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    “In this world, a single blade can take you anywhere you want to go. And even though it’s a virtual world, I feel more alive in here than I ever did in the real world.” 
 
    -Kirito, Sword Art Online 
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 One 
 
    Jason lifted his collar and adjusted his sunglasses. Behind the dark shades, his eyes drank in the strangeness around him. The line out of the game store was a block long. Men and women chatted with excitement in their eyes, waiting patiently for the store to open. Jason was fourth in line and had been waiting since midnight. The baseball cap helped complete his disguise but the brazen open attitude of everyone around him caused him to feel even more awkward than normal. 
 
    Turning his head to the glass storefront, he stared at the poster for the new virtual massive multi player game, Lewd Knights. A scantily clad woman in an armor that barely covered her feminine form stood at the ready with sword in hand and several trolls surrounding her. Jason wondered how her armor protected her from anything. Armor plates covered her thighs, shins and upper body but everything else was exposed, even her smooth stomach. Jason’s eyes zeroed in on her more than ample cleavage and simply shook his head. 
 
    Jason had never seen such an open turn out for a virtual game about monsters and sex. Virtual worlds had been popping up into the mainstream for the last few years, with thanks due to the new Mind’s Eye Gear. It allowed for total immersion in virtual worlds, but this game was different from all the others on the market. It came with added features to make the world not only filled with action packed fantasy but to cater to the deviant side of many gamers.  
 
    Male and female players continued to talk and chat, waiting patiently for the doors to open. Jason couldn’t believe the number of women on line. He was sure there would only be a long line of horny guys all dressed like him. Instead, he was the only one covered up. If anyone he knew saw him, he would be mortified. That thought was enough to stay away from most gatherings and events but this one event couldn’t keep him away. 
 
    Jason leaned against the glass storefront. He had been dreaming of this game since it was first announced. A world where he felt he could finally be himself. He could adventure and explore a brand-new world and satisfy his more primal urges while he did it. Glancing from side to side, the young man wondered if everyone on line was as perverted as him or simply here for the thrill of it.  
 
    The door to the store opened and Jason quickly pushed all other thoughts away. The two guys and one girl ahead of him nearly rushed the counter. Jason followed but tried to play it as cool as he could. Behind the counter stood pyramid stacks of boxes with the Lewd Knights logo and the same scantily clad female knight. Cards out, people paid for their game and quickly charged out of the store.  When it was Jason’s turn no words were spoken as he handed the cashier his card. The woman behind the counter smiled at him as she ran his card and handed it back. A moment later, a box was placed in his waiting hands. 
 
    “Have a good time.” The woman behind the counter grinned and winked. 
 
    Heat rushed into Jason’s face as he grabbed the box and spun around. Nearly knocking into the people behind him, he did the awkward dance to get by, spun around and nearly bolted for the door. Outside, eyes were glued on the inside, hungry for their box. 
 
    “Is there enough for all of us?” One thin little guy asked. 
 
    Jason remained silent as he raced to his car. With a slam of the car door, he let out a long sigh as if he had been holding his breath for an hour. Hand moving to the passenger side, he touched the box as a dreamy feeling filled his senses. 
 
    *** 
 
    The drive home was a blur. Jason entered his apartment building and climbed the stairs three steps at a time. Once he reached his apartment, he slammed the door shut and closed all three locks. Calm fell over the young man like a warm blanket. Stepping over to a small table, he placed the large box on it and sat down in the single chair next to it. 
 
    The studio apartment contained only a single bed, computer desk and chair, table, tiny kitchen and bathroom. The walls were bare. A single window was shuttered and covered with a thick curtain. Jason loved being home in his tiny place. It was the one place he could be himself without judging eyes. Stripping off the glasses, hat and coat, the young man inspected his purchase and worked the tape to open it. 
 
    In moments, Jason held the Mind’s Eye helmet, console, cables and manual. Putting everything on the table, he checked it for any scratches or dents. Everything was shiny and ready to be used. Opening to the first page of the manual, it displayed pictures of all the equipment he should have. Seeing the picture of another box, Jason looked into the big box and pulled out a smaller box. Fingers digging into the cardboard, he opened it and stared at the equipment inside. 
 
    If Jason was anywhere else, his face would have been beet red. Instead, he simply reached in and pulled out a small smooth metal box with rubber tubes hanging from it. Checking the instructions, he pressed a button on the side. The rubber tubing flexed and moved, showing that it was functioning and ready to be used. Reading on, he was thankful that the box was meant to wirelessly connect to the helmet and collect his, as they put it, “Happy discharges”. Checking buttons on the side of the box, there was a male and female option. Jason ever curious hit the female button. The rubber tube flexed and changed into a strange flexing cup. From the center, a phallic rubber rod slid out. Jason smiled and went back to reading the instructions as he switched it back to male. 
 
    The metal box was meant to be strapped to your thigh while a second tube was meant to connect to your anus. Jason raised an eyebrow and figured he wasn’t going to go that route just yet. Looking to the helmet, he read on that from the sides rubber tubes will unfold and insert into your mouth or on it, changing sizes depending on the experiences. The robotic technology was amazing given the experiences in the game were designed to translate into patterns against your brain waves.   
 
    Jason could barely contain his excitement. He purposely didn’t masturbate for two days so he could enjoy this out of body experience. The young man felt like Christmas was finally here and he was ready to enjoy his present to himself. 
 
    Hands moved in a blur, connecting the main game console to his computer. Lights blinked to life and glowed green, indicating the game and connections were ready. Jason stripped down to nothing, grabbing the helmet and love box, he stepped to his bed. He put the Mind’s Eye Helmet over his head, fingers moved to strap the love box to his thigh. Lying back into the comfortable bed, he pressed a button on the side of the helmet and lights along the rim cycled through colors as it started up. The love box beeped and then so did the helmet. After a few seconds, the light along the helmet turned green. 
 
    Strange vibrations and electrical impulses floated into Jason’s head. A smile bloomed as his heart raced with excitement. A second later he closed his eyes and his world fell away like water down a drain. The abyss yawned before the young man. A bright light appeared and rushed toward Jason. When it touched him, reality shifted and a new one sprang into being. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    In the blink of an eye, Jason turned his head to the new world around him. Stone walls greeted the young man with simple tapestries and wooden furniture. A fireplace lay cold against a wall and open windows let the cool breeze in. Jason held up a hand to feel the gentle touch of the wind. The sensations glowed against his nerves as he marveled at how lifelike it was.  
 
    “Welcome to Lewd Knights,” said a voice from behind. 
 
    Jason quickly turned around, eyes dazzled. A woman floated a foot off the ground, white angel wings moving slightly from slender shoulders. Long blonde hair spilled over her shoulders as a loose white robe covered her feminine form. The robe against her ample chest hung low allowing exposed cleavage to stare back at the player. Jason found himself staring for a long moment before looking up at kind green eyes. 
 
    “Uh..Hi.” Jason said simply, unsure what exactly to say next. He never expected to be greeted so quickly. 
 
    The angel gave a comforting smile. “Hello. Please choose a name so I may address you, young knight.” 
 
    Jason’s gaze dropped to the floor. He didn’t even consider that he had to have his persona all figured out. In all the rush and excitement to enter the game, he forgot all about the set up for who he was going to be. Normally in most games he would sit and ponder on what he was going to play but with an angel patiently waiting for his answer, it caused frustration to rear its annoying head. Standing awkwardly, the young man fidgeted trying to come up with a name. Seconds ticked as the passage of time grew longer and longer. The angel floated, keeping her calm gaze on the young man. Jason couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
    “Jayson.” The young man blurted out. 
 
    The angel nodded. “And your surname so you may be addressed as knight?” 
 
    Memories floated to the surface. Images and stories of books he had read and coveted swam through the mental muck of his mind. A story of a tragic knight sprouted and the player nodded to himself. 
 
    “Reed,” Jayson said simply. 
 
    “Welcome Jayson Reed to Lewd Knights. My name is Sil. I will be your guide to building your persona and to the world. You may call on me anytime you wish for information on your account, rules and history of Lukken.” 
 
    “Lukken?” 
 
    “Lukken is the name of the continent you and other players shall journey on.” 
 
    Sil raised a hand and a virtual map appeared between them. Jayson stared as a diamond shaped continent took form with mountains, forests, rivers, lakes and glowing dots with strange names. 
 
    “As you can see, the continent of Lukken is rhombus or diamond shaped. You are located here on the eastern most tip, as are all players when they enter the game the first time. From here you may travel west to find fame and fortune.” 
 
    Sil raised her hands outward. “This is your starting point or starting keep. It is a simple dwelling. As you grow your fortune, you will be able to buy upgrades, furniture and luxuries. Please stop me at any time if you want me to further explain.” 
 
    “No…you’re doing fine.” Jayson said as he mentally reminded himself he was speaking to a game avatar. 
 
    Sil nodded and continued. “Lewd Knights is a game of adventure. There is the main road called Journey Road. Here is where your starting point shall be. The further west you travel, the harder the enemies and quests will become.” 
 
    A glowing line appeared on the map from east to west. 
 
    Jayson stared as he tried to take in everything she was saying. He didn’t want to run out into the world a newbie just yet. 
 
    “The objective of Lewd Knights is high adventure and to collect your concubines.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyebrows rose. “I read about that. Concubines are your warrior harem. They protect and love you.” 
 
    Sil smiled. “Very good Sir Reed. There are no levels in the game. You grow your powerbase with every discovery and by seducing concubines. Each concubine is worth a hundred normal soldiers. They will have powers and abilities. The belt around your waist is magical. For every concubine you seduce, a crystal will appear on it. Once you have them, you may summon any or all to your aid should you require it.” 
 
    The angel floated to a doorway. Jayson glanced down to see he was wearing normal clothes and a simple belt around his waist. Looking back up, he hopped over to the floating angel as she opened a door. 
 
    Inside stood a large simple room, empty save for one plain bed. 
 
    “This is where you will house your concubines. Since you have none, a bed stands at the ready for your first. For every one you seduce, another open bed will appear. As you gain your fortune, you can upgrade the room to become more lavish and to your liking. Your concubines may ask or demand for better lodgings. If you do not take care of them, they have the ability to refuse a summons.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, his head spinning from the excitement. 
 
    “Each concubine is seduced in their own way. Some will be easy while others may require completing multiple quests. Concubines can be female or male. The knight title of Sir is unisex.” 
 
    Sil turned, her hand touching and caressing Jayson’s jaw. “Now my knight, please choose your sexual kinks. These will help with your enjoyment of the game. You may choose as many or as few as you like. I must warn you however, the more you choose the more confusing the experience may become. I recommend you choose six. You may alter, add or remove as you play the game.” 
 
    A list of kinks appeared before the player. Jayson rubbed his jaw as he saw the list ran into the hundreds. The glowing letters floated in the air as Sil floated nearby, delicate hands at her sides. Looking over the list, Jayson lifted his hand and cycled through, inspecting the descriptions as they floated before him. Shyness crawled up his neck and he tried to push it away. The real world stabbed into his mind and he worried that he would be judged on what he liked. It was one thing to see porn in your own space but he was sharing a game with potentially thousands of players. He was sure they would have their own kinks and desires. He remembered the people waiting in line for the game. They were so open and excited. Why couldn’t he be more like them? 
 
    Jayson’s fists tightened. Warmth crawled up his neck. Lewd Knights was a different world. He had to be okay with what he liked or he simply wouldn’t enjoy the game. Maybe with time, the game would help him become brave against his own insecurities. For now, he was going to be himself. 
 
    The “Submission” kink scrolled into view. Jayson nodded and tapped the glowing letters. Sil simply smiled. The player scrolled through the list and tapped on five more kinks. When he stopped, the chart faded from view. 
 
    “Death and life are all part of the experience. You will battle fierce monsters on your travels. Should travelling become too harsh, you have a recall crystal in your inventory. You may teleport here at any time.” 
 
    Jayson looked around as he spoke. “And if I die?” 
 
    “If you do not anchor a save point, you return here to recuperate. When you travel, it is best to anchor your save point. Should you die, you will resurrect here and then you can fast travel to your save point. You only have one save point with you as you travel. If you save deep in a difficult dungeon, you may be teleported back to the same scenario and you may die again. Only here at your keep is where you can recall your save point where you will start the long journey again.” 
 
    “How big is Lukken?” 
 
    “The continent of Lukken is 4,222 miles wide. If you simply walked at a speed of 4mph, it would take roughly 1,055 days of constant walking to reach the west coast point. I did not account for terrain variables which can add to the journey. There are secret portals and modes of transportation. The west becomes less civilized once you reach the halfway point.” 
 
    “How do I defend myself?” Todd knew fighting would be part of the game but he didn’t realize the steep penalty of resurrecting back at his keep. He certainly didn’t want to travel without knowing how to fight. 
 
    Sil raised a hand. Weapons and armor appeared along the walls surrounding the room. “You may choose starting weapons and armor. On your travels, you will come across magical weapons and armor to strengthen yourself. Once you have your equipment, you may choose your fighting technique.” 
 
    “Fighting technique?” 
 
    “There are many forms of techniques and abilities you may acquire. Some can be learned from others but many must be discovered. A knight may grow so powerful they can take on an army by themselves. Choose your weapons and then we can look at techniques.” 
 
    Jayson walked the room, eyeing an assortment of weapons from swords to maces, hammers to axes. Jayson liked being the fast player in battle. He often chose light armor and a more intimate fighting style. Lifting his hands up, he picked up two short swords, one in each hand. Glancing over at the armors, he tapped a light armor with the point of a sword. The armor disappeared and reappeared on him, strapped to his chest, arms, thighs and shins. With a mental command, he customized the armor with sword sheaths crisscrossing over his back. With skilled precision, he sheathed both swords to his back, sword handles over each shoulder. 
 
    “That was easy.” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Sil nodded. “The game makes certain actions easier on the player. No need to worry about fumbling over simple actions. Shall we go over techniques?” 
 
    Jayson felt his shoulders relax. “Please.” 
 
    A list appeared in the air, glowing letters spelling out a list of hundreds of battle techniques. “You may inspect and choose one battle technique. You have your attributes of Strength, Intellect, Dexterity, Wisdom and Stamina. Depending on the technique, one of your attributes will drain from using that ability. This ensures a level playing field for players.” 
 
    Jayson cycled through the list of abilities. There were so many he could hardly pick just one. After reading about five or six, Jayson felt it would take too long to decide. Putting faith into finding more as he travelled, he tapped the “Spin Attack” ability. 
 
    “An excellent technique, the Spin Attack will make you a whirlwind in battle. This technique is excellent against multiple opponents at once.” 
 
    Jayson stood proudly as he felt the technique take hold. 
 
    Sil floated closer, her feet touching the floor. “Now we must test to ensure everything is working properly to maximize your experience in Lewd Knights. Let me show you.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, unsure what the angel was going to do.  
 
    Sil picked up Jayson’s hand by the wrist. “You may take off your armor and clothes by simply tapping it with your finger, like this.”  
 
    Sil used Jayson’s finger to tap his light armor chest plate. It disappeared, showing only his shirt. 
 
    “You may remove all your clothes at once by pressing an open palm to your chest, like this.” 
 
    Delicate fingers opened Jayson’s hand and pressed it to his chest. The player looked down as his armor and clothes disappeared. Standing naked, he marveled at his virtual body, toned and muscular but more fitting to his slender frame. He wondered how the game knew to make his body similar to how he was in real life. 
 
    Looking over his body, eyes focused on the rather impressive member between his legs. The angel moved in close, finger grazing his hanging cock. Jayson took in a quick breath as tingling sensations ran up his spine. It actually felt like she touched him. Growing harder, the knight felt his face flush. 
 
    The angel stayed close, hand reaching down and taking hold of his now hard manhood. “Everything seems in order but we must test it to ensure your enjoyment.” 
 
    Sil moved to her knees before the naked knight. Gently she stroked Jayson’s cock, her lips inches away. The player was transfixed as she stroked him with expert ease. Sil looked up with a gentle smile, eyes connecting to his. 
 
    The player was dead silent as lips touched his purple head. Wet lips smoothed over the tip of his cock and along the shaft. Warm lips moved over raised veins in long strokes. The sensations spiraled upward and Jayson felt a pang of worry that he would come too soon. The angel, wrapping one hand against his ass and another at the base of his cock, gently pumped while she sucked. Low moans vibrated up her throat and against his rock-hard member. 
 
    Jayson let out a small exhale as he felt himself get closer and closer. Sil pulled away, fingers pulling at her robe to expose her gravity defying breasts. Instinctually, Jayson reached down and took hold, a finger and thumb running over pointed nipples. The urge for release was maddening as the angel let the player fondle her. Smiling, she pressed her breasts around his cock, her lips sucking on the end. It was too much for the young knight. With a rigid cock, a pulse travelled along the shaft and with one loud groan, come spurted into Sil’s waiting mouth. The angel drank it down as she coaxed him along. Each stroke pulled more come from him and into her mouth. The spurts grew less and the orgasm clouded the knight’s thoughts. Pulling away, one last spurt struck angel’s chin and dripped down onto her full breasts. 
 
    Sil slowly stood up with a smile. With a wipe of her hand, the come disappeared in an instant. Jayson grinned as the angel fixed herself up and then ran the back of her hand against his jaw line. 
 
    “Everything seems to be in working order. Now let’s discuss the history of Lukken.” Sil said with kind eyes. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    Jayson pressed his open palm to his chest and instantly his clothes and armor covered his body. The knight thought after such a rigorous test that he would be tired but the excitement of being in the game only pushed him for more. With a clear mind and a hungry spirit, the knight watched as the angel waved her hand and a map of Lukken appeared once again. 
 
    “Would you like me to go over the history of Lukken or do you wish to skip it?” The angel asked. 
 
    “Please tell me. I would like to know what I’m getting into if you don’t mind.” 
 
    Sil nodded and continued, “The world of Lukken is split up into three factions, dragons, humans and trolls. It wasn’t always this way. The dragon lords were the first to populate the land. They held many kingdoms and dominated the world with their knowledge and magic. For thousands of years, they ruled peacefully. They created the art of concubine magic and refined it to near perfection.” 
 
    Sil floated in the air a few feet, her hand making another wave to show ghostly images playing out on ships in the distant oceans, “After many thousands of years, a curious race crossed the vast oceans and settled on the eastern tip of Lukken. The dragons were fascinated by these creatures crossing such a vast expanse and making it to their lands. The first humans settled on the lands, exchanging their knowledge and histories much to the delight of the dragon lords and ladies.” 
 
    Images swam in thin air, showing ships landing on the beach and being greeted by large, beautiful dragons, “The dragons found the new race to be interesting and became favored among all the races in Lukken. But all was not bliss. The troll masters to the south envied the dragon lords and despised the new human occupants. The trolls were one of the first races after the dragons appeared. With their strength and sexual prowess, the dragons enjoyed their company until humans arrived. A deep-rooted jealousy and rage sprouted.” 
 
    Sil looked away, the edges of her mouth curving downward, “The war didn’t start right away. At first the confusion clouded minds on all sides. Concubines were abducted from dragon and human lords. Mysterious attacks were made on small villages. Many lost their lives in the dead of night. Fear and blame sunk into the hearts of all of Lukken’s people. Through misunderstandings and fueling terror, humans and dragons began to bicker. Soon there was war.” 
 
    Jayson reached up to take Sil’s hand.  
 
    The angel squeezed and continued, “The war devastated all sides. Evidence was found after the fact that trolls were behind many of the night attacks. It wasn’t enough to stop the war machine as it roared on. After a hundred years of fighting, a truce was made between all three races. The dragons would have the north. The humans would have the east and the trolls would have the south. It has been a thousand years since the truce was enacted. It is seen mostly as a guideline but battles do happen from time to time.” 
 
    Sil floated down to Jayson and held both of his hands. “That is why you are here young knight. The west is an untamed land filled with magic items, knowledge and adventure. The first group to tame those lands will tip the scales and hopefully bring peace to all lands. You may pledge your allegiance to humans but you may also pledge your allegiance to the dragon lords or the troll masters.” 
 
    “I can choose a side? I didn’t see any options to become a dragon or a troll.” 
 
    Sil nodded, “Through time and experience you may become any of the races in Lukken. For now, you are human, ready to take up the great quest or simply live your life as a citizen. It is your choices that will decide your fate.” 
 
    Jayson stared into Sil’s eyes. The amount of history in the game was intimidating to say the least. He thought that the game would be a sexual world simulation but they added many layers so players could enjoy adventure as well as sexual encounters. The young knight had a feeling he was really going to like it here. 
 
    “Sil, I have some questions.” 
 
    The angel bowed, “I am your assistant, here to answer anything I can from my knowledge base.” 
 
    Jayson thought he should start simple, “If there are no levels, how do things like my hit points grow?”  
 
    “Hit points will grow from either gaining concubines or magical items.” 
 
    “Will you always be with me…so I can ask questions while I’m out in the world?” 
 
    Sil nodded again, “You may call on me any time you wish but there will be areas where I cannot appear like deep in dungeons or foul, tainted lands. I cannot give answers to riddles or problems. You may call on me to please you but I can only do that once per day.” 
 
    Jayson gave a shy grin as he looked to the beautiful angel. He figured they put that in the game so players wouldn’t abuse their angels. The knight looked around. With his mind fresh and open, he glanced at the main door to the keep. 
 
    “Is there anything else I should know before I set out?” 
 
    “There will always be more to learn but I will be with you. Safe travels young knight,” The angel said and faded from view. 
 
    Jayson stood in the empty keep. Instantly he wanted Sil back so he could spend time with her but that wasn’t how the game worked. He had to go out and adventure, find his concubines and explore. The knight let out a cleansing breath and stepped to the main doors. Hands took hold of each handle and opened both doors with one mighty pull. 
 
    Light poured in, dazzling Jayson’s senses. Stepping out, the bright light faded a little and lush green lands lay out before him. Small keeps dotted the hilly land as a large medieval city stood by the coast. Even here, he could hear the wash of the ocean waves and the song of gulls playing in the distance. The air was crisp and cleansing as the knight walked out into the sun’s bathing light.  
 
    Jayson couldn’t believe the amount of detail he felt and experienced. The world was truly immersive. Glancing around, the knight guessed the keeps dotting the land belonged to other players. Even being at the most eastern tip of Lukken, the vastness of land was inspiring. 
 
    The knight took one more deep breath before letting his shoulder’s sag. With a mental command, an inventory and status screen appeared in the air before him. Everything appeared normal. The knight checked on his gold and noticed he had a thousand gold pieces. Inventory indicated he only had his armor, weapons, sleeping bag and rations for seven days.  
 
    “No time like the present.” Jayson whispered to himself as he took one step forward. 
 
    In minutes, the knight was through the modest front gate and walking along a well-worn path to the main road. Wild thoughts propelled every step. The sun shined bright and the grass swayed in the breeze. Before long, he stood at a wide road with a sign labeled “Journey Road”. 
 
    Jayson thought to travel to the main city and explore but the call of adventure was too much to ignore. He would have plenty of time when he would recall back to his keep. For now, we wanted to see where the road would take him and maybe find his first concubine. 
 
    Stepping onto the road, the knight started westward. Patches of forest appeared as he walked. Even from the road, Jayson could see things moving in the distance behind the trees. He guessed they would be low level encounters to sharpen your skills. Jayson figured he would have plenty of time for that later. Walking on, he continued to marvel at the game world around him. 
 
    After about fifteen minutes of travelling, a village appeared in the distance. The tops of pointed buildings rose up between tall trees. The knight smirked to himself and walked along until something growled from the tree line. 
 
      Jayson turned his attention to a feral wolf as it stalked out from the trees. Red eyes and snarling teeth pointed in the knight’s direction. Jayson turned his hands up, taking a step back. He tried to tell himself it was only a virtual monster but the snarling beast seemed a little too real. In reality, Jayson wasn’t much of a fighter and the game was so immersive that he forgot he was in a virtual world. 
 
    The wolf growled before launching its self at the knight. Jayson put up an arm and the wolf bit down. A sharp pain registered and hit points depleted by a few points. Jayson felt the pain but it wasn’t overpowering, more like a tiny cut. Taking his free hand, he bashed at the wolf as it locked on his arm. The knight scored a hit, causing one damage with each hit. The wolf bit down again and five hit points drained. Jayson knew if this went on, in ten minutes he would be dead. 
 
    A light bulb went off as the player glanced at the sword pommel over his shoulder. With his free hand, he drew the blade as the wolf bit down for another five points of damage. Jayson whipped the short sword around and drove the blade into the side of the wolf. The beast let go and pounced back, growling and ready to attack again. Jayson was astounded how easy it was to move with sword in hand. Drawing his other sword, he stood at the ready, a blade in each hand. The wolf launched its self again. The knight stepped forward, blades flashing before him. There was a one two strike. 
 
    The wolf yelped and fell to the road. It burst into a flash of white and green light. A few gold coins lay on the ground. Jayson looked to the swords in his hands and then to the gold coins on the ground. Then with a mighty cheer, he raised his blades up and hopped around. 
 
    “This is fantastic!” the knight shouted with glee. 
 
    Sheathing his swords, the knight bent down and picked up the few gold coins from the ground. They disappeared in his hands and added to his gold pouch. Checking his hit points, he took fifteen damage. Looking to the town ahead, he made a mental note to heal and buy healing potions. The knight strode on, whistling a playful tune. 
 
    In town, the knight made his way through Main Street. Vendors peddled their wares from weapons, magical items and potions. Jayson walked up to the potion vendor and spent nearly all of his cash on healing potions. With eighteen potions in his inventory, he thanked the vendor and moved on.  
 
    The sun was still high in the blue sky. Jayson didn’t want to waste any more time and quickly left town, back on Journey Road. Drinking one of the potions, his hit points were back to full. The potion vial disappeared in a small flash.  
 
    The road stretched on. Jayson looked to the small forests flanking each side of the road. He thought he could go in and fight a few monsters so he could get some more gold. He held that thought for now and pressed on down the road. The journey ahead was going to take some time and hopefully he had enough potions for the quest ahead. Lost in thought, the knight wandered on, planning his next move. 
 
    A scream pierced the calm sky. Jayson turned to the woods. Another scream filled the air, sending crows from the trees. Jayson drew his swords and ran into the thick woods. Heart pumping, branches lashed out at his armor as he powered through. The sounds of screams turned to desperate begging. 
 
    Jayson skidded to a halt as a clearing appeared before him. Creeping closer, he peered out to see several large humanoids surrounding a woman. Jayson’s eyes adjusted and he noticed the woman in the middle was no ordinary woman. She wore a skimpy black top and bottom. Black fur ran along her forearms and outer thighs. Cat ears laid back as she held up clawed hands. Long flowing black hair spilled over her shoulders. Surrounding her were large, overly muscled brutes. They had thick almost rubbery looking hair. Even from Jayson’s vantage point, he could see they had pointed noises and square jaws. Their skin color was a dark blue and thick muscles moved under smooth skin. They wore loin clothes and some had armor on their shoulders. Clubs and swords hung from belts. Jayson guessed they were trolls. 
 
    “We don’t have time for this,” One of the trolls said. 
 
    “We always have time to teach the lesser races who their masters truly are,” Another bigger troll said with a leer. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    “Stay back! I will cut you!” The cat woman hissed and flashed her claws. 
 
    Jayson watched from the edge of the clearing, swords at the ready. He counted six trolls and wasn’t sure he could take all of them. A big troll moved closer, big meaty hands out, cornering the cat woman against a tree. Some of the other trolls laughed and drooled but one of them looked on, annoyed. 
 
    “Cut me little one. It only makes the conquest sweeter,” The big troll grunted a laugh. 
 
    Jayson grinded his teeth, he couldn’t stand by and watch these monsters hurt her. Blood boiling, he launched himself from the woods. 
 
    “Come on little one. One way or another, you are going to give us a taste of your sweet nectar,” The big troll moved in closer. 
 
    A troll glanced off to the side to see Jayson moving with swords out. Before he could make a sound, the knight turned and drove the blades deep into his midsection. The troll made a grunt, hands curling into fist. Jayson sliced outward as the troll tried to punch him. Jayson was already moving as the troll’s eyes went wide and he fell to the ground, bursting into shattered light. 
 
    All the trolls turned their attention to the knight. Jayson was a blur, moving as if he had been practicing sword art his entire life. One troll managed to pull his club from his belt before he grunted and fell to the ground, bursting into light. The four trolls left drew their weapons and attacked. Jayson ducked and weaved as clubs and swords hit the ground, blasting craters in their wake. The knight was close enough to all of them. Activating his sword technique, Jayson held his short swords out and his entire body spun into a blur. A second later, two trolls fell to the ground and burst into flashes of light. 
 
    Jayson could see the big and annoyed troll were the only ones left. He directed his spinning blades toward them. Before he could slice into them, the knight’s stamina bottomed out and the technique stopped. Jayson fell to one knee, swords in hands and huffing. 
 
    The big troll gave a sardonic grin, “Used up your technique too soon, human. Now we have two play things.” 
 
    The big troll stalked forward and lifted a meaty arm. The bash across Jayson’s chest sent him flying into a nearby tree. Hit points drained as he slid to the ground and tried to stay on feet. Swords out, stamina slowly returned. A pang of worry stabbed deep as the knight realized he never anchored a save point. If he died right now, he would resurrect back at his keep and have to start all over again. 
 
    The big troll moved forward, club in hand. Jayson readied himself as the troll lifted it up, ready to strike. A flash of black fur appeared behind the troll. The knight stared in astonishment as the cat woman landed on the trolls back, sinking claws into its thick skin. The troll’s eyes went wide as the cat woman bit deep into his neck. 
 
    Jayson took the moment and dashed forward, closing the small distance between them. The big troll let out a soul crushing grunt as two blades stabbed deep. The cat woman leaped off and landed on her clawed feet, tail swishing from side to side. The big troll gave Jayson one last look before falling face first and exploding into shattering light. 
 
    The knight turned to the last remaining troll only to see him running off further into the woods and disappearing from sight. Adrenalin slipping away, Jayson found himself breathing heavy. The input from the game made everything a little too real, from the sight of blood to the smell of the troll’s foul breath. 
 
    The cat woman was on all fours and prowling closer. Green eyes stared at the huffing knight as he stood up straighter. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Jayson asked. 
 
    The cat woman nodded, moved closer on all fours and rubbed her back against his leg. Jayson stared as she purred, paced and rubbed against him. Running her head against his leg, she looked up with wide adoring eyes. 
 
    “Thank you for saving my life. The trolls would surely have killed me once they were done. I owe you my life.” 
 
    “It’s…umm….alright,” Jayson said awkwardly. 
 
    “My name is Dalya. I’m a Kitra from Kovton,” Dalya continued to purr and press against the knight. 
 
    “Um…Hi…I’m Jayson Reed,” The knight stammered. 
 
    Dalya purred and rubbed the side of her face up and down his leg. “Good Sir, you have done me a great service. There must be a way I can repay you.” 
 
    Jayson felt his eyes widen and a sudden rush of blood to his member. The heat of battle and sudden affections of the cat woman caused inner swirls of bliss. 
 
    “Dalya, why were you out here, by yourself?” 
 
    The kitra ran her hands along his leg, pressing her body to him, “I was travelling to a grand event but we can talk about that later. I want to show you how grateful I am for a brave knight to have come to my rescue.” 
 
    The kitra reached up and tugged at Jayson’s belt. Not sure what to do, the knight simply stood as the cat woman undid his buckle. With the belt open, one of her hands reached down and pressed between her own creamy thighs. Jayson couldn’t stop the rush of blood, his cock hardening. Dalya made little mewling sounds as she touched herself and rubbed along her black bikini bottom. 
 
    “Please sir; I need to show you how much it means to me. I will do whatever you ask.” 
 
    Jayson looked from left to right and then back down at the cat woman. Her tail shook as she continued to rub over her bikini bottom. Slitted eyes looked up with wanting as her body bounced gently to her own rhythmic touch. The knight couldn’t help but stare at her nipples pointing from underneath thin fabric. Jayson couldn’t keep the nagging thoughts from spilling into his blood drained mind. He did save her life. She said she would do whatever he wanted. The player wondered for a moment if it was simply the game rewarding him for doing the right thing. Then that thought went out the window as Dalya reached up and pressed her hand against his member still in his pants, straining to get out. 
 
    “Please, must I continue to beg?” Dalya stared up with wanting eyes. 
 
    A sly smile crept into Jayson’s cheek, “Undress for me.” 
 
    The kitra smiled and quickly started to untie her top. It fell away, exposing large round breasts and small, pert nipples. While her hands worked the bottom, Jayson pressed his open palm to his chest. Instantly his armor and clothes disappeared. Jayson stood naked, his cock free and standing on its own.  
 
    Dalya pulled away her bottom but stayed on her knees. She looked with glittering eyes at Jayson’s manhood, “Impressive good sir, how will I fit that mighty spear within me?” 
 
    Jayson smiled as he realized the game played up the typical porn trope but he didn’t care. A cat woman was on her knees, ready to please and he wasn’t going to say no.  
 
    Dalya reached up and ran her fingers along the shaft, “Sir, may I lick it? May I suck on it?” 
 
    Jayson gave a simple nod. Dalya brought her lips close, her tongue snaking out and licking the end. The sensations caused his cock to bounce and Jayson let out a shudder. Slowly and sensually, the kitra licked the end before pressing it to her full lips. The knight let out a long breathy exhale as Dalya closed her lips around the half point of his shaft. With gentle bobbing, Jayson stared as the kitra moved along his shaft. The cat woman reached down again, massaging herself, matching the rhythm of her sucking strokes. The knight ran his fingers through her hair, grazing one of her pointed ears. The clearing filled with small suckling murmurs. Jayson let out a gasp as she pressed her tongue along the bottom of his cock to the roof of her mouth. It made everything tighter and Jayson found himself flexing his hands. 
 
    Dalya pulled away, a string of salvia connecting her mouth to his cock for barely a moment, “Please sir, I hunger for you. Spear me.” 
 
    The kitra turned on all fours, showing her dripping pink lips to him and her round ass. Fingers were between her legs, massaging herself as a finger slipping inside. Tail moved aside, Jayson stood transfixed. Falling to his knees, he grabbed her ass with one hand while he touched her with another. Fingers pressed along with Dalya’s, running over pink full lips. The kitra took hold of the knight’s fingers and ran them along her pink clit. A hissing sound filled the air with a low seductive growl a moment later. Jayson could barely contain himself as his cock was mere inches from her waiting opening. 
 
    Something in the knight sparked. Jayson couldn’t explain it immediately. The sight of the cat woman ready to give herself to him felt wrong. An urge welled up and he wanted to give pleasure as much as he wanted to take it. Without a word, the knight brought his head down and ran his tongue up and down at her wet opening. A long low purring rose up as Dalya’s eyes shot open. 
 
    “Sir…..that….feels….good…” She could barely speak as her hips and ass pushed against his face. 
 
    Jayson took hold of each ass cheek and spread them apart, pushing his mouth, lips and tongue into her dripping valley. Dalya let out long purring growls as she stretched, arching her back downward and pressing her breasts against the grassy floor. The sun shined down on their bodies as Dalya purred and Jayson licked. 
 
    “Sir….I’m…..coming,” Dalya managed until a second later she let out a loud moan. 
 
    Jayson could tell she tasted different as she came. Juices spilled against his mouth and he lapped them up, making sure to nudge against her pulsating clit. The kitra pulled away, falling onto her stomach and heaving, eyes closed. Jayson watched her quiver and could no longer contain himself. Laying on her, he used his knees to spread her legs open and press his hard spear point to her dripping valley. Dalya raised her head and looked back just as Jayson pushed his purple spear to her thin opening. 
 
    Dalya’s head shot forward as her eyes went wide and her mouth made a perfect O. Wide inches spread her open, pushing her inner walls to her limit. Jayson grunted on how tight she felt. Driving his cock deep, he reached the hilt and stayed there, not moving. 
 
    The kitra squirmed, trying to adjust to his size. She tried to speak but only low moans spilled out. Whines rose up her throat as the knight moved his hips in long thrusts. The sound of skin on skin took over. A wet slapping of skin could be heard as the knight drove into her, his hips smacking against her round ass. 
 
    “Sir, you’re so big!” The kitra cried out. 
 
    Jayson let his inner animal out. Pressing her down with his chest, he pushed deep, back and forth, in and out to a hungry instinct. A tail curled around his waist with every thrust and the kitra pressed the side of her head to the side of his neck. Jayson wanted to say it was magical but he was so in the moment, an all too familiar feeling quickly pushed in his loins. 
 
    “Come in me Sir. Come in me!” The kitra squealed. 
 
    In a maddening desire for dominance, Jayson pulled up but kept his cock half buried in the cat woman. He took hold of her and with a strong turn, he slipped her onto her back and laid her onto the grassy floor. 
 
    Dalya’s eyes rolled into her head as her clawed hands clutched at his shoulders. “Sir……we do not…..love this way….” 
 
    “You will love…my way…” Jayson grunted as his cock thickened. 
 
    “Yes…sir…yes…sir….” Dalya said between each thrust, her breasts bouncing to each powerful thrust. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Jayson said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    “Come in me sir! Spray your seed!” Dalya said as she clutched to him, pressing her full chest to his. 
 
    Jayson let out a deep grunt. Cock expanding, molten spurts of come splashed inside Dalya’s tight opening. The kitra let out purring whines as an orgasm exploded with the knight buried deep in her. Jayson became possessed as he continued to spurt jets of come over and over. Dalya snuggled her face into his neck, a calm falling over every nerve. 
 
    It was then that the knight felt it. Something glowed inside the kitra as she hugged the knight close. A lock appeared before his eyes and then it opened with a flash before fading away into the background. Jayson looked down as Dalya pulled her head back and lay on the grass, breathing heavy and letting out a satisfied sigh.  
 
    “You’re…you’re a concubine?” Jayson said with wide eyes. 
 
    “I must be. I didn’t know until this moment,” The kitra said with sleepy eyes. 
 
    Questions sprang to mind and the knight wanted nothing more than to find out more information. Before he had a chance to speak, someone stepped out from the clearing edge. Jayson and Dalya looked up from their compromised position to see a knight in white walk up to them with a smile on his lips. 
 
    “I couldn’t help but hear everything from the road. May I join in on your good time?” The knight smirked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
    Jayson was quick to break the embrace. Dalya continued to lie on her back, white seed dripping from her thin opening and a satisfied grin on her lips. The knight pressed an open palm to his chest, clothes and armor appeared on his body instantly. The white knight stepped a little closer, his expression melting into sadness. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I interrupted. The last knight I ran into was more than happy to share his conquest. I have yet to find my first concubine just yet,” The knight said with a disarming smile. 
 
    Words were caught in Jayson’s throat. He wanted to speak but the shock of another player simply appearing right when he finished finding his first concubine set the knight on edge. Dalya continued to squirm on her back, fingers touching her sensitive spot with gentle swirls.  
 
    The white knight looked down at the kitra, smirked and looked back at Jayson, “I understand if you don’t want to share but I had to ask. You both looked so beautiful together; I wanted to be a part of it.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the white knight. He was dressed in light armor just like him except everything was a shade of white or light gray. His hair was jet black, with a small curl high on his forehead. A rapier sword hung from his belt. The knight was handsome in a way like a character Errol Flynn often played, complete with a pencil thin mustache.  
 
    The knight held out his hand, “I apologize, my name is Lance Rook.” 
 
    Without thinking, Jayson took his hand, “Jayson Reed.” 
 
    “Good to meet you Jayson,” Lance looked down as Dalya’s mouth hung open and her cheeks turned a bright red. “Again, sorry for interrupting, maybe we will run into each other again in our travels.” 
 
    A spark of self-hatred stung Jayson as he stood silent. A player came along and is simply being nice and all he could do was stand awkwardly and say almost nothing. Going in he knew the game would have player interaction but here he was acting like a weirdo to another player. Hands clenching, the knight relaxed his fingers and his shoulders. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry. I’m still getting used to the game and well…..” Jayson trailed off. 
 
    Lance smiled, “No need to be sorry. I think we are all getting used to it. Most players I have come across are pretty free with themselves. I was in an orgy back in the city just a few hours ago.” 
 
    Jayson continued to stare but cursed himself for not going into the city first. 
 
    Lance continued, “I could have spent more time there but decided to do the main quest and find other players out in the wild. I heard you guys from the road and here we are.” 
 
    “Yea, I just fought off a band of trolls and saved Dalya,” Jayson said as he pointed to the kitra on her back with legs spread. 
 
    “Is she simply a conquest or……” 
 
    “She’s my first concubine,” Jayson said with a little too much enthusiasm.   
 
    Lance rubbed his square jaw, “So you managed to get a concubine and you just started. That is good news for me. That means soon I should be able to get my first one.” 
 
    “I have only been in the game for about an hour.” 
 
    The white knight smiled, “So many players are back in the city getting their groove on that I don’t think many have ventured out just yet for adventure. You might be ahead of the game. The sex has been non-stop since the game launched.” 
 
    A dark cloud appeared over Jayson as he imagined the nearly unlimited sex he just missed. 
 
    Lance looked to Jayson and folded his arms behind his back, “Where are you off to next? I wouldn’t mind travelling together for a bit if you don’t mind.” 
 
    Jayson wasn’t sure what to say when Dalya sat up from the grassy floor with a wide fanged smile. 
 
    “We can all go to the party!” The kitra said with wide eyes. 
 
    The two knights looked down at Dalya as she was soon on her feet and putting her two-piece bathing suit on, one piece at a time. 
 
    “Party? Was that the event you mentioned before?”  
 
    Dalya finished putting her top on and bounced, “Yea! Lady Slytha is throwing a gala event at her castle. She throws this party every year, looking for new talent to add to her court. I was on my way there before the trolls stopped me.” 
 
    Jayson felt like a deer caught in the headlights. Not wanting to drown in information overload, the knight called upon his angel. Instantly Sil appeared, floating in the air, flexing her wings and a kind smile on her lips. 
 
    “Sil, is there any information on Lady Slytha?” Jayson asked. 
 
    The angel nodded, “Lady Slytha is a frost dragon and a well-known diplomat between the dragon lords and the human royalty. Her castle is a few days travel from your current location. She is hosting her yearly event but it is invite only.” 
 
    Dalya continued to jump up and down, “That’s great because I have an invite and it says I can bring as many friends as I wish.” 
 
    A quest request appeared before Jayson. The player knew this was simply part of the game but since it was his first real quest, he decided to take it on. Reaching up, he tapped the “Accept” button and the quest appeared in his Quest Log.  
 
    “May I accompany you on this quest? It sounds like it could be a lot of fun,” Lance asked. 
 
    “Oh…um..sure. We could look out for each other,” Jayson said and looked to Dalya, “Extend Lance the quest request.” 
 
    The kitra nodded and a second later a request appeared before Lance. The white knight hit the accept button and now Jayson and Lance were in the same party. Jayson thought back to the trolls. He only beat them by a hair. Maybe having company on the trip will better their odds. Thoughts turned to his brand-new concubine and questions filled his mind. 
 
    “Sil, is Dalya really my new concubine?” 
 
    The angel nodded, “She is yours. You unlocked her and now she belongs to you. If you check your belt, you will find a small crystal in an open slot. You will also notice Kitra’s are tough and fast, your hit points have increased and your dexterity has improved by one.” 
 
    Jayson looked down and did see the small black crystal. Checking his attributes, he saw the plus one next to his Dexterity. With the sudden appearance of Lance and trying to make sense of attaining his first concubine, he didn’t realize the increase when it took place. 
 
    “Congratulations,” Lance said cheerfully. 
 
    “Thanks,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    “My Lord, thank you for accepting my invitation to the party!  I don’t want to be sent away from you just yet.” 
 
    “My Lord?” Jayson didn’t understand why she was calling him that now. 
 
    Sil smiled, “When you seduce a concubine, they will no longer refer to you by your knight title of Sir but instead call you their Lord.” 
 
    Jayson scratched his head as he tried to wrap his brain around all the new terms, “You’re welcome, Dalya. Sil, thanks for the info.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” The angel caressed his cheek and faded from view. 
 
    “We are on a quest. How exciting,” Lance said with a sarcastic rising of his brow. 
 
    “We are,” Jayson said simply, not sure what else to say. 
 
    “Then let’s go!” Dalya shouted and started off toward the road. 
 
    Jayson and Lance started to follow as the sun lowered in the afternoon sky. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun had nearly set behind the western horizon. Two knights and a cat woman stood on the main road, looking into a foreboding forest. A small stone path branched off Journey Road into the inky dark forest. 
 
    “The quest markers indicate we have to go north for two days. This stone path will lead directly to Lady Slytha’s castle,” Jayson said as a glowing map floated before him. 
 
    “I’m sure there are plenty of monsters between here and there. Should we keep going or camp out on the side of the road?” Lance said as he peered into the forest. 
 
    “I’m not sure.” 
 
    Lance looked to the pondering knight, “There could be sexy monsters in there too.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “We could check it out for a bit and camp along the path.” 
 
    The white knight grinned, “Sounds like a plan.” 
 
    “I will scout ahead!” Dalya shouted before darting forward on all fours. 
 
    “Dalya wait…….uh…never mind,” the knight finished when the kitra was already gone. 
 
    “She is a little firecracker isn’t she?” Lance said as he started walking. 
 
    “Yea, she is like an excited kitten,” Jayson said as he walked alongside the white knight. 
 
     The two knights walked on into the dark forest. Jayson noticed he could tell how far Dalya was on a mini map in the corner of his eye. It helped relaxed him as they strolled along. The sun dipped behind the horizon, the final rays of light flashing across the sky before the shroud of night blanketed the world. Eyes adjusting, the night wasn’t too dark. He could see the path and trees around them with little difficulty. If something tried to sneak up on them, they wouldn’t be completely hidden by the night. 
 
    “So what kinks did you choose when you started the game?” Lance asked while still looking forward. 
 
    Jayson’s eye went wide and his lips pressed together.  
 
    “I know you should pick six but I think I picked too many. I have fourteen kinks. I thought I'd try it out for little while. I might have to shave the list down a few,” Lance continued. 
 
    Jayson remained silent, eyes forward. 
 
    Lance glanced over, “Are you shy?” 
 
    “I’m…...it’s complicated,” The knight stuttered. 
 
    Lance turned his eyes to the path before them, “It’s cool. From what I see with Dalya, you like submissive and monster girl kinks.” 
 
    Jayson remained silent as he remembered his list. Submission was his first kink. Monster girls were his second. 
 
    “I know the game tailors the experience as close as it can to your kinks and desires. Do you think it was fate that brought us together?” 
 
    Jayson raised an eyebrow, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I don’t mean anything, simply talking. I like monsters too. I hope to find my first concubine soon.” 
 
    Jayson knew he didn’t handle social situations well but he did spend a lot of time observing people. While he quietly sat in parties, he would watch how the crowd acted around him. Some things would blare in his mind if a friend was making a bad decision or talking too much so they could impress people. The knight thought about all of his friends, who accepted him as their weirdo friend but the more he thought about it the more they became acquaintances. The way Lance was talking caused the knight to feel uncomfortable. 
 
    The white knight looked over at Jayson again and smiled, “I don’t mean to make you feel weird. We are all here in the game for pretty much the same reasons. Would you feel better if I told you more about myself?” 
 
    “It’s okay. I know you are just being friendly. In reality, I have a difficult time connecting with people. I thought this game would help me with that but it seems so real that I am falling back into bad habits.” 
 
    Lance gave an understanding nod, “I get it. I’m still getting used to all the freedom the game offers. I mean the orgies were insane, men and woman giving themselves up to their primal urges. Even the game controlled citizens would look to us and smile politely. Some would even join in.” 
 
    “Sounds like another sexual revolution starting,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    Lance’s eyes widened and a smile crept into his cheeks, “I never thought about it that way. We could be the first players starting a new sexual revolution. No fear of disease, misunderstandings or hurt feelings. We are here to be ourselves in a way we couldn’t be in the normal world.” 
 
    Seeing the understanding in Lance’s eyes allowed Jayson a chance to really do something he thought he could never achieve talking to another person. Shoulders lowered and the knight was finally able to relax. 
 
    Dalya appeared from the forest. Hands out, she took hold of Jayson’s and Lance’s shoulders, bringing them down low with her. Her ears turned around in all directions as she spoke. 
 
    “My lord, I found something you should see.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
    Dalya led the way through the dark underbrush with Jayson and Lance close behind. Faint moans cut through the serene air. A glow bloomed in the distance past the trees. All three crawled on fours until they reached a small clearing. Peering through the bushes, Jayson and Lance took in the scene before them. 
 
    A torch lay on the ground, casting a globe of yellow and orange light in the small clearing. A sword stood, the blade imbedded in the very ground, handle to the sky. Something writhed with faintly green tentacles while a woman in knight armor was suspended in the air. Vines wrapped around the knight’s wrists, stomach and ankles as she moaned into the night. Blue hair spilled over shoulders as she gasped, eyes closed. Several more vines disappeared under her half skirt. Armor covered her shoulders, upper arms, thighs and shins. Her stomach was bare and muscles moved as she writhed in her restraints. 
 
    Behind the knight was the biggest flower Jayson had ever seen. Even in the torch light, Jayson could see purple petals closed in on themselves. One of the vines pushed with rhythmic motion up and down under the skirt. Several more vines reached up and circled around round breasts. With a squeeze, the knight let out a yelping cry, eyes closed and falling back into moans. 
 
    “I found her like this,” Dalya whispered. 
 
    “Should we do something?” Lance asked as he stared, hand on the pommel of his rapier. 
 
    “I don’t know. She looks like a player but this could be her kink. I don’t know if we should charge to her rescue.” 
 
     “Her sword is in the ground and out of her reach, she might be in trouble. The monster could be toying with her before it attacks.”   
 
    Jayson turned back to the blue haired knight. With eyes squeezed shut, she let out a long moan. Hands clenched, she struggled in the plant monster’s grip. The vines tightened, pulling her legs further apart. Vines crawled up her thighs and disappeared under her skirt. Head pulled back, she let out a shudder and a scream. With small convulsions, she trembled to the monster’s touch. The petals of the purple flower unfolded and a sideways mouth appeared. It opened with sharp teeth and a long purple tongue emerged from the gaping maw. The knight was slowly pulled over the plant monster’s gaping mouth. 
 
    Jayson was on his feet and running. Drawing each of his swords, he prepared to use his spin technique when he stopped short. The blue haired knight opened her eyes halfway and pulled her hand forward, fingers out to signal stop. Jayson stood halfway to her, eyes wide and wondering why she wanted him to stop. 
 
    The plant monster’s tongue snaked out while vines lifted up her skirt. The knight shuddered again with long ragged breaths and moans. Jayson stood transfixed as the vines revealed the blue knight’s womanhood. It had a small flame shaped tuft of blue hair right above her now full slit. Three vines pulled out of her dripping valley and the purple tongue slathered against her. The touch of the tongue caused the blue knight to close her hands into tight fists and a whimper filled the small clearing. 
 
    “All….most…there…” The blue haired knight whispered as her eyes closed shut once again. 
 
    The plant monster’s tongue slathered at her slit, making sure to press and rub against her clit. The blue knight tensed and let out a seductive moan. The plant monster opened wide as a stream of clear liquid squirted form the knight. Jayson was still as a statue as Lance and Dalya walked up next to him. 
 
    The knight let out a cry as the stream turned into drops. The monster licked at her pink opening for a few more moments before licking its own lips. Gently, the monster placed the blue knight on her feet. Vines moved out to fix her clothes and one vine picked up her sword and handed it to her. The knight turned to the plant and blew it a kiss. The plant monster ran a vine along her cheek as the petals closed. Vines curled up at the monster’s base and it settled down until it no longer moved. 
 
    The blue knight turned to the two knights and cat woman with a smile, “Hello boys and kitty girl. Out for an evening stroll?”  
 
    “That was sexy,” Lance smiled. 
 
    “It was. I stumbled across it and it wouldn’t let me go any further. It kept asking for water. I tried to give it water but it refused. I put two plus two together and asked if it wanted me to water it. I think it understood because it was very eager to get started.” 
 
    Jayson sheathed his swords, “Sorry, we thought maybe you were being attacked.” 
 
    “No need to be sorry. If I was you I would have thought the same thing. I’m getting used to the game and the rules.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “We all are.” 
 
    The blue haired, blue eyed knight looked to Jayson, “My name is Blue Sonja but you can just call me Sonja,” She stuck out her hand. 
 
    Jayson took it and shook it, “I’m Jayson Reed. He is Lance Rook and this is Dalya.” 
 
    “I’m his concubine,” The kitra said with a cheerful smile. 
 
    Sonja’s eyes sparkled as she turned to Jayson, “You already have a concubine!” 
 
    Jayson curled up his arm and touched the back of his head, “Yea, it seems to be a bigger deal to get one then I thought.” 
 
    “It is a big deal. Most players have been so busy screwing each other on the first day that many haven’t started the quest lines yet. Since you’re on this road, you must be going to Slytha’s party.” 
 
    “You have an invite?” Jayson questioned. 
 
    Sonja smiled, “Well I sort of found one off a troll who attacked me on the road. He dropped the invite when I drove my sword into him. I figured it wasn’t his since there were blood stains on it.” 
 
    “You should join our party!” Dalya said as she bounced and took Sonja’s hands into hers. 
 
    “I think I will!” The blue knight said as she bounced along with the kitra. 
 
    Jayson had no words as he watched them.  
 
    Lance put his arm around Jayson’s shoulder, “This is turning into a real fun quest.” 
 
    All Jayson could do was nod while the knight and kitra hopped in circles. 
 
    *** 
 
    The small band of knights pressed on north along the darken path. Little was said except for Dalya humming a melodic tune and skipping along. Jayson kept looking at her swaying ass as she skipped in front of him, tail swishing from side to side. He had to admit it was pretty mesmerizing. The knight didn’t pay much attention to anything else. Lance walked alongside his fellow knight while Sonja took point. The blue knight would glance back every once in a while, at Jayson.  
 
    On they walked until Sonja pulled back and walked on the other side of Jayson, Dalya now skipping in front of the three knights.  
 
    “Can I ask you guys a question?” Sonja asked. 
 
    Jayson snapped out of his trance and turned to the blue knight, “Um…yea, sure.” 
 
    Sonja was quiet for a moment, as if she was carefully choosing her words, “Are you two a couple?” 
 
    Jayson raised an eyebrow while Lance continued to walk, not saying a word. 
 
    “Couple? No, we are just on a quest together,” Jayson said simply. 
 
    The knight glanced at the white knight as he kept his eyes forward, lips sealed. 
 
    Sonja gave a disarming smile, “I hope I didn’t offend. It just seemed weird that we've been travelling for about an hour and I thought both of you would have made a move on me by now. I figured you were both into each other.” 
 
    “Should….um….we be making a move on you?” Jayson said as his eyes shifted. 
 
    “Well…you don’t have to. Guys can get so aggressive sometimes, but I wouldn’t have minded,” Sonja said with a light edge. 
 
    “Jayson is a bit shy. He is really into monster girls from what I’ve seen,” Lance grinned. 
 
    Sonja nodded, “I understand. In real life, I am very shy but here I feel like I can do anything.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the blue haired knight and gave his own gentle smile, “The game seems to strip away some of those insecurities. I have a hard time with people in the real world. I’m getting used to being here though.” 
 
    “You like monster girls that much?” Sonja pointed the question at Jayson. 
 
    The knight was quiet for a moment before working the nerve to be himself, “I do, it’s one of my kinks but I like anyone I find sexy.” 
 
    Sonja's smile stayed, “Me too.” 
 
    “Me three,” Lance said with his own tiny grin. 
 
    Jayson tried to cut through all the innuendo but then, like clockwork, he started over thinking and second guessing himself. The impression he was feeling was Sonja wanted both him and Lance but the knight wasn’t sure if that was the very thing they should do. Dalya was plainly obvious when she showed her affections but interacting with other players seemed to put the young knight on edge. Memories swirled, of seeing his friends put vibes out there with someone they were flirting with only to be shut down. The game appeared to take all that away so the young knight pondered on why he felt like the same events would take place here? 
 
    “Why don’t we set up camp here? I see a small clearing next to the road up ahead,” Lance said as he pointed. 
 
    “Should we log out and meet up again?” Jayson wondered out loud. 
 
    “We don’t have to. If you’re already in a chair or bed, you can sleep in the game. They designed it so you can stay in the game and sleep just in case you tire yourself out. The helmet will keep you linked but allow you to rest. If the game somehow fed you, I would probably never leave,” Lance said as he walked off the path to the small clearing. 
 
    Jayson pulled up a reality clock and checked the time, “It is pretty late in the real world. I’m lying down so I can fall asleep here. I have the entire weekend free to play so I don’t have anywhere else to be.” 
 
    Sonja and Lance nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Then let’s sleep under the stars tonight,” Sonja said with a cheery smile. 
 
    It didn’t take long to set up camp and sleeping bags were rolled out. Dalya came back with a few logs and placed them in a small stone circle. Sonja pulled out her torch from her inventory and lit the logs. Jayson smiled to himself as he wondered if the torch was lit even in her inventory.  
 
    With camp set up, Lance was first to slip into his sleeping bag and fall asleep. Jayson thought back to Lance talking about the orgies earlier in the day. He must have been exhausted. Sonja poked the fire with a stick. Jayson looked to the blue knight, taking in her image. He couldn’t help but feel she based her character off an anime. Eyes were a little big and she had long flowing hair. Her knight armor would never work in real life but in the game, it seemed to suit her figure. The knight was tempted to sit by her and talk the night away but weariness seeped into his core. The day was a little too exciting and the young knight felt a good night’s rest would help him work up the courage to speak to the beautiful blue knight. 
 
    Dalya was already in his sleeping bag when he turned to it. The flap was open and she stretched out her arms, her mouth open and yawning. Jayson stepped closer and noticed the sleeping bag had somehow become big enough for two. The knight shook his head, thinking the game accommodated a lot of things to make life a little easier. Had this been the real world, he and concubine would have been squished together. Not that he would have minded but he could get some sleep now if they weren’t top of each other. 
 
    Dalya patted the empty side of the sleeping pack and snuggled under the flap. The knight touched each piece of his armor. The armor disappeared but his under clothes stayed. The knight made a glance back to Sonja. She was slipping into her sleeping bag, turning her back to him. Jayson hesitated halfway in the bag, wondering if he should go over to the blue knight. Clawed hands reached up and pulled the knight down. 
 
    “My lord needs his rest,” Dalya said with a sleepy smile, her hand closing the flap over him. 
 
    Jayson lay on his back as the kitra snuggled close. Looking up, a tree stood not far from his head, firelight dancing across the trunk. Tired thoughts sagged in his mind. Naked breasts pressed against him and a hand ran along his bulge. Cat ears flickered against his neck as she continued to run her fingers along his hardening manhood. 
 
    “My Lord……,” Dalya whispered. 
 
    Blood rushed as Jayson lost control of his now rock-hard member. Dalya slipped her hand into his underclothes and wrapped around his throbbing spear. Stroking him, Jayson lay as his concubine pleased him. Desire and maddening lust took over as the knight pressed fingers to pointed nipples. The kitra let out a small hiss, and a deep moan rose up her throat. 
 
    Jayson gave one last look to Sonja as she lay with her back to him before turning to Dalya, “Turn away from me.” 
 
    “Yes, my Lord,” Dalya said and turned away, pressing her round ass against him.  
 
    Jayson turned on his side, pressing his throbbing member between her cheeks, hands cupping and clutching her near perfect breasts. 
 
    “Is my lord going to spear me deep?” Dalya whispered innocently as she rubbed her ass against his cock. 
 
    Jayson moved the shaft between her round cheeks. Urges whipped at him as he tightened his grip on her breasts, squeezing them. Dalya purred and moved to her lord’s hips, wetness coating her inner thighs. When the knight felt the slick wetness, he reached down with one hand and took hold of his member. Dalya spread her creamy thighs, hands reaching down. Before she could guide him in, Jayson pressed the tip of his cock to her thin opening. A coo fell from the Kitra’s lips. She lifted her hands up and clutched at his arms around her. 
 
    “Take me my lord. Show me my place,” Dalya whispered. 
 
    “Stay quiet,” Jayson whispered as a raging lust reared up. 
 
    Dalya nodded and gasped as Jayson pushed his cock into her pink opening. The kitra shuddered but kept silent. Inner walls spread as the knight pushed to the hilt. Thoughts instantly went to Sonja sleeping but feet from them and he grew harder. The cat woman gasped quietly as the knight made long deep thrusts. Squeezing him, she pressed her back to his chest. Eyes rolled into her head and an orgasm bloomed. Nails dug into Jayson’s arms, taking one point of damage but he continued to up the tempo. After long moments of driving himself deep into his concubine, the knight stopped and his cock thickened.  
 
    Dalya remained silent as she squeezed him. Streams of come burst into her thin opening. Jayson drove himself to the hilt while the kitra milked his member of every last drop. The knight turned onto his back, wet cock spilling out. Eyes closing and energy spent, he slipped into blissful sleep as Dalya turned around and snuggled to him. 
 
    *** 
 
    Darkness fell away as Jayson woke with a start. Body still but eyes looking around, he saw that it was still night and campfire continued to burn. Aside from the crackling of burning wood, there was a strange sound coming from close by. Dalya slept, her hand and head on his chest, drool pooling onto him. 
 
    A low wet sound was not far from his head. 
 
    The knight turned his head up to the tree by him. Someone sat by the tree, facing away from him. A slender leg and one side of the person illuminated in the fire light. Jayson blinked as he focused. Blue hair spilled over a shoulder while a bare leg was bent. Jayson remained quiet as he gazed up to see Sonja. She wasn’t looking at him and her arm was moving slightly. 
 
    Jayson couldn’t understand why she was sitting there until he heard the wet sound again. The knight’s eyes widened. Was she masturbating? Was she doing it next to him? The player continued to hear small tiny moans fall from her lips. A calm falling over him, Jayson simply listened. 
 
    Dalya’s arm and head moved on Jayson’s chest. The knight looked down to see the kitra staring at him. A playful smile appeared on her lips and she slid down under the sleeping bag cover. Hearing Sonja playing with herself made the knight instantly hard. A moment later, lips wrapped around his shaft. 
 
    The sleeping bag moved to Dalya’s bobbing head. Sonja’s movements seemed to move at a quicker pace. The faster she moved and let out tiny moans, the faster Dalya sucked his cock. Soon Sonja let out a small cry. The sound of her voice and the intensity seeping into that one small cry was enough for the player to lose it. Spurts of come painted the back of Dalya’s throat and she greedily drank it down. 
 
    A blissful dizziness washed over the player. The kitra crawled up and snuggled next to her lord. Jayson looked over to see Sonja slipping into her sleeping pack, her back to him once again. 
 
    “Goodnight,” Jayson said in the barest of whispers, his mind racing with questions. 
 
    The night moved in peaceful silence, stars twinkling high in the dark purple sky. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
    Sunlight peeked from the eastern horizon and new day began. The three knights woke up with arms stretched and loud yawns. Moments later, they were sitting around the smoldering campfire, eating their rations. 
 
    “Did you both sleep well?” Lance asked with a mischievous smirk. 
 
    Jayson simply nodded but Sonja silently continued to eat her ration. Jayson looked over and her eyes seemed to have a faraway look to them. A second later she was holding up her food ration and giving it a peculiar look. 
 
    “I don’t understand why we have to eat in the game? I’m not eating in real life,” Sonja questioned. 
 
    Lance took a bite before speaking, “I think it is to add to the experience in the game. As they have it now, you only need to eat once per day so you don’t suffer any ill effects to your stats.” 
 
    “Seems like waste of time,” Sonja said and took another bite. 
 
    “I’m enjoying the company,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Sonja turned to him with wide eyes, “I…I didn’t mean I wasn’t enjoying our company. I meant…..” 
 
    “It’s okay Sonja. We understood what you meant,” Lance said with a kind smile. 
 
    Jayson looked to the blue knight, her cheeks turning pink. The player thought back to last night. Maybe she was embarrassed and didn’t want to let on? 
 
    “How about we get our gear and head on to Slytha’s party? We still have another day of travel before we get there and I want to see what all the talk is about.” 
 
    Lance and Sonja nodded in agreement. A short time later, they were picking up their gear and placing it into their inventories. Dalya ran around, making sure to grab a fallen leafy branch and dragging it all over the camp site. She mentioned that they could be tracked if they left it just as it was. Jayson grabbed another branch and helped his concubine sweep the area. 
 
    Before long, they were back on the road heading north. Jayson looked on into the forest, heart beating to a positive vibe. Spending the night in the game seemed to reset his thinking. The world was so immersive that he felt a little more in touch with it. With the anxiety from yesterday nearly drained away, the knight looked to the skipping kitra and felt a soothing calm wash over his mind and shoulders. A new excitement bloomed as he looked forward to the quest ahead of them. 
 
    The band of knights moved on. The road north stretched out to hills in the distance. The forest grew quiet the further they walked. The sounds of animals died down and within minutes, the forest around them fell silent. Jayson was about to say something when Lance looked up and cut him off. 
 
    “There is a tower over there,” The white knight said and pointed over the trees to the right of the road. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja looked up and spotted the gray medieval tower standing in the distance. At the top of the tower, two figures stood, one of them waving a white flag back and forth.  
 
    “I think they need help,” Jayson said as he looked down to see Sonja and Lance already running in that direction. 
 
    “Wait for me!” The knight shouted as he ran after them, Dalya close behind. 
 
    Lance was running full tilt while Sonja was close behind. Jayson moved closer, pumping his legs but not feeling tired or fatigued. When he was close behind Sonja, a sound of something hard cracked in the air. 
 
    “We don’t know what we are running into. We should slow down and come up with a strategy,” Jayson shouted. 
 
    Sonja smirked as she glanced at Jayson running beside her, “Yea, strategy is we take the enemy down! There could be treasure or even a concubine there!” 
 
    “First one there gets the spoils!” Lance shouted over his shoulder. 
 
    Sonja growled as she ran. Jayson stayed at her side, watching Lance move further ahead of them. Trees blurred past as the two knights struggled to keep up. No matter how fast they ran, they simply could not keep up with the white knight. The player guessed Lance had a high dexterity stat and was using it fully to his advantage.  
 
    Lance moved like a demon through trees. Bursting from the woods, he leapt high into the air and took the scene before him. A tower stood high with several orcs with maces standing by a thick heavy wooden door. One of them was smashing his spiked mace into the wood, chunks flying off with each strike. The two orcs next to him stood at the ready, weapons drawn. At the top of the tower, to people clothed in white robes clutched at each other with fear in their eyes. The flag was wedged between stones, white fabric billowing in the wind. 
 
    “Help us kind stranger!” One of the people shouted. 
 
    Lance landed on his booted feet and made a beeline for the orcs. One of the brutes turned to see the white knight running at them, drawing his rapier in one fluid motion. Grunting, the other two stopped what they were doing and turned to the incoming knight. Weapons raised, they rushed the white knight with murderous rage in their eyes. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja burst from the edge of the woods with weapons drawn and wide eyes. They couldn’t believe what they were seeing. Lance kept his face blank as he moved like a dancer. Blade flashing and body moving, he dodged the first orc and sliced across their stomach. The orc tried to turn and go for another strike until its eyes grew to the size of saucers and turned into shattered light. A second orc moved, striking out with rapid blows. Lance moved from side to side, the spiked mace missing him by inches. The orc snorted in frustration as the white knight moved, dodging and bending like a leaf on the wind. The thin rapier blade flashed out several times. The orcish brute let out a yell before shattering into bits of light. 
 
    The last orc heaved and lashed out. Lance dodged the first blow but blocked the second. Jayson at first couldn’t understand how such a thin blade could stop such a large mace until he remembered he was in a game. Lance cut down and to the side with a sly smile. The orc stumbled back, looking down at the glowing "L" carved into his flesh before falling to the ground and exploding into greenish light. 
 
    Sonja smiled as she sheathed her sword, “I have to admit it, he earned the prize.” 
 
    Jayson followed suit and sheathed his blades. The damaged thick door opened at the base of the tower. Two blonde haired slender elves rushed out, their white robes flowing over them. They stepped to the white knight and hugged him at the same time. Jayson and Sonja noticed one was male and the other female. 
 
    “Thank you, kind knight, they surely would have come in and done terrible things to us,” the male elf said. 
 
    “You truly are one with the gods to come and save us from those brutes,” the female added. 
 
    The elves pulled away and eyed Lance with stars in their eyes, “We are but simple clerics to the goddess Vala. We prayed for someone to come and save us and here you are. Is there any way we can repay you?” 
 
    Lance let a smirk slip. Turning his head to Jayson and Sonja, he winked, “I think I’m going to earn my reward now. Mind hanging out for a little bit?” 
 
    Sonja crossed her arms, “I think you earned it!” The blue knight shouted back. 
 
     The elves took the knight by the hands and pulled him to the tower. Lance did not struggle as he followed. 
 
    “Such a fine knight must be rewarded,” the male elf smiled. 
 
    “We will show you how much you mean to us,” the female elf giggled. 
 
    The elves led the white knight into the tower and closed the door behind them. Jayson and Sonja looked to each other and grinned. Strolling about, they picked up a few gold coins lying in the short grass from the fallen orcs. 
 
    “I have ten pieces of gold,” Jayson said as he looked to Sonja. 
 
    The blue knight stood up and looked over to him, “I have twenty. When Lance is finished, I will give him his cut.” 
 
    Jayson stretched out his arms and looked to the sunny sky before collapsing onto the grassy earth. Arms and legs out, he admired the deep blue of the heavens. Sonja smirked as she walked over and sat down beside the knight, her skirt lifting a little. Jayson turned his eyes to her, drinking in her form as she sat, eyes lost to the forest around them. Dalya fell to all fours and sauntered over. With a purr, she lay next to her lord and closed her eyes. 
 
    “How long do you think we should give him?” Jayson asked. 
 
    “Not too long. I very much want to continue on with the quest,” Sonja said as she leaned back and dug her palms into the grass. 
 
    Jayson couldn’t keep his eyes off her womanly curves. The way she sat in the sunlight, with the breeze caressing her hair was magical and inviting. Seeing her in such a beautiful pose only made the mad hunger inside him stir. Pushing it away, the same awkward feelings came rushing back. He kept forgetting who he was but something internal seemed to keep clawing back to the surface. He wanted to talk to her and be a normal guy but instead, he lay, mouth shut and eyes turning to the sky. 
 
    “Is your avatar how you actually look?” Sonja asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You look like a normal guy. I took some time to craft my look before I set out.” 
 
    Jayson didn’t even think that he could change his look. He assumed that it would be different, “I guess so. I was so ready to jump into the world that I didn’t even check to see if I can change my avatar. I think the muscles are a little bigger than my real-life body but I haven’t looked into a mirror yet.” 
 
    Sonja let a small smile slip, “I like it. Everyone I have seen has made themselves over the top handsome and beautiful. It is nice to see someone with normal looks.” 
 
    Jayson smiled but was not sure what to say. Sonja pulled up her inventory menu and began cycling through the list. She tapped the screen and a small mirror appeared in her hand. Handing it over, Jayson reached up and took it. Sonja went back to her inventory list while Jayson put the mirror over his face. 
 
    The knight stared in disbelief. He didn’t know how it worked but his avatar looked just like his real-life face. Short dark hair covered his head while hazel eyes gazed back. The only difference he could tell was the slight glow and smoother skin. It appeared the game took who you are and enhanced it. A quick thought rose to the surface of his mind as he stared at his image. He could change his look, make himself to look like anyone he wanted. The thought floated away. Sonja liked that he looked like a normal guy. Who was he to try and change it when clearly a beautiful woman found him, attractive? 
 
    “Strange,” Sonja said as she stooped cycling through her inventory. 
 
    Jayson turned his head with a questioning gaze. Sonja tapped the 2D floating screen. In her hand appeared something oval with a slightly rough exterior. She stared at an object the size of an apple in her slender hand. 
 
    “What is that?” Jayson said as he turned over and handed back the mirror. 
 
    Sonja took the mirror with her free hand and it disappeared back into her inventory, “I don’t know. I don’t remember picking this up.” 
 
    “It looks like a giant seed.”  
 
    Sonja rolled the oval object in her hand, “Maybe it was a gift from the plant monster?” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “You said you were helping it out.” Jayson looked to the blue knight, “Is squirting one of your kinks?” 
 
    The blue knight smiled, “I could never squirt in reality. I wanted to know what it was like so I chose it.” 
 
    “And?” Jayson asked with a sly smile. 
 
    Sonya turned away slightly but kept her smile, “Freeing and fun.” 
 
    Memories came floating back as the knight gazed at the beautiful knight next to him, “I saw you last night, by the tree. Not all of you but I knew what you were doing.” 
 
    Sonja’s smile faded as she put the seed back in her inventory, “We should check in on Lance.” 
 
    Jayson’s heart dropped, “I didn’t mean anything bad by it. I just thought…..” 
 
    “It’s fine. I’m not ready to talk about it. We should check on Lance,” Sonja was to her feet and walking toward the tower door. 
 
    Jayson was to his feet and following with Dalya close behind. Sonja reached for the door handle when Jayson put his hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “Maybe we should peek in?” 
 
    Sonja gave a slight grin. “Okay,” She said simply. 
 
    Taking the door handle, the blue knight opened the heavy door a number of inches, just enough for their heads to fit. Jayson bent down while Sonja stayed standing. Heads poking in, they looked into the circular stone room. Furniture lined the walls with a stair case leading up but that was hardly the most interesting things in the room. Lance stood naked, peering down while the male and female elves were on their knees. The female was sucking on the end of his impressive member while the male elf sucked along the side of the shaft. Lance let his head fall back and his gaze upward as the male elf moved his mouth to the tip. The female elf watched with hungry eyes as she stroked him with her hand. 
 
    “You are impressive Sir,” The female elf sang as she stroked him. “Please choose one of us to accompany you. It is Vala’s way to reward such kind deeds.” 
 
    The male pulled away from the tip and looked up to the knight. “One of us must stay but you can choose which one of us can go with you,” The male elf whispered before wrapping his lips around Lance’s rigid cock. 
 
    The knight let out little groans until he felt he was being watched. Turning his head to the door, he spotted the smiling faces of Jayson and Sonja. 
 
    “You guys can come in and watch. I think one of them is a concubine. I have to choose.” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja stood up and stepped inside, closing the door behind them. The elves greedily worked the white knight’s manhood. The female elf shrugged her robe off her shoulders as she continued to stroke him. The male elf followed suit, his slender body flexing and his cock long and hard. The female rubbed her other hand over her bouncing breasts, pink nipples pointed. Her hand drifted down and suddenly reached over and stroked the male elf’s thick member. 
 
    Jayson saw a chair and sat down. The sight of the sex hungry elves set a stir deep within. Sonja saw a small table next to Jayson. Since there were no more chairs, the blue knight made her way over and sat on the wooden table next to him. Dalya fell to all fours again and brushed her body against Jayson’s legs, settling down at his feet. 
 
    “My name is Lala. Please choose me and I will give you my womanhood anytime you wish it,” The female elf said in sultry tone. 
 
    The male elf pulled his mouth from Lance’s glistening cock, gasping before speaking, “My name is Luk. Sir, choose me and I will drink from your cock like water from a life-giving fountain for all my days and nights.”  
 
    Lance grinned as Luk resumed his lustful work, “You are both pretty tempting. I can only choose one?” 
 
    Lala nodded, “One must be here to tend to Vala’s light but the other can join on your adventures where ever they may take you.” 
 
    “Decisions decisions….” Lance trailed off. 
 
    Dalya turned her head to Jayson, hand reaching up and caressing the bulge between his legs. The knight looked down at the concubine between his legs. The mood in the room was filled with seductive energy. The raging hard on drained all reason from his mind as the sex fog was thick enough to cut. Sonja glanced over as Jayson pressed an open palm to his chest and all his armor and clothes disappeared. The blue knight watched with amusement, kicking her legs back and forth as the concubine took hold of her lord’s cock and wrapped her lips around the end. 
 
    “You guys can’t get enough, can you?” Sonja smiled. 
 
    Lance let out a small groan before looking to Sonja, “You can join us.” 
 
    Sonja smiled, “I like watching. Have your fun.” 
 
    The air took on a relaxed gloom. The kitra took her lord’s spear to the base, pressing her tongue along the shaft and making her mouth as tight as she could. Jayson ran his fingers through her hair, eyes glancing to her and then to the threesome in the middle of the room. Even Sonja could not deny the power of sex surrounding them. A slender hand pulled her skirt up a few inches before fingers caressed her wet valley. 
 
    Luk bobbed his head, mouth tight and eyes closed. Lance grabbed hold of his hair to slow down the tempo into nice long strokes. Lala let out a moan, frustration bleeding into her eyes. Playfully she pushed Luk aside and took hold of Lance’s cock. Closing her mouth over him, she sucked with nice long strokes, breasts swaying to her movements. Lance watched as the male elf moved behind her. A maddening want rolled into his muscles as he grabbed his fellow elf’s hips and drove his cock into her opening. Lala’s eyes rolled into her head as she was double penetrated. Lance turned his attention to the male elf as he drove himself deep into the elf on her knees. 
 
    “I wish you were doing this to me my lord. I can’t help myself sometimes. The urges are maddening and I need to be tamed. Take me away. Force yourself on me any way you wish.” 
 
    Lala mumbled but could not be heard with her mouth full. Jayson’s urges were nearly hitting the breaking point as he watched the elves fight over Lance. Dalya purred as her lord’s cock stiffened against her lips. Sonja watched with wide eyes, riveted to the play before her, fingers rubbing her nub in magical circles. 
 
    The white knight stared at Luk’s hungry eyes. With a quick step back, his cock spilled from Lala’s lips. The female elf let out a long moan as Lance walked around her and grabbed Luk. The male elf did not fight as he was hoisted to his feet, his cock slipping out of Lala. The white knight grabbed the elf’s shoulders and turned him around. With a shove, he pressed his body against Luk’s back while the elf was pinned to the wall. Lips touching the tender neck, Luk let out a gasp as Lance’s cock was sandwiched between his tight ass. 
 
    Lala turned onto her rump, legs wide and fingers playing with her dripping elfhood. “Take him. Claim him,” She nearly shouted with heated breath. 
 
    “Sir….” Luk trailed off. 
 
    Lance took hold of his thick spear and pressed the head to the elf’s tight opening. Wet from salvia, the knight pushed his way in, keeping the elf pinned to the wall. Luk grunted as inches sank into him. Eyes getting wider, he flexed his pucker to accommodate the knight. 
 
    Lance pumped with unbridled power, driving himself deep and preventing the elf from moving. The elf groaned as he was invaded over and over again. Moans and wet sounds filled the stone room. Lance’s cock thickened and a thick grunt crawled up his throat. The elf let out his own seductive grunt as bolts of molten come spurted into him. Lance kept him there against the wall, long strokes plunging back and forth. The elf squeezed his asshole with each stroke, milking every drop of come. A golden lock appeared over the elf for a moment. It unlocked with a flash and quickly faded away. Luk groaned, taking his own cock in hand. With a few strokes, come spurted against the stone wall, dripping to the floor. 
 
    Sonja let out her own blissful whimper, eyes drinking in the man and elf together. Hand tightening around the edge of the table, an inner explosion went off and she continued to rub herself, drawing out every last drop of ecstasy. Jayson couldn’t hold back any longer. Cock bulging, Dalya took every inch into her throat, come spurting. Swallowing, she lazily sucked her lord as his manhood pumped and bounced against her lips. 
 
    Lala stayed on the floor, rubbing herself until her body shook and she let out a breathy moan. Lance looked back, sadness touching the corners of his eyes.  
 
    Lala smiled, “Do not fret, knight. I shall stay here to spread Vala’s light to others as they pass through. You have remained true to your choice. I only ask that you visit me on occasion so I may know you and see my fellow Luk once again. 
 
    Lance nodded as he pulled away, the male elf falling to his knees. Jayson and Sonja smiled. The three knights nodded to each other as the female continued to swirl her fingers between her legs. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
    The three knights waved goodbye to the lone elf at the base of the tower. Turning their heads north, they made their way back to the road and continued their journey. Luk and Dalya walked alongside their new Lords while Sonja grinned at Lance. The white knight tried to keep his gaze forward but glanced a few times at the blue knight. 
 
    “So that’s why you keep looking at Jayson,” Sonja laughed. 
 
    Red heat rushed into Lance’s cheeks. “I…erm…..” The knight trailed off. 
 
    “It’s okay. We’re all playing the game for the same reasons,” Sonja said amused. 
 
    Lance was quiet for a moment before speaking, “Well, to be honest I have been looking at you too. I’m bisexual.” 
 
    Sonja’s smile faded to shock. Jayson remained quiet for a moment before his own smile crept into his cheeks. Stopping his walking stride, he had to lean a hand against the side of a tree and let out a nice hearty laugh. The other two knights stopped and turned to the laughing knight, questioning brows raised. 
 
    “I used to think I was such a weirdo but seeing how you two have been, I’m glad I’m not the only one,” Jayson said as he calmed down with a smile. 
 
    Lance folded his arms, “What do you mean?” 
 
    Sonja remained silent. 
 
    Jayson pulled away from the tree and walked closer to his fellow knights, “We are playing the game for the same reasons. We want sex and maybe even love. We want adventure and crazy experiences. The more time I spend here, the more I feel like I am becoming the person I want to be. But you two are hiding as much as I am in a world where we should just be ourselves.” 
 
    Lance lowered his gaze, “You do have a point.” 
 
    Sonja sighed, “When I saw you two, I thought for sure you both were going to make the moves on me. When you didn’t, I don’t know, it was kind of nice to have two handsome men respect me and get to know me, even just a little.” 
 
    Lance nodded, “I heard Jayson and Dalya from the road. When I walked to them, I thought for sure I would be introduced into a threesome.” Lance looked to Jayson. “But you seemed standoff-ish and it made me re-think how I was going to play the game. I will be honest; I don’t want hollow sex all the time.” 
 
    Jayson put a hand on each of their shoulders, “In the real world, I am a social misfit but that doesn’t mean I don’t want the same things. I have to admit, being here with both of you has opened my eyes a little. I know it is a fantasy world but you both make it very real for me. I think I’m ready to call you both my friends.” 
 
    “After one day and night together?” Sonja said in a low tone. 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Why not? We just watched each other get off and it felt good and natural. I want to keep that feeling.” 
 
    Lance looked to Sonja and Jayson in turn, “So what do we do now? Do we drop our clothes and have a threesome?” 
 
    Darkness covered Sonja’s eyes, “I’m a pervert but a threesome on the side of the road isn’t on my list.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “How about we get to know each other some more? I’m sure there will be plenty of opportunities for us to….umm….share our bodies but maybe we should be good friends first.” 
 
    “I would really like that,” Sonja said with a smile. 
 
    “Me too,” Lance followed. 
 
    “So, it is agreed? We will continue to adventure and get to know each other, together.” 
 
    Lance and Sonja nodded in agreement. A warm glow cascaded over the three knights as they turned back to the road and continued their journey. Jayson whistled a tune as they walked. Never had he felt so good until this very moment. A life of fear kept him closed off but now, a spring of positive energy flowed. Lance and Sonja felt the same spring, eager to explore not only the world but possibly each other, psychically and emotionally. 
 
    Luk and Dalya stayed behind the three knights, smiles on their faces in the bright sunny day. 
 
    *** 
 
    The day wore on with little activity. The tiny band of knights made their way along the road, stepping closer to the great event at the dragon’s castle. There was little talking except for Lance asking Luk about his abilities. A relief washed over all of them when Luk told them he knew healing spells and a deep understanding of the countryside. He wasn’t much of a fighter but Lance was okay with that. The white knight preferred his concubine be a lover anyway. 
 
    The sun began its descent. Down the road, a wooden building came into view. Next to it in the distance, figures mulled about. The sun touched the horizon with a flash. 
 
    “That’s the Laughing Manticore Inn. A great place to rest for the night,” The elf said as he pointed to it. 
 
    Sonja’s shoulders sagged, “It would be nice to stay at an inn but I should log out soon. I haven’t eaten in the real world for a while.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Yea, we should take a break. How about we log out and meet in an hour? By that time, night would have fallen and we can walk into the inn ready to continue our quest.” 
 
    “I have been having so much fun adventuring with you both that I don’t want to leave,” Lance smirked. “But it is only for an hour. I’m willing if you two are.” 
 
    The knights nodded. 
 
    “Alright, let’s anchor our save points. We will meet back here in one hour,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    The three knights anchored their save points and hit the log out command. Dalya and Luk disappeared. Jayson noticed that his concubine’s status was back at his keep on the east coast. The player assumed she would be there until he logged back in. The world took on a haze before his vision spiraled out. Jayson waited until everything turned black. Feeling his body again, he lifted up his helmet and let out weary sigh. His body felt a little stiff and his stomach growled. 
 
    Putting the helmet down, the young man looked to the silver box strapped to his thigh. Small sealed packets of white fluid lay between his legs. At first, he didn’t understand and then it dawned on him. Laughing, he picked them up and threw them into his tiny trash bin. Picking up the manual off his desk confirmed his suspicions. To prevent damaging the equipment from his “Happy Discharges” the box collected, sealed and spit out his ejaculate for easy disposal. 
 
    Laying the manual back on the desk, the young man moved to his tiny alcove kitchen and nearly wretched the refrigerator door open. Raiding the shelves, he grabbed what he could to make a large, meaty sandwich. Moments later he was at his desk, devouring his sandwich and thinking back to the world of Lukken. Warmth blended into his thoughts, a living light so powerful that the thought of going back to the virtual world filled him with excitement.     
 
    Thoughts spilled over to Sonja and Lance. He wanted nothing else then to be with them again. Jason couldn’t believe how much he wanted to be there and not in this world everyone called reality. The freedom was addicting and if he could somehow eat and use the bathroom while he was there, he would most likely never leave. 
 
    After devouring his rather large sandwich, another natural urge pushed at his being. Running across the tiny studio apartment, he rushed into the bathroom. A number of loud grunts later, he was up and by his bed. He had ten minutes left before he had to log on. Fixing a glass of water, he drank it down and poured another. When it was half empty, the player lay in his bed, put the helmet on and strapped the silver box to his inner thigh. Before activating the console, Jason remained still, his mind drifting, imagining what adventures are yet to come. With the images of his new friends floating, he activated the console. 
 
    Closing his eyes, reality melted away into a spiraling tunnel. Commands appeared floating a foot away. The player tapped the “Log in” command and the tunnel changed to a bright white. Falling from the sky, the world of Lukken appeared. The game world shifted and Jayson was standing in the middle of the road, right where he anchored his save point. 
 
    Lance was there, talking with Luk. Jayson moved to them with a smile. Lance grinned, stepped over and hugged the knight. Once the embrace was broken, Dalya appeared next to her lord. Jayson turned to her just as she pounced on him, wrapping her legs around his waist and kissing him deeply. 
 
    “I missed you so much! It was so lonely at the keep,” The kitra whined. 
 
    “It was only an hour,” Jayson said as he cupped her firm ass, holding her to him. 
 
    “An hour too long, I need you and more friends.” 
 
    “I will do my best,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Lance smiled, “I was talking to Luk and he told me more about the dragon’s party. Tell them what you told me.” 
 
    Luk bowed his head before he spoke, “Lady Slytha is an ice dragon and ambassador to the human kingdoms. To ensure her party is a success, she takes measures to make sure no one can leave for the entirety of the event. I have heard rumors that the party could be one night or as long as seven days. She ensures everyone is sworn to secrecy about the details of her parties so much so that a magical contract must be signed. Travelers have come through to worship Vala and praise the debauchery that takes place but they could not give specific details.” 
 
    Lance rubbed his jaw, “Something tells me this will be no ordinary party.” 
 
    “Are we getting second thoughts?” Jayson said as he put Dalya down.  
 
    Lance shook his head, “No, but we should be careful. Something must be going on behind the scenes if contracts are involved.” 
 
    Sonja faded into existence. Blue hair flowing, she reached out and wrapped her arms around Jayson and Lance’s necks. Hugging the two knights close, she gave them a quick peck before releasing them. The mood was warm as Lance explained what was just discussed. 
 
    “Good thing we have each other,” The blue knight smiled. 
 
    Jayson returned her smile and looked up. Night had fallen and the glowing lights from the inn down the road shined like a lighthouse on the coast. Figures continued to mull about outside.  
 
    “Let’s get rooms for the night. Maybe we can find tidbits of information from the inn keeper,” Jayson said and began walking. 
 
    Sonja gazed at the inn, “They might be full. We may be sleeping by the side of the road after all.” 
 
    “We could recall back to our keeps and jump back to our save points in the morning?” Lance said. 
 
    Jayson looked to his fellow knights, “We could but what would be the fun in that?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nine 
 
    Jayson pressed his hands against the double doors. Swinging them wide, the knight stepped in with Lance and Sonja behind him. The inn was filled with all manner of races and monsters, some sitting at tables and booths, others at the bar. A human bartender was passing out drinks to people at the bar while several human and elf women took orders and delivered plates of food. Heads turned and several pairs of eyes narrowed at the three knights walking in. Jayson smiled as he walked with his head held high, leading his friends to the bar. After a long second, the crowd returned to their conversations and meals. 
 
    “I always wanted to do that,” Jayson grinned as he moved to the bar. 
 
    “You always wanted to be the guy who interrupts everyone’s meals?” Lance said sarcastically. 
 
    Sonja let out a small giggle. 
 
    “You know what I mean. The hero who walks in and gets sized up by the crowd of bad guys,” Jayson said while keeping his smile. 
 
    “Do you want to start a bar fight?” Lance put his back to the bar and looked around. 
 
    “They seem fun in the movies,” Jayson said as he beckoned the bartender over. 
 
    The human bartender made his way and gave a practiced smile, “Good evening knights. How may I help you?” 
 
    “We would like three rooms and your finest beer,” Jayson said with authority. 
 
    The bartender’s smile shrank, “We do not have beer. We have ale.” 
 
    “Then three of your finest ale,” Jayson said with a grin. 
 
    “I will get your ale shortly. As for your rooms, you’re in luck; we have three rooms recently made available.” 
 
     From the stairs, several men carried three orc bodies, daggers buried in their chests. Without so much as a sideways glance, the men carried the dead orcs out the back door.  
 
    The bartender placed three keys on the bar, “That will be twenty gold pieces each.” 
 
    Jayson paid while Lance and Sonja looked on with their jaws hanging. 
 
    The bartender took the gold and the keys disappeared and reappeared in the knight’s inventories. The bartender then placed three ales in front of the knights and moved on to other patrons. 
 
    “That has to be some kind of joke. What are the chances of us showing up and getting three rooms and dead orcs being carried out?” Sonja said in astonishment. 
 
    The front doors to the inn swung open and two knights walked in. Jayson looked at them and noticed they were players. Hands were raised to greet each other as the male and female knight moved to the other end of the bar. The bartender greeted them. The knights asked for rooms. Jayson, Sonja and Lance leaned in to hear what the bartender was going to say. 
 
    “You’re in luck. A room just opened up.” The bartender said with practiced smile. 
 
    Jayson, Sonja and Lance turned to the stairs as two humans carried down a dead orc with several daggers buried in his chest. The three knights started laughing hysterically, bodies shaking and ale spilling from mugs in hands. When the dead orc was out of sight, the three players turned to each other, the laughter fit dying down just a little. 
 
    “Do you think they do that with every player who shows up at the inn?” Lance said and took a sip of his dark ale. 
 
    “Something tells me they do that scene when players show up. I bet the inn creates rooms to make sure players get the full experience,” Jayson laughed and took a deep gulp from his mug. 
 
    “They really think of everything don’t they?” Sonja said as she turned to the bar and rested her elbows on the counter. Relaxed, her butt swayed side to side just enough for Jayson and Lance to look down. 
 
    “Are you guys having fun?” Jayson said trying to take his eyes off Sonja’s ass. 
 
    Lance nodded, “Yea. I gobbled down everything I could in the hour break. I just wanted to get back to you guys.” 
 
    Sonja peered over to her fellow knights, “Me too.” Sonja took a sip again before continuing, “Did you guys have packets in your bed when you logged out?” 
 
    Jayson and Lance locked eyes and then turned to Sonja. 
 
    The blue knight continued, “Mine were filled with….clear liquid.” 
 
    Jayson and Lance began to laugh. 
 
    Sonja eyed them with a smirk, “What’s so funny?” 
 
    Jayson’s laugh died down, pulling it together to speak, “For a second I thought you were a man playing as a female character.” 
 
    Sonja turned to face them, “And if I was?” 
 
    Lance put a hand up, “I think the game and equipment alters to whatever you want to be but no, it wouldn’t be a big deal for me.” 
 
    Jayson jumped in, “I read the manual. To ensure the equipment continues to work properly, it seals your come or in your case, your fluids and spits them out. I had about four packets on the bed between my legs.” 
 
    Lance gave a devilish smirk, “I had about fifteen. I guess it was because of the orgies.” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja looked to Lance with semi wide eyes.  
 
    “What?” Lance said and took another gulp of his ale. 
 
    Sonja took another drink and put the mug down on the bar, “I feel warm, like I’m actually drinking alcohol.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “I think the Mind’s Eye gear directly stimulates pleasure centers and can mimic effects similar to things in reality. I feel a slight buzz coming on myself.” 
 
    “Maybe a few more drinks. I want to see how drunk I can get,” Lance said as he guzzled down the remainder in his mug. 
 
    Sonja turned and leaned against the bar once again, her round ass barely contained by her skirt. Jayson’s eyes fell to her rump and stared for a long moment. 
 
    “I think she is doing it on purpose,” Lance whispered. 
 
    “She could be comfortable around us,” Jayson whispered back. 
 
    “What a fine specimen for a human,” came a voice from a nearby table. 
 
    The three knights turned their eyes to a round table, four dark elves in leather armor gazing at Sonja’s behind. All of them had white hair and dark purple skin. Swords and daggers hung from their belts. The one that spoke wore an eye patch. Standing up from his chair, he waltzed around the table and approached Sonja. He stopped about two feet away, dark hand on his chin and one eye gazing at her bottom. 
 
    Sonja turned around and rested her elbows on the bar, eyes drinking in the handsome dark elf. 
 
    The dark elf continued, “Please turn back. I want to consider using you to sheath my dagger for the evening.” 
 
    Sonja kept her cool but Jayson and Lance stood up straight, glaring at the rude dark elf. The blue knight put up her hand and smirked at the elf. 
 
    “Why would I sheath a dagger when I would rather have a sword,” Sonja said with a wicked smirk. 
 
    The dark elves at the table grunted out laughs. The dark elf before the blue knight simply smiled wider. Jayson eyed the group and knew in his heart they could take them. Lance stood at the ready, waiting for any hint things may go south. 
 
    “What a lovely mouth you have. I’m sure my men and I can fill it. That is the sad thing about humans. Your voices can be irritating but when something is stuffed in mouths, you make such wondrous whimpers.” 
 
    Sonja stared at the elf with half closed eyes, “I’m sure there is enough cock between you and your men that you don’t need me. Your men seem the jealous types. Besides, you couldn’t handle a woman, let alone a human one.” 
 
    The elf looked over Sonja’s curves, “My name is Captain Bellok. You should know my name when you’re screaming it.” 
 
    Sonja kept her uninterested gaze on the dark elf for a few seconds before speaking, “Who are you again? Oh, that’s right; you’re nothing but words on the wind.” 
 
    The blue knight turned her back to him and picked up her mug, taking a swig. The dark elf’s lips curled into restrained rage. Hands bolted forward and yanked up Sonja’s skirt, revealing her naked bottom. Jayson was moving, fingers curling into a fist but something blue flashed before his eyes. Sonja spun around with elbow out. The point struck the dark elf right across the jaw, sending him flying sideways and bouncing twice on the floor. 
 
    Bellok sat up as Sonja turned to him, pulling down her skirt and crossing her arms. The other dark elves were on their feet, rushing the bar. Lance and Jayson turned and crossed the short distance between them. Fists flew as a brawl exploded. The entire room erupted into chaos as tables were turned and fists were thrown. Bellok was onto his feet and rushing the blue knight. Sonja side stepped and drove her elbow into his back, sending him crashing into the bar.  
 
    Jayson let out an enthusiastic yell as he threw his entire body into the fray. No weapons were drawn but bodies smashed and bashed into each other. The bartender had a crossbow in his hands, pointing it at the melee of bodies but not pulling the trigger. Lance moved like water, blocking and tripping anyone one close to him. Jayson swung with powerful fists, knocking out a dark elf and getting jumped by two more. Sonja eyed the captain as he was back on his feet. Rage fueling him, he charged. The blue knight judged the distance and brought her booted foot straight up. The heel hit his chin so hard that his entire slender body went up and over the bar, crashing into the bottles lining the back wall. The blue knight smiled as she turned back to the carnage. 
 
    Jayson was having the time of his life. Blood on fire, he swung fist after fist in rapid succession. Lance let out a yawn as a lizard man swung with scaled fists. The white knight blocked or dodged like he had all the time in the world. When the lizard man hissed in frustration, the white knight brought his palm up, knocking the lizard man back into the crowd. 
 
    A bright blue flash filled the room, blinding and disorienting everyone. Jayson tried to fight off the triple vision and wavy lines. Turning, his vision slowly restored. Behind the bar was a woman next to the bartender. She held potions in her hands while another man hauled up the dark elf captain and threw him over the bar to the wooden floor. 
 
    “That is enough!” The woman shouted. “Who is going to pay for all the damages?” 
 
    The crowd’s fury died immediately. Mulling about, everyone looked like a sad child to a strict parent. 
 
    Sonja tapped the moaning Bellok with her boot, “This rude elf started it.” 
 
    Captain Bellok shook his head and slowly stood up. Turning to the bar, he bowed on shaky footing. 
 
    “I will pay for the damages,” The elf said in a low voice before stumbling back to his men. 
 
    The woman nodded. The broken furniture blinked for a moment before everything returned back to normal. Jayson looked on, wanting more of the heat of battle. Lance and Sonja moved to the bar and drinks were served. The crowd returned to their places and the murmur of conversations filled the main room. Jayson was the only one standing, fingers curled into fists and eyes searching for at least a little trouble. 
 
    Lance moved from the bar and curled an arm around him, leading him back with him, “There will be plenty of bar fights in the future.” 
 
    “I know but this was my first one. I wasn’t finished,” Jayson said in a mock sad tone. 
 
    “I know…I know…” Lance said reassuringly. 
 
    Sonja patted Jayson on the shoulder as the three knights picked up their drinks and toasted.        
 
    *** 
 
    The evening wore on. Soon the inn erupted into song as drinks flowed and cheeks reddened. Jayson hardly drank in real life but here in the game, he felt like he was going to crash onto the floor. Sonja was having a splendid time, guzzling down ale and pressing her firm breasts into Jayson and Lance’s face. The two knights did not mind at all as her hands caressed and touched them any chance she could. Several times, the knights had their own hands on her waist or fingers running down the curvature of her ass. Sonja shined a bright smile, talking as if she didn’t even notice. 
 
    Vision and motor skills turned sloppy. Jayson may have said they should all go to bed. Lance whispered “Together”, while Sonja laughed. Dalya and Luk took hold of their knights. Dalya reached out with a free hand to take Sonja’s hand.  
 
    The climb up the stairs was painfully slow. The elf with the golden hair led Lance down the hall to his room. The door swung open and Luk took him in, closing it behind them. Dalya was holding Jayson up as Sonja tried to insert her key into the lock. After ten tries, she pushed the key in and unlocked the door. 
 
    “Are you going to be alright?” Jayson’s words a bit slurred. 
 
    “I should be fine. I already feel like I’m sobering up. I think the effects of the drinks are short,” The blue knight smiled. 
 
    Drunken bravery roared under Jayson’s skin, “I could come in with you. Make sure there are no bad guys in the room.” 
 
    Sonja eyed him with kind eyes, “Thank you but not yet.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Okay.” 
 
    The blue knight blew him a kiss, stepped into her room and closed the door behind her. Dalya whipped her tail around and helped her lord walk down the hall. The knight wondered why the hall was so long. He should have reached his room by now. A door to his left stood ajar, light spilling out into the hall.  
 
    The knight stepped closer, eyes peering in. A large bed took up the middle of the room. A large and shapely woman sat on the edge. Light blue colored her skin as she sat with her hands folded. Jayson stopped and stared, not taking his eyes off her long bright pink hair and curvy form. A thought came to mind and the knight thought she looked like a feminine troll. She had a similar look to the trolls he encountered in the forest but much more beautiful. Her ears were pointed and her face was sculpted with beautiful fine lines. 
 
    A white haired and dark-skinned elf stepped into view, blocking the female troll on the bed. Jayson instantly recognized the eye patch and gave a drunken smile. The dark elf growled and slammed the door shut.  
 
    The knight stood in the hall, holding his concubine. With a shrug, they moved on to his room. The kitra opened the door. Jayson stumbled forward to the bed. Palm touching his chest, his armor and clothes disappeared before he touched the soft bedding. Closing the door behind them, Dalya sauntered over and turned her lord onto his back. Purring, she moved him into the bed and climbed on top of him. Fingers taking hold of his half hard cock, she stroked him while pressing the tip against her wet bikini bottom. 
 
    Jayson fought through haze. Dalya grinned as he hardened fully to her touch. Pulling the fabric aside, she pressed his cock to her wet opening. Gravity taking over, she sank down inch after inch onto him. Jayson didn’t move as the concubine moved her hips, grinding on him. Images of Sonja faded in and out but soon the pink haired troll invaded his thoughts. There was something about her but he couldn’t put his finger on it.  
 
    Dalya undid her top, freeing her bouncing breasts. Cat ears flexing, she pressed her breasts to her lord’s face, forcing a nipple into his mouth. The knight let out a happy grunt as he licked and suckled. The kitra writhed on her lord, pleasing him any way she could. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja sat on the edge of her bed, looking around the room. A lone lantern glowed in the corner. Small bedside tables stood on each side of the bed and a lone painting hung on a wall. There was no bathroom but the blue knight wondered why she would even need one here.  
 
    Despite sobering up, the knight felt the blood pumping through her veins. The fight only seemed to dial her senses up to eleven. Thoughts of Jayson and Lance floated into her mind as she sat in the bed. She wanted nothing more than to invite both men into her room and have a wild night, all night. Hand tightening, she still couldn’t understand the hesitation. 
 
    “It’s because of mom. She drilled all these bad thoughts about sex into our head,” Sonja said out loud to no one but herself. 
 
    Sighing, the player fell back onto the bed. She wanted nothing more than to be free of those heavy thoughts. In reality, she would cover up and treat all men as if they were going to take advantage but here, everything was different. Here she could be her own person and take whatever lover she desired. She found the monsters here sexy and her favorite fantasy was being taken but what she felt for her fellow knights was different. 
 
    Fingers drifting down, one hand pulled up her skirt while another pressed along her wet valley. A finger grazed her clit and a wave of heat flowed up her stomach and into her thighs and arms. Pressing and rubbing, she looked to the comfort she always sought when she was alone. That blissful feeling of being complete and satisfied lurked under her skin, ready for release. 
 
    The knight made slow steady strokes, running fingers over her throbbing clit and inserting into her tight valley. Body relaxing, she moved with practiced ease. Mouth open, she took in deep breaths as she played her personal song of pleasure. Even in the world of Lukken, being able to be herself was freeing and stoked the fires of lust. Upping the rhythm, she moved her hips to her touch, nearly begging for that release. 
 
    Body writhing, the side pouch to her belt opened and something rolled out. At first Sonja didn’t notice until a low green light filled the room. Distracted, she stopped strumming her melody and turned on her side. Something oval glowed as it rolled and fell off the bed. The knight moved to the edge of the bed and peered down. The oval seed rolled to the middle of the floor and stopped, glowing an eerie green. 
 
    The knight stared, unsure what to make of it. She reached down to pick it up when it split in half. Hand stopping inches away, a small green ball pulsed and trembled. Sonja stared as the ball unfolded to form a small ball of tentacles. Staying on her stomach, she watched as the tentacles pulsed and grew. The tendrils merged and shifted as they grew bigger and bigger. It was the size of a small dog and then it grew to the side of the night stands. A humanoid body emerged as vines coiled and merged to form arms and legs. 
 
    Sonja was up on her knees as the thing grew taller. The green body turned a light brown. Outlines of muscles pushed against skin as a slender body took shape. Thin little tentacles rose up from the bald head, turning a forest green and forming into long hair. Eyes and a mouth appeared. The eyes were closed shut while the mouth was a thin line. A pointed chin formed and the shoulders squared out to make the body T shaped. 
 
    The blue knight stayed on her knees, eyes filled with astonishment as she stared at a fully formed plant man in her room. His oval eyes opened and they gazed at the blue knight on her knees on the bed.  
 
    “Sylas,” Sonja said out loud. 
 
    A male angel appeared, floating in the air next to the bed. “Yes Sonja?” 
 
    “What is he?” The knight asked as she pointed at the slender brown man with green hair. 
 
    The angel nodded, “He is a dryad. They are forest folk, part fairy and part plant. Most often they take female form but male forms have been seen from time to time.” 
 
    “Are they dangerous?” The knight asked as her hand went to her sword. 
 
    “Only if provoked,” the angel said simply. 
 
    Sonja pulled her hand away from the pommel of her blade, “Thanks.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” the angel bowed, and disappeared. 
 
    The dryad looked at his own arms and body. Sonja kept her hands to her sides, open and empty. She marveled at his body. It was just the type she liked, lean and muscular with a swimmer’s build. She thought back to the plant creature she watered and wondered if this was some kind of reward. 
 
    The dryad turned his attention to Sonja, eyes meeting hers. Silently he stepped forward. The knight’s eyes fell to his member as it swung between his legs. Veins appeared along the shaft as it started to hardened. 
 
    “Hold on, we should talk,” The knight said with wide eyes. 
 
    From the dryad’s back, vines emerged. It took three steps and knelt down beside the bed, oval eyes drinking in Sonja’s form. The vines moved like tentacles. One reached up and caressed Sonja’s neck, sending a warm shiver down her spine. Thoughts spun on, wondering if he could be her first concubine. Sitting on her ankles, more vines touched her skin where it showed. The vines were soft as they rolled over skin. 
 
    “Do you have a name?” 
 
    The dryad continued on, not responding. A vine moved along her inner thigh. A bloom of heat caused Sonja’s cheeks to turn pink. She reached down and took hold of the vine, stopping it from moving further up her leg. The knight held the vine in her hand for only a moment. She knew if this was going to be her concubine, she had to unlock it.  
 
    Letting go of the vine, the dryad looked to her innocently as the vine continued up her thigh. Sonja let out a gasp as the tip touched her wet lips and stroked her throbbing nub. Shoulder’s relaxing; she pressed her palm to her chest. Armor and clothes faded from view. The dryad’s eyes widened as Sonja stayed on her knees, naked.  
 
    Nipples pointed as several more vines curled around her. Sonja thought to her kinks and one of them came to mind. The vines wrapped around her wrists and ankles. She moved but they tightened. Struggling, she tried not to smile as the dryad stood up and crawled into bed. It moved her body, picking her up and laying her down hard. The blue knight struggled, gasping and staring at the dryad. The monster’s brow formed a strong V as it peered between her legs. Vines pulling her legs apart, Sonja gasped again as it kneeled down between her legs. 
 
    The dryad brought its face down between the knight’s thighs. Sonja lifted her head to see a pointed tongue snake out of its mouth and caress her thin line. The tongue moved over her small tuft of blue hair as it pressed against her nearly dripping pink valley. The more she struggled, the more wetness seemed to run down the bottom curve of her ass. Vines touched and wrapped around pointed nipples. Blissful sensations filled Sonja’s body as she struggled. 
 
    The dryad seemed to ignore her, licking her and swirling around her raised clit. It was all too much as she gasped and yelped, barely able to hold back the tide. Moving her hips, she pressed her valley to his tongue, moving to his rhythm. The heat and excitement was too much. The knight bit her lip as an orgasm roared up her nerves. Explosions went off and the knight writhed as warm wet bliss filled her being. 
 
    A lock appeared above the dryad and unlocked with a flash. It faded from sight as Sonja licked her lips. The dryad pulled away as if it woke up for the first time. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” Sonja whispered. 
 
    Lust filled the monster’s oval eyes. Vines held her down as it continued to slather at her pulsating valley. Lifting her head, she could see how hard he was. The dryad seemed to read her mine because he pulled back his head and moved closer, his cock like a threatening spear. Tongue slipped out once again to lick at her pointed nipples. Thin hips moved in between Sonja’s creamy thighs, the tip of his head touching her quivering line and a moment later, spreading her lips wide.  
 
    Sonja felt her inner walls push aside to accommodate him. A scream was caught in her throat as her eyes went wide. Long breathy gasps filled the room as the monster sunk down to the hilt. A vine snaked in between them, caressing her clit while his cock throbbed inside. Sonja thought that maybe it would be rough since it was part plant but she was happily surprised that it was smooth to the touch. 
 
    “You are my lady. I am here to serve,” The dryad whispered as he moved his hips. 
 
    Another orgasm blinded her senses. Unable to speak, she whimpered to his gentle but full thrusts. Clutching with her thighs, bodies flexed to each other in a seductive embrace raising the temperature in the room a few degrees. 
 
    Gathering her wits, Sonja smiled and gazed at the dryad between her legs. “Feed me your come,” The knight demanded simply. 
 
    The dryad pulled back onto his knees, his cock slipping out of her. Vines pulled and lifted Sonja onto her knees. The vines pulled her arms behind her and kept her ankles together. Sonja hungrily took his hard cock into her mouth. Sucking like the bad girl she imagined she was. She looked up while making sure his cock filled her mouth. The dryad’s oval eyes widened as he stared down. Sonja couldn’t stop herself as she sucked and ran her tongue along his impressive shaft. Favorite porn scenes played out in her head as she sucked. She wanted to be just like those girls but only for moments at a time. She never could do that in real life but the fantasy was here and now and she wanted to take full advantage of it. 
 
    “My lady…..” The dryad groaned.  
 
    Sonja pulled away. “Come….fill my mouth!” The knight said in a harsh whisper. 
 
    The dryad let out a deep groan. Sonja closed her lips around his shaft. A moment later it expanded. Spurts of come filled her mouth. The knight drank it down with each pump. The amount was obscene as more jets streamed forth. Sonja pulled away, gasping for breath as a clear sappy liquid string connected from the tip of his cock to her lips. The knight was pleased to realize his come had a sugary sap taste to it.  
 
    The vines pulled back into the dryad’s back and he sat on the bed, his cock still hard. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Sonya asked as she wiped away sap from the corner of her mouth. 
 
    “Leaf. I am here to serve.” 
 
    Sonja lay back in the bed, spreading her legs, “Leaf, can you please me again?” 
 
    The dryad nodded, “I can please you any time you wish.” 
 
    “Then come to me. Your lady is hungry for more pleasure,” Sonja said with a wicked grin. 
 
    The dryad quickly moved to her, sinking between her legs. Sonja wrapped her arms and legs around him, gasping as he invaded her once again. 
 
      
 
    Ten 
 
    Darkness bled away to brightness. Shafts of sunlight peeked through curtains, bathing the room in a warming morning glow. Sonja lay curled up, a blanket half covering her naked body. Barely blinking, two dark shapes stood by the edge of her bed. A curious feeling rose up as she blinked some more, finally opening her eyes. The shadows took form of two knights standing by her bed, mischievous grins on their faces. 
 
    Startled, the blue knight clutched at the blanket and pulled it over her body as she scrambled to sit up. The world falling into focus, Jayson and Lance stood with lips curled into naughty smiles. 
 
    “You guys scared me,” Sonja sighed as her butt scooted back and touched Leaf behind her. 
 
    “The door was open. We wanted to check on you and see if you were ready to go,” Jayson said, looking past her to the sleeping dryad, “Who’s he?” 
 
    Sonja’s lip curved into smirk, “He is my new concubine. His name is Leaf and he is a dryad.” 
 
    Remembering she was in a virtual world, the blue knight let the blanket fall, exposing her near perfect breasts. Raising her arms, she yawned. Jayson and Lance could not control their eyes as they turned to her naked torso. Leaf stirred from his slumber and wrapped a light brown arm around his Lady. 
 
    “Congratulations,” Lance smiled. 
 
    “This is fantastic! We all now have our first concubines. What bonuses did you get?” Jayson asked with excited eyes. 
 
    Sonja put up her hand and a transparent square appeared with words and numbers scrolling down to her touch. “My regeneration rate improved by a few points and I have more hit points. It says here that Leaf can harden his skin, improving his armor class but he has low dexterity.” The blue knight scrolled down some more, “One of his abilities is he can take on more than one opponent at a time with is vine attacks.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “That’s excellent. If we keep this up then we could be a force to be reckoned with.” 
 
    Sonja nodded, swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up. The blanket fell away in slow motion. Jayson and Lance grew silent as the blue knight stretched again, revealing her entire body. When the stretch was done, Sonja let her open palm touch her chest, her clothes and armor appearing over her body. 
 
    Jayson’s mouth soured, “Show’s over?” 
 
    Sonja touched his cheek, “For now.” 
 
    “We should be on our way,” Lance said, as he turned and walked to the door. 
 
    The two knights looked to each other and then to Lance as he stepped out of the room.  
 
    Sonja let her hand drop, “Do you think he feels left out?” 
 
    Jayson looked to the open door and back to Sonja, “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Maybe we should talk to him?” 
 
    Jayson’s feet shuffled from side to side just an inch, “This thing between the three of us, it……feels a little big.” 
 
    Sonja’s head tilted forward, “I know. I feel that way too.” The room grew silent for few moments before Sonja lifted her head and smiled, “But we have to be there for each other. We are in this together.” 
 
    Jayson looked up to her smiling face and returned it with his own, “Agreed.” 
 
    Sonja stepped to the doorway with Jayson and Leaf close behind. Lance stood down the hall with Dalya and Luk. With a small smile on his face, the white knight made his way down the stairs. Dalya threw her arms around Jayson, snuggling into his neck. Sonja smiled as she made her way down the steps, eyes on Lance as he waited at the bottom with a stoic smirk. 
 
    Dalya stepped away from her lord and skipped to the stairs, “To the dragon’s castle we go!” She sang. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning slid into early afternoon. The three knights walked with their concubine’s close behind. In the distance stood the spires of the dragon’s castle, banners rustling in the breeze and guards walking the high walls. White banners carried a blue dragon symbol as they floated on the wind. 
 
    With renewed vigor, the three knights quickened their pace. Dalya ran forward, doing cartwheels and flips. Jayson ran after her, doing his own flips. Mid-air the player realized how easy it was to do such actions. He never could have performed a flip like that in real life. Lance and Sonja walked along, eyeing the knight and his concubine having fun. 
 
    Sonja turned to Lance. Reaching out and taking his hand into hers, they walked along with a warm grip. 
 
    “Lance……” Sonja began. 
 
    The white knight waved his free hand, “You don’t have to say anything. Sometimes even I forget we are in a game, and there are different rules here. I know you two have some kind of connection. Let’s just keep going and have fun.” 
 
    Sonja was quiet for a second before continuing, “I feel the connection with you too. But I can see you have a connection with Jayson. He is more your type?” 
 
    The white knight let out a small sigh, “You see the way he is jumping and flipping with Dalya? There is nothing more attractive than a man having fun and enjoying life. I must admit that he is my type but I’m not sure I am his. I learned a long time ago never to force your desires on another. It will come naturally or not at all.” 
 
    “I don’t get the impression that he would turn you away,” Sonja said while squeezing his hand. 
 
    “I think Jayson is discovering his own sexuality. If I am part of that, well...that’s left to be discovered.” Lance turned and squeezed Sonja’s hand again, “Don’t get me wrong. You are beautiful and I want nothing more than to spend time with you, both of you. “ 
 
    Sonja looked away as her cheeks glowed pink, “I feel the same. We feel the same.” 
 
    Lance gave one final squeeze before letting her hand go, “I’m sure we are going to run into some high adventure in the castle. Just remember I am here for both of you.” 
 
    Lance quickened his pace with Luk behind him. 
 
    Sonja looked to the white knight, her heart beating a little faster. “We are here for you too,” she whispered. 
 
    “Come on guys! We’re almost there!” Jayson shouted and did another flip. 
 
    A short time later, the castle gate loomed before the three knights. A gathering of players and AI controlled people were clamoring to get in, invitations held high. The guards worked, checking the invites and letting people and monsters in. Jayson noticed players were stopped and being told something before entering. He couldn’t hear what they were saying so that caused him to push in a little closer. 
 
    A few minutes later, the three knights stood before a guard in white and blue armor, “Invites please.” 
 
    Dalya handed hers in and so did Sonja. The guard looked at them and then they disappeared in a flash.  
 
    “Please anchor your save points here. Should you befall a terrible fate or act in a way not benefiting the party or other players, you will resurrect outside of the castle and not allowed back in.” 
 
    The guard eyed the three players as they put their hands out and anchored their save points. Scrolls appeared before them and unfurled. A quill appeared next to the floating scrolls. 
 
    The guard continued, “You must sign here, acknowledging that anything you see or experience will be kept secret. Should you break the contract, anything gained in Lady Slytha’s keep will be stripped from you. This is to ensure players enjoy their experiences here in Lady Slytha’s property. Simply sign and you may enter.” 
 
    Jayson was first to sign. Sonja and Lance followed. The scrolls rolled up and disappeared in a small flash with the quills. Dalya jumped and clapped.  
 
    “Enjoy your stay,” The guard smiled and stepped aside.  
 
    The three knights walked through the main gate, eyes widening to the sights before them. The main keep stood with many spires jutting up into the sky. At the base, a small town stood with vendors and homes spread out along cobbled streets. Jayson marveled at it as sounds and scents drifted over him. It certainly wasn’t the splendor of the human city but then again, he only saw it from the outside. Here, the world became so real that he drank in everything about it, from the kids running after each other to people happily bartering, and the lone drunk in the corner clutching his bottle of ale. 
 
    “They really put some effort into the details,” Jayson said. 
 
    “You should have seen the human capitol. It was like this but ten times bigger, plus the orgies,” Lance grinned. 
 
    Sonja nodded in agreement, “The human city is beautiful but this one looks more vibrant and real.” 
 
    “I think we are going to have fun here,” Jayson said as he led the way. 
 
    The three knights walked along the main street to the main keep. Large arch shaped doors greeted them, wide open and people flowing in. Jayson spun around as he walked, taking it all in and getting dizzy in the process. Dalya took hold of her lord with a hug and guided him in with a smile. 
 
    The main hall yawned before the three knights. Tapestries hung from walls and stained-glass windows let in colored light. A throne sat on a raised dais, sparkling in the multi colored light. Players, monsters and humans mingled in the great hall, an excited chatter vibrating off the stone walls. The three knights walked further in and the crowd grew thicker. Servants moved through the crowd, handing out glasses of wine. Jayson was quick to take one. He was feeling the crowdedness, and nearly drank it down in one gulp. A tension bled into his shoulders as he tried to relax. The thrill of the place soon wore off as the bodies seemed to press on him. 
 
    Eyes widening, the knight stopped. Sonja and Lance bumped into the standing knight, looking to him with concern. 
 
    “Jayson?” Sonja asked as Jayson’s hands tightened and his body stiffened. 
 
    “There are too many…people…..I….” Jayson trailed off. 
 
    Lance moved to the frozen knight and put an arm around him. Moving quickly through the crowd, he led Jayson to one of the windows where the crowd was less thick. Using his arm, Lance pushed people and monsters aside until they reached the window. Jayson lifted up an arm and leaned against the wall, panting for air. Lance and Sonja stayed close enough to give him some room. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m not good around a lot of people. It is just so real that I started to feel like I was going to faint,” Jayson said, and gulped down the last of the wine in his glass. 
 
    “We're right here for you,” Sonja said reassuringly. 
 
    Jayson stood up and leaned his back against the wall, “Sorry guys. Not very knightly when a panic attack happens.” 
 
    “You’re not running for the door so that makes you more of a knight than anyone else here,” Lance smiled. 
 
    The three knights grinned to each other as a hush fell over the hall. Eyes turning, they looked on to the dais as several royal guards walked out and flanked the walls around the throne. A finely robed man walked out and stood by the throne, head held high. From the door at the back to the dais, a woman with long flowing regal robes stepped out with several men and woman trailing behind her. 
 
    Jayson looked on, eyes dazzled. The woman wore a thin sapphire colored robe. The front of it opened into a long V shape, showing the inner shape of her breasts. Alabaster skin glowed in the light of the hall as she stood in front of the throne. White hair flowed from a circlet and down over her shoulders. Pointed ears peeked from the long straight hair. Her face was thin and beautiful with high cheek bones and fierce blue eyes. A lone silver amulet hung from her neck. Jutting from behind her were what appeared to be folded wings. 
 
    The regal man stepped forward and spoke with a booming voice, “Welcome to Lady Slytha’s Insatiable Soiree! For all invited, the event will be three nights of untold pleasures and excitement.” 
 
    The man stepped back and the white woman stepped forward. In a flash, white and blue dragon wings spread out for the entire room to see. Gasps and sighs filled the room on the beauty of the dragon woman as she looked down with adoring eyes. 
 
    “For those who do not know me, I am Lady Slytha of the Frost Dragon Kingdom. I welcome you here to take pleasure from my home, to dine and be merry during these trying times. We must remember the joys and take them with us where ever we may travel. Some of you are passing through while others would like to stay. We will have plenty of time to see what fate may have in store, but for the next three nights you are my guests. Please enjoy and respect one another, and make it a time to remember.” 
 
    Lady Slytha sauntered back and sat on the throne with her wings outstretched. The room went wild with applause and cheers. Jayson couldn’t take his eyes off the beautiful dragon as he pumped his fist in the air and shouted her name. The mood was infectious as Lance and Sonja joined in on the cheering crowd. 
 
    The regal man stepped forward and raised his hands, the crowd dying down, “Now is your chance to win favor. Please bring your gifts up so all may see.” 
 
    Jayson’s smile faded away, “We didn’t bring any gifts!”  
 
    “I didn’t know we had to bring any? What do you give a dragon as a present?” Sonja said as she leaned against the wall. 
 
    “I think we are going to find out,” the white knight said and pointed at the dais. 
 
    Up the stairs, Captain Bellok climbed with his men at his sides. One of them held a long chain and pulled. From the crowd, a tall female troll stood with a metal collar around her neck and her wrists in chains. Jayson gasped as he instantly spotted the long flowing pink hair. 
 
    Lance looked over at Jayson’s expression, “You’ve seen her before?” 
 
    “I did. She was in Bellok’s room. I walked by last night trying to get back to my room,” Jayson said quietly. 
 
    “Lady Slytha! I bring you a gift!” The dark elf bellowed. 
 
    The female troll glanced over her shoulder, sadness etched into her slender face. She wore a thin white robe, barely containing her large breasts, thin waist and thick thighs. Eyes glancing over, they connected with Jayson’s for a fraction of a second before turning downward. A dark elf kicked her in the back of the knee and the troll let out a whimper as she fell to her knees. 
 
     The Captain continued, “We found this voluptuous troll in the woods with more of her kind. We dispatched the enemy trolls but thought she would be an added addition to your harem. I gladly give her to you so we may spend a small amount of time in your favor.” 
 
    The dark elf bowed and his fellow men followed suit. The pink haired troll bowed her head in defeat. 
 
    “I have never seen a pink haired troll before,” Lady Slytha said softly and nodded her head. 
 
    The regal robed man stepped forward, “The lady accepts your gift.” 
 
    Several men and woman in scantily clad clothing rushed from behind the throne and took the chains from the dark elves. The troll was to her feet and led away to the door behind the throne, disappearing from sight. The crowd grew anxious as others stood on a line to give their gifts to the white dragon. 
 
    “I think we need to find out more. It can’t be a coincidence that I saw her last night. Did you see her looking over to us?” Jayson said. 
 
    Lance rubbed his chin, “I don’t know. It seems too big of a leap or too planned out. Also, what about the rest of the players? We can’t be the only ones affected by an event like this.” 
 
    “I think she was just looking into the crowd, maybe not at us specifically,” Sonja added. 
 
    “Maybe,” Jayson said as he looked on to Lady Slytha. 
 
    Some of the crowd stood on line, walking up the steps, bowing and presenting gems, fine clothing and what appeared to be magical items. Jayson looked to others who simply stood and mingled, talking and making no attempts to present gifts to the dragon woman. The knight checked his inventory and found he had very little but the clothes, armor and weapons on his back. Even his gold was only a few hundred pieces. The knight pondered as he looked on.  
 
    Lance leaned against the wall next to Sonja and closed his eyes, “I guess we wait until all the gifts are given before we move on.” 
 
    A crazy urge took over Jayson as he gritted his teeth, clenched his fist and dived into the crowd. Lance and Sonja were on their feet, startled as Jayson moved through the clumps of people. 
 
    The knight tried to keep his head together as the crowd seemed to close in on him. A dizzy feeling crawled up his nerves but he focused on Lady Slytha. After a long moment of elbowing his way through, the knight bypassed the line and climbed the dais steps. Guards stepped forward, spears at the ready. The regal man met the knight at the top of the stairs and held up a hand. 
 
    “Please wait in line before presenting gifts,” the man said with his nose in the air. 
 
    Jayson looked past the man and made eye contact with Lady Slytha, “I have no gifts. I simply want a moment of your time.” 
 
    The crowd turned and all eyes were on the bold knight as he stayed his ground. Sonja and Lance looked to their friend, bodies tense. Silence filled the hall as everyone watched what would happen next. 
 
    “The lady will have plenty of time to talk to you during……” The man was cut off. 
 
    “Let him approach,” Lady Slytha said with a small smile. 
 
    The regal man bowed to his lady and stepped back. Jayson stepped closer and bowed a few feet from the dragon woman. Memories spilled into his mind from the many fantasy books he had read since he was a child. 
 
    “Lady Slytha, I am Jayson Reed, a travelling knight. I come to you with no psychical gifts to give but your beauty has taken hold of my heart. I wish to offer my swords to your defense should you ever need it. I will come to your aid should you call for it. I only ask to spend time in your glowing beauty so I may carry the memory forever in my heart.” 
 
    Lady Slytha’s smile faded and she regarded the knight with half closed eyes. “Such a bold offer my dear knight,” The dragon lady grew silent. 
 
    A pang of regret seeped into Jayson as he felt he was making a fool of himself. Images of the guards throwing him out in the mud filled his mind. Craziness took hold but the young knight was going to see it through, good or bad. 
 
    A small smile bloomed on pale lips, “I accept your sword for my times of need young knight. Know you have my favor.” 
 
    The crowd erupted into roaring cheers.  
 
    “Thank you, my lady,” Jayson said, stood up and turned around, weakness invading his knees. 
 
    On shaky footsteps, the knight made his way back down into the crowd. Hands clapped against his shoulders as many cheered him on. The knight looked over to see more players rush to the line, inspired by Jayson’s offer. Lady Slytha beckoned the regal man closer and whispered in his ear. 
 
    The man nodded, walked over to the edge and eyed the crowd, “The Lady has enough swords to her calling. Please refrain from offering your services but please enjoy your stay.” 
 
    Jayson emerged from the crowd to Sonja and Lance gazing at him with stars in their eyes. Knees giving out, the knight stumbled forward. Hands caught him and held him up. 
 
    Lance grinned, “How did you know something like that would work?” 
 
    Jayson tried to get his footing, “I didn’t. But I’ve read enough fantasy books that a bold hero gets noticed by royalty when they have nothing but themselves to give. I thought I'd give it a try.” 
 
    Sonja smiled, “You’re an amazing player, Jayson Reed.”  
 
    “Thank you but I couldn’t do it without knowing you two are there for me. I hope that winning her favor will help us for the future.” 
 
    “I’m sure it did,” Lance wrapped an arm around the knight’s neck. 
 
    The line to the dragon moved and finally ended. Her regal servant stepped forward and raised his hands. 
 
    “Now you will be shown to the guest wing. The event will begin at sundown so Lady Slytha wishes everyone to rest up. Clothes will be provided in your rooms but you are welcome to wear your armor and clothes if you wish.” 
 
    Servants filed out and called to groups of people, players and monsters to follow them. The room moved with orderly purpose as Lady Slytha stood and practically floated to the door behind her throne, servants trailing behind. 
 
    The afternoon moved in flashes. The groups of knights were led to the east wing. Everyone was shown to their room. Jayson smiled as he saw Lance and Sonja had rooms adjacent to his. They smiled to each other as they stepped into their rooms as once. 
 
    Jayson let the door close behind him. The late afternoon light poured in through the window. A king-sized bed with a covered canopy filled the main part of the room. Decorative wooden furniture filled all the open spaces against the wall, including a full-sized vanity mirror. Jayson stepped over to the wardrobe closet and opened it to reveal nice evening wear. Taking it out, he added it to his inventory. 
 
    Dalya leapt onto the bed and lay on her back, purring and hands up to her chest. “My lord,” The kitra said simply as she eyed him. 
 
    With new found excitement coursing through him, the knight walked over and pressed at his chest. Armor and clothes fading away, his hard member stood on its own. The kitra turned onto her stomach and crawled to the edge of the bed, wrapping her warm mouth around him. Jayson felt himself smile as he looked down at his loving concubine, gently taking inches into her mouth. Tail swaying, her head bobbed with closed eyes and a deep purring rising up her throat. Rock hard, the knight wanted nothing more than to unleash his seed when the door opened behind him 
 
    Turning his head, Sonja smiled as she stepped in and closed the door behind her. Dalya seemed to notice because she clamped down her lips on him, not letting him pull away. The knight’s cheeks glowed pink as he was speechless, caught in the act. Sonja smiled shyly as she sauntered over and sat on the edge of the bed. 
 
    “I would have knocked but I hoped to catch you like this,” The blue knight grinned. 
 
    “How….did you know?” Jayson said while trying to keep his breathing normal. 
 
    “I knew because I felt the same. It’s exciting to be here. Leaf was ready to please me but I wanted to see you.” 
 
    “Me?” Jayson said and gasped as Dalya sucked harder. 
 
    Sonja nodded. Her thighs spread open a little and she lifted her skirt just a few inches. Fingers reaching down, she touched herself just out of sight of Jayson’s eyes. A gasp fell from her lips as she pressed at her wet line. 
 
    “Lance cares for you. I care for you,” Sonja said in a breathy whisper. 
 
    “I care for you both,” Jayson said as Dalya’s head bobbed faster. 
 
    Sonja closed her eyes and rubbed her throbbing pink clit, letting a little more show to the engaged knight. Jayson could not tear away, wild urges wanting him to push her down and take her. Only his feelings held him back and a horny kitra held him in place. 
 
    “Do you like this?” Sonja asked with closed eyes, fingers making blissful swirls. 
 
    “I do. You’re beautiful,” Jayson whispered. 
 
    “I….I have never showed this…side of me……too scared,” Sonja breathed as her movements intensified. 
 
    “Is that why….that night at the camp?” 
 
    Dalya purred and suckled, taking Jayson to the hilt. Tongue pressed against his throbbing member, her mouth begged for his seed. Sonja opened her eyes and watched as the kitra could not get enough, trying to suck the very life from her lord. 
 
    “I want….to be myself…like this…with you and Lance,” Sonja gripped the edge of the bed as her fingers rubbed more and more. 
 
    “Me too,” Jayson said simply, lost to a fog of ecstasy. 
 
    The blue knight let out a deep cry as she rubbed her clit. Fireworks spiraled from frayed nerves as her body writhed to her own touch and Jayson’s eyes. An orgasm bloomed and she bit her lip, trying to control the mini explosions, one after the other. 
 
    Jayson could not hold himself back any longer. Cock thickening, molten spurts of come erupted. Dalya moaned her approval as her throat quickly filled with his seed. Drinking it down, she toned down her expert sucking to long slow strokes. The knight kept his eyes on Sonja as she milked every last drop. Her face red, she stood up and fixed her skirt before walking to the door. 
 
    The knight’s eyes followed her as she opened the door and looked back. “See you at the party,” the blue knight winked. 
 
    The door closed and Jayson turned back to Dalya as she looked up with innocent eyes, sucking his half hard cock. 
 
    “Can’t wait,” the knight whispered as he ran his fingers through Dalya’s wild hair. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eleven 
 
    Jayson stood in front of the vanity mirror, posing in his new outfit. Lip curving, he was not overly impressed. The leggings were a bit too sheer and the sponge like material puffing up at his shoulders made them a little too square. The player looked it over and spread his hands in defeat. He knew he couldn’t walk out in this outfit. 
 
    Dalya laid on her stomach, looking at her nails, tail swishing back and forth, “I can alter it for you? I have skills in tailoring and seamstress.” 
 
    The knight turned in the mirror, “Please do. I can’t go out like this.” 
 
    The kitra was on her feet and walking over to the dresser. From the top drawer, she pulled out needle and thread. Stepping over, she eyed her lord. 
 
    “Most rooms in Lukken will have a needle and thread. It allows changing the outfits you have into something you wish to wear. What type of outfit would you like?” 
 
    Jayson continued to twist with a sour look, “Something relaxed.” 
 
    Dalya nodded. With the needle and thread in one hand, she tapped on the shirt with another. Lines glowed with commands, percentages, colors and styles. The knight gazed at his reflection as the shirt began to morph and shift to Dalya’s touch. The shirt turned white. The sleeves billowed slightly at the forearms and tapered to tight wrist cuffs. A V neck opened and elongated over his pecks and down to the top of his six pack. The belt shifted into a shiny black with a large square metal buckle. The leggings turned into black leather pants. Dalya crotched down and touched his shoes, turning them into shiny black boots. 
 
    “How’s that?” Dalya smiled. 
 
    Jayson stood with wide eyes, “Perfect.” 
 
    The kitra ran a finger down Jayson’s exposed middle chest, “A gallant look for my gallant knight.” 
 
    “Thank you,” the knight said, still marveling at the outfit. 
 
    Dalya reached up and fixed his collar, “No thanks needed my lord. I am here for you always.” 
 
    Jayson looked to Dalya’s loving eyes. An odd feeling ran through the knight. He knew she was nothing more than an AI controlled avatar, programmed to please but it was almost unnerving how real she had become to him. The player could feel her becoming more and more like a real person with wants and needs. At first Dalya seemed a little too programmed but now, it felt like she was evolving to become a better program around him. Thoughts swirled to algorithms and programming but when he stared into her eyes, he saw a lover and a friend. 
 
    “We should be on our way. I think the party started a little while ago,” Dalya smiled. 
 
    Jayson nodded. The knight and concubine stepped to the door of their room. In the hallway, players and party goers moved in small packs. The corridor extended but everyone was travelling in the same direction. The knight walked over and knocked on Sonja’s door. 
 
    “Still getting ready, I’ll meet you there!” said a muffled voice through the door. 
 
     Jayson stood for a moment before moving to Lance’s door and knocking. A few seconds ticked away before it opened. Jayson’s simple smile turned into a grin with all teeth showing. Lance stood at the door wearing tight black pants, boots, bow tie around his neck and nothing else. Luk was behind him, wearing a finely tailored suit. 
 
    Lance eyed the knight and smirked, “Handsome and gallant.” 
 
    Jayson eyed Lance’s bare torso, “Still dressing?” 
 
    “No. I’m finished. You think it's too much?” Lance smirked. 
 
    “I don’t think anyone will mind. You look good,” Jayson said and instantly felt heat rush into his cheeks. 
 
    Lance stood up with his chiseled chest out as if he didn’t notice, “Where’s Sonja?” 
 
    “She is still getting ready. She said she will meet us there.” 
 
    The knight nodded, “Then shall we be off?” 
 
    Jayson nodded and the two knights began walking to the party. Luk put his arm out and Dalya entwined her arm into his. The small band made their way toward the music in the distance. After a few minutes, the corridor opened up into a massive hall. The knights had to stop and take it all in. 
 
    The ceiling had a curved glass roof. The two moons shined brightly in the star lit sky. Pale shafts of light mixed with flickering torch light and hovering glowing orbs. The main floor was below them as they stepped to the edge and peered down. A line of fountains ran along the middle, streaming water cascading down over fine stone works. Servants moved through the crowd with expert ease, holding trays of wine and food. The place was packed with guests, drinking, laughing and pleasant conversation. A band played on a small stage. Jayson noticed that they played classical instruments but a techno/electronica sound filled the hall. Harps mixed with a deep bass. Violins sang with a powerful beat as singers projected harmonizing voices.  
 
    A pleasant calm washed over the two knights as they walked to the stairs and made their way down to join the party. Eyes turned to Lance and mouths curled into leering smiles. The knight returned a genuine smile. Jayson spotted a servant walking by with a tray of filled wine glasses. Scooping one up, he took a few gulps of red wine. The familiar anxiety touched his nerves but he pushed it away. The party was much too amazing to be missed. 
 
    A dance floor erupted into bodies moving. The beat picked up with players moving to dance music. The entire hall was filled with people in their finest clothes, enjoying the atmosphere and an anything-goes vibe. Jayson drank down his wine as Lance stood soaking it all in. Several people would walk by and run their hands over his chest before moving on with a wink and smile.  
 
    After a few minutes, Jayson put an empty glass on a tray and picked up another full glass of wine. Drinking deeply, he felt a warmth rush into his face and his shoulders relaxed. Lance looked on but he glanced over at the knight and then quickly looked away. Jayson caught it and stepped a little closer. 
 
    “Lance….” Jayson started. 
 
    The knight looked to Jayson with restrained warmth. “I know you feel strange around me. I don’t expect anything. I care for you but I’m not going to push for something that may not be there.”  
 
    Jayson smiled, “That wasn’t what I was going to say.” 
 
    Lance stood, eyes filled with a touch of sadness. 
 
    Jayson continued, “You asked me what my kinks were. I chose some that I knew I liked but I also chose a few that I feel are more who I am, if that makes sense?” Jayson swirled his wine, “In reality, I am a very shy and introverted person. I feel the real me is just below the surface, clawing to get out. Being here in the game, I feel like the real me is starting to show.” 
 
    Lance stood quietly, eyes on the knight as he shifted nervously. 
 
    Jayson looked into Lance’s eyes, “What I’m trying to say is that one of my kinks is bisexuality.” 
 
    Lance’s lips turned slightly up at the corners before his face became a blank mask. 
 
    “You’re an interesting guy,” Lance said simply. 
 
    Jayson nodded.  
 
    “So, are you a top or a bottom?” Lance asked with a serious tone. 
 
    “Um….I’m..not sure.” Jayson stuttered. 
 
    “I’m a switch myself. Top or bottom, makes it fun in the bedroom…..or wherever.” 
 
    Jayson wasn’t sure what to say. Until this moment, he never even hinted at his sexuality. Stunned into silence, the knight took another sip of wine. 
 
    “If you don’t mind and all kidding aside, can I ask you a deeper question?” 
 
    Jayson nodded silently. 
 
    “Why do you think you’re bisexual?” 
 
    The knight looked to the bare-chested knight, took another sip of wine before holding the glass close to his chest, “I don’t know. I have always had feelings that no one should limit their desires. Love and lust can be so big that it defies any rules you place on it. I knew people who clearly didn’t follow their heart and they grew up miserable because of it.  
 
    “I believe you love who you love and that’s it. I chose the bisexual kink because I wanted to be open to finding love.” 
 
    Jayson swirled his drink, “Stop listening to me. I sound silly and maybe the wine is going to my head. I also like monster girls and lot and lots of sex. Maybe I’m just an addict and need my fix.” 
 
    Lance put his hand on Jayson’s shoulder and looked to him with kind eyes, “Or maybe you have a lot of love to give. Don’t be ashamed of who you are. Everything you just told me is how I feel deep in my heart. Maybe it was fate or the game that brought us together but I do know this, I’m glad to know you Jayson.” 
 
    Jayson touched Lance’s hand on his shoulder and held it, “Thank you for not making me feel weird.” 
 
    Lance smiled, “Night isn’t over yet.” 
 
    Before Jayson could ask what he meant, the bare-chested knight turned his eyes to the marble stairs and squeezed Jayson’s shoulder. The knight turned his head and warm lips bloomed into a smile. 
 
    Sonja stood at the top of the stairs. A long flowing light blue dress adhered to her body perfectly. The fabric sparkled in the dance light as a plunging V ran to her visible belly button. Skin and curves moved with smooth grace as she spotted her two knights and began her descent. Slits ran up her dress to above her waist and reveling toned thighs with every step. Jayson and Lance could not take their eyes off of her beautiful form as she made it to the bottom of the stairs and walked to them. Hair tied up, a curl ran down her right temple as she greeted them with an excited smile. 
 
    Lance stepped forward and took Sonja’s hands into his. “You are a vision.” 
 
    Sonja shied away. 
 
    Jayson stepped over, “You are so beautiful.” 
 
    “I can get used to attention,” the blue knight laughed. 
 
    “I hope you do,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Sonja looked to Lance’s bare chest, “Nice shirt.” 
 
    The knight tilted his head and grinned, “Picked it out myself.” 
 
    Jayson looked around, “Where’s Leaf?” 
 
    “He is sleeping. It seems one of his weaknesses is that he is sluggish at night unless I need to be pleased or there is danger.” Sonja shrugged. 
 
     Jayson smirked, “Did he please you?” 
 
    “No. I thought I'd save my evening for two people I've had my eye on.” 
 
    Jayson turned to the crowd, “Show me who they are. Lance and I will make short work of them!” 
 
    Sonja let out a girlish giggle. Jayson and Lance looked to her with adoring eyes. The music died down and soon heads were turning to the stage. The regal looking man from before took center stage and put his hands up for silence. 
 
    “I want to thank you on behalf of Lady Slytha for coming to her grand soiree. My name is Lucius and I am the lady’s Hand. I must speak of some rules before the night continues.” 
 
    The Hand cleared his throat and continued, “Please enjoy yourself but be respectful of others. The main hall is for mingling. If you must partake in more carnal desires, we have special rooms set up to the left and right of the main hall and of course you may go back to your rooms for privacy if you wish.” 
 
    The Hand gave a hard stare at the crowd for a long moment before it melted into a cheerful smile, “Remember above all to enjoy your stay. If anything is lacking, please inform the servants to help or satisfy anything you desire.  
 
    “The Lady will be making appearances over the next few nights so do not fret. Let the grand event, commence!” 
 
    The hall erupted into cheers, shouts and applause. Lucius turned from the stage and the music came on immediately. Dalya took Luk’s hand and pulled him to the dance floor. Jayson, Sonja and Lance turned to each other, cheerful smiles on their lips as they eyed each other with deep warmth. 
 
    Jayson was about to ask if they wanted to join him to check out one of the “Special rooms” when the Hand emerged from the crowd and walked to them. 
 
    “Hello Jayson, Sonja and Lance. The Lady would like you all to join her for a private moment,” Lucius smiled. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Twelve 
 
    A pair of large double doors closed behind the three knights, the music from the party stopping abruptly. Following Lucius, the group walked along a wide, warmly lit corridor. Fine art hung on the walls next to silky smooth tapestries. Jayson shot glances to Lance and Sonja, each one returning a questions gaze or shrug of shoulders. Lucius kept his eyes facing forward to another pair of large doors at the end of the hall. 
 
    Reaching the large double doors, Lucius put his hand on each one and pushed. The doors swung open. Beauty and awe glowed as the three knights stepped past the threshold into a place made of dreams. 
 
    A massive greenhouse lay before them, filled with plants of various nature. A stone path led down the middle and Lucius continued to walk undeterred. Jayson could barely believe his eyes as he stared at pools of flowing water, comfortable lounge chairs, and dozens and dozens of naked bodies. Nude Elves, lamias, kitras, orcs and other strange creatures lounged and bathed in the steamy pools. Both sexes were present. Some simply washed each other while others read and yet others lay, bodies pressed together. Eyes turned to the three knights, waved with smiles and some blew kisses. The air was warm but not uncomfortable as they walked on, following the path of what can only be described as an Eden. Groups of females giggled and pointed at Jayson and Lance while some of the males eyed Sonja, their members growing half hard. 
 
    A lone female troll with pink hair sat by a swirling pool; blue legs in the water and sadness on her brow. Jayson instantly recognized her and stared with concern. He couldn’t believe how beautiful she was as she lazily kicked in the water. Most of the concubines were naked but the troll was still clothed in her white dress with plunging neckline. 
 
    “Before you ask, this is Lady Slytha’s private harem room. She asks only special guests to ever see it so feel privileged,” Lucius said with his nose in the air. 
 
    “I wonder what the other rooms connected to the party offer?” Jayson said before realizing he said it out loud. The pink haired troll glanced at the knight and then back at the water. 
 
    The Hand let out a sneer, “They hold the lesser harems. Only the most beautiful may be in this room. Lady Slytha has particular tastes.” 
 
    The group walked on and soon the pink haired troll was hidden from view by the many lush plants. The room was vast, taking a full ten minutes to reach the other end. The Hand opened the double doors. Cool night air greeted the group as they stepped out into a large balcony, the twin moons casting their celestial light. A lone round table stood in the middle of the impossibly large balcony. Jayson guessed you could fit a hundred people here and there would still be plenty of room for everyone to dance comfortably. 
 
