ten feet in front of the structure, back to Renner. 
 
    Renner slowly stepped forward, crossbow pointed and finger hovering over the trigger. He had seen the structure before. It was one of the portals he and his fellow players used when they transported to the west coast of Lukken where the Serpent Throne stood. The player had no idea there was one practically in his backyard and that only caused him to become very cautious. 
 
    “I don’t know what this is about but I’m pretty sure I can hit you before you enter the portal,” Renner said as he took another step forward. 
 
    The figure kept his back to him, “I’m sure you could but I have no intention of entering the portal.” 
 
    The figure turned around, arms at his side and palms out to show he was no longer armed. Renner took in his features as he took another step forward. The man was dressed in leather with a hood over his head. Shadows covered the top half of his face but blue-white eyes stared back like cold daggers. Even the darkness of the hood could not contain their glaring cold. 
 
    Renner could barely keep a shiver at bay from the assassin’s chilly stare. 
 
    “What’s with breaking my window and running? Do I owe you gold?” Renner demanded. 
 
    A twisted smile filled the stranger’s face, “No, nothing so mundane. We simply needed a moment to discuss business, as it were.” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “I don’t do business with anyone who takes a shot at me.” 
 
    The man pulled back his hood to reveal pale skin and short white hair, “Not even for a Dread Lord with your best interest at heart?” 
 
    Renner stopped walking. Lowering his crossbow, he moved as if his arms were on fire, pulling an ice tip bolt and replacing it with a fireball bolt. Lifting up the crossbow, he aimed it at dread lord’s chest, finger resting on the trigger. 
 
    “You undead shit,” Renner shouted. 
 
    “Now now….” The pale man trailed off as Renner pulled the trigger. 
 
    The arrow’s tip burst into flames as it slipped through the air. Renner’s mouth twisted into a smirk as the arrow stayed true, but the dread lord smiled, grabbing the edge of his cloak and flashing it up like a matador in a bull fight. Shadows lengthened as the bolt nearly reached him. With a gentle pull, the cloak extended and engulfed the flaming bolt mid-flight. 
 
    Renner stared as the cloak swallowed it from sight. There was no explosion or fire, only the cool breeze as the cloak fell to the dread lord’s side as if nothing happened. The rogue pulled another bolt and reloaded. The dread lord tapped his foot as he waited for the rogue to reload and aim once again. 
 
    “You’re going to waste your bolts if you continue,” the pale man smiled. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    The dread lord spread his hands out once again, “My name is Kadvar Gray and I have a proposition for you.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Renner eyed the dread lord, annoyance touching his brow. The crossbow was still trained on him but the rogue pulled his finger from the trigger and laid it flat against the stock just above. A vein throbbed at his forehead as he stared at the unwelcomed guest. 
 
    Kadvar closed his hands and gave a small smirk. 
 
    “You’re going to pay for my window and a little extra for emotional damage,” Renner growled. 
 
    The dread lord tilted his head forward and closed his eyes, “The rumors about you are true. You have a wit to match your skill.” 
 
    Renner raised an eyebrow, “I don’t know how to take that.” 
 
    Kadvar opened his eyes, “Take it any way you wish. I simply need a moment of your time.” 
 
    Renner’s eyes narrowed, “Clocks ticking.” 
 
    Kadvar nodded before he spoke, “A lot has changed since you were last in Lukken. The war at the Middle Kingdoms continues even though you and your compatriots stole the Star of Sormir. The dragons have not used the star as promised and the war continues to hurt nearly the entire continent.” 
 
    Renner let out a huff, “I don’t care about the state of current events. As you saw, I have a house to furnish. The dragons are sitting on their scaly asses and if they want Lukken to burn, who the fuck am I to say otherwise.” 
 
    “And you think the Turtle Islands will offer you a safe haven in these dark times?” 
 
    Renner smirked, “I don’t think you’re listening. I said I don’t give a fuck. I’m here to have fun and make sweet love to my elven lady. When Lukken destroys itself, I’m sure there will be plenty of room for profit from the ashes.” 
 
    Kadvar kept his smile, “My fellow lords told me of your adventures on the western tip of Lukken. You and your luck fairy managed to kill Mad Morgan. He resurrected and spoke endlessly about how you took advantage of the situation. I wish I could have been there to see it. If anyone needs an axe to the head, it’s Mad Morgan.” 
 
    Renner rolled his eyes, “Is this going to take long?” 
 
    Kadvar gazed on the rogue with cold eyes, “Yes I understand your time is precious. As I said, I have a proposition for you. Do you remember a necromancer by the name of Wynter Nightkiss? Oh, how foolish of me, of course you do.” 
 
    Memories flooded Renner’s mind as he pictured the sexy necromancer who fought alongside them at the battle of the Serpent Throne. He hadn’t seen her since the battle and figured she was off on her own adventures. 
 
    The dread lord continued, “My lord Harkkon has tasked me with retrieving a certain pair of items in her possession.” 
 
    Renner lowered his crossbow, “You can’t be serious? You’re coming to me to find the Eyes of Harkkon? Why on Lukken would I even accept a contract like that? It’s no secret that if Harkkon gets his eyes, his power will be complete. I’m not helping you dead fucks. Go find someone else to do your dirty work.” 
 
    A shadow moved from behind the triangle portal and stepped into the moon light. Renner lifted up his crossbow and aimed at the second figure as it took a few steps forward. Pale light illuminated the tall and wide shouldered humanoid. They were clad in black leather from neck to toe, giving them a slightly Nazi-like appearance. Dark hair was combed to the side while blue skin glowed in the moonlight. The square jaw and pointed nose were the troll’s noticeable features but dark eyes stared on with amusement. 
 
    Renner kept his aim as his mind was assaulted with memories, “I seem to be pretty important if a troll master and a dread lord come to me wanting to talk business.” 
 
    The troll bowed his head, “Renner Wulf, pleased to finally meet you.” 
 
    “Ulkur Moonshadow. Not feeling so great to meet you. Looking for a vacation home?” 
 
    The troll shook his head slightly, “Nothing compares to the splendor of the southern kingdoms, but thank you for asking. Now, put away that crossbow before someone gets hurt.” 
 
    Renner eyed them for a long moment. Images played out that if he pulled the trigger, it might give him enough for him to get away. The image stabbed into the rogue’s mind of the dread lord’s cloak swallowing up his bolt. Sighing, Renner let his arm drop and he put the crossbow into his cloak, placing it in his inventory. 
 
    “Excellent,” Ulkur leered. 
 
    “I’m not sure if you were listening but I was just telling this dread fuck to go find someone else. I’m on vacation.” 
 
    Ulkur spoke with a deep tone, “Your exploits are well known across Lukken. You are a rogue who gets the job done for the right amount of gold. In some of my circles, they still discuss how you robbed the mighty Shallor of two books from his prized collection. No easy feat.” 
 
    “Buttering me up isn’t going to change my mind,” Renner spat. 
 
    Ulkur kept his serene demeanor, “My associates and I have been preparing for the day when Lukken would be under troll rule. That day is sooner than you would think. One of the pieces to the puzzle is Harkkon’s eyes. Now you have clearly stated that you do not wish to accept the contract. Understandable since you have fought alongside Lady Nightkiss before. It would be bad for business if you steal from friends.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Yep, that’s why you can both go fuck yourselves.” 
 
    Ulkur continued, “My people have spoken to some of your associates. With enough time and gold, they have given us some information about you and what you desire most, a safe place to lounge and enjoy your spoils.” 
 
    “I have already gained my wealth. So far you have told me nothing interesting.” 
 
    Ulkur smiled, “Yes, you have gained some wealth but what if I told you, you can have more?” 
 
    Renner eyed the troll and let out a chuckle. 
 
    Kadvar nodded, “The long night will be upon Lukken soon. No place will be safe from our power, not even your home here on the Turtle Islands….unless we come to a bargain.” 
 
    Ulkur let his thick fingers slip into the leather flap covering his chest and pulled out a coin. With a flick of his finger, the coin went spinning through the air. Renner’s hand snatched it out of the air and unfurled his fingers. The coin was not one he had seen before. It was slightly larger than normal gold coins and shined with silver light. 
 
    The troll master spoke, “The coin in your hand is a special one to my people. It is only given to those who have performed beyond what is called for in this life. Those who have sacrificed, performed a life debt or wish to strike an agreement with no repercussions to themselves or the ones they love.” 
 
    “You’re losing me,” Renner sneered. 
 
    Ulkur’s eyes took on a sinister edge, “It is a token to wash away your misdeeds if the agreement is met. What I am asking you, rogue, is to steal the Eyes of Harkkon and return them to me with the coin. If you succeed, no harm will come to those closest to you. There will be no repercussions, no matter how the war sways. My people will know you as a hero. You will be granted gold beyond measure and you will be the new ruler of the Turtle Islands.” 
 
    Renner let out another chuckle, “You don’t own the Turtle Islands to give. All I hear is false promises if I steal something for you. You guys must be pretty desperate and you should take this coin and shove it up your ass.” 
 
    Renner reared his hand back to throw it back to the troll master. When he tried to open his fingers to let it go, the coin stayed glued to his palm. The player’s brow went up as he shook his open hand but the coin would not fall.   
 
    “The agreement is struck. Return the Eyes of Harkkon with the coin and you will be rewarded.” 
 
    The rogue shook his hand harder, “I didn’t agree to anything!” 
 
    Ulkur’s face was a smooth mask of indifference, “The moment the coin touched your hand, you accepted it. You may keep it in your inventory but you cannot part with it until the agreement is met. It is soul bound to you but I must warn, the longer you have it, the greater the chance of bad luck coming your way.” 
 
    Renner’s brow formed a hard V, “I have a lot of luck, enough to find out how to remove this item permanently. You can’t force me into this agreement!” 
 
    Kadvar leered, “We are not forcing you. We are simply guiding you. Others have been spoken to about Harkkon’s Eyes so you may have some competition. Since you know Lady Nightkiss, you do have an advantage. Don’t squander it.” 
 
    The troll master bowed, “It was a pleasure to meet you Renner Wulf. I look forward to our next meeting but before we go, I have another gift.” 
 
    “Keep your gifts,” Renner growled. 
 
    The master pulled a necklace from his pocket, a small red gem pulsating with crimson light. The troll flicked his hand and the crystal landed on the ground before Renner. 
 
    “It’s a portal crystal, should you need to see me in a hurry. Simply think of the troll kingdoms, touch a portal and you will appear there. This one is specially designed to only allow you to use it and access the portal. No need to try and sneak in to the kingdoms with an army. And don’t worry; the coin will prevent my people from killing you on sight.”   
 
    Ulkur turned and began walking to the portal, “I must bid you farewell. The long night is almost upon us and there is much to do.” 
 
    Kadvar dug out a small stack of coins from a side pouch and threw them on the leaf covered ground. “For the window,” the dread lord winked.  
 
    Kadvar turned and followed the troll master while glancing back, “We are eager for your success. The Turtle Islands will serve you well once you become their new ruler.” 
 
    Renner glared at the troll master and dread lord as they stepped to the portal edge. Kadvar lifted up a red crystal and the portal flared to life. Master Ulkur stepped through without a second glance. Kadvar stepped through next, a gentle wave goodbye with his hand before disappearing into the swirling red energy. The portal light flashed and then faded away. 
 
    Renner stepped over to the red crystal on the ground. Picking it up by the chain, he opened his inventory and placed it in an open spot. The rogue then placed the coin in another empty slot and closed his inventory. The coin disappeared from his hand as he gazed up to the twinkling stars high in the black sky. 
 
    You have gained A Master’s Coin. A bargain has been agreed too. The longer you are in possession of a Master’s Coin, the greater chance of bad luck if the agreement is not met. The item is soul bound to you. 
 
    You have gained a portal crystal (Limited Use). You may use it to portal to the Troll kingdoms. 
 
    “This stinks,” Renner sighed as he knelt to the ground again and began picking up gold coins. 
 
    *** 
 
    Adam hit the log out command. Light spiraled away until darkness filled his vision. Hands reached up and pulled off the helmet, his thoughts mired in the trap the dread lord and troll master put him in. 
 
    Putting the MEG helmet he rented from the hotel on the bed, Adam stood up. Hands reached for the top of the MEG suit and he peeled it off like a second skin. The player soon stripped naked, throwing the suit on the hotel bed, next to the helmet.  
 
    An inner storm flashed as Adam walked to the small hotel mini fridge. Opening it, fingers curled around several small bottles of whiskey. Placing them on the counter, he opened one and drank it down without taking a breath. Eyes staring at nothing, he reached for another and opened it. 
 
    The player knew something bad was coming down the pipeline. The rogue network was extra chatty with talk of invasion. There was no evidence of when but there was plenty of information on the troll kingdoms gathering their armies. A world event was going to happen but Adam, much like many players, didn’t know how soon. 
 
    Finishing off the second tiny bottle of whiskey, Adam reached for the third. Eyes blanked out as an image of a certain rogue elf filled his mind. Her nightmare was soon over and the player could hardly hold back a pulse of love. 
 
    *** 
 
    The biting cold whipped through the city. Adam looked up to the main doors of the courthouse, his breath blowing out in a visible mist. To the right and left of him, Vanessa’s family waited with wide eyes. Luis stood at the big man’s side, silent and patient.  
 
    Adam still found it so strange that Vanessa’s brother was the larger than life paladin in Lewd Saga. Glancing around, their entire family was short except for Vanessa. She was 5’9” while the rest of her family was barely 5’5”, including Luis. Adam’s 6’1” stature towered over them. He thought it would have been awkward standing with them but they welcomed him to the family with open arms. 
 
    Adam remembered how Luis connected with him and they talked. Adam made the trip to NYC a few times over the last number of months to show support in court. Vanessa often glanced back to him, eyes filled with worry and regret. Adam didn’t let it shake him as he encouraged her throughout the process. The charges against her were flimsy and they all knew it. As the court dates came and went, no witnesses came forward and the police reports only held speculation. Adam realized quickly that Vanessa’s family had connections. They had a lawyer almost instantly and Vanessa was well represented, not that she needed it. The accusers never showed up and that only helped her case. Luis was quick to inform Adam that he had not found the shadowmancer that set up the SWAT call. The verdict had come as a relief to Adam and her family but the process was slow and she still had to spend time in jail throughout the proceedings. Since Vanessa left NYC after everything happened, the bail was much too high for anyone to pay, so there she stayed, in jail with the rest of society’s villains until proven innocent. 
 
    The months apart helped Adam to know her family. Luis was the good younger brother. Her sisters were just like Vanessa and didn’t hide the hungry look in their eyes when they met Adam. Vanessa’s mom was a loving Spanish woman who tried to feed him every time he came to visit. Adam smiled to himself as they seemed to accept him immediately and without question. On the phone, Luis confided in him that they accepted him as family because he made Vanessa happy. Adam couldn’t argue with that. 
 
    Cold wind bit into Adam’s face as he remembered how sad and happy Vanessa was when they talked over the phone. They never had much time but he could tell the phone calls helped her manage life in jail. When they didn’t talk, they wrote letters. Despite Adam’s bravado image in Lewd Saga, his real world was much different. He knew he was in love and Vanessa didn’t hide her love for him. The time spent in game only solidified their relationship and the time out of it chained their hearts together as one. 
 
    Adam looked up the court steps again as a warm sigh surrounded him. Vanessa stepped from the large doors and began taking each step down, her eyes bright and her smile wide. Adam was caught up in the wave of bodies as everyone rushed forward to the dark haired beauty. As she reached the bottom, arms and bodies crowded around her, hugging and crying. When the group parted slightly, Vanessa looked up to Adam and rushed him. The two embraced and a tear streaked down the young woman’s cheek.  
 
    Not many words were said as the large group of family whisked everyone to cars parked a block away. They all piled in and drove off toward the Brooklyn Bridge and beyond. Vanessa sat next to Adam in the back seat; her arms curled around his and her face snuggled into his big arm. 
 
    Sometime later, they arrived at the family’s building. Adam flowed with the group as they made their way up a flight of stairs and into a big, warm apartment. Vanessa’s mom moved to the kitchen to cook while everyone talked Vanessa’s ear off. The smell of delicious food filled the apartment and Adam’s mouth began to water. He was a sucker for Spanish food and he knew he was going to get some good home cooking. 
 
    Time lost meaning as the warmth and pleasant scents soaked into Adam’s skin. He found himself staring quietly as Vanessa talked about her experiences on the inside. He smiled, reflecting on how she looked somewhat like her Lewd Saga avatar. She lacked the long pointed ears and was a little thinner in real life but none of it was a deal breaker. She was just as damaged as he was and the large man couldn’t have been happier. 
 
    “Are you going to stare at her all evening?” Luis grinned as he stood by Adam’s side. 
 
    “I’m just the boyfriend. I can wait until she is finished seeing her family,” Adam said in a low tone. 
 
    Luis nodded, “She keeps glancing at you too. Time with family will be short if she has anything to say about it.” 
 
    Adam smiled. 
 
    Luis kept his eyes forward as his family fawned over Vanessa, “Now that she is free, what’s next for you two?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I still have plenty of vacation time. I could stay a few more days until I have to go back to Virginia.” 
 
    “If she lets you go back,” Luis chuckled. 
 
    Adam continued to smile. Vanessa was a force to be reckoned with but she had a soft spirit when she was with him. The laughter between them never seemed to stop, as if they were cut from the same happy soul. Adam enjoyed his time in the game but Vanessa made it more fun than he could have imagined. 
 
    Vanessa’s mom stepped from the kitchen, “Dinner’s almost ready. Everyone sit.” 
 
    The crowd moved to the dining room and took their places. Vanessa sat toward the front, Luis across from her. Vanessa beckoned Adam to the seat next to her while Mrs. Rivera began serving up dishes of Spanish rise, roast pig, salad and fried plátanos or as he knew it, fried bananas.  
 
    The family dug in but Vanessa couldn’t hide her shy smile. Her hand lay on Adam’s thigh and gave it a strong squeeze. Adam continued to smile as a plate was put down in front of him and he began filling it with a heaping spoonful of everything. 
 
    The meal was delicious and after thirds, Adam threw in the towel. Napkin landing on his plate, his belt strained against his stomach. Mrs. Rivera started to clean up as the family stood up and made their way back to the living room. Adam and Vanessa stood up and began helping to clean. 
 
    “You two go into the living room and have a drink. I’ll take care of this,” Mrs. Rivera ordered. 
 
    “We can help Mrs. Rivera,” Adam said with two plates in his hands. 
 
    Mrs. Rivera let out a small laugh, “I told you I would do it and stop calling me ‘Mrs. Rivera’, my name is Esther. You’re family now.” 
 
    Adam grinned, “Yes Esther.” 
 
    Esther shooed them away. Vanessa took Adam’s hand and they stepped into the living room. One of Vanessa’s sisters was handing out beers and mixed drinks. Adam took a beer and sipped. Vanessa grabbed a beer and began guzzling it until it was empty. Adam raised an eyebrow but the dark haired beauty simply smiled and asked for another one. 
 
    “It’s been months since I had a beer,” Vanessa grinned. 
 
    Adam smirked, “I’m not judging. I’m just thinking after this, we should hit a bar or two.” 
 
    Vanessa kept her grin, “It’s a date.” 
 
    Adam nodded and nearly jumped when Vanessa reached behind him and gave his ass a firm squeeze. The playful fog filled the apartment as the evening wore on. 
 
    *** 
 
    Adam and Luis waited downstairs as the car service pulled up. Vanessa was changing and putting herself together. The cold winter air soothed over the heat pouring from Adam’s body. He was happy to be out in it. The apartment was so hot; he was sweating up a storm. Luis stood next to him, unaffected by the heat or outside cold. The sun had set hours before but the lights of the city called out. 
 
    “It was really great that you could be here when she got out,” Luis said. 
 
    “How could I not be after everything that had happened,” Adam said, white mist curling from his mouth. 
 
    “It means a lot to me and the family. You’re good for her.” 
 
    Adam looked down at Luis, “You getting all brotherly on me?” 
 
    Luis smirked, “Yea, I guess I am. My sister has had a lot of bad things happen to her growing up. She fell in with the dark side of the family and bad friends. I’m almost thankful that she was arrested and jailed. I think it finally showed she was not always going to evade the system.” 
 
    Luis tilted his head forward a little, “But with you, she is like a different person. I know we had adventured together in Lewd Saga but I could see on those adventures how she looked to you. You saved her life in more than one way. It wasn’t just being players in a game. You really showed your true colors, coming out and being there for her through this rough time.  
 
    “Now that the charges were dropped, I hope she takes this chance to reflect on what she really wants to do with her life.” 
 
    Adam nodded, “I hope so too.” 
 
    The front door opened, Vanessa and Esther stepping out into the cold. Adam’s eyes went from Vanessa’s wicked smile to the small suitcase in her hand. Luis stepped forward and took the suitcase from his sister. Walking to the trunk of the waiting car, it popped open and Luis placed the suitcase in the trunk. 
 
    Adam looked to Vanessa as she stood before him, “I thought we were just going for drinks?” 
 
    “We are,” Vanessa smiled and stepped past him to the car. 
 
    Esther stepped to Adam and threw her arms around him. The little Spanish woman could barely get her arms around Adam. She pressed the side of her face to his chest and hugged him fiercely. Adam returned the hug and a smile. 
 
    “You two have fun,” Esther said before pulling away, a tear in her eye. 
 
    “We will Esther,” Adam said with a warm tone. 
 
    Vanessa stepped to her mother and gave her a long hug, followed by giving Luis a long embrace. Adam held open the door as Vanessa slipped in. Adam waved goodbye and followed into the car. 
 
    The drive into the city was quiet. Vanessa stared out the window but her hand held onto Adam’s hand. Adam couldn’t keep his eyes off of her. When they reached the lower east side hotel, the car stopped and they stepped out. Adam took the suitcase from the trunk and carried it. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs and drop this off. Then we can hit the hotel bar or maybe another around town.” 
 
    Vanessa simply nodded. The two made their way to the elevator and up to the 6th floor. Adam pulled out his key card and swiped it over the door sensor. The door opened and hands pushed at the large man. Adam laughed as Vanessa grabbed him and pushed him into the room. 
 
    “I thought you would buy me a drink first,” Adam managed before Vanessa grabbed at his clothes, the hotel door swinging shut behind them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Adam was breathing heavy as he lay on his back. The hotel room was stifling. Vanessa lay against him, snuggled up to his chest. The two had been at it for hours and Adam thought she was going to break him. No real words were spoken as she attacked him, pulling his clothes off while he laughed. Naked, she gave him one final push onto the bed. 
 
    Adam was at her mercy as she forced herself on him, not that he minded at all. Seeing her gave him a raging hard on that he had a difficult time trying to conceal. Once he was naked, his secret was out. Even now, as they lay side by side, her hand stroked his abused member, breathing life into it once again. 
 
    “I’m glad life on the inside didn’t change you,” Adam smiled, his arm around her slender shoulders. 
 
    Vanessa looked up into his eyes, “Oh, it did. It made me hornier.” 
 
    “Yay, for me?” Adam smiled. 
 
    “Yay, for us,” Vanessa gave his chest a small lick before she sat up. 
 
    Legs swinging over the side of the bed, the lithe woman was up and moving to the mini fridge. She pulled out several little bottles of whisky and two glasses from a small shelf. Adam watched as she emptied the bottles into each glass and sauntered over with one in each hand. Adam leered at her naked body, eyes tracing down her sensual curves and hairy valley.  
 
    Vanessa crawled back on her knees and handed a glass to Adam, “I hope you don’t mind the bush. It’s difficult to groom in a jail cell.” 
 
    The two clinked their glasses and took a deep sip. 
 
    “I like the natural look. It suites you,” Adam grinned. 
 
    Vanessa stayed on her knees as she straddled his waist. Her hairy womanhood planted over his half hard member. The two sipped on their drinks and gazed into each other’s eyes, lost to their blissful connection. 
 
    Vanessa held the cool whiskey glass to a pointed nipple, circling the smooth surface against it while staring down at Adam. Licking her lips, Adam felt like a piece of meat and took another sip of his drink. 
 
    “I know you just got out but….I wanted to ask you something,” Adam began. 
 
    Vanessa’s lips curled into a knowing smile, “Yes, I will move in with you.” 
 
    Adam’s brow shifted up, “How did you know?” 
 
    Vanessa lowered to him, breasts pressing against his strong chest, “You have been hinting at it for two months. You’re a bad liar in reality.” 
 
    Adam took a sip, “It’s that obvious?” 
 
    Vanessa nodded and sat up, “It’s almost like Renner is a completely other personality. I mean, I still see some of the mannerisms and the way you talk is similar but you’re nicer here.” 
 
    “It’s hard to let the real me out,” Adam said softly. 
 
    Vanessa took a deep swig, “You think I don’t see the real you?” 
 
    Adam relented with a warm smirk, “I suppose you do.” 
 
    Vanessa swished her drink, “Have you….been back in the game?” 
 
    “I have, a little bit at a time to check on things.” 
 
    “Luis told me that he is still hunting Deidra.” 
 
    Adam’s mood grew a little darker. Deidra Chalice was the shadowmancer who called in the SWAT on Vanessa. Deidra was the sister of the girl who overdosed on the drugs Vanessa was selling at the time. It was a complicated mess but Adam stayed far away from it. Luis often gave him some updates but the virtual trail turned cold. Adam could have used his underworld connections but with Vanessa in jail, the player didn’t want to focus on it, knowing it was more important to stand by Vanessa’s side through her legal ordeal. 
 
    “I haven’t followed up,” Adam said plainly. 
 
    Vanessa’s face smoothed into kind understanding, “You don’t have too. I thought about it as I lay in my cell every night. She had no intention of pressing anything further. Her ace card was to SWAT me. If she pursued me, she would have been charged for the SWAT call. I think she just wanted me to be miserable for a time.” 
 
    “But now you’re free,” Adam said and took a sip. 
 
    Vanessa eyed him with a grin, “Now I’m free.” 
 
    “Do you miss the game?” 
 
    Vanessa nodded, “I do. I often dreamed about being in Lukken, spending my time with you.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean Renner?” Adam joked. 
 
    Vanessa smacked the back of her hand against his chest, “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “Do you really want to go back?” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes took a far away shine, “I do. I mean, it seems like something more is going on. I thought about the awakening AI’s and how we seemed to be making a difference. Luis told me that aside from hunting Deidra, he has been hearing rumors of some world event that was going to happen soon.” 
 
    “Yea, even with the small amount of time I spent there, some things are happening. It feels big.” 
 
    Vanessa ran her hand down his bare chest, “I want to go back. I want to be there with you.” 
 
    “I don’t know if my body can handle being with you in the real and virtual world. We should pick up some vitamins on the way home.” 
 
    Adam felt the words leave his lips and a pleasant sensation rolled through his heart. Vanessa was coming home with him and the reality of it felt completely normal. They shared their perversions in the game but to be together in the flesh only drew them closer. The lovemaking before was familiar and different at the same time. Deep down, he knew he never wanted it to end and from the way Vanessa eyed him, she wanted the same thing. 
 
    “I know you can handle it,” Vanessa winked. 
 
    *** 
 
    The flight home was quick. Adam and Vanessa laughed and talked the whole way, thick as thieves. When they landed, they picked up their luggage and hailed a cab. Twenty minutes later, they stood at the curb, the cab driving off. 
 
    A nervous energy took hold of Adam’s senses. He started walking forward, carrying his luggage and Vanessa’s as they stepped down the path to his home. He never had anyone live with him before and the closer they stepped, the more the nervous energy began to build.  
 
    Vanessa looked to Adam as his eyes darted from side to side. Reaching the front door, he inserted a key into the lock and turned. The door swung open and they both entered. Vanessa hugged herself, feeling the nervous energy rolling off Adam. Luggage was placed on the floor as Vanessa closed the door behind them. 
 
    “I’ll give you the royal tour,” Adam said with a tremble in his voice. “That is the living room. The bedroom is around the corner.  I have a second MEG suit and helmet. I bought it thinking you might stay with me. If we get bored, there are some other new worlds on the market. Apocalypse Gates and Galataea just started their beta. CEO’s Schinhofen and Futch are working with Eden Corp to expand the virtual worlds and technology…….” Vanessa cut him off as she pressed her hand to his cheek. 
 
    Adam reached up and curled his fingers over her hand, her warmth soothing frayed nerves. 
 
    “You never had anyone live with you before,” Vanessa said with a small smile. 
 
    Adam let out sigh, “Not anyone I was in love with.” 
 
    Vanessa eyed the hallway, “You said the bedroom is around the corner?” 
 
    Adam’s brow went up. He watched as Vanessa stepped past him and began shedding her clothes. Turning, he stood in awe as her top came off and she undid her jeans. They slipped over smooth hips, exposing lacey underwear. Clothes trailed down the hallway until she stopped at the end. Fingers worked behind her and her bra came off with practiced ease. 
 
    “Maybe we should take our minds off things,” Vanessa said as her full breasts and brown nipples shown. 
 
    Adam grabbed his jacket and pulled it off like it was on fire. Vanessa could not contain her smile watching him move like a broken puppet on strings, pulling clothes off like they were trying to eat him. Pants hit the wall and shirt went flying onto a potted plant as the large man barreled down the hallway. 
 
    Vanessa waited until his big arms flew out and took hold of her. Scooping her up, he walked down the short corridor to the bedroom and kicked the door open. The comforting scent of his room and the beautiful woman in his arms washed away the slithering doubt. Vanessa wrapped her arm around his neck and kissed him deeply. 
 
    When Adam reached the edge of the king sized bed, he dumped her on it. Vanessa bounced once before her eyes zeroed in on his cock as it strained against his underwear. Bodies moving to a primal song, she reached out and pulled the fabric down, freeing his manhood. 
 
    “This could take awhile,” Vanessa said as she licked her lips. 
 
    “You bet your purty mouth it will,” Adam said in a southern drawl. 
 
    *** 
 
    The afternoon shifted to evening. Sweaty bodies broke away and lay, senses drinking in the bliss between them. 
 
    “You want a pizza? I want a pizza. I’m going to order a pizza,” Adam said as he reached for his cell phone. 
 
    Vanessa nodded while she was trying to ease her breathing. The gravity of their hearts was overwhelming. With small breaks in between, Adam managed to retrieve his phone from his pants in the hall just for this pizza emergency. Tapping at the pizza app, he ordered a big pie, two sodas and enough garlic bread to kill a platoon of vampires. Once the order went through, he placed the phone on the nightstand and rolled next to Vanessa. Mouth latching onto her pert nipple, he suckled and she moaned her soreness. 
 
    “We…should…put on…some clothes,” Vanessa whispered through the tingling sensations of Adam licking at her pointed nipple. 
 
    Adam made a few muffled sounds and surprisingly, Vanessa understood what he was saying. 
 
    “I’m not answering the door naked and neither are you,” She smiled. 
 
    Adam muffled a few more words. 
 
    “No, you can’t shield my body with yours. We just have to be clothed until we get the food.” 
 
    Adam pulled away, “Okay, but next time, I’m answering the door naked. That will be their tip.” 
 
    “As long as you don’t give them just the tip,” Vanessa laughed.  
 
    “Oh, I have a tip for you,” Adam growled playfully. 
 
    The two carried on until the front doorbell rang. Adam was to his feet and wondering where the time went. Grabbing his clothes, he threw them on and glanced at Vanessa as she lay with her legs open. That’s where the time went; he thought and raced down the hall to the front door. 
 
    Grabbing the pizza box and bags, he shut the door on the wide eyed delivery guy. Adam wondered what they were staring at until he moved the pizza box aside and saw that despite putting his pants on; he didn’t zip up his manhood. It was still hanging freely in the breeze. 
 
    “I guess he did get the tip,” Adam said and whisked down the hall to the kitchen.  
 
    Placing the food down, Vanessa stepped from the bedroom in one of his T shirts. It covered her body like a dress and he thought she couldn’t get any hotter. Dropping his pants, they stayed in their shirts as they sat down at the kitchen table and hungrily attacked the food. 
 
    Bellies full, the two leaned back like lazy lizards. Adam was dizzy with bliss and Vanessa moaned her delight. The two stared at each other as the carnage on the table lay between them. 
 
    Adam was about to say something when a nagging thought prickled his mind. At first he pushed it away but it returned, caressing his spirit. He wanted to keep the real and virtual worlds separated but it seemed to invade his waking thoughts. 
 
    Vanessa could see inner thoughts fill Adam’s eyes, “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    Adam dropped a tiny piece of crust on the empty pizza box, “Something happened the night before we came to pick you up from the court house.” 
 
    Adam told Vanessa what happened when he was last in Lewd Saga. He told her about the dread lord and the troll master, the cursed coin and how something bad was coming. Vanessa leaned forward, elbows on the table and listening intently. When Adam was finished, he sat back with a big sigh. The kitchen was silent until Vanessa reached forward, hand open. 
 
    “You want to go back and fix it,” Vanessa said with an understanding tone. 
 
    Adam was silent for a moment before reaching out and taking her hand into his, “I’m not sure. We can start a new game together. We don’t have to go back to Lewd Saga.” 
 
    “You know you don’t want to start a new game. We have built our wealth there. We have plans. What’s the real reason for saying that?” 
 
    Adam shrugged, “I don’t know. My character is being pushed into something he doesn’t want to do. I hate playing the hero. I spend my days working in a nursing home, helping people every day. I like Lewd Saga because I can be selfish. I don’t have to help anyone if I don’t want too.” 
 
    “From what you told me, it sounds more like you have to betray a friend to free yourself.” 
 
    Adam looked away, “Wynter is not a friend. You and I adventured with her on the western tip but she is far from being our friend.” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes took an understanding gleam, “But if the dread lords retrieve the Eyes, then all of Lukken will be in trouble. She may not be a friend but we did fight together.” 
 
    “Don’t you feel that we were played a little? I mean, the whole business of awakening NPC’s sounds like a bad sci-fi plot. I listen to the news and there is no mention of awakening AI’s. They talk endlessly about how Lewd Saga is helping or corrupting people but nothing else.”  
 
    “Then this grand event is supposed to be taking place and all I can think about is spending our time in our virtual summer home.” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes widened, “You did it? You built our summer home on the Turtle Islands?” 
 
    Adam’s heart lodged in his throat for a moment before smiling, “Sorry, it was meant to be a surprise.” 
 
    Vanessa smiled, “Well now we have to go to Lukken.” 
 
    Adam grinned, “I suppose we do.” 
 
    Vanessa squeezed his hand, “No matter what happens, I just want to be with you. We can face the monsters together. I missed playing the game but I won’t force you into it…..I’ll just have to play by myself.” 
 
    Adam looked into her smiling face, “The hell you are! That elf butt is mine!” 
 
    The dark haired beauty kept her wide grin, “When do you have to go back to work?” 
 
    “I still have some vacation time. It’s Tuesday so I could return next Monday.” 
 
    Vanessa pulled at Adam’s hand. The two were standing and facing each other. Vanessa looked up into his eyes, a serious calm filling her smooth face. 
 
    “I think we should spend the rest of the night together, just us. Tomorrow, we can enter Lewd Saga and spend some time in our new summer home.” 
 
    Adam’s eyes darkened, “You sure you’re ready to go back? You want to be part of this mess that is my virtual life?” 
 
    Vanessa bit her lip as she gazed into his smoldering eyes, “I am and it’s our virtual life, together.” 
 
    Pressing her lips to his, the two lovers embraced for a minute until Vanessa pulled back. 
 
    “Besides, we could steal some expensive loot,” Vanessa smiled. 
 
    “Please stop. My penis can only get so erect,” Adam laughed.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    The tunnel of light collapsed. Almond shaped eyes blinked open and a sudden rush of bliss filled the elf. A small clearing surrounded her as she turned her head to look around. Orange light filled the sky as the sun set. The colors shifted to wisps of pink before the edge of night began its path across the clear sky. 
 
    Vass took a deep breath and let out a cleansing exhale. Looking at her body, nothing was different. The player enjoyed the feel of being back in elven form. Pulling up an inventory screen, she saw all her equipment and weapons were still in place. It was almost like she never left. 
 
    Closing the 2D screen, a memory of that night months ago crawled into her mind’s eye. The elf hugged herself around the waist, reliving the moment when rough hands pulled at her. How they ripped the MEG helmet off and threw her on the floor. The pain that raced up her arms and back as a knee pressed on her spine, arms pulled behind and cuffed. She said nothing as they hoisted her up and nearly dragged her out of her grandmother’s home. She said nothing as they walked her out the front, only in her MEG suit, cop cars and SWAT team vans crowded around.  
 
    Vass let the images wash over her mind of being roughly thrown into a squad car. The next few days were a collage of interrogations, threats and mental abuse. The young woman knew that she had to stay silent. It was drilled into the family; you never speak to the cops until a lawyer is present. When the interrogations didn’t seem to work, they pushed harder with threats of life imprisonment.  
 
    Vass still remembered how they balked when she finally asked for a lawyer. The cops tried to regain the upper hand but the look in her eyes said something else, something unyielding. A few hours later, her lawyer arrived and that was when Vanessa was saved. 
 
    The elf let that moments fill her heart. Reality was a harsh, brutal existence but being in Lewd Saga changed everything. Now she could be what she wanted and no man or monster could say otherwise. Thoughts soon filtered to Renner and her heart beat a little faster. 
 
    Glancing to the ground, she remembered what he told her. They both knew that when she returned to the game, she would be at the last spot where she died. The elf took a few steps and her eye caught a group of small rocks. Stepping closer, she smiled seeing the rocks were arranged to spell out “Dig here”. Kneeling to the ground, the elf began clawing at the digital dirt. After a few handfuls, her fingers brushed something hard. Digging it out, she held the recall stone Renner had buried in the spot. He did it months ago, knowing full well if she began travelling, any sort of monster or trolls could be in the area. 
 
