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    One 
 
    A thin line of light crossed the abyssal gloom, creating a brilliant horizon. The line grew thicker and wider until eyelids blinked away darkness, to see lush trees filling the player’s vision. A strange peace fell over the player as he looked up into the azure blue sky, white puffy clouds and vibrant green leaves surrounding the edges of his vision. To say it was magical was an understatement. To experience it was to understand what so many people had been saying for nearly two years since the game went live. 
 
    Nathan lifted his head and sat up. Knees up to his chest, he looked around in wonder as forest stretched out around him. The splendor was intoxicating as he drank it in, moment by moment. It immediately reminded him of all those camping trips he took with his family when he was younger. The earthy bark scent clouded his senses and he wondered how the designers manage to replicate the smells. 
 
    Shafts of sunlight penetrated the open tree canopy. Nathan reached out and held his hand in the warm, yellow light. Maybe it was a trick of the mind but the player could feel the light on his palm. It brought a smile to his lips as he gazed at the simple shaft of light in a fantasy forest. Heart quickening, he wondered just how detailed the world of Lukken really was. It had only been a minute but he was already impressed and ready to take on the game world. 
 
    “Hello young adventurer,” said a voice from behind. 
 
    Nathan turned his head and smiled. An angel with white hair, black wings and a loose white robe hovered a few feet off the forest floor. Her smile was welcoming and her eyes emitted deep pools of fascination for the new player. 
 
    Nathan turned around but continued to sit, his arms around his knees and a smile on his lips, “Hello!” 
 
    The angel floated down and took several steps toward the young man, “Welcome to Lewd Saga. My name is Wynn. Are you ready to begin?” 
 
    Nathan let go of his knees and casually leaned back, his hands and arms propping himself up, “Sure.” 
 
    Wynn opened her mouth to speak and then closed it, her eyes making slight movements. A moment passed and she continued. 
 
    “I see that you do not have your Mind’s Eye Gear suit and love box activated.” 
 
    Nathan nodded, “Yea, I only have a little bit of time since I have to get to work. I wanted to take a peek first before really playing the game.” 
 
    Wynn gave a bright smile, “Of course, we can start anyway you wish to ease you into Lewd Saga. What would you like to begin with?” 
 
    Nathan sat and pondered. He knew all about the VRMMORPG from his own research, but he couldn’t jump on the Lewd Saga bandwagon when it first came out. The system was very expensive, so he felt like he had fallen behind. Lewd Saga had grown in popularity and it seemed everyone was playing it in some form or fashion. This was a motivating factor for him to get a crappy job just to be able to buy it.  
 
    The excitement began to whirl through his heart. He was finally here, and wishing he didn’t still need his crappy job so he could play all the time. Thoughts flashed to his game research and he smirked. It wasn’t just the love and sex the game provided but the massive game upgrades they added to appease many different types of players. The platform had become so versatile; the media outlets seemed to have a constant segment about it. 
 
    “Tell me about the level and game progressions,” Nathan asked. 
 
    Wynn smiled, “Due to overwhelming requests, the world of Lewd Saga was upgraded to include casual and progression play. You may choose to play any character class/race and receive the basic stats to your character under casual play or play progression, where you will receive alerts, combat log updates and loot stats. The upgrades assist in tailoring to your gaming style.” 
 
    Nathan returned the angel’s smile, “Can I have a little of both?” 
 
    Wynn nodded, “You may customize alerts, combat logs and loot stats to whatever you desire. Lewd Saga is a game meant to please even the most intricate and detailed game play.” 
 
    The angel knelt down and looked into Nathan’s eyes, “Despite these upgrades and changes, the game is meant for high fantasy, romance and sensual encounters.” 
 
    Nathan held her gaze for a moment before his eyes drifted down to her exposed cleavage. Wynn stayed where she was, her lips curving into a playful smirk. 
 
    “Would you like to begin your character creation?” 
 
    Nathan’s eyed bounced back to the angel’s beautiful face. Dizziness took root, for the player couldn’t decide where to start first. Nathan had wanted to experience the game for so long, and had a long list of possible character races and classes he wanted to play. He spent hours poring over websites and gathering information but he never settled on a starting character.  
 
    The player opened his mouth and then closed it. Mind drawing a blank, a small whisper entered his mind about something he had to do. 
 
    “Wynn, what time is it in reality?” 
 
    The angel stood up, folding her wings back, “7:34 AM Eastern Standard Time.” 
 
    Nathan’s eyes bulged before jumping to his feet, “Shit!” 
 
    “You may call up your menu commands with a thought. The main menu will have the log out command,” Wynn said, unfazed. 
 
    Nathan mentally called up the main menu. He didn’t realize how easy it was and slammed a mental tap on the “Log Out” command. The world around him melted into a stream of light, spiraling down a dark hole. The abyss yawned before several beeps filled the player’s ears. 
 
    Nathan reached up and took hold of his MEG helmet. With a slight pull, the helmet was free of his head. Frantically, Nathan placed it on the table and stood up from his chair so fast that it nearly fell over, barely tapping the glass to a medium sized aquarium nearby.  A turtle in a large fish tank poked its head out of its shell to see Nathan pulling off his sweat pants and black shirt. Hands moved in a blur, picking up his uniform laying on top of a dresser. The white and yellow colors of his work clothes glowed like radiation burns in the dim light. Once the uniform was on, he glanced over to the turtle and gave it a small smile. 
 
    “Have a good day, Shelly. I’ll be back later with some goldfish,” Nathan grinned before racing to the stairs and darting upward into the house. 
 
    Nathan’s dad looked up from his tablet at the kitchen table just as Nathan burst from the basement door. Like a white and yellow streak, he was out the backdoor of the kitchen and charging toward his car, keys in hand. 
 
    Nathan’s father watched as the backdoor swung closed, “Good morning to you too, son.” 
 
    The older man went back to his tablet, sipping his coffee as bright shafts of sunlight filled the kitchen. 
 
    *** 
 
    The drive-thru was silent except for the tiny buzzing sound coming from the damaged audio equipment. Nathan’s hand scribbled absently as his thoughts drifted to far off places. The low buzzing relaxed him as he thought about the character classes and races he could create in Lewd Saga. A flush of excitement wrapped around his nerves. Thoughts flashed to the possibilities. All he could think about was going home, and maybe calling out the next day. 
 
    The young man felt a glimmer of hope as the pencil scribbled on. Life had been unfair for so long, he could never bring himself to true happiness. Try as he might, he wanted to be happy but the world seemed to go out of its way to press down on him like a boot at his neck. Thoughts of gameplay brought a touch of joy to his frayed senses. A virtual world had opened up, letting him taste the light for a few brief moments. If he wasn’t at work, the young man might have let out a joyful laugh.   
 
    The scribbling stopped and Nathan woke from his daydreaming. Looking down, eyes focused on a black and white drawing of a woman with long flowing black hair and kind eyes. Shades of gray mixed with darker streaks to give the drawing an almost life like gaze.  
 
    Nathan smiled for a short space of time before a shadow loomed behind him. Turning his head, shoulders tensed up and he quickly moved some papers over the drawing. In the doorway stood Johnny, a nice guy Nathan thought, when he wasn’t kissing the boss’s ass. 
 
    “Lord Terence wants to see you,” Johnny said with a blank gaze. 
 
    Nathan knew that blank gaze when he saw it. Johnny was always the one to fetch someone when Terence needed to discipline an employee in the office. A shiver crawled up Nathan’s spine as he pulled out the drawing, folded it and stuffed it in his back pocket. 
 
    “What’s it about?” Nathan asked, trying to be positive but his grim expression said otherwise. 
 
    “Don’t know. I’ll watch the drive-thru until you get back,” Johnny said with half closed eyes. 
 
    Nathan wanted to call him a liar but he bit his tongue. The dread crawled along, digging deeper into his spine as he shrugged, pulling off the headphones and microphone. Handing it over to Johnny, Nathan slipped past him, knowing full well this was going to get worse.  
 
    It was a short walk to the back. The open office door caused Nathan’s shoulders to slouch a little. Stepping closer, Terence sat at his big desk, tapping away at a keyboard and looking to a monitor. The dim glow reflected off Terence’s glasses as Nathan stepped in. The only noise was the gentle tapping at the keys before Terence lifted a finger and pointed it at the door. 
 