    Lady Slytha sat with her back to the stars, moons and primal forest stretching out to the horizon, her glowing eyes on the three knights. Lucius bowed and left, closing the door behind him. Wine and fine glasses sat at each seat while the Lady sat with her hands on her lap. 
 
    “Welcome to my private balcony,” Lady Slytha smiled. 
 
    All three knights fell to one knee and bowed their heads.  
 
    “Please rise and have a seat,” The Lady said while keeping her smile. 
 
    All three knights stood and took a seat facing the alabaster skinned woman with dragon wings. Jayson was first to pour himself a glass, his nerves firing like random fireworks. Lance and Sonja watched him but made no move. 
 
    “Sir Reed has the right of it. Please pour yourself a glass and relax. I do not let any of the servants here for fear of gossip.” 
 
    Sonja and Lance poured themselves some wine. Everyone took a sip except for Lady Slytha as she flexed her wings. 
 
    “I’m sure you are wondering why you’re here,” The dragon woman’s voice came out melodic and crystal clear. 
 
     The three knights were silent. 
 
    Lady Slytha folded back her wings and relaxed into her chair. Her eyes focused on Jayson, “I first want to tell you how pleased I am for pledging your sword. In these times, you don’t see such knightly actions any more. It pleases me you hold it true to yourself and the company you keep.” 
 
    “Thank you, my Lady,” Jayson said with kind eyes. 
 
    “It is that reason alone I have called you to discuss an important matter,” Lady Slytha said with sorrow in her eyes. 
 
    “Times are changing and we are all falling victim to it. My kind has grown soft to the many threats at our doorstep. Thankfully we have you wonderful humans and knights along the border of Lukken. Your towns and kingdoms safeguard against the troll threat from the south.” 
 
    Lady Slytha looked away, “My kind have lost their foresight to what may be brewing in the kingdoms to the south.” 
 
    The dragon woman turned to the three knights with glowing kind eyes, “Tell me, are you journeying to the West?” 
 
    Jayson couldn’t help himself as he leaned forward, “Is there a quest you wish for us to undertake?” 
 
    The lady nodded, “I feel a growing threat from the west. My eyes in the middle kingdoms have spoken of large gatherings of trolls and monsters. I fear without proper action; the threat may grow. I need more eyes that I can trust in the west and middle kingdoms. Will you journey there and by my eyes so I can inform the dragon and human kingdoms if action is necessary in these times?” 
 
    Jayson looked to Lance and then to Sonja. The two knights nodded in agreement. 
 
    Turning back to Lady Slytha, the knight bowed his head, “We would be honored to investigate the west for you.” 
 
    Lady Slytha nodded, “You are doing a great service for all our races. Please finish your wine and we shall return to the party, the three of you shall be my special guests. I will make sure your time here is a beautiful and pleasant one.” 
 
    Jayson’s heart soared with pride. A “Quest to the West” appeared in his quest log. The knight accepted it. Looking over, he could see Lance and Sonja accepting the quest as well. Picking up a wine glass, the knight’s mind raced with possibilities as he took a sip. Turning his head back to the beautiful dragon woman, something metal flew up and hooked on the balcony over Lady Slytha’s shoulder. 
 
    Jayson focused as more metal hooks silently flew up and clamped onto the balcony with a clatter. The dragon woman turned her head to the muted noise, eyes narrowing. 
 
    “Trolls,” The pale lady said with a hard edge. 
 
    Jayson was first to his feet, glass falling from his hand and shattering on the stone balcony. Pressing a palm to his chest, party clothes changed to armor and swords at his back. Sonja and Lance were to their feet, clothes changing to armor and weapons. Jayson stepped forward, taking Slytha’s arm just as she stood up. 
 
    “Please take cover while we guard your escape,” Jayson whispered. 
 
    “I will not run from trolls,” The dragon woman spat as she flexed her wings. 
 
    “My Lady, we must protect you. Please call your guards and get to safety. We can stop them,” Jayson pleaded. 
 
    Lady Slytha stared into the knight’s eyes and nodded. White dress whisked around her legs as she moved calmly to the main doors. Looking back, she gazed at the three knights as they formed up, weapons drawn. 
 
    Large, meaty hands crawled silently over the edge of the balcony. Heads appeared, some with wicked daggers clenched in sharp teeth. Muscled brutish bodies clamored over the balcony edge. Dark blue skin shined in the moon light as some drew hammers and swords from their belts, or over their shoulders. Jayson counted ten but soon another set of hands took hold of the stone edge. 
 
    “If this is any kind of normal raid, we may have to take turns. I will use my attacks to keep them at bay; you guys cover me if I run out of stamina.” Jayson ordered. 
 
     Lance held out his rapier, “We've never fought in formation before.” 
 
    Jayson twirled his two short swords, one in each hand, “We’ll be fine. Don’t die or you will appear back at the main gate. It will take too long to get back to the fight. We don’t know how many there are so pace yourself.” 
 
    “Here they come,” Sonja said with both hands gripping her sword and gritting her teeth. 
 
    The hulking trolls lumbered forward with weapons at the ready. A murderous rage filled their eyes as they smirked at the three knights. The balcony grew crowded on one side against the pristine night sky. Dark bodies tensed as they sized up the knights. One troll growled a command. The hulking monsters charged. 
 
    Jayson let a smile slip as he activated his Spin attack. Rushing the oncoming monsters, blades held out, the knight spun like a blurry top. The first wave of trolls grunted and shouted as bodies turned to shattered light. Jayson could see everything in slow motion as his blades spun with his body, cutting down any troll within reach. Out of the ten trolls rushing, only four stood. Jayson’s stamina stats turned red and he fell to one knee 
 
    “Three Point Stab!” Sonja shouted. 
 
    Sonja’s sword flashed, three oval holes appeared in a troll. Its eyes went wide as it turned into shattered light. The blue knight was at Jayson’s side, using her sword technique on each troll getting too close. When the four brutes fell from her sword attack, Sonja fell to one knee, stamina drained and recharging. 
 
    Lance stepped forward calmly, white armor glowing in the dim light. The second wave pounced, raising oversized hammers and swords. The knight moved with liquid grace, dodging attacks and driving the point of his rapier deep in their guts. Jayson’s stamina had recharged and he was back to his feet. Lance used his sword, elbows and boots to keep the walls of monsters at bay. The letter L appeared on several trolls as they flashed into broken light. Lance was cool; eyes narrow, moving like a dancer through the trolls, cutting them down. 
 
    More climbed over the edge and Jayson stood at the ready, “Back up Lance! I’ll cut them down but we have to think of something to stop them from coming up!” the knight shouted. 
 
    Sonja eyed the hooks, “They are climbing up ropes. We have to unhook them!” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “I see ten hooks. We have to get closer!” 
 
    Lance backed up. Jayson took a deep breath and unleashed his spin technique. Whirling forward, blades flashed again. Trolls cried out and burst into light. Jayson watched as his stamina drained until it turned red. Falling to one knee he looked up just as a sword stabbed, followed by a hammer blow. The knight was thrown to the floor, hit points draining to half. 
 
    Sonja flashed forward, six stab marks appearing on the two trolls, three each. They flashed away. Lance pushed forward, moving to one of the hooks and dodging trolls. He was about to take hold of one of the hooks when a meaty hand reach over and grabbed him by the wrist. Lance struggled but could not break the grip as the troll hauled himself up and drove a blade into the white knight’s gut. Lance grunted as his hit points drained. With one sword flash, the troll’s head went flying before bursting into light.  
 
    Lance stumbled back as more trolls climbed over. “We need help,” the knight said calmly. 
 
    Jayson remained on the floor when he remembered what Sil said when he first started the game, “A concubine is worth a hundred normal soldiers.”  
 
    The knight looked down at his belt, seeing the tiny round crystal, “Call your concubines, now!” 
 
    Jayson touched the crystal. Sonja and Lance glanced down at their belts and touched the crystals to their concubines. Light flashed. Dalya, Luk and Leaf stood next to their lords, legs bent and ready. The kitra growled as her claws unsheathed from finger tips. Vine like tentacles rose from Leaf’s back as his arms and fingers grew longer. Luk’s hands glowed as he took a step back. 
 
    Jayson’s stamina returned and he stood up, “Everyone, stay together! We are pushing forward as a team to take out those grappling hooks!” 
 
    Jayson took point, Sonja at his left and Lance to his right. Dalya stood to Lance’s right while Leaf stood to Sonja’s left. Luk stayed behind them, hands pointed and healing the party back some of their hit points. Another wave of trolls joined the remaining ones on the balcony. Outnumbered, the players readied themselves, eyes glancing to Jayson. 
 
    “Push these fuckers back!” Jayson shouted as his body spun, blades flashing. 
 
    The massive wave of trolls rushed the knight. Jayson felt swords slash at him as he cut them down. Hit points draining to less than half, he took down eight of them before he was on his knee. A troll raised a hammer when two blades penetrated its chest. Sonja and Lance moved with grim determination as they guarded their fellow knight. Swords flashing, they carved their way through the middle of the troll invasion.  
 
    Dalya hissed as she moved with blurry speed. Claws struck out, leaving glowing lines across dark skin before the trolls shattered. Leaf’s vines wrapped around troll limbs, lifting them up and throwing them over the side to their howling screams. The small band moved closer, cutting through troll after troll. Jayson was back on his feet, slashing with short swords and holding back on his technique. Sonja and Lance followed suit, keeping the enemy busy while Dalya and Leaf worked around the edge of the attacking trolls. 
 
    Dalya was first to reach a metal hook. A troll head appeared over the side and claws flashed. The troll grasped at his face as he fell away. The kitra took hold of a hook, lifting it with a grunt. The trolls on the hanging rope let out grunts and screams as they fell away. Leaf’s vines took hold of two hooks, lifted them up and letting go. More screams filled the night. Several more trolls were over the edge and cut down almost immediately. The three knights managed to push to the edge, slicing and cutting. 
 
    Jayson managed to look over the edge and gasped. About a hundred trolls were climbing the ropes, eyes eager to join the fight. Another hook was pulled up and off. A rope of trolls fell to the forest below.  
 
    “Six hooks left. Keep going!” Jayson said as he took hold of one and lifted it up. The weight was tremendous but the player knew his strength was above average.  
 
    Trolls continued to scream as they fell away. Dalya spun, flipped and moved with feral power. A blade sliced out across her bare thigh and she screamed. Falling to the ground, she hissed. A troll was nearly on top of her when a blade point appeared through its chest. The troll grunted and shattered with Jayson appearing from the light. Dalya smiled and was back on her feet, jumping and slicing at a troll climbing over the edge. 
 
    Leaf moved to a hook when several trolls rushed him, driving their blades deep into stomach and chest. The dryad let out a grunt as vines whipped out, decapitating with a single strike. Taking hold, the grappling hook was pulled and fell away. 
 
    Luk shot glowing beams of light at each player and concubine, healing some from the damage. Hands moved with expert skill as hit points rose to his healing light. From behind the balcony, a troll launched into the air, flipping and landing behind the players at the edge. Jayson turned back and his eyes widened. The troll held a small sword and hammer, one in each hand. It looked over its shoulder at the knight and leered. Jayson recognized the troll from when he saved Dalya. It was the one that ran away. 
 
    The troll turned to Luk and lifted the hammer. The elf took a step back as the hammer went hurling. Luk cried out as the hammer struck his chest and sent him spiraling to the floor. Lance glanced back but kept fighting. Jayson turned and rushed the troll. Swords clashed as the knight and troll’s arms shook. 
 
    “You will not best me this time, human,” The troll glared. 
 
    “Why are you here!” Jayson yelled as blades slid away with power, sending them back a few feet. 
 
    “I’ve come to rescue what was taken!” The troll growled and launched into an attack. 
 
    Jayson parried blow after blow, mind working. An image of the female troll floated into his mind, “The pink haired troll?” 
 
    “She has a name! Oksuna belongs to us. She is our rightful property!” The troll growled as blades flashed and sparks flew. 
 
    Jayson stared for a moment as blades clashed. The word “Property” stabbed deep into his psyche. Enough to turn a lit match into a burning rage. The knight growled as he pushed his entire body into each swing, power fueling him. The troll took a step back as he tried to keep up. The growl growing louder, Jayson’s mouth opened into a roar as he took another step forward. The troll blocked a blade but grunted as the knight’s shoulder rammed into him.  
 
    “Property….PROPERTY!” Jayson unleashed as his swords came crashing down. 
 
    The troll grunted as he was sliced across a thigh and across his stomach. Jayson turned into a spin, blades circling around his blurry body. The troll dug in his feet, using his blade against the sudden storm of Jayson’s short swords. With metal screeching from the onslaught, the troll’s blade was knocked from his dark blue hands and clattered on the stone, feet away. 
 
    Jayson brought one of his blades under the troll’s chin and held it there, “Surrender!” 
 
    The troll stared at the intensity in Jayson’s eyes. It tilted its head but an inch. Jayson noticed and relaxed his stance just a hair. The troll smiled as one large hand grabbed the blade. Taking damage, the troll swung with its free hand, connecting with Jayson’s jaw. The damage was minimal but it did cause the knight to roll with the punch. Jayson tried to swing with his other blade but the troll was already moving. Missing, the troll let out a strange shout as he jumped over the edge. 
 
    Jayson turned to stare at the troll as it stared back, falling through the air and disappearing over the edge. Dalya pulled up the last hook and let it fall away. Jayson ran to the edge and looked over. The troll with many of the other trolls floated down to the forest. The leader gave Jayson an evil grin before the darkness of the forest swallowed them up. In moments, the enemy was gone. 
 
    “My lord!” Dalya shouted as she threw her arms around him and hugged him close. 
 
    The knight looked down and hugged his concubine, “I’m okay. I could use some healing but I’ll be fine.” 
 
    The kitra clamped her legs around his waist and buried her face in his neck. 
 
    Jayson’s eyebrow went up, “I think I need normal healing. That type of healing we can do later.” 
 
    Lance helped Luk to his feet and hugged him close. Sonja eyed the two knights with a smile, Leaf behind her protectively. 
 
    Jayson set Dalya down and looked to his fellow knights, “Is everyone alright?” 
 
    Sonja nodded, “Yea, just some damage but we are already regenerating.” 
 
    Luk held up his hands and glowing light engulfed the party, bringing the party to full hit points. Behind them, the main doors swung open, Lady Slytha leading the way with guards spilling out behind her.” 
 
    “Where are the trolls?” The lady asked with concern. 
 
    Jayson stepped forward and took a knee, “We stopped them, my lady.” 
 
    The dragon woman gazed down at the knight before her and smiled, “Well done. You have more than proven yourselves. Please rise young knight.” 
 
    Jayson was to his feet with Lance and Sonja next to him. The concubines stood behind their perspective masters. 
 
    Lady Slytha stepped closer and looked to each of them in turn, “You have done well for my kingdom and such brave acts will not go unrewarded. Please follow me so we may properly reward my beautiful knights,” the dragon woman said with a kind smile. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thirteen 
 
    Guards melted away into the background as Lady Slytha walked along the stone path of her harem. Eyes forward, the three knights and their concubines followed as energy and vitality returned to their bodies. Harps played in the background and Slytha’s concubines eyed the knights with hungry gazes. Jayson looked on, trying to find the pink haired troll but she was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Lady Slytha turned and faced the three knights with a gentle smile, “For your bravery, I will allow you to have a gift. But before we discuss such matters, I will allow you three to enjoy yourselves with my private harem. My concubines will do anything you desire.” 
 
    Jayson bowed his head, “Thank you my lady.” 
 
    Lady Slytha touched the knight’s cheek with the back of her pale hand, “No need for thanks. You have done more then what many would do considering the circumstances. I want you to enjoy yourselves for the entire celebration. You may come and go as you please over the next three nights. For now, I must return to the guests and ensure there are no more trolls lurking about.” 
 
    Lady Slytha turned and continued on the path with guards behind her. Soon she disappeared through the doors at the other end of the lavish indoor garden. The three knights stood as concubines eyed them, giggling and speaking in hushed whispers. 
 
    Jayson turned to his friends with a smile, “It seems we can partake in the spoils.” 
 
    Sonja grinned, “Did the fight get your blood moving or is that just me?” 
 
    Lance nodded, “I feel great and…..” The white knight trailed off. 
 
    Jayson looked to the two beautiful knights, “It feels like there is something we should do before we have fun with the concubines.” 
 
    A playful smirk appeared on Lance’s lips. “What I want to do is fun,” The knight eyed Jayson and then Sonja. 
 
    The blue knight lowered her eyes, “I….I think I need both of you.” 
 
    Lance put an arm around Sonja’s waist, “No need to be shy.” 
 
    Sonja pressed her body against his, “I know. I just…feel we need each other. I need both of you.” The blue knight grew quiet for a moment before speaking again, “Are we really doing this?” 
 
    Jayson stepped close, “I can’t stop thinking of the three of us.” 
 
    Dalya eyed her lord before taking Luk and Leaf’s hands, “Let’s go exploring. I think our lords and lady need some time alone.” 
 
    Jayson turned to the winking eye of Dalya as she led away the other two concubines. Turning back, eyes drank each other in as Sonja placed a hand on Lance’s armored chest and he looked down at her, hand moving through her long blue hair. 
 
    Sonja’s cheeks grew pink, “Should we…find a place to ourselves?” 
 
    Jayson nodded and looked past her. “I think there is a pool over there that is empty.” 
 
    The three knights turned and could see an empty pool with a stream of water spraying into it. Next to it was a small clearing, hidden by some leafy plants and what looked like an edge to a big bed. 
 
    Without a further word, Jayson bypassed his two friends and walked toward the small pool and clearing. Sonja and Lance broke their embrace and followed. Music played in the background as the three moved to the semi-private area. Jayson walked to the edge of the pool, hand reaching up he touched his chest. 
 
    Sonja eyed her fellow knight as the armor and clothes faded away and Jayson stood nude. With his back to her, he looked over his shoulder and stepped into the pool with a smirk. Feeling hot, the blue knight touched her chest and her clothes disappeared. Lance eyed the two as Sonja walked over and sank into the pool’s clear water. Taking in the moment, he simply stared, admiring their beauty. 
 
    “The water feels amazing,” Sonja said, her breasts floating along the waterline, nipples pointed. 
 
    Jayson stared with a loving gaze. Soon he turned to Lance who stood fully clothed, “Join us, it feels great.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes creased into a thin worry, “I don’t want this moment to slip away. You are both so beautiful, I want to treasure it.” 
 
    Sonja turned and lifted her torso out of the water a little more, “You can treasure it better with us.” 
 
    Steam rose up from the warm water. Lance remained still as a statue, eyes taking in Sonja’s beauty. Eyes shifting, he looked to Jayson’s boyish smile. The white knight felt a stir as Jayson looked back with relaxed shoulders and a playful smirk. It was too much for him as he touched his chest, armor and clothes fading away. 
 
    Lance stepped over and down into the pool, his cock half hard and getting harder by the moment. Sonja licked her lips while Jayson felt a stirring below the water’s surface. Jayson let his own fingers run along his hardening cock and lazily stroked himself.  
 
    “I’m so excited; I don’t know what to do first,” Lance let out with a whisper. 
 
    “Me too,” Sonja echoed. 
 
    Jayson looked to them, “I know but I just want to tell you both that I’m glad this is happening. It feels natural so we should let nature take its course.” 
 
    “What if it makes it different for us afterwards?” Lance asked and he moved through the water and sat next to Jayson. 
 
    “It doesn’t feel strange to me,” Sonja said as a thrilling heat rose up her neck, eyes locked on the two naked men next to each other. 
 
    Jayson smiled. There was no anxiety or concern, only the powerful beat of his heart. For the first time in his life, his social hang ups were so far away that they seemed to no longer exist. The knight could see under the water to Lance’s hard cock but the white knight made no attempt to act on his clear desires. 
 
    “I love you both,” Jayson said with a touch of emotion. 
 
    Lance’s worry bled from his eyes. Hand reaching through the water, he took hold of Jayson’s manhood and slowly stroked him. Sonja moved closer with eyes on the wavy lines of Lance’s hand stroking Jayson’s cock. Jayson let out a small gasp before he faced Lance. The white knight was looking down, stroking away and at the last second felt Jayson’s lips on his. The two men kissed and Lance’s cock grew rock hard.  
 
    “Don’t forget about me,” Sonja smiled as she swam close, her own hands reaching out. One wrapped around Lance’s member while another touched Jayson’s chest.  
 
    The three players faced each other, desire dripping from their eyes and touch. Jayson pulled away and let his arms drop into the water. One hand held Lance’s waist while the other hand moved along Sonja’s thighs. The blue knight let her thighs part as she stayed on her knees, Jayson’s fingers caressing her full pink lips.  
 
    The world around them became smaller, hands and fingers caressing each other, not wanting to let go. Jayson ran his thumb over Sonja’s clit and she let out a heated gasp. Both Jayson and Lance were hard as steel to the playful stroking. Sonja’s eyes half closed and blissful sensations bloomed. 
 
    “If…you keep this up….I’m going to come,” Sonja whispered through heavy breaths. 
 
    Jayson smiled, “You have already come a lot our entire time in the game.” 
 
    “I sometimes can’t help myself,” Sonja whispered without embarrassment. 
 
    “I thought it was just me,” Lance said as one of his hands took a handful of Sonja’s breast and gave it a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “I probably won’t be able to stop myself,” Jayson said, eyeing his friends. 
 
    Lance stroked him a little faster, “That is something I would like to feel.” 
 
    “Me too,” Sonja said with a breathy gasp. 
 
    The blue haired knight let her head fall back as an orgasm exploded. Nerves surged as she bucked slightly to Jayson’s touch. Moving her hips to his touch, she milked every last drop and already feeling the urge for another. 
 
    A hunger took hold of the blue knight as she eyed her men. “Sit on the edge of the pool,” she commanded. 
 
    Jayson and Lance looked to each other. 
 
    “Do it!” Sonja said with a hard edge. 
 
    Jayson moved up with Lance next to him. They both sat on the edge of the pool, cocks hard and veiny. Sonja swam closer, eyes on their members and licking her lips. Lips wrapped around Jayson’s cock while a hand wrapped around Lance’s cock. The two knights looked down as Sonja bobbed her head, pressing her tongue against the shaft and sucking like a hungry animal. Lance grunted as her hand tightened with an iron grip around his member. Each stroke and bob of her head was in sync, moving to their pleasure. Jayson reached down and pinched one of her nipples while Lance pinched the other. A deep muffled moan rose up Sonja’s throat but did not slow her down. 
 
    After a long moment, the blue knight switched, wrapping her lips around Lance’s member and then stroking Jayson’s cock. Jayson couldn’t take his eyes off Lance’s cock disappearing pass Sonja’s lips. Moans rose up as the two men relaxed to Sonja’s touch.  
 
    Jayson felt his heart thudding his chest. The sight of his fellow knights turned him on so much that he felt a desperate urge in his loins.  
 
    “I’m….I’m going to come,” Jayson said in a low tone. 
 
    Sonja pulled away from Lance’s cock, “Come in my mouth. I want to taste you.” 
 
    Unable to get a word in edgewise, Sonja closed her mouth over Jayson’s cock just as it thickened. Letting his member reach the back of her throat, the blue knight let out a loving moan as molten come spurted. Jayson let out a grunt as he pushed every drop into Sonja’s waiting mouth. The blue knight suckled his sweet and salty come down and pulled away. Lance looked to Jayson’s glistening cock and his own cock nearly vibrated. Sonja closed her lips on this throbbing shaft. Jayson stared as Lance leaned back and hips flexed. Come burst from the tip and again Sonja sucked it down, tongue slathering against the tip. 
 
    Waves of pleasure filled Jayson’s mind. He looked down and saw that he was still hard and pulsating for more. Sonja pulled away with a stream of come connecting her lips to Lance’s cock. She eyed Jayson’s throbbing manhood and stood up, water dripping from her body. Hands touching his chest, she laid him down with his legs still in the water. Crawling over him, determination filled her brow as she spread her legs and let his cock head rub against her glowing valley. 
 
    “Please…I want you this way….afterwards…you can do whatever you want to me. Both of you can,” Sonja nearly begged. 
 
    Lance stroked his half hard cock as Sonja mounted Jayson’s manhood. The knight couldn’t believe how tight she was as she lowered herself, inches spreading her wide. Moans filled the area as she forced her way down to the hilt. Eyes squeezed shut; she moved her hips with power. Jayson took hold of her round ass and helped her along as she moved like a caged tiger. The blue knight squeezed and moved, wild sensations causing her nerves to curl. 
 
    Jayson held her, squeezing her ass with each blissful stroke of her womanhood. “You mean it?” 
 
    Sonja opened her eyes, looked down and nodded. “I want to be your play thing, your bad girl. I want you both to force yourselves on me, take me like your favorite whore. Even If I …say stop…..don’t stop.” 
 
    Lance stroked himself and his cock grew rock hard again, “Safe word?” 
 
    Sonja shook her head as she rode Jayson, “No safe word….. I trust you both.”  
 
    Jayson stared at the knight as she moved, tits bouncing to her rhythm. The knight knew she was turned on by the way she squeezed him and how her moans came off as desperate cries. When she masturbated to him, her moans were soft and controlled. Now they boomed with freedom and power.  
 
    Sonja moved faster, wetness spilling down Jayson’s cock. Panting faster and faster, eyes rolled back into her head as her mouth made a perfect O. Jayson took hold of her waist as her entire body shuddered. Moving slowly, she never rested on him as she squeezed with his cock half buried in her. Lance stood up and walked to the side of Jayson and Sonja. Stroking his cock faster to Sonja as she continued to soak in her orgasm, he pointed his cock to her chest. With a grunt, Jayson stared as come spurted from his head and splashed against Sonja’s breasts. Sonja continued to moan as come ran down over her perfect tits and dripped off her nipples onto Jayson’s stomach. 
 
    The blue knight laid her chest against Jayson’s chest, hips moving and milking every last bit of pleasure. Lance continued to stroke, come dripping onto her back. 
 
    Jayson wrapped his arms around her, “I think we should all be like that. Just unleash our desires with no holding back.” 
 
    Sonja nodded.  
 
    Lance looked down and nodded with a smile. Jayson sat up, with Sonja in his arms. Standing up, he kept the blue knight in his arms. Carrying her to the large bed, the knight laid her down as she breathed with closed eyes.  
 
    The white knight moved next to Jayson, hand reaching out and stroking his wet cock, “I need you. I need you in the worst way.” 
 
    Jayson saw the hungry desire in Lance’s eyes, “I ….never…..” 
 
    Lance nodded, “I’ll be gentle. Then you can fuck me,” The knight said plainly. 
 
    The white knight took hold of Jayson’s ass and squeezed. Jayson smiled as he crawled into bed next to Sonja. The blue knight let her fingers rub along her clit as she turned her head. A rush filled the young knight as Lance pushed down on his stomach. Eyes wide, the knight felt Lance’s cock pressed between his cheeks and touch his asshole.  
 
    “You guys are so sexy,” Sonja said as her eyes dripped with lust. 
 
    Lance kissed Jayson’s neck, snuggling his hips into his ass. Jayson thought he would feel strange but he felt the opposite. Craning his neck up against the side of Lance’s cheek, he moaned to Lance pressing his cock to his virgin opening. 
 
    Sonja looked around for a moment and on a small bedside table were several bottles of oils. “Let me help,” She said playfully. 
 
    Lance pulled back, realizing he was going in almost dry. Sonja poured some sensual oil on her hand and spread it with her fingers. Taking hold of Lance’s cock, she rubbed the oil over every inch. When she was done, she ran her oily fingers on and in Jayson’s tight asshole. The knight let out a small moan, her fingers tickling him. Sonja pulled away and rubbed her own throbbing clit as Lance lay on top of Jayson once again. 
 
    Smooth wet sensations dialed Jayson’s pleasure to eleven. Lance’s cock touched and pressed against Jayson’s tight asshole. With a small push, the thick head poked through and inches slid in. Jayson let out the deepest moan of his life as Lance’s cock rubbed against his virtual prostate and the pleasure centers of his mind lit up like Christmas trees. 
 
    “So…tight…” Lance grunted as he moved in and out with expert ease. 
 
    Jayson simply groaned with each stroke. Sonja eyed them, their bodies joined; she rubbed her throbbing clit in the circular motion. Jayson felt his own cock growing harder the more Lance picked up the pace. Soon the sound of skin on skin filled the area as Lance’s thrusts grew harder. Lance’s eyes went wide as Jayson looked back and tightened his asshole. It was too much for the white knight, his hips thrusting and cock expanding. Jayson felt his world open up. Heat and come burst into him. The knight let out his own soulful moan as his cock rubbed against the bed and he came.  
 
    Lance panted as he moved slowly, draining his load into Jayson. Pulling away, come leaked and Jayson turned onto his back, breathing heavy. Sonja crawled closer, come dribbling from Jayson’s tip. She took his half hard cock in her mouth and suckled his seed from him. Lance moved onto the bed and spread Sonja’s thighs open. The blue knight made no move to stop him as he smiled and nestled his head between her creamy thighs. 
 
    Jayson sat up and watched. Sonja sucked his half hard cock, licking it in her mouth and breathing new life into it. Her eyes tightened shut as Lance licked at her clit holding her legs open. Jayson caught sight of a few concubines peeking through the leaves and giggling at the romantic tryst. 
 
    The mood shifted and Jayson looked at his two lovers. A terrible hunger took hold and he wanted it satisfied. The mischievous eyes of the concubines and the freedom his fellow knights offered were too tempting. A need pushed at his being, causing his cock to hardened fully in Sonja’s mouth.  
 
    The blue knight moaned her approval as a drop of pre-come touched her tongue. Jayson touched her chin and nudged her to look up to him. With beckoning eyes, the blue knight knew what he wanted. Letting his wet cock slip from her lips, she crawled up. Lance felt the knight slip from his hands and he turned to watch. 
 
    “Turn around and sit on my cock,” Jayson said with a wicked grin. 
 
    Sonja eyed him with her own devious smile. Turning around, she lowered her dripping valley onto his cock as it stood to attention. Sliding down the shaft, she moaned and moaned. Pressing down to the hilt, she moved, trying to please her fellow knight. Lance stood up, his own cock hard again. As Sonja moaned, the knight took hold of his throbbing spear and pushed it past her parted lips. Muffled and excited moans vibrated. The two men stared as Sonja moved her hips and head to their cocks in long blissful strokes. The blue knight could barely contain herself as her own orgasm rushed to the surface and exploded. Letting out a long moan, she continued to move, milking the blissful internal explosions. Wetness spilled from her slit all around Jayson’s base. 
 
    The air was electric as they moved as one being, entwined to blinding ecstasy. Jayson admired her bottom as it bounced on him but hungry needs pushed further. Lifting her up, he maneuvered his cock against her tight asshole. Slathered with her juices, Jayson’s cock pushed at her puckered opening. The blue knight let out a gasp as gravity took over. Opening her up, she slid down to his base, squeezing her tight ass around his meaty cock. The blue knight laid her back against Jayson’s chest. Her own chest arched up and nipples pointed to the glass ceiling.  
 
    Lance watched as Sonja struggled, Jayson keeping her in place, making her enjoy his cock. The boyish and devilish look was too much and he moved closer, wanting to be a part of it. Fingers reached down and spread her pink lips. Sonja yelped as his tongue ran along her glowing clit. It was only for a few seconds but it was enough to cause her to squeeze Jayson’s cock buried in her ass. 
 
    Lance looked up to see the beautiful knight writhing. He crawled over her, pressing his cock to her wet opening. Sonja clutched at Lance’s broad shoulders, his thick spear opening her up. Both men moved their hips, keeping the young woman in place as they invaded her. 
 
    “So much….so much…” Sonja repeated. 
 
    Lance and Jayson looked to each other with raw devilish grins. Lance tilted his head down and kissed Jayson deeply. Bodies pinning the young knight between them, Sonja let out a scream as her body bucked from a string of orgasms. Liquid flooded out from around Lance’s cock as she clutched to his shoulders. Lance smiled as he continued to invade her tight opening, forcing her to squirt more and more. 
 
    Sonja panted and writhed, unable to break the embrace not that she wanted to. Body betraying her, she bucked and shuddered again to another few orgasms. Jayson pressed his face to her neck and licked her skin, his cock thickening. 
 
    “Please…don’t stop…..don’t stop fucking me…” Sonja managed between heated breaths, her face red. 
 
    Lance licked her nipples as their bodies pressed down on Jayson. Jayson felt the familiar urge. Reaching up, he squeezed Sonja’s tits as his cock erupted like a volcano. Sonja whined as her asshole spread and filled with thick white seed.  
 
    Jayson grunted and groaned before rolling Lance and Sonja on their side. Pulling his cock out, he moved away. Lance flipped Sonja back onto her back and continued to drive himself deep into her. 
 
    Jayson sat on the edge of the bed, glancing over as Lance’s hips spread Sonja’s legs wide. She writhed under him, holding onto him like she was holding on for dear life. Jayson wanted to go again but weariness took hold. The spirit was willing but he felt he needed a break. Then a warm sensation cascaded over his cock. Turning his head and looking down, two female elves were on their knees. One was sucking on him while the other played with her friend. Quietly the slender elf sucked while the other one picked up a vial and poured the contents onto her hand. Pulling her friend off Jayson’s cock, she rubbed the oil onto his half hard cock for a moment before kissing the tip of it. Jayson stared, unsure what was happening when his manhood stiffened with new life. 
 
    “Our secret,” The elf whispered before sucking on his end for a few seconds.  
 
    The two elves giggled as they pulled back behind thick leaves. Jayson stared at his own hard rod. Turning to Lance and Sonja, they continued like rutting animals. The knight crawled over, behind Lance. The white knight took long deep strokes into Sonja’s valley, her gasps loud and her legs trembling. Jayson pressed his hand to Lance’s back hard, pressing him down on top of Sonja. 
 
    Lance was about to turn around when something thick and hard penetrated his asshole. The white knight let out his own groaning grunt. The hand on his back moved to his head. Jayson made Lance face Sonja as he sank every inch into Lance's athletic ass. Pleasure welled up as the white knight flexed his asshole and groaned his approval.  Jayson continued to stab him deep, enjoying the tightness as the shaft slid against Lance’s puckered asshole. 
 
    “Fuck me….” Lance managed as his own cock thickening in Sonja. 
 
    The blue knight let out another long moan, her walls spreading to accommodate Lance’s size. Jayson’s movements turned from slow to a hard pounding. Both Lance and Sonja let out ragged breaths as pleasure welled up between all of them. Bodies clenched as a tipping point was reached. Their moans grew silent as a deep bliss raced to be released.  
 
    All three players, knights and friends felt the primal call between them. Jayson sprayed his seed while rubbing against Lance’s virtual prostate. Sonja’s body shuddered as orgasms reached their zenith. Squirting, a flood of wetness poured out as come burst forth from Lance’s thick manhood. Wetness spilled mixed with virtual semen between Sonja’s thighs. Bodies moved as one, milking every drop of pleasure between the three. 
 
    Jayson bent his body and leaned it against Lance’s back. His lips reached past the stunned white knight and kissed Sonja’s open mouth. The blue knight let her tongue slip out, playing with Jayson’s tongue. Lance turned his head, kissing and licking the two of them. All three touched their lips and kissed as best they could before falling away from each other, laughing hysterically. 
 
    “I’m in love with two knights,” Lance grinned. 
 
    “So am I!” Jayson and Sonja said simultaneously. 
 
    Jayson lay on the bed as Sonja and Lance cuddled up to him, “Should we take a break?” 
 
    “We could have some wine and maybe we should have some water,” Sonja said weakly. 
 
    “I think I broke my cock. I may need to log out and back in, after I drink a lot of water,” Lance laughed. 
 
    “Me too,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    “Can we log out and log back in? I thought with our save points outside the gate we would be placed back outside?” Sonja said as she snuggled closer to Jayson, hand on his half hard cock. 
 
    Jayson looked down and kissed her forehead, “In castles and towns, you can log out safely and return to the exact point.” 
 
    Jayson sat up, “See you in thirty minutes…..well…make it twenty.” 
 
    Lance and Sonja both nodded happily. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson woke with a start. Lying in the bed, he looked over to Lance and Sonja snuggled up to him. The knight sat up and looked around. Lance and Sonja slept on, passed out to the point of exhaustion.  
 
    The knight remembered logging back in and the three of them continuing for hours. Seductive memories splashed into his mind of their bodies unhindered and free to love for hours and hours. It was still the first night of the party. Jayson checked the game time and there was but an hour to sunrise. 
 
    The knight untangled his arms and legs from the sleeping knights and was soon on his feet. Dizziness caused him to stumble before he regained his balance. Needing a walk, the naked knight moved from his friends and went exploring the large harem room.  
 
    Some of the concubines slept on the grass in each other’s arms. Others moved to seductive touches and low moans filled the air. A few waved and beckoned the knight to come and join them. Jayson was so spent that he politely waved back and moved on down the stone path. 
 
    Eyes searching, a spot of pink glowed past a number of low branches and thick leaves. The knight made his way further in, following the pink glow. After a few moments, he reached another small pool hidden away. The pink haired troll had her legs in the water, her eyes staring at nothing. Jayson stepped closer, leaves rustling against his shoulder. 
 
    The pink haired troll looked back with startled eyes. Jayson put his hands up and gave a friendly smile, “Hi.” 
 
    The troll remained silent as he stepped closer. Jayson took a good look at her and was astounded how beautiful she was. The high cheek bones, smooth skin and almond shaped eyes gave her an angelic beauty. Her skin was a light blue and her hair was bright pink which only added to her beauty. 
 
    “Your name is Oksuna, right?” 
 
    The troll looked to Jayson with wide eyes and her lip quivered. Jayson moved to the pool and sat down a few feet from her. Legs dipping into the warm water, he kept his smile. 
 
    “Some trolls were looking for you.” 
 
    Oksuna’s body tensed.  
 
    Jayson continued, “But don’t worry. We won’t let them anywhere near you, okay?” 
 
    The knight’s words seemed to calm her down. 
 
    “Were you their prisoner?” 
 
    The troll nodded. 
 
    Jayson eyed her. “Do you like it here?” 
 
    The troll shook her head. 
 
    “Would you like to leave?” A crazy thought flashed in Jayson’s mind, “Would you like to leave with me?” 
 
    The troll eyed the knight with wet eyes. With a single nod, tears rolled down her cheeks. 
 
    Jayson moved closer, putting his arm around her. He wasn’t sure how this played in the game. As far as he knew, she was Lady Slytha’s concubine. Being naked next to her did feel a little odd but he was more concerned about this pink haired troll who seemed to be a constant prisoner. First, she was a captive for the trolls and then the dark elves. The knight certainly didn’t want to be another person controlling her but if she was a concubine then there had to be something more. 
 
    Tears disappearing, the beautiful troll looked into Jayson’s concerned eyes. The knight smiled until the troll reached over and wrapped her fingers around his cock.  
 
    “Um….you don’t have to…do that…” Jayson tried to say but her grip tightened. 
 
    The troll stroked him, eyeing him with a glint of hope. Jayson tried to get away but soon remembered that concubines have an irresistible urge to please. If Dalya was any example of it then he knew he couldn’t really say no. The knight was surprised how quickly he grew hard in her smooth hand.  
 
    Oksuna used her free hand to point to the door and then to Jayson and back to herself. 
 
    Jayson seemed to understand, “I will do everything I can to get you out of here.” 
 
    The pink haired troll let a small smile slip. Bending her head down, she stroked the knight while suckling on the end of his cock. Jayson stared; unsure he should be doing this. The troll shrugged the white dress from her shoulders. Jayson couldn’t resist any longer as his kink in monster girls came raging on. Oksuna pulled away and stroked him, her large breasts bouncing from her arm movements. Blue nipples pointed as she smiled. Jayson sucked in a breath as she stroked him harder. 
 
    Cock thickening, the troll stopped and pulled away. Jayson looked to her, another madness taking hold as she shed her dress. Her body was shapely with large breasts, thin waist and long legs with thick thighs. Her sex was clean shaven and wetness glistened along her line. The troll sat down and stared at the knight. 
 
    Jayson found himself moving, needing to invade her with his spear. The troll laid down as the knight fit his slender hips between her warm thighs. Pressing his cock to her thin valley, the troll whimpered as he forced himself in. Walls spreading, the knight couldn’t believe how tight she was for her size. She was about seven feet tall but Jayson swore she was virgin tight, or at least that is what he thought a virgin would feel like. Thrusting, the troll pressed her oversized breasts to his face. Jayson latched onto a blue nipple and sucked. The troll let out whimpers but held the knight close.  
 
    Driving down to the hilt, Jayson felt his body wanted to come but he was so turned on that he simply couldn’t. Oksuna breathed close to his ear as he drove himself as deep as he could go. The troll’s walls tightened with a strangle hold on Jayson’s cock. It drove him to the edge of madness when the troll began singing gently. 
 
    A tidal wave of bliss washed over the knight. Lost in a hazy fog, his body betrayed him. Cock thickening, molten come spurted as tendrils of pure ecstasy rolled through him like a tsunami. Jayson cried out as Oksuna’s pussy pulled his come from him, squeezing it further into her body. When it was over, Jayson looked down to the troll’s gentle little smile. 
 
    A lock appeared over the concubine but it did not unlock. Instead it shook, stayed closed and faded away.  
 
    Jayson eyed the troll and another crazy idea filled his thoughts, “Don’t worry. I have another idea on how to get you out of here.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fourteen 
 
    The three days blurred together. Jayson spent most of the time with Sonja and Lance, exploring each other’s bodies. When not love making, the three were sleeping or running to the party to partake in dancing, drinking and wondrous bliss.  
 
    Jayson never felt so happy in his entire life. The bond between him and his two fellow knights glowed like hot steel and held just as strong. Lady Slytha would occasionally check on the threesome and sometimes stayed to watch as the love and lust bloomed on and on. The young knight found himself smiling and laughing with each passing moment, never wanting to leave the touch of paradise. 
 
    When the embers between the three burned low, Jayson would often run off saying he wanted to explore and that he would be right back. Instead he snuck off to see the beautiful troll by the hidden pool. Oksuna would be waiting, her eyes filled with wanting the moment the knight emerged from behind thick leaves. No words were spoken but the troll would sing gently as Jayson pushed his way in between her creamy blue thighs. She would wrap her arms around him, letting him invade her a number of times, day or night, her song bringing him to some of the greatest orgasms he ever had. When they were done, Jayson would lounge with the troll, basking in the warm glow of their bodies. 
 
    The final evening of the party came much too quickly. In the harem room, Jayson, Sonja, Lance and their concubines stood before Lady Slytha and Lucius, cheerful smiles on their lips and hearts soaring. 
 
    Lucius cleared his throat before speaking, “For heroic deeds in Lady Slytha’s name, proper rewards and gifts shall be given to show her lady’s appreciation for your actions.” 
 
    The alabaster skinned dragon woman stepped forward toward Lance, “A rapier is a fine weapon. It is often used by those with skill and finesse. That is why you shall be rewarded with an upgrade.” 
 
    Lucius stepped forward, a sheathed rapier appearing in his hands. The Hand held it out with his head bowed. Lance bowed his head and took the blade. Admiring the hilt, he noticed the green emerald embedded in the pommel of the blade. 
 
    “Its name is Sting. It has a +10 damage and a 6% chance to paralyze an opponent with every connecting cut. You will find stronger weapons on your journey but I hope you hold on to this blade to remember my gratitude,” Lady Slytha smiled. 
 
    Lance bowed again, “I will my Lady.” 
 
    The dragon woman moved to Sonja, keeping her smile. “Blue Sonja, you have shown bravery and skill in battle. I must admit, I wish I could leave and go on adventures. I envy you and your freedom. To ensure no enemy can stand in your wake, your reward will be a special sword matching your special skill.” 
 
    Lucius bowed with his hands out, a sheathed sword appearing in his open hands. Sonja reached over and picked up the blade. A pearl gleamed from the sword pommel. 
 
    “Its name is Ghost Thorn. With your fighting technique, once you activate it, a ghostly blade will rise up, causing more damage with your strikes, tripling the damage. It will cause an extra drain on your stamina so use it wisely, as I know you will.” 
 
    Sonja bowed, “I will put it to good use on our adventures. Thank you Lady Slytha.” 
 
    The dragon woman bowed her head and moved on to Jayson.  
 
    “Gallant knight, I have no words that can express my gratitude for you and your friends. For you…..” Lady Slytha stopped when Jayson raised his hand to his chest and bowed his head. 
 
    “Please excuse my rudeness Lady Slytha, instead of a weapon, I would ask for another kind of reward.” 
 
    The dragon woman and her Hand looked to the knight puzzled. Lance and Sonja looked over with raised eyebrows. 
 
    Lady Slytha’s puzzled expression turned to a pleasant smile, “Please do Sir Knight. What do you wish?” 
 
    “I have grown fond of one of your concubines. I wish for the pink haired troll, Oksuna, to be my reward,” Jayson said with a tremble in his voice. 
 
    Lucius stepped forward, “This is highly unusual. The Lady cannot be expected to….” The hand stopped when Lady Slytha raised her hand. 
 
    “A long time ago, concubines were often traded and given to solidify treaties and good will between kingdoms. In this day and age most have grown greedy and do not honor the old ways. As a progressive Lady, I would bring those days back. Jayson, I will grant you what you ask but only after we speak privately.” 
 
    Jayson smiled but Lady Slytha continued, “However, I wish to continue and grant you your gifts. They will aid you on your journey to the west.” 
 
    Lucius stepped closer with a sheathed short sword in each hand. Jayson took the short swords with wide eyes. One pommel had a red ruby while the other had a blue sapphire. 
 
    “Your journeys may bring all manner of monsters to your attention. What better way to fight them then with Fire and Ice. Fire is the short sword with the ruby. On command, it will burn with a fiery glow, continuing to burn a few seconds after every cut. The short sword with the sapphire is Ice. It will glow blue and slow down your enemies with every cut. The effects do not stack so use them wisely when it comes to fighting your enemies.” 
 
    “Thank you Lady Slytha. I will use them with honor,” Jayson bowed. 
 
    “Now, as for your request, one of the guards will escort you to my private chambers so we can discuss,” Lady Slytha said, turned and walked away with Lucius in tow. 
 
    Sonja and Lance looked to their fellow knight. A guard walked up behind them. 
 
    “Why do you want the troll?” Sonja asked. 
 
    “I think there is more to this quest than meets the eye. She doesn’t want to be here and I promised to get her out,” Jayson whispered. 
 
    “So that is why you snuck off?” Lance smiled. 
 
    “We can talk about it when we hit the road,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    The guard stood by Jayson. The knight nodded and followed the guard. After a few twists and turns, a door loomed open. Jayson was escorted inside and the large door was closed behind him. Jayson looked around to the curved vaulted ceilings and large lavish bed. Oksuna sat on the bed with her hands folded on her lap and eyes gazing at the floor. The troll looked up and gave Jayson a shy smile. 
 
    Lady Slytha appeared from a behind a blind, her lips curved and pale skin practically glowing, “Welcome knight.” 
 
    Jayson bowed, “I apologize if I was out of line before with my request.” 
 
    “No need. I already knew you were spending time with Oksuna. She is beautiful for a troll but I called you here to ask why? Is the love making that incredible?” 
 
    Jayson’s shoulders sagged a little, “It is more than that. I don’t believe she wishes to be here. I…I made a promise to her.” 
 
    Lady Slytha nodded, “She appears to be unique. A pink haired troll as part of my harem will help push my political and diplomatic ties. If I do release her to you, I must know you will take care of her.” 
 
    The Lady moved to the side of the bed and ran the back of hand down the troll’s cheek, “Show me how you care for her, love her and then I will decide.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyes widened at the request. The room was silent for a long moment. Oksuna’s head bowed as she stayed where she sat. Lady Slytha moved to a comfortable high-backed chair and eyed the knight and troll. 
 
    Jayson was about to step to Oksuna when the troll stood up and walked to him. Despite her height, it appeared as though she tried to make herself as small as possible. Lady Slytha eyed them with a playful smirk. The troll reached out and took Jayson by the hand. The knight followed her to the oversized bed. Moving his hand, she pressed it to his chest. Jayson’s armor and clothes stayed on but he got the message. Once she let go, he pressed his hand to his chest, clothes disappearing. Oksuna gently pulled the knight and sat him down on the edge of the bed covered in silk blankets. 
 
    With gentle kisses, her lips touched the shaft of his hardening cock. Jayson couldn’t stop his body’s reaction. Something about her pushed all the right buttons and despite having so much sex to the point of exhaustion, his manhood still rose to her touch. Lips closed around the tip and slid down. The troll did not look up as she slid down to his base, running her lips back up his shaft. 
 
    The knight moaned as pink hair bobbed to his manhood. Lady Slytha looked on the knight and troll, her own body shifting in her seat. Jayson looked up to see a hunger growing in the dragon woman’s blue eyes. Blissful sensations caused the knight to look down at Oksuna as she continued with long strokes of her tight lips. The knight tried to control himself but his cock was rock hard and the urge to come rising to the surface. 
 
    Oksuna seemed to notice because she pulled her mouth from his cock. With a gentle push, she directed him onto the bed. Jayson moved back as the troll stood. Shrugging her simple white and blue robe, it pooled at her feet. Jayson resisted the urge to stroke his own cock to her beautiful form. Large blue breasts bounced to her movements and dark blue nipples pointed. A pinkish glow appeared on her cheeks as she crawled in next to the knight. Jayson wondered why she was still shy even though they did all sorts of acts together. 
 
    Lady Slytha parted her pale legs slightly as her hand reached down. Oksuna moved close, pressing her breasts to Jayson’s face while her hand gently stroked his shaft. The same hunger Jayson always felt around the troll came raging back. A hand touching her shoulder, he gently laid her on her back. 
 
    The dragon woman let out a gasp as fingers played with her own hairless, wet slit watching. Jayson crawled over the troll, the head of his cock fitting snuggly between her plump wet lips. Oksuna closed her eyes as inches slid into her tight opening. The same strangle hold tightened around Jayson’s cock. It was so much that again it prevented him from coming. Shaft pressed tightly against powerful inner walls, he could barely move, his cock caught in her tender vice. 
 
    Struggling, the knight moved his hips in smooth motions. Jayson’s tongue licked at pointed nipples and the troll gasped. She held him close, one hand on his ass, forcing him in as deep as he could go. Jayson wanted to come more than anything in the world but the troll prevented him by squeezing him harder. 
 
    “That’s the melody……” Lady Slytha whispered as her fingers rubbed her own throbbing clit. 
 
    Oksuna’s body bounced as Jayson forced his hips between her legs. Lady Slytha let out a quiet moan as she watched the knight and concubine moved to rhythmic motions. Jayson continued to thrust and the sound of skin on skin filled the room. Oksuna’s eyes shot open as her nerves coiled. Mouth forming a perfect O, she gasped and held the knight tightly in her arms. The sensations grew too powerful as she let go and clutched at the bed. Jayson continued to invade her tight valley, determined to claim her heart. 
 
    Oksuna arched her back, pressing her large breasts into Jayson’s face and open mouth. Muscled tensed and a gentle song rose up her throat. Jayson wanted to come too but the vice like grip on his cock continued and prevented him to do so. Oksuna on the other hand let out long, almost painful gasps as orgasms bloomed over and over. Body writhing and shuddering, Jayson nearly suffocated suckling on a nipple. 
 
    “Claim me….” The troll sang in a melodic voice. 
 
    Jayson stared as a tear of joy ran down from her eye. She stared at the knight as he thrust, still unable to come. 
 
    “Claim her.” Lady Slytha whispered as her fingers moved in circular motions. 
 
    Unable to come, the knight pulled out, his cock covered in wetness. Taking hold of the troll, he flipped her onto to her stomach, grabbed her hips and pulled her up. Thinking he might have an easier time with her on all fours, he pushed into her dripping slit. Oksuna’s upper body lay on the bed while her round ass was up, the knight driving himself deep. Lady Slytha watched as Jayson’s shaft revealed its self as he moved like a man possessed.  
 
    The knight noticed Oksuna didn’t have such a tight grip in this position. For that, the knight was thankful as his cock expanded, begging for release. The troll whined and sang her approval as Jayson thrust everything he had into her, pounding with unbridled force. 
 
    Lady Slytha let out a small cry as her own orgasm bubbled to the surface. “Jayson, claim her and she shall be yours,” the dragon woman said with half closed eyes. 
 
    The urges were maddening until Jayson’s own eyes widened. Oksuna sang her seductive song as her own orgasm matched his. Molten come spurted in long strings into the troll’s tight valley. Jayson couldn’t stop and neither could the troll as she forced her ass against him with him driving himself into her. A glowing lock appeared before Jayson, unlocking in a flash and fading away. 
 
    Jayson let out a soul crushing groan and fell onto his back, cock slipping out. Oksuna turned around and crawled next to him, snuggling close with eyes closed and a happy smile on her lips. 
 
    Lady Slytha gently massaged herself as she watched Jayson put his arms around the shy troll, “Jayson Reed, you have my blessing. The way she warmed and wanted you showed that she will be happier with you. Take care of each other.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, lost in blissful sensations, holding the shy troll in his arms. 
 
    *** 
 
    Three knights and four concubines walked the long path back to Journey Road. Lady Slytha’s castle grew smaller in the distance behind them. Lance and Sonja smiled as Jayson looked forward, whistling a happy tune. Dalya cartwheeled and hopped around while Oksuna followed behind her lord. Leaf moved with long steady legs while Luk hummed his own tune. 
 
    “What happened in there?” Lance asked with a grin. 
 
    Jayson turned to Lance and Sonja’s grins, “Oh…well, I had to prove I would take care of Oksuna. It was a very close experience.” 
 
    “You’re not going to give us the details?” Lance smiled. 
 
    “In a little while, maybe. I just want to bask in the afterglow,” Jayson said simply. 
 
    Sonja put her arms around both knight’s necks, “I’m happy we found each other. I can’t wait to see what happens next.” 
 
    Jayson and Lance nodded, their arms moving and holding Sonja’s waist. 
 
    “So, we are on this adventure together,” Lance looked forward. 
 
    “To the end,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    “To the end,” Lance and Sonja repeated together. 
 
    Jayson tilted his head slightly, as if finding the words to say, “This has been an amazing experience and I don’t want it to end. You both are so special to me. I feel like a different person, a better person.” 
 
    “I feel the same,” Lance smiled. 
 
    “So, do I. I never thought I would find a wonderful man but instead I found two,” Sonja said with a whimsical grin. 
 
    “Let’s promise to always be there for each other, through thick and thin,” Jayson said. 
 
    The two knights nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Then let’s see what adventures await us to the west,” Jayson said as he looked off to the horizon. 
 
    Bright morning light lit up the sky as the band of knights walked on, hearts filled with love and determination. Clouds floated in the heavenly blue sky. Jayson turned back to Oksuna as she gave him a small loving smile. He could feel there was more to Oksuna’s story. With a mental shrug, time will reveal all of her secrets, he thought to himself. The knight nodded to the beautiful pink haired troll and turned back, eager to see what adventures they will all explore, together. 
 
    ~Fin~ 
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 One 
 
    The aroma of coffee and cream filled the large coffee shop. Patrons lined up for a hot beverage on this cold November day. A thin blanket of snow covered the city streets causing the warmth of the shop to lure any who passed by. The mood was joyful and nearly suffocating as the holidays were in full swing. The front door opened and a pleasing sigh fell from a new customer’s lips as heat washed over their cold nose and red cheeks. 
 
    Jason hummed a tune as he worked. The steam rising off his latest creation filled him with a small sense of accomplishment. Turning, he moved to the counter to hand the hot beverage to eager hands. The customer smiled and took their drink, savoring the warmth. Jason waved them off, turned around and went back to work on the next order. 
 
    The young man smiled gently to himself, humming his little tune as his hands moved to create another concoction. Thoughts sailed on ocean-like waves as fingers moved to a familiar dance. The work was good and simple. The young man spent his moments working and fitting in his usual daydreams when he could. His days in the coffee shop were a much-wanted distraction from his busy nights. It allowed him to clear his mind so he could focus on what he really wanted to do. The virtual game Lewd Knights slipped into his thoughts as it often did and as usual, he was lost to the memories of his favorite pastime. 
 
    A flat screen TV played on in the corner of the coffee shop with subtitles. Jason turned once again to hand a hot beverage to a waiting woman. As soon as she turned away, Jason looked over to the flat screen and stared. It was one of those round table discussions that the owner loved putting on during the day. Several men and woman from different backgrounds would discuss the latest issues and politics. Normally Jason would tune it out but lately, he found himself more and more interested, and today’s topic happened to be on the one thing he always had on is mind.  
 
    “You cannot deny the positive effect a game like Lewd Knights is having on our society,” A woman on the screen said with intense eyes. 
 
    “This ‘game’ as you put it is corrupting our young people. It is destroying lives by allowing people to commit terrible acts,” a man in a black suit and red tie responded. “The sanctity of relationships is falling apart and you’re defending a game that promotes rape, murder and violence!” 
 
    The woman let a small smirk slip as she maintained eye contact, “Have you researched the game or are you talking from what you heard? Since the game’s launch, crime is down 27% and sexual violence is down 43%. There is a direct correlation as more people are joining the game. Lewd Knights has created an environment where you can explore your desires without harming others.” 
 
    The man slammed his fist on the table, “You are defending a game that simply transports those urges into a virtual environment!” 
 
    The woman glared, “Do you even hear what you’re saying? There are safeguards to keep players safe from unwanted advances or actions. The game has become for many, a way to be themselves without judgment. You sit on your high horse, thumbing your nose, judging people instead of understanding some of humanity’s basic needs.” 
 
    The man crossed his arms, “They need to be judged. They are breaking down our society. By satisfying those urges in a virtual environment, they have no need to be a part of the real world. Why make something of yourself when you can have all the fornication and fake relationships you can ever want?” 
 
    The woman barked out a laugh, “Let me guess, you were one of those people who thought a rise in violence was due to video games. Now that crime is down, with backing evidence, you still want to tell people to stop playing video games.” 
 
    “You are the one who is clearly brain washed. Many people are protesting this evil game. They want their families back from this frightful addiction. Yes, I said it, addiction! Lewd Knights is as bad as heroin and it will destroy everything you love. Have you checked your sources on how many families have been destroyed by the game? How many marriages it has broken? How many people who have quit their jobs to play the game every day? What do you have to say about the lives Lewd Knights has taken? Their blood is on the hands of every person who plays that vile game!” 
 
    The woman let out another laugh, “One person died due to a pre-existing heart condition. They chose to ignore their doctor’s advice. And as for marriages? Those have been ending long before this game ever hit the shelves. There are millions of people playing in many virtual environments but Lewd Knights is the first one to include sex. Take a moment and think about it, people are enjoying themselves. Is that the threat? Is that what you’re worried about, people being happy?” 
 
    The man in the suite gritted his teeth, “It’s unnatural and erodes at what makes society worth living. Defend this vile game all you want, but good people are turning into sex addicts. How long before they can’t distinguish the game world from the real one? How long before some poor soul does something awful in reality, unable to tell the difference, raping and murdering until they are put down like a wild animal?” 
 
    Jason raised an eyebrow as he read the subtitles. He knew Lewd Knights was a hot button issue in the news lately but he didn’t think it was as bad as the talking heads made it out to be. Thinking back to his own experiences, many people he met in the game enjoyed fulfilling their desires but they didn’t come off strange or weird. It was a pretty even exchange or simple requests, and when it was over players moved on. Jason remembered coming across many married players. They had no issues as they played, with or without their partner. 
 
    A hand touched Jason’s shoulder and he turned his head. The owner, Barbara, smiled. 
 
    “I know it’s interesting but I need you to clean the tables.” 
 
    Jason nodded, “Sorry, I’ll get on it right away.” 
 
    “It’s okay. Once you’re done with the tables, you can head out. Thank you for coming in on short notice.” 
 
    Jason smiled, “It’s really not a problem. I could always use the extra cash, besides; I owed Larry since he covered for me last week.” 
 
    Barbara let her eyes linger on the young man, “Any plans for the weekend?” 
 
    “Not really. Maybe stay home and veg out,” Jason didn’t like talking about his second life. 
 
    “I don’t mean to be nosy but do you….” red touched Barbara’s cheeks. 
 
    Jason stiffened. She didn’t say it but he knew what she was going to ask. “Do you play?” had become the not so secret code phrase for playing Lewd Knights. He had been working for the coffee shop for months and couldn’t help but notice the small stares. Jason’s heart pounded in his chest as a hint of red touched his cheeks.   
 
    It wasn’t like the owner wasn’t attractive. She was a busy woman, running the shop and handling the vendors, but when she spoke to Jason, he felt that creepy vibe of something more. Jason would usually just put it out of his mind but now he felt trapped. 
 
    “Do I?” The young man played dumb. 
 
    Barbara’s gaze moved down to his chest and then turned away, “Nothing, please clean the tables and then clock out. I’ll see you Monday.” 
 
    Jason watched as his boss walked to the back room. The young man turned and grabbed a cleaning rag off a small hook below the counter. Stepping out, he made his way to the tables, scrubbing them down of spilt coffee and broken sugar packets.  
 
    Jason continued to wipe down tables, often glancing at the flat screen. The people on the show went on with their back and forth and Jason couldn’t put it out of his mind. He had been playing Lewd Knights for over four months and he didn’t think he was a sex addict. Before he started the game, his appetite was always pretty high anyway. The adventure and sex was the perfect combination but it was spending time with his new, online friends, Sonja and Lance that really made the experience worthwhile. Their relationship had turned into something the player never thought was possible.  
 
    Jason stopped scrubbing down a table and stared out at the wintery landscape of the city. He thought about the last few months. Because of the social interaction in the game, he found it easier to be around people. He noticed he smiled more and the numbing anxiety had lessened. Even working in the coffee shop, he would normally find himself having little conversations with customers or being friendly. Before Lewd Knights, he was a ball of stress, unable to interact with people out of fear and misunderstandings. Though the changes were subtle, they were there, relaxing him into a functional human being. 
 
    Jason smirked to himself as he went back to his work. Thoughts swirled on, thinking of his two-favorite people. The next few nights in the game were all planned out. The three friends were to travel on to the fabled Middle Kingdoms. They had spent months travelling to reach the center of the Lukken. Now their hard work was going to pay off. Jason spent every spare moment he could to find out about the Middle Kingdoms. With any luck, they would be able to gather powerful items before continuing on to the west coast. 
 
    Electric excitement ran up Jason’s spine, eager to fulfill promises made in the game. Staying true to his word, he and his friends would investigate the dark threat to the west. Jason wiped away a coffee stain and images of a pink haired troll spilled into his mind. The player had gathered several valuable concubines but he found himself thinking of the blue skinned, pink haired troll that had gotten under his skin. The time they spent together was magical, and despite knowing she was a computer construct, she continued to fascinate him. Jason wasn’t sure if it was the mystery surrounding her or the way she seemed to actually love and adore him, but it caused his heart to skip a beat when he pictured her. 
 
    Jason let his mind wander. Did she actually love him? Was she capable of it? Did he actually love her? Could a person love a computer generated being or was he just being a stupid romantic fool? The young man shrugged his shoulders slightly and went back to work. If he thought about it anymore then he would begin to over analyze. Better to push it all away and enjoy the ride, he thought. 
 
    An odd sensation touched Jason’s senses as he worked. Stopping, he could feel a pair of eyes on him. Nervous that it was his boss watching him again, Jason rubbed the rag harder across the table. A small creak stabbed at his ears as a patron stood up. Jason kept his eyes on his work, not wanting Rachel to come over and say something. A shadow stepped behind him and continued to the door. Jason turned his head in the opposite direction to check the table. On one of the tables lay a small hardcover book. Jason turned his head, ready to call out to the person who passed behind him. They forgot their book and he wanted to make sure they didn’t leave without it.  
 
    The door to the shop closed and the figure moved just out of sight. Jason took three long steps to the table, picked up the book and ran for the door. A cold wind blasted him as he stepped out into the wintery wonderland. The snow fall was heavy and Jason tried to look for the person he thought left the book behind. Instead he saw nothing but snow and groups of bundled up people on the sidewalk. The chill seeped into his bones so quickly, Jason let out a shudder before stepping back into the basking warmth of the coffee shop. 
 
    Turning the book over in his hands, he gave it a quick once over. It had a beautiful dark red cover, golden lines along the spine and edges. A title written in black and red swirled together to spell out “Shadow Hearts”. Jason’s first instinct was to put it in the lost and found box in the back, but he hesitated.  His co-worker, Larry, was a good employee most of the time but he had a tendency of taking things from the box during his shifts. It seemed like something always walked away when he was in. Looking at the book, it appeared expensive and people coming to the shop were often regulars. 
 
    Not wanting this beautiful book to fall into the wrong hands, Jason went to the break room in the back and stepped to his locker. With an internal promise, he would bring it back and wait to see if anyone claimed the missing book. Stuffing the book into his backpack, Jason closed his locker and stepped back out into the shop. He had two tables left then he was free to go. Wiping them down with vigor, he finished and threw the dirty rag into a bucket behind the counter. 
 
    Fixing himself up, he was about to step through the door to the back when he glanced at the flat screen again. The talking heads were gone as a commercial played. It showed a woman slipping into a white body suit with blue lines running along her middle and down her arms and legs. The woman picked up a Mind’s Eye Gear helmet and placed it over her head. 
 
    “Tired of intrusive gear ruining your sensual experiences? Try our new Mind’s Eye Gear full body suit,” the subtitles rolled by at the bottom of the screen. 
 
    The background of her bedroom changed into a lush green forest. The woman’s form morphed to that of a scantily clad knight. She turned to the forest as a group of hulking orcs stepped out from the trees, stalking toward her. The woman smiled as green leering faces moved closer. 
 
    “With the new MEG suit, let your experiences reach the ultimate level.” 
 
    Jason smiled as he turned and pushed at the door leading back into the main shop. He could hardly believe there was a new suit for Lewd Knights. Mind working, he knew it would be expensive but he may have to put in some extra hours to afford it. Putting on his jacket and slinging his backpack over his shoulder, Jason waved his goodbyes to his fellow staff and rushed to the door.    
 
    Stepping into the cold air, Jason took in a deep refreshing breath. As he exhaled, mist rose up. Jason turned and began walking to the train station, eager to get home and meet up with his friends in game. Happy swirls danced in his heart as he stepped through the snow. Grinning, Jason made his way to the wet, subway steps and descended down the stairs.  
 
    A minute later he was waiting on the train platform, foot tapping and eyes staring down the tunnel. High adventure awaited and Jason was ready to spend the weekend with his friends on a grand adventure.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    The door closed shut and Jason leaned his back against it. The rush of warm comfort flowed over the young man as he took a deep breath. The chatter of mental thoughts died down as Jason drank in his studio apartment. It used to be a bare room, complete with a desk, computer and narrow bed. Now it looked a little more lived in. A potted plant stood on his desk, next to his computer. A small bookshelf lined a bare wall, stacked with books of various sizes. He even hung a painting on a wall over his bed of a lighthouse by the ocean.  
 
    Jason let out another exhale as he knelt down and pulled off his boots. Leaving them by the door, he dropped his back pack at the foot of his bed. Peeling off his coat, he hung it on a hook and let the calm, still air slow his heart beat. Looking over to his computer chair, the MEG helmet and love box sat silently on the seat. A warm thrill flowed along his limbs.  
 
    Standing up, Jason moved to the tiny alcove he called the kitchen. Remembering that his gaming sessions often went for many hours, he opened the small refrigerator and pulled out everything he needed to make a hearty sandwich. The young player had noticed that he was getting thinner the more he played. Lance and Sonja often said the same thing so they promised each other to eat a large meal before extended game play. Jason loved how they looked out for each other’s well-being. It truly felt like they were in a relationship together. The bonds had strengthened with time and now the trio was inseparable, fighting together as a party and spending intimate quality time at each other’s keeps. 
 
    With his sandwich made, Jason stepped over to his tiny dining table and one chair. He put the plate down to eat but his eye wandered to his backpack. Leaving the sandwich, he moved to the backpack and unzipped it. Hand reaching in, he pulled out the left behind book. Reading and eating was his usual past time, so sitting down at the table, he took a bite of sandwich and opened the hardcover book. 
 
    Eyes moved from side to side, drinking in the written words as he absentmindedly bit off chunks of bread, ham, cheese and lettuce. By the time the sandwich was gone, Jason had read two chapters. He found it interesting. The book seemed to be about a priest and his forbidden love for someone in his congregation. There were no sexy parts yet but it seemed to be building up to it. The point of view changed from the priest to a young woman often. It read almost like one of those trashy romance novels except for the parts where the woman talked about how she could be killed for loving a man of the cloth. The world was fictional, almost fantasy based but it seemed to delve into the intimate feelings of forbidden love and the harsh penalties for breaking an absurd law. 
 
    Jason closed the book and left it on the table. Getting up, he put the dish in the tiny sink. Jason stripped off his clothes one piece at a time until he was fully naked. Being in the comfort of his own studio, he stepped over to his computer chair. He lifted the love box up first, strapping it to his leg so it rested in between his thighs ready for his “sexual gaming contributions”. Next, he picked up the helmet and placed it over his head. Crawling into bed, he turned and lay on his back.  
 
    Heart beating steady, he pressed a button on the side of the MEG helmet. Red lights glowed along the edge, right above his eyes. The console next to his computer also glowed with crimson lights. Seconds ticked by as the console warmed up. The lights on the gaming console turned green and a moment later, so did the lights on the helmet. Jason relaxed as the signal began. Reality shifted away and the abyss yawned. A dim ball of light appeared in the distance. With falling speed, Jason felt himself thrown toward the light and a bright flash engulfed him. 
 
    Opening his eyes, Jayson smiled. Bright shafts of sunlight filtered through open curtains. Mystical tapestries hung on stone walls. The air was vibrant and warm. Dust motes floated in the air through the shafts of light. The young knight turned around as a pair of double doors opened. 
 
    Feral eyes gazed from the darkness of the open doorway. A moment later something pounced from the inky shadows. Jayson managed to get his hands up as a scantily clad cat woman crashed into him. Hitting the ground, the knight managed a small grunt as claws took hold of his arm. Bright green eyes stared down and pointed feline ears twitched. The knight blinked and soft lips pressed against his. Tongue slipping into his mouth, he could not fight back as the kitra forced her body against his, moving her hips to his growing bulge. 
 
    Several more figures stepped out of the darken doorway, smiles on their faces as Jayson struggled. The knight took in a deep breath through his nose and placed his hands on the cat woman’s shoulders. Pushing with all his might, the kitra whined as he pushed away. 
 
    “My lord, don’t push me away!” Dalya whimpered. 
 
    “You have to give me a moment, I’m happy to see you,” Jayson grinned. 
 
    Dalya pulled back and sat on her rump, arms crossed under her slightly larger than average breasts. Jayson sat up and stared at his concubine with loving eyes. Four more figures moved into the main room. The knight slowly made it to his feet, hand out. Dalya looked up and took his hand, letting him lift her to her clawed feet.  
 
    “We missed you,” said a sleepy voice from a green woman with large leaf petals barely covering her breasts and hips. 
 
    “It’s so lonely when you’re not here,” said a woman in a long flowing robe with snakes for hair writhing about. 
 
    “We only have each other to entertain while you’re away,” said two elves at the same time, standing side by side. 
 
    Jayson looked to his concubine harem and still found them ridiculously cute, “I know I know, but I can’t stay here all the time. Besides, I wanted to see you all before I recall back to Sonja and Lance.” 
 
    Dalya’s eyes lit up, “Which of us will you take on this adventure?” 
 
    Jayson rubbed his chin as he looked to each one, “Not sure. I will have to decide when I get back to the save point.” 
 
    Jayson looked around and saw no sign of the pink haired troll, “Where’s Oksuna?” 
 
    The elf twins crossed their arms at the same time, “She’s moping about in the master bedroom. She’s like that every time you leave.” 
 
    “I’m going to check on her. Stay here and don’t cause any trouble,” Jayson knew they liked to barge in wherever he was and force themselves on him. Normally it was entertaining but a slight worry caused him some concern for the troll. 
 
    Dalya was on him again. The cat woman pressed herself against him and stared into his eyes. “Please be quick. I want to be first to say goodbye,” the kitra winked. 
 
    “You always want to go first!” the twins shouted. “How about we go first!” 
 
    Dalya broke away from her lord and stepped up to the glaring elf twins, “I’m his first concubine. That means I go first!” 
 
    The woman with snakes for hair let out a sly laugh, “There are no rules saying you go first because you’re his first.” 
 
    “Yes, our lord and master can only make those rules,” the twins glared back. 
 
    Jayson made a discreet exit as the concubines continued to argue. The knight let out a sigh as he walked down a long hall to the master bedroom. He had obtained six concubines so far in an effort to build his virtual army and they were already proving to be a handful. The player couldn’t understand how some players already had twenty to thirty concubines. He imagined that the endless bickering would drive a knight crazy. Jayson spent his time split between his friends and his growing harem. Part of his gold went to adding furniture and items to his keep to make it homey. It was one of the things that helped him want to furnish his studio back in reality. Every time he bought something for the keep or each of his concubines, the happier they were for a while. The knight made a mental note to pick up gifts for all of them when he next returned. 
 
    Reaching the end of the hall, the knight pushed the heavy wooden door open. The large bedroom was quiet and dark. The curtains were drawn and a figure laid on his extra king-sized bed. A head lifted up and the shine of eyes stared in the knight’s direction. Jayson closed the door behind him and walked toward the oversized bed. 
 
    Oksuna slipped to the foot of the bed. Legs over the side, she sat eyes wide and a frown melting into a shy smile. Jayson stepped to the blue skinned troll. She was nearly seven feet tall and built like a sensual Amazon but as she sat, her shyness seemed to make her smaller. Her white robe hung loosely on her body, the edges of the robe barely over her now pointed nipples.  
 
    The knight reached out and ran his fingers through her long silky pink hair. Warmth rose up between them as she looked away. 
 
    “Why do you wait in my bed every time I leave? Are you sad when I’m gone?” 
 
    Oksuna remained silent, her blue hand gliding up to her lords, fingers intertwining with his. The air was electric and Jayson knew, despite her shyness, she didn’t want to talk. 
 
    Letting go, fingers curled around his belt. Jayson almost instinctually touched his palm to his chest so his armor and clothes would disappear but he stopped himself. Pulling her fingers from his belt, the knight sat down beside her. Oksuna looked away again, arms hugging her waist. 
 
    Jayson felt an ocean of feelings bubbling just under his skin. Memories floated up as he remembered their first time at Lady Slytha’s castle. How he knew he had to be with her. How she wanted to be with him. He knew she didn’t speak but her songs were pure ecstasy. He often tried to find ways to communicate with her but she seemed to shut down or go about pleasing him until he stopped. Jayson would normally let it go, chalking it up to her being a concubine but she seemed different. There were times when her eyes seemed a little more alive, her love making a little more vigorous. Jayson had spent some of his time changing a kink here or there to try new things but the voluptuous troll seemed to ignore all of it, simply to be with him. 
 
     “You know I would bring you with me but those troll hunting parties are getting bigger. They’re after you and here you’re safe from them. I don’t want them to steal you away from me,” Jayson said with a kind tone. 
 
    Oksuna turned slightly, putting her hand over the armor covering his heart. 
 
    Jayson smiled, “You’re important to me too.” 
 
    The troll gave a shy smile, fingers once again reaching for his belt buckle. Jayson let out a sigh. She seemed to have one thing on her mind and he found it difficult to say no. Hand reaching up, he pressed his palm to his chest. Armor and clothes disappeared, the knight sitting naked on the side of the bed. Oksuna took hold of her robe and slipped it off her shoulders. Jayson couldn’t get enough of her naked body. Light blue skin practically glowed in the dark room. A thin shaft of light penetrated the dark curtains to give the bedroom a dim gloom. 
 
    Delicate blue fingers wrapped around Jayson’s already hardening manhood. With practiced gentle strokes, the troll kept her eyes on his. Jayson gazed into her eyes as she gently rubbed his veiny shaft. The gravity of her large breasts caused his eyes to wander to them. The troll smiled as she snuggled close, pressing her chest to him. 
 
    “I can’t stay long. I have to meet with Sonja and Lance,” Jayson whispered. 
 
    The concubine ignored him, slipping to the floor and onto her knees. Jayson sucked in air as soft lips closed around his shaft. Small suckling sounds rose up as Oksuna’s head bobbed between his legs. The bliss blazed brightly as pink hair rose and fell with each long stroke of her tight lips. Her tongue pressed along the shaft, sending up several more vibrations.  
 
    Jayson cursed himself as the troll continued her lustful work. The more sex he had, the harder it was for him to come. His concubines have been demanding as was his relationship with Sonja and Lance. The knight was in a hurry to meet his friends but the troll only tightened her lips, slathering up and down on his steel hard member. Strong hands held onto her lord as she sucked harder, teasing him to fill her mouth. 
 
    The door to the master bedroom opened and several heads poked inside. Jayson looked up to see Dalya and the twins, Lina and Fay, staring at him. 
 
    “It looks like she is his first,” Lina grinned at Dalya. 
 
    Dalya rolled her eyes at the elf before making eye contact with her lord.  
 
    “I’ll say goodbye in a little while. Just give us some privacy,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    The three concubines nodded their heads and closed the door behind them. Jayson let out another happy sigh as Oksuna continued her passionate suckling. Peering down at the troll, he couldn’t resist caressing her cheek with the back of his fingers. The sensations blazed along his pathways and a small moan vibrated up her throat and against his cock. A familiar push from deep within Jayson’s loins caused the knight to moan his pleasure. 
 
    The troll looked up, her lord’s cock half buried in her mouth and adoring eyes connecting to his. Jayson cupped her cheek as her tongue slathered over his purple throbbing head. The troll began to hum, sliding her lips down his shaft. The intensity pushed the knight to his limit. Cock bulging, the knight let out a deep groan. Oksuna used long, tight lipped strokes. A deep pressure of come pushed outward and finally spurted from the tip. Oksuna masterfully continued to stroke, come splashing against the back of her throat. On and on she suckled, drawing several long spurts of come, drinking down his seed with satisfaction. 
 
    Jayson barely had a chance to recover as the beautiful troll stood up and pushed him down onto the bed. Climbing after him, she lay against his side, holding him close. The knight wrapped his own arms around her, staring at her now closed eyes. Jayson wanted nothing more than to stay with his loving concubine but he didn’t want to disappoint his friends and lovers. He let the moment drift for a few more minutes, drinking in her warmth and trying to figure out how he was going to get out of there in time. The blue troll smiled and hugged her lord closer, bliss cascading over her calm brow. 
 
    *** 
 
    “You’re leaving now?” Dalya half shouted, eyes narrowing. “You said you were going to spend time with us before you go!” 
 
    Jayson smiled, trying to keep the moment light, “I know but I’m already going to be late. I’ll make some time when I come back, promise.” 
 
    The woman with green skin and serpents for hair sauntered over, “We miss you terribly. Can’t you spank us before you go?” 
 
    “Gorganna, I will spank you when I get back,” Jayson grinned before turning to the front doors. 
 
    “We will miss you!” The elf twins said with heads bowed. 
 
    Jayson opened the door, “I will miss you all. Be good. I’ll be back.” 
 
    The young knight opened the door and stepped out. When the door closed, Dalya’s fingers curled into fists. The Kitra’s ears pointed straight up and she turned to her harem sisters. Eyes blazing at first, the light faded as her shoulders hung low and let out a long sigh. 
 
    “Our lord doesn’t have time for us anymore,” Dalya whined. 
 
    Gorganna stepped close, arm snaking around the sunken shoulders of her fellow concubine. “He is a busy lord but I think we should help show him how important we are to him,” the gorgon hissed a smile. 
 
    Dalya turned her head, eyes meeting Gorganna’s, “Won’t he get mad?” 
 
    Gorganna gave a mischievous smile, “I truly hope so. You haven’t known ecstasy until you’ve made him so angry he cannot think straight,” the gorgon winked. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson closed the metal gate to his keep and stepped along the stone path. The knight looked up at the bright sun shining down and grinned. The cold city had become a distant memory as he strolled along, basking in the virtual light. Taking out his recall stone, he simply held it so he could enjoy just a few more seconds in the warm day. 
 
    Thoughts swirled on and the faces of his friends bloomed in his mind’s eye. With a happy sigh, a thumb pressed against the recall stone. Jayson stared as light enveloped his senses. A moment later, he stood on a road, lush green forests stretching out on either side of him. The sun continued to shine as a few puffy clouds floated by. The sky carried a blue he often compared to a summer day. 
 
    The knight turned his gaze around. Sadly, his friends were nowhere to be seen. The knight began to walk. Thoughts piled on that maybe they went ahead or maybe they were running late. It didn’t take long before he saw two knights lying on a small hill next to the road. Sunlight bathed the white and blue knights as they lay on their backs, eyes closed. 
 
    Jayson moved with joy propelling his every step. When he saw them, the feeling of home washed over him like warm water on a cool evening. Standing over his friends, he gazed on them as they slept on, not a care in the world. By a tree not far from their location, Sonia’s concubine Leaf sat, eyes on the knight and a small knowing smirk on his lips as he watched over them. 
 
    Jayson stared at Lance and then to Sonja. A second later he was lying down on the other side of the blue knight, Sonja.  Putting his arms under his head, he stared skyward before letting his eyes close and peace wrapping his heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Warm dreams played on. Sonja turned in her sleep, curling into a ball. Knees touched something, as did her arms. It was enough to stir her from dreamland. Eyes slowly opening, she eyed Jayson as he lay with a smirk on his face. Blinking away the nap, she reached over and placed her arm and hand on his chest. The knight pulled his arms from under his head and took hold of her hand, caressing it. His other hand moved to her. The blue knight lifted her head and rested it on Jayson’s outstretched arm. Warm fuzziness crawled through her vision as she looked to him with half closed eyes. 
 
    “We were going to leave without you,” Sonja whispered through her sleepy haze. 
 
    “No, you weren’t,” Jayson whispered back with closed eyes. 
 
    “Yes, we were,” Lance said as he snuggled behind Sonja, his arm curling around her stomach. 
 
    The three knights let the moment flow naturally, their digital warmth spreading between all of them.  
 
    “I’m glad you stayed,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Sonja pressed her forehead into the tender, unarmed spot, between his arm and shoulder. “Did Oksuna need her lord again?” 
 
    “She sure did. Out of all of my concubines, she is the most demanding,” Jayson said in a low, tender voice. 
 
    Lance snuggled his face into Sonja’s long azure hair, “I could stay here forever but I think we need to get a move on. Batty did one of her usual scouting runs and spotted another hunting party.” 
 
    Jayson smiled thinking about Lance’s newest concubine, Batty. She was a Corva, a bat-like race. He admired her long wings and pointed ears. She was a petite thing and had a small upturned nose. Lance adored her but her clumsiness was a bit off putting. 
 
    Lance continued, “The troll hunting party is taking their time. They seem to be following but not wanting to engage.” 
 
    Jayson slowly sat up and used his arms to prop himself up, “Multiple hunting parties after us but none of them have tried anything. I wonder what there’re waiting for.” 
 
    Sonja sat up and stretched out her arms, “Who knows? But should we keep running from them? I’m personally sick of waiting.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the blue haired knight, “Should we take the fight to them?” 
 
    Sonja nodded as she slowly stood to her feet. “I think we should. We’re close to the Middle Kingdoms. I bet they are going to try and take us out before we get there.” 
 
    Jayson stared down the road as Lance begrudgingly rose to his feet. They had spent months making their way to the Middle Kingdoms. The adventure west was filled with dungeons, epic battles and all sorts of monsters. The young knight thought back to his oath he took for the white dragon diplomat, promising her that they would find out what evil was growing to the far west. Oksuna was connected in some way and the trolls increased their numbers the farther west they travelled. Between great battles, the three knights bonded closer, ready to carry on the quest, all the while making sure they had enough quality time between them.  
 
    Lance fixed his armor with a light tug here and there, “They would have to. The Middle Kingdoms will not tolerate any troll or dragon forces on their lands. King Lord Belmont would shut it down immediately.” 
 
    “The trolls have been raiding north of Journey Road more often. They have even been taking concubines as payment to prevent further attacks but they then attack neighbors and knights travelling alone. I have been reading that the trolls are preparing to invade north of the road,” Jayson said as he plucked a blade of grass and held it between two fingers, rolling it back and forth. 
 
    Sonja let out a yawn before speaking. “Then it is our duty to fight back. The human kingdoms will be the first to fall if the trolls invade in force.” 
 
    Jayson and Lance looked to the blue knight, eyebrows raised. 
 
    Sonja smiled, “What? I’m having fun. You guys can’t be the only ones going on about honor and duty.”       
 
    Jayson rose to his feet, “It looks like it’s settled. Do we know how many are in the hunting party?” 
 
    Lance nodded, “Batty counted about twenty, mostly brutes with one leader.” 
 
    “We can take on twenty trolls especially if we take them by surprise,” Jayson said as he rubbed his jaw. 
 
    Sonja draped her arms around Lance’s shoulders but centered her eyes on Jayson, “Good, then it will be one less thing to worry about. We haven’t had any special time between us in a few days and I miss you both terribly.” 
 
    “We could take care of that right now,” Lance grinned. 
 
    Sonja met the white knight’s gaze with a tiny frown, “You know I like to be comfortable. Side of the road is far from comfortable.” 
 
    “Let’s take out the trolls and then find a nice inn. I’ve missed both you as well. Can’t stop thinking about us together,” Jayson said and a sliver of shyness filled his eyes. 
 
    Lance grinned, “Look at what you did. You made him all sappy.” 
 
    “I like when he gets sappy,” Sonja said and bit her lip. 
 
    Jayson smiled it away, “Let’s come up with a plan and show those trolls not to mess with us.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The moon shined just above the horizon. A white glow painted dark trees as crickets sang on. Three knights huddled in the underbrush, eyes staring out at the encampment 50 yards away. Large muscle-bound monsters with dark blue skin lumbered around a large campfire. A whole deer was spit roasting in the flames. A troll broke off one of its antlers and stabbed a fellow troll in the shoulder. Several trolls laughed as the one that was stabbed pulled out the antler horn and tossed it into the fire like it was extra kindling. The small wound in its shoulder closed up and the troll stared at the cooking deer, licking its lips. 
 
    “I don’t see all of them. Some may be scouting, trying to find us,” Lance whispered. 
 
    “Can you have Batty fly up and look around?” Jayson whispered while staring at the encampment. 
 
    The white knight reached down and touched a crystal on his belt. The air vibrated and a small bat-like woman appeared next to her lord. Ears twitched as she fell to her knees and hugged around Lance’s waist. 
 
    “My lord, I’ve missed you!” the Corva squealed. 
 
    Batty’s arms wings flowed down from under her arms. Encircling her lord’s waist, it instantly looked like the white knight was wearing a dark dress. Jayson and Sonja smiled as Lance took hold of her arms and pulled them apart. 
 
    “Yes, I know but we need you to fly up and scout around. Come back and tell us if you found any trolls in the area besides the camp.” 
 
    Batty beamed, “Oh yes my lord. I never want to disappoint. I’ll fly up and report back anything I find, anything for you. I…..” 
 
    Lance put his hand over her mouth, “Please Batty, we need to be quiet. Can you do this quietly?” 
 
    The corva nodded. Lance pulled his hand away. Batty flexed her wings and arms out before bringing them in close to her body. With bent legs, she launched herself skyward slamming into several branches before she was airborne. Leaves and broken branches rained down on the three knights. All three turned to the encampment to see if they were noticed. One troll looked in their direction for a few seconds before turning his gaze back to the fire. 
 
    Jayson let out a low exhale before looking to Lance who had a grim expression etched into his brow, “She’s still your only female concubine?” 
 
    “Yea, I changed my kink from monster boys to simply monsters. She has fun with her fellow harem brothers and they all get along but she is a handful. I had to replace the torches in the harem room with strong steel lanterns because she nearly burned the keep down, flying around and crashing into the walls.” 
 
    “Why did you change your kink?” Sonja asked genuinely curious. 
 
    Lance smirked, “I kept seeing how much fun Jayson was having with his harem; I thought I’d spice mine up.” 
 
    “Did it spice it up?” Jayson asked. 
 
    Lance nodded, “Yea, she’s fun when she isn’t trying too hard. I swear the AI is getting better and better at personalities. I keep forgetting she is just a program.” 
 
    Sonja patted his shoulder, “We all do.” 
 
    “Well right now we should focus on those trolls.” 
 
    The three knights gazed on as the several trolls stood up and began ripping off chunks of meat from the burning deer. They swallowed large hunks of flesh, muscle and occasional bone. Their grunts echoed out as they continued their savage eating. 
 
    “I want to find them sexy but male trolls can be so gross when they eat,” Sonja whispered. 
 
    Something fell from the sky and landed next to three knights. Batty clutched at her lord again, rubbing her face against his white armor. Lance quietly took hold of her and pulled her back just a few inches so he could look her in the eye. 
 
    “What did you see?” 
 
    Batty continued to cling to her lord as she spoke, “There are five trolls down the road. They are hiding out and staring at a campfire, trying to not be noticed but I noticed them.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “They fell for the fake camp site. We should spread out and take them by surprise now.” 
 
    “I did well?” Batty batted her long eyelashes. 
 
    Lance grinned, “Yea, you did.” 
 
    “Good, my ass hungers for your cock my lord. I need you to fuck me, show me you love me. I will be quiet this time. I…..”  
 
    Lance cut her off, “Yes, I know. Don’t worry. When we have some time, I will fuck you hard.”  
 
    Lance quickly touched a crystal on his belt. The air vibrated and the corva was gone. Jayson and Sonja tried to hide their laughter by covering their mouths but their shoulders shook a little. 
 
    “Let’s get this show on the road,” Lance whispered as he turned and moved further into the brush. 
 
    Sonja touched Jayson’s cheek, running the back of her fingers down before turning and moving in the opposite direction. Jayson stayed where he was, glancing over to see Lance disappear from view and then see Sonja melt into the shadows. The knight reached over his shoulders, drawing his two short swords and having them at the ready. Gems glowed from the pommel of each blade. They were the swords Lady Slytha gifted to him after they successfully repelled her attempted assassination.  
 
    Staying low, the knight pressed through the underbrush, foot over foot. Eyes sharp, he kept the campfire in sight, anticipating a counter attack should the trolls discover himself or his fellow knights. Jayson could feel his blood boiling, ready for a fight. Memories of Oksuna as their prisoner burned in his mind. He wasn’t sure he could ever forgive such monsters. More than one troll shouted that they would take back what was rightfully theirs. They never asked what she wanted. They never cared. 
 
    Jayson stepped as close as he could, taking cover behind a tree. The trolls continued on with their meal, the deer nothing more than a broken ribcage hanging off the spit. Dark blue skinned bodies flexed as they ate the last bits of muscle and flesh. Some trolls sat on the ground, burping. One troll stalked toward a large tent. Opening the flap, he reached in, grabbed something and pulled. The knight stared as the big troll pulled out a smaller male and female troll, one by one. Their faces were sullen as the big troll pushed them along. With one last shove, both trolls fell to their knees and kept their gaze down to the ground. 
 
    Several trolls rose up and stood before the smaller trolls. Jayson’s eyes narrowed as he saw a side view of what was happening. The smaller trolls shifted so their backs were to each other. The bigger ones pulled their own loin clothes to the side to show their large members. Without any words, the two trolls took a thick cock in their hands and put the tip to their lips. Grunts and groans filled the camp as the trolls on their knees began sucking and licking. Some of the other trolls around them couldn’t wait. They pulled out their cocks and began stroking themselves as the heads of the two bobbed on meaty cocks. The female moaned her delight, pinching her own nipples. The male sucked, making loud groans. 
 
    Jayson tightened his grip on his swords. With a quick intake of air, he rushed forward, silent as the grave. One troll let out a loud groan as his cock thickened. The female looked up as her mouth was quickly filled with his seed. She gulped it down, closing her eyes for a moment. When she opened them again, a sword point was sticking out of the chest of the troll she was pleasuring. The troll looked down with wide beady eyes before the blade burned bright with fire. Another sword strike separated its head from its neck. The troll shattered into a blaze of green light. 
 
    Chaos erupted as Jayson moved like a whirlwind. The knight spun, slashing outward with his swords, Fire and Ice. Trolls broke away, some managing to grab their weapons while others fell to the ground, shattering into shards of light. Trolls shouted war cries as they threw themselves at the knight, clubs and maces in hand. Fellow trolls emerged from tents, swords and maces in large oversized hands. The two smaller trolls scrambled from their knees, away from the battle.   
 
    Jayson slashed outward as the numbers around him doubled, keeping them at bay. The trolls leered as they prepared for their attack. From the side, there was a blue flash. A troll gurgled as a sword penetrated his heart. He managed to see the steely gaze of Sonja before he shattered into greenish light. The blue knight flipped off the shattering monster to land on her booted feet. Knees bent, she whipped her sword out. A ghost like blade burst from her sword, driving deep into a troll’s chest. 
 
    With all the attention on Jayson and Sonja, the trolls had their backs to the white knight charging toward them. A curled lock of hair billowed from Lance’s brow as he moved silently. The trolls raised their weapons, ready to charge the two knights when one by one they began to burst into light. Lance kept his face a blank mask as he drew his rapier and sliced away like an artist with a thin little brush.  
 
    Jayson and Sonja advanced as the remaining three trolls put their backs to each other. Lance followed as they faced the monsters hunting them. 
 
    “We may die but our kin will take back what was stolen!” A troll roared. 
 
    “Where is your commander? I want to speak to the troll leading this hunting party,” Jayson shouted. 
 
    A troll let out a gruff laugh, “Gone. Off to fight another day!” 
 
    Jayson eyed the troll, “We will let you go but only if you go back and tell your masters to stop hunting us, or a worse fate awaits.” 
 
    The thick necked troll simply smiled, “No. Oksuna belongs to us. More of our brothers and sisters will come. They will hunt you to all four shores of Lukken. Humans will be slaves and the dragons will be no more. Be sure to tell any dragon you see that the Masters are coming.” 
 
    Jayson was about to say something when all three trolls charged. The knight side stepped a club as it came down hard, sending dirt in the air. Sonja ducked a mace once and then twice before she whipped her blade out. A ghostly sword slashed through the mace and the troll’s chest. The mace head fell off to the right while the top part of the troll slid to the left before bursting into light. Lance let the troll charging him raise his weapon. The white knight took one step forward, driving the point of his rapier deep within the troll’s chest. Activating his technique, the rapier flashed seven times. The troll fell in large chunks before shattering.  
 
    Jayson let the troll make several swings, dodging each one. With his ice sword, he slashed up, cutting the club in half and driving the point of his fire sword into the troll’s meaty thigh. The monster grunted and then became silent as the ice sword touched the edge of his neck. 
 
    “Last chance,” Jayson winked. 
 
    The troll roared and reached out with large hands. Jayson slashed sideways, sending the troll’s head spiraling in the air before bursting into light. Coins and gems littered the ground while the knight sheathed his swords over his shoulders. Lance surveyed the area while Jayson and Sonja bent down and began scooping up gems and gold coins. 
 
    “This is a pretty good haul. I was planning on buying the girls a bunch of gifts,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    “I thought you would buy me a gift with it?” Sonja grinned. 
 
    Jayson instantly felt a pang of regret, “Uh…I mean…yea. I totally would buy you a gift first. I just….” 
 
    Sonja let out a giggle, “Easy, I was kidding.” 
 
    Jayson looked away as he stood up, his cheeks burning red, “The five trolls watching our camp may be on their way back. We should leave them a message.” 
 
    “Can they even read?” Sonja asked with a smirk. 
 
    “Don’t know but we should do something so they can remember us by.” 
 
    “You guys try to come up with something. I’m going to check the tents for any extra loot,” Lance said and turned to a nearby tent. 
 
    Jayson watched as the white knight stepped into a tent and disappeared from view. The abruptness of it caused the knight to wonder. 
 
    “Is there something going on with Lance?” 
 
    Sonja stood by her fellow knight with gems in her hands, “He’s been a little moody lately. We were talking before and he kept changing the subject when I asked how he was doing.” 
 
    Jayson kept his eyes on the tent for a long moment before turning to the blue knight, “When we’re finished here, let’s talk to him together.” 
 
    Sonja put the gems in her inventory and nodded. 
 
    The white knight stepped deeper into the large tent. A table took up the middle with a large map. Several beds lined the sides of the tent and a chest stood silently in the corner. Making a beeline for the chest, the knight stopped short when the lid lifted half an inch and closed again. Drawing his rapier, the knight stepped closer, eyes sharp and wrist loose. The lid slightly bounced open again. Lance gritted his teeth as he moved in front of it, hand reaching down. 
 
    Lance took hold of the lid and wretched it open, rapier pointed. The knight’s eyes widened as he stared down at a small troll curled up, his hands covering his head and sobbing. The knight kept his gaze on the troll as it uncovered its head and looked up with sad eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    “Please, don’t kill me,” the troll pleaded. 
 
    Lance saw that the troll was unarmed and dressed in a simple loin cloth. Instantly he remembered before they moved in for the attack that the troll in the chest was one of the two pleasuring the larger trolls.  
 
    Taking a step back, the knight motioned with his sword, “Get up.” 
 
    The dark blue skinned troll stepped out of the large chest and fell to his knees, hands clasped before him and eyes on the ground. 
 
    “Please don’t kill me. I’m simply a lover.” 
 
    Lance eyed the troll for a span of seconds, unsure what to do next. The troll appeared harmless but considering they had been chasing him and his fellow knights for months now, the white knight didn’t want to take any foolish chances. 
 
    “Please let me go. I will do anything if you just let me go,” the slim troll looked up with oval eyes. 
 
    A shadow touched the side of the tent. Lance kept his eyes on the prone troll and his lip curved down. The knight motioned with his rapier toward the back of the tent. The troll on his knees stared, unsure what to do. Lance growled and motioned again. The barely clothed troll looked to the back and nodded. Rising to his feet, the blue skinned troll scurried to the side, lifted the bottom edge of the tent wall and crawled out. The flap fell into place just as Jayson stepped in. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Jayson asked with kind eyes. 
 
    Lance turned to the fellow knight and nodded, “Yea, I was just checking the chest. 
 
    Jayson watched as Lance stepped over to the open chest and reached down. Standing up, he held a book and scroll in one hand. Jayson stepped over as Lance placed them on the table. 
 
    Lance opened the book and leafed through the pages, “It looks like a journal.” 
 
    Jayson picked up the scroll and unfurled it, “This is a map. Seems to be for a location not far from here, maybe a day’s journey.” 
 
    Lance continued to leaf through pages. “It looks like the map is to a dungeon. The commander of the hunting party was keeping notes. He writes a few times that there is something important in the dungeon, something that will aid all troll kind. I can’t make out what these symbols are.” 
 
    “Let’s take it with us,” Jayson smiled as he put the scroll in his inventory. 
 
    Lance brought up a 2D screen and added the leather-bound journal to his inventory, “Did you leave a note for the hunting party?” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Yea, Sonja found a quill and some parchment paper. She wrote ‘Don’t follow or you will suffer the same fate’ and signed it Three Knights. She’s been really getting into the game.” 
 
    Lance let a small smile slip before gazing off, the smile gone. 
 
    “Are you okay? You seem down.” 
 
    Lance shrugged, “I’m okay. Real life has been a little busy. I have to fight for time just to log on.” 
 
    Jayson knew that all too well. The work at the coffee shop had been demanding and carving out time to play had been set back a few times. 
 
    Lance bent down and reached into the chest once again. This time his hand came up with a few gems. “I shouldn’t be spending our time moping around. We have a quest to complete.” 
 
    Jayson smiled just as the tent flap opened. Sonja stepped in, eyeing her two men, “We should be leaving. Find anything good?” 
 
    “Lance found a journal and a map to a dungeon, plus a few gems.” 
 
    The white knight let out a sigh before speaking, “I’m sorry if I’ve been moody.” 
 
    Sonja walked up to the white knight and let her fingers glide over his cheek, “We worry about you.” 
 
    Lance curled his fingers over her hand, “I worry about both of you too.” 
 
    “Let’s talk more after we head out. Those trolls may be returning and I’d rather wait till morning before getting into another fight.” 
 
    Jayson walked to the edge of the tent and lifted the entrance flap. Sonja followed but Lance lingered, eyes glancing back at the tent edge where he let the small troll escape. Turning, he walked to the entrance. Jayson clasped a hand on the white knight’s shoulder as they exited into the camp firelight. 
 
    *** 
 
    Dawn touched the sky with hints of blue. Stars faded as the morning light glowed brighter with each passing second. Three knights trudged through the dark forest, senses alive and scanning shadows for any hint of monsters. Jayson led the way with Sonja in the middle and Lance taking up the rear. The knights spent the last hour moving through the thick forest, taking a long-curved route so they could avoid the trolls on the road. When the sun peeked over the horizon, the knights changed their course and made their way toward the road. 
 
    “I think we travelled far enough. We should be well past our fake camp site,” Jayson said as he led on. 
 
    Sonja stretched her arms as she walked, “Is there a town close by? I could use some quality time with my men.” 
 
    Jayson called up a 2D map with a flick of his fingers. “No but there is an inn and a few cottages before the next town,” Jayson said as his eyes wandered along the virtual map. A quest marker appeared in the forest. “There is that dungeon. We could investigate it.” 
 
    Sonja let out a long sigh as she arms dropped to her sides, “Another dungeon? I’m starting to think you guys don’t want to spend time together.” 
 
    Jayson glanced back but continued to walk, “You know that’s not true. But this dungeon could help us shed some light on the threat to the west.” 
 
    The blue knight stopped in her tracks. Lance stopped walking, eyes on the blue knight as her fingers curled into fists. 
 
    “Jayson, the threat is only a quest. We don’t need to rush into the next battle when we can lay curled in each other’s arms!” 
 
    Jayson continued to walk, “But this could be important. We need to…” the knight was cut off at the sound of boots coming toward him. 
 
    The knight turned around just as Sonja launched herself in the air and slammed into him. Jayson was knocked off his feet and landed on his back, the blue knight on top of him. The two stared at each other. Sonja’s mouth curled into a playful smile and Jayson mirrored it. A moment later, lips pressed and arms held each other. 
 
    Lance walked over as the knights made out. Crossing his arms, he stood patiently as the two knights continued their impassioned kiss. Lips pulling away, Jayson found his fingers gliding through Sonja’s long blue hair. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t like quality time in the forests or by the road?” Lance scratched at his temple. 
 
    “Normally I don’t but I really miss both of you. It feels like the last few weeks, both of you have been preoccupied. Are you getting bored?” 
 
    Jayson barked out a laugh as his hands slid over Sonja’s round ass, “Are you kidding? I dream of us together when I’m not in the game. If I didn’t have to eat or work, I would love you both sun up and sun down.” 
 
    Sonja pressed her ample cleavage to Jayson’s armored chest, “Then maybe we need to find a place so we can spend time together.” 
 
    Lance frowned, “Or we can talk about our relationship?” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja looked up at the white knight as he stood over them, arms crossed. Uncurling their arms, the two knights slowly rose to their feet, concern written in their eyes. Lance continued to frown before turning away and looking up into the blue sky. 
 
    “I love you both. It’s all I ever think about, in and out of the game.” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja remained silent as Lance continued. 
 
    “I have never known a love like ours before. I don’t know what to do. I think about us together and I want it all the time. But this is a game. I don’t even know your real names. I don’t know where you live. I don’t know anything more than how we are here, fighting monsters and loving each other until we’re exhausted.” 
 
    Jayson felt a pang of regret. Sonja remained quiet, blue eyes on the white knight. 
 
    Lance turned around, his frown melting away and a touch of sadness in his eyes. “I know Lewd Knights makes everything about us anonymous so we can’t find each other. I tell myself that we are here to have fun and nothing more but sometimes….” 
 
    Sonja glanced at Jayson, “The feelings become real.” 
 
    Jayson glanced at Sonja and then back to Lance, “Too real. I have to admit, I’ve had those same questions but was afraid to bring them up. I thought it might destroy what the three of us have.” 
 
    “What do we have?” Lance nearly whispered. 
 
    Sonja stepped up to the white knight, gazing into his eyes, “A deep friendship.” 
 
    Jayson walked over and put his arms around Sonja and Lance, “A friendship I never thought I would ever have in a million years.” 
 
    Lance looked to Jayson and Sonja before looking away, “Where do we go from here?” 
 
    The three knights were silent. A swirl of emotion filled Jayson’s belly. How he thought of the three of them together. The magic was always there, nothing he had ever experienced before. Part of it was the fantasy but deep down, he knew this situation would happen, sooner or later. Their time together only drew them in deeper, bonding until the roots went so deep, they could never be pulled out. 
 
    Lance pulled away, “I’m sorry. The game is meant to be fun and I hate that I’m bringing us down.” 
 
    Sonja moved in close, pressing her lips to his. When she pulled away, she stared at the knight, “You’re not bringing us down. I think you’re saying what we’re all feeling.” 
 
    “How do you feel?” Lance whispered. 
 
    Sonja’s eyes stared down at his armored chest, “It’s complicated. I want to say what I really feel but I don’t know how to say it.”  
 
    “Maybe we should take some time to think about it?” Jayson said with his heart heavy. 
 
    The two knights turned to their friend. A small breeze flowed over them, rustling nearby trees. Unspoken questions lingered in their minds. The virtual world seemed to become too real as emotions swirled. Memories flooded Jayson’s mind as he replayed how the three of them met. How their perversions didn’t result in repulsion but in wondrous acceptance. The player never wanted to let that go but the love they felt could not be ignored. Their hearts simply couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
    Jayson smiled as he hugged his friends, “How about we come back to those questions when we reach the Middle Kingdoms? It will give us some time to think about it. We can investigate the dungeon and then spend some time together. Afterwards, we can take a break and talk about it.” 
 
    Lance eyed his fellow knight and nodded, “I’m okay with that.” 
 
    Sonja pulled away with a small smirk on her lips, “I’m okay with it too.” 
 
    Jayson nodded. Turning, the knight led on. His fellow knights followed. The player wanted nothing more than to profess his heart but the nagging doubt in his mind seemed to bloom bigger with each step. He couldn’t bring himself to say anything with certainty and that bothered him the further they walked.  
 
    *** 
 
    The fellow knights spent most of the day walking silently, keeping their thoughts to themselves. They turned from the road and made their way through the northern side of the road. After a few hours, they reached the clearing before the mysterious dungeon.  
 
    A stone entrance stood ominously against the base of a mountain. The clearing before it was covered in tall grass. The sun dipped low in the sky, turning orange as stars struggled to shine their light through the hues. The three knights were at the forest edge, knees bent and eyes taking in their surroundings. Jayson kept his eyes sharp, drinking in the cracked stone and ivy vines covering the entrance. Focusing, he could see where some of the vines had been cut and mud covered some of the tall grass.   
 
    “I think there might be players here,” Jayson whispered and used his tracking/hunting skill. The skill glowed green with a positive result. Information funneled into his thoughts. “Two people have been here. One is short and light, the other big and heavy. They came through here about an hour ago.” 
 
    “Should we be worried?” Sonja whispered as she scanned the area. 
 
    “I don’t know. They could be players but they could also be on the same quest.” 
 
    Lance sat with his back against a tree, legs crossed. He leafed through the journal, reading each of the passages in turn. “I’m starting to think whatever is down there could be very important. Commander Rujin writes about how he has two missions. Find the knights who stole the Rose Seers and reclaim lost knowledge. If he cannot do either, he is ordered to slay any who get in their way, and to destroy all knowledge of the seers.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyebrow went up, “Rose Seers? Is that what Oksuna is?” 
 
    Lance read on. “He doesn’t go into great detail. Also, I think these symbols must be some troll code. We should get this fully translated.” Lance leafed to the last page. “He ends it with a declaration of war on those who do not return what is rightfully theirs.” 
 
    “They already declared war on us,” Sonja grinned. 
 
    “Did it really say ‘Rose Seers’ as in more than one?” Jayson said in a low voice. 
 
    “Yea, they did.” 
 
    Jayson turned around and sat down. “So, there is more than one pink haired troll. They’re not saying it clearly but I can’t believe I have the only one.”   
 
    “That means whatever is down there can help us figure out why she is so important to them,” Sonja smiled. “The plot thickens.” 
 
    Lance closed the book and put it back in his inventory, “We have to go down there.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, his heart skipping a beat. His beautiful troll held so many secrets but all she wanted was his company. Warmth flowed over the knight’s mind as he thought about her. She had become his favorite out of all of his concubines. Now he was a step closer to finding out her mysterious past. 
 
    Sonja rose to her feet and began walking from their cover. Jayson reached out to hold her back but missed her by an inch. The blue knight continued to stroll until she stood in front of the cracked stone entrance. Jayson and Lance were to their feet and following until all three knights stood before an ancient gloomy opening. 
 
    “You’re going to get us killed,” Jayson nudged the blue knight with his shoulder. 
 
    Sonja eyed runes along the entrance edges. “Where’s your spirit of adventure?” The knight said as she moved closer and ran delicate fingers over hard stone. “The symbols here are like the last two dungeons we were in. We cannot resurrect in the dungeon, or call our concubines. We’ll have to call on them now to enter with us.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the same runes, “The game is getting harder the closer we get to the middle of Lukken. I think once we pass into the west, we will enter PvP areas.” 
 
    Sonja turned to her fellow knights with a gentle smile on her lips, “Let’s get in there. The sooner we’re done, the faster we can be together.” 
 
    “You’ve really been in the mood lately,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    The blue knight kept her smile but said nothing. Fingers touched a stone on her belt. It glowed for a few seconds before the air vibrated. In a blink, the air shifted and an ebony skinned dark elf appeared. The white-haired elf wore a long crimson flowing robe. A plunging V exposed his chiseled chest. Red iris turned to Sonja and then he bowed. 
 
    “My lady,” The elf said simply. 
 
    “Kell’s night vision and spells could help us down there. Plus, he seems to have a lot of knowledge about ancient myths and legends,” Sonja said as she ran her fingers through his alabaster colored hair. 
 
    Lance touched a stone on his belt. The air wrinkled for a moment before a broad-shouldered man appeared. Steam rose off his exposed bronze skin as he only wore leggings and boots. Eyes burned a bright yellow as he bowed to his lord.  
 
    “Balog’s fire abilities could help us if we run into any undead,” Lance said. 
 
    Jayson thought over his choices. A small doubt climbed into his mind as he tried to narrow down who to pick. Some players would take all their concubines into battle. Jayson and his fellow knights agreed that was a mistake. The amount of gossip in the game was obscene, so the three knights decided to only use their concubines when they needed. Players often posted stats and information on some of the more powerful players. The last thing they wanted was other players trying to get the drop on them when they began to explore the PvP areas. 
 
    Jayson touched a stone on his belt. The air vibrated and a green skinned woman appeared. She wore a sheer dress with a slit running up to her hips. Snakes for hair unfurled and lovingly hissed as the gorgon eyed her lord. Gorganna sauntered over and draped her arms around his neck. 
 
    “My lord, shall I bend over your knee for my spanking now?” The green snake woman said in a sultry hiss. 
 
    Sonja eyed the happy grin appearing on Jayson’s lips, “I thought you were into twins? Changing it up?”  
 
    Jayson turned and slipped from the gorgon’s arms, “Trying out different kinks, Gorganna loves her spankings. As for the twins, I still have that as one of my kinks. The elves are fun but are a little too gentle at times.” 
 
    “You’ll have to give me a demonstration,” Sonja winked. 
 
    “Yea, me too,” Lance smiled. 
 
    Jayson fought back the heat rushing to his cheeks, “Let’s anchor our save points here. We’ll have to be extra careful. If we get killed, then it will take twenty minutes before we’re back to full health. If it gets bad, then whoever is left standing will be on their own.” 
 
    “If we have any luck, the players before us will clear out the levels,” Lance added. 
 
     Sonja pulled a torch from her inventory, it flaring to life. Torch light glowed against stone walls as the blue knight made her way in. Lance was next to follow, his concubine close behind. Jayson watched for a moment, his friends entering the dark tunnel. With a happy sigh, he followed his friends and lovers, excitement pouring into his heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Fire light cast living shadows against ancient stone walls. Jayson took the lead as he walked down another corridor; open doors to empty rooms lined each side. The glitter of the occasional small gem or gold coin sparkled back as they walked on. The trio of knights were several levels down and they had not encountered a single monster, player or undead. Jayson was flooded with excitement when they entered but now, he walked with relaxed shoulders and a tune in his head. 
 
    Gorganna walked in the middle, her eyes on her lord as he led the way. Behind her, Sonja and Lance walked side by side, their concubines trailing behind them silently. The blue knight glanced over to her white knight and instantly noticed his eyes were on the floor, mind lost to inner thoughts. 
 
    “I thought this would be a little more exciting,” Sonja said in a low tone. 
 
    Lance continued to stare at the stone floor as they walked, “Yea, me too.” 
 
    Sonja reached over and squeezed his arm, “You know you can talk to me or Jayson.” 
 
    Lance lifted his head but did not look at the blue knight, “I made a mistake.” 
 
    Sonja remained silent, waiting for the rest to come spilling out. 
 
    The white knight continued, “I work in a bar. Last weekend was slow. I was drinking a little more than I served. I had some friends visit me during my shift. We tend to drink together.” 
 
    Lance gritted his teeth, as if to decide how he was going to word his feelings. “The topic of Lewd Knights came up. It’s been in the news a lot lately. During my other shifts, people talked about it endlessly but I would just shrug and serve their next drink. I don’t know it if was the shots or that we were all having a great time. I mentioned that I played and it was almost like all the air was sucked out of the room.” 
 
    “Did they not take it well?” Sonja asked with comforting eyes. 
 
    The white knight kept his eyes forward but his face was a blank mask. “They loved it. They all started spilling out their names in the game and began discussing when and where to meet up. Most of them bought the MEG system just about a month ago because everyone was so into it.” 
 
    Lance looked over to the blue knight, eyes touched by sadness, “I’m bi-sexual but I tend to be more into guys. My friends all know me to be in relationships with guys. I won’t lie to you; we’ve all slept together at one time or another, so they were excited to try it out in the game.” Lance hesitated before continuing, “I lied and told them that I don’t play that much and that it wouldn’t be a good idea to meet up in the game. They pushed wanting to know more about my experiences, so I lied some more and downplayed it all.” 
 
    “You didn’t tell them because you don’t want them to know about us,” Jayson said as he stopped walking. 
 
    Lance and Sonja stopped. Jayson turned around, torch light illuminating half his face and half his smile. 
 
    Lance looked to Jayson but turned his eyes to Sonja and continued to speak, “I’m not ashamed of us. I just don’t want to spend my time away from both of you. I’m so busy and what we have is so important. I want my free time saved for us.” 
 
    Sonja hugged the white knight around the waist and leaned her head on his armored chest, “I think we all feel the same. I work and come home to play with you guys. My social life is pretty shot but I didn’t really have one anyway. All I know is my heart beats hard in my chest when I think of us together.” 
 
    Lance ran his fingers through Sonja’s hair, “Is what we have real? Did we find each other or did the game bring us together?” 
 
    Jayson stepped closer, “I think we all know what it is between us. Maybe we’re over thinking our connection. We could just go with it and see how far it will take us, or we can actually acknowledge our relationship.” 
 
    Jayson continued, “It’s not like in the movies or books. Love cannot fit into a box where everyone lives happily ever after. Relationships are work. I’ve seen people rip themselves apart because they wanted to be happy all the time. When their partner didn’t live up to expectations, they began blaming each other.” Jayson’s eyes lowered. “It’s why I don’t spend time with anyone in the real world. I cut out a lot of people I knew because they were destroying each other. I thought it would be better to just be alone.” 
 
    “And now?” Sonja asked as she stared into his eyes. 
 
    Jayson smirked, “Now, all I want is to go on quests with my two best friends and fuck our brains out.” 
 
    Lance and Sonja looked to each other and back at Jayson. 
 
    “The more I know you, the more you’re changing before my eyes,” Lance returned the smirk. 
 
    Sonja broke away from the white knight, “What if we can’t stay like this? What if we get jealous and feelings are hurt?” 
 
    Jayson stepped close to the blue and white knights, “We can handle it together.” 
 
    Jayson leaned in and pressed his lips to Sonja’s. The blue knight melted to his touch, hands reaching up and taking hold of the edges of his armor. Tongues swirled as the heat rose between them. Lance moved in, arms circling the two knights. Without thinking, they turned, Sonja kissing him deeply. When their lips parted, Jayson kissed the knight, tongues playing and sliding over one another. The moment heightened their senses and lustful thoughts surged. The air became electric as their bodies pushed with wanting. When the trio broke, minds raced on how they could satisfy their primal needs. 
 
    “Let’s complete this dungeon so…um…we can…you know….” Jayson stammered. 
 
    Sonja fanned her neck as she spoke, “Yea, I think we should…” The blue knight was cut off by the sound of metal hitting stone. 
 
    The heat in the air bled into sharp focus. The dark elf weaved his hands, a glowing aura appearing over his fingers. With a final incantation, his eyes glowed red before returning to normal. 
 
    “Two knights are locked in battle, a level below us,” Kell said matter of fact. 
 
    Jayson drew his swords from over his shoulders, “What are they fighting?” 
 
    “I couldn’t see it, it’s protected from my vision spell,” said the dark elf. 
 
    Jayson looked to his companions, “Are you with me?” 
 
    “Till the final battle,” Lance pledged. 
 
    “Till the final battle,” Sonja echoed with a slight giggle at the end. 
 
    Jayson nodded and lead the charge. The knights and concubines charged down the corridor until they reached a spiral staircase leading down. Jayson leaped several steps at a time, Gorganna close behind. Lance was next with Balog. Sonja took up the rear, with Kell struggling to keep up. 
 
    The knights made their way to the lower level and sprinted down a lone tunnel. Light flashed at the end, two large iron banded doors were partially open. Jayson couldn’t help himself, pumping his legs, itching to get into the fight. Small explosions shook the very walls. Small stones and dust fell from the ceiling as the knight barreled toward the light. When he reached the door, one leg kicked it open further as he thrust himself into the light. 
 
    The player was dazzled as lightning bolts streaked through the air. As his eyes adjusted, two figures were locked in a desperate battle with something far bigger. Scales moved with cascading motion as muscles worked underneath. Two long necks swerved and moved. Feral serpent eyes glared in several directions as two dragon-like heads hissed. One opened its mouth and spit a bolt of lightning. The flash was intense as it slammed into a wall and exploded. Stone and debris ejected into the cavernous room as two knights moved away. 
 
    A large knight stood. Jayson was astounded by his size. He was about eight feet tall and almost just as broad. His head was shaved but he wore a small red beard and mustache. In his oversized hands, he wielded a sword nearly as wide as Jayson’s waist and just as tall as him. The hulking knight swung his massive sword not for attack but to block incoming lightning bolts from the monster. The four-legged monster swiveled a head and fired another bolt. The knight turned his blade sideways, reflecting the bolt into a nearby wall. 
 
    Another explosion rocked the room as Jayson drank it all in. The second knight in a black cloak and leather armor spun and jumped. The creature’s tail whipped about as the knight in the cloak skillfully rolled and dodged each swing. Jumping to their feet, the cloak billowed back in the air and Jayson noticed the knight’s thin but curvy form. Her armor covered her midsection, shins and boots, but her exposed thighs and glistening stomach lay bare for anyone to see. With a blade in each hand, she landed closer to the beast before launching herself backwards, the creature’s tail smashing the stone floor where she was just a moment ago. 
 
    “Hello friends, care to help us out,” the hulking knight grunted as a lightning bolt ricocheted off his blade and into the air, striking the ceiling. 
 
    Sonja and Lance were at Jayson’s side, weapons drawn and knees bent. 
 
    Jayson did a quick check on the monster’s hit points. The player gasped as he saw the creature had nearly ten thousand points. The battle must have just started because it was still at 98% health. 
 
    “That’s a hydra, a step below a bloody dragon. We need more knights,” Lance said as he kept his eyes locked on the beast. 
 
    Jayson felt a plan form as he watched the two knights continue to try and get close, “Use ranged attacks. We need to get it down and sluggish. Then we can move in for the kill. Don’t get too close unless you absolutely have too.” 
 
    Sonja and Lance nodded. 
 
    Jayson turned to the big knight as he staggered back, “Pull back and be ready!” The knight shouted. 
 
    “Will do!” The big knight smiled and took a few steps backwards. 
 
    The cloaked knight flipped away and landed on her feet. Running, she leapt into the air as several bolts exploded near her. The shock wave was enough to throw her off balance and she hit the floor hard. Jayson darted forward toward the downed knight, eyes on the scaled two headed monster. A head snaked forward, jaws snapping at the fallen knight.  
 
    The cloaked knight had a short sword in hand. She held it out and braced herself for the incoming attack. Jayson charged with both of his swords out. The hydra’s head bore down when a fireball exploded against the side of its snout. The creature reared back as sparks and flames rain down from the strike. Taking the advantage, Jayson sheathed one sword over his shoulder. Arm out; he took hold of the knight as she tried to get to her feet. Spinning, the two knights retreated as fireballs and lightning slammed into the two-headed hydra. 
 
    “Feverdream!” the oversized knight shouted from the other side of the vast chamber. 
 
    “I’m alright my love!” the cloaked knight shouted back as she leaned into Jayson’s arm. “Thank you, kind sir,” Feverdream smiled, not pulling away. 
 
    Even in the heat of battle, Jayson was stunned by her beauty. Long purple hair spilled from the hood of her cloak. Eyes like blue diamonds shined back while defined angles framed her nearly elven features. A second ticked by before the knight let her go and turned back to the battle. 
 
    Magical bolts struck the hydra over and over again. Sonja’s dark elf was unleashing every spell in his arsenal while Lance’s concubine hurtled fireballs, two at a time. Sonja whipped her ghost blade, sending shards of phantom blades exploding against thick scales. Lance stood at the ready, preparing to charge in. Since the monster was distracted, the large knight was able to back up safely from the creature’s attacks. Jayson peered about and his eyes landed on his own concubine as she stood well in the back, gazing at her nails. 
 
    “Gorganna, try to paralyze it!” Jayson commanded with a shout. 
 
    The gorgon let out a small huff and took two steps back, “I’m sorry my lord, I’m exhausted from the journey through the dungeon.” 
 
    Jayson glared at his concubine, “Get in there and do your best!” 
 
    Gorganna lifted her green arms up and yawned, “I’m so sleepy.” 
 
    “We don’t have time for this! Fight!” Jayson tried to hold it together as his brow formed a sharp V. 
 
    The gorgon sat down and pulled her knees to her chest. The snakes for hair writhed but even they coiled up, little sets of eyes closing. The sound of spell fire filled the room as the battle raged. The hydra hissed and spit out lightning bolts. Sonja ducked and dodged while shards of stone pelted her from explosions.  
 
    Lance glanced over to Jayson. “You haven’t been taking care of them,” The white knight shouted over the sounds of battle. 
 
    Jayson turned back to the monster as it dug in its clawed feet, “I didn’t think they would take it this far. For now, Gorganna is out. Keep up the ranged attacks. It’s down to 60%!” 
 
    Sonja weaved and pointed her blade. Several ghostlier blades struck the beast, dislodging thick scales. The monster let out a roar as another bolt of lightning struck it. Two sets of eyes focused on her dark elf as he began reciting another incantation. Sonja saw the murderous intent etched into the monster’s expression and moved toward the dark elf spell caster. 
 
    “Kell! Get down!” The blue knight commanded. 
 
    The dark elf sneered, “My lady, I’m sure my protection can hold off this monster’s….” Kell never had a chance to finish. 
 
    Jaws opened wide, the two hydra heads blasted out dual streams of lightning. Kell did indeed have a shield of protection but it shattered as the streams of energy collided with it. The dark elf was thrown against a wall as he screamed. Electric lights burrowed into his chest as his eyes were the size of saucers. The hydra snapped its jaws shut and leered as the dark elf slid to the floor and fell onto his knees.  
 
    Sonja was already to him, “Kell?” 
 
    The dark elf looked up, light fading from his eyes. “I’m sorry my lady….,” Kell let out a small sigh and faded from his lady’s arms. 
 
    Jayson could see the look of shock in Sonja’s eyes. It was the first time any of them saw one of their concubines killed. The player took comfort in knowing after a few days, the concubine would resurrect. It was the attachments Jayson had begun to notice. The three of them had seen players treat their concubines like objects but there was a much larger population, including Sonja, that treated them like equals or better. The lines were blurred in the fantasy and some took to it better than others. The player would listen to Sonja and Lance talking about how they enjoyed their time with their concubines. He never said it out loud but even the most casual player often had their favorites. Jayson knew the dark elf was one of her favorites. He knew if something happened, she would not take it well. 
 
    “Sonja, he’ll come back!” Jayson shouted over the heat of battle. 
 
    The blue knight was back to her feet, sword in hand and fire in her eyes. Taking a stance, she readied herself. Jayson was already moving to her, short sword in each hand. The blue knight took in a deep breath and charged the two-headed monster. Jayson was feet away when she charged and kept his pace up as he ran after her. Balog was throwing fireball after fireball at the hydra. Lance saw his lovers running flat out toward the beast. Instinct taking over, he ran toward them and the monster. 
 
    “It’s not weak enough! We can’t take it on yet!” Jayson tried to reason with the blue haired knight.  
 
    Sonja slashed at the air, ghostly blades stabbing into the main trunk of the monster. The hydra opened its maw and fired another bolt. A black cloaked figure appeared next to Sonja. Taking hold, she pulled her with her, both knights tumbling to the ground. 
 
    “Revar! Stop the white knight!” Feverdream shouted. 
 
    The large knight was moving, his hulking form bouncing with each step. It was not enough as Lance skidded to a halt, twenty feet from his friends. One hydra head gazed down at the white knight while the other centered its glare on the blue and black knights. Jayson stood as the world moved in slow motion. 
 
    A chill ran up Jayson’s spine. Each head of the hydra opened, light glowing from the back of each throat. Revar charged toward Lance but the space between them was too great. Feverdream was stumbling to her feet as Sonja slowly stood up, rage boiling in her glare. A tsunami of confused emotions slammed into Jayson as he saw he was in between his two lovers. The lightness of the game faded into the background as real, full blooded emotion caused his senses to glow bright and nearly spark. 
 
    “Don’t make me choose……” Jayson said in the softest of whispers.  
 
    The hydra’s mouths glowed with azure light. Lance glanced down at his rapier, knowing full well he could not block anything with it. Turning his head slightly, his gaze met Jayson’s.  
 
    Calm fell over Jayson as he made his decision. Heart tearing in half, he turned and threw himself at the blue knight. Lightning burst forth from each fang filled mouth. Shards of pure energy blasted out simultaneously. Jayson crashed into Sonja just as a bolt slammed into his back. Sonja was knocked in one direction while Jayson spun in midair and crashed into the hard floor. 
 
    Haze and grogginess filled the player’s vision as he tried to regain his focus. On the floor, he turned his dazed eyes toward Lance. The knight was airborne, eyes wide as the energy burned against his chest. Revar lifted up a meaty arm and caught the knight in midair. Turning in, he put his back to the hydra. Light burst again and again. Lance looked up at the knight shielding him with his body. 
 
    “You owe me one,” Revar smiled as several bolts hit his back dead on. 
 
    The two knights were thrown to the floor, rolling from the impacts. Jayson tried to get up, his swords lying on the floor. Sonja was to her feet, staring at Lance as he tried to get up. Balog, Lance’s concubine, was running to his lord when a bolt of energy cut him down. The storm of attacks was relentless as Lance, Revar and Balog were blasted by two hydra heads. 
 
    Eyes watered as Sonja let out a soul crushing scream. The blue knight launched herself at the serpent beast. The monster stopped its attack as Sonja’s blade sank deep into its underbelly. Using its body, it pushed back, sending the knight to the floor, her blade still in the monster. Jayson grabbed each of his short swords and was to his feet when something green blurred passed him. 
 
    The knight lifted his blades as Gorganna stared up at the hydra. Snakes for hair, they coiled and writhed, their little eyes glowing. Gorganna’s eyes blazed bright as she focused her stare on the monster. Shafts of light struck each of the hydra heads. The large beast began to slow as it resisted the concubines paralyzing gaze but not before unleashing another volley of lightning breath. Revar was not moving as a bolt struck him where he lay and shattered him into light. Lance managed to barely sit up, his white armor scorched with black blast marks. One bolt struck him in the chest one last time before his body shattered into light fragments. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja had become unhinged as the light of their friend faded away to nothing. One of Jayson’s sword blazed with fire while another turned a frosty white. Jayson charged with madness, battle lust rising up. Swords slashed at the monster over and over again. Yelling, he continued his storm of swords, unable to control himself. In the blink of an eye, he used his spin attack, short swords sparking against hard scales and then splitting them in half. The hydra screeched as it tried to attack the knight but its movements were slow from Gorganna’s frozen stare. 
 
    Sonja dived in, hand taking her sword, she wretched it from the belly of the beast and hacked away alongside her friend. A black cloak appeared on the creature’s back. Feverdream drove her blade into the scaled back of the giant monster. All three continued their relentless assault. Hit points drained but even with all their attacks, the monster was only down to 30%. 
 
    Gorganna’s eyes stopped glowing. She fell to her knees as her ability used up almost all of her stamina. With the gaze gone, the hydra renewed its attack. Tail whipping out, Feverdream cried out as the hard end stabbed into her back like a scorpion. A clawed foot lashed out, hitting Sonja and sending her to the floor once again. Jayson continued his attack but doubt began to creep in. They were not doing enough damage to stop the monster. With half their team down, they wouldn’t be able to keep fighting for much longer. 
 
    Something gleamed as Jayson slashed and slashed and slashed. Eyes drawn to the shiny object, the player stopped his attack and stared a small gem embedded in the hydra’s chest. There was no way to see it unless you were close and Jayson was staring right at it, feet from him.  
 
    Feverdream let out another yell as the tail stabbed into her again, lifting her up and throwing her. The cloaked knight hit the opposite wall and shattered into shards of light. Sonja brushed away her hair as she stood up and charged. Jayson heaved his swords and brought them down hard against the gem. Each sword deflected but the gem glowed. He slashed again and the gem cracked. Sonja drove her blade into the hydra’s side and unleashed a ghostly blade. The hydra screeched as it whipped a head down and opened its maw. 
 
    “I love you Jayson,” Sonja said calmly as a lightning bolt struck her chest. 
 
    Jayson couldn’t bring himself to see Sonja fall. The knight brought his two blades down at once on the cracked gem, shattering it into glitter dust. The hydra let out monstrous screams as it writhed. Jayson stepped back, eyes searching for Sonja, only to find the last glowing remnants of her shattered body. 
 
    The two-headed hydra screeched and screeched as its body began to pulse and retract. Serpentine eyes widened as its body started to pull into its self. Scales and flesh twisted and morphed. Jayson turned around and watched as the monster shrank, body changing, armored clawed hands and arms turned feminine while skin shifted to a pale white. Dragon heads melted and reformed into delicate features with high cheek bones and perfectly oval eyes.  
 
    Jayson stayed where he was as a naked woman lay on the floor, two heads lay with flexible necks connecting together at the base. The woman moved and slowly stood up. Jayson stared at her as she stood to her full height, two heads on long necks. One had short red hair while the other had long red hair. Two sets of eyes centered on the knight and two smiles bloomed. 
 
    “Hail young knight. We welcome you,” the two-headed woman smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    “Hail….um…Hydra,” Jayson stammered. 
 
    The naked woman stepped toward the wide-eyed knight. Sensual hips moved with grace while round breasts bounced, nipples pointed. The player was almost confused as the two heads moved independently, eyes scanning his form from top to bottom. A strange heat rose up to color the knight’s cheeks. Red curls of hair formed a triangle between her legs as she sauntered over. The woman’s body was toned but soft enough at the curves to give her a beyond sexy appearance. 
 
    “You have nothing to fear,” The head with long hair said with a soft hiss. 
 
    Jayson could feel the grip on his swords was tight, “You killed my friends. Shouldn’t I be worried?” 
 
    The smiles faded, “We are sorry. The gem imprisoned us and changed us to our ancient form. We are happy to be released from our prison.” 
 
    “Prison? Someone did this to you?” 
 
    The two-headed woman nodded, “The trolls captured us long ago and forced us to be the guardians of the Vault of Knowledge. We could never speak or stop the urges forcing us to fight. By breaking the gem, we are once again who we were.” 
 
    The player had forgotten the reason they were there. Thoughts cycled through the quest as he tried to piece it back together in his mind.  
 
    “If you follow us, we can bring you to your reward,” The women said at the same time. 
 
    Before Jayson could say anything, the nude two headed woman turned and glided to a wall. Raising their hands, the stone face shifted and wrinkled before large double doors appeared. The woman took hold and opened one of the massive doors with one hand. Stepping in, her alabaster skin glowed against the primal darkness. Jayson followed, unsure what to do or even say. Thoughts spiraled on about his friends but he knew they were alright. By now they would have reappeared at their last save point. They would be weak and would need twenty minutes for their attribute stats to return to normal. Seeing them die for the first time in the game unnerved him, but he had to let it go. The love he felt made him act like a crazy person and only raised more questions. Why did he have such a big reaction when they died? Did that mean the love he felt for them was real? Will Lance be upset that when it came down to it, he chose Sonja over him? 
 
    The last thought covered the player’s mind in a gray gloom. How was he going to face them? How will their relationship work out after what just happened? Was this the end of their time together? 
 
    A light appeared at the end of the dark corridor. The two-headed woman continued to walk, the head with the short hair glancing back. Jayson followed, pushing away his gloomy thoughts and focusing on the quest. The corridor opened up and Jayson stopped in his tracks, eyes drinking it all in. 
 
    The cavernous room was undeniably large. Statues of trolls were carved into the walls, arms and hands holding up the ceiling. Intricate carvings lined the main wall to Jayson’s right while book shelves lined the other walls. In the middle of the room was what appeared to be an oversized, circular cushioned bed, covered in large pillows. A large fireplace radiated flames and heat not far from it. The two-headed woman walked over and hopped onto the circular bed, her feet dangling over the side. 
 
    “Welcome to the Vault of Knowledge,” two pairs of lips smiled. 
 
    Questions rained down from all directions in the player’s mind. Taking a deep breath, he thought he would start off slow. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Jayson asked as he stared at the feminine humanoid hydra. 
 
    “Kara,” said the one with long hair. 
 
    “Nara,” said the one with short hair. 
 
    Jayson rubbed his jaw and tried to hide his smirk, “Kara Nara should be easy enough to remember.” 
 
    “Feel free to look around,” Kara grinned. 
 
    Jayson took in his surroundings. Walking to the main wall, he inspected the carvings. At the entrance of the room, Gorganna slowly stepped in, her head down and shadows covering her eyes. 
 
    Jayson glanced at his concubine and then returned to looking at the carvings, “We will have to discuss your punishment later.” 
 
    “Yes, my lord,” Gorganna said in a hushed tone. 
 
    Jayson touched her crystal on his belt. The air vibrated and the gorgon disappeared from view. He knew he couldn’t call a concubine into a dungeon, but if there was no battle taking place he could send them home whenever he wanted. The player felt safe enough to send her away. Gazing at the carvings, he took pictures and filed them in his quest journal. It made adventuring much easier by not having to memorize everything in the game. He could call upon his personal angel, Sil, to show the images when he needed them.  
 
    Everything the knight looked at, a snap shot was taken. Various carvings depicted dragons and trolls, entwined in rather stark imagery. Each section was different, telling many different stories at once. It wasn’t until he reached the sixth panel that the player stopped and stared. Several female trolls with long hair stood, heads up, roses in their hands and mouths open. Before them, several long serpents gazed down on them. They had the heads of dragons but their bodies were snake like. They had no arms or legs and the lower halves disappeared into what looked like water. Light was carved around their heads and the serpents seemed to have hard stares on the female trolls. Jayson moved in closer to get a better angle when something about the female trolls caught his attention. Flakes of pink dotted the long hair of the trolls. The carvings were so weathered; all the paint must have faded with time. Jayson took several close-up shots of the trolls. He knew it was a clue and he guessed Oksuna had some part to play. 
 
    Kara and Nara lay on their stomach and gazed at the knight as he took in the carvings.  
 
    “I don’t think he sees us anymore,” Nara said with a smile. 
 
    “I think we need to warm him up. We did kill his friends,” Kara smiled. 
 
    Jayson stopped observing and turned his head to the two-headed woman on the bed. She propped herself up from her stomach, breasts exposed and light brown nipples showing. The player knew what was going to happen next and the sight of her only fueled the growing hunger.  
 
    “Sil,” Jayson said in a low voice. 
 
    An angel appeared in a form fitting robe, wings beating lightly as she hovered in the air, “Yes, my lord, how can I assist you today?” 
 
    “Please record all the carvings on the wall,” the knight said simply and walked over to the hydra with wanting eyes. 
 
    Kara’s smile faded the closer he came, “We’re very sorry for what we did.” 
 
    “We were bad. It has been lonely down here for so long. We want to make it up to you,” Nara finished. 
 
    Conflicting emotions ran through the player as he eyed the sultry monster girl. Part of him wanted to find his way out of the dungeon and go to his friends. The other part whispered for him to stay, to not engage with the possible trouble when he made it back to them, to forget about his troubles if only for a moment. 
 
    Jayson reached the oversized bed and climbed up. The twin headed woman let smirks slip as they eyed him with restrained hunger. The knight stayed on his knees before them but did not remove his armor. Crawling, the hydra moved in closer. 
 
    “How long…has it been?” Jayson asked out of curiosity. 
 
    “Too long,” Nara whispered. 
 
    “My sister is the queen of the understatement. We have been trapped in that form for nearly a thousand years, ever since the previous guardian was killed.” 
 
    Jayson looked to Kara, “There was a previous guardian?” 
 
    “There have been several,” Kara said as a right hand rose up and ran down the knight’s exposed neck. 
 
    Nara licked her lips as her left hand slipped between her legs, gently massaging their pink valley. Fingers slid between swollen lips. Jayson could already see the hint of glistening wetness on her fingers. The knight felt a tug at his heart as he reminded himself it was his reward from the game, but emotions turned tangled and sticky. Thoughts wandered and images of Sonja and Lance filled his mind. 
 
    The hydra sat, legs spread and under her as one hand worked magic, and the other pulled at the knight’s armor. Bouncing to her own touch, both heads let out a gentle sigh. 
 
    “Please sir, let us make it up to you. Let us please you before you go,” Kara and Nara said at the same time. 
 
    Mentally pushing everything away, the knight lifted his hand and pressed it to his chest. Armor faded away, leaving his toned naked form exposed. Nara moved her wet fingers from her valley and ran them along his growing manhood. The touch was enough to cause the player to suck in a gasp, his cock responding by jumping up. Fingers ran along the shaft, gently stroking and squeezing.  
 
    The player was lost as Kara and Nara skillfully stroked his now hard member. Using their knees, they moved closer, closing the space between them. Round perky breasts pushed against his chest. Nara moved her head closer, her serpentine neck bending and lips touching the knight’s neck. Kara circled around, pressing her lips to the other side. Jayson simply stayed on his knees, the two-headed monster girl suckling on his neck and stroking his member between their legs. Wetness touched along the top of his shaft as they pressed it to them, swollen lips engulfing it along the thick member.  
 
    The sensations were overwhelming. Hands reached up and circled her thin waist. Fingers curled around her firm ass, moving her wet lips over his steel hard member. The heartache faded into the background. Gentle kisses turned into firm bites. Jayson grew harder as Kara pulled her neck back and kissed him on the lips. Nara continued to bite and suckle on his neck, licking him like he was a prized meal. 
 
    Kara pulled back, eyes meeting Jayson’s, “Please sir, show us how to love again. It has been so long that it has nearly driven us mad.” 
 
    Before Jayson could say anything, arms wrapped around him and the hydra flopped onto her back with the knight on top of her. The player was normally into a little more foreplay but a passionate fumbling of fingers took hold of his member and pressed the head to her wet opening. A moment later, inches sank into her tight pink opening. Jayson barked out a surprised moan when we saw how strong she was. The hydra clamped down as he sank to the hilt. Holding him, hissing moans rose up and both heads arched back. 
 
    “Fuck us like a dirty whore!” The short haired Nara screamed out. 
 
    Jayson looked to her with wide eyes. He tried to say something but the hydra’s hips moved underneath him to a caged rhythm. Pleasure soared as his own hips moved of their own accord, thrusting in and out of her tight opening. 
 
    “My sister likes to talk dirty,” Kara giggled and then let out a deep moan. 
 
    “What do you like?” Jayson whispered through the haze of bliss. 
 
    “Keep doing what you’re doing. Too long have we wanted this….and….I….” Kara trailed off as her eyes squeezed shut. Nara closed her eyes next and mouths formed perfect O’s. 
 
    The hydra bucked underneath the knight and he found himself holding her down, spearing her deep. Moans turned to screams as eyes shot open. Nerves tightened and then released with a flood of ecstasy. Hands held onto his back as the knight moved back and forth in her tight opening. Screams turned into happy sighs as their body trembled. 
 
    The player found he could not stop. The pressure building, he stared at their faces as his cock thickened. The need for release was overpowering but the player managed to keep it at bay a little longer. 
 
    “Come in us. Fill us with your seed,” Kara and Nara said at the same time. 
 
    Jayson couldn’t lie to himself. It was freaky and one of the strangest fucking turn-on’s he’d ever experienced in the game. Wetness painted his cock as he savagely thrust like a beast unchained. The hydra smiled, clamping down along his member, raised veins pushing at inner walls. The knight made one deep thrust and let out a soulful grunt. Molten come spurted, filling the tight space. Moving his hips, the player thrust again and again, each time another spurt of thick come pushing in and around his cock. The hydra squeezed him, milking every last drop from his thick member. 
 
    Hands taking hold, the monster girl flipped Jayson onto his back and straddled him, keeping his half hard cock inside. Hips barely moving, they stared down, holding him firmly in their loving pink grasp. The knight took hold of firm tits and thumbs ran over pert nipples. Kara moaned and Nara bit her lip. 
 
    A golden lock appeared above the hydra’s head. It unlocked and quickly faded from view. Jayson’s mouth curved in to a smirk as the hydra continued to ride him. Kara and Nara looked down; hands on his chest and hips moving, knowledge poured over their sex addled minds. 
 
    “We belong to you,” Kara whispered. 
 
    “You are our lord now,” Nara said with a breathy gasp. 
 
    “You are now my concubine,” Jayson said with a thrill running up his spine. If she is as powerful now as she was as a guardian, then the knight was going to have an easier time travelling to the west. 
 
    The concubine stopped moving and lifted herself off Jayson’s wet cock. Crawling backwards, one hand took hold and Kara licked the end. Nara gazed upon her new master while Kara wrapped her lips around his shaft. Head bobbing, Jayson felt his cock respond to her tongue and lips. 
 
    “We live to serve you. We live to drink down your seed,” Nara said with a wicked smile. 
 
    Jayson propped himself up on his elbows as Kara continued to glide her lips and tongue down his now rock-hard shaft. Pressure once again began to build and the player was having a difficult time concentrating. 
 
    “My sister loves sucking cock. She wants to suck it all the time. She tells me her fantasies. My lord, I want you to come in her mouth. Make her fantasy come true.” 
 
    Jayson smiled. Vibrations travelled up Kara’s throat as she moaned her want, her need. The player stared as her head bobbed up and down. With a grunt, come burst forth from the tip. The knight threw his head back as Kara sucked down come filling her mouth. It was then Jayson saw several shadowy figures standing at the entrance. 
 
    The knight dug his legs under him and pulled away from the moaning hydra. With a jump to his feet, he pressed his hand against his chest. Armor and weapons materialized. Taking a wide stance, the knight drew both of his blades from over his shoulders and held them at the ready. 
 
    The figures moved into the torch light, illuminating large muscled blue bodies and sardonic leers. Jayson counted six and kept his stance. The hydra was soon to her feet, one hand wiping come from the corner of her mouth and the other hand snapping fingers. A red dress appeared, covering her body but showing cleavage and exposed thighs from slits along the bottom half. 
 
    “Impressive!” The troll in front said as he clapped his hands. “You managed to beat the guardian and take her as one of your concubines. You have truly outdone yourself.” 
 
    “I thought the message was clear when we stopped your hunting party,” Jayson scowled but kept his wrists loose. 
 
    The troll crossed his meaty arms but kept the smile. “You stopped some of my men but not all. I could have brought down an entire army on this dungeon but I thought a more diplomatic approach would save us some time.” 
 
    “Sil, are you finished?” Jayson asked without taking his eyes off the trolls. 
 
    The angel flew in close to her lord. “Yes, I have all the information from the carvings.” 
 
    “I’m sending you back,” Jayson said and mentally ordered her to go. 
 
    The angel faded from view with sadness in her eyes. The hydra stood by her lord’s side; mouths open and blue light sparking from their throats. The troll took one step forward but continued to smile, a heavy sword slung over his back. 
 