    The elf stood up with the stone in hand. Vass felt the familiar itch of high adventure but a deeper need whispered in her pointed ears. Clutching the stone, she activated it with a whisper. The world around her shifted and bent. A tunnel of light flashed for a moment and the elf closed her eyes.  
 
    A second later, Vass opened her eyes and she was in a large room filled with lavish furniture. Renner sat with his arms out across the velvet couch, a bottle of rum and three glasses on the carved coffee table. 
 
    “Welcome home,” The handsome rogue smiled. 
 
    Vass eyed him with a terrible wanting. The rogue was thinner than his real life appearance, with an athletic build. His hair was dark except for a blonde curl against the top of his forehead. The rest of him was clad in black leather, adhering perfectly to his form. The look of easy confidence in his eyes made her melt. She had missed this side of him and a hungry insanity took root. 
 
    “Someone else is happy to see you,” Renner said with a small smile. 
 
    From behind the couch, a golden fairy shot up into the air. Vass smiled as the fairy darted toward her, little arms open. Gylda hugged the side of the elf’s face, pressing a cheek to Vass’s cheek. 
 
    “It has been too long!” Gylda squealed. 
 
    Vass lifted a slender hand and held the luck fairy to her, “I know!” 
 
    Renner was to his feet, stepping around the coffee table. The rogue gazed on the beautiful elf and fairy. Impure thoughts ran through his mind but he held his tongue. They had plenty of time to become reacquainted but for now, he loved looking at the two women in his digital life. 
 
    “I think the three of us should have a drink before…” Renner stopped when there was a knock at the door. 
 
    All three heads turned to the heavy wooden front doors. A few seconds passed before the door shook from several more hard knocks. 
 
    “Expecting company?” Vass asked as her hands fell to her dagger bandolier. 
 
    Renner shook his head, “No, this was a private party.” 
 
    The rogue glanced at his stats before turning and walking toward the doors.  
 
    Renner Wulf 
 
    Rogue 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 440/440 
 
    Armor- 42 
 
      
 
    Strength- 22 (+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 31 (+7) 
 
    Wisdom- 11 (+4)  
 
    Dexterity- 60 (+30) 
 
    Stamina- 30 (+7) 
 
    Charisma- 51 (+20)  
 
    Luck- 70 (+40) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 58 
 
    Pick Pocket- 45 
 
    Pick Locks- 68   
 
    Pick Magical Locks- 55 
 
    Edge Weapons (Minor)- 50 
 
    Throwing Edge Weapons- 45 
 
    Crossbow- 50 
 
    Melee- 35 
 
    Acrobatics- 40 
 
      
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Slicing- 10 to 30 damage  
 
    Mana Drain Dagger- 5 to 20 damage (Damage and Mana drain) 
 
    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
 
    Crossbow of True Aim- +20 to aiming 
 
    Crossbow bolts (50)- 10 to 40 damage 
 
    Fire Tip Bolts (49)-  30 to 50 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (48)- 30 to 50 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 30 to 50 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (50)- 80 to 150 Explosive Fire damage 
 
      
 
    The rogue stepped to the doors and took hold of the handle. Opening it a crack, he looked out to a man dressed in a black robe, hood down. The man smiled, a goatish beard covering his pointed chin and eyes containing a smugness that Renner immediately disliked.  
 
    “Can I help you?” Renner asked while keeping the door slightly cracked. 
 
    “My name is Leopold Balefire. May I come in?” 
 
    Renner let out a chuckle, “No.” 
 
    The robed stranger didn’t move and kept his cordial smile, “It’s important.” 
 
    “Can’t a man be home and not be disturbed. Sell your religion elsewhere,” Renner said and closed the door shut. 
 
    Renner’s hand dove into his cloak and he pulled out his crossbow, ice bolt loaded. Glancing back to the living room, Vass and Gylda were nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “I think you better let me in before this lovely home is burnt to the ground,” Leopold’s voice came muffled through the door. 
 
    Renner let out a sigh as he opened the door but kept his crossbow behind it. Leopold stood, smug smile shining. Behind the robed man and across the dirt road, balls of fire flashed into sight. Renner watched as a dozen skeletons, armed with bows, aimed fire lit arrows at his home. 
 
    The rogue shifted his eyes to Leopold, “I seem to be mistaken. Please come in.” 
 
    Renner stepped away, crossbow still in hand. Leopold opened the door further, eyes falling to the crossbow and then back to the black clad rogue. Stepping in, he watched as Renner moved to the coffee table and poured himself a full glass of rum. Leopold’s eyes looked at the two empty glasses and then up to Renner who was drinking down his glass. 
 
    “Expecting company?” Leopold asked with a sickening smile. 
 
    Renner nodded, “Two ladies are on their way for a private party. Start talking so I can get back to pre-gaming for the evening.” 
 
    Leopold watched as Renner finished his drink and poured another. The rogue stepped over to an empty chair and sat down, full glass in one hand and crossbow pointed down in the other. Tension licked the air as Leopold stayed behind the couch, eyes on the drinking rogue. 
 
    “Word in the shadowy circles of the Lukken underworld speaks of a contract you accepted recently.” 
 
    Renner took a big gulp before placing his arm on the chair armrest, “The underworld seems to be made up of gossiping old ladies. Whether I took a contract or not is no one’s business but mine.” 
 
    Leopold nodded, “True but it seems many are spreading the word about your exploits. I knew I had to meet the famous Renner Wulf and speak to him. I have ten thousand gold coins, ready to hand over if you can help supply just a little, tiny bit of information.” 
 
    Leopold kept his steely gaze as he continued, “Once I’m satisfied with the information, I will leave peacefully. Can the famous Renner Wulf help a necromancer with some simple information?” 
 
    Renner swirled his drink, eyes on the robed man in his home, “10K for some information? You do know how to speak my language. What do you want to know?” 
 
    Leopold’s eyes took on a hint of greedy hunger, “There is an open contract on Wynter Nightkiss. Many know she is in the dragon city of Lythor but her exact location is unknown. There is talk that you fought alongside her on the western tip of Lukken. I have some unfinished business and would like very much to know where she is exactly so I can conclude said business.” 
 
    Renner left his drink on the arm rest, sitting forward with the crossbow on his knee, “Leo, I’m flattered that you came all this way to the beautiful islands to ask me questions before my private party. Nothing says friendly like trying to cock block my evening. The last thing I want is my home burning before party time but my memory is a little fuzzy at times. I blame the drinks, you know what I mean, right fella.” 
 
    Leopold’s smile diminished as his eyes took on a hard edge, “Its Leopold.” 
 
    Renner continued, “Leo, I wish I could help you but I can’t, sorry but not sorry.” 
 
    Leopold kept his hard gaze, “You are what’s wrong with this world. Everyone’s minds are stuck so far up into greed and sex that you don’t see the bigger picture. Lukken is going to be shaken to its core and you can’t tell me where one woman is?” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Yea, I keep hearing about it. What’s it called, ‘The Long Night’? It sounds like a murder mystery title. I would read the hell out of that.” 
 
    “I can have my minion’s fire with a thought,” the necromancer seethed. 
 
    Renner glanced to the wide window, overlooking the dirt road, “You mean those minions?” 
 
    Leopold turned his head slightly, eyes widening a hair. On the dirt road, twelve skulls lay in a pile, some with jaws open in a silent scream. The necromancer’s hand dove into his robe pocket and pulled out a crooked wand, holding it to his side. 
 
    Renner was to his feet and pointing his crossbow, “Now now Harry, Dumbledore won’t be happy if you practice the dark arts in my lovely home.” 
 
    Leopold’s mouth twisted into a crazy smirk, “You really are insufferable as everyone says you are. I serve the new dark gods of Lukken. After the long night, there will be no place for you and your friends to hide.” 
 
    “Leo, I bet you’ve been itching to say that all night but I’ve been threaten by the best. You’re backup is a pile of skulls on the road and you have a wand. I doubt you have the bonuses to take me on so why don’t you walk out the front door so I can get my private party started. What do you say?” 
 
    Leopold kept his wicked smirk, “I say, always back up your back up.” 
 
    Renner glanced left to the opposite window of his home. A row of skeletons marched out of the shadows, arrow tips bursting into flames as they pulled back on bowstrings. The rogue turned his eyes to see Leopold lifting his wand, the end sparking with a drop of flame. 
 
    Time slowed as fire arrows filled the space between the skeletons and the summer home. Points of light lit up the area as Leopold’s wand was up and flaring to life. Renner cursed under his breath as he quickly aimed and pulled the trigger. The ice bolt launched just as the window shattered, flaming arrows flying into his home. Leopold’s wand flashed and fireball shot out. Renner dove to the side, reloading another ice bolt. Back hitting the floor, he rolled while seeing the fireball fly past him and strike the wall. Flames exploded and a grunt filled the air. 
 
    Leopold gritted his teeth as he stumbled back, crossbow bolt in his wand arm and ice sprouting along it. Time caught up and chaos bloomed. Fire arrows struck furniture and walls, flames catching and streaking in every direction. Leopold fell behind the couch as several arrows struck it and lit it on fire. 
 
    “You assholes!” Renner shouted as he rolled to the bedroom door.  
 
    Standing up, he threw himself into the room as several more arrows whistled past and struck the wall. The rogue spun around and saw his new couch up in flames. Not letting it stand, he fired another ice bolt at the couch. Cold snuffed out the flames but Leopold was down at the side of the couch, aiming his wand. 
 
    “You know how much that cost m….” Renner never finished as he spun away. 
 
    A fireball struck the edge of the bedroom door and exploded. Shards of burning wood littered the floor. Renner reloaded another ice bolt. He wanted nothing more than to sneak around and drive a blade into the necromancer’s back but the element of surprise was long gone. Taking a step forward toward the door, another fireball struck the edge and exploded. 
 
    Renner spun away only to be pelted with shards of fire.  
 
    Fire Damage: 32 – (Armor) 42= 0 damage. HP: 440/440 
 
    Renner thanked his luck as he pulled back. Stepping back to the wall sized windows of his bedroom; he took a deep breath and barreled toward them. Shoulder connecting, the rogue went through the glass and hit the stone floor beyond. 
 
    Outside, Vass leapt onto the low roof and stayed low as she made her way across. The twang of bowstrings sang on as fire arrows peppered the inside of the home. The elf made her way to the edge, a holy dagger in each hand. A dozen skeletons marched closer, pulling arrows from quivers and firing them into the home. Gylda floated by the elf’s side as they peered over. Off to the side of the house, glass shattered and a body crunched. 
 
    “Help Renner while I take care of the skeletons,” Vass ordered the luck fairy. 
 
    Gylda nodded and darted off, a trail of golden sparkles behind her. Vass looked down at the invading skeletons and a thrill ran through every nerve. Somersaulting off the edge of the roof, her boots silently landed behind the line of skeletons. Rushing forward, a holy blade struck hard across an exposed neck. The skeleton’s head came off in one swipe. Another skeleton turned to see the skull of a fellow undead falling from its shoulders when a blade separated its head from its neck. Vass moved like a deadly shadow, slicing off skull heads with the ease of a ballerina. 
 
    Leopold looked over to see the elvish shadow taking down his minions one by one. Hand digging out several greater soul shards, he tossed them to the floor and whispered dark incantations. Four arcane circles appeared along the floor as the necromancer began to move to the damaged bedroom door. 
 
    Flames engulfed walls as the necromancer stepped into the bedroom. The window was smashed, opening to a large pool filling the back area. Leopold moved to the broken window, flames roaring behind him. The bolt was still in his arm but the ice covering his arm had melted away. The necromancer walked on, wand up and unfazed as he stepped into the pool area. 
 
    Naked elven statues stood, surrounding the glowing waters. Leopold looked around when a figure burst up from the pool waters, crossbow in hand. 
 
    “Welcome to the party pal!” Renner shouted and pulled the trigger. 
 
    A bolt shot forward, the tip glowing with fiery energy. Leopold managed to fire off a fireball when the bolt just missed him and struck the wall of the summer home. Energy surged and exploded. Leopold’s eyes went wide as he was thrown forward from the explosion, pieces of stone pelting him. 
 
    Renner fell back into the water as the fireball hit the surface and exploded. The rogue smiled underwater until the flames faded away. Boots touching the bottom of the pool, he launched himself up. Breaking the water, he reloaded and watched as Gylda came streaking down from the roof. The fairy’s face was painted with determination as she pulled back a tiny fist. 
 
    Leopold slowly lifted himself up onto his hands and knees before turning his head. The necromancer’s eyes widened as Gylda came at him and threw a tiny punch. The necromancer’s head bent to the side as his whole body was knocked sideways and he landed on his back. Hit points draining, he lifted his wand up but not before Gylda came down, bare heels pointed at his face. There was a loud crunch before the fairy bent her knees and flew back into the air. Leopold groaned as he touched his forehead, two tiny imprints of feet etched into his flesh. 
 
    Renner moved to the edge of the pool and lifted himself out. Water dripping, he aimed his crossbow and fired. The bolt sailed through the air and hit the ground next to the necromancer. There was an explosion and Leopold was hurtled into a naked elf statue. It rocked back and forth until a golden fairy hovered by it, eyes filled with malice. 
 
    “I’ll tell Wynter you said hi,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Leopold’s eyes fluttered open as Gylda drove her shoulder into the statue, causing it to topple over and on the necromancer. Leopold groaned as the statue shattered on his prone body. 
 
    Gylda turned to Renner as he took a few steps forward, an approving smile on his lips. The rubble shifted and a hand burst upwards, black energy snaking through fingers. Before Renner could say anything, a black lightning bolt streaked up and slammed into the golden fairy. Gylda’s body spun until she hit the ground and rolled to a stop. 
 
    Leopold rolled from the rubble, eyes staring holes into the standing rogue and wand aiming.  
 
    “Shit!” Renner said and he leapt into the air. 
 
    Leopold unleashed fireball after fireball as Renner flipped and somersaulted, dodging each incoming flame. Landing for the fourth time, the rogue’s boot hit a puddle of water and he lost his momentum. Driving his body forward, one fireball missed him but a second one struck him dead on. 
 
    Fire Damage: 61- (Armor) 42= 19 damage! HP:421/440    
 
    Renner’s body spun in the air and he hit the pool water with a splash. 
 
    Vass made her final slice across, the skeleton cracking and bursting into shards of light. The elf stood up and looked to the back, eyes catching a fiery explosion and Renner falling into the pool. The elf took a step forward before shadows slinked from the burning summer home. 
 
    Vass bent her knees and held her holy daggers at her side. Four wraiths flowed forward, bodies made of shadow and purple eyes staring with a hunger for living flesh. They made no sound as they made their way toward the elf. Vass smirked as they approached and she let herself become unleashed. Darting forward, she dove for the floor, slicing across a leg made of shadow. The wraith made no noise as she sliced again and rolled forward till she was back on her feet. Standing behind them, the summer home was engulfed in a fiery blaze. Vass turned her back to the burning home and launched at the wraiths again.  
 
    White daggers flashed as she moved with deadly accuracy. The wraiths reached out to drain her life but the elf moved like a contained storm. Vass leapt into the air and uncurled her arms in two directions, white daggers flying from her open hands. One dagger sank into a wraith’s head, its body cracking and bursting into light. The other dagger sank into a neck and lodged there. The wraith took hold, hand burning. Vass landed on her feet, took two steps and planted her boot into the wraith’s midsection. The wraith let go of the holy dagger as it bent forward. Vass took hold of the dagger and viciously slashed through the rest of the neck before turning to the two remaining wraiths. The one behind her fell to its knees and shattered into shards of greenish light. 
 
    The wraiths flowed forward and Vass darted toward them. The three figures met in the middle and white daggers flashed. Vass bent her body in odd angles to avoid their undead touch. White daggers glowed and slashed through bodies made of shadow and rotting flesh. A flurry of dagger strikes lit up the area until Vass flipped away and landed on her feet. The two remaining wraiths fell to their knees and shattered into a crumbling light. 
 
    Renner rose up from the water, eyes looking up to Leopold as he stood by the pool edge. The necromancer’s fire wand was pointed at the rogue’s face, end sparking to life. 
 
    “Where the fuck is she and I’ll make it quick,” Leopold growled, his robe frayed and covered in gray dust. 
 
    Renner grinned, “My best girl is behind you.” 
 
    Leopold’s brow wrinkled as he turned his head. Gylda lifted a stone twice her size over her head and brought it down with all her fairy might. The stone shattered as Leopold stumbled from the blow. Renner lifted his crossbow from the pool water and pulled the trigger. 
 
    Leopold’s eyes went wide as the bolt point sunk into his chest, magic sparking. A half a breath later, the bolt exploded, ripping Leopold’s body into shards of light. Renner lifted up an arm as pieces of light rained down on him. Once the light faded from sight, Gylda fluttered down and held out a tiny hand.  
 
    Renner closed his hand around her legs. The fairy fluttered her wings, helping him out of the water and to the edge of the pool. 
 
    “Thanks for the assist,” Renner said. “Are you okay?” 
 
    Gylda smiled, wiping dirt from her face, “Yea, I’m fine.” 
 
    Renner checked his stats. 
 
    Renner Wulf 
 
    Rogue 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 421/440 
 
    Armor- 42 
 
      
 
    Strength- 22 (+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 31 (+7) 
 
    Wisdom- 11 (+4)  
 
    Dexterity- 60 (+30) 
 
    Stamina- 30 (+7) 
 
    Charisma- 51 (+20)  
 
    Luck- 70 (+40) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 58 
 
    Pick Pocket- 45 
 
    Pick Locks- 68   
 
    Pick Magical Locks- 55 
 
    Edge Weapons (Minor)- 50 
 
    Throwing Edge Weapons- 45 
 
    Crossbow- 50 
 
    Melee- 35 
 
    Acrobatics- 40 
 
      
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Slicing- 10 to 30 damage  
 
    Mana Drain Dagger- 5 to 20 damage (Damage and Mana drain) 
 
    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
 
    Crossbow of True Aim- +20 to aiming 
 
    Crossbow bolts (50)- 10 to 40 damage 
 
    Fire Tip Bolts (49)-  30 to 50 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (46)- 30 to 50 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 30 to 50 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (47)- 80 to 150 Explosive Fire damage 
 
      
 
    Vass walked over as their summer home went up in flames. Renner walked to her. The elf took hold of the sides of his face and kissed him deeply. The rogue didn’t fight back, enjoying her tongue sliding into his mouth. The two kept their embrace until they pulled apart, foreheads touching. 
 
    “Was it good for you?” Renner asked with a whisper. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Vass whispered back. 
 
    The two pulled away and stood side by side as their summer home was engulfed in flames. Gylda floated onto Renner’s shoulder and sat down. Fire danced in their eyes as they looked on with heavy hearts. 
 
    “They took our summer home,” Vass said softly. 
 
    “They destroyed my turtle collection,” Gylda huffed. 
 
    Renner put his crossbow into his cloak and folded his arms, “On the bright side, we PK’ed one of Wynter’s enemies.”   
 
    Vass and Gylda turned their eyes to the smiling rogue. 
 
    “I’m sure Wynter will want to know and reward us for our good deed,” Renner continued to smile. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want to be a hero?” Vass smiled. 
 
    Renner’s head tilted forward, shadows covering his eyes, “I don’t but someone has to pay for the damages. This is for the gold, nothing more.” 
 
    Vass leaned her head on Renner’s shoulder while Gylda leaned her head against his cheek from the other shoulder. 
 
    Renner looked up, the shadows melting away in the fire light, “Let’s get to town and charter a ship to the North East coast. We have a date with a necromancer.” 
 
    The crackling of burning wood and thick smoke snaked into the air as stars twinkled in the sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Ocean spray filled the air. The ship crashed through sea crests, sending up a cloud of mist in the bright morning. The wind picked up and sails billowed as the ship continued on its path Northwest. Renner glanced at the sails and hoped the wind would stay with them. In two days they would be at the coast and the rogue was looking forward to being back on the main land. 
 
    Renner leaned against the port side railing, eyes turning to the sea. The crew worked the riggings while a man in the crow’s nest yelled out smooth sailing on the horizon. The rogue let his mind drift to the rest of the evening and well into the early morning. Captain Tullen was an excellent mariner and commanded his crew with respect and power. Every man and woman pulled their weight and did their job to the letter. It was one of the things Renner admired. The other think he liked was that Captain Tullen was a man of his word for the right price. Sneaking off the Ruby Turtle Island was a little tricky. Renner, Vass and Gylda stood out even for rogues and they wanted to make a discreet exit. The Captain was nice enough to dress two of his crew in outfits similar to Renner and Vass, sending them to the taverns to help redirect spying eyes. The player hoped it worked or at least slowed down anyone following them. Leopold was possibly the first of many who would be following him. Many who were looking for Wynter knew what city she was in but to actually find her was a needle in a haystack. Lythor was an enormous dragon city, with a large population. Many bounty hunters would pay top gold to find the necromancer but they had other problems to contend with. The dragons ruled the city and their own spies blended with the populace. Where one could be selling information, others would be watching and possibly ready to strike. It made the city dangerous for hunters, rogues and the network. Right now, Renner had an edge but one slip up and the hunters and rogues would descend on her location like a pack of rabid wolves. 
 
    The rogue let out a cleansing sigh as the ship, The Kraken’s Daughter, bobbed along in the sea. Hood up, a golden fairy sat against Renner’s neck, hidden in the shadows. Gylda checked her nails as she snuggled against Renner’s skin. 
 
    “You’re not fooling anyone,” Gylda said with a bored tone. 
 
    “Here we go,” Renner said with a faint smile, eyes on the sea. 
 
    Gylda stretched her arms before she continued, “You want to help Wynter. This isn’t about the gold or any kind of reward.” 
 
    “I guess we will never know,” Renner chuckled. 
 
    The golden fairy slid her back down his neck, bare feet against the side of the hood, “We do know. You want to help her before those dread lords do something nasty.” 
 
    “Do you remember when we fought Mad Morgan?” Renner asked. 
 
    Gylda nodded, “Yea, I buried his axe into his head. What about it?” 
 
    “Well, before you did that, I was stabbing him repeatedly. He was weakened and that made our job a little easier but I never told you about the chill.” 
 
    Gylda’s pointed ears perked up. 
 
    Renner continued, “It’s hard to describe but I was on him, driving my dagger into him. The cold rolling off his body was almost arctic. I never knew something could be that cold. It was an eye opening experience. The game really provided a sensation I thought it never could. It made me feel like my very life could be sucked out into that monster if I stayed on him for too long.” 
 
    Renner leaned forward, soaking up the salty sea scent, “When we fought the other dread lord….what was his name…Vyle Rath…I had a glimpse into that same chill. Thorrin managed to beat him down and eventually end his dark existence. Afterwards, the chill was gone.” 
 
    Gylda was quiet as she continued to listen. 
 
    Renner’s eyes lowered their gaze to the dark blue waters, “You won’t understand this next part but from where I come from, I’ve felt a similar chill before. I take care of aging people, most of the time to their final breath. I have held them and comforted them in their final moments. I thought over the years, I would get used to it but it feels the same every time, that icy chill. When their heart stops and their eyes glaze over, there is a deep cold that sinks into my muscles and then my bones. It paralyses me long enough to experience it and then it is gone.” 
 
    Gylda turned onto her stomach and pressed her small arms to the rogue’s neck in a comforting manner. 
 
    Shadows covered Renner’s eyes, “Between you and I, where I come from, I can’t fight that icy grip of death but here, I have a chance. The dread lords are death personified and I can’t stand by and let them take what they want. Maybe we have adventured too much with Thorrin but if we can stop them even for a little while, I think it’s worth it.” 
 
    Gylda snuggled her face into his neck, “You’re so sexy when you brood.” 
 
    Renner reached up and pressed his hand against her body. 
 
    Gylda sighed, “The time you spent away was too long. I missed you so much it hurt some nights. I know you were helping Vass but now that we are together, please don’t leave for too long.” 
 
    “I can promise to try,” Renner bent his head slightly, cheek touching the top of the fairy’s head. 
 
    The sounds of boots grew against the crashing waves. Renner turned to see the beautiful elf in her black leather outfit step closer. Vass’s almond eyes glowed in the shadow of her raised hood. Moving to his side, her elbows pressed on the railing and she looked out to the ocean. 
 
    “We haven’t had a chance to talk about the plan. If we are being followed, we are going to lead Wynter’s enemies to her doorstep.” 
 
    Renner’s face was a smooth mask for a moment as ideas formed, “For right now, we have to reach the coast. Once there, Thorrin will meet with us and we all will travel by horseback to Talon Guard. The paladin says he has some allies that may help us get to Lythor.” 
 
    “When did you speak to him?” Vass asked. 
 
    “I sent him some texts on our bathroom break. Since it will take two days by sea to reach the coast, he will be there waiting.” 
 
    “When were you going to tell me?” Vass smirked. 
 
    Renner looked to the elf and returned the smirk, “I told you just now.” 
 
    Vass looked back out at the sea, “We have two days at sea. We should think of what we want to do with the time.” 
 
    Renner leaned his head back, eyes falling to Vass’s round ass, “I can think of several things we can do.” 
 
    “You’re so romantic,” Vass laughed. 
 
    Renner was about to pour on his smooth charm when something caught the edge of his vision. Vass’s eyes widened and she stood up, taking in the image before her. Gylda turned her head and looked out to the ocean, fingers grasping onto Renner’s skin for balance. The rogue looked on with a creepy smile edging into his cheeks. 
 
    Razor fins broke the ocean’s surface, travelling parallel of the Kraken’s Daughter. The hard fins glistened black and wet against the morning sun. A sailor shouted from the crow’s nest “Port side! Port side!” The crew turned their attentions and moved to the port side of the ship. A chill ran through the sailors as something broke the surface for a moment. A serpent eye looked to the ship, its scaled snout crashing into the waves and its long body rising up from the watery depths.  
 
    “It looks like we have company,” Renner grinned. 
 
    The captain worked the wheel and barked out commands to load the cannons. Renner turned from the edge and waved his hand to get the captain’s attention. 
 
    “Don’t! I think I know this monster!” Renner shouted. 
 
    The captain gazed down at Renner for a long moment before issuing orders to load the cannons but do not fire. Renner nodded his head and turned back to the port side. The sea serpent turned its direction slightly to intercept the ship. The crew swayed nervously and some eyed the rogue as if he was going to get them all killed. 
 
    Renner eyed the majestic serpent, a line of gray running along its thick neck every time it broke the surface. He had an idea who it was and wondered if he was there to see them or just happened to be swimming the azure waters. The serpent drew closer until it was alongside the ship. The crew clutched at daggers sheathed in their belts. The beast reared up, water cascading down thick scales. It moved its massive head to the deck of the ship and came down like it was going to splinter it to pieces. 
 
    The crew dispersed, running from the massive creature as its snout came down. Renner, Vass and Gylda stared as the serpent’s snout touched the deck and its body rippled and shifted before their eyes. The crew watched, stunned silent as the beast shrank and swirled onto the deck of the ship. A moment later, a humanoid body formed and a white robe flashed over it, clothing the white haired man. Renner and Vass moved to the man’s side as he stood up and a kind smile shined to them. 
 
    “It is very good to see you together again,” The kindly man grinned. 
 
    “Magnys, good to see you too,” Renner returned the kind smile. 
 
    The rogue turned to the stunned crew, “He’s a friend.” 
 
    The crew remained frozen. 
 
    “Extra ten gold to each sailor who keeps this quiet and acts like he was never here,” Renner shouted. 
 
    The crew remained silent until one sailor spoke up, “Twenty!” 
 
    Renner squared his jaw, eyes half closed, “Fine, twenty.” 
 
    The crew nodded and went about their duties as if the sea serpent turned man was not there. 
 
    “I see the golden tongue still works,” Magnys nodded. 
 
    “Gold can move mountains if you have enough,” Renner said and stuck out his hand.  
 
    The sormir clasped Renner’s forearm and they gave it a hearty shake. 
 
    Magnys turned to Vass and took her hands into his, “Look at you, still as beautiful as when I first met you. How have you been?” 
 
    Vass curtsied, “Well and glad to be back.” 
 
    The older man let go, his eyes bright, “I heard what happened last night. It took some persuasion to gain the information from your doppelgangers but I managed to find out what ship you were on and decided to follow. Not to worry, they won’t remember a thing.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to come to us. We managed to make it out unscathed,” Renner smiled. 
 
    Magnys nodded, “True but there is more going on under the surface if you know what I mean. Is there a place we can talk in private?” 
 
    Renner turned his head and locked eyes with the captain. The two spoke as if they were right next to each other. The captain gave the rogue a head nod and Renner turned back to Magnys. 
 
    “Captain’s quarters should be just fine.” 
 
    The four made their way to the entrance to the lower decks. Stepping down onto the main deck, they followed the hall until they reached to doors. Renner unlatched the metal chain and hook, and the doors slid open to the rocking motions of the ship. The group stepped through and the rogue latched the doors shut. 
 
    The captain’s quarters were large, stained glass windows peering out the rear of the ship. An oversized feather bed took up a corner while a large table stood in the middle. Heavy chairs surrounded it. A small desk stood off to the side and a large wooden globe stood next to it. Lanterns swung to the ship’s movements but the feeling of warmth and comfort blanketed the group’s senses. 
 
    Renner moved to the globe and opened it. Glass bottles of various sized filled the middle with drinking glasses surrounding them. Renner pulled out a bottle of rum and began pouring into empty glasses. Vass took two and sauntered over to the table, placing one in front of Magnys and taking the seat next to him. Renner walked over with two glasses and sat opposite the older man, placing both glasses on the table. Gylda fluttered down and leaned her head over the edge, taking a deep drink of rum. The other three lifted their glasses and toasted before drinking some of the amber liquid. 
 
    “So what brought you to chase us down? I thought you were trying to convince the Sormir to aid the kingdoms.” 
 
    Magnys swirled his drink, “My quest has remained the same but I have struck some barriers in my attempts of diplomacy. My kind are still prisoners to their own madness. My minor attempts to link my mind to theirs only confused them on my intentions. It has become difficult to navigate the hive mind at best.” 
 
    The older man took another sip before his eyes turned grim, “I fear I may be too late to gain their aid for what’s to come.” 
 
    Renner and Vass gave each other a quick glance. 
 
    Vass was first to speak, “I thought it would be easier now that the dragons had the Star of Sormir.” 
 
    Magnys nodded, “Many thought so as well but the dragons have not used it since it came into their possession. Some speculate the dragons never had any intention of using the item to bring the two races together. They only wanted to keep it locked away so no other race could ever use its power. But now, darkness has touched the hive mind and visions fill my dreams.” 
 
    Magnus shifted in his seat, eyes staring down at the table, “When I spoke with the hive mind of the Sormir, some chattered endlessly, infecting all of them with visions and premonitions of what’s to come. They speak of ‘The Long Night’.” 
 
    Renner’s ears perked up, “Yea, I’ve heard that before from a dread lord and a troll master, something about preparing for the end of Lukken, or something like that.” 
 
    Magnys looked up, eyes connecting with Renner’s, “My sources on land still feed me information. The masters and dread lords are preparing their forces for a northern invasion. They have been working in secret, recruiting or enslaving those proficient in rune magic.” 
 
    “But the trolls have always talked about invading the north. I thought this was just what they always wanted. Do you mean it is going to happen soon?” Vass asked. 
 
    Magnys looked to the beautiful dark haired elf with serious eyes, “I’m afraid so. It appears they are no longer afraid of the dragon’s power.” 
 
    The older man turned his gaze to Renner, “Which master and dread lord spoke to you?” 
 
    “Master Ulkur and Dread Lord Kadvar Gray,” Renner said simply. 
 
    “Master Ulkur led the attack on the Middle Kingdoms but Kadvar Gray is a new development. I didn’t know he rose from his tomb. This is truly unsettling news.” 
 
    “He seemed like just another undead asshole. He broke my window.” 
 
    Magnys’s eyes took on a dark edge, “Each dread lord has their quirks and powers but Kadvar is devious like no other. He is a master of shadowy designs and often has plans within plans. Harkkon prized him for creating secret networks within kingdoms. Where Vyle Rath was his military specialist, Kadvar was his secret shadowy force to maintain order and information. If he came to you, he has already set a plan into motion.” 
 
    Renner’s heart dropped in his chest. Calling up his inventory, he mentally tapped on the master’s coin. It appeared in the rogues hand and he lifted it up for all to see. 
 
    “Ulkur and Kadvar tricked me into taking a master’s coin. I’m now cursed with a contract to retrieve the Eyes of Harkkon and return it to them. The longer I have the coin, the worse my luck will become.” 
 
    Magnys eyed the coin before closing his eyes. The room took on a haze and unseen voices began to whisper but the rest of the group could not make out what they were saying. A creepy ripple filled the cabin and Magnys opened his eyes. 
 
    “The coin is soul bound to you until the contract is complete. I fear there is nothing I can do to remove it.” 
 
    “Well that’s just great,” Renner snarked before putting the coin back in his inventory. 
 
    “What can you tell us that may help remove it?” Vass asked. 
 
    Magnys leaned back in his chair, “The only other way to remove the item’s curse is to slay its owner. With no one to complete the contract, the binding magic will release the owner.” 
 
    Renner gritted his teeth, a terrible pit opening in his stomach. “Kill a master? Are you serious? We fought Kurss Darkwhisper on the western tip and he nearly killed all of us. If Oksuna………” Renner trailed off as he remembered the pink haired troll. 
 
    Magnys gave an understanding nod, “The new Voice of the Sormir, such a pure spirit, sacrificing who she was to be part of the hive mind. Her whispers touched my mind when I spoke with my brethren. She told me that she still has Master Kurss imprisoned not far from the serpent throne.” 
 
    Renner leaned forward, intensity in his eyes, “Ulkur is one of the strongest masters in Lukken. We had a full party and couldn’t take Kurss on. Ulkur met with me with no guards or protectors. He knew I couldn’t do anything to him and he is right. If the only way to remove this cursed item is to complete the contract, the dragon kingdoms will fall and soon, the rest of Lukken.” 
 
    The group sat silently as the ship swayed to the waves. A dark vibe filled the cabin and even the warmth of the rum could not chase it away. 
 
    “Maybe we’re not looking at the bigger picture,” Vass spoke up. “What about the Star of Sormir? Can it be used to help stop the Long Night?” 
 
    Magnys nodded, “Possibly. The Star is meant to be a bridge between a race and the Sormir. Something can be asked but something must also be given. My people allowed the freedom of wisdom but anything else will take a heavy price.”   
 
    “Why?” Gylda asked before leaning forward and taking a deep drink from her glass. 
 
    “The Sormir follow the laws of Strength, Knowledge and Wisdom. To my people, these laws dictate the path to reach the stars but to ask anything of them, one must give in order to receive. My mind only touches the knowledge but if I embrace it, I will fall to the madness that plagues my kind. From what I know, to ask for strength or knowledge, one must show a greater strength or knowledge. It becomes muddy on exactly what is called for.” 
 
    Renner looked to Vass, “You’re thinking of stealing the Star.” 
 
    The elf grinned, “I know you thought it too.” 
 
    The rogue sat back, “Yea but I called you out on it first.” 
 
    Vass gave a wicked smile, “Thorrin was there with Jayson, Sonja and Lance when they gave the star over to the dragons. He will know the building or structure they keep it in. If we are not going to turn over the Eyes to Ulkur, then maybe we can use the star to help restore the balance to Lukken.” 
 
    Vass looked to Magnys, “I’m sure the trolls will think twice before invading if the sormir threaten to destroy their kingdoms.”   
 
    “If you have the star, they will listen but I’m not sure what they would do or ask beyond that,” said Magnys. 
 
    Renner tapped his chin with a single finger, “It sounds like a plan. A terrible, stupid, dangerous and not well thought out plan but a plan none the less. We may have some experience breaking into a dragon’s vault but this is a much bigger job.” 
 
    “If the dragons won’t use the star, maybe someone else should,” Vass winked. 
 
    “My statement still stands,” Renner winked back. 
 
    Magnys cleared his throat before speaking, “It’s a daring idea but I have another idea that may be in a realm of possibility. Bring the Eyes of Harkkon to the coast. Dip your hand in the ocean and speak my name. I will come to you. If you give me the Eyes, I will swim to the deepest pits of the ocean and bury it so no soul will ever find it again.” 
 
    The two rogues and luck fairy looked to the white haired man, silent as a tomb. 
 
    Magnys let a small smile slip, “I guarded Harkkon’s body and his eyes for thousands of years. It was foolish to think my power could stop any attempts of invading his dungeon. Wynter was strong enough to acquire the Eyes but clearly she will not be able to hold onto them forever. I will do what I should have done those millennial before and bury the dead monster deep under the ocean. Bring the Eyes to me and we can end this nightmare and bring peace back to Lukken.” 
 
    “Without the Eyes, Harkkon will never achieve his full power. The trolls and dread lords will think twice before any invasion. I’m starting to get a warm feeling in my belly and I don’t think it’s the rum,” Renner said as the pit in his stomach lessened. 
 
    Gylda looked up to Renner, “But it won’t get rid of the coin.” 
 
    Renner looked down at the luck fairy with kind eyes, “I’m sure if I spend enough gold, someone out there will have an answer on how to remove it.” 
 
    The rogue stood up and walked over to the open globe. Picking up the bottle of rum, he moved back to the table and began pouring into each glass until they were brimming with the magical amber liquid. 
 
    “The plan so far, we convince Wynter to hand over the Eyes of Harkkon and book it back to the coast. We call on you, hand it over and the Eyes disappear forever and we drink the night away while patting ourselves on the back. It’s simple and hopefully the least amount of work,” Renner said and lifted up his glass. 
 
    Vass and Magnys lifted their glasses. Gylda used both of her arms and lifted the glass up a few inches. All of them nodded their heads in agreement and drank several big gulps. Renner’s cheeks flushed red as he internally hoped his luck would hold out long enough to end this mess and go back to loving the beautiful elf sitting across from him. 
 