    Nathan turned his upper body, took hold of the door and closed it behind him, knowing full well this was going to be really annoying. Disenchantment filled the young man’s face as he turned back to his chubby boss, sitting back in his cheap suit and motioning to the empty chair before his desk. 
 
    For a split second, Nathan thought “Fuck this!” and wanted to turn and leave, flipping off Terence and the entire staff; as he kicked open the door to shining freedom. Instead, he sat down, stewing in the knowing and not knowing of the situation. It could be a write up or it could be that he would have to work weekends because someone higher in Terence’s good graces needed the time for their own bullshit. Nathan figured either way, he was ground zero for whatever was coming. 
 
    Terence eyed the young man and smiled, “Do you like working here, Nathan?” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Nathan lied. 
 
    Terence was quiet, the silence sinking into Nathan’s shoulders. A finger rose up and pushed his glasses up on his nose, giving him that holier-than-thou smugness that Nathan detested. 
 
    Terence continued, “I would like to believe you but your actions say otherwise. Today marks the sixth day you were late.” 
 
     “My car wouldn’t start,” Nathan relaxed knowing now that he was going to get a write up. Terence was one of those micro managing bosses everyone hated. He watched the clock like a hawk. Behind his back, the entire staff made fun of him because of his stupid saying, “If you’re on time, you’re late. If you’re early, you’re on time.” It drove everyone nuts. Shit happens. Even his best employee’s had at least one lateness write up. 
 
    Terence leaned back in his chair, his hands clasped to each other resting on his chest and eyes half closed, “You know this is serious.” 
 
    Nathan nodded and gave a quick look around, “Shouldn’t Diane be here when you give out write ups?” Diane was the assistant manager and they were always together when they disciplined employees. 
 
    Terence’s smug smile stayed, “She’s at another location today but that doesn’t mean you’re not in trouble.” 
 
    Nathan sighed, “Where’s the write up? I’ll sign and then you can have Diane sign it later.” Nathan was ready to end this nonsense and get back to handing out murder burgers to the populace like a good corporate goon. 
 
    Terence kept his judging gaze while he grinned, “There is another option for you.” 
 
    Nathan’s brow went up, “What do you mean?” 
 
    Terence smoothed a hand over his slicked backed, black hair before settling it on an armrest, “After today, if you receive one more lateness write up you will have to be terminated from Kelly’s Burgers. I’d hate to see you go.” 
 
    Nathan’s brow formed a blunted V, “Then don’t write me up. I promise I’ll be on time from now on.” 
 
    Terence let out a little air from his lungs. It was meant to be a huffing laugh but it came out in a sinister wheeze, “You know I can’t do that…unless we talk it out a little more.” 
 
    Nathan eyed his boss, the confusion melting to the background as his mind snapped to attention, “Talk what out?” 
 
    Terence kept his serene expression as he spoke, “I can purge your records of any write ups if you do a little something for me?” 
 
    Cold logic and sarcasm pumped from Nathan’s heart and into his mind. He had some idea where Terence was going but thought he would have some fun first, “I thought Suzanne was doing ‘things’ for you? Besides, I don’t do that kind of stuff, unless we’re dating. I’m not cheap.” 
 
    Terence’s face melted from serenity to full on embarrassment. Skin turned red as fingers curled into tight fists. Nathan kept his face as calm as stone while laughing maniacally to himself. The whole staff knew Suzanne was servicing Terence on their lunch breaks at the nearby cheap hotel, behind Terence’s girlfriend’s back. They would often come back, slightly disheveled and a bit out of breath, no matter how much they tried to hide it. Nobody could figure out why she would sleep with a guy like him. He probably held some big secret that could cost her job over her head. 
 
    “You are really fucking irritating, you know that,” Terence growled through clenched teeth. 
 
    “You shouldn’t talk to me like that. I could report you,” Nathan said with a small smile. 
 
    Terence squared his jaw, “Alright smartass, I’ll break it down so even someone of your level can understand. Hand over fifty percent of your paycheck over the next two weeks and you get to keep your job. I’ll even delete your past write ups to sweeten the pot.” 
 
    Nathan’s face remained neutral. He’d heard the rumors but now he was one of Terence’s targets. The team often talked that maybe he had some secret addiction or was buying gifts for Suzanne. The guy was middle management but couldn’t handle his own finances. The whole thing explained why there was such a high turn-over rate at his location but no one did anything about it. Like true corporate demons, they stuck to their own while the low man on the bottom is forced to lick the shit off their boots. 
 
    Nathan’s eyes narrowed as Terence kept his hard gaze. 
 
    “What’s it going to be?” Terence asked but his eyes seemed to already know the answer. 
 
    Nathan lifted a finger and tapped his chin. Long seconds passed and Terence’s smug look twisted into a seething rage. Another few seconds passed before Terence leaned forward. As he opened his mouth, Nathan lifted a hand, palm out. Terence looked to the hand and then back to Nathan. 
 
    “I’m trying to think of the best way to say no,” Nathan said with a sarcastic edge. 
 
    Terence’s demeanor slid away from rage to indifference, “Too bad. I lied about that one more write up and you’re gone.” Terence pulled a sheet of paper from his desk and slid it across, “Today is your last day. This details your chronic lateness and poor attitude. Your final check will be mailed to you. Don’t bother going to your locker, it’s been cleaned out and should be sitting on the hood of your car.” 
 
    Nathan never looked to the piece of paper before him. Instead he kept his gaze steady on the piece of garbage sitting across from him, “I will report you.” 
 
    Terence sat back, “Go ahead. Who do you think they’ll believe? I’ve been with the company for almost ten years. You have been with us, what, barely a year? Plus, all your write ups will show that you’re just another employee with an axe to grind. I’m sure the corporate lawyers would love to challenge you and whatever lawyer you pick off of day time TV commercials.” 
 
    Nathan was to his feet, rage sparking in his eyes, “You piece of shit!”  
 
    Terence stayed seated, the smugness returning to his face, “Maybe, but I’m a piece of shit with a job. Johnny will escort you out. Don’t bother using me as a reference.” 
 
    Terence looked back to his computer screen and began typing away. Nathan stood, blood boiling and a seething disgust rolling through chest. Wild urges to grab the computer and smash it on the floor painted his mind. Frustration and pain swirled into an inner tornado as fingers flexed. All it would take was one more sarcastic word and Nathan would tear the office apart. 
 
    “The door is right there,” Terence said without looking up. 
 
    Nathan wanted the match to go off, but it didn’t. The inner storm spiraled but his hands stayed at his sides, thoughts of the police coming in and arresting him splashed cold water on his heated desires. If he did anything, it would only further protect Terence and land Nathan in a jail cell for a few hours. Despite the vile situation, Nathan knew he wouldn’t win this game. 
 
    Without another word, Nathan turned to the door and wretched it open. Johnny was on the other side, eyes wide and trying to be innocent. Nathan walked on, head held high as Johnny followed. The staff gathered at the front, all eyes on Nathan as he silently stepped through them and into the main room. Taking his Kelly’s Burger’s apron off, he balled it up and threw it over the counter. No one said anything as he kicked open the side door and walked out into the parking lot. 
 
    Shoulder’s tight; he stepped to his beat up Chevy, a small box on the hood. Glancing back, Johnny closed the door and locked it, watching from behind the glass windows. The rest of the team stepped over to watch and see if Nathan was going to do anything crazy. 
 
    The young man swiped the small box from the hood and opened the driver’s side door. Sitting down and placing the box on the passenger seat, he closed the car door, ready to drive off with his head held high. Keys out, they slipped into the ignition and were given a turn. Nathan stared forward as the car whined and chattered but didn’t turn on. Nathan turned the key again but the car made a whirling noise, not starting. 
 
    “Come on….not now….” Nathan said trying to coax the aging car. 
 
    The team watched as Nathan tried again and again. The car simply wouldn’t start. The storm grew once again, flashing across frayed nerves as he tried again to start the car. Heat crawled into his face. All he wanted was to drive off with his head held high. Now, here he was, car dying and everyone watching him like some tiger in a zoo. 
 
    “Please start…” Nathan whispered. 
 
    The car chattered a whine. 
 
    “Please start…” Nathan growled. 
 
    The car sputtered. 
 