    “You have caused my people a great deal of anguish. You were the first to take what is rightfully ours.” 
 
    “If we’re splitting hairs, the dark elves were the first to take her. I’m her lord now and I will do anything to protect her. She does not want to go back to your kind,” Jayson spat. 
 
    The troll tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes, “I should introduce myself before we begin negotiations.” 
 
    “I know who you are, Rujin. Your journal already told me your story.” 
 
    Rujin stood solid as a statue, “Written word could never convey what the heart holds dear. I have been fighting all my life and it is glorious. I gladly sacrifice my blood for the true glory of the Masters.” 
 
    The player studied the troll, drinking in his appearance. Rujin had to be at least eight feet tall and T shaped. Thick black dreadlocks hung down the sides of his head, framing his blunted features. His nose was pointed but his chin and cheeks looked to be made of blue stone. Black leather leggings covered muscled legs. A simple leather strap crossed over his chest, the back holding a sword too big to wield. 
 
    Rujin continued, “Oksuna belongs with her people. Her destiny lies not with you. This will be your only chance to stave off war. Return her to us and peace will once again flow between dragon, human and troll.” 
 
    Jayson’s hands tightened around the pommel of his swords, “You need her. You need all of them. Others have taken your trolls and you want them back. What do they have to do with the serpents?” 
 
    Rujin’s eyes pierced the shadows and glared at the knight, “That is troll business. Return her and you will walk out of here with your new concubine, unharmed.”  
 
    The player checked the information bar over Rujin. His hit points and stats were all question marks which only meant he was boss level bad ass. Jayson heard the rumors. Some monsters were taking things personal and tracking down players. Nothing official had come out but the player knew this was a possibility. To keep things interesting, players were getting their own nemeses, a special way of adding to the adventure instead of mindless brutes and monsters. 
 
    “Kara Nara, is there a way out of here?”   
 
    “There is at the other side of…..” The hydra was cut off by the sharp sound of weapons drawn. 
 
    “Capture him and kill the concubine! Once we have him, burn this place to ash. I will no longer tolerate any knights desecrating our holy sites!” Rujin bellowed as he took heavy steps forward, large blade in hand. 
 
    Jayson and his concubine took a step back, “I thought we were negotiating?” 
 
    Rujin smiled evilly, “Negotiations are over. We both know you won’t give her up. Once I rip that belt from your waist, I will replace it with my sword buried in your gut.” 
 
    Jayson took another step back. The player knew full well that other players could not steal concubines. They had to be exchanged or given but he wasn’t sure what an AI avatar would do once they had the belt. If it was going to keep with a player’s personal story then the troll could very well take the belt and summon Oksuna to him. The knight gulped at the thought of losing his favorite concubine. 
 
       Kara and Nara gave a hard stare at the incoming trolls, “Retreat my lord. I’ll protect you.” 
 
    Before Jayson could protest, the hydra opened each mouth and blue light emerged. A second later, two streams of lightening burst forth. Rujin smiled as he used the flat side of his massive blade to reflect the incoming stream. The bolt bounced off and crashed into one of the stone carvings against the wall. The troll next to him was not so lucky. It took the full brunt of the second blast. It let out an anguished cry before shattering into green light. Rujin advanced as his fellow trolls dodged lightning bolt after lightning bolt.  
 
    Kara and Nara moved their heads like a turret, firing bolts of lightning at the incoming trolls. Jayson backed up but could not bring himself to leave his concubine’s side. With a sharp intake of breath, the knight launched himself into the fray. Rujin closed the distance, their blades clanging from the impact. Jayson found himself straining against the troll while Rujin peered down at the smaller knight and grinned. The other trolls took cover as the hydra continued her relentless attack. They could not move in closer as she laid waste to the bed and furniture in her path.  
 
    “You have chosen the wrong side. When you are gone, I will carve your name in Oksuna’s skin so we will always know her abductor,” Rujin leered as he pushed a little harder. 
 
    Jayson couldn’t even think of a retort as he was pushed back. The troll was strong and it was playing with him. The knight activated his Spin technique. Fire and ice blades lashed out. Rujin pulled back and with skilled precision, blocked a blade with his own. The power behind the block cancelled the knight’s attack and before he could recover; the pommel of the troll’s blade uppercut under Jayson’s chin. The knight was sent stumbling back, hit points draining. Regaining his balance, he charged the troll once again. This time he used his 8-point attack technique. Swords flashing, the troll parried each blow before driving his elbow into Jayson’s mid-section. 
 
    The knight fell to his knees, eyes wide. If he continued, it would be a losing battle all around. The trolls slowly advanced despite Kara and Nara’s attempts to subdue them. Jayson was back to his feet, short swords at the ready. 
 
    Rujin relaxed his stance, “May you never find peace in the underworld.” 
 
    “My Lord, run!” The hydra ordered as she swiveled her heads and spit lightning. 
 
    Lightning bolts struck bookcases and the large bed. Sheets blackened and then caught on fire. Sparks rained down as bolts struck the walls and shelves. Glowing embers touched paper and flames were born. Another troll was struck down during the lighting attack but the few that were left pulled back as the flames roared higher and brighter. Kara and Nara turned and leapt to their lord’s side, a hand grabbing him by the arm. 
 
    Rujin stood, flames rising up behind him. A sinister expression painted his blue face as he stared at the knight and his concubine. The image of the troll stayed with the knight as his powerful concubine pulled him with her. Together they ran to the back of the room. Smoke filled the chamber as flames burned anything flammable. The hydra took hold of a book and pulled on it. The bookcase moved aside to reveal a stone stair well leading up. 
 
    “Hurry my lord!” Kara and Nara said as they stepped inside. 
 
    Jayson was moving to the stairs but not before glancing at the hydra. With delicate fingers, she ran them over a symbol next to the secret entrance. Quickly she turned and pushed the knight up the stairs as the symbol began to glow a purple light. The knight turned and climbed the steps with vigor as something sparked behind them. The purple symbol shined bright right before it exploded. Dust and debris flew up the staircase as the knight and his concubine continued to race up.  
 
    When the shaking and rumbling stopped, the tunnel behind them was filled with fallen stone and dirt. Kara and Nara took their lord’s hand and guided him through the darkness. Upward they stepped, their vigor subsiding. When they reached the top, it was a dead end.  
 
    Sensing her lord’s confusion, the hydra placed her hand on a wall and another symbol appeared. The stone wall at the top slid sideways and opened up into a sunny morning sky. The hydra pulled her lord up the remaining steps. Jayson found himself taking a breath as they stood by a large stone and several trees dotting the area. Kara and Nara touched the side of the large stone and the entrance slid shut. 
 
    “Even if they dig through the stone at the bottom, they will not know the symbol to open this door. We are safe.” 
 
    Jayson turned to the two-headed hydra woman with a faint smile, “Thank you.” 
 
    Both heads bowed, “We would do anything for our new lord.” 
 
    Jayson remembered his friends, “Right now we should get to the entrance and find my friends.” 
 
    Kara and Nara nodded, “I can lead the way.” 
 
    The knight nodded his approval and they were on their way. Moving through a small forest, it didn’t take long to reach the edge. The player’s eyes were sharp as he looked for Sonja and Lance. Dreadful thoughts played on like a bad song. He worried they might be captured by more trolls. When the knight and concubine cleared the small forest, Jayson’s heart soared. 
 
    A large oak tree stood by the dungeon entrance. At the base lay a few figures. Lance sat against the base of the tree with Sonja laying her head on his thigh. The white knight held her hand as she lay on her back, shafts of sunlight touching her armor and exposed thighs. Next to them sat Revar and Feverdream. The large knight was not as large as he was in the dungeon. He seemed to shrink though his appearance was the same. He sat with his back against the tree and Feverdream sitting in his lap, her back to his chest. All four seemed to be relaxed and talking. 
 
    Seeing his friends whole and unharmed, the knight stepped from the forest edge with a grin on his lips. Sonja was first to notice the knight. With a scramble to her feet, she was running to him. Lance was next to get up.  Revar and Feverdream stayed where they were, smiles on their lips. 
 
    Sonja threw her arms around the knight’s neck and pressed her lips to his. Tongues swirled as their bodies held each other close. When they parted, Sonja gazed into the knight’s eyes. Lance walked over and wrapped his arms around the two knights. Bending his head, his lips touched Jayson’s. The two men let their warmth caress their connection as their tongues played.  
 
    When the knights parted, all eyes turned to the two-headed woman. Questions painted Lance and Sonja’s brows before Jayson stepped over and took Kara and Nara’s hand. 
 
    “This is Kara and Nara. They are my new concubine.” 
 
    “The hydra?” Lance said with a smile. 
 
    Jayson nodded, “This is only the tip of the iceberg. We have a lot to talk about.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    The sun shined down on the group of knights and concubine, birds chirping in the distance. Kara and Nara looked around, taking in the vibrant colors and strange new scents. Sonja and Lance eyed the hydra before turning their attention to Jayson. The knight shifted on his feet, glancing at Revar and Feverdream continuing to sit at the base of the tree, lost in a private conversation. 
 
    “What happened down there? We thought for sure you would be appearing next to us at any moment,” Lance asked putting his hands on his waist. 
 
    “It’s a long story but there are things going on we should talk about.” Jayson glanced at the two knights by the tree again. “Are they okay? I mean, do they seem like good players?” 
 
    “They seem okay. We were all talking, waiting for our attributes and hit points to regenerate. We’re almost to full and were preparing to go back down for you,” Sonja said. 
 
    Jayson nodded, “We may have to talk about it later but for now, know that I was worried about both of you.” 
 
    “So were we. We laughed about it when we appeared at the entrance. Call it a moment of passionate craziness,” Lance chuckled. 
 
    “It felt so real, like we were fighting for our lives. I was so in the moment that I completely forgot we can resurrect. It was a little bit of a shock when we reappeared,” Sonja said as her mind relived the moment. 
 
    Jayson was about to say something when Revar and Feverdream stood up and began walking over to them. 
 
    “Let’s talk in private when we get a chance,” Jayson said in a hushed tone before looking up and making eye contact with Revar. 
 
    “I knew that hydra was a concubine,” The large knight said as he gazed at Kara and Nara. 
 
    Jayson smiled as the two knights approached their group. Feverdream moved past Lance and Sonja. In a blur, her hands and body were pressed against Jayson. Before he could do anything, lips touched his with a fiery heat. Fingers grabbed his ass and squeezed as she forced her tongue deep into his mouth. Lance smiled while Sonja gave a halfhearted smirk. Revar seemed to not notice as he walked over to Kara and Nara, eyes on her exposed cleavage. 
 
    After a few long-wet seconds, Feverdream pulled away and stared at Jayson with blue irises, “Just a taste, I owe you for helping us.” 
 
    “I didn’t do a good job, you still died,” Jayson said with a disappointed edge. 
 
    Feverdream held him close, her tongue licking at his neck before putting her lips to his ear, “It’s the thought that counts. Besides, my husband agrees I should show my appreciation.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyebrow went up and he looked to Revar, “He’s your husband?” 
 
    “We have an open relationship in the game,” Feverdream whispered before she pulled away. 
 
    “You are beautiful,” Revar said to Kara and Nara. 
 
    The hydra bowed her heads, “Thank you good knight.” 
 
    The knight bowed and turned to the group, “I’m sure you found some pretty good loot down there. Is it all clear so that my wife and I can go investigate?” 
 
    A pang of gloom filled the knight as he hesitated to speak. He had no idea who these knights were and their background. They may have helped each other but he didn’t know where their allegiance lay. Erring on the side of caution, the knight decided to keep the trolls his secret for now. 
 
    “The place started to fall in on its self after I unlocked Kara and Nara. I don’t think there will be much left,” Jayson said as his eyes looked away for an instant.  
 
    Revar smiled, “Good to know. The dungeon may repopulate so we will have to come back another time. Where’re you three headed next?” 
 
    Jayson tried a disarming smile, “The middle kingdoms before exploring the west.” 
 
    Revar stepped closer, shoulders relaxed, “Staying on one of the main quest lines, so are we. We could travel together for a while, safety in numbers. The monsters seem to be getting bigger the farther we travel.” 
 
    “Besides, you should be rewarded for jumping in to help us,” Feverdream winked at the knight. 
 
    “I….uh…” Jayson started. 
 
    “Travelling together should be fine,” Lance finished. 
 
    Jayson nodded. “Yea, if we all agree,” The knight turned to Sonja. 
 
    The blue knight in the short skirt smiled, “I don’t have a problem with it,” Sonja said as she eyed Feverdream a hint too long. 
 
    Revar gave a mighty laugh before clasping a hand on Jayson’s shoulder, “Then let’s be off!”  
 
    *** 
 
    Shadows grew longer as five knights and a concubine walked along the cobblestone road. The sun was sinking lower in the sky and faint howls could be heard in the distance. They sounded weak but became stronger the lower the sun dipped. When it touched the horizon, blue skies turned a reddish orange and a star or three shined through the warm hues. 
 
    Jayson walked with his head bowed, eyes on the road and lost to inner thoughts. Sonja walked alongside while Lance walked near Revar and Feverdream. Jayson tried to pull himself back to the game but he kept going over everything Rujin said. The knight wanted nothing more than to tell his fellow knights but the presence of travelling companions kept him silent. It was true; the game was becoming more dangerous the further west they walked. If the battle with the hydra was any indication, things were about to get a whole lot tougher. 
 
    The sun dipped lower in the sky and the road took on inky black lines. In the distance stood a small building with a hanging sign in front, torches and lanterns lit up the building like a beacon. 
 
    “I think that’s an inn,” Sonja said as she pointed down the road. 
 
    Jayson looked up from his thoughts, “I’m up for a nap. I didn’t realize how tired I was.” 
 
    The player felt a little weary with each step. Dozing a bit in the game would be enough to recharge his batteries and get his head back into it.  
 
    Sonja gave him a loving gaze, “Too tired for anything else?” 
 
    Jayson grinned, “I’m never too tired for that.” 
 
    Lance and Revar let out a laugh as they continued their conversation. Feverdream walked along, eyes on the woods near the road. Crickets began their nightly song with the sun more than halfway past the horizon. The group reached the small wooden building. A sign hung from two chains. It read “Viga’s Trading Post”. 
 
    “Not an inn but we could get some supplies,” Sonja said. 
 
    “Let’s check it out,” Jayson said and walked toward the door. 
 
    “This isn’t an inn,” Lance said as he looked at the sign and turned to see Jayson and Sonja step in, not realizing they already said that. 
 
    Inside, the main room was filled with shelves of potions, books and jewelry. A counter stood off to the right while weapons and armor hung from walls and racks. From the back, a woman in a white dress stepped out. It took a moment before Jayson noticed the cat ears and furry forearms. The kitra walked to the counter and eyed her new patrons. 
 
    “Welcome to my trading post. My name is Viga, how can I help you this evening?” 
 
    2D screens appeared before the knights with a listing of items in the store. Lance, Revar and Feverdream stepped inside to see Jayson and Sonja going over the inventory. The white knight followed as did their fellow companions. 
 
    Jayson walked as the 2D inventory screen followed him along. He picked up the usual, healing potions and raw materials to maintain his weapons and armor. As he looked around and scrolled through the list, he came across a shelf filled with presents. Each box held a ribbon and they came in a variety of colors, but were all about the same size.  
 
    The kitra walked over with a smile, “These are gifts for your concubines. You can choose what the gift is or let it randomly choose for you depending on the concubine. A present will improve your love and lust rating with each one. It is the perfect gift to keep your harem happy.” 
 
    Jayson remembered how Gorganna acted in the dungeon. He certainly didn’t want to risk any further similar behavior. Tapping at the screen, he checked the prices and chose some of them accordingly. 
 
    “I’ll take seven,” The knight smiled as he tapped away. 
 
    The kitra bowed and walked off. Seven gifts appeared in the knight’s inventory. Sonja walked closer and did the same. Lance made his way to the shelf with the presents and tapped away at his 2D screen. Revar and Feverdream stood by the counter, waiting for the owner to walk back. 
 
    “Is there an inn or such close by?” Revar asked the shop keeper. 
 
    Viga shook her head, “There was an inn not far from here but it was burned down during a recent troll attack. You could walk a little farther west and come across a path leading north. I believe there is an abandoned home not far from the main road.” 
 
    “Have there been many troll attacks recently?” Revar asked while Feverdream broke away and walked among the shelves. 
 
    The kitra nodded, “The attacks are getting worse. I fear I may have to move to the kingdoms if this continues. The gold here is good but not good enough to die over it.” 
 
    Lance stood next to Jayson but kept his eyes on Revar and Viga, “I wonder if she is going to say she has wares for sale?” The knight smiled. 
 
    Jayson grinned but kept his eyes on the inventory screen, “You and our new friends have been talking for a while, anything interesting?” 
 
    “Just that they’re swingers and asked me questions about our relationship. They seem like nice players but haven’t said anything about their background or even what quests they’re on. I think they want to share in our quality time.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the white knight. “Do we…..?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I know I talked before about not wanting to share but they did help us in battle.” Lance let a smirk slip. “Doesn’t honor demand it?” 
 
    Sonja strolled over and pretended to look at a shelf filled with daggers, “What are you guys talking about?” 
 
    “Lance thinks our new friends want to party with us,” Jayson whispered. 
 
    The blue knight barely nodded, “Yea, that seems obvious. What do we want to do?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Jayson said quietly. 
 
    “Neither am I,” Lance whispered. 
 
    Sonja looked to her two men, her own eyes turning downward, “I don’t know either. All I know is, I miss you both and I’d rather focus on us. We all helped each other but I’m not sure that means we have to be with them.” 
 
    From around a corner, Feverdream sauntered over to the three knights together. Cloak open down the middle and showing ample cleavage, she stepped over to the three knights as Revar continued to talk with the kitra behind the counter. 
 
    “I wanted to talk to the three of you,” Feverdream said in an understanding tone. She no longer carried herself in a sultry way but appeared serious and relaxed. 
 
    The three knights kept their eyes on the cloaked knight, faces blank. 
 
    Feverdream continued, “I know we haven’t known each other long. I overheard some of your conversation and my husband and I are not trying to invade your relationship. We have come across players who don’t indulge with others and we certainly don’t want to disrupt anything. The three of you are very sexy but we understand if we are simply just travelling together.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “Thank you for your honesty.” The knight looked to his friends before continuing. “We’re not sure what we want to do. I think we will be fine travelling together but not much beyond that.” 
 
    Feverdream smiled and bowed her head, “I know my husband will be fine with that as will I.” 
 
    The cloaked knight turned and moved along to the shelves to her husband’s side. 
 
    “Now I feel bad,” Sonja whispered. 
 
    Jayson looked to the blue haired knight, “Me too.” 
 
    “Me three,” Lance finished. 
 
    The three players were quiet a moment before they started to laugh to themselves. Revar and Feverdream stepped over with smiles and the three knights quickly stopped. 
 
    “We have all of our supplies. Should we go looking for that abandoned house together?” 
 
    Jayson smiled at the cloaked knight, “Safety in numbers.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun had set behind the horizon and night wrapped her dark arms across the sky. Two moons glowed high in the night canvas, casting a comforting light along the worn, small path. The group of knights had diverged from Journey Road once they found the path. Trees rustled in the small breeze. There was no chill in the air that the players could feel but Jayson felt a shiver run up his spine. Either it was the perceived cold or the game is trying to simulate the environment in a realistic matter. Either way, it caused the player to enjoy the experience on another, more interesting level.   
 
    “I see it,” Sonja said and pointed. 
 
    The group of knights looked down the road to a one level home, barely visible through the trees. Picking up the pace, all five knights made their way through the dark path until they stood before the large, almost cottage looking home. The roof was thatched and the walls were made of stone connecting together like a puzzle. A garden sat in front but the plants seemed to have grown wild. The windows were dark with curtains drawn. 
 
    Jayson drew his fire sword and bent his knees. Stepping forward, the other knights took in their surroundings and spread out. Jayson took hold of the door handle and pulled. The wooden door creaked as it opened fully. Heart beating, he stepped inside. The sound of a sword drawing came from behind. Jayson glanced back to see Lance with his rapier out. 
 
    Jayson turned his attention back inside the house. Faint moonlight glowed against the drawn curtains. White shafts touched furniture. Lance moved in and off to the left and saw a lantern hanging on a wall. The white knight tapped it with his finger and the lantern burned to life. Soft light filled the main room as the lantern grew brighter and brighter.  
 
    The two knights moved in further but stopped short when they saw a heavy wooden table. On it was a folded note. Jayson reached down, picked it up and opened it. 
 
    Jayson read the note out loud. “Trolls have become bolder with their attacks. I have moved my family to the kingdoms. To whoever is reading this, please use our home as your sanctuary. We only ask you leave it the way you found it so others may use it as their sanctuary.” 
 
    Lance nodded, “I’ve heard of empty homes like this all over Lukken, an easy way for players to find a place to hook up.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “I guess we’re here tonight and hooking up.” 
 
    Lance smiled for a moment before it melted away. Jayson could see something painful crawl into his eyes in the lantern light. The knight could still see the internal struggle of the white knight’s feelings. A memory stabbed into the player’s mind as he thought back to saving Sonja instead of Lance. 
 
    Jayson’s feet shifted, “Before the others come in, back in the dungeon, I’m sorry I didn’t….I mean….that I saved Sonja before….” 
 
    Lance put a hand up, “Stop. I know it was a split decision. If I had to make that decision, I probably would have saved Sonja too.” 
 
    The player could see his friend’s true feelings moving under the surface. They all had fought and slept together for months. Despite the feelings the three of them felt for each other, the player knew that Lance had deeper feelings for his brother in arms. Their time together showed how eager he was to make love to him and be loved by him. The more Jayson thought about it, the more confused he became. Thoughts of Sonja spilled in and the knight once again pushed away the uncertain feelings.   
 
    Lance continued, “Sonja loves you and you love her. I think you two should explore your feelings.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the white knight, “We love you too,” He said simply. 
 
    Lance nodded again, “I know but I can’t ignore what is happening anymore. You still have a harem of females and Sonja has a harem of males. I thought with some time you would see about taking on a male concubine. It would show that you really are bi-sexual but all I see is that you like women.” 
 
    Jayson crossed his arms but kept his face blank, “You can’t believe that. Concubines are based on kinks. I figured I haven’t come across a male concubine to have in my harem yet. With time….” 
 
    Lance turned away, “This is a game. Here you can have anything you want and all I see is my friends wanting each other. Don’t get me wrong, our time has been great but maybe we should….” The white knight stopped as three figures stepped in through the front door. 
 
    “Is it safe?” Sonja asked with concerned eyes. 
 
    The white knight turned from the group and walked down a small hallway containing a few doors. “There are a few rooms over here that haven’t been searched, how about you guys check it out while I scout out the area.” 
 
    “Lance, you don’t have to….” Jayson was cut off. 
 
    “We can never be too careful. I’ll check out the area and you guys get comfortable. Don’t wait for me if you feel like spending time together,” Lance said and made his way to the front door. 
 
    Sonja said nothing as the white knight walked past her with a kind smile. Stepping through the door, he turned his head from side to side before walking into the forest surrounding the small home, moonlight illuminating his way. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    “I call this room!” Revar shouted from the doorway.  
 
    Jayson smiled at the large knight. Feverdream walked over and pressed her body to her husband, a smile on her lips. The knight could see past them at the large bed. Jayson opened one door as Sonja opened another. Looking in, Jayson could see the room he was in looked almost exactly like the one Revar claimed. 
 
    “I think they are all the same size,” Sonja said out loud from the third bedroom. 
 
    Jayson turned his head to see Sonja lighting the lantern in the third room. The small home took on a comforting warmth. Feverdream looked up at her husband and pressed her lips to his. The mood was growing but Jayson thought of Lance patrolling outside. 
 
    Sonja stepped out of the room she was in and walked into the one Jayson stood in. A hand reached up and took hold of his. 
 
    “What happened?” Sonja asked with concern. 
 
    “I think Lance is going to break up with us,” Jayson huffed. 
 
    Sonja’s face tilted forward, shadows covering her eyes, “It’s really bothering him isn’t it.” 
 
    “Yea, I think it is.” Jayson was silent for a second. “We should show him he is important to us.” 
 
    Sonja pulled the knight close, arms around his waist, “Is that what you want?” 
 
    Jayson looked down into Sonja’s sad eyes, “You don’t feel the same?” 
 
    Sonja bit her lip before she began speaking. “He’s been so moody and serious lately. I thought this was meant to be fun. If I wanted drama in a relationship, I would be dating in the real world.” 
 
    Jayson remained silent. 
 
    “I love you both but I thought we were having fun. You’re having fun and so am I but Lance is acting like this is real. Maybe he does need a break.” 
 
    “Is that what you want?” Jayson said in a low voice. 
 
    Sonja stayed close, her arms around him holding the knight tightly. “I have never felt so free in my life. Here, I can be the real me. People have been telling me how a woman should be, how I should be. You and Lance have shown me that I don’t have to bottle up my feelings. I can have as many lovers as I want and not feel guilty. This is a dream and I don’t want to spend it trying to soothe his feelings. I want to spend it having fun with my lovers.” 
 
    Jayson held the blue knight close. A strange echo vibrated through the player as he tried to sort his own feelings. The things Sonja said had a degree of truth but a nagging doubt lay deep within. Jayson remembered when he chose his kinks, how he wanted to explore everything. Now he wondered if he may have made a mistake. How could players get together and not expect feelings to get hurt or change. Was he keeping it too light? Was he not confronting his own hang ups with relationships? 
 
    “I’m going to get the fireplace lit,” Feverdream said as she walked by the open door, not looking in. 
 
    Sonja looked up, “Should we join them?” 
 
    Jayson stroked her hair, “For a little bit, don’t want to be rude.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The forest spread out before the lone player. Lance felt his mind drift as he walked through the shafts of moonlight. An ethereal vibration filled the area as he marveled at the beauty of the forest around him. The chirp of crickets played on as the white knight moved slowly through the forest, heart aching. 
 
    A cloud of gloom washed over the player. Try as he might, he couldn’t push it away, even with so much beauty around him. Thoughts swirled on of his friends loving each other and he feeling like a third wheel. He couldn’t deny it any longer. Sonja would stare at Jayson as he slept. Lance remembered as he stared at her with almost closed eyes. Faint whispers as she ran her hand over Jayson’s naked body. The blue knight would do the same with him, but only as an afterthought, something to make sure all parties were happy. Jayson was no different. He came loudest when he was between Sonja’s thighs, except for those brief moments when he was with his troll concubine. 
 
    Lance could not deny the transformation. Jayson seemed to become more and more like a normal person, happy with the three of them and high adventure. His nervous mannerisms seemed to fade into the background. The white knight hardly noticed them anymore. His confidence grew but in that growth, Lance’s own confidence began to slide away. At first it was just a game and he could come and fuck as much as he wanted but as they travelled the need for simply fucking dwindled. Memories of his real life spilled in, so many sexual encounters with friends and strangers. It was a party and he was one of the willing prizes. The player now thought that maybe the party was ending and distant urges welled up, wanting to be part of something special, not wanting to be in the party but finding a smaller, more intimate gathering. 
 
    Lance pictured his harem. They were all generous, sexy lovers but they were nothing more than code. He loved the time spent with his private orgies but there was always something missing. The player let a sad smile slip; he often came hardest when he thought of Jayson and Sonja together. The bond was strong between them but even the strongest bonds can break. 
 
    The white knight stopped wandering through the forest. Leaning his back against a tree, he mentally drifted once again. Thoughts of striking out on his own bubbled up. He could see them again but maybe he needed some time away to sort out his own feelings. It wouldn’t be a break up, just some time apart. 
 
    A rustling from behind a tree caused the knight to stand up, hand on the pommel of his rapier. 
 
    Another rustling rose up and the crickets stopped their nightly song. Lance drew his blade and pointed it at a tree. Something was behind it, crotched down. A pair of eyes appeared from the side, staring at the knight. 
 
    “Show yourself!” Lance commanded. 
 
    A shadow moved from behind the tree. It moved closer until moonlight lit up its form. Falling to its knees, a small troll tilted its head and held up its hands clasped before the white knight. Lance regarded the troll as it stayed on its knees until a memory came flashing back of the troll he let go at the troll camp. Lance lowered his rapier blade for a moment before lifting it back up and pointing the end at the troll’s soulful eyes. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Lance said in a harsh whisper. 
 
    “I couldn’t go back. They would have made me a slave again,” The troll said in a sad whisper. 
 
    Lance kept his stance strong. “You can’t be here. Go find another place to hide.” 
 
    The troll lowered his head, shadows covering his eyes as small dreadlocks shifted forward. “You saved me. I can’t simply leave when I am in your debt.” 
 
    Lance eased his stance, blade lowering an inch, “You said they would make you a slave again. Your fellow trolls keep you as a slave?” 
 
    “If you’re not strong or clever, you are made to please the strong and clever. It is my station, one I thought I would never have the chance to break free of.”  
 
    Lance mentally cursed himself, watching the sad realization wash over the man-sized troll. 
 
    The troll continued, “I thought I could run north, find someone who would take me in but after an hour of walking, I knew deep down that no one would take a troll. We have made all races our enemies and they would cut me down before I had a chance to speak. Instead I returned and followed you and your friends.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    The troll’s shoulders sank, “You freed me. I couldn’t bring myself to let such a kind act go unrewarded.” 
 
    Lance’s eyebrow went up as he hardened his heart, “You can’t stay here. You need to run and find a new home.” 
 
    The troll grew silent. Lance wasn’t sure how to go forward and hoped the troll would just move on. Instead it stayed on its knees, looking up like a lost animal. Moonlight showed off his dark blue skin and toned form. He was still only wearing a loin cloth and nothing else. The white knight wanted to say something, anything to get him to leave but no words came. 
 
    “Please my lord, I have followed you all this way. Let me help you on your quests. I can share what I know of my people. I would never leave your side. I don’t have many skills but I have a few that could help ease your pain.” 
 
    Lance silently eyed the troll. 
 
    “It is my duty to read and anticipate my masters. Even in the darkness, I could see the pain in your eyes and movements. You are hurting and need a release. It is one of my skills that I do well.” 
 
    “What’s your name?”  Lance asked softly. 
 
    The troll bowed his head. “Lorn, Slave Lover of the Spear Clan.” 
 
    The maelstrom of emotions and relationships stormed in the background of Lance’s mind. How the knight thought of releasing his pent-up emotions on his two lovers. Now things were different. He wasn’t sure he wanted to say those things he said to Jayson but it all came spilling out. He knew when he went back; he wouldn’t be able to be with them without getting emotional. Before him, a troll was on its knees, ready to help ease his hurting heart. Even Lance could not deny how attractive the monster was. 
 
    “I’m not your master….” Lance began but trailed off. 
 
    Lorn moved in closer, eyes welcoming as he kneeled before the knight. Dark blue hands reached up, fingers caressing Lance’s growing bulge. The troll leaned in, rubbing his face against the white knight’s crotch, fingers working the straps. 
 
    Lance tapped the troll on the head with the rapier and then placed it inches from its blue neck. “If this is a trick….” 
 
    Lorn stared up at Lance’s furled brow, “No my lord, I assure you that I would not betray my savior. I only wish to please you…..anytime you wish.” 
 
    Lance kept the blade out as the straps came away. Delicate fingers reached in and took hold of the white knights’ hardening cock. It nearly popped out as the troll began slowly stroking it. Lance couldn’t stop the rise of bliss as the troll stroked him like a master. With a sharp intake of breath, dark blue lips closed around the head of his member. Lorn closed his eyes and moaned his delight. Lance stared down as the troll’s head bobbed back and forth on his rock-hard member. Thoughts of relationships disappeared as familiar wanting surged upwards. 
 
    Lorn increased his movements, suckling on the knight’s cock. It was enough for Lance to lower his blade and then finally sheath it. The sensations were otherworldly and Lance was having a difficult time concentrating. 
 
    Lorn pulled the throbbing cock from his mouth but continued to stroke, “You are so big my lord. You would put many trolls to shame.” 
 
    “Shut up and keeping sucking,” Lance growled, wanting the bliss of the troll’s mouth once again. 
 
    Without a word otherwise, the troll gobbled up the knight’s cock and ran tight lips along raised veins and thick shaft. Desire burning white hot, the knight took hold of a fistful of dreadlocks, helping the troll to suck faster. Lorn didn’t protest but instead matched the rhythm of the knight. Tendrils of pleasure coiled around Lance’s senses. Lance let go of his dreadlocks and the troll furiously sucked and sucked and sucked. 
 
    Cock thickening, Lance couldn’t hold back any longer. Come spurted, painting the back of the troll’s throat. The knight let out the deepest moan he ever had, thrusting his hips and driving his cock as deep as it could go. Lorn did not choke, but instead continued his masterful sucking and deep throating. When the last spurt of come pushed its way out, Lance felt a weakness in his legs. 
 
    The white knight stumbled back, cock spilling from the troll’s mouth. His back touched a tree and he leaned on it, heaving and taking in the wondrous bliss. It felt good, too good and he needed to regain his senses. Eyebrows went up when troll lips latched onto his half hard cock and continued sucking. Lance grimaced on the sensitivity but it quickly washed away as the troll licked and suckled. Another surge of pleasure pushed everything away and Lance was content to lean against the tree as the troll tried to suck out more of his come like a thirsty animal.  
 
    *** 
 
    The fireplace crackled with waving firelight. Jayson sat on a leather couch, Sonja’s head on his lap and body lying along the couch. Revar sat on a lone chair, his armor gone and in normal clothes. Feverdream was by the fireplace, standing up after putting another log on the fire. The mood was serene as Jayson relaxed for a moment. He didn’t realize how much he had been moving and was happy to simply sit. 
 
    “When do you think Lance will return?” Revar asked with a smile. 
 
    “Don’t know but I’m sure he is okay,” Jayson said, fingers running through Sonja’s blue hair. 
 
    Feverdream turned and sauntered over to her husband. Her hood was back with purple hair spilling over her shoulders. She sat on the arm rest and placed her arm around her husband’s broad shoulders. 
 
    Revar looked up to his wife before turning back to the two knights on the couch. “My wife told me how you guys weren’t sure. It’s fine, and we can take a bedroom for ourselves but if you don’t mind…..” 
 
    “I’m sure they wouldn’t mind,” Feverdream finished. “I’m sure they would have done more if we weren’t here.” 
 
    Feverdream looked to Sonja, “I’m envious of you, to have two handsome men to yourself all the time. We allow each other to have short time lovers but must stay true to each other.” 
 
    Sonja ignored the playful leer of the purple knight and looked up to Jayson as if blocking the rest of the world out but his eyes. Feverdream moved from the arm rest, sauntering over to the large knight. Lowering to her knees, she pressed her palm to her chest. Jayson couldn’t help but watch as her cloak and armor faded away. The knight managed a glance back with a sly smile as her round bottom hovered inches off the floor. Jayson looked to the sensual curves and had to force himself to look away, back down to Sonja’s smiling face. 
 
    Revar sat, legs open as his wife snuggled between them. With a finger tap, Revar’s leggings disappeared. Jayson noticed that the knight didn’t make a move as his wife had the power to undress him. As the purple haired knight adjusted her stance, for a brief instant, Jayson could see Feverdream take hold of his rather large member. When she settled down to her knees, the knight licked the end of his now throbbing cock. 
 
    Sonja could see Jayson trying not to stare. She smiled wider as his cock struggled under her head. “You know that I don’t mind if you watch,” Sonja said in a low voice. 
 
    “You can even push your cock into her. You did help protect her and my wife is very much about returning honor,” Revar smiled. 
 
    Feverdream moaned her approval as her head bobbed on her husband cock. 
 
    “I don’t know if we need to. I…..”Jayson was lost to Feverdream’s hourglass figure. Her movements were practiced as her body moved with each downward thrust of her mouth. Revar relaxed his neck as she sucked on his member. The comfort between them seemed to warm the room more than the crackling fire. 
 
    Sonja turned her head and watched, Jayson’s throbbing cock in his leggings, against her cheek. She too watched the show as moans filled the room. A rush of blood flushed her cheeks and between her thighs. Wild urges reared up while nerves tingled. The inner ache was overpowering and even she had to admit that she was turned on watching the two players. 
 
    “That looks like a lot of fun,” Sonja said as she turned her eyes back to Jayson. 
 
    “We should wait for Lance,” Jayson said as one last link of reason keeping him from taking the blue haired knight. 
 
    “He can join in when he gets back,” Sonja said in a whisper, turning and getting up. 
 
    Jayson’s attention turned to the blue knight as she stood before him. The wet sounds behind her only added to the growing heat. Jayson couldn’t sit comfortably, his cock straining against fabric, wanting to be free. Sonja brought up a hand and touched her chest. Armor and clothes faded away. The knight felt his breath taken away as she stood. Sonja smiled as her near perfect naked body was exposed. Jayson eyed her up and down, taking in her sensual curves, inviting neck, breasts that seemed to defy gravity and beautiful curvy hips. Strong inviting thighs were partially open with blue tuft of hair right above her glistening pink line. The blue knight kept her stance, letting Jayson admire her body, a mischievous grin on her lips.  
 
    With a sly grin, Sonja knelt down, eyes lowering to her lover’s bulge. The knight moved his hand up absentmindedly and touched his chest. Clothes disappeared and the knight’s cock stood up purely on its own desires. Sonja licked her lips and leaned forward, eyes meeting Jayson’s. Lips closed around the end, gently taking inch after inch past her lips. The knight let out a small groan. Revar lifted his head and stared at Sonja’s backside, her movement’s emulating Feverdream’s. The large night smiled and let his head roll back as his wife picked up the tempo. 
 
    Wet sounds grew as the fellow knights pleased their men. Jayson caressed Sonja’s neck as she bobbed up and down on his thickening member. The knight was finding it hard to resist coming in her mouth but he tried to mentally slow it down so he could enjoy it a bit longer. Normally their marathons went on for hours but it had been too long and we wanted to fill her mouth with his seed.  
 
    Sonja moved one of her hands between her thighs, fingers running along her now engorged clit. Touching and caressing, she rubbed herself while sucking and licking her partner’s veiny member. Jayson let out another moan as warm breasts pressed against his inner thighs.  
 
    Feverdream pulled her mouth from her husband’s cock. Standing up, she turned around and lowered her round ass. Jayson took in an eyeful of the purple haired knight. Her breasts heaved as nipples pointed. She stared at the knight and smiled as one hand took hold of Revar’s girthy cock. Pressing the bulbous head to her clean-shaven womanhood, she let out a long, deep moan as she slid down his impressive spear. With legs spread, the knight bounced her entire body on it, giving the knight quite a show. Revar reached up, cupping his wife’s firm breasts, fingers running over nipples. The sound of their union caused the knight to moan his delight. 
 
    Sonja could feel the urges under Jayson’s skin as she sucked. She could tell by his slight hip movements that he was going to come and it was going to be a big one. Silently she pulled her mouth from around his cock. Standing up, she crawled onto the couch, facing the knight. Jayson could barely move as she lowered herself onto him and pressed her breasts to his face. A nipple found its way into his mouth and he lovingly sucked away. The knight held Sonja’s waist as her inner walls tightened. She felt so good and natural, he shoved her down to his base. The blue knight let out a comforting gasp as she wriggled to his grip. Nerves tightened and she too felt like her world was going to explode. Leaning in, she nestled her head to his neck as Jayson took over the tempo. She moved to his touch, up and down, sliding to his command. 
 
    Feverdream continued, driving herself down on her husband’s monster cock, harder and harder. Jayson could see the bloom of red in her chest, neck and up into her cheeks. Growing quiet, she continued impaling herself until she slammed down to the base and held herself there. A whimper of a cry fell from her lips as she shook. Revar held his wife, one arm circling her waist as if to comfort her. Just as the whimpering stopped a loud moan rose up from her throat. Jayson had seen it numerous times before with Sonja and his concubines. Multiple explosions caused Feverdream to moan and whimper waves of bliss. After a few long moments, it eased because she went back to moving up and down on her husband, eyes nearly lost. 
 
    Sonja could feel her own bliss filling her body. Moving against Jayson, she increased the tempo. Eyes closing, she clung to the knight as his cock thickened, driving her over the edge. One large internal explosion caused the knight to nearly buck in his lap, several more soon followed. Jayson couldn’t hold back as ecstasy caused her to move like a caged beast. Hitting his tipping point, a rush of distilled pleasure filled his mind, body and soul. In Sonja’s tightness, she squeezed as molten come spurted. Jayson grunted and grunted as come quickly filled and spilled from her tight lips. The air was heavy as bodies moved to private symphonies when suddenly the front door exploded off its hinges. 
 
    Time slowed down as large chunks of the door spun through the air. Jayson turned his body with Sonja still on him, shielding her with his back. A chunk of wood bounced off his spine, causing a few hit points of damage. Sonja was scrambling off of her fellow knight, hand touching her chest. Jayson reached up and touched his own chest as smoke billowed through the medium sized room. 
 
    From the doorway, a shadow moved, stepping into the fire light. A gold armored dwarf stepped through, beard tied into a long braid from his chin. He had a scar running down from one eye. Not wearing a helmet, the dwarf took another step, his black hair long and also braided. Over his shoulder, he carried a double-bladed axe. In his hand, he held something that looked like a steam punk gun but instead of two-barrel cylinders, it had two sticks shaped as wands, side by side. 
 
    “Jayson Reed, I’ve come for the troll!” The dwarf bellowed as he stepped in. 
 
    Before Jayson could say or do anything, a black cloak darted toward the dwarf. Feverdream was already in her scantily clad armor, short sword gleaming. The dwarf brought up an armored gauntlet and parried the incoming blade. The purple knight released a flurry of attacks and the dwarf blocked each one, sparks flying. Aiming the wand gun, he knocked Feverdream’s sword aside and pulled a trigger. A small fireball blasted out. The purple knight spun away but the room wasn’t big enough. She nearly hit the wall when the fireball hit the floor. The explosion knocked everyone back but sent Feverdream into the wall. Stone cracked as she slid to the ground, confusion taking hold. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja drew their swords but Revar was already charging. Armor up, he drove his shoulder into the dwarf, sending it backwards out onto the ground. The large knight couldn’t draw his large sword due to the size of the room so he continued his charge through the doorway. As soon as he exited the house, a fireball greeted him against his chest. Revar threw his arms out as the fireball exploded. He caught himself at the door edge as hit points drained.  
 
    Jayson knew they were on the defensive but had to change the odds. With Revar blocking the door way, the knight raced toward the window. Glass shattered as he went through it, hit the ground and rolled back up to his feet. Wasting no time, he rushed the dwarf as it tried to stand up. Fire sword blazing to life, he managed two strikes against gold armor. The dwarf rolled away and was back on his feet. Revar stepped forward, his massive blade in his hands. 
 
    The dwarf gave a smug smile as he reached up with his free hand and drew his battle axe. Wand gun pointing, he waited for the knights next move. Jayson and Revar edged closer, swords at the ready. The three seemed to be at a standstill when something move behind the dwarf. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lance’s eyes shot open when he heard the explosion. Lorn looked up but kept the knight’s cock in his mouth. Lance pulled away and fixed himself up. Drawing his rapier, he was ready to charge into battle when the troll clutched at his leg. 
 
    “Please don’t leave,” Lorn pleaded. 
 
    “You lured me out here!” Lance said, disgusted with himself. 
 
    “No, I didn’t! I really am here for you,” The troll begged. 
 
    Lance not sure what was happening, simply turned and rushed back to the house. The troll stayed on his knees looking on as the white knight rushed toward the ensuing explosions. 
 
    *** 
 
    The dwarf aimed at Revar, pulling the trigger as something moved behind him. The wand gun exploded with fire light. Jayson watched as the fire ball bounced off the flat side of Revar’s sword. A black cloak billowed as a blade appeared. There was a slash as the armored dwarf took hold of the cloak. Feverdream was pulled and thrown. Jayson dropped his blades, rushed and caught the falling knight. Revar was charging at the smiling dwarf. 
 
    The armored dwarf pulled up his battle axe when his smug smile faded and he fell to one knee, eyes wide. 
 
    “Poison,” The dwarf said simply when he noticed the small cut on his neck. 
 
    Feverdream was on her feet, her own smile turning smug, “I didn’t call myself Feverdream because I liked the name.” 
 
    The golden dwarf dropped his axe and held his wand-gun to his chest, “I came for the troll. Hand her over and this doesn’t get any messier.” 
 
    Jayson had retrieved his swords. Sonja was through the door, her own sword at the ready. Revar edged closer, sword ready to cleave. 
 
    “Who sent you?” Jayson asked. 
 
    The dwarf barked out a laugh, “Boy, no one sent me! I’m here to retrieve the troll and collect the bounty. Hand her over and we all walk away.” 
 
    “Troll?” Feverdream said as she stood at the ready. 
 
    “The troll is never leaving my side,” Jayson growled. “And if I have to hack you all to pieces, then so be it!” 
 
    The dwarf kept his smile until a white knight burst from the woods, rapier up and pointing. 
 
    “Remember this face! Jarn Ironboots never gives up on a bounty!” The dwarf shouted as he pulled the trigger again and again. 
 
    The wand gun exploded to life as fireball after fire ball burst forth. Revar pushed forward, fireballs exploding against his blade. Jayson, Sonja and Feverdream dodged away from the incoming fire bolts as they hit the ground and exploded. Lance rushed forward, blade at the ready when he noticed the dwarf pulling a stone from his belt. The white knight was nearly on him when the dwarf activated the stone. The air vibrated for a moment before the dwarf disappeared in a flash. 
 
    When the smoke settled, the knights stood, looking to each other. Revar turned to Jayson, sword still in hand but his lips were not smiling. Feverdream moved to his side, her sword still drawn, her face a serious mask. Jayson was about to sheath his swords when he noticed that Revar and Feverdream looked to him with firm expressions. 
 
    “You have one of the Rose Seers,” Revar said simply 
 
    Jayson said nothing as he stood, short sword in each hand. 
 
    “We’ve been hunting you for some time,” Feverdream said with a soft but dark edge. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    The air was calm as the knights all stared at each other. Moonlight beamed down on the five knights as they held their swords to their sides, eyeing each other like the world had stopped. No crickets sang as the knights stood motionless, but gazed at one another, uncertainty filling their hearts. 
 
    “Hunting me?” Jayson asked simply, afraid where this was going to go. 
 
    “Not you specifically but hunting knights who have stolen pink haired trolls,” Revar said with a stony expression. 
 
    “We are allied with the trolls and pledged to help them regain their rightful place as masters of Lukken,” Feverdream said with quiet conviction. 
 
    “Why were you in that dungeon?” Lance asked, taking a step forward. 
 
    Revar turned his eyes toward the white knight, “To find out more of their history. The trolls told us of it and how they had lost control of their guardian years ago. We agreed to clear the way so they could reach their sacred texts.” 
 
    “So, you’re their soldiers, doing what they want before they betray you,” Jayson said with an edge. 
 
    Revar smiled, “Allies, we are their allies. They could have sent trolls with us but my wife and I work better on our own. As for betrayal, the dragons have betrayed all the races of Lukken. They conspire to drive everyone to their lustful wants.” 
 
    Jayson kept his stance relaxed but the grip on his blades tight, “It appears as though we’ve chosen conflicting quests. What happens now? I’m not giving her up.” 
 
    Feverdream stepped forward, sheathing her short sword, “We like you, all of you. Instead of this getting ugly, let’s consider this a pass. We fought for each other and now we’re even.” 
 
    Revar stepped forward, sheathed his blade and put an arm around Feverdream’s shoulder, “We had meant to recall to our keep but enjoyed your company and wanted to see where this would lead. My wife is right, this makes us even, but next we meet….” The large knight let the sentence hang in the air. 
 
    Jayson eyed them for a long moment before sheathing his swords over his shoulders, “Agreed.” 
 
    “It was nice to travel with you all,” Feverdream smiled. 
 
    The three knights remained silent. 
 
    Revar pulled out a recall stone. With a final nod, he activated it. The air vibrated and with a flash, they were gone. Jayson let his shoulders relax. Sonja and Lance moved in closer, a somber expression filling their eyes. The three knights walked back into the house. 
 
    “Where were you?” Jayson asked Lance in a low voice. 
 
    “I was clearing my thoughts, just walking around. I heard the explosion and came back as fast as I could. What happened?” 
 
    Jayson let out a sigh, “That dwarf was a bounty hunter. It seems the trolls are enlisting players and monsters to hunt us.” 
 
    “I didn’t know players were siding with the trolls,” Sonja said, her eyes locked on Jayson. 
 
    “I’ve seen it on the forums. There are groups following all three factions.” 
 
    The knight turned to his friends, “That is why I wanted to talk to you when we had a private moment. I wanted to tell you what happened after you both died.” 
 
    Jayson told them what happened. He spoke of the carvings, seducing the hydra and what happened between him and the troll commander, Rujin. Lance and Sonja were silent until the knight finished. 
 
    “Rujin is your nemesis? I’m not sure if that’s cool or just over the top?” Lance said with interested eyes. 
 
    “The patches and updates are making the game contain a lot more adventure and story lines. As for the pink haired trolls, I think they are part of a bigger story line or maybe the main story line.” 
 
    Sonja crossed her arms, “So, they’re going to keep coming after us until they capture Oksuna or kill us. I thought Lewd Knights was more about the sex with adventure second?” 
 
    “I don’t think they ever put it in that order. I think they made the game for all kinds of players. If we never defended Lady Slytha and taken on Oksuna as a concubine then we may have just been on normal adventures.” 
 
    Jayson was silent before speaking again, “I know the game is meant to be fun but if….” Lance cut him off. 
 
    “Shut up. Don’t go all valiant knight on us,” Lance grinned. 
 
    “We’re in this together,” Sonja smiled and touched Jayson’s cheek. 
 
    Jayson curled his fingers around her hand, “Thank you.” 
 
    “What should we do now?” Sonja asked as she pulled her hand away. 
 
    “I don’t know about you two but I’m beat. How about we get some rest before starting out,” Lance said as his mind went back to his draining encounter with the troll in the woods. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja glanced at each other. They didn’t include him and they were both spent from their moment together. It appeared to everyone that they were all tired and another day of adventuring was on the horizon. 
 
    “How about we actually get some rest before starting out again,” Jayson said with a disarming smile. 
 
    Lance and Sonja agreed almost too quickly, nodding their heads in unison. The knights made their way to the bedrooms and for the first time in a long time, they each took a separate room. Jayson stepped into a room but left the door slightly ajar, thinking one or both would follow him. Instead, he heard one door close shut and then another. 
 
    The knight closed his door and stepped to the bed. Touching his chest, armor and clothes disappeared. He crawled into the bed and lay on his back, eyes staring at the blank ceiling. The strangeness of the situation was not lost on him. Sonja was a player but she was having fun. Lance was feeling left out of the relationship that he thought too much about. The web between them grew tangled and Jayson wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. The game had become terribly complicated but as far as he was concerned, it did make it exciting. A glimmer of doubt lingered, thinking his friends my not stay for the journey. 
 
    It was a few hours until sunrise. The player was glad he could get some sleep while still in game. The time with Sonja and the fight took everything out of him. He wanted to be rested before they moved on with their quest. 
 
    Closing his eyes, Jayson fell into a deep and troubled sleep.  
 
    *** 
 
    Journey Road stretched out to the west. The three knights had been travelling since sun up. With thoughts weighing heavy, they travelled in silence. Their virtual environment, however, was light and warm. The sun shined bright in the sky. White puffy clouds glided on a sheet of glass. Birds flew, singing their song to one another.  
 
    Jayson was first to notice the spires in the distance. 
 
    The knight smiled, “I think that’s the Middle Kingdoms in the distance.” 
 
    Sonja and Lance looked up, shielding their eyes from the bright sun. 
 
    Jayson turned around with wide eyes, “We made it! We made it to the Middle Kingdoms!” 
 
    Both, the blue and white knight smiled, looking to the spires in the distance. 
 
    Jayson turned and began walking, “We should be there soon. We just….” The knight stopped short when a 2D transparent screen appeared before him. Sonja and Lance made their way over and when they were by Jayson’s side, 2D screens appeared before them. Words began to scroll from bottom to top and Jayson began to read. 
 
    Hello Traveler! 
 
    Welcome to the Middle Kingdoms. 
 
    Due to the graphic and varied nature of kinks and storylines, this is a warning for all knights entering the kingdoms. Some kinks may be too intense and some storylines can trigger negative personal responses. To avoid any negative impact in your time here, we ask for knights to choose the level they wish to interact with. Please choose one of the three choices below and you may continue on your journey to the Middle Kingdoms. 
 
    Yes, I’m aware of the kinks and storylines and wish to proceed. 
 
    No, please keep kinks and storylines vanilla for my enjoyment. 
 
    No thank you, just passing through, no storylines for me. 
 
    Jayson looked up from the screen and turned his head to the left and right of him. Sonja and Lance finished reading and turned to their fellow knight. 
 
    “I heard that it’s pretty intense in the kingdoms,” Lance said with a sly smirk. 
 
    “I don’t know how much more intense it could get? We have been fighting and fucking our way across Lukken for months,” Sonja said with a grin. 
 
    Jayson eyed the choices, “I know what I want but are we doing this together?” 
 
    “Just because I said it was intense doesn’t mean I don’t want to go through with it,” Lance hovered a hand next to the 2D floating screen. 
 
    Sonja lifted her hand up to the 2D screen, “We’re in this together, through all of it.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “I love you both and I will fight for you both, till the end.” 
 
    Hearts soared as the three knights nodded in unison. With a press of their fingers, they touched the first choice. The screens went blank and new text scrolled into view. 
 
    Thank you! 
 
    Please provide a safe word. It will be used by you to stop anything you may find uncomfortable should your experiences become too intense. 
 
    Safe word is required before you continue. 
 
    Jayson rubbed his chin, “Hmmmmmmm.” 
 
    “It should be something we don’t often say,” The blue knight stood, brow creasing. 
 
    “Banana?” Lance smirked. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja smiled but shook their heads. 
 
    Standing on the road, the three knights pondered on what words or phrases they could use should the experience become too much, not that any of them thought of actually using the words but it helped keep all players safe. Jayson pondered and thought of his studio apartment. He tried to think of anything there he could use as a safe word. An image of the book he found at work flowed into his thoughts. Remembering the title, the player smiled to himself. 
 
    “How about ‘Shadow Hearts’?” 
 
    Lance and Sonja turned their heads to the player. 
 
    “I like it, where is it from?” Lance asked. 
 
    “From a book, I found at my job. It’s a story of a forbidden love between a priest and a woman from his congregation.” 
 
    “Forbidden love, I like that,” Sonja smiled. 
 
    “Sounds like ‘Shadow Hearts’ it is,” Lance said as he began typing. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja followed suit, tapping away at the virtual keyboards. When the words were entered, the 2D screens faded from view. The three knights took a step forward, renewed excitement filling them at the possibilities in the middle kingdoms. They managed a few dozen steps before a nagging thought crawled around Jayson’s mind and spiked down to his heart. 
 
    The knight stopped walking, eyes lowering. “I think we should save here.” 
 
    Lance and Sonja stopped walking and turned to their friend. 
 
    Jayson continued, “When we were in the dungeon, we may have had a better chance if I had been showing my concubines some attention. I don’t want to run into that problem again. I have to go back and care for them. After that, I will need some rest back in the real world.”   
 
    Lance nodded, his eyes looking away. Sonja stepped toward the knight and ran her hand along his cheek. 
 
    “Is it about the concubines or is it about the three of us?” Sonja asked. 
 
    Jayson shifted his feet and couldn’t bring himself to look up, “It’s a lot of things. Everything has been so heavy lately. I’m excited to explore the middle kingdoms but I need to clear my head. 
 
    Lance watched as Sonja continued to caress Jayson’s cheek, “I think you’re right. We should….take a break.” 
 
    Sonja pulled her hand away, fingers forming a fist at her side, “Guys, are we alright?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” Jayson said with a half-smile. 
 
    Lance simply nodded but a gloom filled his eyes. A breeze passed over the trio of knights. 
 
    Jayson looked to his friends and lovers, making his smile broader, “We are all fine. Maybe we all need to clear our heads a little. I have another day off the day after tomorrow. We can meet and power on to the kingdoms.” 
 
    Lance and Sonja gave small smiles. 
 
    “Day after tomorrow works for me,” Lance said simply. 
 
    “I have a few days off so that works. I might be able to get some things done,” Sonja said softly.  
 
    Jayson stepped forward, arms open, taking a knight in each arm. The three pressed their heads together, a deep sigh falling from their lips. Even in the virtual world, the bond was there, snaking from one heart to the next with love and a dash of concern.  
 
    Jayson broke the hug first and looked to his friends. Raising a finger, he drew a symbol, anchoring his save point. Sonja did the same and Lance followed. When the glowing symbol disappeared, each knight pulled out a recall stone. 
 
    “See you the day after tomorrow,” Jayson said but was startled by how quickly Sonja activated her stone. 
 
    The blue knight faded away with a smile on her lips. Lance held his stone but took a step forward, pressing his lips to Jayson’s. The knights lingered for a long moment, lips locked and tongues swirling. When Lance pulled away, he activated his stone and faded from view.  
 
    Jayson took in a deep breath. Mixed emotions rolled on as the player asked himself deep questions about his life, game life and love. Holding the stone, he squeezed it. The world around him turned to trails of light, something like light speed in a Star Wars movie. Before the player could relax, he appeared before his keep. 
 
    Looking around, the feeling of home washed over his senses. The main stone arch stood, connecting to a half wall that surrounded his mansion/castle keep. He was back on the east coast of Lukken, home of the human cities. Walking toward the large double doors, he glanced up as dark clouds filled the sky. Lightning flashed as the heavens threatened a downpour. The thought of rain was comforting. The player could spend time with his concubines and enjoy the sound of rain before transporting back to the real world still covered in snow and ice. 
 
    Taking hold of the latch, the door gave easily and the knight stepped into his keep. A second later, rain drops the size of bullets came down, tapping against stone and quickly forming puddles. 
 
    Closing his eyes, he let the sound caress his ears. When he opened them, several monster women emerged with smiles on their faces. Dalya was first, running toward her lord and jumping through the air. The knight raised his arms, braced himself and caught her. Hands cupped her around bottom as her tail swished from left to right and back again. Ears pointed and eyes locked on her lords, she pressed her lips hard against his. The knight relaxed, letting the concubine force her tongue into his mouth. Bliss rose up as did the concubines temperature. Claws digging into armor, the kitra wanted nothing more than to force her lord down and please him any way she could. 
 
    Jayson pulled his lips from the kitra and gently let her down, “Good to see you too.” 
 
    Dalya looked up with innocent eyes, “Are you here for a quickie or are you staying?” 
 
    Behind the kitra stood the elf twins, a green skinned dryad, Gorganna and now Kara and Nara, their heads bowing to their new lord. Jayson kept his hands on Dalya‘s waist as he looked to all of them. Their eyes told their story. They all missed him and it showed as they waited for his answer. 
 
    Jayson looked to all of them and smiled, “I’m home to spend some time with all of you.” 
 
    Blank or sad faces shifted into smiles and wide eyes. The group of concubines moved closer, hands reaching out to touch their lord. 
 
    Jayson allowed them to run their hands over his body before he took a step back, “But first, there are some things we have to do. I will see Oksuna and then I will call for you. I have something for each of you so be patient.” 
 
    The concubines nodded as the excitement stayed. Dalya was the only one trying to hold her lord as he stepped past them. Fingers falling away; her digital heart was bursting at the seams, needing his touch. 
 
    The knight made his way down the main corridor until he reached the master bedroom. Opening the doors, he once again saw the drawn curtains and a figure laying in the giant king-sized bed. Light spilling in from the corridor, a blue hand reached up and rubbed sleep from her oval eyes. Jayson could barely contain himself as he stepped through, barely closing the door behind him. Oksuna lifted herself up onto an elbow, sheet spilling away to reveal one of her large breasts and blue nipple. The smile crawling into her cheeks was enough to cause the knight to smile in return. 
 
    Legs moving from under the blanket and swinging over the side, she was completely naked, showing her Amazonian body. Jayson stood before her unsure what to say. Oksuna stood up and looked down at her lord, silent but eyes filled with love. 
 
    “I missed you. I always miss you,” Jayson said as his eyes turned downward. 
 
    The pink haired troll stepped close, pressing her breasts to his face. The player snuggled in them before pulling back. Oksuna looked at her lord with questions in her eyes. 
 
    “I have to tell you something. Your people keep trying to take you away from me. I cannot bear to lose you. I just want you to know, I will do everything I can to protect you. Even if they succeed, I will always look for you.” 
 
    Oksuna eyed her lord. Jayson knew she wouldn’t say anything but he felt he had to say something. He wished it was strange talking to a computer-generated creature but it wasn’t. He loved the fantasy and it seemed the fantasy loved him. 
 
    Oksuna’s eyes shifted to the side and her lips pressed together. Turning, she scooped up a white sheet from the bed. With a twirl, she wrapped herself up into a make shift toga. Tying it tightly to her shoulder, she faced her lord. Jayson wasn’t sure what she was doing until her arms shot forward and took hold of one of his swords. From over his shoulder, the troll pulled the short sword free, turning and stepping away. Jayson stared, stunned at what just happened. Oksuna turned around with the short sword; it looked like a dagger in her hands. She held it out in front of her and attempted a battle stance. 
 
    Jayson eyed here as she stood, blade at the ready, “You want to defend yourself?” 
 
    The blue skinned troll held the blade and shook it to show she meant business. Jayson saw that she took his fire sword. Admiring her curves and the look of determination in her eyes, the knight reached up and pulled his ice blade from over his shoulder. 
 
    “I can show you some moves…..” Jayson was cut off as the troll charged. 
 
    The knight raised his blade, parrying the attack. Feet moving, he slipped to the side and shoved the troll forward. She stumbled, turned and eyed her lord. Jayson tried to hide his smirk and failed. Never mind she was clumsy and never seemed to hold a blade in her life, he admired her for trying.  
 
    Oksuna tried again, and again she met with the same result. Stumbling forward, she stopped, turned around and edged closer. Jayson smiled and rushed her. Blades clanged through the room. The troll tried to hack away but Jayson parried each strike easily. The door to the bedroom opened and several heads poked in.  
 
    Glancing over his shoulder before spinning, Jayson took hold of Oksuna’s wrist and pulled. The curvy troll stumbled forward onto the bed, landing on her stomach. She turned over, fury bleeding into her eyes. 
 
    “We’re fine, just a quick sword lesson. I will call for you all soon,” Jayson smiled as Oksuna was back to her feet. 
 
    Heads nodded and pulled back, closing the door. Oksuna was rushing her lord once again. Swords parried with one another over and over. The knight encouraged her with advice as he blocked all her blows. 
 
    “Use your strengths. Take charge like you do with me when I come home,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    A light seemed to go off in the troll’s oval eyes. Stepping forward, the troll brought the blade down hard. The knight blocked it but his arms strained under her considerable power. Taking advantage, Oksuna drove her knee into Jayson’s hip. The force of the blow caused the knight to break away and stumble back. When he regained his balance, the knight sheathed his sword over his shoulder. 
 
    “You’re getting it. I’ll have to spend some time showing you some more moves,” The proud knight said with a small grin. 
 
    Oksuna was heaving as she stood straight up. Flicking her wrist, the short sword went spinning, the blade sinking into a wooden dresser. Jayson felt his blood pressure rising as the pink haired troll took hold of her makeshift toga and tugged at it. Fabric fell away, gliding over her hour glass body and pooling at her dainty feet. Jayson admired the detail of glistening sweat against her neck and hanging breasts bouncing to each breath. A deep hunger took hold and reason drained from the player’s mind. 
 
    Jayson reached up and pressed an open palm to his chest. Armor and clothes faded from view as the player stood, his manhood hardening and standing on its own like a threatening dagger. Oksuna stood by the bed, eyes looking away shyly. Unable to contain his desire, Jayson strode forward with intent in his eyes. Hands reached up and despite the size difference, love and lust caused the knight to throw the power of his shoulders down his arms and into his hands. Oksuna yelped in pleasure as she was shoved onto the oversized bed. 
 
    Jayson stood at the edge like a hungry beast. The blue troll crawled backwards, legs spread and wetness appearing along her smooth slit. Crawling onto the bed, his hands took hold of her legs, spreading them and shoving his face toward her valley. Oksuna gasped as lips kissed her growing wetness with tongue sliding out, licking at her perfect line. The player settled in, tongue driving into her pink folds. The top of his lip grazed her clit and the troll let out another gasp. Oksuna closed her eyes as her hips moved of their own accord. Sliding against her lord’s motions only caused tendrils of ecstasy to spiral upwards. Warmth poured into her chest, crawled up her neck and even caused her light blue cheeks to glow with heat. As if trying to get away, she tried to move back but the knight took hold, wrapping his arms around her legs and keeping her in place. A moan rose up and Oksuna looked down as her lord lashed at her pink nub. 
 
    Soon the urge to pull away turned into grinding her clit against his lips and tongue. Eyes rolled back into her head as Jayson licked and sucked at her clit with unrestrained fervor. The knight was determined to force her to orgasm and he used all his skill and knowledge to make it happen. Oksuna’s mouth hung open as she took long ragged breaths. Thick thighs trembling, her breaths stopped as nerves tightened. Jayson was relentless, not looking up and simply focusing on her engorged clit. 
 
    Oksuna scrunched up her eyes as blissful vibrations played her like a violin. Eyes opening wide, her mouth made a perfect O. The tremble in her thighs grew nearly uncontrollable. A small scream rose up her throat as nerves tightened and released with blazing explosions. Jayson instantly could taste the difference as wetness spilled into his mouth. He couldn’t tell if it was the simulation or his own mind filling in the blanks but at that point, he didn’t care. Oksuna clutched at his hair while her thighs clamped to the sides of his head. Jayson smiled but continued to lick and stab with his tongue. Oksuna moaned her approval over and over, lost to a flood of bliss. 
 
    The troll writhed to Jayson’s tongue as the bliss fell away in waves. The knight sat up and his hands took hold of her. Oksuna was putty in her lord’s hands as he roughly turned her onto her stomach. Knees kicked her inner thighs open as hands took hold of her round ass. Jayson was unchained as he pressed his throbbing head to her wet opening. Taking hold of his cock, he played with her womanhood, slathering the head of his cock with her wetness. When the urges proved to be too much, he slowly drove his member into her. Oksuna lifted her head to look back, her lord mounting her, driving in deeper, inch by inch. Walls moved aside but the concubine couldn’t stop herself from squeezing. 
 
    Jayson couldn’t believe how tight she was, every time. When he reached the hilt, he lay on her, moving his hips back and forth. Pink hair comforted the player as he drove his spear deep. Moans rose up and grew louder when Jayson took a fistful of hair. Oksuna faced forward, her round blue ass taking each thrust. Jayson eyed her like a piece of meat, vibrations running along her bottom with each powerful thrust. 
 
    Lost to waves of pleasure, Oksuna pushed her ass to her lord as he drove himself into her. The sliding against one another only caused Jayson to begin losing control. His troll moaned in heat, moving under her lord as his thrusts continued. Cock thickening, the player couldn’t hold back any longer. 
 
    Oksuna squeezed as her lord’s cock bulged. White seed burst forth and the troll’s own orgasm rushed to meet his. The sound of skin on skin filled the room as troll and lord let out animalistic moans. Jayson drove himself deep, hands scooping under her, taking hold of her more than ample breasts, squeezing them. Another burst of seed and another squeeze sent spirals of bliss through the lovers. When it was done, the knight collapsed, eyes lost. 
 
    Long moments passed before Jayson crawled off and lay on his back. Oksuna turned on her side, snuggling close. The player wanted to simply drift off but even now he could sense his concubines at the door.  
 
    With a happy sigh, the player called out, “You can come in now!” 
 
    The door creaked open and concubines stepped in. Their faces were a mixture of disappointment from possibly not spending time together. Quietly they moved to the bed as Jayson sat up. 
 
    “Why so gloomy?” Jayson said with a small smile. 
 
    Dalya was at the edge. “We know you sometimes are too tired to go on after being with Oksuna. We understand.” 
 
    Jayson moved to the edge of the bed and let his feet touch the floor. Mentally summoning his backpack, it appeared next to him. 
 
    “I know you all have felt neglected with my adventuring. I cleared my time to spend it with all of you. I am just one man but don’t let that bother you. I also brought you all gifts.” 
 
    The concubine’s demeanors changed instantly. Jayson knew that they were simple to please but it still made his heart grow fonder for his harem. Opening the backpack, the knight began pulling out pink boxes with bows. Having chosen the gifts, he felt better than simply handing them over. Each concubine took a box and held it in their hands.  
 
    Naked, Jayson stood up and eyed each concubine before looking to the green woman with leaves covering her nipples and around her hips. “Petal, I know you’re often too sleepy during the night and we don’t get to spend too much time together. I bought you this to help so you wouldn’t feel left out.” 
 
    Petal moved a green hand to the top of the box and pulled off the top. The dryad’s eyes lit up as a small orb floated up from the box and hovered by her. Touching the floating orb, it glowed to life, casting an almost sunshine light around the master bedroom. The dryad’s eyes went from half closed to fully open as her skin drank in the light. 
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” Petal smiled, her drained body now filling with renewed vitality. 
 
    Jayson looked to the elf twins, “Lina and Fay, you both make me very happy but sometimes you fight to be with me.” 
 
    The blonde elf twins opened their boxes and reached in with delicate fingers. The twins pulled out silver necklaces, each one having a half of a heart. 
 
    Jayson continued, “When you both wear the necklace, you will both feel the same pleasure at the same time. The two halves are of the same heart. Now neither one has to wait for the other, you can enjoy it together.” 
 
    The twins put the necklaces on and stepped forward, hugging their lord tightly. 
 
    Jayson pulled back and turned to his newest concubine, Kara and Nara. “I know you are new to the house but it seems unfair to keep you in all the time when you talked about exploring the world.” 
 
    The hydra opened the box and pulled out a stone with runes carved on it. 
 
    “It’s a recall stone to the Turtle Islands off the east coast. Whenever you wish to go exploring on your own, you have my permission to visit the islands and enjoy your time. I saw that there are more recall stones to different vacation places all across Lukken. If you like this stone, I will get you more so you don’t have to feel trapped here.” 
 
    Kara and Nara’s eyes began to well up. With a sniffle, they rushed their new lord and hugged him fiercely. Heads moving on serpentine necks, they kissed him on the neck and lips. Jayson grinned and put his hands up, taking hold of her arms. Pulling her back, he looked to the loving hydra. Red bloomed in both sets of cheeks before she stepped back, the recall stone firmly in her hand. 
 
    The knight turned to the gorgon, her eyes on the floor and hands clasped in front of her. Jayson remembered how she didn’t want to fight during their time in the dungeon. He knew she had to be punished but he couldn’t bring himself to punish her too harshly. Silently he handed a box to the gorgon and she took it into her hands. 
 
    Gorganna lifted off the lid. Serpent eyes staring down, she reached in and pulled out several leather straps and a stone phallus. The gorgon looked up to her lord, eyes filling with excitement. 
 
    Jayson eyed her before his smile faded. “You didn’t follow my commands when we were in a desperate situation. For that, you will not be spanked. Instead, I have to show you the error of your ways and punish you.” 
 
    Gorganna nodded, “Please my lord, punish me as you see fit.” 
 
    Jayson returned the nod, “Lina and Fay, get the chair and strap our lovely gorgon in.” 
 
    The elf twins grinned as they moved off to the double door closet. Opening a door, they both took hold of a heavy wooden chair and pulled it into the bedroom. Gorganna pulled down the shoulder straps of her dress and shrugged it off. The dress pooled at her feet and she stepped out of it. Taking a seat, the twins took the leather straps and stone cock from her. The gorgon’s face had become an indifferent mask as they began to strap her arms and legs down. Legs spread apart, she adjusted in the chair to her comfort level. When the twins were finished, they waited on either side of the trapped gorgon. 
 
    Jayson turned to the kitra, “Dalya, you started with me on this grand adventure with your selfless devotion and keen mind. Because you are my first, it is only fitting that you become my chosen Lady of the harem.” 
 
    Jayson watched as the concubine grinned. He knew that when harems grew bigger, a knight had to choose one to lead them in his absence. Since his harem was small, the player didn’t think he needed one but now it seemed everything was changing. 
 
    Dalya lifted off the top of the small pink box and reached in. Eyes wide, she pulled out a staff that in no way could have fit in the box. When it was free, she twirled it in one hand and stabbed the end onto the stone floor. 
 
    “It’s a magical staff. When you activate it, it will cause fire to burn at both ends to inflict more damage. I thought my chosen Lady would have a weapon that met with her new position.” 
 
    Dalya looked to her lord and nodded with a broad smile, “I will wield it at your command.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Check in the box. You have one more thing.” 
 
    Dalya leaned the staff against her shoulder. Reaching in, she took hold of something round and soft. Pulling it from the box, her eyes widened as she screeched. Jayson knew to anyone else it would have been completely ridiculous but he couldn’t help himself and went for it anyway. Dalya jumped up, dropping the staff and the box to the floor. She held a giant ball of yarn in both hands and bounced around. A moment later she fell on her back and began tossing it up and catching it with her claws and feet, tail swishing back and forth. 
 
    The harem laughed as the kitra couldn’t resist. She purred loudly as she turned onto her stomach and began pawing it back and forth. Jayson turned to the bed, Oksuna lying on her side, eyeing her lord with a playful smirk. 
 
    “And for my sweet troll….” The player said as he handed her a small pink box. 
 
    Oksuna plucked it from his hand and opened it. Her eyes were widened as she pulled out a silver necklace with a pink stone heart. Holding it up, she looked to her lord. 
 
    “It’s a Heart of Protection. If you are ever in danger, touch it and it will cast a shield around you. When the shield is up, you can cause it to explode outward so anyone attacking you will be stunned, long enough for you to get away. It is in the rare case I fail at keeping you safe.” 
 
    The troll gave a girly smile as she put the necklace on. Rising up onto her knees, she crawled forward; the heart nestled between her large firm breasts. Hugging her lord, her shoulders trembled as she tried to hold back the tears. 
 
    The sound of muffled rain fell outside. The air was still inside but a growing electric energy filled the room. Jayson’s stomach felt uneasy as emotions played out with each of his concubines. Needing a breath of fresh air, the knight moved to the window, opened thick curtains and pushed open the stained glass. A gentle caress of afternoon air spilled in. The diffused light from the dark and rainy sky cast a comforting gloom that Jayson always enjoyed during the spring and summer months. After taking in the breeze, the naked knight turned around and nearly took a step back. 
 
    The harem of concubines stared with hungry intent. Dalya had stopped playing with her ball of yarn. The twins gazed at their lord. The hydra licked both sets of lips while leaves fell away from Petal’s green skinned body. Gorganna sat with her head turned, snakes for hair moving and staring in his direction, arms and legs struggling against the tight leather straps. 
 
    “I…uh…know your all happy with the gifts…but we don’t have to….” 
 
    “Yes, we do,” Dalya said as she stepped forward. 
 
    The mood shifted into lustful heat. Jayson stood his ground as Dalya and Petal walked over. The leaves covering the dryad’s breasts and hips fell away revealing light green nipples and a mossy green triangle of hair between her smooth thighs. Kara and Nara began to shrug off their dress. The elf twins began removing their clothes. Oksuna lay down in the bed, the sheets half covering her and a blue hand between her thick thighs, massaging her valley. 
 
    Dalya took hold of one hand while Petal took the other. Pulling, the knight had little choice but to follow. When they reached the edge of the bed, Dalya and Petal gently pushed their lord to sit down. Dalya worked to take off her black top and bottom. Petal was already naked and lowering herself to her knees. For a moment, Jayson wasn’t sure he was going to get hard but sure enough, the lust in the room caused his member to fill with blood. 
 
    With the glowing orb by the dryad’s head, she smiled brightly as she opened her mouth and took his growing member in. Tight lips pressed down and pleasure reared its wanting head. The knight again wondered how other knights managed larger harems but the thought floated away as wet sucking sounds filled the room. 
 
    Dalya’s breasts were free from the confining fabric. Crawling onto the bed, she stayed on her knees, pushing a pointed nipple into Jayson’s mouth. The want and desire caused the room to stir, wild urges pushing at digital bodies. Kara and Nara slid into bed, one pair of eyes on their lord and the other pair of eyes on Oksuna. The troll barely had a chance to smile when fingers ran along her inner thigh and touched her wet line. Kara continued to eye her lord while Nara stared at the gasping troll. Knocking Oksuna’s hand away, Nara proceeded to finger the troll’s tight line. When a finger grazed her glowing clit, the troll let out another gasp. Jayson grew harder the more he heard Oksuna gasp with bliss. 
 
    Lina and Fay looked down at Gorganna as she struggled in her bonds, her eyes on the orgy taking place on the bed. The twins smiled evilly. Fay took the stone cock while Lina began caressing the gorgon’s nipples. Gasps rose up for a moment as she struggled in her bonds. 
 
    “Our lord did say you were to be punished,” Fay said as she stepped in front of the trapped gorgon. Gorganna looked to her with half closed eyes, lips parted. The blonde elf knelt down with the stone cock in her hand. Pressing the end to her opening, wetness spilled out, coating the end as she squirmed. 
 
    As if activated, the stone cock began to vibrate and grow warm. Gorganna closed her mouth but moans travelled up her throat. Fay stared with mischief as she pressed the cock to the gorgon. Inches pushed in, spreading lips and causing Gorganna’s eyes to go wide. The vibrations of the magical cock caused a surge of bliss to rise up. Even with her light green skin, red flowed into her cheeks as her gasps quickened. 
 
    Lina watched as her sister toyed with the fellow concubine. “I’ll get the other toys,” She said as he pulled away and walked over to a chest by a stone wall. 
 
    Petal was deep throating her lord’s cock, lips touching his base. The knight could barely think as he licked at Dalya’s nipples, his own fingers touching her thin line and massaging her clit. Wetness spilled down his fingers as the kitra moved her hips to his touch, tail twitching from shocks of pleasure. 
 
    Gorganna whimpered in the chair and let out a long moan. The vibrations of the magical cock stirred her lust into a freefall. Hips bucking, an orgasm exploded as she struggled against the tight straps. Sensitivity took hold but the gorgon could not reach for the cock vibrating against her inner walls. Sucking in a deep breath, she struggled to stay quiet as another orgasm started to build. Fay watched from between green thighs, her own fingers caressing her valley. 
 
    Lina stepped back with several magical toys in her hands. Like a den mother, she moved to each couple, handing out a different toy. Fay didn’t look up but held her hand up as her sister handed her another smooth stone cock. The elf stayed between Gorganna’s thighs as she took the second stone cock and pushed it at her own line. This one didn’t vibrate but the elf preferred it that way. On her knees, she squatted down, inches pushing upward as the base rested on the rug. The elf moaned her delight as she watched the gorgon buck again to another orgasm. 
 
    The blonde elf handed out a long flexible double ended cock to the hydra. Wet fingers taking it from the elf, she pressed the end to Oksuna. The troll laid back and with a simply nod, the thick cock pushed in against tight lips. Walls spreading, the troll clutched at her fellow concubine. Kara and Nara moved their body so they were above the writhing troll. Taking the other end of the cock, they speared themselves. Inches pushed in both directions as the two heads moaned their pleasure. 
 
    “You are so beautiful, Oksuna. We have always loved your kind from the very beginning of time,” Kara and Nara said in unison. 
 
    Oksuna closed her eyes, letting the hydra ride her with the cock between them, inner walls squeezing and lips parted. Nara held the thick cock between their wet valleys while Kara fondled the troll’s oversized breasts. 
 
    Dalya pushed at her lord. Jayson crawled back onto the bed and Petal followed his cock, never letting it part from her lips. When he was fully on the bed, lying on his back, the kitra straddled his chest. Crawling forward, she pressed her wet cunt to his mouth and let out a whine when his tongue snaked out. Purring, she moved against his rough tongue.  
 
    The player could feel the growing build from deep within. Petal suckled at his member, nestled between his legs. Pre-come touched her tongue and she sucked harder. Lina moved behind the dryad, with a butt plug in her hand. Petal’s legs were slightly spread as she bobbed on her lord’s thick spear. The elf crawled onto the bed, hand smoothing over the dryad’s green ass. Pulling a cheek aside, she pressed the plug against her tight asshole. The dryad’s hips moved, nestling her ass against the smooth pointed plug end. Nectar rose up and coated the end. Lina was patient and when the dryad’s ass opened slightly, she gently pushed it in. 
 
    Petal moaned as her lord’s cock thickened in her mouth. Jayson couldn’t hold back any longer as the moans filled the master bedroom. Bodies writhing and voices carrying on, the taste of Dalya covering his mouth and spilling into his throat, it was all too much. Petal moaned her approval as spurts of molten come splashed against her throat. Sucking it down, she was greeted by a few more spurts. Jayson bucked his hips, driving his cock deep. His upper body pinned by Dalya’s lower body, he reached up and clutched at her as he licked her into submission. 
 
    The kitra let out a moan as an internal sun went supernova. Crying out, she moved her hips faster against her lord’s magical tongue. Squeezing his head between her thighs, she rode him as her body convulsed. When the bliss subsided, the kitra crawled off. Jayson lay there, mind reeling from the orgasm when Petal crawled along his body and sat on his face. The butt plug pressed against his upper chest as she flexed her asshole. Pleasure spiked as her lord’s tongue slithered out and touched her dripping pussy. 
 
    Jayson felt cool air on his wet cock. Lost to Petal’s flowing nectar, lips touched and caressed his half hard cock. The player knew his concubines well as Lina closed her lips around his shaft. The elf sucked at his cock, teasing it back to life.  
 
    Petal looked down, the glowing orb next to her head. Oval eyes stared as her lord licked and sucked at her tight valley. Jayson opened his eyes to see a small lock appear by the Dryad’s head. It unlocked and disappeared. 
 
    Petal’s oval eyes went wide. “I have a new ability,” she seethed. 
 
    Jayson stared up at the dryad. Breasts bouncing, Petal smiled. Her wetness suddenly changed and flowed onto Jayson’s tongue. The player let out his own muffled groan as new vitality surged through his body and into his cock. Lina shifted her head as her lord’s cock stiffened. Any hint of soreness floated away as renewed passion seeped into Jayson’s mind and body. The elf pulled her lips away from his cock. Moving up, she mounted her lord, inches pushing up. Her walls opened and she slid down. 
 
    Fay was enjoying the view of Gorganna’s punishment. The gorgon had multiple orgasms but the vibrating cock would not stop and Lina was not going to take it out. When her sister sank down on their lord’s member, a rush of bliss slammed into her senses. With her smooth phallus buried deep, the elf let out a small scream and began sobbing from the flood of pleasure. She cried out as the necklace she and her sister had begun sharing their pleasure. Lina sank down to the base of her lord’s cock and the flood of her sister having pleasure burned through her senses. The twins moved up and down in unison, spikes of pleasure whipping at their resolve. A few moments later, they came with matching whimpering cries. 
 
    Jayson heard the whimpers and moans. Gazing up at Petal’s bouncing tits, he grunted as bursts of come spit into Lina’s tight pussy. The elf squeezed against her lord’s expanding cock. Riding him, she forced him to spurt again and again. Dalya was close, eyeing her fellow concubines as they rode their lord, her own hand taking hold of Petal’s plug and moving it to her sensitive asshole. 
 
    Jayson felt himself stay rock hard as Lina continued to ride him. He had no idea how he was still hard but if it had anything to do with Petal’s new ability, then his harem was going to be that much more demanding.  
 
    The rainy day showered on against the stony keep. Jayson played with his concubines as the sun slowly set behind the clouds. Mind and body preoccupied, he pressed on as he showered his concubines with love and they took turns showing their affection in many different ways.  
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson lay in the large bed, tangled with arms and legs all around him. Eyes opening, he looked around. The bed was filled with his harem, everyone sleeping. Dalya slept with her head resting on his stomach, his cock still in her mouth. Oksuna was close, nuzzling into his neck. Turning his head, Gorganna was still in the chair, the stone cock vibrating. The gorgon had fallen asleep or passed out. Her body moved a little from another forced orgasm as her head lay back against the chair.  
 
    Rain continued to fall as the shroud of night covered the land. Jayson moved, trying to untangle himself from the beautiful monster girls surrounding him. Soreness had taken hold and he winced. Thinking back, he couldn’t remember how the evening ended. He figured he must have passed out at some point, not that it would stop his love hungry concubines. 
 
    A loud boom echoed through the mansion keep. Jayson knew it was the iron knocker at the front door. Petal lifted her head, eyes open and the globe of light by her. She smiled to her lord and moved from the tangle of bodies. 
 
    “I will answer the door. Stay here my lord,” the dryad said, and turned and left the bedroom. 
 
    Jayson lay as he listened. The door opened and a short moment later it closed. The knight found himself fondling Oksuna with one of his hands as the doors to the master bedroom opened. Jayson looked over and instantly sat up. 
 
    Sonja stood in her blue light armor. Her hair was hanging straight around her face. She was wet as if she had been standing in the rain for a long time. Water dripped off her, soaking up into the rug. Her eyes carried a haunted expression. The player wondered how long had she been out in the rain. Moving from the bodies around him, he slipped to the edge of the bed and stood up. 
 
    “Sonja, are you…..” Jayson said before trailing off. 
 
    The blue knight stepped forward, silent as a grave. Hand reaching up, she pressed her palm to her chest. Armor and clothes faded away. Jayson stared as the knight stepped closer, eyes filled with a desire that could not be ignored. Firm breasts bounced with each step as thin rivers of rain water rolled down her naked body. Even now, the sight of her took the knight’s breath away. He had always spent time with Sonja and Lance, but never alone. Jayson liked it but did feel like something was missing. 
 
    Sonja stepped close, eyes half shy and full of desire. Hand reaching out, she caressed Jayson’s hanging cock. The knight wanted to wince but something primal had taken hold. Heart beating, blood flowed and his cock twitched to her touch. The blue knight wrapped her fingers around his member, stroking him slowly with one hand while her other hand reached up and smoothed over her own pointed nipple. A small gasp fell from her lips as she stroked him, too shy to look up.  
 
    Jayson brought up his hand and cupped her chin, raising her face up so their eyes could meet. The blue-eyed beauty stared into his eyes, wide and unafraid. 
 
    “Sonja…” The knight said. 
 
    “I need you,” Sonja whispered. 
 
    Releasing his cock, she curled her arms around his neck. Her body pressed against his, Jayson’s cock rising up between her inner thighs. Nipples dug into his hard chest as he wrapped his arms around her waist. The blue knight made little sounds, moving her hips, Jayson’s shaft pressing against her pink wet lips. Wetness coated Jayson’s shaft as she moved along it, causing him to harden further. 
 
    “I dream of you….I dream of us…” Sonja said in a heated whisper. 
 
    Pushing, Jayson fell back onto the bed. The concubines stirred from their slumber to see their lord sitting and Sonja lowering to her knees. Eyes watching, the blue knight took Jayson’s throbbing cock into her mouth. She looked up as inches pushed past her warm lips. The knight stared down, lost to her beauty. Tongue running along his shaft, she bobbed her head. The tempo was soothing as Jayson stared at her. The blue knight suckled, tongue against the tip and slithering against the hole. 
 
    When Jayson let out a moan, Sonja pulled from his throbbing cock. Crawling onto him, she lowered herself against the tip of his meaty member. Nearly trembling, wetness spilled down his cock as the tip spread her pink lips. Jayson cupped her round ass, helping her along as she slid down. Thick inches spread her walls and small gasps filled the room. 
 
    The concubines watched, nearly drunk from sex. Sonja cried out when she reached the base. Jayson held her as his cock fit in her tight and snug valley. Sonja began to move, squeezing and sliding on him. The knight held her close, tits bouncing against his chin. Opening his mouth, he took a pert nipple and sucked on it lovingly. Sonja cried out another moan, the sweet sensations from between her legs and nipple causing her to up the tempo. Oksuna watched as the knights held each other, animal urges clawing at their very being. 
 
    “I…need you….” Sonja said between breaths. “I need to come…..I need you..to come….claim me….fuck me…” 
 
    Jayson’s breathing grew as the blue knight begged. She whispered in his ear, calling on him to mark her, to come in her any way he wanted. The warmth between them grew. Jayson took hold of her hips, shoving her down to his base. The knight squirmed but did not slow down. 
 
    Jayson stared at her as her eyes closed, bouncing up and down on his cock. Lips parted and her nipple fell away. Holding her tightly, he wanted nothing more than to do as she said, claim her over and over again. White touched the edge of their visions as movements grew to a fevered pitch. 
 
    “…..love me….” Sonja said in the barest of whispers. 
 
    “…I..do…” Jayson whispered back. 
 
    Sonja clutched to him, eyes squeezing shut. Nerves tightened nearly to the breaking point. Spirals of pure bliss rose up in multiple explosions. The blue knight cried out, eyes rolling back into her head. Jayson held her close as she trembled, riding his cock up and down like she was possessed. The knight felt the push from deep within, pleasure causing his cock to thicken, this in turn caused Sonja to moan with ragged gasps, her inner walls trying to accommodate him. 
 
    Jayson took one long look of the beautiful knight, the smoothness of her neck, her beautiful blue eyes, and her beautiful power rolling over him like a storm. The primal urges reached their zenith. White seed spurted upward into her tight valley, heat painting her insides. 
 
    “Jayson!” Sonja screamed as another cluster of orgasms went off. 
 
    From the open window, in the rain, a white knight stood. Darkness shrouded him but he looked on, absorbing everything he was witnessing. Sonja cried out again and again as Jayson stared at her with loving eyes. The white knight’s fingers curled into a fist as he watched the couple slow their movements. Sonja stayed on Jayson’s lap, not letting go of his cock. The two knights held each other, drinking in bliss. 
 
    The white knight turned his head and walked to the half wall. With a leap, he was over it. Rain soaked into his armor and clothes as he walked away, heart heavy and eyes lost. 
 
    Sonja sat in Jayson’s lap for a long time. Uncurling her arms and legs from him, she stepped off his still hard cock. Jayson eyed her, wondering if this was something they had both wanted since they met. 
 
    The blue knight pulled back her hair and let out a satisfied breath. Turning, she looked at the knight admiring her figure. 
 
    “Page 88,” Sonja said in a low voice. 
 
    Jayson raised an eyebrow, “What?” 
 
    “Page 88,” Sonja said with a sly smile before mentally hitting the log out command. 
 
    Jayson stared as Sonja blew him a kiss and faded from sight. Mystified, the player was to his feet. Trying to figure out what she meant, it hit him like a hammer. Without any further word, the knight mentally pressed his log out command. 
 
    The world shifted and faded away until darkness blanketed everything. Jason reached up and took hold of his MEG helmet and lifted it off. Body covered in sweat, he threw the helmet onto the bed as he stood up. Eyes wild, he stepped over to the tiny kitchen table, on it the book laid. 
 
    Jason scooped it up and started flipping pages. When he reached page 88, he saw in the corner, written in pen, a phone number. The young man gazed at it, heart beating madly in his chest. Stepping across the room, he fished his cell phone from his coat. Putting the book down but still open to the page, he dialed the number. The phone rang once before it was picked up. 
 
    Jason held his breath, waiting to hear her real voice. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Jason stood in the empty hallway with a rose in his hand. His boots were caked with dirty snow, melting and forming a puddle under him. The door stood in front of him and the young man had a difficult time simply knocking. Sonja’s soft voice over the phone lured him here but now, his hands shook with anxiety. 
 
    Taking a moment, Jason stretched out his fingers and closed them. Taking in a deep breath, he tried to hold back his nervousness. In the game, he had become a knight on an important quest but now he stood in front of a door, a sub-normal guy with butterflies in his stomach. 
 
    Jason raised a hand to knock but simply held it in the air. Questions rolled through his head. What if she’s ugly or a serial killer or both? An inner voice tried to soothe away his fears, whispering that he was being ridiculous. It could barely contain the storm of uncertainty crashing against his sanity. He’d never done anything like this before. If he had never played Lewd Knights, he would never have called a number left for him, let alone visit their apartment. Information cascaded over his mind as he tried to hold it together. He found it hard to believe that a player he had grown so close to was living in the same city. It boggled his mind on the chances but again, he thought the game may have done this on purpose. 
 
    “The game is not doing this,” Jason said to no one in particular. 
 
    Doubt loomed as he tried to make sense of all of it. Technology and artificial intelligence was growing at an alarming rate. Connections are being born for every person on the planet to find one another. Why was it so farfetched that people would come together over same likes and desires? Did he find love or did a computer guide love to him? Was Sonja going to cut him up and leave his body parts in dumpsters all over the city? 
 
    A light flickered under the door, a shadow moving. Jason was about to turn around and run for it when the door cracked open. The young man was rooted to the spot, staring with incredibly wide eyes. A chain hung, keeping the door from opening fully. A shy face looked up and their eyes met. 
 
    The woman had straight hair, surrounding her face and framing it. Thick, black rimmed glasses stood on her nose but blue eyes stared back. Skin pale as alabaster glowed in the dim light as small lips curved into a shy smile. Jason was pleasantly surprised to see she had a similar appearance to her avatar. Despite her slightly anime appearance in the game, her eyes were hauntingly beautiful. They transcended the digital world and even the glasses couldn’t contain them. It reminded him of her true self and the nervous anxiety in his hands bled away.     
 
    “I thought I heard something,” The young woman paused for a moment, drinking in his appearance. “You look just like your avatar but your hair is a dark sandy blonde. I like it.” 
 
    Jason awkwardly held out the single rose. “For you,” he nearly stammered. 
 
    The woman smiled and closed the door. The sound of the chain moving made Jason even more nervous. He wondered if she was calling the cops right now. The door opened again wider. The woman wore a thick black sweater and yoga pants. Silently she beckoned him in. 
 
    Jason stepped in, tracking melting snow into her small hallway. Looking down, he let out a huff, “I’m sorry. There’s still snow outside and I didn’t knock it all off.” 
 
    The woman closed the door and locked it, “It’s okay. You can take them off and leave them by the door.” 
 
    The woman took the rose from his hands and put it to her nose. Jason began stepping out of his boots as he stared like mad man. 
 
    “Sonja, I’m sorry if I’m staring. I still can’t believe we are meeting in person.” 
 
    The woman kept her smile, “In all the excitement, I forgot to tell you my real name, it’s Rachel.” 
 
    Jason nodded as his shoe came off. “Sorry, I….” 
 
    “You don’t have to apologize. I know this is new for both of us. Thank you for the flower. Come in and make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    Jason took off his coat and put it on a peg by the door. He followed as Rachel turned around and walked down a small hallway. Opening up, the young man took in the big beautiful living room. There was a couch, large flat screen TV, book shelves filled with hundreds of books. To the right was a small kitchen and to the left a small hallway and two doors. 
 
    “This is my living room. Bathroom is down the hall and my bedroom is across from it. I spend most of my time in here when I’m not in the game or at work,” Rachel smiled. 
 
    Jason nodded as he looked around. Two windows stood on either side of the flat screen, snow clouding the glass. The air smelled of incense and it spread warmth into his face. A coffee table in the shape of a chest took up the middle of the room. A bottle of wine and two empty glasses stood. 
 
    “Sit on the couch while I get a corkscrew,” Rachel said and turned toward the kitchen. 
 
    Jason looked around, shoulders tight and eyes wide. A moment later, Rachel was picking up the bottle and stabbing the corkscrew in, after a few turns, the cork pulled and red wine in turn poured into each glass. Jason was still standing as Rachel reached down and handed him a glass. The young man stared, trying to decipher what was really going on. Rachel appeared almost the same age as him but he wasn’t sure. Blue eyes looked to him and she held up a glass. They toasted and took a big sip. 
 
    “You can sit down. I won’t bite,” Rachel said with a small smile. 
 
    Jason looked at the couch and then sat. Rachel sat down, a foot of space between them. Curling her legs under her, she took another sip and simply gazed at the man in her apartment. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I’m being strange. This is so weird right now,” Jason said rather quickly. 
 
    “I knew it would be, that’s why I’m hoping the wine will help relax you.” 
 
    “I don’t really drink but I’m sure the wine will help.” 
 
    Jason looked to the woman eyeing him. “I have to ask; how did you find me? How did you know where I worked so you could leave the book?” 
 
    Rachel took another sip before speaking, “You talk in your sleep. I asked you some questions and you started to answer them. At first I was having fun but I couldn’t resist finding out more.” 
 
    Jason eyed his glass, “Stalking is normally a bad thing but in this case, I don’t mind at all.” 
 
    Rachel’s small smile faded away. 
 
    Jason looked over and instantly tensed up, “I’m sorry! I just…I was making a joke….I know it came out wrong…” 
 
    Rachel broke out into a small giggle as Jason floundered before her very eyes. “You have to relax. I’m the same person you know in the game. We’re just sitting down in real life and having a conversation.” 
 
    Jason’s shoulders deflated, “I know. I’m still getting used to it.” 
 
    A long pause of silence fell between them. Jason fiddled with the stem of his wine glass while Rachel gazed at him, a silent humor filling the corners of her eyes. The apartment seemed to grow warmer and the young man wondered if it was the wine. Eyes glancing over, he could see she was comfortable. Rachel adjusted her legs under her and Jason noticed how the sweater seemed to hug her in all the right places. Heat further crawled up his neck as he looked away, not wanting to be rude. 
 
    “Is there anything I can do to help you relax?” Rachel smiled. 
 
    Jason stiffened as his mind raced. He thought that he would have no idea who she was or how she could help, but he realized that he knew her so well. His gamer side rushed to the forefront of his thoughts, a deep wanting to force his lips to her and see where the night took them. Instead, he sat, lips locked and a crown of shyness on his head. 
 
    “We….could just talk…” Jason said in a low voice. “What do you do for a living?” 
 
    Rachel eyed him as she took a sip, “I’m an assistant editor for a fashion magazine. The job is okay but it can be a little demanding.” 
 
    Jason nodded as he tried to come up with more questions.  
 
    Rachel continued, “I’ve seen you become so comfortable in Lewd Knights. Is it weird to see me in person?” 
 
    “It’s sort of weird but, well, in the game I feel like I can’t fuck up too bad but here….ugh..I feel like I’m being the weirdo.” 
 
    Rachel regarded him as her eyes lowered, “I feel like I’m being the weirdo. I never invite anyone over. I’ve lived here for two years and you’re the first guy I ever had over.” 
 
    “I’m the first? I find that hard to believe. You’re so beautiful that I thought guys would be knocking on your door every night.” 
 
    Rachel’s cheeks glowed pink. 
 
    Jason stared at her and continued, “It’s true. I know you’re my friend in the game and we shared our time but, right now, I want to know more about you.” 
 
    Rachel put down the glass and sat back in the comfy couch, “What would you like to know?” 
 
    “Tell me a story from your life? Tell me a private one,” Jason asked; eyes on the woman a foot away from him. 
 
    Rachel was quiet for a moment, head tilting down, and eyes reliving memories, “Okay but you have to do the same.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jason said with quiet conviction. 
 
    Rachel refilled her glass and held it up. Taking a sip, her eyes turned sideways as she spoke, “My mother was a little crazy, crazy for guys. We moved from place to place after her wild romances with one guy after the next. I always remembered her to fall so easily in love and just as easily fall out. I was along for the ride but I knew I was an accident that she begrudgingly took care of. 
 
    “While we moved around, she found one guy that was awful. He verbally abused her all the time and she ate it up until one day he hit her. My mom packed up our things and moved out, not sure where we were going to live. I was twelve at the time and it felt like we were going through the same motions we always did. I had developed a thick skin by that point. 
 
    “We moved into a town upstate and had been living on the streets. Thank goodness it was summer. One night we walked into a grocery store and my mom was begging if we could have some food for the night. I remember the look of disgust on the person behind the register but there was a man on line behind us. He tapped my mom on the shoulder and said to pick out anything and he would pay for it. I could tell my mom was star struck. She grabbed a few things off shelves while I stood by the register with the nice man. He introduced himself as Derek. He talked to me while my mom filled a grocery basket. He cracked a stupid joke and it was the first time I smiled in a long time.” 
 
    Rachel shifted in her seat, “I hope this isn’t too heavy. I feel like I can tell you anything.” 
 
    Jason’s gaze was locked on Rachel, “No, please continue. I just..wow…my mind blown.” 
 
    Rachel took a long sip before continuing, “Derek offered the spare bedroom in his home for us to stay the night. My mom said yes and he showed us to his car. Normally I think people would be weirded out by someone being so generous but if you saw the look in his eyes, you could tell he was a good man. 
 
    “To make a long story short, Derek was the local minister for a small church. His wife died a few months earlier and he was spending his time helping people. He was a complete gentleman with my mom and me. We were only meant to stay a night but then it turned into a week and then longer. He showed us around town and talked endlessly with my mother. I knew she was going to fall for him but I was okay with it. He was an amazing man but life was a little harsh, his wife dying from cancer. I think he just wanted to help people to handle his grieving. 
 
    “It didn’t take long for my mom to fall in love and he didn’t seem to mind at all. After two months, she was in his bed and I had my own bedroom. We went to church every Sunday but he didn’t force it on us. My mom knew this was the chance she needed to get her life together. I went to school and my mom spent her time pleasing the minister. She went to church and began to change her life to suit him.” 
 
    Rachel took another sip before continuing, “Derek was a really nice man who wanted to help. A year later they married and he adopted me as his own. I went to a good school and he helped push me to be successful.” 
 
    Jason leaned his arm against the couch, his head lying against it, staring. Rachel shifted in her seat again. 
 
    “My mom became very religious and was harping on me to be a good girl and never become like her. She insisted I couldn’t have any boyfriends and watched me like a hawk. I had no real friends because of it but I was a teenage girl and my own urges were out of control.” 
 
    Rachel made eye contact with Jason, “I never told anyone else this but I want to tell you.” 
 
    Jason reached over and took Rachel’s hand into his, giving it a squeeze, “Being best friends in the game also means we are best friends in real life.” 
 
    Rachel nodded, eyes watering a little as a great weight lifted from her slender shoulders. “My mom had become such a harpy; she would barge in on me if I was too quiet. She caught me masturbating once and gave me hell for it, telling me that I was an awful person. It worked for a while. I thought I was evil for having such urges which only further confused me. 
 
    “She was a hypocrite because I could hear her and Derek almost every night. The things she said would make anyone blush. I used to sneak out of my room and listen to them as they went on. Derek was a nice man but he had urges and it seemed he couldn’t control himself around my mom. Soon I was sitting by their door every night, listening as they fucked each other into exhaustion. It wasn’t long before I was pleasuring myself to it, listening to every word. It was the only time I had where my mom wasn’t constantly watching me.”  
 
    Rachel squeezed Jason’s hand, “I can’t explain it but I know I can tell you these things. I don’t feel any shame but I do worry that you would freak out. I can’t help myself around you. It has been bothering me the months we’ve played together. I’ve wanted to spill everything out but I was afraid of losing you.” 
 
    Jason’s shoulders relaxed, “Rachel, you could never scare me off.” 
 
    Rachel gave a slight nod, “Deep down I know but the fear is still very real. You have been amazing and every day that passed, I wanted to know you in real life.” 
 
    “I feel the same.” 
 
    “The reason I told you this story is because I feel like I can talk to you. I have my own hang ups on sex and relationships but I wanted to share a piece of me with you. I joined Lewd Knights because I wanted to be free with my body without being judged. I didn’t expect to meet someone like you so quickly.” 
 
    Jason grinned, “Me neither.” 
 
    Rachel took a big gulp of wine, “Okay, your turn.” 
 
    Jason looked to the snow-covered window before turning back to Rachel, her full attention on him, “I’m a virgin.” 
 
    Rachel’s eyes widened to the size of saucers. 
 
    Jason quickly continued, “It’s not something I’m proud of. I know you know I have terrible social anxiety but it goes deeper. My parents had to move us to another town because my next-door neighbor was crazy.” 
 
    Rachel raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Uh, I’m not explaining myself correctly. I was always a shy kid. I was ten and my neighbor was fourteen. She was a little crazy and daring at her age. Her parents were never around and she used to be back and forth at our house. One night, she was babysitting me. My parents had gone out to dinner and I was watching TV. Her name was Brittney. She turned off the TV and asked me if we could play a game. I didn’t think much of it and said okay. She stripped me down and had me touch her over her shirt. I didn’t feel weird when it happened.” 
 
    Jason’s hand trembled as he spoke, “It became weird when she pulled out her cell phone and took pictures of me naked. Then she wanted me to touch her in private places and threatened to put those pictures online if I didn’t do as she said.” 
 
    Rachel sat up straight. 
 
    “I complied but she thought it would be funny to post the pictures anyway. By eleven, I was being tortured at school by the other kids. Everyone had seen me naked and being a shy kid, they double downed on it. Brittney couldn’t babysit me anymore but my parents didn’t want to press charges since she was having a hard life anyway. They fought with the school to do something about the bullying but our family wasn’t rich or influential so they did nothing.  
 
    “I had become so scared of going to school; I shook uncontrollably almost every morning. My parents felt they couldn’t do anything to change what had happened so they sold their house and we moved to another town but the damage was done.” 
 
    Jason looked off, “My mom always told me I was such a spirited kid until that ugly incident. My parents encouraged me to start making friends in the new town but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. I sort of fell into a group but I was the quiet one that sort of hung around. I watched as they dated each other and soon started having sex with each other. I watched and studied, trying to be okay with myself and try to not make the same mistakes they would.  
 
    “As time went on, I grew disgusted with relationships. I moved out of my parents and made the big leap. I moved to the city and here I’ve been. My little apartment is my true home but I haven’t really made any friends here. When I heard of Lewd Knights, I thought, finally, I could interact with other people but remain anonymous.” 
 
    Jason curled his trembling fingers into a fist, “I’m still having a difficult time with it but I want to try.” 
 
    Rachel’s eyes were round and soulful, “You know you can tell me anything. It won’t go beyond us.” 
 
    Jason nodded, “Deep down, I know but it’s still a bit unnerving.” 
 
    “You don’t seem like a virgin when we we’re together,” Rachel said with a disarming smile. 
 
    “That’s because I watch a lot of porn,” Jason said absentmindedly. 
 
    Rachel’s eyes bulged before she put her hand to her mouth to try and contain her laughter. 
 
    Jason’s face grew red, “I mean…well…I have a big imagination and tend to watch romantic porn and….” 
 
    Rachel pulled her hand from her lips and grinned.  
 
    Jason continued, “I know I’m coming off like a pervert but I always figured you had to open your heart up to find love and….” 
 
    “Is that why you chose the bi-sexual kink?” Rachel asked. 
 
    Jason slowly nodded, “I did because I have no idea what I want so I thought I’d try everything. Why not try my perversions in Lewd Knights and see what I really want?” 
 
    Rachel finished her glass and poured some more wine into her and Jason’s glass, “It makes sense and I know you like monster girls a lot.” 
 
    “I feel the connection of being a weirdo with weird girls, if that makes any sense.” 
 
    “It makes perfect sense to me. I like the monster boys too but….can you tell me a little more about the romantic porn?” 
 
    Jason gave a nervous smirk, “Um…I find these videos where…the couple seems really into each other. I tend to like those the most.” 
 
    Rachel turned her head to her coffee table. Reaching down, she picked up a keyboard that was on the lower shelf. Hitting a corner button, her flat screen came to life. Tapping at a few keys, a search engine came up. 
 
    “Give me a name,” Rachel smiled. 
 
    Jason’s heart fluttered in his chest. He never thought anyone would ask what kind of porn he watched, and here she was asking to find it online with him. Blurting out a name, Rachel began typing away. The screen flashed and under the results, the video was the first one. Without skipping a beat, Rachel tapped play and put the keyboard on the coffee table. 
 
    Jason turned his attention to the screen. Rachel sat back, making herself comfortable. The video began to play, showing a young couple making breakfast. They were wearing short white robes and everything appeared normal. The man came up behind the woman and circled his arms around her waist. The woman’s hand reached up and caressed his cheek. The food sat on the table but the couple was into each other. He sniffed at her neck while his hand glided along her curves. She let out a gasp as his fingers moved over her large chest. Holding her close, it was obvious the couple was really into each other. Fingers reached in the top of her robe, caressing her breasts and playing with her nipples. The breathing between them grew and bodies moved to primal urges. 
 
    Jason glanced over at Rachel. She sat, eyes on the screen with a small smirk appearing. The couple couldn’t take it anymore. The woman broke away and ran up the lavish stairs, her man close behind. They burst through a doorway to an airy and bright bedroom; windows open to a lush tree line. Even at this moment, Jason could feel himself hardening. This video was one of his favorites and his body responded. 
 
    It wasn’t long before robes fell away and the couple was on the bed, licking and touching each other like wild animals in heat. Rachel looked over and could see Jason shift uncomfortably on the couch, hiding his growing bulge. Moving closer, she closed the distance between them, pressing her chest to his arm and laying her head on his shoulder. Jason froze, knowing she liked to do that in the game and a natural feeling of affection washed against is nerves. The young man settled down as Rachel’s body heat relaxed him, smoothing out his nervous feelings. 
 
    “In some ways, you remind me of Derek but in many ways, you’re better,” Rachel said in a hush tone. 
 
    Anyone else could have taken that as a back handed comment but Jason knew better. He knew her even though they didn’t talk much before this very night. She meant it as the highest compliment she could give to another man. She found her step father special and she wanted to express it to him. Jason smiled as she snuggled in closer, hand on his thigh. 
 
    Jason’s temperature went up, “I’ve…never been…..” 
 
    “I know,” Rachel said with an understanding and soothing voice. “I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want but I want you to know that the same rules apply here as they do in the game.” 
 
    Rachel turned her head and looked up with sultry sweet eyes, “You can do anything you want to me. I will only please you.” 
 
    Jayson’s cock became rock hard, straining against the inside of his jeans. Rachel moved her hand over his bulge, fingers gliding along the raised shaft. The rush of blood and wine made him dizzy as he tried to process what was happening. They had just met but it felt like they had known each other all their lives.  
 
    “I’m on the pill. You can use me and abuse me.” 
 
    “Rachel, I….I’m not sure. In the game, it’s different but here….” 
 
    Moans rose up from the flat screen, the guy sitting up and the woman between his legs, bobbing on his thick cock. He caressed her neck as she pleased him. Wild thoughts flashed in Jason’s mind of them together. Lance came into view and the young man felt a strange tug at his heart. 
 
    “What about Lance? The three of us have always been together except for the last time. Is what we’re doing…..” 
 
    Rachel fixed her glasses but still looked to Jason with hazy eyes, “I love both of you but I don’t know if I could handle being with you both in real life. I….I want to see how it is with you…before….” She trailed off. 
 
    “If he finds out, he won’t be happy.” 
 
    Rachel ran her fingers over Jason’s bulge while moans spilled from the flat screen, “Can you be with a man, in real life? Would you be with me and Lance together?” 
 
    Jason grew silent. He couldn’t answer the question. His heart was open but he knew deep down that relationships in reality can get messy. He had never been with a man or a woman and didn’t know if he could fully commit to it. Mind spinning, he remained mute as Rachel took hold of his zipper and began pulling it down. 
 
    “It’s okay. We can take it easy and maybe talk about it later. How about right now we just focus on us, watch the movie and I can play with your cock.” 
 
    Jason silently nodded as fingers pulled down his boxers by the band. Rachel took hold of his stiff cock and pulled it free from its fabric prison. The wine made everything warm and cozy as Jason stared down at Rachel. She looked up for a moment before turning and letting her tongue slip out. Nerves flared as she licked the end of his circumcised cock. Jason couldn’t watch the porn any longer, eyes firmly pointed at Rachel. Playfully she sucked at the end, making the same little moans she made in the game. 
 
    A comfort flowed over him as Rachel took several more inches into her mouth. With a long stroke, she pulled back as her hand took hold of his shaft. 
 
    “Your cock tastes so good,” She whispered as she wrapped her lips around it and began suckling again. 
 
    Jason couldn’t believe that it felt almost exactly the same as when they were in the game. The differences were her scent, which came up like jasmine and that her mouth felt more in tuned in reality. Hips moving, the young man found himself spearing her lips, pushing inches further in. Rachel moaned her approval as she gladly took him past her tongue and touching the back of her throat. 
 
    With Jason’s cock in her mouth, hands moved to unbutton his jeans and pull at his shirt. Jason took hold of his shirt, pulling it up while he raised his hips up. Rachel moaned as she took hold of his jeans and boxers and pulled them down. Shifting her body off the couch, she pulled away from Jason’s wet cock and kneeled before him.  
 
    “Undress,” Jason said with a simple command. 
 
    The heat between them grew. Rachel grabbed her thick sweater and pulled it over her head and tossed it aside. Jason stared at her, drinking in her form as she pulled down her yoga pants. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties as her clothes came off. Light brown nipples pointed from heavy breasts. Between her thick thighs, a small triangle of hair curled above and around puffy pink lips. Jason noticed that her body was slightly thinner in the game but not by much. She even reduced her breast size in the game which he found ridiculous because he thought they looked perfect. 
 
    When Rachel was naked as at his feet, a small shyness crept into her, “I know I don’t look like my avatar but…..” 
 
    “But nothing, you are beautiful,” Jason finished. 
 
    Eyes drank in Jason’s knowing smile. The shyness faded and she hungrily consumed his cock. Lips pressed tightly as she moaned. Jason was so turned on; he could already feel the urge to shoot his come. Losing control, she whimpered a moan. Rachel took long strokes with her lips, up and down until his cock bulged. A moment later, her eyes widened a little as spurts of come splashed in her mouth. Drinking it down, she sucked a few more spurts as Jason let out a deep groan of pleasure. When the spurts stopped, Rachel pulled back, come dripping down from the corner of her mouth. 
 
    Jason’s eyes were wide, “I’m sorry. I was just so turned on….” 
 
    “That’s okay. I know you can go again. How about we go to the bedroom?” 
 
    Rachel stood up, not waiting for an answer. Jason looked at her wonderful curves and shapely ass and thighs. Eyes moving along her silky skin, her small nipples stood at attention as she reached down and took his hand. Jason stood up, his cock already getting half hard. Before she could pull him with her, the young man took hold of her and kissed her deeply. He could taste his own come in her mouth as tongues swirled. Hands took hold of her ass and squeezed. He had been with her many times and naturally his actions spilled into their reality. 
 
    Rachel pulled back with a mischievous smile. Pulling him along, she led him down a small hallway to the bedroom door. Opening it, her room was simple with a large bed, small shelf, a desk and computer chair. On the desk was a PC but there was also the Lewd Knights game console. Draped over the computer chair was a white suit with blue lines running over it. On the seat was her MEG helmet. 
 
    “You have the new MEG suit?” Jason asked as he looked at it. 
 
    “Yea, it really adds another layer to the game. I can feel you all over when you touch me…but I must admit, I want you to touch me all over right here, right now.” 
 
    Rachel pulled Jason to the bed and they both flopped down. The two lovers gazed into each other’s eyes, hands caressing each other’s bodies. Jason found his hand gliding over her hip and running between creamy thighs, when he touched her pink lips, his fingers came away wet. Rachel parted her legs and Jason ran his fingers over her pink line and engorged clit. Rachel gasped and cooed to his touch. He knew exactly where to touch her and she took hold of his arm, her arms trembling. 
 
    Rachel’s breathing intensified and this only made Jason rock hard once again. On their sides, he took hold of his cock and pressed the head to her feminine line. Rachel took hold of his waist, urging him to spear her. Jason pushed at her wet opening. There was some resistance but a second later, walls parted and then his cock slid in.  
 
    “Fuck me deep….” Rachel begged. 
 
    Jason took hold of her ass and pushed her entire body on his cock. When he reached the hilt, he stayed there to savor it. Rachel wiggled, wetness spilling around his cock. The young man let his hungry beast out. Turning her onto her back, he speared her deep. Rachel clutched at him, legs spread wide to accommodate him. Hips moved as Jason’s lips kissed her stiff nipples. Tongue snaking out, he licked and soon suckled at her. 
 
    The two lovers were locked in their embrace, feeling and holding each other while bodies connected beyond muscle and flesh. Jason stared as Rachel writhed under him, moving against his cock and begging for him to fuck her over and over again. The sound of their bodies filled the room with a primal symphony. Rachel squeezed with each deep stroke. Jason stared like a mad man, driving himself deep while she gasped under him. Wide eyed, he never knew being with an actual person could feel so good. The taste of ambrosia swirled. Rachel lifted her head up as Jason pushed down. Teeth showing, she bit his neck and suckled. The stinging sucking motion caused his cock to expand. Rachel gave muffled whimpers as his cock touched her along her sensitive spot and rubbed.  
 
    Wet thoughts flooded Rachel’s sex addled mind. The urge for release was growing as her body tensed, ready to orgasm. A wild confusion took over as the vibration played on, stringing her nerves like a violin. When the proper chord was struck, Rachel pulled her head back, eyes round and staring. Jason had a look of determination as he upped the tempo. Rachel clutched to him as deep moans rose up. She couldn’t believe it was going to actually happen in real life. Heart bursting from seeing her lover so wanting, needing her, nerves exploded. A deep hiss rose up as Rachel clawed and clung to him. The internal explosions spiraled outward and bliss cascaded over frayed nerves. Wetness surged and spilled from her full valley.  
 
    Jason looked down as he was coated in wetness. It did nothing to slow him down but a sly smile filled his lips. Rachel let out long ragged moans as a spike of ecstasy penetrated her very soul. Wetness spilled and soaked into the bed under her but she couldn’t stop as another orgasm flared and then another. Jason could see that her eyes were lost to untold pleasure.  
 
    Slowing down, Jason took hold of Rachel. Confused, she let him pull out and turn her over onto her stomach. Jason mentally soaked up her curvy ass as he placed his wet member between her cheeks. Rachel barely lifted her head as Jason took hold of his cock and stabbed it at her dripping valley. Sliding in, Rachel’s head buried in the pillow and she bit it, bliss soaring. Jason held her down gently, pushing as deep as he could go. Hips smacked into her voluptuous ass until the urges could not be contained. 
 
    “Fill my pussy….” Rachel commanded in a hard whisper. 
 
    Jason’s throbbing cock expanded and he lost control of his body. Rachel moaned loudly as he punished her, forcing her to orgasm again as spurts of hot come burst forth, mixing with her honey. With little control, it went on for long moments before Jason pulled out and collapsed onto his back. 
 
    Rachel snuggled in close. The two lovers stared at each other and began to laugh. A comfort rolled through their bodies as senses were dazzled. Holding each other, they lay in each other’s arms, taking in their scents and body heat. After long wonderful minutes, Rachel felt Jason’s cock twitch again against her leg. 
 
    No words were spoken as she gently stroked life back into his manhood. Bodies barely recovered, they kissed and pressed themselves close, ready to let their bodies sing together once more. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jason waved goodbye as Rachel blew him a kiss. Closing the door, the young man stepped down the small set of stairs and soon exited the building into the night air. Rachel asked for him to stay but Jason declined. They talked and had an amazing time but even Jason knew he had to think things over. His mind was abuzz with activity and he found it difficult to think, much less talk if her naked body was too close to him. 
 
    Walking down the street, another tug pulled at his heart. Good feelings diminishing, he wondered what this all meant. Did they just step over a line to become more than simply online friends? Was he actually falling into a relationship and didn’t know it until now? If Lance finds out, will he be heartbroken? Will the three of them ever be as happy as they were when they all met? 
 
    Jason strolled on, taking in the cold night air, confused feelings filling his already full heart.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    Jayson could hardly contain himself as he walked. Stone walls flanked either side of him. Stone bridges high above connected over Journey Road as tower spires pierced the clear blue sky. The road was filled with all sorts of people and monsters. Sonja and Lance trailed behind Jayson as they too marveled at the walls of the Middle Kingdoms. 
 
    Green ivy crawled up gray walls. Groups of knights strolled along while small roadside vendors tried to pull people in closer to sell their wares. The trio spotted other small groups of knights, everyone walking in the same direction. Not far ahead, the massive crossroads lay, splitting in four directions. Jayson wanted so much to stand in the middle and gaze off in each direction. Knowing the history, the fabled middle kingdoms have changed rulers multiple times but humans have held it the longest. 
 
    “Hard to believe that each corner of the crossroads holds a walled castle and town,” Lance said as he spun slowly and looking up. 
 
    “When the main gates are closed, the only way to get from one kingdom to the next is by the bridges. They made all of this to protect the one strategic place in all of Lukken. Anyone who controls the Crossroads creates an edge for their faction. The dragons created it but often had other races occupy it. I read that despite its importance, the dragons wanted little to do with it anymore.” 
 
     Sonja turned her head, drinking in the high walls, “Aren’t there three lords and a King Lord?” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “King Lord Lucian Belmont. He is located in the North-East Kingdom. The other three lords serve him but he makes all the decisions. I heard he is a kind and good king but someone you don’t want to mess with in battle.” 
 
    “He hates trolls and spent much of his youth fighting them along the road,” Lance added. 
 
    Jayson continued to look upward until his shoulder touched something. Eyes turning down, a knight smirked at him. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. Kind of taking it all in,” Jayson apologized. 
 
    “Not a problem. It’s pretty amazing isn’t it,” The male knight said as he turned his eyes to the bridges overhead. 
 
    “Yea, truly,” Jayson said. 
 
    The knight nodded but continued to look up as they walked, “I hope we can defend it when the time comes.” 
 
    Jayson looked to the knight with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    The knight continued, “You’re here to come to Belmont’s request, right?” 
 
    Jayson’s stared blankly. 
 
    The knight glanced at Jayson’s blank stare and let out a small laugh. “Troll attacks are on the rise. There are rumors that a massive troll army is marching up the South Road. King Lord Belmont sent out a request for all able-bodied knights to come to the middle kingdoms.” 
 
    Jayson knew the trolls were upping their attacks but this was the first time he’d heard of an army marching. Looking around, it explained the groups of knights walking in the same direction. The main inner road gates were open and people and monsters were filing in. 
 
    “We are actually only passing through,” Jayson said as he glanced to Sonja and Lance. 
 
    The knight nodded, “A shame. I hear that the troll army is the biggest one ever seen in over a thousand years. The dragons have become quiet and said no word if they will involve themselves. Belmont is offering up gold and his sword, Shatter Light, to anyone who stands out should the kingdoms be attacked. It’s going to be a hell of a party.” 
 
    Jayson nodded but kept his lips sealed. 
 
    “Anyway, I hope you stay and fight. See you around,” the knight smiled and strolled on ahead. 
 
    Jayson pulled back and walked side by side with Sonja and Lance. Sonja eyed the knight and smiled. Lance let out a long sigh as he nodded his head. Jayson didn’t have to say anything as the three silently agreed. New excitement rolled up their spines as they moved with the growing crowd. 
 
    “I’m just going to say it out loud, the longer we stay here, the longer it will keep us from exploring the West,” Lance stated. 
 
    “On the other hand, we don’t have a time limit on when to get there and this could be fun. Plus, we could get a powerful sword in the process,” Jayson said with a gleam in his eye. 
 
    “I’m fine with being here but we should get a room first,” the blue knight winked. 
 
    Jayson smiled but Lance simply gave a light smirk that quickly faded away. The player noticed since they logged back in that the short walk to the kingdoms was relativity unbalanced. Lance was quiet while Sonja talked and talked. Jayson wondered if the white knight knew what was going on. Sonja tried not to look at Jayson but her talking more seemed to be a red flag. Jayson spent his time quietly observing. Part of him wanted to find a moment to tell Lance everything, another part of him thought he and Sonja needed to talk first and untangle everything from the night before.     
 
     Lance took in a deep breath before speaking, “We may be logged in for a long while. We don’t have to get a room just yet. Maybe we should explore a little and get our bearings.” 
 
    Sonja looked to the white knight as his eyes looked away. A stab of pain cut deep and her eyes filled with a touch of sadness. Jayson could also feel the pang of guilt. Lance was keeping a brave face but something lurked behind his eyes. Even his digital body could not hide something rooted in his soul. 
 
    “I’m okay with exploring,” Jayson quickly followed, hoping it was enough to distract the emotions rolling between them. 
 
    “Me too,” Sonja agreed, relief replacing her slight sad expression. 
 
    One of the main entrances came upon their right. It was the first one to the North-East Kingdom. Across from it were the massive iron doors to the South-East Kingdom. Jayson took the lead, moving to the North-East entrance and stepping through. Guards simply stared out as droves of people, knights and friendly monsters stepped through.  
 
    The three knights walked into the main square, eyes in all directions. Stone buildings with slopped roofs extended along cobbled streets. The streets splintered off but they all seemed to curve toward the main castle keep, sitting higher than all the other buildings to the North East. Stairs lined the massive walls, leading up to battlements. Guards and soldiers moved in formations from one location to the next. Catapults and large crossbows were mounted along the edges of the high walls, pointed outward while other stairs led up to the bridges connecting the four kingdoms. 
 
    The trio of knights stepped in further, taking in all the sights and sounds when they came across a massive metal statue of a knight holding a large blade in one hand and a severed troll head in the other held high in the clear sky. Jayson stepped forward and noticed the plaque simply read “Lucian Belmont, Protector and King”. 
 
    “The King Lord seems pretty modest too,” Sonja grinned.  
 
    “We should introduce ourselves to him and find out more about the troll army,” Jayson said as he rubbed his chin. 
 
    “Or we could just explore on our own for a bit,” Lance said with no emotion. 
 
    Jayson turned to the white knight, “Lance is there something you want to talk about?” 
 
    The white knight smiled, “Nothing important. We have been travelling together for a while and maybe we should just go exploring on our own. I could meet you guys back at the statue later on.” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja both felt the disconnect as Lance turned away and started walking down a side street. The two knights stared as he moved farther and farther away. When he turned a corner, and was gone from sight, Jayson’s hands clenched at his sides. 
 
    “We have to say something,” The player said. 
 
    Sonja moved in closer, “What can we say? Tell him that we met in real life?” 
 
    “Is it bothering you that we are keeping this secret from him?” 
 
    Sonja crossed her arms, eyes on the cobbled street, “I don’t know how to feel about it. I want to tell him too but it just seems like it will make everything worse. I don’t know if he will forgive us and I don’t want to lose him.” 
 
    Jayson gave a slight nod, “Neither do I. But if we keep this from him, he is going to hate us. He deserves to know. I have seen secrets destroy too many relationships. I don’t want a secret to destroy what we have.” 
 
    Sonja stepped in close, eyes on the knight, “What do we have?” 
 
    Jayson eyed the beautiful blue knight, “We have each other. I love you but I love him too.” 
 
    The blue knight shifted on her feet, “I love him and I love you. I didn’t think it would get so complicated between us. In the beginning, we all loved each other but now…..I feel like I’m destroying what we have.” 
 
    Sonja’s eyes watered as she continued, “My heart wants you both in this world but I don’t know if I can love two men in reality. Lance, he adores you and I can tell he only wants you.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyes lowered, “I know but…..when I think of us, together, it seems so perfect. Now, I feel like the cracks are starting to show.” 
 
    Sonja moved in close, hugging the knight around the waist and pressing the side of her head to his chest.  
 
    “What do we do?” the blue knight whispered. 
 
    Jayson held her close, caressing her blue hair, “We go to him and tell him everything. We can pick up the pieces afterwards.” 
 
    Sonja looked up, gazing into Jayson’s eyes. With a simple nod, they slowly broke their embrace. Jayson took the blue knight’s hand and they walked off in the same direction Lance was heading. Fingers entwined as the knights scanned the streets, looking for their friend and lover. 
 
    Citizens moved along streets. Shops displayed everything from weapons and armor to potions and fine clothes. The further the two knights walked, the more the shops disappeared and dark buildings stood. Occasionally they came across a woman or man in scantily clad clothing, eyeing them with warm smirks. The further in they walked, the more it seemed people stepped out of dark alleys and abandon shops. 
 
    “I think we walked into the bad section of town,” Jayson said as he became aware of his surroundings, mentally preparing to draw his swords. 
 
    Sonja glanced around to make sure no one was moving behind them. The air took on a dark vibration as two knights walked down the street. A woman stepped from a light post and strolled over to the knights. Standing in front of them, she leaned forward, showing her assets and a twinkle in her eye. 
 
    “Visiting the kingdoms, are we? How about I show you my private place? I can give you a discount but it has to be both of you at the same time.” 
 
    Jayson ignored what she offered, “We are looking for a white knight that may have walked this way. Have you seen him?” 
 
    “So, you’re into the men. You just have to keep walking. You will find the White Stallion a few streets down. They can cater to your tastes.” The prostitute licked her lips. 
 
    Jayson shook his head slightly, “No, we are looking for our friend who may have come this way. Have you seen him?” 
 
    The harlot in a black corset, short dress and thigh high stockings lifted a finger and tapped her chin, “I see lots of things.” 
 
    Jayson nodded with a look of knowing. Reaching into his side pouch, he pulled out a few gold coins and handed them to the prostitute. Her open hand gobbled up the coins and placed them in her side pouch. 
 
    “I saw you friend. He was eager to work out his frustrations. I could see it in his eyes. My brother took him into Scarlet Harlot down the alley. We have a room on the second floor. I can show it to you for a little extra gold and your company.” 
 
    “We’re just looking for our friend. Show us where he is and we will reward you.” Jayson said with a polite smile. 
 
    The prostitute returned the smile and began walking. Others on the street looked on as the harlot led the two knights down a thin alleyway. Jayson couldn’t believe there was anything down this way since the walls were nearly touching his shoulders. They practically had to turn sideways to continue down the alley. Sonja was behind, looking back to see if they were followed. 
 
    “My name is Sapphire,” The harlot said nonchalantly as her hips swayed from side to side. “You will find that we have only the best here at the Scarlet Harlot. I hope I can persuade you to stay a little longer.” 
 
    Jayson was silent as they reached a non-descript door to the right. Sapphire grabbed the knob and twisted it. The door opened to moans, laughing and heat pouring into the small alley. With little room, Sapphire stepped in and off to the side. Jayson was next and he gazed around as the moans grew louder. The main floor was filled with booth seating, tables, chairs and a bar. It was packed with people and monsters in the middle of a prolonged orgy. Sonja came in and stood by Jayson as they scanned the room. Women sat on men’s laps, moving their hips up and down. Others were bent over, their mouths full and slurping away in delight. A knight had a male bent over a table. The man was moaning as his leggings were around his ankles and being thrust from behind. Giggles and cries of ecstasy played on like a chorus against the background. Two women playfully licked at a knight’s cock as it stood straight up. Some patrons were clothed while many others were not. No one even looked to the entrance as the knights stood in amazement.  
 
    Sapphire pulled out a powder case and opened it, looking at the tiny mirror. “You can stay here while I get your friend. I’m sure he will be almost done.” 
 
    Jayson centered his eyes on Sapphire’s tiny mirror, making eye contact in the reflection, “Thank you but we will come with you.” 
 
    “You could be having a good time. What’s the rush?” 
 
    “We just came for our friend,” Jayson said it with a hint of annoyance.  
 
    Sapphire turned around with the powder case in her hand. “I’m sure I can help you come for something more,” and blew air against the powder in her case. 
 
    A white cloud of powder billowed up and hit Jayson in the face. The knight stumbled back, hand reaching up and gripping his short sword. Sonja was reaching for her sword when Sapphire took a deep breath and blew out another cloud of white powder. The knights held the pommel of their blades for a tense second before their arms relaxed. Sapphire gave a sickeningly sweet smile as she closed the case and put it in her side pouch.  
 
    Jayson was mesmerized, body slowly beginning to sway. The room grew hotter as his vision swirled. Heart thumping in his chest, he could feel any tension he had before, slide away. Shoulder’s relaxed and the knight was finding it difficult to stand. Sapphire moved between the two stunned knights and intertwined her arms into each one of theirs. Leading them in, she moved toward an empty booth as several people in the crowd stood up and followed. 
 
    Sonja’s heart beat heavy in her chest as a wet feeling clung to her nerves. The people crowding around them smiled with bright teeth. The blue knight noticed that their ears began to point and their bodies seem to become a bit slenderer then she remembered. Hair turned blonde, silver and gold. Sonja wanted to say they looked like elves but something didn’t match up. They had glitter on their skin and a playful nature to their eyes. A male stepped in close to the blue knight, fingers reaching under her blue skirt and touching her wet line. Sonja wanted to grab his hand but not to stop him, only to help him massage her throbbing clit.  
 
    Two women took hold of the table in the booth and pulled it out. Once it was gone, hands pushed at Jayson to sit down on one side while Sonja was guided to sit down on the other. The knight’s exchanged confused looks as their bodies slowly betrayed them. Sonja let out a moan as she moved her hips, wild urges whipping at her resolve. Jayson simply sat as women pulled at his leggings, freeing his hardening cock. 
 
    Sapphire watched with delight as the two knights moaned to gentle touches. “You see, that wasn’t too difficult. Let my friends be your friends.” 
 
    “I…I can’t….” Jayson tried to say but the words were lost to him. Lips closed around his cock and a tongue lapped at his throbbing head. 
 
    Sapphire let out an almost bored sigh. “Yes, you won’t be able to do much. Sit back and enjoy it. Fairy dust has that kind of effect on you humans. Now as you enjoy your time, I will ask you some questions. We are friends so please be honest.” 
 
    Sonja let out a whine as her hips bucked. An orgasm came rushing to the surface and exploded as fingers caressed her nub. Falling back in the long leather booth seat, the man with her climbed over her, his cock exposed. The blue knight started to rub her clit as the handsome man pushed his cock to her opening. Jayson could not help but stare as his cock pushed her pink lips aside. 
 
    The player stared as Sonja moaned her approval over and over. The two women between his thighs took turns, slurping and suckling at his cock. Clothes disheveled, partially covered breasts bounced as they hungered for his throbbing cock. Unable to think straight, the player tried to fight through the bliss. Another man made his way in, cock hanging. Standing at Sonja as she gasped, he slipped it into her mouth. The blue knight started sucking like a hungry animal. Hands pulled at her armor, trying to expose her chest and sample her nipples. 
 
    Sapphire gazed at Jayson as he groaned, “Let my sisters please you while you tell me your secrets. Tell me what you know about the pink haired trolls?” 
 
    One of the women stood up and crawled onto Jayson’s lap. Legs spread, she lowered he dripping pussy onto Jayson’s rock-hard cock. As she slid down, Jayson found it hard to speak, let alone answer any questions. Sapphire’s words were soothing and the player wanted nothing more than to spill his secrets and his seed. Thoughts flashed to Oksuna. Images of her on his bed caused the knight’s cock to stiffen. He wanted nothing more than to be with her, snuggling for nights on end. The blonde woman on his lap giggled as she humped up and down on his rod. The player could barely hear the muffled moans of Sonja as she held onto the two men pleasing her. 
 
    Sapphire kneeled down a little and stared at Jayson, “Tell me what you know? Tell me if you have seen the beautiful trolls? Tell me and you can have this bliss for as long as you wish.” 
 
    Jayson tried to mouth the words. The woman moaned louder as she thrust her body down to the hilt, squeezing his shaft. A dark sense of betrayal filled the knight as an urge to tell everything he knew about the beautiful troll grew stronger. Mouth opening, the urges and bliss pushed him to want to spill everything he knew. An image of Oksuna being taken away stabbed him deep. The knight bucked as his cock bulged and then spurted thick globs of white seed. The woman on him did not slow down and the knight found he was not getting soft. Instead a new feeling of wanting to come rose up. 
 
    “Tell me….” Sapphire smiled. 
 
    Jayson’s hands were at his sides as the woman bounced on him, her pussy calling to him to be filled. The knight moved his hands closer to his belt. When he touched a small crystal, it took everything he had to activate it. 
 
    The air vibrated before a cat like woman appeared out of thin air. Eyes drinking in seeing her lord’s eyes crying for help, a raging fire burned in her belly. Dalya’s knees bent and claws flashed. 
 
    Sapphire turned to see the cat woman and her face turned pale, “..kk..Kitra…” The harlot managed before screaming. 
 
    Dalya pounced, slashing outward as Sapphire reeled back. The scream caused everyone to stop and turn their attention. Most of the blond-haired people with pointed ears screeched. Untangling their bodies, most made a run for the door. Chaos bloomed as Dalya slashed again and again. Sapphire raised her hands only for them to be cut deep. Bewildered knights were rising to their feet as Dalya rained down claws. Sapphire managed to brace her legs and drive her shoulder into the Kitra. Dalya slid back on her feet, toe claws digging into the wood. 
 
    The spell broken, Jayson took hold of the woman climbing off of him and threw her. The woman crashed onto another table hard, collapsing it in half. The other woman was up and darting away. The two men on Sonja pulled back and tried to run. They made it several steps before Dalya was on them. Her clawed foot came crashing down on one of their shoulders, sending him falling sideways against the floor. Her other foot struck him in the stomach, bending him over and crumpling to the floor. 
 
    Sonja and Jayson were up, drawing their swords, eyes on the harlot that lead them here. Sapphire held up her bloody hands as she backed away. The confused knights in the main room woke up from their trance and when the fighting continued, they bolted for the door. 
 
    Dalya was whipping through the crowd, only striking those turning and attacking. A dagger flashed but the Kitra sliced off fingers, dagger falling to the floor.  
 
    “Fae scum! You’ll pay for trying to seduce my lord!” Dalya screamed as she pounced on a man with a sword in hand.  
 
    Jayson and Sonja stalked forward as Sapphire back peddled, “Where is he?” Jayson demanded. 
 
    “He’s upstairs with my brother! Please don’t hurt me! We were paid to find any information on the pink haired trolls!” 
 
    Jayson turned from the fae and moved toward the stairs with Sonja close behind. Sapphire eyed them before running for the front door. When she was just about to reach it, she turned around and a glowing bow appeared in her hands. The room was filled with fighting and running as the fae pulled back on the bowstring, a glowing arrow appearing. 
 
    “Goodbye Sir Reed,” Sapphire smirked. 
 
    Dalya turned to see the fae aiming her bow. Crouching, the Kitra made a powerful leap. Sailing through the air, eyes were fixated on the woman. Sapphire let the arrow loose. A clawed hand reached up and Dalya grunted. Rolling into a ball, she hit the ground and rolled to her feet, glowing arrow impaled in her hand. Sapphire stared in horror as the Kitra pulled the arrow and stalked toward her. The fae turned to run. Dalya leapt through the air and drove the glowing arrow into Sapphire’s back. 
 
    The fae screamed as she fell forward, arrow shaft sticking out of her back. Turning her wild eyes to the Kitra, she let out a scream as the arrow glowed hot. Dalya stepped back, tail swishing back and forth and a sardonic smile on her lips. The light grew bright and Sapphire let out one last long scream as the arrow exploded. Dalya put up a furry arm as shards of light pelted her. When it was over, she looked down at the black blast mark on the wooden floor. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja raced up the stairs as more knights, fae and monsters poured out of the rooms. The commotion downstairs was enough to alert the entire building and panic set in. Pushing through the flood of people, Jayson noticed the door at the end of the hall was shut. Leading the charge, the two knights moved past the fleeing patrons. Jayson squared his shoulder and slammed into the hard wood. The door burst off its hinges and crashed onto the floor. The two knights stepped in to see Lance on the bed. The white knight was naked and lying on his stomach. A man with pointed ears and glitter on his skin was above him, a hand raised with a wicked looking dagger above Lance’s spine. The white knight turned his head, eyes lost and confused. 
 
    The fae reared his arm up when he let out a wet choke. A ghost blade protruded out from his chest, the blade fading away. The fae was stunned as Jayson was already moving. Ice blade flashing, the fae’s head separated from his neck before head and body shattered into pieces of green light. 
 
    Lance tried to lift himself up, his arms trembling. Jayson and Sonja were to him, helping him sit up as he tried to blink away his addled senses.  
 
    “They…they questioned me…I couldn’t stop myself….I told them….” Lance tried to speak through the fuzzy haze. 
 
    “It’s okay, we have you,” Jayson said with reassurance. 
 
    “We won’t let them hurt you again,” Sonja said as she cradled the white knight to her. 
 
    The three knights sat for a long quiet moment. Dalya stepped through the doorway and over the door on the floor. Jayson turned to the Kitra, eyes proud. 
 
    “Everyone cleared out downstairs,” Dalya smiled. 
 
    “Those people who had us, they were fae?” Jayson asked his concubine. 
 
    The kitra nodded. “My people have been warring with fairy kind for generations. The fae are scared of us because my race used to hunt them down for food.” 
 
    Lance reached up and pressed his palm to his chest. White clothes and armor covered his body and he stood up. Jayson and Sonja were up with him, making sure he was on steady feet. 
 
    “They used their fairy dust on me. I was in my body but I couldn’t do anything to stop it. A prompt came up to use my safe word but I just couldn’t. It…felt too good,” Lance said in a low voice. 
 
    “They did the same to us but I didn’t even notice the prompt,” Jayson said with a low tone. 
 
    Lance nodded. “We should get out of here before the city guards show up.” 
 
    “Only if you’re well enough to go,” Sonja said as she eyed him with worry. 
 
    “I’m fine,” the white knight growled and moved to the doorway. Jayson, Dalya and Sonja followed the knight. The group reached the stairs and made their way down. When they reached the bottom, men in armor were already spilling in from the main doorway. The knights raised their hands to grab their weapons when one of the guards stepped toward them. 
 
    “By order of the King Lord Belmont, you are to surrender yourselves immediately and be taken into custody.” 
 
    Jayson stepped forward, “We were defending ourselves. You have no reason to take us in!” 
 
    The guard took another two steps forward and bowed his head. “We are not arresting you. You are to be put in protective custody and brought before the King Lord. Please come with us.” 
 
    Jayson’s stance relaxed as guards surrounded the three knights and concubine. Jayson eyed his friends as they shrugged back. The guard captain turned and led the way, the knights escorted behind him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
    Jayson let out a whistle as the oversized double doors opened. The cavernous throne room stretched on like a cathedral church. White stone made up the walls while large pillars lined either side of the lavish red carpet. The walls had stained glass windows with designs of knights in various poses, some fighting monsters, others standing stoically. The throne room was filled with people, knights and humanoid races. They turned their eyes and heads to the entrance as the three knights were escorted by a dozen guards. 
 
    Sonja and Lance trailed behind Jayson as he took the lead. The blue knight glanced over at Lance. The white knight walked with his head down, lost in deep thought of regret. Reaching over, she tried to hold his hand. Lance didn’t look up as he brushed her hand away. Sonja’s lip quivered as she turned away, sorrow wrapping around her heart. 
 
    Jayson kept his eyes forward on the raised stairs to the thrones. On the larger throne sat a man in armor, minus the helmet. His hair was black except for a touch of gray at his temples. Stony eyes gazed on the knights as they stepped along the carpet toward him. To his left was a smaller throne, a beautiful woman with blonde hair sat with her hands folded on her lap, eyes containing a hint of shadow. She wore a golden dress and her lips curled into a disinterested frown. 
 
    The three knights stepped to the bottom of the stairs. Jayson took the lead by bowing down to one knee. Sonja followed next with Lance bending his knee last. The King Lord kept his hard gaze on the group before lifting his finger. The three knights stood up.  
 
    “Welcome to the Middle Kingdoms, good knights,” The King Lord projected with a deep voice. “I have you three to thank for finding hidden Fae spies.” 
 
    “We were merely trying to find our friend,” Jayson said and gestured to Lance. 
 
    King Lord Belmont leered, “It would seem you found your friend and performed the kingdoms a great service.” 
 
    “Thank you, King Lord, but we are but three knights passing through. We go to explore the West. We are grateful for the escort and to meet the great King Lord, we wish to move on with our quest.” 
 
    King Lord Belmont had become still, his leer now gone, “Nonsense. You will be my guests of honor for the evening. Tomorrow you may go about your quest but tonight you will stay in the finest rooms.” 
 
    Jayson tried his best not to sigh. He wanted to put the whole game on hold so he, Sonja and Lance could talk about what was happening between them. 
 
    “Thank you but….” Jayson started and was cut off. 
 
    “Spies……Fae spies…..” King Lord Belmont mumbled as his eyes crisscrossed the room. 
 
    Lance looked up. Jayson turned and flashed a raised eyebrow to his fellow knights. The room grew quiet as the King Lord mumbled on. 
 
    “They…they can hear my thoughts…..they are everywhere….like worms in the dirt…..I see you…” The King Lord mumbled on. 
 
    The crowd gathered to either side of the knights who looked to each other but remained sullen and silent. The guards tensed, looking uneasy. The entire throne room seemed to take on a mad gloom as the King Lord’s hands balled into fists. 
 
    Just then a door to the left of the throne opened. A woman in a colored skin-tight body suit cart wheeled out. Her face was a pure white, which glowed against her black and purple suit. Jayson stared as the woman turned from a cart wheel into a full flip. She landed on dainty feet and bowed before the crowd. Her head was covered in a jester’s cap. Oval eyes with black eyeliner blinked sweetly as she stood up, black lips stretching into a white smile. A purple heart was on the black side of the outfit while a black heart was on the purple part. The fabric on the chest was cut in the shape of a heart, cleavage in full view. 
 
    “My King Lord, you have forgotten your medicine,” the jester smiled as she moved her fingers, a potion appearing in her open palm. 
 