    Vass licked her lips as she eyed the rogue, a passionate fire flaring to life. Gylda put the glass down, her eyes turning to the handsome rogue and her tiny heart beating a little faster. 
 
    Renner caught both of their gazes and smiled, the plan fully forming and a glimmer of hope on the horizon. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Magnys stood at the edge of the railing, kind eyes on the rogue, elf and golden fairy. The wind ruffled his hair as his face basked in sunlight. The crew went about their duties, now oblivious to the sea serpent in man form. Renner swayed a little with the ship, the rum in full effect and relaxing his shoulders. 
 
    Magnys turned from the trio and gazed out to the ocean, “You never realize how much you miss the sea. I spent most of my years in a dungeon, curing my own madness with memories of my true love but my heart longed to be back in the sea’s loving embrace.” 
 
    The ancient soul turned with a whimsical glimmer in his eye, “Maybe when this is all over, you can tell me stories of your reality. I would very much like to record them and tell the select few of wonders beyond this realm.” 
 
    Renner and Vass looked to the Sormir with mystical wonder. Before anyone could say another word, the sormir leapt over the side. The rogues moved to the edge to barely see white foam and bubbles before it smoothed out into blue waves. Renner gazed down, Vass’s fingers entwining with his along the handrail.  
 
    “He’s awake,” Renner said simply. 
 
    The elf nodded. Gylda fluttered in the air; sad eyes looked down at the brilliant blue waters. The sound of the ocean played on as the three mentally mulled it over how important this quest truly was. It clawed at Renner’s heart while he tried to not believe it. But deep down, the light of knowledge shined on and he could not deny its tender glow. 
 
    Vass pulled at Renner’s hand. The elf rogue led him to the deck entrance. Gylda followed; her eyes bright and a smile blooming. The three made their way down and stepped along the shifting floor. Vass let go and the two grabbed onto the walls. They both weren’t sure if it was the rocking of the ship, the rum or a funny combination of both. Gylda fluttered unencumbered but even her flight was a little wavy. Reaching the door to their private quarters, Vass opened the sliding door and pulled the rogue in. Gylda just made it in when the elf slid the door closed and locked it. 
 
    “Mrs. Robinson, I think you’re trying to seduc…..” Renner stopped when Vass pressed her full lips to his. 
 
    Gylda fluttered around them as the very room began to sway. The sun hung high but the cabin was dim except for a bright shaft of light beaming in from a port hole. It gave the medium sized cabin a comforting air as the sea droned on outside. 
 
    Tongues slid over one another to a pleading heat. Renner grabbed hold of Vass’s thin waist and pulled her in close. A moan rose up Vass’s slender throat, hands grabbing the rogue’s ass. Hips grinded over his clothes as her needs pushed at her very sanity. The two pulled apart, breathing heavy as a frustration took hold. 
 
    “I’m sore but I think we can totally do this,” Renner stated as his eyes traced down from Vass’s pointed ears and neck, and then down to her exposed cleavage. 
 
    “It will make us stronger,” Vass said in a sultry whisper. 
 
    Renner eyed the elf as she began tapping away her leather armor when his gaze shifted to the bed. Gylda sat, legs crossed and a wanting need in her golden eyes. The rogue knew he had not been with her in months, same as Vass. The three had played together before but this time, it was beyond simply playing. Love filled the cabin and the rogue didn’t feel the soreness from reality any longer. 
 
    Vass was about to tap away her shirt when Renner grabbed her by the arms. The elf looked up, slightly confused. Gylda stared, legs uncurling and thighs open, her fairy womanhood glittering. 
 
    “I just have to say,” Renner said with a serious tone, “I know both of you are going to rape me. Try to respect me when it’s all over.” 
 
    Vass let out a deep laugh before trying to contain herself, “We’ll see, if you please both of us.” 
 
    Vass’s words hung in the air for a moment, painting a shared need for all in the room. As if on command, Gylda’s body flashed to her five foot frame. The fairy’s transparent wings fluttered for a moment before they became still. Light golden skin shined in the dim cabin as she sat at the headboard, legs still open and a glimmer of wetness between her inviting thighs. 
 
    Vass pulled away from Renner’s grip, tapping away at her shirt. Renner couldn’t help himself as he looked down at her larger than average breasts, bouncing to their new freedom. 
 
    “Please take it off Daddy,” Vass said in a small voice. 
 
    Blood drained from Renner’s mind and filled his hardening member. He liked the dirty talk but Vass was filthy. Most likely the filthiest person he ever met. The player questioned if that was all it took to win his heart but those thoughts floated away on the rising tide of lust and love. Hand rising up on its own accord, the player pressed his palm to his chest, his clothes, armor and weapons disappearing from sight. The air touched every cell of his digital body and the freedom allowed his cock to stand fully to attention. 
 
    “Oh how I missed you,” Vass said as she eyed his rock hard manhood. 
 
    “I know you missed him,” Renner said with a faux sadness. 
 
    “I’m sorry, did you say something,” Vass said as she knelt down before him, licking her lips. 
 
    Renner opened his mouth to say something and closed it the instant she kissed the tip. They knew each other a little too well and Renner felt weakness take hold as she played to their shared perversions. The light and humor was there, making the experience better than simply getting off. The playing and teasing amplified their connection and when Vass wrapped her full lips over his cock head, their connection grew stronger than mithril chains.  
 
    The elf moaned her delight as her tongue slid underneath his throbbing cock. The tip of her tongue ran under the sensitive head, causing it to push against the roof of her mouth. Renner’s hand drifted to her long pointed ears, a finger gliding down the outer edge. It caused Vass to moan louder, the vibrations touching Renner’s cock in ecstasy. 
 
    Gylda watched them for a moment, Vass’s head moving slowly back and forth along her partner’s member. The rogue looked up to see the fairy pulling off her simple top and short skirt. A golden hand threw the clothes away as she settled down back into the bed, enjoying the show. Fingers moved between parted thighs, rubbing her wet slit slowly, eyes drinking in the man and elf. 
 
    The cabin filled with soft moans and small gasps. It was then when Renner knew how much he missed his little family. Touching Vass’s ear, memories pushed at him and he couldn’t hold himself back any longer. 
 
    “When you were in prison….” Renner began. 
 
    Vass pulled his cock from her mouth and looked up. “Jail,” she said and then closed her mouth over the head once again. 
 
    “I know what I said,” Renner grinned. “When you were in prison, did you have to do any favors for protection?” 
 
    Vass looked up, the rogue’s cock half buried in her mouth. Teeth grazed his shaft and Renner sucked in some air. Pulling away, she stood up and sat down on the edge of the bed. Renner stared at her smooth skin and sensual curves, wanting nothing more than to invade her valley. 
 
    “You have to do things to survive on the inside,” Vass smiled and turned onto the bed. 
 
    Renner was frozen; his cock nearly vibrating as Vass crawled into bed toward Gylda’s parted thighs. The fairy parted her thighs further as the elf moved between them, dipping her head and licking at the fairy’s wet line. The rogue watched as she dived in, moaning and lapping at the fairy. Gylda’s eyes closed to a sensual caress, mouth opening and a heated exhale spilling out. 
 
    Renner’s eyes drifted from Gylda’s parted lips, down to Vass’s perfect ass; up and unguarded. Wetness dripped down her inner thigh as it swayed like a seductive cobra. The rogue crawled into bed behind the elf, burying his face in her ass and licking her dripping valley. Vass gave an approving moan as she continued to lick at the fairy’s clit. Gylda squirmed, barely containing her need for release. Renner was lost to Vass’s scent, her taste filling his mouth with unbridled passion. The three moaned as one, swimming in a sea of bliss. 
 
    “Vass….I…can’t….” Gylda struggled to speak through the purple haze. 
 
    The elf ignored her, licking with relentless precision. Heat rushed into Gylda’s chest, neck and cheeks as she let out a deep moan. Nerves curled as did her toes. Renner lifted himself up, hands on Vass’s ass while looking to the golden fairy. Gylda bit her lip, trying to contain herself but that wasn’t enough. Reaching her peak, bliss filled every part of her quivering body. Hands grabbed at the nearby pillows, clutching at them as her hips moved her clit against Vass’s tongue. The moans grew louder as another orgasm exploded and she whimpered in defeat. 
 
    Vass continue to lick at her, arms circling around her thighs and keeping her in place. Gylda tried to squirm away but the elf held her, licking at her nub while wetness flowed from her valley. 
 
    Renner was on his knees and wetness coated the head of his cock. Looking down, Vass wiggled her tight opening against him, teasing with her hips. The rogue grinned as he kept his hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks and pushing at her tight line. Vass let out a moan as he slowly pushed his way in. Inches sank between pink folds until he reached the hilt.  
 
    Vass lifted her head from between Gylda’s thighs, breathing heavy and squeezing the rogue’s dagger buried in her. Body moving to a primal rhythm, she couldn’t resist the urges to slide along his throbbing member. Renner took control of the tempo, sliding her body on him, making sure it was painfully slow. The player knew it drove her crazy and he grinned when her moans grew louder. 
 
    “Please daddy, faster….” Vass moaned. 
 
    Renner ignored her, taking his sweet time, his hips sending ripples along her ass and the wet sounds of their connected bodies filling the cabin. Gylda’s fingers swirled around her engorged clit, eyes closed and calling on the blissful internal symphony. 
 
    “We have to make up for lost time,” Renner said and pushed himself to the hilt. 
 
    “Yes daddy,” Vass said in a breathy whisper. 
 
    “Yes daddy,” Gylda echoed without opening her eyes. 
 
    Renner and Vass looked to the fairy as she pleasured herself. They both knew she liked to join in but she never called him by their pet names. The luck fairy was dirty but in a private way. Renner knew she was quiet when he was with her, content to say something when he was ready to come. Vass also knew her to be silent as she licked her pussy from time to time. One would often catch the other two in a compromising position but it hardly affected them. Most of the time they simply watched until the pair was done. It made it exciting to walk in on one another but this was different, a little more intimate. 
 
    The stunned moment washed away to a tidal wave of bliss. The mood in the room shifted as barriers fell away and nature flowed over three hearts. Vass craned her body up, pressing her back to Renner’s strong chest and curling her arm around his neck. Pressing the side of her head to his cheek, the rogues held one another, bodies moving to a sensual song. 
 
    Gylda opened her eyes and gazed on the couple. Heart swelling, she rubbed herself to the sight of her lovers. Heat rushed into her golden cheeks and she let out a long moan, legs trembling to another orgasm. Stuck in a loop, she continued to rub her abused clit, sensations riding her body, begging for release again and again. 
 
    Renner drank in Vass’s scent while his cock fit snuggly in her valley. The elf gave him a squeeze and he desperately wanted to fill her valley with his seed. The time they spent in reality seemed to numb him from coming but his will far exceeded the weakness of the flesh.  
 
    The rogue grew rougher, holding Vass to him and driving himself deeper. The elf let out longer moans as Renner’s frustration grew. She could feel his need and the selfish desire to come was driving her mad. Falling forward onto her hands and knees, the sound of skin on skin played on. Nerves curled as Renner punished her from behind. Heat and redness glowed as Renner slammed his hips into her again and again.  
 
    The elf’s eyes rolled into her head, unable to hold back the dam of pleasure. When Renner grunted his needs, the dam cracked and then exploded. Vass’s body felt like she was submerged in an ocean of bliss, sinking to the bottom like a stone. Nerves fired as her body tensed and then relaxed, an orgasm blasting her senses, followed by another. She whimpered as it overcame her, whipping at her like she committed the most beautiful crime in her career. 
 
    Renner continued to punish her as she trembled in his hands. Gylda moved closer, wanting whimpers rising up and eyes on his toned and muscled body. Vass pulled away, collapsing onto her stomach. Renner looked down as she slipped from his cock. Before he could say anything, Gylda licked his cock into her mouth and suckled like a hungry animal. Vass turned onto her side, breathing heavy and watching as the fairy took her place. 
 
    Renner’s urges pulsed under his skin but the way Gylda suckled his cock caused him to raise a hand and run it through her short hair. It had been so long since they were together, he found it endearing as inches pushed past her light golden lips. The fairy’s body moved on hands and knees, sliding her mouth along his thick shaft. 
 
    “I missed you,” Renner said with a tender whisper, lost to her sensual lips. 
 
    Gylda moaned as she took him to the hilt, deep throating him and pulling back, tongue firmly pushing his cock to the roof of her mouth. The tight sensations pulled at Renner’s spirit. Vass watched with loving eyes, the handsome rogue lost to intimate ecstasy. In reality they shared their moments but here, she knew the luck fairy had missed him for far too long and he missed her. 
 
    “Take her,” Vass whispered. 
 
    Renner looked to the elf as she moved and lay on her side, facing them. The rogue took hold of Gylda’s shoulder and pushed her away. The fairy looked to him, eyes filled with a lustful fear. The rogue touched her and gently pushed so that she landed on her butt. Gylda stared as he moved in closer, his knees parting her inner thighs and his cock stiff as a spear.  
 
    Renner eyed her, the need pushing from deep within his soul for release but he took the time to admire her tight body. Firm breasts bounced as he was over her, golden nipples pointed up. A hand took hold of her waist. Gylda sat up slightly, enough to take hold of Renner’s cock and pull it toward her. She wanted him more than life itself. The rogue fell on her, his body nearly engulfing hers. Whining whimpers filled her throat until the tip of his cock touched her dripping valley. 
 
    Vass lay on her side and watched with lusty amusement. Strong hips pushed down slowly as the rogue’s spear invaded the fairy. Gylda’s eyes and mouth widened as the rogues cock pushed at her walls, nearly to breaking point. Veiny inches sank down into her pink and gold womanhood. 
 
    “So tight….” Was all Renner could say as he continued to penetrate her inner world. 
 
    “Like you always want it….daddy….” Gylda said with sultry whisper. 
 
    Legs coiled around his waist, allowing him to fill her completely. The fairy snuggled her head into his neck, eyes closed and at his mercy. Vass glided her delicate fingers along Renner’s muscled back while her other hand touched her clit and rubbed it to a gentle tempo. 
 
    Renner’s mind became a jumble as his hips moved of their own accord. His inner voice wanted to spill naughty thoughts but he had become strangely silent. The way Gylda held onto him jabbed at his spirit. She moved with him, clinging like she never wanted to let go. Transparent wings fluttered with each moan as Renner’s hips moved back and forth, pulling and driving his cock within her tight space. Vass snuggled closer to their joined bodies, eyes half closed and a small moan leaking from her lips. 
 
    “Fuck me…..fuck me harder….” Gylda said in a low whisper. 
 
    Renner’s tempo grew bolder, pinning the fairy to the bed. Wet sounds played to their primal dance. Gylda kissed his neck while Renner became unchained. The sensual touch and innocent wanting pushed him to the very edge. Vass’s moans grew in intensity as she saw the connection between all three of them. A pit formed in the elf as she rubbed in tight circles. The heat between Renner and Gylda was overflowing. The heat between all three wrapped round them like a blanket on a cold wintery night.  
 
    Renner’s cock bulged and he knew there was no holding back any longer. Gylda pushed against him while he pushed against her tight womanhood. Squeezing him, she could feel his cock thickening, pushing at her inner self. 
 
    “Push your love into me….” Gylda whined as her inner world exploded. 
 
    Renner let out the deepest grunt from his soul as his cock thickened. Molten come burst from the tip, filling the tight space in a fraction of a second. Gylda squeezed him, her nerves firing all at once. Toes curled around Renner’s back as she clutched, squeezing him with all her might and feeling the gentle pulse of further spurts of come. Vass let out a deep sigh as an orgasm surged and exploded. She upped the tempo, her body against theirs, drinking in their bliss and channeling her own. Bodies writhed to sweet sensations. Renner could not control himself, his body thrusting between the fairy’s thighs again and again. When the last drop spurted from his rock-hard member and Gylda relented her tight grip, the two slowed down to Vass’s moans. 
 
    Renner let go of the fairy, turned and fell on his back. An alert scrolled across his vision as he breathed with heavy breath. 
 
    You have achieved Lovers and Friends! You gain +10 HP and +2 Luck. 
 
    The rogue closed his eyes but the glowing words stayed there for a few seconds longer before fading away. The player savored the orgasm as it drained away. Soreness returning, the rogue let out a small groan, his mind telling him to relax and recoup. 
 
    Wet sensations touched his half hard cock. The rogue lifted his head and opened his eyes to see Vass and Gylda on either side of him, tongues lapping at his member. They looked to him playfully. Vass took hold of the base and held his cock up. Gylda closed her lips around the tip and sucked with renewed vigor. 
 
    “Daddy, you’re not done,” Vass smiled and licked at the shaft. 
 
    The player let his head fall back onto the pillow, “You girls will be the death of me.” 
 
    Gylda pulled away while Vass licked the tip and gobbled the end. 
 
    “We just want to make you happy,” Gylda smiled. 
 
    The hunger in the room turned into a hazy cloud. Renner couldn’t believe as his cock hardened in Vass’s mouth, her tongue licking the end. Gylda moved up, hand sliding over his body until her face was next to his. The fairy pressed her lips to his as she pushed her full breasts to his arm. Renner reached over, caressing her handful as their tongues played. 
 
    Vass suckled on the rogue’s cock until it stood on its own power. The cock slipped from her lips and she moved up, straddling him and pressing his throbbing head to her wet valley. The elf let out a long moan as gravity pulled her down on his member. Renner pulled away from Gylda and eyed the horny elf as she slid down to the base and stayed there, adjusting to his size.  
 
    Vass touched Renner’s flat stomach, her hips moving without her consent. Breasts bounced as nipples pointed. She rode him with a wicked smirk.  
 
    “You just lay there while I enjoy your cock,” the elf said with a sultry smirk. 
 
    “Such dirty girls,” Renner said with tired smile. 
 
    “I want some too,” Gylda said as she sat up. 
 
    Renner watched as she crawled up on him, brought her leg over and sat on his chest. The rogue had little say as she pushed her hairless pink line to his lips, a golden thigh by each cheek. He barely had a chance to open his mouth as the fairy pressed her valley to him. A coo fell from the fairy’s lips as Renner’s tongue slid along her pink folds and then danced against her clit. Wetness surged coating his lips as he played with her. Being this close, he could see the glitter amid her skin. Hands reaching up, he held her to his mouth. Digging in and keeping her in place, the fairy whimpered to his tongue as he played her like a violin. Bodies moving to sensual highs and lows, the threesome kept at it until Vass let out a wet moan. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Vass moaned. 
 
    “Me too,” Gylda echoed as she pushed her clit against Renner’s masterful tongue. 
 
    Renner muffled something but the fairy and elf didn’t hear him, orgasms blazing to life. Each one shuddered as nerves fired off like magical explosions. A flood of wetness cascaded down the rogue’s cock and mouth. The player noticed the change in scent and texture, his own body surging to their collective bliss. Thighs clamped onto the sides of his head as the player nearly drowned in Gylda’s love. Vass pushed down to the hilt, her valley squeezing him like a vice. The rogue was helpless as the women he loved used him and abused him to their song of ecstasy. 
 
    Bodies trembled and even Renner couldn’t hold back any longer. White molten seed spurted into Vass. The rogue grunted as he unleashed another volley into the woman he loved. Bliss splashed into him as he continued to lick and lap at Gylda. The fairy cried out again as her body shuddered to a string of orgasms. Vass’s body moved up and down on Renner’s cock, milking his cock of every last drop of come. 
 
    When the storm dimmed, the elf and fairy slid off the rogue, lying on each side of him, eyes closed and arms around his body. Renner curled his arms around their slender shoulders and held them close, a warm paradise filling their hearts. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun travelled along the sky until it touched the western horizon. The sky took on brilliant pinks, yellows and orange hues. The crew worked above deck while the passengers stayed in their cabin for the entire day. The shaft of sunlight faded from the port hole and the cabin took on an ethereal glow of sunset. 
 
    Vass lay curled up, eyes closed and sleeping like the dead. Renner lay with an arm behind his head, Gylda stroking his impressive member in long, gentle strides. Renner liked how insatiable she was. He wasn’t sure when it happened but he seemed to gain a third and fourth wind. It also helped that Gylda was incredibly enthusiastic that she could be with him after so many long months. 
 
    The player thought he would be bone dry but as Gylda stroked and kissed his cock, a deeper wanting fueled and renewed his resolve. The rogue let out a low grunt just as Gylda pulled away. 
 
    “Come on my tits,” the golden fairy demanded. 
 
    Seed spurted, splashing against her chin. Another spurt splashed against her breast and followed by another. Renner looked to her as come streaked down over her luscious breast and drip off a pointed nipple. The bliss already fading, he leaned back into the bed as she stroked him slowly, come dripping down her fingers. 
 
    The fairy looked to Renner with a happy smile before laying her head on his stomach and stroking him slowly. The rogue looked over to Vass as she lay. Reaching over, he caressed her pointed ear. The elf smiled before her eyes fluttered open. 
 
    “Is it my turn again?” the elf yawned. 
 
    “Only if you want too,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Vass sat up with a slightly confused look in her eyes, “I want too.” 
 
    Gylda slid away and cuddled next to Renner while holding his cock up. Vass lazily brought her leg over and helped Gylda guide it to her wet valley. The elf sunk down, a lazy moan falling from her lips and eyes closed. 
 
    “When this is done, you better pay up,” Vass said with a sultry tone. 
 
    Renner’s brow rose, “Pay up? I thought….” 
 
    Vass’s brow formed a hard V but she didn’t open her eyes, “You thought we didn’t do that anymore? I have been away too long and I want my gold.” 
 
    “Vass…” Renner said while trying to hold back his laughter. 
 
    The elf opened her eyes and looked down. Picking up her hand, she made a fist and punched him in the ribs. Renner yelped as a hit point drained. Gylda looked on, amused as the rogue sat up and grabbed Vass’s wrist before she punched him again. His other arm snaked around her thin waist and the two stared at each other, her body moving slowly on his hard cock. 
 
    “We can negotiate when we reach shore,” Renner grinned, eyes drinking in her beauty. 
 
    “You better pay or I’ll…..” Vass lost her words. 
 
    Renner clamped his mouth over a raised nipple, tongue licking her sensitive spot. The elf pulled from his grip and hugged his head as he lovingly suckled at her breast. She rode his hard member while Gylda leaned her head on a pillow, watching the two lovers as their bodies moved to a primal symphony. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    The gang plank slid down and connected with the simple wooden dock. Renner, Vass and Gylda began their descent, the afternoon sun casting a bright glow across the small fishing town. Renner remembered Captain Tullen speaking of a town they could disembark where the locals don’t ask too many questions. The two rogues and fairy made their way down onto the dock and gave a look back at the Kraken’s Daughter. 
 
    The crew smiled and the captain tipped his hat. Renner gave a quick wave goodbye, turned and began walking. The gold he gave them should be enough to keep their mouths shut long enough for them to reach Talon Guard. Hoods up and Gylda fluttering into the shadows of Renner’s hood, the trio made their way off the dock and into the small seaside town. 
 
    The townspeople paid them no mind as they went about their business. The trio made their way in past a two story building when the gentle huff of a horse caught their attention. Renner and Vass smiled brightly as Thorrin stood, holding several reins to a small group of horses. At his side was a small goblin woman with bright emerald skin, wearing white armor that practically glowed in the sunlight.  
 
    The blonde haired paladin, with a thin mustache and goatish beard, hailed them over. The goblin stood quietly but she was beaming as the two rouges approached. 
 
    Vass bent down slightly and hugged the goblin, “Ro, so good to see you again!” 
 
    The beautiful goblin hugged her back, “Vass, it has been too long!” 
 
    Renner stood in front of Thorrin. “Good to see you again,” Renner said flatly. 
 
    The paladin opened his arms wide and hugged the rogue. Air was forced from Renner’s lungs in Thorrin’s strong embrace.  
 
    Thorrin let go and pulled back, “Glad you all made it here in one piece. There has been some talk about troll ships attacking supply and passenger ships.” 
 
    Vass turned and walked to the handsome paladin, wrapping her arms around him in a hug, “Good to see you again,” the elf whispered. 
 
    “Same,” Thorrin said before they pulled away from one another. 
 
    “Trolls attacking ships? I wonder if they are looking for us,” Renner said as he looked around, opening his senses for any kind of trouble. 
 
    Thorrin shrugged, “It’s not just the sea going ships. Troll attacks have been on the rise for the last few weeks. Whatever is happening, it’s putting everyone on edge.” 
 
    The paladin pulled the reins and began handing one each to Renner, Vass and Ro, “It will take us three days to reach Talon Guard, two if we push the horses. I have a friend there that may help us get to Lythor. We can discuss the rest when we head out. Anything we need to purchase before our journey?” 
 
    Renner nodded, “I need to do something before we go. Hang out.” 
 
    The rogue turned and stepped away. The group by the horses watched him leave and disappear down a small alley. 
 
    Renner’s eyes searched as he pulled a piece of parchment and a quill. While no one was looking, he scribbled down a number of symbols from the rogue’s code, a secret dialogue to get the word out into the network. Gylda watched from the shadows of his hood as he folded the parchment and pulled out five gold coins. 
 
    “We could be followed. You think it’s a good idea to send a note?” Gylda whispered. 
 
    “Add it to the tab of bad ideas. I can’t wait till we get to Talon Guard. If things are heating up like it seems, we need every moment we have.” 
 
    Renner looked up and spotted a small marking on a stone wall. Stepping closer, he saw the half closed eye marking. The rogue reached up and pulled a brick from the wall. Every town and city had dead drop locations. It made it easier for sending messages or inquiring in the network. 
 
    The rogue stuffed the folded letter and placed the five gold coins on it before replacing the brick. Glancing down the alley, he turned and began walking back the way he came. A few moments later, he reached the group and they began to mount their horses. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Thorrin asked. 
 
    Renner put his foot in a stirrup and hoisted himself up onto the horse. “Peachy keen,” Renner smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Mile after mile blurred past the group as they pushed their horses hard. The steeds huffed loudly as the party dug their heels into their sides. There was very little talking, the forest blending together on the worn path. The sun moved across the sky and when it reached late afternoon, the group slowed their pace, giving their horses a much needed break. 
 
    Renner ran his hand through the lathered horse hide. The steed was a digital construct but the player still marveled on how life like it was. It would even glance back and eye him like it had a mind of its own. 
 
    Thorrin and Ro took the lead while Vass and Renner rode about twenty feet behind. The horses continued to huff as sunlight filtered through the green forest. To either side of the dirt path, twisted roots snaked into the earth while trees stood silently. The forest took on a medieval gloom as shadows began to lengthen in the sunlight. 
 
    Renner turned his gaze to the elf riding at his side. Vass gazed on into the forest, her mind a million miles away. 
 
    “What you said, back on the ship about needing to survive in jail…..” Renner trailed off. 
 
    The elf snapped back into her digital body, turned her head and smiled, “You believed me?” 
 
    Renner’s brow wrinkled as Vass let out a laugh. Thorrin and Ro glanced back before looking forward once again. 
 
    Vass’s laughter died down and she looked to the rogue with adoring eyes, “No. Everyone was pretty nice actually, waiting for their release. I even found some family friends who happened to be on the inside. It was pretty much me lying in bed, eating, talking and masturbating.” 
 
    Renner raised a brow, “Masturbating you say.” 
 
    Vass nodded. “Yea and before you ask, yes, I thought of you.” 
 
    Renner grinned like a fifteen year old boy. 
 
    Vass looked forward, “What about you? Did you screw your brains out waiting for me?” 
 
    Renner’s smile faded, “No. I barely had time to play.” 
 
    The rogue’s eyes darkened, “I did break up with that friend from work.” 
 
    Vass nodded with no emotion, “How did that go?” 
 
    Renner looked on, “It was fine. We weren’t really an item. She took it well when I told her I was in love. She wished us the best.” 
 
    Vass’s heart swelled but she kept her eyes on the dirt road, “Good, I’m glad.” 
 
    Renner looked up to the trees, “So, how are we going forward? I mean, what are the rules?” 
 
    Vass smirked, “We’re adults. What do you want the rules to be?” 
 
    Renner was silent. 
 
    The elf glanced at him, “How about it’s just us in reality but anything goes in Lewd Saga.” 
 
    The rogue nodded, “I can live with that.” 
 
    Vass nodded and reached out her hand. 
 
    Renner eyed her hand, reached out and took hold of it. The connection blazed bright as they rode along, hand in hand. The player felt the beat of love under his skin and he knew Vass felt it too. As much as he wanted to play the dashing rogue, something else curled into his heart. In reality, Vanessa was a wonderful and loving woman but here; her inner freak matched his and at times exceeded it. When they first adventured together, she seemed too good to be true. Now, she was everything he wanted. He wished it freaked him out, but it didn’t.  The warm touch of their hands seemed to seal the contract and they continued to ride, hand in hand. 
 
    “Make sure I’m there too,” Gylda said and crossed her arms. 
 
    “I thought I heard something,” Renner said out loud. 
 
    “It could be the wind,” Vass said with a deadpan gaze. 
 
    “Don’t shut me out!” Gylda growled. 
 
    “There it is again,” Renner said he pretended to look around for the source. 
 
    “Mosquitoes?” Vass laughed. 
 
    Gylda raised a tiny hand and smacked Renner’s cheek. The rogue’s eyes went wide as he laughed and had to roll with it. 
 
    “You know I like it rough,” the rogue said and rubbed his cheek.  
 
    “I’ll make a note of it for next time,” Vass smiled, let go and rode forward. 
 
    “Yum, toys,” Renner said as his hand moved into the hood and pressed against Gylda’s body.  
 
    The fairy hugged his hand as they rode, the sun touching the horizon. 
 
    *** 
 
    The ride through the forests moved in a blink of an eye. That night they all spent it together filled with moans and writhing bodies. Thorrin and Ro took one tent while Renner, Vass and Gylda took another. Despite the hard riding, they all managed to find the energy to entwine their bodies for a few hours before passing out. By morning, the group packed up their gear and headed out once again. 
 
    The ride continued, pushing the horses to the breaking point. Just as they thought they might spend another night in the forest, the spires of Talon Guard shined like a beacon in the dimming sunlight. With one final push, steeds galloped on until they reached the city gates. Once dismounted, they walked the horses in under the watchful eye of the city guard. 
 
    Talon Guard spread out before the adventurers. Stone and crystal towers rose into the sky while cobble stone streets stretched out in every direction. People of all races walked or strolled, almost without a care in the world. A dragon soared high above, circling before landing on a high tower. 
 
    Renner smiled. It was just as he remembered it when he took the Shallor job. It was the one dragon city that accepted all the races, even trolls, a haven in a sea of war. As long as no violence was performed in the city, all were safe. One infraction and you were ejected to the wilderness. It created an atmosphere of trust and delight, its citizens living a peaceful life. 
 
    Thorrin turned to the small group, “I have a friend here who will put us up for a few days. Once we are there, we can plan the next leg of our journey.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Good. I’ll meet you all there. I have something I have to do.” 
 
    Thorrin raised a blonde eyebrow. 
 
    “Where are you going? Vass asked. 
 
    The rouge gave the elf a confident smirk, “Don’t worry. I have to see a friend about a thing. We are grouped so I can find the address to your friend’s place.” 
 
    Renner handed the reins of his horse to Vass, “It won’t be long.” 
 
    The rogue stepped away, waving at citizens he didn’t know and disappearing down a side street. 
 
    Thorrin stepped to Vass’s side, “Is he going to do that every time?” 
 
    “I’m sure it’s for our benefit,” the elf said, her heart wanting to follow. 
 
    Renner turned left and right down thin streets. When he reached another gate, he walked through, not paying any attention to the guards. Stepping along the dirt road, he eyed an inn just a ways ahead. 
 
    The Fox Inn glowed with lanterns as the sun finished setting to the west. Renner made his way silently to the front door and stepped in. The place was filled with a smoky haze and a rowdy bunch. The rogue smiled as he walked up to the bar and ordered a drink. Once he dropped a few coins, he turned back to the crowd and guzzled down some ale. A finger tapped him on the shoulder and the bar wench slid a coin back. 
 
    “This one is no good. I need two more,” she said plainly.  
 
    Renner didn’t take the coin as he stood up and began walking to the back rooms, understanding the message that his contact was here and waiting. Stepping along, he reached a room with the number two on the door. Taking hold, he slid it open, stepped in and closed it behind him. Turning around, he smiled broadly to the scarred man sitting in a comfortable chair. A small table was right by him and an empty chair on the other side. 
 
    “Sekker! So good to see that beautiful face of yours,” Renner grinned. 
 
    “Shut it, Renner! What was so important that I had to stop here to see you?” the man growled. 
 
    Renner gave him a hurt expression, “I missed you man.” 
 
    The rogue stepped over and sat in the empty seat. Sekker gave the rogue a hard stare, tapping his finger on the table. 
 
    Renner shrugged, “I’ve been out of the game so to speak. I need some information, and believe it or not, I trust you.” 
 
    Sekker eyed Renner with contempt, “Information? It doesn’t come cheap.” 
 
    Renner closed his eyes and nodded. Hand dipping into his cloak, he pulled out two small sacks of gold and threw them on the table. Sekker’s eyes looked to the sacks and then up to Renner, a wide smile blooming. 
 
    “It has been a long time,” Sekker said as he grabbed the small sacks and put them into his cloak. 
 
    Renner leaned in close, “What’s going on? I’m out of it just a few months and now I’m hearing rumors of war. The trolls are preparing for invasion and the kingdoms are on edge. You have to have some information I can use.” 
 
    Sekker sat back, “Best advice I can give, you should pack up your things and head back to the Turtle Islands. Many places on Lukken won’t we safe. My wife is already on a ship and I would have been with her until you sent that note.” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “Not good enough. I need more. You must have heard something from the southern troll kingdoms. If they were marching to war, their forces would already be on the move on Journey Road. Instead, there is no talk of any marching armies, yet I heard on good authority that it is going to happen soon.” 
 
    Sekker’s face was a mask of indifference, “What did you hear?” 
 
    Renner’s smile began to fade, “I’m paying you for information. Not the other way around.” 
 
    The scarred rogue tented his fingers before him, “All I know is everyone is scared. The trolls have stepped up their kidnappings and abductions. The talk across Lukken is the troll raids are testing defenses. Their numbers have tripled through mating and dark magic. The dread lords have been raiding massive graveyards, pulling the dead and marching them to troll kingdoms and those who sympathize with them. And we are all on a knife’s edge.” 
 
    Sekker let his hands fall to the armrests as he gave Renner a serious glare, “Your friend, the paladin. Is it true he killed a dread lord?” 
 
    Renner eyed him, “What of it?” 
 
    The scarred rogue shook his head slightly, “If he did, that might be the spark of why the trolls are advancing their timetable. He killed something that was already dead. If they fear him or what others can do, they are going to push fast and hard until all of Lukken falls under their control.” 
 
    “Then the Long Night is coming,” Renner said in a low tone. 
 
    “You bet your ass its coming,” Sekker nearly spit. “You made a lot of enemies and I know for a fact that many are looking for you. The contract on the necromancer is still open but there is another one that says you may have the key to finding her. If we weren’t such good friends, I would beat it out of you but I value my head with the coming war. You on the other hand need to keep moving.” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “There has to be more. Who is hunting me? How many?” 
 
    Sekker stood up, his hard brow softening, “Renner, there is no more. You’re a wanted man. I would head back the way you came and let the rest of it sort itself out.” 
 
    Sekker began to walk to the door. Just as he reached it, he turned his head slightly. 
 
    “We had a good business relationship so I will give you this last piece to pass on. Your friend the paladin, some woman with green skin is looking for him. She’s been asking around from town to city. Says he owes her or something like that. Everyone who has passed the information around says she has a killer’s look in her eye. She is coming for him.  
 
    “As for you, I wouldn’t stay here too long either. Talon Guard is a safe haven to a degree but even assassins and killers make their way here if the gold is good enough. Your bounty is pretty high.” 
 
    Renner leaned back in his chair, “How much am I worth?” 
 
    Sekker was silent for a moment, “Six figures for information, seven figures if they kill you after getting the information.” 
 
    “At least I’m not cheap,” Renner said with a half smile. 
 
    “No, but I’ll be honest, I don’t want to be in your boots. Have a nice life,” Sekker said as he pulled open the door. 
 
    Renner wanted to ask him how he got those scars. It was his running joke every time he ran into the rogue but the urge wasn’t there. A creeping dread filled the player as Sekker stepped out and closed the door behind him. Gylda hugged at his neck and Renner’s hand rose up, touching her lithe body, uncertainty spiraling down his mind and seeping into his heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Renner stood in front of the simple two-story home. A lush garden of flowers filled the front yard while a little stone path led to the front door. The sun had long set and the glow of street lantern lights filled the area. The rogue glanced around before making his way to the front door. Lifting up his hand, he gave it a few knocks before his hand dropped to his side. Concern painted his brow for the first time. The stakes seemed pretty high and he wasn’t sure they should be part of this fight.  
 
    Memories of fighting on the Cursed Coast floated into his mind’s eye. They fought a losing battle. He knew it, they all knew it. Only by the barest chance did the knight Jayson make it away with the Star of Sormir. When he heard that Lady Slytha had perished in the fight, the rogue couldn’t help but think she would respawn later oblivious to the path she had led up to her death. Months had passed and the dragon never returned. She was awake and her digital life ended that very night. He only knew her through a high profile business venture but she was kind and thoughtful. She wanted to bring some good to a world slowly falling to darkness.  
 
    “Fucking programmers messing with my head,” Renner said in a harsh whisper.  
 
    The door opened and a blue skinned troll with long black hair stood. She had a shapely body, a simple smooth dark blue dress hugging her curves. Black eyes took in the cloaked rogue as he stood and a warm smile bloomed. Behind her, Vass stepped closer, bright eyes on the man in black. 
 
    “Come in. Thorrin and Vass were just telling me about you,” the troll stepped back, giving him space. 
 
    Renner smiled politely and stepped in. Vass curled her arm around his and led him into the main room. Thorrin and Ro sat at a small table. A large couch was empty. Fire crackled in the fireplace and a homey warmth wrapped around their senses. 
 