    “PLEASE START!” Nathan shouted at the top of his lungs. 
 
    The engine growled to life. 
 
    Nathan glanced over at the team as they continued to watch. Betty held her hands to her mouth while several employees’s talked out the sides of their mouths. Nathan must have looked like a crazy person but he quickly pushed it all away. 
 
    Driving off, Nathan patted the steering wheel with one hand as if apologizing to the Chevy. The car turned onto the street and he drove off, the last shackles of his day job falling from his spirit.         
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Two 
 
    The afternoon sun shined down as Nathan opened his car door. A leg stretched out but he continued to sit, taking in the fresh air. Under his arm was his small box with two shirts, a Lich King bobble head, several pens that belonged to everyone but him and a small plastic bag with feeder goldfish swimming about that he picked up from the pet store on the way home. The young man closed his eyes, attempting to calm down. A new worry creased his brow as he wondered what he was going to tell Dad. 
 
    “He doesn’t need to know yet,” Nathan whispered to himself as he firmed up his resolve and stood up from the driver’s side. 
 
    Closing the door quietly, he plotted a path through the side door, to the basement. If he moved quickly and Dad was somewhere else in the house, he could slip downstairs. He would have some explaining to do to Shelly but Nathan was sure she would understand.  
 
    Smiling to himself, Nathan made his way up to the side porch and to the door. Glancing in through the kitchen window, the coast was clear. Keys out, the lock clicked open and Nathan slid in, closing the door quietly behind him. The basement door was ten feet away and if he moved like a ninja, he could make it.  
 
    Nathan took a small breath and one step before his father walked into the kitchen. Father and son froze as their eyes questioned what the other one was doing. It was Dad who broke the moment of silence. 
 
    “Your job called. They wanted to make sure you were still at this address so they can send you your last check.” 
 
    Nathan’s shoulders sank low. 
 
    Robert eyed his son for a moment, “Want to talk about it?” 
 
    “No,” Nathan said flatly. 
 
    “It might help.” 
 
    Nathan moved to the middle of the kitchen and put the box down. Robert moved to a chair and sat down, concerned eyes on his son. Nathan sat down opposite of him and told him everything that happened.  
 
    Robert listened as Nathan gave the gory details. When he was done, Nathan sat back and ran his hand through his hair, eyes looking away. A small silence filled the kitchen and when Robert felt his son was finished, he spoke up. 
 
    “You didn’t like that that job anyway.” 
 
    “It was a pretty terrible job,” Nathan said indifferently. 
 
    Robert nodded, “I’m sure you will need some time but I’m also sure you will come up with a new plan. In the mean time, I could make some calls to my old buddies. Maybe one of them can find you a position somewhere.” 
 
    Nathan looked up to his dad, “Thanks but I think I need a break for awhile.” 
 
    Robert’s eyes lowered a little, “The longer you take, the harder it will be to get a new job. Have you tried for any graphic design positions?” 
 
    Nathan let out a sigh, “The world doesn’t need another graphic designer.” 
 
    Robert grew silent. He could see the pain in Nathan’s eyes as he looked away. His fatherly heart thumped as he watched his son struggle with life. He wanted nothing more than to give him the world, anything to ease his pain. Knowing that only fueled his need to comfort his son but deep down he knew he had to let him be his own man. 
 
    “We could go see a movie or hang out?” Robert said with a smile. 
 
    Nathan continued to look away, “I think I just want to be by myself for awhile.”    
 
    Robert nodded, not wanting to add to his son’s troubles. 
 
    Nathan was silent for a moment before he stood up with the box under his arm. Without a word, he moved to the basement door and opened it. Robert watched as his son stepped through and closed it behind him. 
 
    “Take all the time you need, son,” Robert whispered. 
 
    Nathan took each step in turn, wood creaking from the shifting weight. He reached the bottom and turned to his basement apartment. Shelly poked her head from her shell, looking from the glass aquarium. Nathan dropped the box on the couch and pulled out the plastic bag. Ripping the top open, he moved to an empty feeder tank by Shelly’s tank and dumped the goldfish into the clear waters. Scooping up a net, the young man slipped it into the feeder tank and caught two little goldfish. 
 
    “Early supper time,” Nathan said as he picked up the wriggling fish and dumped them in Shelly’s little water pool. 
 
    The turtle scooted to the water and dove in head first as the goldfish swam in circles. Beak open, she snapped at one and cut it in half before devouring each piece in turn. When she was done, she snapped at the other goldfish, swallowing it whole. 
 
    “It’s a turtle eat goldfish world,” Nathan smiled. 
 
    The young man turned from the turtle tank and surveyed his surroundings. The basement apartment was well furnished since that’s where most of his money went. Eyes turned to the Mind’s Eye Gear game console where the last of his dwindling cash went. The final check he would receive from Kelly’s Burgers would only be a day and half pay. 
 
    Nathan stood silently, mind working and eyes drinking in his surroundings. He lived most of his life upstairs in the house until he couldn’t take it anymore. Moving down to the basement was better but not by much. The ghosts and memories drifting from room to room upstairs was enough to keep him down below, where he could keep to his thoughts instead of shadowy dark images.  
 
    As he relaxed in the warmth of his space, the same thought flowed like a comforting tide in his mind, unable to disappear because he simply couldn’t let it. 
 
    “I’ve become a basement dwelling troll,” Nathan said with a sad laugh. 
 
    Shelly climbed out of the water and looked up at the young man. 
 
    Nathan turned to her and gave a weak smile, “It’s okay. The world is a cruel place but down here, we’re safe.” 
 
    Nathan looked over from the tank to the MEG console and helmet. Immediately, he walked over and scooped up the helmet. Turning, he stepped to his bedroom and turned on the light. A twin bed lay in the middle of the medium sized bedroom. Fantasy paintings covered the walls and a closet to the left stood open. On the bed was a MEG body suit and love box. Blue lines ran along the white specially designed fabric while the love box lay on its side, right beside it. 
 
    “I guess I’ll have plenty of time for some adventures,” Nathan said as he stepped closer to the bed and began to undress. 
 
    *** 
 
    Eyes opening, Nathan couldn’t fight the grin spreading from ear to ear. As he sat up, Wynn stood with wings folded behind her and a kind smile on her lips. The player took a deep breath before standing up and facing the beautiful angel. The excitement returned; pumping through his veins as his mind raced with ideas. 
 
    “Are you ready to create your character for Lewd Saga?” Wynn said. 
 
    Nathan nodded and before his eyes, six 2D menus appeared around him. Each one held different information as line after line scrolled down every few seconds. Nathan’s eyes moved from one to the next, taking in the information bit by bit. 
 
    “I can assist with any questions you may have,” Wynn said, but her words didn’t seem to reach the player. 
 
    Nathan continued to look to each screen in turn. One screen held races, another had classes. One scrolled down with weapons and another with armor. The last two screens showed playing styles and kinks. The player wanted nothing more than to go over every piece of data, trying to piece together the perfect mixture so he could excel right out the gate. 
 
    Game logic began to blur in the player’s mind. Reality licked his thoughts and he couldn’t push away the day’s events. They clawed into his heart as he tried to shake it and focus at the task at hand. Character creation was one of the best moments for Nathan when starting a game, but the horrible shit from the day kept pooling in his mind. 
 
    Wynn could see the light dim in Nathan’s eyes and stepped closer, hand reaching out and touching his cheek. Nathan looked up from the screens, drinking in her beauty and dimming the terrible thoughts. No words were said as Nathan smirked and turned his gaze back to the character races. The list circled back to the top and the words glowed in his mind. 
 
    “The troll race, tell me about them.” 
 
    Wynn nodded, “The trolls or ‘Kunarr’, are the masters of the southern kingdoms of Lukken. They desire to overthrow the dragon and human race, bringing a new order to the lands. They have access to certain classes not offered by many of the other races. Despite the political views of the troll kingdoms, most consider them evil. One does not have to be troll to be evil. Lewd Saga allows players to bring their own moral code into the game.” 
 