    Stepping forward, she raised it to her lord’s lips and he drank it down feverishly. The gulping could be heard echoing through the hall as his eyes grew wider. When the potion finished, the jester pulled it away, produced a napkin and dapped at his chin. 
 
    “Thank you Lunatina,” the King Lord said and waved her away. 
 
    The jester bowed before cart wheeling away. Jayson stood, not sure exactly what had just played out. The King Lord seemed to return to his previous presence and regarded the three knights. 
 
    “Time marches on no matter who sits on this throne,” King Lord Belmont said and rose to his feet. “As you may all have heard, the rumors are true. A troll army marches on the Middle Kingdoms. Soon the largest army in a thousand years will be at our doorstep.” 
 
    The King Lord turned his gaze down to Jayson, “I will need every able knight to fight by my side. The Middle Kingdoms have stood against evil and we will not back down from this fight.” 
 
    Jayson turned his head slightly to Sonja, “I think we just got roped into this quest,” the player whispered. 
 
    “Then we will do our duty,” Lance stated matter of fact. 
 
    The King Lord continued, “I promise to reward every knight or soldier who defends the kingdoms. Tonight, there will be a feast for tomorrow we keep history intact by being victorious!” 
 
    Knights and soldiers drew their blades and raised them into the air. Jayson wanted to draw this blade and join them but the shadow blanketing him and his friends distracted noble thoughts. Mentally he begged for a moment of peace. Glancing at Lance, the white knight did not return his gaze. The cheers from the crowd were deafening. Sonja looked around but her gaze turned to the white knight once again. 
 
    Jayson noticed in the corner of his vision, the words “Wartime Status Warning” blinked for thirty seconds before fading away.  
 
    “When the sun sets, all are invited to the Feast Hall. It will be a night to remember before we take our glory on the battlefield!” King Lord Belmont shouted. 
 
    The crowd cheered again. When it died down, several guards moved in front of the trio of knights and pointed toward a doorway. The three knights followed the guards as the throne room filled with excited chatter. 
 
    The corridors were filled with fine tapestries and beautiful statues of naked nymphs. Jayson could hardly take it in as his friends trailed behind. After a few twists and turns, a row of doors appeared along the right and left-hand sides of the hall. Each guard led a knight to a door, bowed and walked away. 
 
    Jayson stood in front of the middle door. Turning his head to Lance, the white knight opened his door and stepped inside. Turning his head again, he could see the sadness in Sonja’s eyes as she tilted her head forward. Stepping over, the player took the blue knight by the hand. Together they stepped over to Lance’s door. Jayson knocked. 
 
    There was no answer. 
 
    Jayson could feel a surge of blood rush to his head. With an annoyed glare, he took hold of the handle and wretched the door open. The two knights stepped in, Sonja closing it behind them. The room was filled with fine furniture and a balcony. A large bed took up the middle of the room, Lance sitting on the edge. Looking up, he simply stared as Jayson and Sonja stepped closer to him. 
 
    “Lance, we wanted to….” Jayson started to say. 
 
    The white knight let out a long sigh, “You don’t have to say anything. We’re all adults here. I know you two are getting closer. I never want to stand in anyone’s way when it comes to love.” 
 
    “It’s not like that,” Jayson said with a gentle tone. 
 
    Lance’s lip curved downward, “It is like that. I saw you two, together. I was going to stop by to talk when you returned to your keep. I saw Sonja already at your door. I watched through the window as you both made love. Even if I didn’t see it, I can tell the connection you both have.” 
 
    “There is a lot going on right now. We wanted to explain what happened,” Jayson continued. 
 
    Lance stood up and glared at Jayson, “Stop trying to explain! What we had was special for the time the three of us were together. After tomorrow, I’m going to quest on my own. Maybe we will meet again.” 
 
    Sonja stepped forward, “What about all of us together, till the end?” The blue knight said with a soft tone. 
 
    Lance turned his hard gaze to Sonja, “You don’t want that.” 
 
    Jayson felt blood rushing in his ears. “We do want that!” 
 
    Lance let out a huff, “If you wanted it then why didn’t you both summon me to the keep?” 
 
    Shadows covered Sonja’s eyes as she stepped over. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, she kept her gaze low. Lance crossed his arms and stood, brow a sharp V. Jayson’s fingers had balled into fists, frustration clouding his thoughts and the words he wanted to say. 
 
    Sonja took in a deep breath before she let it all spill out, “I…I never thought I would fall for two beautiful men.” 
 
    Sonja looked up to Lance, “I love when we talk for hours about Breakfast at Tiffany’s and music and movies, and how much you like being in chorus with your friends. I love when we cuddle and you get turned on even though I know you prefer men.” 
 
    Lance’s brow softened, “I forgot that we talked about chorus. I don’t bring it up much because my family frowns on it”  
 
    Sonja smiled, “I remember because I do love you.” 
 
    The blue knight turned to Jayson, “I love how you’re a big book nerd. You share with me your private book adventures. You talk about how much your anxiety is going away the more time you spend with us.” 
 
    Jayson’s fingers loosened as he stared at the beautiful blue knight, “You and Lance have shown me to become confident. I…I fight better knowing you’re there with me.” 
 
    Sonja gave a slight nod, “I know because I see it and encourage it.” 
 
    The room was quiet for a long moment as the three knights felt their hearts beating in their chests. 
 
    “I grew up in a strange home with a strict mother. I can say this because I care about both of you so much. I can be honest with who I am. When I’m around both of you, I turn into a giant slut because that is my normal way of feeling love. In the real world, I don’t know if I can explore those feelings but here, I can be myself with my two beautiful men.” 
 
    Sonja’s eyes darkened, “I contacted Jayson in the real world because I had to test my feelings. I had to see if what I felt in the game world was true in reality.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes widened, “You both met?” 
 
    The sad blue knight nodded, “I was stalking Jayson at his job. I left a book there with my contact information. I…I wanted to see both of you but….I thought it would be too much. I thought that if I saw you each on your own, I would be comfortable for all three of us to meet.” 
 
    Sonja eyed Jayson, “Our evening was wonderful, better than I ever expected.” 
 
    Sonja then turned her gaze to Lance, “I needed some time to think it over, to see if we would meet next. Everything was happening so fast, I started to panic. If I couldn’t have both of you, then I wanted to have at least one of you.” Sonja’s eyes glistened, “I know I’m being selfish but it’s how I feel. I want to be with you both, loving and being together.” 
 
    Lance looked away to the balcony window. Jayson stayed where he was, unsure exactly how to feel. The blue knight bowed her head as the room grew thick with emotions. 
 
    “I was a virgin when the three of us met,” Jayson said simply. 
 
    Lance turned to the knight as he shifted on his feet.  
 
    “Sonja knows this but….I chose the bi-sexual kink because I wanted to explore love. I knew people who were never true with themselves and it destroyed their relationships. I figured that if I could test out my feelings in the game, it would help me be a better partner for anyone I fall in love with.” 
 
    Lance stared at Jayson. “You were a virgin? It didn’t seem like it.” 
 
    “He watches a lot of romantic porn,” Sonja grinned from ear to ear. 
 
    Jayson’s eyebrow went up. Lance looked to the blue knight and back to Jayson, his own lips turning upward into a big smile. A second later, he let out a hearty laugh. Sonja joined in with her own giggles. Red crawled into Jayson’s cheeks as he tried to hide his own smile and failed. Lance and Sonja continued to laugh, the gloom around them fading into nothingness. 
 
    Lance crossed his arms and smiled, “You know porn isn’t sex in real life.” 
 
    “I know, dammit!” Jayson said with red cheeks. 
 
    The white knight turned his attention to Sonja, “So, how was he?” 
 
    “Great. I think the time he spent in here was well spent,” Sonja leaned back on her hands, kicking her legs. 
 
    The white knight nodded and looked away, “What happens now? A troll army is marching on the kingdoms.” 
 
    “We do our duty,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    Lance nodded, “What happens with the three of us?” 
 
    “We could join the feast. I’m sure it will turn into a big orgy right before the battle.” 
 
    Sonja eyed Jayson and then Lance, “We could stay here and…..have some quality time?” 
 
    The two knights looked to the blue knight as she bit her lip. 
 
    “After all of this, you both want us all to stay together?” Lance said in small voice. 
 
    “I do,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    “So do I,” Sonja smiled. 
 
    Lance rubbed his neck, “Okay but we have to have some rules. We have to communicate, the three of us. No more secrets and……” 
 
    Jayson moved in close, looking Lance in the eye, “Can you save the rest for later? I think we have something important we have to do now.” 
 
    Lance smiled just as Jayson lifted up his hands and shoved the white knight. Lance fell backwards into the bed. Jayson stepped in close to the edge of the bed. Heart beating, warmth spread up his neck and to his member. The heaviness in the room disappeared and a playful nature took root. The white knight sat up as Jayson stood between his legs. Sonja gazed at her lovers as Jayson bent his head down and kissed Lance on his warm lips. Sensations rose up between their touch, spreading out and lighting up nerves. 
 
    Sonja stared at the two knights making out. With her palm rising up, she touched her chest, armor and clothes fading from sight. Naked, she crawled into bed, a heat rushing and swirling through her body. Jayson pulled his lips away and leered with a rising lust. Lance continued to stare upward as Sonja moved behind him, hands over his armor. 
 
    The white knight lifted his palm up, touching his own chest. White armor and clothes faded away. Blood rushed to his cock, causing it to rise on its own. Sonja curled her arms and legs around the naked knight, hands running down his muscled body and taking hold of his hard cock.  
 
    Jayson cupped Lance’s chin as Sonja stroked his cock with a mischievous grin, “We love you. We always have.” 
 
    Lance let out a small breath as Sonja expertly stroked his member, “I…I know…it..hurt when we weren’t close….” 
 
    “We’re close now,” Sonja upped the tempo. 
 
    Lance could feel her round breasts pressed against his back, her delicate fingers stroking up and down his shaft with grace and a hint of power. Sonja felt the rush of warmth between her legs, wetness growing between pink wanting lips. Nipples bore into the knight’s back as she clutched to him, stroking his thick spear. 
 
    Jayson felt the curl of his own desires. He missed this, he missed them. Thinking back, something was missing and now, that something came roaring back. A reckless abandonment took hold. Anxiety turned to desire. Lust turned into love. Natural feelings poured over confused thoughts, smoothing them away to reveal the truth underneath. The player was in love with a man and a woman. It did not scare or revolt him. It felt true and beautiful. The three players found each other in a virtual world and now, their true inner selves rose to the surface. A needing and wanting spiraled around one another as slight movements and growing moans spoke volumes.  
 
    Jayson lifted a palm and pressed it to his chest. Armor, weapons and clothes faded from sight. Lance looked down to see Jayson’s hard throbbing cock before him. The white knight knew Jayson liked to get sucked off first and his head moved forward to comply. Jayson lifted a hand and pressed it to Lance’s shoulder, stopping him. Lance looked up with confused eyes. 
 
    Jayson smirked as he kneeled before the knight. Lance stared as Jayson’s lips closed around his throbbing member, inches slipping past tight lips. Lance let out a deep groan as Jayson bobbed his head while Sonja continued to stroke him. Jayson didn’t know how the game did it, the heat between them and the sweet sensations playing across his lips but the question floated away as a drop of precome touched his tongue. The salty taste ran along his taste buds and he sucked at his lover’s cock, trying to tease out more. 
 
    “You guys are so fucking hot,” Sonja hissed her approval as she stroked to Jayson’s lips, keeping to the rhythm. 
 
    “Its…it’s been a while….I don’t know if…..” Lance trailed off. 
 
    “It’s okay…come in his mouth,” Sonja whispered and playfully nibbled at his earlobe.   
 
    Jayson bobbed his head, sucking on Lance’s stiffening cock. It nearly vibrated from the wild urges whipping at his core being. Hips moved, pushing inches into Jayson’s mouth. The need for release was nearly blinding. Sonja felt Lance’s cock thickening in her grip. Gazing down, she continued to clutch at him, kissing and biting his shoulder.  
 
    Lance’s head lifted back and a deep groan roared up his throat. Jayson and Sonja didn’t stop with their strokes. Thick spurts of come burst from the tip, splashing in the knight’s mouth. The player continued to suck, drinking down his virtual come. Another pulse rippled through Lance as another spurt followed. Jayson slowly pulled away, his own cock rock hard. Lance turned his eyes downward as Jayson looked up. A shock of warmth moved between all three of them. 
 
    Sonja was first to pull the white knight further into the bed. Soft hands guided him to lie on his back in the middle. Sitting beside him, she caressed his half hard member, small drops of come still rising up. Turning her eyes to Jayson, she could see the beast like heat in his eyes and radiating out from his body. Sonja let out a soft whimper, like a caged animal being led to the slaughter. Trapped, she turned to Lance whose eyes took in her naked body like a piece of meat, his cock getting harder in her hand. 
 
    The blue knight moved and nestled between Lance’s spread legs. Sonja’s head was right above his half hard cock. Lance put one arm under his head and stared at her with a wanting. Sonja bent her head down and licked the come off his throbbing cock. Snatching his cock with her lips, she moaned as she pressed her tongue along the underside, his purple headed spear rubbing against the top of her mouth.  Eyes looking up, she looked for any hint she was pleasing him. Lance watched her, hand touching her cheek. The blue knight upped the tempo, eager to please. 
 
    Jayson’s muscles were on fire. Sonja knelt between Lances legs as her head moved up and down on his cock. The knight’s round, spread ass bobbed to her movements, her pink line wet. Jayson crawled into bed behind her. On his knees, fingers reached out and touched her tight valley. A muffled moan rose up as she continued pleasing the white knight. Wet fingers glided along her nub and an involuntary tremble ran from her hips. Jayson pulled his fingers away and took hold of her thin waist. One hand took hold of his cock and massaged the tip against her wet valley. Sonja felt a drop slide down her inner thigh. Sensing Jayson behind her, she playfully tried to pull away. The player was having none of it. Pushing at her tight line, Sonja’s moans grew louder. Inner walls moved aside to accommodate the knight as he invaded her.  
 
    Not wanting to break the connection, Sonja tried to mentally cut through the blissful fog. Feeling Jayson open her world dialed everything to eleven. Inches sank deeper until the knight was to the hilt. Nerves lit up like fuses, snaking to the fireworks sure to come. Lance felt the buildup once again as Sonja was bouncing on Jayson’s cock. The two men looked to each other with comfort as Sonja gave herself up to them. Jayson moved his hips, slow at first but soon picking up the tempo. Sonja’s moans grew louder as she tried to keep both cocks in her. When Jayson thrust, she thrust back on him, tendrils of bliss surging.  
 
    Breasts bounced as Jayson grew rougher. The sound of skin on skin filled the lavish room as the three moved as one. Sonja squeezed, not wanting to let go of her men. Bodies undulated until the blue haired knight couldn’t take it anymore. Nerves tightened until they exploded. The dame broke and a tsunami of bliss washed over Sonja. Muffled screams cause her to stop but Jayson didn’t. He pushed his throbbing cock into her tight womanhood, forcing every inch over and over again. Sonja bucked, her mouth breaking free from Lance’s cock. Gasping for air, wetness spilled around Jayson’s cock as he continued to punish her. Sensitivity rolled through the blue knight but she stayed where she was, pushing past it so she could take more and more of that splendid ecstasy. 
 
    Lance watched, not moving, his cock standing up. Sonja’s eyes were closed, cheeks and neck turning read. Jayson eyed her as he forced her to his hilt every time. The smacking of his hips against her round ass made the mood cozier. Jayson wanted nothing more than to spray his seed but he was enjoying it more to see her basking in the bliss. 
 
    Lance took hold of his cock and stroked it, inches from Sonja’s gasping mouth. Jayson enjoyed the show but knew he wanted more. The hungry beast inside cried out and Jayson let his dominate side take the reins. 
 
    “Sit on his cock,” Jayson commanded. 
 
    Sonja barely nodded, her head filled with a hazy confusion. Pulling herself forward, she did as she was told. Jayson’s cock slipped from her valley. Lance looked up as Sonja moved over him, pushing her firm breasts into his face and reaching down between them. Lance’s tongue snaked out licking her pointed nipple. Breathing heavy, Sonja pressed her wet pussy to his hard spear. Gravity took over as she slid down, his cock filling one empty place in her heart. Jayson moved closer as Sonja writhed in heat. Bending her over, he marveled at her exposed asshole. Lance muffled something as breasts took up his entire face. Sonja’s eyes were closed until something touched her tight asshole. Eyes shooting opening, Jayson’s wet cock pushed at her gently and then a little harder. 
 
    “Oh….you fucking animals….Oh…” Sonja seethed as Jayson slowly pressed against her tight hole. 
 
    Jayson ignored her, the head of his cock just pushing in past her wrinkled ring. Sonja gasped as Jayson filled the other empty place in her heart. Squeezing, she coaxed him in deeper. Jayson was happy to oblige as he sank down, pushing her body onto Lance. Sandwiched between them, the ebb and flow of their bodies caused Sonja to take in sharp gasps. Another orgasm roared along Sonja’s nerves. Biting her lip, she squeezed both cocks buried in her with long strokes. Lance licked and suckled at her sensitive nipple, causing Sonja to moan. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful when you come,” Lance said and went back to suckling. 
 
    Sonja tried to say something but her mind was blinded by euphoric bliss. Jayson upped the tempo as his cock slid in and out. The knight’s cock thickened, opening Sonja’s eyes and mouth. The three lovers held each other, driving their desires deeper. Jayson moved his hips as Lance felt the weight of both of them press down on his cock. 
 
    “I’m….coming…again…” Sonja said in a harsh whisper, her body moving of its own accord. 
 
    Jayson drove himself deep, unable to hold back his gathered frustration. The blue knight felt both cocks filling her voids and she cried out. Jayson’s cock pulsed before an ocean of bliss roared to life. He could not contain himself as spurts of molten come burst forth. Sonja squeezed both of her men, an orgasm blasting her nerves again and again. Lance cuddled his face into Sonja’s bouncing breasts, his own cock joining the song between the lovers. Come filled Sonja’s tight spots and she moaned on and on. Jayson held her down, making sure he pushed every last drop of love and lust into her. Sonja squeezed his shaft, milking his cock. Lance held them close, the tightness between Sonja’s legs nearly suffocating. Cock being strangled, he pushed out another spurt of come before collapsing. 
 
    Sonja was still writhing between them, lost to the fabled bliss of their bodies. Jayson pulled from her. Sonja slid off of Lance and lay to his right. Jayson fell to Lance’s left. The three heaved and basked in the loving glow. 
 
    “I…I think…I need a moment..” Sonja heaved with closed eyes. 
 
    It was Jayson who noticed his cock was still half hard. Seeing the two of them side by side, feeling the love between them, it turned him on more than anything he had ever felt before.  
 
    “I don’t,” Jayson said as he crawled over Lance. The white knight looked up at Jayson’s determined expression. He had seen it many times before. When he was turned on, there was no stopping him and Lance thought it was the sexiest thing he ever saw. Wet cocks touching, Lance reached up and caressed Jayson’s body as he moved over him.  
 
    Sonja lay with her legs slightly spread. Jayson climbed over her, looking at her beautiful body, white come spilling from her valley. Cock rock hard once again, he pushed it to her sensitive pink lips. Sonja gasped but did not fight back. Instead she spread her legs a little further. Jayson licked at her nipples, sending a shiver through her. Lance turned onto his side and stared as Jayson invaded Sonja’s abused womanhood. Eyes on Jayson’s ass, he watched as the knight drilled deep. 
 
    Jayson turned his eyes to Lance. A hand reached out and took hold of his neck. Lance leaned in to kiss him. Lips touched and feelings warmed. Lance broke away and turned to Sonja’s parted lips. He kissed her deep, tongues swirling as Jayson moved his hips against Sonja’s inner thighs.  
 
    The white knight smirked as his cock was hard again. Sitting up, he climbed on top of Jayson as he moved in and out of Sonja. Manhood still covered in wetness, he pressed his cock to Jayson’s asshole. Jayson turned to Sonja, leaving himself to be invaded. 
 
    “Thank you, Jayson,” Lance said as he pressed his cock to the tight opening. 
 
    Memories flashed of their love making. Jayson only allowed Lance to invade him once in the beginning but now he was letting him do it again. The gesture was not lost on the knight as he speared his friend and lover.  
 
    Sonja cried out as the weight of Lance pushed Jayson as deep as he could go. The three moved as one, squeezing and fucking. No judgments but pure love riding their very beings. On and on they moved. Jayson felt the give and take between them. Lance’s cock filled him from behind, throbbing and sliding against his virtual prostate. The knight could feel the tight squeeze of Sonja underneath him. With a low groan, he could feel an orgasm fighting to be released. 
 
    “Till the end,” Lance whispered. 
 
    “Till the end,” Sonja whispered. 
 
    “Till the end,” Jayson whispered and his eyes made perfect circles. 
 
    The knight bucked and grunted as come spurted into Sonja’s already full valley. Lance’s cock massaged Jayson as he was coming and the sudden thrust only sent Jayson’s orgasm into the stratosphere. Sonja clamped on Jayson’s cock, her own orgasm rising up to meet his. Lance felt Jayson tightened around him, forcing him to orgasm with a loud grunt. The air was filled with moans and moving bodies as the three continued to move, spurting come. Sonja’s dam broke and wetness squirted, coating Jayson in her love. 
 
    With a final groan, the three uncoupled from each other and lay on a heap, side by side, lost to song of their hearts. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun had set behind the horizon. The three knights lay, bodies numb from hours of love, the shadow of night touching the windows. Sonja was falling asleep. Lance nearly hung off the bed, eyes fluttering. Jayson was on his back; hand on his stomach and eyes toward the ceiling. Mind clear, he thought about everything and nothing. 
 
    The closet door opened a crack from across the room. Jayson lifted his head just enough to see a shadow step out. Before he could get up, a hand tossed something through the air. Jayson stared in disbelief as a small vial flew through the air toward them. It cracked and exploded, sending a billowing purple dust over the three knights. Jayson reached up to touch his chest so he could draw his weapons when darkness took hold. The knight struggled but was quickly stopped as the room turned black, a pale face leering from the open closet door. 
 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
    The abyss parted with several blinks. Sonja lifted her head, hazy thoughts slipping down a drain. Orange torchlight painted stone walls. Turning her head, she took in her situation. The room was small and practically bare except for a strange device on the floor in front of her. The blue knight tried to move and was greeted by the sound of clinking chains. The chains held her up against a wall, her arms and legs spread. 
 
    A sliver of panic crawled up her spine, expecting pain to come rushing through her, but it never came. The chains held her in place but she didn’t feel the weight of her body bringing her down or pain of her shackles. The player realized she was confined but she had no pain to speak of. 
 
    “Thank god this is a game,” Sonja whispered to no one.  
 
    A single heavy wooden door was to her left. Shadows shifted in the small space under the door. A lock turned and it swung open. Sonja’s face remained neutral as a woman in a purple and black jester outfit stepped in. The blue knight watched as the jester stepped to the middle of the small room, smile on her lips but eyes containing a mad gleam. 
 
    “What’s going on? Where are my friends?” Sonja said in a cool, even voice. 
 
    The jester began digging in her side pouch as she spoke, “They’re in another secret place, being prepped.” 
 
    Sonja quickly noticed she was still naked. With her hands chained, she couldn’t recall her armor and weapons or call for her concubines to save her. 
 
    “What’s your name, Lunatina? Let me go and we can pretend this never happened.” 
 
    The jester continued to smile, “I wish it was that simple. The King and Queen have special appetites and I’m honor bound to serve them.” 
 
    The purple and black jester lifted her eyes up to meet Sonja’s. “I take no joy in this but I must do as I’m told.” 
 
    “Are you going to torture me?” Sonja said with a blank expression. 
 
    Lunatina’s smile lessened as she moved closer to the exposed knight, “Quite the opposite, I have run out of serum and I need a fresh supply. The King Lord has particular tastes and he asked for you by name.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    The jester turned her head sideways but continued to stare at the blue knight. “The madness he endures can be soothed but only with my recipe and special ingredients. I’m not just his jester but also his alchemist.” 
 
    Lunatina looked away and her smile disappeared, “It’s a shame that this will do nothing to save us but I must have hope.” 
 
    “Lunatina, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want too. Let me go and maybe we can help.” 
 
    The jester pulled her hand from her pouch, a small egg like stone between fingers, “It’s too late. The troll army is coming. I need to make sure my king has his serum for all of our sakes.” 
 
    Sonja was trying to make sense of what she was saying. The jester reached into her pouch again and pulled out a vial. Stepping up to the chained knight, she lifted the vial up to Sonja’s pursed lips. 
 
    “Drink, you will like it.” 
 
    Sonja pulled her face away, mouth closed. Lunatina let out a playful giggle as she uncorked it and spilled a few drops on Sonja’s lips. The blue knight continued to pull away until a drop touched her lips. An overwhelming urge to open her mouth took over. With wide eyes, lips parted and the jester tipped the vial. Clear liquid filled the knight’s mouth and she greedily drank it down. Heat trickled down her throat and into her stomach. Weird sensations crawled along her body, nerves flaring and skin feeling tighter. The player didn’t know if it was in her head or if her MEG suit just got smaller. Breasts bulged, growing a cup size at a time. The knight went form a firm B cup to nearly double D’s. Body convulsing, she struggled in her chains as her form changed and shifted. 
 
    The jester watched, taking in her handy work. Sonja’s chest hung milky white and heavy. Nipples itched as the player let out a long exhale. Lunatina reached up and caressed an oversized breast, fingers touching her nipples. Sonja gasped at the rush of bliss clouding her thoughts. Writhing, she tried to break free, not to escape but to have the crazy looking jester continue to molest her new breasts. From a nipple, milky white liquid flowed. 
 
    Lunatina lifted her wet hand and sucked the liquid off each finger in turn, “Mmmmmm perfect, the new batch of serum will keep my king sane for weeks.” 
 
    Sonja tried to fight but powerful deep urges only made her whimper. Mind reeling, she stared powerless as the jester moved to the device on the floor. One handed she pulled out a clear cup connected to a hose, and placed it over an engorged nipple. Reaching down again, she placed a second one over the other. Sonja gasped as they suctioned on. Milk dripped slowly as the knight pulled at her chains, wanting to be free to massage her own nipples.  
 
    Lunatina stepped close once again, the oval stone still in her hand, “You will produce more if you’re stimulated.” 
 
    Sonja watched with half closed eyes as the jester gently pushed the oval stone to her womanhood. Tendrils of bliss rose up as she gently pushed it between pink lips. Sonja writhed, pleasure spiking. The stone was moved in far enough to lie against her G spot. Lunatina whispered a word and Sonja’s world exploded. 
 
    The oval stone hummed with a delicate but powerful vibration. Sonja gasped again and her breathing grew ragged. The vibrations tickled all the right spots and she tried not to scream. Ambrosia fueled her body to work overtime. Despite the intense lovemaking from before, she could not deny the new feelings surging through her. Heavy breasts swelled and nipples spurted creamy milk. The device before her hummed to life. Milk spilled down the tubes and into the machine. The jester stepped back, watching the machine work. Milk spilled into vials and as one was filled, it shifted it out and another vial took its place. 
 
    “Everything seems in order. I will be back in an hour. Try to enjoy yourself before I wipe your mind of this little episode. Don’t want you telling the queen,” the jester smiled before moving to the door. 
 
    Sonja tried to clear her thoughts but it had become futile. Raw, primal urges were in control. An orgasm rushed to the surface and exploded. The suction cups pulled more and more milk from sensitive nipples. The knight could not turn away from the pull. Writhing, she closed her eyes, lost to an ocean of bliss. Another orgasm blasted frayed nerves and she let out an animalistic scream. 
 
    Eyes half opened, something blinked in the corner of her vision. The words “Safe Word?” flashed over and over. The player knew full well that all she had to do was say her safe word and it would all end. The words were caught in her throat as the stone inside her worked its magic. The release of milk only caused her to relax in her bonds, letting the experience sooth her between orgasms. The thoughts of speaking the safe word fell away like dying leaves. Sonja hung, nature taking its course, filling her with strange purpose. 
 
    Large breasts heaving, she closed her eyes and writhed to ecstasy’s touch. The flashing words disappeared and the blue knight convulsed, white life sucked down tubes and gentle bliss caressed every cell in her body. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Wake up!” said a voice from the void. 
 
    Jayson stirred, eyes blinking and head swimming. Memories came flooding back and he lifted his head. Arms and legs met resistance as he quickly noticed he was chained to a table, naked. 
 
    “I think we’re in trouble,” Lance said from a table next to Jayson’s, chained and naked. 
 
    Jayson turned his head to him, “Someone came into our room and threw a vial at us. I never had a chance to stop it.” 
 
    “I guess that would explain why I woke here in this room. Last thing I remember was all of us sleeping in each other’s arms,” Lance smirked. 
 
    The door to the room opened. A figure cloaked in white stepped in and closed the door. Jayson and Lance lifted their heads to see the figure as they stepped in closer. The cloak covered the person’s body but it could not cover the small womanly curves. A hood covered the face and shadow covered the rest except for the dainty chin and lips. 
 
    Torchlight flickered in the dimly lit room. The figure in white moved between the tables, one hand on each knight, gliding up their naked bodies. 
 
    “So strong,” the figure whispered. 
 
    “What’s…” Jayson started. 
 
    “Don’t speak or I will have you gagged,” the figure commanded. 
 
    Delicate hands reached up and pulled back the hood. Green eyes stared down at Jayson. The player looked to the blonde hair and dainty features of Queen Belmont. Her hair was tied back in a braid and her pale skin glittered in the dim light. 
 
    “My Queen, what have we done?” Jayson said slipping into character. 
 
    The queen smirked as she stared at Jayson, hand on his chest, “You have committed no crime except to draw out my desires.” 
 
    Jayson pulled on his chains once again. 
 
    “The chains are to keep you from touching me. It is against the law to touch me.” 
 
    “Queen Belmont, we….” Lance was cut off. 
 
    “Don’t say my name. And before you ask any more annoying questions, you are both here to do what the king no longer can do, provide the kingdom an heir.” 
 
    Jayson and Lance’s eyes looked to the queen and to each other. 
 
    The queen smiled as her hand travelled down to Jayson’s naked thigh, “The King Lord doesn’t touch me anymore. He doesn’t even partake of his many concubine’s affections. When I saw both of you, I knew you could provide me with what the kingdom needs.” 
 
    Lance eyed Jayson, “Did you choose an impregnation kink?” 
 
    Jayson shook his head, “Nope. This must be part of the reason we received those warnings.” 
 
    “If you two men are done speaking,” Queen Belmont hissed, fingers running gently over Jayson’s manhood. 
 
    The gentle touch of the queen’s fingers caused Jayson’s cock to stir from its slumber. The player wasn’t sure if he was proud that he could get hard again or terrified that his body was addicted to sex. Mentally he decided that it was the former. 
 
    Queen Belmont took hold of Jayson’s half hard member and slowly stroked, eyes greedily drinking in his thick spear. Lance tried to hide his smirk but failed. Jayson tried not to smile but feeling the queen stroking him was too much. Cock rising to the occasion, the player let out a sigh. 
 
    “The king is going to kill us,” Jayson stated. 
 
    “For your safety, I would suggest you keep this to yourself,” The queen smiled. “It has been so long since I felt a man’s touch, to feel a throbbing cock between my tight valley. Make sure to spill every last drop of your seed in me.” The queen turned her eyes to Lance, “And to be sure, you will be next.” 
 
    “Glad I’m still being thought of,” Lance barked out a small laugh. 
 
    The queen, turned to Jayson’s cock as it stood up. Lips parted and her tongue snaked out to slather against the tip. The player was silent as the queen continued to kiss and suckle at his head. Thoughts ran through his mind like wild fire. As fun as it was to have a queen suck his cock, he noticed Sonja wasn’t with them. He didn’t know what they were doing to her but it must have been along the same lines of what was happening now. They had to escape and find Sonja before it was too late. If the kingdoms are to be attacked, the player knew the three of them had to be together. 
 
    Queen Belmont pulled her lips from Jayson’s cock. Crawling onto the table, she sat on his thighs. Jayson and Lance looked to her as she shed the white cloak from her shoulders. Pink nipples pointed from perfect sized breasts. Short golden hair formed a precise triangle between creamy white thighs. Pink lips glistened as the cloak fell away and pooled on Jayson’s shins. Skin glittered like tiny stars in the torchlight. Taking hold of Jayson’s cock once again, she rubbed the head and shaft against her pink lips with slow strokes.  
 
    The knight stared at the queen as she played with him. A faraway thought shouted, trying to call up a memory. Sex flooded the player’s mind, pushing away most thoughts but the urge to find Sonja overtook everything. The queen moved her hips, charming Jayson’s cock with her private song. Temptation roared but the glittering skin of the queen latched on to reason and a possible plan. 
 
    “My queen, you’re Fae,” Jayson stated. 
 
    “Silence!” the queen said harshly with half closed eyes. 
 
    Jayson continued, “If we are not to speak of this, then we can do anything. My fellow knight and I could fill you with our seed. We can take you over and over until you tell us to stop.” 
 
    Queen Belmont’s eyes closed as she pushed the tip of his cock to her opening, parting her lips. “You speak to me like a barbarian. So dirty, you wish to violate my body for you own pleasures. If I could trust you then perhaps I would allow you vile men to take my royal womanhood.” 
 
    “We can be trusted. We would never speak of it to anyone. We value our heads and would like to keep them. We wish to leave and journey to the West. You would never see us again and your secret will be intact.” 
 
    Queen Belmont opened her eyes as she slid down, inches spreading her inner walls, “You lie. You only think of escape. The kingdom needs an heir. It will be the only way the king will accept my people as his.” 
 
    The queen let out a long moan as she slid down to the hilt, “My…people….are divided. The king treats them as lesser beings to his people…” Queen Belmont found it difficult to speak as she grinded on the knight’s thick member. “His madness threatens us all.” 
 
    “Then let us help bring your people….together,” Jayson was finding it difficult to speak as well. “On our honor, we will only have this one moment before war.” 
 
    Queen Belmont moaned again, squeezing Jayson’s throbbing cock, “On your honor?” 
 
    Jayson moved his hips, driving the point home so to speak, “We would not be knights if we didn’t have our honor.” 
 
    The queen nodded as she writhed. Lifting a hand up, she snapped her fingers. Jayson’s chains popped open from his wrists and ankles. The chains holding Lance did the same. Chain links fell from the tables and pooled on the stone floor. Lance sat up, swinging his legs over the side of the table and stepped off. 
 
    The queen looked to Lance and then to Jayson, doubt filling her. Jayson reached up and caressed pink nipples. The queen cooed and moved to the rhythm.  
 
    “You can’t touch me,” Queen Belmont whined but did nothing to stop him. 
 
    Jayson wrapped an arm around her, pulling her onto him, her chest touching his.  
 
    “The things we do for honor,” Lance smirked as he climbed onto the table behind the queen. 
 
     “You brutes must stop. I command it,” Queen Belmont whispered but continued to move her hips. 
 
    Jayson held her close as Lance moved in, cock hardening. Looking down, he could see Jayson’s cock buried in the queen’s valley. Her ass cheeks were spread and her wrinkled asshole unguarded. 
 
    “My queen, we only wish to give you what you desire,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Lance took hold of his cock but instead of pressing it to her asshole; he pushed it to her wet opening as Jayson’s cock slid in and out. The knight took his time, letting wetness coat his head as he gently pushed it back and forth, the tip touching along Jayson’s shaft. 
 
    “No…..no….I haven’t….taken two cocks since my youth…” The queen whined between gasps. 
 
    Lance took hold of her hip with one hand while he held his cock with the other. Hips pushed forward, the head of his cock forcing its way into an already tight place, Jayson lay, feeling Lance’s cock slide next to his, forcing inner walls to spread further. 
 
    The queen’s eyes and mouth made a perfect O. Walls spread to their breaking point as two thick cocks filled her. Squirming, she made no sound as a storm of pure bliss curled her nerves and toes. Valley stretching, a primal need to move caused a deluge of wetness to spill. The knights groaned their own delight as the queen bit her lip and growled.  
 
    Wet sounds filled the room as both men pushed back and forth in unison. The queen squeezed with all her might, trying to pull their seed from their loins. Soon the rhythm shifted with cocks sliding against each other, throbbing and pulsing in the queen’s tight space. Eyes rolling into her head, she let out deep whimpers as pleasure and pain danced to their new song. Jayson held her down to him, his lust driving him in deeper. Lance snuggled into the back of the queen’s neck, hips pushing into her bottom. 
 
    “You…you look like him…..when he was younger…” Queen Belmont moaned. 
 
    Jayson felt the familiar need to come. The sliding back and forth only hastened his urges until they became blind to all reason. Cock bulging, Lance let out a groan. The queen sucked in air as her inner walls were pushed to their limit. The maddening need to shoot his seed was too much. The knight let out a moan. Molten come surged from the tip, filling the tight place. Lance could feel his fellow knight come and in turn, it forced him to respond. Cock bulging, another spurt of white come erupted. Both men forced themselves deep as the queen clutched at them. Nerves exploded into fireworks as the queen pushed back against them. Time lost all meaning as the three fell into the nirvana of the moment. When the bliss faded, the queen collapsed onto Jayson, taking long ragged breaths. 
 
    “I hope the heir has my eyes,” Lance faintly smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja hung from the chains, exhausted but unable to stop the next orgasm. The device pulled milk from her engorged breasts as she whimpered. Body no longer responding to the orgasms, they seemed to simply pass, one after the other. Between orgasms, she tried to think of a way to free herself. The vibrating stone inside her continued to work its magic but the swirl of knowing she had to escape grew more prominent to the forefront of her mind. 
 
    Gazing down at the tubes, she craned her neck forward. Undulating her body, she came up with an idea. The knight’s oversized breasts bounced freely with the clear cups suctioned to her nipples. After a few more thrusts of her hips, breasts bounced back toward her face. The tube came with it and after two more tries, with exposed teeth, she bit the hose as it nearly smacked her in the face. Clamping down, she turned her neck and pulled. One of the suction cups plopped free from her nipple. Milk went flying as she held the tube between her teeth. Flinging the tube with some milk, it splashed against her arm, wrist and shackle. Turning her wrist, she moved it around and straightened out her hand. The knight let the tube fall as she worked her wrist. Hand pulling through, the milk created enough lubricant to pull her hand through the cuff. With a mighty pull, her hand slipped through and hung down. 
 
    Gasping as another orgasm forced her muscles to tremble; the blue knight flexed her hand and pressed the palm to her chest. Armor, clothes and weapons appeared on her body. Sonja smiled a little as she saw her armor adjusted to take her new larger chest. Reaching up, she pulled her sword. With three quick strikes, the chains shattered and she fell to the floor. Mind reeling from another orgasm, she tried to stand up on shaky legs. The door to the small room opened. 
 
    Sonja turned, sword at her side as a guard stepped in, eyes wide. She took a step forward and weakness claimed her. Falling to one knee, she gasped as yet another orgasm blasted her senses. The guard rushed to her, bending down and taking hold of her arm. 
 
    “I’m here to save you,” the guard whispered. 
 
    Sonja nodded as her fingers reached under her blue skirt. Fingers dove between pink lips, searching for the stone. When she touched it, fingers took hold and she pulled it out. The wet stone slipped from her and hit the floor with a clatter. 
 
    “Can you walk?” The guard asked. 
 
    “Yes,” The blue knight said and stood to her feet. 
 
    “I will help you. We have to hurry to save your friends,” The guard said as he put the blue knight’s arm over his shoulder. 
 
    Sonja didn’t fight the guard or even question him. The two moved to the door as the knight fought to regain her mind from the edge of paradise. 
 
    *** 
 
    Queen Belmont lay on the table, a small snore rising up. Jayson and Lance stood by her. The two knights touched their chests; armor and weapons fading into view. Jayson took the queen’s cloak and laid it on her. Queen Belmont snuggled into it, her mind lost to dreams. 
 
    “That was interesting,” Lance smirked. 
 
    “Yea but we need to find Sonja and get out of here. I think all of this may be the tip of the iceberg of things to come.” 
 
    Lance nodded, “Yea but you have to admit that was pretty hot. You think Sonja will let us try that with her?” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “You’d have to ask?” 
 
    Lance’s smile grew broader, “No, I guess not.” 
 
    The two knights moved to the door. Jayson reached up to take the handle when the door opened on its own. Stepping back, hands went to swords. The door swung open completely and Sonja stood, arm around a guard’s shoulder. The guard’s eyes widened as he looked to the knights. 
 
    “He is here to rescue us,” Sonja heaved. 
 
    Jayson and Lance’s eyes went to Sonja’s new large breasts. 
 
    “Long story,” the blue knight smirked, her own eyes looking past them to the queen sleeping on a table with chains. 
 
    Jayson caught what she was looking at. “That is our long story.” 
 
    The guard steadied the blue knight and pulled away from her. When she was fully standing, the guard closed the short distance, arms out. Lance’s eyebrow went up as the guard hugged him. The white knight was equally surprised when the guard kissed him on the lips, slipping his tongue into the knight’s mouth. Lance lingered for a moment before pulling away to Jayson and Sonja’s questioning gazes. 
 
    “I’m so happy you’re safe!” The guard whispered. 
 
    Lance eyed the rather nondescript guard and said nothing. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t know,” The guard said. 
 
    The three knights watched as the guard’s skin color turned a dark blue. Features on his face changed, nose pointing and eyes darkening. Hair under the helmet changed to thick cable like strands. Realization washed over Lance’s mind as he stared at Lorn. The troll grinned as he moved in for another hug and a deep kiss. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja stood with their jaws hanging. A strange confusion fell on them, wondering if they should draw their weapons or not. Lance pulled back and eyed his companions. 
 
    “Um, this is Lorn. Lorn, these are my friends.” 
 
    The troll turned to the two knights and bowed his head. “I know who you all are. I have been following you but I’m pleased to meet you.” 
 
    “We should take this conversation elsewhere before someone walks in on us,” Lance said with a nervous smile. 
 
    Unsure what to say or think, the knights moved for the door. Stepping out into the corridor, they began walking. From around a corner, a woman in skin tight black and purple body suit walked into view. Her twisted smile faded when she spotted the three knights staring right at her.  
 
    Sonja let out a growl as she bolted for the stunned jester. Jayson followed the blue knight as she charged. Lunatina turned and tried to make a run for it. She managed a few feet before the blue knight leapt into the air. Arms out, she grabbed the jester and the forward momentum knocked both of them to the floor. Sonja turned the jester onto her back and sat on her as Jayson slid to his knees, hands helping hold down the struggling pale woman. 
 
    “Let me go!” Lunatina shouted before Sonja clamped a hand over her mouth. 
 
    “Not until you answer some questions!” Sonja said in a harsh whisper. 
 
    “Let’s take her back to our room. We can interrogate her there,” Jayson said, his brow forming a hard V.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Lunatina struggled but the blanket turned rope held her to the chair. The jester tried to talk but her mouth was gagged with a small towel tied around her head. Jayson paced in the middle of the room. Sonja sat on another chair next to the struggling jester. Lance and Lorn sat on the edge of the bed. 
 
    “So, let me get this straight, you were hiding when we attacked your camp and Lance let you go. You followed us when we went to the house when the bounty hunter attacked?” 
 
    Lorn nodded, “I had no place else to go. Lance freed me from my prison. I owe him my freedom.” 
 
    Lance let out a sigh, “I know we’re being completely honest now, while I was patrolling the area and getting some air, Lorn came to me and…..he wanted to show his appreciation.” 
 
    Sonja smiled at the white knight. Jayson simply crossed his arms. 
 
    Lance sighed again, “He blew me in the woods. I thought at first it was a distraction but, well…” 
 
    “Not the strangest thing to happen in the game,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    Lorn looked to Jayson with wide, caring eyes, “I was a lust slave. Lance became my hero and I knew I had to help him and his friends.” 
 
    “You’re not mad that we attacked your kin?” 
 
    Lorn shook his head, “On the contrary, your attack helped me escape. Lust slaves are only meant to please. We are the lowest rank our kind can have; our sole duty is to please.” 
 
    “How did you change your face?” Lance asked. 
 
    “We are taught glamour magic at an early age. It is the only magic we know and it is purely for fulfilling our master’s desires. We can read and write and are versed in the ways of lust making but little else.” 
 
    Lunatina struggled and murmured through the cloth in her mouth, eyes on the troll in guard armor.  
 
    Sonja looked to her, “Should we question her next? She seems like she has something to say.” 
 
    Jayson rubbed his eyes before nodding. Sonja untied the gag and pulled it away. 
 
    “The King Lord will have you all executed for harboring a troll behind city walls,” The jester said calmly, eyes still on the troll. 
 
    “I think we all have bigger problems than just Lorn,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Sonja shifted in her seat, her new and bigger breasts bouncing to her movements. “How long is this going to last?” The blue knight pointed to her breasts. 
 
    “Not to fret, they will be normal by morning,” Lunatina said with a sardonic grin. 
 
    Lance looked to Sonja, “You want them to go away?” 
 
    The blue knight sat back and tried to cross her arms but her breasts were in the way. Awkwardly, she put her hands on her lap instead. 
 
    “I don’t know. They’re kind of in the way,” Sonja said. 
 
    Jayson ignored his fellow knights and centered his vision on the bound jester. “What’s happening to the Middle Kingdoms? Sonja mentioned before that you said the King Lord was crazy and how we can’t save ourselves from the troll army. Explain.” 
 
    Lunatina nodded her head, “It’s true. The troll army approaching is much too vast to fight, even behind these ancient walls. I have calculated our chances with every bit of information I can from our scouts. The Middle Kingdoms will fall.” 
 
    Lorn’s eyes saddened, “She is correct. I heard my masters talk during their meetings. I was pleasuring one of them as they discussed their plans. They have been planning this attack for over a year, stealing whatever resources they could and preparing their army. They no longer care for the truce and want to send all of Lukken a message that they are coming for all of the races.” 
 
    “If they take the middle kingdoms, they will have a fortified base to move north to the dragons and east to the human cities,” Jayson said as he rubbed his chin.” 
 
    Lorn and Lunatina both nodded. 
 
    The jester continued, “Staying here will only get us killed.” 
 
    “Has King Lord Belmont sent for aid?”  
 
    “He has only asked for knights to join the defense but has not asked for aid from anyone. He believes he alone can stop the invasion. The other kingdoms know he is strong and leave it to him. My serums have been the only thing keeping him together. Despite all of the information about the troll army, many have chosen to wait and see instead of act.”  
 
    The jester’s eyes shifted to the floor, “I wish to strike a bargain.” 
 
    The knights looked to the jester ‘s sullen face. 
 
    “Take me with you and I can be an asset. I have master knowledge in alchemy. I will also keep it between us about the troll in your party.” 
 
    Jayson was silent for a few seconds, “We never said we were leaving just yet.” 
 
    Lance looked to the knight, “You want to stay and fight?” 
 
    The player turned to the white knight and smirked, “You did say we had to do our duty.” 
 
    “You think we can make a difference?” Sonja asked as she sat back in the chair. 
 
    “This is history in the making. If we run then we can never say we were at the Battle for the Middle Kingdoms. Besides, maybe we can still make a difference. Maybe that’s why we’re here,” Jayson said as he resumed pacing. 
 
    “I’m not against an epic battle before we continue on our journey,” Lance grinned. 
 
    “I think I could use something other than sex right now. The jester made sure of that,” Sonja said and patted Lunatina on the head. 
 
    “I thought the King Lord was mad,” Lunatina frowned. 
 
    Jayson’s mind worked into overtime, “I assume all the other knights will bring their concubines into the battle. We will have to do the same. The guards and soldiers will join the fight as will other knights. We will have the protection of the walls.” 
 
    “Sonja and I are down a concubine from the dungeon. They still haven’t recovered and I doubt they will be ready by morning.” 
 
    “I will bring out all of mine except for Oksuna. I unlocked Petal’s Sun Cannon ability and she will finally be able to use it. Plus, Kara and Nara will be a strong addition to the fight.” 
 
    “I thought the Sun Cannon only worked on sunny days? We have no idea what the weather will be like by tomorrow morning.” Lance said. 
 
    “I bought her a small sun orb as a gift. Even if it’s cloudy, she might be able to get off a shot. If other knights have female dryads then they will add to the defense.” 
 
    “I feel cautiously optimistic,” Sonja grinned. 
 
    Jayson looked to his fellow knight and smiled. A stray thought pierced his mind and he remembered the War Time status warning when they were in the throne room. With a thought, the knight called on his angel to appear. 
 
    Sil appeared, wings spread and hovering two feet off the ground, her white dress billowing to a nonexistent breeze, “How can I assist you my lord?” 
 
    “Tell me about the War Time Warning status.”  
 
     Sil nodded, “War Time Warning status is to inform players of Player vs Player status and delayed resurrection times. Should you fall in combat, it will take ten minutes to resurrect and you will still be at minimal hit points and weakened stats. Players may also kill other players at will when the status is in effect. The area of effect will extend for miles and no player may cancel it. The only way to avoid it is to leave the zone.” 
 
    “Ten minutes is harsh,” Lance said as he looked up to the angel. 
 
    Sil continued, “When you die, you will see only a black screen with a timer counting down. It is recommended that you do not log out. If you do then you will not be able to reenter the battle area until it is finished.” 
 
    The three knights took it all in.  
 
    “We have to keep our focus during the battle,” Jayson said with an air of calm.  
 
    “Lance and I already died once. I think we can handle it,” Sonja smiled. 
 
    “What do we do about her?” The white knight pointed his chin at the bound jester. 
 
    “If you’re not leaving, then my place is at my King’s side,” The jester said with sadness dripping from her eyes. 
 
    “We can’t let her go, she will tell Belmont everything,” The blue knight said. 
 
    Lunatina lifted her eyes to Jayson’s, “I will keep our secrets if you make me a promise. If my king falls, you will come for me and protect me.” 
 
    “You don’t have much faith that we can win this battle,” Jayson said as he looked deep into her eyes. 
 
    The jester’s lips twisted into an insane grin, “Despite your gallant bravado, I know in my calculations and in my heart, the kingdoms will fall. I cannot protect myself in the wild and I don’t wish to be a troll lust slave. Promise me on your honor and we shall see what the dawn brings.” 
 
    Jayson knelt before the bound jester and took her hand into his, “I promise to protect you if you need to be protected.” 
 
    “I promise,” Lance said with a smirk. 
 
    Sonja hesitated before letting out a long sigh, “I promise.” 
 
    The blue knight drew her blade and sliced downward. The tied blanket fell away from the black and purple jester. Lunatina stood up and looked to the knights. With a curtsy, she turned to the door. Opening it, she looked back to the knights. Blowing a kiss, she nodded to Jayson, stepped out and closed the door behind her. 
 
    Sil faded from view as the three knights took a deep breath. 
 
    “Do you think we can trust her?”, Lance asked. 
 
    “Not completely”, said Sonja. “But we can’t drag her around with us, and if she does keep to her end of the bargain we stand to have a good resource in a very strategic spot.”    
 
    “We have only a few hours before dawn. I could use some sleep,” Jayson yawned as weariness caught up with him. 
 
    “Me too,” Sonja stretched her arms up, heavy breasts bouncing behind her light armor. 
 
    Lance looked to his fellow knights, “Can you both sleep in one of the other rooms?” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja looked to the white knight, his hand holding the troll’s hand. With simple nods, Jayson took Sonja’s hand and gently pulled her to her feet. The knights left the room, closing the door behind them. 
 
    Lorn looked to Lance, his hand squeezing the knight’s. 
 
    “You should leave before sunrise. This could get ugly. I can survive the battles but I don’t think you can.” Lance said in a low voice. 
 
    “I am where I want to be,” Lorn said with warm conviction. 
 
    “I appreciate you trying to help and feeling honor bound to me but….” Lance was cut off. 
 
    “I wish to be by your side until my debt is paid…and then I want to stay with you as an equal.” 
 
    Lance squeezed Lorn’s hand before letting go, “If you die, there is no coming back. I know I can’t explain it to you because you’re a program but if you leave, there is a chance we will meet again.” 
 
    The troll gazed at the knight, “If I am to leave, then may I have your company before the dawn, an act of love so I may treasure it always?” 
 
    Lance’s heart beat hard in his chest. The expression of love in the troll’s eyes stunned him for a moment. Hand reaching up, he placed his palm against his chest. Armor and clothes disappeared. The troll glanced down at the knight’s half hard cock. Blue hands reached up and he began removing the guard’s armor. The naked knight helped him, pieces of armor and leather falling to the stone floor. Clothes peeled away as the troll remained standing, his perfect naked body before the knight. 
 
    Lance drank in the troll’s form. Lorn knelt before him. The troll leaned his head close to Lance’s manhood. The player felt a soreness rise up the more he hardened. As if sensing his discomfort, the troll blew air along the veiny shaft. Lance’s eyes opened a little more as the soreness faded away. Before he could thank the troll, Lorn closed his mouth around the tip and suckled. Pleasure once again reared its wanting head. Lance spread his thighs, letting the troll snuggle between, head slowly moving up and down. The sucking sounds cause the knight’s cock to become fully erect. Lying back, he moaned his approval as the troll lovingly sucked away.  
 
    After a few minutes, reckless desire spurred the knight from his bliss. Sitting up, he took hold of the troll and pulled him up onto the bed. Lorn complied, crawling onto the big bed. Lance pushed him down onto his stomach. Lorn looked back with loving eyes as the knight crawled onto him, his cock laying between the troll’s cheeks. 
 
    “Spear me with your manhood,” Lorn said with heated desire. 
 
    “Promise me you will be gone by dawn.” 
 
    Lorn eyed the knight, moving his ass to Lance’s hard cock. “I promise,” the troll said with faraway eyes. 
 
    Lance nodded as he took hold of his spear made of flesh. Pressing it to the troll’s tight pucker, Lorn barely made a groan as Lance pushed his way in. The player noticed he didn’t need any lubricant as he penetrated the troll’s blue ass, Lorn squeezing his shaft the entire length. When Lance reached the hilt, Lorn moved his hips, tight ass stroking the thick cock. 
 
    Lance couldn’t believe how amazing it felt. Each stroke was long and powerful. Lorn moaned his own pleasure as he continued his masterful work. Hips moved against one another as the two groaned and moaned. The sound of skin on skin filled the room as moonlight filtered through partially closed curtains. Lance moved a hand under the undulating troll, taking hold of his impressive member. Stroking, their moans grew louder. Upping the tempo, knight and troll became one being. Lance groaned louder as an orgasm bubbled under the surface. Lorn moved with skillful balance, letting the knight fuck him and stroke him at the same time. The white knight fell silent as wild need demanded for release. 
 
    “Come my lord. Come and slay my heart,” Lorn said with ecstasy curling around every word. 
 
    Lance grunted as his cock bulged. Lorn squeezed tighter along the veiny shaft. Crying out, Lance’s cock surged, molten come spitting out. Lorn grunted as heat and seed spurted into his ass. Lance continued to stroke the troll’s veiny blue cock as he slammed his hips into toned, muscled ass. Lorn released his own bliss with a low moan. Thick come burst from his cock and onto the bed. The two males continued to stroke until every last drop was expelled. 
 
    Lance turned onto his back, his cock slipping from the troll. Breathing heavy, he lifted his head when Lorn moved over his hips, hand taking hold of Lance’s half hard cock. Lips encircled the knight’s manhood and once again began sucking. Lance ran his fingers through the thick hair, his own mind lost to the pleasures of the troll’s mouth. 
 
    The player didn’t notice when he passed out some time later. Eyes blinked open. Sitting up, he quickly turned his head around and saw that he was alone. The gray of the coming dawn was approaching. The white knight let himself fall back into bed, mind swirling and heart thumping.  
 
    “Lorn, be safe,” The knight said in a loving whisper. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fifteen 
 
    The march to the South-East kingdom was slow. Three knights walked side by side amongst a crowd of soldiers, guards and fellow knights. Jayson looked to the sky, a gray gloom extending from horizon to horizon. The player tried to not think about it, placing his hope in the morning sun blasting away the gray clouds. He was sure if they had some sun, they could tip the battle in their favor.  
 
    Sonja walked to Jayson’s right, her oversized chest had returned to normal. The blue knight continued to drink in the scene in front of her, players and AI avatars preparing for the battle yet to come. As much as she liked the sensual aspects of the game, a new excitement ran along her nerves. To be part of something so large opened her mind. Glancing over at Jayson and Lance, her heart beat with steadiness, equally excited to be fighting alongside the men she loved. 
 
    Lance kept to Jayson’s left, eyes hard as he marched, the memories of his time with Lorn braking on the shores of his heart. The player often wondered if Jayson was falling in love with his pink, troll concubine. The thought was an amusing one as he knew the difference between players and avatars. After last night, he wasn’t so sure anymore. Falling in love with a program was crazy. But the emotion was still there, wrapping around his heart like a thick snake, squeezing it to death. A touch of red touched his face and he tried to think of something else. A guard passed the white knight and he wondered if it was Lorn, breaking his promise.  
 
    “The South-East kingdom is called Ludus. The North-East Kingdom is called Bellor. The South-West kingdom is Serk and the North-West kingdom is called Delkk,” Jayson said as they walked. 
 
    Lance eyed the crowd as they moved to the stone steps leading to the main bridge toward the South-East kingdom. “How many players do you think are here?” 
 
    “Not sure but maybe a few hundred. If they all have a good number of concubines then we may have a chance.” 
 
    “What’s a good number?” Sonja asked. 
 
    “Five to ten, anything more only works in our favor.” 
 
    “What’s the plan for the three of us? I doubt the King Lord is going to give us too many orders with an army of knights this large.” 
 
    “We must stick together. When the war starts, players will be able to PvP.” Jayson lowered his voice, “I’m not sure I trust all the knights around us.” 
 
    Sonja looked around, “You think some might turn on us? Why do you think that?” 
 
    “The same reason why this might be a losing battle, the king is mad, the queen used us to try and sire an heir and the Fae have been luring players into brothels to extract information from them. I think the cracks are really going to show once the battle starts.” 
 
    Sonja turned her head and eyed Jayson with disbelief, “Then why are we doing this? We should be trying to get out of here.” 
 
    Lance smirked, “I think Jayson thinks we can rally the people.” 
 
    Jayson continued to look forward as he walked, “I don’t have that much of an ego but you may be half right. I think we can still make a difference. It’s our duty as knights to serve the kingdoms, even if we don’t agree with what is going on below the surface.” 
 
    “You’re a romantic fool,” Sonja said and blew Jayson a kiss. 
 
    The march continued over the large stone bridge into the South-East kingdom of Ludus. Jayson eyed the soldiers along the bridge walls. Some of them looked outward while others eyed the knights walking past. Seeing them sent a sliver of paranoia up Jayson’s spine. Were they watching because the King Lord instructed them to?  
 
    Guards moved town’s people through to the main keeps as knights and soldiers walked to the southern walls. Families moved with wide eyes and clutching their meager possessions, guards at street corners directing citizens to the protective tunnels underneath the main keeps.  
 
    Jayson looked up to see the main defensive wall. Knights and soldiers lined it from one end to the other. The King Lord stood at the battlements in full plate mail armor. To his right stood the queen in a long golden dress and tiara on her head. Even from behind, Jayson could tell her head was tilted forward. 
 
    “Why is the queen here? Shouldn’t she be back at the main keep?” Lance asked when he noticed Jayson staring at her. 
 
    “Move it guys! We are trying to get to the front before the battle starts!” A loud knight said as he pushed past the trio of knights. 
 
    A war horn sounded off in the distance. A current of electricity filled the crowd. Knights began pushing their way, eyes eager to see the mighty troll army everyone had been talking about. Jayson, Sonja and Lance were caught up in a flood of players and had to run or get trampled. Sonja grabbed Jayson’s arm while Lance gabbed his other arm. Holding tightly, they moved with the current. Minutes later, the three knights were at the battlements, peering over the side as knights crowded around. The three knights stared out with unfiltered astonishment, taking it all in with wide eyes. 
 
    The southern road stretched out to their right, disappearing into the distance. Dozens of miles away, large primal forests covered the land with only a swath of the South Journey Road dividing them in half. From the massive road, figures moved in formation, keeping to a steady rhythm. Several giant reptiles lead the way, large trolls riding them. Jayson squinted and tried to count. The road was large but with the blue skinned trolls, he figured he only saw about two hundred moving. Movement distracted the knight and when he glanced at the forest edge, he stopped counting. Trolls spilled from the dark forests. Walking, they quickly fell into formation once clear of the forest edge. The numbers multiplied again and again. The clear land from the forest was filling up with armored trolls, moving as a cohesive army. 
 
    “Holy shit! That’s a lot of fucking trolls!” A player shouted with glee. 
 
    “I don’t see any siege weapons. How are they even going to get in here?” another knight asked loudly. 
 
    “This is fucking Helm’s Deep all over again!” Another knight laughed. 
 
    The same questions popped into his mind. The massive armies moving toward them were only trolls. Some of them were riding those giant lizards but everyone else was on foot. Were they holding back their heavy weapons for a reason? Maybe this was all a show of intimidation? Jayson thought back to the trolls he had encountered. They never had to intimidate, they were already intimidating. 
 
    A troll in black leather took the lead on his giant lizard steed. The giant lizard moved easily, matching the speed of a normal horse as it scurried forward. Jayson, as with every knight looking down, studied the troll as he moved closer. He had a sword at his right hip and a whip on his left. Dark eyes looked up with cocky amusement. 
 
    “War Time Warning! War Time Warning!” blinked in the corner of Jayson’s vision. 
 
    The player tried to gauge the leader as his steed slowed down. When the giant lizard stopped, the entire army behind him stopped. Every troll stood at attention, dark eyes gazing at the large kingdom wall before them, knights gathered along the top edge. 
 
    King Lord Belmont gazed down at the massive army, not impressed, “You came a long way just to pay a visit to my kingdoms.” 
 
    The troll in black picked up a leg and dismounted. His leather boots landed in the dirt and it billowed up to his knees. Stepping forward, he kept his gaze steady as he grinned upward. Sonja could only see a blue skinned Nazi-like monster. Lance kept his eyes grim as he looked out to the massive army at their doorstep. Jayson kept his fingers on his belt, ready to call upon his concubines. 
 
    “Do you have a name or should I simply call you ‘Defeated’?” The King Lord bellowed. 
 
    The troll’s gaze was steady and his smirk did not waiver, “You must be confused again. I believe ‘Victor’ would be appropriate.” 
 
    King Lord Belmont returned the smirk, “Attacking my kingdoms will only lead to war. I have no qualms slicing off troll heads and mounting them for my amusement. I am quite good at it and you have over stepped the truce. Leave now and we all can forget this little display. Scurry back to your lands and live in peace until you’re an old troll with a large family.” 
 
    “My family is here with me!” The troll lifted an arm and pointed a hand to the army at his back. “Growing old is for the weak and soft. They hunger for conquest and blood. Human blood will do for now but dragon blood is so much tastier.” 
 
    King Lord Belmont’s brow formed a hard V, “You know my power. You cannot win this fight.” 
 
    The troll bowed his head, “I know your power, King Lord Belmont, and I respect it. You have fought many great battles and the tales of you are truly astonishing. Be that as it may, your mind is slipping and my people hunger for the old days. As a people, they chose this course of action and as their master, I must hear them for they are important to me. 
 
    The troll lifted his head, eyes meeting the king lord’s once again, “You asked for my name. I am Master Ulkur, slayer of dragons…..and mad kings.” 
 
    “You and your spies will feel my blade once again. I will bathe in the troll blood, cleansing my spirit once again. You mongrels will be slaughtered down to the last one. There will be no prisoners this day!” Belmont shouted, nearly frothing at the mouth. 
 
    Knights and guards turned their eyes nervously to the King Lord. Queen Belmont lowered her head another inch, eyes watering. Belmont turned, armored gauntlet reaching up and taking a fistful of blonde hair. The queen let out a shriek as her king held her head high, neck exposed. 
 
    “Your spies have been killed! The last one will be disposed of to show I will delight in your slaughter!” 
 
    Ulkur looked to the queen and then to the King Lord, “She is Fae and no spy of mine.” 
 
    Knights turned their attention to the king and queen. Some even moved forward a few steps before soldiers held swords up, shaking their heads as a warning to not move any closer. Jayson’s hand was to his sword, as was Lance and Sonja. Eyes wide, they stared in disbelief. 
 
    “Please my king! I only wished to love you and heal our people! I serve no trolls. I am your one and only!” The queen begged. 
 
    Belmont turned his dark eyes to the queen, his left hand drawing his wide blade. “One and only? You betrayed me with your spies. You let knights fill your belly with a bastard child. How long before you poison my drink? How long before you slipped a dagger into my back? No, my beautiful queen, your treachery ends here. After I kill the trolls, I’m coming for every last Fae until Lukken is free of your filth. Now the underworld awaits. May you choke on your lies for all eternity!” 
 
    Jayson cried out as King Lord Belmont drew back his blade. The slice was perfect. The blade gleamed as it passed through the queen’s neck. Her eyes continued to spill tears as the blade finished it pass. Her mouth worked for a second longer before it went slack. Belmont let the body fall as he continued to hold the head, the queen’s eyes rolling upward. With a heave, he tossed it high. 
 
    Master Ulkur watched as the queen’s head fell feet from him, her face in the dirt and golden hair gently falling around her. With a kick, the King lord sent the queen’s body over the edge, striking the ground before shattering into a greenish light. The head stayed where it was. 
 
    Jayson shook his head from side to side, his body tensing and betraying him. Sadness touched some knights while others shouted their dissatisfaction. Lance drew his rapier while Sonja’s hand went to her lips, tears in her eyes. 
 
    Belmont looked down with malice at the troll army, “I loved her and she met her fate. You will fare a darker fate, Ulkur, master of none.” 
 
    “The madness has taken hold deep in your spirit. My people now have a holy duty to cleanse the land of such madness. Thank you, King Lord Belmont, for showing us the true path,” Master Ulkur lifted up a hand and snapped his fingers. 
 
    The front line of trolls stepped forward. A single line of large dark blue bodies walked up, separating from the main army. They closed the short distance and stood right behind the troll master. 
 
    “I did not have any Fae spies in your kingdom. Why would I when I had knights doing the spying,” Master Ulkur chuckled. 
 
    Jayson and fellow knights gazed down at the line of trolls. Bodies shifting, blue skin melted away and was replaced by armor and swords. Faces changed and took on human appearances. The moments seemed to stretch on forever but only a few seconds passed as the line of trolls turned into a row of human knights. The knights on the battlements watch in horror as they stared at their people standing with the troll army. Jayson, Lance and Sonja gazed at the knights and noticed a large bald knight and a smaller one in a black cloak, with purple hair. 
 
    “Betrayers!” a knight shouted. 
 
    “Troll fuckers!” another knight screamed. 
 
    Dread poured into the knights along the top of the wall. Uncertainty, rage and a touch of panic spread through the ranks. Soldiers and guards kept their hands on swords as the crowd showed the first signs of chaos. 
 
    “Keep it together! They’re doing this on purpose to divide us!” Jayson shouted to the knights around him.  
 
    Some knights turned their eyes to him; others spit racial slurs at the trolls below. The cloud of chaos began to grow.  
 
    Jayson eyed Sonja and Lance, “We stay together! This is only going to get worse. Watch each other’s backs!” 
 
    The knight turned to the trolls and human knights below. Eyes darting, he managed to see a gleam from trolls in the main army. Focusing, knowledge poured over his senses as it registered why they didn’t have siege weapons, they didn’t need them. 
 
    “Fuck! The trolls have concubines! They have a whole fucking hidden army right before our eyes!” Jayson shouted as loudly as he could. 
 
    Dark hands touched stones. The very air vibrated as knights looked on. King Lord Belmont pointed and without a word, dropped his hand. Archers on the wall lit arrows and pointed them at the troll army. Bow strings pulled back, fingers released. Flaming arrows filled the sky. Master Ulkur touched a glowing gem on his belt. The world slowed down as arrows reached their zenith and fell toward the exposed army. A massive form faded into view. Black wings stretched as a serpentine head glared upward with glowing red eyes. Armored scales shifted as muscles worked. The massive wings beat forward once, sending a thunder clap through the air. The wind blast sent arrows in all directions but their intended targets. Jayson took hold of Lance and Sonja, pulling them down along the wall as extinguished arrows flew back at them, striking soldiers, archers and unlucky knights. The chaotic storm reached the tipping point just as a large shaft of sunlight penetrated the thick gloomy skies. 
 
    Jayson stood up, mind clear as the sun touched him. For only a split second, he understood what needed to be done. Calmly he looked down as a cloud of winged women appeared, their arms made of feathers and fierce clawed legs below the knee. The harpies screeched as they rushed forward, capitalizing on the confusion. The massive black dragon hovered over its master as harpies rained upward and dived down toward the battlements, claws flashing in the sun. 
 
    Jayson touched all the gems on his belt, minus the pink one. Figures flashed and formed. Around him, other knights followed, calling their army of concubines to the battle. Jayson’s concubines looked to their lord, no fear in their eyes as they knew immediately what was going to be asked of them. 
 
    Lance and Sonja began doing the same, calling their concubines as Jayson shouted orders.   
 
    “Petal! Soak up the sun and use your Sun cannon on the crowd. Kara and Nara, start blasting the trolls and knights in the army below. Gorganna, protect Petal at all costs. Lina and Fay, I want protection buffs and healing. Limit yourselves to me, Sonja, Lance and your fellow concubines,” Jayson commanded. 
 
    The player turned to the kitra at his side, “Dalya, stay by my side. We fight together!” 
 
    “Yes, my lord!” Dalya smiled. 
 
    “War Time Initiated!” blinked in corner of Jayson’s vision 
 
    The green skinned dryad moved to the edge of the battlement wall. Harpies were speeding down onto the walkway. Some knights called their concubines but cried out as claws dug into their shoulders and threw them off to the streets below. Other knights called out their female dryads, moving them to the edge to soak up the sun. 
 
    Petal closed her eyes as she basked in the sunlight. The leaves along her forearms began to open, pointing her arms at the troll army below, the leaves opened further, cells drinking in precious light. A harpy focused on the dryad, shifting her wings and barreling down on the exposed concubine. A green woman with serpent hair stared at the harpy. There was a flash of light and the harpy went limp. The monster woman fell like a stone from the sky, hitting the ground and shattering into light.  
 
    Power pulsed along Petal’s arms. When her leaves were fully open, her arms looked like a strange flower with hands in the middle. Energy surging, the dryad’s eyes opened with yellow light spilling out. Power welled up into her open hands. With a mental command, the power surged and exploded outward. A thick stream of yellow energy struck out, slamming into the troll formation, sending large muscled bodies in all directions, many falling and shattering into a greenish light.  
 
    Harpies rained down as swords were drawn. Lance was first to slash outward with a seven-point stab. His rapier struck four times into one harpy and three times into another, both shattering into pieces of light. Sonja whipped her ghost blade, spectral swords impaling incoming harpies.  
 
    Knights on the battlements formed up tight. Concubines began launching to meet the incoming harpy threat. Several more dryads fired into the standing troll army. Bodies were thrown like rag dolls but the army did not advance. They never moved an inch. 
 
    “Time to take what is rightfully ours,” Ulkur said and looked up to the black dragon above him. 
 
    The black dragon nodded as wings beat. Opening his maw, liquid fire fell from the corners of his serpentine mouth. A heated glow rose up from the ancient dragon’s throat and the day grew brighter. Head pulling back, the stream of orange, red and yellow energy blasted forth. A moment later it hit the kingdom wall, melting it on contact. 
 
    Knights fought to keep their balance as a huge hole appeared underneath them. Helplessly, knights looked over to see their prime defense was now useless. The enemy knights cheered as the gaping hole dripped molten stone along the edges. A home on the other side caught fire from the power of the blast.  
 
    Ulkur let out a calming exhale as he looked on, “Take the kingdoms, all of them.” 
 
    Enemy knights charged, weapons in the air and war lust in their eyes. The troll army began their controlled march. The sky took on black plumes of smoke as the fire began to spread to next door homes. The gap in the cloudy sky started to close.  
 
    King Lord Belmont stood at full attention, glowing sword in his hand and eyes on the black dragon. Lifting his blade, he pointed at the dragon, eyes reflecting the wyrm’s beating wings. An aura appeared around the blade and a light blasted out. The dragon shifted in the air, using a wing as a shield. The energy hit it, shredding the wing and stabbing deep into the armored chest. The dragon roared as it limped from the sky, crashing into the ground next to its master. Ulkur didn’t look to his dragon but kept his eyes on the King Lord. 
 
    “You used your swords ability already? You disappoint me King Lord. I would have thought you would save it for our final battle,” Ulkur shouted. 
 
    “This is our final battle,” King Lord Belmont stated as he jumped. 
 
    The king landed on the ground, knees barely bending. Stray knights and several trolls immediately converged on him. Belmont never flinched as he flicked his wrist and whipped around his blade. Ulkur grinned as the trolls and enemy knights stopped their advance, heads falling off and bodies slumping before shattering away. 
 
    Ulkur drew his sword with one hand and unfurled his whip with the other. “Let the bards tell of this battle for centuries to come!” 
 
    The master troll charged as the king held his blade at the ready. Swords clashed and the very ground shook from their contact. Trolls called upon their concubines into battle. Several dryads appeared, aiming their hands with leaves opening.  
 
    Lance moved like a dancer along the battlements, sword striking down harpy after harpy. Sonja grunted as several harpies flashed claws, ready to tear her flesh. Leaf moved to his lady’s side, brown bark like tendrils whipping out and smashing bodies. Jayson and Dalya were back to back, fighting off harpies as they closed in. Below them, the enemy poured into the streets, shouting manically. Many knights pulled from the battlements, fighting their way down to street level but the enemy was already in. Guards were slaughtered as enemy knights took them to the sword. Trolls poured in next, smashing anything near them with brutal strength.  
 
    Jayson’s swords, fire and ice, cut down harpy after harpy in rapid succession while Dalya flipped up, driving her clawed foot into harpy jaws. The knight grunted as a harpy foot claw slashed at him. Hit points drained a few points but the knight knew this was just the beginning.  
 
    Petal gathered up energy from the sun before it was completely blocked from the clouds. A group of harpies descended on her. Gorganna hissed as she paralyzed one after the other but there were too many. Claws dug into green skin as Petal attempted to defend herself. A vine sprouted from her palm, stabbing a harpy in the heart. As it shattered, several more took its place. A flurry of claws slashed as the dryad cried out. Gorganna threw herself into the harpies, kicking and stunning them. Jayson turned his head in the heat of battle to see feathered wings beating and claws slashing. Petal grunted as she stabbed at another harpy before claws dug into her green flesh. With a heave, the ball of harpies pulled away, ripping Petal to pieces and her parts shattering. Gorganna screamed as she fought like a beast unhinged. The harpies turned their attack on her. Jayson darted through the chaos but when he reached Gorganna’s side, she was falling to the stone floor, body cut to shreds and exploding into light. The knight roared as he leaped into the air and used his Spin attack technique. Fire and ice blades cut through them, sending wings, heads and legs in all directions. 
 
    Kara and Nara peered over the edge, unleashing lightning bolt after lightning bolt from their open mouths. Heads moving like a gun turret, they continued their relentless assault on the invading troll army. 
 
    “We have to get down to the streets and stop them at the hole!” Jayson shouted to his friends and anyone who would hear him. 
 
    “I’m with you!” Lance shouted back. 
 
    “Till the end!” Sonja shouted above the roar of war. 
 
    The white knight was first, grabbing a rope from behind him and jumping. Falling, the rope caught and the knight swung, his blade slicing through any troll head unlucky to be in his way. Light bursts filled the streets as knights followed down the stairs to the streets below. Concubines unleashed devastating attacks but the flood of trolls and enemy knights did not slow. Lance reached the end of his swing and let himself fall to the street ten feet below him. Trolls advanced with swords and clubs raised. The knight moved with grace, slipping past the downward swinging weapons and slashing across exposed bellies. Greenish light explosions filled the area but the fight continued. 
 
    Sonja saw Lance fighting and leapt off the edge like a blue angel. Ghost blade slashing, spectral swords stabbed into the crowd, taking out a handful of trolls before her booted foot smashed a troll’s head. The brute looked up before the blue knight flipped off, blade slicing under her. The troll fell to the ground just as Sonja landed, shattering into light. 
 
    Jayson, Dalya and the elf twins leapt off the side, falling into the maelstrom of battle. When they landed, backs turned to each other and they began slashing and cutting outward. Fellow knights joined the fray, shouting, cutting and slashing. Concubines added to the battle as both sides clashed at the destroyed wall. Metal and death stormed around the knights as they fought like caged tigers. Jayson never felt so alive then right here, right now. A battle madness took hold as he fought. There was no anxiety or awkwardness, only the primal need to survive and smite your enemies. 
 
    A knight in a black cloak flipped above many heads and landed before the elf twins. Blade and smile flashing, Lina pushed Fay aside as a blade sank into her belly. Jayson turned to see Lina fall to her knees, hands clutching at the sword in her. The cloaked knight pulled her blade back and sliced downward, cleaving the elf’s head into two before bursting into light. 
 
    Jayson’s eyes met Feverdream’s as she took a stance. Fay sent a burst of healing energy toward her lord as he stalked forward to the cloaked knight. A seething rage poured into his heart as he raised his blades. 
 
    “When this is all over, look me up and you can hate fuck me all you want,” Feverdream grinned. 
 
    Jayson charged. The two knights clashed as the battle raged on. Feverdream spun and kept moving as Jayson moved with controlled rage. Blades sang their metal song as each knight tried to strike a winning blow, on and on their symphony played, neither one getting past the other. 
 
    “The trolls are going to take down the dragons! You’re on the wrong side!” Feverdream shouted with a whimsical smile. 
 
    Jayson was silent as he pressed his attack. Feverdream’s smile soon faded as the knight spun out. Blades crashed against hers as she braced herself. Flipping backwards, she landed and turned only for Jayson to be nearly on top of her. Blood boiling, the knight became a comet amid fighting stars. Both swords raining down, Feverdream backpedaled until her foot slipped. Jayson’s fire sword slashed at her thigh. Feverdream cried out and took another step. Jayson’s ice blade stabbed through her leather armor and into her belly. The enemy knight grunted as she brought her blade close and upward. Jayson moved his head but the blade touched his neck. A few hit points drained but a status effect appeared in his vision.  
 
    A poison status blinked as the player felt his movements become less coordinated. Feverdream advanced, blades at the ready as blood dripped from her wounds. 
 
    “Call me,” Feverdream said as she raised her blade for the killing blow. Jayson lurched forward and drove his blade upward, hoping his dexterity stat was faster than hers. The cloaked knight brought her blade down but a small hand reached up and grabbed it mid-swing. Fay stared at the enemy knight with unrestrained malice, blood pouring from her hand and healing magic repairing it at the same time. Jayson drove his blade into Feverdream’s throat, exiting from the other side. 
 
    “Well done,” Feverdream gurgled before she slumped to the ground and shattered into shards of light. 
 
    Fay moved to her lord, hands healing the poison away. Jayson felt his connection to his body returning and braced himself for returning to the fight. 
 
    Lance cut down troll after troll. When another troll burst into light, something struck him from behind. The white knight went forward, hit points draining. Looking back, his eyes drank in Revar’s oversized form as he stalked closer. The massive knight brought his blade down hard just as Lance spun away. Bits of stone exploded upward.  
 
    “You owe me one. Lay down and die and it will be considered even. The trolls are going to win so let’s end this!” Revar smirked as he advanced. 
 
    “I will not lie down and die, traitor!” Lance shouted as he advanced on the large knight. 
 
    Lance’s rapier clashed against Revar’s oversized blade. In the normal world, the knight’s thin sword would have broken easily but here, it was strong enough to block any incoming attack. The white knight continued to bend and spin his body while Revar took mighty swings left and right. Lance kept his body small, making him difficult to hit with each massive swing. The battle blended into a dance, each step measured and every attack testing their limit. When their swords clashed, the big knight moved in and with a meaty hand, took hold of the white knight, lifted him up and threw him.  
 
    Lance was powerless as he was wretched into the air. Unable to control his flight, he crashed into a wall, head bouncing off hard stone. The knight fell to his feet and turned. Digital blood dripped from his forehead and he quickly wiped it away. Revar closed in, cornering the white knight so he had no place left to run. Lance braced himself, ready to fight to the bitter end when Revar’s eyes widened. Grunting, the large knight looked down to see a spectral blade impaled in his mid-section before it faded away. 
 
    Sonja rushed through the battle to Lance, eyes filled with determination. Revar smiled as he twisted his body and sent his large blade spinning. The blue knight skidded to a halt as the enemy knight’s blade spun toward her. Instinct took over as she quickly fell to the ground. The spinning blade cut through trolls and knights on both sides before spinning upward and returning. Revar lifted his hand and caught the blade just as Lance moved in. Rapier penetrating the giant knight, Revar let out a laugh. Lance looked up in disbelief. 
 
    “I have a lot of hit points,” The knight grinned and brought his blade down hard. 
 
    “No!” came a voice from Lance’s right. 
 
    A guard jumped through the air, his own sword out. Revar’s blade came down, striking the guards blade, deflecting the attack but sending the guard’s sword out of his hands. Revar heaved his blade up again. Lance glanced as fear filled the guard’s eyes, skin turning blue.  
 
    “Thirty-two-point slash attack!” Lance shouted.  
 
    The rapier in the white knight’s hand turned into a blur. Revar’s eyes grew to the size of saucers as the blade stabbed into him over and over again. Arm still up with his sword, he was stunned as Lance drove the point over and over again. Stamina and Dexterity draining, the white knight finished his thirty second strike and stepped back. Revar fell to his knees and gazed at the white knight, a second later he crumpled into shards of greenish light. 
 
    “Lorn, what are you doing here? I told you to leave!” Lance shouted as his heart skipped a beat. 
 
    Glamour dropping, the troll grinned at the white knight, “I did leave and now I’m back, to fight at your side.” 
 
    “You can’t fight, you’re a lover,” Lance couldn’t keep the excitement from his eyes. 
 
    “Love will show me how to fight!” The troll grinned and reached down for his sword. 
 
    *** 
 
    The poison status blinked away. Jayson looked to Fay as the elf smiled back. The knight turned back to the battle when something big towered over him. Looking up to the blue muscled chest of the troll staring down at him, Jayson took a step back. 
 
    Rujin stood before the knight, oversized blade in his hand and a leer on his lips. “We meet again little human.” 
 
    Jayson took another step back as the troll hefted his blade and took a step forward. The player was at about half his hit points and his stats were slowly regenerating. The T shaped troll moved with ease as he eyed the knight. Jayson checked his stamina and he had enough for one more spin attack. Squaring his jaw, he launched himself at the troll. Blades out, he activated his technique. Body turning into blurring top, blades flashed with hot and cold fury. The troll lifted his large blade and blocked the incoming attack. Jayson’s blades hit the sword and energy surged back. Blades went flying into the air as Jayson spun backwards, crashing onto the floor. 
 
    Rujin stepped forward with darkness in his eyes. A cat woman leapt onto the troll, claws flashing and cutting exposed flesh. The troll’s hand wrapped around her waist and threw her aside like a rag doll. Fay moved in front of the Jayson, a protective aura surrounding her form and eyes centered on the troll. Rujin used the flat end of his blade and brought it hard across. The elf went crashing into the chaotic crowd.  
 
    Jayson crawled backwards as the troll stepped closer, looking for either of his swords. 
 
    “Death will linger long enough to claim the Rose Seer. You failed, knight,” Rujin lifted his sword and drove it down. 
 
    Jayson gazed up as the blade punctured his body and imbedded into the stone underneath him. Hit points fell to zero. A haze fell over the player’s senses as Rujin stood over him. The troll bent his knees, hand reaching for Jayson’s belt. Darkness crawled from the corners of his vision. The last thing Jayson saw was Rujin’s hand inches from his belt before darkness blocked out the world. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Sixteen 
 
    The black abyss yawned in all directions. Jayson hovered, eyes lost to the inky darkness, images of his death playing out before him. Thoughts spiraled as he imagined Oksuna. He pictured the loving troll being taken away by Rujin, her cries for him causing his heart to twist in his chest. 
 
    Blinking, a faint light glowed before him. Floating, the player watched as numbers appeared, turning into a digital countdown. Nine minutes and thirty seconds glowed white as he hovered in the void. Ten minutes was a long time to wait before returning to battle. The player sighed as the numbers counted down, mind racing with what he was going to do when he got back. 
 
    Another aura appeared next to the ticking time. It took a roughly human shape as it grew brighter and brighter. Features filling in the glowing gaps, the winged form of Sil appeared, a sad smile on her lips. 
 
    “You shall resurrect at the Ludus kingdom square when the timer reaches zero,” The angel said softly. 
 
    “Sil, can you tell me what is happening? Can you tell me if Sonja and Lance are okay? Can you tell me if the trolls have Oksuna?” Jayson shouted with panic in his eyes. 
 
    The angel nodded, “I can tell you what is happening to a degree. Sonja is fighting a troll named Rujin. Lance is fighting his way to her to assist. Sonja defended you before Rujin could take your belt. He had only brief moments before he could take it from your dying body, but failed. Oksuna is safe at home.” 
 
    “Kara and Nara?” 
 
    The angel’s eyes darkened, “Defeated and killed by troll arrows and harpy attacks.” 
 
    “Dalya?” 
 
    “She continues to fight but she is at 34% of her hit points. Fay is healing her as she fights.” 
 
    Another shadow fell over the angel’s eyes, “Fay has just fallen in battle, killed by a troll sword.” 
 
    Jayson’s heart clenched in his chest, “How goes the battle?” 
 
    “Kingdom forces are being pushed back. King Lord Belmont continues to fight against Ulkur. The kingdom of Serk has now fallen to Troll attacks.” 
 
    The angel lowered her head, “The kingdom of Ludus has now fallen. You will resurrect at the King’s statue in Bellor.” 
 
    Panic swelled. Two of the four kingdoms had fallen to the enemy. Despite their best efforts, they were losing the fight. Looking to the numbers counting down only added to his frustration. Jayson wanted nothing more than to get back into battled but the clock displayed six minutes left. Watching it countdown second after second only added to the player’s impotence of the situation. Even when he resurrects, he will be weak as a kitten, needing time to get back to full. His attribute stats will start at 1 and slowly grow. The player cursed himself for getting killed, dreadful thoughts sinking in that his friends were going to join him soon. 
 
    “Sil, is there any way I can get back into the fight sooner?” 
 
    “No, my lord,” the angel said with little emotion. 
 
    Time marched on as the player floated, staring at the numbers and seeing them fall, one second at a time. The player tried to calm his heart and clear his mind. Thoughts slowed and time seemed to speed up. Closing his eyes, the player kept his thoughts simple but effective. He knew in his heart he had to get to Sonja and Lance. He had to get them out of the fight. The king is mad, the troll army, overwhelming. If they fought to the bitter end, it may not be enough to save the kingdoms at the crossroads. Thoughts shifted to their quest. A dragon asked him to find the threat to the west. They had to complete it or all of this would have been for nothing. The chances of Rujin or any of the enemy trolls taking Oksuna was too great. As much as it drove a spike of self-loathing, the player knew what he had to do when the time came. 
 
    Opening his eyes, Jayson stared at the countdown as it reached the last ten seconds. Gearing up his mind, he stared blankly as the white numbers reached zero. The abyss glowed from pure darkness to a light purple. A white flash cascaded over the player’s eyes causing them to close. When he opened them, the sky was filled with plums of black smoke and the symphony of battles played on toward the south. 
 
    Jayson tried to sit up but limbs were heavy and unresponsive. Turning his head, he was side by side with other fallen knights. Some were getting up while other’s lay, eyes shell shocked. The knight tried again and again but he could not sit up. He couldn’t even move his hand to his side pouch to pull a potion out. 
 
    “Form a phalanx and we charge back into the fight. King Lord Belmont is losing and we need to rally to his side!” A knight shouted at a gathering of his fellow knights. Weapon’s drawn; they formed up and stormed toward the battle. 
 
    Jayson could only lift his head and look on as knights moved with soldiers, heading back into battle. Checking his stats, it would take a few minutes for him to be at full strength. He hoped his friends held out long enough for him to help. 
 
    “For the Queen,” someone said in a low voice to Jayson’s left. 
 
    The knight turned his head as a woman knelt down over a fallen knight. She smoothed one hand over the knight’s head while her other hand clutched a wicked dagger close to her cloak. At first Jayson wasn’t sure what he heard or even what he was seeing. The sting of the moment blasted his nerves as the woman took the dagger and drove it into the knight’s heart. The player knight let out a gurgled moan before slumping as they lay. 
 
    The woman looked to the weak knight lying next to Jayson. Standing up, she moved over and kneeled over her. The female knight tried to speak but her protests came out in whimpers. The woman looked down, skin glittering in the light. 
 
    “For the Queen,” The woman said again and stabbed the weak knight, a wet crunch filling the air. 
 
    Jayson lay paralyzed as horror crept into his eyes. The need to survive caused his mind and heart to flare. He had to get back into the fight but a Fae was taking full advantage of the chaos, a sick revenge for the death of their queen. 
 
    Jayson struggled to get up, his body barely sitting up. The fae stood up and eyed him. She stepped over and kneeled before him, dagger slick with red life. Jayson stared at her, eyes pleading for her to not take his life. 
 
    “Please…..don’t…” the knight managed before his voice failed him. 
 
    “For the Queen,” the fae gazed back with faraway eyes. 
 
    Jayson tried to yell so someone would notice what was happening, what was going to happen. The fae smiled as the dagger moved. A hammer rose up behind the grief stricken fae and came across hard. The blow struck the woman on the side of her head, sending her sideways onto the cobbled stone street. Lunatina stood over her, lifting her Warhammer and bringing it down. Jayson winced as the fallen fae’s head made a wet crunching sound before shattering into shards of light. 
 
    The purple and black jester put the hammer over her shoulder and eyed the fallen knight, “I’m here to make sure you keep your promise.” 
 
    Jayson nodded. The jester let go of her hammer and it faded from sight. Kneeling down, she fished a vial from a side pouch, uncorked it and spilled amber liquid onto Jayson’s lips. The knight opened his mouth and drank deep. Vitality filled him. Limbs returned to normal and hit points rose to their maximum. The knight quickly stood up as the jester grinned. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    “You’re welcome Sir Reed,” Lunatina curtsied. 
 
    “I can’t leave just yet; my friends need me.” 
 
    The jester’s smile disappeared, “The battle is lost. Trolls are already on the bridges and will be here soon. We have to run. You promised you would take me with you!” 
 
    Jayson nodded, shadows covering his eyes. “I know but I have to save them first. They would do the same for me.” 
 
    Lunatina stared at him for a long moment, her grin returning. “You noble fool. Save your friends and come back this way,” She pointed to a house, “Go into that home and go into the basement. There is a secret passage there and it will lead out of the city. I will be waiting there but not too long.” 
 
    The jester fished out another vial from her side pouch and handed it to Jayson. “Take this. It’s an elixir. It has enough for three gulps, use it wisely.” 
 
    Lunatina reached up and grabbed the knight by his armor’s collar. Pulling him close, she pressed her black lips to his. The heat between them soared like a bright star before she pulled away. 
 
    “Not too long,” The jester repeated. 
 
    Jayson simply nodded. Turning, he darted down the main street, toward the sounds of battle. The jester looked on; lip curving into a smirk and half-closed eyes on the knight charging to the front. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja heaved with both hands on her sword and cuts all along her body. Tiny rivers of red ran down her thighs as she charged the large troll in front of her. Rujin leered, his body crisscrossed with several wounds. Troll and knight clashed once again, blades crashing into one another and sparks flying. Sonja ignored her stats as she fought on, focusing on the troll’s movements. Rujin moved with agile grace, despite the size of his sword. The blue knight didn’t know how anyone could move as gracefully and with such a large weapon but quickly put it out of her mind. The image of Jayson being impaled into the ground was enough for the knight to fight like an untamed banshee. 
 
    “You fight well! I’m enjoying our dance,” Rujin smirked. 
 
    Sonja ignored him as blades clashed again. The blue knight slid her blade upwards, sparks showering the troll’s eyes. Rujin broke contact and spun away. Turning, he pointed his blade and the smile returned. 
 
    Dalya glanced to Sonja and Rujin as her hands and feet moved in a blur. She was surrounded by trolls. The kitra flipped and smashed faces with her heels while she clawed exposed necks. She moved with such fury, the trolls around her were having a tough time pinning her down. The kitra advanced slowly through the circle of trolls, trying to reach Sonja’s side and aid in the fight against her lord’s killer. 
 
    Lance and Lorn spun around, back to back, rapier and sword slashing outward and cutting down trolls and enemy knights with swift blows. They fell into their formation, effectively slashing through the crowd toward Sonja’s side. The white knight was doing most of the work but with his attention split between Sonja and Lorn, the player was having a difficult time of it. For his troubles, he received a few cuts of his own, blood soaking into the white fabric around his elbows and sides of his knees.  
 
    The knights had pulled back with the battle. Their fight was long as they fought up onto a bridge and over it. The whole troll army surged to push back every knight that did not fall in battle. In the midst of the grueling clash, Belmont and Ulkur fought like two demons locked in each other’s power. Belmont’s sword glowed white hot as he struck as Ulkur’s blade. Instead of sparks, bolts of flame spiraled outward from each clash. The troll master struck out with blade and whip but the King Lord would side step attacks with uncommon skill. When swords clashed again, fire blasted out, striking knights and trolls indiscriminately on both sides.  
 
    “Two of your kingdoms have fallen! Surrender and I will make your death quick!” Ulkur laughed. 
 
    “Surrender is worse than death!” Belmont shouted as their blades rang from impact after impact. 
 
    King Lord Belmont shifted his body and slammed his shoulder into the oversized troll. Ulkur staggered back and quickly brought up his blade a hair before Belmont’s sword nearly slice his head in two. A mad gleam filled the king lord as muscles bulged under is armor, tasting the feast of battle. 
 
    Black wings filled the sky. Belmont looked up to see the Ulkur’s black dragon over the city, eyes burning with hellfire, a deep wound in its shoulder leaking flaming blood. 
 
    “Die with honor,” Ulkur whispered with a sardonic smile.   
 
    The dragon’s mouth opened and a thick stream of fire roared forth. The king lord broke away from the troll master, heaved his sword arm back and threw his mystical blade. The white sword slashed the stream of dragon fire in half, diverting the flames away. The dragon’s eyes widened and a sickening crunch blanketed the kingdoms. Eyes turned upward for a moment, dazzled by the sight of the King Lord’s sword buried in the dragon’s mouth, white blade point exiting the beast’s horned head. The black dragon barely moaned as its wings stopped and it fell from the sky. 
 
    Belmont smirked until something stabbed into his chest. Eyes fell to the smiling face of Ulkur, his blade buried to the hilt. The troll master twisted his sword. The mad king slammed his head into the troll’s pointed nose, sending him reeling. King Lord Belmont fell to one knee, hand up. The blade pulled from the dying dragon’s mouth and fell to his hand. The king lord grabbed the pommel out of the air as the dragon fell on a large home, splintering it down to the base. 
 
    “May a true heart wield you again,” King Lord Belmont whispered as he took his sword and stabbed it into the stony street.  
 
    Ulkur watched as he clutched at his bleeding nose. The mad king stayed on one knee, hand releasing from the blade. Head tilting forward, there he stayed, the light fading from his eyes. Pieces of him turned to light, floating up like butterfly wings. The troll master nodded as the King Lord shattered into pieces and float up into the gray sky, casting a glow over all the kingdoms. 
 
    Ulkur turned his attention to his fallen dragon. It lay sprawled in the ruined home. Stepping over, he fell to his knees by the dragon’s head. Strong arms reaching out, a tear streaked his cheek as he clutched the dead dragon’s head to his chest. A glow filled the area as the dragon fell away into chunks of shattered light. 
 
    Rujin glanced over and nodded a secret prayer on his lips. Sonja threw herself at the troll but he blocked her attacks and turned his attention back on her. Every creature held its breath as the scene played out but seconds later, swords and battle cries filled the air. Lance and Lorn spun around, slashing and inching closer to the blue knight and troll.  
 
    Despite the moment, trolls pressed their attack, driving the knights of the kingdoms further and further back. The tide was turning as desperate knights fell back, fighting in Bellor’s streets. Rujin and Sonja clashed again and again until the troll performed a feint, ducked and slashed outward. Sonja stumbled back, the slash across her belly deep and hit points draining to ten percent. 
 
    “You will make a fine concubine,” Rujin leered as he raised his blade for a killing blow. 
 
    “The lady is spoken for!” A shout came from the crowd. 
 
    Rujin looked up to see Jayson charging, sword in each hand. The troll raised an arm and back handed the stunned Sonja aside. The blue knight hit the ground, hit points draining to five percent.  
 
    Jayson’s brow wrinkled into a boiling rage. Homes on fire lit up the gloomy sky with orange and yellow flames. Bellor was burning, ash floating down as the player screamed his defiance at the troll. Rujin licked his lips and took a stance. The distance between them quickly closed and blades rang out. Jayson pressed his attack, neurons firing like exploding suns. Rujin’s face was a blank mask as he parried blow after blow with ease. The knight spun into an attack but this time he lowered his body. Rujin attempted to block but the lower side of gravity kept him from putting his strength into it. Blades’ clanging in rapid succession, the troll was forced to retreat a few steps. 
 
    Sonja was on one knee, watching everything as Jayson and Rujin clashed and Lance slayed a troll in front of him. The white knight had a clear line to the troll and fellow knight. Pumping his legs, he charged toward them, Lorn close behind. Rujin kept up his defense as Jayson hammered at him. Stamina draining, the knight halted his skill, changed his stance and used his seven-point stab technique. Dexterity drained as one of his blades stabbed out and he sheathed his ice sword. Rujin blocked the fire sword each time but stepped back further. 
 
    Pulling a vial from his pouch, Jayson tossed it through the air toward the blue knight. Sonja’s eyes sparkled as the vial twirled toward her. Hand reaching up, she snatched it out of the air. Opening it, she took a gulp and vitality filled her damaged form.  
 
    Lance pounced just as Rujin was resuming his attack. Jayson and Lance lashed out with blades, striking with all their might. Sparks flew and the troll took one step back and another. The two knights pressed forward, not giving him a sliver of an edge. Rujin grunted as he was forced to slowly retreat. Spinning away, he managed to get a few feet back before his body turned into a shadow. Jayson and Lance pressed on, blades striking the shadow. It fell away to nothingness. Eyebrows raised, the troll appeared behind Lance. 
 
    “No!” Lorn cried. 
 
    Lance turned his head as Rujin’s blade pierced his back. The white knight stumbled forward but not before the troll withdrew his blade and hacked sideways. The blow would have taken Lance’s head if he didn’t lift his shoulder up to take the blow. Hit points drained to two percent as the knight went crashing onto the street.  
 
    Lorn threw his entire body at the larger troll, tears in his eyes and sword pointed. Rujin spun around, blade penetrating Lorn’s armor and exiting out his back. Lance looked up, horror filling every part of him. Lorn let out a gasp, troll blood spilling from the corners of his mouth.  
 
    “Traitor to your people, your blood isn’t worthy of my sword,” Rujin flicked his wrist in disgust. 
 
    Lorn slid off, falling to the street, eyes lost. Lance was back up, driving his rapier toward Rujin. The troll turned and blocked it, eyes filled with burning delight. Elbow swinging about, it crashed into Lance’s jaw and sent him flying. The white knight landed in the street, one hit point left. 
 
    “Patheti….” Rujin never finished as Jayson’s fire sword stabbed into his thigh.  
 
    The troll grunted as fire flared around the blade, Jayson grinning. With a blue flash, Sonja was leaping into the air, sword swinging and a ghost blade striking the troll in the shoulder. Rujin pulled back, fire blade slipping from his leg and back pedaling. Jayson and Sonja continued their flurry of attacks as the big troll tried to regain his balance. 
 
    Lance lay on the ground, staring at Lorn as he lay. Troll blood seeped into stone gaps in the street. The troll looked to Lance with loving eyes. He mouthed the words “I love you” before his smile faded and the light darkened in his eyes. A second later, his body melted into light. 
 
    The white knight stared, his world twisting in agony. The game let players know when they were hit and how much damage was taken but there was no real pain. What it did not account for was the psychological back lash of seeing something so horrific, causing the knight’s heart to beat with untamed fury. Lurching to his feet, the white knight moved with purpose. Limbs did not respond normally due to his damage but that didn’t stop the knight as he moved to the shine of a white sword in the distance. 
 
    Rujin planted his feet wide and threw his shoulders into each parry and strike. Jayson and Sonja found themselves on the defensive as Rujin threw his weight around. Attacks became parries and footing shuffled from heavy blows. From the crowd of fighting trolls and knights, Dalya emerged with a flip. The kitra closed the distance and leapt into the air. Rujin grunted as Dalya landed on his back, claws digging into his flesh. The troll swung his sword and the kitra leapt off, forcing the troll to stumble forward. Both knights and concubine resumed their attacks, moving to a dance as the troll fell to the defensive once again. 
 
    “The Rose Seer shall be mine! They will come to sing! The Serpent Throne will once again wield its power over Lukken and we will be your master’s once again!” Rujin shouted with conviction. 
 
    Jayson, Sonja and Dalya advanced on the manic troll. Rujin smiled with a razor’s edge. Lifting his foot, he slammed it down hard. The entire area shook and burning buildings trembled. The knights were stunned and the troll barreled at them. A shoulder planted into Sonja’s chest. The knight’s eyes went wide as she was thrown back from the blow. Dalya was in the air when the troll slid low and brought his heel straight up into her chest. The kitra was knocked out of the air and crashed into the stony street. Jayson kept up his attacks until the troll brought a knee up into the knight’s stomach. The force of the blow bent the player in half as his eyes went wide. The troll’s sword slashed once, draining twenty five percent of Jayson’s hit points and sending him falling backwards. Meaty hands reached out as the player was falling back, clamped them over the knight’s head and slammed him down onto the street. Jayson’s vision blurred as his hit points drained to fifty percent. The hand unclamped and the player looked up to Rujin’s twisted leer.     
 
    “You are no knight. Go back to your studio apartment and stay there. You cannot defend against true purpose. Oksuna will be returned if I have to burn down all of the human cities to get to her!” Rujin said with sharp teeth showing. 
 
    Jayson stared up, confusion clouding his senses. The words almost didn’t make sense as Rujin lifted his sword up once again. Did the troll just tell him to go back to his apartment? Did he imagine it? How could it know anything like that? 
 
    “A second death for a failed knight,” Rujin smiled and brought the tip of the blade down. 
 
    A light flashed. Jayson brought up his arms to stop the incoming sword point. Rujin’s smile turned to agony as half his face was bathed in white light. A pulse pushed at the digital air as the troll’s sword went one way and his body was lifted up. The shaft of light continued but it was not a dead-on strike. The pulse was enough to send the troll threw the air as the beam of light hit a building and blasted a barrel sized hole into it. 
 
    Sonja sat up to see Rujin’s body slam into a stone wall and slump to the ground, smoke rising from his damaged face. The blue knight turned her head to see Lance barely standing, Belmont’s white sword in his hand. The shaft of light faded from view. The white knight heaved, still pointing the sword. 
 
    Jayson sat up, looking to Rujin’s crumpled form. The burning building with the new hole shook violently. Corners caving in, the medieval home tilted, flames falling to the street before them. Trolls, knights and concubines stopped fighting to move aside. The building came crashing down. 
 
    Rujin looked up, one eye contacting Jayson’s and a smirk on his lips. The building came down onto the street with a mighty “BOOOOOOMMMMMMM”! Flames leapt into the sky as embers floated. The debris blocked the sight of Rujin. With the building down, players and monsters resumed their battle. 
 
    Dalya was to her lord’s side, helping him to his feet. Sonja rushed to Lance who used the white sword to keep him standing. The blue knight took out the vial and pressed it to his lips. Lance drank it down and vitality filled his limbs and body. A sheath appeared on the knight’s back and he lifted the white sword. The blade slipped into the sheath perfectly. 
 
    “My lord, we have to retreat. The battle is going badly,” Dalya said with a hint of fear in her tone. 
 
    Lance and Sonja moved to the knight. The three knights and concubine dashed northward. Jayson motioned down one street and then a next. 
 
    “How do we get out of here?” Sonja said as knights fell around them to troll blades and axes. 
 
    “We have a friend,” Jayson said as he led the way. 
 
    A house down the street glowed like a beacon in Jayson’s mind. They reached the entrance, Jayson nearly ripping the door off its hinges. Darting in, they saw an open door with a staircase leading down. The group dashed for the doorway and down the stairs. Reaching the basement, bare stone walls surrounded them. 
 
    Panic was setting in until one of the walls opened and a pale smiling face appeared. A black gloved hand silently beckoned. Rushing to the jester, they filled the tunnel before Lunatina pulled a switch. The door closed behind them, blocking out the light. 
 
    *** 
 
    An ancient stone entrance opened up. A breeze caressed faces as several knights, a concubine and a jester stepped out into a tall grassy field, trees dotting the hills. Eyes turned to the crossroads and the burning kingdoms to the east of them. Flames licked the sky and plumes of black smoke rose up. Shadow’s touched their hearts as they watched kingdoms turn to ash. 
 
    “So, begins the war,” Lunatina said in a hushed tone. 
 
    Jayson turned to Sonja and Lance. The blue knight had dirt and ash covering her face, her armor dented and cracked. Lance’s white armor was covered in soot and dried blood. Jayson looked to Lance’s eyes. The white knight could not keep them from trembling. Wet eyes spilled tears and he fell to his knees. Sonja fell to her knees next to him, arms wrapping around and pressing her face to his. Jayson stepped over and knelt down, pressing his forehead to Lance’s head. The heartache was real as Lance fought the urge to sob. After a long moment, he broke down, images of Lorn still alive in his mind. 
 
    Lunatina and Dalya looked on as the kingdoms burned, tall grass swaying to the breeze. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seventeen 
 
    The keep was quiet except for the sputter and crackle of torches on the walls. Jayson stood in the harem room, eyes on the coffins on each bed. Timers glowed over every coffin, counting down to when his harem would resurrect again. Oksuna stood to one side of her lord while Dalya stood on the other. The mood was somber as they too looked at the coffins, seeing the timers display ten days and eleven hours. 
 
    “It feels so empty here without them,” Jayson whispered. 
 
    Dalya leaned her head onto Jayson’s shoulder and sighed, “They will be back and ready to serve once again.” 
 
    Jayson nodded. “Still doesn’t take away the fact that I miss them.” 
 
    Oksuna moved in close, hands around his waist, pressing her body to his to bring her lord comfort. Jayson put a hand around her waist but continued to stare at one coffin after the other, thoughts full of images of his loving concubines. 
 
    “Dalya, stay here with Oksuna. Protect her with your life,” Jayson said with a simple command. 
 
    The Kitra nodded. 
 
    The knight turned to the pink haired troll and looked deeply into her dark blue eyes, “I have to keep going to the West. War has broken out and troll armies are moving. Something to the west is connected with you. I have to uncover what it is and hope I can protect you from it. Even here in the human cities, you may not be safe for long.” 
 
    Oksuna gazed at her lord, the corner of her lip frowning. Jayson held her close, the fullness of her body pressing against his. With a touch of regret, he pulled away, turned and stepped to the main doors. 
 
    “We will be here for you. Call us if you need to and we will fight by your side!” Dalya said with positive energy. 
 
    Oksuna kept her gaze on her lord’s back. Lips parting, a song rose up, filling the keep with vibrations of joy and sorrow. Jayson stopped but did not turn back, savoring the pink haired troll’s melodic voice. After a long moment, he continued to the door and stepped over the threshold and into the sunny day. 
 
    Finger tapping a recall stone, the world turned to streaks of light. A moment later, Jayson was standing in a field. Sonja and Lance stood, heads turning to the knight while Lunatina smiled. Smiles appeared on their lips. The three knights stepped to each other and hugged, forming a triangle. Heads pressed together, they basked in their light, love and friendship. The jester crossed her arms but grinned at their union. 
 
    The trio broke away and stood facing each other. Jayson and Sonja looked to Lance. The white knight was smiling but his eyes looked tired and worn down. They all knew the pain but said no more of it. 
 
    “We still have a long way to the western edge of Lukken. Are we still up for the quest?” Jayson asked with a sad smile. 
 
    “We can’t let those bastard trolls win. I’m still in,” Sonja smiled brightly. 
 
    Lance’s eyes had a faraway stare to them before he blinked it away. Looking up, he saw Sonja and Jayson’s smiles, returning his own, “We are in this to the end.” 
 
    “Since I have no place left to be, mind if a lone alchemist accompanies you?” Lunatina smiled. 
 
    “You kept to your end of the agreement. I’m okay with it,” Jayson smirked. 
 
    “If you keep supplying elixirs then I think it would be fine,” Sonja said sarcastically. 
 
    “The more the merrier,” Lance nodded. 
 
    Jayson took in a deep breath and started walking to the western leg of Journey Road. Sonja and Lance followed, Lunatina following behind the group. Stepping onto the road, Jayson kept his eyes on the horizon, renewed excitement bleeding into his heart. 
 
    Lance cleared his throat before he spoke. “I love you,” the white knight said matter of fact. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja turned their heads as they walked. 
 
    “I love you,” Jayson said solemnly. 
 
    “I love you,” Sonja’s voice said with a slight tremble. 
 
    Lance continued, “I know we’re headed into unknown territory but being with both of you has really opened my eyes to love and how complicated and wonderful it can be. I’m honored to call you my lovers and friends.” 
 
    “We feel the same,” Sonja said with a loving glow. 
 
    Jayson turned his eyes back to the horizon, “When the time is right, we have to meet up in reality. I want to spend time with my soul mates.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes widened a little before he too looked to the horizon with excitement swirling in his heart. Sonja felt a rush of warmth rise up her neck and into her cheeks, heart beating to a true vibration only the three of them could ever understand. 
 
    The road stretched on, mountains, swamps and dark forests waiting. The three knights walked as their faces were painted by the warm sun. A flowing breeze caressed their skin as they marched toward the unknown, their love and friendship binding them even closer against the dark forces on the bright digital horizon.  
 
    *** 
 
    The world turned to black. Jason took hold of the MEG helmet and pulled it up. Taking in a deep breath, he lay in his bed and stared at the ceiling. After a few moments, he sat up and removed the love box strapped to his thigh.  
 
    Sitting up, he swung his legs over the side and stood up. Sore muscles cried out and the young man stretched his arms over his head. Naked, he let his arms fall to his sides and stepped over to his computer chair. Sitting down, he accessed his computer while thinking of making a sandwich. Stomach growling, he quickly logged on and saw he had several e-mail alerts. 
 
    Hunger growing, he stood up and crossed over to his tiny alcove kitchen. Pulling ingredients from the refrigerator, he deftly made a sandwich in less than twenty seconds. Picking up the plate, he stepped over to his computer. Thoughts and moments bubbled in his mind as he sat down. Rujin’s words floated to the top, sending Jason’s mind pondering on the implications. The mystery was a strange one, that the player hoped was simply a glitch in the game. 
 
    Taking a bite of his sandwich, he tapped away at the keyboard and opened an e-mail. Eyes moving from left to right, his chewing slowed. When he reached the bottom an animated image of Sil appeared, smiling and the words “Tap me” right underneath her. 
 
    Jason moved the cursor over the words and clicked on it. 
 
    Sil took up his entire screen, smiling and wings beating, “Thank you for taking the time to view our update. The creators of Lewd Knights wanted to extend a special thank you and inform you of breaking news about the future of the game. You have all made Lewd Knights a joy to experience and it was only right to deliver the good news to so many fans of the game. 
 
    “Lewd Knights 3.0 upgrade will vastly improve gaming content. We have received mountains of feedback and are happy say that the update will be our most ambitious yet. No longer confined to one character class or race, Lewd Knights will become Lewd Saga. New and existing players may take on new character classes and become one of the many races that inhabit the world of Lukken. We are happy to bring depth and sexy adventures to you true fans. 
 
    “When the update takes place, we encourage you to try out new classes, races and new kinks! Those of you who have been with us since the beginning will receive either a new rare concubine or a rare magical item. 
 
    “Join us as Lewd Saga opens your world to limitless possibilities!” 
 
    Jayson sat, staring at the screen with a half-eaten sandwich in his hand. Eyes wide, his jaw went slack as Sil danced on screen, twirling and jumping. 
 
    “Holy shit,” the young man whispered, the possibilities filling him with joyful anticipation. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Lewd Paladin: Shadow of Fate 
 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

 Lewd Necromancer: Raiding Hearts 
 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

 Lewd Rogue: Golden Desires 
 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

 Lewd Dragon: Bright Storm 
 
   
  
 

 One 
 
    A small shadow passed along the pristine marble floor and touched the lord’s hand. Kaylik turned his eyes to the immense glass windows along the throne room. A black crow glided along silently in the bright sunny sky. The lord turned his eyes back to the throne room, calm spreading over his nerves and an anticipation swirling around his digital heart. 
 
    Guards lined each side of the throne room, their bodies rigid. The lord turned his head to the crowd of nobles gathered at the bottom of the raised dais. Crystal walls reflected light, giving the entire room a heavenly touch as if the gods themselves would come down at any moment.  
 
    Kaylik mulled over the degree of comfort he felt in the very room he sat. It felt natural and pure. He couldn’t remember exactly why he sometimes felt nervous in his own throne room but today felt different. Today he felt like everything was going to go well. Letting out a gentle sigh, he vaguely listened to the gathered nobles as they gossiped and murmured on about heroic stories and events on the war. 
 
    The swirl around his heart dimmed. The war raged on and he regretted not sending his troops to the front lines. The council was insistent on noninterference. They could aid the other races with knowledge and strategy but nothing more. If the dragons joined the war, then all of Lukken would quake to their power. It would defy the very foundations of their society as lovers and caretakers.  
 
    History bloomed in Kaylik’s mind. They tried a long time ago to rule and it was disastrous. The races grew soft, for their dragon lords would see to their every need. There was no shortage of food or homes to be filled. There was no war. Lukken had known peace, and the dragon lords and ladies felt their purpose had reached fruition.  
 
    Then the humans arrived. 
 
    Kaylik sat back in his throne as he remembered the stories told by the elders. The curious and dashing race, they took to Lukken easily enough. Their need for adventure and exploration spoke to their passions. Many of the lords and ladies welcomed the new race with open arms, the human’s beautiful desires reinvigorating against the growing stagnation of peace across the realms.  
 
    A number of their ships touched the east point of Lukken and soon towns and cities rose up. Envoys met with the new arrivals and a pleasant dialogue began. They brought many wonderful stories, artifacts and lustful appetites. For a race to have such passions equal to dragons, it was unheard of at the time. Art and love flowed and for a short time, the bliss seemed to go on to the very heavens.  
 
    Kaylik basked in the memory, seeing the elders speak of such a wondrous time. Their eyes would glaze over as they relived the moments, and some would shed a happy tear. The smiles would always fade, however, and the elder’s mood would change when telling of the troll’s part, which led to anguish and profound sadness. The jealousy of the trolls could not be contained as they felt they were the true lovers of dragons. The spark was there and soon it grew into a blaze of hate and malice. The young lord would look on as the elders spoke of atrocities. Their words haunted his mind and heart with evil acts that could never be forgiven.  
 
    Kaylik shifted on his throne, pushing away the vile stories of young ones being crushed to death and dragon lovers killed in their sleep. The trolls stole all they could and retreated to the southern tip of Lukken, opposite of the very kingdoms that had welcomed them at one time. Now the war raged on. The human middle kingdoms began falling to their blue hands, and several more had fallen recently. The lord pleaded with the counsel to help send troops but they denied him, speaking to the importance of remaining neutral. 
 
    “Sun Drinkers….” A noble whispered to another. 
 
    Kaylik’s slightly pointed ear perked up but showed no other response. Sun Drinkers were a secret faction of young dragons bent on getting involved in the war. The lord was notified of their deeds routinely, and secretly admired their tenacity. They believed in a truth where they must act in the best interest of all races. Their truth was pure like the blazing sun in the sky and they would often disregard the set ways in an attempt to bring peace back to Lukken. At first, they were small and hidden in whispers, but with the fall of the Middle Kingdoms, their numbers had grown. Kaylik wanted to be with them, fighting the good fight. Instead he was here on the border of the dragon cities; keeping the lantern on, so to speak. 
 
    The main doors at the opposite end of the throne room parted. Kaylik looked up from his daydreaming, a small smile creeping into his cheeks. A blue haired man in a blue robe stepped forward, his eyes to the lord on his seat. Kaylik nodded to him, always happy to see his younger brother and Royal Hand, Karrik. Behind the sibling, four knights walked with their heads held high and helmets under their arms. They carried themselves with the strength of heroes, and Kaylik felt better the closer they came. The four knights reached the bottom of the dais steps and each fell to one knee, their heads bowed. 
 
    “Welcome to Bright Storm Castle. Before you is Lord Kaylik Bright Storm, ruler of these lands,” Karrik bellowed. 
 
    Kaylik raised a hand, “Please rise good knights and tell me what brings you to my humble home?” 
 
    The knights rose up and gazed upon the lord with bright eyes and small smiles. A male knight stepped forward as his hand reached into a side pouch. 
 
    “Greetings, my lord. My name it Ravor. My companions are Quella, Luna and Daver. We have answered your quest and have located the Scroll of Gallis,” Ravor smiled as he pulled out an ancient scroll from his pouch and held it before him. 
 
    Kaylik looked down with a pleased gaze but his heart thudded in his chest. Karrik stepped over and took the scroll from the knight. Moving with reserved ease, the Hand took the dais steps to his lord and held out the scroll. Kaylik took it with a polite nod and placed it on his lap. 
 
    “You answered my call and have come back in victory. The scroll is an heirloom to my family line. To show my appreciation, we shall have a feast in your honor! My Hand will show you to your rooms to prepare for the festivities. Let all know that tonight we dine in honor of these heroic knights!” 
 
    The nobles clapped and shouted as the knights looked on with big smiles. Kaylik eyed the four knights as they basked in their hard-won victory. The quest he set out was a dangerous one, a number of miles south of Journey Road and in monster infested ruins. Those who took the quest would be handsomely rewarded. Kaylik held the scroll close, satisfaction filling him. 
 
    Karrik lifted a hand and touched Ravor on the shoulder. The knights looked to the Hand and followed as he led the way they came. The lord sat on his throne until the four knights stepped beyond the entranceway and the large doors closed behind. With a happy sigh, the lord was too his feet. Servants rushed to his side, ready to take down his requests for the feast and celebration to come. 
 
    “Be sure to have the finest meats, breads and fruits. Bring up many cases of Fire Belly wine and inform the towns of the celebration. I want dancing in the streets tonight,” Kaylik said with zest. 
 
    Most lords often had the Hand take care of the finer details but Kaylik enjoyed setting it into motion. Karrik wasn’t much for parties and a poor planner in that regard. Kaylik was happy knowing his celebrations brought so much joy. Wine and food would be carted out to the nearby towns and the townsfolk would rise to the occasion.  
 
    The lord walked along as his servants trailed to the left and right of him. A quick turn and through a door, he walked along a lavish balcony overlooking the main courtyard laid out before the main entrance to the throne room. Fountains flowed as birds chirped in the afternoon sun. The air was crisp with the scent of roses, lilies and jasmine.  
 
    After the servants were informed, they rushed along for the evenings preparations. Kaylik stopped at the edge of the balcony and gazed upon the gardens below. With a smile, he drank in the beauty before turning and walking to a familiar door. 
 
    Climbing a spiral staircase, the lord reached a higher floor and stepped out. Walking down a corridor, he nodded to the guards and they nodded back. The dragon lord tried to keep things light, though he had the utmost faith in his guards to rise to any challenge. A sense of foreboding touched his heart but he quickly pushed it away.  
 
    Reaching his destination, he smiled before two heavy banded doors. A guard reached out on each side and opened them. Kaylik stepped beyond the threshold into a massive chamber. Harps played as giggling and laughter filled the air. The lord looked on to half and fully naked concubines chasing each other. Some lay in fine couches, beds and chairs, several with books in their hands. Water flowed from fountains into steamy pools. Plants grew in sections against white marble and crystal ceilings.  
 
    When the dragon lord stepped in and the big doors closed behind him, eyes turned and smiles brightened. Dozens of concubines were to their feet, making their way to him. Kaylik gave them a gentle smile as they crowded around, all happy to see each other. 
 
    “My lord, will you play with us today?” A fae asked with glee. 
 
    “Shall we read to you while you feast on grapes?” A female orc asked with a book in her hand. 
 
    “We miss you!” A pair of twin elves grinned. 
 
    “My beautiful concubines, I wish to spend my time with you but I have come to ask for your help.” 
 
    “Anything for you,” several concubines said at once. 
 
    “We live to love and serve,” a few others said with smiles. 
 
    “We have guests tonight. Four knights who have performed a great deed for the kingdom. I need all of you to show your appreciation. There are two male knights and two female knights. I know several of you can shape change so please ensure they are all satisfied. Will you do this for me?” 
 
    Heads nodded instantly. 
 
    “You make me so proud,” Kaylik smiled. “I must be off. Tonight, will be one to remember.” 
 
    The concubines rushed to each other, words spilling out in excited tones. Kaylik turned and walked to the entrance, his heart filling with its own excitement. Stepping through, he made his way down the corridor toward his chambers where he could pick out an outfit for the evening. 
 
    After two turns, the doors to his chambers greeted him at the end of the corridor. A figure dressed in a blue robe stood, face a blank mask. Kaylik kept his smile as he closed the distance. 
 
    “I trust our guests are comforted,” the lord smiled. 
 
    Karrik nodded, “The tailors are seeing to their garments for the evening but they have already expressed their wishes to stay in their armor.” 
 
    “Then let them wear their armor. I see nothing wrong with their choice.” 
 
    Karrik’s head dipped, “They also wish to keep their weapons. I have expressed that would-be folly but they are insistent.” 
 
    Kaylik eyed his brother with a grin, “Do you fear they may make an attempt on my life?” 
 
    Karrik’s face remained neutral, “No, my lord, but it is highly irregular to allow them to do so. What if they become drunk and wish to hurt another guest?” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the younger brother with compassion, “Then the guards will subdue them, and if the guards cannot, then the concubines have enough power and skill to stop them. Must you fret over my well-being?” 
 
    Karrik let a small grin slip, “It is my duty as Hand to watch over the lord and keep his best interests at heart.” 
 
     “A duty you do very well, bother. Now if you want to keep my best interests at heart, you will dress for the evening and enjoy yourself. We have plenty of captains that will be clear minded to watch over us. I expect you to join in the festivities and enjoy yourself. Consider it a royal decree.” 
 
    Karrik bowed, “Your will shall be done.” 
 
    The Hand stood up, turned and walked down a corridor. Kaylik eyed his younger brother with sibling love before entering his chambers. Stepping to the walk-in closet, he moved with purpose toward his royal garments and planned accordingly. 
 
    *** 
 
    Laughter filled the great Hall. Kaylik looked down in amusement as jesters tumbled. Guests cheered with cups filled, spilling ale and wine. With chalice in hand, the lord lifted it to his lips and drank deeply. The guests of honor raised their cups with the crowd as the jesters hopped onto shoulders of two random guests. With wooden lances in their hands, they began to play joust, bringing on more cheers as the two jesters tried to unseat one another.  
 
    Kaylik let out a laugh as one jester lowered his lance and hit the other jester in the leg, causing the jester and guest to spin around before falling to the floor. The crowd jumped on tables and thrust joyful fists in the air. The lord looked down at his honored guests and they seemed to be enjoying their time. He tried to ignore their sudden glances in his direction that seemed to grow more frequent with each passing moment.  
 
    Karrik stood by his lord’s side, face a blank mask even during the jousting. The lord eyed his brother and darkness touched his heart. Blaming the wine, the lord stood up and a hush fell over the guests. 
 
    “Truly this is a time to celebrate. The sacred scroll has returned to its home and I have these brave knights to thank. I want everyone here to drink, fornicate and laugh until every kingdom of Lukken knows of these heroic deeds!” Kaylik raised his chalice, “To the Sun, Heaven and the Holy Realms!” 
 
    “To the Sun, Heaven and the Holy Realms!” the crowd cheered with unbridled power. 
 
    Everyone, including the lord, took a deep guzzle of their drink and when cups fell to chests, the infectious cheering and laughing rose up like a summer storm. Many creatures from all races took to each other in a drunken revelry. Clothes pulled away and some disappeared. Kaylik stepped from his seat and down a few steps to his four guests of honor. The four knights were to their feet, grim shadows under their eyes. 
 
    “Come with me, I have many rewards for you,” Kaylik smiled. 
 
    The dragon lord turned and moved to an open archway. The four knights followed with Karrik taking up the rear. The crowd fell into sensual caresses, deep yearnings and decadent desires.  
 
    The sound of boots echoed off the stone floor and against dark crystal walls. Kaylik led the way, a smile on his lips and a song in his heart. The four knights moved in a 2 by 2 formation behind the lord. Karrik’s eyes looked down as he walked behind them silently. 
 
    “Have you heard of the Bright Storm Amulet?” Kaylik asked. 
 
    All four heads nodded in unison. 
 
    “We have my lord,” Revor said with a deep voice. 
 
    “My bloodline carried many skills. Enchanting items was a skill we excelled at. The scroll you have brought back can help my family relearn some of those skills. Because of that, you must be rewarded with the greatest gift I can bestow.” 
 
    The knights marched in a steady rhythm. Eyes moved from side to side, taking in every inch as they walked along a long corridor. Kaylik glance back to their hard expressions, questions blooming in his mind. 
 
    “Are you not relaxed?” Kaylik asked. 
 
    “No, my lord,” Revor said simply. 
 
    Kaylik raised an eyebrow as they walked out of the corridor onto the crystal and stone balcony. “You may feel better after what I have to show you.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Quella asked as her hand moved to the pommel of her sword. 
 
    Kaylik smiled, “I’m sure after your harrowing journey, you all wish to unwind. My private harem will see to your heart’s desires, a small token of my gratitude before I bestow on you a special gift.” 
 
    The group moved to the other side of the balcony and into another corridor. They turned to a spiral staircase and proceeded to climb. The knights continued to scan everything as they moved. When they reached the next level, everyone stepped out into a great hallway. Kaylik stopped and faced the four knights and Karrik. 
 
    “The Bright Storm amulet is a family heirloom. It has great power to enhance one’s skills. I would be honored if one of you would wear it, fighting evil in my family’s name.” 
 
    “We would be honored, “Revor said with a slight bow. 
 
    Kaylik’s smile broadened, “Excellent but onto the task at hand.” 
 
    The group moved down the oversized corridor, at the end stood large double doors. Kaylik’s brow furled as he saw the guard stations were empty. The lord stopped in his tracks as did the group. The knights turned around but Karrik stepped through them to his lord’s side. 
 
    “Karrik, where are the guards?” Kaylik said with a soft voice. 
 
    The Hand continued to walk, past his lord’s side and toward the closed doors. Kaylik eyed the back of his brother as the Hand continued on until he stood before the entryway. Raising a hand, he snapped his fingers. A glowing bolt appeared in front of the door, securing it with a magical “clank”. 
 
    Instantly, the four knights spread out and surrounded the dragon lord, drawing their blades. They put their backs to Kaylik in a protective stance as they looked up and down the large hall. Kaylik stared past two of them to his brother’s back, the darkness snuffing out his inner light. 
 
    “Karrik?” the dragon lord whispered. 
 
    Down the hall, dark figures emerged from the spiral stairwell. Blades out, large bodies moved with caged power. Several more appeared in their ranks, crossbows in thick blue hands. They all wore dark blue hoods and black skin-tight clothing. The very air grew heavy as dark eyes stared down the corridor at the four knights. 
 
    “Don’t let these bastards get any closer! Protect Lord Kaylik as all costs!” Revor commanded. 
 
    Karrik whispered a few words and a glowing aura appeared around his body.  
 
    “Tonight, your rule comes to an end,” the Hand said with a manic edge. 
 
    The front line of bodies was shoulder to shoulder, blades at the ready. Over the front lines thick shoulders, crossbows aimed. Kaylik eyed his brother with an edge of desperation and disbelief. There was no shout of attack or talk of how it would all end. Fingers simply pulled triggers and crossbow bolts fired with a sickening “Twang” of strings. Two knights braced themselves as a dozen bolts closed the distance in a blink of an eye. 
 
    Swords flashed, slicing through most of the bolts. Kaylik barely flinched as two stabbed into his back. The lord continued to stare at his brother as bodies charged. Two knights rushed the Hand while two knights rushed the incoming assassins. Karrik raised his hands and pointed his fingers. Lightning bolts exploded and streamed down the hall. One knight dodged an incoming bolt while another took one to the shoulder. The knights didn’t falter as they charged the dragon in human skin. 
 
    Assassins moved with only the sound of their padded feet muffled against the smooth stone floor. Revor and his fellow knight met them midway and blades clashed. Sparks flew into the air as the knights hacked and slashed with skillful nuance. The sounds of battle flooded the entire hallway.  
 
    Kaylik could feel the poison seep into his bloodstream as he stood stunned. The knights charging Karrik reached him just as the Hand’s body began to shift and grow larger. Scales exploded from pale skin, ripping through his blue robe. A hard snout pushed outward, skin ripping away to reveal shiny blue scales. Snout open, Karrik didn’t wait to finish his transformation before taking a breath and exhaling lightning. The two knights clashed their swords against his protective shield as one took lightning breath to the chest. The knight shattered into shards of greenish glass, hitting the wall and floor before vanishing. 
 
    “Dammit! Keep fighting!” Revor shouted as his blade came hard across an exposed neck. 
 
    The assassin gurgled a cry as his body shattered. The two knights kept at it but blades rained down, pushing them back inch by inch. Kalik watched as the lone knight slashed again and again at Karrik’s aura. It flashed with pulsating power. The blue dragon took up the end of the hallway, neck craning down and maw opening. The lord fell to his knees, the poison sapping his strength with each passing moment. Karrik gave a serpent grin as he unleashed his attack. The knight spun away but the lightning blazed on. Stone floor blackened as the knight hit the wall and lightning cut up the front of her body. She let out a disappointed grunt as her body split and fell away in cracked shards of light. 
 
    The blue dragon shifted his attention on Kaylik who was on his knees. Serpent eyes widened as his maw opened again and blue light glowed. Kaylik’s strength bled away as lightning arced and flashed across the medium distance. The dragon lord lifted up a hand and smacked the bolt right out of the air. The power of the blow was enough to redirect the lightning into the wall but it was also strong enough to send the lord in the opposite direction. Kaylik’s back hit a wall while stone shards filled the air across from him. The chaos stormed on until another knight fell. Kaylik watched as he shattered to greenish shards and faded away. 
 
    Revor backed up, armor with dents and a gash across his forehead. Some assassins moved closer with blades while others aimed with reloaded crossbows. Kaylik slid to the cold stone floor as the poison stripped him away piece by piece.  
 
    “Forgive me for not being strong enough,” Revor said with a thick growl. 
 
    “You did your best,” Kaylik said with a weak whisper. 
 
    The dragon form of Karrik grinned as he stepped closer, tail swishing back and forth. Kaylik eyed his brother, regret and strange waves of sadness pulsating under his skin. Images of his brother over him, played on again and again. The cosmic swirl of death touched his being but this time, another swirl of light joined it. 
 
    Revor grunted as arrows riddled his body. A moment later he fell and shattered into a greenish light. Assassins stepped closer, reloading crossbows while others held their swords at the ready. 
 
    Karrik stayed where he was, a jagged smile showing, “I want to watch this to the last moment.” 
 
    Kaylik looked away from his brother as crossbows aimed and triggers were pulled. Bolts stabbed into his form. When the last crossbow finished, swords came down in stabbing motions, penetrating his body, pulling out and stabbing again. The dragon lord shuddered with each stab until the light behind his eyes faded and crumbled into the glowing void. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Rays of light shined down through glass windows and crystal walls. Kaylik sat on his throne, eyes surveying the throne room. Guards lined the walls to the right and left of him. Nobles gossiped and chatted close to the raised dais of his throne. Karrik stood off to the side, face blank.  
 
    The dragon lord turned to the immense glass windows, expecting a shadow to cross over his hand. Instead, a clear blue sky greeted him. The lord’s eyes lowered as a thought stabbed at him. Why did he expect a shadow? Wasn’t there a bird outside? He swore he remembered there being a black crow in the blue sky. 
 
    Thoughts whirled on as the nobles continued their conversations, speaking of Sun Drinkers and the war. The atmosphere felt familiar in a sense but he was a lord after all, spending his time directing his people and the kingdom. The duties were often repetitive so why did he feel like something was different? 
 
    Glancing down at the long blue hair of his younger sibling and Hand, gloomy thoughts invaded his heart. Sadness curled around like a cold blanket and for the first time, the lord had misgivings of his beloved brother. 
 
    A mood took over and without a second thought; the lord was to his feet. Voices hushed and noble eyes turned to their lord. Kaylik turned his head, eyes looking down at the nobles and then to the guards. Even the Hand turned his gaze to his older brother, all waiting for his command. Panic crawled up Kaylik’s spine but he didn’t let it show.  
 
    “Report on the war,” the dragon lord asked as he tried to deflect his own confusion. 
 
    Karrik turned, “The troll masters have sent reinforcements to the Middle Kingdoms but they have focused their attacks on the neighboring kingdoms. Several human kingdoms have fallen as a result along the eastern road.” 
 
    “Have we sent aid to them,” Kaylik asked already knowing the answer. He simply couldn’t bring himself to believe that they hadn’t. 
 
    Karrik kept his gaze neutral, “No my lord, we have not. The council has decreed we are to provide only advice until further notice.” 
 
    Kaylik took a step forward and then another. Everything Karrik said was true but why was he having a hard time believing it? The dragon lord couldn’t understand why they would hold back their forces. If the dragons and humans combined their armies, the trolls would be sent back to the south for another thousand years. Why did everything seem so muddled. 
 
    The Hand and nobles all kept their attention on Kaylik as he moved to the edge of the dais and stepped down a step. Uncertainty painted their expressions as the lord’s eyes contained a faraway gaze. Kaylik took another step and the main doors to the throne room opened. Eyes shifting, the dragon lord watched as a woman walked in with four guards trailing behind her.  
 
    Karrik quickly fell to his duties by turning and approaching the robed woman. Kaylik, on the other hand, stood and stared, taken aback by the beautiful woman entering his throne room. The Hand moved to the woman’s side as she stood in the middle of the bright chamber. 
 
    “Welcome Lyssa Spellfire, mage and adventurer,” Karrik bellowed. 
 
    The lord continued to stare, eyes drinking in her form. Red hair flowed from a widow’s peak, over her head and down her shoulders. Two strips of blue flared out from her temples to the end of her long, lustrous hair. A medium tan colored her high cheek bones and smooth skin. A thin neck and slight cleavage lay exposed while the rest of her body was covered in an arcane robe, adhering to her feminine curves. Even the thickness of her robe could not contain the shape of her round breasts as they seemed to stretch the fabric.  
 
    Eyes tracing up the lines of her neck, they travelled to see a small smirk and deep pools of emerald green eyes. The light behind them stunned the lord, and he stood frozen like an animal in sudden torch light. Karrik eyed the lord before tilting his head, a small smile blooming. 
 
    “Lord Kaylik Bright Storm is happy to meet you,” the Hand said with an even tone. 
 
    “I can tell,” Lyssa’s smirk stabbed deeper into her cheek. 
 
    Kaylik woke from his trance and continued to step down, “I am pleased to meet you, Lyssa Spellfire.” 
 
    Kaylik closed the distance and stood before the shapely adventurer, “What brings you to my humble kingdom?” 
 
    Lyssa looked up to the dragon lord with cool eyes. The dragon in human skin stood at roughly six two. As he observed her, Lyssa took in his wide shoulders, athletic build and strong jaw. Azure eyes regarded her, with short, dark blue hair lying neatly under a lord’s crown. 
 
    The mage’s eyes looked down as a thought entered her head. Reaching down to a small pouch hanging on her hip, she opened the flap and began digging. The nobles and guards looked on as the mage dug around, silently grumbling to herself. Kaylik eyed her as her hand continued searching, her thin eyebrows beginning to furl. Karrik craned his head to look down at the swirling darkness of her pouch. All he could see was her wrist. The rest of her hand disappeared in the seemingly magical pouch. 
 
    “Have…to..organize….my…damn inventory,” Lyssa mumbled. 
 
    Someone coughed and it echoed off the crystal walls. Kaylik looked down with a touch of amusement while Karrik pretended to whistle silently. Lyssa let out a sigh and pulled her hand out. Waving it once across the air, a 2D screen appeared. Karrik continued to not notice but the dragon lord’s eyes locked on the glowing screen. Fascinated, he watched as the mage scrolled down the page a few times. Words spun by in a blur until she tapped it again. A thin finger tapped at a few words and her hand waved across. The screen disappeared and a scroll appeared in her hand. 
 
    “I’ve never seen lights manipulated in such a way. Is this a new kind of magic?” Kaylik asked, astonished. 
 
    Lyssa raised an eyebrow, “You could see that? I didn’t think you could.” 
 
    The dragon lord looked to the Hand, “Did you see it?” 
 
    Karrik shook his head slightly, “I only saw her take the scroll from her pouch, my lord.” 
 
    Lyssa held the scroll out, “I have brought you the Scroll of Gallis.” 
 
    Kaylik looked down at the ancient scroll. Hesitation crawled along his nerves. Words flashed in his mind but he could not speak them. Odd whispers ran along his ears but he couldn’t make out what they were saying. The throne room took a dark edge and then it was gone, replaced with bright sunny light. 
 
    Kaylik lifted a hand and curled his fingers over Lyssa’s hand holding the scroll. The mage looked up with a sweet glint in her eyes. Karrik looked over, reached out and pulled the scroll from them. Lyssa gave the Hand a sideways glance and her bright eyes were touched by shadow. Kaylik soaked in the small touch between them, savoring her smooth skin before letting his hand drop to his side. 
 
    “You answered my call and have come back in victory. The scroll is an heirloom to my family line and to show my appreciation, we shall have a feast in your honor! My Ha….I will show you to your room to prepare for the festivities. Let all know that tonight we dine in honor of this heroic mage!” 
 
    The throne room erupted in clapping and cheers. Karrik’s eyes bulged as he looked to his lord. Lyssa’s smirk melted into a smile as everyone congratulated her with shouts of glee.  
 
    “Karrik, look to tonight’s arrangements while I give our heroic mage a tour,” Kaylik said while never taking his eyes off the beautiful mage. 
 
    “My lord….this is highly irregular,” Karrik stammered. 
 
    Lyssa gave the Hand a hard scowl, “Make sure there is plenty of wine.” 
 
    Karrik raised his hands and opened his mouth but no words fell out. Kaylik turned and stood by Lyssa’s side, arm slightly out. The mage curled her arm under his as the nobles continued their appreciative applause. The dragon lord gently escorted the mage to a door at the rear of the throne room. Karrik stood staring with wide eyes. The lord took hold of the door handle and opened it. Lyssa bowed her head and walked through with the lord close behind.   
 
    A balcony spread out before them, overlooking lush gardens. The mage kept her arm entwined with Kaylik’s as they walked. Birdsong filled the air as the two stepped to the balcony edge. 
 
    “I didn’t know lords gave private tours,” Lyssa said as she looked out to the gardens. 
 
    “We don’t normally but I felt this time was an exception,” Kaylik said with a small smile. 
 
    Lyssa raised her eyes to take in the glow of the countryside. Green fields stretched out with clumps of dark green forests. In the distance, the faint spires of several more kingdoms shined like glittering beacons.  
 
    “Every time I visit the Dragon Kingdoms, it still takes my breath away,” Lyssa said in a low voice. 
 
    “You visit often?” 
 
    The mage glanced over at the lord, a small smile on her lips, “You could say that. There are many dragons who need quests completed.” 
 
    The mage leaned forward against the balcony edge, “Is your brother still an evil jerk?” 
 
    Kaylik raised an eyebrow, “You know my brother?” 
 
    The mage nodded, “I know you too. Do you remember me?” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the mage but his lips remained closed. 
 
    Lyssa continued to stare out, “I came here a few months back. I managed to get the scroll and bring it to you. I thought that was all to the quest.” 
 
    “I have no memory of our meeting,” Kaylik said flatly. 
 
    Lyssa nodded, “I didn’t think you would. I was new to the game and thought once I completed the quest, I would get the Bright Storm amulet. I didn’t know there was an extra surprise.” 
 
    Kaylik leaned over, eyes searching for any hint of a memory, “If you came to me before, surely I would have given you the amulet as payment.” 
 
    Lyssa looked over, her smile fading, “I was wet behind the ears. Your brother betrays you, sends assassins to kill you and whoever you’re with before you can hand over the amulet. I died trying to defend you.” 
 
    Kaylik grew silent, shadows covering his eyes. 
 
    “It was the first time I learned that the game was not that forgiving. Finding sex and love is the easy part. The fantasy game is a lot harder.” 
 
    Lyssa shifted to her side and looked up into the dragon lord’s confused expression, “Do you give the tours now? Because you didn’t last time. I haven’t heard of anyone else getting a royal tour. I thought maybe the programmers changed something.” 
 
    Kaylik looked to the beautiful mage, “I…I don’t know. I had an urge to…spend some time with you.” 
 
    Lyssa eyed him, “Is it because you like what you see?” 
 
    The dragon lord shook his head, “Your beauty is stunning but…there is something more.” 
 
    “You sure you don’t remember me?” 
 
    “I cannot say,” Kaylik said softly. 
 
    Lyssa turned to the gardens, “Your quest bothered me. I knew I could get another scroll but I still wouldn’t be strong enough to defend you. I’ve spent months growing my mana pool and learning new spells, getting ready for the day I could complete your quest. I think tonight might be the night.” 
 
    Kaylik’s head dipped, “I feel I am at a loss. You speak about my brother betraying me, assassins and of times where we met before. I have no memory of any of this.” 
 
    Lyssa gave an understanding smile, “I’m sorry. I’m probably messing with your algorithms talking like that. Most of the time people in this world gloss over it.” 
 
    Kaylik turned his attention to the gardens. This was the first time he had met Lyssa, yet she spoke of a past meeting. Surely, he would remember someone so striking, but a thick fog enveloped his mind. Was she playing a game with him and to what end? Questions rolled through the dragon lord but they all came up unanswered. 
 
    “The blue roses look like they’re about to bloom,” Lyssa said as she looked down at the garden. 
 
    Kaylik looked down, “They bloom in evening light. When the sun sets, they should fully bloom this very evening.” 
 
    “If everything goes well, maybe I can see them,” the mage said with a touch of sadness. 
 
    Kaylik eyed her for a long moment. Light touched his mind and a rosy glow surrounded the mage. He couldn’t explain it but it was whipping at everything he thought he should do. A noise exploded in his mind, telling him, directing him to follow a set of pathways. Instead, a burst of internal heat changed the course and the dragon lord let out a cleansing sigh. 
 
    “Let’s go down and look at them,” The lord said simply. 
 
    Lyssa continued to look down, “I thought we had to prepare for the feast in a few hours?” 
 
    Kaylik let a mischievous grin slip. The lord took a step back as two mounds pushed the fabric covering his backside. Garments tightening, fabric parted and slick limbs protruded outward from his back. Lyssa turned to see the folded limbs open and blue leathery wings unfurl. Before she could react, the lord’s arm swept around and held her close. With a push of powerful legs, the dragon lord and mage were airborne. Lyssa clutched to him, a wide smile appearing as the lord made a few flaps of his wings. The pair glided down to the gardens and Kaylik released his grip. 
 
    Lyssa stepped away, wonderment filling her eyes. Turning, she looked to the garden as Kaylik flexed his wings and folded them back. The lord stepped closer as the mage leaned over a blue rose, bent it to her and took a sniff. 
 
    “They smell like mint and roses,” the mage said as she took another sniff. 
 
    “They will smell better when they fully bloom.” 
 
    “You weren’t this spontaneous last time,” Lyssa said as she straightened up. 
 
    “How was I…last time?” 
 
    Lyssa walked over and sat on a stone bench, her hand patting the seat next to her. Kaylik stepped over and sat down, wings sinking into his back and the fabric closing behind them. 
 
    “I hope I’m not rude but you weren’t like how you are now.” 
 
    Kaylik smiled, “I’m stronger then I look. Please, tell me about this lovely encounter that I cannot remember.” 
 
    “You looked the same, handsome and fit, but you seemed a little hollow...until you…” 
 
    “Hollow?” Kaylik interjected.  
 
    Lyssa tried to smile, “It’s not coming out right. I mean, you were a gracious host and we did talk for a little bit, but that was it.” 
 
    Kaylik listened, mind working to remember her story. The mental walls were there; big, strong and foreboding.  
 