    “My name is Talisa. Please have a seat and I will serve some ale,” The troll said and moved toward the kitchen. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Thorrin asked as he leaned forward, elbows on his knees. 
 
    “Yea, I had to see a guy about a thing,” Renner said simply. 
 
    Vass pulled him over to the couch and they both sat. Gylda fluttered from the hood and sat on Renner’s leg. The rogue pulled back his hood and relaxed into the comfortable couch.  
 
    Talisa made her way back with wooden mugs and two bottles of ale. She placed the mugs in hands and began to pour. The moment Renner’s cup was full; he nearly drank it all down. The elf at his side eyed him, seeing the dark edge in his eyes. 
 
    Thorrin sat up, took a sip and addressed the small group, “Talisa was just telling us that a contact will be here sometime tonight. When they arrive, we will set off to Lythor.” 
 
    “Did they say who the contact was?” Vass asked. 
 
    The troll shook her head, “No, but it will be someone we can trust.” 
 
    Renner eyed the troll, “And how do we know they can be trusted? This could be a trap.” 
 
    Thorrin’s face turned to a blank mask, “Talisa is trustworthy. She has been speaking to some in the dragon kingdoms on my behalf. It took a lot of time to set this up and talks were only with those we can trust.” 
 
    Renner looked to the group. They all looked to him, concern painted in their eyes. The rogue knew he was coming off edgy and lifted his hands in defeat. 
 
    “I might as well come clean. I talked to a trusted contact. What we are about to do and what is coming is going to have huge ramifications across Lukken.” 
 
    “What did they say?” asked the paladin. 
 
    “They said we should pack up and leave before it’s too late. I mean seriously, what can the four of us do against what’s coming? We can’t…..” Renner trailed off when an alert appeared in his vision. 
 
    ???-  1%  
 
    Renner’s eyes widened to the size of saucers. The alert appeared in his skill list but the realization washed over him like cold water. Glancing around, panic crawled up his neck. Remembering what happened on the western tip, he couldn’t believe it actually happened, and to him no less. 
 
    “Renner?” Thorrin asked calmly. 
 
    The rogue stood up, Gylda fluttering into the air and hovering before him. 
 
    “I need some air. Vass can you join me?” 
 
    The elf stood up. Gylda hovered closer when Renner put up a hand. 
 
    “I need to take a walk with Vass alone. We’ll be back.” 
 
    Thorrin looked up to Renner, “That’s not a good idea until….” 
 
    Renner cut him off, “I’m a rogue and can blend in. We’ll be fine.” 
 
    Gylda watched helplessly.  Renner wouldn’t look her in the eye. 
 
    The rogue grabbed Vass’s hand and led her to the door. Once outside, the door closed and the rogue marched forward with Vass in tow. Once they reached the cobblestone street, the player let out a long exhale. 
 
    “Are you alright? This isn’t like you at all,” Vass said in a low concerned tone. 
 
    The rogue looked to her, a mad smile forming, “Can you do me a favor and check your skill list?” 
 
    Vass nodded and information began to scroll in her eye. She checked the list and everything seemed in order.  
 
    “I don’t see anything different,” The elf said, just as a small alert appeared in her vision.  
 
    The elf’s almond shaped eyes widened, stopping mid walk. Turning her gaze to Renner, her jaw dropped but no words came out. 
 
    “Did it just happen? Did you just get an alert?” Renner asked with his crazy smile. 
 
    The elf nodded, at a loss for words. Renner took her hand again and they began to walk. The night air flowed over their dazzled nerves. People walked along, engaged in conversation or laughing the evening away, amid them, two rogues walked silently. Heads bowed, their hands tightened in knowing there digital lives were about to change. 
 
    “We’re pregnant,” Renner said with a chuckle at the end. 
 
    Vass looked on before pulling Renner into a dark alley. Walking in about twenty feet, she leaned against a stone wall. Renner stood before her as the elf composed herself. 
 
    “I don’t even know what to say. I mean….how?” Vass said with wide eyes. 
 
    The rogue looked down, “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Is it yours? Did you somehow get me pregnant in the game?” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “Remember when we fought on the Cursed Coast? Remember when they told us about that troll who appeared with a pink stripe in her hair and she fought Kurss? I remember some time after, Sonja explaining what had happened. An unknown skill appeared in Jayson’s skill list. It had a percentage that grew over time and when it reached 100%, she appeared. It was Jayson’s and Oksuna’s child.” 
 
    Vass shook her head, “But she was an awakened NPC and he was a player. Can players now create children?” 
 
    Renner let out a sigh, “I don’t think we’re pregnant because of our time together.” 
 
    The elf stood up, “Gylda?” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Gylda.” 
 
    Vass tilted her head forward, “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    Renner stepped close and hugged the elf to him, chin touching the top of her head. “I haven’t been with anyone since you were taken to jail. You haven’t been with anyone either. The three of us spent time on the ship and on our way here. I can only guess she knocked us up.” 
 
    Vass pulled away and looked up, trying to hide her smile and failing. “This isn’t funny.” 
 
    Renner smiled, “This is hilarious. Who knew we needed to have digital condoms on. Now I know what it means to be 15 and pregnant.” 
 
    Vass punched him in his chest, “Stop making jokes. We have to tell her.” 
 
    “I can’t afford child support on my salary,” Renner laughed. 
 
    Vass threw up her arms, “I don’t even know how this happened. Was it just because of the act? Was it a spell? How could she…..” 
 
    Renner’s laughing fit died down. “I’m sure I don’t know. She must have awakened at some point. She was so happy to be with us; maybe that’s what did it.” 
 
    The rogue stepped closer, hand on Vass’s waist, “What am I thinking, she knocked us up! She has to pay child support. Does that make me a daddy mama?” 
 
    Vass’s eyes took on a deadly serious gaze, “What if we die? Will it kill the baby? What if we resurrect and it’s gone?” 
 
    The rogue hugged the elf again, holding her close, “I don’t know but let’s not take the chance okay. No dying until we figure this out.” 
 
    “I….I can’t believe we are going to be parents,” Vass said into Renner’s chest. 
 
    “Let’s walk around some more and let it sink in. Then we’ll go back and tell her.” 
 
    Vass nodded against his chest before they pulled apart and began walking to the alley entrance. Stepping out into the street, they walked in silence, the gravity of the new knowledge pulling down on their collective spirits. Renner glanced up at a weapons shop and stopped walking. 
 
    “Let’s go shopping. If things are going to get rough, we should be prepared.” 
 
    Vass followed the rogue into the warmly lit shop. A kind looking, older man worked behind the counter, weapons of all shapes and sizes covering the walls. Vass moved to a glass case with many daggers on display. Renner moved to the counter with the older shop keeper. Eyes glancing around, he noticed a small star carved into a corner by a thick curtain. For anyone else, it would be barely noticeable unless they travelled in certain secret circles. The rogue smiled as the older man looked to him. 
 
    “How are you this fine evening? Is there anything in particular you’re looking for?” the shop keeper asked. 
 
    “Looking for the good stuff,” Renner said and glanced back to the carved star. 
 
    The shop keeper nodded and without another word, moved to the back curtain. Renner snapped his fingers, getting Vass’s attention. The elf followed as Renner pulled the curtain aside. The three stepped through, the shop keeper leading the way. They turned a corner and he produced a thick, silver key. Reaching a door, he inserted the key and turned the lock. 
 
    “It’s good you arrived when you did. Most of my special stock is almost gone. There is talk of war and it has been good for business,” the keeper said as he opened the door and beckoned them inside. 
 
    All three stepped in, eyes drinking in the inventory. Several glass cases stood, mostly empty save for a few items. A black cloak hung over a mannequin’s shoulders, hood up. Several swords hung on the walls and one corner had crates stacked nearly to the ceiling. 
 
    Vass moved to the cloak, eyes drinking in the black embroidery stitched into it. You couldn’t tell from a distance but black angel wings were stitched to the back of the cloak. Lifting up the smooth fabric, she peered at strange pockets lining the inside. 
 
    “That is a Cloak of Angels. The pockets can each hold a dagger. You can hold up to forty daggers within. It is magically balanced so it won’t weigh down, even in the wind. Very expensive.” 
 
    Vass looked down at her dagger bandolier. It held only ten daggers and if she was going to a big fight, she would need a bigger arsenal. 
 
    “I’ll take it,” The elf said simply. 
 
    “Yes mistress,” the shop keeper bowed. 
 
    A 2D screen appeared before Vass. She saw the price and hesitated. A thought floated in of the life forming in her digital body and she tapped the “BUY” button. Slender hands reached up and pulled the cloak from the mannequin. Placing her old cloak in her inventory, she spun around, latching the new cloak to her shoulders. 
 
    “I will need some daggers to fill it,” Vass said as she ran her fingers down the inside. 
 
    “Of course Mistress, I have plenty to choose from.” 
 
    Renner stepped to a glass case, eyes drinking in a black crossbow with a golden serpent dragon on each side. He pulled up a 2D screen and checked the stats. 
 
    Dragon Fang Crossbow 
 
    + 20 Aiming 
 
    + 10 Damage (Magical) 
 
    Turns normal crossbow bolts into magical damage. 
 
    Holds 8 bolts before reloading.  
 
      
 
    The shop keeper stepped over, “Exquisite tastes. That is my last one.” 
 
    The older man opened the case and lifted up the crossbow, turning it on its side, “You load it through here so you can mix and match your bolts. Would you like to hold it?” 
 
    Renner took hold of the crossbow, the weight and feel was perfect. The price was set to nearly half a million gold. Normally he would have balked but now, no protection was too much. Even after paying it, he still would have close to a million gold left, enough to buy a new summer home, with some extra rooms. 
 
    The 2D screen moved closer and Renner’s finger hovered over the “Buy” button. “Throw in some refill bolts and her daggers for free.” 
 
    The shop keeper hesitated but seeing the amount he was going to make without really trying, nodded in agreement. Renner hit the button and gold drained from his virtual wallet.  
 
    Renner enjoyed the heft of the crossbow before looking into the shop keeper’s eyes, “Do you have holy crossbow bolts?” 
 
    The shop keeper smiled, “Consecrated personally by Vala’s priestesses and priests. They can slay most undead with a single shot.” 
 
    “Save the shop talk and give me as many as you can spare,” Renner smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner and Vass stepped out of the shop. The rogue looked over his stats and inventory, feeling better now that he had something that could do some real damage. 
 
    Renner Wulf 
 
    Rogue 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 450/450 
 
    Armor- 42 
 
      
 
    Strength- 22 (+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 31 (+7) 
 
    Wisdom- 11 (+4)  
 
    Dexterity- 60 (+30) 
 
    Stamina- 30 (+7) 
 
    Charisma- 51 (+20)  
 
    Luck- 72 (+50) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 58 
 
    Pick Pocket- 45 
 
    Pick Locks- 68   
 
    Pick Magical Locks- 55 
 
    Edge Weapons (Minor)- 50 
 
    Throwing Edge Weapons- 45 
 
    Crossbow- 50 
 
    Melee- 35 
 
    Acrobatics- 40 
 
      
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Slicing- 10 to 30 damage  
 
    Mana Drain Dagger- 5 to 20 damage (Damage and Mana drain) 
 
    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
 
    Dragon Fang Crossbow- +30 to aiming +10 damage 
 
    Crossbow bolts (50)- 20 to 50 damage 
 
    Holy Bolts (40)-  40 to 60 damage  
 
    Fire Tip Bolts (50)-  40 to 60 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (50)- 40 to 60 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 40 to 60 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (50)- 90 to 160 Explosive Fire damage 
 
      
 
    Renner noticed the bonus damage was already applied to his crossbow bolts. He also saw that he reached the next bracket of his luck skill. Thanks to Gylda, the luck stat came into play randomly in and out of combat but it saved his ass many times. The rogue hoped it would continue to work in his favor. Since the master’s coin was forced on him, he hadn’t seen any negative effects yet but the player knew it would only be a matter of time before its vile magic would fuck with him. 
 
     “Let’s head back,” Renner said simply. 
 
    Vass nodded, a sadness filling her eyes. She opened her mouth but then quickly closed it, eyes darting from side to side. Renner put his arm around her slender shoulders, feeling what she felt. They said nothing as they walked back, hearts heavy. 
 
    When they reached Talisa’s home, Renner gave the door a knock. The door opened a moment later and the two stepped in. The main room was pretty much how they left it. Gylda was the only one to jump into the air and fly to Renner’s side, a worried crease in her tiny brow. 
 
    “We had to pick up some new gear for, you know. When we run into trouble,” Renner said and then looked to Talisa, “Is there a room we can use for a little while?” 
 
    The troll smiled and led the way down a small hallway. Thorrin and Ro looked to them as they walked by. Gylda sat on Renner’s shoulder but the rogue didn’t look at her. When they reached a door, Talisa opened it and let them in. Renner stepped in. Vass thanked the troll host and closed the door behind them. 
 
    “You had me worried,” Gylda said as she continued to sit on Renner’s shoulder as he sat down on a bed. 
 
    The rogue nodded, “I know but….there’s something we have to talk about.” 
 
    Vass stepped closer and sat next to Renner, looking to the golden fairy, “Have you felt different lately?” 
 
    The fairy looked to her, confused. 
 
    “Have you felt, not like your normal self?” Renner added. 
 
    Gylda flew up, turned and fluttered before them, “I don’t think so. I missed you both terribly while you were gone but now, I can’t remember being so happy.” 
 
    Vass clasped her hands together and brought them to her chin, “There has been a development we should all talk about.” 
 
    “Will you just tell me what’s going on? You’re both acting weird and I….” 
 
    “It’s better to just rip the band aid right off. You got me and Vass pregnant,” Renner said with a small smile. 
 
    The fairy fluttered with a blank stare, “Is this a joke?” 
 
    Vass shook her head, “It isn’t. We just received the alerts, similar to what happened between Jayson Reed and the Rose Seer Oksuna. With time, Renner and I will have your children.” 
 
    “You better not be some dead beat mom or I’ll ask for double child support,” Renner laughed. 
 
    The fairy looked to them with wide eyes. Soon they glistened in the dim lantern light. A moment later, she zipped forward, bursting to her larger self and crashing into the two rogues. Arms coiled around their necks and she hugged them fiercely. Renner wrapped his arms around them and Vass’s eyes began to water. The three flopped onto the bed, holding onto each other like the world would split apart.  
 
    “Oh, my gods! This is amazing,” Gylda smiled with glee as she continued to hold onto them. 
 
    “Yes…amazing…” Renner said with a deadpan tone. 
 
    “We are going to need a bigger home. Maybe some place far from all the fighting,” Gylda said, her voice talking faster than her mind could keep up. 
 
    A knock at the door caused the trio to turn their heads to the door. 
 
    “It’s Thorrin. Time to go,” said the muffled voice of the paladin through the door.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Gylda’s body shrank down to her true size as Renner and Vass stood up. The fairy fluttered close, landing on Renner’s shoulder as they moved as one to the door. The two rogues stepped into the hallway, Thorrin already turning and walking ahead.  
 
    Renner’s heart swirled in enthusiastic glee. A strange calm touched his nerves and the stress from earlier seemed to bleed away. Glancing at Vass, the elf looked back and gave him a shy smile. They had travelled so far together, in and out of the game but their bond had been consistent since they first met. The two looked to the happy luck fairy on Renner’s shoulder, kicking out her legs with a slight hum in her little throat. Renner couldn’t remember her any happier then she was now. Her tiny frame nearly glowed with ethereal light as they exited the hallway and back into the main room. 
 
    A woman with long green hair stood, wearing travelling clothes. She had high cheekbones and flawless skin. Bright emerald colored eyes shined in the lantern light as her brow formed a sharp V. Talisa stood away from her, her brow creased in annoyance. Thorrin moved in and sat back down in the chair next to Ro. The goblin stayed quiet, her eyes moving from the green haired woman to the troll and back again. 
 
    “Renner and Vass, this is Emmazulla, dragon and a Sun Drinker,” Thorrin said flatly. 
 
    Renner felt an odd vibration coming off Thorrin, Emmazulla and Talisa. The tension filled the room as both women clearly didn’t want to even acknowledge each other. Thorrin cast his gaze down, clearly not wanting to be in the middle of it. 
 
    Vass stepped to Emmazulla, “I remember you from Apple Shire.” 
 
    The dragon woman shifted on her feet, “Please, call me Emma. I came all this way to help you enter Lythor unseen. It was one last favor to Lady Slytha when the need arose.” 
 
    Renner thought back to where he had seen the green haired beauty. He remembered seeing her when she came with Thorrin, the time before they left for the Cursed Coast through the portal. She said very little; ready to follow every one of Lady Slytha’s commands. The rogue remembered how fondly she looked upon Thorrin before she left but paid very little attention to the rest of the group waiting around. 
 
    “Time is short so if you have your gear, we can begin,” Emma said. 
 
    “How are we going to get there unseen?” Renner asked. 
 
    Emma dug into a belt pouch and pulled out five stones with spirals carved into them, “These are specially made recall stones. They have one charge and will allow us to transport to Slytha’s manor in Lythor once. Wynter will be waiting for us to arrive.” 
 
    “Sounds pretty quick and the evening is still young. Maybe we can wrap this little adventure up soon,” Renner said with a smooth edge. 
 
    Talisa turned to Thorrin, casting kind eyes on him. The paladin stood up as she took his hands into hers. 
 
    “I wish I could go with you,” The troll said with sorrow in her tone. 
 
    “I wish you could come with me too but someone needs to keep an eye on Melina and Pyke. Besides, I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to you.” Thorrin said with a sad smile. 
 
    “I’ll keep him safe,” Ro said as she stood up. 
 
    Talisa gave the pretty goblin a head nod before touching Thorrin’s cheek. The two gazed into each other’s eyes before the troll turned and walked to Emma. The dragon in elven form eyed the troll as she looked to her with a stern gaze. 
 
    “Emma, take care of him,” Talisa said with a slight tremble in her voice. 
 
    The dragon woman’s features softened but only for a moment, “I will.” 
 
    The tension seemed to diminish. Talisa gave the dragon a slight bow before stepping back. Thorrin moved to Emma, hand out. The dragon woman put a stone in his hand. Vass, Renner and Ro stepped closer with hands out and Emma placed a stone in each one. 
 
    “Will I be fine for the journey?” Gylda asked. 
 
    Emma nodded, “Stay close to your master and you will be fine.” 
 
    “Partner,” Gylda and Renner corrected at the same time. The two turned to each other and smiled. 
 
    “Partner,” Emma echoed respectively with a soft smile. 
 
    “What should we expect when we get there?” Ro wondered out loud. 
 
    “We will appear in the courtyard of the estate. Once there, we will enter and stay inside until we can figure out what the next part of the plan is. The society has placed me as your dragon bodyguard until we feel the threat is no more.” 
 
    “Once we are there, we have to pool everything we know together so we can come up with a plan that will satisfy everyone. The trolls and dread lords are coming for the Eyes of Harkkon and we will have to figure out the best way to stop them and keep Wynter safe,” Thorrin added. 
 
    “If we are ready?” Emma looked to the group. 
 
    Talisa’s hand tightened into a fist. The troll rushed forward and grabbed Thorrin by his armor. The paladin didn’t resist as she pressed her blue lips to his in a passionate kiss. The two held each other, a tear streaking down from the troll’s closed eye. Vass and Ro smiled. Renner looked away and Gylda kicked out her feet. Emma looked down, shadows covering her eyes. 
 
    When they parted, Thorrin looked like the stone chained to his heart grew heavier. The paladin turned to the group, not wanting to see the pained expression in the beautiful troll’s face. Talisa stepped back as fingers closed down over recall stones. With a singular thought, the stones activated. 
 
    The digital reality blurred and shifted. Light burst and streamed past as the group stood still in time and space. Renner and Gylda looked to the glowing streams of light as the world beyond turned into strokes of neon paint. Time sped up and flashed in a multi colored brilliance. Grass unfurled around them amid stone paths. Massive towers sprouted into the sky as night blanketed the land. A large multi-level home filled the area before them. The streams of light faded away and the group stood in a walled property, lantern light filling the area in a welcoming glow. 
 
    Renner whistled as he spun around, “Why didn’t you meet us at the coast? It would have made it a lot easier.” 
 
    A raised vein throbbed along Emma’s perfect forehead, “Time was of the essence. I flew to Talon Guard while you travelled from the islands. If I flew to the coast, it would have meant you all would have been in the open, putting yourselves in further danger.” 
 
    Emma centered her vision on Renner, “With the bounty on your head, be thankful I didn’t make you travel here on your own. The journey from Talon Guard to Lythor would have taken weeks.” 
 
    “Your snarky response is good enough for me,” Renner winked. 
 
    Mist flowed down from Emma’s nose when the doors to the keep opened. All eyes turned to see a pale skinned woman step out. Long black hair flowed into pointed curly locks, framing her delicate features. She wore a black two piece that barely covered her mystic curves. In her hand, a skull staff clicked against the top of the stone steps and black lips formed a wicked smile. Behind her, a blonde elf woman stood, head bowed and eyes closed. Renner couldn’t help himself as he looked to her ears and then at her rather large chest. The outfit she wore reminded him of a varied form of a kimono. Runes ran down strips of cloth but they stretched over her double D breasts. A beautifully etched, metal tiara gleamed against her forehead. Vass looked over at Renner as his eyes took on a laser focus and smiled.  
 
    Wynter stepped down, thigh high black boots covering her strong but sensual legs. The eye holes of her skull staff glowed as she reached the bottom of the stairs. With a sultry gait, she stepped closer and stood before Thorrin. The paladin eyed her and smiled. 
 
    “Welcome to my home,” Wynter said with warm eyes. “I hope you can handle my darkness for the time you are here?” 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “My sphere of light is strong. I can lose a few points for the time being.” 
 
    “Good to hear,” Wynter said and turned her attention to the two rogues, goblin and dragon. “Lady Slytha willed this estate to me so I would have a safe haven here in Lythor. Let’s get inside; I’m sure we all have a lot to discuss.” 
 
    The necromancer made her way back up the stairs to the elf standing straight, eyes bright and small smile on her lips. 
 
    “This is Lucca, my personal steward. She will handle anything you may need during your stay here. Do not hesitate to ask her anything,” Wynter said and led the way in to the lavish home. 
 
    The group made their way in but Renner’s eyes were caught in Lucca’s impressive gravity.  
 
    Vass ran her finger along the edge of Renner’s mouth, “There seems to be some drool.” 
 
    Renner woke from his trance and grinned. Lucca turned and followed her mistress with the rest of the group following behind.  
 
    “Can we keep her….” Renner began. 
 
    “No,” Vass giggled. 
 
    Once everyone was inside, the heavy doors closed behind them and the locking bar slid into place. The group marveled at the inner home. Gone were the dragon paintings from the walls. Instead, fine statues and plush furniture dotted the massive home. It seemed the place was completely redesigned from when they were last there. It appeared brighter and welcoming and Renner wondered why the necromancer of darkness lived in such an inviting home. 
 
    “If you wondering about the décor, Lucca helped to make this place a comfortable and inviting home, considering everything that has been happening across Lukken. She said one cannot truly relax unless they have a home meant for a true rest,” Wynter smiled as she led the way. 
 
    Ro looked around, lost to the rich tapestries hanging along some of the walls and divine statues occupying corners. Thorrin took in his surroundings while Emma stayed by his side. Renner, Vass and Gylda stayed behind, eyeing the hallways and rooms, thoughts already flowing into the costs to furnish such a big home. At a four way corridor, Wynter stopped and turned around. 
 
    “To the east and west are several more rooms and the bedroom towers. Take your pick of which rooms you want, the place has many. For now, let’s all sit and have a talk before we retire,” Wynter said and walked through the northern corridor. 
 
    The hallway opened into a large room with high ceilings. The furniture had an Asian/Medieval flair. A U-shaped sitting area was to the right with a table filling the middle of the U. Wynter pointed for everyone to sit before giving Lucca a glance. The blonde elf bowed her head before rushing off through a wooden door. With everyone seated, all eyes turned to the necromancer as she leaned her staff against a wall and sat at the top of the U shaped couch. 
 
    “Lucca will bring us something to drink while we discuss,” Wynter stated. 
 
    Thorrin cleared his throat, “We shouldn’t waste too much time. As per my letters and contacting various sources, we need to decide what to do with the Eyes of Harkkon. We have all heard about the talk of war and the bounties for the Eyes. Every player and bounty hunter NPC is trying to locate them so they can be returned to Harkkon.” 
 
    “We were attacked on the Ruby Turtle Island the other night,” Renner spoke up and looked to Wynter, “I believe you know him. He said his name was Leopold.” 
 
    Wynter’s expression didn’t change, “An ex-boyfriend from reality and here in the game. He was one of the necromancers that betrayed what was left of our raid, siding with the trolls in Harkkon’s dungeon.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Well your ex didn’t get too far information wise, but he did burn down our summer home.” Renner took hold of Vass’s hand and gave her a squeeze. 
 
    Wynter’s eyes took on a hint of sadness, “I wish I could say I’m sorry for his actions but I gave up on him a long time ago. We can talk about gold when we’re done.” 
 
    Renner nodded, his greedy mind already working out the price tag, and maybe adding a zero or two.  
 
    Vass gave him a glance and then leaned forward in her seat. “On our way here, Magnys came to us. He said he wants to help put this all to rest. He offered to take the Eyes and bury them at the bottom of the ocean. I think it’s a pretty good plan.” 
 
    “The sormir would forever guard it as no power would dare invade their realm,” Emma added. 
 
    Wynter’s eyes glanced down with a touch of shadows, “That sounds like a great plan but I don’t think I can part with the Eyes.” 
 
    All eyes focused on the pale necromancer, the room taking a darker mood. 
 
    Wynter looked up, “Since this has become my home, I have seen and heard the dragon politics that fill the kingdoms. They do not trust the sormir because of their madness. Despite having the Star of Sormir, if they were swayed by the trolls or dread lords, the dragons would not be able to stop their combined strength.” 
 
    Wynter shifted in her seat, “With the Star and the Eyes here in the kingdoms, they are protected like nowhere else in Lukken. The dragons believe, despite the talk, the trolls will never advance and the dread lords will never reach their full power until they have the Eyes.” 
 
    “That is not true,” Emma said, her brow taking on a hard edge. “Our spies know my people are terrified. The Sun Drinkers have agents here and in the southern troll kingdoms. We are trying to fight while many feel they should no longer be involved. Not being involved is hurting our chances.” 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “Emma is right. If we don’t do something now, it might be too late to save everyone. Wynter, we need the Eyes so we can bring them back to Magnys. He isn’t part of the hive mind and will do what needs to be done.” 
 
    Wynter shook her head, “And what if you’re ambushed before you reach the coast? What if this is a ploy to lure the Eyes out of the kingdom. Lady Slytha left me this place in her will with specific instructions that this would be my new home until the war was over.” 
 
    “A prisoner?” Thorrin asked. 
 
    Wynter looked to him with understanding eyes, “It’s my home but not my prison. I still travel beyond the kingdom. There are quests to complete but I never leave the north because of the dread lord threat. I accepted my duty because I helped invade the dungeon and set this all into motion.” 
 
    Renner sat back as he watched the exchange. Part of his mind calculated stealing the eyes and making a run for it. It might be worth it but the closest coast to the ocean was at the northern tip of Lukken, dragon territory. If they made their way east, it would be weeks, even over a month before they reached the sea. Wynter continued to talk as if her mind was already made up and that set the rogue on edge. The way everyone else looked to her, it set them on edge too. 
 
    The door opened and Lucca stepped out holding a silver tray containing wine and glasses. With a delicate smile, she stepped to the table and placed the tray on it. Moving with practiced ease, she placed a glass in front of each guest. A moment later, she pulled the cork and began pouring dark red wine into each. Renner was all of a sudden thirsty, picking up the glass and not waiting for a toast.  
 
    Thorrin, Emma and Wynter continued, pushing their thoughts as politely as they could. Vass eyed the back and forth between the three, seeing the paladin holding back. In reality, she knew her brother could have a temper if pushed to far but the way he looked at the necromancer, she could see that the spark between them was still there. 
 
    Wynter put her hands up, silencing the paladin and dragon, “I know you mean well but a threat of war is not enough for me to give up my guardianship of the Eyes. No army in their right mind will attack the dragon kingdoms and I’m not backing down.” 
 
    Renner noticed Thorrin’s hand form a fist on his thigh and thought it was time to take a different course of action. 
 
    “How about we think it over,” Renner smiled with wine stained teeth. “We just got here and there is a lot going on. Maybe we need some time to come up with ideas that will help everyone.” 
 
    Wynter, Thorrin and Emma visibly relaxed, eyes turning to the rogue. 
 
    “I’m sure we all want what’s best. How about we sleep on it?” Renner asked. 
 
    Emma raised an eyebrow, “That is strangely diplomatic of you.” 
 
    “I’m not just another pretty face,” the rogue grinned. 
 
    Wynter stood up, “Please pick your rooms and make yourselves comfortable. Whisper Lucca’s name and she will come to you for anything you may need.” 
 
    The necromancer took hold of her staff. The tension bled away as she left without another word. Lucca followed her mistress until they were out of sight. Renner took hold of the wine bottle on the table and refilled his glass. The rest of the group sat, uncertainty filling their brows. 
 
    “This isn’t going to work,” Thorrin said. 
 
    “We have to find a way, even if it’s by force,” Emma said with a stern edge. 
 
    The paladin looked to the dragon, “Wynter told me a long time ago, about her previous relationship to that asshole, Leopold. She spent a lot of time bending her needs to others and it took its toll. She is digging her feet in the sand because she feels she is right and wanting to do what’s best for others. She will not let go of the Eyes because she is trying to prove something to herself.” 
 
    “Her stubbornness will only hurt all of Lukken,” Emma said in a low tone. “If we don’t move the Eyes someplace safe, my compatriots will do it for us.” 
 
    The paladin eyed the dragon woman, “You mean they will take them from her?” 
 
    Emma nodded, “They had plans to take the Eyes anyway but I offered to speak to her first with all of you. I thought maybe, if she was surrounded with people she adventured with, she might be a little more lenient. We must come up with a solution or the Sun Drinkers will storm the home and take it from her.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Vass looked to the green haired woman. 
 
    Emma looked to the elf, “Deadly serious. The threat is real and many are scared but will never admit it. We are losing time. One way or another, the Eyes will be taken.” 
 
    Renner gulped down his wine before he spoke, “Wait a second, how do you know your fellow Sun Drinkers will do the right thing? Any one of them could be working for the enemy.” 
 
    Emma’s eyes took on a distant gloom, “I thought the same thing but a census had been made, enemy or not. I could not sway them any further. We have about two more nights before the society takes matters into their own hands.”  
 
    “Great, nothing like a time limit,” Renner said as he put down his empty glass and stood up. “We’ll I’m beat. I’m going to hit the sack and count jumping kobolds.” 
 
    The rogue put his hand out to Vass, “Will you accompany me my lady?” 
 
    Vass smiled as she took his hand and he helped her to her feet. Gylda stayed on Renner’s shoulder as the three said their goodnights and left the lavish room. A few twists and turns and they reached a stone staircase to a tower. Climbing the stairs, they reached a wide level with multiple rooms. The rogue led the way and picked out one of the sleeping quarters. Pulling Vass in, the rogue closed the door and locked it behind them. 
 
    The rogue elf sauntered to the oversized bed and sat on the edge, “You’re thinking of stealing the Eyes.” 
 
    “Stop reading my mind!” Renner laughed. 
 
    Vass patted the space by her. Renner stepped over and sat down. The two looked to each other, a pleasant warmth filling the small space between them. Gylda leaned against Renner’s neck, listening. 
 
    “Normally I would be ready for a daring late night heist but I think we need to wait this out. Despite what little time we have spent adventuring, she is a friend.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “She’s barely a friend, but I see where you’re coming from.” 
 
    Vass continued, “She did say she would pay back what Leopold did to us. We have two nights before the Sun Drinkers make an attempt. Maybe we should take our time, feel it out and see if an opportunity presents itself?” 
 
    The rogue gave the elf a devilish smile, “When did you get all level headed on me?” 
 
    Vass snuggled closer, her hand touching Renner’s back, “When you have time on the inside, you tend to think a lot. Plus, I don’t trust Wynter’s elf.” 
 
    Renner’s back stiffened, “I couldn’t help but look at her chest. It’s amazing and you can’t fault me….” 
 
    Vass cut him off with a smile, “Not that! I’ve seen enough anime to know that if a servant is silent and attentive, they are the most dangerous person in the room.” 
 
    “You think she’s a bodyguard?” 
 
    The elf nodded, “Maybe, but we shouldn’t be running into it without all the information. We can scout it out first and then see if we can pull it off.” 
 
    Renner rubbed his chin, “I don’t think taking the Eyes is the problem. It’s getting to the coast in one piece that’s the real challenge. Fighting the Sun Drinkers the whole way doesn’t seem like a good time.” 
 
    Vass leaned in, laying her head on Renner’s shoulder, “Let’s go through the day and see.” 
 
    A gentle sigh fell from their lips as they sat. Renner’s mind worked as he put his arm around Vass’s shoulders, holding her close to him. Thoughts flashed to when he was here last. The garden in the back contained a portal, the one they used to get to the Cursed Coast. The rogue pulled up his inventory list and saw Ulkur’s portal crystal. It was a one way trip to the troll kingdoms. If he showed up with the Eyes, they would certainly try to stop him but since the dread lords were on the move, there would be little chance Harkkon himself would be there. If he was quick enough, sneaking past trolls would be a lot easier than running from dragons. 
 
    The player mentally laughed at himself. The plan was a suicide mission at best. Filing it away at a “Plan Z”, he let out a sigh. Renner could feel the weight as the digital world hung on by a string. So many things were happening which only made him miss their summer home even more. He would have been content to wait out the mess, limbs tangled among Vass and Gylda in serene bliss. Thoughts shifted and he mentally brought up his skill list. The question mark skill was still at 1 percent but it tugged at his heart. Lifting up his hand, he touched the luck fairy on his shoulder, caressing his fingers along her body. Gylda seemed to relax a little further, pressing her cheek to his fingers like a cat.  
 
    The digital world had become a mess, just like real life. The player thought he would be freaking out but the freak out never came. Instead, a warm knowing filled his spirit. Something strange and beautiful happened between the three of them and the rogue knew he didn’t want it any other way. He wasn’t sure if he believed in all the rumors of awakening NPC’s and half breed children but he and Vass were now caught up in it either way. It washed over him like a summer rain and he dared to like the idea of kids. 
 
    “Do you think she’s prettier than me?” Vass sighed. 
 
    Renner’s eyes bulged, “Why would you ask me that? It’s a trap!” 
 
    Vass lifted her head and looked to the rogue with amused eyes, “Her boobs are impressive but would you leave me for her? Should I enlarge my boobs?” 
 
    Renner gave the elf a sly sideways gaze, “Your boobs are perfect just the way they are. Are you jealous?” 
 
    Vass let out a huff, “No……but I think I have an idea on how we can neutralize the elf and get away with the Eyes…if you do exactly as I say.” 
 
    “I love it when you take charge. What’s the plan?” 
 
    Vass pulled up her hand and ran her fingers over the rogue’s bulge. Renner looked down as Vass’s fingers pulled at leather strings and opened up his leggings. Diving in, she pulled out his member and began stroking it. 
 
    “We can talk about the plan later. Right now, I need to take care of you and then you can take care of me,” Vass said as she slid off the edge of the bed and kneeled between Renner’s legs. 
 
    Renner’s manhood stiffed to Vass’s familiar touch, “Take care of me first?” 
 
    Vass nodded, stroking his cock an inch or two from her lips, “Your tongue spends more time between my legs if you come first.” 
 
    “That can’t be tr….” Renner stopped talking as soon as Vass’s lips wrapped around the tip of his throbbing cock. 
 
    The dark haired elf moaned as inches filled her mouth. Renner found himself drinking in her beautiful face as she suckled on his member. Reaching up, he glided his fingers along her pointed ears and let out a blissful exhale. 
 
    Gylda stayed on his shoulder, looking down at Vass as her head bobbed slowly on Renner’s manhood. Spreading her legs slightly, fingers reached down and she rubbed herself. The three fell into the rising heat, relaxing away the tension to gentle touches as the intimate song in their hearts played on.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Trees swayed to a strong breeze, a dark gray sky touching from horizon to horizon. Plumes of black smoke snaked into the air and an echo of a faint cry touched Renner’s ears. The rogue stepped along a dark path, shadows reaching out to touch his boots. Tree branches reach down, caressing his shoulders as he walked along. Serenity filled the player as he looked forward. There was no fear or confusion as he stepped along. Only the pulse of knowing he was alive whispered to him, telling him it will all be okay. 
 
    The path opened up to a vast field of tall grass. A small figure sat, body shrouded by long blades of grass. The blades moved with the tide of the wind, blowing back and forth, the figure’s back to the approaching rogue. 
 
    Renner stepped through the tall grass, hands out and touching it. A warm haze filled his vision and he smiled. Heat poured onto him and he closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the sacred bliss. Opening his eyes once again, he stood over the small feminine figure. Her head was bowed and little fingers pulled grass from the earth. 
 
    The little girl turned her head, looked up and smiled. Renner stared down at her bright golden eyes. Heart melting, he knelt to her. The two stared at each other, lost in a moment of speaking with only their hearts. Warmth flashed again as the rogue opened his arms. The little girl stood up and hugged the rogue, grass swaying to their still bodies. The wind whistled as the plumes of smoke in the sky grew thicker. 
 
    The girl let out a giggle, breaking away from the player and running off into the tall grass. The sky grew darker but Renner stayed on his knees, watching as the girl ran to the forest edge. She looked back and winked. Renner waved to her. A moment later, she darted into the forest, swallowed by shadows. 
 