    Nathan smirked as he tapped at the troll race option. In a blink of an eye, his hand turned a medium blue. Wynn waved a hand and a full length mirror appeared. Nathan looked into the mirror and took in his new avatar appearance. The player’s perception changed to match his new height. In reality he was five feet ten inches but he could see he had grown to over six feet. His body had shifted into a strong T shape. Muscles were toned but not overly big. His head took on a rectangular appearance and short dreadlock hair covered the top. The player’s new face changed but kept some of his natural appearance except his nose. It became a little pointed and his eyes had taken on a dark shade. A strong chin completed the look. 
 
    “Not bad,” Nathan said as he turned slightly to take it in. 
 
    The player gazed at himself before going back to the screens. The race selection faded away and then he looked to the class options. The list scrolled as eyes moved from one line to the next. There seemed to be hundreds of different classes, from knights, clerics and rogues to witches, paladins and monks. The list went on until he tapped it to stop. 
 
    “What’s a Shadowmancer?” 
 
    “A Shadowmancer is a combination class of a Rogue and a Necromancer. The class focuses on some combat ability but splits it with necromancy magic. These types of classes can never specialize in either but create a blend for a discriminating player. You can never achieve the high level items and skills of a single pure class but it will offer unique options only you can use or take advantage of. 
 
    “Shadowmancers begin with special abilities such as Whisper to the Dead and Soul Drink. You will receive a few spells and the ability to learn other necromantic spells as you adventure through the game. I must warn you, necromancers, witches and Shadowmancers are shunned by most for they cannot be trusted.” 
 
    Nathan smiled at the angel, “Nobody trusts me anyway,” and tapped the Shadowmancer class. 
 
    Black leather and a cloak appeared on Nathan’s body. He looked to the mirror to see the hood over his head, casting a shadow over the top half of his face. The shine of dark eyes blinked as the player returned to the floating 2D screens. 
 
    “Wynn, before we continue, I want you to turn on progression, stat and loot alerts. I will tailor it as I go but I want to make sure I have every number in front of me.” 
 
    Wynn bowed her head, “As you wish.” 
 
    Special Ability gained: Whisper to the Dead. Player may spend Charisma points to speak to the dead and convince them to share information or fight for the Shadowmancer. Charisma influences this ability. 
 
    Special Ability gained: Soul Drink. Player can drink from a living soul to fuel their personal Dark Mana pool. Dark Mana is used to raise undead, perform spells and charge weapons with dark energy. 
 
    Special Skill gained: Sneak. Player can hide from detection. Higher levels will allow player to hide from magic detection. Dexterity influences this ability. 
 
    Racial Ability gained: Regeneration. Player will regenerate at a faster rate compared to most humanoid races. Ability activates when not in combat. Stamina influences this ability. 
 
     Nathan read each line until Wynn’s head tilted forward and shadows covered her eyes. The player watched as tiny black bats appeared at her feet and spun into a whirlwind. The mini tornado of bats spiraled around the angel until she was completely engulfed. Long seconds passed before the bats surged into the air and flew off in all directions.  
 
    The shadowmancer stared as Wynn slowly lifted her head, her entire body taking on a new appearance. Gone were the angel’s wings; replaced by black bat-like wings as they unfurled outward and flexed. Small horns poked from her forehead and her eyes, lined with darkness, contained a mischievous gaze. Black lips curved into a smirk against reddish skin. The white hair on her head turned a deep abyssal black. A serpent like tail flicked behind her with a heart-shaped tip. The robe she wore before turned into a skimpy black bikini top and bottom, barely leaving anything to the imagination. 
 
    “Due to your class choice, my appearance has changed to compliment it. Only beings belonging to the sphere of darkness may be in one another’s company,” Wynn said with a crazy grin. 
 
    Nathan nodded, “I like it. You look good.” 
 
    Wynn closed her eyes, “And you smell delicious, my Shadowmancer.” 
 
    The very air changed and Nathan could sense the weight of sexual energy. He couldn’t deny the attraction but he knew if he lost his focus, his character could miss something vital during creation. 
 
    “We should continue,” Nathan said while looking down at the floating 2D screens. 
 
    Wynn kept her grin as she opened her eyes halfway, “What name shall you choose? I wish to know it so I can scream it in your ear.” 
 
    Nathan looked up and eyed the succubus. Thoughts flowed to the name he’d wanted to use for a year; a name everyone would know when they heard it, “Nero. Nero Synn.” 
 
    Wynn gave a slow nod while eyeing him like a piece of meat, “Yes, Nero.” 
 
    A new screen appeared before Nero. Looking to it, he saw that the displayed information also appeared in the corner of his vision. The player looked it over and could see it was his character stats. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 50 
 
    Armor- 5 
 
    Dark Mana Pool- 35 
 
      
 
    Strength- 10 (Influences how strong you are) 
 
    Intelligence- 10 (Influences knowledge skills) 
 
    Wisdom- 10 (Influences magical abilities and spells)  
 
    Dexterity- 10 (Influences agility and speed) 
 
    Stamina- 10 (Influences HP and recovery) 
 
    Charisma- 10 (Special class stat. Influences NPC interaction)  
 
      
 
    Character Stat Point Pool- 10 
 
    Wynn stepped to a tree and leaned against it, arching her chest upwards, breasts straining against the tight fabric, “Ten is the average starting points for each stat. You have ten points to spend but you can reallocate points from one stat to the next. Once you’re done, it is permanent until you gain items, take special lovers or achieve conquests in battle, skills, politics or affairs of the heart. Lewd Saga allows players to gain power through all manner of avenues.” 
 
    Nero nodded, “Is the stat cap still at 90?” 
 
    Wynn let herself relax against the tree, “It has been increased to 101.” 
 
    The shadowmancer turned to the 2D screen and began playing with the numbers. Tapping at them increased or decreased at his command. The player noticed the bonuses as the stat increased and the negatives as it decreased. Not wanting to completely min max the game, he adjusted the stat numbers until he felt they were perfect. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 50 
 
    Armor- 5 
 
    Dark Mana Pool- 35 
 
      
 
    Strength- 9 (+0 to damage) 
 
    Intelligence- 11 (+0 to skills) 
 
    Wisdom- 12 (+1 magical abilities and spells)  
 
    Dexterity- 12 (+1 agility and speed) 
 
    Stamina- 11 (+0 to HP) 
 
    Charisma- 15 (+2 to charm undead)  
 
      
 
    The succubus writhed her ass and back against the thick tree like a cat in heat, making small moaning sounds before she spoke. 
 
    “Encounters have a four level tier system. The harder the encounter, the harder it is to succeed. Encounters are Minor, Small, Moderate and Difficult. Since you have chosen stats, progression and combat logs, I must inform you of the difficulty ratings. These will influence every fight, skill, magic spell; anything you wish to succeed when it comes to Lewd Saga.  
 
    “Minor encounters are easy. They run on a 1 to 10 encounter roll. If you want to cast a light spell or toss a ball at a tree, your stats will influence it to see if you succeed. When you gain higher stats, certain minor encounters will succeed automatically. It scales up from there.  
 
    “Difficult encounters are best explained through an example encounter. Let’s say you wanted to slay a dragon with a dagger. The encounter roll would be 80 to 101. If you don’t have enough bonuses to achieve over 80, you automatically fail. Lewd Saga takes into account every ability, terrain and situation. If you wanted to perform the same encounter but instead you had a magical sword of Dragon slaying, the tier would shift to Moderate and encounter rolls would be from 40 to 101. Are you still with me my sexy master?” 
 
    Nero was listening intently. As much as he liked the combat log numbers, there had to be a degree of influence without every single number running in the corner of his vision. 
 
    Wynn seemed to notice the overwhelmed look in Nero’s eyes, “I can activate a simple combat log if you’d like? It will detail damage alerts and spell effects.” 
 
    “Please do. I’ll adjust later if I need too,” Nero grinned. 
 
    The succubus rose up from the tree and sauntered over. Arms lifted up and curled around the troll’s neck as she gazed into his dark eyes. 
 
    “Which weapon do you wish to stick your enemies with?” Wynn batted her eyelashes. 
 
    A 2D screen shifted to beside the demon’s face. Nero eyed it for a moment as the warmth of the succubus crawled along his nerves. A scent rose up, painting the inside of his nose with flowery smells and burning thorns. It made it difficult to concentrate but he took a finger and scrolled the list until he tapped it to a stop. The same finger tapped at a weapon. 
 
    Wynn made an overtly surprised expression, followed by a coo as her hands glided down Nero’s body to the short sword on one hip and a dagger at the other. 
 