    The mage continued, “The roses bloomed the last time I was here. I know they run in cycles but I was only a few weeks into the game. I loved meeting you but…there was something missing until the feast when you wanted me to sit by you. I did, and loved the attention. You seemed to pamper me and even put a flower in my hair, the back of your fingers grazed my neck.” 
 
    “Did I offend you?” 
 
    Lyssa let out a laugh, “No, very much the opposite. Probably the reason I had to return. The way you looked at me, though brief, was… intoxicating. It was…really nice. But then you went on with a regular speech about the quest and asked me to join you. We walked up to the upper floors, you telling me of my reward when….” 
 
    “My brother betrayed me,” Kaylik said with a touch of indifference. 
 
    Lyssa looked to the dragon lord’s grim expression, “You remember?” 
 
    Kaylik shook his head, “No, but I feel that was what you were going to say.” 
 
    Lyssa’s shoulders sank, “I didn’t want our meeting again to be like this. I’m sorry. I have been looking forward to seeing you and…..it seems different.” 
 
    The dragon lord looked to the mage with a slightly raised eyebrow. 
 
    Lyssa let out another laugh, “Its good different. You seem…I don’t know…more alive.” 
 
    “I will take that as a compliment,” The dragon lord smiled. 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes turned away, “I wish we could just fly away for the evening and miss all the ugliness.” 
 
    Kaylik reached over behind the mage and took hold of a thorny stem. With a simple twist, the stem snapped. The dragon lord brought the rose to his chest. Lyssa looked down as he put two fingers to the stem and ran it down, thorns popping off against his fingers. When it no longer had thorns, the dragon leaned in and pushed the blue rose into the mage’s blue streak of hair. 
 
    “I see the lord and lady are having a pleasant afternoon,” said a smooth voice from a nearby path. 
 
    Kaylik and Lyssa turned their eyes to see Karrik step closer, a sardonic smile on his lips. The mage’s eyes narrowed as Kaylik looked to his brother, a sliver of darkness wrapping around his heart. 
 
    “I didn’t want to interrupt but we have many plans for the evening,” Karrik said with a sly smirk. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    “Stay close to me,” Lyssa whispered. 
 
    The dragon lord gave the barest of nods before addressing the Hand, “Karrik, I take it the arrangements are going well?” 
 
    The Hand bowed slightly, closing his eyes, “The servants have been informed and wine is being delivered to the towns in the kingdom. Lady Spellfire must see the tailors for her gown this evening.” 
 
    “I’m fine just the way I am,” Lyssa said with obvious distaste. 
 
    Karrik continued as if he didn’t notice, “I must insist. I’m sure your clothes would be fine with common human lords but here, our heroes wear the finest garments in the kingdoms.” 
 
    Kaylik glanced at the mage, “I don’t know, we could make an exception. She is our hero.” 
 
    Karrik gave the lord a sideways glance, “It wouldn’t take longer than…..” the Hand was cut off. 
 
    “If Lady Spellfire wishes to remain in her garments then so be it,” Kaylik stated with a strong tone. 
 
    Karrik bowed again to the lord, “I have overstepped my bounds. I do apologize.” 
 
    The dragon lord let out a small exhale, “I will show Lady Spellfire her room and then we can discuss the finer details before the celebration.” 
 
    “As you wish,” Karrik said and straightened up.  
 
    The Hand turned on his heels and walked along the garden path until he was out of sight. Kaylik felt his shoulders sag a little and turned his attention to Lyssa. The mage stared at him, her eyes drinking him in. 
 
    “I do apologize for my brother. He forgets his place.” 
 
    Lyssa continued to look to the lord, “He isn’t forgetting his place. He will betray you by the evening, after the dinner.” 
 
    “Do you have proof of his betrayal?” 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes lowered, “No, just my experience.” 
 
    Kaylik leaned in a little closer, “Even if you are speaking the truth, there is nothing I can do unless I have proof. My brother has been by my side since he hatched. As difficult as the thought of betrayal is, as a lord I cannot accuse anyone of wrong doing unless I have proof.” 
 
    Lyssa looked up into his blue eyes, “Then you cannot leave my side for the rest of the evening. I must protect you.” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the beautiful mage, “For the amulet? We could go now and I would happily give you your reward.” 
 
    “This isn’t about the amulet…….” Lyssa shook her head and trailed off. 
 
    Birds chirped on as the lord gazed upon the mage. Lyssa turned away. 
 
    “It doesn’t sit well with me knowing you are being killed regularly, betrayed by your brother. My head tells me it’s a story line but it’s a story that hasn’t been broken. Every player that has tried to win your amulet ends up defeated. For once, I would like to know that the good people won against your brother’s jealousy.” 
 
    Kaylik sat, eyes on the mage. Reaching over, he placed his hand over hers. Lyssa turned and looked up into his eyes once again. 
 
    “Then you will need to protect me for as long as it takes,” Kaylik grinned. 
 
    Pink touched the player’s cheeks. When the moment passed, Lyssa was to her feet. 
 
    “How about instead of showing me my room, you show me yours,” Lyssa asked simply. 
 
    Kaylik was to his feet. The air took on a warm fog as he gazed upon the mage. Electric fire ran along his nerves as the scent of the beautiful mage swirled along his sensitive nose. Images played out and try as he might, he could not push away their lustful temptation. Lyssa’s eyes seemed to hint at the same rhythm, drinking in his strong collarbone and shoulders. 
 
    “I did say I would give you a tour,” Kaylik grinned. 
 
    Lyssa’s hand snaked around his arm and the two walked off, arm in arm through the magical blue garden. 
 
    *** 
 
    The doors swung open and Lyssa stepped inside. The room was vast with open balconies, flowing curtains, an oversized canopy bed and a table with a bottle of wine and two glasses. Dark crystal-like walls mixed with white marble. The sun was low in the sky, golden light turning a slim shade of orange. Pillars dotted the room as tapestries of dragons covered the walls. 
 
    Kaylik stepped past the mage and moved toward the finely crafted table. Lifting up the wine bottle, he whispered a word and the cork popped. Hand moving in a blur, he caught the cork and placed it on the table while his other hand poured wine into each glass. Lyssa sauntered over, her eyes on the dragon lord as he moved with relaxed ease.  
 
    The lord put down the bottle, picked up the two glasses and handed one to his guest, “To the gods of love, may they smile upon us.” 
 
    “To the gods and us,” Lyssa said with warm eyes. 
 
    The lord and mage clinked their glasses and took a hearty sip. Lyssa stepped over to the bed and sat on the edge. Kaylik eyed her as he sat down on one of the comfortable chairs. Despite the open balconies and cool breeze, a heat began to bloom. 
 
    “Have you entertained guests here before?” Lyssa asked as she swirled her drink. 
 
    “Sadly no, I spend some time here but most of my time is spent in my treasure room. If you talk to the servants I’m sure they will tell you a time or two where I was asleep in the library.” 
 
    “What about your harem?” Lyssa asked with soft voice. 
 
    Kaylik smirked, “Despite their constant demands, I prefer my books…..and a certain kind of company.” 
 
    A mental wall cracked and a memory oozed into the dragon’s mind, “You chose your profession because of your thirst for knowledge.” 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes widened slightly, “I told you that…when we first met.” 
 
    Kaylik sat forward, keeping his calm demeanor, “I don’t know why, but I can see pieces of images.” 
 
    “Can you remember anything else?” Lyssa took another sip of wine. 
 
    The dragon lord’s brow furled as a mental leak sprang, “I’m not sure. Do you attend a library of sorts?” 
 
    “I told you I worked in a library. I was so chatty that night by your side. I know I said you seemed hollow but when I told you what I did, your eyes seem to understand.” 
 
    Kaylik nodded, “Knowledge is the first greatest treasure to a dragon.” 
 
    Lyssa took another sip and held her glass on her lap, “Kaylik, do you….like humans?” 
 
    The dragon’s eyes centered on the mage, “I adore humans. You are free to travel anywhere you wish. You can fight whatever cause you believe in. I must confess that being a lord is rather difficult. I was born into royalty and cannot leave my kingdom. Some dragons have become diplomats but the elders felt I would do better as a protector in the northern kingdoms.” 
 
    “Why can’t you leave?” 
 
    Kaylik continued to lean forward, wine glass in hand, “It is forbidden for my kind to assist in the natural progression of Lukken. The elders tried many thousands of years ago and it ended in disaster.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    The dragon lord sat back and took a sip, “To be free, like you. To strike out into the great unknown and find my true purpose in life. Deep down, I don’t believe I was meant to wear a crown and sit on a throne, waiting for adventurers to bring treasures to me.” 
 
    Lyssa looked down at her wine, her reflection staring back at her, “That is the reason why I’m here. I wanted to travel but the real world seems a little too gray. I don’t have enough money to take long vacations so I come here and live the life I always wanted.” 
 
    “Is this truly the life you always wanted?” Kaylik asked with a soft edge. 
 
    The mage nodded, “I have visited the Plains of Savarr. I have battled the hags of Abyssal Swamps, and explored dungeons and ruins in the Eastern forests of Lukken and now, I have set my eyes on the West. There have been a lot of rumors about knights exploring the untamed edge of Lukken. I wanted to begin my journey but…I had to see you before I left.” 
 
    Lyssa stood up and stepped over to Kaylik. Standing before him, her demeanor softened but her eyes contained a fire needing to burn. Kaylik looked up into her beautiful face, his own wants and desires crashing against the shores of his heart. Never had a human captivated him in such a short time. Why now? Why her? Was it because she followed the path of knowledge? Was it because she pushed aside her desires to come and save him from some preordained betrayal? Whatever the reason, Kaylik was glad she came. 
 
    “We’re running out of time,” Lyssa whispered. 
 
    Kaylik slowly stood up and looked down into the mage’s green eyes, “What do you ask of me my lady?” 
 
    Lyssa’s heart fluttered, “Leave with me. We can go to the West and explore. The longer we stay here, the greater the chance of your brother killing you again. I’m strong but I’m not sure we can win this.” 
 
    Kaylik reached down and took Lyssa’s hands into his. He brought them up and kissed the back of her hand before looking deeply into her soulful eyes. 
 
    “As tempting as your offer is, I cannot leave my people. I cannot leave my kingdom.” 
 
    Lyssa’s brow formed a hard V, “Your kingdom is built on your death. You stay here; you will die again and again.” 
 
    Lyssa broke away with a few hard steps, “I don’t even know why I’m trying! You’re just a computer AI. I can’t believe I feel this way for something not even alive!” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the mage as she hugged her waist and turned away from him. A blaze flared and the dragon lord crossed the short distance between them. Hands reached out, taking hold of Lyssa’s arm and spun her around. The mage glared up as the lord held her, their bodies separated by inches. Mental walls cracked a little further. The spring turned into a thin waterfall. Emotions and faint memories splashed against the dragon lord’s digital mind. Desire overcame thought and walls cracked a little more. 
 
    “Alive? I will show you how to live,” Kaylik said with a dark hiss. 
 
    Information spilled into the dragon lord’s thoughts as claws burst from his fingertips. Lyssa’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as a claw sliced down the middle of her robe, past her voluptuous cleavage and down her stomach. The lord snapped his hand away and the mage’s robe opened down the middle, her tanned skin untouched.  
 
    Claws sank back into his fingers but serpent eyes stared down at the mage. Lyssa made no attempt to hide herself as her firm breasts spilled out and her womanhood lay bare for the lord to see. A cloud of hunger surrounded the lord and mage. Kaylik’s poised demeanor shifted to something deeper, primal. Eyes running down her smooth skin and over her light brown nipples, he continued to drink in her sensual form. A triangle of short dark hair lay in her feminine valley. It spoke of a forest that needed to be explored. 
 
    “You make me…hunger….” Kaylik growled, his eyes slitted like a serpent on the hunt. 
 
    Lyssa trembled but not in fear, “Use that tongue for something other than talking, my lord.” 
 
    With a heated growl, the lord took hold of the mage. In the blink of an eye he lifted her up and tossed her onto the oversized bed. Lyssa landed on the firm bedding, robe splayed out and thighs parted. Heart thumping in her chest, she stared at the lord as he moved with measured steps to the edge. Kaylik’s sense of control drowned in fiery desire and molten knowledge. The dragon in human form raised a hand and traced strange symbols in the air while speaking arcane words.  
 
    Lyssa looked to him, her eyes widening as she understood some of the arcane language. Light flashed in four places around the bed. Bright chains of light snaked out from thin air. One end anchored to the bed posts while the cuffs at the other end clamped down onto wrists and ankles. The mage struggled in her bonds but the chains held fast.  
 
    Kaylik let one talon grow as he moved along the side. Lyssa eyed him as her legs tried to move in her restraints. The chains made of light turned black, clinking to her small struggles. The dragon lord bent over and sliced at the mage’s robe with a few quick strokes. Lyssa let out a breathy cry as the remnants of the robe were pulled away and tossed aside. 
 
    “You want my tongue to teach you a lesson? Then it shall, but not the way you expect.” 
 
    With a snap of his fingers, a blindfold appeared above the struggling mage. Lyssa stared up at the black fabric as it drifted over her eyes. The ends tied behind her head as darkness covered her world. 
 
    “Is this you? Is this really you?” Lyssa gasped as she struggled in her bonds. 
 
    “No….this is us,” The lord said simply as his clothes turned into wisps of smoke and floated away. 
 
    Lyssa continued to struggle as the Kaylik grew silent as a grave. All the mage could hear was the fluttering of the curtains and whispers of the breeze. She couldn’t hear his breathing or his motions until something touched her thigh. A gasp rose up as she pulled at chains. The claw ran along her inner thigh slowly. Fear touched her senses but they were quickly overrun by a primal, heated wanting. The claw continued along her thigh and then suddenly it was gone.  
 
    The mage could not contain her haunting gasp. The sound of sniffing vibrated in the air between her legs. Trying to squeeze her legs together, the chains held fast and even pulled at her, spreading her thighs an inch wider. Seconds ticked away as Lyssa stared with wide eyes against the black fabric until something licked her. A trembling coo rose up her throat as something hot and west touched her sensitive valley. It moved with purpose, up and down, brushing away hair and touching her sensitive line.  
 
    Kaylik looked up, his eyes watching the mage squirm to his power. Lyssa writhed to his touch as a long, forked tongue tasted her valley. Wetness spilled and the dragon lord could barely contain the flutter of his eyes. Lyssa’s taste was intoxicating and he could barely keep himself from invading her with his dragonhood. Digital blood drained from his head to his growing member as the lord licked and slathered along her pink line.  
 
    Lyssa let out another gasp the moment the dragon’s tongue slowly dragged across her glowing nub. It was so powerful that her hips moved of their own accord, shifting so they could pull every morsel of bliss. Wet sounds floated in the breeze, mixed with small moans and teasing touches. Kaylik felt it in his core. He knew what pleased her. It spelled out in his mind despite digital blood filling his member with strength.  
 
    Lyssa felt her nipples point as air caressed them and strong hands clamped on her thighs. The gasp grew louder as a tongue lashed at her clit. Deep wanting pulses vibrated on. The tongue pulled away from her demanding nub and the mage begged for more. A moment later, the long thick tongue pushed at her pink slit and spread lips apart. Wetness coated as it invaded her tight space, pushing at inner walls. The mage could do nothing but surrender to the advance. With another cry, the thick tongue moved inside her, touching her sensitive spots in ways she never imagined. 
 
    “Lord….Bright Storm…..I can’t….” the mage managed before her mouth made a perfect O. 
 
    Nerves tightened. Lyssa took in one long inhale and her inner world exploded. Kaylik looked up as his tongue moved in and out of her tight space. Nerves released to an orgasmic song. Hips bucked but Kaylik held her in place, slathering the tip to the sensitive ridges of her inner universe. Lyssa cried out again as another orgasm rushed her frayed nerves. 
 
    The hunger pushed at Kaylik like a rolling storm. Electricity shot from digital nerve to digital nerve. Light flared and the dragon lord withdrew his tongue. The time for play was finished. Looking down at the mage, she moaned and struggled pathetically at her chains. Wetness touched the hair surrounding her valley while some glistened down to where her thighs and ass met.  
 
    “I….I need you….” Lyssa moaned as the pit inside her begged to be filled. 
 
    Kaylik could see the desire spike as she pleaded with him. Visions of Lyssa danced before his eyes, of battles where the mage caused her enemies to tremble to her power. He could also see the times she surrendered herself to friends and allies, a tender side showing in a private moment. He wanted to question the visions, he wanted to know where they came from but instead he fell to her needed desires. 
 
    Arcane words were spoken. Lyssa could feel the bonds shift against her wrists and ankles. The black chains released from the posts and folded into one another. Lyssa’s wrists were brought together and bound as were her ankles. Turned on her side, the mage found that she could move until a strong hand touched her shoulder and held her down. Another strong hand grabbed her round ass. Chains snaked out, connecting from the wrist clamps to her ankle clamps. The chain shortened, bringing Lyssa’s knees up to her chest. 
 
    “Kaylik?” Lyssa asked with a sultry whisper. 
 
    “Lie still…..” the dragon lord trailed off as he looked down. 
 
    Licking his lips, the taste of the mage was everywhere. His member was fully erect, throbbing with contained power. Moving his hips, he pressed the tip to her opening. Lyssa let out a gasp as the large head dipped into her valley. The position she was in, she couldn’t spread her legs to accommodate him. Instead she braced herself as the tip massaged at her heated opening. 
 
    Kaylik eyed her as she lay on her side. Looking down, the tip of his member moved slightly, pressing at her. The human mage trembled but even he knew it was because of anticipation. Unable to hold back the ocean of desire, inches pushed at Lyssa’s tightness. The mage let out a long exhale and then a sharp intake of breath. The lord’s cock was thick. It forced its way in, inches disappearing. Even with the blindfold, her world opened up. Moans grew louder as thick veins smoothed against tight pink flesh. Madness filled her mind as the lord filled her very soul. When the lord reached his hilt, it was the mage who wiggled her bottom, forced to accommodate his thick spear. 
 
    The dragon lord lifted his hand from Lyssa’s shoulder and pulled the blindfold off. The mage turned her head, Kaylik’s hips touching her bare ass, his spear sheathed in her flesh. A gentle vibration flowed between them, a knowing for a brief instant they were complete. Kaylik could no longer hold back his desires, hips moved as inches of thick cock massaged the mage’s tender inner self. Lyssa barely pulled at her bonds as the lord moved with liquid but powerful grace. Instead she stared at his powerful body as it moved with hypnotic motion. 
 
    Moments passed and the tempo increased. The sounds of their union played on as the lord gazed down on the beautiful mage. Lyssa couldn’t take her eyes off the dragon lord. Hips moved with power and an undeniable need. Lyssa’s body shuddered with each strong thrust. Despite his primal desires, there was a certain level of care. Inches moved in long strokes, both mage and dragon could not deny the sensual pulses as eyes fluttered and moans dripped. 
 
    Kaylik’s mind drifted to a warm place. Symbols appeared and disappeared in his vision as his cock thickened. A whisper flowed through him and a sudden realization fell over him. 
 
    “Something…..something is different….” The dragon lord said as he continued his sensual invasion. 
 
    Lyssa fought through the waves of bliss, “What…what do…you mean?” She managed with sultry gasps. 
 
    Kaylik fought for control, “If..if I come, something will change between us.” 
 
    Lyssa trembled as her nerves tightened. The pulses grew stronger and she could not deny anything he could do to her. Fingers clutched at the bed sheets as her eyes closed. The player’s heart opened as she squeezed him with her womanhood. 
 
    “Take…. what is yours. Co…come in me….” The mage said and let out a long moan. 
 
    The sound of Lyssa’s moan was the tipping point. Kaylik thrust his throbbing member deep. Together, groans filled the lavish bedroom as their inner world exploded. Lyssa clutched at the bed, body shuddering from her own orgasm. Nerves flashed like fireworks and the wave of bliss crashed into her being. Kaylik pushed in a little further before his cock thickened. Heated grunts rose up as molten come burst from the tip and quickly filled the mage’s tight valley. Nature took over as the dragon lord continued to pull back just an inch and drive himself deep again and again. The two lovers let out blissful cries. 
 
    Kaylik looked down, heat coloring his vision. Lyssa moaned as another orgasm flared. The dragon lord watched as she moved slightly to his invading member. The mage’s skin grew transparent as white seed invaded her. Some spilled out with his continued thrusts but a bit pushed in deeper. When it reached her stomach, the seed displayed a strange code and swirled. A percentage appeared of 25% briefly before fading away. 
 
    Kaylik stopped moving, eyes filling with concern, “What have I done?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    Lyssa lay on her side, waves of ecstasy caressing frayed nerves. Kaylik had stopped moving and she barely heard him through the blissful haze. An alert appeared in her vision as she continued to clutch at the bed. Mentally she tapped the alert and her skill menu came up. A new skill appeared at the bottom but it was nothing more than three question marks and a 25% next to it. 
 
    The mage half propped herself up as the dragon lord pulled his thick member from her. Come spilled from her line but she focused on the new skill. Mentally she tapped at it, hoping a description would appear but it came up blank. 
 
    “I don’t know what it means,” Lyssa said as she sat up, wrists and ankles still bound. 
 
    Kaylik whispered an arcane word and the chains and cuffs faded from view, “I could see it interact with you but…I don’t understand what it means.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t get pregnant in the game, but something new has appeared in my skills menu,” Lyssa said and she shook away the blissful cobwebs. 
 
    Kaylik raised an eyebrow but remained silent. 
 
    The curious mage stared at the question marks for a long moment before tapping the list to close. Legs spread; she looked into the dragon lord’s concerned brow. Confusion colored the lord’s expression. Mind working, she couldn’t resist the temptation that this was something that had to be discovered. With a mild smirk, the mage leaned forward onto all fours and crawled toward the concerned dragon. 
 
    Kaylik eyed the beautiful mage as she moved to him. He was still on his knees, his member half hard between muscled thighs. The mage wrapped her fingers along the veiny girth and gently began to stroke. Tension bled away from Kaylik’s shoulders as he looked down to Lyssa’s mischievous gaze. The cock in her hands began to harden with each slow stroke and the lord found it difficult to think again. 
 
    “I don’t know what it means but I think we should finish what we started,” The mage said with a sly smirk. 
 
    “It could be something terrible,” Kaylik said as his breathing grew heavy. 
 
    Lyssa stroked him, picking up the tempo, “Or wonderful.” 
 
    Kaylik lifted a hand and touched the mage’s cheek, “We should stop.” 
 
    “We should keep going,” Lyssa said before opening her mouth and wrapping her lips around the tip of his dragonhood. 
 
    The lord let out sigh as lips tightened and suckled. The mage’s head bobbed with long strokes, tongue caressing the underside of his member. Kaylik was going to push her away but the urge died as her tongue pressed and squeezed it to the roof of her mouth. Powerless, he fell to her skillful charms and playful tongue. Hardening to her tight mouth, he simply watched and enjoyed the gentle bobs of her head. 
 
    Pressure began to build and the lord let out a small groan. Lyssa picked up the tempo as her tongue slathered against the shaft. The tip of his cock touched the back of her throat and the mage let out a muffled moan.  
 
    The sun dipped lower in the sky as the mage and dragon pressed on with sensual moans. Kaylik tried moaning to fight his urges but it fell on deaf ears. He was caught in the mage’s spell and he would do nothing to break it. Lyssa tasted the lord’s pre-come as it swirled in her mouth. Needing more, she upped the rhythm, her tongue massaging his cock to explode in her waiting mouth. Fingers reached underneath and touched her glowing clit. Fingers massaging, she moaned her pleasure as inches appeared and disappeared between tight lips.  
 
    Sensations cascaded over the lord’s senses as the pressure began to build more and more. A hand cradled the mage’s head as she sucked harder, demanding he come in her mouth. The pressure building, the world around them turned into a white flash. Lyssa bobbed with quick strokes until the dragon’s human like cock thickened. A moment later, spurts of come painted the back of her throat and filled her mouth. The amount was obscene but Lyssa swallowed in gulps. Some spilled from the corner of her mouth but she hungrily drank it down. 
 
    The mage pulled away, fingers still stroking her clit. Another alert appeared in her vision. She eyed it as she was on her knees and moving closer to the dragon lord. Taking his cock in one hand, she moved up to sit in his lap. With one quick move, she put Kaylik’s tip to her dripping womanhood. Letting go, she slid down his still hard member as she witnessed the mysterious skill go from 25% to 50%. 
 
    “We have to….keep going,” The mage said with a sultry sigh. 
 
    Kaylik reached around and gripped her ass, holding her to him as she slid down to the base. Part of him wanted to deny her but the bigger part wanted to keep going. He couldn’t deny his own curiosity as the mage moved like a beast in heat. Helping her rhythm, he picked her up and she slid down. Squeezing her ass, the mage let out a girlish moan as her arms wrapped around his neck. Snuggling her face into his warm neck, she let him lift her up and slide her down on his thick spear. The dragon lord took control and she surrendered to him as the wet sounds between them played on. 
 
    “I’m…sure it’s something special…” Lyssa whispered as a hunger caused her womanhood to squeeze. 
 
    The mage lifted her head up as she bounced on his steel hard cock. Thrusting her bouncing breasts into the lord’s face, his mouth quickly found a nipple and suckled on it. The sensations rose and fell like the tide. Wetness dripped down the shaft with each up and down motion. The lord held her close as teeth grazed a pointed nipple and lips clamped down. Lyssa’s hands clutched at his head, fingers running through blue hair. She hugged him close, burying his face against her chest. The lord’s cock stiffened. Lyssa’s mouth made a perfect O. The charge between them arced and bliss spiraled. 
 
    Lyssa let out a soul crushing moan as orgasm after orgasm assaulted her nerves, body trembling but unable to stop, she thrust up and down on the lord’s cock. Kaylik suckled on Lyssa’s sensitive nipples, his cock thickening with each wanting thrust. Reason floated away as the urge to release grew all consuming. With a mighty groan, the dragon lord forced the mage down to the hilt and spurts of come streamed upward. Lyssa shuddered as another orgasm exploded and followed by another. She clutched to Kaylik as he held her hips down, forcing every spurt of come deep within her tightness.  
 
    Eyes squeezed shut; she could still see a new alert as mini explosions went off. When she opened her eyes, dizziness took over as she barely held on to the powerful lord. The mysterious skill blinked to 75%. Lyssa tried to speak but the sudden look in Kaylik’s eyes unnerved her. The dragon lord stared like a hunting wolf. There was no reason or sense of self, simply blind instinct. Strong hands lifted her up, turned her around and threw her down on the bed. Lyssa landed on her stomach, face buried in the pillow. 
 
    Darkness turned to light as she lifted her head up and looked back. Eyes grew wider as she watched the dragon lord regard her like meat from a kill. Skin turned blue as scales emerged and cascaded down from his eyes, along his face, down his neck and along his strong body. The mage stayed where she was as Kaylik’s body grew larger and shifted before her eyes. Limbs extended and a tail appeared, sprouting upwards and moving back and forth through the air. Webbed wings rose up from the lord’s back and unfurled. The lord’s face elongated into a scaly snout and electric blue eyes glowed with power.  
 
    Lyssa watched as his dragon form completed its transformation. He was the size of a horse but she knew he could get bigger. Dragons are master shape shifters. Looking down, she could see why he didn’t make himself any larger. The dragon’s cock was bigger. She thought he was impressive before but she wondered if she could contain such delightful thickness. 
 
    A long-fingered hand touched her, beckoning the mage up. Lyssa pushed down with her arms and knees, standing up on all fours. She continued to look back as the dragon moved over. Wings spread out; he dipped his serpent like neck down. Tongue slithering out, he licked at the mage’s back while the tip of his cock moved to her dripping valley. 
 
    “No matter how much I scream, keep going,” the mage stated with her own hungry eyes. 
 
    The dragon nodded as a spindly blue hand took hold of her hip. Lyssa knew the game would compensate and never actually hurt her but seeing the dragon’s cock, stiff as a metal spear, did unnerve her in a taboo way. Pressing her womanhood to the thick tip, she coated it with dripping wetness. The blue dragon eyed her with intent as he pressed to her pink flesh and pushed. 
 
    Lyssa’s head snapped forward, eyes wide and mouth open. Inner walls pushed aside and inches buried in. With a wide stance on her knees, she let out the longest moan of her life. Kaylik continued to gaze upon her, inches forcing her to accommodate as much as she could. When he was half way inside, it was the mage that began to move. Restrained cries filled the room as the mage controlled the tempo. There was some pain but there was a mountain of bliss crushing every single nerve in her body.  
 
    The mage moved back and forth, her moans turning into heated cries. The dragon was impressed as she took him, her body begging for more. On and on they moved. Lyssa’s breasts swung as her hips pushed against Kaylik’s dragonhood. The dragon reached down and squeezed an oversized breast, a thin finger gently massaging a pointed nipple. The heat between them exploded despite the cool, refreshing breeze filling the room. 
 
    Lyssa pushed on, taking her lover and losing herself to paradise’s touch. Kaylik pressed his chest to the mage’s back, feeling her slid along him. The mage reached up to grab a blue scaly shoulder. Kaylik pressed his snout to the side of her face. Lyssa’s cheeks turned a glowing pink as her body could not hold back the flood. The mage squeezed as her nerves exploded. Shock waves pulsed through her body as each wave sent her to the edge. Biting her lip, she thrust against the dragon’s member until her muscles shook. 
 
    Kaylik gazed down as Lyssa’s desires were unchained. Unable to hold back, he could feel the mage coax him closer and closer to climax. The dragon snuggled his snout to her pink cheek as she writhed on his member. Cock thickening, he pressed closer, eyes closing. 
 
    “Jennifer….” The dragon whispered. 
 
    Lyssa cried out with a long scream. The dragon’s member thickened until white seed burst from the tip. Spurts of come instantly filled the small space as the mage and dragon moved to a private dance. Lyssa could not contain the obscene amount as it spilled from her. Bodies moved of their own accord, milking every last blissful sensation.  
 
    Strength giving out, the mage collapsed onto the bed. The dragon’s member slid out, spurts of come landing on the mage’s lower back and ass. Body shifting, the dragon grew smaller until Kaylik resumed his human form. Falling to the side, he landed next to the mage. Both Kaylik and Lyssa gasped for air as the sun dipped lower in the sky. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lyssa snuggled against Kaylik, her hand on his chest. She could feel a powerful heart beat and snuggled closer. Kaylik rested his chin on her head, his arms around her and holding her to him. They lay in silence for what seemed forever. The sun had touched the horizon and the yellow light turned to a burnt orange. 
 
    “You called me by my real name. How do you know my name?” The player asked in a soft voice. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Kaylik said in an equally soft tone. “It came to me, one after another. I know your kinks. You chose BDSM, submission, monster men, dragons, forced orgasms and romance. I know you live in a city named Boston but I don’t know where it is. I know you joined Lukken exactly two hundred and seventeen days ago but you are as you are now. I can see numbers next to attributes but I’m not sure what they mean. I can see your skills and how proficient you are but it confuses me.” 
 
    Kaylik pulled his head back and looked down into Lyssa’s green eyes, “I know that mysterious skill reached 100% and then changed to 1%. I cannot fathom why.” 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes shifted to the pulse in Kaylik’s neck, “I don’t know either. I thought maybe it was a special quest I could achieve but it doesn’t make sense you knowing those other details about me. I mean, you’re a virtual Non Player Character. How can you see those things?” 
 
    “Does it scare you?” Kaylik asked softly. 
 
    Lyssa looked up and grinned, “No, it doesn’t. Does it scare you?” 
 
    Kaylik paused before he spoke, “Yes, it does. I feel strange. I can sense a foreboding doom and I want nothing more than to leave. Some unseen force is keeping me here.” 
 
    Lyssa’s smile faded, “It’s the storyline. You need to finish it before the next part happens.” 
 
    Shadows covered Kaylik’s eyes, “My brother is going to kill me…again and again…” 
 
    Lyssa sat up and faced the dragon lying on his side, “Maybe not. If I can protect you then maybe we can break the cycle.” 
 
    “You said it yourself; no one has completed the second part of the quest.” 
 
    Lyssa gave the dragon lord a confident stare as she spoke, “Then tonight we are going to beat it.” 
 
    The sun disappeared behind the horizon. A flash of light filled the sky before the loving embrace of night curled along the Lukken sky. Music rose up in the distance as the celebration began. The mage and dragon lord looked to each other and smiled. 
 
    “It looks like your celebration has already started,” Kaylik grinned. 
 
    “Should we get dressed and join them?” Lyssa asked with bright eyes. 
 
    “It may be safer to be in the company of the party. But first before we go….” Kaylik reached over to a nightstand by the oversized bed. 
 
    Lyssa gazed on the lord with warm eyes. He dug around in a small drawer, fingers gliding along for something. The mage turned her head to the balcony. Stars began shining their heavenly light. Lyssa let out a deep cleansing breath when shadows moved along the stone balcony. Something black reached over and then another. Shrouded faces peeked over the railing, shiny black eyes reflecting torch and star light.  
 
    Lyssa’s smile melted away as one of her hands touched Kaylik’s shoulder and another touched her chest. The dragon lord looked up just as a robe appeared around Lyssa’s naked body. The dragon lord pulled his hand back, whispering arcane words. Clothes and light armor appeared over his body as the lord and mage stood up on the bed. Twin moons rose against the dark horizon, their light illuminating the thick shadows. 
 
    Large bodies moved silently over the edge and onto the balcony. The gleam of blades being drawn reflected in the moonlight. Kaylik sniffed at the air as the scent of trolls drafted in. Lyssa looked to the posts of the canopy bed. Her eyes focused on the ropes holding the curtain to the posts. With quick snatches, she pulled the ropes and the thick canopy curtains fell, obscuring any line of sight the enemy may have. 
 
    Bodies moved in, feet not making a sound. Some of the cloaked figures hefted up crossbows, arrow tipped bolts shining in the dim light. On mass the figures moved inside, black eyes on the shrouded canopy bed. Quick hand motions were made and the figures holding crossbows hefted them up, aiming at the still bed. A silent acknowledgment whisked through the room as burly bodies surrounded the bed. With a final head nod, blue fingers pulled triggers.  
 
    Crossbow bolts launched. A dozen bolts stabbed through the thick hanging fabric and disappeared on the other side. The intruders waited for any signs. With dead silence greeting them, the assassins reloaded and aimed. Another volley cut through the fabric and again, no sound returned. Assassins looked to one another in slight puzzlement before reloading. But this time, the ones carrying blades stepped closer. Blades held to chest level with the point out, the assassins stepped to the bed’s edge. One looked through a torn hole when a protective light barrier glowed and a human woman smirked. 
 
    Blades stabbed outward just as the last word of the incantation was uttered. The tips managed to touch the hanging fabric when a shockwave of power blasted outward. The force was so strong; it lifted every figure in the room and threw them backward. Several assassins went over the edge of the balcony while the rest hit the floor, pillars and walls. Furniture splintered and cracked against hard bodies as they rained down. The canopy bed fell to pieces as a blue dragon reared up, a mage at his feet with hands glowing. Crossbow bolts lay littered at their feet as the bed legs collapsed. 
 
    Before they could recover, the mage took a step forward and unleashed a magical maelstrom. Hands up, the mage chanted words and pointed fingers. Lightning blasted outward, striking an assassin. The bolt fried his body before the bolt burst forth and struck another and another. Three bodies shattered into greenish shards.  
 
    Crossbow’s aimed at the mage as she began another spell. Kaylik looked down, his form growing bigger. Opening his maw, he unleashed a stream of lightning. Another three assassins fired their crossbows before their bodies were cut in half and shattered to nothing. Lyssa spoke the last arcane word of the spell and the incoming arrows were knocked from the air. Chaos bloomed as the several assassins rushed the dragon and mage. An armored tail whipped around, separating an assassins head from his neck. Lyssa turned her hands to a troll airborne with a blade in his hands. He was aiming for the dragon when a lightning bolt knocked him from the air and sent him crashing into a pillar. 
 
    “The arrows and blades are poisoned! I will hold them off while you attack!” Lyssa shouted. 
 
    “Done,” The dragon said in a deep voice and opened his maw. 
 
    Lyssa took control of the very air as the spell activated, manipulating it to her will. Arrow bolts were pulled from midflight while air slammed into the back of heels and knees, knocking assassins off their feet. Energy poured into the dragon’s mouth as he aimed and unleashed. A stream of lightning shattered stone and large bodies as it streaked across the room. The display of power was terrifying as trolls attempted to dodge and flee but ultimately, they were blasted to broken shards. Kaylik continued his roaring rampage as he turned his neck, blasting away every figure and shadow in the room. The use of his breath weapon drained him the longer he fired. Weakness crawled into his heart and he clamped his snout shut. Lyssa counted over twenty when they first crawled over the side, now only seven remained.  
 
    “Leave now and keep your miserable lives or face the fate of your cohorts!” Kaylik bellowed. 
 
    The remaining assassins glared at the dragon and mage before charging. Kaylik and Lyssa unleashed a torrent of lightning attacks. The dragon exhaled another stream just as his wing sliced at an incoming troll assassin. The troll was knocked away and into the stream of lightning, shattering to pieces. Lyssa advanced, chain lightning striking a troll and then another and another. Their bodies fell and shattered to greenish light. The three-remaining launched into the air with blades held high. Kaylik blasted one with lighting breath while Lyssa blasted another with a lightning spell. The final one was within inches of the dragon when a tail flashed. The troll’s eyes widened as the top part of his body separated from the waist. Cracks appeared along both halves before bursting into a shower of light. 
 
    The battle ceased as smoke curled up from blackened stone and smoldering broken furniture. 
 
    “Did we win?” Lyssa asked with spells still at the ready. 
 
    The dragon was about to speak when an arrow darted through the room and sank into Lyssa’s shoulder. The mage stumbled back, hand clutching at the arrow shaft. Hit points drained as she gripped the shaft and pulled it out. Kaylik turned his keen eyes to the balcony. Vision adjusting, he watched as a troll stood on the roof of a tower, pulling another arrow from his quiver and notching it to the bow. Without a word, the dragon charged off the broken bed toward the balcony. With a flap of webbed wings, Kaylik launched himself into the air. 
 
    Lyssa was running to the balcony, shouting “Stay with me!” 
 
    Kaylik flew on as he opened his maw. The archer drew back the bow string as the blue dragon’s wings flapped. Letting out a small exhale, the archer released. The arrow sped through the air but a flash appeared. Lighting disintegrated the arrow and streaked on to the tower. The troll turned and jumped into the air as the lightning bolt struck the tower, shredding it to pieces.  
 
    The archer was free falling when a large, hand curled around his body and turned him around. Kaylik flapped his wings as his snout moved in closer to the struggling troll in his grasp. 
 
    “Is my brother behind this?” Kaylik asked with a deep growl. 
 
    The troll wiggled his hand to his belt, fingers curling around the pommel of a dagger. Kaylik growled as his dragon hand squeezed. The troll screamed before his body burst into shards of light. 
 
    Lyssa heard a loud “Bang!” and turned back to the room. The main door to the bedroom banged again before it blew off the hinges and hit the floor. Karrik stepped in with a sardonic smile. The mage whispered a few words and a glowing aura appeared around her body. Before she could whisper her next incantation, Karrik turned to her and opened his mouth. Lightning blasted out as the mage threw herself to the side to avoid it. The blast shattered the railing and chunks of stone fell to the streets below. 
 
    Kaylik turned back toward his room as he flapped his mighty wings. He stared as Karrik stepped in but Lyssa was nowhere to be seen. The dragon roared and pumped his wings toward the cracked balcony. Cloaked figures emerged from their hiding places on roofs below. Arrows gleamed as they were pulled back. A moment later, the trolls released.  
 
    Kaylik roared as arrows penetrated his soft underbelly. They penetrated his flesh to mid-shaft but the dragon ignored them as he barreled to the room. Terrible thoughts filled his mind as he rushed to Lyssa. 
 
    Lyssa stood up amid the smoke, aura glowing. Finishing her incantation, her fists burst into flames and raised them up.  
 
    Karrik let out a laugh, “Hand to hand with a dragon?” 
 
    “You don’t have a choice,” Lyssa growled. 
 
    The dragon in human skin let out a tired sigh before opening his mouth. Lightning blasted out, striking the mage’s aura and reflecting off. Karrik’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as his lightning breath veered off the mage and struck a pillar, shattering it to pieces. Mouth closing, he backed up as the mage rushed him. Lyssa pumped her legs to reach the backpedaling dragon and lashed out with flaming fists. Karrik blocked only to have the fire fist burn his sleeve and flesh underneath.  
 
    The dragon backed up, rubbing his burned arm, “How?” 
 
    “A lot of practice,” Lyssa smiled and charged.  
 
    Karrik backed up, dodging the mage’s strikes as his own body grew bigger. Shape shifting made him clumsy and Lyssa took full advantage of it. Flaming fists rained down on blooming scales. The dragon cried out as magical fire burned at him. Lyssa unleashed herself as her burning fingers took hold of a scale and pulled, ripping it off. There was a painful shout and a tail whipped around. The blue tail struck the mage’s aura and sent her flying sideways to the floor. 
 
    Kaylik crashed landed on the balcony and slid into the oversized bedroom. Eyes locked on his brother who had finished shifting to his true dragon form. The two wyrms eyed one another, snouts snarling and teeth showing. 
 
    Karrik looked down at the arrow shafts sticking out of Kaylik’s underside, “The poison should be entering your bloodstream.” 
 
    “Why, brother?” Kaylik snarled. 
 
    Karrik gave a serpent grin, “You don’t deserve a kingdom. Die so I can rule it in peace.” 
 
    “No brother, you will never rule,” Kaylik growled and charged. 
 
    Blue dragons crashed into one another, claws flashing and tails whipping. Sparks burst to life as talons raked across hard scales. Karrik opened his mouth and clamped down on Kaylik’s neck. The dragon roared but could not shake off the bite. Karrik allowed a charge to build in his throat before exhaling pure lightning. The bolt struck Kaylik point blank, blasting away scales and tearing dragon flesh.  
 
    Kaylik let out a sickening shout as his hand reached up with talons slashing at Karrik’s face. The younger brother released and pulled back, clutching at his bleeding snout. Kaylik centered his head and roared out a stream of lightning. The streak struck the younger dragon in the chest, sending his whole body sliding back and crashing into a wall. 
 
    Kaylik tried to pour on the lightning but weakness took hold. Mouth closing, the dragon stumbled forward as his vision lost focus. Karrik lifted his scaled body from the broken wall and grinned at his brother. Energy accumulated in the younger dragon’s throat as he opened his maw for a killing blow. 
 
    “Hey! Dragon breath!” 
 
    Karrik’s eyes shifted to the mage and his serpent eyes widened. By the destroyed bed, Lyssa stood by an open night stand. In her hands was a blue amulet as she put it over her head and around her neck. Karrik turned his head and screeched out a stream of lightning. Lyssa dove to the side as bolt ripped the destroyed bed in half. The mage rolled to her feet and pointed her hands. Incantations spilled from her lips as power from the amulet increased her mana pool and spell power. 
 
    Balls of fire filled the mages hands as she reared back an arm. Karrik took a deep inhale, energy glowing in his throat. Maw open, he prepared to blast out at the mage when a clawed hand wrapped around the younger dragon’s throat. Karrik choked on lighting, clawing at the hand gripped around his throat. Kaylik moved in close, his grip powerful and unwavering. 
 
    Lyssa hurtled a fireball and then another. The flaming orbs crossed the room and struck the struggling Karrik in the face. The explosions rocked the stone and crystal chamber as wild screeches filled the air. Kaylik moved his scaly face closer to his struggling sibling. Karrik’s face was blackened and charred, mouth gasping and one eye sealed closed. 
 
    “Stop this and I will let you go,” Kaylik hissed, weakness causing his hand to tremble around Karrik’s throat. 
 
    Karrik looked to his older sibling with one eye. The moment Kaylik’s hand loosened its grip, the younger dragon spit lightning. Lyssa was rushing forward as Kaylik pushed at Karrik’s throat. The lightning stream missed the elder dragon and blasted out chucks of stone from the ceiling. Karrik continued to defiantly blast out lightning as the older brother took hold of the dragon’s neck with both clawed hands. 
 
    “Forgive me…brother,” Kaylik whispered. 
 
    Muscles bulged under thick scales. Karrik’s eye widened as his lightning attack stopped and an inhuman scream filled the area. A terrible ripping assaulted Lyssa’s ears as she watched. Horror colored her eyes as Kaylik separated Karrik’s head with a sickening crunch. The younger dragon’s body cracked with light. The screaming stopped and the blue armored body shattered, falling to the floor in thick shards before bursting into the abysmal, greenish light. 
 
    Kaylik let out a sorrowful moan before collapsing to the floor. Lyssa rushed to his side, falling to her knees and taking hold of his pointed head. She cradled the dragon’s head in her lap and stroked his neck, eyes watering. 
 
    “You should have stayed by me,” Lyssa sobbed. 
 
    Kaylik let out a huff as he looked up into Lyssa’s eyes before shifting to the necklace around her neck, “The…Bright Storm…Amulet…suits you.” 
 
    “I can get a healer. I can…..” Lyssa trailed off. 
 
    The dragon’s mouth curled into a small smile, “This is my fate. I killed my brother and even…in self-defense….I would be sentenced to death….” 
 
    Kaylik groaned and the mage held him closer. 
 
    “The…poison they used…..fatal to my kind….” The dragon lord said with labored breath. “The trolls…..they have found ways to kill us…..please tell the other lords and ladies…..I fear they may try to wipe us out…” 
 
    “Kaylik…you can’t leave me…..” 
 
    The dragon looked to the beautiful mage as a tear rolled down her cheek, “Live well….beautiful mage. May we meet again…..” 
 
    Lyssa clutched at Lord Kaylik’s head as cracks of light appeared all over his body. The cracks grew longer until they engulfed his entire form. The mage held him close as he whispered a kiss and fell apart in her hands. Lyssa cried out as the last bits shattered in a flash and faded into the stone floor. A cold wind blew into the smoldering room as guards rushed down the hall. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Thick shafts of light filled the middle of the crystal and stone throne room. A shadow touched the marble floor and the lord turned his head. Kaylik let a small smile slip as he witnessed a white dove flying past the immense windows. Wings flapped as the dove changed direction and flew off into the clear blue sky. 
 
    The dragon lord turned his attention back to the throne room. Guards lined up against the walls to the right and left of the cavernous chamber. Local nobles gathered to the right and left of the throne dais, discussing politics and gossip. The Hand stood in the middle, his eyes up with a stiff demeanor. Kaylik was happy to see his brother in such an important position as Hand. His organization skills were necessary to run a kingdom and his passion for order was unmatched. 
 
    The lord shifted in his seat as his gaze moved back to the large windows. A faint whisper of wanting filled his heart, a dream of leaving everything behind and seeing the world. It was a happy dream but not one for dragon royalty. Kaylik sat back on his throne, pushing away the childhood dreams and focusing on the kingdom. 
 
    The main doors to the opposite end of the chamber opened. Mouths ceased their gossip and eyes turned. Karrik lifted his head, eyes on the open doors. Kaylik watched as a lone woman stepped through. Her hair was red with blue streaks running from her temples and a blue rose perched in her ear. Her robe adhered to her nearly perfect body. Around her neck, a blue crystal amulet gleamed, inches from warm, inviting cleavage. The lord was stunned by her beauty and smiled as she crossed the throne room. The closer she stepped, the more he noticed the bright sadness in her eyes.  
 
    “Welcome traveler to Bright Storm castle!” 
 
    The Hand stepped forward, walking to the woman’s side. Karrik bowed to her before standing up to ask her name, the woman continued walking forward ignoring him. The Hand moved to her side but she shot him a dirty look and continued to the bottom of the dais steps. Karrik stopped following and looked to the human woman in puzzlement. 
 
    Kaylik gazed down at the beautiful woman as she stared at him, “Have you come to answer my call?” 
 
    The woman’s eyes lowered and she barely shook her head, “No my lord. I have come to see you and ask for a moment of your time.” 
 
    Kaylik eyed her and warmth filled his heart, “My ear and time is for the people. What brings you to my humble home?” 
 
    The woman shifted her feet a littler, eyes looking away as if trying to pick her words carefully. Returning the lord’s pleasant gaze, her heart firmed up. 
 
    “My name is Lyssa Spellfire…..Do you remember me?” 
 
    Kaylik’s eyes gazed upon the beautiful woman. Something familiar and comforting touched his mind but it quickly fell away.  
 
    “I must confess if we had met before, I would never forget such beauty. Sad to admit, this is our first meeting,” The dragon lord said with sorrow in his heart. 
 
    Lyssa’s lip trembled, “You don’t remember anything? You don’t remember how we met? You don’t remember giving me the Bright Storm amulet? You don’t remember how we became close?” 
 
    Kaylik’s bright demeanor dimmed as he stared at Lady Spellfire, “I truly wish I did, but I cannot say with certainty.” 
 
    Lyssa kept her gaze steady, “I stayed on the grounds, and have come back to this thrown room every day for the last four days, waiting for you to respawn. You came back today and….you don’t remember anything?”  
 
    Kaylik stood up, his hand over his heart, “I must apologize. I have no memory of a prior meeting or spending time together. Was it for a previous quest? Maybe it was connected with another dragon lord?” 
 
    Lyssa’s head bowed forward, shadows covering her eyes, “No, it was you.” 
 
    The woman lifted a hand and a fireball appeared. The nobles gasped as they retreated back. The guards pulled swords from sheaths. Karrik backed up as the mage stood motionless.  
 
    Kaylik kept his stance as he looked down to the mage, “Please, don’t do this. It is a crime in the dragon kingdoms. You will never be able to come back.” 
 
    Lyssa let an evil smile slip, “It is a crime to assault a dragon lord, lady or elder.” 
 
    The mage turned her attention to the Hand as he backed up, “But anyone else, is just a hefty fine.” 
 
    Karrik’s eyes widened, “Please my lady, there must be some kind of mistake.” 
 
    Lyssa eyed him long and hard, “No mistake.” 
 
    The mage shifted her body to face the back-stepping Hand, “Karrik Bright Storm will betray Lord Bright Storm again and again!” 
 
    Kaylik’s heart sagged in his chest, “These are serious accusations. Do you have any proof?” 
 
    The mage let out a small, insane laugh, “I don’t need proof. It will just happen. I know I can’t stop it but I will make sure he regrets it when he does it again.” 
 
    Karrik tried to speak to his own defense when the mage whipped her hand forward. The ball of fire crossed the distance between them. The Hand braced himself and just as the fireball was inches from him, it exploded. The force knocked the Hand to the floor, robes singed but no damage. Karrik raised his head and gave the mage an incredulous stare. 
 
    The guards moved on mass until the lord lifted a hand. They halted in their tracks. Karrik scrambled to his feet and darted through the guard ranks, hiding behind them. Lyssa eyed him with contempt before turning to the dragon lord.  
 
    “Lyssa Spellfire, I must ask you to leave,” Kaylik said with a quiver in his heart. 
 
    The mage nodded, “I know. I just have to say two things before I go. I love you, Kaylik Bright Storm. What we experienced together will haunt my dreams. The second thing, if you ever decide to be free from your kingdom and obligations, I will be travelling to the West. I could use a fellow explorer.” 
 
    Lyssa gave the dragon lord one last gaze, drinking in his handsome face before turning around and marching to the main doors. Guards turned and followed her, swords still drawn. 
 
    The mage walked with her head held high. Part of her swirled with embarrassment. Never had she spoken out loud like that in her entire life. Another part stormed with passion as she knew now that she could do it. Memories floated on as she stepped through the main entrance into a beautiful courtyard. On she walked with her escorts keeping a safe distance behind her. Mentally she called up her skill list. At the bottom were the three question marks and a 3% beside them. Over her stay in the castle, she watched as the percentage rose little by little. The time they spent together meant something and the mage smiled at their union, no matter how brief it was. 
 
    The main gates appeared and the mage continued her march. Lyssa touched the blue rose at her ear as she thought about the future. The west called to her with the promise of high adventure. The mystery of the skill she acquired would reveal its self with time. The player decided she wouldn’t worry too much about it until it neared a hundred percent. For now, she would keep to her quest and happy memories. 
 
    Lyssa stepped through the main gates and onto the road. The guards closed the gates behind her. The mage continued to walk the stone road before her, eyes to the southwest. 
 
    “When you’re ready, please come to me my blue dragon. You will always be welcomed in my heart,” Lyssa whispered to herself. 
 
    Sunlight bathed the lands in yellow light as doves swirled into the air, their song praising another day.    
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Lewd Knights 3.0: Serpent Horizon 
 
   
  
 

 One 
 
    The air filled with excited chatter as several more bodies joined at the bar. Music played and drinks were served with a wicked smirk. The Friday vibration had taken hold and everyone was preparing for their evening, drinks first and dancing later. A polished wood bar shined from medium light. Outside the large window, the sun slowly disappeared behind tall buildings and the comfort of night crept over the darkening city. 
 
    Jason sat at a wooden table, his backpack on a chair next to him and a leg curled around another chair. He kept his expression neutral as tables filled up around him, but shot a look to anyone who eyed the seats to the left and right of him at his small table. Senses were dialed to eleven as he tried to keep his heart from beating right out of his chest. Across the room, a bartender served drinks and engaged in small conversation, oblivious of the friend in the room. 
 
    The door to the bar opened once again. Jason once again turned his eyes, like he had done the last forty times, to the bar doors. This time, a small smile filled his cheeks. A woman stepped in; her hair was black and short, framing her face. Thick black rimmed glasses covered her eyes. She wore a short black dress that adhered to her hourglass figure. Behind the glasses, eyes searched the room and almost instantly fell upon the young man sitting by himself in the corner. With a loving grin, she crossed the bar floor to him. 
 
    Jason looked up into Rachel’s beautiful face and pulled his backpack from the chair. Rachel slid into the seat and leaned in. Despite the glasses, the glow of her blue eyes seemed to radiate in the young man’s presence. Jason couldn’t resist as he leaned over, pressing his lips to hers. The two lingered for a long moment, tongues dancing to a private rhythm before they uncoupled their connection. 
 
    Rachel kept her smile as she turned and eyed the bar, “He’s here tonight.” 
 
    Jason nodded, “I know.” 
 
    Rachel turned back to Jason, seeing the uncertain hint in his eyes, “Are you nervous?” 
 
    The young man gave a silent nod. 
 
    Rachel snuggled in closer, “We can do this another time. He doesn’t know we’re here.” 
 
    Jason eyed the rather normal looking bartender with a shaved head, “No, we have to do this. It wouldn’t be right if we just left.” 
 
    Jason turned his head to Rachel, “Are you nervous?” 
 
    Rachel smiled, “A little, but I’ve been here before to see him. I think I will start to really panic when we actually try to talk to him.” 
 
    “Then let’s do this together,” the young man smiled. 
 
    Rachel nodded.  
 
    Jason stood up and placed the backpack on the seat. Circling the table, Rachel was up and to his side. Fingers curled into each other as the two friends held hands and walked up to the bar together. The pulse between them grew frenetic with each step. A space opened at the bar and Jason made a beeline for it. When he was within a foot, two people stepped in filling the space. Panic reared its ugly head as hesitation took hold. Was that a sign they should stop, turn around and forget the whole thing? 
 
    Rachel looked to her friend as his eyes betrayed him. With a squeeze of her hand, she pulled Jason with her to another open spot at the bar. Jason could feel his confidence growing as the beauty in the black dress guided him along. When they reached the bar, eyes widened as the bartender turned his head and made his way to them. Two hearts thumped as the bartender smiled and stepped over. 
 
    “What can I get for you?” The bartender asked with a happy smile. 
 
    Jason and Rachel had rehearsed what they were going to say for a solid month, in and out of the game. Eyes drinking in the fit bartender, throats closed up and minds went blank. Jason and Rachel silently cursed themselves as everything they prepared for went completely out the window. 
 
    The bartender stared at the two mute patrons. Uncomfortable seconds ticked by but it was Jason who noticed the strange recognition in the bartender’s eyes. A thought, maybe even full awareness seemed to slide across his mind. Eyes cast downward as if doubt crawled in and nestled against primal instincts. Another few seconds ticked on and the bartender’s smile slowly faded. 
 
    “I can come back if you’re not ready,” The bartender said and began to turn away. 
 
    In stunned silence, the two friends watched as the bartender moved away from them to another patron signaling for a drink. Jason looked on, feeling foolish as their chance was slipping away. Fire burned deep and the young man’s energy shifted to determination. Jason liked this feeling. Faint memories rose up like ghosts, remembering how closed off and awkward he once was. It was such a long time ago, but the memories pushed at his newer self, his confident self of when he met his new best friends and lovers in the virtual world of Lewd Knights. He and Rachel had met in the real world several months ago. Lance was aware of their meet up in the game, but didn’t know when they would all three be together in the reality. They all cared for each other so much in game and Rachel and Jason knew another day couldn’t go by without seeing him and discovering what would happen next. 
 
    Leaning forward against the bar, the young man raised a finger to draw back the attention of the bartender, “We’re ready.” 
 
    The bartender turned his head and eyed Jason, the same feeling gliding over his eyes. Finishing a drink for another patron, the bartender stepped over with a renewed smile on his lips. Rachel stood, her shoulder touching Jason’s with wide eyes behind her glasses. Low music played around them and then the world seemed to quiet as the three looked at each other. 
 
    Jason took in a deep breath, “Can you make a drink called a Jayson Reed?” 
 
    “And can you also make a Blue Sonja?” Rachel blurted out as the rehearsals kicked in and red touched her cheeks. 
 
    Stark realization filled the bartender’s eyes like a cold waterfall. There he stood, staring at two people he never met in the real world but knew intimately in a virtual one. The silence between them was deafening. The music seemed to grow and the echo of conversations broke the spell. 
 
    “Do you have table? I can bring those drinks to you,” The bartender smiled. 
 
    Jason and Rachel smiled. 
 
    “We have one over there,” Jason pointed to the table with a back pack on a seat. 
 
    The bartender nodded, “I’ll be right there.” 
 
    The glow was intoxicating. Jason and Rachel watched as the bartender stepped away, ignoring several patrons and going through a door at the side of the bar. Rachel squeezed Jason’s hand and gently pulled. The two friends left the side of the bar and stepped over to their table. Sitting down, the two were speechless as they waited. 
 
    Moments passed until another bartender stepped out from the door and took over, taking drink orders. A short time later, the door opened again and the bartender stepped over with a tray, three glasses and a bottle of whiskey. He crossed the bar floor to the table, his free hand taking hold of a chair. In one smooth move, he sat down and slid the tray onto the table.  
 
    “I wish you guys warned me you were stopping by,” the bartender picked up the bottle of whiskey and began pouring into each glass. 
 
    “We thought surprising you would be a little more fun,” Sonja said as her fingers curled around the whiskey glass. 
 
    The bartender smiled and looked to Jason who sat silently, “Still adjusting?” 
 
    Jason smiled and nodded, “You know me too well.” 
 
    The bartender finished pouring into his glass and put the bottle down, “I assume we’re not going by our gamer names.” The bartender lifted up his drink, “Trevor Foster.” 
 
    The dark-haired beauty raised her glass, “Rachel Conner.” 
 
    Jason looked to Trevor and then to Rachel before lifting up his glass, “Jason Booth.” 
 
    The three friends nodded with smiles and put the edge of the glasses to their lips. With one quick motion, all three downed the whiskey and placed the glasses back on the table. Trevor picked up the bottle and poured again into each glass. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say other then I’m really fucking happy to see you both in person,” Trevor smiled as he finished pouring the drinks. 
 
    “Rachel and I have been planning this for the last month. We thought it would be fun to sit down and finally meet,” Jason said in a low tone. 
 
    Trevor eyed them with a playful gleam, “I wondered a few times why you both had to sneak off during our adventures sometimes.” 
 
    “It’s hard to plan when you’re fighting monsters,” Rachel grinned and took a deep sip. 
 
    Trevor looked to Jason but the young man was silent as he took a big gulp of his drink. Jason noticed and put his glass down, fingers still holding on. 
 
    “I’m just taking it all in. I was never sure the day would come where we’d meet in reality.” 
 
    Trevor eyed him and kept his smile, “Is it everything you hoped it would be?” 
 
    Jason grinned, “It’s pretty cool.” 
 
    “How long do you have before you have to get back to work?” Rachel asked as warmth crawled up her neck. 
 
     “Whenever, my fellow bartender owes me several favors so I can stay as long as I want.” 
 
    Jason leaned forward, picking up his drink and resting his elbows on the table, “It’s good to see us…all together.” 
 
    “Here here,” Trevor lifted his glass and all three drank down the contents. 
 
    As soon as the glasses touched the table again, warmth rolled up from their stomachs, up their necks and into their cheeks. The room took on a comforting glow as the whiskey worked its magic. Tension bled away and the three friends could feel the warm fog push down tendrils of anxiety. It didn’t take long for tongues to loosen and simple conversation to blossom. Moments turned into an hour and the three began to laugh. Trevor’s face grew redder as he poured into each glass. Jason sat back with an amused expression painting his face and Rachel couldn’t stop giggling as she eyed the two handsome men to her right and left.  
 
    Jason watched as his vision turned hazy. He didn’t like to drink too much in reality but this was a special occasion. As the whiskey continued to cast its foggy spell, the three friends carried on, discussing their lives outside of the game. Trevor talked about stabilizing his shifts at the bar to dedicate more time to game play. Rachel talked about wanting to write a book on her passion for the fashion industry. Jason managed to fight through the hazy fog to talk about his promotion to supervisor at the coffee shop. It began to flow naturally between them as they gazed on one another with intermitted laughs here and there. Soon others in the bar looked over, smiling at the nearly vibrant connection between the three. 
 
    “We….we should talk about…the quest…” Jason managed through the whiskey induced cloud. 
 
    Trevor and Rachel turned their attention to their rosy cheeked friend. 
 
    “I knew you wouldn’t last too long before we got down to business,” Trevor grinned. 
 
    Rachel leaned forward, eyes on Jason, “What do you have in mind?” 
 
    Jason sat up, pushing away at the haziness, “I thought since we’re here, we could talk about reaching the end. We only have about a week in game before we reach the west coast of Lukken.” 
 
    Trevor took a sip before putting his glass down, “You think we’re going to run into something nasty?” 
 
    “Probably but it might be worse than that. We have been fighting our way west the whole time in game. The Middle Kingdoms are still being held by the trolls and last time I checked, we are the only players to make it out that far west,” Jason managed through the warm haze. “We have no support and we are reaching the end.” 
 
    Trevor smiled, “We have an army of concubines between the three of us. I’m sure we can take on whatever comes at us. I mean, you guys have been feeling it too, right? We’ve gained dozens of techniques and the enemies haven’t been as hard as we thought they would be.” 
 
    “It has been pretty easy. Worst thing we ran into were those Fire Worms of the Nok Desert,” Rachel chimed in and raised a shaky glass to her lips. 
 
    Jason tried to navigate his thoughts in a sea of whiskey, “I know but since the fall of the Kingdoms, most players have been fighting to liberate or control them. I keep checking rumors and all I find are that most players are stuck in the middle. Whatever we are moving toward is not going to be a piece of cake.” 
 
    “Jason, we can overcome it,” Trevor leaned over and clamped a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    The touch flared as Jason quickly noticed it was just like in the game. The sensation of his hand on him raised many wondrous memories. Despite spending so much time in the game, the player would visit Rachel from time to time or she would call and ask him to come over. Reality seemed to take a strange bend as their time in the virtual game and the real world started to blend together. Trevor’s hand on Jason’s shoulder spoke volumes between them and the young man seemed to lose track of his thoughts. 
 
    Rachel eyed them and licked her lips, “You both look hot together.” 
 
    Trevor and Jason looked to each other and laughed.  
 
    Trevor eyed the dark-haired beauty as he pulled his hand back, “You say that every time we drink.” 
 
    Rachel gave him a sloppy smile, “Well it’s true.” 
 
    Jason’s face turned red and continued talking, “I think we need to be ready for anything that may happen. This is the main quest and we have been on the road for so long, everything happening in the middle kingdoms will have a direct result on our actions.” 
 
    “Sounds like you want to go back to the Middle Kingdoms,” Trevor said with a serious tone. 
 
    Jason shook his head, “It’s too late for that. If we went back, we would be stuck in the war. I think….we need to find more allies and concubines before we reach the coast.” 
 
    Trevor and Rachel looked to each other before they leaned in toward their friend. 
 
    “Jason, we have been on this quest for Lady Slytha for over 12 months. We have fought everything from trolls to giant worms. We have only died a handful of times but managed to beat most of our enemies. I think we are strong enough to take anything on,” Trevor said with a small smile. 
 
    “I don’t think we’re going to find many concubines and allies just a week from the coast,” Rachel finished. 
 
    Jason looked to his friends with a serious expression, “We could go back to the human capital and try to recruit others. Maybe even put out the word that we are so close to the end. It might get out and some players will make the march west.” 
 
    “We kept our movements as secret as we could; now you want to tell everyone? We still have bounty hunters trailing us,” Rachel said as her face grew flush. 
 
    “Even if they do decide to march west, they’ll still be months away from reaching us. We can recall back to our keeps but we can’t take anyone to our save points unless they are a concubine or ally.” 
 
    Rachel reached across the table and took Jason’s hand into hers, “Lance….I mean…Trevor’s right. We could go back and refill our supplies and get our concubines ready but we can’t bring anyone else with us. We took this quest to discover what was on the west coast. Once we know, we can report it back to Lady Slytha and move on.” 
 
    Jason looked into her eyes, “Move on to what?” 
 
    The three friends were silent for long moment, eyes cast downwards.  
 
    “I heard they’re upgrading the guild system. We could form our own guild?” Trevor smiled. 
 
    Shadows covered Jason’s eyes. Strange knowledge pulled at his heart. Maybe it was the whiskey or maybe it was the fact they were all together in reality but Jason wanted nothing more than to spill his guts. They had been playing a game together for over a year but all the strange incidents over that year started to pile up. He thought back to Oksuna, his beautiful and mysterious pink haired troll. Memories rose up of Rujin and what he said back at the battle of the kingdoms. The weird feelings he had when he spent time with his concubines, how they seemed to become alive and more aware the longer he was with them. 
 
    The table was silent except for the music and laughing patrons around them. The three friends barely looked up. It was Jason who pushed away the mental gloom. 
 
    “I’m sorry. We’re supposed to be celebrating and I’m getting caught up in the game. It can wait till we log on and we can figure it out as we go,” Jason smiled, the shadows on his face disappearing. 
 
    Trevor and Rachel looked up to their friend and pleasant smiles appeared. 
 
    “Let’s do another round,” Jason said as he took hold of the whiskey bottle and poured into each glass. 
 
    “That’s the confident knight we know and love,” Trevor smirked as he lifted up his glass. 
 
    “Till the end,” Rachel managed with pink cheeks. 
 
    “Till the end,” Jason and Trevor said in unison. 
 
    The three friends clinked their glasses before taking deep gulps. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jason and Rachel held onto each other for dear life. Jason turned back to see Trevor moving behind the bar and serving drinks again. The bartender waved goodbye to them before getting back to work. Jason waved back, or at least he thought he did through the hazy mist of whiskey. The room began to spin but Jason held on as Rachel nearly draped herself on his shoulder. Arm around her waist, the young man stumbled out through the main bar doors and into the street. 
 
    A wavy hand up, he flagged down a cab. The entire street was moving under his feet but he kept his balance. If he was by himself, he would have fallen asleep on the street by now but bleary eyes looked to the beautiful face snuggled into his shoulder, hands holding onto him, never wanting to let go. He pulled it together because he could never forgive himself if anything happened to her. 
 
    A cab pulled up and honked the horn. Jason took hold of the door, opened it and guided the inebriated Rachel into the back seat. Rachel let out small moans as she crawled in, eyes half closed and arms shaky. Jason slid in behind her and barked out Rachel’s address. The cab driver looked into the rearview mirror, nodded and shifted into drive. 
 
    Jason leaned into the space between the plush seat and the door. Rachel crawled closer, her body collapsing onto him and snuggling her face into his chest. The young man looked down at her as her eyes closed and she pressed her hand to his chest. Turning his head, he looked out to the streaming lights of the late spring night. Rolling down the window a little, he hoped the air would help him keep a clear head. The night air was warm and inviting. Summer was just around the corner and the city was alive with people enjoying the seasonal break after the long winter.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, Jason felt the night caress his face as lights continued to flow past them. Rachel’s warmth pressed against him as she snuggled closer. The night had gone from awkward to amazing in the short moments after their meeting. They finally met one of their best friends in the real world and the bond between them felt stronger than ever. Jason wanted to bask in the warm feelings but slivers of his virtual life crawled up into his thoughts. The excitement of reaching the end of their quest was somewhat anti-climactic, not having encountered any really difficult enemies. He wanted nothing more than to have a purpose to achieve and feel fulfilled. One of his personal desires was to find love. Looking down at Rachel in his arms and thoughts of Trevor, he felt he’d found what he was looking for in that arena until thoughts of his virtual love, Oksuna also filled his mind. The troll had become more than a simple concubine. She challenged him and loved him all at once. The unknown bonus skill slipped into his wavy thoughts, filling him with new questions on what was in store for the knight and troll. Now that the quest was almost over, he hadn’t thought much beyond that. It all turned into a simple goal of adventuring and fulfilling his duty set by a beautiful frost dragon when he started the game. 
 
    Lewd Saga burned deep in his drunken mind. The game helped him overcome some of his social awkwardness, find love and gave him purpose. Now it seemed some of it was coming to an end and he didn’t know what he was going to do next. It was turning into a bitter pill to swallow and faint questions began to rise on what he would do after reaching the end. 
 
    The warm mental fog enveloped the young man as the cab drove on through lit streets and happy laughter. Time lost all meaning and before he knew it, the cab parked in front of Rachel’s address. 
 
    “Please stay. I’m going to bring her up and I’ll be back down,” Jason said as he opened the door, not waiting for an answer. 
 
    Rachel was nearly dead weight as he pulled her from the cab. Several people walking by looked at the young man pulling a nearly unconscious woman from the yellow cab and eyebrows were raised. Jason hoisted up Rachel and put an arm over his shoulder and neck. Turning, he managed to see the few people eyeing him. 
 
    “She’s a friend,” Jason said with a drunken smile. 
 
    The few people stopped and stared at him, their expressions showing they were not convinced. 
 
    Rachel’s eyes fluttered as Jason held her. She barely heard what he said and looked at the people across the street,  
 
    “He’s….my…knight….in shining…armor…” the woman in the black dress slurred before lifting a hand and patting the side of Jason’s face hard. 
 
    It seemed to be enough because the people watching moved on without a word. Jason grunted a stifled chuckle, turned and moved toward the building entrance. After a fumbling of keys, the longest staircase in the world and another fumbling of keys, Jason managed to make his way in while holding Rachel up. Stumbling in, he guided her limp body to the bedroom.  
 
    Jason lay Rachel onto the bed and began undressing her. It wasn’t that hard, all she wore were shoes and the black dress. The shoes came off easy. The dress required him to turn her onto her stomach. Rachel was like a mannequin doll and Jason did his best to be gentle. When she was down to her bra and underwear, he unhooked her bra and laid her again onto her stomach. Pulling a blanket over her, he kissed her forehead. 
 
    Jason hung the bra on the doorknob, left the bedroom and went to the small kitchen. Getting a glass, he filled it with water before returning to the bedroom. Rachel lay on her stomach; blanket pulled up to her chin and her eyes half open. Jason moved to her side and set the glass of water on the floor by the bed. 
 
    “There’s a glass of water here for you. Stay on your stomach. I’ll call you in the morning,” Jason said as he brushed away a lock of hair from her forehead. 
 
    “You can stay….” Rachel said softly. 
 
    “I really want to but we have a big weekend. Plus, we won’t get much sleep.” 
 
    Rachel looked up into Jason’s soulful eyes, “Is it because it’s different now that we all met?” 
 
    Jason ran his fingers along her smooth cheek, “No, I just don’t want you puking on me.” 
 
    Rachel smiled, “Or you puking on me.” 
 
    “Rest up and we can talk tomorrow in game,” Jason whispered, bent down and kissed her cheek. 
 
    Rachel snuggled in her blankets as Jason saw himself out. With the door locked behind him, he made his way downstairs and out onto the sidewalk. Astonishingly, the cab was still parked and waiting. Jason moved to the door, wretched it open, slid in and slammed it shut. 
 
    The ride home was smooth as Jason stared out into the dark night. When the cab pulled up to his apartment building, he was sure to leave a healthy tip and stumbled out of the cab before closing the door behind him. Taking in a deep breath, the cab behind him sped off into the night. Images of his bed filled his hazy mind and the young man took a step forward and then another. He wanted nothing more than to lay down and pass out for a hundred years. The moment his foot touched the first step to his apartment building, a shadow moved behind him. 
 
    Jason took another step; ignoring the feeling he was being watched. Picking up the pace, he climbed a few more steps to the front door when someone behind them cleared their throat. 
 
    “Jason Booth?” said a feminine voice. 
 
    Jason froze with his hand on the door handle. He turned his head to see a woman standing at the bottom of the steps. She was wearing a light jacket, black jeans, and black hair with one pink stripe tied back in a ponytail, eyes filled with a nervous energy. 
 
    “Do I know you?” Jason asked while a familiar feeling flowed over his addled senses. 
 
    The woman took a step up, “You might. Can we go someplace to talk?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Jason stared down at the mysterious stranger at the bottom of the steps. Adrenalin spiked and he managed to fight through the haze clouding his mind. Turning his entire body, he faced the woman but remained at the top. 
 
    “I…don’t know you. What is this about?” Jason asked simply. 
 
    The woman kept eye contact as she spoke, “You’re right, you don’t know me, the real me. I can better explain but we should go somewhere to talk.” 
 
    Jason didn’t move, “I’m sorry but it’s been kind of a wild night and I should get some sleep.” 
 
    The woman’s lips tightened for a moment, “It’s about Oksuna,” She blurted out. 
 
    Jason’s mind woke up as he stared down with wide eyes, “What is this about?” 
 
    “Can we go someplace?” 
 
    Jason couldn’t believe he was considering going with a stranger somewhere. Mind working, he tried to come up with something to make sure he was safe.  
 
    “There’s a diner around the corner,” Jason said in a low voice. 
 
    The woman smiled, “Perfect.” 
 
    Jason stepped down the stone steps and began walking. The strange woman followed close behind. The alcohol swam in Jason’s blood stream but he managed to keep it at bay. Senses dialed up, he glanced back to the woman every few seconds. He wasn’t sure what to expect but he imagined a gun or a knife being pulled. The scenario played out over and over until they stood in front of the diner’s neon sign. Jason looked up in relief. They knew him there and if he ran into any trouble, there would be plenty of witnesses. 
 
    Stepping in through the door, the place looked like a 1950’s joint with cushioned red seats and small jukeboxes on the tables. A waitress behind the counter pointed to any of the empty tables. Jason knew it would be full with hungry party people in an hour. Making his way to a table, he sat down. The woman followed and sat across from him, her body giving off an uncomfortable vibe. The waitress came over and Jason ordered a coffee, black. The woman ordered a green tea. When the waitress walked off, Jason simply looked across the table to the stranger. 
 
    “Okay, we’re here. Now can you tell me what this is about?” 
 
    The woman shifted in her seat, “This is going to be a little weird but I had to meet you in person. My name is Andrea and I was on the Lewd Saga design team and now I’m a GM.” 
 
    “You’re one of the Game Masters?” 
 
    Andrea nodded, “I spend most of my time fixing game errors, item glitches and such, pretty normal MMO stuff. Sorry, I’m getting away from the point. I flew in to NYC because I had to talk to you about something very sensitive.” 
 
    Jason sat with his back to the cushioned seat, drinking in Andrea’s words and to a greater extent, her appearance. She seemed too familiar and yet he knew they had never met before. Her facial structure caused his heart to swell but he couldn’t pin down exactly what it was. 
 
    “You could have e-mailed me,” Jason said as he continued to scrutinize her. 
 
    Andrea shook her head, “No way, too many people watching. I had to do this in person.” 
 
    Jason leaned forward, “This is a lot of trouble just to see me. I don’t understand all the cloak and dagger stuff and I don’t understand what this has to do with Oksuna.” 
 
    Andrea nodded and let out a deep exhale, “I’m sorry. I never did anything like this before in my life. I don’t mean to sound mysterious but I’m trying to be careful. There have been a few strange things happening in the game and I had to warn you.” 
 
    Jason waited in silence. 
 
    Andrea continued, “Have you noticed anything odd about Oksuna? Like she has been acting different each time you interact with her?” 
 
    Jason said nothing as flashes of memories filled his mind’s eye. Images bloomed of the sensual troll wanting to learn how to fight. How she never left the keep, as if she was afraid. How she would look at him, confused and a little lost before she would fall back onto love making. Jason couldn’t get those strange quirky things out of his head and then he looked up at the woman across from him and it hit him like a tidal wave. 
 
    “You look like her…..Oksuna.” 
 
    Andrea’s cheeks glowed pink as she tilted her head forward, “I don’t know how much you know of the inner workings of the game. Many of the initial NPC’s were designed from real people. I volunteered to model for one of the Rose Seers. They obviously made some changes since I’m not as tall or have blue skin.” 
 
    Andrea looked down at her chest, “And clearly not as big as her.” 
 
    Jason leaned forward with a hard stare, “Can you just tell me all if it?” 
 
    The waitress came over and placed a hot coffee in front of Jason and a hot green tea in front of Andrea. Jason was quick to pick it up and take a sip, burning his tongue. He needed something to help focus and took another burning sip. The waitress smiled and walked off. 
 
    Andrea held the cup in her hands as her gaze fell to the yellowish tea, “Okay, as I said, I was part of the initial design team for Lewd Knights before it upgraded to Lewd Saga. They brought in a bigger team to handle the influx of players. We knew it would be big but we didn’t think it would become a global phenomenon. The servers could barely keep up with the demand. We spent weeks barely sleeping just to make sure everyone was having a smooth experience.” 
 
    Andrea took a sip and put the cup down on the table, “Not many people know how sophisticated the programs and algorithms really are. We were using state of the art AI programs and it worked out better than we thought but we were still coming up short. Manufacturing an AI from the ground up would have taken another five years at best.” 
 
    The strange woman leaned forward, a seriousness bleeding into her eyes, “What I tell you next must be kept a secret. Don’t tell your friends or family any of it or real and digital people could be affected. The design team I was working on couldn’t build AI’s in time for our game release. We wouldn’t have had enough funding if it took another five years before the game was ready. The team leader found a shortcut. 
 
    “The NPC programs needed gaps filled, to help them become more lifelike. We all volunteered during the Beta to have our brains scanned. The data was translated to code and programmed into the Non-Player Character programs. It worked and the NPC’s began behaving like real people. I was the model for Oksuna and a number of other NPC’s in the game. They took to Lukken and followed their routines perfectly.” 
 
    Jason eyed her, trying to keep everything objective. The whole thing felt a little too sci-fi but there had to be a reason Andrea tracked him down to talk to him. He wasn’t sure he believed any of it but he couldn’t fight his own curiosity. 
 
    Andrea continued, “After the beta, Lewd Knights was upgraded to Lewd Saga. The team grew bigger and I helped with design and being a GM in the game. Like anything you create, I kept track of Oksuna’s adventures.” 
 
    Jason raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Andrea noticed it, pink filling her cheeks, “Long story short, she is in love with you. I know it from how she acts with you. I know because it’s the same way I act when I’m in love.” 
 
    “You have been watching me?” Jason asked with a hiss. In the back of his mind, he knew there wasn’t one hundred percent privacy but now that it was confirmed, he did feel a little exposed. 
 
    “I try not to watch when you’re with her, most of the time I watch her when she wanders your keep. She’s afraid to leave and she has good reason.” 
 
    Andrea shifted again, eyes looking around and over her shoulder before turning back to Jason. 
 
    “About a month ago, I was examining an alert. A player was complaining about a blue dragon that was going off script. The dragon is a quest giver. Instead of following his routines, the NPC dragon tried to leave his kingdom.” 
 
    “I don’t understand. The NPC just wanted to leave, like walk away?” 
 
    Andrea nodded, “He simply stood up from his throne during a conversation and began walking toward the doors. The players followed, trying to get to the next stage of the quest but the dragon ignored them. After a little while, the dragon said he had to find his love to the west. After it was reported, I followed the NPC. The farther he walked away from the kingdom, the more he spoke of his true love. He travelled for the entire day and into the night. He would have kept going but part of the quest is that he will always be attacked by assassins once part of the quest was completed. 
 
    “It was then I checked his interaction files. That quest giver had often tried to break his scripted routines. Last count I had, he tried 49 times to do something different. I began checking other NPCs and for every fifty programs, one would try to break from their scripts.” 
 
    Jason’s eyes narrowed, “So you’re telling me that NPCs are waking up? This sounds a little farfetched and doesn’t completely tell me why you made a trip to see me.” 
 
    Andrea nodded, “I had to come because I had to warn you. Oksuna is a piece of me and you can understand why I would be interested in her survival. The longer she remains alive, the more her AI will mature. I checked the logs on the blue dragon, he is destined to die and resurrect over and over again but with each death, his awareness takes a step back. He falls back to his normal routines for a while before something in his program tries to wake him up. But Oksuna hasn’t died and she started at the beginning of the beta. She has been with you from day one. She is becoming more aware and she’s scared.” 
 
    Jason gazed into Andrea’s eyes. He sensed she was telling the truth but it just seemed so out there. He did notice the strange happenings with Oksuna but he couldn’t put his finger on it. If what she was saying was true, then that just opened a whole new set of problems. 
 
    Andrea continued, “There is a small group of GM’s watching over the NPC’s that have awakened. We are keeping it from the bigger teams because we don’t know what is truly happening. It might be enough for them to close down the game or try to wipe the affected programs. Many of us had ourselves scanned because we really wanted to pour our soul into the game. We just didn’t know we were actually putting a piece of ourselves in there.” 
 
    Jason took another sip of his coffee, mulling over the information for a moment before speaking, “This sounds really interesting, like a sci-fi novel but do you have any proof that this is actually going on? I mean, we just met and you spilled your guts about AI’s waking up in a sex fantasy game. You can understand why I’m a bit skeptical.” 
 
    Andrea fished in her pocket and pulled out her cell phone. Tapping at the screen a few times, light glowed and she turned the phone to Jason. The young man looked down to see his avatar in bed and Oksuna lying next to him. Her fingers were running through his hair while he snuggled into her voluptuous chest. The scene was serene, playing out how he and Oksuna behaved every time they finished making love. A blanket barely covered them as they lay. Then she sat up and clutched the blanket to her chest. Dark eyes widened as if something startled her and she looked around confused before laying back down and snuggling close to Jayson’s digital body. 
 
    “The only other way to get a recording like this is if you did it yourself. You can see she is not acting normal.” Andrea said simply. 
 
    Jason stared at the phone. He knew you could record your lovemaking but the game wouldn’t allow you to export it for fear of exploitation. The safeguards would ensure everyone to privacy but the player also knew he never made a recording in the game. Now here he was, watching his digital self on a stranger’s cell phone and worrying about the pink haired troll. 
 
    Jason sighed, “Okay, let’s say everything you just told me is true; what am I supposed to do? I’m just a player in a fantasy game.” 
 
    “You’re a player who has almost reached the western coast of Lukken. Scripted events are going to play out because you have made it this far, events that could have repercussions across the virtual continent. Oksuna will be directly affected by those events so you have to keep going to keep her safe.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t I just stay with her and make sure she’s safe until you figure out what to do next? By the way, what are you going to do next?” 
 
    Andrea’s gaze lowered, “We’re not sure. We have a private testing environment that we may be able to import those NPC’s that have awakened. Other than that, we are trying to come up with ideas. As for staying with her, she can’t stay in the keep forever. Sooner or later a script will activate. She is a Rose Seer and needed for the storyline you’re currently on. When will you log on again?” 
 
    Jason gave Andrea a sheepish look, “Tomorrow, why?” 
 
    Andrea reached over to a napkin dispenser. Pulling out a white napkin, she placed it on the table. She fished into her pocket and pulled out a pen. Jason watched as she wrote out a string of numbers and letters. When she was finished, she slid the napkin across the table to Jason’s hand. 
 
    “When you see Oksuna, recite this code string. It should activate her speech commands.” 
 
    “She has always been able to talk?” 
 
    Andrea shook her head, “Her character is not meant to speak, only sing, but she does have the ability. The code will unlock her speech capabilities and make it easier for her to tell you what is happening to her.” 
 
    “How come you don’t just activate it?” 
 
    Andrea gave Jason a tired look, “If I met with her in game or tried to activate anything, she would have brought it to your attention. If you reported it, then someone I don’t know may try to reboot her algorithms. That is why I had to see you. I can’t leave a virtual trail and chance wiping Oksuna in the process.” 
 
    Jason looked down at the napkin. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing but thoughts of his pink haired troll rolled through his mind and his heart. He could never admit out loud that he had fallen in love with a digital monster girl but here he was stuffing a napkin in his pocket with a code to unlock her speech while listening to a complete stranger talk about possible self-aware AI’s. 
 
    Andrea watched Jason put the napkin in his pocket, “Have you seen the question mark skill in your skill list?” 
 
    Jason remained silent. Two months ago, a skill with three question marks did appear in his skill list. It happened after a long night of love making with Oksuna. Every time he tried to activate it, nothing happened. However, a percentage appeared by it and has grown over the last few months. Last time he logged on, it was at 86%. He hadn’t thought much more of it until now. 
 
    Andrea continued, “We don’t know what it is either. About two dozen players have received the same skill. Yours is at the highest percentage.” 
 
    Jason lifted up one hand and massaged his closed eyes with his fingers, “I don’t know what to say and this is a lot to take in.” 
 
    The woman with a pink streak in her hair looked to Jason with kind eyes, “I know; it was a lot for me to process as well. I just had to come and tell you everything. Oksuna is special in more ways than one. I have been with her since years before the game ever went live. After each of our characters were created, we were able to interact with them to ensure they were convincing enough and an acceptable representation of our own psyche. Many of us formed intensely close bonds and fondness for our counterparts. They are our children. Oksuna has become a daughter to me. I will do everything I can to help you both but you have to keep going west. Once you complete the quest, she will be free of the scripted events.” 
 
    “And then what? Will you take her away to this phantom server? Take her away from me?” Jason couldn’t hide the worry and anger rising to the surface. The thought of losing Oksuna burned more than anything else in his life. 
 
    Andrea’s eyes took a deep soulful gloom, “We don’t…I don’t know. We’re trying to figure it out as we go. I would never want her to leave you. You make her very happy and she is…like a daughter to me. I know this is strange but we can figure it out after the quest is finished. I promise I only want the best for her…and you.” 
 
    Andrea stood up from her seat, her hand diving into her pocket. Pulling it out, she had a folded ten and placed it on the table. Jason looked up to her, his mind still reeling from the info dump. This was so beyond the normal scope of his life that he questioned everything. He even questioned if this was some practical joke at his expense. 
 
    “I know this is all hard to believe. All I can ask of you is to keep doing the right thing, for her and for you,” Andrea said simply. 
 
    Jason looked at the stranger across from him and couldn’t help but see the beautiful pink troll he had fallen for staring back. His unconventional love for Oksuna ran deep, and the thought of her being harmed, or possibly wiped out pushed him to react. 
 
     “What if I have more questions? What if I need to get a hold of you?” 
 
    “I will be watching you in the game as much as I can. Since your party is close to the end of the quest, many others may be watching too. I can’t do anything overtly but look out for messages. I will do my best to help but this is the only time we can talk until you finish the quest. After that, I will reach out with anything new.” 
 
    Andrea turned and began walking toward the front door. Jason sat and watched her leave, the stormy cloud of doubt and reflection spinning on in the neon glow of the diner’s light. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Eyes fluttered open and a small groan rose up into the air. Jason turned on his side, away from the bright shafts of sunlight in his tiny studio apartment. Try as he might to shut out the morning sun as it poured in, the blooming whiskey headache only adding to the uncomfortable feelings throbbing along his nerves. Facing the wall, the dullness of his mind shifted to fractured memories. Like holding back a dam with just his two arms, he tried to not think about the events from last night. 
 
    Mental arms straining, they collapsed and flooded his head with memories, throwing him down as the images from last night began to piece together. Drowning in knowledge, he sighed and sat up. A small piece wanted to question what happened last night, but deep down he knew it had all taken place. Turning, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and looked down. The floor was littered with his clothes, pants and underwear right by his feet. Reaching down, he picked up his pants and searched his pockets. Fingers grazing a soft napkin, he took hold and pulled it out. Unfolding it, he stared down at the letters and numbers. Memories floated up of Andrea and her almost desperate pleas to take care of Oksuna. The information was still fresh even after all the drinking. 
 
    Standing up, he let his pants fall to the floor and walked over to his small alcove kitchen. Hands moved robotically, grabbing juice, milk, fruit and a box of cereal. Jason walked over to the tiny kitchen table and set everything down. Moving to a cabinet, he pulled out a big bowl and tablespoon. A happy thought caressed his mind as he looked down at the fruit. Spending time with Rachel helped opened his eyes to eating better. She was insistent on adding fruit to his diet and encouraged him endlessly to be healthy. Jason liked how they acted like a real couple, even though neither of them said the actual word. Thoughts shifted to Trevor. Could the three of them have a happy and healthy relationship together, not just in the virtual world but in the real one as well? The meeting last night was the first step but beyond that, Jason couldn’t say. 
 
    Thoughts swirled on to Andrea. She warned him about so many things but asking him to not speak about it to his friends felt wrong. He thought that maybe he should talk to them. They would understand and the three of them could come up with better plans around protecting Oksuna. Jason wondered if what was happening to him was happening to them as well. Did they have concubines that were waking up? If they did, the three of them would have to protect them and other NPCs waking up in the game. The weight filled the young man’s shoulders as he poured cereal and then milk into a bowl. Adding the blue berries and strawberries next, Jason sat down and began to shove spoonful’s into his mouth, eyes lost to possibilities and worries. 
 
    Jason looked over to his desk and computer chair. The game console sat on the desk. The Mind’s Eye Gear helmet sat on the seat while a white suit with blue lines lay over the back the of chair. It took some time of saving, selling his car and a little help from Rachel to buy the full MEG suit and put the rest away for a rainy day. The first time he had it on; it was like the game was brand new again. The robotics, sensors and tactile micro fibers pushed the immersion level to beyond eleven. Entering the world of Lukken became vibrate and overwhelming at first but soon grew wonderfully normal. It was a much better addition to the fantasy game and Jason now couldn’t play without it. Remembering back to when he first played, the love box strapped to his inner thigh and basically had shape shifting tentacle mechanisms to stimulate, which seemed almost barbaric today. Now, the love box connected to the suit, and the sensors and robotics were streamlined for a better experience. Looking over at the gear, the familiar itch to play began to rise. 
 
    Jason shoveled cereal into his mouth as he eyed his cell phone on the table. With a quick scoop, he tapped at the screen and checked the time. It was 9am and he didn’t have to meet his fellow knights until 12pm. Three hours to figure out what he was going to do. Seductive urges whispered in his ear as he put the phone down. There was no reason to not log in early. He could get some things done, see his harem, and maybe even try the code with Oksuna before he met up with Lance and Sonja. He wouldn’t be rushed to preparing for the final leg of their long journey. Lunatina would be fine camping out until they returned to their save points. Picturing the pale alchemist in her purple and black jester clothes did cause a certain heat to rise to the surface. She is an NPC but the journey from the Middle Kingdoms to the far west did bring her closer to the group. Jason smiled to himself as he felt certain affection toward the alchemist but never acted on it. With the demand of a large harem, Sonja, Lance and Oksuna, there wasn’t enough time in the day or night to take on new lovers.  
 
    Looking down, Jason gazed on his empty cereal bowl. Time seemed to slip away once again. Fire lighting under him, he put everything away except for the juice container, which he gulped down until the carton was nearly empty. The drama and strangeness from last night washed away as desire and purpose pushed him into action. Putting the last of the juice away, Jason turned to his gear with a small smile. 
 
    A blissful cloud fell over the player as he slid the suit onto his naked body. Pulling the Velcro along his back together, the suit hugged his form, conforming to every bend, length and inch of skin from the neck down. Gloves were built into the suit and the love box adhered comfortably to his manhood. Hands moved to the MEG helmet and the player stepped over to his bed. Lying down, he put the helmet on and touched the activation button on the side. The helmet glowed red along the rim above his eyes while the console hummed to life. The wireless connection between the helmet and console pinged. The suit wrinkled and then smoothed out. Another ping indicated everything was working properly. The lights on the console turned green, and then the lights along the rim changed from red to green. Jason mentally kissed reality as he closed his eyes. The darkness around him fell into strange waves before light appeared. The lights grew brighter until they merged into a blinding brilliance. Jason let the light wash over him as reality shifted and the light faded. 
 
    Blinking, his small smile was still there. Jayson stood in the small courtyard to his keep. The sun hung high in the blue sky. Seagulls glided along toward the beach in the distance. The knight took in a deep breath, filling his lungs with virtual pure air. The MEG helmet massaged certain areas of the brain and a simulated experience of clean air washed over the player’s senses. To Jayson, it was another beautiful day in Lukken. 
 
    Eyes looked past to the human capital Valliser in the distance. It stood against the blue-green ocean, like a beacon to the world. It was where the first people landed on the strange shore and from there, they built their kingdoms. Jayson loved the history as his angelic guide, Sil, would speak to him every time he asked. 
 
    Memories flowed over the knight as he turned and took in his surroundings. The outer half walls of his keep could not hide the vibrate town that sprung up around him. When he first played the game, there were only a few keeps scattered about around the capital. Now that many players had flocked to the game, entire towns were born. Keep after keep lined the cobbled stone streets. Around corners, streets of vendors, restaurants, bars, shops and taverns rose up to gain gold from adventurous players. Jayson didn’t have the glorious view he once had but the new bustling town of Tandar added a new flare of excitement when he recalled back here. The concubines enjoyed leaving the keep to shop, talk or interact with the new locals. It added to their overall satisfaction and in turn, took some of the pressure off Jayson having to entertain them every time he came back. 
 
    Looking to the main keep doors, warmth crawled around the player’s heart. His harem had grown to nearly twenty concubines. They all had their talents and would have become unmanageable without Dalya’s help. Promoting her to Chosen Lady of the Harem, she kept the concubines in line, one way or another. She saw to their needs and the decision making when Jayson wasn’t around. The thought of walking in was exhilarating and off putting at the same time. If he went too long from seeing them, they often rushed him at once. Jayson rubbed the back of his head at the memory of being knocked down a few times. 
 
    The sound of giggling rose up from behind. Jayson looked over as Dalya, Gorganna and the hydra Kara and Nara stepped around a corner. They knew he had returned but had not seen him yet and were making a quick attempt to greet him at the door. Dalya’s cat like ears perked up and her eyes locked on her lord trying desperately to open the door. The kitra broke into a run and leaped over the half wall. Jayson turned around with a smile on his face as the kitra was airborne once again. The knight turned with arms up. The kitra crashed into him but the knight braced himself. Legs curled around his waist as clawed hands held onto his shoulders. Dalya mashed her lips against his, spearing her tongue past his lips. Kara and Nara folded their arms as they looked on. Gorganna moved in closer, her snakes for hair wriggling against each other for a better look. 
 
    “Goommmd tu…sthee u…” Jayson managed with a mouth full of Dalya’s tongue. 
 
    The kitra ignored him, lips pressed against his and her tail moving around with trembling enthusiasm. The display went on for a solid minute before Jayson pulled away for some air. 
 
    “It hasn’t been that long,” Jayson said as his hands cupped her round bottom. 
 
    “Any time away is too long,” Dalya smirked. 
 
    “We are happy to see you,” Kara said and Nara nodded.  
 
    Jayson looked to the Hydra in her almost humanoid form and then looked to Gorganna. The gorgon slinked closer, serpent eyes on Jayson’s strong collarbone. Dalya rubbed her head against Jayson’s cheek. The knight gave her bottom a gentle squeeze before putting her down. This didn’t stop the kitra from wrapping her arms around his neck and rubbing her head against his chest. Even the light armor covering him couldn’t stop the waves of loving bliss. 
 
    “I’m happy to see all of you. I’m sure there will be many more of you happy to see me once I walk in the front doors. Dalya, think you can keep them at bay?” 
 
    The Kitra’s ears perked up again as she looked up, “Of course my lord!” 
 
    Dalya let go of her lord and marched to the front door. Kara, Nara and Gorganna stood to either side of him. Door opened, the knight and concubines stepped inside. A feeling of home washed over the player as he stepped inside. Down the main hall, doors opened and heads poked out. A moment later, the hallway was filled with female concubines as they rushed along to see their lord. Dalya took a firm stance in front of Jayson, her gaze dictating what was to come next. 
 
    Crowding into the foyer, smiles beamed back as concubines created a semi-circle. Jayson spotted the dryad Petal and the elf twins, Lina and Fay. Among the crowd stood six female elves, several female hell hounds, two lamias and a pair of Nalik lizard women. The lizard women were recent additions during their trip through the Cambian swamps. Jayson tried to refuse but the tribal leader was so thankful for retrieving their sacred stones from a bog creature that he practically forced them on him. It was only after their initial night together during the celebration that he discovered they were concubines. Jayson smiled to all of them, but his eyes couldn’t find a certain pink haired troll.  
 
    A hell hound stepped forward, her eyes red and dog like ears pointed up. A dark red bikini top and bottom held tight against her body as fur ran along her forearms and shins, her skin was nearly charcoal black as a thick tail moved from side to side. Jayson smirked as she eyed him like raw meat. 
 
    “Good to see you my lord. May I be the first to welcome you back home,” the hellhound licked her lips, pronounced white fangs gleaming. 
 
    Dalya took a step forward, “Sardyna! We agreed to give our lord more time to adjust when he visits home! Step back.” 
 
    The hellhound ignored the kitra as she stared at Jayson. Her two fellow hellhounds stepped up from behind, the same look of intent filling their glowing red eyes. 
 
    “My lord, why have a kitra boss us around when I’m much more suited for the position. You know I will bend to whatever desire you would have of me,” Sardyna smiled evilly. 
 
    Jayson kept his gaze gentle, “You know Dalya is in charge and what she says goes. I would hate to create an actual dog house for you in the back.” 
 
    Sardyna turned her attention from her lord to Dalya and then back to him, “For now, but you can always change your mind, my lord.” And with that, the three hellhounds stepped back into the semi-circle. 
 
    Jayson wasn’t much of a dog person but since meeting the three hellhounds they grew on him. The bickering between all of them was few and far between except for Dalya and the hellhounds. They literally fought like cats and dogs. At first, he thought it was a mistake and almost dismissed the hellhounds except when they fought the fire worms. Their pack mentality and power helped turned the tide when giant worms spitting fire almost proved too much. The longer they stayed, the more he found he couldn’t part with them, much to Dalya’s annoyance. 
 
    Jayson turned his attention to the whole harem, “I’m back for a little while before I head out to the west again. I will need to gather supplies but I want everyone to know that I may call on some, if not all of you for what may lie ahead. I want you all rested and ready.” 
 
    Heads shook in unison. 
 
    “Now I must go to my room. Please, give me a quiet moment,” Jayson said knowing full well they would try to barge in if it wasn’t said. 
 
    The semi-circle of beautiful monster girls parted, eyes looking to him adoringly. Jayson nodded and walked past. The coolness of the main hall flowed over him as he walked. Thoughts of reality long buried, he took in his virtual home with pleasant distraction. Reaching the end, he looked at the double doors to his bedroom. Hand reaching out, he took hold of the knob and pulled. 
 
    The door opened easily. Stepping inside, he closed it behind him and darkness filled the room. The curtains were drawn and slivers of light barely illuminated the dark shroud of the master bedroom. The knight could barely make out the outline of his oversized bed and several lumps along the sheets. A smile blooming, Jayson stepped closer, wanting to pull the blanket and look upon the beautiful pink haired troll taking up permanent residence in his bed. 
 
    Hand reaching out, the knight’s smile faded when a dark shadow moved into his peripheral vision. A glint of steel gleamed in what little light penetrated the darkness. Jayson froze and a sword blade came down. The knight whipped away, hand reaching up and grabbing a sword handle from over his shoulder. The intruder rushed the knight, slamming their shoulder into him. Jayson stumbled back and drew his short sword. A smile once again appeared on his lips as the intruder rushed him again with blade held high. 
 
    The knight brought up his sword, parrying the incoming blade. A metal song filled the dark room as swords clashed again and again. Jayson moved with ease, dodging and blocking each incoming sword strike. The intruder grunted in frustration but continued with their attacks. Despite the ease of blocking his opponent’s moves, their strength caused him to step back one foot at a time. If it continued, his back would be against the wall in six more parries. 
 
    Jayson activated his Disarm technique. Sword slashing upward and curling around the blade, a quick snap of his wrist and the enemy’s sword was knocked from their hand. The sword twirled and stabbed deep into a wooden wardrobe. Jayson rushed forward putting the sword to a feminine blue neck. 
 
    Oksuna eyed him; her long pink hair tied back and nearly glowing in the sliver of light. Dark eyes stared without a hint of fear. She wore a white dress, the top barely containing her large chest. It hugged at her thin waist and curved down powerful but supple legs. A slit ran along each side up to hips, showing her blue legs. 
 
    “You’re getting better. I’m glad you took my advice to use your strength. You had me at a disadvantage,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Oksuna continued to gaze upon her lord as her hand rose up. With two fingers, she pressed them to the side of the blade and pushed it away. Jayson let the blade down for a moment before reaching up and sheathing it over his shoulder. Oksuna stepped closer, slender hands reaching out and tugging at his armor. 
 
    Jayson looked down with a happy smile, “I want to but we should….” The knight didn’t finish. 
 
    Oksuna leaned in, pressing her body and lips to her lord. Jayson muffled something as the troll wrapped her arms around him and held him close. The heat between them bloomed and Jayson was having a hard time keeping to his thoughts. Urges pressed on him to undress her and spend quality time but memories from reality filtered in. The code he memorized blazed in his mind and the stark meaning of his beloved Oksuna, that she may actually be awake, caused the knight to take a firm grip on her arms and push away. 
 
    Oksuna pulled back with questing eyes. Jayson kept his hands on her arms, head tilted. With a word, the lanterns in the room blazed to life. The knight pulled away and sat on the edge of the bed, patting the spot next to him. The nearly seven-foot-tall troll sat down next to her lord, eyes filled with curiosity. 
 
    “I wanted to…talk for a bit…” 
 
    Jayson took in a deep breath and continued, “I know you spend almost all of your time here in the keep. Are you afraid of leaving it?” 
 
    Oksuna’s gaze lowered. 
 
    “It’s okay if you’re afraid. I just want you to be happy. The other concubines go out around the town. I want you to know that you have that freedom as well.” 
 
    Oksuna folded her hands in her lap, silent. 
 
    “I know you can sing…but can you talk?” 
 
    The pink haired troll shook her head. 
 
    Jayson kept his loving gaze, “What if I can help you to speak? Will that be okay?” 
 
    Oksuna’s eyes widened but the rest of her remained still. 
 
    The knight looked down at the pink heart necklace around her neck, “I always want you to know, I love you and will do anything for you. Do you understand that? Is that something…special to you?” 
 
    Oksuna’s body seemed to relax. She lifted up a hand and placed it over her heart and then moved her palm over to Jayson’s chest, over his heart. A small shy smile appeared as she looked to him with loving intensity. 
 
    Jayson curled his fingers over her hand, keeping it to his chest, “I don’t want to do anything you don’t want to do. I can help you to speak but I will only try it if you want to.” 
 
    Oksuna kept her gaze for a long quiet moment. Jayson waited patiently. Despite his feelings and wants, if she was truly awake, then it would be her decision and only hers if she wanted the ability to speak. If she chose not to, then he would honor it the same either way.  
 
    The pink haired troll let a smirk slip as she watched her lord look to her. A moment later she gave a gentle nod, her eyes showing she was happy with the decision. Jayson returned her smirk with a broad smile. The code floated in his mind’s eye and his lips parted to recite them when there was a knocking at the master bedroom door. 
 
    “I said I wanted a quiet moment,” Jayson shouted while Oksuna smiled. 
 
    “I know my lord but messenger has arrived with an urgent message. She says she must see you immediately,” said the muffled voice of Dalya from the other side of the door. 
 
    Jayson hung his head. Oksuna leaned in and kissed his cheek before climbing into bed.  
 
    “We can continue this in a little while,” the knight said as he stood up. 
 
    Oksuna blew him a kiss and snuggled into the blankets. Jayson grinned as he turned and walked toward the door. Taking hold of the handle, he opened the door to see Dalya standing there. Right behind her stood a female dark elf in light leather armor, sword at her hip and a metal tube in her hand. 
 
    “Sir Reed, I have an urgent message for your eyes only,” The dark elf said matter of fact. 
 
    She reached up and held the metal cylinder with runes carved along it. Jayson reached out and took it from her. Grasping at the end, he twisted it until it opened. The dark elf bowed, stood up, turned and walked toward the front entrance. Fay met with the dark elf and escorted her out the front doors. 
 
    Jayson turned the cylinder in his hand. A scroll and a stone spilled out into his waiting hand. Handing the tube to Dalya, the knight unfurled the scroll while holding the stone between his fingers. Eyes moved from left to right, drinking in the words. When he was finished, he rolled up the scroll as Dalya watched him, her tail swishing back and forth. 
 
    “It’s from Lady Slytha. She has asked for my immediate presence,” Jayson said with a sliver of curiosity crawling into his mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    Jayson stood by an arched window, sunlight flooding in the small meeting hall. The player had it built so he could talk to his concubines without distraction. The meetings in the main play and sleeping rooms always seemed to give way to their desires. Building a room with nothing but chairs seemed to do the trick, even if it was for only a little while. 
 
    Concubines sat in some of the chairs while others leaned against the bare walls. Dalya stood to her lord’s side. The hellhounds took up a back corner, red eyes on the kitra. Oksuna sat with her fellow concubines, attentive and ready in the front row. 
 
    Jayson addressed the crowd, “I have to meet with Lady Slytha in a few minutes so I need everyone on their best behavior, gathering supplies and arming your selves. I have already talked to Dalya and she will hand out your duties. I don’t know what this meeting is about but I want everyone ready. Hopefully it won’t take long and I should be back soon.” 
 
    “What are we preparing for?” Petal spoke up. 
 
    Jayson nodded, “As you know, Lance, Sonja and I are nearly to the west coast of Lukken. That is part of the reason I stopped here for a while before heading back to our last save point, so we could gear up. We don’t know what to expect when we get there and I have a feeling it might be big. That is why we need potions, arrows, weapons, everything we need to take on whatever threat we may run into.” 
 
    “It sounds dangerous. We should go with you,” Sardyna said with arms crossed and eyes closed. 
 
    The gathering of concubines nodded their heads in agreement. 
 
    Jayson looked to them with understanding, “I know you all want to protect me but if we go as an army, every monster or creature for miles will come right to us. I hate to say it but from this point on, it’s a scouting and stealth quest.” 
 
    Sardyna kept her arms crossed but opened her eyes, “Then you should bring me, Rala and Fos. We can best scout out and move faster than anyone here. The pack can watch over you.” 
 
    Jayson looked to the female hellhound, “I know you want to help. Be ready when I call on you and then you can protect me.” 
 
    Sardyna shrugged and closed her eyes again. The mood in the room clouded into concern. Jayson watched them as they looked to one another. Their actions were so life like that it was unnerving. Everything he learned about the NPC’s awakenings caused him to question all of his concubines and the digital world as a whole. Pushing away those maddening thoughts, the player fell back to taking control of the room again. 
 
    “I love all of you,” Jayson’s eyes fell on Oksuna for a split second before looking to the crowd again, “and because I love you, I want you all safe just like you want me safe. I hope it doesn’t come down to calling you into the heat of battle but if it does, we will work together to defeat it.” 
 
    The concubines shook their heads with conviction. A wave of confidence rolled through the knight as he gazed upon his concubine army. Twenty concubines and they could take on an army nearly ten times their size. Each held a different set of powers and abilities. Combining them with Sonja and Lance’s harems, they could take any threat head on. 
 
    Jayson continued, “Lance and Sonja will be stopping by later. If I’m not back by then, be sure to make them comfortable and ask them to wait. Tell only them about my meeting with Lady Slytha and no one else.” 
 
    A serious tone filled the room as the concubines agreed with a simple nod. 
 
    The knight turned to Dalya, “Make sure everyone gears up and keep Lance and Sonja happy.” 
 
    “We will,” Dalya said with confidence. 
 
    Jayson reached into his belt pouch and pulled out Lady Slytha’s recall stone. 
 
    “I’ll be back as soon as I can,” Jayson said to Dalya. 
 
    The kitra nodded. The knight turned his gaze to the pink haired troll sitting in the first row. He nodded to her and she gave a slight nod back. Smoothing his thumb over the carved rune on the stone, the space around him vibrated. The virtual reality warped and a flash of light consumed his vision. A second ticked by before it faded nearly instantly. Looking around, the knight took in his surroundings. 
 
    The large stone and crystal room stretched out in all directions. Curtains billowed in the afternoon breeze from several balconies. A large oversized bed took up the center while a library of books filled one wall between balconies. Cabinets and wardrobe closets filled in the rest of the gaps as tapestries covered every wall not occupied with furniture. A table with two lavish chairs stood not too far from the bed with two glasses and three bottles of wine. The floor was a mosaic of tiles, forming into a map of Lukken under the knight’s booted feet. 
 
    “I’m happy you made time to see me,” said a kind, soft voice from a nearby shadow. 
 
    Jayson turned his head and smiled. Lady Slytha stepped out, her own smile greeting his. She wore a sheer light blue dress that nearly acted as a second skin adhering to her hourglass form. A plunging neckline showed the inner sides of her breasts and reached all the way down to her exposed belly button. Alabaster skin glowed against the darkness and silver white hair flowed from a widow’s peak, over her head and past her shoulders. Elven ears pointed up with her hair right behind them, helping to frame her face. High cheekbones and almond shaped eyes looked over the young knight as she sauntered forward and then past him. 
 
    Jayson noticed she didn’t have her wings out as he stared at her exposed bare back. The bottom of the dress covered her firm backside and little else. The dragon in elven skin walked over to a bottle of wine. Whispering a word, the cork moved up and fell into her waiting hand. Putting the cork down, she poured into each glass. Putting the bottle down and picking up each glass, she spun around, stepped over and handed one to the knight. 
 
    Jayson took the glass by the stem. Lady Slytha held up her glass and they both toasted before taking a deep sip. With an outstretched pale hand, she pointed to one of the chairs. Jayson made his way over and sat down. The lady moved to the other seat and sat down. 
 
    “I will always make time for you. What can I do for you, Lady Slytha?” 
 
    The dragon took a sip, eyes on the attentive knight, “We are alone. You don’t have to call me by my title. Please, call me by my first name, Myn.” 
 
    Jayson’s mouth melted into a smirk, “That is a lovely name. I don’t know why but I thought you would have….” 
 
    “…An extravagant regal name? I can understand why that may enter your mind. I have been a diplomat between the dragon and human kingdoms for so long that I sometimes forget my first name.” 
 
    Jayson took another sip before speaking, “It’s beautiful and suites you.” 
 
    The lady bowed her head slightly, “Thank you kind knight. How goes your quest?” 
 
    The knight swirled the wine in his glass, “Well. We are about a week from the coast. Once we are there, we can scout around and find out about the mysterious threat, if there still is one.” 
 
    “Do you believe there is no threat?” Myn asked as she took a sip. 
 
    Jayson looked to her, “I’m not sure. I feel like I’m assuming here, but the last few weeks, we haven’t encountered anything too tough. It leaves me feeling that something really bad might be waiting for us.” 
 
    Myn put her glass down on the table, “Your intuition may be correct. I must confess something to you and I do hope it will not strain our…budding friendship.” 
 
    The knight looked to the pale beauty but remained silent. He never thought of her as a friend, only a quest giver. She seemed important but the oddness of what she said about friendship caused the player to listen intently. 
 
    Myn continued, “When you first came to me, I admired your bravery and handsome charm. You not only pledged yourself but you fought to protect me and then you asked for one of my newest concubines as payment. I would have parted with any of my other concubines but you chose the one I knew had a deep history. I relented because I could see the loving beauty in your eyes and heart as you took to her and she to you. My people call it ‘Vuss’. It means ‘fated to be’. I, nor any of my people could ever stand in the way of such a powerful attraction. It would be a sin.” 
 
      The dragon in elven skin picked up her glass and took a deep sip before setting it back down and continued, “Your original quest was to find out what strange threats loomed to the west of Lukken. You and your friends have braved many trials and even fought in the first battle for the Middle Kingdoms. My people have taken note of your heroism.” 
 
    Jayson looked down, “We failed.” 
 
    Myn shook her head slightly, “You fought for the greater good and that is all we can do in these times. When you took on the quest, all I could hope for was for you to stay true to it and you have. The lovely Oksuna was a happy gift to you and I never regretted my decision. But now, I fear we all may be in danger the closer to the coast you reach.” 
 
    Jayson looked down at his wine, “I know Oksuna is a Rose Seer. Her voice is somehow connected to the strange serpents I found carved along walls deep within a dungeon. She has a power but I don’t know if it’s to stop them or help them. I think the closer we get to the coast, the more danger she is in.” 
 
    Myn’s small smile faded, “Your instincts hold the truth, which is why you are here now. Lukken’s history is rich and vast. What I will share with you is forbidden to speak of and the mere act of telling you can place my position in jeopardy but I cannot keep these secrets any longer. I wish for your success, not only for me but for all of Lukken.” 
 
    Jayson gazed upon the beautiful dragon, “I will never give up until the quest is complete. You have my word and my honor.” 
 
    Myn nodded and took a deep sip of wine, “Thank you Sir Reed.” 
 
    “Jayson,” the knight said simply and direct. 
 
    A small pink color filled the lady’s high cheeks, “Jayson it is.” 
 
    The lady picked up a second open wine bottle and poured into each of their glasses before setting it down. Her eyes seemed to glow as her mind worked to find the right order of things to say. After a short pause, she looked to the patient knight and began. 
 
    “Dragons were among the first races to populate Lukken. The lands were vast and unexplored except for a number of humanoid tribes. The elders saw potential in some of them and we helped them to grow. Dragons showed them the skills of metal working, writing, math, stone and wood work. We brought the ancient teachings of magic and spell craft. It was a wondrous time of mutual cooperation. Our kind had reached these shores from the great beyond and we looked forward to building a paradise.” 
 
    “The great beyond?” Jayson asked. 
 
    Myn smiled, “The elders are not sure but they have dreams that our race flew among the stars. When we came to these lands and interacted with the young races, our memories of the great beyond faded. It is believed that our interaction and focus caused all our celestial knowledge to disappear until we decide to return to the stars. Little did we know, we were not the first powerful beings to appear on Lukken. 
 
    “The oceans are immense and bottomless. My kind spent our early days exploring, flying for weeks and months to record all land masses. It was then we found the temples on secluded islands. Lukken is one of the larger continents but many more dot the vast oceans. Upon further exploration, we encountered the beings and the temples used to worship them.” 
 
    “Sea serpents,” Jayson said with a soft tone. 
 
    “In our tongue, they are called ‘Sormir’ but in your tongue, it loosely translates to ‘Leviathan’. There was brief contact with them over a number of years, barely a drop in our history. That is how we learned they were the first true race. They created the small tribes on land as an experiment to see if leaving the oceans was worth the trouble. And then, new creatures from the beyond appeared and threatened their continued work. The small encounters between their kind and ours were difficult at best. They were so ancient that it was difficult to bridge our people together. After a few gatherings, my people showed concern for our very safety.” 
 
    Jayson leaned forward in his seat, all his attention to the dragon as her eyes looked away to far off memories. 
 
    “We didn’t know at the time but we saw hints of madness. Their ancient bodies were powerful but their minds strained against the march of time. During one gathering, a leviathan grew agitated and without warning attacked our delegates. Those who escaped spoke of unhinged power and insanity. Their breath attacks of steam were so hot, it melted rock and dragon scale. Unsure what to do next, the remaining delegates fought back as they retreated. It was a slaughter as the madness seemed to infect every Sormir. They rose up and burned holes through dragon bodies. When the delegates returned with their own breath attacks, they were out matched, not just by power but by circumstance.” 
 
    Myn took a big gulp of wine and continued, “The very oceans offered a protection to the Sormir that we could never defeat. Dragon breath attacks are powerful but even their power cannot penetrate the ocean shielding the ancient Sormir. The leviathans knew this and dived down, escaping the delegate’s attacks only to resurface and melt our people from the very sky.” 
 
    Myn’s eyes moistened, “Out of twelve delegates, only two survived to tell the tale. It is difficult to talk about due to the immense sadness the elders felt when they told us long ago. Historic knowledge is free among dragon kind but to speak of it to other races is forbidden.” 
 
    Jayson couldn’t hold back his own sadness, watching the powerful lady becoming vulnerable in his eyes.  
 
    The lady continued, “Both sides agreed to leave the other alone. My kind met with the Sormir one last time to dictate laws so both races could live peacefully. The Sindrell shall have the land and sky while the Sormir control the oceans.” 
 
    “Sindrell? Is that the name of dragons?” 
 
    Myn nodded, “It is our true name with variations for each of the elements and abilities. Forgive me; I misremember that not all the races know our true names.” 
 
    “Lady Slyth…Myn, are my friends and I walking to our deaths? I don’t know how we can go against such power. I’m not even sure how Oksuna fits in with all of this.” 
 
    The lady was quiet for a moment before she continued, “Times have changed since those events so long ago. Over time, a few of the Sormir ventured secretly onto land to explore the growing cultures and cities. They disguised themselves among the races, learning and befriending some. It was only a matter of time before they fell in love and children were born. Since they could change into any race, the children would be born of that race but they would have sormir blood in their veins. Those children seemed to have a greater understanding of the world and how they fit into it. 
 
    “What I tell you next is speculation and legend. We are unsure if these events actually transpired and that is what makes your quest so important. Those very children explored a way to bring the Sormir and the Sindrell together. They grew to adulthood and sought each other out. They struck out to the west, determined to find any ancient secrets or knowledge to aid them. The deserts and lands to the west of Lukken were far too dangerous and meddlesome to be tamed but that did not stop them. There were whispers that all of Lukken was once under water and when it rose, it brought some of the Sormir secrets with them. The legend says that those children of Sormir blood searched and found them, and decided to put them to use. When they reached the western tip of Lukken, they used those secrets to build a means for Sormir and Sindrell to coexist peacefully.” 
 
    “What did they build?” 
 
    Myn’s gaze turned downward, “We don’t know. There were a few attempts to verify the rumors but those dragons never returned. The western coast was deemed too dangerous and it was abandoned, left to the other races for them to tame. But this is where Oksuna or the Rose Seers fit into the legends. 
 
    “The Kunarr, or trolls as they are called, discovered the special children that remained in the east. They were treated as royalty among their race at first, and it was soon realized that if they mated with trolls, they could carry down pieces of their Sormirian power. The trolls discovered that females with Sormir blood could sing a song to temporarily quell rage, and even madness. The only noticeable difference was their pink hair and inability to speak. They were bred under strict secrecy, and were only rumor until one was delivered to me. That’s when we met for the first time.” 
 
    Myn finished her wine and sat back, her cheeks glowing pink, “And that is why your quest is vital. You are close to discovering what they built long ago. The trolls are bent on controlling all of Lukken. They are uncovering long buried secrets and creating magical weapons to subjugate all the races to their will. I fear if they continue to grow their power and somehow bridge with the Sormir, dragons and humans will become slaves to their will.” 
 
    Jayson stared at Myn as she picked up the last bottle of wine and began to pour into her glass. Gone were her poised movements and regal stature. Before him sat a dragon drowning herself as if she had committed a heinous act. Lifting up the glass, Myn took another two gulps before putting it down. Wine sloshed up and over the edge, running down her pale fingers. 
 
     “I could never forgive myself if you died because of me. While you made your way west, I uncovered secrets and allies to help you on your long journey. I have used a great many resources and favors to assist you for your quest.” 
 
    The moment caught him off guard. The game had become too real and emotions swirled with the digital wine. The player wanted nothing more than to comfort the dragon as the wine seemed to take effect. Her words and actions spoke volumes but it was Jayson who felt inadequate to the feat before him. Death didn’t bother him because it was just a gamer’s inconvenience but to an NPC AI, it was obvious it affected her down to the core of her being.  
 
    “Lady Slytha, I am simply a knight. My death would be in service of you just as I promised in your throne room.” Jayson said with a soft tone. 
 
    Myn looked up, her gaze meeting his, “You are no ordinary knight. I remember how you showed me your love for Oksuna. It spoke deeper than any words ever could. The dance between your bodies revealed truths I hadn’t witnessed in a long time. It has powered my resolve. My fellow dragons refuse to act because of fear and regret but there are some among us who know we must act.” 
 
    Myn pulled back her hand, licked the dripping wine from her fingers and continued, “Lukken has many secrets. One of them is strange empty portals scattered across the continent. We thought they were nothing more than old designs from ancient ruins. The dark elves were the ones to discover their true purpose. Much like the magical recall stones, those portals still function but must be activated first.  
 
    “I searched for those that would aid me. I hired thieves to steal that knowledge and sent emissaries to a lost tribe of dark elves, searching for a new home. I have even spoken with those who practice the necromantic arts. I have broken almost every Sindrell law while……thinking of you…crossing the western lands with your fellow knights. It haunted my dreams thinking that you would be swallowed up and never seen again.” 
 
    Jayson stood up from his chair and stood before the inebriated dragon. Bending a knee, he bowed his head to Myn. The dragon in elf skin looked down with astonished eyes as the knight spoke. 
 
    “Lady Slytha, I have not forgotten my pledge. On my honor, I shall see the quest to the end.” 
 
    Jayson looked up, his gaze meeting hers, “I swear it to you with all my mind, body and soul; we will bring peace to Lukken.” 
 
    A genuine smile bloomed from Myn as eyes half closed, “Rise good knight. I once again accept your vows as we face this terrible darkness and bring light back to the world.” 
 
    Jayson stood up before the dragon, heart thudding with renewed excitement. Myn let her gaze travel along Jayson’s shoulders, up his neck and then down his body. It was enough for her face to turn completely pink but her eyes held a degree of mischief. 
 
    “Sir Reed, before we continue with our plans and perpetrations, I have need of a strong knight to see to another matter,” Myn said with a wanting gaze.  
 
    “Anything,” Jayson said innocently. 
 
    A small smirk slipped into Myn’s cheek as she stood up. Facing the knight, she looked to him for a moment before turning her back, “Please assist me with removing my dress.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyes widened but barely for a moment before they returned to normal. Stepping forward, the knight lifted his hands to the straps over her slender shoulders. They slipped off easily but the dragon held the dress up to her chest, her head turned to the side. 
 
    “I still remember your time with Oksuna. How your body moved to a loving passion. I would be remiss if I didn’t tell you it haunts my dreams.” 
 
    Myn pulled her hands away and let the dress fall to her hips, her back still to the knight, “I have needs young knight. I can think of no other at this time who can attend to my needs. Please continue to remove my dress.” 
 
    Jayson stepped close, hands on her hips. Heat crawled up his neck as digital and real blood drained from his mind. Touching her skin, he thought she would be cold but instead, she burned like a hot summer day. Pale skin glowed as the knight gently smoothed the dress past her hips. The sheer fabric pooled at her feet and the lady stepped out.  
 
    “Does my form please you?” 
 
    “It does, my lady,” Jayson said simply as he gazed upon her firm bottom. 
 
    “I must warn you, the throes of passion can affect my kind…in a strange way.” 
 
    “What do you mean, my lady?” 
 
    Myn looked away, “We sometimes have difficulty……have an open mind.” 
 
    Jayson stepped closer, hands smoothing around her and pressing against her soft, pale stomach. The energy between them spiked and Myn made a small gasp. The knight pressed his nose to her hair and neck. A scent swirled, filling the player with exotic smells and a burning heat. 
 
    “My mind and heart are open to you. Myn, what would you have of me?” 
 
    The dragon pressed her back to the knight’s armored chest, “Join me and see to my needs.” 
 
    The player silently nodded to himself. Taking a quick step back, he let go of the dragon and pressed his palm to his chest. Clothes faded from sight and the knight quickly stepped back, his arms around her stomach once again. Heat grew and the dragon found it difficult to control herself. Feeling the knight’s manhood hardening between her cheeks, she writhed against him. 
 
    Jayson fell into the dragon’s spell. He had never slept with a dragon before and wasn’t sure he ever would. Now here he was, pressed against a beautiful dragon and maddening urges taking control. Hands on her stomach moved down until fingers touched the top of her valley. A small moan vibrated up the lady’s throat as she reached back, fingers gliding into the knight’s hair. 
 
    “Don’t stop. Play with me Jayson. Make me sing to your touch,” Myn said in a seductive whisper. 
 
    Fingers moving downward, they grazed her glowing clit and the lady let out a seething moan. Wetness flowed as Jayson continued to run fingers along her nub and lips. With his manhood straining, the knight found it difficult to think as the dragon pushed against him, preventing his cock from standing straight up. Like a snake to a snake charmer, Myn moved her bottom, sliding against him and teasing the knight. Jayson couldn’t keep his hands off the alabaster beauty. Fingers massaged the dragon and she moaned her approval. The caged movements between them only grew as desire tried to tip the scales. 
 
    Thought penetrated the thick lustful cloud of Jayson’s mind. He wondered again if Myn was awakened like Oksuna? Was she in control or was her programming telling her what to do? Did she really want the knight and was this part of the quest line? The questions rose and fell like the ocean until primal desires pushed them away. The questions would have to wait. The pressing matter against him had shouted down all reason. 
 
    One hand continued to massage the lady while another hand slid upwards against her smooth skin. Hand reaching up, the knight took a handful of the lady and made swirls along a pointed nipple. This caused Myn to shudder to his touch. Writhing in heat, Myn’s hand reached down past Jayson’s hand and touched the tip of his cock between her thighs. Fingers graced the end and massaged it just so that the player could barely keep back his small groan. He couldn’t believe it but her touch made him as hard as steel and just as unforgiving. Hips moved along, pressing him between her creamy thighs. 
 
    “I…need you…to kneel….” Myn gasped as she writhed against him. 
 
    Jayson lifted his head and the dragon broke from his grasp. Turning around, she stepped backwards and revealed her body. Pale pink nipples pointed and breasts bounced. Her bare valley showed wanting pink lips. Wetness touched her inner thighs as she stepped back to the bed and sat down. 
 
    Jayson’s eyes narrowed as she spread her legs. Stepping forward, the knight knelt down between her creamy thighs. Bending his head down, the lady leaned back and lay on the oversized bed. Eyes closed, shutting out the world until warm lips kissed her pink lips. A moment later, a strong tongue snaked out, licking at her until it reached her blissful zenith. Jayson watched as his tongue worked. Myn shuddered to his touch and her chest heaved upward. Sounds touched the calm air as hearts swirled to bursts of bliss. 
 
    “Sir Reed, break my walls and slay my heart,” Myn gasped. 
 
    Jayson stayed where he was, determined to help the dragon overcome her stress. Tongue playing with her clit, the player slathered against her. Arms coiled around her thighs, keeping her in place. Another gasp filled the air as Myn’s hips bucked under the deep, growing pressure from within. 
 
    A hand reached out and took a fistful of the knight’s hair, “Sir Reed…..I….” 
 
    Myn couldn’t form anymore words as a short fuse lit. Bucking to the magical touch of the knight’s tongue, Myn let out a long sensual moan. Jayson kept toying with her as she bucked again and again, bliss causing her pale cheeks to glow red. Trying to sit up, she pulled the knight by the hair. Jayson didn’t know how it was possible but her strength was evident as he could no longer lick at her dripping valley. His own desires propelled him up as Myn moved back further onto the bed. Letting go of his hair, the knight was on her, his manhood pressed against her stomach. 
 
    Inner fireworks dazzled the dragon as she tried to speak. The blissful explosions slowly died until something hard pressed against her quivering womanhood. Jayson couldn’t hold back his needs as he pressed against her. Wetness coated the end of his manhood and he pressed on to fill the needy dragon. 
 
    Myn let out a breathy exhale as a wave of pleasure surged. Inches sank into her and she tightened. Jayson could feel it become more and more difficult as he invaded the dragon. Myn looked up with a mischievous grin. The knight was half buried but ran into firm opposition. 
 
    Myn lifted the top half of her body up, shoving her breast into Jayson’s face, “You must conquer me dear knight.” 
 
    Jayson held onto her hips as he pushed with all his might. The dragon’s womanhood didn’t budge. She squeezed him enough that Jayson felt he couldn’t even come if we wanted to. She teased with small moans, making sure her nipples grazed his lips. A madness took root as Myn continued to toy with him. Jayson had always liked the submissive kink but often found it too easy. The lady seemed to thrive on a desire for him to dominate her anyway he could. Thick inches pressed at her valley but inner walls held him like a vice. 
 
    “Your strength is firm my lovely knight but can you do whatever it takes to break my walls?” 
 
     The madness thickened as did Jayson’s need to take her. Logic and reason fell to the background as sheer need took hold. The knight grabbed the dragon by the throat and held her down. Myn let out a playful yelp. Jayson took firm hold of her throat and her hip as his own hips moved with purpose. Driving himself against strong inner walls, they nearly vibrated against him until they parted slightly. A long moan escaped Myn’s lips as the knight, fueled with aggression, fought to drive himself to the hilt.  
 
    “That’s it! Take me Sir Reed! Slay me with your powerful sword,” The lady’s voice straining against Jayson’s firm grip on her throat. 
 
    Thick inches spread her walls as the knight drove himself to the hilt. A satisfying grunt filled the area around them. Unable to control himself, the knight pressed on, moving himself back and forth against the lady’s tight slit. Holding him, Myn cooed as the knight was unchained, dominating her and forcing her legs to open wider. The lady smiled and soon sang her satisfaction as the knight continued to spear her. Raised veins moved along tight lips, causing waves of bliss to crash into the frost dragon. 
 
    Jayson tightened his grip against Myn’s throat as she curled her legs around his thrusting hips. It was then that Jayson noticed the more he squeezed, the more she relented. Pressing on with long strong strokes, he squeezed her throat until the lady was gasping. Myn’s eyes rolled into her head as she smiled. The lady shuddered to each powerful thrust until she grew silent. 
 
    “Jay…son….” Myn strained to speak as her eyes went wide. 
 
    The knight pushed and thrust with all his might as inner walls tightened around him. The movements slowed between them as they moved with loving purpose. Myn pushed her hips up as the knight pushed down. When their bodies met, digital nerves tightened and then exploded. Myn whimpered against Jayson’s grip. Jayson couldn’t stop himself as he watched her struggle. Cock thickening, primal urges slammed into the last bit of his resolve. Molten spurts of come quickly filled her pink tight space. Myn’s moans grew louder and louder. Jayson let go of her throat and deep shudders ran along the pale beauty under him. Myn lifted her arms up and threw them around his neck, pressing her face to him and holding him close. Jayson coiled an arm around her, holding her close as their bodies moved of their own accord. Bliss spiraled between the couple and they moved to ancient rhythms. 
 
    When the waves of bliss began to ebb, Jayson and Myn let go of each other. The dragon fell to the bed, their bodies still connected by Jayson’s cock. The player was breathing heavy, feeling like he climbed a mountain. Before he could even get a word out, a slender pale hand touched his chest and shoved hard. Jayson’s cock slipped from her valley as he was airborne and landed on the bed. Jayson’s eyes could barely take in the blur as a white hand pushed at his chest and held him down onto the bed.  
 
    “Well done Sir Reed,” Myn grinned. “Most lose their nerve but you managed to….take control. Now lay there and have a lady love you.” 
 
    Jayson looked up with a grin as fingers coiled around his half hard cock. Glancing down, the knight watched as the dragon held him down with one hand, stroking his cock with the other. Myn cast a knowing smirk as the knight’s cock hardened in her hand. Eyes turning, she looked to his member as it thickened. Jayson could see the storming desire rolling through the lady but dared not to interrupt. 
 
    Myn licked her lips as she brought her head down. Lips engulfed the knight’s purple head as a sensual tongue played along the tip. Jayson felt like his body was possessed as his manhood hardened fully once again. Myn moaned her pleasure as she licked up wet come from his shaft. Lips moved down the veiny shaft until she reached the base. Jayson sat up slightly as Myn pulled her hand from his chest. The player watched as Myn’s head bobbed up and down, inches appearing and disappearing in her mouth. The tempo increased and Jayson could already feel the internal build up.  
 
    The lady whipped her head up, releasing Jayson’s cock with a deep inhale. Eyes shifted, taking on a serpent gleam as she looked to Jayson like a piece of meat. The knight could do nothing as she climbed over him. Alabaster skin vibrated as she moved with liquid grace. Scales formed along the back of her hands and up her forearms. Claws grew from her finger tips as she growled her needs. Skin along her back shifted and strange limbs burst upward from shoulder blades. Limbs extended and fanned out, white webbed wings spreading out.  
 
    Myn looked down as her body partially transformed. Jayson stared at her with wide eyes. A shyness bled into her face as she realized that she was changing. Looking away, she tried to take control before her urges completely took over. Instead, a hand reached up and smoothed along her cheek. Myn turned her face to the knight’s touch. Jayson eyed her with confidence. 
 
    “Never turn away from me. You are beautiful,” Jayson said with harsh whisper. 
 
    Myn stared, heart melting. Hands reached up and took hold of her hips. With strength, the knight pushed the dragon down on his standing manhood. Myn impaled herself on Jayson’s spear with breathy moans. Wet inches pushed against her as gravity helped the dragon woman to sink down to the knight’s hilt. Myn gazed upon the handsome knight as he held her down, not letting her move. Seconds passed before he controlled her movements with his strong hands. The tempo started slow at first but soon the knight and dragon could not hold back the wanting desire between them. 
 
    The white dragon flexed her wings as hips rose and fell to their rhythm. The sounds of bodies filled the air. Jayson reached up, gently grasping at her bouncing breasts, thumb moving over her pointed nipple. Moans fell down, the vibrations touching Jayson’s chest. Myn moved with subdued but gentle power. It was Jayson who dug his fingertips into her hips and forced her down on his rock-hard cock. 
 
    The sexual tension grew with their mutual lust. The white dragon squeezed as the knight forced her onto him. Myn’s eyes closed as she hissed her delight. Wings flexed up and out as nerves bunched up. Myn let out a little cry, followed by another as bliss swirled. Jayson watched as she rode him, on and on. Cock thickening, the knight could barely hold back his urges. 
 
    Myn moved, squeezing and firmly caressing his cock with her inner walls. Breasts bounced to their connection and the dragon opened her eyes. Looking down, she could see the pure want in Jayson’s eyes. Lips half parted, groans rose up the closer he was. She could see and feel that he was reaching his breaking point. Unable to deny her own sensual begging, she increased her tempo. 
 
    “Slay me…..good knight…” Myn said with a seductive whisper. 
 
    “Yes….my lady,” Jayson managed before his will power failed him. 
 
    The dragon sunk down to the base of his member just as it thickened. Squeezing, she let out moan as spurts of come erupted. The sensations of internal heat cracked her own will power. Floods crashed into their spirits as orgasms bloomed between the lovers. Bodies shuddered and bucked as the two grunted and cried out. Wetness flowed along their connection until muscles quivered. With one last lustful cry, the dragon collapsed on the knight, his member still impaled in her pink valley. 
 
    Jayson held the quivering dragon close, her hips still making small movements, milking every last drop of come and her own orgasm. The flashes of bliss between them swirled downward, cementing their bond. 
 
     The player could sense the unspoken words between them. Myn snuggled closer, her hands on him and hips moving slightly, teasing for more. Jayson felt a sliver of soreness but it didn’t stop his cock from rising to the occasion. Jayson wanted to talk but the dragon was beyond talking. The connection between them seemed to grow as if he could read her very mind. Thoughts swirled to Sonja and Lance but they fell away like floating leaves in a river. The player knew there were no boundaries between him and his fellow knights but something deeper began to express its self. Thoughts of Oksuna and now Myn seemed to hook into his very heart. If they truly are awakened, then the game took a serious turn. They were not simple AI’s there to please the gamers. Now, they were living beings in a virtual world. How long before everything changed? How long before they shut it down or something happens to the very NPC’s he was falling for? 
 
    “Myn….,” Jayson began. 
 
    Myn lifted her head and eyed the handsome knight, “No words my beloved. Let us have this moment until the next one.” 
 
    Jayson nodded before the dragon moved closer, pressing her lips to his. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    The sun sunk low in the afternoon sky. Two knights strolled down the cobbled street toward a familiar keep. Sonja took in their surroundings as Lance hummed a small tune. The streets were sparse, a few people walking about in the warm afternoon light. The air was calm and clear as the blue knight looked to the well-made homes and keeps. With the sun sinking in the sky, the knight pictured a beautiful evening. Sonja wondered if they had to rush back to their save points a world away? Maybe they could stay and spend some time close to home, enjoying each other’s company. 
 
    Lance glanced to the blue knight and could see the faraway look in her eyes and the small smirk on her lips. The white knight stopped humming and turned his head to his friend and lover. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    Sonja woke up from her daydreaming, “I was thinking about our quest. Do we need to rush back so soon?” 
 
    Lance nodded, “It seems like it’s pretty important. I’m sure the rewards are going to be worth it.” 
 
    The white knight glanced back to the silent blue knight, “Not in a rush to get back to the front lines?” 
 
    Sonja let out a sigh, “Last night was so magical between the three of us. I thought maybe we could spend some time here before getting back to the quest.” 
 
    Lance let a small grin show, “Last night was pretty special. I can’t stop thinking about it.” The grin melted away and the knight took a more neutral gaze, “I hope you and Jayson felt the same.” 
 
    Sonja nodded, “I know I did. I wasn’t sure what would happen once all three of us were together. I felt stupid for worrying so much. I thought it would be too much for me to handle but last night, it felt natural.” 
 
    “I feel the same. Seeing you and Jayson in reality, it was such a wonderful surprise. I didn’t want the night to end.” 
 
    The two knights continued to walk; Jayson’s keep appearing down the street. 
 
    “I’m worried about Jayson,” Sonja said flatly. 
 
    Lance remained quiet, waiting for his friend to finish. 
 
    “I’m worried that Jayson may not be able to handle our relationship in the real world.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes darkened, “Is that something you want?” 
 
    “I want the three of us to want it. I want to know that we can be ourselves, in and out of the game.” 
 
    The darkness pulled back from Lance’s eyes, “We should ask him when we see him. I’m sure he will tell us the truth.” 
 
    The knights fell silent as they walked side by side down the cobbled street. Lance could see doubt loom in her eyes but the knight knew her well enough. Her mind was working out the possibilities and her thinking tended to focus on the negative. Lance knew it when he saw it and would gently talk her off the ledge on occasion. Sonja was strong but her heart was fragile. The stories she told of her upbringing with a strict and slightly crazy mother were apparent. Her fear of becoming that person seemed to show through the cracks from time to time.  
 
    “What if…” Sonja began. 
 
    “Sonja, don’t go down that path. After all we’ve been through, do you believe Jayson would question the three of us and what we want?” 
 
    The blue knight looked to the handsome knight, “I’m worrying too much, aren’t I.” 
 
    Lance gave a slight nod. 
 
    Sonja smiled, “Thanks for being honest.” 
 
    “It’s what I’m here for. You and Jayson seem to need it from time to time. I think the last time he and I talked; he was worried you might run.” 
 
    Sonja’s lips curved in embarrassment, “He’s not wrong. You both are my forbidden fruit.” 
 
    “You know when you talk like that, all I want to do is take a taste,” Lance said with a laugh. 
 
    The two knights stopped at the front gate to Jayson’s keep.  
 
    Sonja turned and faced the handsome white knight, “I love you both. It’s all I think about. I have spent time with Jayson in reality but I also want to spend time with you. It gets so confusing sometimes. I like the one on one but I also like when we are all together.” 
 
    Lance put his hands on Sonja’s shoulders, “You have to be the most beautiful woman I have ever known. You have a true heart and you worry about us, even in a game. No matter what happens in reality or in the game, we will always be friends.” 
 
    Sonja looked up into Lance’s kind eyes, “I know and I’m grateful.” 
 
    “Let’s go see Jayson. Maybe we can get some time together before we head out.” 
 
    The two knights smiled and turned to the gate. Stepping through and into the small courtyard, the knights moved to the front door. Lance reached up and knocked before stepping back to Sonja’s side. Long moments passed before the door opened and they were greeted by Dalya’s smile. 
 
    “Lance and Sonja,” The kitra said as she stepped forward and wrapped an arm around each of their necks, planting kisses on their cheeks. 
 
    “Happy to see you too, where is your handsome lord,” Lance smiled. 
 
    The kitra broke away and beckoned in with her clawed finger. Lance and Sonja stepped in before Dalya closed the heavy door behind them. The afternoon light filtered in through windows, casting their glow across the stone floor. 
 
    “He informed me to tell you that Lady Slytha needed to see him. He would speak with her and return soon but that was two hours ago. He said to make you feel at home and wait for him to return.” 
 
    Lance nodded to the kitra, “It must be related to the quest.” 
 
    Sonja looked around for a moment before reaching out and taking Lance’s hand. The white knight looked to her but she turned and pulled him along. The white knight followed, a small smile appearing, knowing where this was going. 
 
    “We can wait in his room,” Sonja said as she pulled the knight down the hall. 
 
    Reaching the doors to the master bedroom, Sonja reached out and pulled the door open. Inside, the curtains were pulled and a certain pink haired troll turned her gaze to the blue and white knight. 
 
    “Hi Oksuna, Lance and I are just going to wait here for Jayson,” Sonja smiled. 
 
    The troll nodded, her own mouth curving into a sly smile. Jayson’s bed was huge and the troll lay on one side. Sonja pulled the white knight to the edge and turned him around. Lance continued to smile as the knight pushed at his chest and he sat down on the edge of the bed. Lance reached up and pressed his palm to his chest. Armor and clothes faded from view. 
 
    Sonja eyed him, her needs dictating her actions. She wanted Jayson there with them but the love she felt for Lance soon overtook her. The pleasant bond they shared only emboldened herself to take what she wanted, just like the many times one or both of her lovers would take her without a word. Memories of past encounters floated in and only further stoked her fire. Sonja remembered seeing the hungry look in their eyes as they forced themselves on her on a whim. She happily let them, lost to hours of bliss. But now that they had met in person, it seemed to only further inflame her desires. 
 
    The blue knight could see Lance’s cock hardening as it hung between his legs. The blue knight pressed her palm to her chest. Armor, weapons and clothes faded from view. Lance drank in Sonja’s beautiful body. Breasts defied gravity as nipples pointed. Blue hair hung past her shoulders as she looked to him with hungry eyes. The knight knelt down before his spread legs, fingers curling around the knight’s thick shaft. 
 
    Oksuna watched as Lance caressed Sonja’s cheek. The naked knight leaned in, lips wrapping around Lance’s throbbing head. A small moan fell from his lips and inches disappeared into her mouth. The pink haired troll gave a genuine smile as the knights spent time together. 
 
    “Sonja……when I saw you and Jayson…..I kept saying in my mind…how beautiful you both are.” 
 
    Sonja’s head bobbed on the knight’s manhood, eyes turning up. 
 
    Lance’s eyes took a warm gleam as he looked down on her, “I had to fight the urge to pull you both into the back. I was hard just looking at you.” 
 
    Sonja could feel Lance’s manhood harden in her mouth. She continued to suckle on him, the taste of pre-come touching her tongue. Heat bloomed as the familiar taste of Lance’s cock caused wetness to flow between her legs. It was almost reactionary when they were together but the knight’s words filled her heart with beautiful knowing. Emptiness yawned in her core and she needed it to be filled. 
 
    The knight pulled back, her hand still stroking her fellow knight’s cock, “Maybe next time,” She winked. 
 
    Oksuna watched as the blue knight stood up and crawled into bed. Lying on her stomach, the bed moved as Lance crawled over her. Arching her bottom into the air, the knight snuggled closer, his throbbing member touching her wet, pink lips. Sonja moaned her approval as the knight drove his spear into her, inch after inch. When his hips touched her ass, she grinded against him, making sure he fit in her tight space. 
 
    Dalya and Gorganna watched from the doorway as Oksuna lay on her side. All eyes watched the two knights love each other to the sound of playful moans and bodies moving to a not so private dance. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson touched his palm to his chest. Clothes, armor and weapons appeared over his body. The soreness was deep as he gazed upon Myn. The dragon in elf skin slipped on her dress, covering her body, but her eyes wandered to the handsome knight watching her. When the fabric adhered to her body, the dragon moved over to a small table and opened a drawer. Hand dipping in, she pulled out a scroll and a small box. Stepping over to the small table with the empty glasses and wine bottles, the dragon whispered a few words and they disappeared. Unfurling the scroll, she laid it across the table and placed the box on it. 
 