    “Come back,” Renner whispered. 
 
    The land around him shifted. The sky fell and crashed into him, sending him spiraling into the abyss. The player grinned, his heart beating as he fell into eternity, a loving heat chasing away the cold darkness. 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner’s eyes fluttered open, a storm of pleasure rolling through him. The sleepy haze fell away with each blink until the player looked up, Gylda on top of him and sliding down on his rigid member. The golden fairy was in her larger form, naked and eyes closed. She bit her lip as if savoring every inch, impaling herself on the rogue. When she reached the base, she moved very little, heated sensations spiraling out and caressing her digital nerves in ecstasy. 
 
    Renner reached up with a hand, touching her hip. Golden eyes opened and looked down. The two gazed into each other’s eyes before Gylda began moving. Hips moved several inches, squeezing the rogue. The air was thick with their body heat. Something else painted their connection as the fairy moved up and down. Renner knew her to have her wants but this time felt different. It wasn’t simply for the sensations of bliss, rather, a feeling that she needed him. 
 
    The player glanced to his side, the bed empty save for the rogue and luck fairy. Turning back to Gylda, she increased the tempo. Wet sounds played on like a private song. Renner found himself moving with her, hips pushing up as she pushed down. When they connected, Gylda moaned her approval before continuing. Golden breasts bounced to their movements. 
 
    Gylda increased the tempo, determination filling her smooth face. Renner eyed her, drinking in her beauty and enjoying the private time. It had been so long since it was just them, entwined in a sensual dance. The fairy pressed her hands to Renner’s thick chest, eyes closing once again. Renner watched as she seemed to be on a mission. The connection between them blazed bright. The rogue felt her tense up as her mouth formed a perfect O. A deep hiss filled the air as nerves roared into internal explosions.  
 
    Renner could feel himself getting close as the luck fairy thrust down on his rigid cock. He was about to expel his love when a tear streaked down Gylda’s golden cheek. The fairy continued to impale herself until she suddenly stopped. Falling forward, she pressed her chest to his and snuggled her face into his neck. Renner held her as her shoulders trembled and a light sob filled the air. 
 
    “I’m sorry…..I’m sorry I…..” Gylda tried to say. 
 
    Renner held her close, “You have nothing to be sorry about.” 
 
    “I do. I somehow forced life onto you. I don’t know how I did it but……I love you so much. I love you and I love Vass,” Gylda sobbed. 
 
    “I love you,” Renner said simply. 
 
    Despite her sobbing, golden hips moved slightly, blending pleasure and heartache into one. The intimate moment spoke volumes but Renner could not be happier. Seeing the fairy, letting her walls fall simply made their bond stronger. In the back of his mind, for a long time, he felt she only loved him because he saved her from her glass prison. But time seemed to change that perspective. Looking at her as she huddled against his chest, only spoke to what was always there, a true connection. Deep down, he knew he could never deny it again. 
 
    “Don’t get worked up about it. This is new for all of us.” 
 
    Gylda lifted herself up and looked down at Renner’s small smile, “I know you just want to have fun. This can’t be fun.” 
 
    Renner pushed his hips up slightly, causing the fairy’s lips to part in a small gasp, “This is fun. It may be some time before the kids are born but from what I remember, they are born full grown. No diapers, long nights or any of that. It’s like having a kid with their own apartment.” 
 
    Gylda looked on the rogue, a small smile appearing among the tears. 
 
    Renner wiped a tear from her cheek, “Just think of all the adventures we will go on. And now that our family is growing bigger, think of all the gold we can all steal together.” 
 
    Gylda laughed, wiping away tears. Renner sat up, holding her close. 
 
    “I just think, for right now, you have to work a little bit more to get me off. I feel like I’m close. I feel it wouldn’t be right if I didn’t fill that pussy with my man juice.” 
 
    The golden fairy let out the biggest laugh Renner had ever heard from her. Smiling, she moved her hips on him, squeezing with every up and down motion. Golden arms wrapped around the rogue’s neck, moving to a new tempo. Renner and Gylda smiled at one another, the heat growing between them. Foreheads touching, they both closed their eyes. Bliss roared from their inner depths. The fairy gasped as another orgasm bloomed while Renner’s manhood stiffened. The two held onto each other as white seed filled the fairy’s tight space. Renner grunted as Gylda milked him, pulling every drop from him. 
 
    “Feel better?” Gylda asked. 
 
    “Yea, you?” 
 
    The fairy nodded, “I do.” 
 
    “Where’s Vass?” 
 
    Gylda moved her hips seductively while not breaking their connection, “She said she was off to search for the things you both talked about last night. Are we really going to do this to our friends?” 
 
    Renner nodded, “We have too, for all of our benefits. Remember, play along and no one should get hurt.” 
 
    “Okay,” Gylda whispered. 
 
    “We should stop. I need to save myself up for later,” Renner grinned. 
 
    Gylda gave the rogue a wicked smirk, “One more…..for….reasons.”  
 
    “I see you’re stealing my humor now,” Renner chuckled before hardening once again inside the sensual fairy. 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner stepped through the empty rooms on the main floor, Gylda sitting on his shoulder. The two made their way, searching for any of their people. A faint memory tickled the rogue’s mind from his previous visit as he made his way to the back of the large home. Reaching the thick double doors, the rogue took hold and pulled the door open.  
 
    Brilliant sunlight filled the rogue’s vision, blinding him only for a moment. As his eyes adjusted, he looked out to the massive garden stretching out. Flowers bloomed as bees floated from one petal to another. Birds chirped among the few trees dotting the extensive property. Stone paths led out to a large glass table, surrounded my metal chairs. In the chairs, Wynter, Thorrin, Emma and Ro sat, having a quiet conversation. Lucca stood by Wynter’s side. The table was filled with ales and wines. The lush garden spread out around the center table. Eyes turned to see the rogue and fairy at the top of a small set of stone steps. Wynter and Thorrin called them over while Emma and Ro smiled. 
 
    Renner took the steps and walked along the stone path. The player noticed the laid back atmosphere as everyone seemed to be in high spirits. Renner glanced passed the table to see, about a hundred feet away, the stone triangle portal with a circle hollowed out in the middle. Slivers of concern invaded his thoughts, knowing full well that the trolls and dread lords had access to the portals. 
 
    Wynter noticed the concern in Renner’s eyes. When he approached, she looked to him with confidence. 
 
    “The portal is deactivated. It cannot work unless it is activated first,” Wynter said simply. 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “It’s just like when we travelled to the western coast. Jayson had to activate the portal before we could travel there. If it isn’t used for a few days, it shuts down until a portal crystal touches it.” 
 
    Renner grabbed a metal chair and sat down, “I knew that.” 
 
    The goblin laughed a little as Thorrin smiled. Emma sat with a smile. Even Wynter’s black lips curved into a small smile. 
 
    “Where is Vass?” Wynter asked. 
 
    “I think she went shopping. You can never have too many daggers,” Renner said. “Before anyone worries, she has a pretty good disguise skill and I’m sure she will watch her back.” 
 
    “Yea, she is pretty good at what she does,” Thorrin added. 
 
    Renner poured himself some ale, “Everyone seems to be in good spirits, considering last night. What’s going on?” 
 
    “We think we may have a solution,” said the paladin. 
 
    Emma spoke up, “We all want the same thing of making sure the enemy does not get their hands on these powerful artifacts. Wynter has agreed to see if the Eyes of Harkkon can be sealed up under the dragon capital of Noryth, with the Star of Sormir.” 
 
    Wynter took a sip of wine before setting it down, “It will diminish my power but it will be worth it if he can make it harder for the enemy.” 
 
    Renner gulped down his drink, “You guys all came up with an answer just this morning?” 
 
    Thorrin smiled, “We all had the night to think about it.” 
 
    The rogue nodded his head but noticed the look Thorrin gave Wynter. Ro and Emma also looked to the paladin and necromancer with a hint of affection. Renner let out a loud cackle, bringing his fist down on the glass table, causing it to shudder. 
 
    “You perverts all slept together!” 
 
    The smiles did not fade. 
 
    “We had to ease the tension,” Thorrin said before he drank down some ale. 
 
    “It helped clear our heads,” Wynter added. 
 
    “The tension between them was thick but Emma was the one who mentioned it,” the goblin paladin smiled before drinking down some ale. 
 
    Emma nodded, “Its standard practice among my kind to break the ice during negotiations. We often sleep with those involved to aid talks on important matters.” 
 
    “I’m not judging. I’m just surprised we weren’t invited.” 
 
    Thorrin’s smile faded as he looked down, “It would have been weird if Vass was there.” 
 
    Renner refilled his cup, “No worries, we had a private party of our own anyways. So, now that the tension is cleared, what’s next?” 
 
    Emma stood up, “I will fly to Noryth and speak with the counsel. I will urge them to consider the option. Once I have an answer, I will fly back with a few others so we may transport all of you to the capital and turn over the Eyes.” 
 
    “How long will that take?” Renner asked before drinking down some ale. 
 
    “If all goes well, I should be back sometime this evening,” Emma said as leathery green wings folded out from her back. 
 
    “And we are all alright with this decision?” Renner looked to the necromancer. 
 
    Wynter nodded, “It is the best possible choice. I have to admit, I’m a little glad I won’t have them anymore.” 
 
    The necromancer eyed the paladin, “Sometimes someone just needs to help bring you back to earth. I have been carrying this duty longer then I should have. I’m still learning to let go of the past and try to live for me.” 
 
    “You don’t need to prove yourself. We see your strength,” Thorrin said with a small smirk. 
 
    Renner resisted the urge to roll his eyes, “It seems to have all worked out. I’m guessing we have the day to loaf around until Emma returns with an answer.” 
 
    All heads nodded in agreement. 
 
    Renner could see the cloud of bliss filling their eyes. They may have made it easier to talk about the difficult problem of handing over the Eyes but the rogue held a sliver of skepticism. He didn’t let it show but remembering how much the dragons preferred inaction over anything else, didn’t sit well with him. 
 
    The sounds of boots echoed off finely crafted stone. Everyone turned to see Vass stepping down the steps and making her way to them. When she took a seat by Renner’s side, Thorrin quickly filled her in. Renner filled in the part where they all slept together. 
 
    “I’ll be off now,” Emma said. “I will return with an answer this evening. Please gather any more supplies you may need but I hope the long nightmare will be coming to an end.” 
 
    Bending at the knees, the dragon woman launched herself straight into the air. Green wings flared out and caught the wind. The group watched from the table as she circled high above before pointing north. Body shifting, she grew bigger. Scales sprouted and a tail lengthened. The group marveled at her majestic beauty for a moment before she soared northward and was soon gone from sight. 
 
    Wynter stood up at the head of the table, “I’m going to get some rest.” 
 
    The pale necromancer looked to Thorrin with a naughty smirk, “Care to rest with me?” 
 
    Thorrin returned her smirk with his own as he stood up. 
 
    Ro yawned, “I think I need to rest too.” 
 
    The three walked off back to the stairs and into the home. Lucca waited for a moment until they were gone. Renner looked to the busty elf and tried not to stare, failing miserably. 
 
    “Please call on me for anything,” Lucca said with a bow. 
 
    The rogues and fairy watched as the elf made her way back into the home and closed the door behind her. 
 
    Renner waited a moment, drinking his ale until he was sure everyone was away. Vass looked to the handsome rogue, her face neutral but her eyes filled with questions. 
 
    Renner looked to the elf rogue at his side, Gylda on his shoulder, “We are still going through with our plan.” 
 
    Vass poured herself a drink, “I had a feeling you would say that. Don’t trust the happy solution?” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “No, I don’t. If the dragons become desperate, they may use it as a bargaining chip. For all their power, they could lay waste to the trolls but they don’t. I’m guessing here but I think they’re afraid.” 
 
    “The trolls hurt them a long time ago,” Gylda said. “It’s possible it cut deeper than they would ever want to admit.” 
 
    “Exactly, the dragons are strong but the Sormir are stronger. We get the Eyes to Magnys, this whole thing ends. We go back to making gold, Thorrin and Ro can hunt down the dread lords and Lukken breathes a sigh of relief.” 
 
    Vass eyed the rogue, “We still haven’t finished plotting our escape route.” 
 
    “Gylda and I have been looking into that,” Renner said and pulled up a 2D map of Lukken. 
 
    “We acquire the Eyes and sneak out of town. To the North East is heavy wilderness but it is our quickest way to the ocean.” 
 
    Renner ran a finger along the 2D map from Lythor to the North East coast, “It would take two months for us to go back the way we came but it would take just a week and half to reach the ocean on this route. There are a few small towns and we will have to use every bit of gold to bribe our way to the coast. The wilderness will be thick enough that if any dragons come looking for us, we will be able to hide easily.” 
 
    “And Thorrin? He won’t just let us go, not after what we’re going to do.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “That’s the beauty of your plan. He will be so angry, he will hunt us down. If we get into trouble, he will be there to bail us out. He becomes our insurance.” 
 
    “I only came up with the first part, the rest is all you,” Vass sipped her drink. 
 
    Renner swiped the 2D screen away, “It’s a family effort. Did you get the stuff?” 
 
    The elf nodded. 
 
    “Let’s make the best of our time and scout out every room we can. We’ll gather everything we need for the journey and keep a look out. If there are Sun Drinkers watching this place, we need to be ready to make a run for it.” 
 
    “I noted several sewer entrances in the area and managed to scout out the streets for the quickest route out of town. If the plan works, it should be hours before anyone notices what’s going on.” 
 
    “We make our way to the nearest town, steal some horses….” 
 
    “Buy some horses. We don’t have to make everyone our enemy. Plus there is less of a chance of the people pointing us out,” Vass interrupted. 
 
    “Fine, buy some horses. Ugh, this is going to be expensive,” Renner groaned. 
 
    Vass reached over and placed her hand over his, “But once we are gone, that’s it. We make our way and rid Lukken of these dread lord Eyes forever.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “I bet Magnys can get us a lot of gold and jewels. We sell him the Eyes for a steep price and make out like bandits!” 
 
    Vass looked to the rogue with endearing eyes, “You’re so cute when you’re greedy.” 
 
    Renner turned his head, holding Vass’s hand while he reached up with his free hand to touch Gylda on his shoulder. The fairy hugged his fingers. 
 
    “We are partners. Nothing will stand in our way,” Renner smiled. 
 
    “To hearts, gold and profit,” Vass chanted. 
 
    “To hearts, gold and profit,” Gylda echoed. 
 
    “To hearts, gold and profit,” Renner grinned. “Let’s get to work.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The day spiraled on. Gylda zoomed through the home, noting every window and door. Renner walked the outside wall, checking for places where they could make a hasty exit. Vass organized their gear and moved several special items to her inventory for quick access. When she was done, she made her way down to the pantries and stuffed her back pack with rations and bottles of ale. 
 
    The place was big enough that they could move around basically undetected. Lucca was nowhere to be seen. As for the others, Gylda was the one to float by Wynter’s master bedroom, low moans and gasps of pleasure filtering into the hallway. The fairy smiled before fluttering off, noting the windows and doorways in her wake. 
 
    The whole scouting quest took only about two hours. The three of them met back in the garden. Renner made his way to the portal, eyeing the vines against the ancient stone. A thought did cross his mind to steal the Eyes and take the portal to the troll kingdoms but he laughed it off.  He knew that would be a step too far, even for him. No, the plan was set and they were ready to follow it to the letter. 
 
    By late afternoon, Wynter, Thorrin and Ro emerged, making their way to the garden and feebly grabbing drinks. Lucca brought out some fruits, cheese, meats and bottles of wine. The three players gobbled it down, enjoying the taste before logging out for a short while to eat some real food. 
 
    Renner took the chance to retreat back into the home and pick a place for the first part of the plan. The sun sunk lower in the sky until it hovered over the western horizon. When the players logged back in, they happily drank to their heart’s content sipping on wine. Vass stayed with them, engaging them in conversation while her eyes glanced to Wynter’s skull staff leaning against an empty chair. The eyes glowed with supernatural light and whispers from the dead touched the conversation. 
 
    Vass poured more wine into each of their glasses as she waited for the signal. 
 
    Inside, Renner moved to a room with a filled wine glass in hand. Stepping to a doorway, he opened the thick door and stepped in, leaving it open a crack. The room was a normal guest room with little more than a comfortable bed, two night stands and a single tapestry of a unicorn surrounded by a simple fence. There were no windows and a single lantern lit up the internal room. 
 
    “Ready?” Renner asked Gylda. 
 
    The golden fairy nodded, zipped into the air and darted into the hallway. The rogue took in a deep breath, a small excitement filling his heart. 
 
    “I owe you one for letting me do this,” Renner said softly, as if he was speaking to Vass in the room. 
 
    “Lucca,” the rogue whispered. 
 
    Electric excitement ran up and down Renner’s spine as he waited patiently. When the seconds turned to minutes, doubt reared up. The rogue’s excitement died a little as he wondered if Wynter was being serious about whispering the elf servant’s name. The door opened, a delicate pale hand pushing as almond shaped eyes looked in. 
 
    “Master Wulf, is there anything I can help you with?” Lucca asked, her voice carrying a melody. 
 
    Renner’s eyes fell to her exposed cleavage, straining against the fabric of her outfit. He never met an elf with such a large rack before. Blood drained from his head as he tried to hold it together. 
 
    “Hi Lucca, can you come in and close the door behind you?” 
 
    The elf bowed her head and did just that. When the door closed, she turned to the rogue, eyes glittering and a small smile on her perfect lips. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” Lucca beamed. 
 
    “I was hoping you could help me with something. Wynter said we can call on you for anything and I need help in the anything department,” Renner said as he stepped closer to the busty elf. 
 
    Lucca nodded, “I’m here to serve any way I can.” 
 
    Renner’s eyes were stuck on low, peering down at her chest. Struggling, he looked up to her bright eyes and flowing blonde hair. Pointed ears stood through the yellow locks. Her skin was flawless and the player was having a difficult time finding the words as his manhood strained against leather leggings. 
 
    “I hope we can keep this discreet. I had to speak to you to tell you how beautiful you are. I never met an elf with such enormous….beauty before. If my girlfriend found out, she would never forgive me.” 
 
    Lucca nodded again, “I understand. I am a freed lust slave. I made my way to the dragon kingdoms to start my new life. I found Mistress Nightkiss and she allowed me to serve.” 
 
    The elf closed the distance between them, hand reaching out and caressing the straining bulge in Renner’s pants. The rogue couldn’t hide his smirk as he silently thanked the game creators. 
 
    “Mistress has her own appetites but she did tell me to handle any of your needs. I can feel you have a strong need that must be attended too.” 
 
    “God damn thing has a mind of its own,” Renner managed as she expertly felt him up. 
 
    “It is my duty to please and ensure you’re well taken care of,” Lucca’s voice took on a sultry edge. 
 
    “It can’t leave this room, if you know what I mean,” Renner smiled, eyes once again on her cleavage. 
 
    “Of course Master Wulf, It would be dishonorable for me to speak of something in confidence.” 
 
    Fingers undid his leather leggings. Renner’s eyes swayed to her movements as breasts seemed to bob along. He had no idea how they defied gravity and with each passing second, he didn’t care. 
 
    Renner’s hand twitched and he tapped at his leggings. They disappeared, leaving him naked from the waist down. Lucca looked down to see the rogue’s manhood standing on its own power. Veins ran along the shaft as his purple spear point aimed upwards. 
 
    “Oh, you poor spirit, something must be done at once. The needs must be killing you,” Lucca said kindly as she wrapped her fingers around the shaft and began to stroke him. 
 
    “You see, that’s what I’ve been saying all day,” Renner said as he tried not to explode before the right time. 
 
    A hand touched the rogue’s shoulder. Lucca gently pushed Renner to the edge of the bed while still holding onto him. With a firmer push, the rogue sat down, eyes level with her breasts. Nipples strained against the already taut fabric. 
 
    Lucca’s eyes took on a sweet serenity as she gazed down on the rogue infatuated with her breasts. Letting go of his manhood, she reached up and took hold of the fabric. Pulling them to the side, her heavy breasts bounced free of the straining outfit. Pale pink nipples nearly glowed with a golden light. 
 
    Renner was at a loss for words. He had seen his share of naked breasts but these were magical in every sense of the word.  So much so, he didn’t realize he was leaning forward. Lucca coiled a hand around his neck, drawing him in closer. Lips parted and the rogue began to suckle on a pert nipple.  
 
    “…They…are very sensitive…” Lucca cooed. 
 
    Renner’s hands reached up and he had to take hold of them. The heft in his hands caused his cock to bounce in a maddening need. Pink colored Lucca’s cheeks as the rogue suckled and nibbled in restrained wanting.  
 
    Lucca shrugged her outfit from her shoulders, the fabric pooling at her feet. She held onto the rogue as he ran his tongue along her nipple, exploring with each lick. Lucca’s eyes closed as her mouth opened. A small moan rose up. Renner opened his eyes and looked up. The elf bit her lip before letting go in a moaning exhale. Heat burst from her body and washed over Renner’s face as he stayed buried in her overwhelming love. 
 
    “Oh my Master Wulf…..they are very sensitive….you made me come….” 
 
    Renner let his hand drop down along her smooth stomach and touched her hairless valley. Fingers caressed her pink slit, wetness dripping down onto his fingers and inner thighs. He couldn’t bring himself to break away from suckling. Heat rushed to her cheeks again as her eyes closed. Internal explosions caused the elf to shudder once again. 
 
    “Please…Master Wulf…..No more…..” Lucca whined. 
 
    The hypnotic taste and wet touch caused him to graze her engorged clit. Lucca fought through the ecstasy, reaching down and taking hold of his cock once again. Renner pulled back, pleasure filling his body as she stroked him like a master. The room grew hotter causing Renner to tap at his remaining clothes. They faded from site and distracted the player long enough for Lucca to kneel between his legs. 
 
    “I can help you….with your demons,” Lucca stated as she was eye level with Renner’s throbbing cock. 
 
    Renner looked down on her almost innocent eyes, “I think you should speak with them. They do want to come out.” 
 
    Lucca brought her breasts closer, hands underneath and pressing them together around the rogue’s thick spear. The tip of his manhood was exposed at the top of her cleavage. She moved her heavy breasts against the shaft, eyes on his purple headed warrior. 
 
    “I’m sure a kiss will help them to talk,” Renner said with a hard gaze. He liked the dirty talk and his inner perversions began to rise to the surface. 
 
    Lucca bent her head forward, lips kissing the tip. Renner had the perfect view as her kisses grew deeper and her tongue snaked out. The warmth of her breasts around his cock only caused him to hunger for more. Lucca played with her own nipples while the she suckled on the tip of his cock. Wet sounds rose up as moans vibrated along her throat.  
 
    Renner was so turned on that he felt dizzy but dared not look away. A drop of pre-come emerged from the tip and it was quickly licked away, Lucca enjoying the taste. Breasts parted as the elf made herself more comfortable. Inches disappeared as the elf lowered her lips along his rigid member. Renner touched her pointed ear, blood rushing in his ears and his cock. Just as he thought it couldn’t feel any better, the elf’s tongue began making a swirl he never felt before. It seemed to touch points that sent him into a passionate shudder. The player’s moans grew louder with each special touch. Renner couldn’t remember the last time he moaned like that and it would have unnerved him if he was not trapped in her seductive spell.  
 
    Lucca’s moans grew into an almost fevered begging, calling on him to fill her mouth. The rogue held on by a strand as he tried to gather his thoughts. Instead, he fell into his true self. 
 
    “You fucking dirty girl……Don’t you dare stop sucking my cock,” Renner hissed. 
 
    The bliss was blinding, so much so that a shadow slipped into the room. 
 
    “You suck that cock and after I come…you keep sucking on it until I come again,” Renner ordered as white touched the edge of his vision. 
 
    Lucca bobbed her head, moaning on and on like a siren luring men into the sea. Renner’s eyes squeezed shut as his inner symphony was reaching its climax. Opening his eyes wide, Vass stood in the room, dagger in hand and a wicked grin on her lips. 
 
    “Fuck!” Renner growled. 
 
    Cock thickening, Lucca’s eyes widened and looked up. A bolt of seed struck the back of her throat, followed by several more spurts. The elf drank it down, humming her delight as Renner groaned like he was going to die. Vass stood silent as a ghost, watching Renner thrust his hips slightly, driving every inch into the elf’s mouth. The dark haired elf grinned as Renner couldn’t seem to stop himself, driving very drop into Lucca’s already full mouth. The elf gulped it down but continued to suckle, pulling more into her mouth as she ran her fingers over her pointed nipples.  
 
    The storm died down. Lucca sucked and moaned until something sharp touched her neck. The elf became a blur, standing up; a white sword and white shield appeared out of nowhere. The white blade swung around, barely an inch from Vass’s dagger as she prepared to parry. 
 
    “What is the meaning of…..” Lucca trailed off. 
 
    Vass said nothing as the voluptuous elf swayed on her feet. Renner was up and taking hold of her just as she was about to fall. Guiding her to the bed, he laid her down and picked up her feet. Moving her to the middle of the bed, Lucca’s eyes fluttered with a helpless gaze before they closed. Gylda floated in as Renner turned to them, naked and a drop of come falling from his spent manhood.  
 
    “I told you she was dangerous,” Vass said. 
 
    “Yea, she was ready to cut your head off. Good thing I distracted her,” Renner winked. 
 
    “Had fun,” Vass teased. 
 
    “It was okay,” Renner tried to play it off. 
 
    “You look flustered,” Gylda smiled. 
 
    “Can we continue with the plan,” Renner said as he tried to change the subject. 
 
    “Okay but remember, I let you have this one. Next time, it’s an orgy in our new home,” Vass licked her lips. 
 
    Renner crossed his arms, “Players or NPC’s?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” 
 
    Renner rubbed his chin, “I guess not but we have to pick the people together.” 
 
    Vass smiled, “Sure, honey.” 
 
    Renner pressed his palm to his chest, his clothes, black leather armor and cloak appeared on his body. Vass reached into her cloak and pulled out a black bottle of wine. Handing it over, Renner took it and held it by the neck. 
 
    “The sleep poison should keep Lucca here out for a few hours. The wine is enchanted to knock out anyone who takes a sip. Make sure they all take a sip at once. The sleep effect will take them out in a few seconds.” 
 
    Renner nodded. 
 
    “I’ll monitor the front to make sure the coast is clear,” Vass instructed. 
 
    “I’ll fly above and help keep an eye out,” Gylda said. 
 
    The three moved to the door and stepped through. Renner rehearsed the plan once again in his head as he closed the door. Gylda had fetched Vass the moment Lucca showed up. Vass left the group downstairs as she coated a dagger with sleeping poison. Now the second part of the plan was going to go into effect and it had to go off flawlessly. 
 
    Renner put the key in the door lock. He twisted it until it locked and then broke it off, the end of the key still buried in the lock. 
 
    “If she wakes, the room has no windows so she should be trapped for a little while,” Renner said as he turned to the elf and fairy. 
 
    “Are you still okay with this?” Vass asked. 
 
    Renner nodded, “No turning back now. We put the group to sleep and make off with the Eyes of Harkkon. You’re brother will be pissed but its better this way.” 
 
    Vass could see a shimmer of doubt, “I believe in the plan. I believe in us.” 
 
    The rogue looked to the beautiful elf and gave a grim nod, “I do too.” 
 
    Vass stepped closer, hand taking hold of his leather armor and pulling him close. The couple kissed, hearts beating as one before they parted. Gylda hovered close to Renner, excitement in her eyes. 
 
    “They will thank us later,” the luck fairy smiled. 
 
    “Yes they will,” Renner returned her smile. 
 
    The rogue firmed up his resolve, “Alright, places everyone. In ten minutes, we meet at the front door. Then, we start our adventure to end this stupid war.” 
 
    All three nodded in agreement. Vass turned, made her way down the hallway and disappeared around a corner. Gylda zipped down another hallway and was gone. Renner was left alone, his inner thoughts pushing at his heart. 
 
    The rogue made his way to the stairs and began his descent. The tide of memories washed against the shores of his heart. He fought alongside these players and try as he might to tell himself it was the right thing to do, he couldn’t help but feel like the villain. 
 
    On the main floor, the rogue walked with a heavy heart, bottle of wine in his hand. Memories of fighting Mad Morgan filled him. The dread lord had nearly beaten Thorrin until Renner ambushed him. Gylda managed to take his axe and bury it in his head. The rogue remembered how Thorrin was grateful, staying with him until his hit points drained and he was out of the fight. The tide of memories crested as the player swam in the images, recalling how a player betrayed them after they killed Vyle Rath and Vass was taken from them in some twisted plan of revenge. It all soured the game but Renner found himself unable to break free. He held on that they could regain their former fun and glory. Now, he had to see his friends and hand them glasses filled with sleepy wine, for their own protection. Their plan to give the Eyes to the dragons was not going to work and Renner knew Vass’s plan had a better chance of success, the overarching plan to save Lukken from itself. 
 
     Renner made his way toward the back doors. They stood partially open, Thorrin and Ro’s voices filtering in with idle chat. When the rogue was within twenty feet of the door, a figure stepped out from the kitchen. 
 
    “Where have you been,” Wynter asked. 
 
    Renner eyed the pale beauty, “I needed a quick rest. You know, just in case we are rushing out the door.” 
 
    The necromancer nodded and smiled, her cloak over her shoulders and her hour glass figure leaving little to the imagination. 
 
    “I’m glad I caught you. I know the dread lords and trolls put you in a hard position. Thorrin told me how they forced you to accept a contract to steal the Eyes. I was a little concerned when you showed up but the more I thought about it, the more I felt I was being silly. Thorrin told me how great you were to stay by Vass’s side when she was in jail and I knew, you would do the right thing if it ever came down to it.” 
 
    Wynter lifted her hand and touched Renner’s cheek, “I always seem to put my trust in the wrong people. You met Leopold so you know I have terrible taste in men. Since we broke up, I’ve been trying to be better with my heart. Thorrin has shown me that not all men are assholes.” 
 
    The necromancer pulled her hand away and swiped it across the air. A 2D screen appeared before her and she tapped at it before looking to the dashing rogue. 
 
    “Leopold destroyed your summer home. It’s only right I help fix his mistake. How much was it worth?” 
 
    Renner’s face was blank as his heart clenched in his chest, “A little over seven hundred thousand gold.” 
 
    Wynter nodded and pulled up a number, “Give me your account number. A million gold should cover it. Don’t worry, Lady Slytha left me a fortune to ensure I would take care of the estate and the Eyes.”  
 
    Renner was stunned for a second before he rattled off his in-game account number. Wynter tapped them in and then hit “Send”. An alert appeared in Renner’s vision, indicating the transfer was complete. 
 
    Wynter smiled as she swiped the screen away, eyes falling to the bottle of wine in his hand, “For us?” 
 
    Renner nodded, lost in a haze of confusion, “It’s a special bottle. I wanted to share it with everyone before we make our way to Noryth.” 
 
    Wynter reached for the bottle, “I’ll take it and pour it into everyone’s glasses.” 
 
    Renner pulled the bottle back, “It’s special. I need to find Vass so we can all enjoy it together.” 
 
    Wynter pulled her hand back and smiled, “Go find your elven love and come back. I’m sure it will be delicious.” 
 
    The necromancer turned and walked for the back doors. She opened the door and stepped through. Thorrin and Ro looked up from the table in the middle of the garden and smiled at the necromancer as she made her way down the stairs. The sun sank lower against the horizon with an orange and yellow glow filling the sky. 
 
    Renner stood, the war in his heart growing. He knew they would eventually forgive him and Vass, especially when their digital children are born. The player’s thoughts shifted to Vass and Gylda, heart thudding his chest. They were waiting for him to complete his part of the plan before they made a hasty exit. The rogue took in a deep breath, one foot stepping forward when something caught his attention. 
 
    The rogue turned his eyes, senses dialed to eleven. An unfamiliar shadow slinked from view down a darkened doorway. The player stared for a long moment before his brow hardened. Placing the bottle of enchanted wine in his inventory, he turned and walked toward the doorway and deeper into the house. Down a long hallway, a shadow slipped into another doorway. Renner followed, senses sharp and hands hovering in his cloak, ready to a pull a weapon. 
 
    The rogue made his way into a large room. Thick curtains covered one side of the empty room while hardwood floors stretched out before him. A dim lantern hung from its perch against the opposite wall. In the corner, a shadowy blob nestled and the glint of eyes stared back. Renner reached behind and closed the door he just stepped through. When the door clicked closed, he stared at the shadow. 
 
    “You going to step into the light or do I have to shoot you,” Renner said as he pulled out his Dragon Fang crossbow. 
 
    The shadow shifted and flowed until it stood at the other side of the long room. Darkness curled back and a bone headdress appeared with long fang like teeth. The shadows shifted into a cloak and fell from wide shoulders. Lantern light painted the blue skin in shadows. In one hand, the figure held a scepter with a gem at the top. In the other, a short sword shined, pointed to the floor. A cold chill filled the room, frosting Renner’s breath as the scent of death mingled in the air. 
 
    Renner’s eyes narrowed as he stared at the troll, “I never thought our paths would cross, Nero.” 
 
    The troll took a step closer, the lantern light glowing in his black eyes.  
 
    “Neither did I, but here we are,” the troll said with a sinister edge.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    The air took on a hint of electricity while the rogue and troll stood, thirty feet from each other. Renner eyed the assassin, crossbow in hand but the loaded bolt point aimed away. Nero stood, short sword and scepter at his sides, the dagger length fangs of the headdress coming down as if it was eating him. Renner noticed the robes and a hint of leather armor underneath by the neck.  
 
    Renner glanced at his stats as his finger lay against the side of the crossbow above the trigger. 
 
    Renner Wulf 
 
    Rogue 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 450/450 
 
    Armor- 42 
 
      
 
    Strength- 22 (+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 31 (+7) 
 
    Wisdom- 11 (+4)  
 
    Dexterity- 60 (+30) 
 
    Stamina- 30 (+7) 
 
    Charisma- 51 (+20)  
 
    Luck- 72 (+50) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 58 
 
    Pick Pocket- 45 
 
    Pick Locks- 68   
 
    Pick Magical Locks- 55 
 
    Edge Weapons (Minor)- 50 
 
    Throwing Edge Weapons- 45 
 
    Crossbow- 50 
 
    Melee- 35 
 
    Acrobatics- 40 
 
      
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Slicing- 10 to 30 damage  
 
    Mana Drain Dagger- 5 to 20 damage (Damage and Mana drain) 
 
    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
 
    Dragon Fang Crossbow- +30 to aiming +10 damage 
 
    Crossbow bolts (50)- 20 to 50 damage 
 
    Holy Bolts (40)-  40 to 60 damage  
 
    Fire Tip Bolts (50)-  40 to 60 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (50)- 40 to 60 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 40 to 60 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (50)- 90 to 160 Explosive Fire damage 
 
      
 
    In Renner’s eye display, he saw the green bar over the troll. He wouldn’t know the actual hit points of his enemy but the bar would go from green to yellow and yellow to red as his health diminished. Player verse Player battles often negated bonuses, leaving hidden strengths for each side and making Encounter Rolls that much more important. Renner remembered how when he fought other players, if they had a plus twenty in edged weapons and he had a plus twenty two in edged weapons; he had the clear advantage to encounter rolls because of his plus two. The other twenty points were negated because they were the same between players. It evened the battle system and encouraged daring acts with different skills, abilities and powers to help overcome an enemy. 
 
    Nero eyed the rogue for a long moment before bowing his head, “I revealed myself out of respect to you. You became a major player from the Shallor Heist. I want to make my intentions clear, I have no ill will against you but I need the Eyes of Harkkon.” 
 
    Renner’s body stayed relaxed as he spoke, “I can respect that but you know I can’t let you take them. They’re too dangerous.” 
 
    The rogue’s eyes remained unfeeling, “How did you find this place? Last I heard, everyone was having a difficult time locating exactly where the Eyes were.” 
 
    Nero lifted his head and stood straight, “Divine intervention. Nyras can sense the power from the Eyes.”  
 
    “Nyras,” Renner said, the word leaving a bitter taste, “Word from the network is you have become a dragon lich’s high priest. How’s that working out for you?” 
 
    Nero smirked, “Pretty well. The robe and scepter have given me a pretty good edge, especially in PvP combat.” 
 
    Renner squared his jaw, “You know since Shadowmancers are a duel class, your stats won’t measure up to mine.” 
 
    Nero nodded while continuing to smirk, “The scepter and robes will help even it out. I’m sure without your luck fairy; I would clearly have the edge.” 
 
    “It seems you have done your research but it’s pointless any way. Lythor is a non-PvP city. Any fight we do now will have zero effect on rankings or PvP kills. You can’t kill me here and I can’t kill you.” 
 
    Nero’s smirk faded, “I didn’t come to kill you. I just need you stunned long enough so I can steal the Eyes….or we can make a deal?” 
 
    “There are no deals here,” Renner grinned. 
 
    The troll nodded, “I thought as much.” 
 
    “Nero, you have a future before you, one where you become the best assassin in the business or just another player who was ganked by yours truly. I’m on a tight schedule so I just want to tell you, there isn’t enough troll gold to tempt anyone into this fight. Walk away.” 
 
    The shadowmancer sighed, “You misunderstand, I’m not doing this for any monetary reward. The Eyes cannot go back to Harkkon. My master has ordered me to retrieve them at all costs.” 
 
    Renner’s brow rose, “Nyras is not working with the Dread Lords?” 
 
    Nero shook his head, “No. Nyras believes Harkkon is an abomination and he must not achieve his full power.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the pot calling the kettle black?” Renner smirked. 
 
    “You don’t understand,” Nero said softly. “Step aside.” 
 
    “No,” Renner’s finger moved down and curled around the crossbow trigger, ice bolts loaded. 
 
    The troll nodded, “It’s a fight then.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Try to respect me in the morning.” 
 
    Nero smiled, showing white teeth, “I will.” 
 