    “A traditional troll, I’m sure you know how to use it but just in case you don’t,” Wynn snickered as she put her mouth to Nero’s ear, “You take the point and stab it deep…..to the hilt,” she whispered and licked his ear. 
 
    Nero couldn’t deny the rush of blood draining down to his manhood, remaining silent as the succubus eyed him and bit her lip. 
 
    “Now let’s pick your kinks. You may choose up to six but you don’t have to fill up your list right now. You have the freedom to pick and choose as you go, depending on your tastes. Call on me anytime you wish so we can explore them together.” 
 
    The succubus’s eyes saddened, “To ensure a varied game experience in Lewd Saga, I may only please you once every twenty four hours. It is an unfair rule but needed to ensure you venture out and explore. I only ask that you make time for me, so we can try new things.” 
 
    Wynn broke their close embrace, turned and sauntered off. Lifting up clawed hands, smoke drifted through the trees and enveloped the area before it whisked away. Nero looked to a small tower among the trees that wasn’t there before. 
 
    “This is your tower,” Wynn turned with bright eyes. “You will customize it as you gain gold and building supplies. For now, it’s not much but it is your home. You will find a recall stone in your inventory so you may return anytime you wish. Be sure to anchor your save point so you can return to your adventures.” 
 
    Nero eyed the simple tower hidden among the trees. Everything the succubus was doing was not much of a surprise considering the amount of research he put into the game, but it still astounded him to see it unfold before him. 
 
    The player turned his attention to the kink list floating in the air. He took a quick glance at each one as they rolled by, pumping enthusiasm from his heart. A finger deftly tapped and scrolled until he found the five kinks he wanted to explore. The player left one slot open, just in case he wanted to try something on the fly. 
 
    Wynn moved to the main tower door and opened it while looking back, “Now, we have to make sure your equipment is in…working order.” 
 
    Nero eyed her and then glanced to his character stats in the corner of his eye. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 50/50 
 
    Armor- 5 
 
    Dark Mana Pool- 35/35 
 
      
 
    Strength- 9 (+0) 
 
    Intelligence- 11 (+0) 
 
    Wisdom- 12 (+1)  
 
    Dexterity- 12 (+1) 
 
    Stamina- 11 (+0) 
 
    Charisma- 15 (+2)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 12 
 
    Soul Drink- 12 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 10 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 11 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    None 
 
      
 
    Everything seemed to be in line for a beginning character. The troll knew he would acquire skills and abilities as he travelled. Looking to the waiting succubus, he wanted to make sure everything was in working order since he would be spending a lot of time in the game.  
 
    Legs seemed to move of their own accord as he marched to Wynn’s wicked leer. Once he reached the door, the succubus launched onto him, wrapping her legs around his waist and pressing her plump lips to his. Nathan had nearly forgotten what the touch of another person felt like and it caused passion to rise.  
 
    No, not Nathan, he thought as the player fell deeper into his new character, taking all of his frustrations and siphoning down into his dark purpose. Memories floated on as flashes of heat overcame the troll and the succubus. Nero remembered from his other life, how fellow employees talked about Lewd Saga, letting it slip their character names, races and classes. Some even talked about a few of their kinky encounters. Nero’s other life was spent listening to people jabber on, filing away their character details for the time he could finally join the game. At first, he was excited to adventure with them, but as he grew to know them, he saw what awful people they were, backstabbing and treating each other like garbage while smiling and acting like friends to each other’s faces. That alone was enough to make him want to quit but his ex-boss was the worst offender. Nero knew the slime played the game but he managed to keep his Lewd Saga character secret. That was okay though, the shadowmancer would hunt down each of those who turned on him and extract their boss’s information before making their lives a living hell.  
 
    Nero stepped into the tower with the seductive succubus in his strong blue arms. Kicking the door behind him closed, bright shafts of sunlight lit up the stone tower and nearby trees. After some time, woodland creatures crawled out of their hiding spots into the still area, until screaming moans echoed out from the tower and faded into the woods causing all life to scurry back. After forty-five lust filled minutes, an alert popped up with a loud, inhuman groan. 
 
    Shadowmancer player ready! MEG equipment is fully functional. Welcome Nero, to Lewd Saga! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
    The dirt path snaked deeper into the woods. A cloaked figure walked along, shadows covering half his face and deep eyes drinking in his surroundings. Nero’s senses were dialed to eleven and he readied himself for anything. Being a newbie, he knew it was only a matter of time before monsters and creatures would come for him. As much as he felt confident in battle, he knew there was a good chance he would be killed right off. Reading many stories online of player’s experiences in Lewd Saga; some ranged from joyfully simple to extremely difficult. The game tailored to each user, which meant it could be completely unpredictable.  
 
    Nero remembered reading how the MEG console and helmet monitored regions of the brain. It was in all the science news feeds, talking about how the technology was a miracle, and how it could even read levels of a players mind to simulate an incredible experience. Nero’s own paranoia betrayed him as he wondered if the game knew he was going to hunt down other players.  
 
    The cloaked troll stopped in his tracks and gazed upward. The sun was nearly setting and the last time he checked his map, he was still two days away from Journey Road, the main road that ran from east to west and north to south of the diamond shaped continent. Wynn warned him on the dangers of a troll along the main road but Nero ignored her. He knew he couldn’t stay in the safer areas if he was truly on a quest to fulfill his dark purpose. He had to keep moving and go where the action was. 
 
    The troll’s safer zones clustered to the south, just as the human kingdom safe zones were to the east. Reaching into his pack, he pulled out a parchment and unfurled it. Eyes taking in the crude map, it gave some locations but not all. Kingdoms, towns and cities filled the eastern, southern and northern sections. Plenty of forests, ruins and unexplored areas dotted the land. To the west was the great unknown. Some players managed to explore a small percentage of it. That was the direction for adventure without the threat of war looming heavy on a player’s mind. 
 
    Nero sniffed, lifted his head and looked around. The player had joined the game after war reignited between the three ruling races. As it stood, the Middle Kingdoms were a bloodbath on a daily basis. The dragon lords to the north had remained silent and the trolls had pushed their way north again and again. The human kingdoms were barely keeping the trolls at bay but it was costing them dearly. Without the support of the dragon lords, the humans would be overrun in a matter of time. 
 
    Nero let out a small chuckle. He didn’t care for the war. He simply wanted to quest on his own, finding his way in this magnificent new world. Leaves fluttered in the small breeze and the sky began to darken. The air felt crisp and alive as he took in the digital brilliance. Thinking back to his paranoia, a smile crept into his blue cheeks and he let out a laugh. 
 
    “Don’t over think it. Just enjoy the ride until we are strong enough,” Nero whispered to himself. 
 
    The solace was comforting and the world vibrant, even at dusk. Shaking his head, he reminded himself that it was just a game and he should be having fun. There would be plenty of time to follow his internal quest. Now was the time to explore and discover fantastic mysteries. 
 
    Walking once again, the shadowmancer kept to a steady pace as he followed the winding path. The sun sunk lower in the sky and the forest grew darker. Shadows lengthened and the forest birds soon stopped their songs. Nero didn’t feel tired as he continued to walk but he knew he had to stop soon and set up camp. The night brought out many monsters and he needed to find a safe spot to rest. 
 
    The last rays of sunlight faded beyond the horizon. Nero turned his head from side to side, looking for a place to set up his tent when the sound of steel on steel rang out from the forest. 
 
    The troll bent his knees, hands touching his short sword and dagger. Senses dialed high, he listened as the symphony of combat played directly ahead of him. Activating his sneak ability, he moved forward along the path. As shouts and clash of steel echoed, the player moved into the brush. Taking his time, he stepped along, glancing at the forest floor, ensuring he didn’t step on any twigs or branches.  
 
    In the distance, the sounds of battle continued. Night fell across the lands and Nero felt better as he snuck along in the shadows. Small flashes of light appeared further in the darken woods. Nero continued his steady pace. 
 
    Entering PVP battle area! 
 
    “Shit,” Nero cursed as he continued on toward the sounds of battle. 
 
    The player tried to comfort himself by telling himself he was only going for a look. A nervous shiver ran down his spine as his heart thumped in his chest. He wasn’t ready for anything that might be happening before him. Staying to the shadows was his best option. If it looked bad, he could melt away and they would never know he was there. “Yea, that could work,” he tried to convince himself. 
 