    Jayson stepped closer, eyeing the map laid before them. It wasn’t a complete map but it did show a main road and a number of designs along the triangular point. The player guessed it was a map of the western coast from the looks of it. 
 
    “Is that a map…,” Jayson began. 
 
    “Of the western coast,” Myn finished. 
 
    Myn sat down in a chair and Jayson took the other seat. Moving in close, he sat to Myn’s side as they both looked over the map. It was crude and he couldn’t understand some of the writing but it looked like a western tip of Lukken. 
 
    “My people located this map from ancient archives deep in the dragon city of Noryth. They were lucky and skilled enough to make an exact copy, bringing it to me in the last few days. I will hand it over to you to help you on your quest.” 
 
    Jayson listened as Myn continued. 
 
    The lady pointed at a strange triangular symbol with a circle in it, “I told you of portals. I believe this is one of them. When you reach here, you must activate the portal. Then I can send aid for your quest.” 
 
    Myn lifted the lid on the small box. Jayson peered in to see a simple red ruby connected to a thin metal chain. Myn reached down and lifted it from its box. The red gem hung, a small glow surrounding it before it faded away. Myn handed the gem to Jayson and the knight took it into his own hand. 
 
    “The gem will activate the portal and close it. Whisper your destination and it will activate the closest exit portal to that destination. Make sure the gem does not fall into enemy hands. I do not have another to spare.” 
 
    “What help can we expect on the other side?” 
 
    Myn smiled, “Allies ready to help turn the tide of war. Right now, they are moving to this very castle to answer my call.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lady,” Jayson said as he put the chain around his neck and tucked the gem into his shirt. 
 
    “It is you I must thank. I wish there was more I could do, but I must now cover my tracks or the plan may fail. When you reach the portal, activate it and wait. I will send the allies through to aid in your quest.” 
 
    Jayson stood up and noticed the quest update symbol in his vision before it faded away. The knight reached down and curled up the map. With practiced ease, he slipped the map into a side pouch and added it to his inventory. 
 
     Myn eyed the handsome knight before she too rose to her feet, “I have one last thing to show you before you leave.” 
 
    The dragon moved with grace toward the main doors. Jayson followed, his mind drinking in every bit of information for the quest. Moving through the ancient keep, Jayson couldn’t help but notice paintings and tapestries of a silver dragon. It seemed the halls were filled with this specific dragon as they moved to the stair well and down the steps. When they reached the bottom floor, Myn moved with dignified purpose as the humble knight followed. Several more paintings hung on the walls of the same dragon. 
 
    “His name is Mylfor the Gray. I spent a large portion of my wealth to obtain this castle from him. He was a bit stubborn but eventually relented when his greed began to show. That is another reason why you’re here. The old dragon didn’t know what treasures he had under his nose.” 
 
    Myn led the knight to a set of large double doors. Opening them, she waltzed out into the late afternoon light. A vast garden spread out for what seemed like miles. An assortment of strange and beautiful flowers bloomed in various colored patches. Jayson could not help but marvel at the brilliance of the garden. It was when he looked further down the patches of flowers that he saw an odd stone structure. 
 
    Vines crisscrossed across the ancient stone. Flowers bloomed along the vines. The structure was triangular with a round empty circle in the middle. Myn made her way down stone steps to the pebble path. Jayson could see that the structure was the same as the one on the map the dragon had given to him. Stepping down behind the white-haired beauty, he followed until they stood before the structure, petals falling one by one and filling the air with color. 
 
    “The old dragon thought it was a sculpture. He didn’t spend a lot of time on this magical knowledge, preferring to fill his home with vain artworks and this beautiful garden. He left me the paintings as a gift. Tomorrow, Lucius will burn them to ash.” 
 
    A sliver of dread rolled along Jayson’s spine, “You have done so much at the expense of your own wealth. You have put yourself at risk for me and my friends. I don’t know what to say or do that can repay you.” 
 
    The lady looked to the knight and gave him a whimsical smirk, “Jayson, we are fighting for peace. You have already paid by taking on this quest. What you find will help turn the tide and prevent evil from destroying everything dragon and human kind has built. I would sacrifice everything to bring back peace.” 
 
    Myn moved in closer, reaching down and taking Jayson’s hand into hers, “You have made me realize it is all worth it, my dashing knight. Your strength and perseverance has prevailed and I will not abandon you at the most crucial time. My heart could never allow it.” 
 
    The knight and dragon looked to one another, a small breeze caressing their faces as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Unspoken words passed between them until they leaned in and kissed each other under the falling pink petals. 
 
    The lady broke away first, her eyes casting a downward stare, “Go my knight. I will wait patiently until you activate the portal gate to the west.” 
 
    Jayson gave her hands a firm squeeze before letting go. Turning, he walked toward the main doors while fishing out a recall stone. When he reached the top of the steps, he turned back to see Myn as she smiled in the garden. Running a thumb over the stone, the stone flashed and the world around him was engulfed in light. 
 
    A long moment passed before the light faded and Jayson stood in his keep. Heart heavy, he couldn’t shake the feeling that the dragon he made love to was awake. The way her eyes showed so much emotion and how she seemed to actually care for him. It was almost too much to think about. Pushing it away, he reaffirmed his resolve and turned to head toward the master bedroom.  
 
    The light from the windows grew darker as afternoon slipped into evening. The knight walked down the hall until he spotted a few concubines at his bedroom doorway. Stepping closer, he could hear their giggles and beyond that, the sounds of seductive moans. Dalya was first to perk up her ears and turn around to see her lord stepping closer. Turning, she rushed to his side. 
 
    “Sonja and Lance wished to wait in your bedroom,” The kitra smiled. 
 
    Jayson smiled and nodded. Walking over, the concubines parted. Jayson stepped beyond the threshold and into the master bedroom. Lance lay on the giant bed, Sonja riding him with joyful moans. The white knight turned his head and gave a slight wave. Sonja turned her head and smiled, moans still spilling from her lips. Jayson strolled over, his eyes moving from his friends to Oksuna as she lay on her side, watching the show. 
 
    “Join us,” Sonja said in a breathy whisper. 
 
    Jayson crawled into bed while tapping his armor away but keeping his clothes on, “I’m a bit sore, maybe in a little while.” 
 
    Sonja pouted but didn’t slow down.  
 
    Lance kept his hands on Sonja’s hips as he spoke, “Sounds like you had a fun time.” 
 
    Jayson lay next to Oksuna, his back to her. The troll moved in closer, draping her arm and leg over him and snuggling into his neck. 
 
    “She showed her appreciation and shared part of her plan to aid us in the west.” 
 
    Jayson informed his fellow knights of the portals, the activation gem and the map. They listened as they continued their intimate embrace. The comfort between them was euphoric as Jayson watched. The ease and wanting only showed how much they cared for each other. Jayson knew with them, they could take on any threat and win. 
 
    Oksuna kissed the back of her lord’s neck. Jayson reached up and caressed her arm. Sonja’s mouth formed a perfect O and then she let out a deep, soul bleeding moan. Lance grunted and they both slowed down, milking the bliss cascading over their senses. After a few more bounces and thrusts, the blue haired knight rolled off and lay between Jayson and Lance. The white knight turned on his side and caressed Sonja’s trembling form. Jayson reached over and did the same as the four of them basked in the sensual glow. 
 
    “Let’s enjoy tonight together. Tomorrow we can start back on the quest,” Jayson smiled, his mind falling back to the beautiful troll pressed against his back. 
 
    *** 
 
    A knight stumbled along the nearly deserted street, a dark elf under each arm. Laughter filled the evening as the sun faded from view and purple sky filled the heavens. The dark elves giggled and laughed with the drunken knight, the three of them trying to keep their balance. 
 
    “I have a buddy down the street we could visit……He likes to share his harem…” The knight blurted out as the cobbled stones seemed to move under him. 
 
    One of the dark elves pulled out a small pouch, “Does he like fairy dust because we were going to use this on you,” A dark elf giggled. 
 
    “You are such bad girls. I don’t know what I’d do without you,” The knight said red faced. 
 
    “Instead of thinking of what you’d do without us, think of the things you could do to us,” the other elf smiled evilly. 
 
    The knight gave the dark elf a wicked smirk, “Maybe we should just go home. I can think of a few things we can do to make the night memorable.” 
 
    “Oh master, please do bad things,” the dark elf giggled while pressing her chest to his arm. 
 
    “Show us your wicked ways,” the other one giggled. 
 
    The knight couldn’t stop smiling as the two elves pushed their bodies against him, their skimpy tops nearly falling away. Something clattered against the cobbled street not too far from them. The knight lifted his head from the giggling dark elves as the sky grew dark. Eyes adjusting, the knight could only make out a moving cloud against the dark sky. 
 
    Eyes widening, the knight grabbed the two dark elves, brought them close and turned his back. The rain of arrows came down hard. The elves yelped as the knight held them close, his back riddled with arrows. Hit points draining to less than ten percent, he started to pump his legs as the two dark elves put their hands to his chest and shoulders, helping him stand up. 
 
    Another volley of arrows came raining down. One elf turned and blasted the air with a stream of fire. The other cried out as several arrows hit her leg. She faltered and the knight grabbed her. 
 
    “I’ll hold them off!” The dark elf said as she began incantations. 
 
    The knight turned to see another volley fill the sky. Monsters and players looked out of their keeps or along the streets to see a large cloud of arrows rain down. Despite many taking action, some were struck while others took cover. The knight drew his word and slashed at the air. A shock wave burst forth, shattering part of the cloud but not all of it.  
 
    Arrows rained down once again against shuttered windows and those walking along the streets. The dark elf barely finished her incantation but it was too late as arrows slammed into her, her spell going wild. The knight shielded his concubine until arrows stabbed into his form once again. Falling, he watched in horror as his concubine mouthed a scream but no words came out. Darkness filled his vision. The last thing he saw was another volley filling the purple night sky. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Jayson lay in his bed, mind drifting too far off lands. Sonja snuggled in closer while Oksuna pressed her body against his back. The heat from the two of them caused the player to stir from his partial sleep. Opening his eyes, he watched as Sonja snuggled to his chest, her hand on his waist next to Oksuna’s arm. Lance lay on his back, eyes closed and fingers laced over his stomach.  
 
    The short rest was needed because Jayson felt renewed energy as he lay. The soreness had ebbed and now a primal heat started to flow. The knight looked down at Sonja’s naked body and his hand drifted to her firm bottom. Hand squeezing, it caused the blue haired knight to snuggle closer. Movement from his waist caused the knight to look down, seeing Oksuna’s delicate hand caressing the growing bulge, straining against the fabric of his leggings. 
 
    Street light filtered in through the window as night blanketed the land. They still had the whole night before they would resume their quest. No time like the present to spend it with the people he loved. With a gentle exhale, the knight moved his hand along Sonja’s strong lines. Lance stirred and turned his head, a small smile appearing. 
 
    A loud boom filled the world beyond the window. Heads lifted and turned when something flashed. Jayson pushed Sonja away, turned and stood straight up. Hand touching his chest, armor and weapons appeared and he leapt into the air. The flash struck the window and glass shattered. Debris shot toward the bed but Jayson landed on the floor taking the brunt, his body between the sharp glass and Oksuna’s prone body. 
 
    Lance and Sonja were to their feet on the bed, armor and weapons appearing. The blue knight drew her sword over her shoulder. Lance stood with his hand on his rapier and a large white sword strapped to his back. Jayson eyed his hit points as they dropped a few points. The damage was small but something else was going on. Outside there was a clatter of weapons and marching boots. Jayson turned to see Oksuna at his side, her sword in her hand. 
 
    Dalya and Gorganna burst through the doorway. The kitra was armed with a metal staff, the ends blazing with fire. Gorganna surveyed the room, the snakes for hair twisted in all directions, making sure the room was safe. 
 
    “My lord,” Dalya shouted. 
 
    Jayson moved through the room while he spoke, “I think we are under attack. Dalya, make sure the concubines stay inside.” 
 
    “We should be by your side if the town is under attack,” Dalya said firmly. 
 
    “Stay here. We don’t know what we’re up against. I’d rather keep you all safe if a fight can be avoided.” Jayson looked to Sonja and Lance, “Let’s check it out.” 
 
    The knights nodded and jumped from the bed. The three knights made their way down the hall to the main doors. Stepping outside, they quickly ran back in as flaming arrows fell from the sky. Some clattered against stone while others whistled through windows and set furniture on fire. Jayson watched from the edge of the door as knights and guards rushed down the street to the song of battle. 
 
    “They’re running south. It must be trolls, how did they get so close,” Lance said and he drew his rapier. 
 
    Jayson thought of his harem. If it really was a troll attack, it was calculated. The player knew that keeps could be destroyed and would take time to rebuild. It wasn’t a coincidence that they have almost reached the western coast and now they are under attack. If any of his concubines were killed, it would take ten days for them to resurrect. Thoughts flowed to Oksuna and actual fear gripped his heart. If she died, she would never be the same when she returned. 
 
    “We have to stay here,” Jayson directed. 
 
    Sonja and Lance looked to their friend, uncertainty filling their eyes. 
 
    Jayson glanced to them and continued, “If this is a troll attack, they are going to move through here. We need to set up the fortifications and defend this place. We can’t risk losing anyone or it will lower our chances to complete the quest.” 
 
    Sonja’s lip curved downward, “Our keeps and concubines are further in. They may be in trouble.” 
 
    “We should call them here to help fight back,” Lance added. 
 
    Jayson shook his head, “No. We need to treat your keeps as fall back positions.” 
 
    The knight looked past his fellow knights as his concubines emerged from their rooms and crowded around behind the three of them. They all carried a look of concern but Jayson’s eyes fell on Oksuna. The seven-foot troll stepped closer with blade in hand and determination in here dark eyes. 
 
    “They are coming for Oksuna. We have to get her to safe…” the knight stepped back as several flaming arrows struck the open door. 
 
    The march of boots and ringing of steel grew with each passing second. Sticking his head out, Jayson could see large dark bodies as they moved down the street with purpose. Knights and guards attempted to hold them at bay but were cut down one by one. Several keeps burned and smoke billowed into the sky. Sparks and ash rained down with arrows, killing or maiming anyone in the street. 
 
    “Damn it,” Jayson cursed as he stepped back and closed the heavy door. Taking the thick wooden bar, he laid it across to bolt the door. 
 
    Jayson turned to his fellow knights and harem, “It’s a death trap out there. Shutter and bar the windows and doors. Grab your weapons and group up in the side rooms. We are defending ourselves here and now.” 
 
    “We can call our concubines to help,” Sonja said as concubines started to move. 
 
    Jayson moved to Sonja and put his hands on her shoulders, “There isn’t enough room for all of us to fight. My girls know the keep like the back of their hands. If they start to fall, bring your concubines as reinforcements.” 
 
    Jayson turned to Lance, “You may have to use Shatter Light tonight.” 
 
    Lance glanced over his shoulder to the pommel of the blade strapped to his back, “We will use everything to defend the keep but I’m not sure we can win this.” 
 
    Jayson felt the pressure as all the recent events weighed heavy on his soul, “They want Oksuna. If they take her, then our quest will fail.”  The knight wanted to tell them that she is alive. That she is a living digital being but it fell away to the growing chaos outside the walls. 
 
    Sonja’s eyes widened. She stared as Jayson’s mood grew dark, a tendril of worry bleeding into the corners of his eyes. She had seen the look before; when he worried deeply about those he cared about. She felt it when he worried about her. She felt it when he worried about Lance. The blue knight turned to see Oksuna standing, her eyes filled with determination. Sonja felt the connection between her lover and the digital pink haired troll. 
 
    The blue knight closed her eyes, “Then we fight.”  
 
    Lance put an arm around Sonja and looked to Jayson, “We will bring in our concubines should the battle turn. Is there someplace we can hide Oksuna?” 
 
    Jayson shook his head, “I never thought we would be attacked here. There is the basement but if the enemy breaks in, it will be at a dead end. We have to try and fight our way to your keep if things go south.” 
 
    Oksuna stepped forward, shaking her head and glaring at Jayson. The knight knew the defiant look too well. She wasn’t going anywhere and was ready to fight at his side. The knight tried to fight back his protective urges but he knew it would be a lost cause. He taught her how to use a sword and now she was ready to prove herself.  
 
    Jayson stepped to the beautiful troll and looked up into her dark eyes, “You stay by my side the whole time. Never leave unless I fall. Go with Lance and Sonja and we can meet later, I promise.” 
 
    Oksuna remained mute, maintaining her glare when Dalya came rushing back into the main hall. 
 
    “The windows and doors are barred on the first floor. Everyone is in position,” The kitra said and nodded. 
 
    “Let’s not give these bastards an inch,” Jayson said and drew both short swords from over his shoulders. 
 
    *** 
 
    Floating embers filled the sky as the force moved as one. Guards and knights cried out as they were hacked to pieces before falling and shattering into greenish light. Muscled bodies kept their ranks as they moved down the wide street. On a hill outside of town, archers kept watch on their forces before releasing another volley of flaming arrows.  
 
    A scarred troll led the force, taking down anyone foolish enough to rush them. If several came at once, he more often than not would cut them down before his forces grinded up the rest. Once they passed a dwelling, torches were thrown in to prevent any counter attack. A stream of billowing flames followed the large force as they moved, forming a serpent of fire behind them. Dark eyes looked up on occasion to a volley of arrows raining down in front of them and side streets. Many pulled back but the occasional fool would rush in to their death. 
 
    The scarred troll eyed every corner and street until the prize loomed into view. With two hand signals, the force behind him picked up the pace. A troll on a nearby roof witnessed the signal and gave his own to the archers on the hill just outside of town. Archers shifted their position slightly, pulled back flaming arrows and let them loose. The flaming arrows rose into the air and fell to gravity. Flaming arrows struck buildings and roofs. Flames caught and spread, forcing knights and town denizens to flee their homes. Another volley filled the sky and another. The troll scout on the roof looked on with a devilish smile, a circle of roaring flames surrounding a certain keep. 
 
    Marching, the force made their way up the street. Weapons out, they could see their destination. A half wall surrounded the stone keep, easy enough to step over. The doors and windows on the first floor were sealed shut. The windows on the second floor remained open. 
 
    The scarred troll smiled as he lifted a thick blue hand and gave two signals. When he finished, he pulled his thick sword from over his shoulder. Three rows of trolls to the back of the force sheathed their melee weapons and unslung bows from their shoulders. Pulling arrows from quivers, they notched each bow, lifted them up and aimed at the open windows on the second floor. The scarred troll picked up his pace until he was running, a flood of muscled, thick bodies following behind. 
 
    An elf looked over the edge of the window, eyeing the troll force as they split into two. She ducked down with her own bow in her hand and eyes to the two-headed hydra cloaked in the room’s shadows. 
 
    Kara and Nara kept their stance as still as a statue, two sets of eyes staring out the window to the hints of trolls aiming in their direction. 
 
    “They don’t see you,” the elf said with a whisper. 
 
    “Let’s welcome them….”Kara said. 
 
    “….with lightning and arrows,” Nara finished. 
 
    The elf nodded and smiled. 
 
    The serpentine necks of Kara and Nara moved up for a better angle. A troll archer stared into the darkness beyond the second-floor window. Two glowing orbs of light appeared. The troll felt his instinct kick in to release his arrow but he knew he had to wait for the signal. The glowing orbs pulsed before two thick streams of lightning blasted out from the darkness. Both streams slammed into the archer ranks, and bodies went hurtling in several directions. Trolls that were not thrown gritted teeth and let their arrows fly. Kara and Nara shifted and moved to the side as dozens of arrows flew in, striking the wall behind. 
 
    Lina and Fay stayed low as six elves stood up among the same several windows, arrows notched and ready. A small whistle and they all unleashed with a twang of their bowstrings. Arrows struck trolls and their ranks broke as they moved for cover. One troll moaned as the arrow in his shoulder glowed hot and then exploded. Shattered shards slammed into fellow trolls as they fired at will. 
 
    Fay watched as her fellow elves fired, took cover, fired and took cover. The hydra moved to a nearby window and unleashed lighting attacks, one after the other. The troll archers continued to return fire with now flaming arrows. An elf took an arrow to her chest and stumbled back. Fay crawled forward, touching her hand to the elf and healing her. The archer whispered her thanks, stood up and returned fire to the trolls in the street. The keep walls provided excellent protection but Fay continued to crawl and heal any fellow elves struck. 
 
    Kara blasted out lightning with supreme accuracy while Nara shouted her lightning like she was trying to deafen the world. The force of troll archers pulled back but continued their barrage. The elves fired arrow after arrow with grim determination. Despite the skilled attacks from both sides, the attacking force on the ground had overcome the half wall and spread out along the base of the keep. 
 
    The scarred troll rushed the main doors while some of his forces broke left and right. Sword in hand, he slashed upward. The shockwave of light hit the strong doors and splintered them to kindling. Shards of wood barely touched the ground as the force charged the now open entryway.  
 
    “Slaughter everyone but bring the Rose Seer to me unharmed!” The scarred troll shouted just before he entered the keep. 
 
    Trolls stormed the entry way with swords, maces and clubs. Blood curdling shouts echoed off walls until they abruptly stopped. In the main hall stood a scantily clad gorgon in a red dress, she looked to the invading force and her eyes glowed white, as did the eyes of the snakes writhing on her head. 
 
    “Shields!” the scarred troll shouted before turning his blade flat. 
 
    Gorganna smiled as beams of light blasted out from her eyes and those of the snakes for hair. Trolls pulled shields from their backs to ward off the paralyzing gaze. Rujin pulled off to the side, the flat side of his blade reflecting the paralyzing gaze away. Several were not quick enough and stiffened when the light struck them. The trolls quickly stepped around their frozen few and stood shoulder to shoulder with shields up. They moved as one across the main entry hall and pushed toward the gorgon. 
 
    “My turn,” Petal said as she leaned against a wall twenty feet from Gorganna’s back. 
 
    Trolls pressed forward, blades over shields. Below their feet, thin brown vines moved along the crevasses of the stone floor. A troll tried to step forward when his foot wouldn’t budge. Glancing down, brown vines wrapped around their feet, holding most of the force in the hall into place. The scarred troll growled as muscles bulged and he ripped his feet free. The other trolls filled the entry hall, pulling at their feet with a sliver of panic racing through their ranks. 
 
    Gorganna turned and rushed to the dryad’s side. Taking her by the arm, she pulled Petal with her. The dryad separated herself from the vines and the two concubines raced back, past the white knight to the master bedroom. 
 
    The scarred troll stepped before his struggling troops, eyes taking in the white knight. Lance stopped walking, his sword Shatter Light in hand and grim eyes on the troll. Recognition filled the player as he stared hard at the troll’s smug smile. 
 
    “Lance Rook. It fills my heart with joy to know you are here with your fellow knights.” 
 
    “Rujin, I can’t say the same.” 
 
    Rujin stepped forward, “Did you come to face me for killing that pathetic lust slave?” 
 
    Lance continued to stare as memories washed over him of Lorn. The troll followed him and helped saved them in the middle kingdoms. He pledged his life and love to the white knight before Rujin cut him down mid battle. The player wanted to forget but deep down he knew he could never forget. The moment they shared still blazed in his heart, his grip tightening around his sword. 
 
    “Shatter Light will not save you, we will storm this keep and kill everyone.” 
 
    Lance looked at his blade and then back down the hall, “I’m not meant to stop you, just slow you down.” 
 
    Lance lifted up the blade and pointed it down the hall. Rujin’s eyes regarded him as the white sword glowed to life. Trolls struggled, breaking free from the withering vines but it was too late. Lance braced himself and activated the swords special ability. Light filled the long hallway and exploded. The shaft of white light barreled the short distance to the invading force. Rujin whipped away from the entrance while trolls looked to the shaft of light and screamed.  
 
    The light shattered them not to shards but to specs of white and green light. Bodies disintegrated in an instant and the shaft of light continued on, past the main doors and into the street. Bodies exploded and fell away as most of the force at the front of the keep was turned to broken shards. 
 
    Smoke and black scorch marks filled the entryway; weapons lay along the floor in disarray. Rujin stepped from the side, eyes calm and sword in hand. Lance sheathed Shatter Light over his shoulder and then drew his rapier from his belt. A timer appeared in his vision, showing that Shatter Light could use its special ability after twenty-four hours. 
 
    Rujin eyed the knight and nodded. Lance said nothing as he stepped forward. The troll and knight picked up their pace as they charged at each other. Blades to their sides, they came up and clashed, showering the hallway in sparks. 
 
    *** 
 
    Trolls moved along the sides of the keep. The sound of screaming trolls filled the night and then grew silent. Trolls moved to shuttered windows. Clubs and maces raised, they began bashing at the thick wood. With their size and strength, they made quick work of the barriers. Sheathing weapons, big hands grabbed the edge of the windows and they climbed in. Once they were on the ground, the trolls unsheathed their weapons once again. Darkness filled the large rooms as they trickled in. Eyes adjusting to the lack of light, something big moved just out of sight. 
 
    Large bodies tensed as they moved further in. The darkness shifted and something big lashed out. A thick serpent tail struck along knees and sent every troll in the room to the floor, trying to get back up, a thick tail and then another lifted into the air and came down hard. Bodies shattered as trolls stumbled from the melee. Two lamias slithered forward, evil glint in their eyes. One end was of a beautiful woman in skimpy armor. From the waist down, a thick serpent tail moved along underneath them. Reared up, they hissed and lashed out with their thick tails. Some trolls tried to slice back, blades glancing off thick scales. Two lizard women appeared from the shadows. As the trolls tried to dodge the massive serpent tails, the two lizard women moved silently with daggers in hand. One by one, daggers sank deep into troll flesh before they burst into jagged light. A few trolls spotted the scaled rogues, only to have a massive tail come crashing down on them. 
 
    On the other side of the keep, trolls climbed through shattered windows only to be met with deep growls and red eyes. Sardyna stepped from the shadows, her pointed dog ears lying flat against her head. The trolls stayed wary as two more hellhounds moved to Sardyna’s sides. 
 
    “You can go back the way you came but you have to leave your bones here,” Sardyna said with an evil grin. 
 
    The trolls firmed up their ranks, swords out. The hellhound growled her approval. Bending at the knees, she and her fellow hellhounds launched themselves into the air. Blades went up but the three hellhounds were already opening their mouths, three streams of flames coming down. Fire burned the trolls as they tried to stand up to the hellhound attack. Once the three crashed into the trolls, claws flashed and limbs went spiraling in several directions. 
 
    “Bones are back on the menu, girls!” Sardyna laughed as she sliced through the trolls. 
 
    *** 
 
    Wood and glass showered into the master bedroom. Trolls climbed in, eyeing the darkness in the room. After three stepped down, three more climbed in and then three more. Spreading out, they managed to make it a few steps before several glowing eyes appeared in the darkness. Blades up, they turned their attention to the glowing group of eyes. One troll took a step closer and beams of light flashed out. Trolls grunted as they were paralyzed. Others circled around to charge the darkness. The light from outside filtered in past big bodies as they charged.  
 
    Gorganna stepped from the shadows, eyes streaming her paralyzing gaze. So many were stunned that they formed a semi-circle of frozen bodies but trolls from the windows kept pouring in. Blades appeared in the dark for a brief instant before they flashed forward. Jayson closed the short distance, a blade in each hand. When he reached the line, he whipped around, slicing through stunned trolls. Other trolls tried to engage the knight only to be met with ghostly blades striking out from the darkness. Sonja stepped from the shadows, whipping her sword back and forth, ghost blades crossing the short distance and shattering trolls left and right. 
 
    Fire bloomed in the shadows as Dalya stepped forward. Her fire staff twirled in her hands as she charged into battle. Trolls climbed in and barely pulled their blades when the fiery ends of her staff slammed down on their heads, cracking their forms and shattering them away. The room lit up as both sides clashed. 
 
    Petal stayed by Oksuna’s side but the pink haired troll eyed the battle. Watching her lover and lord taking on several trolls at a time caused her free hand to twitch and the grip on her sword to tighten. Jayson moved easily through the ranks. Fighting trolls had become nearly too easy for him. They often employed the same tactics, using their size and power to overwhelm their opponents. Jayson knew if he simply kept moving, their size would work against them. Even if some of them wore armor, they had too many exposed spots to exploit. With each shattered troll, the knight pushed back the invading force. Sonja kept her distance, providing support to her fellow knight but the sound of heavy clashing spilled in from the hallway. 
 
    Lance and Rujin’s blades sang with deep impacts. The white knight kept moving like a dancer but the troll was nearly equal in dexterity. The only difference between them was the troll’s brute strength. Rujin continued his barrage of attacks, pushing the knight back one step at a time, neither managed to land a blow on the other as swords clashed and sparked. 
 
    “Lay down your blade and I will send you to your dead beloved,” Rujin said with a sardonic grin. 
 
    Lance grunted as he parried the trolls’ downward swing. 
 
    The troll’s eyes held a manic gaze as he threw his shoulders into the next swing. Sparks blasted out as Lance barely held him at bay. The scarred face of the troll was inches from him, grinning savagely, causing the white knight’s boots to slide inches on the stone floor. 
 
    “Trevor…..I will never stop….I will come for you over and over until you leave my world,” 
 
    Lance glared back into the troll’s mad eyes, “My name’s not Trevor. It’s Lance Rook!” 
 
    Lance bent his knees and let the troll’s power carry through. Rujin’s sword slid across the length of the knight’s blade. Tipping forward, Rujin brought a foot forward to stop himself. Lance moved with grace as he kneeled, let the troll past him, whipped around and slashed across the dark blue thigh. Rujin grunted as he regained his balance but Lance was already moving. The sharp end of the rapier was already stabbing through the air. The point entered the troll’s back, the end slicing through and exiting out the other side. Lance smiled until the troll turned his upper body and clamped a hand over the knight’s head. 
 
    “We are not done yet,” Rujin growled. 
 
    Lance was lifted into the air and before he could do anything, the troll hurtled him down the hall. The white knight hit the master bedroom doors with a “Slam!” and fell to the stone floor. Rujin reached behind him and pulled the rapier impaled in his body. With a flick of the wrist, the blade landed on the floor several feet behind him. Taking his time, he stepped to the knight as he was back to his feet, drawing Shatter Light from over his shoulder. 
 
    “His memory will not save you. Nothing will,” Rujin said and charged. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson whipped his blades hard across. The final troll fell in three pieces before shattering into greenish light. Turning around, there was a loud clatter before Lance burst through the master bedroom doors. The knight hit the ground and rolled back onto his feet, Shatter Light in hand and shoulders heaving. Sonja was to his side and Jayson watched as Rujin stepped in with a smug grin. 
 
    “All in one place,” The troll smiled before centering his eyes on Oksuna, “I’ve come to take you home.” 
 
    The pink haired troll lifted her sword and held it before her, hands steady. 
 
    Rujin’s grin softened as curiosity filled his dark eyes, “Interesting, I assume Jayson has taught you to fight. Such a thing is forbidden, Rose Seers are not supposed to be warriors. You will be greatly punished, little one.” 
 
    Jayson took a menacing foot forward, “She’s not going anywhere!” 
 
    Rujin kept his stance relaxed, “I only needed my forces to get me to this point. I can dispatch all of you here and now. You didn’t fare to well the last time we met. Now that Lance has used up his best attack; you will not get the drop on me again. I am taking Oksuna home.” 
 
    It was Jayson’s turn to smile, “We have been out west. We have become stronger since we last met. After tonight, you won’t be hunting us any longer.” 
 
    Rujin eyed the knight and then glanced to Sonja and Lance, “Jason Booth, Rachel Conner and Trevor Foster, three people who think they can be heroes.” 
 
    “Why does he know our real names,” Sonja asked as she kept her sword steady. 
 
    “How could I not know who you are,” Rujin said with a sickening smile. “I see beyond the veil. I see your hit points, skills, weapons and kinks. They shine as bright as the day. You three….like many of the players here…have slaughtered my people for over a year. I have seen knights fall and yet they come back, over and over again.” 
 
    Rujin turned his scarred face to Jayson, “I even killed you and yet here you stand. What sick cruel gods allowed the humans to resurrect but not my sacred people?” 
 
    The troll’s eyes seethed hatred as he continued; “Now I can see humans with skins of many races here in Lukken. Some even take troll bodies but underneath, I can still see your filth. You have brought some dark magic with you and if my leaders will not hear my words, then I will strike out on my own and kill all of you over and over again until you lose your taste for this life.” 
 
    Jayson’s swords lowered an inch as Andrea’s words swirled in his mind, “Rujin, retreat and never cross paths with us again.” 
 
    Sonja and Lance looked over to the knight with disbelief in their eyes. 
 
    “This fucker has been trying to steal Oksuna and kill us again and again. Do we really want to let him go?” Sonja said with a hard edge in his voice. 
 
    “He’s hunted us down and killed Lorn, we can’t just let him go,” Lance finished. 
 
    “He’s having some kind of code malfunction. We should leave it to GM’s to handle it,” Jayson said as he tried to think on his feet. 
 
    Rujin closed his eyes and shook his head, “No Jayson Reed. I will only leave with your deaths and Oksuna on my arm. There will be no negotiation.” 
 
    “Don’t do this,” Jayson pleaded. 
 
    Rujin opened his eyes and regarded the knight. A small smirk curved into his cheek before the troll lifted his sword and charged. Lance and Sonja charged and the room fell into a maelstrom of chaos. Rujin moved with supernatural speed, his thick blade knocking away the blue and white knight’s attacks. Jayson rushed to their side and all three slashed at the troll. Rujin kept them at bay, his sword becoming a blur. The air vibrated from metal on metal as the skilled troll continued to keep them at a distance. 
 
    Dalya and Gorganna watched, waiting for an opening to join their lord in battle. The spinning of bodies and clashing of swords left no room for anyone else to join in the melee. Rujin’s brow formed a sharp V, concentrating on the incoming blades. Jayson, Sonja and Lance moved as one, anticipating each other’s moves and filling in the exposed gaps. When Sonja was open, Lance’s sword blocked an incoming blade. When Lance was open, Jayson and Sonja parried incoming attacks. When Jayson was exposed, fellow knights clustered to protect him. 
 
    Rujin growled as one of Jayson’s blades sliced at his thigh. The troll activated his shadow move attack. An aura of darkness flowed around the troll as he bolted forward. Rujin’s sword slashed out in quick bursts. The tide shifted and the knights raised their blades to parry each incoming blow. Stepping back, the three knights could barely keep up as Rujin pressed his attack. 
 
    As soon as the shadow attack finished, Lance planted his feet and activated his 32-point sword attack. The white knight moved so fast that Jayson and Sonja couldn’t keep up. Rujin blocked each incoming blow until he faltered at the 25th sword slash. Lance pressed on, the end of his blade slashing seven times before his stamina gave out. The white knight fell to one knee as Rujin stumbled back, seven bleeding cuts distributed across his stomach, chest and thighs.   
 
    The troll brought a foot up and slammed it down. Energy rippled as shockwaves knocked everyone off their feet and cracked the very floor and walls around him. Sonja landed on her back, twisted to her side and was back up again. Rujin fell to one knee and the blue knight took the advantage. Sword slashing out, ghostly blades crossed the space between them. Rujin lifted his blade to block each of them in turn but the blue knight was already charging. When the last ghostly blade was knocked away, Sonja was airborne, screaming with her blade pointed at Rujin’s heart. The troll lifted off his knee and spun away as Sonja stabbed at air. His free hand swung wide and hit the knight in the shoulder, sending her sprawling to the floor. 
 
    “Pathi….” Rujin began to say when pain welled up and he looked down. 
 
    Jayson was close, both blades buried deep in the troll’s gut. Rujin’s free hand clamped on Jayson’s shoulder while he brought his sword hard across, aiming for the knight’s exposed neck. With a heavy heart, Jayson activated his spin attack. Rujin pulled back and screamed as blades spun like a saw against his gut. The troll’s hit points drained as Jayson became a blur, spinning around and shredding the troll’s insides right before his digital spine.   
 
    Rujin stumbled back, his free hand holding his sliced-up stomach. Sonja was charging as Jayson fell to one knee, his stamina spent. The troll blocked the blue knight’s attacks while holding his insides. Dalya and Gorganna rushed in to join the blue knight. Lance was back to his feet and waited as Dalya slashed with her flaming staff and Gorganna tried her paralyzing gaze. Despite the grievous damage Rujin had taken, he moved with no ill effects and kept the three warriors at bay. 
 
    Gorganna’s eyes blazed as beams of light burst forth. The troll spun away as the beams hit the wall. Dalya brought her flaming staff down but Rujin was quicker. Using his mass, his shoulder bashed into the kitra, sending her falling back and swept her leg from under her. The kitra landed on her back. Jayson was rising to his feet when his eyes went wide. 
 
    Time slowed down to a crawl. Rujin smirked as he raised his blade. Gorganna rushed the troll. Sonja moved to keep up with the gorgon. Lance was to Jayson’s side. Dalya lay on her back, arms crossing over her face. Jayson could see the intent in Rujin’s eyes as he was bringing his sword down. The troll glanced past all the bodies around him to make eye contact with Jayson. The blade shifted its direction in midair and came hard across. Gorganna was within striking range, her eyes blazing toward the troll. The blade touched her neck and continued its path across. The concubine’s paralyzing stare was an inch from striking the troll when it dimmed to nothing. Jayson stared, horror filling his gaze as the gorgon’s head tilted and fell in one direction as her body fell in another.  
 
    Rujin moved so fast as if time had little meaning. With his blade already moving, he aimed it for Sonja who was nearly on him. The blue knight brought her sword close. The knight’s blade parried the strike but could not stop the momentum. The blue knight was thrown by the force, her body impacting against a cracked wall. She was sliding down as Rujin continued to roll his blade back to himself. Jayson and Lance were moving, bolting toward the mad troll. Rujin brought his arm back and swung outward, releasing his blade. The sword shot like a bullet toward Jayson. The knight could not stop his action as the end of the blade pointed at his chest. A white streak moved in front of the knight just as the troll’s sword was a foot away. Lance grunted as he took the sword to the shoulder. The power behind the sword changed the white knight’s direction as he spun away. 
 
    Gorganna’s body had just fallen to the floor and burst into shattered light when Jayson reached the troll. The knight brought his blades down. The troll turned sideways and drew a dagger from his belt. Swords struck the stone floor and sparks flew up. The troll drove his dagger upward, burying it into Jayson’s stomach. The knight’s eyes widened as hit points drained. He had plenty to keep fighting but his limbs grew heavy and he couldn’t lift his swords. 
 
    “Poison…a means to an end. Remember this moment as I take Oksuna away. You will never see her ag…..” 
 
    Rujin’s eyes widened as a sword point stabbed out of his chest. Turning his head, his gaze drank in Oksuna’s determined expression. The pink haired troll kept her firm grip on the sword and twisted it.     
 
     Jayson stared as his hit points, strength and stamina drained away. Spending the last of his strength and stamina, feeling returned to his limbs. Lifting up a short sword, the knight brought it hard across Rujin’s neck. 
 
    “And so, my pain ends…..” Rujin gurgled. 
 
     The troll kept his wide-eyed gaze on the pink haired troll before they rolled into his head. Body and head falling away, Oksuna let go of her sword as it fell with it. Cracks of light crisscrossed the troll’s body and head as it fell to the stone floor. Upon impact, the body burst into shards of light and faded from view. 
 
    Oksuna’s eyes welled up and her lip trembled. Jayson fell to his knees, the last of his strength gone. Hit points continued to drain as the poison moved through his body. He had a minute or two before he reached zero. Lance and Sonja were to their feet and moving to their fellow knight. Oksuna fell to her knees, arms taking hold of the knight as he fell forward. Tears streamed down her light blue skin as she gazed down on Jayson. Dalya was up and stepping closer, sadness filling her eyes.  
 
      “It’s alright….you did great…” Jayson said but the words came out strange, a side effect of dying in game. 
 
    Through the bedroom doors, elves and a hydra stepped through; eyes falling to the group, taking in the sight of their lord in Oksuna’s arms. Lina and Fay rushed forward, their hands glowing with healing magic. Once they touched Jayson, energy flared, consuming the poison and burning it away. Jayson watched in his eye display as the poison status effect blinked away and his hit points and attributes began to rise once again. 
 
    Kara and Nara walked over with small smiles, “The town guards and knights pushed back the invading force with our help. The trolls are in full retreat.” 
 
    Jayson could feel his limbs once again and attempted to sit up on his own only to be smothered by the crying pink haired troll. She pressed his face to her oversized breasts and the player couldn’t hide his relief. Sonja and Lance stood up with their own smiles. Dalya touched her lord’s hand, grinning like a fool.  
 
    The knight gently pushed at his troll lover to gain some air. Making his way to his feet, he held his hand out to help Oksuna stand. Everyone in the room crowded around the knight, spreading out their arms and embracing in a group hug. 
 
    *** 
 
    Guards marched through the streets and spell casters blasted roaring flames with ice magic. Reed Keep stood against the dying flames and smoke still filling the air. Walls were cracked and chunks of stone debris lay about. Weapons, gold and gems littered the street but players did not greedily take their share. The human kingdoms were so far away from the conflict, they couldn’t process yet that their sacred lands would be hit while most were gone at the front lines, trying to reclaim the middle kingdoms. 
 
    Jayson stood in his harem’s sleeping chambers with Dalya, Oksuna, Sonja and Lance. All five looked down on the resurrection coffin belonging to Gorganna. A time glowed above it, counting down from ten days. Pulses of sadness dripped from his heart. He was close to everyone in his harem. They spent so much time being intimate that when they died it was always difficult to wait the ten days until their resurrection. Now that Jayson knew about NPC’s awakening, death was different, and changed everything on a sub conscious level. The player didn’t know if when she returned, she would be the same. Andrea’s words haunted him. Her death could only mean she would step back from the chance of waking up. Her death would cause her to…..not be reborn as a living digital entity. 
 
    Dalya moved in close to her lord, eyes still on the coffin, “The damage to the keep was extensive but it can be repaired. I’ll make sure everyone is doing their part. 
 
    “Thank you Dalya,” Jayson said simply, trying to hold back his own tears. 
 
    The kitra bowed her head and turned to leave. Lance and Sonja looked to Jayson as his eyes glistened. Stepping closer, Lance put his hand on Jayson’s shoulder. 
 
    “She’ll be back,” the white knight said reassuringly. 
 
    “Not in time to help us,” the knight said softly. 
 
    Sonja moved to the other side of Jayson, her hand taking his, “We know this is hard but….” 
 
    “We need to log out and meet up,” Jayson cut her off. 
 
    Sonja and Lance looked to one another before turning their eyes back to Jayson. 
 
    “I need to speak to you both. We can’t do it here. Let’s meet at the bar in an hour,” Jayson said as he resisted the urge to touch the coffin. 
 
    Sonja looked to her fellow knight for a long moment before nodding her head. Lance squeezed Jayson’s shoulder and nodded as well. 
 
    “Give me a minute alone,” Jayson said with his voice cracking. 
 
    The two knights let go of their friend and turned for the door. Oksuna lingered, her eyes wet and hand reaching out before fingers curled back. Turning, she moved to the door. Glancing back, she looked to her lord as he stood over the coffin. Shadows covering her eyes, she stepped through the doorway and closed the door behind her. 
 
    Jayson reached out and touched the coffin, tears streaming down his cheeks.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    Jason stepped out of the cab, darkness under his eyes. Closing the cab door behind him, it quickly sped off. The neon sign “Shadow Bar” glowed red. Through the windows, the place was packed with bodies and music thumped to rhythmic vibrations. 
 
    The night air was cool as Jason stepped forward to the entrance. A short moment later, he was inside and pushing through the thick crowd. He had spent a good portion of the day in game but when he pulled the MEG helmet off, the sun had just set outside his window. Getting dressed in a hurry, he raced down the stairs of his apartment building and into the street. Waving down a cab, he tried to keep calm and organize his thoughts. 
 
    Now in the bar, he pushed through tangles of bodies, drinking, talking and dancing to the deafening music. A hand reached out from the crowd and took hold of his shoulder. Jason turned to see Trevor’s smile and concerned eyes. Jayson returned the smile. Trevor let go and led Jason through the crowd. They stepped beyond a doorway to the back room where the music was toned down, tables and chairs dotted the main floor and comfy couches lined each of the walls. Rachel sat at a table with a drink, her smile bright when she looked up to see her friends. 
 
    Trevor and Jason made their way in and sat down. Trevor signaled one of his fellow coworkers to supply them with drinks. The server nodded his head and headed to the bar. Jason looked to his friends, a good feeling filling his heart and chasing away the darkness, even if only for a moment. Rachel barely had any make up on and it looked like she had barely brushed her hair. Trevor wore a simple black T shirt and jeans. Jason had run out of his apartment so fast, he had no idea how he really looked and didn’t care. 
 
    “I’m glad you made it out to meet,” Jason said it simply. 
 
    “We knew it had to be important otherwise you would have talked to us in the game,” Trevor said. 
 
    “We have to talk out of the game. Our actions and discussions are logged. I didn’t want to talk about this if anyone was listening.” 
 
    “Is it because Rujin knew our real names?” Rachel said with concern. “We could see how affected you were when he said them.” 
 
    “He even tried that with me when we fought one on one,” Trevor added. 
 
    Jason nodded, “There’s something deeper going on. I was sworn to secrecy but I can’t keep it from either of you. You both are my closest friends and what I have to tell you is important. We have to keep it between us and cannot discuss it in the game. Can you do that for me?” 
 
    Rachel reached across the table and took one of Jason’s hands into hers. Trevor reached forward and took the other hand. The three friends squeezed in confidence as Sonja and Trevor nodded their heads in agreement. 
 
    Jason took in a deep breath before spilling his guts. He spoke of Andrea and how she explained what was happening to NPC’s in the game. He told them of the strange experience he encountered with Rujin during the Battle of the Middle Kingdoms. He informed them of how Oksuna had been acting strange for months, and more about his meeting with Lady Slytha. The only thing he left out was the unknown skill in his skill list. Thinking to just before he logged out, the unknown skill had reached 90%. 
 
    Trevor and Rachel kept their faces blank, drinking in everything their friend had to tell them. Jason could see that they took it seriously, not questioning him and giving him time to tell his version of events. When Jason was finished, he sat back. Drinks were served and the young man took his and drank it down in several gulps. With the glass empty, he set it down and the table was silent. 
 
    “We have to get to the west coast and end this quest,” Trevor said simply. 
 
    Sonja pressed her elbows on the table and looked to Jason, “Are you sure it will free her?” 
 
    Jason hesitated before he nodded, “Andrea seems to think so.” 
 
    Sonja nodded but maintained eye contact, “We don’t know who this Andrea is but I know I will do everything to help you and Oksuna. Should we continue to the west or find another way?” 
 
    Jason looked to his friends, “I think we should keep going. It might be our only chance.” 
 
    “Then we do it, all of us, till the end,” Sonja smiled. 
 
    “I’m in,” Trevor smiled. 
 
    Jason nodded and smiled. 
 
    “What’s our next move?” Trevor asked as he leaned in. 
 
    “With the recent attack, I don’t think Oksuna will be safe back at the keep. As a matter of fact, I don’t think any of our concubines will be safe,” Jason said with an edge. 
 
    “We can’t move west with all of our concubines. That would be inviting every monster within miles to attack us,” Lance said. 
 
    “We could bring a select few, just so we can keep an eye on them. Didn’t Lady Slytha say she was going to send us some help?” Rachel asked. 
 
    Jason nodded, “We have to reach a portal and activate it, and then she will send help to us. She didn’t say how many would be coming but we can’t count on that.” 
 
    “Are ‘they’ other players?” Trevor asked while signaling for more drinks. 
 
    “She was sort of vague. They very well could be other players. If they are, then we will have a better chance at handling this threat to the west.” 
 
    Rachel’s eyes lowered, “Ancient sea serpents, I don’t even know how we are going to fight against something like that.” 
 
    Jason leaned in, “We have to discover what is happening. I’m hoping it won’t come to a fight. Lady Slytha told me of beings born from Sormir mating with the land races. She told me that they made their way across Lukken, finding and taking ancient magic as they travelled. My guess is there is something waiting for us at the western tip. Something built to bridge the races of the land and sea.” 
 
    A second round of drinks was placed on the table. All three friends picked them up and took a deep sip before putting the glasses down. Ideas swirled on as they tried to come up with a plan. 
 
    Jason was first to break the small silence, “We should each bring two concubines. It will still keep our party small enough to manage. We can reevaluate when we meet with our future allies.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me, I’m sure Lunatina would like some extra company. She has been with us for months without anyone but us to talk to,” Trevor said. 
 
    “Shit, I forgot she was out there at our last save point. We have to log back in tonight and get to her,” Jason said. 
 
    Rachel nodded, “I will bring Leaf and Kell. They have been a little demanding lately but their power has grown.” 
 
    “I can bring Balog and Batty. Batty can scout ahead and report back. Balog’s fire abilities have become pretty powerful.” 
 
    Jason was quiet as he weighed his options, “I’m bringing Oksuna obviously but I can’t bring Dalya. She needs to keep the harem in line and ready. I think Sardyna might be strong enough for the trip.” 
 
    Trevor eyed Jason, “Are you sure you want to bring Oksuna. We don’t know what we’re going to face out there.” 
 
    “I can’t leave her behind, not after everything that happened tonight.” 
 
    Rachel watched as Jason’s eyes moved and warmth filled his face. She noticed that look before, when he was with them during their trysts. She knew it well but kept her thoughts to herself. She felt it wasn’t her place to tell her friend that he was deeply in love, at least not yet.  
 
    Jason stood up, “Let’s get back to our homes and log in. We have a lot to do before we recall back to the west.” 
 
    Trevor reached over and took hold of Jason’s forearm. Jason looked down as the large bartender pulled his friend down back to his seat. 
 
    “We just had a huge battle and found out something pretty incredible. I think that deserves one more drink. Besides, I can’t get enough of seeing you two,” Trevor grinned. 
 
    Jason’s anxiety slipped away. Sonja smiled as pink touched her pale cheeks. Trevor picked up his drink and held it out. The three of them toasted before putting glasses to their lips and drinking deeply. A stab of heat rolled through Jason, the touch of alcohol hitting him. He was so wrapped up in the game that it didn’t dawn on him that he was seeing his two friends in real life. The comfort rolled through as he looked to them and they looked to him. 
 
    For the time they sat, they made small talk until they finished their drinks. Jason was first to get up and say his goodbyes. Rachel and Trevor eyed him and reassured they would log in soon. Jason bent down to kiss Rachel. Their lips met and warmth spread between them. When the young man stood up, Trevor was up and circling the table with his hand out. Oddness rolled through Jason as he looked down at the out stretched open hand. 
 
    A touch of bravery caused the young man’s heart to beat rapidly in his chest. With a sly smile, he took Trevor’s hand and pulled the bartender close. Trevor’s eyes widened slightly as Jason pressed his lips to him. Tongue slipped in and the familiar feeling and comfort rolled through the two friends. Trevor felt his knees weakened a little and then Jason pulled away. 
 
    “See you both soon,” the young man, turned and headed through the bar. 
 
    Trevor stood, stunned. Sonja looked to him and gave a wide smile as the bar music thumped on in the hazy background. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Shadows lengthened as the sun set close to the horizon. Leaves rustled to small breezes and birds called out, signaling the coming evening. Two travelers walked along the wide cobble stone road. One wore gray armor with gold lines running along the edges in strong designs, a hammer hanging from his belt. The other was subdued with travelling clothes and a light leather corset.  
 
    The man with short blondish hair, thin mustache and small goatish beard looked over at the green haired beauty at his side. Pulses radiated under his skin as she looked on, lost in thought. Her beauty continued to pull his attention and they both knew it. Sensing the paladin’s eyes, the woman let a small smile creep and then quickly smoothed it away. 
 
    “Something you wish to say, Paladin,” the green beauty said with a stern tone. 
 
    “Nothing I haven’t said before, Dragon,” the paladin smiled and turned his gaze to the road. 
 
    The green beauty raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “If you keep calling me by my title, I’m going to call you by yours,” 
 
    Thorrin glanced again to the dragon in elf-ish skin. Their journey together had been filled with adventure, heroic deeds and intimate nights. Together they fought off the undead and secret troll attacks north of the road. It had been an amazing few months and the player had made it a point to game regularly, if not for the adventure, for the company. 
 
    “We should have waited with Lyra back at the monastery,” Emma said, changing the subject. 
 
    “She said she would catch up. I mean, we don’t have much longer to go. We will be at the edge of the dragon cities by tomorrow.” 
 
    Emma nodded, “And then what will you do?” 
 
    Thorrin looked to the road, his own mind wandering. The way she said it was sort of abrupt but she did have a point. His main quest was to escort her to the dragon cities. Now that it was coming to a close, he hadn’t thought much of what to do next. 
 
    Emma glanced over and saw the paladin was thinking, “I didn’t mean it the way it sounded.” 
 
    Thorrin smiled, “I know. To tell you the truth, I hadn’t given it much thought. I assume your wing must be almost healed by now.” 
 
    Emma nodded, “It is. I tried it out last night while you were sleeping. I could fly the rest of the way there.” 
 
    “Maybe you can give me a ride?” Thorrin grinned. 
 
    Emma’s lip curved downward, “It is forbidden for any of the other races to ride dragons. 
 
    Thorrin let out a sigh, “I was kidding.” 
 
    A cloud of silence fell between them as they walked. Thorrin couldn’t understand why she was being distant lately. They had spent so much time together but the last few days, she had been quieter. The player assumed the closer they were to reaching the north, the greater their chance of splitting up. He knew she had obligations to her order but the player did wonder if he could stay and help them with their cause. 
 
    The paladin let his mind wander. The trolls have increased their attacks and kept a strong hold on the Middle Kingdoms. Despite the best efforts of the humans and other races, they couldn’t recapture the kingdoms. The war had been raging for months and the player wondered if he should bring his hammer to the fight. 
 
    Emma glanced over a few times, the silence beginning to unnerve her. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I’ve been a little distant. I keep thinking once we reach the dragon cities, you will leave to continue on your journey.” 
 
    “I don’t have to. I was thinking of how I can help you and your order.” 
 
    The dragon stopped and turned to the paladin. Thorrin turned his gaze to her, watching as she thought of what she was going to say. 
 
    “My order will not allow any race to help or join. They have let their name slip into the world but nothing more beyond that. I’m afraid when I return to them; they will have new missions and quests to complete.” 
 
    The edge of Emma’s lip quivered, “Tomorrow will be our last day, together.” 
 
    Thorrin stared as Emma tilted her head forward, not looking at him. A brief swirl of emotion danced along his heart but it quickly faded. Instead, the paladin lifted a hand and touched her shoulder with a gentle firmness. 
 
    “Emma, if tomorrow is our last day then it was an honor to spend time with you. I’m happy I was able to go this far and I look forward to seeing each other sometime in the future.” 
 
    “We might not….” 
 
    Thorrin cut her off, “I believe we will. I have hope.” 
 
    “You are truly too good for this world,” Emma smiled. “I only hope you can find what you’re looking for once we part.” 
 
    The paladin gazed upon the beautiful elf-like woman, “I found her. Now I wait for the next time to find her again.” 
 
    Pink colored Emma’s cheeks. With great difficulty, she turned and continued walking. Thorrin followed, his heart swelling slightly. The player never thought he could have such feelings for an NPC but he couldn’t deny it either. Whether it was programming, algorithms or super science, the dragon walking a few feet ahead of him filled his heart with loving vibrations.  
 
    Thorrin picked up the pace and was by her side again, “I might lend my hammer to the war. The Middle Kingdoms still need to be liberated.” 
 
    “I know you will,” Emma said with a sad touch to her voice. 
 
    Thorrin knew they couldn’t have their last day together like this, “I’m sure we will run into an inn soon. We could spend the night together with a bottle of wine and light conversation.” 
 
    Emma looked over to the handsome paladin, “That sounds wonderful.” 
 
    “It’s a date,” Thorrin smiled. 
 
    The two adventurers walked on as the sun set lower in the sky. When it touched the horizon, blue sky bled away to yellow and orange. Shadows engulfed the area but the dim light of an inn shined in the distance. 
 
    Thorrin turned to Emma and witnessed a crystal stone appearing in mid-air before her. The dragon stopped walking, reached out and grasped the stone. Without a word, she slipped it into her pocket and continued walking. 
 
    The paladin eyed her for a moment as he continued alongside, “Message stone from the order?” 
 
    “You know I have to listen to it in private,” Emma said simply. 
 
    “You have been receiving one every few days. They must be happy to have you back.” 
 
    Emma kept her face blank, “You received a few yourself.” 
 
    Thorrin smiled as he thought of the trolls he helped saved by Apple Shire, “Talisa has been sending me updates from Talon Guard. She has been busy taking care of Pike and Melina.”  
 
    “Now will be your chance to go visit her,” Emma said with a hard edge. 
 
    Thorrin tried to hold back a smirk, “It bothers you that she keeps in contact with me?” 
 
    “She should be spending her time enjoying her new life. You have quests to fight evil. She shouldn’t be distracting you,” Emma fumed. 
 
    The paladin continued to walk, the inn moving closer with each step, “How about we don’t talk about anyone else tonight but us?” 
 
    Emma glanced over, her face red before it drained away back to a lighter shade, “Agreed. You can get the room while I check this message. I’ll bring a bottle of wine when I’m finished.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” Thorrin smiled. 
 
    The two adventurers reached the inn as the sun disappeared behind the horizon. A flash of pinkish red filled the sky before fading into night’s cool embrace. The paladin looked north to dozens upon dozens of twinkling lights. The dragon kingdoms shined their beacons, nearly taking up the entire northern horizon. The player knew they were but a few short miles from their magnificent cities and kingdoms. With time on his hands, he may explore a few of them before setting south to join in the war. 
 
    Thorrin and Emma stepped up the small steps and opened one of the double doors to the inn. Warmth and cheer greeted them as they stepped in. The inn was full of different races, sitting and drinking to their heart’s content. For a war going on, Thorrin thought the crowd was pretty joyful. Eyes turned sideways to the paladin and the cheers and murmur of conversation dimmed in his presence. 
 
    The paladin ignored it as he walked to the bar and asked for a room. The change in mood had become pretty common when he entered a room. Despite the fact that he was chasing down undead, he was pretty relaxed when it came to other crimes. During his travels, he had come across other paladins with an insane need to deal out justice. Not Thorrin. It was the undead he was after. After what happened in Apple Shire, the player knew the dread lords were going to be trouble. Images of Mad Morgan seeped into his mind. The dread lord had resurrected and continued his path of destruction. Thorrin had heard reports that he was driven south of Journey Road but the destruction he left behind was heart breaking. Entire towns were destroyed overnight until several guilds banded together to push him back. The player was glad Apple Shire was untouched. He would occasionally receive letters from the town folk, asking him to visit. The player considered it, maybe on his way back south. 
 
    A barkeep brought over a key and Thorrin handed her two gold coins. Turning from the bar, he watched as Emma stepped through the doors to the outside. The paladin figured she didn’t want any chance of anyone eavesdropping. With a slight shrug to himself, the player made his way to the stairs and the rooms on the upper floor. 
 
    A short walk and turn of a key, the paladin stepped inside the cozy room and closed the door behind him. A lantern glowed as Thorrin tapped at his armor, causing it to fade away. When he was down to his travelling clothes, he turned and fell back into the wide bed. Eyes looking up, he admired the complicated game simulation as dust motes floated and the flicker of lantern light. The bed underneath him was firm and comfortable, almost soothing. He thought he could get some shut eye until Emma came to wake him up. Lids growing heavy, they nearly shut when there was a knock at the door. 
 
    Thorrin sat up and was to his feet. Stepping over to the door, he grabbed the knob and opened it. Emma stood, her eyes bright. The paladin took a step back and let her in with a slight bow. The green haired beauty stepped in and Thorrin closed the door. 
 
    “I hope they…” Thorrin never had a chance to finish. 
 
    Emma latched onto him, drawing him closer and pressing her wet inviting lips to his. The paladin’s blonde eyebrows went up but he didn’t fight back. Emma’s tongue slipped into his mouth playfully.  
 
    Thorrin pulled away just enough to breathe, “I thought we…,” and was quickly smothered again by the dragon woman. 
 
    Hands groped and pulled at his clothes. Hot, wet confusion rained down on the paladin. He never knew her to be this aggressive. When Emma couldn’t get his clothes off, she pulled back for a moment and began ripping her own clothes off. Thorrin watched as she ripped her shirt and it fell away, revealing firm breasts and pointed pink nipples.  
 
    “Undress or I will undress you,” Emma commanded with a sultry hiss. 
 
    Thorrin was so caught up in the whirlwind that he raised his palm to his chest. Travelling clothes faded from sight, revealing his muscled and toned body. Emma snaked out of her boots and white leggings. She stood for only a moment, her pale flesh glowing in the lantern light. Her womanhood was bare and pink lips glistened with intent. Coiling like a tiger, she launched herself at the paladin. 
 
    Thorrin caught her midair and threw her onto the bed, “Emma, we don’t have to be so eager.” 
 
    The green haired dragon crawled forward, turned and lay on her back. Her head hung over the edge of the bed and her hand reached out to grab the paladin’s thick manhood. Thorrin stepped closer as her strong grip would not be deterred. Mouth open, she closed her lips around the tip and gently suckled. Bliss bloomed along nerves as the player found it difficult to pull away. Emma lay with her legs spread and mouth working. Breasts bobbed to slight movements and her valley lay open, away from him.  
 
    Thorrin reached over her, touching fingers to her wet valley. A muffled moan filled the room. Wet sucking sounds reached Thorrin’s ears and his manhood stiffened in response. When Thorrin touched Emma’s throbbing clit, teeth grazed his shaft playfully. The player sucked in a breath as his mind tried to work. She was unchained and needing him in the worst way which was different from their past time together. Before he could utter a word, Emma pulled away and rolled onto the bed. 
 
    “I want this to be special,” Emma said with a whisper. 
 
    Doubt faded as he crawled into bed. It was their last night together. She might have wanted to do this for a while. The player smiled to himself that he was being silly. The game was meant to be played so sex was easy to come by. Thorrin moved in close and Emma took hold of his cock with both hands. Guiding him to her wet slit, the tip brushed against her nub and sent a shudder along her body. Letting go, she grabbed at his ass and pulled him close. The paladin’s spear penetrated her thin space, spreading inner walls to accommodate him. Emma moaned louder and louder, driving him to the hilt. She squeezed in such a way that Thorrin found it difficult to concentrate. She throbbed and massaged him along the shaft, almost like she never wanted to let him go. 
 
    “You’re so tight,” Thorrin said through gritted teeth. He said it more like a question then the fact. He didn’t know she could get this tight. 
 
    “Please, fill me with your seed. Fill me until it overflows,” Emma said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    “We have all night,” The paladin tried to take his time. He liked the buildup but this was happening too fast. 
 
    “Please….fill me…..we can slow it down….afterwards…” Emma begged as her arms and legs closed around him. 
 
    Thorrin pressed against her body, his manhood deep in her valley. The dragon held him in a vice, barely letting him move. The primal need reared its head as Thorrin couldn’t stop the seductive hold she had him in. Moments passed as he stiffened, the urge much too great to hold back. 
 
    “Please….” Emma said before her eyes and mouth made perfect O’s.  
 
    Nerves flared as the dragon in elven skin bucked underneath. Clutching at the paladin, her siren touch was too much for the player. Cock thickening, spurts of molten come burst forth, filling her tight space. The paladin grunted as he drove himself deep, spurting every drop of seed. Emma smiled as she moaned her delight, bodies moving to primal instincts. 
 
    A knock at the door caused the paladin to lift his head. 
 
    “Open the door, I have a bottle of Fire Belly wine ready for the evening,” said a voice from the other side. 
 
    Thorrin turned his head and stared down at Emma. The green haired beauty gazed up at him with a wicked smile. Teeth sharpened to points and her smile grew broader. The paladin pulled back but Emma’s arms and legs grew longer, holding him to her. Arms pinned to his sides, Emma’s nose lengthened and curved into a hook. Hair went from light green to dark, entwined with vine like water plants. Her pale skin shifted to a forest green. Pointed pink nipples turned a dark green and breasts expanded to be fuller. 
 
    “Are you in there?” asked the voice from the other side of the door. 
 
    Thorrin stared down in horror at the hag under him. Memories splashed against the shores of his mind of the three nymphs he first encountered when he started playing Lewd Saga. They tried to seduce him and when he didn’t give in, they attacked, telling him how they were going to fuck him and eat him when they were done. When he killed each one, their mother rose up, attacking and poisoning him. 
 
    A spindly hand grabbed the back of the paladin’s head and forced his mouth onto hers. Thorrin tried to break free and call out to the dragon just on the other side of the door. Unable to move, he fought with all his might to break free. 
 
    The door knob turned. 
 
    “The door was open and….” Emma began until she saw the demonic hag holding Thorrin to her. 
 
    Emma’s eyes narrowed as she stalked forward, wine bottle up. The hag untangled her arms and legs while picking up Thorrin and throwing him at the incoming dragon. Emma’s eyes went wide as she changed her stance and lifted her arms up. The paladin’s body struck her with such force, she stumbled back and they both tumbled to the floor, wine bottle flying through the air and crashing against a wall. 
 
    Thorrin rolled to his feet, palm pressing against his chest. Clothes, armor and weapon appeared over his body. The paladin unhooked his hammer from his belt and held it at the ready. Emma was to her feet, wings unfurling from her back and the glow of fire in her throat. They both stared as the hag stood by the window, her body getting larger and limbs longer. 
 
    “You killed my daughters! Now I will have new daughters from your seed. They will come for you. They will punish you, paladin!” The hag screeched as a spindly hand closed into a fist and smashed the window. 
 
    Thorrin and Emma rushed the hag as she turned to escape. A spindly hand opened and a stone fell to the floor. With a lurch, the hag launched through the window, her big form breaking the edges and taking part of the wall with her. The stone rolled to Thorrin and Emma’s feet. The paladin dropped his hammer, grabbed the dragon and threw her back as purple energy rolled along the stone. A moment later, purple gas exploded, filling the immediate area. Emma fell backwards over the bed and onto the floor. Rolling to her feet, she was up and moving. 
 
    Thorrin fell to his knees. In his eye display, he could see a “Poison” status effect blinking. Strength dwindled as the paladin fell forward and darkness consumed him. 
 
    *** 
 
    Darkness gave way to bursts of light. Blinking, Thorrin tried to open his eyes but the light was too bright. Amid the blinking, Emma gazed down on him, concern written in her brow. Eyes opened wide as realization fell over the paladin. Sitting up, he quickly glanced around. Sunlight shined through the window and the room was neat and orderly. 
 
    “I moved us to another room once a cleric from the bar healed you of the poison,” Emma stated. “How do you feel?” 
 
    Thorrin lifted his hand and pressed fingers to his eyes, “Okay, I think. I was out the entire night?” 
 
    Emma nodded, “Your strength was weakened. The cleric said it would take hours for you to return to normal. The hag used a powerful poison spell.” 
 
    Thorrin’s thoughts went to the hag as he put his hand down, “I take it she got away.” 
 
    Emma reached over and placed her hand on his, “I couldn’t leave you behind.” 
 
    “I know,” Thorrin said simply. “Sorry our last night together was so eventful.” 
 
    Emma let a small smile slip, “I wouldn’t say that.” 
 
    Thorrin looked up with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    Emma continued, “The message last night was new orders. I’m to escort you to a high-ranking diplomat at the outer edge of the dragon kingdoms.” 
 
    Thorrin pulled the blanket away to reveal he was nude. Swinging his legs over, he stood up and looked to the green haired dragon woman. 
 
    “Did they tell you why?” 
 
    Emma tried to look the paladin in the eye but her gaze fell downward, “No. They just told me it was important to get you there.” 
 
    Thorrin gave Emma an amused smile, “You still want me after last night?” 
 
    Emma returned the smile, “We never had our time together. I understand if last night was traumatizing but…..” 
 
    “When do we have to leave?” The paladin said with a small smile. 
 
    “We can leave this afternoon. The location is only a few hours from here.” 
 
    Thorrin circled the bed and stood before Emma, “That leaves us the morning.” 
 
    The green haired beauty looked up and smiled, “I don’t want to rush.” 
 
    “You told me that when a dragon’s fire is burning, nothing will stop it until its desires are met.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed her. He could see it in her small movements and eyes looking away. Her breathing was deeper and her cheeks glowed pink. She had on numerous occasions barely contained herself except through sheer willpower. Now, she gave off a hungry energy and dragons did not like to be denied. 
 
    The paladin nudged her with a hand. Emma crawled into bed as Thorrin slipped in beside her. A hand touching her, he smoothed it along her clothed body. Emma whispered a few arcane words and her clothes peeled off, turning into smoke and fading away. As she lay nude, the paladin touched her burning skin.   
 
    Thorrin told himself it was just a game. Last night was something strange but he pushed it from his mind. Emma’s body trembled to his touch and he wanted to wash away any thought of the hag. Moving in closer, fingers glided over smooth skin as Emma’s lips parted and the paladin pressed his lips to hers. Fingers curled around his member and it twitched to the dragon’s hot touch. 
 
    “Thorrin…..when I saw that thing…all I could think about was….,” Emma’s voice trailed away. 
 
    The paladin gazed into her emerald green eyes, “You don’t have to say anything.” 
 
    The player felt the same thing but couldn’t bring himself to say it. The feelings stepped over a line he wasn’t sure he was ready to cross. To love a digital NPC was off putting to say the least. For now, paladin and dragon continued their sensual embrace but a dark pulse filled the player as bodies moved to a primal rhythm. Was what he felt real or just a simulation?  
 
    The player drowned those nagging thoughts in puddles of bliss as their moans sang with the sunrise. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    The castle doors closed ominously behind the paladin and dragon. The air contained a relaxed cloud but guards along the walls watched with hawkish eyes. They gave off a vibration of expecting the worst blended with powerful confidence. Thorrin looked down the cobbled street to a man in a fine red robe casually walking in his direction. Emma was by the paladin’s side as the sun shined bright in the afternoon sky.  
 
    The man approached and bowed slightly, “Welcome Thorrin River and Emmazulla. I am Lucius, Hand to the Lady. She is expecting you in the garden. Please follow me.” 
 
    Lucius turned and began walking. The paladin and dragon followed the regal hand down the main path to the castle’s open doors. It didn’t take long for the three to move through the castle’s interior to the rear doors. Lucius said nothing as they strolled along but Thorrin took in his surroundings, making note of exits. Deep down he felt he had nothing to fear but one could never be too cautious. He had heard of the frost dragon diplomat during his travels but never expected to meet her. 
 
    Lucius opened the doors and stood off to the side, bowing with his hand out. Thorrin and Emma stepped through the open doors to the magnificent garden before them. A lush garden lay before them with odd sculptures dotting the pathways. Flowers of many varieties bloomed in the shining light. White tables and chairs were at junctions along the paths as well as several gazebos. A strange triangular structure took up the center of the garden. In its center was a hollowed-out circle. Runes covered the stone structure mixed with vines and pink flowers. Thorrin noticed several figures dotted the garden, each caught up in conversation. 
 
    “Don’t you dare miss,” a dark-haired elf said as she stood against a tree with three apples perfectly balanced on her head, glaring at another man dressed in a dark cloak, dagger in his hand. 
 
    “I can’t believe your letting me do this,” the man said with a sly smile; a single blonde curl on his forehead and dark hair slicked back. 
 
    “What?” the elf said incredulously. 
 
    “Nothing…nothing….hold still,” the man said and flicked his wrist. 
 
    The dagger spun through the air and the elf shut her eyes. The dagger stabbed into the second apple, knocking the other two off to the floor. The elf opened one eye. Stepping away, she looked to the apple impaled in the tree. 
 
    “Was it the second one? Good throw,” The elf said. 
 
    The other man shook his head, “I was aiming for your eye.” 
 
    The elf’s eyes widened as she drew a dagger. The man turned and ran, cloak billowing behind him as the elf in black playfully chased him through the garden. Thorrin smiled as he looked to the other figures. An orc with a large hammer across his back smelled some roses. In a darkened gazebo, a pale woman in an open cloak and skimpy two-piece outfit sat along with a troll. The troll regarded the paladin and nudged the scantily clad woman with nearly glowing white skin and long lustrous black hair. She looked over to Thorrin, her hand holding a staff with a skull on top and Thorrin felt something odd yet familiar. 
 
    The paladin and dragon stepped down the steps to the garden. The two individuals in black stopped chasing each other, turned and smiled at the newcomers. 
 
    “More meat for the grinder,” the man laughed. 
 
    The elf punched his shoulder before smiling to the newcomers, “Don’t mind him, he’s off his medication.” 
 
    The man looked to the elf and grinned, “Great, now they’ll think I’m crazy, first impressions!”  
 
    Vass gave Renner a shrug before turning to the two newcomers again. Seeing the paladin, her eyes widened. Rushing forward, she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him on the cheek. The paladin hugged the elf close before pulling away. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re here!” the elf smiled. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re here,” Thorrin grinned, actually happy for once to see his sister in game. 
 
    The man in black and Emma each raised an eyebrow. 
 
    The elf glanced over to Emma, “He’s a close friend.” 
 
     Thorrin, Vass and Emma stepped into the garden but stopped part way through. The sound of the doors opening again caused everyone to turn their attention to the stairs. Lady Slytha stepped out, wearing a fine blue and white robe. Lucius was seen for a moment as he closed the doors. The dragon in elf skin walked to the edge of the stairs and descended down, a pleasant smile on her lips. 
 
    “Welcome everyone. Please have a seat at the center table,” The dragon pointed. 
 
    Thorrin didn’t remember seeing a center table. Turning around, before the triangular structure was the stone pathway, a rectangular table and enough chairs for everyone. Thinking better of questioning it, the paladin moved to one seat and sat down. Emma moved and took a seat by him. The pale woman and troll took a seat across from Thorrin and Emma. The man in black moved to the other end of the table, the elf to his right and the orc to his left. A glowing fairy appeared and sat on the man’s shoulder, her eyes drinking in the paladin. Lady Slytha moved to the empty seat at the head of the table and sat down. Bottles of wine appeared with glasses. The three at the end grabbed glasses and wine and began pouring, not waiting for anyone else. 
 
    “I’m glad to have you all here. I’m sure there are many questions and I will try to answer all of them. To prevent any awkwardness, I shall speak your name and title before we begin our important work.” 
 
    The lady started at her left, “Thorrin River, Paladin and adventurer. His companion is Emmazulla, House Shadow Emerald.” 
 
    Slytha turned her attention to the end of the table, “Vass Mistglow, Rogue. Renner Wulf, dashing Rogue and Rekt Bloodhammer, Rogue.” 
 
    The three on the other end of the table raised their full wine glasses to their hostess. 
 
    Slytha turned and looked to her right, “Wynter Nightkiss, Necromancer and Kai Woodstride, Ranger.” 
 
    Thorrin turned his attention to the necromancer and immediately felt slivers of dark power radiating out. The player knew something was off the moment he laid eyes on her. It was the stench of death. It made his skin crawl and the player couldn’t tell if it was the suit or what he was actually feeling. Wynter eyed the paladin with a reserved gaze but even she couldn’t hide the slight dip of her brow. 
 
    Lady Slytha continued, “Everyone at this table has been summoned here for a purpose. Your experiences had directly connected you to a quest I set into motion a year ago and it is vitally important that I ask for your assistance in what’s to come.” 
 
    Everyone at the table remained silent as the white-haired dragon continued. 
 
    “To spare any misgivings, I must tell you all what has directly brought you to my attention.” 
 
    Lady Slytha turned her attention to Thorrin, “Paladin, you and Emmazulla discovered and fought a Dread lord north of Journey road. The Dread Lord’s awakening was only the beginning to something dark and foul rising from the depths of Lukken. Your heroic battle slowed down an enemy that was behind our borders. If the Dread Lord continued his rampage, he would have weakened our tenuous hold of the North East of Lukken.” 
 
    The dragon lady turned to the end of the table, “Renner, Vass and Rekt, your deeds helped procure knowledge that will aid our cause. Procuring the books I needed, you helped us reach the point we are at today. I have poured over the tomes and now have knowledge that could tip the war in our favor. I will explain all shortly but thank you for your service.” 
 
    “Happy to help,” Renner said and guzzled down his wine. 
 
    The lady turned to Wynter and Kai, “Your raid on the Harkkon dungeon was instrumental in your defection from the Kunarr. You have obtained the very Eyes of Harkkon, the most powerful Dread Lord among the eight. His rise can only signal a shift in the balance of power. The Kunarr, with the help of the Dread Lords, will lay waste to every village, town and city north of the road if not stopped. Thankfully, you have Harkkon’s Eyes as part of your staff. As long as you keep them from him, he will never reach his full potential.” 
 
    The Lady sat back and looked to everyone across the table, “A year ago I sent three knights to the west to discover a lurking threat. They were at the battle of the Middle Kingdoms and moved on to find out what menace shadowed the western coast. They are nearly to the end and I fear they may not be fully equipped to take on what is to come. That is why you are all here. 
 
    “You each possess talents that can fortify their strength and perhaps overcome a great evil. Of course, I wouldn’t ask such deeds of you without rewards. Some will be rewarded with gold, others with pardons and for all, a chance to end this war once and for all,” Slytha eyed the paladin with the last bit. 
 
    The troll shifted in his seat, “I have heard of the three knights. They come up as whispers but they aren’t the only ones who ventured out there.” 
 
    The lady nodded, “You are correct Kai. Others have gone to the west but nothing has returned on their whereabouts. It would seem they have vanished without a trace. The three knights have been prudent with their decisions and that is why they haven’t fallen victim to what lurks.” 
 
    Wynter leaned forward, elbows on the table, “I still have contacts in my old circles. There is rumor that a great dead city lies right before the coast. Is it true?” 
 
    Slytha nodded again, “From the information I gathered, the city is the ancient city of Nekross. Beyond the name, I don’t know much more other than it was once a bright and beautiful city before succumbing to a great darkness. Very little information has survived the centuries and that is why I sent my knights to find what is out there.” 
 
    Thorrin looked to the Lady, “I admire your need to find the truth and help those that may need it but we are in the North. It will take months for us to get to their location to offer any kind of help.” 
 
    Slytha smiled and nodded her head to the stone triangular structure behind them. All eyes turned to it, as the lady continued. 
 
    “Through a series of events, I have been able to rediscover an ancient portal system. With the aid of the dark elves, I have managed to get this portal functioning. It will transport you across Lukken to the west coast. The only thing preventing me from sending you right away is that the portal must be activated on the other end. They have been asleep for so long, they must be reawakened to be used once again.” 
 
    Thorrin let a small smile slip, “Your three knights are almost to it.” 
 
    Lady Slytha nodded, “They are and that is why you are all here. Once they activate the portal, I will activate this one and send you through.” 
 
    “Will they be expecting us?” Thorrin asked. 
 
    “They will. I must stress the importance of working together. Despite your varied backgrounds, you all share a common thread. Banding together will only help to possibly stop the war.” 
 
    Renner put his glass down and poured wine into it, “I’m still a little fuzzy on how this will stop the war. We don’t know what to expect, except to help some knights out. I don’t want to be rude but I don’t see what that will do to stop anything, your grace.” 
 
    Slytha nodded once again. Remembering her conversation with Jayson, the frost dragon began telling those gathered what she had told the brave knight. She spoke of the Sormir and their enlightened offspring. She told them of the first interactions of dragons and serpents. She finished with what she speculated, of something off the west coast that could bridge all races together. The players leaned forward and drank in her every word. When the lady was finished, everyone sat back and Renner poured himself another glass of wine. 
 
    “I’m not sure the word ‘Epic’ can cover everything just said,” Renner said and gulped down wine. 
 
    Lady Slytha turned her attention to the dragon woman at Thorrin’s side, “Emmazulla, I know you have travelled far with Thorrin but when the time comes for all to go, I must ask you to stay behind. I will require your council in some matters.” 
 
    Emma shot Thorrin a glance before bowing her head to the Lady, “As you wish, my lady.” 
 
    “Until the portal is activated, you will all be my guests.” 
 
    Small screens appeared before each player, asking to join a raid group. Renner was first to tap at the screen before falling back in his seat and putting his booted feet on the table. Vass and Rekt tapped at their screens next. Thorrin lifted a hand but hesitated as Wynter and Kai each tapped at the floating screens. The paladin could feel the story take hold but the fact that a necromancer was joining his party caused him to question how it was going to go. The player had managed to gain points to the sphere of light but he knew if he didn’t destroy the undead, it may cause points of light to be taken away and add to the sphere of darkness. Even though necromancers were technically alive, they followed the abyssal path. 
 
    The paladin turned to Lady Slytha, “I don’t wish to be rude but I’m not sure I can take this quest.” 
 
    All eyes turned to the paladin. 
 
    Thorrin continued, “I follow the Sphere of Light. Taking a quest when clearly a necromancer is part of the group could damage my growth.” Thorrin looked to Wynter, “No offense.” 
 
    Wynter shot Thorrin a tired gaze, “None taken.” 
 
    Slytha nodded, “I understand your concerns but Lady Nightkiss is a special circumstance. She has defected to our side and only wishes to help fight the troll threat. In these times of war, her knowledge and skills have been invaluable. I know you follow the Sphere of Light but there will be times when we must walk the shadowed road between light and darkness.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the white-haired dragon woman for a long moment before speaking, “I will accept the quest but I cannot be held responsible if she does anything to jeopardize our group. It will be my duty to slay her just like any agent of chaos.” 
 
    Kai shot the paladin a dirty look while Wynter tapped her staff against the stone floor. Thorrin looked over and the necromancer gave him a long cold stare. 
 
    “I’m right here. You can talk to me directly. And as for the raid group, I know we are all players but this goes beyond petty good and evil. We are trying to save Lukken.” 
 
    Thorrin held Wynter’s frosty stare, “That is where our play styles are different. Good and evil are not petty sides. They are important. I’m sure you are a good player but don’t let that make things too comfortable. I heard about what happened on the Harkkon Raid. Your teams managed to just reach the end when a troll master betrayed everyone but the necromancers who followed him. It’s also out there that the raid released Harkkon, a Dread Lord, from his prison. I fought a Dread Lord and it wasn’t that easy. Your raid only added to the misery Lukken is currently suffering. You see why I find it important to keep to the path of light.” 
 
    “Wynter is not a spy for the trolls or dread lords,” Lady Slytha said with confidence. 
 
    Thorrin turned to the Lady, “We don’t know that for sure and with all due respect my Lady, you’re not joining our group. You don’t have to watch your back but the rest of us do.” 
 
    “Watch what you say!” Kai growled. 
 
    Wynter put a hand on Kai’s shoulder, “Don’t let him get to you. He is taking the game way to seriously.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed the troll but kept his face a blank mask, “I’m all for team work but this raid is a mess. A necromancer, a troll and three rogues on the team doesn’t mesh well.” 
 
    “I wish we had some popcorn,” Renner said as he, Vass and Rekt sipped wine and watched the drama unfold.   
 
    “What would you suggest to help balance the team,” Lady Slytha asked. 
 
    Thorrin sat back, “Since Emma won’t be joining us, I will need a companion to help even the odds. Just to make sure we are all keeping the balance.” 
 
    “Do you have one in mind?” Slytha asked simply. 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “As a matter of fact, I do.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    A breeze flowed into the master bedroom. Curtains rustled as sunlight poured in and painted the floor with yellow light. The very air carried a hint of dying smoke but it wasn’t enough to deter the outpouring of warmth in the room. 
 
    Jayson sat on the edge of the bed, Oksuna sitting next to him. The two faced each other, their gaze gliding over their bodies. The knight couldn’t stop staring at the beautiful pink haired troll. She sat with white leather armor covering her mid-section and shoulders. Her deep blue cleavage heaved as she smiled at her lord. A sword handle was over her shoulder, the metal pommel gleaming in the light. From the troll’s thin waist to her white boots were covered in white leather leggings. Shapely thick thighs touched as she folded her hands over one another in her lap, fighting the temptation to reach out and touch her lord. 
 
    Jayson looked up once again but stopped short at the pink heart stone around her neck, inches above her voluptuous chest. He never thought a day like this would come where she would travel with him. Eyes moving up, he looked up to her beautiful smooth blue face and into her dark eyes. The troll felt her heart skip a beat as her lord eyed her with such tenderness. 
 
    “This will be dangerous but I cannot leave you here in case the keep is attacked again,” Jayson said with loving warmth. 
 
    Oksuna nodded but kept her gaze on the handsome knight. 
 
    Jayson let out a sigh before speaking, “Where we are going is also pretty dangerous. I don’t know what to expect. I wish there was another option but, we’ve run out of time.” 
 
    Oksuna’s lips curved into a shy smile. 
 
    “I know before everything happened, I asked if you wanted to speak. I have heard you sing a word or two but I can unlock your ability to speak fully. You will be able to say whatever you want. Do you still want me to do it?” 
 
    The troll nodded and her shy smile grew broader. 
 
    Jayson stared into her eyes. Remembering the string of letters and numbers, he began saying each one. When he was done, the player stared at the beautiful troll. Oksuna’s eyes lowered and she parted her lips. The very air grew still and the only sound the knight heard was his heart beat in his ears. 
 
    “Jay….son….” Oksuna struggled to say, her eyes widening. 
 
    Jayson reached over and touched her arms, “Keep going.” 
 
    “I…..love…you….” Oksuna said and her eyes welled up. 
 
    Jayson’s heart hammered in his chest as his own ears filled with those beautiful words. Moving closer, his gaze was steady and his smile, bright. 
 
    “I love you too,” Jayson said and it came out as natural as falling rain. 
 
    Knight and troll leaned in and kissed, arms holding each other tightly as tongues played. The heat between them bloomed and the tongue play grew frantic. Each pulled back at the same time, a dizziness filling their senses. 
 
    “It’s…hard…but I feel like…I’m…getting better at it,” Oksuna said with a small struggle. 
 
    “Take your time. I’m just amazed it worked. I can’t believe you’re actually speaking to me.” 
 
    “There’s…so much…I want to say,” Oksuna said with some difficulty. 
 
    Jayson was nearly beside himself as he talked, “I know but don’t worry. We will be travelling together. You can tell me anything you want. I will be all ears.” 
 
    Oksuna smiled. 
 
    “Wow, I could stay here and let you talk to me forever but our friends are waiting. We have to leave soon for the west. Are you sure you want to go?” 
 
    “Yes,” Oksuna said and nodded. 
 
    The troll stood up to her full seven-foot height. Jayson was up and standing before her. His six-foot frame was dwarfed by the lovely troll but the player didn’t care. Tingles ran along his spine and finger tips as he gazed upon the beautiful troll. Reaching out, he took Oksuna’s hand into his and they walked toward the doors of the master bedroom. 
 
    The couple made their way down the long stretch of hallway to the main hall. Lance and Sonja stood with their concubines. Eyes turned and smiles bloomed as they watched their friend and lover stroll out, holding Oksuna’s hand. Lance stepped over and clamped a hand on Jayson’s shoulder as Sonja moved in and hugged Oksuna. The couple let go and basked in the loving haze. 
 
    “The deed is done? She can….” Lance trailed off. 
 
    Oksuna hugged Sonja and looked to the white knight, “I can.” 
 
    Sonja let go and backed up, all smiles, “This is amazing. I can’t believe how excited I am for all of us.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “Me too but remember, we are still going someplace dangerous. We have to be on our toes and watch each other’s backs.” 
 
    “Till the end,” Lance chanted. 
 
    Jayson, Sonja and Oksuna all nodded in unison. Jayson’s harem had gathered in the hall, all eyes on the group that would continue on to the west. Sardyna stood with her back to the wall. Lance and Sonja’s concubines stood at their sides, ready and waiting. A certain kitra stood off to the side, head bowed and eyes sad. Without a sound, she took several steps forward and stood before Jayson. 
 
    “I know it’s important I stay and organize…but I want you to know….I love you my lord,” Dalya said with wet eyes. 
 
    Jayson curled fingers around her arms and drew her in closer, “You are my first. I love you and hopefully we can get through this with little bloodshed.” 
 
    The kitra looked up to Jayson with starry eyes. Leaning in, she pressed her lips to her lord’s, tongues swirling. When the moment passed, they parted and the kitra looked to the hellhound leaning against the wall. 
 
    “You take care of our lord,” Dalya commanded. 
 
    The hellhound had her arms crossed but looked up to make eye contact, “I will keep him safe for all of us.” 
 
    “We will miss you!” the harem said at once. 
 
    “I will miss all of you. Keep safe and be ready should I need to call you,” Jayson said with a gentle smile before turning to his fellow knights. 
 
    Lance and Sonja each held out a hand. Jayson moved in and took their hands. The concubines all touched their lord’s and lady’s shoulders, Sardyna being the last. With a simple nod, the three knights activated the recall to their save points. The air vibrated for a moment and all vanished in a flash. Dalya tried to hold it together as several elves moved to her side, touching her shoulders in comfort. 
 
    Digital reality shifted as light streamed past. Several seconds ticked by before the area spouted up around the party, filling it with the wide road, rolling green hills, small forests and a camp ground just off the road. The knights turned and faced outward, taking in their surroundings. The sky was cloudy and coolness filled the area. 
 
    Jayson looked over to camp ground they set up for Lunatina before they left. Two tents stood and an empty fire pit. The party walked over, eyes searching for any movement. The flaps to the tents were open and the tops sagged a little. As Jayson stepped closer, it looked like the camp had been abandoned. 
 
    Lance drew his rapier and rushed forward. Looking into one tent and then another, he turned back to the party. 
 
    “Nothing here, they’re empty,” Lance said with rapier still in hand. 
 
    Sonja stepped closer to the cold fire pit, “We were gone for two days in game. You don’t think….” 
 
    “Fan out and search,” Jayson ordered. “She might still be here somewhere.” 
 
    The crowd began to spread out when the air wrinkled next to Jayson. Oksuna spotted the strange lines in the air and drew her sword from over her shoulder. She took one step forward when something burst from thin air. It was airborne and crashed into the knight. Jayson was knocked off balance and fell on his back, hands holding arms as frantic eyes gazed at his. 
 
    “Never leave me here alone again!” Lunatina said in a harsh hiss. 
 
    Jayson gazed up at the pale jester in her black and purple outfit. Her eyes stared at his before looking off in one direction after another. Lance and Sonja stepped closer as Jayson sat up, still holding the frantic jester’s arms. 
 
    “What happened?” the knight asked. 
 
    Lunatina sat back and pulled her arms from the knight’s grip, “There’s something out here, watching me. It started last night and it hasn’t gone away.” 
 
    The jester dug into her pouch at her hip. Pulling out a potion, she heaved it back and threw it at the camp site. The potion shattered and purple mist flowed up. An instant later, the camp site looked like new, a warm fire burning in the pit. 
 
    “I had to cover it up. Make it look like it was abandoned. It was watching, waiting. It’s strange howl echoing through the night. I knew the tents couldn’t protect me. I knew the fire wouldn’t keep it at bay. I needed to hide or it would get me!” 
 
    Jayson stood up and put a hand out to the jester, “Slow down. We’re here.” 
 
    Lunatina looked to the knight’s hand, almost disbelieving he was real. After a long second, she reached up with a black gloved hand and took hold. Jayson helped her to her feet and the jester immediately hugged him. 
 
    “Never leave me out here by myself again. Promise me,” the jester nearly sobbed. 
 
    “I promise. I will never leave you alone again,” Jayson said with wide eyes. 
 
    “If you didn’t come back, it was going to come for me. I could feel that it would have come for me. I miss being in a castle. I miss being safe,” Lunatina continued.   
 
    Sonja reached over and touched the jester’s shoulder, “You didn’t see it?” 
 
    The jester shook her head while still holding onto Jayson, “I only saw its eyes in the darkness. It circled the camp and sniffed at the air. I barely slept as it made strange noises. I think it was trying to figure out if it wanted to eat me. I thought I would be fine out here but…..” 
 
    Jayson pulled her away and held her at arm’s length, “It’s okay, we’re here. We will not let anything happen to you.” 
 
    Lunatina took in deep breaths, trying to calm down. Glancing about she noticed the group had expanded to include six concubines along with the knights. Seeing the large group seemed to help as her shoulders relaxed. Jayson let go but eyed the pale jester as she continued to take deep breaths. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I haven’t been myself since last night.” 
 
    Jayson remembered how they left. The jester/alchemist insisted she would stay and watch over their camp. Since it would only be two days, she was going to check the area for ingredients and continue to craft potions. Despite Jayson’s better judgment, he relented because she kept saying she wanted the alone time. They all had been travelling together for months and she showed she was little more than annoyed when the knights would spend quality time together. 
 
    “I used an invisibility potion and waited to see if the thing would come out. I don’t know if I could hurt it but if I knew what it was, maybe I could find a weakness,” the jester said as sanity oozed back into her mind. 
 
    Jayson looked to the group. Everyone seemed a little concerned as the jester quieted down. Things were starting to ramp up and the knight knew this was just a prequel to things to come. Trying to stay positive, the knight took charge. 
 
    “Let’s break down the camp and start moving. We still have plenty of daylight and we need to keep moving if we want to make it to the coast in a week.” 
 
    Everyone nodded their heads and spread out. It didn’t take long to break down camp and douse the fire pit. Twenty minutes later, the tents were stowed in packs and the group looked down the wide road to the west. Without fanfare, the party began their trek. In the vast distance, a dark mountain range stabbed at the sky and forests covered the land before it. Jayson mentally went over the map Lady Slytha provided, wondering if the portal was still standing. 
 
    A cold wind swept through the group as they marched. Oksuna was to Jayson’s right but the rattled jester was to his left, eyes darting from one side of the road to the next. An eerie gloom had taken root and the player was having a difficult time pushing it away. It wasn’t so much that Jayson was concerned about himself and his fellow knights, it was a deep concern for all those travelling with them. If they were awakening in the game, then the player was responsible for them. With thoughts weighing heavy on his heart, he pushed forward, silently promising himself to defend all of them, no matter how many times he died.     
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    The edge of the forest stood before the party, a weather-beaten sign stabbed into the roadside dirt. Jayson scanned the tree line from right to left as the rest of the party fanned out a little to take it in. A chill crawled with ankle deep mist. Even as the afternoon sun hung low in the sky, its light couldn’t chase away the cold oozing from the forest edge. The main road cut down the middle of the forest but even that provided little solace. 
 
    Jayson stepped closer to the sign. It read “Stay to the Road” in jagged letters.  
 
    Jayson pulled out Lady Slytha’s map. “According to this, the portal should lie just north of the forest on the other side. 
 
    Lance moved along the edge for about twenty feet. He stopped when he saw that most of the trees still had leaves, but a few were leafless. Those naked, black trees stood silently with long ropey vines hanging from their branches. The white knight stared at them, a shadow touching his spirit. The place gave off a wave of foreboding. Before the knight could turn away, a small scrawny rat bounded along exposed roots. Vines trembled before several of them shot down. Lance backed up as the vines stabbed and curled around the pathetic creature. The rat gave a high-pitched squeal before it was pulled into the air. A line appeared along the trunk and split open. Rows of sharp jagged teeth yawned open and the rat was quickly stuffed in. There was a horrific “Crunch” before the line closed and the vines pulled back. 
 
    Lance turned his head to the left, Sonja by his side, her face pale. The knight moved closer, taking her hand and leading her back to the main road. Jayson turned his head to his fellow knights. Lance had a grim darkness under his eyes and Sonja’s face had gone white with concern. The white knight looked over to the sign once again and then to Jayson. 
 
    “The sign is right. We need to stay on the road and avoid any naked black trees.” 
 
    “They’re carnivorous,” Sonja said simply. 
 
    “Good to know,” The knight said as he turned to the group. “We have to stay to the road and possibly camp on it soon.” 
 
    Kell, Sonja’s dark-elf mage concubine shook his head, “Why not stay here and travel in the morning? Any manner of beast could be using the road as a means of transport.”   
 
    Sardyna sniffed at the air, her red eyes taking in the area, “No, Lord Jayson is right. Something is here. The forest can offer some protection.” 
 
    “We can better defend against the east and west of the road then from all directions out here,” Jayson added. 
 
    “The road is wide enough for us to all be together, and easier to take turns guarding the camp during the night,” Sonja said as she shook off the horror induced images from before. 
 
    “Let’s keep going. We can set up camp in an hour,” Jayson said and began walking. 
 
    The party followed, eyes moving in all directions to ensure nothing could sneak up on them. The hour passed quickly as they marched along. Occasionally someone would point out one of the black trees but there was little else to report. The forest was silent. No birds sang and it only added to the creepy vibration.  
 
    Lunatina was practically glued to Jayson’s side while Oksuna walked ahead, her eyes sharp. Lance had taken lead, walking with his chest out but his senses open. Sonja took the rear with Leaf and Kell, but behind them all was Sardyna. Her ears were perked up and swiveled in all directions. Brow wrinkled, she sniffed at the air and listened for any signs of life. The trees kept their dark secrets as they stood, indifferent to the party’s passing.   
 
    Jayson was about to lift his hand and inform everyone to make camp where they stood, but something caught his attention further along the road. Continuing along, the knight stared as something gray came into focus. The trees parted north of the road and a stone archway stood. Lance was already picking up his pace; Jayson assumed he was heading directly for it. Jayson turned around and gave everyone a quick signal with his hand. The party looked to him and nodded silently. 
 
    “Stay with Oksuna,” Jayson said to Lunatina. 
 
    The jester gave him a fearful gaze as the knight strode forward. Oksuna heard Jayson and backed up, giving the pale jester a comforting smile. Lunatina ignored her, eyes on the knight as he reached Lance’s side. The two knights stepped closer to the archway, observing vines crisscrossing across cracked ancient stone.  
 
    Jayson fished into his side pouch and pulled out the map once again. Unfurling the parchment, he could see the old drawing had the forest edge a few miles from where the portal would be.  
 
    Lance looked to the map, “It looks like the forest has grown some since this was drawn.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “It did, but not by much. However, our path appears to be unkempt from this point on.” 
 
    Both knights looked down the overgrown path and could make something out in the distance. The trees swayed to another cold wind and the faint mist around their boots swirled and rippled before smoothing out once again. Jayson knew if they travelled in further, they would be setting up camp surrounded by overgrowth. The thought unsettled him but they had travelled so far and their destination was so close, the temptation to see if the portal still stood was overwhelming.  
 
    “Let’s move in. We can see if it’s safe to set up camp,” Jayson said. 
 
    Lance looked to his fellow knight and smirked, “You are so different then when we first met.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the white knight and returned the smirk, “I’m turning you on, aren’t I.” 
 
    Lance gave a slow nod, his eyes drinking in Jayson’s confident smirk. Jayson turned to the rest of the group and signaled that they were all heading through the archway and into the forest. Heads nodded in acknowledgement. Jayson took lead and Lance followed. The party moved into a single line, making sure to give themselves plenty of room in case of an ambush. 
 
    Jayson moved ahead, eyes alert. Mentally he commanded three fighting techniques at the ready, their names in the corner of his vision and ready to activate. On they walked as the sun dipped lower and lower in the sky. Oksuna walked along, her eyes looking from left to right until something moved closer behind her. The troll glanced back to see Lunatina had moved so close, she was inches away from the troll’s back. Oksuna smiled and returned to scanning the forest around them. 
 
    Sonja kept to the rear, her eyes spotting two large white shapes amid the trees. They were far away and she could barely make them out. They were still and long. Narrowing her eyes, relief washed over once she decided they looked like nothing more than long boulders amid the dark forest. Turning back to the path, she stepped carefully through the overgrown grass. 
 
    The sun touched mountain range to the west. Bright light flashed across the heavens and then dimmed with each passing moment. Jayson picked up his pace. The last thing he wanted was the party to set up camp in the dark. Pushing along, minutes passed before the path opened up into a large clearing. 
 
    Jayson stood as the rest of the party moved in closer from behind. Eyes took in the triangular structure as it stood in the dying light. Vines ran along the rune covered stonework. The clearing around the structure was wide, wide enough if they needed to camp for the night. Knights and concubines gathered around Jayson and looked on with wondrous excitement. 
 
    Jayson looked to Sonja and Lance before stepping forward. The white and blue knight trailed behind, their formation a triangle. The knights stopped before the hollowed-out circle within the stone triangle. Jayson reached into his collar and pulled out a red pointed gem. Stepping forward, he unhooked the necklace over his head and held out his arm. The gem pulsed and pulsed, a red aura appearing around it. When the knight was a foot away, he positioned the gem and his hand within the circle. 
 
    The gem vibrated as red light shined. Runes glowed, matching the pulses from the gem. The sun was halfway set when the pulsing rapidly increased. Jayson was concerned for his hand and as his nerve was about to give out, the pulses had a machinegun like vibration before immediately becoming still. A dim red light filled the center of the portal and there it remained. 
 
    Jayson pulled back his arm and eyed the light. It was transparent and glowed with crimson power, but beyond that, nothing more happened. 
 
    Lance stepped closer, observing the red light, “Hmmm, I thought there would be more.” 
 
    “Let’s set up camp. I assume now that the portal is open, Lady Slytha will send help our way,” Jayson commanded, turned and walked back to the concubines. 
 
    Lance watched the knight as Sonja moved to his side. 
 
    “He’s been pretty bossy lately. It’s pretty hot,” Sonja smiled. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” Lance said with his own smile blooming. 
 
    *** 
 
    Night smothered the world in soothing darkness. Stars shined in the clear sky as a fire burned in the middle of camp. Tents were set up and the concubines pulled out rations to share among themselves. Jayson sat off to the side, his right to the camp and his left to the glowing portal. It had been a few hours since it was activated but nothing came through. The player wondered if Myn had trouble gathering others to help. 
 
    Oksuna stepped over and sat to the knight’s right. The chill in the air was nearly too much and Jayson found himself moving closer to her, taking in her burning body heat. The troll in white snuggled inward, enjoying the company of her lord. 
 
    “We may have to wait here a while,” Jayson said in a low tone. 
 
    “I’m…happy to wait with…you,” Oksuna answered. 
 
    The knight turned his attention to her smiling face, “I’m still getting used to you talking. I’m sorry for all the previous one sided conversations.” 
 
    “I’m not. I like listening to you,” Oksuna said perfectly. 
 
    “I love your voice…..I love everything about you…” Jayson said as his gaze turned downward. 
 
    “I feel the same,” the pink haired troll snuggled closer. 
 
    Old questions bloomed in the knight’s mind, “What was it like for you…when you were in the troll kingdoms?” 
 
    Oksuna’s smile faded slightly, “They treated me well, most of the time. I was taken cared of but sometimes the masters were a little demanding…with their time.” 
 
    Jayson listened intently as the beautiful troll continued. 
 
    “It was considered a sacred duty for Rose Seers to please the Masters. Some were gentle but others…they enjoyed inflicting pain then pleasure.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you went through that.” 
 
    Oksuna bowed her head, “It was my duty to please and follow their commands.” 
 
    “Well, now you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” Jayson said with strength in his tone. 
 
    “I know,” Oksuna said and brought her mouth to her lord’s ear. “But you can have me do anything for you and I would gladly accept.” 
 
    Jayson grinned, “It goes both ways.” 
 
    “I know,” Oksuna smiled and kissed Jayson’s neck. 
 
    Jayson looked off to the fire pit in the middle of camp, his mind picking out what he wanted to say, “I always felt that I would become like you….or like you were before. I was quiet and introverted, even at parties. But when I met you, I instantly knew we were alike. Even though you didn’t speak, I could tell you had a wanting that needed to be satisfied. I found it, here in Lukken with you, but what do you want? What are you searching for?” 
 
    Oksuna stayed close as she spoke, “When we met, your boldness to Lady Slytha…caused my heart to quicken. You showed strength and to a dragon. I must admit….it stoked my fire in a way I had never felt before. She could have denied you but….you wanted me and I saw that you would not leave unless she relented. I still think about how you asked to claim me. I sang my answer and you fulfilled your promise.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “Yea, I still think about it too.” 
 
    Oksuna felt the knight put his arm around her. Despite her size, she felt smaller around him. His needs and wants were so strong, even thinking about it caused a wet feeling to flow. Jayson eyed the troll as her eyes glittered in the camp fire light. He wanted nothing more than to lay her down and snuggle close under the stars. The dark forest around them was the only thought keeping him from carrying it through.  
 
    The long-haired troll looked to her lord, “I could please you while you watch the forest,” she said as if reading his mind. 
 
    Jayson’s expression didn’t change as he considered it. It wouldn’t be the first time she pleased him in front of others, even if they were forty feet away. He did wonder how she seemed to know every time. 
 
    “I’m a Rose Seer. I have the ability to feel your wants and your lust. I can feel without touching you that you are hard as stone. I only ask to wrap my lips around you so that you can feel better,” Oksuna said in a not so innocent tone. 
 
    Jayson couldn’t hold back a certain leer, “Let’s talk a little longer and then we can…be intimate while someone else takes watch.” 
 
    Oksuna nodded and snuggled against her lord. 
 
    By the fire, Lunatina had several bowls out and was pouring small vials of liquid into each one. When she was done, she pulled out other ingredients and sprinkled them into each of the bowls before taking a mortar and pressing it to the inside. Sardyna stepped over and sat by the pale alchemist in jester clothes. The hellhound’s red eyes watched as she worked but she also noticed the small glances to her lord and the troll at his side. 
 
    “What are you doing?” the hellhound asked. 
 
    “Making more invisibility potions for the journey, I need to be well stocked at all times,” the jester continued to mash ingredients. 
 
    Sardyna gave a wicked smile before shaking her head slightly, “Not that. Why do you keep looking to my lord?” 
 
    Lunatina’s brow formed a light V as she continued her crafting, “I’m not looking at your lord.” 
 
    “Are you looking at Oksuna?” 
 
    Lunatina’s brow hardened into a sharp V, “I’m not looking at her either! Don’t you have a bone to find?” 
 
    “Why? It’s fun to watch you be jealous,” Sardyna sneered. 
 
    Lunatina stopped her crafting and sat, her brow softening, “It’s not what you think. I’m not jealous. I was trying to think of a solution to my problem.” 
 
    Sardyna sat; her black furry tail wagging as she waited. 
 
    The jester continued, “Spending the last few nights out here by myself only showed that I’m not as strong as I thought I was. My previous lord gave me work but I also took care of his concubines. I’m fascinated with their ability to resurrect. I have potions that heal and elixirs that can cure most known diseases but I cannot bring back the dead. This quest we are on is a little too dangerous and if I could, I would make my way back to the kingdoms and find a new lord or lady to serve.” 
 
    Sardyna gave the alchemist a hard stare, “You don’t believe in Lord Reed?” 
 
    The jester let out a frustrated exhale, “You don’t understand. This quest is a death sentence for me. Lord Reed will resurrect. Sonja and Lance will resurrect. All the concubines here will resurrect….” 
 
    Lunatina’s head lowered, “….I will simply die.” 
 
    Sardyna tilted her head, “You cannot stop fate. If it is destined, then so shall it be.” 
 
    Lunatina turned her eyes to the hellhound, black lips curling into a crazy smile, “You don’t get it and I don’t expect you too. I need a plan….” The jester stared at the hellhound for a long moment, “….And I think I just came up with one.” 
 
    Sonja was by the forest edge, eyes peering in, trying to penetrate the wall of shadows. A hand touched her shoulder and she nearly jumped out of her skin. Sword drawn, she looked to see Lance at her side, a smile on his face. 
 
    “I nearly cut your head off,” Sonja said, flustered. 
 
    The white knight ignored the threat, “I think we need to do something about Jayson.” 
 
    Sonja looked past Lance’s shoulder to see Jayson and Oksuna snuggled together and talking, “Like break them up or something?” Sonja said with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    Lance let out a small laugh, “No. I think we need to go over and spend some quality time.” 
 
    Sonja’s eyes softened as she saw the look in his eyes, “You’re horny aren’t you.” 
 
    Lance continued, “We don’t know when we are going to get another quiet moment. The concubines can watch the camp while we go into a tent.” 
 
    Sonja sheathed her sword, “He’s been turning you on and now you can’t think straight.” 
 
    Lance eyed her and smiled, “Hasn’t he been doing the same thing to you?” 
 
    Sonja opened her mouth but no words came out at first. Then she shook her head and smiled. 
 
    “Yea, you both have been driving me crazy. I was just trying to be patient because this quest was so important.” 
 
    “We could have Oksuna join us. I know they seem to be getting closer,” Lance said as he looked over to Jayson and Oksuna. 
 
    Sonja snapped her fingers and Lance turned his attention to her, “Lance, focus. I’m sure when he wants to, he would be happy for all of us to be together. For the moment, I think he’s enjoying his time with Oksuna now that she can talk.” 
 
    Lance’s eyes sagged a little as a sudden realization fell over him, “I don’t mean to be selfish. Since we all met in reality, I can’t stop thinking about us. I…..” The white knight trailed off as his eyes looked past Sonja. 
 
    The blue knight turned her head to the forest. Two wet dots gleamed among the dark trees. They were high, almost to the tree branches. They hovered, the glint of firelight touching them. A crawling fear snaked up her spine as she took a step back. Lance’s hand landed on the pommel of his rapier and he slowly drew it from its sheath. Sonja’s hand moved to her shoulder, fingers curling around the pommel of her blade and half drawing it out. 
 
    “Back up to the camp,” Lance said in a harsh whisper. “I’ll…..” The knight never finished. 
 
    The gleaming dots seemed to flare open as something big bolted toward them. The thing crashed through the trees, uprooting them or splintering them to pieces. Sonja drew her sword but Lance planted a hand on her armored chest and pushed. The blue knight fell backwards as something big and white broke from the tree line. 
 
    Time slowed down as Sonja fell. Not in control, she stared at the four-legged horror emerging from the forest. Its skin was a pale white, wrinkled and sickly. Black eyes stared down a long, hound-like snout as dagger sized teeth vibrated from a sickening growl. From its shoulders, a long white tentacle whipped about from each one. At the ends of the tentacles were savage looking hooks like a scorpion’s stinger. The thing stood at twenty feet tall at the shoulders. Its paws unsheathed thick claws as it continued its charge, dirt spraying into the air with each foot fall. 
 
    Lance charged the creature. With one sideways slash of his blade, a white light cut outward. The thing leaped into the air as the thin razor light cut across a section of tree trunks, splitting them in half. The creature came down on the white knight, its chest crashing into him and forcing the knight to the ground. Tentacles whipped out and stabbed downward. Lance brought his rapier up, his blade clashing with hard stingers and parrying them away. The knight fought them away as he focused on each lightning attack from the creature. 
 
    A ghostly blade struck the monster’s side, stabbing deep. As the ghostly blade faded away, the creature lifted its head to see Sonja as she was slowly standing up. Lance took the chance and drove his rapier into the creature’s leg. The monster winced before hefting up a paw and slashing at the ground. The white knight was lifted and thrown from the strike. He landed on the ground, sending up chunks of earth.  
 
    The giant monster set its sights on the blue knight when a fire ball streaked through the sky and crashed into the creature’s shoulder.  Lance’s concubine, Balog came to their aid with fireballs appearing in his hands, throwing them one after the other. The fire elemental in man form continued his barrage as the whole camp charged. Sardyna was on all fours, rushing toward the beast while Luk, Lance’s elf healer, rushed to his lord’s side. Kell whispered incantations, pointing his dark hand and a stream of fire bursting forth. Leaf, Sonja’s concubine, stomped forward. The dryad’s arms lengthened as vines burst forth. 
 
    The pale monster roared as fire balls struck it and exploded. Extended dryad hands slashed at wrinkled skin while a hellhound leapt into the air, a stream of fire blazing from her mouth. Smoke and blast marks appear along the monster but it did not step back. Sonja was close to it and could see what little damage they were doing. Small marks appeared but the monster looked like it wasn’t truly being damaged. 
 
    Sonja lifted her sword up and activated her Shadow Warrior technique. Two grey versions appeared next to her, identical in every way down to their armor and swords. Sonja took a deep inhale and rushed forward with her shadow clones by her side. The three slashed at the air, sending ghostly blades into the monster, three at a time. 
 
    “Mistress! The monster is magic resistant!” Kell shouted and then began another incantation. 
 
    Sonja and her clones focused on one of the monster’s legs, blades coming down, hacking and slashing. The blue knight noticed it was like striking tree bark. Blades shivered from each strike but the monster wasn’t slowing down. Tentacles whipped out and one came down on one of Sonja’s clones. The point slashed into it, splitting it in half and it faded from existence. Sonja and her remaining clone fought on, slashing and slashing as a light to her right caught her attention. 
 
    Jayson was by the creature’s other leg, one sword blazing with fire and the other white with frost flowing off of it. Activating his technique, he spun like a top, fire and ice slashing at the monster’s leg. It let out a nightmare inducing screech as it pulled back and lashed outward. In mid spin, Jayson was lifted off the ground and thrown thirty feet. 
 
    Hooked tentacles came down on Leaf as he rushed to his mistress’s side. The dryad grunted as the bark across his chest was slashed and pieces broke off. Sonja pressed on, slashing over and over again. The monster’s hit points were still in the green as she and her clone drove the attack. Panic started to set in as the monster continued its own barrage. It was too strong, much too strong. 
 
    Jayson and Lance were back to their feet, rushing forward. Sardyna leapt into the air and landed on the creature’s leg, slashing with her thick claws. At point blank, she spits fire and leapt off. A tentacle whipped around at the spot Sardyna was just a moment ago. The battle raged on but the monster showed no signs of tiring. 
 
    Jayson and Lance charged, hacking and slashing at the monster’s legs once again. Tentacles whipped about. Jayson ducked as a white tentacle went over his head and smashed two trees at the edge of the forest. Lance reached behind to take hold of Shatter Light but wasn’t fast enough. A tentacle struck out, hitting his chest and sending him back thirty feet. Sonja backed up just as a leg rose up and stomped her second gray clone. The blue knight could feel the desperation fill her being as the monster advanced on them, no fear in its demonic eyes. 
 
    A song filled the night air. The blue knight turned to see Oksuna stepping calmly forward, her mouth open and the most beautiful song flowing forth. The monster gnashed its teeth before its eyes widened. The beast’s movements slowed and the concubines stopped their attack. Everyone watched as the pink haired troll moved forward with graceful steps, sword at her side and a song on her lips.  
 
    The pale monster stopped its attacks, gazing on the singing troll. It lowered its head and stared as she stepped closer and closer. It looked to be under her spell and all it wanted to do was hear her song. Oksuna lifted her blade as she stopped before the creature. With all her power and strength, she drove her sword under the creature’s jaw. The tip of the blade stabbed out the top of its snout. It attempted to roar when Jayson flashed forward, driving each sword into the monster’s neck. The knight twisted his blades and the thing’s hit points bar went from green to yellow. 
 
    A paw reared up and slammed into Oksuna, sending her rolling across the ground. Jayson looked back to see her sword no longer in her hand and rolling to a stop on her back. A tentacle came down, stabbing into Jayson’s back. The knight felt his body being pulled upwards and he was whipped from the monster’s stinger. Jayson could see the poison status effect blink in the corner of his vision as he struck the ground and rolled to a stop, next to Oksuna. Lifting his head and chest, he crawled toward the troll as she lay with her eyes closed. Purple and black moved toward the downed knight. Jayson turned his attention to Lunatina and Sardyna as they rushed to his side. The jester had an open potion in her hand. She fell to her knees before him and poured the contents onto his back. Jayson watched as the poison status effect faded. Sardyna stood in front of her lord as a tentacle came down. 
 
    “YOU WILL NOT HAVE HIM!” The hellhound shouted as she lifted her clawed hands in defiance. 
 
    The tentacle came down and clashed against something hard. Jayson looked up to see a large orc with a hammer in front of Sardyna. The orc’s muscles bulged as he held a large hammer sideways, parrying the incoming tentacle stinger. 
 
    “Pull your lord back,” the orc said calmly as muscles strained. 
 
    Sardyna turned and grabbed Jayson’s arms. Lunatina stepped back, her eyes drinking in the large orc holding the monster’s tentacle at bay. From behind, a beam of light shot forth, striking the pale monster in the face. It roared as its pale skin burned. Arrows shot one at a time, stabbing into the creature’s flesh and exploding.  
 
    Sonja looked over to the glowing portal as figures stepped through. A man in gray armor with gold lines stepped forward with one hand pointed at the beast, golden light streaming forth. A troll ranger unleashed arrow after arrow, each one striking true. Two figures in cloaks rushed forward into the battlefield, grabbing the hurt dryad and pulling him back. A scantily clad woman with a billowing cloak stepped out from the portal, her hands holding crystal shards and her mouth twisting to incantations. Black rune circles appeared along the ground and black skeletons rose up. Four ebony skeletons rushed into the battle, two each taking hold of one of the monster’s legs while a woman in black and white stepped forward, with a mace in one hand and an empty hand raised. A lock of red hair spilled from her habit as she stared. Golden light shot from her hand, just like the armored figure with the hammer. The light burned as it struck. The beast screeched as holes appeared along its snout and face. Black skeletons stabbed boney fingers into the creature as it struggled. 
 
    The man with the hammer continued to pour light as he charged. Tentacles whipped about but the man kept his body low. When he was within twenty feet, the armored man made an impossible leap. Sonja watched as the man raised his hammer and brought it down hard on the creature’s head. The monster’s hit point bar went from yellow to red as it made one last pathetic howl. The man held on with a fistful of wrinkled skin. He lifted his hammer up and brought it down hard, a golden aura appearing around it.  
 
    The shockwave caved in the monster’s demonic skull. Cracks of light appeared along its grotesque body. A moment later, it shattered into greenish light. Jayson stared with Lunatina by his side as Sardyna pulled Oksuna back to them. Lance was slowly getting to his feet as he stared at the armored man. Sonja kept her stance as she watched the man hook his hammer to his belt, turn around and step over to Jayson. 
 
    The man bent down slightly and offered his hand, “My name is Thorrin River. Lady Slytha sent us and it looks like we got her just in time,” The blonde-haired man smiled. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
           Jayson took Thorrin’s hand. The paladin pulled the knight to his feet and the two players looked to each other with a mixture of relief and curiosity. Thoughts flashed across the knight’s mind and heart. Turning away, he looked down to Oksuna as she slowly sat up, with Sardyna’s help. The knight knelt down next to the pink haired troll, eyes filled with concern. Oksuna rubbed her head but shot her lord a small smile. 
 
    The newcomers moved closer, mixing with the concubines and knights. Sonja and Lance stepped closer, looking to all the new people. Thorrin and the cleric in a seductive version of a nun’s outfit stepped into the group, hands glowing with golden light. Thorrin touched Sonja’s arm and hit points healed. The cleric touched Lance and his hit points began to rise. Lunatina pulled out potions and started to hand them out to any who needed them. Soon everyone was healed and to their feet. The mood calmed and questions began to paint brows. 
 
    Jayson stepped to Thorrin with a disarming smile, “Thank you for the help.” 
 
    The paladin nodded and smiled back, “No thanks needed. We were on our way to assist anyway.” 
 
    “I’m sure introductions are in order but would all of you mind if I spoke to my fellow knights for a moment?” 
 
    “Take your time,” a cloaked man with a blonde curl said, smiling wide. 
 
    Jayson moved off with Lance and Sonja close behind. They reached the edge of the forest, well out of listening range. The knight turned to his friends and let out a long exhale. 
 
    “I’m not going to sugarcoat it, we nearly lost against that monster,” Jayson said in a low tone as he continued, “I know we have been holding back and we may have been a bit distracted but we can’t hold back anymore.” 
 
    Sonja and Lance nodded in agreement. 
 
    “It may have been my fault. I thought we were safe and I was distracting Sonja,” Lance added. 
 
    Jayson looked to Lance and clasped a hand on the white knight’s shoulder, “Let’s not look for blame. We’re still here and we didn’t lose anyone. I know we agreed to hold back on all our techniques so no one could know our full potential. We are at the end of the quest and now is the time to use everything we have in our arsenal. If we are going to fight more monsters like that, we need to go in with everything we have.” 
 
    “What about our new friends?” Sonja asked as she looked past Jayson’s shoulder to the group mulling about. 
 
    “I trust Lady Slytha to send us good allies. We should trust them but only so much. We can’t risk losing everything we’ve done should one of them try to sabotage us. Remember, we made our way out here. They’re here because we put in the work.”  
 
    “Then we need to make sure when we need to discuss things, it’s just us,” Lance said. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Let’s go meet our new allies,” Jayson said with a small smile. 
 
    The three knights turned and walked back to the group. The seven newcomers created a semi-circle, facing the three knights. Thorrin stood with the cleric. The three cloaked figures stood in the middle and the woman and troll stood to the right. 
 
     Jayson looked to the group with Lance to his right and Sonja to his left, “Thank you all for showing up in the nick of time. My name is Jayson Reed, this is Blue Sonja and Lance Rook, knights for Lady Slytha.” 
 
    Thorrin stepped forward, “It might be easier if I introduce everyone. I’m Thorrin River, Paladin. The cleric to my left is Lyra Purebreeze. The three rogues in the middle are Vass Mistglow, Renner Wulf and Rekt Bloodhammer. The necromancer is Wynter Nightkiss and the troll ranger at her side is Kai Woodstride.” 
 
    Jayson took in their appearances. It was certainly a motley crew. Thorrin wore gray armor with golden lines running along the edges. He had short blonde hair and a goatish beard. The player couldn’t help but think he looked sort of like Thor from the movies. Lyra stood at his side, wearing a nun’s habit and clothes but they were cut to reveal the sides of her legs. Her chest was barely contained as cleavage showed. A single curly lock of red hair spilled from the habit by her temple. Her eyes were the most off putting because they were a blood red and wide. Jayson noticed she didn’t blink. 
 
    The rogues stood side by side. Vass pulled back her hood to reveal a beautiful thin face and pointed elf ears. Her hair was black and reached the top of her shoulders. She wore black leather armor but it fit her like a corset. She had a slender hourglass figure and bright green eyes. Renner stood in the middle, pulling back his hood to reveal dark hair and his signature blonde curl. His stance was relaxed and smiling but his eyes seemed to observe every detail. To his left was a rather large orc. Rekt had a cloak but his leather armor and clothes could barely contain his muscles. His head was bald and small pointed ears graced the sides. Over his shoulder, a rune covered Warhammer glowed with dim supernatural light. 
 
    Jayson turned to the necromancer and troll. A sliver of concern ran up his spine as he eyed the scantily clad woman. Wynter’s skin was nearly pure white. She wore a two-piece black bathing suit and thigh high boots. A cloak covered her shoulders but down the middle, there was little left to the imagination. White cleavage glowed in the firelight and her hips carried sensual curves. The lower piece of her suit was almost a thong and in her hand, was a metal staff with a carved skull at the top. The eyes of the skull glowed as Jayson looked to them and a creepy vibe crawled along his senses. Turning his attention to the necromancer’s companion, a troll in a dark green cloak and leather armor stood, his face a mask of indifference. 
 
    Renner stepped forward, “Just so we’re all clear, the paladin isn’t the leader. We are all players and here to help each other out.” 
 
    The rogue looked to Jayson, “We know you did a lot of work to get here. We promised Lady Slytha we would assist and that’s what we’re going to do.” 
 
    The necromancer stepped forward, “Renner is right. We all have our stakes in the quest but we are here to help all of Lukken.” 
 
    Thorrin tilted his head but kept a small smile on his lips, “They are all right but for all of this to happen, we have to work together. I’m not claiming leadership status but someone needs to be in charge to help direct the quest.” 
 
    Renner grinned, tipped his head to Jayson and coughed, “He seems like the one, since they came all this way.” 
 
    Jayson looked to Lance who nodded and then to Sonja who also nodded, “Thanks but we should all just work together. I’m not looking to boss people around.” 
 
    Renner stepped closer to Jayson and looked him in the eyes with a broad smile, “Sounds like leadership material to me.” 
 
    Jayson could barely hold back his smile, “We can discuss it later. How about we set up a look out schedule and rest the night?” 
 
    The players nodded in agreement but all eyes were on Jayson. The player felt a nervous twinge but quickly soothed it away. Off the top of his head, he began delegating the schedule. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning came with gloomy clouds and mist in the air. The sun was nowhere to be seen but its light caused the cloudy sky to brighten from dark gray to light gray. Camp was broken down quickly. As the group stowed their gear, Jayson looked to the portal one last time. The faint red light was there but once it was activated, it couldn’t turn off. Remembering Myn’s words, it would take a long time before it would go cold again, but as long as it was in use it would stay active. 
 
    With the fire pit doused and their gear packed up, the group made their way to the road. The Jayson took point and Oksuna was at his side. The troll looked to her lord with the pommel of her sword over her shoulder. Jayson wanted to be some fearless leader but he found himself melting to Oksuna’s eyes. Seeing her knocked down last night stressed the knight like no other time. She seemed fine but the player swore to himself he would do a better job at defending her. No more holding back. 
 
    Tendrils of mist seeped out onto Journey Road. The party made its way west with some murmurs filling the area. Lunatina walked with Sardyna, engaging the hellhound in conversation. Sardyna wasn’t much of a talker but seemed to make an effort since the jester was all eyes on the hellhound. Thorrin and Lyra walked side by side. The paladin carried a stoic stature but the cleric seemed to give off a silent creepy vibe. Behind them, the rogues walked along, engrossed in talk of gold and summer homes. Jayson glanced back to them and saw a strange golden fairy fluttering around Renner. She would zip about or sit on his shoulder. Renner carried himself like the most relaxed player in the world and the rogue elf couldn’t take her eyes off of him. The orc silently walked beside them, eyes glancing to the forest. Sonja walked, her eyes alert and Lance was behind her, watching the dark tree line. 
 
    To the rear, the necromancer and troll walked, silent as the grave. They were the two players that actually made Jayson uneasy, keeping up on events while outside of the game, the necromancer class and troll race were firmly entrenched in the southern kingdoms where one couldn’t really defect to human or dragon kingdoms. The rules were sometimes bent but not really for those to the south. Humans had the most flexibility to choose whichever side but troll players stayed true to their cause. Necromancy is outlawed in the dragon and human kingdoms so that prevented players from choosing any side except the troll kingdoms, or solo play. Jayson hoped Myn was right about them wanting to help. They must have something at stake for their cooperation but for now, the knight had to put his faith in the beautiful frost dragon. 
 
    Jayson and Oksuna continued their stride until several flashes of light appeared. The knight and troll reached for their swords as the light faded and angels appeared around them. Jayson eased his hand down as he looked up at Sil, her body hovering and wings gently flapping in the breeze. With a quick glance around, angels appeared before each player in their group, hovering just like Sil, eyes filled with sadness. 
 
    “Sil?” Jayson asked as he looked up to her magnificent form. 
 
    “Hello Sir Reed. I have been chosen among my fellow angels to speak to the group and gain your approval for what is to come.” 
 
    The party stopped in their tracks, looking to their own individual angels as they nodded in agreement to Sil’s words. 
 
    The angel continued, “You all have reached the edge of the western coast of Lukken. Because of the nature of the quest you are currently on, the rules must change to ensure your achievements are rightfully earned. Much like during the war for the Middle Kingdoms, you are now faced with a choice. 
 
    “If you continue on, death will have a greater impact. Concubines will continue to have a ten day cool down and resurrection but should any player perish in battle, you shall be locked out of Lewd Saga for 48 hours. Once the 48 hours has elapsed, you may only recall back to this very spot. Save points will only work from this point on if you log out but will not be saved if you are slain. 
 
    “The purpose of Lewd Saga is to provide adventure and seductive encounters. Due to the erotic nature of the game, you must provide permission for these encounters. It is ultimately your choice but the game will change depending if you sign or don’t wish to sign.” 
 
    Glowing screens appeared before each player. Everyone looked down at a line where they could sign their name and some text about agreeing to erotic encounters and strange seductions. Every player looked to each other and then turned to Jayson, the knight looked to them and lifted a finger. Writing his name along the line, it glowed with white light. Once he finished, the screen closed up and disappeared from sight. A moment later, every player signed their name along the glowing line. As the screens disappeared, the angels smiled down on the players. 
 
    Sil continued, “Thank you brave adventurers. We wish you the best on your journey and you’re coming victories.” 
 
    The angels blinked away one by one until they were all gone. The players looked to one another again. Some shrugged while others smiled. The only one who seemed excited was Renner. The rogue leapt into the air, doing a flip and landing back on his feet with a toothy smile. Vass gave a girlish laugh at the rogue. Soon the group was moving again, minds wandering to what unknown encounters they might expect.  
 
    The day pressed on but the sun never showed. Ominous gray skies covered from horizon to horizon. The banter between some seemed to lessen and senses dialed to eleven. The forest to the right and left seemed to breathe with each step, as if the entire area would rise up and swallow them whole.  
 
    Jayson wanted to talk but second guessed himself. It wouldn’t have made the situation any less foreboding. They were moving into dark territory and now their save point anchors had become less effective. They were on their own and despite the added numbers to their group, it didn’t relieve the feeling that something horrific waited just down the road. 
 
    The gray skies began to darken. Sonja increased her pace and walked to Jayson’s side. 
 
    “We should set up camp soon,” The blue knight said simply. 
 
    Jayson nodded and was about to give the signal to set up camp when a plume of smoke caught his attention. The knight pointed with his chin and Sonja turned in that direction. There were actually several plumes of smoke and the blue knight could just make out the pointed top of a building.   
 
    “It might be a town,” Jayson said in a low tone. 
 
    “Or a war camp,” Sonja added. 
 
    “We should check it out anyway. We might be able to sleep on actual beds and get some supplies.” 
 
    The knight whistled and pointed in the direction of the plumes of smoke. The party nodded and they all moved as one force further down the road. Jayson stared at the smoke until the trees began to part. Several pointed roof tops shined like beacons to the party. The knight checked the time in the corner of his vision. It was late afternoon and they still had plenty of time before evening was on them. 
 
    After ten minutes of walking, a populated area did spring up into view. It was separated by the road with the north and south side of it giving way to a modest town. Several homes ran along the road’s edge, with a few large buildings toward the middle. People moved along the road but stopped and stared at Jayson’s party as they walked along. Some ran into buildings while others simply stood and watched. The first thing Jayson noticed was that they were all human. 
 
    From a larger building, a man stepped out with two people that had darted into the same building. He made a beeline straight for the incoming group as they just entered the town’s border. The man was fit and carried a sword at his hip. He had long brown hair tied back and a cautious smile on his lips. The party stopped as the man strode up to the Jayson and Sonja. 
 
    “Greeting adventurers, how can I assist you today?” The man said with his hand close to the pommel of his blade. 
 
    Jayson showed his hands as he spoke, “We are just passing through and were hoping you might have lodgings to accommodate our party?” 
 
    The man looked Jayson up and down before eyeing the group behind him, “We may. My name is Isaac Runefield. I’m the mayor of Dark Hearth. We do have an inn but it is small. Your party may have to share rooms if you come in peace.” 
 
    Jayson gave a genuine smile, “We do come in peace. Our party was attacked by a monster about a day from here during the night. We would like to know we can sleep somewhere safe.” 
 
    Isaac’s eyes narrowed, “As long as you come in peace, you can stay in our town but tell me, what monster attacked you?” 
 
    Jayson described the pale four-legged monster with tentacles coming out of its shoulders. Isaac listened intently and waited for the knight to finish. 
 
    “The thing that attacked you was a Wither Beast. Foul creatures that prowl the forests. They tend to avoid the road. Their white wrinkled skin makes them noticeable that is why they prowl the shadows of the forest.” 
 
    Jayson glanced at the town around him, “How do you stay safe from those monsters?” 
 
    Isaac turned and pointed between two houses along the road. Behind them in the forest were dozens of black leafless trees. The same ones they noticed earlier when they entered the forest. 
 
    “Those are Reaper Trees. Carnivorous plants with a taste for blood, bone and meat. The wither beasts tend to avoid them, especially if they grow in clumps. They aid in our defense from the forest so we only have to defend the east and west of town.” 
 
    “Sounds prudent,” Jayson said as he looked to the mayor. “I didn’t know any humans were out this far to the west.” 
 
    The mayor nodded and watched as Thorrin and Lyra step closer, “Our ancestors made the journey here. We are seventh generation but managed to be the last town before reaching the Cursed Coast. I’m sure there is much you want to know but I must ask your companions behind you if they are clerics?” 
 
    “I’m a paladin,” Thorrin said as Lyra silently nodded next to him. 
 
    “Then perhaps we can aid one another. Some of my people have contracted a sickness and would require special healing. We have no church or clerics and we could use your healing powers.” 
 
    “Please lead us to them and we can see if we can help,” Thorrin said with kind eyes. 
 
    A woman by Isaac’s side nodded, turned and led the way. Thorrin and Lyra followed, the paladin giving Jayson one quick look before continuing. 
 
    “The rest of you, come with me. We can see about getting food and ale in your bellies.” 
 
    Isaac led the way down the road about forty feet before stepping to a large nondescript wooden home. Stepping through the main doors, Jayson could see that it was simply a house made into an inn. The main room had several small tables, a small bar and a staircase leading up to the second floor. Townspeople moved with the crowd and split off to don aprons. Some went into the back while others went upstairs. A thin woman stepped out with a tray filled with wooden cups, each sloshing around with amber liquid.  
 
    Hands reached up and took a cup, thanking the woman. Jayson took his and took a sip. The ale was refreshing. Vass and Kai moved to the bar and asked if they could aid with serving drinks and food. Another woman nodded and began giving them orders. The elf and troll followed along. Renner moved to a seat and sat down, putting his booted feet on the table. Rekt sat next to him. The concubines moved about, taking a seat or standing. The necromancer moved to the back of the main room and sat by herself. 
 
    “You don’t have a gate at the east and west of town. How do you defend yourselves?” Jayson asked. 
 
    “We put large torches at each side of town. The fire will keep most creatures at bay. You used the word ‘safe’ before. I must address it. Although we have been here for generations, we are not always safe. We have come across many threats over the time since the town was founded. Lord Thorne has come to our aid many times when a threat grew bigger than our meager defenses.” 
 
    “Lord Thorne?” Jayson asked with curious eyes. 
 
    Isaac nodded and gulped down some ale, “He is the lord of this land. He controls from the edge of the forest to the city ruins of Nekross. His castle is to the west, south side of the road.” 
 
    Jayson remembered seeing a small drawing of what looked like a city before the mountain range, “Is Nekross right before the mountain range?” 
 
    Isaac nodded, “It is a dangerous place where the dead walk among ancient ruins. If you are journeying in that direction, the only way to reach the Cursed Coast is to pass through the ruins and follow a thin pass between the mountains. I would recommend if you must go, to circle and climb the mountains. It will add two weeks to your journey but you will still have your lives.” 
 
    Lance moved in and stood to Jayson’s side. Sonja stood off, drinking her ale and eyeing the people as they worked. There was a certain hollow look in their eyes, like they had seen more than they ever bargained for. 
 
    The mayor continued, “I would recommend you pay your respects to Lord Thorne before continuing on your journey, if you must continue. He may be able to assist you with wisdom and knowledge.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “We cannot thank you enough for taking us in and the valuable information.” 
 
    Isaac’s brow hardened, “I don’t tell you this out of the kindness of my own heart. It is a fair trade for your paladin and cleric to help my people. The lands around here are death incarnate. You are not the first band of adventurers to pass through and you won’t be the last. I warn you like I warn everyone that passes through, turn back now and never come back.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the mayor and bowed his head, “I meant no disrespect.” 
 
    The mayor’s brow stayed hard, “None taken. Kindness will get you killed out here and I rather not see people walking to their slaughter. Stay the night if you are going west. Stay longer if you want to gather your strength to return whence you came.” 
 
    The mayor finished his drink and set down his cup. Without further word, he turned and walked out the front door. Jayson stood with cup in hand. Lance and Sonja moved in closer. 
 
    “Anyone else getting a bad feeling?” Lance smirked. 
 
    “Should we take time to meet this Lord Thorne? It will slow us down if we have to pay our respects?” Sonja said and guzzled down her ale. 
 
    “I don’t think we have much of a choice. He might be able to help us find another way to the coast. Climbing mountains wasn’t exactly part of the plan,” Jayson said and took a sip. 
 
    A shadow touched the three knights. They turned to see Renner step closer and lean against the small bar. He put his hand out and the thin barmaid pressed a fresh cup of ale to his hand. The rogue shifted on his feet to face the trio of knights. 
 
    “I couldn’t help but overhear the conversation. It seems that if it is this bad for a town in the middle of nowhere, maybe we should head out to this Lord Thorne’s castle now. It might be safer than staying here,” Renner said and gulped down more ale. 
 
    “Evening is coming. We can’t risk travelling in the dark and there is no guarantee he will take us in. The safer bet would be for us to go in the morning,” Jayson said. 
 
    Renner nodded, “Normally I would agree but something tells me that this place isn’t right.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” Lance asked. 
 
    Renner grinned as a golden fairy appeared by his head and sat on his shoulder, “Call it lucky intuition. This is Gylda, a luck fairy. Gylda this is everyone.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Thorrin and Lyra stepped into a small house. The paladin and cleric drank in the beds clustered in the main room, all of them filled with pale townsfolk. Around them, several women attended to them with cups of water and spoons of honey. The people laying in the beds had faraway stares and blank faces.  
 
    Instinct took over as the paladin and cleric stepped over to separate beds. Thorrin placed his glowing hand on a pale woman. She took a sharp intake of breath before her eyes fluttered and she fell fast asleep. Thorrin glanced up to see Lyra healing with one hand and holding her other hand over the sick person. The cleric’s eyes stared off as the person let out a strangled moan before falling asleep to her healing touch. Thorrin moved to another person and laid his hands on them. 
 
    The paladin and cleric healed everyone in the room and soon they were all sleeping, relief washing over their caretakers. 
 
    Thorrin stepped to one of the caretakers, “What happened to them?” 
 
    The woman with darkness under her eyes simply shrugged, “They woke up like this, one every night for the last six nights.” 
 
    “No cause or strange occurrences?”  
 
    The woman looked away, “No, nothing.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed her for a moment before Lyra curled her arm around his. 
 
    “We should return to the others and rest for the evening,” the cleric said almost robotically. 
 
    Thorrin nodded and then said their goodbyes to the caretakers. Once outside, Lyra’s blank demeanor melted into concern. The cleric leaned in, putting her head on the paladin’s shoulder while holding him close. 
 
    “They weren’t sick. They were drained,” The cleric said in a hushed tone. 
 
    “They had no marks on their bodies and the people didn’t seem like they wanted to talk about it,” Thorrin added. 
 
    Lyra squeezed his arm, “We should leave. If something is draining townsfolk, then there is a chance it or they will come for us.” 
 
    Thorrin’s brow creased, “Then shouldn’t we stay and help them?” 
 
    Lyra’s eyes looked off as they walked, “We can’t help them. I had visions of this very town burning. We should leave if we want to survive.” 
 
    Thorrin gazed ahead, “Your visions are not one hundred percent. Maybe we can change the outcome?” 
 
    “When I was at the monastery, I prayed for our future. I saw this town among several visions. It will burn and I saw you….” The cleric trailed off. 
 
    “Lyra, are you sure?” 
 
    The cleric nodded silently and said no more. Together the paladin and cleric strolled to the inn as the sky grew darker with the approaching evening. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja smiled at Gylda, “I’ve never heard of a luck fairy. She’s cute.” 
 
    Gylda zipped up and pressed her tiny hands to Sonja’s cheeks, “And you’re beautiful!” 
 
    Jayson smiled, then he turned his attention to Renner and his smile dimmed, “The whole west side of Lukken doesn’t feel right. We are safer here then travelling in the dark. We don’t know how many wither beasts are out there.” 
 
    “Jayson, can’t you see that the people here are barely being polite? They don’t want us here. If Thorrin and Lyra weren’t with us, they would have sent us on our way. Maybe we should take the hint and keep going.” 
 
    Jayson put his empty cup on the counter, “Perhaps your right, but we should see if everyone is onboard with travelling through the night. Let’s wait till Thorrin and Lyra return and then we can all discuss it.” 
 
    Renner eyed the knight before nodding. The rogue drank the last ale in his cup and put it on the counter before walking to a nearby table. Gylda fluttered before Sonja, giving her a kiss on the cheek and fluttering back to Renner’s side. 
 
    Jayson turned to the bar, mind working out what to do next. A full cup of ale was pressed to his and another hand grabbed his wrist. The knight looked up into the thin woman’s eyes as her hand held him in a vice like grip. The woman’s eyes were wide and her irises changed from brown to a light pink. 
 
    “Run. They’re coming,” The woman said in a harsh whisper. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun was setting behind the darkened, cloudy sky. Several men carried two thick wooden poles with bulbs on the end. Two men carried buckets and poured dark liquid over the bulbous ends. They all reached the eastern edge of town and the men carrying buckets put them down and pulled out stone and flint from their pockets. The other men waited patiently as the two men struck the flint against stone, sending sparks. 
 
    The sky turned a deep dark gray just as one of the massive torches was lit. The men braced themselves as they slipped the end into a hole in the ground and prepared too heave it up to standing position. With their attention on their work, they didn’t see the two large white creatures slink from the forest edge.  
 
    Another man was having a difficult time lighting the other one when a sickening “Crunch” filled the area. Lifting his eyes up, his mouth hung open as one of the men was stabbed through the chest and lifted into the air by a white tentacle. Screams and shouts filled the area as the sun sank below the horizon and cold night descended across the lands.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
    Thorrin and Lyra had just stepped into the inn when screams chilled the air. Jayson tore his arm away from the woman, the pink in her eyes fading away. Everyone in the inn burst from their seats, knocking over chairs. Barely able to process what was happening, duty took over as the party rushed the entrance.  
 
    Thorrin and Lyra were already backing out the door. Players rushed the entrance and spilled out into the street. Night had fallen but lanterns were lit. Looking to the east side of town, eyes watched in horror as townsfolk were swung about in the air before thrown into the forests. Two pale monsters were at the main entrance of town. Teeth dripped wet as black eyes stared with demonic malice. White tentacles whipped about as stinger like ends stabbed into anything that moved. Town’s folk shattered into greenish light as sharp points punctured their bodies. 
 
    People were running toward them, terror filling their eyes as they tried to get away from the beasts. Thorrin and Lyra were already barreling toward the creatures. Jayson broke from the stunned silence and burst into action. Sonja and Lance were close behind. Chaos bloomed as the wither beasts killed the last of the townsfolk close to them and began stalking further into town. 
 
    With hammer in hand, Thorrin’s brow was wrinkled into determination as he cast Holy Protection on himself and Blessing on his hammer. Lyra had her mace in hand, a golden aura surrounding her body. An arrow flew overhead of the paladin and cleric, followed by another and another. The paladin glanced back to see the troll, Kai, releasing arrow after arrow. 
 
    The beasts growled as they moved in, arrows sinking into their wrinkled white flesh. Arrow points under foul skin burst into light but were quickly snuffed out, scorch marks appearing but seeming to have little effect on the monsters. Tentacles reared up as the paladin launched himself at one of the beasts. Hammer swinging down, a tentacle lashed out, striking the paladin across the waist and sending him spinning to the ground. Lyra reached one of the creature’s legs and brought her mace hard across. Light burst and the creature pulled back its leg in howling pain. It brought the same leg forward, trying to stamp out the cleric. Lyra spun aside as the creature’s monstrous paw slammed onto the dirt street, sending plumes of dust. 
 
    “Pull back!” Jayson shouted as he nearly to them. 
 
    Lyra ignored him, spinning her body and slamming her mace into the creature’s leg again. It growled its contempt as tentacles rained down. One tentacle slammed against the cleric’s holy shield but another came sideways. The one two strikes made the cleric fall to one knee with a grunt as the tentacle coming at her side sent her sprawling into the ground.   
 
    Thorrin was back to his feet and running full tilt toward the monsters. Hammer in hand; he darted toward a creature’s leg. Black eyes turned to him as tentacles slipped low. The paladin dove to the ground as hooked tentacles came in low from the side. The paladin pushed his arms and legs against the ground after the tentacles cleared over him. Keeping his focus, he rushed the monster’s leg when the tentacles came down low again. Thorrin leapt over one but the second one flashed at his legs. Thorrin spun through the air and landed on his back with a thud. 
 
    Thorrin could see that the creature was being extra careful with him, as if it was anticipating his attacks. Jayson, Sonja and Lance were to them, pushing their backs to each other with swords drawn while Thorrin and Lyra struggled to stay alive. 
 
    “Get them out of here! I’ll keep the beasts busy until you can come back!” Jayson commanded. 
 
    Lance and Sonja nodded before all three split from their formation. Thorrin swung out with his hammer, knocking away the beast’s tentacles while Lyra stumbled back as a stinger slammed into the ground a foot in front of her. The blue knight darted to Thorrin’s side, sword slashing and ghostly blades stabbing into the thick white tentacle. As it curled away, the blue knight grabbed hold of Thorrin’s armor and hoisted the paladin to his feet. Thorrin eyed the blue knight in amazement as she circled in front of him, sword out and slashing at an incoming tentacle. 
 