    Silence filled the long room as the two players stared each other down. The tension began to build with each passing second. Renner knew they couldn’t kill each other but the troll was right, they can fight until one is stunned. It would give the troll enough time to go for the Dread Lord’s Eyes while Renner lie paralyzed unable to stop him. Not that the shadowmancer had any real chance, but it amused the rogue. 
 
    Nero’s gaze never wavered and when Renner’s mouth twitched into a barely noticeable smirk, bodies exploded into action. 
 
    Shadows whipped up from dark corners as Renner lifted his crossbow in the blink of an eye and pulled the trigger. Time slowed down as the bolt fired, streaking across the room with a trail of frost behind it. Shadows snaked toward the shadowmancer as he stood his ground. 
 
    (Aim)30+(Crossbow Skill)50= 80/ (Encounter Roll)54! Attack wins!  
 
    Renner smiled, knowing the battle would be over before it started, but as the bolt darted through the air a shadow intercepted it. The rogue’s eyes widened a hair as the bolt struck the shadow and blasted it to shards of ice. The player knew he won the strike but Nero stood with a knowing smile. The rogue quickly figured it out that the scepter added a new wrinkle to combat and his smile faded. 
 
    Renner aimed once again and pulled back on the trigger three times. Bolt after bolt shot from the crossbow in rapid succession. Shadows swirled through the air, darting down and intercepting each bolt in turn. Ice spikes blasted outward as the destroyed bolts fell to the wooden floor.   
 
    “You’ll run out of bolts before I run out of dark mana,” Nero smirked. 
 
    Renner gave a slight nod before letting his hand with the crossbow slip into his cloak and drawing a short sword and dagger. Each weapon gave off a slight magical aura as Renner bent at the knees. 
 
    “Then let’s fight the old fashion way,” Renner smirked. 
 
    “I thought you’d never ask,” Nero bowed his head and brought his short sword up. 
 
    The two squared off before their bodies burst forward. Legs pumping and blades gleaming in the lantern light, they made no sound until they closed the distance. Short swords clashed as the two met. The troll and rogue broke apart and came at each other again and again. Renner watched his numbers as he pressed the attack. The troll was keeping up but barely. The two slashed and parried with each strike. Bodies spun and twisted, dodging blows and parrying others. Sparks flashed as they moved to a deadly dance. 
 
       (Melee)35+(Dexterity)10= 45/(Encounter Roll)42! Attack wins! 
 
       Renner’s sword slid along Nero’s blade, sparks flying as the tip nicked the troll’s shoulder. 
 
      (Short sword)30+(STR)4-(Enemy Armor) = You inflicted 11 damage! 
 
    Renner spun away, sword at the ready as Nero charged. The player noted his dexterity bonus was higher than the shadowmancer’s bonus which gave him an edge but the troll’s armor was enough to absorb most of the damage.  
 
    The two charged once again, blades slashing outward and the cry of metal filling the room. Time slipped away as the rogue and shadowmancer moved like dancers. Renner shifted, bringing his sword in close and turning his body. Dexterity bonuses let Nero dodge easily as he kept his calm demeanor. The two spun and whipped away, backing a few steps before charging once again. Renner jumped, driving his foot into the wall and launching his body sideways. Nero parried the incoming blade swing but the force of the blow caused him to stumble back two steps. Renner hit the floor and rolled back onto his feet. 
 
    The troll readied his blade as shadows burst into action. Renner spun away, jagged shadows stabbing into the wood where the rogue just was a moment before. The rogue kept moving, body twisting and turning as Nero pulled back, scepter up. Renner’s wrist bent and snapped toward the retreating troll, dagger flying.  
 
    (Throwing Edge weapon)35+(Dexterity)10+(Luck)50= 95/(Encounter Roll)22. Attack Wins! Double Damage! 
 
    Renner dodged incoming shadows as his dagger sliced across the side of Nero’s neck. The troll lost his concentration and his shadows burst to nothing. 
 
    (Mana Drain Dagger)20+(STR)4= 24x2= 44 damage and mana drain!    
 
     The rogue stepped sideways, body facing the troll. A trickle of blood flowed and Nero eyed the rogue. Renner mentally patted himself on the back for the luck roll. It added to combat but appeared randomly, when it wanted too.  
 
    Nero eyed the dagger on the floor, shadows rising up and pulling it further away. The troll looked to Renner, an annoyed look in his dark eyes. 
 
    “It seems I have my work cut out for me,” Nero said with a dark tone. 
 
    Renner nodded when an alert appeared in his vision. The shadowmancer and rogue froze as the alert blinked, ensuring they read it. 
 
    The Long Night has begun! All of Lukken is a PvP zone. Death will be a 3-day lock out of Lewd Saga. 
 
    “May the land, seas and stars fill with the blood of my enemies!” 
 
    Renner and Nero stood, eyes refocusing on each other as the alert faded away. 
 
    “I guess it’s now to the death,” Nero grinned. 
 
    “To the death,” Renner said in a low tone as his heart raced with concern for Vass and Gylda. 
 
    *** 
 
    Thorrin leaned back in his chair, eyes on Wynter and Ro as they chatted and laughed. He couldn’t remember ever being so content. With Vass out of reality jail and the nightmare almost over, for a brief instant, he felt everything was right with the game world and the real one. The player thought to the possibility of adventuring again and hunting down evil. When his eyes fell on the necromancer again, she looked to him, a happy smile on her black lips. Thorrin like that smile and a deep part of him wanted to see it more. The last number of months with Ro at his side was busy but last night, as all four of them lay in each other’s arms, the paladin felt the touch of true joy. Being with Emma again did light a fire and instead of complicated feelings, they all wanted the same thing, to be happy for a little while. There was no awkwardness as they each fell to their passionate desires. It created a bond that he could never deny again. Lewd Saga broke down his walls of relationships and gave him ideas of purpose. For the time he played the game, he knew he would be a force of good against all evil. 
 
    As he sat, Thorrin sensed a dark feeling. The paladin turned his head, looking to the darkness above the wall surrounding the estate. A piece of metal gleamed in the dying light. A sudden twang caused the paladin to roll sideways in his seat just as the last rays of sunlight disappeared behind the horizon with the evening strolling in and stars shining high in the sky.  
 
    An arrow shot past the paladin as he rolled away and struck the glass table. The impact sent jagged cracks in all directions. Wynter and Ro stopped talking as Thorrin hit the ground. From another direction, an arrow shot out of the darkness. Ro ducked and slipped under the table when another arrow struck it, shattering the glass. The goblin covered her head as shards of glass rained down. 
 
    Wynter was to her feet, hand whipping out and taking hold of her skull staff. Power surged as the Eyes of Harkkon pulsed with supernatural light. The necromancer’s hand dipped into the pouch hanging from her hip and pulled out two greater soul shards. Whipping her hand out, the shards sank into the garden as arcane circles glowed to life. 
 
    Thorrin stood up; gray and gold armor covering his body and a holy aura glowing. Ro rolled from under the destroyed table and onto her feet, her white armor shining in the dimming light. The blue gems on her armored forearms glowed with power as metal shifted and extended. The goblin’s brow formed a hard V as the pieces of metal grew over one another until her hands were engulfed. Lifting her hands, the metal shifted and fell into place, forming giant metallic hands. They pulsed with holy power as metal fingers curled into fists. The paladins and necromancer threw their backs together to form a tight triangle, eyes in every direction. 
 
    A figure leapt down from one wall while another one jumped off another wall. A third figure flipped from a wall and landed, jagged sword in each hand. The three figures took their time, walking toward the trio. Two pulled back on bowstrings as arrow points shined. The figure with the swords spun them around with each step. Three pairs of eyes centered on the blonde paladin as they made their way closer. 
 
    “Ro, stay by my side as we tank them. Wynter, call up fighting support,” Thorrin ordered. 
 
    “Already done,” Wynter said as two shadow knights emerged from the garden. 
 
    The figures didn’t slow their stride. Light touched their dark bodies as they stepped closer. Thorrin eyed the one with the swords, her feminine form painted by lantern light. The intruder’s body was lithe and strong but carried sensual curves. Light green skin glowed as oval eyes narrowed. Lips parted and pointed teeth shined in the light. Her body was covered in skin tight leather, leaving very little to the imagination. 
 
    Thorrin hefted up his hammer, staring down the intruder when something touched his mind. The way she looked, seemed familiar, a creepy vibration taking hold of his spine. The paladin mentally shook it off as he readied his holy abilities. 
 
    “Family reunions can be so exciting,” the green skinned woman laughed, showing her sharp teeth once again. 
 
    Ro held up her oversized metal fists, “They’re after the Eyes.” 
 
    The three women stopped their advance, cackling like witches on Halloween. Thorrin held the creepy vibe at bay but it needled at him, trying to speak of some horror he tried to forget. The words stabbed deeper and a foul realization washed over his cold spirit. 
 
    “Mother sent us to drag you home,” the one with the swords said simply. 
 
    “She hungers for more of you,” the second one giggled. 
 
    “She needs your strength to make more of us,” the third one laughed. 
 
    Wynter and Ro glanced to the paladin. Thorrin’s mind raced as memories crashed into him of the night something pretending to be Emma slipped into his room and had its way with him. The chill grew deeper as Thorrin looked to each one and could see some of his features etched into their faces. 
 
    “Thorrin?” Ro said as she set her sights on one of the archers. 
 
    “They….they are my children,” Thorrin said as he accepted it in his heart what his mind could not believe. 
 
    The green woman with the swords nodded, “Mama wants you back. You’re stronger than any lover she has had. You will make more of us so Mama can stake her claim to the world.” 
 
    “The bog hag you told me about,” Ro said as she kept her steely gaze and fists at the ready. 
 
     “I feel like I’m missing something,” Wynter said as her body tensed. 
 
    “He belongs to us!” the young bog hag laughed. 
 
    “We have been hunting you for a long time,” the hag with swords leered. “Come back or we will drag you back.” 
 
    Thorrin’s heart pounded in his chest, “Leave now and never come back. I don’t want to hurt you but I will if you do not turn around and leave.” 
 
    The young hag let out a long laugh before centering her gaze on Thorrin, “Sisters, take him by force. Kill the other two.” 
 
    In a heartbeat, arrows flew. Ro knocked one right out of the air while Wynter shifted her stance, arrow shooting past. The hag with the swords charged the paladin. Thorrin’s instincts screamed not to hurt them. Bringing his hammer up, he parried an incoming sword strike. Metal on metal screeched as he swung his hammer, blocking each incoming sword strike. The hag screamed as he lashed out with a storm of swords. 
 
    Two shadow knights charged the hags with bows. The hags threw their bows down and drew jagged swords. When the knights reached them, bodies bent and twisted as the undead knights brought their swords down. The sound of metal filled the evening as the hags moved in greenish blurs. Wynter pointed a hand, waiting for the hags to slow down enough so she could get off a shot. Thorrin continued to parry every sword swing but refused to attack back.  
 
    Ro growled as she stepped to Thorrin’s defense. Metal hand reaching up, she caught the sword mid-swing. The hag looked to the green skinned goblin and hissed her contempt. Ro pulled and knocked the hag off balance. Refusing to let go of her sword, the goblin paladin pulled harder and sent the hag into a rose bush. 
 
    “Thorrin, go into the house. I don’t think you want to see me spank your daughter,” Ro said with a dark edge. 
 
    The goblin stalked toward the hag as she rose up from the rose bushes, swords at the ready. The hag rushed forward. Ro moved her giant gauntlet hands to knock away each swing. The hag screeched as she boomed with a flurry of attacks. The goblin dodged and parried with ease. Metal hand opening, Ro brought it hard across. The smack engulfed the hag’s side as she was thrown fifteen feet and onto the grassy floor. 
 
    Ro moved to her, her four foot 5 form seeming bigger with each step. The hag struggled to get up as Ro pulled back a metal fist. Thorrin threw himself between the goblin and the struggling hag. 
 
    “Ro, please don’t!” Thorrin shouted. 
 
    “I can’t let them take you,” the goblin said harshly. “You’re too important to us!” 
 
    “I can’t let you hurt….” Thorrin grunted as pain shot up his leg. 
 
    The paladin looked down to the hag’s grinning razor smile, her sword point lodged between a joint in his armor. Without thinking, Thorrin back handed the hag, sending her rolling on the grass until she stopped, hand clutching her face. 
 
    Thorrin turned and began walking toward the downed hag, shadows covering his eyes and his jaw firm. The hag let a maddening laugh fill the air as she slowly stood up, swords in hand. 
 
    “I won’t kill you but I’ll make you wish that I had,” Thorrin growled as he lifted his hammer. 
 
    *** 
 
    Vass stood in the shadows of the room, looking out the window and examining anyone who passed the gate. The elf tapped her foot lightly, wondering what was taking so long. The area was pretty clear with only one or two people walking by in the last eight minutes. The group should have had the wine by now, she thought. Did Renner run into something unexpected? Was he making sure they didn’t suspect anything? 
 
    The elf rogue couldn’t shake off the feeling that something was wrong. Turning from the window, the sound of metal on metal echoed through the house. Vass sprinted down a hallway, cloak billowing behind her with sheathed daggers filling it. Twisting and turning around corners, she reached the main 4-way corridor. Before her, the sounds echoed out from the garden of metal and sickening screeches. Pulling two daggers from her cloak, she burst toward the backdoors. Throwing her shoulder into it, the elf exploded into the garden. Knees bent; the elf launched herself into the air. 
 
    Before the soaring elf, Thorrin was lifting his hammer over a green skinned woman. Two other green skinned women were fighting Wynter’s shadow knights. Ro was charging toward Thorrin. Their backs were to her as her hand lashed out. 
 
    Daggers spun away from each other. A hag fighting a shadow knight managed to slice across its midsection, separating the undead creature in half when a dagger sank into her shoulder. The hag screeched as she stumbled back. The other hag parried a blow from a shadow knight only for a spinning dagger to sink into her exposed side. 
 
    Thorrin was about to bring his hammer down when the hag before him spun on her ass and brought her leg straight up into his armored groin. Thorrin was knocked back as the hag rolled away and back to her feet.  
 
    Ro glanced back to see Vass land. The elf took two steps to the edge of the stairs and launched herself into the air once again. The goblin’s mouth turned into a smile as the elf’s black cloak spread out like some dark angel, daggers lining the inside. Delicate hands took hold of two more daggers, whipping out and releasing them. The hag that killed a shadow knight back peddled and screamed, a dagger sinking into her stomach. The other one pulled away, dodging the dagger but screeching as the shadow knight sliced at her leg. 
 
    The hag with the swords eyed Vass as she landed, daggers in her hands again, “Sisters! Flee!” 
 
    Thorrin watched as the hag turned and bolted for the wall. Ro pumped her metal gauntlet in the air as the two other hags followed their sister’s example. Even the one with the bleeding leg managed to find the strength to run and jump to the top of the wall. All three stood at the top of the wall for a moment, glancing back to Thorrin before leaping over the side. 
 
    Vass was to Thorrin’s side, daggers in hand, “What happened?” 
 
    “Long story but….” the paladin trailed off as an alert filled his vision. 
 
    Vass, Wynter and Ro read the words as they scrolled along their digital eyes, alerting them the Long Night had begun. 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner and Nero glared at each other, bodies heaving and huffing. The rogue had numerous cuts along his cheek, stomach and leg. Nero looked worse off, many cuts crisscrossing his robe, neck and legs. Digital blood trickled from wounds as they readied for another round. 
 
    Renner checked his stats. 
 
    Renner Wulf 
 
    Rogue 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 327/450 
 
    Armor- 42 
 
      
 
    Strength- 22 (+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 31 (+7) 
 
    Wisdom- 11 (+4)  
 
    Dexterity- 60 (+30) 
 
    Stamina- 30 (+7) 
 
    Charisma- 51 (+20)  
 
    Luck- 72 (+50) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 58 
 
    Pick Pocket- 45 
 
    Pick Locks- 68   
 
    Pick Magical Locks- 55 
 
    Edge Weapons (Minor)- 50 
 
    Throwing Edge Weapons- 45 
 
    Crossbow- 50 
 
    Melee- 35 
 
    Acrobatics- 40 
 
      
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Slicing- 10 to 30 damage  
 
    Mana Drain Dagger- 5 to 20 damage (Damage and Mana drain) 
 
    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
 
    Dragon Fang Crossbow- +30 to aiming +10 damage 
 
    Crossbow bolts (50)- 20 to 50 damage 
 
    Holy Bolts (40)-  40 to 60 damage  
 
    Fire Tip Bolts (50)-  40 to 60 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (46)- 40 to 60 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 40 to 60 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (50)- 90 to 160 Explosive Fire damage 
 
      
 
    Renner’s gaze shifted to the shadowmancer. A red health bar was over his head. Another hit or two and the troll won’t be getting back up.  
 
    “Nero….run while you still have the chance,” Renner said sternly and with heavy breath. 
 
    The troll shook his head, “The world ends tonight and I will not fail Nyras.” 
 
    “It’s a 3 day lockout. Don’t be stupid,” Renner said with a pleading edge. 
 
    A cold logic filled the troll’s black eyes, “It was an honor to fight you.” 
 
    Scepter glowing with dark power, shadows burst from every corner in the room. Time slowed as Renner’s vision filled with pointed shadows, all aiming for him. Nero started to charge as the shadows converged on the rogue. Renner prayed his luck would hold out as he planted his feet and pushed. 
 
    The rogue’s body was airborne, spinning slowly as shadows slipped past. Body contorting, he dodged each incoming shadow with the fluid motion of an acrobat. Senses dialed to eleven, alerts filled the corner of his eyes, indicating each actions and result. 
 
     (Acrobatics)40+(Dodge/Dex)30= 70/(Encounter Roll)66! Dodge Successful! 
 
    (Acrobatics)40+(Dodge/Dex)30= 70/(Encounter Roll)54! Dodge Successful! 
 
    (Acrobatics)40+(Dodge/Dex)30= 70/(Encounter Roll)12! Dodge Successful! 
 
    (Acrobatics)40+(Dodge/Dex)30= 70/(Encounter Roll)71! Dodge Unsuccessful! 
 
    A shadow sliced along the rogue’s arm as he continued to spin. 
 
    You have taken 25 damage! 
 
    (Acrobatics)40+(Dodge/Dex)30+(Luck)50= 120/(Encounter Roll)91! Dodge Successful! 
 
    Renner could see four shadows aimed for him just as his body flattened midflight, foot reaching the wooden floor. 
 
    (Acrobatics)40+(Dodge/Dex)30-(Master’s Coin)99= -29/(Encounter Roll)2! Dodge Unsuccessful! Critical strike! 
 
      “Fffuuuucccckkkkkk,” Renner hissed as a sharp shadow slammed into him, knocking him off balance. 
 
    You have taken double damage!  
 
    Shadow Damage: 72-(Armor)42=30x2= You have taken 60 damage! HP 242/450 
 
    Foot sliding underneath him, Renner’s teeth clenched as three more dagger like shadows stabbed into him, sending his body curling out of control. Landing on a knee, he bounced and slammed into the floor. 
 
    Shadow Damage: 76-(Armor)42= You have taken 34 damage! HP 208/450 
 
    Shadow Damage: 69-(Armor)42= You have taken 27 damage! HP 181/450 
 
    Shadow Damage: 67-(Armor)42= You have taken 25 damage! HP 156/450 
 
    Nero was already moving, launching himself in the air and shooting Renner a look as he soared over him. The rogue twisted on to his side as he tried to get back up. Eyes turned to the door as is swung closed, the shadowmancer already gone. 
 
    Nero pumped his legs as he raced through the house. He had scouted it out and knew every twist and turn while the occupants were engaged in the garden party. Bolting down the main corridor, he charged toward the back doors. Blue hands reached out and silently pulled the doors open. 
 
    Falling to his sneak ability, the shadowmancer flowed forward like a wraith on the prowl. Wynter, Thorrin, Ro and Vass stood by a broken glass table; the area looking like a battle had just taken place. The troll pressed on as his eyes narrowed on the skull staff in the necromancer’s hand. The eyes in the staff glowed with dark power as he slid silently down the stairs. 
 
    Seventy feet from the group, the portal began to hum with power. All eyes turned to the triangle portal as red lightning bolts lit up the circle in the middle. A trembling force shook the area as another pulse flashed, followed by another. 
 
    “I thought the portal was….” Vass said before the buzzing of the portal drowned out all sound. 
 
    Nero reached out, fingers inches from the staff and ready to snatch it away. Crimson light exploded outwards. The shockwave blasted leaves and flowers to dust. The gathered players raised their arms up just as the shockwave struck them. Bodies flew backwards as the remaining metal and glass table bent and shattered. 
 
    Nero gritted his teeth as his body was thrown, knowing it was too late. Dark power curled around his senses and the stench of overwhelming decay crashed into his heart. There was no way he could escape with the Eyes, their owner close.  
 
    The rest of group hit ground, dazed and confused as the red power washed over them and dissipated. Gylda fluttered high above the home with eyes on the glowing portal, as her fellow adventures struggled to sit up. A figure she didn’t recognize rolled back onto their feet, darted for the wall and jumped over it. A second later he was gone. 
 
    The luck fairy looked down at the pulsating portal, red energy crackling. A dark figure stepped through, short white hair covering his head and a blindfold over his eyes. He wore a black robe and stepped forward on bare feet.  
 
    “Wynter, you have something that belongs to me,” The older man said calmly.  
 
    A large troll in leather stepped out of the portal, a knowing smile on blue lips.  
 
    “The Long Night has begun,” The troll proclaimed as the last glowing embers of the day winked out. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
    The group slowly stood up, eyes on the dread lord and master standing before the glowing portal. Vines crisscrossing the portal began to wither away as power seemed to leak from it. The grass surrounding it browned and the air took on a decayed stench. Harkkon stepped down the few steps and onto the soft ground. Death curled around the area, snuffing out life as grass turned to dust. Ulkur stayed by the portal, thick arms crossed and a satisfied grin on his lips. 
 
    Gylda stared with wide eyes until her inner voice called out for her to do something. The luck fairy zipped into an open window, darting through the house. When she reached the bottom floor, she darted past a corner and hovered to a stop. Renner leaned on the edge of a doorway, potion in hand and taking a gulp. 
 
    “Damn coin messed up my luck,” The rogue smiled as hit points returned and some of the cuts closed. 
 
    “Harkkon and Ulkur are outside! They came through the portal,” Gylda said with an edge of panic. 
 
    Renner squared his jaw, “Surprise parties. I hate surprise parties.” 
 
    The rogue drank down the rest of the potion. As he slipped the empty vial into his cloak, he pulled out two crossbows and lifted one up to the floating fairy. 
 
    “Time to nuke the site from orbit,” Renner smirked. 
 
    Outside, Thorrin pulled a hammer from his belt. Flexing his free hand, the Band of Thunn glowed along his forearm and a white hammer appeared. The paladin held each hammer at his side, strength filling his shoulders with holy power. Wynter took a step back, staff in hand and ghost like whispers calling out to reunite with the dread lord. The necromancer’s hand dove into a side pouch and pulled out several greater soul shards. The goblin paladin flexed her oversized gauntlets, a white aura cascading over her small frame but a gaze of determination filling her smooth brow. 
 
    Vass let her cloak drape over her shoulders, hands moving unseen to holy daggers and pulling them from their secret sheaths. A gentle silence filled the dying garden as Harkkon took a few steps forward and stood. 
 
    “I would say it is good to see you all once again but….well….” Harkkon smirked. 
 
    “March back where you came….” Ro started before Thorrin cut her off. 
 
    “No. We end this here,” Thorrin growled. 
 
    Harkkon turned his face toward the paladin, “Yes, you would very much like to do that, wouldn’t you. I praise your determination but I fear you are clearly outmatched.” 
 
    “We can take you and the troll master on,” Thorrin said matter of fact. 
 
    Ulkur smiled, “Oh, I’m staying out of this. Harkkon wanted to do this alone.” 
 
    The dread lord nodded, “Yes, I’d rather win back what is rightfully mine.” 
 
    Harkkon turned his head slightly to the necromancer, “Wynter, our long separation is coming to an end. First, I want to thank you for keeping my eyes safe.” 
 
    Wynter said nothing as she readied her spells. 
 
    Harkkon continued, “Bring me my eyes and I will let you stay by my side as the dragon kingdoms fall, one by one. You will be my consort and queen if you so desire.” 
 
    “I don’t!” Wynter spit. 
 
    Thorrin took a step forward, holy power growing brighter, “We killed Vyle Rath. He was the second strongest dread lord, next to you but we slayed him. I believe we can do it again.” 
 
    Harkkon kept his whimsical smile, “Yes, Vyle was strong but he lacked a personality. He never seemed to let his hair down, not that he had any to begin with. Be that as it may, you will find it very difficult to do the same to me. My suggestion, hand over my eyes and flee. That is your only choice.” 
 
    “No,” Thorrin said with contempt. 
 
    “I’m with you,” Ro said as she held her armored hands up. 
 
    Wynter stood on the other side of Thorrin. All three stared at the dread lord as Vass stood behind them, daggers in hand. A dread filled her as she took in the situation. It didn’t feel right. She noticed Thorrin had placed his faith in the Band of Thunn but she wasn’t sure it would be enough. She wasn’t sure if anything would be enough. 
 
    “We should retreat,” Vass whispered. 
 
    Harkkon nodded, “The elf has a point.” 
 
    Thorrin turned his head slightly but never took his eyes off the dread lord, “We need everyone to take him down. Vass, we can do this.” 
 
    The blindfolded dread lord was as still as a graveyard statue, a black aura rising up and surrounding his form. The air took on a deep chill, frosty breath exhaling from each of the players. Mist rose like fingers from a grave, reaching up to be free. The troll master watched with amused eyes as the players readied for their attack. 
 
    “Shall we begin the appetizer?” Harkkon grinned. 
 
    Vass watched, pain filling her heart. Thorrin burst forward, hammers in hand. The goblin paladin was right behind him, screaming and flexing metal fingers. Wynter threw shards to the ground and began her incantations. Glowing arcane circles appeared around her and armored shadow knights rose up. The elf threw her cloak over her shoulders, white daggers in hand as she waited for her opportunity. That is when chaos bloomed into a frenzied storm. 
 
    Thorrin leapt into to the air, hammers high over his head. The dread lord continued to look forward as Thorrin came down swinging. The dread lord shifted sideways, hammers hitting the ground and spraying chunks of dirt in the air. A palm pointed at Thorrin’s side and black energy surged and blasted. Thorrin stood up as the stream of black energy struck him, shattering his holy aura and sending him rolling and crashing across the dead grass.  
 
    Ro was airborne, giant armored hands out. The dread lord stood his ground as the goblin landed on him, metal hands taking hold. Ro screamed her defiance as metal fingers dug into the aura but did not break it. Black energy flashed and the goblin was thrown back. Eyes wide, Ro slammed into the ground and tumbled until she lay on her stomach. Wisps of smoke rose up from her armor as arms trembled trying to push herself up.  
 
    Vass looked to Thorrin who was also getting to his feet, only to sway and try to regain his balance. It was then the elf could see the look of shock in his eyes, knowing they had bitten off more than they could chew. The elf burst toward the paladin, ready to grab him and pull him away before it was too late. 
 
    Wynter stood with eight shadow knights surrounding her. Hand up, she fired a black lightning bolt as her knights surged forward. Harkkon began walking toward the necromancer as her knights closed the distance. Spectral blades flashed as they rose to strike down the dread lord. A pale hand rose up and caught a spectral sword mid-swing, fingers closing around the supernatural blade. The black lightning bolt struck the dread lord’s aura, snaking around it before it melted into the writhing power. Several more shadow knights came at the dread lord before they stopped. 
 
    Wynter watched in disbelief as Harkkon let go of the blade and the shadow knight brought it down to its side. The eight shadow knights turned and stood by the dread lord, hollow eyes on the necromancer. 
 
    “Thank you for the added soldiers but I have plenty,” Harkkon said as power flashed.  
 
    The spectral knights fell away like broken shards of glass. 
 
    “I am the master of death. You have no power over me.” 
 
    Harkkon lifted a pale hand, palm open. Black energy snaked out. Wynter back peddled, lifting her staff to parry the incoming energy. The black stream bent and wrapped around her body. Vass reached Thorrin and they both turned to see the necromancer pulled to the dread lord. Wynter struggled as the energy pulled her across the small distance in a blink of an eye. Hand open, Wynter’s throat slammed into it and fingers tightened around her neck. 
 
    “So beautiful,” Harkkon said softly.  
 
    The dread lord’s other hand reached up and pulled the blindfold from over his eyes. Wynter struggled in his grip as purple dots glowed with the very essence of the abyss. The staff in her hand vibrated before it cracked. Wynter clutched at it until it shattered to pieces. The eyes floated in the air before they moved to the empty sockets. Black and purple energy crawled out, taking hold of one another. Wynter stared in horror as the eyes sank into the empty sockets. Veins and flesh slithered into place. White eyes formed, filling the dark holes. Pupils emerged and kind brown eyes looked up to Wynter’s gasping face. 
 
    “So beautiful,” Harkkon repeated. 
 
    Wynter’s shock melted away as a rage took root. Hands clutched to the dread lord’s forearm as she gained leverage. The necromancer brought her leg up and slammed her knee into his jaw. Harkkon barely moved as the necromancer kneed him one after the other, straining to cry out as she drove all her power into his face. A hand reached up and grabbed her leg before she could drive the knee into his face once again. Wynter cried out as cold fingers held her in place with the power of a vice. 
 
    “You will always be special to me,” Harkkon said with a touch of sadness. 
 
    Ro lifted herself up just as Thorrin and Vass cried out. Wynter’s eyes bulged as the dread lord pulled at her leg with one hand and held her by the throat with the other. A sickening tearing sound filled the dead garden and Wynter screamed. Thorrin’s eyes trembled as Vass cried out. Ro’s heart surged with sorrow as Harkkon ripped Wynter’s leg off from her body. Digital drops of light fell as Wynter’s scream silenced. Harkkon threw the leg away as it shattered into shards of light, and then he grabbed her by the hip. Wynter looked up as energy surged along her MEG suit and helmet in reality. She let out another scream, but this time it sounded like a real person being tortured.  
 
    Harkkon was silent as Wynter’s body was ripped in half. The dread lord closed his fingers around her throat and squeezed until it popped off. The chunks of body shattered in an instant. The group watched as bits of light floated down and disappeared against the ground. 
 
    The back doors to the home kicked open with a crash. Renner and Gylda walked out, the fairy in her 5 foot frame. They held crossbows up and aimed at the dread lord. 
 
    “Surprise motherfucker!” Renner and Gylda shouted as they pulled back on triggers. 
 
    Bolts shot out, the pointed end turning into a fiery blaze. Harkkon stood his ground as the bolts closed the distance. When they struck the dread lord, explosions flared to life. Vass flicked one wrist and then the second, holy daggers spinning. Harkkon stumbled back, unharmed as his dark aura took the brunt of the damage. White daggers penetrated the black aura, sinking into the dread lord’s arm. Harkkon looked down and grabbed a dagger, pulling it out as it turned to dust. Reaching down, he pulled out the other one. When it was free, flaming bolts struck him and exploded. 
 
    Renner pulled the crossbow trigger with ease as he raised a hand and beckoned everyone too him. Vass snapped her hand forward releasing another dagger when she noticed Thorrin marching toward the dread lord. The elf leapt into the air and landed at his side, hand reaching out and taking hold of his shoulder armor. 
 
    “We can’t win this!” Vass shouted over the explosions. 
 
    “Go!” Thorrin shouted back. “I’ll hold him off!” 
 
    Vass didn’t let go, “Don’t throw your life away! We need to run….” 
 
    Streams of fire fell from the sky as roars blanketed the area. The elf and paladin looked up to see several dragons diving down, spitting fire and roaring. Thorrin watched as Emma led the charge. The green dragon’s wings were pressed to her body as she dived toward the dread lord. 
 
    Harkkon stumbled back as explosions ripped the area around him. Ulkur watched as the dread lord was forced back by explosions and dragon fire.  
 
    “Let’s begin,” the troll master whispered. 
 
    The portal surged and four armored trolls with spears stepped through, followed by another four and another four. The trolls wore full plate mail, runes carved into each piece. A dim magical glow seemed to surround their dark blue armor as they marched out, four at a time, rune covered spears in their hands. Ulkur lifted a hand and brought it down in one smooth move. The trolls lifted their spears. 
 
    Renner and Gylda continued to fire, lighting up the dead garden with magical explosions. Vass pulled at Thorrin and he relented. The elf and paladin darted toward the back doors. Thorrin took hold of the dazed Ro and the three made it to the small steps. Gylda ushered them into the home as Renner fired bolt after bolt. Thorrin stopped as Vass and Ro ran in. The paladin turned and watched as trolls launched spears. 
 
    Emma kept herself small with wings against her body as a volley of spears lit up the night. The spears rushed up, propelled by magic but Emma had seen them before. Twisting her body, she dodged left and right as she spit fire. The stream of dragon breath melted a spear and another one as several more shot past her. Explosions filled the air as spears penetrated dragons not lucky enough to evade them. Leathery wings and body parts were blown off, dragons screeching in pain. 
 
    Emma continued her downward dive, unleashing dragon fire. She was close enough that the fire came down and covered the area in flames. Spreading her wings, she caught the wind and soared back up. Craning her neck, she looked down to see how many trolls she had killed when a chill squeezed her heart. The armored trolls moved through the dragon flames. Some grunted but most turned their spears toward the dragon and threw them. 
 
    Thorrin watched as the small dragon force was decimated in short order. A spear launched into the air, following the stunned Emma. The green dragon banked left and right, trying to lose it. The spear hummed with power as it shot forward and struck her in the back. The explosion filled the air as her body crumbled and fell. Thorrin stood transfixed as he watched the green dragon strike a small building and destroyed it, a cloud of smoke billowing into the air. 
 
    “She’s fine, let’s go!” Renner said as he grabbed Thorrin by the shoulder and pushed him into the house. 
 
    The rogue glanced back to the portal, troll soldiers stepping out, 4 at a time. Ulkur shouted orders while Harkkon moved to the master’s side. Looking to the sky, dragons rose to the air as bells rang out. An explosion filled the night, followed by another.  
 
    Renner gritted his teeth as he turned away, the trolls and dread lord not even noticing or caring about their escape. Dark thoughts filled the players’ minds as they raced through the home once belonging to Lady Slytha. Hearts aching, they crashed through the front door and raced to the main gate. Gylda threw her crossbow to Renner as her body shrank. Like a shot, she reached the gate and opened it.  
 
    The party spilled out into the streets, a dreadful chaos rising up like a tsunami. Citizens of Lythor moved to their windows. Dragon’s poked their heads out of immense towers. Faint explosions began to shake the very ground beneath the party as they raced down a street.  
 
    Renner eyed the dragons emerging and taking flight. One flew close to Lady Slytha’s estate and a spear shot up, striking at its chest and exploding. Citizens watched and screamed as the dragon fell from the sky, hitting the cobbled street with a “Boom!” The dragon’s body cracked and exploded into shards of light. 
 
    “Keep running! Don’t look back,” Renner ordered as they raced down a cobbled street and into the unknown. 
 
    *** 
 
    Harkkon stood at Ulkur’s side as the master troll directed troops. The dread lord looked down at his hands, black energy flowing from his fingers and feeling the surge of power growing every second. 
 
    Ulkur watched as troops rammed their strong shoulders against thick garden walls and broke through. The endless stream of soldiers marched on, setting up a perimeter. Dragons filled the skies, wings beating and fire leaking from their open maws. 
 
    The troll master turned from the flying threats and looked to Harkkon, “We are losing time.” 
 
    Harkkon looked up from his hands to the troll master, “I am getting reacquainted with my power.” 
 
    Ulkur kept his gaze steady. 
 
    Harkkon gave a wicked smirk, “Are we clear on the agreement? I will have the dragon kingdoms and all of its secrets while you rule the rest of Lukken.” 
 
    “We are clear,” Ulkur bowed his head. “Destroy my enemies and bring me what I ask for. The time has come to liberate Lukken and usher in a new age of enlightenment.” 
 
    “As you will, Master Ulkur,” Harkkon said with a slight bow. 
 
    The dread lord stepped forward, hands at his sides and dark power radiating from his body. The troll master looked on as his troops marched into the streets, spears and swords ready. Harkkon’s brown eyes turned white as energy surged around him. Looking up, the energy burst upwards and spilled down in all directions. Dragons moved closer as a black bubble filled the area, covering Slytha’s estate and streets beyond.  
 
    Dragons reared their serpent heads back and streams of fire burst forth. Dozens of yellow and orange streams of fire slammed into the black bubble. Energy boomed as the flames burned at the dark aura. 
 
    “Impressive,” Ulkur said as he looked to the flames but they did not penetrate the field. 
 
    “There is more to show you,” Harkkon said as he lifted his hands, dark power surrounding them and flashing with abyssal light. 
 
    The black shockwave flowed over the city and then well into the countryside. Many noticed it as it passed them, filling them with a cold they could never describe. Dragons focused their breath attacks on the black bubble in the middle of Lythor, unaware of a dark fate clawing to the surface. 
 
    Old graveyards with giant mausoleums stirred. Crypts from thousands of years whispered to empty places. The siren call of life fueled the sleeping monsters from their eternal rest. Metal and stone doors shattered or exploded off their hinges. The country side writhed like a living thing as dead things dug up to the call of nights embrace. Giant white talons burst upwards, shattering tombs and stone markers.  
 
    The graves of the dragon kingdoms could no longer hold their own as the undead rose to the will of their new master. Mummified and skeletal wings unfurled. Decayed bodies launched into the air not by wind or muscles but a dark power, propelling them to glide in a mockery of living dragons. Screeches filled the night as hundreds of undead dragons took flight with thousands more rising up from their graves behind them.  
 