    A scream pierced the evening, followed by another. Nero grimaced as he moved through the shadows, nearing the battle in progress. A clearing opened up and a fireball blasted through the air before exploding and showering the area in shards of fire. The shadowmancer moved to the clearing edge but stayed to the shadows. Dark eyes took in the battle raging before him. 
 
    Wounded players tried to crawl away as two sides locked in intense melee. Several archers let arrows loose while several knights were hammering at a small band of humanoids. Three cat women, a lizard man and a woman with fox ears and a tail fought against close to a dozen attackers. At their feet were several more cat people, crawling away or fighting from the floor. 
 
    The larger group was made of humans. Some were knights and paladins. Several elven archers let arrows fly while a mage called up another fireball and hurtled it overhead. The fireball streaked through the air and when it was over the group of humanoids, exploded and showered them in fiery debris. The fox woman pulled back and jumped toward a cat woman, knocking her to the ground as fire rained down on the rest of their companions. Screams pierced the night as the lizard man fell to one knee. 
 
    A laughing paladin rushed him, hammer swinging. The lizard man looked up just as the hammer came in fast, striking him across the face. The lizard man shattered into shards of light, splattering against the ground before fading from sight.  
 
    A knight rushed in and drove his sword into a cat woman who was trying to crawl away. She grunted as her leg was pinned to the ground. The archers stopped their volley and the knights and paladins rushed in to clean up. 
 
    “Don’t kill the females! One of them could be a concubine,” Shouted a knight rushing in. 
 
    The fox woman stayed on the ground, hugging a cat woman close. Nero watched as the battle had turned, looking like the humans were the victors. Part of him urged to turn back and let them figure it all out but another part kept him rooted to the spot, wanting to see if there was anything he could loot from the situation. 
 
    Another wounded cat woman screeched as several knights converged on her. Taking out a dagger from her belt, she slit her own neck while glaring at them. The knights growled as she fell back and shattered into shards of light. Two paladins moved to any wounded males and snuffed out their light with hammer blows to the head. 
 
      Nero stared, taking in the carnage as the losing side was extinguished one by one. Soon, only the fox woman, the cat woman she was holding and the other cat woman with the sword in her leg were all that was left. Weapons and gear littered the battlefield and two knights checked each piece, appraising them of their value. 
 
    A knight stepped over to the fox and cat woman as they held each other. Nero could see the look of defiance in the fox woman’s eyes until the knight stood before her. Eyes growing soft, she looked away while still clutching her fellow companion. 
 
    The knight was in full plate armor. His helmet was smooth as glass and only had two eyeholes. There were no other distinguishing marks or carvings. Looking to the rest of the group, none of them had any kind of markings either. No crests, colors or patches. Nero wondered if their generic look was strategic, so they couldn’t be discovered. 
 
    The knight sheathed his sword and looked down at the fox woman, “The battle is won.” 
 
    The fox woman remained silent. Even at a distance away, Nero could see her eyes staring off, trying to come up with a solution. Pointed furry ears on the top of her head twitched. Fur ran along the side of her cheeks and framed her human looking face. Fur covered the back of her hands and her full tail was curled close to her body. She wore a long white dress with slits up to the hip. The fabric puddled around her, showing her smooth legs with fur covering just the tops of her feet. Nero watched as her golden eyes looked to her companion and sadness passed between them. 
 
    The knight crossed his metal arms and tilted his head forward, “I’m willing to bet you’re a concubine. Spread your legs so we can find out.” 
 
    “We’re players you assholes!” spat the pinned cat woman to the ground. 
 
    Several knights and paladins clustered closer while the mage and elves hung back. 
 
    “We checked their gear, pretty standard, nothing special,” said a knight. 
 
    The big knight kept his head tilted, staring at the fox woman, “Well it’s not a complete loss. We all can have some fun.” 
 
    Nero looked to the paladins. He knew that they could sense anything associated with the sphere of darkness, but they didn’t even glance in his direction. The player assumed he was either not strong enough to even be a blip on their radar or there was too much distance between them. 
 
    The fox woman looked up, “We can have some fun, if you let these two go.” 
 
    The knight stood silently for a long moment, arms still crossed before speaking again, “You’re not in a position to make any demands. We will put you in a position to take all of our demands.” 
 
    The paladins looked to one another sheepishly before one spoke up, “Let’s go. I think the knights want to work out their aggressions.” 
 
    Three paladins turned and walked back to the mage and elves. Several other knights joined them, leaving three knights and their leader with the prisoners. The fox woman held her companion close. The other cat woman struggled with the sword impaled in her leg. 
 
    The leader unfurled his arms and an armored hand dropped to his belt. Fingers curled around a dagger hilt and he unsheathed it in one smooth move. The dagger was by his side as he knelt down and looked to the fox woman, eye to eye. 
 
    “Remove your clothes or this dagger will do more than end your session. Have you ever heard of a Soul Bleeder?” 
 
    The fox woman remained silent. The cat woman holding onto her shivered as the kneeling knight kept the dagger at his side. Nero leaned in a little more to listen. 
 
    The knight kept his gaze as he brought up the dagger and held it between them, “A Soul Bleeder weapon will lock you out of Lewd Saga for a few days. They come in various strengths and can be a little hard to find but my guild managed to acquire a few of them.” 
 
    The knight flipped the dagger in his hand before pressing it to the fox woman’s throat, “This one is not too powerful but it will lock you out for two days. If you play nice, we will simply kill you and you will resurrect in an hour. If you don’t play nice, well, see you around.” 
 
    Nero’s eyes narrowed from the shadows. He heard that soul bleeder weapons were introduced into the game to add some sport to PVP battles. It made death carry a greater weight.  
 
    “Then use it!” shouted the cat woman with the sword impaled in her leg. 
 
    “No, don’t!” the fox woman said as the knight stood up. 
 
    The knight glanced at her for a moment before stepping to the fallen cat woman. Kneeling down, he looked her in the eye before jabbing the dagger into the side of her throat. Nero kept his steely gaze as the cat woman gurgled a little before the light left her eyes and she fell to the ground. The knight pulled off the cat’s pack and threw it aside as her body cracked with light and shattered. Another knight moved to the back pack and rummaged through, pulling out a fist full of gold coins. 
 
    The leader stood up and stepped back to the fox and cat woman, “Two days. You think you can go that long without playing?” 
 
    The shivering cat woman’s brow trembled. A seething rage boiled as her fear turned into fury. The fox woman tried to hold her but the young cat woman shifted her weight, legs coiling under. The knight watched as the cat woman launched at him, claws out. One armored hand reached out and caught a wrist. The cat woman’s eyes widened as a sharp point stabbed into her chest. The knight twisted the dagger once before pulling it back. A stream of blood flowed from the wound as she fell to her knees. Eyes lost, she slumped forward and hit the ground, shattering into shards of light. 
 
    The fox woman stared with sorrow in her heart. Four knights surrounded her, looking down with knowing power.  
 
    The leader stepped closer, dagger at his side, “What’ll it be?” 
 
    Nero stared as the fox woman lifted her hands and pulled at the shoulders of her dress. They moved over smooth skin as the fabric was pulled lower. The leader used his free hand to tap at his armored chest and below the waist. Armor faded away and he was naked from the neck down, his manhood rising up freely. The fox woman gave a blank stare as the knight’s cock bounced before her, waiting. Pulling down her top, creamy breasts bounced up from their fabric prison, pink nipples pointing. A sick wanting filled her eyes as she leaned in close. The knight watched as her lips gently touched the head of his cock and then took the first inch. 
 
    The other three knights tapped at their armors, causing them to fade away and reveal strong bodies. All of them kept their helmets on as they crowded closer. Wet sucking sounds began to rise up as the fox woman’s head began to bob back and forth. 
 
    Nero watched, unable to tear away. Something deep down pulled at his heart but a greedy side reared its dark head. Glancing across the clearing, the elves, paladins and knights stepped further away, talking and laughing into the night. The shadowmancer turned back to the knights, seeing their lust rising and ready to take it out on the defeated player. 
 