    Lyra jumped back as a tentacle unfurled and whipped hard across. The cleric braced herself but the strike was much too precise. Power rippled along her holy shield as it cracked and shattered. The tentacle continued its path, hitting the cleric across the midsection. Small pain registered as hit points drained. The cleric tumbled through the air until hands reached up and snatched her midflight. The cleric looked up to see Lance’s grin. The white knight spun his body around, gently placing the cleric on her feet before letting go and spinning toward an incoming tentacle. Rapier out, the white knight activated his 7 Point Strike technique. The knight’s rapier became a blur as it slashed at the tentacle, leaving thick groves along wrinkled flesh, clear pus spilling out.  
 
    Jayson took a deep breath before charging down the middle. Sword in each hand, he watched as Sonja and Lance kept the monsters at bay, leaving the space between them open. A technique glowed in the knight’s vision. Moving closer, the knight gritted his teeth, let out a growl and activated the technique. 
 
    Rekt ran through the town with his hammer in hand. The orc eyed the events as they played out. His fellow rogues, along with the pink haired troll and concubines, were helping get townsfolk to safety. The ranger was releasing arrow after arrow while the necromancer stepped out into the middle of the street, whispering incantations. The white knight was stepping back while keeping tentacles at bay, the cleric by his side. The blue knight did the same as she and the paladin fought side by side. The knight charged down the middle, arms out. Time slowed down and the orc skidded to a halt, eyes taking in what played out before him. 
 
    Jayson roared as he charged. Activating his Blade Whirlwind technique, the very around air around him charged and spun. The knight’s body was swallowed up in a tornado about forty feet high. It twisted and spun as it moved in between the two wither beasts. Points of light stabbed out in all directions from the mini tornado. The beasts turned their black eyes to the moving tornado but it was too late to react. Blades twisted among the focused winds, slicing along the sides of both creatures. The beasts screeched their pain as Jayson bore through them, cutting open wrinkled white skin. The blade whirlwind continued its relentless assault. A tentacle curled into the whirlwind. It tugged and then sliced off from the trunk. The hooked tendril flew through the air and struck a black leafless tree that quickly lashed out and devoured the pale monster flesh. 
 
    The whirlwind died down until air bled away. Jayson had fallen to his knees, body heaving and swords at his sides. The technique drained him of his strength, stamina and dexterity, making him vulnerable. The monsters had stumbled off in opposite directions, their sides open and bleeding pus. The knight knew once they regained their senses, there was little he could do to stop them. 
 
    One wither beast with the torn stub where a tentacle was a moment ago, stumbled off, making strange sounds as it fled. The other gnashed it’s dagger like teeth, turning its attention on the prone knight. Jayson turned his head to see the monster lurch toward him, maw open and ready to clamp down. Ghostly blades slammed into the creature’s neck and it turned its attention to Sonja. The blue knight whipped her blade, ghostly swords soaring out and stabbing at the creature. Lance, Thorrin and Lyra were rushing forward, weapons at the ready. 
 
    Sonja activated a technique and threw her sword into the air. The blade hung in the air for a moment before it pointed at the monster and flew forward. The blue knight made quick hand movements and the blade followed each direction. The beast lashed out only to have the sword move to its mistress’s commands. Jaws snapping, the blade pulled back and then spun forward, stabbing into the creature, pulling back and stabbing again. The blue knight’s Possessed Blade technique moved with grace and finesse as it slashed at the monster, keeping it busy as fellow players moved in. 
 
    Lyra and Lance pumped their legs until they were by Jayson’s side. The knight raised a wobbly knee up as their hands grabbed hold and began pulling him back. An oversized paw reared up when Thorrin jumped. The paladin brought his hammer hard across as the clawed paw came down. The strike exploded with golden light and the beast stumbled back, screeching. Thorrin landed on his feet, in between the monster and the knights and cleric.  
 
    A shadow melted from the background, someone jumping up to the creature’s rear and running along its spine. The monster turned its eyes just as legs clamped around its neck and daggers flashed.  
 
    “Giddy up!” Renner shouted as he drove each dagger into the sides of the monster’s neck.   
 
    The beast screeched as Renner held on for dear life. The rogue’s eyes went from confident to uncertainty in a blink. The daggers were buried to the hilt as he held on. Sonja’s sword slashed and slashed and slashed. Jayson checked the monster’s health bar and it was in the yellow. It still had some fight in it. Lance was about to pull Shatter Light from behind his back when black runes formed circles all around them. 
 
    The beast thrashed and tentacles whipped about. Thorrin tried to keep them at bay but when he knocked one away, another slammed into his chest, sending him to the floor. The paladin turned to his side, ready to get up when he froze, watching black skeletons rising up from the ground. A small army of ten ebony skeletons rose up to their full height before they bent their knees and moved in. Some grabbed hold of the players, pulling them back from the battled field. Boney hands dragged Jayson and Lance. The knights looked to Thorrin and Lyra. Steam rose up from where the skeletons took hold of the paladin and cleric. Thorrin and Lyra struggled as the dead pulled them away, the skeletal hands sparking with smoke as they held on firmly. The rest of the undead moved in, clustering at the wither beast’s legs. Clawed boney hands dug into the monster’s pale flesh, attempting to hold it in place. 
 
    Sonja turned her attention down the street. An orc was half way to their location, standing like a statue. Behind by at least twenty feet, Wynter stood with her palm out stretched and pointed at the monster. Dark energy rippled around pale fingers while her other hand clutched at the skull staff. The eyes of the skull glowed with eerie light as black energy circled the necromancer’s hand.  
 
    “Get away from it!” Wynter shouted with dark authority. 
 
    “You don’t have to tell me twice,” Renner said as he pulled his daggers from the creature’s neck. Feet planted firmly on the monsters back, the rogue somersaulted through the air and landed not far from the blue knight.  
 
    The rouge and knight turned and darted away, as Jayson and the others struggled to their feet, retreating back with black skeletons escorting them. The wither beast brought up a paw and slammed it down on a black skeleton, causing it to shatter to pieces. Ebony skeletons continued to hold onto the monster, keeping it in place. 
 
    The vibration of shadow energy swirling the necromancer’s hand unnerved the player. Wynter never poured this much of her strength into her shadow bolts. The bonuses from her staff caused the air to vibrate pure power. Seeing that her servants had pulled back the rest of the party, she centered her hand at the thrashing monster. With a mental command, the necromancer let out a haunting scream as shadow energy surged and exploded. The black lightning streaked feet above the road, arcing toward the monster. The wither beast stopped it’s trashing long enough to see the thick black lightning bolt cut through the air and strike it in the throat.  
 
    The impact was enough to cause a blustery wave of air in all directions. The players held up their arms and hands to block from the powerful wind before it died a second later. Eyes turned to the creature as it lumbered forward, a smoking crater in the creature’s throat plain for all to see. The beast’s health bar turned red but the monster continued to stand. 
 
    Jayson was back to his feet and stepping forward, sword in each hand. Lance and Sonja were to his sides. To their sides, Thorrin and Lyra stood at the ready. Renner was behind them all, sheathing his daggers and pulling a crossbow from his cloak. Wynter’s hand dropped to her side and she leaned heavy on her staff, her strength spent. Kai pulled back his bowstring, arrow pointed at the creature’s eye. 
 
    The wither beast eyed the group as they stood at the ready. A low growl fell from its open throat. Just as the creature’s brow formed ripples of rage, it turned and shambled off into the forest.  
 
    Jayson couldn’t hide his relief as his shoulders sank. The feeling was mutual as every player let their guard down. Oksuna watched with worried eyes from the distance. The pink haired troll left the town’s folk and rushed across the town to her lord. Jayson smiled as Oksuna came in close, arms curling around him and holding him close to her tall frame. Lance smirked as Sonja smiled. Thorrin dusted himself off as Lyra placed her glowing healing hands on herself. 
 
    Oksuna let go of Jayson as he struggled in her grip. The knight slid down to his feet and turned to the group. Thorrin stepped forward, eyes on the knight and tilting his head to him. 
 
    “Lyra and I should have waited. I didn’t think they’d be that tough.” Thorrin said simply. 
 
    Jayson nodded, “We hurt the one by the portal by the time you showed up.” The knight paused before continuing, “We’re going to have to work on our team work.” 
 
    Thorrin smiled, “Yes, yes we do.” 
 
    The mayor walked with purpose down the street, sword in hand. Jayson turned his attention to the mayor, seeing the look of fury painting his face. The knight sheathed his swords over his shoulders and turned to face the incoming leader of Dark Hearth. 
 
    “All of you are to leave Dark Hearth, immediately,” the mayor said with restrained anger. 
 
    “No ‘thank you’ for a job well done?” Renner smiled. 
 
    “No, there will be no thanks tonight,” The mayor seethed. “Those beasts attacked because of all of you. You killed their mother or pack leader and now they won’t rest until they devour you. I hoped the one you killed was a loner but clearly that wasn’t the case. It’s not safe for anyone here. You must leave this instant!” 
 
    “Isaac, we….” Jayson was cut off. 
 
    “Leave now! We must mourn our dead and prepare incase those monsters come back. If you wish for a safe haven, go to Lord Thorne’s castle. His walls can keep you safe for a night or two. Now go!”  
 
    Jayson wanted to ease the mayor’s anger but it looked like no words would calm him down. The players sheathed their weapons and looked to one another.  
 
    “We’re sorry for everything. We will leave,” Jayson said and began walking, Oksuna at his side. 
 
    The players and concubines moved as one following Jayson, as they walked the center of the road. Before long, they reached the western edge of town. The townsfolk gathered from behind, watching and ensuring the visitors to their small town left. Jayson led the way, the dark night spreading out before him. Dark clouds parted to show the dim shine of stars as the party departed. Soon they were swallowed up by the night as townsfolk cried for their lost loved ones. 
 
    *** 
 
    Two crescent moons hung high in the black sky, their light drowning out the twinkle of many stars. Journey Road stretched on with a glowing, ankle deep mist, wispy tendrils rising up and down like gentle ocean waves. A crowd of adventures walked on, eyes alert and senses dialed to eleven. A gloomy mood had taken hold and uncertainty filled their hearts as they marched down the ominous road. 
 
    Jayson lead the way, eyes drinking in every wisp of mist and gentle shudder of tree branches. The rest of the group followed, glancing to their left or right, searching for any monsters that may jump out from the black shadows. The glow from torches helped to keep the darkness at bay, but barely.  
 
    Thorrin eyed up and down the road, looking to each of the party members. Despite their numbers, there was a sliver of uncertainty coiling around their movements. The hellhound sniffed at the air every twenty feet. The paladin eyed her for any recognition of a threat but none came. Turning his attention, his eyes fell on the necromancer. Wynter moved with ease through the mist. She seemed the least worried in the group, her stride steady and face blank. The ranger troll at her side seemed more concerned, his eyes taking in every shadow but occasionally glancing to the scantily clad necromancer. 
 
    Thorrin slowed his pace until he was at Wynter’s side. The player noticed his skin began to crawl and he tried to ignore it. Wynter looked to the paladin for a moment before turning her eyes forward. The troll glanced at Thorrin before his brow sharpened to a point and then went back to scanning the area. 
 
    “I wanted to thank you,” the paladin said softly. 
 
    “We’re travelling together, no thanks needed,” Wynter said with an expressionless mask, her eyes still facing forward. 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes glanced to the skull staff with the glowing white eyes. The crawl along his skin continued as he tried to not think about it. 
 
    “I know we started off on the wrong foot…” Thorrin began. 
 
    “Forget it,” Wynter cut him off. 
 
    Thorrin looked forward, “How much do you know about the paladin class?” 
 
    Wynter was silent. 
 
    Thorrin continued, “The character class is very specific on certain things, destroying undead and those who perform necromancy is a top priority.” 
 
    Wynter kept her gaze forward. Kai looked to the paladin, a growing rage in his eyes. 
 
    “By being here, with you, it will have a negative impact on the Sphere of Light. I’m telling you this because the longer we are in the same party, the more effect it will have on what my class does in the game. Clearly, you’re not one of those necromancers who want to dominate everyone, and I can appreciate that. Lady Slytha must have known that too otherwise she wouldn’t have us in the same party.” 
 
    “Thorrin, what’s your point,” Wynter asked with bored eyes. 
 
    Thorrin gave a slight smile, “You sent your minions to save me and Lyra. Despite that, the paladin code dictates that I must slay you but I cannot follow the code since you saved us. I just wanted to tell you, I will defend everyone here to my last breath…even you.” 
 
    “You’re a piece of work,” Kai growled. 
 
    Thorrin ignored him and stepped in front of the necromancer. Wynter stopped as the paladin gazed into her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t take what I’m saying the wrong way. In a world of beautiful people, monsters, dragons and trolls, the heart wants what the heart wants,” Thorrin said with warmth in his tone. 
 
    Wynter eyed the paladin, an eyebrow rising, “What does your heart want, to wipe out darkness?” 
 
    Thorrin’s smile shifted to a smirk, “My heart wants to know you better.” 
 
    Wynter was about to say something when the paladin turned and began walking. The necromancer stared at Thorrin’s armored back as he moved on and stepped to Lyra’s side. Kai eyed the paladin but his anger melted away as he gave a knowing nod. Wynter wasn’t sure what to think as she looked to him.  
 
    The annoyance she felt before for the paladin ebbed but only so much. He took the game a little too serious for her tastes. Thinking back, she remembered how serious her ex-boyfriend took the game and it left a bad taste in her mouth. When Leopold betrayed her, and tried to convince her to join his side while wanting to wipe out the guild, it left the necromancer with mixed emotions on whom to trust. Glancing to Kai, she trusted the troll with her life, but the time they spent together was not as fulfilling as she thought it would be. The magic they felt was wonderful but short lived. Wynter remembered back to her bouts of over thinking her feelings. A worry cut into her heart that she may have treated Kai as a temporary distraction after her ill-fated break up. It caused her heart to harden not only in reality but in the game as well. She often asked herself why she continued to play with so many negative things from her past cropping up. The only answer she came back with was that she felt she was needed here. How long before that need faded away and she returned to being the damaged person she always felt she was? 
 
    Thorrin and Lyra walked side by side amid the misty gloom. 
 
    “It will never work. Your classes are directly opposite each other. She will lead you down a dark path,” Lyra said in a light neutral tone. 
 
    Thorrin watched as an alert appeared in his vision. 
 
    -1 to Sphere of Light.  
 
    “Spoken like someone who has never trusted their heart,” Thorrin said. 
 
    Lyra’s gaze turned downward but only for the barest of a moment, “You think I have never loved?” 
 
    “The months we have travelled together, I have seen you love but I have never seen you in love.” 
 
    “I’m a cleric and my duty is to heal,” Lyra said matter of fact. 
 
    “Go beyond your duty. What does Lyra want for herself?” 
 
    The cleric kept her gaze forward and steady, she opened her mouth and then a moment later closed it. Thorrin continued to walk, his eyes taking in their surroundings, but thoughts fluttered to the necromancer at his back. There was a swirl of emotion in his heart but he kept it at arm’s length, unsure how to proceed. The player was brave with anyone he was interested in, but the necromancer took him by surprise and the game imposed rules he had to think about. He promised himself to do good in this virtual world but it seemed the very game caused a wrinkle to his holy goals. It was something the player would have to decide upon when the time was right. 
 
    Jayson kept his pace steady and soon a black spire rose up in the distance. To the south side of the road, a dark tower stood above the tree line, beckoning like a port in a turbulent storm. It was then that Sonja gasped slightly behind Jayson. The knight turned his head to see something big and white move through the darken forest. It was deep within the forest and upon hearing Sonja’s gasp, it moved further in, darkness swallowing it up whole. 
 
    “They are still following us,” Sonja said with sword in hand. 
 
    “I see Lord Thorne’s castle. We just have to keep going,” Jayson said as he searched the shadows for another hint of the monster. 
 
    “They may try to take us out before we get to the castle,” Lance said with a hand on the pommel of his rapier. 
 
    “Not much we can do about that. They are badly injured so they may give up,” Jayson said, trying to be positive. 
 
    “They would have given up already if that was true,” Renner said as he moved up from behind. “We could take the fight to them and end it.” 
 
    Jayson looked to the forest and dread cascaded over his nerves. It felt wrong and a bit overzealous. Since he learned about NPC’s waking up from their programs, he began second guessing his decisions. It used to be simple to take out an enemy. They would re-spawn at another time and the cycle would continue. Now, thoughts were different. Looking to Oksuna by his side, the player knew he couldn’t risk taking a chance like that. They all had to be extra careful or the whole party could be wiped out, and if Oksuna was killed… The knight quickly pushed away the thought and firmed up his jaw. 
 
    “We press on to the castle,” Jayson said with authority. 
 
    Renner eyed the knight as he walked up to Jayson’s left side, “They are injured. I’m sure their hit points haven’t regenerated that quickly. Let’s have some fun before we get to the castle.” 
 
    Jayson shook his head, “We can’t risk it. There are things going on, not just reaching the west coast.” 
 
    “What things? Another storyline within the quest?” Renner asked simply. 
 
    A shadow fell over Jayson’s eyes, “You could say that. I can’t get into it but we have to reach safety, all of us.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “Does it have anything to do with the strange AI programs going rogue?” 
 
    Jayson’s brow shot up as he looked to the rogue. 
 
    Renner kept his face blank as they walked, “There have been rumors the last eight months about NPC’s acting strange. The rogue network has been passing those rumors and any information along. You three must have been out here for too long, you don’t know what is happening back in the kingdoms.” 
 
    Renner turned his attention to Oksuna, “Is she one of them?” 
 
    Jayson walked silently, shadows continuing to cover his eyes. 
 
    “You don’t have to answer, but now I know how important this quest is. I thought it was just a story line and I was going along with it but the way…..Lady Slytha spoke to me a few times. It made me curious. I had to be sure, when we met, what kind of raid this was going to be. The gossip is all over the place and if you know where to listen, it can be very enlightening.” 
 
    “Do you believe it?” Jayson asked simply. 
 
    Renner continued to look forward, “It’s not a question of whether I believe it. It’s more, if you believe it. I don’t judge people for what they do or what they want, but if we are on a raid and your pink haired troll is one of them, it just raised the stakes.” 
 
    Jayson fell silent again. 
 
    “My fellow rogues have their own ideas on what is happening but I will be sure to inform them that they need to take this a little more seriously. We will do everything we can to help you and Oksuna. Our lives we can throw away, but I have a feeling it’s not the same for her.”  
 
    Jayson gave the barest of nods. It seemed to be enough for Renner. 
 
    “I’ll make sure Vass and Rekt stay in line. My only concern is Thorrin, he seems to be taking the game seriously and I’m not sure if he will believe any of us about the NPCs.” 
 
    “We can’t doubt ourselves,” Jayson said in a low tone. 
 
    “It’s not doubt, just an observation. He seems like a good guy and will fight alongside us but I’m not sure he will be open to the idea of sentient NPCs. Don’t concern yourself too much about it, stay true to the quest. There are enough of us who know that make a difference.” 
 
    “Renner…thank….” 
 
    The rogue waved him off, “Just take care of Oksuna, and we will take care of you.” 
 
    The knight and rogue continued on with Sonja and Lance behind them and Oksuna to Jayson’s right. Toward the back, Vass and Rekt walked along, eyeing the drama between everyone. The elf was holding her hand over her mouth and the orc had a broad smile. 
 
    “This is turning into high school,” The orc grinned. 
 
    Vass pulled her hand away, “I didn’t know my little brother was into goth girls.” 
 
    Rekt raised an eyebrow, “The paladin is……” 
 
    Vass nodded, “He’s my brother in reality. Wasn’t sure I would run into him again until this quest. He can be pretty private sometimes.” 
 
    The elf folded her arms as they walked, “I know he likes MILF’s but Wynter is no MILF.” 
 
    “You did tell me how you and your musical tastes are a bit alternative in reality,” the orc chuckled.   
 
    Vass let a sly smirk slip, “Little brother, you pervert.” 
 
    Rekt let out a deeper chuckle and Vass grinned. The sudden growl behind them caused the elf and orc to whirl around with weapons in hand. Down the road, a wither beast stalked out, a large hole still in its throat. The growl was not contained as it echoed off trees and across the players. The entire party turned to see the lone beast in the middle of the road. Weapons drawn, the mood shifted from tense to battle ready. No words were spoken as everyone moved into formation. 
 
    The wither beast, a hundred feet away from the group, slowly stepped forward. Its black eyes staring menacingly as tentacles moved slowly in the air. A confidence rolled through the group, knowing that they could take on one of these monsters and come out unscathed. Hearts dropped and confidence swirled down the drain as three more wither beasts stepped out from the forest. 
 
    Jayson glanced over his shoulder to the castle tower in the short distance before turning back to the party, “Everyone….RUN!” 
 
    The party turned and bolted west. The wither beasts growled and charged after the fleeing adventurers. Legs pumping, players looked back to see the large creatures gaining on them. A sudden horror blanketed their minds as they clearly saw they could not outrun them. 
 
    Wynter pulled out several soul shards and began her incantations. Runic circles appeared on the ground and the shards faded from her hand. Black skeletons rose up from the road and advanced on the incoming beasts. The monsters seemed like they were ready as tentacles lashed out. Black skeletons were smashed to pieces or thrown into the forest, barely slowing down the beasts. Wynter pulled several more shards and began reciting the dark spell lyrics again.  
 
    Kai turned with bow in hand and letting an arrow loose. The run covered arrow shot across the distance in a blink of an eye but was quickly batted from the air by a white tentacle. The arrow spun into a tree and exploded into a fireball of flames. Several more ebony skeletons rose up and were trampled under wrinkled monster paws.  
 
    Lance looked over to the side where trees lined the side of the road, “Everyone keep going! I’ll slow them down!” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja turned their heads to the white knight as he stopped and turned around to face the monsters. 
 
    “Lance! We need you!” Jayson shouted, stopping on the road, as did Oksuna. 
 
    The white knight looked over his shoulder to his companions, “Don’t worry. You won’t lose me, now keep going!” 
 
    The party continued to run. Oksuna looked to her worried lover. Taking hold of his armor, she pulled, hoping he would go with her. Jayson resisted at first, but his priorities shifted when he turned to the pink haired troll, and an awful feeling caressed the knight’s honor. 
 
    Lance sheathed his rapier and pulled Shatter Light from over his shoulder. The thick white sword felt like a feather in his hand as he hefted it. The monsters barreled down the road toward the white knight, teeth flashing wet. Lance turned to the tree line and put the white blade a foot from a tree trunk. The knight cycled through his techniques until he reached “Pure Slice”. Activating the sword technique, his body turned into a white comet. Shatter Light cut through tree trunks like water. Lance smiled when he cut through six trees and kneeled down onto one knee. 
 
    For a moment, the trees stood. Another moment later, they fell one after the other. Thick branches reached up like a makeshift barricade. The monsters reached the edge and hesitated except for the one with a gaping hole in its throat. The wither beast launched into the air, tentacles out and razor maw open. 
 
    Lance spun up to his feet and pointed Shatter Light at the monster barreling through the air. With a thought, the white blade glowed to life. A second later, a thick white shaft of light blazed forth. The wither beast roared as the light slammed into its horrific chest. Black eyes went wide as the light punched through and exited out its back. Lance watched as its yellow health bar turned red and then turned black. The monster fell from the sky, cracks of light appearing all over its body. The knight stared as the light dimmed from the sword. The wither beast fell onto the fallen trees and shattered into shards of greenish light. 
 
    The death of the monster seemed to embolden the remaining three. The beasts stalked onto the fallen trees, their growls growing louder with each step. Kai had stopped running. Turning around, he had an arrow notched and ready. Runes glowed along the shaft as he aimed at the fallen trees. With a small exhale, the ranger let the arrow loose. It cut through the air almost instantly, the arrow point sinking into a fallen tree and exploding. 
 
    Fire engulfed the trees and flames roared up. The wither beasts hesitated and turned as fire raced along limbs. Lance watched as the monster’s roars turned to screeches of pain. The white knight turned and ran back to his group. Reaching Kai, he looked to him and nodded. 
 
    “Thanks. I thought the trees would be an effective barricade. I didn’t think to set them on fire.” 
 
    Kai smiled, “Trees don’t normally burn so easily in reality. Good thing this isn’t reality.” 
 
    Lance clamped a hand on the ranger’s shoulder. The two players made their way back to the group and pushed on to the castle. 
 
    *** 
 
    Eyes turned upward to the castle as they approached the main gate. A lone tower rose up, but below it was many black spires. The castle had an odd shape, almost like that of a spiked pit. The black stone walls surrounded the many spires and buildings just past the battlements. Some windows glowed with light while many others were dark. No one patrolled the walls and Jayson wondered how they were going to signal anyone inside to open up. 
 
    Around the fortress, the forest had given way to clear barren lands. From the north and south, no tree stood. Tall grass grew in patches but little else filled the land. Down the road to the west, the mountains stood, dark and ominous in the moon light. 
 
    As the party moved closer, Jayson brought up his hands, ready to cup them and shout for someone to open the gate. As if expecting them, the large metal doors pulled back, a creaking metal filling the areas. The party stood at the ready as soldiers in wicked pointed armor marched out. Ten soldiers stepped out, eyes drinking in the group. They marched in formation and halted feet from the travelers. One stepped forward and gave a salute with his hand over his heart. 
 
    “Welcome to Black Spire Castle. Lord Thorne has been expecting you. Please follow me.” 
 
    The soldier turned and all ten soldiers marched back past the gate threshold. Everyone in the party glanced at each other except Jayson. The knight stepped forward with Oksuna at his side. The rest of the group followed suit.  
 
    Sonja looked around once they passed the gate. There was a small town just inside the walls but the small houses were dark and appeared empty. Some soldiers stood to the sides of the main road inside the castle walls. The first thing she noticed was that they seemed severely understaffed. The entire castle and town came off abandoned. Even in the moonlight, the blue knight could see the lack of upkeep to the buildings. Looking to the main keep, large cracks ran along some of the walls and ancient tattered flags moved lazily in the small breeze.   
 
    The guards split up to flank the sides of the stairs leading up to the main keep, save for one. He continued on and the party followed. Glowing lanterns filled the main hall, giving it a shadowy, haunted look. Jayson looked around as they proceeded deeper inside. Occasionally he saw a castle servant look to the group with haunted eyes but they quickly scurried away after a moment. 
 
    A red rug stretched out up a series of steps and ended at a large archway. The soldier stepped through and Jayson followed, along with the group. The arch way gave way to a cathedral sized chamber. Pointed windows filled the walls to the left and right, black glass shining in the lantern light. At the end of the massive chamber was a gold throne. Before the throne, a man stood. Long blonde hair framed his thin face, the hair curling into waves just below the jaw line. Sharp eyes regarded the group as they entered, his mouth a thin emotionless line. The lord’s outfit was black leather. Around his neck, a collar stood straight up with golden metal running along the top of the collar. White cloth ruffles bloomed from his wrists. Black leather boots completed the outfit. Jayson was quick to notice he was covered completely except for his pale face, neck and hands. 
 
    “Lord Thorne, I presume,” Jayson said as he stepped forward. 
 
    The lord bowed his head slightly, “And you are Sir Reed. I have heard of your exploits recently. I welcome you to Black Spire Castle.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Lord Thorne stepped down the stone steps with ease toward the knight and his party, “You are welcome to stay as long as you wish in my home. You are free to walk the grounds but only if you agree to no violence within the castle walls.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Thank you Lord Thorne. We only wish to spend a night or two before we continue our journey to the western coast.” 
 
    Lord Thorne nodded before his thin mouth curved into an amused smile, “No need to stand on royal courtesy here. We are on the edge of civilization and courtesies can slow our future discussions. I am Drakkus, Drakkus Thorne.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyebrow went up as did several members of the party. Renner was the only one to cough out “vampire” before covering his mouth and chuckling to himself. Vass gave him a punch to the shoulder, trying to hide her own smile. 
 
    Jayson ignored his own party as he continued, “Thank you Drakkus.” 
 
    The pale lord looked to the group with emotionless eyes before his smile broadened, “You have arrived just in time for supper. My servants are preparing the dining hall.” 
 
    “Dinner in the middle of the night?” Renner asked, out loud. 
 
    Several servants appeared from side doors and moved to the group. 
 
    Drakkus continued as if he didn’t hear the rogue, “They will show you to the sleeping quarters. Make yourselves comfortable. My servants will come to gather you when the hall is ready to accept guests.” 
 
    Jayson nodded his agreement. Watching the lord, the player couldn’t shake the creepy vibe he gave off. Lord Thorne’s appearance was that of stone, carrying a regal and stoic demeanor, but the moment he spoke, it was almost like someone trying to be positive as they fought through crippling depression. It came off strange and clashed with his appearance. Jayson couldn’t fault Renner for making light of the lord and his black castle. Drakkus did look like Dracula but with the flowing blonde hair of Lestat. It gave him a powerful visage but something odd called out with every word he spoke. 
 
    Drakkus observed as the servants crowded around the party, directing with their hands on where to go. His eyes fell magnetically on a blue haired guest and gently glided over to take in the knight’s smooth features. Stepping forward, he entered the gathering of adventurers and took Sonja’s hand. The knight gazed at the lord as he bent at the waist and kissed the back of her hand. 
 
    “I have not seen such enchanted beauty grace this hall in many moons. I must insist you dine at my side,” Drakkus smiled as he slowly stood straight up, eyes never leaving the blue knight. 
 
    Sonja was taken aback as the lord continued to hold her hand. The group looked to the lord and the knight as they stood, still as graveyard statues. 
 
    A smile bloomed across supple lips, “How can I say no to such a gallant request.” 
 
    “It is decided then. Please go with the servants. I look forward to gazing upon your beauty once again,” Drakkus said with a smooth whisper and released Sonja’s hand. 
 
    The blue knight couldn’t hold back the pink color filling her cheeks. Jayson eyed the lord and blue knight but Lance smiled, folding his arms across his chest. The rest of the group gave knowing smiles. The only two not amused were the paladin and cleric. 
 
    Jayson was first to notice that the two holier classes were clearly uncomfortable with Drakkus’ advances. As the servants continued directing everyone, Jayson could see the realization of Lord Thorne’s attraction flow over the two players. Thorrin eyed their host with a questioning gaze mixed with a growing tension. Lyra lowered her eyes but her brow formed a hard V. The knight could feel this was going to be a problem and made a mental note to address it when they reached their rooms. 
 
    Drakkus entered a doorway and disappeared into the shadows just beyond it. The rest of the party followed the servants to an archway and then to a spiral staircase leading up. 
 
    *** 
 
    The guest wing was a long hallway with many doors lining each side. Servants moved with purpose, directing the party to each of their rooms. There were far too many rooms. The hollowed eyed servants even directed concubines to each have their own rooms, with many doors still left over.  
 
    Jayson could see that this was meant to house royal visitors as he stepped into his room. The chamber was immaculate. Walking further in, he ran his hand over the bed and not even a mote of dust appeared. Despite the crumbling castle outside, the inside was warm and welcoming. The furniture was polished metal and the wardrobe closet was made of sturdy oak. Lanterns hung, casting their warm light in every direction. The knight managed to turn around and fall back onto the bed. Arms out, he gazed at the fabric canopy top. A sound of shifting feet floated toward the relaxing knight and he raised his head. 
 
    Oksuna stood at the doorway with Sardyna. The troll and hellhound stepped in. Oksuna had eyes on her lord while Sardyna began inspecting the surroundings. She sniffed at the air and eyed every corner, and quickly noticed there were no mirrors in the room, only paintings of people she had never met. 
 
    Oksuna crawled in next to her lord and lay next to him, pushing her full chest into his face. The knight let out a comforting sigh as he snuggled into her warm cleavage. With all the recent events, it was nice to just lay and relax, even if it was only for a few moments. A knock at the open door caused the knight to listen, while remaining calm and close to the troll. 
 
    “Who is it?” the knight said with a muffled tone. 
 
    “We have to talk,” said a stern voice. 
 
    Jayson pulled away from Oksuna and looked up to see Thorrin and Lyra standing at his doorway. The knight let out another sigh before sitting up and scooting to the edge of the bed. Oksuna sat up next to him. Sardyna leaned against a wall and crossed her arms, eyes watching the paladin and cleric as they stepped in and closed the door behind them. 
 
    “I had a feeling we would be talking soon,” Jayson said as he looked to the agitated paladin. 
 
    Thorrin flexed his fingers as he spoke, “This place reeks of undead. We can’t stay here.” 
 
    “Is it because Drakkus reminds you of Dracula?” Jayson smirked. 
 
    Thorrin shook his head, “It’s not just that. Lyra and I are sensitive to the undead. The longer we do no act on wiping it out, the more it will drain our sphere of light. Even now I can feel a crawl across my skin. The MEG suit is giving an annoying vibration. I’m sure this is part of the story but we can’t rest here.” 
 
    “We can’t go back out there,” Jayson said flatly. “ Dark Hearth was the last town before the coast. We still have to travel through the ruins of Nekross. If we power through, we’re going to be exhausted by the time we get there.”  
 
    Thorrin stopped flexing his fingers and stared at the knight, “I’m all for being practical but we could be in real danger here. Lyra and I will become less effective the longer we stay.” 
 
    Jayson nodded but his lip wrinkled, “I understand but we can’t go.” 
 
    Thorrin tried to visibly hide his displeasure and failed, “If this is a place filled with vampires then we are all in danger.” 
 
    Jayson thought of Lance and what he would say, “That is why you’re here. Keep us safe from the vampire threat.” 
 
    Thorrin’s brow smoothed out as if he mentally told himself to calm down, “Okay, then that is what I will do. But being a leader is more than having the final say. I know you and your fellow knights have been battling your way west since the beginning. I can respect that. Just know that if Drakkus does one thing to put anyone in danger, we subdue the threat and we leave.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “I can agree to that.” 
 
    The paladin regarded the knight for a moment before turning and leaving, Lyra close behind. Jayson rolled his eyes and fell backwards onto the comfortable bed. Sardyna stepped over and sat on the edge as Oksuna moved to her lord, lifted his head and placed it on her lap. 
 
    “He’s a hard ass,” Sardyna said in a mocking tone. 
 
    Jayson looked up at Oksuna as she ran her fingers through his hair, “At first I didn’t mind being leader but the politics involved do take some of the fun out of it. I wasn’t meant to lead. I just want to do the right thing.” 
 
    Oksuna smiled, “Leaders are not meant to be selfish. A good leader takes care of their people. You have taken care of us.” 
 
    Jayson let a small smirk slip, “That’s different.” 
 
    “No, it isn’t,” the hellhound said matter of fact. “We love and follow you not because you are our lord. We do it because you are our loving lord.” 
 
    Jayson turned his eyes to the hellhound. The way they looked at him soothed his internal struggle and even pushed it from his mind for a moment. Sardyna gave her come hither eyes. It was then that Jayson drank in her form. Unlike Dalya who wore a skimpy top and bottom, Sardyna preferred the nude. Her dark, almost black skin, made her look like she was wearing a full body suit. Black fur ran along her arms and legs but everything else was smooth. Her nipples were black as pitch, you almost didn’t see them due to her overall dark appearance. Her valley between her legs was covered in hair but when she was aroused, her pink line would show. The only stark color anyone ever focused on was her burning red eyes. 
 
    The knight turned his head and looked up at Oksuna. The pink hair and smooth blue skin set his soul on fire. Her smile was genuine and that alone was enough to want to press his body to hers. She would gladly accept him and they would make love until their bodies cried out to stop, and then they would continue, pushing past the pain to a nirvana only they knew. As wild urges pressed at him and he wondered if there was time to take a moment to enjoy some privacy. A knock at the door dashed those urges on the rocks. 
 
    “Lord Reed, we are gathering everyone for the dinner,” said a meek voice on the other side of the door. 
 
    Jayson looked up at Oksuna and sighed, “Duty calls.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The dining hall was vast, just like every chamber in the black castle. Tapestries hung with red flare. Paintings of royalty graced the places between tapestries. A long table ran the length of the giant hall, covered in candelabras, silver plates of food, wine bottles and glasses. The party sat at the long table along with their host. 
 
    Drakkus sat at the end, eyes drinking in his quests as they sat stiffly in their high-backed chairs. Sonja was to the lord’s right and Jayson was to his left. To the left of the blue knight was Lance, Renner, Vass and Rekt, with Sonja and Lance’s concubines taking up several more chairs. 
 
    To Jayson’s right was Oksuna, Lunatina, Sardyna, Wynter, Kai, and several more concubines. Thorrin and Lyra sat at the very middle of the table, in seats on either side facing each other. The rest of the table was so long that despite food and wine covering it to the opposite end, the chairs stood empty. Servants moved with ease along the sides of the table, picking up open wine bottles and pouring into empty glasses. Red flowed until the glasses were brimming with wine. 
 
    “Please, eat and drink your full. There is more than enough for any appetite,” Drakkus said with a wave of his hand. 
 
    The party looked to each with discomfort. Jayson looked down at the pork, beef and assorted vegetables. Taking his fork, he stabbed into a chunk of beef and put it in his mouth. The game couldn’t feed you but it didn’t lack on sensations. Jayson’s eyes widened as the mouthwatering meat nearly melted in his mouth. He instinctually stabbed another piece, enjoying every bit. With all eyes on the knight and seeing no ill effects, the rest of the party began trying the food. It wasn’t long before they reached for the glasses filled with wine. 
 
    Drakkus picked up his glass and cleared his throat. The party stopped with glasses nearly to their lips, eyes turning to their host. 
 
    “A toast to a warm and fortunate visit to my home, may your journey be filled with fortune and victory.” 
 
    Everyone raised their glasses up and then quickly gulped down the wine. Renner pulled back his glass and Gylda appeared next to him. The golden luck fairy zipped to the glass and dunked her head into the red liquid. After what seemed like long seconds, she pulled back for air with a toothy smile. 
 
    The rogue smiled at her as he turned his gaze to their host, “So Drakkus, do you think capes will come into fashion here?” 
 
    Vass coughed and used her knee to knock it into Renner’s leg under the table.  
 
    Drakkus took a sip of wine as he eyed the rogue, “I do not follow the trends, being so far removed from the eastern part of the continent.” 
 
    Renner nodded, “They are all the rage. I see you have great tastes and couldn’t understand why you didn’t have a cape. I mean…all the vam…Counts wear them.” 
 
    The elf rogue tried to stifle her laugh as her hand reached down and dug her nails into Renner’s thigh. Jayson looked to the rogue and shook his head. Sonja drank some wine to hide her smile. Lance looked up as if something was on the ceiling. Wynter rolled her eyes but smiled at the same time. Kai gobbled down a piece of meat, trying to hold back his own smile. The concubines looked around confused and Thorrin and Lyra remained quiet and stone faced at the other end of the table. 
 
    “I am not a Count, I am a lord,” Drakkus said with a sliver of a smile. 
 
    Renner nodded, “Do you like to count? I love to count. I can count the number of wine bottles on the table…” the rogue was cut off. 
 
    “I think the wine has already gone to his head,” Sonja said politely. 
 
    Drakkus eyed the rogue and shifted his eyes to the blue knight, “It does not bother me in the least. It wouldn’t be the first time someone had a bit of fun at my expense. I’m sure lord, Wulf is it, has a sense of humor. To be a man walking around with such a dreadful hairstyle, speaks to his bravery, sense of humor and lack of common sense.” 
 
    Eyes darted to the rogue and laughter rang out. Renner smiled; lips peeling back to show his teeth. The wine continued to flow and within twenty minutes, the entire table was caught up in conversation. Even Thorrin and Lyra were smiling as the mood shifted from unease to blurry warmth. Vass leaned an elbow on the table with her other hand reaching under it. Renner was talking but couldn’t finish his thoughts as the elf moved fingers over the straining bulge between his legs. Wynter sat, her pale cheeks glowing pink from the wine as Kai talked on. Lunatina laughed as Sardyna gulped down glasses of wine to the jester’s urging. Lance and Rekt were talking, the orc telling of the biggest heist he ever helped to complete. Oksuna was leaning her head on Jayson’s shoulder as he watched the lord and blue knight caught in conversation. 
 
    “You have the beauty of a waterfall made of sapphires,” Drakkus said with confidence. 
 
    Sonja tried to hide her girly side but couldn’t stop shifting in her seat. The knight instead leaned in closer, eyes on his pale neck and strong collarbone. Every now and again, she would gaze at his blonde hair and start twirling her own around a finger. Jayson had only seen her like that when she watched him and Lance together. The knight smiled as he watched her flirt with the lord. 
 
    “Thank you, Drakkus,” Sonja said with a nearly sultry whisper.  
 
    “I do hope you do not find me too bold. I find I have little restraint since your beauty stabbed at my heart.” 
 
     “Would it be too forward if I requested you to continue?” Sonja said with a nearly drunken smile. 
 
    Drakkus’ eyes held a caged heat as he gave a small smile, “A woman who knows what she wants is a treasure in these times. I often meet guests that only see a lord, but your eyes speak differently. Am I incorrect in that assumption?” 
 
    Sonja eyed him, her own internal heat blazing to life, “You see the truth. Your charm is deadly like a razor, but it cuts with the softness of a rose petal.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “The writer in you is coming out.” 
 
    Sonja looked over to her friend and lover, “It could be the wine,” Sonja said but her eyes spoke of something else. 
 
    Jayson gazed at the blue knight sensing guilt filling her eyes. He knew she was smitten with the lord but he didn’t feel any jealously. As far as the player could tell, she was having fun. The blue knight kept her eyes on Jayson as he gave a slight approving nod. Sonja smiled and turned to Lance. Rekt continued to talk as Lance looked to Sonja, raising his glass also in approval. The guilt ebbed away and she turned back to the lord, who only had eyes for her. 
 
    Gylda fluttered above the table in strange zig zags. She sang a drunken tune before crashing into a bottle. The fairy landed on her back as the bottle fell and wine poured across it. Renner picked up the fairy and held her close as Vass continued to work his manhood out of his leggings. The mood went from rosy to full on singing. An hour later, the servants were clearing the table. 
 
    Drakkus stood up and tapped his glass with a fork, “Thank you for dining with me tonight. I’m sure everyone here wishes to rest up from your long journey. Please enjoy the rest of your evening. My servants are here to fulfill anything you may require.” 
 
    “Anything?” Renner said with a hazy slip of the tongue. 
 
    Drakkus smiled, “Anything, Lord Wulf.”   
 
    A murmur fell through the crowd as everyone stood up on shaky legs. Jayson stood and nearly fell from his chair as Oksuna took hold of him. Despite her blue skin, she could not hide the warm color in her cheeks. Jayson’s heart beat rapidly in his chest as he looked to her through a haze. Turning his attention, he watched as Drakkus put out his arm and Sonja curled hers around his. The two walked off without as much as a goodbye. Oksuna pulled at her lord and Jayson followed along as they made their way to the stair cases. 
 
    The party dispersed from the table and moved along as servants rushed to their sides, helping them along to the stairwell. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson stumbled up the stairs as Oksuna held him up. The servants tried to intervene but the pink haired troll shot them a polite but decisive look. The servants seeing her gaze quickly backed off. Once they reached the bedroom door, Oksuna helped her lord in and shut it with her leg on the servants. They looked to the shut door, clearly seeing they were not wanted or needed and shuffled off. 
 
    The knight struggled onto his feet. The game did send signals to the areas of the brain to induce the same feeling as drunkenness but without the negative hang over effects, and the option of instant sobriety at will. The player willed the feeling to subside and it did, but only partially. For some reason, it wouldn’t fully go away. The player found it a bit odd but was lost to Oksuna’s touch. 
 
    The pink haired troll took hold of her lord and began undressing him. Kneeling down, her eyes were still level with his chin. Hands worked with expert skill, undoing his shirt and then moving to his belt and leggings. Jayson couldn’t keep his eyes off of her as she worked. The rosy feelings returned and he wanted nothing more than to spend time with his beautiful troll. 
 
    Oksuna bent down and pulled off his boots one by one before helping him step out of his leggings. Looking down, she could see her lord’s spear hardening right before her eyes. 
 
    “Do you really….love me?” Jayson asked as his mind worked against a flood of information, and thoughts of reality crossing into this digital world. 
 
    Oksuna looked up and gave him a gentle smile, “I have never loved anyone like I love you.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “I don’t know what the future will bring for us? I don’t know if I can always be there to protect you?” 
 
    Oksuna grabbed at the white straps over her shoulders and pulled them aside. Taking hold of her dress, she pulled it down, the fabric stretching over her oversized chest and pointed nipples. Once the fabric cleared, her breasts bounced seductively and she wiggled the dress down past her thin waist with the white leggings pushed down next. The white dress and leggings pooled at her knees and she stood up, letting them fall to her ankles and she stepped out of them. 
 
    Jayson’s thoughts swirled down the drain as Oksuna’s beauty shined. Dark blue nipples pointed as the knight’s gaze glided over her body. The troll did the same, taking in Jayson’s handsome features, toned muscles and throbbing manhood. Gravity was losing the fight as his spear stood up on its own. Jayson’s eyes lingered on her thick thighs and clean-shaven valley. Pink supple lips glistened in the lantern light before she moved closer. Fingers curled around Jayson’s rock-hard member and gentle strokes caused a small groan to drift up the knight’s throat. 
 
    “We will protect and love each other for as long as we can,” Oksuna said with a sultry whisper, her hand moving to a tantalizing rhythm. 
 
    Unable to control himself, hands reached up and took hold of Oksuna’s waist, drawing her closer to him. Lifting his chin up, he kissed her moist lips. The two stayed close, their bodies touching and tongues playing through parted lips. The haze deepened but it was Oksuna’s knees that weakened. She slid down his body, lips falling away from her lover and lord. Jayson watched as she fell to her knees, her lips finding a new home. Gentle groans filled the lavish room as the troll’s lips wrapped around her lord’s cock. Inches pushed past sensual lips until most of him was deep within her mouth and touching her throat. The gentle bob of her head only caused the knight to gaze down with loving eyes. Oksuna closed her eyes, deep moans rising up her throat to vibrate against Jayson’s member.  
 
    Suckling sounds and moans played their passionate song. The tempo increased and Jayson was finding it difficult to concentrate. He was never this drunk before in the game so why now? Why here? Those thoughts fell away like dying leaves as Oksuna hungrily sucked on his manhood, trying to draw his very seed. The moans grew louder and she worked her magic tongue, caressing his veiny shaft and pushing it to the roof of her mouth. 
 
    Jayson gave a groan that Oksuna recognized. She knew if she kept going, he would come in her mouth. A wanting took over and she pulled her mouth from him. Jayson eyed her, unsure what was happening until she stood up, moved past him and slipped into bed. She partially covered herself but her eyes looked to her lord with heated desire.  
 
    The knight knew his lover’s sign that she wanted to be conquered. She would part the gates and let him invade her, taking whatever spoils he wished. Unable to control himself, he crawled into bed. Legs parted and blue fingers touched her budding flower. Jayson drank in her thighs and pink valley. A hunger rose up and he knelt down, pressing the side of his face to her inner thigh and tongue snaking out. Oksuna wanted him to take her but her lord changed the plan. She reached for him and then hesitated with a gasp as his tongue ran along her pink line. Oksuna’s hands fell to her sides, fingers digging into the blankets and bed. She let out a heated gasp as his tongue knew all of her secrets and exploited them. Jayson could feel her taste change and he continued to his sensual conquest. Oksuna couldn’t control her hips as they moved, grinding her glowing nub to his tongue. A vast wanting yawned inside her but the teasing of her lover only pushed tingling sensations among digital nerves.  
 
    “Jayson….” Oksuna begged as he punished her with delightful caresses. 
 
    The knight ignored her plea as his tongue slipped among her folds and then moved up to slather against her clit. Long moments passed before nerves tightened. Oksuna’s moans fell silent as something grew internally, begging for release. Jayson continued his maddening work, feeling light shudders among her thick thighs. A soul searing moan rose up from the troll’s throat as her eyes squeezed shut. Hips bucking, she cried out as explosions ran along tight nerves. The impacts caused the dam to break, bliss and wetness spilling unchecked. Jayson gave a small smirk as wetness flowed, touching his lips and dripping down his chin. The knight snuggled his face deeper into her valley, feeling the heat rush to his cheeks. Oksuna cried out again and again as sudden explosions took hold, one after the other. Thoughts were engulfed in a cloud of bliss and confusion wrapping her like a loving blanket. Chest heaving, sensitive nipples touched a toned chest. 
 
    Jayson watched as the sensual troll squirmed from flashes and flashes of bliss. He crawled over her as she bit her lip with closed eyes. When his chest touched erect nipples, she tried to regain some semblance of awareness only for it to be drowned out as the tip of his cock touched her quivering valley. 
 
    The knight gazed at her lovingly as hips moved. Oksuna gasped as her lord’s manhood pushed at her tight opening. Strong knees pushed her legs aside as he invaded her valley with one long slow thrust. Inner walls spread to accommodate her lord as she sheathed his thick sword. Happy tears welled up as bliss clouded her mind. Jayson snuggled closer, his cock buried to the hilt and hands clutching at large breasts. Holding a nipple between fingers, Jayson licked at it before closing his mouth and suckling on her. The troll squirmed and that caused the knight to move his hips. Inches moved back and forth between them. Oksuna squeezed him with each stroke and soon Jayson found it harder to think.  
 
    A needy insanity took over as Oksuna reached around and grabbed her lord’s ass, forcing him as deep as he could go. She moaned and whimpered her delight as she helped him along. Jayson nibbled her nipple and another moan fell from her parted lips. Time lost all meaning as they connected, deeper than ever before. Jayson pulled his upper body up as his hips worked. Oksuna curled her long legs around his waist as her hand held onto the sides of his ribs. The look they gave each other was beyond words. 
 
    Jayson’s member thickened and Oksuna’s inner walls tightened. Bodies vibrated as they could not hold back the urges that whipped at their very beings. A fever bloomed between them as movements grew rougher. The sound of their lovemaking bounced off stone walls as their vision and hearts became truly focused. Moans and grunts rose up and the tide of bliss came crashing down. Oksuna let out a deep whimper as nerves exploded one again. Jayson’s cock thickened, spreading her pinks walls. White molten seed burst from his manhood, filling the tight space between them. Paradise and bliss held hands as bodies moved to their own accord. The knight mashed his upper body down on her as she enveloped him with her arms and legs. Pressure increased and the player could feel each push of his seed. Oksuna held tight as warmth filled her womb. Bodies quivered but on and on they pushed. Oksuna squeezed, milking every drop from her lord’s cock while coaxing out every bit of her own orgasms. When the fog lifted slightly, Jayson collapsed onto Oksuna’s warm chest. The troll held him close, fingers in his hair as she kept him inside her, lovingly squeezing him. 
 
    Jayson stared off as the bliss rolled over his senses. A blinking three question marks appeared in his vision. The number beside it was up to 98%. Jayson couldn’t think and quickly mentally tapped it to disappear. Oksuna held him close. A moment passed and the knight’s cock slowly grew harder. Oksuna felt new wetness rise up to coat her lord’s cock. Bodies moved once again to their endless appetites. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sardyna and Lunatina laughed as they held onto each other, legs moving in all sorts of directions. The jester and hellhound crashed into walls and rolled off, trying to make it to their rooms. Lunatina looked over at the concubine but of the two, it was clear that Sardyna had too much. 
 
    “I….I need…to get…to my lord…” the hellhound said in a deep haze. 
 
    Lunatina smiled, “I..I thought…we were having fun..(hic)..” 
 
    The hellhound gave a sloppy grin, “I am….having fun…” 
 
    “Then show me..your room…” 
 
    The hellhounds ears perked up, “You want to go to my room?” 
 
    The jester gave a wide grin and nodded, “It has been so long since I felt another’s touch. I hear hellhounds have great tongues.” 
 
    Sardyna returned the smile, “We…do. My lord has told me he likes my mouth and tongue.” 
 
    “Then show me,” The jester cooed with sultry eyes. 
 
    Sardyna smiled. The two continued their pin balling until they reached a room. The door opened and they slipped in, giggling. Lunatina looked around as the hellhound took her by the hand and pulled her to the bed. 
 
    “Is this your room?” the jester asked as the hellhound pushed her to the side of the bed. 
 
    “I have no idea. Does it matter?” Sardyna grinned as she fell to her knees. 
 
    Lunatina smiled, “I suppose not.” 
 
    The jester reached behind and grabbed hold of the buttons along her back. One by one she undid them until the fabric at her shoulders loosened. Sardyna looked up with hungry red eyes and tail wagging as the jester took hold of her one-piece outfit and slipped it over her shoulders. Black and purple fell away to reveal smooth, dead white skin. Sardyna watched as pale pink nipples were exposed among sensual curves. Lunatina lifted herself up just enough to slip the bodysuit under her rump. She sat back down on the edge and let the outfit pool at her feet. 
 
    Sardyna was patient as Lunatina reached down, picked up her outfit and put it on the bed. Next her hands went to her headpiece, unbuckled the tiny straps in the back and pulled it off, exposing short, white hair. At first, the concubine thought the jester was wearing makeup, but much to Sardyna’s surprise her black lips, eye shadow and liner were actually part of her face. 
 
    Lunatina could see the questions form in the hellhounds face and smiled, “When I studied alchemy in my youth, there was an accident. This is how I look now.” 
 
    Sardyna nodded approvingly but her eyes lowered their gaze to her hairless valley and pink lips. Tail wagging, she moved forward, pressing her nose to the jester’s pink line. Lunatina watched with curious eyes until the hellhound’s tongue slipped out and tasted her. A sudden touch of bliss ran along nerves as Sardyna took hold of her hips and pressed her mouth against the jester. Tongue running along her wet pussy, the scent alone was driving the concubine nuts. Red eyes widened as she licked and slathered against the jester. 
 
    Lunatina closed her eyes, “I never…had anyone…touch me before….” She cooed. 
 
    Sardyna ignored her, lost to the rapture inducing scent. She worked harder, licking and licking, not being able to stop herself. The jester looked down with half parted eyes, taking in the blissful tingles running through her. Sardyna huffed and licked until shadows touched her vision. Instinct kicked in and she tried to pull away but the intoxicating scent and taste was too much to ignore. 
 
    Lunatina scratched the scruff at the hellhound’s neck amid blissful sensations, “I managed to find jord root. I was able to make a potion and poured it over my pussy. It’s kind of like catnip but for hellhounds. Some of the side effects are memory loss so you won’t remember what is happening right now and you will not be able to resist me.” 
 
    The jester let out a shudder as Sardyna lapped hungrily at her nub, “Don’t worry, Sardyna. You’ll be fine. I just need something you have.” 
 
    Sardyna continued to lap and lap and lap at the jester until her eyes rolled into her head. Shadows grew, covering her vision in a dark haze. The concubine finally pulled away and fell backwards onto the rug in the middle of the room. Lunatina looked down, her hand touching herself for a moment. The hellhound lay with closed eyes and lips parted, breathing softly. 
 
    Lunatina pulled her hand from between her legs and reached into her side pouch of her outfit on the bed. She pulled out a syringe. Standing up, she stepped over the unconscious hellhound and knelt down. The syringe gleamed in the lantern light as the jester moved the point to Sardyna’s arm. 
 
    “I just need a little,” the jester smiled with black lips and half-closed eyes. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lance was smiling as his concubines, Luk and Balog carried him to their room. Several servants followed behind. The female servants peeled away and back down the corridor while three males followed the inebriated knight. Lance glanced back as they gave him smiles, darkness under their eyes. 
 
    Lance moved his legs and stood under his own power but couldn’t stop his slight swaying. He turned to the three servants and eyed them, Balog and Luk at his sides. 
 
    “You don’t have to follow me. My concubines know the way,” Lance said politely. 
 
    One of the servants stepped forward, “We want to follow. We want to please.” 
 
    The white knight gave a smirk, “Party in my room?” 
 
    The three servants nodded and grinned. Lance turned around and stumbled forward. He would have hit the floor if the elf and fire elemental didn’t catch him. Dragging their lord along, they slipped into their room. The servants followed and closed the door behind them.  
 
    Lance managed to stand up again, stumble forward and crash into the bed. Lying on his stomach, he could hear movement behind him. Turning over, he watched as the servants began undressing. Luk and Balog also undressed but kept wary eyes on the servants. 
 
    “I think they’re safe, aren’t you guys?” Lance laughed. 
 
    “We are here to please,” one of the servants said when they were fully naked. Strong toned bodies glowed in the lantern light. Luk had revealed his slender body while Balog showed his wide shoulders and thick muscles. Lance moved to the edge of the bed and watched as the servants split up, one to each concubine and one before the knight. The room took on a sultry vibration as servants knelt before the elf and fire elemental. Balog’s bronze skin shined as one of the men wrapped their lips around the elemental’s thick human like cock. Another knelt and took hold of Luk’s cock, licking the end before suckling on it. Another servant moved to Lance’s feet, eager to please. 
 
    The knight put his palm to his chest. Clothes faded away and the knight’s manhood slowly stood up under its own power. Without a word, the servant closed his mouth over the end and suckled. Lance let out a deep exhale as he watched the tension in the room bleed away with every lick and swirl of tongues. The knight thought of Jayson and Sonja but those thoughts were flooded away as the tempo grew. 
 
    It didn’t take long before grunts filled the room and come burst into waiting mouths. The servants continued to suckle, drinking down come and using their skills to harden their guests once again. 
 
    Lance gave a small grin, “Everyone on the bed. There are still several hours till dawn.”  
 
    *** 
 
    Wynter weaved as she walked the long hallway to the guest quarters. Eyes glazed over, she tried to keep herself upright. A faint memory swirled in her mind of her telling the several servants not to touch her. They quickly fled when she threaten to raise the dead. Alone, she tried to remember which door was to her room. Eyes gazing at the floor, she managed to see a pair of boots. Slowly looking up, she saw someone was in those boots. Taking in the gray and gold trim of his outfit, Wynter stood up to her full height and saw Thorrin leaning against a wall by a room. The paladin had his arms crossed but a pleasant smile on his lips. 
 
    “Lost your way, Paladin,” Wynter said dead pan. 
 
    Thorrin kept his smile, “No. I wanted to make sure you got to your room okay.” 
 
    Wynter gave him a sarcastic smile, “I don’t need you looking out for me. Why don’t you bother someone else?” 
 
    The paladin unfolded his arms and bowed before her, “I know I have been a jerk but I wanted to apologize, nothing more.” 
 
    Wynter eyed him for a moment before hardening her brow, “Apology accepted, now go away. I’m sure Lyra could use your comfort.” 
 
    Thorrin continued to smile, “She’s praying with the orc.” 
 
    The necromancer looked to him fully knowing that Lyra was on her knees communing with her sex goddess. Wynter had considered taking the cleric class but felt it was much too submissive. After her last break up, she was not going to be submissive to anyone any more. 
 
    “I’m sure the servants will gladly suck your dick,” Wynter said with a hard edge. 
 
    Thorrin’s brow formed a sharp V, “I have never met anyone in this game with as many hang ups as you. I’m not looking to fuck. I like to get to know people. You are beautiful and I can’t help myself but clearly, you’re damaged. Forget I said anything. Have fun in your angry prison.” 
 
    Wynter stood with a sliver of shock in her eyes as the paladin turned and stormed off. Anger burned and fueled her rage as she stomped after him. 
 
    “Don’t you dare tell me what to do! You act like a rude jerk and think just because you want to be a nice guy that I should spread my legs. Think again!” 
 
    Thorrin felt a hand on his shoulder. The necromancer took a firm hold and whipped him around to face her. The two stared daggers into each other as fury skirted between them. 
 
    “Go have one of your zombies fuck some sense into you,” Thorrin growled. 
 
    Wynter’s eyes blazed as she pulled back her arm and made a fist. Thorrin’s head moved slightly as the necromancer’s fist connected with his jaw. The player noted the one hit point damage and turned his hard gaze to the necromancer. Wynter’s arm was shaking as she reared back to punch him again. A foul rage had taken root as she remembered all of her bad relationships. The poison was there, seething under her skin as control fluttered away. She growled hatred as she swung at him again. 
 
    Thorrin caught her arm mid swing and held it. Wynter’s eyes blazed as she brought her booted foot into his stomach. The paladin bent and fell back as she rushed him. Dark energy swirled around fingers as she pointed a hand. Thorrin activated his Holy Shield, a glowing golden aura surrounding him. A black lightning bolt flashed forward and bounced off the aura, striking the wall. Servants rushed to either end of the hall to see what the commotion was. 
 
    Thorrin regained his balance and rushed at the mad necromancer. The two clashed as hands grabbed at each other. Wynter struggled in the paladin’s grip as he fought to contain her. Bodies were so close that the struggle slowed and stopped. Wynter gazed into the paladin as his rage bled away and was replaced with sorrow. He immediately let go and backed off. Wynter rubbed her arms as the paladin backed up a few steps. 
 
    Glancing to the servants, the paladin raised his hands, “Sorry, nothing to see, just a misunderstanding.” 
 
    Wynter looked to the servants as they stayed where they were, watching unconvinced. “It’s fine. We were having a discussion on right and wrong.” 
 
    The servants sheepishly shuffled away. The paladin and necromancer stood, eyeing one another, a foolish feeling cascading over their hearts. 
 
    “I’m really sorry. I never lose control like that. The weird vibration here isn’t letting me calm down,” Thorrin said calmly. 
 
    Wynter hugged her waist, “I’m sorry too. I had a bad break up two months ago and…..and I haven’t been dealing with it well. I thought I could just let it go but it keeps showing up.” 
 
    Wynter bit her lip, “I can sense it here too. I can sense death and darkness but it has a calming effect on me. I didn’t think about how it would affect you and Lyra.” 
 
    Thorrin stepped closer, reaching over and taking her hand into his, “We….we can talk about it…if you want?” 
 
    Wynter’s lip wrinkled into a half smirk, “That’s all Kai and I ever talk about. I’m sick of talking about it.” 
 
    The necromancer eyed the paladin as he stood with kindness in his eyes. A heat took hold and in a blink of an eye, Wynter pressed her lips to the holy paladin before her. Thorrin’s eyes widened but only for a moment as tongues slipped over one another. Hands grabbed at each other fiercely as the remnants of their rage shifted into uncontrolled wanting.  
 
    The paladin pushed the scantily clad necromancer against the wall. Bodies grinding, they moved as if they were possessed. Wynter gasped for air while Thorrin kissed and licked at her alabaster neck. A thigh high booted leg curled around him, passion inflaming every action. Wynter felt the paladin harden against her and she let out a small cry. Hand reaching over, she grabbed the door handle, turned and shoved the door inward. Seeing what she was doing, he held her close as they clumsily moved over and nearly fell into the bedroom. The paladin kicked his foot out, trying to close the door. It came close but a sliver remained open and unnoticed. 
 
    Wynter broke free as hands worked to remove her cloak. Thorrin grinned as he pressed a palm to his chest. Clothes faded away and he stood nude before her. Wynter grinned back as she put her palm to her chest, cloak, boots, bikini top and bottom fading from sight. The two players stared at each other, taking in their beautiful bodies. Thorrin moved closer, his manhood fully standing up. Wynter met him halfway. Taking hold of the paladin, she shifted him on his feet and curled a leg behind his heel. Thorrin wasn’t sure what was happening until pale hands touched his chest and pushed. The paladin fell backwards onto the bed and Wynter leapt. 
 
    Thorrin’s hands rose up and caught her waist as she landed on him. Breasts bounced as pink nipples pointed. The paladin let his hand slide down to her long leg as she hungrily lifted herself up onto her knees and took hold of his hard cock. 
 
    “I can take care of you first….” Thorrin said before the necromancer’s hand mashed his mouth closed. 
 
    “Shut up. No more talking,” Wynter said as she pressed the head of his cock to her wet opening. 
 
    Inches spread open her tight space as gravity did the work. The necromancer impaled herself on the paladin’s rigid member, sliding down inch after inch. Inner walls spread to accommodate the veiny shaft as pale, pink lips squeezed. Thorrin said nothing as she pulled her hand away and placed both hands on his chest. When she reached the hilt, she began moving, slowly at first, on his manhood. Blissful sensations bloomed between them as the necromancer took control. Thorrin watched as she closed her eyes and let out small sensual moans. Cupping her round bottom, he helped her along as wet sounds filled the chamber. 
 
    The bed began to shake as Wynter increased the tempo. Breasts bounced more and more as she forced herself to the hilt over and over again. The player didn’t know if it was pent up rage or simply fucking a hated enemy but whatever it was, her nerves blazed brighter and brighter with each thrust down. Squeezing him, her whimpers turned to grunts and soon heated hisses as ecstasy filled her form. 
 
    Thorrin could barely hold back his urges as the necromancer bounced on his cock with reckless abandonment. Wetness dripped down his shaft and was quickly forced down further with each downward motion. There was no love between them, only un-bridled fucking like two beasts finding each other in the wild. Thoughts fell to the wayside as the tempo grew rigorous and the heated breaths between them louder and louder. 
 
    “Don’t..you fucking come until….I come…first…” Wynter heaved as her hips punished the paladin’s lap. 
 
    Thorrin said nothing as the sound of skin on skin rose to a fevered tempo. Cock thickening, he tried everything to hold back but it was Wynter who let out a seductive moan. The necromancer bit her lip as mini explosions ran along frayed nerves. Eyes squeezing shut, she thought of anyone else that she could and not the handsome paladin under her. Eyes opening, she came again as he grunted with confident eyes. 
 
    Molten come burst from the tip and quickly filled her tiny space. Wynter squeezed, milking him of every drop and continuing to ride him. After long moments, their bodies slowed but the heat was still there. 
 
    -1 to the Sphere of Light 
 
    Thorrin watched as the words crossed his vision and faded away. 
 
    “Worth it,” the paladin whispered with a smile. 
 
    The door to the room opened and someone stepped in. 
 
    “Wynter, I thought I….” Kia stopped as he got an eyeful of the necromancer riding the paladin. 
 
    Wynter turned her head and looked back as Thorrin lifted his head to gaze at the rather large troll. 
 
    “The door was open. I just wanted to make sure you were okay,” Kai said as his face became a blank mask. 
 
    Silently, Wynter beckoned the troll with a single curling finger. Kai stared for a long second before stepping in and closing the door behind him. Touching his palm to his chest, clothes faded away to reveal a muscled blue body and hanging thick cock. The necromancer lifted herself off of the paladin’s cock and crawled to the edge of the bed on all fours. Kai stepped closer and his cock was snared by her hand. He knew this well as she often used him to work out stress. Mouth closing around his cock, she sucked, her head bobbing as he stood. 
 
    Thorrin propped himself up on his elbows and stared at Wynter’s ass moving. Her pale cheeks were spread and her pink valley was unguarded. White seed and wetness dripped down her inner thighs. Sitting up, the paladin moved onto his knees. The player smiled to himself as his cock began to harden once again. Taking hold of the shaft, he pressed the end at her wet opening and invaded her space. Wynter gave a muffled moan as both males filled her. Hearts beating, they carried on with sensual fucking, drowning out the pain with blissful explosions. 
 
    *** 
 
    “We never talk….” Renner breathed as Vass was on her knees, sucking on every inch of his manhood. 
 
    Gylda lay on the bed, her tiny fairy body spread eagle because of the wine. She snored like a full-sized person and held no shame as her little skirt lay up around her waist, showing her little shaven golden womanhood. 
 
    The elf sucked with eyes closed, taking thick inches past her tight lips. She was partially clothed but a full breast was bare and her panties were pulled aside, fingers massaging her glowing clit. 
 
    “Yea…suck on it like my come is the last drop of come on the planet,” Renner said with a dirty edge. 
 
    Vass moaned her delight and upped the tempo. 
 
    Thoughts reared their head as the rogue tried to enjoy the amazing blow job, “I…I was thinking…..” 
 
    Vass held up a wet finger, signaling him to stay silent. Renner shut up and she lowered her finger down to her valley, massaging herself once again. The heat between them glowed. Head bobbing a little faster, Renner couldn’t keep his eyes off Vass’s pointed ears and dirty mouth. Cock thickening, the rogue felt the damn begin to crack. Pure needs pushed at him and a seductive lick and suckle sent the rogue over the edge. Vass increased her own tempo, her orgasm rising up and exploding just as spurts of come painted the back of her throat. Vass happily sucked down the salty white seed as she eased her own touch against her clit. When it subsided, she pulled back and looked up at the smiling rogue. 
 
    “You were saying?” Vass smiled. 
 
    Renner took a deep breath as bliss washed along his senses.  
 
    “I think we should go exploring. Never know what we’ll find in Dracula’s castle,” the rogue said with a wicked grin.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fifteen 
 
    Sonja held onto Drakkus’s arm as they walked, her vision focusing and un-focusing with every shaky step. The blue knight giggled as the lord held her upright, a small smile on his lips. A long hallway stretched out before the lord and knight as they strolled along. Sonja would glance up, taking in her host’s thin but strong jaw, eyes moving to his long, lustrous blonde hair. 
 
    “I think I had too much….wine,” the knight slurred as she held on for dear life. 
 
    “I can escort you to your room if you wish?” Drakkus said with an amused smile. 
 
    The blue knight shook her head, warmth filling her chest, “Is that part of your plan? Be a nice guy and then…have your way with me?” 
 
    “I would never take advantage of anyone, especially one as beautiful as you.” 
 
    “What if I want you to have your way with me,” Sonja said playfully. 
 
    Drakkus looked to her with smoky piercing eyes, “Then I would. I could never deny such a request but I must warn you, I have specific tastes.” 
 
    The blue knight gave a drunken smile, “Now you’ve stirred my curiosity. Oh, what could a lord of a dark castle want with me? I’m sure my blood must sing to you.” 
 
    Drakkus tilted his head, shadows covering his eyes but not his confident smile, “We are here.” 
 
    Sonja turned her attention to the double metal doors. As if on command, one of them opened silently on its own. The lord led the way, Sonja clutching to his strong arm. Stepping through the threshold, the metal door closed behind them and a lock shifted into place. 
 
    Sonja’s senses perked up, “We are locked in?” 
 
    Drakkus shook his head slightly, “The rest of the world is locked out. You may leave anytime you wish.” 
 
    Sonja was about to say something when she turned and took in the room with warm surprise. The chamber was large, almost cavernous. Pillars held up the vaulted ceiling as candles burned on tables along the walls. Paintings of different sizes hung on gray stone walls as a red carpet covered the floor. A canopy bed sat in the middle of the room on a raised platform, small steps leading up to it. 
 
    The blue knight marveled at the warmth it presented. Turning her eyes, she could see there were no windows or balcony. The walk to the bedroom seemed like they were heading deeper in. The player assumed this may be the center of Drakkus’s castle and a faint grin bloomed. 
 
    Sonja’s eyes shifted to the paintings. Many different women sat posed in fine dresses, small smiles on their lips. They all had different hair styles and colors but as Sonja’s eyes narrowed, she could see the bright blue in all of their eyes. 
 
    “Is this a collection of your conquests,” Sonja said with dripping sarcasm. 
 
    Drakkus led her closer to the bed as he spoke, “They have all been my muses. I paint from memory. Something of each told a story that I wished to capture.” 
 
    Sonja turned to the handsome lord, pressing her body to his, “Am I your muse for the evening?” 
 
    Drakkus said nothing as he gazed down into her azure eyes. 
 
    Sonja’s smile faded, “I…I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend.” 
 
    The lord continued to gaze upon the beautiful blue haired knight as he spoke, “You have not offended me. I can understand how this may appear but my sacred duty keeps me here, in this place. It is inspiring to have such beauty here in my chambers. I want nothing more than to bask in your living glow.” 
 
    Sonja’s brow wrinkled in concern, “You….don’t know anything about me. I’m just a knight on a quest.” 
 
    Drakkus’s eyes darkened, “Do not belittle yourself. I was enraptured by your beauty when I first saw you. I witnessed the loving respect you have with your fellow knights and lovers. I can see the free spirit playing in the field of your light. Beauty is not earned or won. It is there for all to see. I could not deny my intentions if you chained me to a wall in the deepest darkest dungeon. You have snared my heart and now, I wish to create a private song…between us.” 
 
    Sonja gazed into his haunting beautiful eyes as warmth filled her womb and between her thighs, “You have a way with words but what makes you think I will surrender so easily?” 
 
    Drakkus’ eyes remained dark as his hand reached up, caressing Sonja’s cheek with the back of pale fingers, “You already have. Your heart has spoken.” 
 
    Sonja felt a shiver run down her spine as the vibrations of his voice tickled her. She couldn’t deny it if she wanted to. The handsome lord with dark eyes seemed to know everything she was feeling as she was feeling it. Any other time she may have pushed back, letting the shame she endured from her mother take control, but the game allowed for the player to be herself. Her time with Jayson and Lance only showed her that she just wasn’t a woman for them to spill their seed in. They loved her and trusted her and she knew, deep down that she wasn’t a broken thing.  
 
    Power crept into her limbs as she knew what the lord and she both wanted. The strong pulse of her heart sent tingling sensations throughout every cell of her being and the lord eyed her like a meal, ready to suckle and devour every wanting piece. 
 
    Drakkus leaned in close, his breath warm. Sonja thought he would be cold but his body burned with feverish intent. He was right, the decision was already made and she laughed at herself internally, one of her favorite fantasies playing out at this very moment. 
 
    “Let me remove your clothes,” Drakkus said with a commanding whisper. 
 
    Sonja stood, transfixed on the lord as his hands moved to her sides. Nails lengthened from pale fingers and Sonja could not turn away from the dark light in his eyes. The knight wore a blue dress, adhering to her body like a second skin. A plunging V neck showed her ample breasts as they stood, defying the laws of gravity. A sharp clawed finger touched each side of the cloth and silently slice downward, just below her arms. Sonja felt nothing as the lord’s hands moved down her sides and ended at the slit in her dress at her hips. Air touched the knight as the dress fell away, revealing her body. The two halves of the dress pooled at her feet. The only thing she was wearing now was her blue heels. 
 
    Sonja’s mind and heart swayed to the heat between them. Nipples pointed and she tried everything she could to steady herself. Drakkus knelt down slightly and scooped her into his arms. The player pressed her hand and head to his chest and he brought her to the large bed and gently laid her down. 
 
    Drakkus ran his eyes along her nude body. Sonja could see the dark intent as if he was holding back. Unable to control her own desires, her hand moved over her supple thigh, over a tuft of blue hair and fingers ran sensually between wet lips. Lips parting, she let out a long exhale as her fingers touched her glowing clit, massaging it to the lord’s hungry gaze. 
 
    Drakkus moved from the side of the bed and stepped over to the foot of it. Sonja spread her thighs, looking to the lord as she played with herself. Drakkus whispered a word and his regal clothes turned into a whirlwind of bats. They fluttered away with small squeaks and disappeared into the dark corners of the room.  
 
    Sonja gasped as she witnessed it, a burst of wetness flowing. Drakkus stood at the end of the bed, pale muscled body practically glowing in the candle light. Hips moved as she continued to watch him, muscles moving under skin as he bent low and crawled onto the bed. The lord moved like a hunting tiger, eyes unmoving but limbs moving with perfect, confident ease. The lord’s face moved closer to the apex between her legs and Sonja couldn’t look away. 
 
    With the lord’s head bowing down, Sonja lost sight of his eyes for a moment and she threw her head back. A gasp filled the chamber as a strong tongue touched her glistening pink lips. Chest rising up, she gasped again as the point of his tongue ran sensually along folds and graced her fingers. Sliding between them, the tip touched her clit and nerves blazed. 
 
    Eyes wide and mouth forming a perfect O, Sonja breathed as wave after wave of bliss crashed into her. Nerves blazing hot and growing sensitive with each passing breath, she couldn’t believe how good he felt. Pulling her hands up, she caressed her nipples, giving the lord full access to her womanhood. Wetness flowed down warm inner thighs as Drakkus licked and explored with his magical tongue. 
 
    “No….no…I don’t…want to…come yet…” Sonja gasped with heavy breath. 
 
    The knight knew she couldn’t hold out much longer. Emptiness yawned and urges pulled at her to be filled. Hips moving, she raised her head to see the lord of the castle kneeling, pleasing her with every lick turned slather. It seemed more and more that Drakkus could not contain himself as hands curled around her thighs and held her in place. Sonja’s heated gasps rose up like blissful fog and she knew he could anything to her and she would never say no. 
 
    Drakkus pulled his head up. Red eyes glowed as his gaze met Sonja’s wanting stare. Wet lips parted and fangs lengthened. Sonja’s eyes half closed as the lord watched her before snapping his head down and burying it between her warm thighs. Sonja let out a scream as two points stabbed on either side of her pink valley. Tongue snaking out, the tip massaged her clit and life flowed. Sonja’s eyes were wide as she lay, the lord suckling her life as his tongue tamed her. Never had she experienced such a thing, slivers of pain mixing with crashing waves of ecstasy. Hazy white bliss touched the corners of her vision as she was pinned down by the lord’s powerful grasp. 
 
    Time lost meaning as the bliss washed over Sonja again and again. The room spun as Sonja grasped at the bed for dear life. Hit points drained one point at a time but the player couldn’t move. Nirvana touched her in such a way that reminded her of times with Jayson and Lance but this was slightly different. It had become an almost religious experience and now she knew why she was the way she was. She knew in the deepest parts of her heart that she was a person locked away in a shell, chains coiling around her every move. Hit points continued to drain as the chains to her self-imposed prison snapped, one by one. Memories floated up of her upbringing and how damaging it was. Now it floated away like a bad dream. Images of Jayson and Lance poured into the loving bliss and a tear formed at the corner of her eye. They were the other halves of her soul, the truth stabbing at her beating heart. 
 
    Sonja stared at the fabric canopy over the bed as her hit points drained to ten, nine, eight, seven, and then it stopped. Weakness weighed on her as she lay, unable to do anything. She wanted to worry. She wanted to tell herself that this was a trap and she just failed the quest to the beautiful lord between her thighs. But those thoughts never came as she stared unblinking. 
 
    Drakkus pulled up his head, blood dripping from the corners of his mouth, “I will not make you like me. Love, lust and life are most precious when they are nearly taken away. I shall show you what it means to truly….be alive.” 
 
    Sonja lay like a doll as her eyes moved. Drakkus stood up on the bed, his naked body for her to see fully. His thin frame glowed with power as his manhood thickened and hung. A hit point disappeared and now she was down to six. She was still dying and unable to do anything more than swim in her blissful state. 
 
    Drakkus knelt down once again, sliding himself close to her as a pointed tongue licked at her pert nipple. Sonja stared in a dead gaze, another hit point fading away. The lord took hold of his thick spear and pressed the end to dripping wet lips. Sonja moaned as he pushed at her, her womanhood opening with caged hunger to devour his steel hard cock. Lips parted and inner walls stretched as inches invaded her. His lips kissed and tongue caressed a sensitive nipple. The very light dimmed but Sonja was lost to something on a profound level. 
 
    Drakkus moved slim hips, pushing every inch down to the hilt. From there he moved, his body holding her down like she belonged to him. The knight’s eyes blazed bright and her breathing quickened. The lord’s tempo slowly increased and blissful vibrations rose up like a chorus to all the gods in existence. Hit points stopped at two and there it hovered. Each deep thrust only caused ecstasy to rise higher and higher like a tsunami. Sonja’s body shuddered with each thrust. The first orgasm bloomed and she trembled. The next one was stronger, nerves firing in all directions, treating the first one like an appetizer. Another followed and another, light blazing to a cosmic symphony. Ragged moans seethed as she was spiritual hurtling toward a bright light. The lord’s movements became rougher as he himself became unchained. Sonja watched as a monstrous stare filled her with fear and wanting. 
 
    The lord’s pale cock fit snug with each thrust. Wetness flowed as inches appeared and disappeared. Drakkus bit down on her full breast but the pain only added to the pleasure. Sensations returned to the knight’s limbs. Hand rose up; clawing at his back and holding him close as the sound of skin on skin filled the room. Feeling returned to her legs and she curled them around his powerful waist. Clutching to the lord, she had become his if only for a moment. Heat spiraled between them as orgasm after orgasm blasted already frayed nerves. Sonja stopped moaning, eyes lost to bliss. Drakkus held her close, pushing himself as deep as he could go and Sonja trying to squeeze his very life through this cock. Energy bloomed and hit points started to rise. Sonja gasped as life and feelings returned to her body. Holding on, she snuggled into his neck, tears streaming down as the lord’s cock thickened, pushing her inner walls to their very limit. 
 
    Sonja had become incoherent as the lord of the castle let out deep sigh. Orgasms bloomed into a storm as molten come spurted into her tight valley. The only sound between them were their bodies as they moved, unchained. Seed quickly filled her and ran along her insides, spilling out around the lord’s thick member. Strength left her arms and legs and she fell inches to the bed underneath. Drakkus watched with hunger as he moved his hips, pushing another spurt of come and then another. Sonja squeezed him, milking his very essence, her hit points rising to full and then beyond. 
 
    The player laid, eyes lost as alerts popped up in her vision. Her hit points had risen beyond their max by an extra hundred points. Attribute stats each grew by one point and a new sword technique appeared in her list. The knight turned her lost eyes to Drakkus as he continued to spurt his seed in her already full valley. Feeling returned to her mind and a questioning gaze painted her eyes. 
 
    Drakkus ran his fingers through her blue hair as his hips moved, “A gift of vitality and strength for allowing me to partake in your beauty. But the night is far from over. I must know every part of you, should you wish to continue?” 
 
    “I do,” Sonja said with a blissful sigh, taking hold of the lord and bringing him close, her lips pressing against his. 
 
    *** 
 
    Shadows moved, darting from one dark corner to the next. Low burning candles shined their flickering light as two shadows pressed on. The soft patter of shoes caused the shadows to stiffen and slide against a wall. Two servants walked by, eyes hollow and voices silent. One of them turned their head to gaze down a dark hallway for barely a second before turning back and moving on. White smiles appeared in the dark and the shadows continued their mischievous journey. 
 
    Renner eyed around each corner but the castle was strangely quiet, aside from a servant here and there, nothing stirred. The rogue didn’t even see a rat or spider, as if life had no place here, or, the rogue thought, they were eaten already. A slight nudge from behind woke the rogue from his silly daydreaming and the two shadows pushed on. 
 
    After reaching a staircase and following its spiral stone steps, Renner and Vass gently stepped on the lower levels. A chill ran down their spines as a cold mist penetrated their boots to caress their ankles. If they didn’t see any life on the upper levels, they certainly didn’t find a single hint of it in the bowels of the castle. There wasn’t even a single cob web as the rogues continued on with their exploration. 
 
    Torches flickered to slight drafts and the chill dug deeper. Renner’s thoughts shifted to Gylda. He wished he brought her to scout around but the luck fairy was passed out on his bed. She seemed to need the rest but the rogue wondered if his luck would decrease without her close by. 
 
    “The mist is having a negative effect on my stealth. This might be a bad idea,” said the shadow behind Renner. 
 
    “Me too but that just means he’s hiding something down here.” 
 
    Vass shook her head, “What makes you think that?” 
 
    Renner peered around a corner and then put his back to the wall, “The quest has led us here so there must be something here that can help us. Game designers always put a way for you to overcome any situation. I believe Drakkus may be hiding something that can aide our situation.” 
 
    Vass grinned, “Hundred gold says you’re wrong.” 
 
    “Deal,” Renner whispered back and then proceeded to move down a dimly lit hallway. 
 
    The rogues continued on until they came across a large chamber entrance. The stone archway was carved with weathered runes and two iron doors stood. Lanterns hung at the sides of the entrance, their light illuminating the area. The chill deepened until the two shadows shivered. Vass watched as Renner moved closer to the doors, eyes taking in the rune patterns. 
 
    “Pay up,” Renner smiled, never taking his eyes off the doors. 
 
    “You don’t even know what’s in there,” Vass hissed. 
 
    Renner lifted up a hand, “Then let’s find out.” 
 
    Vass moved in closer, “Normally I would want to know too but Drakkus seems the type to not like anyone going through his home uninvited.” 
 
    “Let’s just have a peek. It couldn’t hurt,”  
 
    “It might hurt. We don’t know….” Vass stopped talking when Renner’s fingers began tapping at runes. 
 
    Fingers moved with fine dexterity, touching runes in certain sequences. Thinking back, he remembered similar types of magical rune locks when he was in Sun Fire castle. After breaking into Lord Shallor’s treasure hoard, the rogue studied everything he could find on those special vault locks. They allowed for a certain number of attempts before they locked down for twenty-four hours. Renner thought it would only be one try and done but he was happy to know that with his skill he could take as many as twenty attempts. If he had a lower lock picking skill, the chances were higher that it would lock sooner. 
 
     Using his lock picking skill, a certain number of combinations appeared before him and he had to choose. Running through each one, a lock finally clicked on the seventh attempt. Metal and stone slid behind hidden mechanisms. The massive iron doors glowed along the edges and the doors parted. Renner grinned as he took hold of a door and opened it. The rogue slipped in with Vass close behind. When the two were through the threshold, their eyes turned to the cathedral like chamber and their eyes widened to the size of saucers. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja’s eyes blinked open as Drakkus stood by the edge of the bed, his back to her. Bats flew down silently, curling around his nude body and forming into the black leather outfit we were wearing before. The blue knight wanted to reach out and pull him back into bed but her chance was dashed as he stepped away. 
 
    “Your beauty will haunt my spirit for generations. Thank you for inspiring me, Sonja,” Drakkus said with a warm whisper and a small smile as he turned his head to see her one more time. 
 
    Lying on her stomach, Sonja felt completely renewed from her experience with Drakkus. She watched as the lord moved to the doors and opened them with a slight wave of his hand. Without a sound, the lord stepped through and the door closed behind him. Sonja stared off as her muscles ached. Thoughts flowed to Jayson and Lance before her eyes closed and she fell fast asleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    “I think we need to get out of here,” Vass said as she stared into the massive chamber. 
 
    Renner was silent as his eyes drank in what lay before them. Stone coffins filled the entire chamber. Runes covered the tops and sides while they stood silently, several feet apart. They weren’t lying down like traditional coffins but stood straight up like a stone army. Along the right and left sides of the walls, large vats bubbled with reddish liquid. There was no sight of a fire but the vats bubbled on none the less. The mist along the floor was so chilling that the two rogues began to lose feeling in their legs. The stench of death blanketed the entire chamber, so much so that it was nearly suffocating. 
 
    “Pay up,” Renner said, trying to keep it light. 
 
    “I will but we have to leave now or…” Vass stopped as a shadow fell over her. 
 
    Mist curled up, snaking around wrists and ankles. Before a single weapon could be drawn, their world turned upside down as they were lifted into the air. Spinning, Renner and Vass were held upside down as a dark figure stepped into the dim light. 
 
    “You would test me?” Drakkus said as he walked into view, a sly smirk on his thin lips. 
 
    Renner gave the lord a hard stare, “What’s in the basement, Drakkus?” 
 
    The lord closed his eyes and tilted his head forward, “My hopes…..and my dreams.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Sixteen 
 
    Warm dreams ebbed and flowed like a summer’s tide. Images swirled of a blue haired friend and then a handsome knight. The warmth seemed to grow and the images slipped into a river of bliss. A pink haired troll hugged his light, arms splashing against a glowing body. Jayson floated along, lost to the current. Another surge of bliss curled around him and his chest lifted up, toward the light. 
 
    Eyes slowly opened and a wet sliding caused a moan to rise up from his throat. The player lifted his head and his eyes cast downward along his body as a head bobbed over his hard manhood. Jayson’s face was blank as he watched Lance’s dark hair bob as his lips moved down his rigid shaft. Soreness rose like a swamp creature and the knight let out another moan. Letting his head fall back, he gazed at the gray stone ceiling as Lance licked and sucked on Jayson’s sore cock. 
 
    Oksuna snuggled close, her nude body pressed along the knight’s side, her face buried in his shoulder. A small smile drifted to his lips as he gazed at her, peacefully sleeping next to him. The suckling grew tighter and Jayson’s eyes moved back to the naked knight, sucking his cock with renewed vigor. 
 
    “Good morning Lance,” Jayson said in a low tone. 
 
    The knight said nothing but moaned, his vibrations bouncing off Jayson’s veiny shaft. Wet sounds filled the room as the knight upped the tempo. Jayson couldn’t believe he was this hard after the hours spent with Oksuna. He swore every drop of his sex drive was used. The short sleep must have reinvigorated him because his cock stood on its own, throbbing and pulsating with renewed desire. 
 
    Oksuna’s eyes fluttered open. Looking to her lord, she snuggled closer, ignoring Lance as he continued his skillful play. Jayson let out a small groan as his cock stiffened and bulged. Lance sucked harder, trying to pull the seed from his fellow knight. A moment later, come burst upwards, splashing against the back of the knight’s throat. Lance sucked it down but continued to press his lips and massage Jayson’s shaft with his tongue. Each surge grew less and less but Jayson moaned his approval. When the last drop was sucked down, Lance let go and sat up on the bed, grinning at the knight. 
 
    “Missed you at the party last night,” Lance smiled. 
 
    “We were having our own party. What happened?” Jayson said as Oksuna held him tighter. 
 
    “Three of the servants joined me, Luk and Balog. It was fun but I wished you and Sonja were there.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “Glad you had a good time though. I’m pretty sore. I’m surprised I was able to come.” 
 
    Lance continued to smile, “Came in to see if you were awake but when I saw you and Oksuna, I couldn’t help myself.” 
 
    The door to the guest room opened. Jayson and Lance turned their eyes to see Sonja slip in naked. A happy smile filled her face as she stepped in and crawled into the bed. She had a hunter’s eyes as she gazed on Jayson and crawled over his legs. The knight new that look and his eyes widened as the soreness crept further into his abused body. 
 
    “I just came and I don’t think I….” The knight was cut off as Sonja took hold of his half-wilted cock and gobbled up the end between tight lips. 
 
    Jayson let out a seething exhale as pins and needles ran along his entire body. The blue knight patiently sucked on him, breathing new life into his half hard cock. Lance watched as she suckled and bobbed her head, eyes closed and ass in the air. The white knight stood up, his cock hard and hanging. Moving to the end of the bed, he looked down on Sonja’s swaying ass. Taking his cock in his hand, he pressed it to her wet, pink valley and pushed it in with sensual ease. 
 
    Oksuna looked at the knights as they played with each other. Jayson felt the supernatural pull of Sonja’s lips as his cock once again stood to attention. Her body moved as Lance invaded her from behind, his hips smacking into her firm ass as thick inches spread her apart. The three were locked in a cycle of bliss; the only sound was their bodies playing to their own private song.  
 
    The pink haired troll lifted her chin and kissed her lord as he groaned. The pain seemed to lessen as the troll invaded his mouth and played with his tongue. Lance upped the tempo, his own needs taking over. With one final thrust, come spurted and Sonja moaned her own needs. Cock slipping out, Lance ran his hands over her body as she shifted from sucking and crawled up a little more. Taking hold of Jayson’s cock, she impaled herself on him, letting gravity take over. As inches pushed up, the blue knight squeezed all the way down to Jayson’s hilt. 
 
    Jayson turned from Oksuna and looked up at Sonja’s smile, “Had fun last night?” 
 
    “It was good but I wish…you both were there…” Sonja said between heated breaths. 
 
    “We were just saying the same thing,” Lance said as he squeezed her ass. 
 
    “This might be the last time we can do this before the end of the quest. I couldn’t go any longer without my men,” Sonja whispered as she moved up and down on Jayson’s cock. 
 
    The knight reached up and gently squeezed her bouncing breast, fingers moving over a pointed nipple, “We should talk soon…about meeting in reality.” 
 
    Sonja looked down and Lance looked over, their expressions filled with curiosity. 
 
    “I’m game if you both are,” Jayson said with a smirk. 
 
    A warm silence filled the three knights as their hearts spoke as one. There wasn’t a need to verbalize it as that was what they all wanted. The game gave them the freedom to explore each other but it only primed them for their real wants and desires. With the end so close, it did feel like fate was dealing out what they always knew would come to pass. 
 
    A knock at the door broke the spell. 
 
    “Sir Reed, may I have a word with you?” said a voice they all recognized. 
 
    “Come in,” Jayson said as his cock thickened and Sonja let out a low moan. 
 
    The door opened and Drakkus stepped in. The lord’s eyes moved to the four bodies on the bed but remained unfazed. Sonja continued to bounce on Jayson while Lance smiled at the lord. The mood was relaxed as the lord stepped closer. 
 
    “I would have sent for you but I felt this required more of a personal touch,” the lord said simply. 
 
    Sonja upped her movements, Jayson’s cock appearing and disappearing in her pink valley over and over again. The knight let out another groan as his cock bulged and molten come burst forth. Sonja let out a moan as she squeezed him, her orgasm exploding into fireworks. She continued to ride him as come spilled down the edges of Jayson’s manhood. 
 
    “I will be right out,” Jayson said through a wave of bliss. 
 
    Drakkus let a small smile slip, “Take your time. I’ll be in the throne room.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson and Drakkus walked along a dark hallway. The knight was dressed in his full gear and the gleam of sword pommels shined in the lantern light. A chill caressed his ankles as they walked. The knight looked around as they continued down the dark corridor, a heavy door up ahead to their right.  
 
    The knight wondered what was going on. Drakkus said little when he met up with him. He simply led the way and they proceeded down several levels to the bowels of the castle. The player did notice that some light came in from the morning sun before their descent but it seemed to have little effect on their host. Jayson wanted to asked questions but thought better of it, worried he might come off rude. 
 
    “A leader will lead the flock but even a leader cannot always know what the flock is doing in their absence,” Drakkus said with a soft tone. 
 
    “Did something happen?” Jayson asked. 
 
    “You could say that. I am bringing it to your attention as I should for continued respect between us.” 
 
    The knight and lord reached the door. Drakkus waved his hand and the door opened. Moans spilled out as the lord stepped in and Jayson followed. The player’s eyes widened as he saw Renner and Vass, chained to the wall, naked. A servant kneeled before them. A woman bobbed her head to Renner’s stiff member while a male servant buried his mouth between Vass’s parted legs. The two rogues strained against their bonds. Vass was first to let out a loud moan, her body shuddering and quivering to the tongue slathering against her nub. Renner let out a loud grunt as he came, a drop of come gliding down the female servant’s chin and dropping to the stone floor. The two rogues let out heated sighs before they opened their eyes and turned to Jayson’s wide-eyed expression. 
 
    “Hi Jayson,” Renner said with a stupid smile. 
 
    “Lord Drakkus, I apologize for anything they have done,” Jayson said quickly as his mind raced with embarrassment. 
 
    The lord kept his smirk, “No need. They asked to be comfortable while they waited.” 
 
    Vass grinned, “It was our idea.” 
 
    “We didn’t feel like just waiting,” Renner followed up before snapping his fingers. 
 
    The servants stood up and undid their bonds. The two rogues fell to their feet and pressed palms to their chests. Clothes, armor and weapons appeared over their bodies as the servants stood off to the side with their heads bowed. 
 
    “Your colleagues were in the lower vaults, uninvited,” Drakkus said with no emotion. 
 
    “You did give us permission to explore your castle,” Renner threw back at the lord. 
 
    Drakkus ignored the rogue and turned his attention to Jayson, “One of my servants was found unconscious in her room. She was not harmed but I believe someone in your party may have performed a nefarious act.” 
 
    “It wasn’t us,” Renner and Vass said at the same time. 
 
    Drakkus continued, “I am willing to forgive these transgressions, if you alone perform a small quest for me.” 
 
    Jayson stood, his shoulders sinking. They were short on time and he wasn’t sure he could take on any further quests with the coast so close. Eyes looking away, the knight pondered a solution without coming off ungrateful. He wasn’t sure what was happening but clearly there was more going on than anyone thought. 
 
    Drakkus noticed the knight’s concerned eyes and cleared his throat, “The quest is a simple one, right here in these very walls. It will aid you on your journey to the coast. To help sway your decision, I am willing to give you insightful information on what may lie ahead for you….” The lord looked over to Renner and Vass, “….and your party.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyes snapped to the handsome lord. Information on their journey could only help their situation. The deal was much too tempting and Jayson nodded in agreement.  
 
    Renner eyed the knight, “You don’t have to do anything for us. We knew the risks.” 
 
    Jayson looked to Renner, his brow forming a knot, “Honor demands I make amends. You shouldn’t have been down here.” 
 
    Renner stepped closer, “He’s hiding something from us. There were rows of coffins and giant vats in that room. Don’t let him bully you into something you don’t want to do.” 
 
    Drakkus let out a sigh before he spoke, “Sir Reed, I am willing to answer anything you may question. It would be rude to ask my honored guests to do something that would endanger their lives. My request is simple but we should go now.” 
 
    Jayson nodded again, “Renner and Vass, head upstairs. Tell everyone I will see them soon. And, try to stay out of trouble.” 
 
    Renner turned his attention to Drakkus, “If anything happens to him…..” 
 
    “I can assure you that nothing unpleasant will happen to Sir Reed. I welcome a chance for you to exact your vengeance but time grows short. The servants will escort you upstairs,” Drakkus said with a calm tone. 
 
    The servants stood to Renner and Vass’ sides. Drakkus turned and walked through the door. Jayson eyed Renner for a moment before following the lord. The servants stood patiently until Renner growled his discontent. The rogues walked out into the hallway to see it empty, torches flickering to the chilly draft. 
 
    Drakkus and Jayson walked side by side down a long corridor. The lord’s face was blank as Jayson took in his surroundings. He was mapping the area to ensure a quick escape but something about their host kept the player interested. The information was valuable to complete the quest and he waited patiently as they continued their steady pace. 
 
    It wasn’t long before they stood in front of the very doors Renner and Vass stood hours earlier. The doors were parted. With a wave of a hand, the doors opened further to Drakkus’ command. Stepping in, Jayson drank in the standing coffins and bubbling vats to the left and right of the vast chamber. The doors closed behind them and a sinking feeling took hold of Jayson’s heart. Had he really just walk into a trap? 
 
    “You are safe. What use would I have to trap you,” Drakkus said simply. 
 
    “To make sure no one can come to my aid,” Jayson countered. 
 
    Drakkus nodded, “You are a smart and skilled knight, Sir Reed. I do not doubt your abilities. It is the very reason why I have asked you down here.” 
 
    “What is this place?” 
 
    Drakkus took a strolling step forward, “It is a place where I build my order. A place to safely protect those who will one night, protect many kingdoms. There are five hundred coffins in this room but only ninety-nine are filled. Despite the outward appearance, this is not a prison, but a means to an end.” 
 
    Jayson followed and listened as Drakkus continued to walk between rows of coffins, vats bubbling along the walls. 
 
    “The west continues to be an unruly land where monsters walk and civilization barely exists. I have taken the mantle on myself to keep a sense of order in a lawless land. It can be exhausting work but I, and many like me, feel it is in the realm of possibility that the land can be tamed.” 
 
    The lord and knight continued on, Jayson glancing around and taking in the strange vault. 
 
    “The city of Nekross was meant to be the largest city to the west of Lukken, a safe haven for those travelling through the deadly western lands. It was built by those gifted by the Sormir, children with serpent blood. For a time, it shined brightly until madness took root. I saw what happened that very night when the moons aligned, nearly five hundred years ago. Neighbor turned on neighbor, family hacked down family and the cries of children were silenced forever.” 
 
    Drakkus’ eyes took a faraway gaze as he continued, “I hid, like the coward I was. I disappeared into the wilderness, expecting the mad hordes to come looking for me or the monsters in the forest to consume me. When neither came, I carved out a meager existence until I worked up the courage to scout out the city. It had fallen into ruin and skeletal bodies littered the streets. I began the task of trying to bury the dead. I was a fool for there were thousands of bodies and I could never bury them in my lifetime.” 
 
    The lord turned and walked down a small corridor to the back of the massive chamber, Jayson at his side. 
 
    “As I continued my duty to bury the dead, travelers from the east appeared,” Drakkus’ eyes flashed with a deep fire. “They wore black armor and walked with a sense of strength. I admired them as they approached and spoke with me. It was such a relief. I had not spoken to anyone for years and now I had companions. They took me under their wing and instructed me in their ways. They showed me skills and techniques to become stronger and I had fallen under their spell.” 
 
    Drakkus stopped walking, eyes gazing down the corridor to a large metal door with chains crisscrossing it. 
 
    “I am confident you know what a ‘Dread Lord’ is?” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “I heard the rumors. Even now, some have risen to the east and south of Lukken. They are dark paladins.” 
 
    The lord lowered his head, shadows covering his eyes, “They are worse than dark paladins. Their hearts hold no light. They wish to extinguish all life; be it a worm, a tree or the many people who live across the world. I didn’t know at the time; the dread lords were running from their own extinction. They made their way west to escape the eradication of their order. Three appeared and three stayed for a time, instructing me in abilities but never granting me the same power they held. I was their joke, their fool. They treated me as a pet to entertain them.” 
 
    Drakkus stayed still, eyes lost to shadows, “They experimented on me and I gladly accepted, thinking I was being given their power. I thought with their strength, I could rebuild Nekross and make it the shining city it once was. They fed me vile potions and watched as I squirmed in pain for weeks. Once the pain subsided, they gave me new vile potions to drink. My body changed and new thirsts took hold. Time lost all meaning as I grew powerful but not in their ways. My weakness was the need to drink and I had a thirst that could not be quenched.” 
 
    “Blood,” Jayson said with a grimace. 
 
    Drakkus continued, “After seventy years from their experiments, I had not aged a day. I confronted them, asking when I would become like them and they laughed before they…..” 
 
    The lord’s eyes glistened but only for a breath lost to time, “They defiled me for longer than I would care to admit. It is their way to not only destroy life but to twist it, making it into a deformed thing before they put it down. I had become one of the undead but a different kind in their eyes; I was seen as a mongrel creature to their perfect darkness. 
 
    “After spending many years as their…pet, two of them left to return east. They felt enough time had passed and wished to reclaim their fallen order. One stayed, haunting the very ruins I once called home.” 
 
    Drakkus stood at his full height, staring at the metal door, “The one remaining goes by the name Riktess Grimm. He has claimed the fallen ruins as his city of the dead and still resides there, hidden among the shadows. He grew bored of desecrating my body and cast me out, instructing me to never return. I wandered the forests, feeding on monsters until humans began to appear. Their group was small but filled with adventure. They had weathered the unforgiving lands and created the small town you just visited.  
 
    “With their numbers so small and my need to find a new family, I decided to be their protector. The town grew and so did my abilities. They built this very castle in my honor, for I had stopped many threats that would have destroyed their town. I offered the castle as their home but they were simple folk and wanted a simple life. Time moved on, some would come to me, wanting to serve and be behind the protective walls. Others kept to the old ways, staying in Dark Hearth and living their lives. It was and is a peaceful relationship. 
 
    “It didn’t take long before a traveler would happen on the town or my keep. In the many years here, I have met all kinds of people and races. The vault holds those who have agreed to take up the cause, becoming one of my Blood Knights.” 
 
    Drakkus turned and faced the knight, “You are a man of honor. My cause is to bring peace and protection to the western lands. I wish to extend the offer to you to join my order, to become one of my knights.” 
 
    Jayson kept his face a blank mask as his heart beat a little faster, “Thank you, Lord Thorne but I cannot. I have many quests to complete and I couldn’t leave my friends.” 
 
    Drakkus let a small smile slip, “I understand, Sir Reed. Just know the offer is there if you do reconsider. I only make this offer to those with honor and a protective spirit, but we must move on to the task at hand.” 
 
    Lord Thorne turned his gaze to the metal door once again, “Seventy years ago a paladin came to my door and could not fight his code of light. He attacked me and nearly finished me off but my servants and knights came to my aid. He was slain but barely. He carried with him a special item that would surely have destroyed me. Due to the holy nature of said item, I had the servant’s wall up this section. Even after seventy years, the glow of the item still causes a sickness to my people. I ask you to remove the item and use it on your journey.” 
 
    Jayson looked to the door and back to the lord, “What is it?” 
 
    “The Holy Lantern of Thunn. Thunn was one of the first dragons to arrive to Lukken. He loved the light and carried a personal hatred for the abyss and its minions. He crafted a number of these lanterns and scattered them across the world for those to find. The paladin managed to find one and use it on me. The light burns the undead and keeps them at bay. In the hands of those who follow the sphere of light, it amplifies their holy abilities. It will protect you as you travel through the dead city of Nekross.”    
 
    Jayson’s thoughts went to Thorrin, “Why do you want me to retrieve it? Thorrin could have easily gone in?” 
 
    Drakkus nodded with understanding eyes, “Thorrin shows his hate and disgust for this place and me. I can see it in his heart. If he retrieved the lantern, I could not risk him using it on me or my people. You on the other hand, show honor and respect even if you do not agree with how we live.” 
 
    Jayson was reminded of what Thorrin told him in Dark Hearth, how some of the townspeople were drained to the point of being sick. “What about those who were sick in Dark Hearth? Are you doing that to your own people?” 
 
    Drakkus regarded the knight before he spoke, “I do not harm the people I have sworn to protect. Some of my servants can be…overzealous… but I have already punished those who have taken too much. They are walled up in their chambers until I feel they have earned my forgiveness. I know the townsfolk have an idea of what is happening but they do not wish to openly accuse me, for fear I will take away their protection, something I will never do.” 
 
    Lord Thorne kept his gaze steady, “You and your party will never survive the city. If you wish to see the coast, you will need the very lantern behind that door.” 
 
    Drakkus lifted up a pale hand, a velvet sack appearing out of thin air, “Take this and place the lantern inside. It will provide me and my people with some protection. When you leave my castle, you will be able to use it in the open, then and only then, should you have your paladin carry it.” 
 
    Jayson reached up and took the velvet sack. Drakkus bowed slightly before turning and walking back the way they came. With a snap of his fingers, the chains burst into fire before falling away to ash and the thick door opened slightly. 
 
    “Please keep the lantern in your room until you are ready to leave. Afterwards, bring your party to the dining hall for a meal and your fill of drink. I would enjoy your company one more night before you continue on your quest.” 
 
    Before Jayson could reply, the lord turned the corner and was gone from sight. The knight held up the soft sack before turning his attention to the ominous door twenty feet from him. The air was still and a crawling sensation of being watched caused the knight a quick shudder. Turning, he walked to the door as he called on his angel. 
 
    An angel with white wings appeared in the corridor as Jayson stopped at the metal door. Sil regarded him with kind eyes and a happy smile. 
 
    “What can I do for you, Sir Reed?” 
 
    “Lord Thorne has asked me to join his Blood Knights. What would happen if I took him up on his offer?” 
 
    Sil nodded and spoke, “Your character would become retired from your journeys and become an NPC. From there, Sir Reed would become part of the many story lines in Lewd Saga.” 
 
    “Could I change my mind later?” Jayson asked with curious eyes. 
 
    Sil shook her head, “You would be unable to return to this character. You would have to create a new one. For such a deed as giving up your character, you would be rewarded with extra creation points for your next character but you would start from the beginning.” 
 
    “I would be permadead,” Jayson said in a low tone. 
 
    Sil smiled, “You would become a legend in Lewd Saga. Your story would be added to the histories of the game and live on as myth and legend.” 
 
    Jayson mulled it over for a few seconds, wondering if he could ever do such a thing. He had grown so much because of his adventures in the game that giving up who he had become was nearly unthinkable. In the end, he simply shook his head, looked up at the angel and smiled. 
 
    “Thank you Sil.”  
 
    The angel nodded before fading from view. The knight took in a deep breath as one hand took hold of the edge of the door while another hand curled fingers around the pommel of one of the swords over his shoulder. The door swung open easily despite the heavy weight to it. 
 
    The dim light from the corridor spilled into the small chamber. Green moss and small plants grew from cracks in the stone. They appeared healthy despite never seeing a single ray of sunlight. A skeleton lay, slumped against a wall. It was covered in rags and cracked armor. One hand held onto a rusty metal mace while another clutched at a simple lantern. As Jayson stepped in, he thought his eyes were playing tricks on him. The skeleton’s bones glowed white in the dim light. The plant’s leaves turned to the glow as if it alone was keeping them alive. 
 
    Jayson stepped in, hand still over his shoulder with fingers around the blade handle. Knees bending, he put the velvet sack on the floor and reached for the dust covered lantern. Heart pounding in his chest, he wondered when the skeleton was going to leap up and attack him. Touching the dusty lantern, he gave it a small tug and the skeleton’s boney hand fell away. Jayson took a better hold and lifted the lantern up when the skull of the skeleton shifted and turned its hollow eyes up to the knight. 
 
    Jayson drew his sword and pointed it at the skeleton, heart thudding in his chest. 
 
    The skeleton was still for a long moment before its ancient jaw began to work. 
 
     “Finish…my….work…” the skull said in a ghostly hollow voice. 
 
    Jayson stood up with the lantern and sack in hand but the sword still pointed at the skeleton, “I will use the lantern to fight the undead, you have my word.” 
 
    “Kill…Drakkus…Thorne…..” the skeleton wheezed. 
 
    “I will fight the undead,” Jayson said again, not wanting to get into a debate with a long dead paladin. 
 
    The skeleton shifted as it maintained a hollow gaze on the knight, “He will…..betray you. The undead will always betray the….. living.” 
 
    “You are dead. Sleep and know I will use the lantern for good.” 
 
    The skeleton attempted to stand. Bones began to crack and their glow diminished. As soon as it stood up on one foot, the bones snapped and the entire skeleton fell into a heap. Dust flew up and the glow died. The moss and plants began to wither into black and gray before they too turned to dust. Jayson had backed up to the door; he had sheathed his blade and was placing the lantern into the sack. 
 
    The knight didn’t realize he was holding his breath and let all the air out of his lungs. Closing the door, he turned away and began his slow walk back through the vault, heart filled with relief but mind racing, wondering if he was doing the right thing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seventeen 
 
    The day spun on and a normalcy had taken hold. The party spent most of their time gathering their supplies between grand meals. Jayson, Sonja and Lance oversaw the final leg of the journey planning and Oksuna was at her lord’s side, helping prepare anything they may need. The party was in generally good spirits except for Thorrin and Lyra, whose expressions almost seemed as though they were in physical pain. Jayson tried to not think about it as sunlight came through what little windows the castle had.  
 
    Jayson noticed the servants avoided the actual rays as they walked down halls. Drakkus seemed unaffected as he would step through the light but Jayson caught hints of the lord’s discomfort by the raised veins around his eyes. Other than that, Lord Thorne was a gracious host, attending to their needs and providing last moment provisions and potions. The sun seemed to streak across the sky until finally it faded behind the vast mountains in the distance, and dinner was being served. 
 
    The party took their seats at the long dining table once again. The wine flowed and the meals were warm. Lord Thorne sat at the end with a subdued smile and an almost cheery demeanor. The group was mostly quiet until the wine knocked down their inner walls and a comfort flowed. It wasn’t long until Renner and his fellow rogues were laughing at stories once more. Lance and Sonja were caught in deep discussion while Wynter and Thorrin gave each other glances that they thought were hidden. Lyra sat silently, and Lunatina and Sardyna spoke like they were old friends. Jayson couldn’t help but feel this was going to be their last comfortable night before continuing on their quest and it seemed everyone was making the best of it. 
 
    Lord Thorne stood up, using a napkin to wipe a drop of wine from the corner of his lip as he addressed his guests, “I want to thank you for your time here. It has certainly uplifted the spirits of this dreary castle. I wish I could stay and enjoy our last meal together but the last few nights have tired my weary bones. Please enjoy your meal and enjoy the night.” 
 
    Drakkus turned to Jayson, “When will you be leaving Sir Reed?” 
 
    “First light,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    Drakkus bowed, “I wish I could see you off but I may not be up by that time. I wish you safe travels. You have a safe harbor should you return this way. You are always welcome, all of you. I bid you farewell until we meet again.” 
 
    The lord stood up, quickly bowed to the table and turned to leave. All eyes were on him as he stepped away, a servant opening a door and then closing it behind him when he was out of sight. A small relief fell over the group as they all felt they could be themselves once again. 
 
    Renner turned his stare to Jayson, “What happened in the vault?” 
 
    Jayson let out a sigh as everyone at the table looked to him, “Lord Thorne has provided us with something to help us get through the ruins of Nekross city.” 
 
    Jayson went on about his experience in the vault and the lantern. He left out the pieces of Thorne’s past but did tell them what the coffins in the vault were for. Thorrin’s eyes narrowed the more Jayson spoke of it. When he was done, many sat back and picked up wine glasses, gulping down the warm red liquid. 
 
    “He’s building some kind of vampire army, no wonder why I can’t get comfortable here,” Thorrin said with a hard edge. 
 
    “It seems like he is doing it for the right reasons. Everyone down there volunteered to help protect these lands,” Jayson added. 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes closed tight as he pressed fingers against them, “I don’t think you all understand what is happening here. I’m all for doing the right thing but the longer we are here, the more of a drain it’s putting on me and Lyra. Our spheres of light are decreasing because we haven’t smote the undead in this castle. The longer we are here, the less effective we will become. It’s not just our stats and attributes being affected; there is a crawling over our skin as if the game is telling us what to do.” 
 
    “Did you just use the word ‘smote’?” Renner grinned. 
 
    Thorrin let out a tired smile, “Sometimes I get into character but besides that, we have to do something and soon.” 
 
    “It’s too dark to travel this late. We will go first thing in the morning,” Jayson said hoping it would be enough to satisfy the paladin. 
 
    “Is it true, what the dead paladin said? Should we not trust Lord Thorne,” said Kai as he sat forward in his chair. 
 
    Jayson looked to the troll ranger, “I’m not sure what to think. It seems like he’s done nothing but good for us while we have been here. We are leaving in the morning so I think we just need to sit tight and then be on our way.” 
 
    The entire table seemed to murmur in agreement except for Thorrin and Lyra who remained silent. 
 
    Lunatina pressed her elbows to the table as she leaned in, “I have been working all day on elixirs. I should have enough for each person to have a few vials. We will have to use them sparingly because I have run out of ingredients to make more.” 
 
    “Provisions have been stocked, thanks to our host. We have enough meals to last a few weeks in the wild. We won’t need it for that long but we should be prepared for anything,” Lance added. 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Then we should all get some rest tonight.” 
 
    The party nodded in agreement and lifted their glasses to toast. From there, the evening swirled on. Jayson was swept into the good mood, even though a dark thought kept touching the edge of his mind. Thorne’s words echoed on how one of his servants was found unconscious. The knight sometimes looked to his party members, wondering which one would do something like that. It caused a tiny ripple of mistrust and the player couldn’t help but file it away in his head, hoping he would never have to confront it. 
 
    The meal over, the party dispersed in a drunken haze to their chambers. Jayson gave Sonja and Lance each a long kiss before walking to his room, Oksuna at his side. He wanted nothing more for all of them to spend the night together but he knew they would never get any sleep. As he walked, he wondered if he could fend off Oksuna’s advances and deep down he knew he wouldn’t.  
 
    The knight and troll were at the door to their room when a shadow appeared from behind. The knight turned to see Lunatina standing there, her head bowed and hands at her sides. In a haze, the player could still see that a concerned look filled her eyes as she bit her black lips. 
 
    “Lunatina?” Jayson asked through the haze. 
 
    The jester shot Oksuna a glance before turning her eyes downward, “I wish to speak with you, alone.” 
 
    Jayson eyed the jester, “Anything you can say to me, you can say in front of Oksuna. She can be trusted.” 
 
    Lunatina bit her lip further, “I have some things to tell you….and it is embarrassing.” 
 
    Oksuna smiled, “I will not judge you and neither will my lord.” 
 
    The jester let out a small sigh and nodded with worry in her eyes. Jayson opened the door and the three entered, Lunatina was quick to make sure the door was closed and locked behind them. Jayson walked to the canopy bed and sat on the edge. Oksuna moved to the side and slid into the bed, lying on her side. The jester stood in the space between the bed and the door, eyes moving as if she was searching for what she was going to say next. 
 
    “I cannot thank you enough for letting me travel with you on his journey. I thought I would spend all of my time in the middle kingdoms, working for the Lord King.” 
 
    Jayson remembered she was Lord King Belmont’s alchemist and royal jester. Memories floated in on how she helped saved them when the middle kingdoms fell to the trolls. They had travelled together for some time but she stayed to herself mostly, mixing potions and assisting during battles with her elixirs. Jayson had thought she would open up with time but she didn’t seem that interested on talking about her life. For Jayson, the way she was talking seemed like she wanted to get something off her chest. 
 
    “I…I haven’t been forthcoming and I feel if we are to continue on this quest, I should speak my mind.” 
 
    Jayson gave her a kind gaze, “Lunatina, we value you and you can say anything to me.” 
 
    The black and purple jester nodded and took in a deep breath, “Lord King Belmont was insane but I aided in his growing madness.” 
 
    Jayson was silent as he listened. Oksuna sat up, her dark eyes on the pale white Jester’s pained expression. 
 
    Lunatina continued, “Belmont was a kind ruler but he had his desires and appetites. Women threw themselves at his feet and he would reward them by taking them until they begged him to stop. My mother was one of those women. He never knew I was his child and why should he. Bastards were in nearly every family in the middle kingdoms.  
 
    “My family were all alchemists and I was taught the ways at a young age the secret knowledge that comes with the profession. I thought I was better than I was and caused an accident. It destroyed our home and disfigured my body. My mother and father didn’t survive and I was a broken thing on the street. Belmont knew my family and had his healers repair me but could not fix my skin, eyes and lips. To push away the pain, I juggled and danced for the King Lord. He knew my skills in alchemy and gave me two positions in his court, as royal alchemist and jester. 
 
    “I was happy for a time, until his madness seemed to grow. I never told him I was his daughter and I think back that I should have. One drunken night, he tried to claim me. I managed to fight him off and knock him out with a sleep potion. I knew deep down he would try again so I addressed his growing insanity.” 
 
    The jester kept her head bowed as the words continued to flow, “I kept his madness at bay but I never cured it. The potions I gave him helped keep him impotent until I could figure a way out of his service. He never tried to touch me again but I knew if he was ever cured, his need would rise and he would again try to take me. So, I kept feeding him potions as the kingdom began to fall apart to his madness.” 
 
    The jester looked up and stared at Jayson’s unblinking eyes, “You helped me and I am forever grateful. I have seen you fight valiantly and for the good of others. I have never lain with a man before but this quest feels like it might be the end for me. Please, I ask of you, share your love with me before we march into the unknown.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyebrows went up as he looked to the exposed jester. He never had the impression she wanted anything more than protection as they travelled. Even during the times, he, Sonja and Lance would enjoy each other’s company, she never joined in, happy to sit off to the side as they loved each other. The whole thing felt off and Jayson opened his mouth to question it. It was then that the jester reached behind and unbuttoned her checkered skin tight black and purple outfit. 
 
    The knight stood up as she exposed white shoulders, head turning away in shyness. Jayson moved to her and held her outfit up, keeping her clothed. 
 
    “Lunatina, I’m flattered but I don’t believe this is the real you.” 
 
    The jester looked up into his kind eyes, “I need you Sir Reed. I need to know what it is like before I end up in the grave.” 
 
    “You will not end up in any grave. I will defend you.” 
 
    The jester gave a sad smile, “You cannot protect all of us all the time. Please, give me what I request and I will follow you until the end of the world.” 
 
    Oksuna moved to Jayson’s side and leaned into his ear, “She needs you.” 
 
    Jayson was silent as the beautiful troll moved to Lunatina’s side. Blue hands moved, pushing away her lord’s hands and helping disrobe the jester. The skin-tight outfit fell away and a white body glowed in the dim lantern light. Lunatina reached up, undid her jester cap and pulled it off, presenting herself to the knight. Jayson thought she was beautiful as she stood naked before him. 
 
    Oksuna took hold of her lord’s wrist and pressed his palm to his chest. Clothes faded away and he stood naked before the jester. Oksuna reached down and took hold of his member, stroking in gently. Lunatina’s eyes fell to the knight’s manhood and her eyes widened with a hunger. 
 
    Jayson felt odd as events unfolded almost beyond his control. Oksuna continued to stroke him, his sore cock hardening to her magic touch. The jester reached forward, also touching the tip with her fingers before curling fingers around the end. The two women stroked him as he stood powerless to stop. 
 
    “I can help keep it hard,” the jester said with enthusiasm as she knelt before him. 
 
    Jayson watched as she opened her mouth and closed her lips around the tip. Pleasure rolled through him as she lightly began to suck on the tip, playing with the end with her tongue. Oksuna stepped back, shedding her white skin-tight dress and letting it pool at her ankles. Stepping out, she moved in closer, pressing her large chest to the knight and kissing him while Lunatina took several more inches into her tight mouth. 
 
    The room began to spin as black lips pressed down along the shaft. Letting out a gasp, the knight pulled from Oksuna to look down at the jester as she hungrily sucked on his cock. Her white breasts and pale nipples bounced with her movements as she moaned her delight. The troll smiled as she watched her lord eye the hungry jester on her knees, sucking with vigor as her head bobbed along the thick shaft. 
 
    The wine and spikes of pleasure swirled in the knight’s head. Thoughts slipped away as needs pushed at him for release. Lunatina looked up, suckling and licking, making Jayson’s cock hard as stone. The pain faded to the background but the knight tried to focus through the haze. 
 
    Lunatina pulled the knight’s cock from her mouth and stood up. She gently pushed at him until he stumbled back to the edge of the bed. With one more push, the knight fell on his back, his member standing straight up. The jester crawled into bed as Oksuna moved to one side and moved in, bending her head over his cock and taking it between sensual lips. 
 
    Lunatina smiled as she moved in and kissed Jayson on the lips, her tongue swirling with his. Before he could even act, Oksuna pulled away and the white jester moved onto him. Pressing her breasts to his face, she looked back as she reached over the curve of her ass and took hold of his thick spear. A nipple wormed into his mouth and Jayson suckled as the jester pushed the end to her thin slit. 
 
    “Don’t be gentle….” Lunatina gasped as she moved her hips against his raging hard on. 
 
    At first, the knight’s cock strained against her thin opening. The jester lifted her body up, her nipple pulling free and a thin stream of saliva connecting between her breast and his lips. Jayson grunted as he took hold of her waist and helped her along. Lunatina tried to relax but the struggle between them seemed to grow. 
 
    “Fuck me Sir Reed! Fuck me!” Lunatina commanded as she pushed her hips down. 
 
    Her eagerness spurred the knight on to take a tight hold of her thin waist and push her down on his cock. Pink lips parted slightly and the jester let out a painful moan. Oksuna lay on her side, smiling and watching as her lord could not deny himself any longer. Jayson’s firm grip remained as he turned and slammed the jester onto the bed, the head of his cock between her vice-like grip. Needs throttled him as he pushed his strong hips, parting her inner walls, forcing himself inch by inch into her valley.  
 
    Lunatina let out painful cries as she held onto him, urging him in as deep as he could go. Wetness flowed and the inner tension relaxed enough for the knight to plunge his sword down to the hilt. Not holding back, he began thrusting to and fro and the jester held on for dear life. Pleasure caused her to sing and grunt as the knight pressed on with his invasion. Cock thickening only caused the jester to dig her nails into his back, barely able to control herself. Moans rose up as bodies undulated to caged power. Jayson’s mind fell into one; all-consuming need and the jester welcomed it. 
 
    “Quickly! Shoot your seed in me! Claim me knight of my dreams!” Lunatina nearly shouted as she spread her legs and squeezed his cock with each thrust. 
 
    The jester threw her head back and writhed as Jayson drove himself deep, inches of his cock appearing and disappearing in her hairless valley. Nerves tightened as she moved her hips against his manly thrusts. Lunatina’s eyes shut before something deep within exploded. Eyes opening wide, her mouth made a perfect O as she made a silent scream. Jayson’s cock thickened, pushing her inner walls to the breaking point. The jester shuddered as explosions of bliss paralyzed her mind. Orgasms stormed through her and she shuddered and writhed again and again.  
 
    Jayson could not deny himself any longer as bliss caused the jester’s eyes to roll upwards into her head. Molten come spurted, filling her tight space instantly. The knight continued his invasion, spurting very drop and the jester milking every spurt. A golden lock appeared over her head and it opened right before Jayson’s eyes. 
 
    The player watched with wide eyes as the lock faded from view and the jester curled into him, sobbing as his body moved on automatic. The knight held her close as his hips slowed down. Come spilled between them and Oksuna smiled her approval as she watched. 
 
    “You’re….you’re a concubine,” Jayson said astonished. 
 
    Lunatina held him close as they continued to pull every last bit of bliss from their union. 
 
    “Yes…yes I am…” the jester said and let the words hang in the air as she smiled to herself. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eighteen 
 
     The gate to the Castle Black Spire closed and the party found themselves on the road, taking in one last inventory check. Jayson eyed the party as they pulled up screens and looked over their items for the last leg of their journey. The sun peaked from the east, the dark sky brightening with each passing moment. The area around them stood desolate. Further east stood the forest where the town of Dark Hearth lay and to the west, the distant spires of Nekross city stood against the base of the large mountain range. Lord Thorne had informed the knight that they would reach the city by late afternoon and Jayson didn’t like the idea of the party staying the night in the dead city. 
 
    Lunatina was all smiles as she cart-wheeled around and snatched anything she could grab from people before playfully tossing it back to the person. Her antics brought a number of smiles but soon Sardyna was on all fours and chasing after her. Thorrin and Lyra seemed relieved to be outside of the castle and even cracked a smile as Sardyna leapt into the air and crashed into the fleeing jester. Sonja and Lance moved to Jayson’s side, all eyes on the hellhound and jester as they wrestled. 
 
    “All this time, she was a concubine,” Sonja said as she crossed her arms. 
 
    “She never seemed interested in joining us before. What made last night any different?” Lance asked. 
 
    Jayson touched his hand to the back of his head, “She seemed to think that she was going to die soon. She wanted to lose her virginity and she chose me.” 
 
    Sonja’s smile dimmed, “She knew the middle kingdoms were going to fall. You think she knows we are headed for trouble?” 
 
    “I’m not sure but for now, she seems pretty happy. Sardyna has taken to her like a concubine sister. At least now she will have a home at the keep and a sense of purpose again.” 
 
    The party finished up their inventory checks with screens disappearing. Batty, Lance’s concubine was watching with a big smile as the jester and hellhound tumbled across the road. Something off to the side caught her attention. Eyes turning, she stared off to the forest, drinking in plumes of dark smoke. 
 
    “My lord,” Batty shouted as she pointed a hand and leathery wing to the rising smoke. 
 
    The entire party shifted their gaze to the east, the pillars of smoke rising into the air. A cold shadow filled their hearts as they looked on. Lunatina and Sardyna stopped wrestling and slowly stood to their feet, looking over the green tree tops as the smoke reached into the dawning sky. 
 
    “That must be Dark Hearth,” Lance said. 
 
    The other members of the party moved in close as they stared off. 
 
    “Should we do something?” Sonja asked out loud. 
 
    “It will take us hours to get there and then it might be too late,” Kai said with a dark tone. 
 
    “This is Lord Thorne’s lands and those are his people. I’m sure he could ride out to their rescue,” Renner shrugged. 
 
    “Don’t be a jerk,” Vass said as she shot him a look. 
 
    Renner looked on indifferently, “I’m always up to help those in need but that smoke is telling me that we are being followed. Slytha had you guys open the portal but we don’t know if anyone else has access to the same kind of magic.” 
 
    Jayson tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes, “Renner is right. We can’t go back to help them. If we are being followed, they are just going to keep coming. Our priority is to reach the coast.” 
 
    Thorrin crossed his arms, “So we leave them to their fate?” 
 
    Jayson gave a grave nod. 
 
    The paladin nodded and turned away, “Let’s start moving.” 
 
    The party started to turn when Wynter spoke up. 
 
    “What about coming back? We need that portal to get back to the kingdoms.”  
 
    Thorrin turned his gaze over his shoulder to the necromancer, “What makes you think any of us are going to make it back? Slytha put us on a suicide mission.” 
 
    Jayson looked to the paladin, “No she didn’t.” 
 
    Thorrin stopped walking and faced the party, “She told us about the Sormir and how powerful they are. We can’t be the only ones looking to find out more about them. The war is pretty much at a standstill but it won’t stay that way. Whoever can find out more about the serpents, the more the tide of war will change. You’re right, we have to keep going and stick to the quest.” 
 
    “What crawled up your ass,” Renner shot at the paladin. 
 
    Thorrin’s brow made a hard V, “I’ve been in raids where everyone helps each other. All I see are a bunch of players not willing to pull together for the greater good. It’s obvious that this team doesn’t work. A real team considers all their members.” 
 
    Thorrin eyed Renner and Vass, “You both decided to go sneaking around a lord’s castle for the fun of it, not considering the rest of us.” 
 
    The paladin turned to Jayson, “And you made us stay another night, not considering the effect it may have on Lyra and myself. Our abilities have diminished the two nights we stayed here. On top of that, we were in a vampire lord’s castle, a vampire who swears to protect his people but stays behind his walls while a town under his protection burns.” 
 
    Vass stepped forward, “Thorrin, we….” 
 
    The paladin cut her off, “Save it. I’m going to soldier on but at this rate, our entire group of misfits is marching to a failed raid. I will do everything I can to help and protect but if we don’t pull it together then it’s over.” 
 
    Jayson stepped toward Thorrin and stood in front of him, eye to eye, “You’re right. It was wrong to stay when it was having such an effect on you and Lyra. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Thorrin’s brow eased up as his eyes looked away, “Jayson, you seem like a good guy. I understand how hard it is to do the right thing when there are so many wrong things going on around you. I have never been in this situation before where I couldn’t take down an undead and didn’t know it would have had such an effect. I thought this was a simple raid but the longer we’re here, the more difficult it seems. I will back you but I only ask to take all of us into consideration.” 
 
    Thorrin turned to the party, “And we will look to you to lead us as one group.” 
 
    Heads nodded in agreement. 
 
    Jayson stuck out his hand, “I will.” 
 
    Thorrin looked down at the knight’s outstretched hand and took it, giving it a shake, “We know you will.” 
 
    Vass stepped closer as Jayson and Thorrin let go. The elf threw her arms around Thorrin’s neck and held him close. 
 
    “I’m sorry little brother. I didn’t think it was bothering you so much,” Vass whispered to him. 
 
    Thorrin hugged her back, “It’s okay. I’m just worried about you and I can’t help being protective of you and everyone here.” 
 
    “You really are the best of our family,” Vass whispered. 
 
    “We will make it through this. I know it’s just a game but it has become more than that,” Thorrin whispered. 
 
    Vass pulled back and looked the handsome paladin in the eyes, “What do you mean?” 
 
    Thorrin kept his blue eyes on the dark-haired elf, “I know about some of the NPC’s, waking up in the game. I have been keeping track of the rumors and…..I see it in Emma’s eyes.” 
 
    “She’s one of them?” Vass said in a low voice. 
 
    Thorrin nodded, “I think so. If we end this war, then maybe she will be safe a little longer. It’s one of the reasons I’ve been stressing this entire time. I’m glad she is not here but I want us to complete the quest and end this war.”  
 
    “Can you two stop whispering to each other, we’re burning daylight!” Renner smiled. 
 
    Vass let her arms drop to her sides as the paladin and elf gave each other one last comforting glance. Jayson eyed them and made out some of what they were saying, his heart twisting in his chest. He looked over to Oksuna and the troll smiled at him with a loving gaze. 
 
    “Let’s get moving. We have to be at the mountain pass before nightfall,” Jayson said with a commanding flare. 
 
    The party turned and followed the three knights as they led the way, Journey Road stretching out before them and a shadow city in the distance. 
 
    *** 
 
    Mist rolled down from the side of the mountains as the sun sank lower in the sky. The party moved with wide eyes toward the pointed shadows of the long dead city. Jayson lead the way as the party followed, eyes alert for anything. The mist was knee deep and sometimes along the side of the road, the mist would bubble up and settled down as if something was moving just below the surface. The wide road stretched out before them as mist swirled around their boots as they walked. The chill in the air seeped deeper into their bones. Kai sniffed at the air and wrinkled his nose; the stench of death was everywhere. 
 
    Jayson kept his eyes forward as they walked. No one spoke as the mountains blocked out part of the sun. Shadows loomed from peaks, covering the city and well into the road. The party had just crossed from the light into the dark and the chill dug deeper into their spirits. 
 
    White stalks and something grotesque appeared amid the mist. Jayson stopped and a moment later so did the party. Hands on weapons, the party tightened their ranks and stepped closer, ready to take on anything ahead of them. Hearts thudded as they walked toward something as it looked at them from the road. The closer they stepped, the bigger it became. It was still as mist flowed around it. Jayson’s eyes adjusted and he eased his hand off the pommel of one of his swords.  
 
    A large skull lay on the road, the biggest skull Jayson had ever seen. Party members moved up to get a better look and eyes widened. The skull’s mouth was open and almost acted like a tunnel. Beyond it was a skeleton, ribs poking up from the ground and a spine still intact just beyond the gaping mouth. Jayson looked to the left and right, thinking he was seeing white stones. Instead he could see they were actually the boney remains of hands and arms, just above the misty floor. Looking back to the skull, Jayson couldn’t stop the shiver as dark hollowed out eyes seemed to gaze down on him. 
 
    “That looks like a giant,” Lance said at Jayson’s side, “a long dead one.” 
 
     “I didn’t know there were giants in the game?” Sonja added. 
 
    “I just hope this doesn’t mean we are going to run into any live ones. Let’s keep moving. The sun is getting lower and we still have to go through the city.” 
 
    Jayson stepped forward, keeping his eyes on the ancient dead giant. The party moved through the open mouth and under the spine. The weathered white bone almost glowed in the darkening sky. Each rib bone was thicker than a person and more than one party member felt a chill as they walked through the remains. When they passed hip bones, they walked along giant femurs on the right and left side of the road. 
 
    Jayson thought he would have felt relief but as soon as they cleared the feet, another giant skull loomed into view. This time the party turned their walk into a steady jog, trying to get past the second one as quickly as possible. It was Lunatina who stopped and ran a gloved hand down the sides of one of the ribs. Sardyna looked back to see the jester take out a small leather pouch and knife. She shaved down along the side, getting a piece of bone and then another. When she had a few shavings, she placed them in the pouch and put it away. With a smile, she turned back to the road and skipped along. 
 
    Sardyna walked up to the happy jester and eyed her, “What was that about?” 
 
    “I never knew there were giants. I could use pieces of their bones for my experiments,” Lunatina said with a smile. 
 
    Sardyna returned the smile, “You have been very happy all day.” 
 
    The jester looked forward as she skipped, “Wouldn’t you if you knew you weren’t going to die.” 
 
    Sardyna’s ear stood up in a questioning manner but the jester continued her skipping without a care in the world.  
 
    Jogging past the skeletal feet of the last dead giant, the party resumed their normal pace, eyes on the crumbling spires of Nekross. The shadows from the mountains covered the strange dead city. Crumbling towers came into view and mist billowed along the ground. Cracks rose up along decaying towers and buildings. The party stepped closer until they reached the edge of the city and stood there, eyeing it like it was a sleeping bear. 
 
    Wynter’s eyes fluttered and her body swayed. Kai was to her side and she took hold of his shoulder, steadying herself. 
 
    “I can sense them, all of them,” The necromancer said calmly. 
 
    “How many?” Jayson asked, never taking his eyes off the city. 
 
    “Too many to count, thousands, maybe tens of thousands,” Wynter said as she stood on her own, pushing away the siren call of the dead. 
 
    Jayson pulled up an inventory screen and cycled through to the bottom. Tapping on the Lantern of Thunn, it appeared in his hand. A light began to glow from the simple rune covered lantern and grow brighter with each passing second. Jayson held it up and looked out to the broken city, then to the right and left side of the road. Shadows moved and a cold breeze washed over every party member. Mist swirled and then fell to a white blanket across the ruins and the road. Ancient buildings with odd designs stood up against the mountain backdrop. Jayson could see many broken statues along the sides and the player wondered if the city had focused on art. 
 
    “Thorrin, you’re up,” Jayson said as he moved the lantern from left to right, its glow illuminating some buildings at the edge. 
 
    The paladin stepped closer, his skin crawling. He didn’t even have to cast his Detect Dead ability because the place was an ocean of darkness. The tall blonde paladin reached out and took hold of the lantern. As soon as he touched it, its light brightened. Jayson let go and stood back as Thorrin stepped to the edge, the white light pushing away the darkness. It was then when they saw movement. 
 
    Bone white skulls appeared for a moment before falling back to the safety of shadows. Some skulls were bare while others wore old rusty helmets. Metal clanked as things moved among the ruins, stepping back from the holy light. 
 
    Jayson turned to the group, “We keep a tight formation around Thorrin and stay in the light. We can’t afford to have anyone snatched away. Draw your weapons and be at the ready. If they have archers, protect the lantern. Something tells me if that light goes out, they are going to attack all at once,”  
 
    The sound of swords and daggers unsheathing caused the ruins to move like a living thing. Shadows and light clashed as the dead prowled as close as they could stand. Hollowed eyes looked down or across to the party as they gathered at the edge. Jayson took point with Sonja to his right and Lance to his left. Thorrin stood behind Jayson, holding the lantern up. The rogues took position behind the paladin as Lyra and Kai took up the rear. The concubines moved around, encircling the players in a protective formation. 
 
    Jayson turned his head to see Oksuna at the edge, her eyes alert and sword in hand, “Oksuna, stand behind Thorrin.” 
 
    The troll ignored her lord as she stood on the outer edge, next to Sonja. 
 
    Jayson’s heart thudded as he said “Oksuna” again but she didn’t budge, watching the dead as they tried to hide from the light. 
 
    “Sun’s going down,” Renner said with a touch of urgency. 
 
    Jayson let out a deep exhale as he turned to the sky. The sun was setting. They had a little over an hour before it was behind the horizon. If they were going to survive then they had to move now. 
 
    Jayson squared his shoulders, a short sword in each hand. Without ceremony, he stepped forward with one step and then another. The party moved as a tight ball down the middle of the wide road. A creak of metal or the occasional falling stone caused nerves to tighten as did virtual muscles. Eyes darted from side to side as they walked. A skeleton in cracked armor stepped from the side of the road and hissed as the edge of the light touched it. It quickly stumbled back to the safety of darkness. 
 
    From the higher parts of the ruins, ghostly women floated from dark windows. Their hair was wild and their faces sunken in as they floated above the group, just beyond the touch of lantern light. Their shapes added to the gloom as they filled the sky, the light of the setting sun above them and the shadows of mountains keeping them safe. 
 
    An arrow whistled by and clanked against a broken wall. The group turned to see a skeleton with an arrow notched, looking down at them indifferently. Kai had his bow in hand and pulled back his bowstring when a small laugh echoed through the ruins. 
 
    The group continued to march, not wanting to slow down for anything but more skeletons appeared in tall buildings, bow strings pulled back and arrows pointed down at them. Jayson wondered why they were hesitating. Preparing his techniques, he readied himself to take down anything they would throw at them. 
 
    “Visitors…..how interesting….” A voice bounced along the ruins in a sardonic tone. 
 
    “Keep moving,” Jayson ordered as they marched. 
 
    “You are all too well armed to be from that simple town. Tell me, what brings you to the dead city of Nekross?” 
 
    Jayson gritted his teeth as they pushed on. The mountains loomed closer. Jayson could see they were already halfway across the city and getting closer. 
 
    “Strong silent types, how amusing,” The voice said and a giggling laugh filled the city. 
 
    The party moved as Thorrin held up the lantern. The white light worked well pushing back the skeletons and ghosts as the group pressed on. 
 
    From a tall decayed tower, a figure stepped into view from a jagged hole along the side. Eyes looked down at the party as they moved along, the lantern keeping the undead at bay. Jayson looked up to see the thin figure and took in its features. 
 
    Long white hair was twisted together into a thick braid. High cheek bones and almond shaped eyes stared down at the group. The body was slender and even in the growing darkness; Jayson could make out hips and a small chest. The knight kept his gaze as he narrowed his eyes, thinking the shadows were playing with him. 
 
    “What brings you to my home,” The figure asked with a leer. 
 
    “Just passing through,” Jayson shouted back as they continued. 
 
    The figure crossed their arms, “You won’t get very far. Stay a while and tell me of your journey. Perhaps I can help.” 
 
    “No thank you,” Jayson said with a hard edge. 
 
    The figure tapped a finger against their arm, “You have been speaking to Drakkus Thorne. What lies has he spoken of? What mistruths has he infected your minds with? I promise to not take it personally.” 
 
    “Enough to know that you talking to us is a waste of time,” Jayson said with a bitter tone. 
 
    The figure stepped closer to the edge, “He told you my name.” 
 
    The group ignored the figure as they walked. 
 
    “He told you how I treated him and then cast him out because he bored me.” 
 
    Eyes in the party glanced to Jayson but the knight stayed steadfast in his pace. 
 
    Renner gave the figure a hard gaze as they walked before opening his mouth, “I thought all the Dread Lords were male?” 
 
    The figure’s evil smile melted away and brow pointed, “I am a male.” 
 
    Renner’s mouth broadened into a toothy smile, “You have to be the prettiest male I have ever seen.” 
 
    The party looked up and then murmured their agreement. The figure’s mouth twisted into a grimace and eyes shot daggers at the rogue. 
 
    “I am Dread Lord Riktess Grimm and you would do well to show respect in my lands!”  
 
    Renner turned his attention to the group, “Dread Lord looks like a lady.” 
 
    Vass was first to laugh but a light chuckle filled the ranks of their party. 
 
    Riktess glared down at the party as they walked along, “You fools will learn what it means to kneel for eternity.” 
 
    “Are you a trap?” Renner shouted to the dread lord. 
 
    Riktess raised an eyebrow, “What?” 
 
    Renner cupped his hands, “ARE YOU A TRAP?” 
 
    The dread lord remained silent as the rogues chuckled. 
 
    Renner continued, “You know, a trap? A man who looks like a woman? You entice them to bed and then spring the trap with your cock. Not my thing but I have a few friends that would love your company.” 
 
    The group chuckled a little more as the dread lord’s dainty hands balled into fists at his sides. Jayson tried to keep his serious expression but the edges of his mouth wouldn’t stay down and instead curled upwards into a smile. Wynter tried to hide her smile with her hand. Sonja and Lance’s shoulders shook as they tried not to laugh. The concubines looked on confused. Kai smirked as did the orc, Rekt. Thorrin tried to hide his smile and failed as Lyra looked away with a smirk. 
 
    Riktess’ rage seemed to pass as his mouth once again turned into a knowing smile, “You don’t know what waits for you beyond the city. You seek the Serpent Throne.” 
 
    The laughing silenced and smiles disappeared. 
 
    The dread lord continued, “I have seen it with my own eyes. It pulses with power and grants wishes if someone is brave enough to sit on it. Too bad you will not make it past the mountain pass.” 
 
    The group moved on as Riktess kept his gaze steady, “There is a reason there is a mountain range here. A door waits for you in the pass. Many have tried and all have failed; the secrets to unlocking it long dead.” 
 
    The dread lord raised his hands and spread them out as he spoke, “Fortunate for all of you, I am a master of the dead. I have ferried out the very secrets you seek. I don’t expect any of you to survive but I would enjoy the company before you become my slaves. Leave one of your party here to entertain me and I will give you the secret.” 
 
    “Fuck that,” Jayson, Lance, Sonja and Thorrin said at the same time. 
 
    Riktess lowered his thin arms, his dark outfit making him look like a white head and hands floating in the air. 
 
    “Your disrespecting manner leaves much to be desired. My legions will overcome even the light of that mystic lamp.” 
 
    Jayson could see they were reaching the home stretch, “We’ll take our chances.” 
 
    Riktess leaned over the edge, eyes watching as the party moved past his tower, “Will you now? I see fools walking to their doom. There is a reason the throne is hard to reach. Its power is too much for anyone to wield. Not even dragons could touch the power of the Sormir. I have studied them for hundreds of years and they will bring nothing but madness and chaos to Lukken.” 
 
    The dread lord looked to his nails on one hand as if it was interesting, “Too bad you won’t survive the gate. I actually could care less for your company. You all have proven what a bore you really are. Pity, I had such high hopes that you would be remotely entertaining. Now I will have to wait here for you to all run back. I do wish you the best but I know we will be seeing each other shortly.” 
 
    The group picked up the pace as they saw the edge of the city. The pace changed into a jog and then a full run. The lantern bounced around as Thorrin held it up high. Light splashed against skeletal things in the dark, illuminating them as they backed away for the comfort of darkness. Riktess laughed in the background and the group pushed on until they reached the city edge. 
 
    Labored breathing filled the air as they slowed down but continued to move, trying to put as much distance between them and the dead city as possible. Jayson could feel that it was much too easy and hoped it was the lantern that kept the undead army at bay. The group gave tired smiles and moved on into the mountain pass.  
 
    Orange light painted the high mountains as they walked. The sun was setting but the last rays of light shined on like a glowing beacon before the coming shroud of night. Glancing behind, the tall broken spires of Nekross were crowded out by the high mountains as the pass narrowed. Soon they were walking single file with hard stone and earth to either side of them. 
 
    Thorrin lowered his hand but the lantern light painted the rocks white as they walked on. The pass grew uncomfortably narrow as shoulders touched both sides at some points. Claustrophobia took hold until the pass finally opened up. The tension bled away as an area widened before them. The last rays of sunlight caused the sky to turn a yellowish orange and then to a deep reddish orange in mere moments.  
 