    Dragons continued with stream bursts until screeches filled the night. Serpent eyes turned and watched as dead things filled the sky. A seething panic took hold as the living dragons turned toward the flying undead horde. Fire leaked from their mouths as they prepared to burn down the incoming abominations. 
 
    Trolls on the ground aimed their spears at the living dragons. The spears hummed with magical power, runes glowing with ethereal light. Arms launched the spears into the air. Volleys shot up, slamming into dragons and explosions lighting up the night. 
 
    Ulkur and Harkkon watched as living dragons roared and fell from the skies.  
 
    “Simply breathtaking,” Ulkur said with serenity in his eyes. 
 
    The master troll turned from the sky and looked to the portal, “Harkkon, I will leave you to it from here. I shall lead the assault on the capital. Ensure no dragon escapes south from this point.” 
 
    “There is no escaping my power. Enjoy your evening Master Ulkur. Tomorrow we dine in the capital.” 
 
    The troll bowed his head before stepping to the portal. Dark eyes glanced to the sky as undead dragons flew in formation, spitting black and gray flames across the city. Screams echoed off buildings and towers as chaos filled the streets.     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
    From a dark alley, Renner and his companions looked up in stark terror. A skeletal dragon soared over head, blue orbs for eyes scanning the streets and spitting black fire. The rogue closed his eyes as he heard several screams only to be quickly silenced. When the dead dragon flew on, the group let out a small sigh and began to move once again. 
 
    The last hour was harrowing to say the least. Undead dragons flew overhead, blasting crystal towers and laying waste to anything that moved. Living dragons flew into the battle as tower defenses blasted the dead with lighting from the sky. The brave few fought on before being shot down by bolts of black fire.  
 
    The other races living in Lythor raced down streets, fleeing from the carnage. Many groups were disintegrated as decayed dragons flew low and burned them to ash. If it wasn’t the dead dragons killing citizens, it was troll soldiers marching. Spears were launched to assist in taking down living dragons while many other trolls pulled swords, hammers and maces from their belts to smash citizens into shards of greenish light. 
 
    Renner glanced to the street. Players rushed along, weapons at the ready and engaging the trolls and dragons. The rogue shook his head as he saw one player blasted to nothing and many others fighting back troll troops. The fighting was travelling along the streets and the rogue knew they had to get out of there. 
 
    Gylda emerged from the darkness and floated to Renner’s ear. “The trolls are moving down each street this way,” she whispered. 
 
    Renner nodded and pointed with his head down the alley, “Some players just ran into a troll patrol. They’re fighting right now.” 
 
    The rouge turned to Vass, Thorrin and Ro, “This is our chance to keep moving. Stick to the alleyways and we can make it out of the city in one piece.” 
 
    “We have to get back into the fight,” Thorrin said with a harsh edge. 
 
    “We can’t win this. It’s a world event,” Vass whispered to the paladin. 
 
    Renner nodded, “We don’t have any guns big enough for the fight. We have to get out of here and make a run for it.” 
 
    Thorrin shook his head, “I have a Thunn weapon. I can take out the undead with one or two hits. I need to get into the fight.” 
 
    “That’s suicide,” Renner said as he could see the defiant look in Thorrin’s eyes. 
 
    The rogue knew it was only a matter of time before Thorrin was going to go kill crazy on the invading armies. The player thought over their options and it seemed pretty slim they would make it out alive. The rogue glanced at Vass and his heart beat faster. He mentally cursed himself. The rest of the group didn’t know he and Vass were carrying a digital child. Vass’s words echoed in his head, “What if we die? Will it kill the children?” 
 
    The sounds of fighting grew louder as the trolls pushed against the small pockets of players fighting against them. Renner didn’t want to chance him and Vass losing something precious. Frustration spiraled on when an idea and a faint memory slid into his mind. 
 
    “The Star of Sormir,” Renner whispered. 
 
    The group looked to him and Vass eyed him with hope. 
 
    Renner turned to group, “We need bigger guns. The sormir can be our bigger guns! We make our way to Noryth and steal the Star. We go to the ocean and call on those fuckers to aid us. Sea serpents take out the trolls and dead dragons and Lukken is saved.”  
 
    Thorrin’s brow formed into a hard V, “Noryth is five days on horseback. There are a half a dozen kingdoms between here and there. The undead dragons could already be spreading out and invading them.” 
 
    Renner grinned, “You said you wanted to be in the fight.” 
 
    The paladin looked to the rogue and a small smile bloomed, “You’re right.” 
 
    Vass stepped closer, “We have to be smart about this. We step out into the open, we’re dead.” 
 
    Gylda hovered, “A dragon can fly us there in under an hour.” 
 
    “So we have to find a dragon,” Renner said as the sounds of battle grew closer. 
 
    “We won’t find one here,” Ro said as she took Thorrin’s hand. “We have to keep moving.” 
 
    The group slipped away down the dark alley as grunts and the ringing of steel drew closer.  
 
    Renner and Vass took lead, their bodies merging with the shadows. Thorrin and Ro stayed far enough behind to see them but not be directly next to them. The throbbing dark power of skeletal dragons vibrated overhead as they flew slowly. Glowing eyes searched for the living as trolls marched down streets. The screams seemed to lessen and the group felt the dread of knowing many were losing their lives as they sneaked around in the dark. 
 
    Renner tried to not think about the death toll. The trolls and dread lords finally launched their full scale war. Players and awakened NPC’s were dying, probably by the hundreds. It stabbed deeper then he thought it ever would. Hearing what happened to Jayson’s child as it fought Master Kurss Darkwhisper sent a dark tremble down his spine. It was happening, and now every race of creature would be impacted from this terrible war. 
 
    The rogue stayed to the shadows, moving along and turning a corner. Eyes drinking in the street, the player moved back into the alley and stared. Trolls gathered before a pyramid shaped building. Four towers, one at each corner glowed with red and blue crystals. The trolls were in formation, one troll shouting orders. Their rune covered armor glowed as they held their weapons at the ready. 
 
    “How many?” Vass whispered. 
 
    “A little over thirty,” Renner whispered back. 
 
    Thorrin stepped past Vass and peeked around the alley edge, his head next to Renner’s. The paladin’s eyes drank in the trolls as they readied themselves. 
 
    “That looks like a dragon rookery.” 
 
    “What’s a dragon rookery?” Renner asked while never taking his eyes off the trolls. 
 
    “It’s a building that houses dragon eggs and young. They take care of them here until they are ready to enter society. I saw a few of them in Noryth when I was with Jayson, Sonja and Lance delivering the Star.” 
 
    “It’s a goddamn dragon nursery,” Renner hissed. “Those trolls look like they are going to go in.” 
 
    The rogue looked back to Vass. The elf gave him a small head nod, almond shaped eyes filled with knowing. 
 
    The rogue slowly turned his head back while he spoke, “Okay, change of plan. We stop the…….dammit!” 
 
    Renner watched as Thorrin charged the trolls. Hammer in each hand, he roared with power. 
 
    “So much for playing smart,” Renner smiled. “DPS the trolls while Thorrin tanks!” 
 
    The group spilled out of the alley just as Thorrin launched into the trolls. A pale aura covered his body as he crashed into the trolls, hammers swinging. Bodies shattered on impact as the paladin became a force of nature. Trolls rushed Thorrin only for their bodies to smash into light. 
 
    Renner glanced at his states before raising his crossbow. 
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     The rogue could feel that he wasn’t at full hit points. The healing potion only healed some of the damage he took from Nero. His Fireball bolts were low but he had plenty of ammunition. Loading his Dragon Fang Crossbow with Fire Tip bolts, he slammed the bolt slot closed and aimed. 
 
    Pulling the trigger; bolt after bolt flew into the trolls as they encircled the fighting paladin. Sharp tips hit the runic armor, flared and fizzled. Renner cursed as he witnessed the armor the trolls wore protected them from any magical fire. Pulling out the remaining bolts, he loaded normal crossbow bolts. 
 
      Vass’s hands moved in a blur, pulling daggers from her cloak and spinning them at the enemy. Thorrin smashed a troll to pieces with one hammer as a dagger stabbed into a neck of another. The troll grunted and Thorrin spun around, knocking his head clean off. Body crumbling to greenish shards, the paladin continued dealing out holy justice. 
 
    Ro let her gauntlets slide into place over her hands and charged. The goblin closed the distance, reared back an oversized fist and smashed a troll to pieces. Renner lifted his crossbow and pulled the trigger. A bolt sunk into the neck and exited out of the throat. The troll gurgled a cry as another bolt penetrated his neck and he shattered into glowing points of light. 
 
    In a matter of moments, the troll force was scattered to light. Renner and Vass stepped closer as Thorrin and Ro looked to the Rookery entrance. Glowing eyes shined in the darkness of the large entrance. Smoke billowed out and a dragon’s snout emerged. 
 
    “Stay back!” it growled. 
 
    “The city is under attack, you have to leave!” Thorrin shouted. 
 
    The dragon’s eyes glimmered as its face slid out of the shadows. Renner stepped closer, shocked by the expression of complete fear in the dragon’s eyes. Its scales were bronze in color and it was a bit smallish for a dragon but still big enough to cause a lot of damage. 
 
    “Paladin, I cannot abandon my post while the nurse maids gather the eggs,” The dragon said with a hint of panic. 
 
    Renner eyed the dragon. It was apparent to everyone that the dragon didn’t want to be there either but it was sticking to its duty, just barely. 
 
    “More are coming. The entire city in under siege,” Renner said as he stepped closer. 
 
    The dragon’s eyes drooped, “The nurse maids are securing the young. I must stay here as they escape through the tunnels.” 
 
    Renner’s brow went up, “Tunnels? There are escape tunnels!” 
 
    The dragon nodded, “I must fight to the end and collapse the entrance so they can flee. Please leave so I may finish my duty.” 
 
    “We can help,” Renner said as he stepped closer. “Let us help and we can all escape through the tunnels.” 
 
    “I cannot ask…” The dragon stopped mid sentence as he turned his pointed snout upwards. 
 
    A mummified dragon barreled down from the dark sky, black and gray flames pouring from its maw. The bronzed dragon opened his mouth and fired a stream upwards. The group scattered as the streams slammed into each other, sending drops of black and yellow flames raining down.  
 
    The undead dragon landed with a thunderous “Boom!” It turned its decayed head to the rookery entrance and roared out a stream of abyssal flames. The bronze colored dragon stepped back, roaring in pain as the black and gray fire slammed into its side. 
 
    Thorrin skidded to a halt, turned and ran back towards the dead dragon, hammers arcing with power. Ro bent her knees and launched herself at the massive monster. Renner and Vass stood back, eyes connecting as they spoke without speaking. The elf pulled out two white daggers while Renner loaded his crossbow.  
 
    Slamming the underneath slot shut, Renner aimed as Thorrin and Ro crashed into the dragon’s legs. Hammers swinging, the paladin grunted as each hit landed home. Light and dark energies flared and the undead dragon stomped back, only for the goblin paladin to bring up a holy fist and strike bone. Bone cracking, the monster whipped its mummified tale in a wide arc. Ro jumped and flipped as the tail passed under her. When she landed, large metal fingers opened as the tail stopped and came back.  
 
    The goblin raised her hands and caught the tail mid-swing. Her body was up but her gauntlets took hold and began to pull. Holy magic fueled her attempt as she roared with power. Decayed skin ripped as bone cracked. Holy energy burned at the abomination and with one more wretch, the goblin paladin ripped the tail in two. The dead dragon roared as half of its tail went flying down the cobbled street. Ro let go and hit the ground, tumbling away and back to her feet. Black and gray flames flared out, chasing her until she stopped and jumped to the side. The flames licked at her armored body as she hit the street hard and rolled back to her feet. 
 
    “Light it up!” Renner shouted. 
 
    Vass flicked her wrists as Renner pulled the crossbow trigger. Holy bolts and daggers darted and spun through the air, stabbing into the undead monster. Light burned at its corpse as the monster writhed and growled. Thorrin continued to slam his hammers into the creature. The health bar above the creatures head went from green to yellow. 
 
    Renner opened the slot under the crossbow and shoved in eight holy bolts. Slamming it shut, he raised the end and aimed at the creature’s boney skull. White daggers stabbed into withered skin as the monster thrashed about. The bronzed dragon pointed its snout, opened is maw once again and spit out a stream of flames. 
 
    The rogue kept his arms steady as he continued to aim at the large skull. “Eat holy death,” Renner said with a smirk and pulled the trigger again and again. 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30= 80/(Encounter Roll)67. Attack Successful! Double Holy Damage to Undead! 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30= 80/(Encounter Roll)15. Attack Successful! Triple Holy Damage to Undead! 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30= 80/(Encounter Roll)47. Attack Successful! Double Holy Damage to Undead! 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30-(Master’s Coin)99= -19/(Encounter Roll)45. Attack Unsuccessful!  
 
    Renner’s eyes went wide as a bolt bounced off the skull just as the dragon turned its head. The bolt flew down and slammed into Thorrin’s shoulder plate. The paladin stopped his attack and glared at the rogue. 
 
    “Sorry!” Renner shouted over the roars and re-aimed. 
 
    The dead dragon’s health bar turned from yellow to red. Ro reengaged by driving her metal gauntlet into the dragon’s leg. Vass was running toward the monster. Renner didn’t fire as the elf leapt into the air and landed on the monster’s spiny back. Still running, she ran up the spine with a white dagger in each hand. Renner’s eyes glanced down at the dragon’s legs just as it turned its head to the elf on its back. Renner pulled the trigger, holy bolts flying out, one to each leg. 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30+(Luck)50= 130/(Encounter Roll)22. Attack Successful! Triple Holy Damage to Undead! 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30+(Luck)50= 130/(Encounter Roll)6. Attack Successful! Triple Holy Damage to Undead! 
 
    Renner grinned as the creature’s stance faltered. Vass leapt into the air and landed high on the creature’s neck. Legs wrapping around the thick neck, she drove her holy daggers into the base of the spine and skull. Like a demon possessed, she stabbed over and over again. The blue glowing lights for eyes wavered. The creature slumped down to the hard street. Vass continued to stab at it until cracks of light appeared along its body. A moment later, the light went out of the dead dragon’s eyes and it shattered into a hundred points of light 
 
    The group stepped to each other. Thorrin’s hand glowed as he pulled out the bolt from his shoulder and began healing himself. Ro placed an oversized metal hand on Renner, healing energy filling his digital body. 
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    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
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    Fire Tip Bolts (50)-  40 to 60 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (46)- 40 to 60 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 40 to 60 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (21)- 90 to 160 Explosive Fire damage 
 
    The dragon groaned at the rookery entrance. The group turned and moved to him as he groaned again. The dragon’s side was black and scales fell off. A dark streak seemed to be eating at its skin underneath. Thorrin stepped closer and placed healing hands on the dragon. The wound closed as the darkness burned away. New scales sprouted and fell into place. 
 
    “I cannot thank you enough,” The dragon said with a serpent smile. 
 
    “You can thank us by closing the entrance and taking us to the tunnels,” Renner chimed in before he smiled. “Please.” 
 
    The dragon nodded and turned into the entrance. The group followed, entering the rookery entrance. Thick pillars lined the inner hall with runes carved into the very stone. The dragon lifted a clawed hand and touched a number of runes in a specific pattern. Once he was done, all the pillars glowed with crimson light. 
 
    “Quickly,” The dragon said as he stalked forward through the large hallway. The group followed until they reached the end of the corridor, stairs before them. The dragon began his descent as the group followed. When they were halfway down the stairs, loud explosions filled the entire area and the temple shuddered. 
 
    “That should slow them down,” The dragon huffed. “My name is Kandle.” 
 
    Renner looked up, “Like, as in a candle?” 
 
    Kandle shook his head with tired eyes, “Yes, like a candle but with a K. Everyone makes the same assumption.” 
 
    Vass smacked Renner’s arm. The rogue smiled before looking to the dragon again. 
 
    “I meant nothing by it. It’s a cool name.” 
 
    Kandle turned one eye to the rogue and nodded as they continued their descent. At the bottom of the stairs, a vast chamber stretched out before them. Braziers lit up each pillar and the heat was overpowering. The massive chamber was nearly empty, lizard men and women gathering up the remaining eggs from piles of gold and gems. Against the walls, tunnels opened up, each leading into darkness. 
 
    A lizard woman gathered up an egg the size of a large cat and held it close as she moved along, her robes billowing in her wake. Renner knew they were Naliks but he had no idea they helped with caring for dragon eggs. 
 
    “The Naliks will bring the eggs outside of the city and hide them in secret locations. I must ensure their escape. Follow me.” 
 
    Kandle lead the way as the remaining Naliks raced along with the last of the eggs in their arms. The group followed, Renner dipping down and picking up a few big gems. Placing them in his inventory, he continued to follow. Vass knelt down and scooped up two large diamonds, placing them in her cloak. The elf glanced back to the Renner and he gave her an approving wink. 
 
    The tunnel stretched on as they made their way, darkness closing in behind them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Crisp night air flowed in between metal bars just passed the exit to the tunnels. Beyond them, a thick forest lay, inky shadows writhing to the small breeze. Renner’s heart beat with relief as they approached. Between the group, the dragon and the bars, stood dozens of naliks, each holding a dragon egg or two. They waited patiently as Kandle stepped through the group and pointed his snout at the bars. Runes covered each rod, moss growing and vines curling around the top and bottom of the magical bars. 
 
    The dragon opened his maw, fire gathering in his throat. With a deep exhale, fire streamed forth. The group watched as flames melted the bars like butter. The metal seeped to the floor and cooled. The entrance fully open, naliks began stepping over the melted metal to make their way into the dark forest. 
 
    “The bars only melt to dragon fire,” Kandle said as he craned his neck back to the adventurers. “This is where we part. Thank you for your kindness fighting that monster.” 
 
    Renner threw up his hands, “Wait. We still need your help.” 
 
    The dragon’s scaly brow rose, “I must ensure the eggs are delivered to their hidden location.” 
 
    Renner stepped closer, “I know but we need to get to Noryth ASAP! We believe we can help stop the war.” 
 
    Kandle eyed the rogue, “There is no stopping the undead army. Lythor has fallen. I’m sure they will continue until all the dragon kingdoms are taken. My priority is to see the young are safe.” 
 
    Thorrin stepped closer, “That is our priority too. If we can get to the capital, we can help end this before any more damage is done. We need your wings.” 
 
    Kandle looked away, uncertainty in his eyes, “I cannot leave the young. They need to be protected.” 
 
    Renner looked up at the bronze dragon, “All of Lukken needs protection. How long before your secret places are found out? The trolls and dread lords want all of Lukken. You just have to drop us off. We can travel the rest on foot.” 
 
    Kandle’s head lowered, “I don’t know….” 
 
    Renner touched his hand to the dragon’s neck and decided to turn on the charm. 
 
    “I know it’s difficult but if we don’t do the right thing now, we will always question ourselves. Could we have done more? I know I can’t live with that question and neither should you. You’re a good guy. Help us save Lukken.” 
 
    Kandle’s gaze fell on the rogue. Renner looked up with wide eyes and a gentle smile. The area was silent as the dragon’s expression showed he was thinking, gears turning in his mind. 
 
    “I can only carry three of you,” Kandle said with a small smile. 
 
    Ro stepped forward, “I’ll stay and protect the naliks and the eggs.” 
 
    Thorrin looked to the beautiful goblin, “Ro?” 
 
    Ro looked to Thorrin with warm eyes, “Someone needs to protect them. My ability to sense the undead will keep us on the right path, avoiding danger.” 
 
    The goblin stepped to Kandle, “I will protect them with my life.” 
 
    Kandle nodded, “I believe you, paladin.” 
 
    The goblin turned and stepped to Thorrin, “Then, this is where we part.” 
 
    Before Thorrin could answer, the goblin threw her large hands around his waist and pressed her face against his armored stomach. 
 
    “Be safe and give the trolls holy hell,” the goblin said, a tear streaking down her cheek. 
 
    Thorrin held her close, “I will.” 
 
    Gylda hovered next to Renner, her eyes watering. Vass and Renner eyed each other, a heaviness in their hearts. 
 
    “Time is of the essence,” Kandle huffed and looked to Ro. “The naliks know the way. Follow them and protect them.” 
 
    “I will,” Ro said with a wide smile as another tear streaked her green cheek. 
 
     Kandle signaled the plan to the listening naliks and bent a leg so the adventurers could step onto his back. Renner was first to step up. Vass was next and Thorrin was last. Hands took hold of scales as the dragon lumbered out into the open. Wings spread as Ro and the lizard people moved to the forest edge. Eyes turned back to see the bronze dragon flap his leathery wings. After a few pumps, the dragon was airborne. Ro waved to them from the forest edge. Thorrin and Vass waved back. 
 
    Renner looked out as Kandle flapped higher and higher. The city of Lythor stood miles away, flames and undead dragons filling the black sky. When they reached high enough, Renner glanced down to see Ro and the naliks were gone, disappearing into the medieval forest. 
 
    Kandle caught a wind and flew off, undead roars filling the burning city. 
 
    The tension in the three adventures settled as Kandle flew higher and higher. The northern countryside spread out before them. Distant fires lit the skies as the dragon kingdoms burned, one by one. The higher they flew, the more they could see. Renner’s eyes drank in the plumes of black smoke and burning cities. Red dots appeared randomly amid the forested areas, fields and edges of the cities. 
 
    “That looks like portals opening,” Renner shouted over the cold wind. 
 
    “They might be forcing the portals open,” Vass shouted back. 
 
    Kandle turned his head slightly, “The portals haven’t been used in such a long time, they had become nothing more than standing ruins. The trolls and dread lords have figured out how to open them without activating them first.” 
 
    “That means Noryth may already be under attack,” Thorrin added. 
 
    Gylda clutched to Renner’s neck as he pressed his hand against her. The wind was brutal as they flew along. White specs of dead dragons hovered over kingdoms, diving down and releasing black and gray flames.  
 
    Renner wanted to feel confident about this plan but his heart said otherwise. There was no guarantee the sormir would listen, even if they had the Star. It was a gamble he hoped would pay off.  
 
    Renner kept his head low, holding Gylda to his neck when he looked forward. A massive city rose against the northern horizon. It spread out, walls and streets melding with countryside. Towers rose up and beyond them a mountain stood. Castle-like structures were built into the side of it. Crystals built into the city pulsed with power but the rogue noticed something was off. 
 
    Skeletal dragons swooped from the sky, breathing black and gray flames as towers spit lightning and fireballs. The entire city lit up as chaos filled the sky. Living dragon’s launched from stone perches and spit fire into the oncoming dead. Shafts of light shot up from the streets, striking dragons mid-flight and sending them spiraling to the ground. The splendor and grandeur of Noryth faded to a killing sky, death from above and below. 
 
    “Trolls must already be in the city,” Vass said as she hugged Renner’s waist from behind. 
 
    Renner turned his head, “Thorrin! Where is the Star kept?” 
 
    The paladin pointed a single finger, “In the mountain.” 
 
    Renner looked back to the city. “Duh, of course it would be in the mountain.” 
 
    Kandle flew lower as the city rapidly approached. Even at their distance, they could see the streets were filled with fighting. A portal stood open against a wall while troll troops marched out. Spears launched into the air, taking down dragons by the dozens. Renner could see that over the years, just like in the garden, cities and places of Lukken seemed to grow around the silent portals. As they grew, they integrated them with the architecture. With time, Lukken seemed to forget they even functioned and now they were being used for invasion without any way to defend themselves. 
 
    “I will bring you as close to Spire Keep as I can,” Kandle said and began to dive. 
 
    “Drop us off at the edge of the city! We can fight our way through!” Renner shouted. 
 
    The dragon shook its head, “There are too many enemy forces. You saved my life and the eggs. It’s only fair I get you as close as I can.” 
 
    The three players held tight as Kandle banked left and right and over the city walls. Abyssal fire rained down from the sky as intense fighting filled the streets. Dragons roared fire, lightning and frost attacks in every direction. Troll’s advanced, clustering together as fire and frost washed over them, their rune armor protecting them. Dragons growled as they ceased their attacks and threw their very bodies at the trolls, rolling and crushing them to shattered light. Claws whipped out, separating limbs, heads and torsos from waists, legs and shoulders. Spears flashed forward, impaling dragons as they fought on. Dead dragons dove from the night sky, crashing into the living dragons and burning them with abyssal fire.  
 
    Renner was in awe as he watched the carnage unfold. The blood rushing to his ears drowned out all sound as he watched magnificent dragons fighting tooth and claw against the invading armies and dying with each passing moment. Vass hugged him, lost in the horrific beauty as the mighty dragons fell, crying out before their bodies shattered to nothing. All three wondered how many awakened dragons perished, never to come back as they once were. The toll was heavy as the enemy filled the streets. Citizens fought along the living dragons, taking as many of the enemy as they could before their bodies shattered to light. 
 
    Kandle flew on through the symphony of carnage, serpent eyes on the Spire Keep. A spear shot past and the dragon dove to the left. Another shot past him and he dove to the right. A skeletal dragon trailed behind the bronze dragon, maw open and black fire falling out the sides. It was about to fire when a silver dragon flew up underneath and slashed a huge sword across the dragon’s midsection. 
 
    Everyone glanced back as the dead dragon fell into two pieces before shattering away. The silver dragon with a sword too big for any other creature to wield, turned and rushed with flapping wings to the next flying abomination. 
 
    “Skalor,” Kandle said before turning back to his flight path. 
 
    Thorrin looked behind, watching the silver dragon hack one undead dragon from the sky and then another. 
 
    “We might have a chance,” the paladin whispered. 
 
    Kandle flew left and right, further down past towers as they blasted the dead dragons from the sky. A spear shot dangerously close to the bronze dragon’s wing. Kandle ignored the ground troops as he barreled toward the mountain. 
 
    “I cannot land. Prepare to jump,” Kandle shouted. 
 
    “Jump?” All three players shouted in unison. 
 
    “Jump!” Kandle shouted above the sounds of explosions and roaring fire. 
 
    The street blurred underneath them. A building crumpled; a triangular structure amid the rubble. A red portal flashed and bodies stepped out just as Kandle flew past. 
 
    Thorrin brought his leg over and jumped. Vass leapt onto her feet and jumped. Renner rolled his body sideways, falling off the dragon and hitting the cobbled street. 
 
    (Acrobatics)40+(Dexterity)30=70/(Encounter Roll)44. Landing Successful!  
 
    Renner rolled to his feet and kept running as Kandle shot into the air and flew away. Vass and Thorrin followed as the three made their way down the main street toward Spire Keep. Deafening roars filled the sky as they pushed on. Dragons launched from the mountain with swords, shields and maces bigger than any weapon they had seen. 
 
     The three reached the vast courtyard before the main entrance to the mountain. Renner looked back and his eyes widened. Down the street, a portal blazed. A figure with wild short hair and thick sideburns stepped into view, holding a large black battle axe. Around him, skeletons, zombies, wraiths and trolls gathered.  
 
    “Don’t look back,” Renner said as the figure with the battle axe leered in their direction. 
 
    “Why?” Vass and Thorrin said as they looked back. 
 
    A cold chill filled their hearts as Mad Morgan began marching toward them in his black armor and an army behind him. 
 
    “Thorrin! My old friend!” Mad Morgan cackled as he and his army broke into a run. 
 
    “Shitshitshitshit,” Renner said as he darted toward the massive entrance.  
 
    Vass and Thorrin followed until they crossed the threshold. 
 
    “Which way?” Renner asked as he glanced back at the incoming dread lord. 
 
    Thorrin pressed on, leading the way. “It’s past the council chamber, straight ahead!” 
 
    Gylda flew into the air above the three players as they pumped their legs. Renner wondered how they were going to get out of there as he ran. The thought unnerved him and he fell back to his usual plan of winging it. No sense getting worked up just yet, he thought. 
 
    The massive tunnel was big enough for half a dozen dragons to walk side by side. It did not bode well for the players as they wondered how they could defend against the enemy.  
 
    Torches burned along the sides of the tunnel, the three players and the luck fairy moving as fast as their legs could carry them. Just as it seemed to go on forever, the tunnel opened up into a massive cavern. The size was enormous. Floating crystals were at the top, shining light down across the cavern. Immense perches lined the back wall. They all stood empty save for one. A gold serpent dragon lay on the perch, eyes looking to the three players and defeat in its eyes. 
 
    Thorrin rushed ahead, “We need the Star of Sormir!” 
 
    The dragon let out a sad exhale, smoke drifting up from flared nostrils. “It is too late. Our time is ending and soon we will all return to the stars,” the dragon said in a feminine voice. 
 
    Thorrin’s brow creased, “We can’t give up! We must fight!” 
 
    The dragon gave him a sad and amused gaze, “The Sormir will not come to our aid. As foretold, the time of dragons has reached its end. Not all accept our fate but I accept it with an open heart.” 
 
    “You…can’t….” Thorrin said incredulously. 
 
    Renner stepped past the paladin, “You can’t help her. She’s given up. Let’s find the Star.” 
 
    The gold dragon looked to them and raised a clawed hand. At the bottom of the perch outcroppings, stone and earth shifted away to form a tunnel. Beyond it, gold glittered in the torch light. 
 
    “Take the Star back to the Sormir….” The gold dragon trailed off. 
 
    Renner and Vass darted forward. Thorrin looked to the dragon helplessly before following his fellow players. The sound of boots and metal echoed down the long corridor behind them. The gold dragon looked down, a tear rolling down and forming a crystal. It fell and hit the stone floor, smashing to dust.   
 
    Renner barreled through to the other side of the small tunnel. There he skidded to a halt, eyes the size of saucers. Vass stopped at his side, eyes round and drinking in the sight before her. 
 
    A cavern stretched on so far that they couldn’t see the other side. Wide pillars dotted the cavern and gold and gems covered the floor. Torchlight reflected off crowns, coins, armors, weapons and gems. 
 
    “We…we could retire forever….” Renner said with awe in his tone. 
 
    “Really? Now?” Vass said as she darted forward to the treasure horde. 
 
    Renner shook his head and followed, “Sorry, I lost my head for a moment.” 
 
    Coins and gems shifted under their feet as they made their way through. Thorrin ran in and jumped into the treasure piles, moving like he was feet deep in snow. The three spread out with Gylda flying overhead. 
 
    The luck fairy zipped around until something gleamed in the corner of her vision. The fairy turned her head and saw, standing on a pedestal, a green jewel of a starfish shining with ethereal light. 
 
    “I found it!” Gylda shouted as she darted toward the emerald starfish. 
 
    Little hands took hold as she lifted it with ease, the Star twice her size. Renner fist pumped in the air as the fairy flew back. Letting go, it dropped in Renner’s hand and he held it up, marveling at it. 
 
    “Almost there,” The rogue said as he opened his inventory and placed the star in a slot. 
 
    “Time to go…” Renner stopped as explosions rocked the council chamber. A dragon cried out before it was silenced and the sound of marching continued. 
 
    Renner, Vass, Thorrin and Gylda faced the tunnel, weapons in hand. Figures moved toward them, weapons drawn and ready. 
 
    “No way out,” Renner said in a low voice. 
 
    “Then we fight,” Thorrin said with a hard edge. 
 
    Vass pulled two holy daggers, “We have to survive.” 
 
    Thorrin shook his head, “I’m not sure we can do that. This might be our last stand.” 
 
    Vass looked to the blonde paladin, “Renner and I are each having an awakened child. We have to survive or our deaths may kill them.” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes stared at the elf, “You what? Both of you?” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Yea, just like Jayson Reed.” 
 
    “How?” Thorrin asked. 
 
    “They are carrying my children,” Gylda said with a beautiful smile. 
 
    Renner looked up at the luck fairy, heart swelling. Gylda looked down, joy in her eyes just as an arrow struck her tiny body, the end exploding out her lower back. Renner witnessed the arrow, boring into the golden fairy, her smile fading away as her body was thrown. Stark madness surged as the rogue screamed. 
 
    Thorrin shouted until an arrow buried in his neck. Vass’s hands flicked forward as armored skeletons and trolls released another volley of arrows. The enemy army surged forward, Mad Morgan leading the charge. 
 
    Hands moving like they were possessed, Renner pulled his crossbow and loaded Fireball bolts. Heart pumping, cold calm guided him as his MEG helmet and suit surged from the biofeedback. Crossbow loaded, he lifted it with one hand and pulled the trigger. Eyes cold, bolts flew with perfect precision, slamming into chests, necks and faces, exploding a moment later. The treasure room was rocked with explosions as the rogue stepped toward the advancing army. Skeletons were blown to pieces and trolls cried out before explosions ripped them to bits. Vass shouted to Renner but he couldn’t hear her or anything else for that matter. Mad Morgan stood, battleaxe across his legs and a sardonic smile on his lips. Explosions ripped his men to pieces but he stood, staring at the advancing rogue. 
 
    Thorrin pulled the arrow out of his neck, healing himself as he rushed to Renner’s side. Vass somersaulted, dodging incoming arrows and throwing dagger after dagger. Mad Morgan began to advance, hefting his battleaxe and breaking into a run. Renner continued to fire until the crossbow clicked empty. Hand moving, he pulled out another eight Fireball bolts and loaded them into the crossbow.  
 
    Mad Morgan lifted his axe up, closing the distance and ready to bury his axe in Renner’s head. Renner loaded the last bolt, slammed the slot closed and aimed just as the axe blade came down. Thorrin knocked the axe aside at the last few inches as Renner jabbed the crossbow an inch from the dread lord’s stomach. Pulling the trigger, the bolt slammed into him and exploded. 
 
    Thorrin and Renner were thrown back, crashing into the piles of gold. Fire engulfed the dread lord as he stepped closer. Skin was blackened and hanging off as he looked to them with a mad leer. From the floor, Renner fired again and again. Two bolts slammed into the dread lord and exploded. A haunting laughter filled the treasure chamber as Mad Morgan lifted his axe and brought it down again. 
 
    Renner rolled to the side and back to his feet. Thorrin attacked the dread lord, his white and gray hammers slamming into his body. Mad Morgan shifted his attack to the paladin, each side exchanging blows. Vass continued to circle the invading force, throwing daggers with each step. Renner stepped closer to the dread lord and paladin and fired. 
 
    Mad Morgan swung his axe, knocking the bolt away. It hit a pile of gold and exploded in flames. 
 
    “Death comes for the immortals,” Mad Morgan said with a ragged breath, the flesh around his mouth hanging in shreds. 
 
    “You’re right, it does,” Renner growled as his hand pulled out a white dagger. 
 
    The dread lord heaved his axe but a white hammer slammed into his chest, knocking him off balance. Renner charged, jamming the holy dagger into the dread lord’s neck over and over again. Mad Morgan laughed like a mad man as Renner viscously stabbed again and again. Thorrin slammed a glowing hand on the dread lord’s face. Healing energy turned the dread lord’s laughter into screams. Blackened skin curled away from the healing energy as Thorrin’s hand burned down to white bone. Vass pulled her crossbow and fired into the remaining skeletons and trolls. Magical bolts flared and exploded. 
 
    Mad Morgan’s screams turned to growls as he whipped his axe sideways. The attack was so powerful; Renner and Thorrin were thrown ten feet into the air and landed on their backs. The remaining skeletons fired arrows as wraiths surged forward. The dark bodies of the wraiths twisted as white holy daggers sank into them. One arrow struck Renner as he lay, followed by three more. 
 
    You have taken 14 damage! HP 436/450 
 
    You have taken 12 damage! HP 424/450 
 
    You have taken 20 damage! HP 404/450 
 
    You have taken 18 damage! HP 386/450 
 
     Renner ignored the damage as he sat up, arrows sticking out of his chest. As he bent his leg to stand so he could rejoin the fight, a skeleton aimed and let loose an arrow. It darted forward, stabbing into his eye. 
 
    You have taken critical damage! You have taken 44 damage! HP 342/450 
 
    Renner lost vision in one eye. As he was about the stand up, an axe swung around and sliced across his stomach. 
 
    You have taken 62 damage! HP 280/450 
 
     Renner’s body fell back from the blow but his eye was open, staring at the dread lord with black contempt. Mad Morgan’s eyes were wide as was his ruined smile, swinging his axe. Thorrin fought to contain the monster. Renner’s back hit gold and time slowed down. Limbs still working, he pushed himself back up as Thorrin and the dread lord continued to rain blows down on each other. Vass held a dagger in each hand, slipping through the remaining undead, slicing at knees. The skeletons crumbled to shards of light. The elf became a whirlwind, stabbing dagger points into zombies and wraiths and moving on as they shattered. 
 
    Thorrin heaved as Mad Morgan parried each incoming blow. Renner was nearly to his feet, crossbow in one hand and dagger in the other. Something zipped past him, grabbing his holy dagger. Renner watched, stunned as Gylda’s body grew to her five foot form in the blink of an eye. Silent as a ghost, she barreled toward the dread lord as he parried Thorrin’s hammers. The two were locked in combat as the fairy stabbed outward with the holy dagger and jammed it into his face. The dread lord’s nose caved in as the dagger burned through until the tip touched his digital brain with holy light. 
 
    The golden fairy floated back and that was when Renner noticed her legs dangled uselessly below her. The wound bled red with streaks of light. Gylda hovered back as the dread lord curled fingers around the dagger in his face, pulled it and threw it. The dagger stabbed into Gylda’s chest and she flew back landing on Renner. 
 
    The rogue wrapped his arms around her as he sat up. Gylda’s head leaned back on his shoulder and her golden eyes looked up at Renner’s damaged face. 
 
    Vass screamed as she dispatched the last undead and troll before barreling toward the dread lord. Thorrin whirled his hammers striking down the dread lord. The elf leapt into the air and landed on Mad Morgan’s back, hands moving in a blur as she stabbed into his neck and shoulders. 
 
    Mad Morgan laughed until Thorrin’s white hammer slammed into his chest. The dread lord was laid out; falling to the floor as Vass gracefully touched the floor and walked away from his falling body. The dread lord landed and bounced but Thorrin was already on him. White hammer up, he brought it down on the dread lord’s chest like he was working a black smith’s forge. Mad Morgan’s chest plate cracked and exploded to pieces.  
 