    Nero looked to the leader as he stood, dagger still in his hand. The player knew if he could get his hands on that dagger, he would be well on his way to making a name for himself. Nero heard stories of players becoming assassins. Players paid real money to assassinate other players. It was on his to do list to make some cash on the side while fulfilling his darker purpose. He wasn’t sure he would be able to do it so early in the game but that dagger would give him the starting edge he needed. 
 
    The suckling sounds grew as the three other knights stroked themselves, watching the fox woman take thick inches. Nero felt a pang of hatred toward the knights as he watched her being dominated. He didn’t want to judge too much since it could very well be one of her kinks but it still stirred something deep inside. An idea formed when he noticed the knights had no other weapons present. Time would be a factor and he had to kill them as quickly as possible. Looking to the leader again, he knew he had to take him down first, as fast as he could. 
 
    A mist flowed around Nero’s boots as he drew his dagger. The paladins, knights and elves were out of sight. The knights surrounding the fox woman were focused on her and their own perverted desires. Nero knew this was too good a chance to give up. Creeping along the edge of the clearing, he made his way closer to the knights and the fox woman on her knees. 
 
    The air took on a chill, misty breath spilling from Nero’s mouth. He wondered if the nights were always this cold in Lukken. Inching closer, eyes stayed on the group of knights. Nero shifted his vision to the back of the leader’s neck. Wynn was happy to inform him that stabbing in the back or the back of the neck would triple his damage if he wasn’t discovered. There would also be a chance for blood loss, rendering the opponent unable to act unless they healed first. Nero knew he would have to take out the leader, grab the dagger and bolt for the woods. If he moved deep enough into the dark woods, he could evade detection. It was a simple but effective plan, if he could pull it off. 
 
    Moans rose up as the fox woman sucked harder. Eye’s opening a sliver; she looked off to the side as a shadow flowed out from the woods and moved toward them. Moaning louder, her enthusiasm increased. The leader sucked in a breath through his teeth as her tongue rubbed and slathered against his shaft. Bliss stormed through him and he could feel himself getting closer and closer to climax. 
 
    “She’s good. Don’t worry boys, you’ll have your turn next,” the leader said in a thick whisper. 
 
    The others watched; all their attention on the show and holding their own cocks. The fox woman’s breasts bounced as she hungrily sucked. The shadow moved closer, a vague shape against the dark forest backdrop. The moaning grew louder as the shadow moved behind the leader. The knight’s eyes opened and he let out a groan, a second later, his eyes widened to the size of saucers. Something sharp stabbed into his neck just as spurts of seed burst from the tip of his cock. The mixture of pleasure and horror rolled through him and he was paralyzed, a bleeding status effect rolling across his vision. 
 
    Armored heads snapped to their leader as something dark stood behind him, the shine of dark eyes over his shoulder. A hand slipped to the knight’s hand and relieved him of his dagger. Chaos bloomed as horror unfurled before their eyes. 
 
    Hands uncurled from throbbing members but the world moved in slow motion. The shadow twirled, it’s newly acquired dagger flashing in the star light. The knight’s hands moved painfully slow to their chests. The shadow dove into the thick of it, dagger slashing hard across an exposed neck. The fox woman pulled back from the spent cock as blood splashed against her face. The knight before her fell to his knees and stared with wide eyes behind the smooth helmet. Claws flashed as she gave a wicked smile and slashed them across his throat. The knight gurgled as damage tripled once again. He fell back and shattered into pieces of light. 
 
    Nero focused as he moved. Slashing back across the same throat he just cut, one of the naked knights clutched at his neck as he fell back. The shadowmancer was still moving as another knight managed to get his hand an inch from his chest before the soul bleeder dagger buried in his throat. Nero twisted and pulled it out, already moving to the last knight.  
 
    The final knight touched his chest; armor and weapons appearing all over his body. His armored hand grabbed the pommel of his sword and drew it just as Nero sliced at his neck. The knight managed to step back, sword up. Nero’s sneak was long gone and he stood with soul bleeder in hand, his other hand drawing his short sword. 
 
    “Fucking troll,” the knight shouted as he charged. 
 
    Nero let the knight charge him, ready to knock the sword away just as the fox woman was to her feet. Bringing her leg up, she drove her heel into the side of the knight’s armored knee. If it wasn’t covered, the angle would have surely broken it. Instead, it twisted the knight in the middle of his charge and caused him to stumble forward. Nero took the advantage and hacked his sword at the knight’s neck. The blade glanced off but the troll followed up with his new dagger. The point penetrated the neck and sank down to the hilt. 
 
    The knight struggled to regain his footing until Nero twisted the blade twice. Damage alerts filled the knight’s vision as he tried to lift his blade. Nero stared with cold eyes as he pulled the blade out and stabbed it in again. The knight made a strange sound before his limbs refused to work. Cracks of light appeared along his armor before he burst to pieces and scattered across the clearing floor. 
 
    Nero stepped back and witnessed the fox woman as she darted to the edge of the woods. For a moment he could see her and then she was gone. 
 
    You have acquired a Soul Bleeder Dagger! Damage: 5 – 15 (+ STR damage.) Added Effect: players killed by this dagger are locked out of Lewd Saga for 48 hours. 
 
    Nero read the update and smiled before an arrow sunk into his back. 
 
    You have taken 24 damage! HP: 26/50 
 
    Turning his head, he watched as knights and paladins charged toward him, elves behind them drawing bow strings with arrows notched.  
 
    The plan was falling apart. Nero back peddled as several arrows whisked past him, missing his body by inches. The troll stumbled with an arrow sticking out of his back. He focused on the woods. If he made it, he might have a chance. 
 
    The troll managed to make it to the edge of the woods before another arrow sunk into his back. Nero let out a grunt as he fell forward, his chest slamming into a tree. 
 
    You have taken 17 damage! HP: 9/50. You are weakened!  
 
    “Tell me about it,” Nero hissed; the tree the only thing holding him up.  
 
    Limbs flopped as he tried to push himself to his feet. Nothing was working and he was still in plain view. One more arrow and he would be gone. Hands moved to the tree and held on as he tried to get back to his feet. Vision blurred in and out as he tried to take a step. 
 
    The knight and paladin crossed the clearing, weapons ready to send the troll to the afterlife when a mist flowed from the woods. Strides remained true until the paladins felt something slither across their senses. 
 
    A paladin stopped and looked to his left. Horror filled his heart as shambling corpses, skeletons and wraiths emerged from the woods. Backing up, he lost count as many more emerged from behind them. Hollow eyes and growling moans filled the night as dozens upon dozens of undead flowed from the woods. 
 
    “Dead! Dead!” the paladin shouted as he brought up his holy aura. 
 
    The knights and paladins stopped their attacks and turned toward the incoming swarm. Hands raised, the undead grasped at the air, hungering for the light in their bodies. 
 
    Nero managed to push off the tree and stumble into the woods. Vision blurring, he tried to keep his balance. The area around him began to move as skeletons and corpses appeared from around trees. Hands raised, they reached out for him as he stumbled directly into them.  
 
    The last thing Nero saw was bony and decayed hands taking hold of him before everything went dark. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Four 
 
    Slowly blinking, Nero watched flashes of the night sky fill his vision. With a groan, he stirred from his slumber and lifted his head. Eyes widened as several dead stood around him, staring with blank, hollow eyes. 
 
    The shadowmancer moved and sat up. Hands fell to the pommel of his blades and there they stayed. The undead made no move other than a small swaying in the cold, night air. 
 
    Nero quickly took in his stats in the corner of his vision. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 36/50 
 
    Armor- 5 
 
    Dark Mana Pool- 35/35 
 
      
 
    Strength- 9 (+0) 
 
    Intelligence- 11 (+0) 
 
    Wisdom- 12 (+1)  
 
    Dexterity- 12 (+1) 
 
    Stamina- 11 (+0) 
 
    Charisma- 15 (+2)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 12 
 
    Soul Drink- 12 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 10 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 11 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    None 
 
      
 
    Nero reached around and touched his back, the arrows no longer there. Feeling better by the moment, he turned his attention back to the dead surrounding him. A humanoid shadow slipped in and knelt down between the standing corpses. Glowing purple eyes were the only feature the shadow had as it stared blankly at the troll. 
 
    Nero remembered his ability to whisper to the dead. Spending a Charisma point, he wondered if they were ready to talk. 
 