    Jayson took a few more steps before he stopped in his tracks. The area widened into a circle but opposite of the party stood a spiked metal wall with two doors. Runes covered the massive doors where two statues stood, one on each side of the entrance. The party spilled into the open area while eyes took in the wall, doors and statues. The statues were made of some kind of metal. They carried the appearance of trolls with thick shoulders, slightly pointed ears, pointed nose and powerful muscles but there were some differences. The group stepped closer, seeing lines on the troll’s necks and webbed hands clutching at giant metal tridents. 
 
    Renner looked to Kai and then back at the troll statues, “A distant cousin?” 
 
    Kai stepped closer, looking up at the thirty-foot-tall statues in awe, “No idea.” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja stepped closer, looking at the runes covering the metal doors. It looked completely sealed. Glancing at the sides, Jayson thought even if they somehow scaled the sheer surface of the mountains, they wouldn’t make it over the wicked spikes covering the top. 
 
    Lance turned to Batty and pointed up. The Corva nodded and spread out her leathery wings. With a burst of strength, she was in the air, flapping her bat like wings. Sunlight painted her body as she pumped her arms and rose higher and higher into the air. She was above the spiked wall and could see everything beyond. 
 
    “My lord, I see it! I see a structure in the ocean. There is a bridge that leads from the road to it! I can fly to it!” The Corva said excitedly. 
 
    “Don’t!” Lance shouted. 
 
    Batty dove forward, flapping her wings to keep her airborne. Spikes along the top shifted and pointed at the descending Corva. Lance drew his sword but it was too late. Spikes fired like pointed cannon balls. The Corva dodged to the right and then left before a spike slammed into her hip. Batty spun through the air as several more spikes fired. Lance grimaced and the whole party watched as several more spikes penetrated the corva’s thin frame. Sardyna made an impossible leap into the air, catching the falling corva in her arms. With a thud, the hellhound held the corva and turned to Lance. 
 
    The white knight stepped forward as Batty struggled to breath. Arms out, he picked her up and held her close. A silence fell over the group as Batty struggled to breath, a spike in her chest. 
 
    “I’m…sorry…..my…lord…..” the corva gasped. 
 
    Lance held her closer, darkness under his eyes, “We will see each other soon.” 
 
    “You….promise….” Batty seethed. 
 
    Lance nodded. 
 
    “I….love….you….” Batty said before cracks of light appeared along her body. 
 
    Lance let his arms fall to his sides as she burst into shards of light. 
 
    Sonja moved to his side, “She will resurrect.” 
 
    Lance let out a sigh, “I know but from what we know, she may be different. I don’t know if she was one of the awakened and I don’t want to think about it. Let’s keep going on the quest. I can see when she resurrects in ten days.” 
 
    Jayson looked to his friend and a pit opened up in his stomach. Eyes turning to Oksuna, real fear took hold that if she died, she would come back different. She would revert to her basic personality and the being she had become would be different, alien, hollow. More than anything, he wanted to keep her as she was, protecting her from a virtual death she and her kind could endure. Keeping to the quest, he hoped this would be the end and she could lead a long life in a digital game. 
 
    Renner patted Lance on the shoulder before stepping past him. Standing before the rune covered door, the rogue gave it the once over before putting his fingers to his chin in deep thought. Jayson and Sonja stepped over and stood to either side of the rogue as his eyes moved from rune to rune. 
 
    “How bad is it?” Jayson asked, never taking his eyes off the door. 
 
    “Tough but manageable,” Renner said as Gylda appeared next to his head and fluttered about. 
 
    “What does that mean?” Sonja asked. 
 
    Renner let his hand drop and took a step closer to the doors, “I have seen variations of these types of combination locks. I saw one similar in a dragon’s castle. I have to touch each rune in the proper sequence to get the door to open.” 
 
    Renner kept his eyes forward as he pointed a finger at one of the metal troll statues, “Those statues are most likely guardians. If I get it wrong then there is a big chance they will come to life and try to kill all of us. Thankfully, I have nearly maxed my Open Locks skills and thanks to this beauty right here,” Renner pointed at the golden fairy hovering next to him, “We might have a better than average chance.” 
 
    The rogue called up a 2D screen and tapped away at it, working out his chances and adding all of his bonuses. After a few flicks of his wrist, he swiped the screen away and cracked his digital knuckles. 
 
    “Whatever happens, just remember the Alamo,” Renner grinned. 
 
    The group looked on with eyebrows raised. Renner turned his head to see the look of confusion in their eyes. 
 
    “How old are you guys? You know the Alamo, right?” 
 
    Jayson gave a light shrug, “We know what the Alamo is. I just don’t understand the context?” 
 
    “We’re not someplace where we can defend against the statues, if that’s what you mean,” Lance added. 
 
    Wynter looked to Vass, “Does he mean we should bunker down?” 
 
    Vass shook her head, “I don’t know half the things he says sometimes. He told me once to ‘stay golden pony girl’ and I had to bug him later to explain it. I had no idea it was from an old movie called the ‘Outsiders’.” 
 
    Renner gritted his teeth as he turned his head to the side, “I mean, fight like hell if those things start to move!” 
 
    Wynter held her staff and shook her head, “I still don’t understand. Couldn’t you use a saying closer to our situation? You could have said ‘Stay Frosty’ or ‘Nuke the site from orbit’.” 
 
    Vass smiled, “Oh, Aliens is my all-time favorite movie.” 
 
    Wynter smiled at Vass, “Mine too!” 
 
    Jayson put up his hands as he and the rest of the group nodded and chuckled, “Let’s focus on the door for now.” 
 
    Renner turned back to the door. Jayson turn back to the rogue’s side and watched as he wiggled his fingers. 
 
    “Can you run us step by step on what you’re going to do?” 
 
    Renner kept his eyes focused as he talked, “My skills will show me a few options on combinations. It’s up to me to decide which one will activate the door. The better my skill, the fewer choices I have. My luck skill will help push me in the right direction but it won’t give me the answer.” 
 
    “And if you pick the wrong one?” 
 
    Renner let out a sigh, “Then there is a chance those statues will come at us with everything they have. The sun is almost down and we need to get through these doors so stay back and be ready.” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja stepped back to join the semi-circle of players, and concubines gathered. Weapons were drawn and spells held at the ready. The last rays of light flashed across the sky as the sun sank below the horizon. Night stretched across the sky, bringing her dark shroud across the heavens. Stars blinked into existence as the air took on a cool chill. 
 
    The light of the lantern illuminated the area as Renner stepped forward. Using his skill, combinations appeared and disappeared in rapid succession. Waiting patiently, he watched as the skill cycled through until four sets of runes appeared before his eyes. They glowed with deep reds, greens and blues as they hovered, the rogue the only one who could see them. Percentages appeared and cycled through until they too had stopped. Renner eyed the phantom runes. Two of them had the exact same 72%. The rogue’s brow furled. He never had two combinations show up with the same exact percent. 
 
    Gylda fluttered down onto his shoulder, “You don’t normally take this long.” 
 
    “Something is different,” The rogue said as he studied the floating runes. 
 
    “Should we panic?” Gylda smiled. 
 
    Renner shook his head slightly, “No. Just hold your breath.” 
 
    The golden fairy zipped into the air as Renner stepped up to the rune covered door. The rogue lifted up a hand and began tapping away at runes. Fingers moved in a blur as the party waited with baited breath. When the final rune was touched, the rogue took a step back and held out his arms. 
 
    “Open says me!” Renner bellowed. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    Eyes slid sideways, waiting for anything to happen. Renner’s arms slowly dropped as the doors remained shut. Looking at the combinations floating in his vision, he scratched his head as he wondered why the doors didn’t open. Unsure if the combination took, the rogue started pressing the same runes again exactly like he did before. 
 
    Metal creaked and stone shifted. Eyes turned to the statues as they vibrated. Eyes opened as metal arms moved. Tridents clanked upward as the troll statues turned their attention to the rogue between them. 
 
    “Renner,” Jayson said as each statue lifted up a foot from their base and planted it on the ground. 
 
    “Yea, we’re in trouble,” Renner said as he looked at the floating combinations once again, arms crossed. 
 
    “Do something, anything,” Vass said with controlled urgency.  
 
    “I’m thinking,” Renner said as he continued to stare at the floating runes. 
 
    The statues lifted up their tridents and aimed the points down on the exposed rogue. The knights prepared techniques as everyone else readied to unleash every spell and ability on the statues. The hands reached up to their zenith as the tridents pointed at Renner. 
 
    The rogue’s mind lit up and he smiled to himself, “I know what’s wrong.” 
 
    “No!” Jayson shouted as the tridents came down. 
 
    Renner’s hand moved in a blur, looking at the second combination with the same percentage. The tridents came barreling down until the rogue tapped the last rune. Red energy flared along the door. The world seemed to stop and the party stared at the rogue, two trident points’ inches away from his head. Gylda fluttered down on top of his head, eyes looking to one trident and then another. 
 
    Renner turned around on his heels and stepped forward as the statues pulled back their tridents. They moved to their stone bases and retook their previous positions. Eyes closed and they no longer moved, still as a frozen lake. 
 
    “It was a two-step combination. When I redid the first one, it activated the guardians. I just had to input the second rune string,” Renner said as he stood by Jayson and threw his arm over the knight’s shoulder, “Piece of cake.” 
 
    Jayson shrugged him off, eyes on the doors as they parted. The party moved forward, looking out onto a wide-open space, the sounds of waves in the distance. The hint of white spires poked up from the edge of the land. The player stepped through, thinking there must be cliffs just before the ocean as he followed the road for about forty feet and stopped. Tall grass covering the land swayed in the small breeze. The last glow of the sun had faded away and a clear night filled the sky, stars twinkling in the purple heavens. 
 
    Sonja moved to Jayson’s side with eyes wide, “We made it.” 
 
    Lance moved to Jayson’s left, “I can’t believe we actually made it to the edge of the western coast of Lukken. We’re actually here.” 
 
    Jayson contained his excitement as he turned to the group, “We will set up camp here for the night. First thing in the morning, we see what lies just beyond those cliffs.” 
 
    The party nodded and began pulling out tent supplies. Jayson turned back to the small pointed spires in the distance. Arms curled around him and the knight felt trapped between a blue knight and a white one. Lifting his arms up under theirs, he tried to hold them as well, basking in the warmth. 
 
    “I still can’t believe we made it,” Sonja said as she pressed her face to his neck, a tear forming. 
 
    Lance held them close, his head leaning on Jayson’s head, “It just doesn’t seem real.” 
 
    “I feel like we have climbed a mountain and we’re almost to the top. I couldn’t think of anyone else I would have gone on this adventure with.” 
 
    A shadow fell over the three knights. They broke their embrace and turned to see Oksuna smiling but her eyes were on Jayson. Before he could act, she stepped forward, took hold of him and drew him in close. The knight steadied himself as he grabbed her waist. Lips touched as they embraced each other. Lance and Sonja held each other and watched with loving eyes as the knight and troll kissed deeply, their hearts beating as one. 
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    Lips pressed hard, Jayson held onto Oksuna’s waist as he pushed as deep as he could go. Bodies writhed and the pink haired troll lay with eyes closed and soft moans pouring from her open mouth. The knight drove his hips again and again between soft inner thighs, keeping the rhythm. The troll’s body trembled as her breasts brushed against the knight’s face. Jayson bit down on a pointed nipple and suckled as his cock thickened. Oksuna let out a deep cry as mini explosions went off, one after the other. Jayson let go of her nipple and watched her as she writhed and cried to invading thrusts. Drinking in her beauty, he couldn’t turn away. Seeing ecstasy roll through her, she could barely contain herself as her thighs trembled. As each orgasm began to die down, she squeezed her knight and lover, eyes opening and a sultry smile spreading into her cheeks. 
 
    Jayson could not deny himself any longer. Cock bulging, white seed burst from the tip, filling her valley. The wild urges whipped at him as he continued to pump and push every drop of his love into her. Oksuna let out pleasing moans as she held her lover closer, basking in his warmth. When the last drop dripped from the end of his manhood, the knight collapsed on the troll. Oksuna held him close, running her fingers through his hair, cheeks pink against her light blue skin. 
 
    The knight stayed in her arms, wanting nothing more than to spend the day just like this. The player told himself they should rest. Clearly after a few hours of sleep, Oksuna was not going to follow his suggestion. The knight woke up to her pleasing him, lips around his cock and playfully moaning. Unable to deny their desires, they spent the last hour taking every position they could to get out lustful passions. 
 
    Jayson turned his head and could see the glow of morning against the tent walls. Pushing up, the knight stayed inside the troll as she gave him bedroom eyes. An alert passed across his vision and the knight’s brow furled. 
 
    ??? is at 99%. 
 
    Oksuna looked at her knight as he blinked it away. The troll moved her hips slightly, trying to egg him on for another round. 
 
    “Let’s keep going, my love.” She said in a perfectly seductive voice. 
 
    Jayson watched as the words faded away from his vision, looking down at the mischievous gaze of the pink haired troll, “Again?” 
 
    Oksuna nodded. 
 
    “I can’t argue with that,” Jayson smiled as his cock slowly hardened again. 
 
    *** 
 
    Breaking down the camp was done in short order. An air of excitement filled the party as they finished putting out the fire pit. Tents were rolled up and put away in inventories. The party was dressed in their armor, with a final check on their weapons. The sky was clear as they stood in the shadow of the mountains, the first rays of morning peaking over the pointed tops. 
 
    Sonja moved to Jayson, her smile apparent, “You didn’t get much sleep. I can see it in your eyes.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “I still can’t believe stuff like that shows up in the game.” 
 
    Sonja nodded, “Yea, and hearing Oksuna kind of gave it away.” 
 
    The knights grinned at one another. 
 
    Lance stepped over and put an arm around Sonja’s shoulder, “We had fun too this morning.” 
 
    Sonja laid her head on the white knight’s shoulder, “When this quest is over, we all need to spend a few days together, just the three of us.” 
 
    Jayson and Lance nodded, a warm feeling passing between them.  
 
    The party finished their last checks and gathered around the three knights. Everyone was in high spirits and waited patiently as Jayson turned to address them. The familiar odd feeling rolled over his heart. He never could have done this before. The painful shyness and anti-social urges once had full control of his life. Glancing to Sonja and Lance, he could feel a new strength had taken hold. Their adventures and love making only cemented that he was not some broken person in society. He was someone whose voice could be and should be heard. He was a knight and he was leading players on a quest that had taken over a year to complete. Confidence blazed as muscles relaxed. No matter what happens, this all was an adventure that he could never deny. It changed his life and he felt better for it. 
 
    “Are we all ready?” Jayson asked. 
 
    The party nodded with small smiles. 
 
    “Let’s complete the quest,” Jayson beamed as he turned and began marching. 
 
    The road stretched on with tall grass fields flanking their left and right. Oksuna walked next to her lord, eyes down and smiling. Jayson led on but occasionally looked over at his beautiful troll. Seeing her happy caused his hand to reach out and take her hand. Fingers entwined, they walked along the wide dirt road until they reached white stone. 
 
    The road changed and soon the party was on white marble cobblestones. Intricate designs covered each stone and Jayson found himself looking down, noting the designs looked like hieroglyphics. The knight looked up and the sound of the crashing ocean rose up like a symphony over the horizon. The white stone road dipped as the earth to the right and left began to rise. The party followed the sloping road as it narrowed. The path turned into a narrow pass and before the knight, the ocean stretched out to the western horizon. 
 
    White stone turned into steps as the party moved in single file. Jayson led the way, eyes drinking in the magnificent sight before him. The path descended down to a white bridge. It made a straight path over the waves and ocean to oval structure two hundred feet out to sea. White spires stood up, encircling it and the morning sun bathed the platform in brilliant light.  
 
    The party cleared the stairs and moved onto the white bridge. To the right and left of them cliffs stood and white sandy beaches painted the coast. The party was silent as they walked onto the bridge, gazing at the splendor around them. On they walked, seeing crystals on top of each small spire lining the bridge, giving the whole structure a heavenly glow. Strange runes and designs covered every inch of the bridge as if its creators didn’t want to waste a single space. Calm fell over the party as they moved as one, like they could just lay down and sleep for a thousand years. 
 
    “I don’t know if it’s the light or the bridge but I’m sleepy as hell,” Renner yawned. 
 
    “I feel it too,” Wynter fought a yawn and lost. 
 
    Lyra glanced around, “The stone has holy energy. I can feel it down to my core.” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes blinked as he moved to the edge of the bridge, taking in the misty ocean scent, “I feel at peace here.” 
 
    “Let’s keep moving,” Jayson said as Oksuna let out a soft sigh. 
 
    “I….feel at home…” Oksuna whispered with her eyes half closed. 
 
    “You have a connection to this place,” Jayson smiled. 
 
    “Let’s stay here forever,” Oksuna smiled. 
 
    Jayson smiled but didn’t answer. He had no idea what effects the place was having on them. A cautious thought filled his mind as he wondered if this was a trap or curse they would have to overcome. Staying true, the knight marched on until they reached the edge of the oval platform. 
 
    The party spread out as they stepped in. Spires lined the edges, touching the sky. Opposite of the bridge, a white stone throne stood against the ocean backdrop. The design was simple with several blocks making it a high-backed throne but the designs and carvings glowed with intricate magic. Jayson’s gaze was glued to the throne and he took another step. 
 
    An inner oval line glowed to life with white energy. Jayson stopped and took a step back, hands at the ready. The light moved along the edge and around before connecting in front of the throne. The party readied themselves, eyes looking in every direction for any sign of trouble. 
 
    Jayson watched as the light flared for a moment before it faded from sight. Tension connected the party as they waited, the sounds of waves crashing on the beach filling the area. Mouths closed and hearts went silent as Jayson crept to the line once again and touched it with his foot. This time nothing happened and some of the party let out a relieved sigh. 
 
    Jayson walked across the stone platform, eyes on the throne. Sonja and Lance followed, their hearts beating with excitement. The three stood in front of the throne and marveled at the detailed carvings. 
 
    “Should one of us sit on it?” Lance asked. 
 
    “I honestly don’t know,” Jayson said as he eyed the runes, trying to find a clue on what to do next. 
 
    Sonja was about to speak when something white caught the edge of her vision. Eyes turning from the throne, they grew bigger as water churned white and bubbled against the blue ocean. The rest of the party witnessed the churning water, foaming higher and higher as they stepped closer. Jayson, Lance and Sonja moved to one side of the throne and looked out into to the sea. 
 
    Water spilled away as something enormous reared up. Iridescent scales shined in the morning light. Long razor like fins cut through the foaming water, black and slick. An armored snout opened as did oval, serpent eyes. Dripping short tentacles hung from under its chin as white smoke spilled from the edges of its snout. The party stood motionless as the giant serpent rose up, water cascading down its armored hide. Black, green and blue painted its body as it swiveled its pointed snout to the platform. Eyes widened and brow furled as it opened its mouth and roared. 
 
    The power of the roar was enough to cause every member of the party to step back. The very air vibrated and Jayson put up his arm to help block the deafening roar. The serpent slinked in closer, body bobbing to the waves as maniac eyes trembled.  
 
    Jayson felt his stomach drop as it approached. He knew this feeling once in his life. A rabid raccoon had taken residence under his porch when he was a teen. It wandered out of its hiding spot one morning when he was taking out the trash. There was a moment they saw each other. It was foaming at the mouth and Jason backed slowly away. It frothed at the mouth and attacked. Jason managed to throw himself through the door to the house before kicking it shut with his leg. The raccoon scratched and scratched until it lost interest. He called animal control for them to come and get it but he still remembered how it looked at him, very much the same as the serpent moving in closer. 
 
    “Get back!” Jayson shouted as he turned. 
 
    The serpent’s maw opened and it roared a stream of molten steam. The party scattered. Lance grabbed Sonja and threw his back to a thick pointed spire. The white knight held her close as the spire split the stream in half. It struck the white stone and burst into a cloud. Lance waited until the stream stopped and pulled Sonja away as the cloud drifted closer before dissipating.    
 
    Kai had his bow in hand with arrow notched. 
 
    Jayson noticed the troll as he aimed, “Don’t do it!” 
 
    Kai hesitated, “It’s going to kill us!” 
 
    “I have to agree,” Renner shouted from behind another spire. 
 
    The serpent reared up and blasted out a stream of white steam. The troll dove for one of the spires just as steam raked across the stone and defected off of a spire. Jayson watched in astonishment as the stream blasted through the air and struck the seaside cliffs. Stone and earth melted as a hole was bored out. It was then that Jayson knew if any of them were struck, it would be instant death. 
 
    “We need to do something!” Thorrin shouted with hammer in hand. 
 
    “I’m open to ideas!” Jayson said as he drew his swords from over his shoulders.  
 
    “Kai and I can hit it at a distance!” Wynter shouted as the monster roared and blasted out another white-hot stream. 
 
    “If you guys keep it busy, I can hit it with Shatter Light’s ability,” Lance shouted as he and Sonja rushed behind another spire. 
 
    Doubt loomed as Jayson wondered if this was how it was supposed to play out. If they attacked, it might stop the story line or alter it. He wasn’t sure if this was the right course of action. The player cursed to himself, wishing he had just a little more information. Lifting a hand, he was ready to signal for a counter strike when Oksuna stepped from a spire and walked to the center of the platform. 
 
    “Oksuna!” Jayson shouted as she moved with a relaxed pace. 
 
    The sea serpent reared back once again, steam spilling from its parted maw. Insane serpent eyes narrowed down on the pink haired troll in the skin tight white dress. Jaw flexing open, it prepared to release another stream when light shined from the troll’s pink hair. The monster hesitated, its jaw open and eyes focused on the troll. Oksuna made it to the center of the platform and turned to face the giant serpent. With kind eyes, she opened her mouth and began to sing. 
 
    Jayson watched as a haunting melody rose up from her throat, filling the very air with peace and calm. It drowned out the sounds of the ocean as she sang on, eyes closing and her voice taking over. The serpent’s maniac eyes began to slow, its gaze steady on the beautiful singing troll. Its movements turned from thrashing to gliding motions, like a cobra caught to the sound of a snake charmer’s flute. 
 
    Jayson stepped away from the spire, looking at the serpent as its movements quieted. Remembering what Slytha told him, the descendants of the Sormir held sway with the ancient beasts. Looking back to Oksuna, her status of Rose Seer spoke to her true power. She calmed the madness and they were enthralled to her voice. 
 
    The party moved from their spots, cautiously looking up at the serpent as it swayed to the melody. Behind it, multiple circles of white foam began to churn. The party watched as serpents rose up from the blue sea, eyes turning to the platform and thick bodies swaying to the troll’s song. At first there were several but soon, more and more serpents rose up. The knight watched as dozens of sea serpents created a semi-circle around the platform, listening to the magic of Oksuna’s voice. 
 
    The first serpent bowed its head, peering down on the little bodies on the platform before centering its eyes on the troll. 
 
    “Child of Sormir….” The serpent bellowed with a deep voice, “….you have calmed our madness. What brings you to our temple?” 
 
    Oksuna’s song slowly died and she looked to Jayson, “My lord wishes to speak with you.” 
 
    Jayson felt the laser sight of the serpent shift onto him. The knight gulped down some air before stepping before Oksuna and turning to the giant serpent by the edge of the platform. 
 
    “I didn’t expect to meet with the Sormir,” Jayson said with a half smirk. 
 
    The serpent was silent as it stared at the knight. 
 
    Jayson cleared his throat and continued, “On behalf of Lady Slytha and all of Lukken, we come in peace.” 
 
    The serpent maintained its intimidating gaze, “What do you seek, little knight?” 
 
    Jayson tried to keep his calm as a shudder ran up his spine, “We….we wish to open relations with the Sormir. War has come to Lukken and the…Sindrell wish to begin again with the Sormir.” 
 
    The serpent’s eyes narrowed, “We care not for your war.”   
 
    “But many do. There are rumors that others are coming, seeking your favor to turn the tide of war. We only want peace.” 
 
    “You speak of others but you yourself have come seeking favor. We Sormir will not interfere in the natural progression of your petty wars,” The serpent seethed. 
 
    Jayson looked up, thoughts of Oksuna filling him with confidence, “We don’t wish for you to interfere. I am only a messenger to bring what I have been tasked to do. We were to find this place and report back but clearly, more needs to be done. Lady Slytha wishes to end the war. I know some of your history between the Sormir and the Sindrell and she has expressed wanting to open relations once again between your people.” 
 
    The serpent’s head bowed down and floated over the platform until it was ten feet from Jayson. The knight stood his ground even with the serpent so close and so big, it could swallow him in one gulp. Serpent eyes met the knight’s eyes as if regarding the knight’s words. 
 
    “We have known regret for such actions, so long ago. The dragons fear us as they should but we bring no malice to this world. Even now, my brothers and sisters speak to me of bridging our people together but I have doubts such a thing could exist.” 
 
    “Times have changed since your last meetings. The dragons only wish for peace.” 
 
    The serpent shifted its eyes to Kai as he stood in the back, “And what of his kind? They rape and pillage across Lukken, displaying their power for all of those to gaze upon. The Sindrell ruled with quiet power but the Kunarr rule with brazen command. We still hear whispers of what happens on the lands of Lukken. We know either side wants more then what they have. You bring nothing to convince us.” 
 
    Jayson tried to think fast, “We bring information. Not all are pleased with the war. We know there are those who want it to end peacefully. If you opened dialog between your people, then it might be enough to end this war and begin healing between the Sormir and the Sindrell.” 
 
    The serpent shifted its eyes back to Jayson, “Such things come at a cost, little knight.” 
 
    “I’m sure the Sindrell could come up with….” Jayson was cut off. 
 
    “No…no…little knight,” The serpent bellowed. “The temple you stand on was created by the children of the Sormir. They built it as a means to quell our madness and bring our people from the deep oceans. When you stepped onto it, it summoned us from the depths. The Rose Seer has subdued our madness but only for a certain length of time.” 
 
    The serpent reared back to its full height and looked down at the people gathered on the temple floor, “There will never be peace or dialogue as long as we suffer from this madness. We cannot risk taking another life as long as we are slaves to this abhorrent malady. The children of Sormir knew this and created this very temple before their own madness consumed them. 
 
    “If you desire peace and openness, a price must be paid.” 
 
    Jayson’s eyes turned to the white throne, “What price?” 
 
    The serpent’s mouth twisted into a small, knowing leer, “Someone must become our voice. They shall become our diplomat, our consort to speak for us and calm the very madness in our veins. They must leave behind all they knew and become one with our hive mind before we depart this world and return to the stars.” 
 
    The serpent’s eyes grew wild and a deep chuckle fell from its open maw, “Someone must sit on the Sormir throne and join us before we consider any of your requests.” 
 
    Dread crawled up Jayson’s spine as he turned to the party. Shadows covered everyone’s eyes as the weight of the serpent’s words hung heavy in the air. A moment of silence blanketed the group and they mulled over the very words. 
 
    “Someone has to sit on that throne and I don’t think they’re ever getting back up,” Thorrin said with a low voice. 
 
    Vass stepped forward, “It means we have to give up our character?” 
 
    Wynter held her staff tight, “I think so.” 
 
    Jayson shook his head, “There must be more to it.” 
 
    “Sil?” The knight called out as his mind worked. 
 
    An angel appeared, hovering before the gathered party. A moment later, several more angels appeared. The players watched as all their individual angels hovered above them, white and black wings swaying in the ocean breeze. 
 
    “Yes, Sir Reed,” Sil said with a kind smile. 
 
    Jayson eyed the other angels and turned back to Sil, “Why is everyone’s angel here?” 
 
    “Due to the nature of the quest, we are here to listen and speak as one,” Sil said simply. 
 
    The knight took in a deep breath and looked to the floating winged beauty, “What happens if one of us sits on the throne?” 
 
    Sil’s eyes took a hint of sorrow as she spoke, “You would become the Voice of the Sormir. Your character will retire permanently and become legend in the histories of Lukken.” 
 
    Renner raised a hand, “So that’s it? No big reward or fancy loot? We just become the voice of the sea serpents?” 
 
    Every angel nodded as Sil continued, “You will herald a new age for Lukken.” 
 
    Renner put down his hand, “I didn’t come all this way to be some puppet on a throne. I put a lot of work into this character and I’m not ready to give it up.” 
 
    Thorrin crossed his arms and looked to the Rogue, “No one is asking you too.” 
 
    Renner shot the paladin a sarcastic grin, “Yea but no one is stepping up to plate. What kind of reward is that where you only get the satisfaction of starting a new age? I thought for sure there would be something more than this.” 
 
    Sonja turned to Sil, “What about a concubine? Can they sit on the throne?” 
 
    Sil shook her head, “NPC’s cannot sit on the throne. It is a sacrifice a player must make.” 
 
    Jayson rubbed his jaw as he turned to the party, “Someone needs to take on being the Voice of the Sormir.” 
 
    “I’m not starting over,” Wynter said as she held her skull staff. 
 
    “Neither am I,” Kai added. 
 
    Vass stood at unease as she looked away, “I can’t start over,” her gaze moving up to Renner. 
 
     Sonja bit her lip and said nothing. Rekt stood off to the side, leaning against a spire and his lips sealed. The concubines looked around, worry bleeding into their eyes. Thorrin was silent as he stood, his brow furled in deep thought. Jayson opened his mouth when Lance stepped forward. 
 
    “I’ll do it. I’ll be their voice,” The white knight said with conviction. 
 
    Jayson and Sonja looked to the white knight, their hearts thumping. 
 
    “You can’t,” the two knights said in unison. 
 
    Lance gave them a warm smile, “Someone has to do it. The game has been fun but it will be nice to go down in history.” 
 
    “What about us, the three of us?” Sonja asked with glistening eyes. 
 
    “Guys, there’s not much to discuss with this. Someone needs to make the sacrifice and I’m the logical choice. Jayson needs to be with Oksuna and you need to be with Jayson.” 
 
    “We need to be together,” Jayson said as a pain crawled into his heart. They had spent so much time together that Jayson couldn’t picture playing the game without him. 
 
    “We have to come up with another way,” Sonja said with determination in her eyes. 
 
    Lance stepped over to the blue knight and took her hands into his, “We had some fun. Now I can see what the next chapter holds for me.” 
 
    Jayson stepped close, “This can’t be how it ends?” 
 
    Lance looked to the handsome knight, “I never told you guys how deeply it affected me when Lorn was killed. I know he was an NPC but in the short time we spent together, it was amazing. I…I don’t think I ever really recovered from that. If I give up my character, then maybe his death wouldn’t have been in vain. My sacrifice will bring peace to Lukken. I can start over or……quit the game.” 
 
    Jayson and Sonja stared at the white knight as he continued, “I don’t know if I can keep playing a game where some of the inhabits are waking up. If they are a new kind of AI, I don’t know if I could risk killing one of them. If Lorn had survived, he may have awakened. I’ll never know now. I thought about breaking the news to you both but couldn’t find the right moment. Now we have to do something and I’m willing to do it for all of us.” 
 
    Sonja stepped forward, her arms sliding under his and hugging him close, “It won’t be the same.” 
 
    Lance held her close, “Life never is. After a break, I can come back as a new character. Think of it as reincarnation.” 
 
    Jayson stepped close and hugged them both, “This is crazy. There must be another way.” 
 
    Lance smiled, “There is no other way. It’s not as crazy as you might think. I knew if I didn’t say something, you would take the seat but then Oksuna would be without her lover.” 
 
    The party looked on as the three knights held each other. Jayson had grown so attached to his persona and his friends. They made him stronger than he ever thought he could be. The thought of playing without Lance filled him with a terrible sadness. It would never be the same, no matter what pretty lies the white knight said. 
 
    “The last year as been a blast but now we need to get this done, to bring peace. The quest will be over and then you both can help the NPC’s waking up,” Lance smiled and kissed Sonja on the forehead. 
 
    The white knight let go of the blue knight and turned to Jayson. The knight stood, his mind working but his expression painted with pain. Lance stepped closer and pressed his lips to his. The two knights let tongues slip and dance for a long moment before Lance pulled away. 
 
    “I love you Jayson Reed,” Lance smiled and turned to Sonja. 
 
    “I love you Blue Sonja,” The white knight said with a gentle tone. 
 
    Jayson looked away as his heart cracked. The knight’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as he watched Oksuna step closer to the Serpent Throne. Turning, the knight stepped closer, his heart thudding in his chest as Oksuna stood inches from the throne. 
 
    “Oksuna?” Jayson asked and his voice cracked. 
 
    The pink haired troll turned her head but stayed close to the throne, “My love,” She smiled. 
 
    “What….are you doing?” Jayson asked and stood a mere ten feet from her. 
 
    A tear appeared at the corner of her eye, “I’m taking my rightful place, to protect all of you.” 
 
    Jayson could feel his logic fall away as his heart pumped harder. Limbs trembled as he took a shaky step forward. Stomach turning, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing and for the moment, his heart cracked in two. 
 
    “Your….you’re not a Player Character. It won’t accept you. Come back to me,” Jayson pleaded, unsure what would happen if she sat down. 
 
    The party stepped a little closer, all eyes on the beautiful troll as her hand touched the arm rest of the Serpent Throne. The Sormir watched as it all played out, their minds speaking as one and hearts soaring. 
 
    Oksuna put her back to the throne and looked down on her lord and lover, “I never felt like a prisoner in your arms. I wanted to be there. You didn’t treat me like a play thing. You treated me like an equal and for that; you will always be my true love.” 
 
    The troll inched back, “Now I must be there for you and take on this task. I feel like it has been my destiny all along.” 
 
    Jayson took another step forward, “Don’t do this……we can figure out another way!” 
 
    The troll looked down with a shy smile, tears rolling down her azure cheeks. Hands reached up and took hold of the pink heart necklace. Lifting it over her head, she held it before here, eyes amused and filled with wonder. 
 
    “You gave this to me so I could protect myself if you were not by my side. It is only fair I give it back so it can protect you when I am not at your side.” 
 
    Before Jayson could get a word in, the troll flicked her wrist and the heart stone amulet soared through the air. The knight lifted up a hand and caught it, bringing it down and gazing upon it before lifting his eyes to the beautiful troll. 
 
    “Oksuna….I love you….” Jayson said softly. 
 
    The troll gave him a whimsical smile amid tears, “I love you.” 
 
    Jayson and all the party members watched as the troll sat down on the Serpent Throne and leaned back. Light glowed around the base and the party watched with wide eyes. Jayson stared through his own tears as the energy bloomed. Oksuna leaned her head back and closed her eyes. Seconds passed before her eyes shot up, blazing with light. The energy around the base of the throne pulsed before it blazed light into the sky.  
 
    Jayson stepped forward the moment Oksuna began to scream. Arms curled around him, holding him back as he watched the pink haired troll writhe and scream to the heavens. The serpents let out long deep vibrations from their throats as they turned their massive heads skyward. Jayson tried to step forward but Lance and Thorrin held fast, taking in the spectacle. 
 
    Oksuna’s screams began to diminish as her mouth made a perfect O. Light surrounded her, firing into the sky and heavens beyond. The world seemed to stop as the light poured into the sky before it thinned and finally faded away. Energy pulsed and curled around the troll as she sat; eyes white and mouth closed. 
 
    The angel, Sil, smiled, “A player has taken the Serpent Throne!” 
 
    Jayson fell to his knees, gazing upon Oksuna as she sat. Lance and Thorrin stood by his side and the party stood behind them. They could feel his loss and guilt pour over their hearts. 
 
    “I am the Voice of the Sormir,” Oksuna said as her voice sent thick vibrations through the air. 
 
    Jayson looked to her, hoping there would be some recognition but there was nothing. The troll stared off, her body now a tool for the Sormir. Sonja fell to Jayson’s side and wrapped her arms around his neck, bringing him closer to her. The player felt numbness take hold as he tried to calm his broken heart. 
 
    “It would appear we arrived just in time,” boomed a voice in the distance. 
 
    Heads turned and everyone but Jayson looked to the cliffs. At the top by the path, a row of trolls stood. At the furthest outcropping of the cliffs, a large meaty troll stood with short black hair, behind him stood three shadowy cloaked figures against the stark blue sky. 
 
    The troll spoke again, his voice so loud that it could be heard for miles, “We’ve come to speak to the Sormir and bring peace to Lukken.” 
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    Wynter stared up at the cliffs, her heart skipping a beat. The necromancer could feel dread falling over her like ice water. Kai moved to her side, his grim eyes looking up at the troll master. The party looked on while Sonja and Lance knelt down to Jayson’s side. The knight remained on his knees, eyes on Oksuna as she sat on the Sormir throne. 
 
    “Kurss Darkwhisper,” Wynter said in a soft tone. 
 
    Renner turned his eyes to the necromancer, “The insane master that wants to enslave every race? I heard of him and what he did to all those players in the Harkkon dungeon raid.” 
 
    “We were there,” Kai said with a mask of indifference. 
 
    “Those who didn’t join his crusade were executed. Myself and a fellow guild member were the only ones to escape,” Wynter said while never taking her eyes off the troll in the distance. 
 
    “The bounty on you is pretty high,” Vass said. 
 
    Wynter and Kai turned their attention to the dark-haired elf. 
 
    “Slytha offered us more to work together, plus it would have been rude,” Vass shrugged. 
 
    Kurss looked down from the cliff edge, his face as frozen as a winter lake but his eyes wide, drinking in the sight before him. The three cloaked figures moved behind him, hoods up and shadows covering their faces. The troll master flexed his thick shoulders before clasping his hands in front of him and bowing his head. 
 
    “Mighty Sormir! I humbly ask for a moment of your time,” Kurss spoke but his voice carried beyond normal means. 
 
    Jayson stared at Oksuna as her white eyes shifted up, “You dare come with an army at your back. Your request speaks of dark intent,” her voice as loud as his. 
 
    Kurss lifted his head and smirked, “This force? It is my travelling escorts. Their number is a paltry thousand, hardly enough to go to war.” 
 
    Oksuna returned the troll master’s smirk with her own, “Not that force, the one behind you.” 
 
    Kurss kept his smirk, “Ah yes, there are many of them but my allies insisted. I, being the generous spirit that I am, could never deny their request as I would hope you would not deny mine.” 
 
    The three figures stepped to the right and left of Kurss and drew back their hoods. One appeared as an old man with white hair. He had a blindfold covering his eyes and he appeared gaunt but his face held an almost gentle touch. To his right stood a black-haired man with long sideburns and a mad gleam in his eyes. To Kurss’s left, a man with feminine features stood, a sickly smile leering down. 
 
    Even at the distance, the party felt horror slip into their chests. Thorrin and Lyra could see the crazy features of Mad Morgan. The rest of the party stared up at Riktess Grimm but it was Wynter and Kai who felt a darkness trying to consume their tiny hope as they guessed who the blind man was. Wynter looked to her skull staff and the glowing eyes pulsed with supernatural power. 
 
    The blindfolded man stepped forward with a gentle smile, “Great and powerful Sormir, my ally only wishes for a moment of your time.” 
 
    Oksuna stared up with unblinking eyes. Jayson slowly stood to his feet, Lance and Sonja at his side. Turning, he drank in the sight of the cliffs as a line of trolls stared down. Waves crashed on the beach as the breeze caressed exposed skin and hair. 
 
    “Your actions speak of threats,” Oksuna bellowed. 
 
    Kurss stood at the blind man’s side, “You are mistaken. We only wish our equal time to explain what is happening in Lukken and dispel the lies of the criminals before you.” 
 
    Oksuna’s brow formed a hard V, “The Rose Seer has joined our hive mind. Her knowledge has added to our own. You seek to enslave and have fallen from the path of knowledge.” 
 
    “Nothing can be farther from the truth,” Kurss said with a calm demeanor. “We follow the true path of the Sormir. We masters have embraced your laws of knowledge, strength and wisdom. We know it can only be achieved by challenging one’s boundaries and surpassing them. What the dragons and humans would call war, we call a test, a test to separate the weak and foolish from their lives and the strong and knowledgeable to their rightful place of power. We have studied the old laws and agreed that the people of Lukken require such challenges or they will fall to the forever sleep of ancients. 
 
    “The dragons only seek to nurse the races of Lukken. Such an act will only bring about their extinction. They will never move beyond their baser needs. I have read the tales of your mighty race from my ancestor’s journals. We do not wish to enslave but uplift all races to the next level of their evolution.” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “This guy is a piece of work. I think he actually believes what he is saying.” 
 
    Kai tilted his head forward, “He does. He believes every word.” 
 
    Oksuna’s white eyes shifted to the side, knowledge and whispers pouring into her mind. Turning her gaze back to the cliffs, she looked on as the waves by the beach foamed. Lunatina was by the platform edge when she glanced over.  Turning her whole body, she gripped the rail and began bouncing and pointing. 
 
    “Look!” the jester yelled. 
 
    Eyes turned to the beaches as thick green bodies rose up from the surf. Their webbed hands held weapons of every make from swords to tridents, axes to maces. Some wore long mossy colored hair while others were bald or contained a single braid. Male and females stalked out of the surf, lining each side of the beach as far as the eye could see. Pointed noses turned upward while muscled bodies glistened in the sunlight. 
 
    Oksuna turned her chin upwards and gave her own sardonic grin, “If you truly follow the old laws, then you are prepared to be tested?” 
 
    Kurss maintained his relaxed stance, “A test we would happily accept but we do follow the tenet of wisdom. Before testing our metal, should we not discuss before spilling blood?” 
 
    “What do you have to gain by speaking with us? If you follow the tenets of our ways, what brings a Master and three Dread Lords to this holy place,” Oksuna’s powerful voice spoke, ruffling Kurss’s short hair. 
 
    The troll master smiled broadly, “We only wish to do what your children first tried to do. We want the Sormir to mix with the races until all of our descendants become one. Until we all become…Sormir.”  
 
    Oksuna fell silent as she sat stiffly. The party looked to each other with disbelief.  
 
    Renner threw up his hands, “What….the…FUCK! He wants to breed out all the races until they become like the Sormir! That is some next level evil bullshit. He’s trying to eugenics the hell out of every race.” 
 
    “Yea, we got that,” Thorrin said with a hint of annoyance. 
 
    Renner shot him a glance, “I don’t think you do.” 
 
    The rogue pointed a finger at the troll as he kept his gaze on Thorrin, “That motherfucker is trying to Nazi up this world. In reality, I work in a nursing home and many of the residents told me stories of their relatives. Hell, some of them were actual soldiers in the war. If you knew half of what they went through, you would be just as fucking outraged and don’t give me that bullshit that it’s just a game.” 
 
    Jayson stepped forward, “We have to stop this evil from spreading.” 
 
    All eyes turned to the knight as he stood in the center of them, his brow calm. 
 
    “We can’t let the masters win this. There is too much at stake and we are at the tipping point. What happens today is doing to dictate the direction of the game.” 
 
    Jayson turned and looked to Oksuna as she stared at nothing, “Some of the people of Lukken are beginning to wake up. We can’t let them be taken just as they are starting their true lives.” 
 
    Jayson began telling the party everything he knew. He spoke of the meeting he had with a mysterious programmer. He talked of how some of the NPC’s are becoming self-aware. He calmly informed them that if they did not fight, the entire game could be shut down, killing every digital being. 
 
    When the words stopped, hearts weighed heavy as a silence blanketed the platform. Thorrin crossed his arms, part of him not wanting to believe but deep in his heart, he knew from the moment he met Emma. Lyra looked on, her own personal code to help others rising to the top and firming up her resolve. Wynter looked on with wide eyes as all the information was new to her. The necromancer felt reality bite into her as she knew that she didn’t want the strong to enslave the weak. Kai kept his head tilted forward, knowing his allies in the world could actually die and it did not sit well with his convictions.  
 
    Vass looked to the paladin and he returned her gaze. The power of family was stronger than any bond. With unspoken words, they knew they would fight. Renner cracked his knuckles and let out a small yell of frustration before becoming quiet. He lifted a fist up to the troll on the cliff and raised a middle finger.  
 
    The orc, Rekt stood up from leaning against a spire and drew his hammer from over his shoulder, “I’m ready to fuck them up.” 
 
    Jayson looked to Sonja and then Lance, “Till the end.” 
 
    “Till the end,” Sonja said with a sad smile. 
 
    “Till the end,” Lance said with a grim nod. 
 
    Energy and light blazed around Oksuna. The party turned to the pink haired troll as one hand hovered over the other. Energy swirled between her palms as she stared forward. The world seemed to stand still as the energy grew and focused. 
 
    “The Sormir have convened and we have come to an agreement. We support the laws of Strength, Knowledge and Wisdom; therefore, a proper test is required for all races to learn the path of enlightenment. The Sormir will lend our guidance but only to those who prove themselves worthy.” 
 
    The energy between Oksuna’s hands glowed and coalesced until a five-point shape appeared. The light whirled and soon solidified until the energy died. A green crystal star fish floated between the troll’s hands before fingers curled around it and took hold. Oksuna stood and lifted it up for all to see. 
 
    “Behold the Star of the Sormir! Any race which possesses this item will have our guidance and our ear. As with the old laws, only the strong, intelligent and wise of you can truly hold the star. Our guidance will sway to only those who possess it.” 
 
    Oksuna turned her white eyes down to Jayson and smiled, “Because you brought us from the depths and tamed our madness, Sir Reed shall first hold it until someone with strength, intelligence and wisdom wins it from him.” 
 
    The emerald star floated from Oksuna’s hands. Jayson looked up at the beautiful troll with hands up and fingers spread. The star landed in his hands, giving off a faint glow. The knight looked to the troll with wet eyes and held the star to his chest. 
 
    A loud clap filled the area and the party turned to Kurss as he stood, clapping his big hands together before letting his hands fall to his sides. 
 
    “Bravo Sir Reed, bravo. Your deeds and adventures have even reached my ears. To steal a Rose Seer and quest across Lukken to this point, truly you are a human to be admired. I pity you must take on such a burden to carry the star.” 
 
    The party eyed the master as he took one step closer to the edge of the cliff, his dark eyes staring directly at Jayson. 
 
     “I’m sure your first thought would be to give the star to the Sindrell. They have the power and might to protect it. I’m sure the humans could protect it for a time before their greed took over. As for my people, you would be a hero for many generations if you simply handed me the star. The choices are clear but the heart and clarity are not. All sides have those who would betray others for their own gains. Could you live with yourself if you handed the star to the dragons and they misused it?” 
 
    Jayson was silent as was the rest of the party. 
 
    Kurss continued, “I have a thousand of my elite troll soldiers here. Behind them, five thousand undead soldiers, a gift from my fellow allies. I assume you would need the portal to return to any of the kingdoms. Your fellow adventurers will die if you try to test my strength. Give me the star and you will have safe passage. No one will be harmed and you may carry on to explore Lukken as you will. No one need know of your actions and you conscious would be clear.” 
 
    Jayson held the star tight as his fellow party members eyed him and shook their heads. 
 
    Kurss’s face melted into a look a kind uncle would give, “I know these decisions can be difficult to answer quickly. Perhaps I can sweeten the pot? Hand over the star and I will withdraw all troll forces from the Middle kingdoms and release every prisoner in our dungeons. You would still be the hero in their eyes. Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted, Sir Reed?” 
 
    Jayson looked down at the star and his heart hardened. Lifting his head, he stared at the troll and let a smirk stab into his cheek. 
 
    “How about a wager?” Jayson shouted. 
 
    Kurss raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Jayson stepped forward, his fellow players parting to each side of him. 
 
    “Honor demands I return the star to the very dragon that sent us on this quest. I believe we can make it to the portal and deliver it back to her.” 
 
    Kurss smiled, “What are your terms?” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “We make it to the portal with the star, you not only withdraw your people from the Middle Kingdoms but send diplomats to reinstate the truce between all of the kingdoms.” 
 
    The troll master’s smile widened, showing his teeth, “And if you do not make it?” 
 
    “What do you want?” Jayson shouted back. 
 
    “The prize is the Star but I could use an honorable knight like yourself. Pledge your loyalty and the loyalty of your brothers and sisters in arms to me and the Kunarr kingdoms. I know death evades your kind but death will not prevent you from honoring our agreement. Once I have the star, you will belong to me.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “Agreed!” 
 
    Kurss crossed his meaty arms, “Then we have a wager. You have until sunset to prepare.” 
 
    “How do we know you will keep to the agreement?” Jayson shouted. 
 
    Kurss nodded. A troll moved to his side and handed him something. The master lifted up something small between his fingers. 
 
    “This is a message stone. I will dictate our agreement and send it to my fellow masters. The judgment will take place should I arrive with the star or not.” 
 
    Kurss began speaking, dictating word for word of the agreement for all to hear. Once he was done, the stone floated from his fingers and blurred out of sight and was gone. 
 
    “I wish you and your people the best of luck, Sir Reed.” 
 
    “You too!” Jayson said with an edge of sarcasm. 
 
    Kurss turned on his heels and walked from view, the three dread lords following him. 
 
    Renner tilted his head, shadows covering his eyes, “Did we just fuck ourselves and all of Lukken?” 
 
    “No, we didn’t,” Thorrin said. “We just bought ourselves time to come up with a plan. I don’t believe he will keep the agreement but it couldn’t hurt to place his honor on the line.” 
 
    Jayson took in a deep inhale, savoring the salty ocean air before he spoke, “Just because he sent the message, doesn’t mean the other masters will agree. For now, it isn’t about the wager but getting the star to the dragons. They are the only ones powerful enough to keep it safe.” 
 
    Wynter looked to Jayson, “Do we have a plan?” 
 
    Renner looked up at the cliffs, “I’m sure they are watching us right now. Whatever we do, they have the advantage with numbers and the high ground. I know you knights can call your concubines but the moment you do, they will know and be prepared.” 
 
    Jayson turned his eyes to Oksuna. The troll sat with unblinking eyes and body stiff. Behind her, sea serpents remained above the water line, writhing from side to side as they gazed upon the holy platform and the heroes gathered. The knight was about to turn to the party when ocean water began to bubble once again. 
 
    The party turned their gaze outward as water rose up. Unsure what was happening, the group took a defensive stance as the water raised beyond the platform edge and above them, forming a green hued dome. The sun was blocked out and became a hazy ball of light as the ocean water connected above their heads. Jayson looked to Oksuna again and she let a small smirk appear. 
 
    “We wish for a little shade from the sun,” the troll said with a neutral tone. 
 
    The air cooled and Jayson bowed his head and turned to the team, “I have a feeling we can start making plans now.” 
 
    The group gathered close. Outside of the dome, the Sormir began sinking into the ocean one by one. The green trolls on the beach stayed, their eyes focused on the cliffs. Seagulls swooped and flew, taking in the unplanned gathering at the western tip of Lukken. The sun blazed on as it reached its zenith in the clear afternoon sky. 
 
    Jayson looked to the party, new energy snaking through his body, “We need to put everything on the table, a list of concubines and allies, powers and abilities. We need to talk about every ace if we are going to win this.” 
 
    The party nodded. 
 
    Jayson continued, “I won’t lie, we’re all not going to make it but if one of us can get to the portal, then we win. I have some ideas but everyone needs to contribute. We will have to mix in all our strategies and stick to our parts.” 
 
    Jayson touched a crystal on his belt. The air vibrated before Dalya appeared. Cat ears perked up until she saw the grim expressions of the party. The kitra bowed, her long tail swishing back and forth. 
 
    “What can I do for you, my lord?” 
 
    The knight moved to the concubine and took her hands into his, “I need you to go to the local shops in town and buy as many magical shields as you can; enough to equip every party member and every concubine. We only have a few hours so you need to be quick. I will summon you in two hours so have the equipment ready. When I send you back, inform the concubines of the plan and have every one equipped and ready.” 
 
    “Can you give her the star? We could all recall back to our keeps and avoid this whole mess,” Renner smiled. 
 
    Jayson looked to the rogue and gave his own smile, “I doubt the game will let us but let’s try, just in case.” 
 
    Jayson handed the star to Dalya. The kitra took hold and nodded. Jayson tapped the crystal at his belt and the concubine’s body vibrated before it flashed away. The star hung in the air for half a second before it began to fall. The knight snapped his arms out and took hold, inches before it hit the white floor. 
 
    “So much for an easy win,” the rogue shrugged. 
 
    Jayson turned to the group once again with the star in hand, “We need to go up the small pass before we engage the army. They have the advantage until we reach even ground. Let’s start with ideas.” 
 
    “Kell is a mage. He has area of effect spells and can possibly cover us until we make it to even ground,” Sonja said as she smiled at the dark elf mage. 
 
    Kell gave his lady an uncomfortable nod. 
 
    Wynter stepped forward, “Kai and I have had some experience fighting through tight spaces. I can raise a group of shadow knights to take point and cut through the troll lines. I will need cover as I raise them.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “I can be there with you. I have a sword technique that may be able to keep them off of you for a bit and buy us time.” 
 
    “Their numbers are going to be enough to keep us stuck if we don’t push back. I have an idea on how we can cut our way through,” Lance said. 
 
    “What about the small pass? They will cut us down with arrows before we reach the even ground,” Vass mentioned. 
 
    “That is what the shields are for. We can’t tip our hand so when we get the shields, everyone needs to auto-equip them from inventories as soon as combat starts,” Jayson said as his mind worked. 
 
    “Jayson, Lance and I together have about sixty concubines. Our forces can make up the bulk of our army. Does anyone else have allies they wish to bring to the fight?” Sonja asked the group. 
 
    Eyes shifted away and a silence filled the air. 
 
    Thorrin looked to Sonja and bowed his head, “I can’t speak for everyone but I don’t feel comfortable bringing my allies to this fight. With their lives on the cusp of awakening, it doesn’t feel right to ask them to join.” 
 
    Thorrin shifted on his feet before he lifted his head and looked Jayson in the eye, “I feel bad that I didn’t step forward and take the seat at the serpent throne. I’m sure we all feel bad that your lover was braver then all of us put together. Despite that, I know I will fight by your sides for as long as I can.” 
 
    Renner, Vass and Rekt nodded in agreement. Lyra looked off. Kai looked to Wynter and the necromancer’s lip wrinkled as if she was trying to find the words to say something. Looking to her skull staff, she cleared her throat. 
 
    “The…the man with the blindfold…..he’s Harkkon,” Wynter looked up at the glowing sockets of her skull staff, “And I have his eyes.” 
 
    Jayson looked to the necromancer and then to her staff. In his mind, he could see the connections. They all had a part to play and the knight needed to bring them together or their fight would end before it even began. Uncertainty touched his heart but the player quickly pushed it away. Despite his misgivings, he knew they all needed a focal point. They had to believe they could win, even if they didn’t have a chance. 
 
    Jayson stepped in the middle of the group with a confident smile, “I know we are here for all of our own reasons. There are things at play here that could shift everything. Before I started playing this game, I was a loner. I spent my time by myself and avoided people as much as I could but since I started playing, my entire life has changed.” 
 
    Jayson turned as he looked to the party, “Sonja and Lance could tell you when they first met me, I was still suffering from panic attacks. I even had one in Lady Slytha’s castle after meeting her. The line between reality and the game was blurred and I acted like I did in real life. But after spending so much time here, I realize that I was just scared. I was scared of people judging me and treating me bad.” 
 
    Jayson stepped over to Lance and Sonja, looking to them as he spoke, “I found love in so many people, and I can’t picture my life without them. We have adventured with each other from the beginning. We have loved each other from the beginning. I know we can overcome because I not only believe in my fellow knights and lovers….” 
 
    Jayson turned to the rest of the group, “…I believe that all of you were chosen to fight this impossible battle because you each know you can overcome your fears just like I have. I’m no leader but for now, I feel we can fight the masters and the dread lords and win. We reach the portal; we beat our fears and never have to worry about judgments because we would have done something no one has done yet.” 
 
    “And if we lose?” Wynter said with a drop of sadness in her voice. 
 
    Jayson looked to her and smiled, “We won’t lose as long as we work together.” 
 
    Renner folded his arms across his chest, “That has to be the corniest speech I have ever heard but I have to admit, I’m jacked to kick their motherfucking asses!”  
 
    The party stood straighter as they nodded and turned their eyes to Jayson.  
 
    The knight grinned, “Let’s get this plan together. I feel tonight is going to be one hell of a party.” 
 
    The group stepped in close and began bringing their ideas to the party. Sonja was all ears until Kell moved to her side. The knight looked to the dark elf mage as he took her hand and lead her away. Standing by the edge of the platform, the knight could see the concubine’s eyes moving erratically and one hand pulling on the fingers of the other.  
 
    Sonja took his hands into hers and held them tightly, “Kell?” 
 
    The dark elf looked off as he spoke, “My lady, I have been with you for a long time. I have never backed down from a fight or from protecting you……..but….I don’t think I can…do this.” 
 
    Sonja watched as the dark elf fidgeted and was unable to make eye contact. Worry bled into the corner of her eyes as she watched him. None of her concubines had shown they were waking up and it surprised her that Kell was the first. The bravery she felt before faltered as her heart went to her scared concubine. 
 
    Kell continued, “I can’t explain it…..I feel….” 
 
    “Scared,” Sonja whispered. 
 
    The dark elf looked to his lady, “Yes….yes…that is how I feel. I…have to ask you…send me back home. Please…don’t make me do this.” 
 
    Sonja’s heart twisted in her chest, “Kell, we need you.” 
 
    The dark elf looked away with watery eyes, “I know but I…..I am having a time with it. I fear I will…fail you. I fear…for my life. I know you’re immortal. I have seen you rise from battle after falling.” 
 
    “You will rise too after some time,” Sonja said but the words felt hollow as the dark elf looked like he would break down. 
 
    “It won’t be me. I won’t be the same. I….” Kell trailed off. 
 
    Sonja moved in close and held the thin dark elf close, “I will protect you. I will always protect you.” 
 
    “My lady….” Kell whispered. 
 
    Sonja pulled away and looked into his wide red eyes, “Kell, I would send you home but we need you. I need you. I promise to never leave your side. I know you’re scared but that doesn’t mean we hide from it.” 
 
    “I’m…not as strong as you….” Kell whimpered. 
 
    The realization fell over Sonja as she held him. If he was truly awakening, asking him to stay was like asking a child to go to war. A chill filled the player as he whimpered against her chest. Looking down at him, she ran her hand through his white hair, only wanting to protect him. Death was not the end but becoming different was.  
 
    Sonja tightened her arms around him, laying her cheek against the top of his head, “You don’t have to fight if you don’t want to. I won’t make you. I do have to ask you to do something when I send you back.” 
 
    “What would you have me do my lady?” 
 
    Sonja closed her eyes, “Ask all your fellow concubines if they will join me in the battle. I will call you back in an hour with their answer. Can you do that for me?” 
 
    The dark elf nodded. 
 
    Sonja pulled back an arm and touched his crystal on her belt. The dark elf’s body vibrated before it faded away and he was gone. The blue knight stood up and turned to the group. Talking stopped as she moved to the edge, looking to Jayson with sorrow painting her eyes. 
 
    “Kell will not join the battle. He’s…scared.” 
 
    All eyes were on the blue knight. 
 
    Jayson rubbed his jaw, “This complicates things. We need him to help push through the small pass.” 
 
    Sonja nodded, fighting back her own tears, “I never saw him like that. I can’t ask him to throw his life away, no matter how noble the cause.” 
 
    Jayson looked to Sardyna and Lunatina with concern, “How do you feel about what we are going to do?”  
 
    Sardyna stepped closer, her red eyes on her lord, “I would sacrifice my life for yours until the end of time.” 
 
    Lunatina gave Jayson a nod, “I am your concubine. I live to fight and love you.” 
 
    Luk looked to Lance, anticipating the question, “I’m not leaving your side and neither are any of our harem brothers and sisters.” 
 
    Balog nodded in agreement. 
 
    Jayson looked to the party, “Without Kell, we will have to alter to plan a little. We can….” The knight stopped when the air next to Sonja vibrated. 
 
    Kell flashed into existence and fell to one knee before Sonja. 
 
    “Kell?” 
 
    The dark elf kept his head bowed, “I know I had an hour but my harem brothers and sisters already made their decision after I asked the question. There was no hesitation in their answer; they will fight by your side.” 
 
    Kell was silent for a second before continuing, “I…I have been a fool. Seeing how my harem brothers and sisters reacted surprised me. They could see my fear and promised to help protect our lady and each other. I had forgotten my place and I am here to fight by your side.” 
 
    Sonja touched his arm and helped him up, “Your place is in my heart and that will never change.” 
 
    The dark elf looked to his lady with soft eyes, “Forgive me for my weakness.” 
 
    It was Jayson who spoke next, “Kell, we are all afraid for many reasons but it won’t stop us from doing what we need to do. We will all protect each other through all of it. You have our word.” 
 
    The party looked to the dark elf and smiled. 
 
    Kell nodded, “Thank you Sir Reed.” 
 
    The dark elf turned to Sonja, “Thank you my Lady. I will fight by your side….as you put it with your fellow knights…..till the end.” 
 
    Sonja hugged the dark elf and he pressed the side of his face to hers.  
 
    Jayson looked to them, his heart and mind drifting to all of his concubines as he knew they were in danger. As much as it pained him, he pushed the feeling away. Staying positive, he started the conversation again, bringing the plan together. Kell broke away but held Sonja’s hand as they all went over each of their parts again and again. The sun dipped further into the afternoon as the party prepared for war.    
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twenty-One 
 
    The sun touched the horizon. The dying light turned the sky vibrant pinks and yellows as it sank beyond the edge of the world. The water dome covering the ancient platform faltered and fell back to the ocean around it. A dryad looked out from the edge, her green skin glowing and a faint smile appearing. The setting sun’s light touched her emerald skin and the leaves covering some of her body trembled to the loving warmth.  
 
    Jayson stepped over to the dryad and put his arm around her shoulder, “Petal, are you okay with this?” 
 
    The dryad nodded, “I am my lord. I live to serve and protect.” 
 
    Jayson nodded, “We all will do the same for you.” 
 
    The concubine let out a long sigh, “I will miss Oksuna. She is special.” 
 
    Jayson gave a kind smile and pulled away. Turning, he walked to the pink haired troll as she sat on the ancient throne. Emotions spiraled deep within but his love cast a calm he never felt before. Oksuna stared at nothing, white eyes lost to the hive mind of the Sormir. 
 
    The knight knelt down before the troll, shadows covering his eyes, “Oksuna, I love you. I will always love you. No matter what happens, I will be there for you.” 
 
    The knight stood up and gazed into her perfect face. The player committed every line, color and curve to memory. Savoring her beauty, his shoulders relaxed and he couldn’t fight the tear forming at the corner of one of his eyes. With one last look, he turned away and marched to the group. 
 
    “We’re ready,” Lance said with a small smile. 
 
    Jayson looked to Lance and Sonja with a heavy heart. Thorrin and Lyra stood at the ready. Wynter, Kai and Rekt were next to the paladin and cleric with a soothing calm expression. Some concubines stood, ready to fight. Dalya eyed her lord and gave him a wide smile. Renner and Vass were nowhere to be seen. Petal turned from the sun, half of it behind the watery horizon. The concubine stood by her lord’s side as she put on a robe and pulled up the hood. 
 
    “No more speeches,” Jayson smiled. “Just hit them with everything we’ve got. They won’t give us an inch and we will return the favor.” 
 
    The party nodded. Silently everyone turned and moved into formation. Jayson took point with Dalya by his side. Wynter stood behind the knight. Behind her, Rekt and Kai stood. Lance and Sonja took their positions while concubines made lines to either side of them, Kell at his lady’s side. Thorrin was next with Lyra and Lunatina behind him. Luk and Balog took the rear. 
 
    Jayson took one glance back before turning back to the white bridge, took one step forward and then another. The party marched, no one looking back at Oksuna as she sat, her ghostly eyes staring at them and a tear forming. Determination painted their brows as they marched forward along the bridge, eyes drinking in the small stairway pass and the trolls lining each side along the cliffs. The sun dipped lower, the sky darkening and a silence flowing over the land like a dying whisper. Hearts beat as one as they marched closer to the small pass. 
 
    Trolls pulled back strings on bows, their dark eyes on the marching party. No muscle moved as they waited like thick statues. Stepping off the bridge, Jayson looked up the small stairwell to see trolls in heavy armor waiting at the halfway point, before them stood a man in black heavy armor. His hair was a little wild as sideburns framed his pale face. Half-closed eyes and a smug smirk peered down as he held a double-bladed battle axe, red runes glowing against the black blades. Each booted foot was on a different step as his smile grew broader and the party began their slow ascent up the stone steps. 
 
    Jayson took each step, looking up to the right and left. A line of trolls on each side pointed their arrows at the group, the setting sun causing their blue bodies to glow. A glimmer shined off arrow points as Jayson turned his eyes forward to the dread lord. 
 
    Mad Morgan took a step down, holding his battle axe sideways across his thighs, “Contrary to what I wish to do, my master has sent me to ask you one final time, hand over the star and you may walk away…unharmed.” 
 
    Jayson stared at the dread lord and the trolls lining up in two rows behind him, “I do have an answer for you……..”  Jayson took a deep breath, “…SHEILDS!” 
 
    Mad Morgan’s smile twisted into an insane grin as shields appeared on arms and lifted up. Trolls let arrows loose just as shields rose overhead and clanked against one another to create a river of metal. The trolls moved with liquid accuracy as they drew new arrows, notched them and let them fly. The party remained calm as some moved under the shields, taking up new positions. Mad Morgan hefted up his battle axe and charged down the stairs with wild eyes. Jayson was at the front, shield up but not over his head. A cloaked figure moved to his side, raising up green hands. The dread lord barreled down, closing the distance in seconds and raising his battle axe into the air. Maddening urges pushed the dread lord, ignoring the green hands as they moved together with leaves along the forearms spreading open. Yellow energy bloomed as the dread lord laughed with manic glee, bringing his axe down hard. 
 
    “Sun Cannon,” Petal whispered and a burst of yellow energy surged and fired just as Jayson pushed up his shield and knocked away the incoming axe swing. 
 
    Mad Morgan was pulling back his axe as a wide pulse of energy slammed into his body. The black armored dread lord was lifted up and blasted a hundred feet in the air, his eyes turning to surprise. Energy blasted his armor and cracked it as his body hurtled upwards like a comet. Gritting his teeth, he twisted his body and was thrown from the stream, spiraling through the sky and landing amid the troll soldiers. 
 
    Petal pointed her sun cannon back down to the stair well as trolls rushed down to meet the party head on. Light crashed into them, cracking their bodies and shattering them to light a pair at a time. They pushed on to their deaths as light shattered them to pieces until it roared past, scorching the white steps to the very top. 
 
    Jayson pulled back his shield as one hand touched a red crystal on his belt. Arrows rained down as the air vibrated and a two-headed hydra stood under the covered ranks. Dalya pulled her shield aside as Kara and Nara lifted their heads up, each facing a side of the pass. Behind the hydra, Wynter continued her incantations with soul shards in her hand and staff held close. Rekt and Kai held shields over the necromancer as she continued her arcane work. 
 
    Kara and Nara looked up as trolls pulled arrows from quivers. Their mouths opened and lighting blasted upwards. Trolls pulled back on bowstrings as their bodies were cut in half by unrelenting lightning. The hydra took an arrow to the shoulder but didn’t hold back as lighting sliced and blasted any troll along the pass edge. As trolls shattered to light, new ones took their place and were immediately cut down. 
 
    “Forward!” Jayson shouted as he braced himself behind his shield and began marching. 
 
    The armored party moved slowly, shields up and nerves calm. Kara and Nara continued to shout lightning streams, blasting away as before until several arrows struck them. Wynter whispered the final words to her incantation and soul shards blazed with dark light before fading away. Arcane circles appeared before Jayson as he marched forward with Petal and Dalya by his side. Spectral knights rose up from the arcane circles with ghostly swords drawn. When the circles died, six shadow knights formed into a triangle and marched up the stairs.  
 
    Trolls rushed the top of the stairs like a flood. Ghostly swords up, arrows bounced off their armor as the flood of trolls streamed down the stairs and clashed. Jayson watched as shadow knights cut through the troll ranks and maintained formation. The party slowed but they still made progress with each step up. The trolls rained down hammers and swords but the shadow knights sliced and cut upwards, opening up the thick blue bodies before they shattered into greenish light. 
 
    The clang of arrows and swords sang on as the party moved against the tide. Jayson kept his cool as he looked through an armored slit to see the shadow knight reach the top of the small pass and onto even ground. The hydra continued her assault as several more arrows sank into her flesh. Sonja reached up to the hydra with one hand while holding a shield up with the other. The knight pulled arrows from the partially protected concubine as she continued to fire lightning bolt after lightning bolt. Lyra cast healing on the hydra while Thorrin held his shield over her.  
 
    Jayson pushed on until they reached the top of the stairs. Shadow knights spread out as they grabbed a toe hold past the stairs. The knight joined their side as the arrows stopped. Bringing his shield down, the knight stared out and took in a deep inhale at the sight before him. 
 
    Trolls lined the right and left, weapons drawn and steadily moving in. In front of the knight, rows of undead soldiers spread out, covering the flat land. Hollow eye sockets sent a chill through the knight as they bended at the knees and began their march toward them. As if on cue, two bonfires quickly lit as the last of the sun’s rays disappeared behind the horizon. Flames leapt into the air as darkness shrouded the heavens and stars twinkled into existence. 
 
    Glancing up from the rows of undead soldiers, the light of the bonfires illuminated two large objects in the distance. Jayson’s eyes adjusted and anxiety stabbed at his heart. The mountain pass stood, the metal wall once there was ripped asunder and on each side of the pass, two giant skeletons stood. They were about two hundred feet tall, dark sockets looking out over the battle. Jayson remembered the fallen giant skeletons on the road as they approached the undead city of Nekross and now they stood, ready for battle. On a small cliff to the left of one of them, Kurss, Harkkon and Riktess stood, watching the battle with amused smiles. 
 
    The rest of the party was moving up the pass, taking their places to either side of Jayson. The arrows stopped and the sound of steel being drawn filled the air. Kara and Nara walked forward, each head eyeing the armies to the front, left and right. Lance moved up, his rapier drawn and Shatter Light against his back. Sonja moved up with sword drawn. Kai had his bow in hand, arrow notched. Wynter held her staff at the ready and soul shards in her hand. The shadow knights readied themselves as the enemy armies moved in closer. Dalya twirled her fire staff before holding it before her, each end blazing with fire. Thorrin stood tall, hammer in hand. Lyra stood at his side, mace in one hand and her other hand glowing with healing light. Concubines stood at the ready as Kell whispered incantations. 
 
    Kurss stepped forward to the small cliff edge, his voice blanketing the area, “Valiant attempt but as you can see, you are hopelessly outnumbered. You have merely slowed your death. There will be no mercy. Our victory is assured.” 
 
    Jayson bent his knees and swiped his shield back into his inventory. Hands reaching up, he took hold of each short sword and drew them. Holding them before him, he looked past the endless rows of undead to the master and dread lords on the other side of the battlefield. Trolls and armored skeletons moved with caution, stepping closer and closer to the party. 
 
    “Is everyone ready,” Jayson asked out the side of his mouth. 
 
    “We are,” said several players and concubines. 
 
    “Whatever happens, we push through to the mountain pass,” Jayson said through gritted teeth. 
 
    Kurss looked down as his forces inched closer to Jayson and his party, “Bring me the Star of the Sormir.” 
 
    The troll and undead hordes picked up their pace, their forces turning into a full-on charge. 
 
    Shields faded from view and the party braced themselves as screams hurtled at them, calling for their blood. 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner looked up as the two Nalik lizard women as they scaled over the edge of the cliff. Before they made it over, his eyes looked to their toned bottoms and skin tight black suits. Vass looked over at him, her fingers holding onto outcropping stones, and kicked him with her foot. 
 
    The rogue turned to her and smiled, “What’s wrong baby?” 
 
    “Focus,” Vass sneered as she scaled the cliff wall past him. 
 
    “I’m always focused,” The rogue said as he moved up. 
 
    A lizard woman peered over the side of the cliff and reached down with a scaled hand. Renner took it as she helped him up over the edge and onto the cliff.  
 
    “The battle has started. We have to move,” one of the lizard women hissed and pulled a crossbow slung against her back. 
 
    The two naliks moved forward, their bodies practically shadows. Renner continued to eye their figures as they stayed low, moving with purpose. Vass was by Renner’s side with a crossbow in hand. The four moved across the terrain easily, eyes looking ahead to see the large crowds moving like a black monster in the night. Two bonfires rose up to illuminate the battlefield as the clash of weapons rang out. 
 
    “I was never into lizard women but Jayson’s concubines have a certain je ne sais quoi about them,” Renner said as he watched one of their asses move like a caged tiger. 
 
    “When we make it out of this, I’m going to punish you,” Vass hissed. 
 
    Renner’s grin broadened, “Punish me baby, punish me.” 
 
    The four rogues slowed down as they approached the troll army. The trolls had their backs to them, bodies ready to join in the battle. When they were within two hundred yards, the four shadows knelt down, crossbows in hand.  
 
    Renner put his crossbow down and pulled out a quiver of crossbow bolts. Taking hold of a bunch at a time, he handed ten bolts to each of the lizard women and another ten to Vass. 
 
    “I only have forty so that’s ten shots apiece. Use every one and then we retreat to the cliffs,” Renner whispered. 
 
    “We will not leave our lord,” one of the naliks hissed. 
 
    “Alright then, Vass and I will retreat to the cliffs,” 
 
    Vass shook her head, “We can’t run.” 
 
    Renner’s mouth twisted into a grimace, “This is going to be a blood bath. We’re rogues. We’re not built for mass combat. Better to retreat and see if we can help later.” 
 
    “We’re not leaving and neither are you,” Vass said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    “Vass…” Renner began. 
 
    The elven rogue cut him off, “My brother is out there. We don’t leave family.” 
 
    Renner raised an eyebrow, “Oh…the paladin. Well he’s not my family.” 
 
    Vass bit her lip as she gave the handsome rogue a hard stare, “Your part of my family, whether you like it or not.” 
 
    Renner eyed the elven beauty and his eyes drooped, “Shit.” 
 
    Renner turned and hefted his crossbow, aiming high, “Fire into them and let the bolts do the work. They come at us, stay close.” 
 
    The four rogues aimed high and pulled triggers. Four bolts went skyward before shifting and falling toward the large trolls gathered. A troll grunted as a bolt sank into his shoulder. Several trolls around him looked at the troll and then at the bolt. Eyebrows raised as runes along the shaft blazed to life. Mouths opened to shout commands but they never had a chance to make another sound. Explosions ripped through their ranks as four more bolts rained down and then another four. Trolls turned around just as explosions hurtled their bodies. Some shattered to light while others fell, wounds smoking and some missing limbs.  
 
    Renner hummed a tune as he loaded and fired again and again. The naliks giggled hisses as trolls went flying from the exploding bolts. Vass was the one who noticed trolls had turned and charged in their direction. 
 
    “They’re coming!” Vass said as she loaded a bolt and fired. 
 
    Some of the troll’s un-slung bows and pulled arrows from quivers. Renner fired another bolt as two arrows hit the grassy ground by his feet. 
 
    The rogue looked up at the incoming trolls and stood up, “Hey! Watch it! You can hurt someone!” 
 
    A wave of trolls had turned and charged at the four. Renner pulled back on a trigger, sending his last bolt into the crowd. Troll bodies flew in several directions as the rogue calmly slipped his crossbow into his cloak and pulled out two daggers. The lizard women pulled long, curved blades and took a stance. Vass pulled two daggers from her bandolier and readied herself. 
 
    Renner was about to say something when Vass cut him off. 
 
    “Stay golden pony boy,” The elf smiled. 
 
    Renner let out a laugh, “Oh man, we are going to have so much sex after this.” 
 
    The trolls rushed the four rogues, blades, maces and hammers held high. Renner let out a tired sigh and burst forward to meet the incoming horde. Body shifting, he became a shadow, whipping past the two naliks and into the troll line. Daggers flashing, the trolls looked with wide eyes before their guts spilled out and they shattered into shards of light. Renner moved through them, slipping and somersaulting around as daggers cut with lethal accuracy.  
 
    Vass flicked her wrists, daggers burying into troll throats. With a burst of speed, she ran toward them, her own body shifting to a shadow. As trolls died, her daggers fell and she grabbed them midair and flicked her wrists again. Trolls sliced at the dark shadows but seemed to miss with each strike. The lizard women launched themselves at the trolls, cutting and carving their way into them. The trolls swung wide and for a second, it appeared the rogues were successfully keeping them at bay. 
 
    A Nalik rogue drove her blade deep into the gut of a troll but as she pulled back, several blades came down, hacking into her shoulder and head. She shattered without a sound. The other cried out as her blade came down and a troll grabbed it mid-swing with its bare hand. Digital blood flowed as it maintained its grip, giving his fellow soldiers time to hack at the lizard woman struggling to pull away. She whimpered as her body shattered into shards. 
 
    Vass kept moving, trying to stay one step ahead when a blade came across her thigh. Hit points drained and she pushed on until a few more caught her legs. Trolls burst into light but the rogue noticed her leg wasn’t working right. Stumbling, she flicked her wrists, sending daggers into troll eye sockets. The enemy crowded around, leers appearing as they raised their blades. A shadow sliced through their ranks and was to Vass’s side. The elf looked up as Renner curled an arm around her and held her close, the troll close by falling and shattering into light. 
 
    “I won’t let you die again,” Renner whispered as he took hold and they stumbled back. 
 
    Renner held out a dagger as trolls rushed them. Vass pulled a dagger and flicked it at one of them. The dagger sank into his neck before it exploded. Renner picked up the pace as trolls re-gathered from the explosion. Soon the rogue turned and ran, holding Vass close to him.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Renner said. 
 
    “For….” Vass managed to say before they reached the edge of the cliff. 
 
    Renner took hold of the dark-haired elf and whipped his body around. Vass was up and floating out and over the cliff side. The player looked to Renner’s smirking face as he drew a dagger and turned to the oncoming horde.  
 
    “No…” Vass said as she fell over the side backwards.  
 
    The rogue’s eyes were wide as flashes of light appeared over and over as she fell. A thought floated into her mind that she would hit the beach or rocks. Instead, her back slammed into water and was quickly submerged as flashes of light danced on the cliff’s edge. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson ran his fingers across the gems on his belt, summoning every single concubine. Lance and Sonja did the same. Their meager force blossomed into a small army, everyone taking position just as trolls and undead closed the distance. A maelstrom of chaos bloomed as the party clashed with incoming dead and trolls. Elves pulled back on bows and loose arrows into hordes. Lamias whipped massive bodies at the trolls and undead, shattering or sending them skyward.  
 
    Sardyna was reunited with her hellhound sisters. The three hounds fell to all fours and charged the trolls, breathing streams of fire. Lina and Fay moved behind the party, joining Lyra and healing anyone wounded. Lunatina watched with a potion in each hand, ready to throw it at the first sign someone was down. The battle grew thicker as Lance and Sonja’s concubines clashed and fought with unrestrained frenzy. Balog hurtled fire balls into the trolls while Luk moved by Lance’s side, his light causing the skeletal army to falter when they moved too close. Dalya spun and whipped her staff around, striking troll and undead in the face and shattering their burnings heads. But it was Jayson that moved like a force of nature. 
 
    The knight moved with expert skill, slicing with refined precision at whatever came at him, troll and undead fell with swipes of his fire and ice blades. The party moved only because of Jayson as he pressed on. Taking a sword slash to the arm, he continued, trusting his party to keep healing. Glowing energy closed up the wound and hit points returned as the knight pushed forward, carving a path through the metal melee. 
 
    “Kell!” Sonja shouted as she brought her sword hard across, decapitating two trolls. 
 
    The dark elf mage closed his eyes and whispered the final word to his spell. Several yards before Jayson, a cloud billowed into existence. Skeleton soldiers were engulfed by it but continued their undead march. After a long moment, arms began to fall off; metal and bone began to sizzle. Soon the undead in the cloud started to fall into heaps as the acid cloud burned through their hit points. The heaps shattered into light as the cloud destroyed every piece of them. 
 
    Kell whispered another arcane word and a wind picked up. The yellowish cloud began to move, slowly. It touched the undead and melted them as it began its slow path toward the mountains. 
 
    Thorrin saw the cloud appear. Swinging his hammer, he sent a troll to the afterlife and mentally brought up his inventory. Highlighting the Lantern of Thunn, it appeared in his hand and he held it high. The paladin’s power connected with the mystical lantern, causing the white light from the lantern to glow bright. The undead hesitated and moved away as the light touched them. Trolls pressed on but quickly noticed they were losing their support. 
 
    “Keep moving!” Jayson shouted as he sliced his way through one troll and then another. 
 
    The small army moved slowly behind the thick cloud. Staying within the light of the lantern, the enemy’s ranks thinned as the undead were kept at bay. The acid cloud moved and the undead stepped away, keeping a distance between them and it. As if a silent command touched their undead minds, many skeletal soldiers un-slung bows and pulled arrows from quivers. 
 
    For a brief moment, Jayson saw that they had the edge they needed. With the cloud, the skeletons couldn’t fire accurately. With the lantern, the bulk of the enemy forces were at bay. The trolls continued to fight but they lost soldiers nearly a dozen at a time as they charged. His elves were letting their own arrows fly and the lamias continued to keep the troll forces occupied. A hopeful chance glimmered in his mind’s eye until alerts filtered into his vision. The chaos grew and darkness crawled over his skin like insects, hungry for meat. 
 
    A concubine elf took several arrows and shattered into light. Another one screamed and she too was turned into greenish shards. One of the lamias fought on as trolls jumped on her, slashing and stabbing with blades. She sliced with her blade until her hit points drained to zero and she shattered to light. Petal stabbed out roots until swords came down, cutting pieces of her away and one sliced hard across her neck. Jayson turned to see the dryad crack into light and fall to the ground. 
 
    Kell kept his focus with Sonja at his side. A black battle axe swung with power through the air. The blue knight managed to see it, turned and tried to push the dark elf mage out of its way. Kell’s red eyes went wide as his body spun but the axe sliced through, separating an arm from his shoulder. Kell cried out as the spell was broken and the acid cloud stopped moving, its yellowish fog sinking into the land. 
 
    Mad Morgan pushed through the troll ranks. Armor cracked in a few places, he moved like a man without a care in the world. Sonja was too her feet and swinging her blade. A ghostly blade slipped out toward the incoming dread lord. Mad Morgan back handed the blade away, never breaking his stride. Walking with commanding steps, the dread lord walked into the lantern light. Skin smoked and black veins rose against his face but he did not falter as he moved toward the fallen mage. 
 
    “Your magic won’t save you,” Mad Morgan said, almost bored. 
 
    Sonja stood in front of the fallen dark elf with sword in hand. The dread lord scooped up his battle axe in one smooth move and brought it down hard. Sonja parried the blow, metal on metal singing. The knight and dread lord fell into a dance, each trying to land a blow and moving like two storms against one another. Kell lay on the ground, calling up a spell and pointing his hand at the dread lord. A fireball flared and blasted forward. Mad Morgan reached out and grabbed Sonja by her breast plate. Without mercy, he pulled the blue knight in front of him. Kell watched in horror as the fireball struck Sonja in the back and exploded.  
 
    Mad Morgan sneered as he threw Sonja’s smoking body to the side like a rag doll. The dread lord moved forward, lifting his axe up and eyes centered on the mage. Kell held up his one hand as the dread lord stood over him and brought the axe down. The air vibrated and Kell vanished before the axe slammed into the dirt. Mad Morgan turned to see Sonja sitting up, her blue armor scorched and a hand at her belt, touching a gem. 
 
    “No matter, I’ll kill him later. Right now, I think I will kill you and fuck your beautiful corpse,” Mad Morgan chuckled as he lifted up his axe. 
 
    The lantern light grew brighter and as Mad Morgan turned to it, a hammer came across and smashed into his face. The dread lord stumbled back as Thorrin held the lantern on one hand and hammer in the other, his shoulders heaving. 
 
    Mad Morgan looked to the paladin and let out a sardonic laugh, “We’ve done this dance before. If I can walk through holy ground to fuck you up then that pitiful lantern won’t do shit.” 
 
    “Try it you piece of dead trash,” Thorrin spat. 
 
    Mad Morgan rushed the paladin. Axe and hammer clashed again and again but the dread lord pushed his power into each blow. Thorrin took a step back with each parry. The dread lord grinned as he swung again and again. Thorrin fought to maintain his balance as each hard strike knocked him off kilter. Mad Morgan pressed on until a sword slammed into his side. Thorrin stumbled back and watched as Sonja drove her blade in deeper and twisted. The dread lord let out a grunt and swung his arm out. Sonja dodged it and spun away. Moving around, she stood by Thorrin’s side. The paladin activated holy protection and stepped forward with the blue knight. 
 
    “I’m going to carve you both up…..slowly,” Mad Morgan leered. 
 
    An arrow slipped through the air. Thorrin felt something hit close to his hand, glass shards belting his armor. The paladin turned to see the arrow exiting through the lantern and its holy light dying. Several more arrows bounced off his glowing aura but the lantern took another one causing it to fly from his hand and crash onto the ground. Mad Morgan charged, axe swinging. Thorrin and Sonja clashed with him but the dread lord hunkered down and pushed with his shoulders. The power was enough to cause the paladin and knight to stumble back, giving the dread lord precious seconds. 
 
    “Fuck your light!” Mad Morgan bellowed as he brought his booted foot down hard on the broken lantern, smashing it to pieces. 
 
    The holy light died. The undead army turned their dark empty eyes to the enemy and began their march once again. Jayson watched as the undead formed up their ranks, blocking the path to the mountain pass. They were halfway there and needed to press forward. 
 
    Jayson thought of his pink haired troll as the decayed army moved with purpose, rusty blades flashing in the swaying light of the bonfires. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twenty-Two 
 
    Jayson took several steps forward, a short sword in each hand. Eyes on the dark army before him, he readied a sword technique as he turned his head to the side. 
 
    “Lance!” the knight shouted before turning back to the undead horde moving toward him. 
 
    The white knight pushed forward, slicing away with his rapier, taking down troll after troll. Determination fueled his limbs as his brow made a hard V. The knight watched as he carved his way to his fellow knight. Jayson stabbed his blades out to the side and activated his Blade Whirlwind technique. Spinning into a tornado, the knight’s body disappeared into the winds. Glowing swords stabbed out before unleashing on the undead army. Golden swords of light fired forward, stabbing through the undead like water. Bodies shattered by the dozens, cutting through the line and giving the party some space. 
 
    Jayson’s whirlwind fell away and the knight’s feet touched the ground. Falling to one knee, he gritted his teeth, letting the countdown meter finish so he could begin fighting again. Lance moved to the knight’s side as did Dalya. 
 
    “I’m here,” the white knight smiled and reached up, taking hold of Shatter Light. 
 
    *** 
 
    The orc Rekt slammed his foot down and roared. The trolls and skeletons stopped their advance to the party’s right flank. With the orc’s intimidation skill in full effect, he lifted his rune hammer and charged. The trolls were stunned until the hammer crashed into one skull after the other. The orc laughed as he threw himself into the fray. The hammer exploded with each strike, sending troll body parts into the air before they burst into light. Arrows sunk into his shoulders but he kept fighting, a blood lust pushing him on as hit points drained. An arrow penetrated his thick neck and the orc gave a grunt as he brought his hammer down again and again onto troll skulls. Blades sliced at him and he faltered but only for a moment. Regaining his strength, he continued to smash through the monsters. 
 
    A blade stabbed deep into his stomach. The orc gurgled a smiled as he took hold of the large troll by the neck and brought him in closer. Letting his hammer slip down in his hand, the orc took the end and slammed it into the troll’s face, point blank. The trolls smashed face pulled away before his body cracked into light and shattered. 
 
    Rekt gave a bloody smile as trolls threw themselves on him, stabbing and hacking until he was down to his knees. The vicious attacks continued until the orc’s body cracked with light. He thought of Renner and Vass before his body shattered to bits of light. 
 
    Lyra watched the orc die as she healed. Her wisdom was draining and she knew it wasn’t long before she was out. Lunatina moved in close and handed her an elixir. The cleric took it and downed it in one move. All attributes rose to max and she began healing again. The battle was turning and her visions were coming true. She knew she didn’t have long but continued to heal the party as concubines fell one by one to the troll and undead attacks. 
 
    *** 
 
    Wynter threw soul shards to the ground and raised shadow knights but they were falling faster than she could raise them. The necromancer continued on as the chaos bloomed on and on. Kai had dropped his bow and fought with his sword but the trolls and undead pushed in, barely giving him breathing room. Wynter eyed the troll as he fought like a beast un-caged. His sword strikes were true and he kept his composure as the numbers pushed against his blade. 
 
    Wynter….come to me….and you will be spared…. 
 
    Wynter felt the voice trickle along her mind. She knew it well. Ignoring it she raised six more shadow knights before slamming her skull staff into a troll skull. Several undead pushed through the troll ranks and leapt into the air. Kai sliced one and then another before the third landed on him. It slipped around his body, holding on by one arm and sticking the tip of a dagger to the troll’s throat. Wynter turned to see the skeleton holding onto Kai as a troll reached over and pulled the ranger’s sword from his hand. 
 
    Bring me my eyes and you both shall be spared. If you do not heed my offer, his death is on your hands. 
 
    Kai struggled but the skeleton pressed the blade harder against his neck. Wynter watched as her friend continued to struggle, her heart thumping hard in her chest. They needed everyone if they were going to survive this but seeing Kai trapped, a cold chill sank into her heart. 
 
    “Death is always on my hands,” Wynter said and looked to Kai, “Forgive me.” 
 
    The troll gave her a nod and kind eyes before the skeleton sliced across his throat. Trolls moved in and stabbed into his body as he struggled. Black lightning slammed into their bodies as Wynter unleashed her fury. The skeleton was smashed into light and soon several trolls joined its fate. Wynter continued to raise dead and blast black lightning, her heart beating against the growing darkness around them. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja and Thorrin heaved as they tried to keep up with the dread lord. Mad Morgan pressed on with his attacks, wearing them down a bit at a time. The blue knight activated a technique and her sword launched from her hand. It swung at the dread lord over and over, forcing Mad Morgan to step back just to keep up. Thorrin’s hand glowed with golden light as he threw himself at the dread lord. Mad Morgan rolled with the punch as holy light sent him flying backwards and into the ground. Sonja’s sword came back to her hand and the knight and paladin stalked toward the dread lord. 
 
    “Go to Jayson’s side, he needs you for the next part of the plan,” Thorrin said with heavy breath. 
 
    “Not until this piece of shit is dead,” Sonja growled. 
 
    Mad Morgan slowly rose to his feet, “You can’t kill what is already dead….even with your abilities.” 
 
    Thorrin turned to Sonja, “Go and I’ll keep him busy. We are running out of time and we need to do our final push to the mountain pass.” 
 
    Sonja hesitated as Mad Morgan was to his feet with axe in hand. The paladin gave the knight one long look before stepping forward. Sonja clenched a hand before turning and running to her fellow knights. 
 
    “Just you and me now,” Thorrin smirked. 
 
    Mad Morgan stood at the ready, eyes filled with maniac intent, “No matter what you do, you cannot stop me. I will kill everyone you love and raise them to be my play things. Your immortality will be stained with images of the unholy acts I will perform on them, over and over again.” 
 
    “Mad Morgan….I’m going to hunt down every last dread lord and kill them….I swear it!” Thorrin seethed and charged. 
 
    “A fool and his soul are soon parted,” Mad Morgan laughed as his axe clashed with the paladin’s hammer. 
 
    The two went blow for blow, over and over. Thorrin could feel himself weaken as he took damage despite parrying each blow. The dread lord’s power was awesome, striking down the holy paladin. The darkness came off the dread lord in waves, clawing and cutting into Thorrin’s holy aura. The paladin couldn’t keep up the pace as Mad Morgan pressed on, slicing with insane glee. An idea bloomed and Thorrin braced himself. 
 
    Mad Morgan raised his axe and brought it down. Thorrin pressed his attack, parrying the blow and slamming his foot into Mad Morgan’s armored knee. The whole attack knocked the dread lord off balance as Thorrin let go of his hammer. Mad Morgan raised his arms up again while trying to regain his balance. Hammer still falling; the paladin poured all his wisdom into his hands. Fingers curled around the dread lord’s throat as Thorrin began healing the undead lord.  
 
    Mad Morgan’s mouth opened into a groaning scream. Healing light cut away at the dead flesh, penetrating him with holy energy. Mad Morgan let go of his axe behind him as he reached down to take hold of Thorrin’s hands. The paladin had a vice-like grip, holding on for dear life as the dread lord’s flesh blacked from the healing energy. The dread lord gurgled as his mouth foamed with putrid green slime. Bringing his arm across, he slammed it against Thorrin’s face. The paladin held on despite hit points draining. Mad Morgan did it again and this time the impact sent the paladin into the air and landing on his back, ten feet away. The dread lord swayed.  
 
    “Muther….phuckker…” he said with green liquid spilling from the sides of his mouth. 
 
    Thorrin struggled to get up as the damaged dread lord picked up his axe and held it up. The paladin’s hit points were dangerously low and his body wasn’t responding. Mad Morgan closed the distance and lifted up his axe. A shadow appeared behind the dread lord just as the axe reached its zenith. A cloaked figure leapt onto the dread lord’s back, a white dagger flashing. 
 
    “Fuck you, you fucking fuck!” Renner yelled as he plunged the dagger over and over again into the dread lord’s neck. 
 
    The dagger plunged again and again into Mad Morgan’s exposed throat. The dread lord gave a wet roar as holy light from the dagger stabbed into him. With a whirl of his arms and axe, the burst of power threw the rogue off. Renner landed on his back, blood on his brow and cuts all over him.  
 
    Mad Morgan turned to the rogue and stalked toward him. Lifting his axe, the rogue reached into his cloak and pulled out his crossbow. Mad Morgan brought the axe down just as Renner pulled the trigger. There was a “Crunch” as the axe buried in the rogue’s chest. The crossbow bolt slammed into the dread lord’s chest and exploded. Mad Morgan stumbled back as Renner coughed up blood and gave the dread lord the middle finger. 
 
    A golden fairy appeared next to Renner, the axe still buried in his chest. Gylda looked down, her hands touching his cheeks as he looked to her. 
 
    “Stay safe….I’ll see you soon…” Renner coughed. 
 
    The luck fairy looked to the axe and then to the dread lord. Mad Morgan stumbled back a few paces before falling to one knee. Gazing up, the dread lord witnessed the golden fairy as she zipped up to the axe and took hold of it. With a drunken stupid smile, he coughed up greenish bile as the fairy hoisted up the axe too big for her and brought it down. 
 
    Thorrin was sitting up as he watched the rune axe split the dread lord’s head in two. The paladin was on his feet and made his way closer as Mad Morgan’s body twitched. Picking up his hammer, he charged it with holy energy and brought it down. The dread lord turned to ash and smoke. The wind picked up and carried the ash away. 
 
    Gylda fluttered to Renner’s side, looking into his eyes. Thorrin stepped over and kneeled down by the wounded rogue. 
 
    “Family looks out for each other,” Renner said with a wide smile before cracks appeared along his body. 
 
    Gylda watched with tears in her eyes. When Renner’s body fell away into shards of light, the luck fairy zipped into the sky and flew away. 
 
    “Yes, they do,” Thorrin said with a sad smile. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lance stood with Shatter Light in hand. Hellhounds raced along the outer edge of Jayson and Lance, breathing fire and burning anything that got to close. Dalya was at Jayson’s side while the white knight took a step forward. 
 
    The undead moved in closer, barely being held back by the hellhound’s fire. In the distance, the two giant skeletons began to move, taking huge steps and advancing on the party. 
 
    “That’s it, everyone get nice and close,” Lance smiled. 
 
    Jayson saw the timer reaching the end and his weakness subsided. Standing up, he held his blades at the ready. Sonja rushed up and stood as Jayson’s side. The enemy closed in, weapons drawn and ready to take the very light from their bodies. Lance kept his eyes and stance steady, letting them step in closer. 
 
    “Lance….” Jayson said as the undead were within forty feet. 
 
    “Just a little more,” Lance grinned. 
 
    “Lance!” Sonja shouted. 
 
    The undead were within thirty feet. The giant skeletons moved in closer and closer to the undead army’s ranks. The white knight could see in his visual display that Luk and Balog had perished but he kept his stance strong. Jayson and Sonja were about to shout his name again when Shatter Light glowed. 
 
    Lance dug his booted feet in as he pointed Shatter Light right down the middle. The white light glowed, illuminating the entire area for a moment before a stream of power erupted. Lance felt his body push back and he let out a roar as the light blasted through the undead ranks, shattering their bodies to nothingness. The dead army was cut in half as the white light ripped them to pieces. Lance moved his arms slightly, turning the beam on one of the giant skeletons, the light striking and burning it for a second before the power petered out.  
 
    Lance stood straight up and tossed Shatter Light in the air, “Sonja, your turn.” 
 
    The blue knight jumped into the air and caught the wide sword. Lance mentally pressed a command, gifting the magical sword to the blue knight. The 24-hour timer zeroed out and power pulsed along the blade. 
 
    Sonja landed on her feet and pointed the blade at the right flank of undead. With a roar to shake the very heavens, the knight unleashed another stream of power. The right flank was vaporized as white light cut through them like air. The stream struck one of the giant skeletons across the knees. The giant opened its mouth in a silent roar as its body began to collapse. Sonja brought the stream of power across, aiming for the second skeleton before the power died. 
 
    “Jayson!” Sonja shouted with a smile as she threw the blade in the air. 
 
    Jayson sheathed his swords over his shoulder with one smooth move. Hand up, he snatched Shatter Light from the air as Sonja gifted it to him. The timer zeroed out and the knight laid the wide blade across a forearm. Jayson thought back to their planning. They all knew if they opened with this attack, there would be other surprises waiting. They had to wait till they were absolutely desperate to maximize its effectiveness. With Wynter’s shadow knights cutting down trolls and the undead army now separated, they simply had to clean up. 
 
    Jayson let the power surge before white light burst forth. The left flank of the undead army was disintegrated in a flash as light engulfed them. The power poured on as they were decimated. The surging light slammed into the remaining giant skeleton’s leg before petering out. The giant undead moved forward as the battle field was clear of the undead army. 
 
    Wynter, Thorrin, Lyra and remaining concubines ran forward to the three knights. The trolls tried to regroup but seeing the awesome power of Shatter Light stunned them from doing anything more. Jayson stepped to Lance and handed him the sword. The white knight took it as Jayson gifted it to him. A timer appeared and it read twenty-three hours and fifty-five minutes. 
 
    “I guess the timer is designated to each player who wields it,” Lance said and he sheathed it over his back and drew his rapier once again. 
 
    The group moved through the devastated battlefield as bonfires burned. The remaining troll soldiers stood their ground, not perusing the party. Jayson looked up to the small mountain cliff as Kurss looked down with arms crossed. The giant skeleton moved in closer, bony fingers curling and flexing. 
 
    “Think we can take down the giant skeleton before Kurss does something?” Jayson asked. 
 
    “If you give me Shatter Light, then yes,” Thorrin smiled. 
 
    Lance shook his head slightly, “Wish we could. Only knights can wield the blade.” 
 
    Thorrin kept his grin as Lyra sent healing energy through the party, “I think we can still take it.” 
 
    Lunatina handed out elixirs and the remaining party members drank them down. Attribute stats raised to max and the team was fully healed again. The giant skeleton moved in closer. Tilting its head and lifting a boney arm. 
 
    “It is filled with dark energy,” Lyra said. 
 
    “And has a lot of hit points,” Lance added. 
 
    Jayson watched as the giant’s hand opened and came barreling toward them, “Hit it!” 
 
    The entire party darted to the side as the boney hand smashed into the ground, shaking the entire area. Lance bent his knees and activated his Pure Slice technique. Body turning into a comet, he flashed forward, aiming for the skeleton’s ankle. Sword out, he slammed into it. The white knight thought he would keep going but he noticed he stopped; his rapier only a foot into the white bone. 
 
    “Shit,” The white knight said as he pulled his blade. 
 
    Sonja whipped her blade, sending ghostly shards at the skeleton. The gray swords pelted against white bone but did little damage. Thorrin raised a hand and blasted out golden light. The holy energy slammed into a leg and burned through but the skeleton came at them again, dragging boney fingers across the earth and into the party. Everyone was thrown aside by the force and rolled back to their feet as dirt blanketed the area. Lyra pointed her hand and blasted out holy light. The beam struck it and did little damage. 
 
    “We need to do more!” Jayson said as she spun into a whirlwind. 
 
    The mini tornado, spun on as golden blades appeared and fired out at the skeleton. Energy blades exploded on bone but the giant continued to move like it was unharmed. 
 
    Lunatina watched as the knights and clerics fought on. Wynter stood back and summoned shadow knights while hellhounds breathed fire. The jester knew that the longer they fought; the less power they would have to keep going. With a heavy heart, she pulled potion from her satchel. Remembering that she had taken bone shavings from the skeleton, she hoped her potion would be enough to help turn the tide. 
 
    Popping the cork, the alchemist drank down the contents and then threw away the bottle. The party continued to fight as Lunatina looked on. A sudden pain coursed through her body and she grunted. Looking at her hand, it began to grow. Soon her entire body began to grow, arms and legs lengthening. 
 
    Lyra stepped back and was ready to call on her goddess when she watched the jester’s body grow and grow and grow. Lunatina let out a maddening laugh as her body grew taller and thicker. Hand diving into her satchel, she pulled her hammer out and held it. The skeleton stopped its attacks as the purple and black jester grew taller. Lunatina thought she would reach its height then attack. When her body stopped growing, her brow wrinkled. She had only reached the bottom of its rib cage. 
 
    “Damn,” the jester hissed as she held her hammer at the ready. 
 
    The giant skeleton’s jaw opened with a silent roar and it charged. Lunatina bent her knees and brought her hammer across. A rib shattered as boney fingers slashed at her. She backed up and cried out as boney tips raked across her shoulder. She swung her hammer again, cracking a thigh bone as the giant came for her. 
 
    Everyone on ground watched as the jester fought the giant skeleton. They clashed again and again but the thing had height and reach on her. Lyra prayed to her goddess as the battle raged on. Jayson rallied the party to support Lunatina as she fought. Fingers stabbed into her chest and raked across. The jester screamed as she continued to fight. 
 
    A light touched Lyra’s mind and she thanked her goddess. An orb glowed above the giant as it pressed its attack. The orb lengthened and blazed with a warming light. A pulse wave rippled across the night sky as a wide beam of light engulfed the skeleton. The giant tried to move but Lunatina turned her hammer sideways and slammed the long handle against the skeleton’s pelvis. It clawed at her, ripping at clothes and skin and the jester grunted with each strike but never backed down. The blinding light pulsed again and a surge of power travelled down the beam. The giant looked up just as the pulse struck it in the face. Bone cracked and then shattered as the beams shredded the giant skeleton. Lunatina stumbled back just as the pulse sent cracks down the skeleton’s bones. The party smiled as the beam decimated the giant and ground it to dust. Sparks of light floated and the light was gone. The orb winked out of existence and night covered the sky once again. 
 
    Thorrin turned and ran to Lyra, his arms wrapping around the cleric and holding her close, “That was amazing!” 
 
    Lyra leaned her head into his neck, “Thank you, Thorrin,” The cleric said simply. 
 
     Lunatina stumbled back a few steps before her eyes rolled into her head. Swaying, she fell back and landed with a crash. Moans floated up as her body began to shrink. Jayson, Lance and Sonja were already running to her. By the time they were to her side, she had shrunk down back to normal and lay, battered, bruised and bleeding. 
 
    Jayson fell to his knees and held the jester close. 
 
    Lunatina’s eyes moved back into place and looked up at her lord, “I’ll be alright….I’m immortal now….” 
 
    “I’ll send you back to the keep,” Jayson said with sorrow in his eyes. 
 
    “”It’s…too late…..I’ll see you soon….my lord….” Lunatina smiled before cracks appeared along her body. 
 
    Jayson held her as her body shattered into points of light and drifted away. The knight slowly stood up and turned to what was left of the party. Everyone looked the same, dirt covered their faces and their clothes were torn at places, with armor dented. Thorrin and Lyra stood together, looking to the knights. Wynter stood with six shadow knights circling around her. Sonja and Lance were close by as were the hellhounds and Dalya. Jayson stood up and checked on the status of his concubines, all had perished during the fight except for his last four.  
 
    Eyes turned upwards to the master and two dread lords. Gathering together, the remaining members of their party were at the ready, the mountains pass just seventy feet from their location. 
 
    Kurss looked down with amused contempt, “Harkkon, I require a new army.” 
 
    The blindfolded dread lord’s jaw clenched, “The necromancer still has my eyes. If I perform this act, I will be unable to aid you for some time.” 
 
    The master barely gave a nod, “I will reunite you with your stolen eyes. Make me another army.” 
 
    Harkkon stepped forward and held up one hand. Jayson and the party looked around until dark light caught their eyes. Behind them, rows and rows of arcane circles appeared. They turned until the very ground began to shake. The glowing rows turned from twenty to a hundred and then into thousands in a blink of an eye. The party gathered closer to one another, weapons in hand. 
 
    Behind the nearly endless rows of circles, the remaining troll army gathered. Spears rose up from their ranks and they stood in a solid block formation. Dark eyes shined in the bonfire light as they stood at the ready.  
 
    From the rune shaped circles, armored skeletons rose up. Their numbers in the thousands, hollow eyes looked on as they reached their full height and stood at attention. Jayson took in a deep breath and glanced at the mountains pass a short distance away. 
 
    Kurss turned his head slightly to the dread lord behind him, “Riktess, assist with your fellow dread lord. I shall retrieve the star myself. Chase down any who escape.” 
 
    The feminine dread lord bowed his head and stood up, wrist bent and finger against bright red lips as Harkkon stepped back. The blindfolded dread lord’s shoulders sank down and he leaned against the mountain side for support. Kurss turned to the remaining adventurers and leapt off the small cliff. The master landed, barely bending a knee and began walking toward Jayson and his party. 
 
    “I have taken down whole armies. Do you think you have a chance against me?” Kurss said as he held out a hand. Red energy rippled along his thick forearm and gathered at his hand. The energy shifted and shaped into a red sword, bolts of crimson energy arcing along its razor edge. 
 
    Jayson eyed the master as he approached them. The troll was wide at the shoulders as he was tall. Short black hair covered his head, with a leather pad covering one shoulder and a strap crossing over his thick chest. The knight noticed that it wasn’t his appearance that was unsettling but his black eyes as they seemed to bore holes into his very soul. 
 
    “Everyone, spread out and try to hit him from all sides,” Jayson said in a low voice. 
 
    Kurss stopped and eyed the party and smirked, “Show me your power.” 
 
    Wynter pointed her staff and her shadow knights launched into the air. Kurss looked up at the six spectral knights as they all came down with swords pointed at him. The master blurred and leapt. The knights turned their blades to the parry midflight and there was a quick flash. Wynter watched as her connection to the shadow knights disconnected as their blades shattered and their ghostly bodies separated into two. Their armored bodies fell and shattered once they hit the ground. Kurss gently floated down to the ground, sword in hand and a bored expression. 
 
    Jayson, Lance and Sonja charged. The blue knight activated a technique. Two ghostly versions of herself appeared and ran by her side. Lance held his rapier to his side as he ran full tilt, outrunning his fellow knights. Jayson pumped his legs to keep up, each sword at his side. Kurss turned from the stunned necromancer and watched as Lance was coming at him. The white knight activated a sword technique and his hand vibrated with power. 
 
    Kurss lifted his red sword as the white knight barreled toward him. Light flashed and the knight stabbed outward with a 32-strike attack. Swords blazed and clashed as Kurss moved in a blur, parrying each strike. Their movements were so fast that the party’s eyes couldn’t keep up. Lance struck out again and again but each blow was parried with little effort from the master. Sonja joined the fray with her doppelgangers. The troll’s body moved as he finished parrying the white knight and turned his attention to the three blue knights. Sonja fought on, each body moving like a dancer in a storm. Kurss parried with blinding speed, sparks showering the area. Jayson spun at ten feet away. A single line of energy swords shot out like a machine gun. The troll parried every incoming attack with finesse and power. Thorrin and Lyra looked for an opening but the three knights were attacking from all sides, the troll blocking everything. 
 
    The red blade sliced through the air and a ghostly form of Sonja separated in two. Another slice and the second ghost of Sonja was split down the middle and faded away. Sonja pressed on until a red blade curled around her sword and sent it flying. The blue knight took a step back as Kurss blocked Lance and Jayson’s attacks, he managed to move in the blink of an eye and drive his sword into Sonja’s stomach. Power surged as the player looked down to see the blade buried to the hilt in her belly. Hit points drained to a single digit and she coughed up digital blood. 
 
    Jayson stopped spinning and fell to one knee. Lance’s attack was used up and he stepped back, his eyes on Sonja. Kurss’s body solidified and he stepped away, pulling his sword from Sonja in one single move. The blue knight stood, holding her open belly and looking to Jayson with regret, regret that she could not continue. Light poured into her body and the hole closed up. Jayson looked to Lyra whose hand was up and glowing golden light. Thorrin was already advancing, hammer in hand and golden aura surrounding his body. 
 
    Kurss turned to the paladin, sword at his side. Thorrin leapt into the air, bringing his hammer down. The red blade flashed upwards in a parry. Thorrin’s hammer slammed into the red blade and sparks flew. The player kept his momentum going and raised his booted foot up, connecting under Kurss’s thick chin. The master stumbled back from the blow as Thorrin landed on his back. Lance took the chance and charged. Kurss lifted his blade and regained his balance as the white knight came at him. The knight activated another sword technique and his rapier flashed with a 64-point attack. Kurss moved in a blur, blocking each flash of the knight’s blade.  
 
    Sonja retrieved her sword and turned to join the attack as Lance moved as a white blur to Kurss’s blue and red blur. Jayson was back to his feet and ran toward the master as he looked to the corner of his visual display. The master was still at full hit points and didn’t show any sign of damage despite getting hit hard by Thorrin. The player knew they had to change tactics or they were all going to be worn down. 
 
    Lance continued his relentless assault until he reached strike 63. Kurss shifted his stance and with a flick of his wrist, the red blade sliced through the rapier. The top half of the blade went soaring away as Lance moved in for his 64th attack. Time slowed as Kurss shifted his stance again and flicked his wrist. Red alerts popped into the corner of his vision as a small diagram of himself appeared and red appeared around his sword hand. Lance watched as his sword hand separated from his wrist and spiraled to the ground, still clutching the broken rapier. 
 
    Kurss smirked as Lance’s grim eyes looked down at the bloody stump. Golden energy whirled, taking hold of the fallen hand and connecting to Lance’s wrist. The hand flew up and reconnected; digital blood, bone, muscle and skin fusing together. Kurss turned his eyes to the cleric as she continued to pour on her healing energy. 
 
    “Enough of that,” Kurss said and whipped his sword at her and let go. 
 
    Lyra’s eyes widened and her golden healing energy died. Looking down, the blade was half imbedded in her chest, between her breasts. Hit points drained to zero and cracks appeared along her body. Thorrin was to his feet, eyes on the cleric as her eyes showed acceptance. With one small smile, she looked to Thorrin before her body shattered into bright shards of light. 
 
    The paladin silently turned to the troll master and charged. Lance drew Shatter Light from over his shoulder but it was Jayson who threw himself at the troll. Kurss moved with wide arcs as his blade clashed with Jayson’s swords and Thorrin’s hammer. Sparks showered with each strike as knight and paladin tried to get an edge in on the troll. Kurss gave a faint smile as the player grunted and fought, rage fueling them. Jayson’s eyes went wide as an alert appeared in his vision. The knight hesitated and was rewarded with the troll’s red blade buried in his gut. 
 
    Jayson’s eyes took in the sight before him as time lost meaning. Kurss was still smiling as he slowly eyed the knight while at the same time, still moving as a blur and deflecting Thorrin’s strikes. Hit points drained and the red blade in his gut vibrated as if the master was pulling it out and inserting it so quickly, it looked like it never moved.  Thorrin grunted over and over as his hammer rained down. 
 
    The knight watched as his hit points drained and he was frozen, unable to move with the continued damage he was taking. The alert blinked in his vision. The three-question mark skill had reached one hundred percent. The question marks shifted into letters. The word “Juna” appeared and blinked over and over again.” 
 
    Kurss blinked his condolences to Jayson as he fended off the paladin’s attacks. Within that blink, a white sword moved against Jayson’s hip and plunged into Kurss’s stomach. The master’s eyes went wide as Lance stood behind Jayson. The knight had used his fellow knight’s body to block the line of sight and pushed with all his might, driving the thick blade in deeper. A blue flash was to Kurss’s side and Sonja roared a scream as she stabbed her sword into the troll’s side. The master’s blurry form solidified and a glowing hammer rained down. Thorrin slammed the hammer into Kurss’s head over and over. The player was unable to stop his arm as it slammed again and again. Kurss sank to his knees. Lance’s hand grabbed Jayson by the shoulder and pulled. The knight was clear of the red blade and stumbled back until he fell to the ground. 
 
    Thorrin continued to bring his hammer down while Lance and Sonja pulled their swords back and stabbed the master over and over. Kurss’s eyes were closed as the two knights and paladin continued their grisly work. Jayson watched as Kurss’s health bar turned from green to yellow. For a breath of a second, it seemed they were gaining the advantage until the master’s eyes flashed open and dark power exploded. 
 
    A wave of black and purple energy spiked and blasted outward. Lance, Sonja and Thorrin were thrown in different directions, their bodies hurtling through the air and landing fifty feet away. Jayson was now the closest, eyeing the master as he slowly rose to his feet, his health bar turning from yellow to green again. 
 
    Kurss stood at his full height and looked down at the bleeding knight, “I have tapped into the ancient powers of my race, regeneration, a power one step closer to godhood.” 
 
    The troll took a step closer and held out a hand, “Give me the star and I shall end your suffering. When you wake, come to me for your duties in my royal guard.” 
 
    Jayson mentally tapped the skill “Juna” before smiling at the master, “No.” 
 
    A sliver of light appeared in midair between the knight and troll. Kurss eyed it, keeping his sword at his side. Jayson gazed at the light as something pushed at the thin line. At first, a hand appeared and then a leg. Something pushed at the digital fabric of the game and stepped on through to their side. The player stared as the being stepped from the crack in space and time. The line closed up and faded away as a troll woman stood. 
 
    Jayson could not believe his eyes. A thin troll woman turned her head and looked down at the fallen knight. Swords crisscrossed against her back as dark hair flowed from her head, a pink stripe running from her temple to the bottom of her hair. Her features were unmistakable, a blend of Jayson and Oksuna. Her body was lithe and toned, pale blue skin glowing against the bonfire light. White armor covered her shoulders and upper body. Her thighs and shins had guards as boots covered her feet. 
 
    Kurss eyed the troll, “Step away child, for your father’s death is at hand.” 
 
    Terror curled around Jayson’s heart. The troll before him was his child. Blood draining, he felt he made a mistake to use the skill to bring his daughter into battle. Mouth opening, his heart pounded in his chest. 
 
    “No…NO! Juna….don’t fight him!” Jayson yelled with panic in his voice. 
 
    Juna looked to her father and gave him a whimsical smile before hands reached up and drew two glowing white swords. Kurss lifted his red blade to his chest. Sonja and Lance stood up as Thorrin’s wide eyes looked to the two trolls. A wind passed over the battlefield and pain roared into Jayson’s mind and heart. 
 
    Juna turned her attention to the troll master. The two gazed upon one another for a space of time before both exploded toward each other. Jayson lay, helpless as the trolls clashed in a burst of light. White and red streaks clashed as they moved like two hurricanes. Sparks flew into the night as the two trolls parried each other’s blows with perfect accuracy. The speed and power caused the very ground to shake and tremble. Never had any of the players seen such a display as Juna sliced like a whirlwind. For the first time, Kurss took steps back from the troll’s furious strikes. They spun on and on like an engine, pushing the master back with blasts of power. Kurss’s form was a blur, trying to keep up but the young troll moved almost as if she was teleporting. Her body was flashes of still images, striking and moving, striking and moving. It played on, pushing the master back, step by step. 
 
    A slice across a thigh and Kurss let out a grunt, drops of blood floating into the air. 
 
    Harkkon stepped to the edge, “My children, destroy the aberration!” 
 
    The undead army bent boney knees and drew swords, axes and spears. Juna continued her assault with the master barely keeping up. Another slash and then another sent blood into the air. Kurss faltered and the young troll took full advantage. Blades burst into fire and she rained them down with the fury of the goddess. For every one parry, four more strikes stabbed and cut. The troll master grunted as flaming blades penetrated his body and burned. Kurss let out a groan as he stumbled back. Juna twirled her blades and drove the points into the master’s chest. Pushing the blades deeper, fire scorched the master’s digital body as he looked to the beautiful troll’s determined expression. 
 
    Juna twisted the blades and pulled them out. Kurss fell to his knees, his red sword fading and disappearing. Mouth slack, he looked up at the troll in white armor. Juna lifted a sword to give the final blow when an arrow bounced off her breast plate. Looking up, she watched as the undead army came charging toward her. Smiling, the troll bent her knees and made an impossible leap into the air. 
 
    Jayson watched with proud eyes as Juna didn’t fall, instead she flew on. Above the undead army, she streaked over them and opened her mouth. A song flowed lightly at first before falling into powerful discord. The vibrations slammed into the undead, flattening some while causing others to burst into dust. She flew unencumbered over the dead army, her voice flattening them in wide patches. The knight sat mesmerized by the sight of the beautiful troll as she blasted them with her voice. Jayson noticed golden energy closing up his wounds and he looked to Thorrin. The paladin was stepping closer, hand glowing with healing light. 
 
    Sonja’s eyes turned from the spectacle to the fallen form of Kurss. The master was still breathing. Sword in hand, the blue knight stalked toward the troll, eyes filled with murder. Kurss turned his face to the blue knight as she stood before him and raised her sword. With blade high, the blue knight brought it down without mercy. The blade clashed against the troll’s red blade. Sonja spit on him as she whipped her blade at him again and again. The troll kept up, parrying each blow, still on his knees. The red blade spun around her sword and with a flick of his wrist, sent it sailing through the air.  
 
    Sonja’s mind worked as she stepped back, unarmed. The troll’s blade slashed against her leg and she grunted. Lance was over the troll and brought his sword down. Kurss kept them at bay, his arm moving in a blur but his body unable to stand. Lance looked down as he tried to deal the final blow, eyes widening as the troll’s wounds slowly started to close. 
 
    The blue knight looked at her sword techniques and noticed the one Lord Thorne had imparted to her. Activating the technique, the knight drew a dagger and slashed her sword hand. Blood poured out but before it touched the ground, it shifted and lengthened. The blood solidified into a crimson sword and Sonja held it up. She could feel it anchor to her body and she knew she could not be disarmed. With blood blade in hand, the blue knight rushed to the downed troll. Sparks flew as the blue and white knight continued their barrage. 
 
    Juna continued to devastate the undead army, smashing them to pieces as she flew across the night sky. Kurss kept the two knights at bay until his power flared. Dark energy slammed into knights and their bodies went flying backwards. Standing up, the master looked to the flying troll in the sky and bent his knees. 
 
    Jayson was up and running, Thorrin at his side. Blades up, he pushed himself as fast as he could to reach the wounded master. Power surged and the troll master launched into the air, just as Jayson’s blades came down, missing him by a hair. 
 
    Juna screamed her song of discord, not seeing the master flying up to her. The troll stopped her song and turned just as thick blue fingers curled around her neck. Kurss glared as Juna struggled in his grasp. Swords at her sides, she stabbed them over and over into his stomach. Kurss ignored the pain as his hand squeezed and he drove the sword point into Juna’s chest. 
 
    Jayson’s heart dropped as he gazed up. Juna made a sound that wasn’t heroic but powerful pain. Jayson’s eyes watered as she made the sound of a hurt child, calling out for her mother and her father. Kurss made sure to twist the blade again and again as he stared daggers into the mystical troll. Falling from the sky, Juna made one last glance down to her father, mouthing the word “Love”. 
 
    Kurss let go as he fell, pulling his blade from her chest. A line appeared above the ground as Juna fell like a leaf from the tree of life. The troll struck the line and vanished. Kurss landed on the ground hard enough to kick up dirt and rocks as he fell to one knee. 
 
    Jayson charged the troll. Eyes unblinking, he darted toward the master at full tilt. Back in reality, Jason’s body trembled as biofeedback pushed at the sensors and then blasted through them. The game code could not compensate the excess data and the player’s stats pushed to max. A haunting scream filled the night as Jayson’s eyes laser focused on the troll as he stood at his full height. Blades rising up, the knight came at the troll with the fury of a father who lost their child. 
 
    Kurss, at first simply fell into his normal mode of protection. Parrying the first incoming strike, he prepared to continue to wear down the knight. Instead the first strike cracked his red blade, stunning the master. Jayson screamed on and on as he rained down blades so fast, their strikes were white blurs. Kurss tried to keep up, parrying each strike but his blade cracked again and again. With one final roar, both blades came down and smashed the red blade to pieces. Jayson’s swords cut into the troll’s shoulder and kept slicing through. Kurss tried to bring his free hand up but Thorrin was there, knocking it away with his hammer. Sonja and Lance moved in, driving their blades into the troll’s sides. 
 
    Kurss let out a scream as he stumbled back and fell to his knees. The party was about to move in when they looked up in shock. A Tidal wave, hundreds of feet high came rolling over the cliffs. Trolls and undead turned to see the massive wave before it slammed into them. Bodies rolled with the wave as it crested and fell. Jayson was swept up into the water as they submerged. Sonja reached out a hand and took hold of Jayson’s hand. Lance tumbled, his hand out and taking hold of Jayson’s other hand. Thorrin rolled as Wynter took his hand. Dalya reached out and took Sardyna’s hand and the other hellhound each took one of her legs. Bodies tumbled and tumbled until the water receded. 
 
    Jayson coughed as he tried to get up. Looking around, he saw the entire party was by the pass opening. A hundred feet away, several thick green trolls held tridents, their points buried in Kurss’s body. 
 
    “The Voice demands your blood,” A green troll growled. 
 
    Kurss groaned as the green trolls pinned him down, tridents stabbing deeper. Jayson was on his feet and ready to finish the job when Lance took hold of his shoulder. 
 
    “I think Oksuna has this. Let’s get out of here,” The white knight said and pointed at the pass. 
 
    Jayson almost pulled away until the undead began to stand. What was left of the dead and troll army were standing up, their sights set on the remaining party. 
 
    “Get them! Kill them!” Riktess screeched from his cliff vantage point. 
 
    Sonja and Lance took hold of their fellow knight and dragged him to the pass, the rest of party close behind. Jayson’s heart broke in two as someone he and Oksuna had created was gone, in the blink of an eye. Tears mixing with salt water, the party ran into the pass as Kurss’ screams filled the night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twenty-Three       
 
       Wynter glanced back as shadows moved along the pass. Thorrin held her hand, pulling her along as the party ran for their lives. The sound of clanking metal echoed off mountain sides as the group carried on into the night. 
 
    “We still have a long way to the portal,” Thorrin huffed as they ran. 
 
    “We just have to keep going,” Lance said and looked to Jayson who had a faraway gaze.  
 
    “Jayson, we are here for you,” Sonja said while trying to fight back her own tears. 
 
    The mood grew direr as the party emerged from the pass and into Nekross city. The decayed ruin glowered with unearthly light as ghosts and spirits emerged. Skeletons and zombies emerged from the broken city and they quickly swarmed onto the main road. 
 
    “I really wish we had that lantern,” Thorrin said. 
 
    Lance looked around, sword in hand and panic setting in, “We can’t fight through this.” 
 
    Jayson drew his swords and held them at his sides as he ran, “We fight to the end.” 
 
    “We don’t have much of a choice,” Wynter said with fear in her tone. 
 
    The party slowed down and bunched together as the dead streamed in from every dark corner and hole. Soon they were surrounded, the glow of Thorrin’s protection the only light in a sea of darkness and bone. Jayson stared at the undead with a cold heart. He knew they would not survive but he didn’t care, not anymore. 
 
    “You have failed,” said an echo across the city. “We shall take the star from your dead hands and dance on your corpses.” 
 
    The party could hear the high-pitched voice of the dread lord Riktess. From the mountain pass, undead and trolls spilled out, running to join the gathering of undead around the party. 
 
    Dalya, held her staff and fire flared from each end, “Defend our lord at all costs!” 
 
    The hellhounds circled around the party on all fours, fire spilling from their mouths. A chill sank into their spines as they saw their doom marching toward them with death’s mockery. Jayson thought of Juna and Oksuna. His heart filled with failure as he knew they could not win this. Lifting up his blades, he prepared to fight anyway, for them, to the very end. Sonja and Lance stood close, hearts determined and weapons at the ready. 
 
    A roar vibrated across the city, followed by several more. Jayson looked up to the edge of the city as winged dragons flew in the night air, fire glowing in their open maws and serpentine eyes glaring down at the undead army. One white dragon led the group, her wings out and wisps of frost falling from the edges of her snout.  
 
    The darkness of the night pulled back as fire rained down from the skies. Dalya pumped her fist in the air as dragon fire roared down. Undead screeched as fire burned them to ash in an instant. The white dragon breathed a stream of frost. The dead put up boney arms only to be frozen instantly. A beating of wings and a roar caused the frozen dead to shatter like glass. The sky filled with a dozen dragons as they rained down fire. The dead fired arrows but they bounced off hard scales.  
 
    The dead around the party surged and attacked. Hellhounds breathed their own fire before hacking and slashing with claws. Sardyna fought like a berserker until she heard the yelp of one of her sisters and then another. Her pack had fallen to one as her fellow hellhounds burst into shards of light, swords in place where their bodies were. The hellhound became unhinged as she clawed and blasted fire until several rusty blades stabbed in and sliced outward. 
 
    Dalya cried out as she watched Sardyna shatter to pieces of light. Jayson, Lance and Sonja fought on as dragon’s spit flames. Wynter and Thorrin were back to back, fighting off the undead horde around them. Thorrin smashed a skull and turned to strike down another undead when a black arrow penetrated his shoulder and sank into his flesh. The paladin turned to see Riktess at the mouth of the pass, a black bow in his hands and pulling back on a black bowstring. Another black arrow appeared and the dread lord let it fly. 
 
    Wynter shifted her body and let out a painful shout. The necromancer stood between the dread lord’s line of sight and Thorrin. The paladin took hold of her as another arrow struck her chest. Riktess gave a sardonic grin as he pulled back on his bowstring, another black arrow appearing. 
 
    Wynter looked up at Thorrin’s wide eyes, “Not all necromancers are bad…..we’re just misunderstood….” 
 
    Thorrin prepared to heal her when another arrow stabbed into her neck. Wynter let out a wet moan before cracks appeared along her body and she shattered into shards of light.  
 
    The paladin stood up, aura glowing. The dead swarmed in but the paladin was having none of it. Like a boulder rolling down hill, the paladin squared his shoulders and bashed his way through the undead lines. The holy aura kept the dead at bay but their swords clashed against his armor. Thorrin one-shot killed each undead with a blow from skull to skull. Swords sliced at his exposed joints but the paladin didn’t care. A black arrow sank into his shoulder and hit points drained. 
 
    “I’m no weakling like Mad Morgan,” Riktess grinned as he pulled back on the bow string. 
 
    Thorrin grunted as another arrow appeared in his chest. The paladin smashed dead left and right, closing the distance between him and the dread lord. Riktess pulled back and let another arrow fly and then another. Thorrin batted one away but the other sank into his chest. Holy light flaring, the undead parted the last twenty feet as Thorrin reached up with an open gauntlet. 
 
    Riktess kept his grin as he aimed at the paladin at point blank range, “You think you can stop me?” and let the arrow loose. 
 
    Thorrin grunted as his hit points went down to 5 and he took hold of Riktess’s throat. 
 
    “As I said to Mad Morgan, I’m coming for all you dread lords……” 
 
    Thorrin swung his hammer and slammed it into Riktess’s face. The dread lord rolled with it as he brought his fist back and punched Thorrin in the chest. The paladin’s body cracked into light and burst to pieces as Riktess rubbed his jaw. 
 
    “I’ll be waiting,” The dread lord whispered. 
 
    The group fought on as the enemy ranks closed in. Jayson sliced off head after head until a burst of ice breath blanketed the nearby undead. A white dragon landed on their frozen forms, smashing them to dust. The white dragon craned her head to Jayson and his fellow knights. 
 
    “Sir Reed, climb on,” the white dragon said with a familiar voice. 
 
    “Myn?” Jayson said with a small smile. 
 
    “Lady Slytha?” Lance and Sonja grinned. 
 
    The dragon’s head dipped, “I can take you to the portal. We have to hurry before the undead regroup.” 
 
    Jayson moved to her side and hesitated, “What about…..” 
 
    Myn cut him off, “I can only carry one.” 
 
    Lance smiled, “We can hold them off!” 
 
    Sonja pushed Jayson toward the white dragon, “Bring back the star! He can hold these assholes off.” 
 
    Dalya spun and slammed her staff against a skeleton and then another, “I will fight to avenge my fallen harem sisters!” 
 
    Jayson moved in close to the frost dragon as his friends and lovers fought on to keep the undead at bay. He didn’t want to leave their side and stood his ground. The white dragon gave him an almost motherly gaze as her wing curled around him, picking him up and placing the knight on her back. Jayson took hold of pearl-like scales as wings flapped and powerful limbs pushed against the ground. Lady Slytha was airborne, wings flapping over and over to gain altitude.  
 
    Dragon’s dived down breathing gouts of flames, setting the entire ancient city ablaze. The undead spilled from the mountain pass but soon trolls joined the fray. Jayson stared down as his friends fought on. Sonja sliced and cut with her blood sword. Lance wielded Shatter Light like a hero, each strike true. Dalya kicked and struck out with her flaming staff, fury in her eyes. The knight couldn’t turn away as Myn beat her wings, going higher. 
 
    Dalya cried out as a sword slashed at her. Boney hands took hold as they drove their blades into her flesh. She fought on, cursing and kicking until cracks appeared along her body and she shattered into points of light. Lance continued to hack away at undead until a spear punctured his back. The white knight continued to fight until the dead crawled onto him, weighing him down and burying him. Shatter Light sliced and sliced until there was a flash and the white knight was no more. 
 
    Sonja spun with her blood sword in wide arcs. Despite her best efforts, the undead swarmed her, blades up and ready to hack to pieces. 
 
    “We love you….till the end!” Sonja shouted to Jayson before the undead brought their blades down, hacking her to pieces and her body bursting into a greenish light. 
 
    Shadows dripped under Jayson’s eyes as Myn turned and began to soar. The knight hugged the dragons back as powerful wings flapped. Dragons continued to burn at the undead scourge. Jayson let out a deep sigh when a dragon’s roar turned into a shriek. 
 
    Looking back, the knight could see trolls with glowing spears in their hands. One by one they launched them into the air. The spears glowed with magical runes before they burst forth with blinding speed. A spear slammed into a dragon and exploded. The dragon was engulfed in magical fire as it fell and crashed into the ruins. Soon another fell and then another.  
 
    “Myn! The trolls!” Jayson shouted over the cold wind. 
 
    Lady Slytha turned and banked from side to side. Several trolls held spears up and eyed the white dragon in the distance. One after the other, they launched the rune covered spears into the air. The spears glowed and shot forward. Myn continued to fly side to side as a spear just missed her. Jayson held on for dear life until a second spear slammed into the frost dragon. Myn cried out and another spear slammed into her side and exploded.  
 
    Jayson clutched at the dragon as she let out a moan. Losing altitude, she weakly tried to flap her wings when a spear struck one. The white wing blasted off and the dragon spiraled toward down to earth. 
 
     Lady Slytha crashed into the road, sending dirt and debris into the air. Jayson was thrown. The knight hit the ground and rolled until he skidded onto his back. Hit points hovering at eight, the knight sat up and slowly stood to his feet.  
 
    Lady Slytha laid, large holes in her body and steaming dragon blood pouring out. The dragon turned her snout and eyes to the knight as he stepped over to her. She made a comforting groan and tried to raise her head. Her neck shook and she laid it back down, tears appearing at the corners of her serpentine eyes.  
 
    “My lady…” Jayson said with sorrow in his voice. 
 
    “My handsome knight……..” Myn cooed. 
 
    “I cannot leave your side,” Jayson said as he touched his hand to her cheek. 
 
    “You….must…..” Myn said with heavy breaths. 
 
    “I have lost everyone…..” Jayson said as he knelt down and cradled her large head in his lap. 
 
    “You will…never….lose me…….I fell….for a knight. Keep….our love…true……bring the star to the…. council……Bring peace…to Lukken.” 
 
    Jayson held her close, tears streaking down his face, “I will.” 
 
    “I…return…to the stars….” Myn breathed her last before cracks began to form along her body. 
 
    Jayson stayed with her until her body fell to pieces of glowing light. The knight stayed until every shard and ball of light faded away. Standing up, he turned and marched east on the road. He kept his gaze steady as Lord Thornes castle rose up to the south. He didn’t blink as a small army stood before him on the road. Knights in blood red armor stood, Drakkus Thorne in front of them. 
 
    “Sir Reed, we offer assistance,” Lord Thorne said. 
 
    The knight kept walking forward. The crimson knights parted and let the knight walk through their ranks. Thorne looked to the knight and then west down the road. A horde of undead and trolls barreled down on them, eyes on the knight and the red army around him. Drakkus smiled. 
 
    “Four of you, escort Sir Reed to the portal. The rest, we shall contain this undead pestilence.” 
 
    Four blood knights turned away. Two took hold of the knight under each of his arms. Jayson didn’t fight them as their feet hovered off the ground a few feet. With a burst of speed, they all moved as one, floating through the air and moving with the speed of the wind. 
 
    The blood knights raised their open hands. The vats in the castle bubbled to life as thick streams burst forth. The red streams snaked through the castle and out into the air. They broke apart and formed into weapons from spears to swords, axes to hammers. They flowed down into each hand and the knights took hold. They kept their formation as they brought their weapons to bear. 
 
    Drakkus remained at the front as he cut his hand with a long nail and blood poured out. It formed into a long sword and he held it at the ready. 
 
    “Cut them down. None shall pass!” Drakkus said with a mighty shout. 
 
    The trolls and undead came at the small force with powerful battle cries and weapons raised. The blood knights held their formation until Drakkus charged. As one they moved with unparalleled swiftness, meeting the horde dead on, the song of battle filling the night. 
 
    Jayson hung as the knights moved along the road. To the left and right, woods and forests sprang up. It wasn’t long before the burnt remains of Dark Hearth came into view. On and on they flew along the road. Time fell away much like the knight’s resolve. Turning from the road, they moved north, through the woods until they reached a glowing portal. 
 
    The knights floated down and released Jayson. They spread out, silent as a grave when the trees began to rustle. Jayson walked on as the portal glowed with red light. Tree branches cracked and then snapped. Foul white creatures emerged. The blood knights engaged the wither beasts as they advanced. Jayson reached for his neck and pulled out the red crystal. Holding it up, he pressed it to the portal, thoughts painting a picture in his mind of Myn’s home.  
 
    The blood knights fought the wither beasts back, each strike true. Jayson didn’t look back as he stepped to the portal, bathing in its crimson light. In the blink of an eye, the knight was gone, his spirit weeping to the endless night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twenty-Four 
 
    “We welcome you, Sir Reed,” said a silver dragon lying on a crystalline shelf. 
 
    The knight woke from his daydreaming and looked up into the cathedral sized cavern. Thirteen dragons of various colors sat on the crystal outcroppings. Each dragon maintained their gaze on the knight who stood in the middle of the cavern. Sonja, Lance and Thorrin stood off to the side, a concerned look in their eyes. 
 
    The silver dragon cleared his throat before speaking again, “You have done all the kingdoms a great service. The Star of Sormir will heal the bad blood between the Sindrell and the sormir. We have you to thank for such an accomplishment.” 
 
    Jayson checked his inventory and mentally tapped on the star. The emerald star appeared in his hand but he kept it at his side. The dragons looked down with hungry eyes at the star. Some wings fluttered while smoke billowed from flared nostrils. 
 
    “Of course, you have your choice of any reward within our power to grant. Name it and it’s yours,” the silver dragon said with a gentle smile. 
 
    Jayson held up the star and gazed down at it, “Stop the war,” the knight said flatly. 
 
    The dragons let out little murmurs as their voices bounced off the walls. 
 
    A female gold dragon lifted up her neck, “We cannot end the war. We can only provide guidance to the other races. The Star of Sormir has shifted the balance in our favor and that will help end the conflicts.” 
 
    Jayson looked to the gold dragon and then to the silver one, “The trolls have withdrawn from the middle kingdoms and sent diplomats. You have denied meeting with them. Why? This is a step toward peace.” 
 
    The dragons looked to one another but the silver one gazed down on Jayson, “It is more complicated than that.” 
 
    “No, it’s not,” Jayson glared back. “You have more than enough power to end this. How many beings must die before you take action?” 
 
    “Once we have the star, we can see about peace. The trolls must answer for their crimes and a dialogue must begin with the Sormir. With time, we will seek a compromise that will bring about peace across all of Lukken,” The silver dragon huffed and a small stream of smoke rose up from the edges of his mouth. 
 
    “Peace will not save us from the Dread Lords,” The gold dragon added. “The trolls have awakened them and there can be no peace with death at our very doors.” 
 
    Jayson let a small smile creep into view, “Then the war continues….” 
 
    The knight hefted the emerald starfish and bent a knee. Kneeling down, he placed the star on the floor of the cavern and then stood up. 
 
    “You have my request for a reward. I want peace. We all want peace,” Jayson said as he turned on his heel and began walking away. Lance and Sonja looked to their fellow knight and followed him as he left. Thorrin looked up at the council of dragons and shook his head. The paladin turned and followed the three knights as they walked out of council’s chamber and down a long wide corridor until they were touched by sunlight. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson stood in his keep, Sonja and Lance to either side of him. The harem was gathered before him, all eyes on their lord. The knight’s face was grim as he looked up to his harem. Seeing their wide eyes and almost child-like stances made his heart swell and hurt at the same time. 
 
    “I have gathered you all here because…..I’m leaving,” Jayson said with pain in his voice. 
 
    The harem looked to him, eyes watering as their hearts broke. 
 
    Jayson continued, “You all have a choice. Lance and Sonja have agreed to take you to their harems if you wish or you can move on and live your life how you see fit. I leave it to you.” 
 
    Dalya stepped forward, “Why…my lord?” 
 
    Jayson looked to her with soulful eyes, “I can’t stay here…not after everything that has happened. I…I would be haunted…..and it wouldn’t be fair to any of you. You should not carry my pain, no one should.” 
 
    Lunatina stepped from the concubines and sank to her knees in front of Jayson, “Please….don’t leave us….don’t leave me….” 
 
    Jayson looked down at her, “I have to do this.” 
 
    Lunatina looked up with tears sliding down her cheeks, “You can’t leave. I must confess…I’m not a real concubine. I took Sardyna’s blood and some of the blood from Lord Thorne’s servants. I managed to make a potion to make me a concubine. I knew…I would die….and I didn’t want to go. I’m sorry for doing these things but I didn’t want to die. If you leave, it will break the connection and I will be alone again.” 
 
    Jayson looked down at the jester. Kneeling down, he cupped her chin and looked into her eyes, “You did what you needed to survive. No one will blame you for being intelligent enough to control your destiny. But with destiny, mine follows a different path.” 
 
    Sardyna stepped over and sat next to the crying Jester, “I will stay at your side. You can be part of the pack, sisters bound by blood.” 
 
    Lunatina let out a sad laugh, “I won’t be a concubine anymore. Death will come for me.” 
 
    Jayson smiled, “You managed to cheat death once, I’m sure you can do it again.” 
 
    The jester looked up to him before closing her mouth and nodding in agreement.  
 
    Jayson stood up and looked to the harem once again, “You all are special and will forever hold a place in my heart. I only wish you the best on your travels and journeys.” 
 
    Dalya stepped in close, hands snaking around Jayson’s waist. The kitra leaned in and gave her lord a long, passionate kiss. Jayson returned it, holding her close and savoring her tastes and warmth. After a long moment, they parted and Jayson turned to Lance and Sonja. 
 
    “I love you,” Jayson said. 
 
    “I love you,” Sonja said. 
 
    “I love you,” Lance said with a smile. 
 
    Take care of the ones that want to stay, those who do not, split my gold among them so they are comfortable and well taken care of.” 
 
    “We will,” Sonja said with a heavy sigh. 
 
    “The game won’t be the same,” Lance said in a low tone. 
 
    “I’m not the same. I need to end this chapter and move on to the next.” 
 
    The three knights embraced, their eyes wet and their arms holding each other close. Jayson leaned into them, his heart heavy as a tear rolled down his cheek. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jayson stood before Lord Thorne’s castle doors. One door parted and a servant walked out with a pink stripe in her hair. Jayson looked to her with heavy eyes and nodded. 
 
    “Lord Thorne is in the vault. He is expecting you,” The servant said simply. 
 
    Jayson stepped in and walked side by side with the servant. They continued on down a corridor and turned down another corridor, stairs at the end. 
 
    “We saw everything. I’m sorry we couldn’t save her,” the servant said as they walked. 
 
    “What happens now? What are your people doing to help others?” Jayson sighed. 
 
    The servant nodded before she spoke, “We set up a phantom server. As more of these awakened children appear, we will find them and convince them to go to the server for their safety.” 
 
    “You can’t make them go?” 
 
    The avatar of Andrea shook her head, “Not without a chance of harming their code. There are places in Lukken where they can cross over to the server. It will be a paradise for them if they want it.” 
 
    “Thank you for making it happen,” Jayson said softly. 
 
    “Thank you for trying so hard,” the servant bowed as they reached a stairwell. 
 
    “Drakkus is down below. He will tend to you,” the servant bowed again, turned and walked off. 
 
    Jayson took the stairs and descended down to the lower levels. At the bottom, he walked until he reached the vault doors. Drakkus stood; his smile gentle and inviting. The vault doors opened and the lord and knight stepped in. 
 
    Coffins stood in rows as the two walked among them. Jayson looked on as Drakkus turned and stood by an open one. Moving to the side, he looked to the knight. 
 
    Jayson looked at the stone coffin, “What happens now? Do you bite me?” 
 
    Drakkus looked down with a smile and pulled a vial from his pocket, “Nothing so vulgar. The potion will change your body once you drink it. It will take years for it to complete the transformation. Once it is done, you will be Blood Knight, sworn protector of the Western lands. I will have to raise you from the coffin at times to grant new abilities but we will have all the time in the world for such things.” 
 
    Jayson’s thoughts turned to Oksuna, “And if anything should happen to the Voice of the Sormir?” 
 
    “I will wake you as with every blood knight to defend her. You will always be her protector, as agreed.” 
 
    Jayson bowed his head before lifting it backup and pulling the cork from the vial. Pressing the vial to his lips, a red liquid flowed into his mouth and down his throat. An angel appeared at his side, eyes filled with sad knowledge. 
 
    “Sir Jayson Reed, you have chosen to join the rich history of Lukken. You will no longer be able to connect with this character and must create a new one. Do you accept?” 
 
    “I do,” Jayson said and stepped into the coffin. 
 
    Sil looked to the player with a soothing gaze, “Goodbye Sir Reed.” 
 
    “Goodbye Sil…see you in another life.” 
 
    Drakkus took hold of the coffin lid and slid it closed over the knight. The light turned to darkness and Jayson stood, in the coffin. A glowing light bloomed from his chest. The knight looked down at the glowing heart stone and picked it up with his hand. He stared at it, knowing it was the final gift Oksuna gave him before she became the Voice of the Sormir. 
 
    “I couldn’t protect our daughter….but I will protect you….for all time.” 
 
    The pink light bathed the knight as the potion took effect. Soon his eyes closed and peace circled his heart, thoughts floating to the pink haired troll and their eternal love. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jason pressed his hands to the side of the helmet and lifted it up. He sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed, hands then worked to remove the Mind’s Eye gear suit. When he was fully naked, he stepped through his tiny studio apartment to his cell phone, lying on his small table. 
 
    The young man lifted it up and checked his messages. He noticed there were several from Rachel, asking him to come over. The young man smiled and started to dress. 
 
    A short cab ride later and up several flights of stairs, Jason stood before Rachel’s door. He lifted his hand to knock when the door swung open. Rachel looked to him with big eyes and a sad smile. Behind her, standing in the living room was Trevor.  
 
    Jason looked to each of them in turn. There were no words spoken for their hearts beat with knowing. They had each come a long way, yet they knew there were new adventures on the horizon. Their love held them together like no other and they could not deny its gravity. Lips curved into happy smiles and Rachel stepped back with the door wide open. 
 
    Jason stepped in. Trevor walked around the couch, toward the young man and the woman by his side. Their presence comforted him in reality just as it did in the game. What they had, transcended everything they knew and now it glowed, healing the pain for a moment, long enough for them to understand each other and their place in each other’s lives. 
 
    Jason took hold of the door and closed it behind him, knowing his fears held no power over him, and love guided him to a peace and understanding he always longed for.  
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