    Thorrin wasn’t finished as he hammered at his exposed chest before it caved in. Vass fell to her knees over the dread lord. Morgan gibbered on from his ruined face but a primal edge took possession of the elf. Daggers stabbed at his chest, cutting him open. Thorrin fell to his knees, dropping his normal hammer and driving his fingers into the wound. Mad Morgan gibbered with wet chuckles as paladin and rogue took hold of his shattered ribcage and pulled. A sickening crunch and tear filled the air as his chest cavity was open. A black heart beat as the body began to deteriorate. 
 
    “No more,” Thorrin hissed as he lifted his white hammer. 
 
    “No more,” Vass said as she stabbed at Mad Morgan’s heart once, tears in her eyes. 
 
    The rogue pulled her dagger back as the paladin brought his hammer down hard. Holy power struck at the abyssal heart. Mad Morgan screeched; his heart obliterated to dust. The dread lord’s screeches silenced. Cracks of light splinted along his destroyed body before it shattered to shards of dark light. 
 
    Renner looked down at Gylda in his arms. Cracks of light appeared, snaking along her golden skin as she looked to Renner with a gentle smile. Thorrin was up and racing to their side. 
 
    “I truly loved you,” Gylda said softly. 
 
    “I truly loved you,” Renner said, tear streaking from his remaining eye. 
 
    Thorrin’s hand glowed with healing energy as he slid on his knees to Renner and Gylda. The golden fairy gave Renner one last gaze of beauty and wonder before light engulfed her. The fairy’s body fell into pieces of light just as Thorrin drove his hand into it. The pieces fell away to the gold underneath as it was too late, her spirit gone. 
 
       Vass looked down, eyes watering. Amid the dust left from Mad Morgan, a red crystal on a chain glowed with a dim light. The elf reached down and picked it up, gazing at a portal crystal. 
 
    Thorrin stayed on his knees as he reached over, touching Renner’s shoulder and filling him with healing light. The rogue sat, his eye growing and filling the destroyed socket. Wounds closed and blood faded away. Renner looked on, his body healed but his heart still broken. 
 
    “We still have to keep going. I have to get you and Vass to safety,” Thorrin said in a low, sad tone. 
 
    Renner stood up, shadows covering his eyes. Thorrin was to his feet, as was Vass. The three stood in silence. Renner said nothing as his blood simmered. The game was no longer a game. Much like reality, it all became about life and death. The skepticism about awakening NPC’s he felt before washed away and purpose filled his heart. It didn’t matter what reality he was in, it all boiled down to the same thing. 
 
    “We must help those who cannot help themselves,” Renner said in the barest whisper. 
 
    “What?” Thorrin asked with concern. 
 
    Renner shook his head, “Nothing. We have to make it to the beach and call on the Sormir.” 
 
    Vass stepped closer and threw her arms around Renner’s neck, sadness in her eyes. “We won’t make it out of the kingdom to the beach unless we can fly.” 
 
    The elf pulled one hand back and dangled the portal crystal before the rogue, “But we can make it to the portal and escape.” 
 
    Renner gazed into Vass’s sad smile. The rogues held each other close as Thorrin looked on. 
 
    “We have to stay alive for her….and our children,” Vass whispered. 
 
    “We will,” Renner gave her one last squeeze before pulling back. 
 
    Renner continued, “Best place I can think of escaping to is the human capital, Valtis.” 
 
    “Every player not fighting across Lukken will be there, holding down the fort,” Thorrin added. 
 
    Vass leaned in, pressing her forehead to the handsome rogue’s head. Renner let out a long exhale, feeling like their hearts were as bright as stars. 
 
    “Let’s end this,” Renner said as he pulled away. 
 
    Vass and Thorrin followed the rogue as he led the way. Walking turned to running as they exited the secret chamber. The council hall was empty, the gold dragon dead and gone. The three players pumped their legs. Renner’s brow pointed into a sharp V, filled with determination.  
 
    The players raced out of the long wide corridor and back outside of the Spire Keep. The city burned as undead dragons spit black and gray flames. Cries and screams sang on as Noryth blazed. Plumes of smoke ominously snaked into the air as the stars were blotted out of the sky. 
 
    Renner led the charge. The three raced down the wide street. Two blocks ahead of them, a portal glowed amid ruined stones. Noryth citizens fought with trolls as undead dragons landed on wide streets and blasted people to shards of light. 
 
    A dead dragon caught sight of three people running past a wide street and followed. Thorrin glanced back to see a skeletal dragon chasing them, black flames leaking from its maw. 
 
    “We have company,” Thorrin shouted as his holy aura went up. 
 
    “The portal,” Renner pointed. 
 
    Vass pulled out the chain with the portal crystal. 
 
    “Think of Valtis,” Renner instructed. 
 
    The elf reached the edge of the rubble and leapt into the air. Spinning through the air she landed on the edge of the portal and thrust her hand with the crystal into it. The portal flared with crimson light as the elf thought of the human capital, Valtis. 
 
    “Go!” Renner said as he leapt into the air. 
 
    Vass nodded and stepped through, body disappearing into the red light. Renner landed at the edge and turned. Thorrin climbed over the rocks and onto the stone steps. The dead dragon clawed its way forward, spitting a stream of abyssal fire.  
 
    Thorrin reached Renner’s side and shoved the rogue into the portal. Turning around, black flames hit his holy aura. Thorrin gritted his teeth as the barrier barely kept the flames from consuming his flesh. 
 
    “This is far from over,” Thorrin said with a hard edge, stepping back into the portal.  
 
    Red light engulfed the paladin as the dead dragon roared a stream of black and gray flames at the portal entrance, filling it with darkness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Fifteen 
 
    A lone portal stood, thick rocks surrounding its triangular shape. The gentle sounds of waves crashing filled the beach with a comforting white noise. Stars twinkled like diamonds, a cool breeze caressing the sand. Red light pulsed in the middle of the ancient portal. The circular hole in the middle of the stone structure pulsed again and again. With a flash, bodies fell out one by one. When the last one hit the ground, black and gray flames roared out overhead for an instant before they died down. 
 
    Renner looked up; dagger in hand in case anything came through. Thorrin and Vass were already moving to their feet, weapons at the ready. The portal pulsed with crimson light but nothing emerged. 
 
    “I think the dead dragon was too big to come after us,” Vass said and sheathed her daggers. 
 
    “It would explain why they transported Harkkon instead of building their army in safer territories,” Thorrin added. 
 
    Renner slowly stood up, pain filling his heart as he faced the portal, dagger still in hand. The wound was still fresh and he knew he couldn’t push it away for later. It coiled like a venomous snake, fangs deeply imbedded in his soul. Seeing Gylda perish caused a knot to form at his core. Fingers flexing, the hurt and rage billowed like a roaring flame, ready to consume the world and turn it to ash. 
 
    Vass moved to Renner’s side, eyes cast down and pain in her heart. She touched his shoulder and the rogue turned to her with blank eyes. Renner cut through the haze and stared at the elf, sorrow bleeding from the corner of her eyes. The pain changed. The rogue reached up and took hold of her waist. Vass felt his strong arms pull her closer. Renner pressed his face to her neck, wanting to sob the night away. Vass held him, trying to soothe their pain away. 
 
    Thorrin turned from the mourning couple and looked north. The tall stone towers of Valtis stood against the night backdrop. Thorrin guessed they were several miles from the city and it would be a hike to get there but as he stared, he noticed something else. A flash of black flame rose up as eyes moved west of the splendid capital. Undead dragons swooped down, breathing their abyssal flames. Magical attacks lit up between towers and castles as a fight roared on. 
 
    “I think we’re too late,” Thorrin said grimly, finger pointing to the city. 
 
    Renner and Vass turned their heads, staring with unblinking eyes as the human capital was under attack. Even from the distance, it didn’t look like it was going well. 
 
    Renner clenched his jaw. Hand reaching into his cloak, he pulled out the Star of Sormir and stormed down the small steps and onto the sandy beach. Each step filled with purpose as he stepped along the sand, toward the small waves. 
 
    “Renner?” Vass said as she took two steps and stopped, hand out. 
 
    “I’m fucking ending this,” Renner said as he continued to walk toward the beach edge. 
 
    Vass and Thorrin stood side by side on the sand, watching the tormented rogue walk straight into the water. Waves crashing gently against his knees as the rogue lifted the Star of Sormir and took a deep breath. 
 
    “Show yourselves you fuckers!” Renner shouted to the cold sea. 
 
    The sea’s rhythm continued to sing its serene song. 
 
    “I have the Star! Show yourselves or I will break it into a million pieces!” Renner shouted like a mad man. 
 
    The sea bubbled and foamed. Renner’s eyes held a dark gleam as patches of ocean swirled and frothed. A moment later, large things broke the surface, rising up into the air. Armored serpent bodies curled upwards, glowing serpent eyes casting their gaze down on the beach. Razor fins from the top of their heads and down their backs shined in the starlight. Blunted snouts remained shut, water cascading down their bodies. At first there was only a few but soon dozens and dozens of the sormir rose up from the ocean depths, eyes turned to the beach focusing on the lone figure in the water. 
 
    Renner dropped the hand holding the Star down to his side as he looked up with an inhuman rage. 
 
    “Glad you can join us!” 
 
    A large sormir opened its maw and spoke, “Why have you summoned us?” 
 
    Renner funneled his rage into his voice, “I summoned you to stop this war! The dread lords and trolls have attacked and are killing everyone. They know your power and if you stop it, they will turn and run!” 
 
    The sormir stared with an unflinching gaze for a long moment before it spoke again. “We can only offer advice and nothing more as agreed upon for possessing the Star.” 
 
    Thorrin and Vass walked over to the water’s edge, eyes on the massive creatures swaying in the sea. 
 
    Renner let out a sarcastic laugh, “Yea right! You have been known to throw fits. You have attacked dragons without cause! You’re all crazy! What’s wrong with taking that crazy and ending the fucking war!” 
 
    The sormir serpent eyes pierced Renner’s soul as he stood, “You have great pain but pain is natural. You offer nothing for such an act of revenge. It will not bring back your beloved.” 
 
    Renner took a menacing step forward, “Now you listen to me you crazy pieces of shit! I know you can’t bring her back. I am asking….no, telling you to put an end to this war for the sakes of all those who cannot fight back!”     
 
    “Those that cannot fight will be relieved of their spirits so the strong can rule. That is the law of strength.” 
 
    Renner nodded his head sarcastically, “Yea yea I know that law. But there is the law of knowledge and wisdom too. Wouldn’t it be wise to show them the error of their ways? Wouldn’t it show Lukken how powerful and kind you really are?” 
 
    The Sormir’s expression did not change. “The Sindrell have nurtured the races of Lukken for too long and now all of Lukken is paying the price. If we interfere, we will be performing a disservice to all living beings. You waste our time.” 
 
    Renner took another step forward holding the Star up, “Don’t you swim away from me! I have the Star! Stop this war or I will gather an army just to hunt and kill you sea serpents!” 
 
    The sormir chuckled and soon all of the sea serpents behind it began to chuckle. 
 
    “You do not have the power to stop this war and you have less power to stop us. You bring nothing to bargain. Your impotent screams mean nothing to us. The advice we give, ‘Run to live another day’.” 
 
    A flash of red touched the edge of Vass’s vision. Turning her head, she looked to the portal. A large dark figure stepped through, taking each step down to the beach. The darkness parted and Vass reached over to the paladin and tapped his hand. Thorrin turned his head and his eyes widened a hair before a hungry rage took root. The rogue and paladin turned their backs to Renner as they drew their weapons. 
 
    “Well done,” the figure bellowed above the sounds of surf. 
 
    Renner turned and his heart seethed. Ulkur stood in front of the portal, a sword at one hip and a whip on the other. The troll was dressed in black leather up to his neck. Thick black hair fell to one side as black eyes stared out with a touch of amusement. 
 
    “You are the best thief across Lukken. You managed to return the Star of Sormir to its rightful owner. Hand it over and I will let you leave with your lives, your purpose fulfilled,” Ulkur smiled. 
 
    Renner turned and walked back onto the beach. Standing next to Vass and Thorrin, the rogue glared with contempt. 
 
    “You have been following us the whole time,” Renner nearly spit. 
 
    Ulkur took a step forward, hands up to his shoulders and palms out, “Nothing as simple as that. We already knew where the Eyes of Harkkon were. We simply needed some motivation for you to retrieve the Star. Now that you have, it will be placed in the kingdoms to the south as a reminder of our achievements as a people.” 
 
    “Do I even need to ask how? I’m sure you were following us by the coin.” 
 
    Ulkur’s smile stayed, “No, the coin was meant to throw you off balance. The one way portal crystal I gave you was how I monitored you whenever you travelled through a portal. I knew you would never use it and with time and distance of the essence, if you used another crystal and any portal, I would be able to follow you. That is why we are all here.” 
 
    Ulkur put down his hands, “I knew the Star would be held in a vault we could not access once we took Noryth. As expected, with the Sindrell defeated, they would entrust such an item to one of the lesser races to return it to the sea. You did your duty but I will be taking the Star with me now.” 
 
    Renner eyed the troll before parting his lips, “You came alone because we’re not a threat to you.” 
 
    The troll master closed his eyes and smirked, “I don’t need an army to take on two rogues and a paladin. My forces are engaged across the continent. In a matter of hours, the human kingdoms will fall and then all kingdoms will belong to the Kunarr master race.” 
 
    Renner glanced at his stats. 
 
    Renner Wulf 
 
    Rogue 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 450/450 
 
    Armor- 42 
 
     
 
    Strength- 22 (+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 31 (+7) 
 
    Wisdom- 11 (+4)  
 
    Dexterity- 60 (+30) 
 
    Stamina- 30 (+7) 
 
    Charisma- 51 (+20)  
 
    Luck- 0 (0) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 58 
 
    Pick Pocket- 45 
 
    Pick Locks- 68   
 
    Pick Magical Locks- 55 
 
    Edge Weapons (Minor)- 50 
 
    Throwing Edge Weapons- 45 
 
    Crossbow- 50 
 
    Melee- 35 
 
    Acrobatics- 40 
 
      
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Slicing- 10 to 30 damage  
 
    Mana Drain Dagger- 5 to 20 damage (Damage and Mana drain) (Lost!) 
 
    Holy Dagger- 10 to 15 damage (Holy Damage) 
 
    Leather Armor of Shadows- +40 Armor +10 Sneak 
 
    Dragon Fang Crossbow- +30 to aiming +10 damage 
 
    Crossbow bolts (39)- 20 to 50 damage 
 
    Holy Bolts (10)-  40 to 60 damage  
 
    Fire Tip Bolts (50)-  40 to 60 Fire damage 
 
    Ice Tip Bolts (46)- 40 to 60 Ice damage 
 
    Mana Tip Bolts (50)- 40 to 60 Magic damage 
 
    Fireball Bolts (15)- 90 to 160 Explosive Fire damage 
 
    Renner noticed his Luck stat had reached zero. The pain surged knowing he and Gylda were a team that could not be beat. She was lucky in the truest sense of the word. Now that she was no more, his famous lucky edge was gone.  
 
    Fingers trembling, the rogue made two fists before his eyes took on a sickening gaze. Ulkur took a step forward and another, confidence filling his black eyes. 
 
    A small smirk stabbed into the rogue’s cheek when the troll master was halfway to them. 
 
    “Did you really think I wouldn’t have a backup plan?” 
 
    Ulkur stopped; eyes on the rogue. Thorrin looked to Renner with confusion but Vass’s gaze was as cold as ice.  
 
    Renner took a step forward, pulling his Dragon Fang crossbow in one hand and a white dagger with the other. 
 
    “You have no plan,” Ulkur said with wary eyes. “The Sormir will not help you. There is no one for miles that can help you. Do not make me hack your bodies to dust. Give me the Star and keep your lives.” 
 
    Water churned close to the shore. Ulkur’s gaze shifted to the small pool of bubbling water. Renner, Vass and Thorrin kept their gaze on the troll. A head with white hair emerged from the bubbling swirl. The figure stepped up from the small waves, white robe flowing over their body and a kind but determined gaze in their eyes.  
 
    Magnys walked onto the beach, hands at his sides and robe already drying. 
 
    Ulkur stepped back, each azure hand on each of his weapons. 
 
    Renner continued, “What’s the matter Ulkur? You seem nervous.” 
 
    The troll master’s eyes took on a weak edge, “Keep the Star. It will not help you.” 
 
    Renner let out a chuckle and looked to Vass and Thorrin, “Now he says we can keep it. I wish he would make up his damn mind.” 
 
    “We smell fear,” the sormir said in unison as they stood as witnesses. 
 
    Renner took another step forward, turning his attention back to the master, “Magnys was with us on the ship. We spent some time brainstorming and one little fact seemed to keep coming up. The Sormir are so powerful but they do have a hair trigger. Anyone and I do mean anyone who harms them will bring down the fury of the entire Sormir hive mind.” 
 
    Magnys walked along until he was at Renner side, “The Kunarr have been incredibly respectful to not anger my beloved people. When I was down in the Harkkon ruins, I was separated from the hive mind. They did not know what you and Kurss had planned. Hurting me was a calculated risk that in the end, worked in your favor. But now, I have a small connection to my people. It is strong enough to touch the hive mind but not be consumed by it. From your reaction, it would seem you know what will happen if you lay one finger on me.” 
 
    Ulkur drew his sword and whip, “You won’t dare attack me! It would violate the laws of your people!” 
 
    Renner’s smile grew, “Magnys here is still his own person, sea serpent, whatever. We were hoping you and Kadvar would be here but, I guess, we will have to be okay with just you.” 
 
    The troll took another step back. 
 
    “I wouldn’t make a run for it,” Renner chuckled. 
 
    Magnys took a step forward, “The Kunarr were once such a beautiful people, how far you have fallen. Your jealously and rage has consumed and destroyed the one thing that made your people special……love.” 
 
    Magnys’s eyes held a sad kindness, “I am here to prevent your escape. My friends here need to speak to you, give you a chance to surrender and call your armies back.” 
 
    Ulkur’s brow softened as he stood his ground, “It is already too late. There is no turning back. There is no retreat. My final act is to bring the Star of Sormir back home to the Kunarr kingdoms.” 
 
    Renner put the star back in his inventory, “Looks like the discussion is over.” 
 
    Ulkur nodded. 
 
    Thorrin and Vass moved to either side of Renner, weapons at the ready. 
 
    “You cannot take me,” the troll said in a low tone. 
 
    Renner eyed the green health bar over the troll master. “We have some grieving to work out,” and pulled the trigger. 
 
    A bolt darted toward the troll. Ulkur flashed his sword upwards, knocking the bolt away. The bolt spun until it hit the sand and exploded. Bodies burst into action. Renner fired again as a pale aura appeared around Thorrin and he charged. Vass started running left, daggers drawn and whipping from her hand.  
 
    Ulkur ‘s blade streaked with blue light as he knocked away daggers and bolts. Explosions filled the area as Thorrin came at the troll like a holy juggernaut. Hammer in each hand, he raised them over his head and brought them down hard. Ulkur’s sword parried both hammers sideways, holding the paladin at bay as his whip unfurled in his other hand. A crossbow bolt whizzed past as the troll threw his power into the sword and knocking Thorrin away. Side stepping, another bolt whizzed past. 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30= 80/(Encounter Roll)89. Attack Unsuccessful! 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30= 80/(Encounter Roll)99. Attack Unsuccessful!  
 
      
 
    Renner continued to aim as he noticed the Encounter Numbers. Ulkur was a difficult boss level, very hard to kill. The player knew that any action his party took had to be over 79 or their attacks would fail. The master used his actions to parry but once he counter attacked, he had the potential to one shot them. The player knew their numbers would leave him open but it also meant they could still be taken down one by one.  
 
    Renner’s mind worked and he grinned as he lowered the crossbow and aimed at Ulkur’s boots. Pulling the trigger, another bolt slid into place and he pulled it again. 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30= 80/(Encounter Roll)32. Attack Successful!  
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30= 80/(Encounter Roll)56. Attack Successful! 
 
    The bolts hit the sand right before the troll master and paladin. Thorrin threw his body sideways as they exploded. The explosions knocked the troll back as he took residual damage. Dazed by the light and fire, Ulkur stepped back as Vass made a beeline for him. The elven rogue held a dagger in each hand and threw her arms up, releasing the daggers just as the explosions winked out. The master parried one as the other one sank into his shoulder. 
 
    Renner could see the sand would offer no defense if he aimed at it. The explosions would affect everything in range. Stunned, it lowered his defense long enough for Vass to get a shot in.  
 
    Ulkur used one finger to flick the dagger from his shoulder as his whip came up in a whirl. Energy ran along the leather whip as it circled around him. Renner pulled twice on the trigger, aiming for the sand once again. The bolts hit the edge and exploded but the power from the explosion was sucked up into the whip.  
 
    The master smirked as fire blazed along his whip. Raising his hand, the whip curled upwards and came down in a flash. Renner threw himself to the side as the whip hit the sand and exploded. The rogue’s body was thrown from force and tumbled across the fine sand. 
 
    Explosive damage: 85-(Armor)42= You have taken 43 damage! HP 407/450 
 
    Thorrin was on his feet, charging the troll, aura up. Ulkur brought the whip hard across. The paladin threw himself forward but was a second too slow. The whip struck his side and exploded. Thorrin hit the beach and tumbled, scorch marks against his gold and gray armor. 
 
    Renner took a shot. 
 
    (Crossbow)50+(Aiming)30-(Master’s Coin)99= -19/(Encounter Roll)88. Botched unsuccessful attack!  
 
    The bolt struck Ulkur’s blade, spun in the air and landed at Vass’s feet. The elven rogue jumped away as it exploded. Light and fire touched her feet as she hit the sand, rolled on her side and forced herself to stand back up. 
 
    “Range attacks won’t work!” Renner shouted as he charged. 
 
    Thorrin pushed off the beach floor and began running, aura blinking back on. Vass wiped blood from the corner of her mouth before pulling two daggers and charging. Ulkur smirked seeing the players rush to their deaths. 
 
    Renner pushed the crossbow into his cloak and grabbed something from his inventory. Vass glanced to the rogue as his hand came out with a bottle of wine. Thorrin grinned as he whirled both hammers. The three converged on the troll, his black eyes on the rogue with the wine bottle in his hand. 
 
    “Aim for the bottle!” Renner shouted as he lifted it up. 
 
    Ulkur’s whip flashed toward the rogue. Renner jumped and turned sideways, heaving the bottle forward and the whip strike missing him by inches. Vass and Thorrin leapt, weapons flashing. The bottle soared toward the troll as he eyed it with amusement. A dagger flashed and Ulkur parried it. Whip and sword in use, Thorrin heaved back his hammer and struck the flying bottle toward the troll. Glass shattered as the dark red liquid inside flew forward. Ulkur stepped back but the wine splashed into his face as he turned away. 
 
    Renner hit the beach and continued to run, short sword and dagger in hands. Ulkur whipped his head back, tongue licking the wine before his arm swung around. The whips flashed and struck Vass, Renner and Thorrin across the chests. Bodies flew back and hit the sand with a thud. 
 
    Whip Damage: 167-(Armor)42= You have taken 125 damage! HP 282/450 
 
     Renner curled up and laughed as pain filled his chest. Vass struggled to get back up, as did Thorrin. 
 
    “Wine? You attacked me with wine,” Ulkur said with sad contempt. 
 
    Renner slowly got back to his feet, “Not just any wine.” 
 
    Vass slowly stood up, “Enchanted sleep wine. All it takes is a taste. You should be feeling the effects any second now.” 
 
    Ulkur’s eyes bulged as he looked to the two grinning rogues. Renner lifted his blades as did Vass. Like hungry wolves going in for the kill, they stalked forward. Thorrin was up and cracking his neck, hammer in each hand. 
 
    “No….” Ulkur whispered. 
 
    The troll master took a step forward and his leg shifted under his feet. With another shaky step forward, the troll focused, trying to cut through the haziness. The three players stepped closer before they charged. Blue energy rippled along Ulkur’s blade as he held it at the ready. 
 
    The three players raised their blades and hammers and brought them down. Ulkur’s sword flashed, parrying each blow. Sparks flew as all three players rained down attacks. The troll shifted his feet, trying to stay standing as the haziness threw thicker. Despite the effects of the wine, the troll parried every incoming attack. Power surging along Ulkur’s sword, the four moved in blurs, throwing everything they had at the master.  
 
    Sand flew up as bodies shifted along the sand. The song of steel flowed on the wind as Valtis burned in the background. The Sormir watched the heated exchange, eyes indifferent. Renner pushed his body as fast as he was able too, anything to land a blow on the monster who set this war in motion. 
 
    Ulkur growled as he knocked away blades and hammers. Eyes narrowing, the troll turned his sword and aimed for the paladin. Thorrin’s aura grew bright as he aimed his hammer, lighting flashing forward. Ulkur took one step, driving his blue blade into the paladin’s chest. Thorrin’s lightning bolts slammed into the troll’s cheek. 
 
    Time slowed as Ulkur turned his black gaze on the paladin. Thorrin clutched as the sword buried in his chest. Aura fading, the paladin pulled himself closer, the tip of the sword exiting his back. Raising his white hammer as his other hammer lay at his feet; the paladin brought it hard across. The blow caused a drop of blood to fly from Ulkur’s mouth before he turned his menacing gaze on the leering paladin. 
 
    “You’re move asshole,” Thorrin spit a glob of blood. 
 
    “As you wish,” Ulkur said and power surged along his impaled sword. 
 
    Renner and Vass were moving in with blades as the power surged and exploded. Renner and Vass were thrown backwards off their feet. Crashing down, they kept their eyes open as Thorrin was ripped into shattered light. 
 
    “NO!” Vass shouted as she was to her feet. 
 
    Ulkur gave a sardonic smile as he fell to his knees. The elf was on him, plunging her daggers into his kneeling form. The troll chuckled as Vass stabbed and stabbed and stabbed. 
 
    Renner was up and hacking down with his sword. Sword and daggers stabbed deep holes but as soon as they pulled blades back, the wounds closed up. Rage fueled Vass as her attacks became a storm and her daggers the lightning. The troll’s laugh grew louder and louder until a madness took hold. 
 
    “My…regeneration…can…stop…any of your attacks. You have lost,” Ulkur hissed. 
 
    “No! No!” Renner shouted as he hacked again and again. 
 
    The master lifted his whip and cracked it in the very air. The pulse sent Renner and Vass reeling as they fell to the fine sand. Confusion took hold and they watched in flashes as the troll master slowly swayed to his feet. 
 
    Ulkur stumbled forward toward Renner, “Nice….try…..but..you..never had…a chance.” 
 
    The troll lifted his sword, blue power surging along the blade. Renner lifted his blade, read to parry. Vass looked over, eyes wide as she screamed. Ulkur brought the blade down and something flashed before him. The blade sank deep into Magnys’s shoulder, exiting out the back. 
 
    Ulkur’s black eyes grew to the size of saucers, “No…..” 
 
    Magnys looked to the troll with a sad smile, eyes filled with understanding as power surged along the sword. 
 
    “You lost your way but I never lost mine,” Magnys smiled. 
 
    The power reached its zenith and exploded. Renner threw his hand up, blocking out the light. As the darkness melted back in, the rogue stared in an astonished gaze. 
 
    Ulkur stood, sword still in hand. Before him, Magnys fell to his knees, arm gone and steam rising up from the destroyed shoulder. The sormir kept his sad smile as roars filled the ocean. 
 
    Ulkur stumbled back, disbelief painting his expression. Turning his gaze upwards, he stared in horror as the sea serpents moved in closer, molten hot steam falling from their open maws. 
 
    The mixture of horror bled away and Ulkur dropped his sword and whip. “I accept my fate and give my body to your justice.” 
 
    The troll master closed his eyes and spread out his arms. Renner took hold of Magnys, pulling him away. Vass rolled to her feet and ran to Renner and Magnys, helping the wounded sormir to the water’s edge. 
 
    “Judgment is passed. Die with honor,” a sea serpent bellowed. 
 
    Steam poured forth from dozens of sormir. Streams of white hot steam struck out toward the troll master. Ulkur opened his eyes and nodded as the streams struck him. The troll’s regeneration fought to keep him alive as he screamed. Steam burned away flesh faster then it could recover, slowing his death with every agonizing moment.  
 
    Renner, Vass and Magnys watched as Ulkur cried out, white steam melting him down to barely a skeleton. When the last scream died, what remained of the troll’s body shattered into a thousand points of light. 
 
    The rogues and sormir fell to their knees in the splashing waves, a plume of white smoke rising up. Magnys nodded and pulled away from the human and elf rogue. 
 
    “I must return to my people. The damage is extensive. I fear I will be too weak to fight the hive mind once they take me away.” 
 
    “Stay with us,” Renner said as he grabbed Magnys’s robe. “We can care for you.” 
 
    Magnys touched Renner’s hand, “The blade Ulkur used is still eating away at me. I will die if I stay. Besides, you both have a glow of life about you. Take care of your young. If I can return, I will. Then you can tell me all those wonderful stories from beyond this world.” 
 
    Renner nodded, eyes wet. Letting go, Magnys slipped down to the water. He glanced back with a wink and then fell under the surface. His white robe glowed under the small waves until it faded from view, and he was gone. 
 
    Vass let out a cry as she grabbed Renner. The rogues embraced, holding each other close and tears streaming down their cheeks. A red light flashed and the rogues turned back to the portal. 
 
    A cloaked figure stepped down the small stairs and walked across the sand. Renner and Vass watched as their hands moved to their weapons once again. 
 
    “No need for any of that. You have more than proven your worth,” the figure said and pulled back their black hood. 
 
    Kadvar looked to the rogues with piercing blue eyes and short white hair ruffling in the ocean breeze. 
 
    “I had to thank you, the plan went better than I expected,” the dread lord smiled. 
 
    Renner raised an eyebrow as Vass pulled a dagger from her cloak. Kadvar looked up to see the sormir sink below the surface, a whimsical look in his eyes. 
 
    “This was one possible outcome and I for one am happy that it happened. You saved us a lot of trouble by helping kill Ulkur. His power was great and he would have been trouble with my lord’s future plans.” 
 
      “How….how can you have planned for this?” Vass asked. 
 
    Kadvar eyed the beautiful elf, “When you see all variations, it breaks down to numbers. But I don’t want to bore you with what I see.” 
 
    Renner’s brow hardened, “Please, bore us.” 
 
    Kadvar chuckled before continuing, “You have done a great service. The dragons are defeated and the trolls are crippled. The human race would be next but you deserve a reward for fighting so valiantly. The trolls will soon discover, by my word, that their beloved Ulkur is dead. Morale will plummet and they will make a hasty retreat. The kingdom defenses will push them back and all will think they fought off the troll army but they will have taken heavy losses.” 
 
    Kadvar knelt down by the water’s edge, “With all sides crippled or defeated, my lords plans will finally come to fruition, with time. For now, you have won a small respite. I suggest you do not squander it.” 
 
    Renner drew his short sword and Vass held her daggers at the ready. 
 
    Kadvar smiled, “I can kill you both instantly. Please put those away or not only will your lives end, but the lives of your children as well. Take solace in your victory.” 
 
    The dread lord stood up and turned back to the portal, “Keep the Star but know it is useless. The madness that infects the Sormir will keep them from ever truly becoming an ally. I wish you both a pleasant night, you deserve it.” 
 
    The dread lord began walking toward the portal. Renner and Vass watched as the portal surged open and Kadvar stepped through, gone from sight. Renner sheathed his sword and reached into his cloak. Pulling out the Master’s coin and portal crystal, he watched as they disintegrated to dust. 
 
    Vass sheathed her daggers and wrapped her arms around Renner’s neck, small waves splashing against their bodies. The rogues held each other as they looked to Valtis. The dead dragons turned mid-flight and retreated. The explosions seemed to lessen and distant cheers floated into the night sky. 
 
    “It’s over for now,” Renner said as he held Vass close. 
 
    “The game will never be the same,” Vass huffed. 
 
    Renner looked to her, “It will be better, as long as we are together.” 
 
    Vass grinned, “You’re getting soft.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “It’s the hormones. Being pregnant is messing with me. I have a desire for….” Renner gave Vass a deadpan stare, “…..Tacos.”   
 
    Vass smiled, showing all her teeth, “Oh, I’ll give you a taco you can munch on.” 
 
    The rogues kissed under the starry sky, souls merging into one and new paths blazing before them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Sixteen 
 
    Renner moved a 2D screen to a wall. Swiping each small picture, one after the other, he stopped at a painting of a sunset and moved the screen closer to the wall. 
 
    “What do you think?” Renner said loudly. 
 
    Vass stood by another wall and turned to see the sunset picture, “A sunset? Really?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with sunsets?” 
 
    “We have no idea what they’ll be like when they appear. They will be fully grown when they arrive so they can decorate their own walls,” Vass smiled as she looked back to her 2D screen. “We should paint their rooms black and silver.” 
 
    Renner turned from the wall and stepped to Vass’s side, “We going to make them goths?” 
 
    Vass smiled, “They will be who they are but we can give them a playful direction.” 
 
    The rogue shook his head, “Pick white and let them pick their own colors when they arrive.” 
 
    Renner slid a hand around Vass’s slender waist, “I wonder what they’ll look like? I mean, mine is half human and half luck fairy but yours is going to be half elf and half luck fairy.” 
 
    “Whatever they are, they will be beautiful,” Vass said as she leaned into the dashing rogue. 
 
    Renner took in her scent, knowing she was right next to him back in reality. The last few days spiraled on as they made their way back to Ruby Turtle Island.Coming back, they had enough gold to build a new home. Renner thought it was nice now that they could work together to make it perfect. The first house burning down gave them a clean slate to work with and add extra rooms. 
 
    The rogue called up his skills, seeing the ??? skill at 2% made him a little too excited. He was bouncing off the walls and Vass had to calm him down as they laughed. It would be months before the skill reached 100%, plenty of time to get their home in order and maybe save Lukken from itself. 
 
    Memories floated in as the rogue and elf held each other. Thorrin was locked out of the game for three days but was fine otherwise. He did tell them over the phone that he tried to contact Wynter but could not reach her. Checking in the game, the player never logged back on since her death. Naturally, they worried about her but with no means to contact her outside of the game they could only hope she was okay and maybe taking a long break. It was understandable since the rest of Lukken fell into a controlled chaos. 
 
    Renner and Vass took the first ship they could find back to the islands. Checking the network, the dragon kingdoms had fallen. Those who survived went into hiding all across Lukken. Ro managed to get back to them via message stone, saying she was going to stay with Kandle and the Naliks to continue protecting the dragon eggs.  
 
    The human kingdoms barely made it. Valtis was badly damaged and many players were suffering from shell shock from the Long Night. The fight was to the bitter line and those who survived did so not knowing that Renner and Vass helped with the victory. 
 
    The troll kingdoms did not escape unscathed. Renner heard how sormir rose up that same night and blasted the Kunarr Capital. Renner and Vass assumed it happened at the same time Ulkur was killed, the Sormir showing their displeasure for his crime. Many castles and homes felt the streams of death as they were destroyed in minutes, and then the sea serpents returned to the depths. The damage was not as extensive as to what the trolls and dread lords had inflicted but it was enough for the troll kingdoms to take note. 
 
    A strange peace fell over all of Lukken. The Long Night had cost so much and so many lives; it seemed all sides were licking their wounds. Renner was happy for the peace. It would give them time to prepare for the future. 
 
    “We should work on the basement next. Get it ready for any guests in need of shelter,” Renner smiled. 
 
    Vass nodded, “You really think it will help?” 
 
    Renner held her tighter, “There will be many running from the trolls. They should have a safe haven.” 
 
    “Do you believe in the awakened?” Vass asked in a low tone. 
 
    “I do,” Renner kissed the top of her head. “You could say I’m awakened too.” 
 
    The elf looked up with warm eyes, “Good because they do need our help.” 
 
    Vass broke away from his arms and moved to the wall, “Once the children arrive, they will give us some training for the real thing.” 
 
    Renner’s eyebrow went up, “Real thing? You can’t be serious……are you serious?” 
 
    Vass gave him a playful glance, “I’m not pregnant yet but the way we keep going at each other, it’s only a matter of time.” 
 
    “What about nursing school and…” Renner stopped as Vass turned and sauntered back to him, finger reaching up and touching his chin. 
 
    “Don’t worry. When we’re ready, we’ll know. Now help me pick out some furniture,” Vass said as she turned away and smacked Renner’s ass. 
 
    Renner smiled as Vass stepped to the wall and pulled up a 2D screen. The player felt good, despite painful memories resurfacing every once in a while. Images of Gylda filled his mind as he daydreamed. His hand reached up and caressed his neck wanting to touch her again. Her gift swirled in his and Vass’s code, waiting to be born. The virtual world was a mad place but the more Renner thought about it, the more it seemed that it was just like reality. The rogue knew it was only a matter of time before things returned to normal and each side would try to kill each other. This time though, they would be ready. 
 
    The rogue stepped to Vass. Arms took hold of her waist and turned her around to face him. The elf looked up with wide eyes. The rogue leaned in, pressing his lips to hers. Tongues slid into mouths as hands held onto each other, never wanting to let go. 
 
    Renner pulled back and lifted a hand, holding a gold coin between them, “This is for last time. If you’re good, there’s more gold from where that came from.” 
 
    Vass gave him a bright smile as she snatched the coin from him, “My dirty rogue. I guess this is a good time to tell you, my rates have gone up.” 
 
    The beautiful elf pulled away with a grin. 
 
    “Now wait a minute,” Renner began. 
 
    The rogue reached for her and she bolted out of the room. 
 
    “I’ll just help myself from the safe,” Vass shouted back. 
 
    Renner’s eyes widened as he ran after her.  
 
    “We can negotiate!” the rogue laughed as warmth filled his heart and their home. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
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