    “You saved me?” Nero asked. 
 
    The wraith nodded its incorporeal head, “Yes,” It hissed.   
 
    “What happened to the paladins and knights?” 
 
    “They…..retreated…..we….overwhelmed them….” 
 
    Nero let out a breath, “Why did you save me?” 
 
    The wraith eyed him for a long moment, “You reek….of the…dark light….” 
 
    The shadowmancer’s shoulders relaxed. He wasn’t sure how far his class and abilities extended. A strange comfort filled him as he now knew that the dead would pause when it came to attacking him. The thought of them saving him renewed his faith in picking the right class. 
 
    “The fox woman, did you see where she went?” 
 
    “The kitmori……escaped….long gone….” 
 
    Nero nodded, feeling a sliver of loss at not being able to thank her for distracting the knights. The wraith shifted closer on its knees. The troll continued to stare at the undead shadow and noticed as its dark shape morphed and changed before his eyes. Nero couldn’t understand what was happening until the darkness flowed together, forming an outline of a body.  
 
    “You…are…one of us…..but so weak…..” the wraith hissed. 
 
    Nero raised an eyebrow. 
 
    The wraith’s body took on a feminine form as hips curved and breasts took shape. The body was made of complete darkness but it clearly took a woman’s figure, with black nipples rising from firm black breasts.  
 
    Nero’s brow softened as the wraith’s form became semi solid. Purple eyes blinked amid a smooth black face. The shadowy undead floated closer, a black hand touching the shadowmancer’s chest. 
 
    “We….have a…gift……for you…” The wraith hissed. 
 
    Nero was frozen as he sat. A black hand flowed down his chest to his belt, nimble fingers moved to the buckle and with one expert motion, the buckle was undone. Black fingers curled into the black, leather waist and pulled down.  
 
    The shadowmancer didn’t stop the female wraith. She moved with a dark eagerness and only when his leggings were down to his ankles, did the troll press a palm to his chest. Clothes, armor and weapons faded from sight and the blue skinned troll sat, arms back and holding his torso up. The wraith looked down at the troll’s thick, blue member as it rose on its own power. Black fingers moved to the throbbing shaft and coiled around it, giving it a gentle but firm squeeze. 
 
    “This gift?” Nero asked. 
 
    “A gift…..we impart…to you…..if…you first…fill…us…with…life….” The wraith whispered and began stroking. 
 
    Nero relaxed a little but an odd sensation filled his senses. The wraith was not warm or cold. The player could feel pressure around his member but it didn’t feel alive. It felt more like a neutral force, stroking his cock up and down. 
 
    Eyes shifted to the shapely wraith. Her outline was sexy but lack of features gave her an almost alien appearance. He wasn’t sure he would be up for this kind of encounter but glancing to his cock, he knew he was ready. Letting out a sigh, he wondered about the gift the wraith would impart onto him. Knowing his quest, he was fine with any gifts, and a little undead private time to further his power. 
 
    The wraith bent her head down, a line forming where a mouth should be. Black lips parted and a long pointed black tongue snaked out. Nero watched as it licked the end of his trollhood. Cock bouncing to the touch caused the wraith to want more. Tongue coiling around the shaft, her mouth closed over the top. A wet suckling sound filled the woods as the wraith’s mouth slowly took every inch. 
 
    Nero watched as she soon began slowly bobbing her head. Blue inches appeared and disappeared as the undead wanted more. Wet sensations filled the shadowmancer as he soon lost his train of thought, gazing upon the undead. The zombies and skeletons surrounding them continued to watch silently, swaying to a nonexistent breeze. 
 
    The troll’s hands clenched as the sucking motion grew tighter after each passing moment. It felt like the wraith was trying to suck out his very soul through his rock hard cock. Nero would be lying if he said it didn’t feel good. The blissful sensations caressed his alert nerves as the wraith tried to pull his life from him. 
 
    The rhythm continued as the troll’s cock throbbed. Nero groaned as he could feel himself getting closer to release. Ready to fill the wraiths mouth, she stopped and pulled away from his cock. Black body moving, she crawled over him and place a single hand on his chest. Pushing down, Nero obeyed as her hips were directly over his. The troll felt his cock stiffened and touch the space between her ass cheeks.  
 
    Firm, black-as-pitch breasts bounced as she reached down with her other hand and took hold of the troll’s thick member. Raising her hips some, she pressed his throbbing head to her forming slit. Nero moved his hips, pressing his cock head to her thin line. The wraith moaned as gravity took over. Hips sank down an inch or two. Black lips parted and soon thick inches invaded her dark valley. 
 
    Nero let out his own groan as the wraith sank down. His thick blue spear parted inner walls and a seductive moan              fell from black lips. A storm of bliss rose up and clouded minds. Nero took hold of her hips, forcing her down to the hilt. The wraith leaned forward, her black breasts pushing into his face. 
 
    “Suckle on me…..like the living….” The wraith hissed. 
 
    Nero parted his lips and clamped down on a raised black nipple. A gasp filled the air as the wraith was caught in his living energy. Nero wasn’t sure what to expect when tasting the wraith. Bliss curled into his lips, begging him to be inside her. The dark energy of her body called to him like a lover he had always known. The shadowmancer closed his eyes as he enjoyed the dark wanting between them. 
 
    The wraith moaned her pleasure, lost to the living touch of a creature. The power of his life force, fueling his member only caused her to moan louder. The suckling at her breasts was a touch of the divine she had long forgotten. Energy stabbed at her between black thighs. Her dark ass vibrated with each downward thrust on the troll’s throbbing cock. Wet sounds played their song as the troll and wraith were caught in a private living storm. The symphony played louder and louder and both creatures closed the distance between life and death. 
 
    “Life…..fill me…with…your….life….” the wraith moaned seductively. 
 
    Nero’s hand glided down as the wraith moved up and down slowly. Fingers grazed a raised clit and the shadowmancer rubbed it with his thumb. The wraith slowed her tempo, taking in the delightful touch of the troll. Bodies moved to a primal rhythm. The outside world dimmed and the power between their bodies only grew into a deafening roar. 
 
    Nero couldn’t hold back any longer. Cock thickening, the pressure had reached its apex. The wraith moved with deliberate slow motions, purple eyes open and staring at the anguish filling the troll’s face. Nero’s body cried out for release. The dam of will power cracked and then burst. The wraith’s eyes widened as she thrust down to the hilt. Pressure pushed at inner walls until molten come spurted upwards.  
 
    Life touched the undead wraith and it sent her over the edge. A long moan rose up as long dead abyssal nerves fired. Purple light blazed as the undead shadow felt spurt after spurt of living life fill her small, inner space. Ecstasy crashed into undead nerves and the long dead emptiness was alive once again. 
 
    The wraith’s purple eyes widened again, life licking her insides and igniting her own pleasure. An orgasm bloomed and the wraith clamped her thighs to the troll’s hips. Shuddering, a shadow of a heart beat once and then twice. 
 
    Nero opened his eyes as come spurted again. He drank in the vision before him. Shadows pulled back to reveal a beautiful face. The black shadowy form melted away to a stunning, nude woman moving on him. Blonde hair bounced as did firm, pale breasts. Pink nipples glowed and the ghostly woman let out a screaming orgasm. The player took hold of her waist, holding her down as the last drop of seed spurted into her already full valley. 
 
    The woman bent forward, pressing her full lips to his, tongue snaking into his mouth. The troll held her close, tongues playing in a supernatural light. Seconds passed, though it felt like lifetimes. The light faded. Darkness rushed over pale skin. Blonde hair turned black and withered away. Nero kept her close until her body became shadow once more. 
 
    The wraith pulled back, purple-glowing eyes on the shadowmancer. Nero looked to her, a warmth rushing up his neck and into his face. The wraith savored every drop as she moved slightly on the troll’s half hard cock. No come spilled as it had all been absorbed into the undead creature. Nero relaxed as the wraith continued riding him slowly, a little at a time. 
 
    You have acquired a new ability: Sense the Dead! You may now spend dark mana to sense the undead within 100 feet of the caster. Wisdom influences this ability. 
 
    The wraith looked down to Nero’s lost eyes. Bending forward, she pressed the side of her black head to his thick chest. Nero curled his arms around her and she snuggled into him, taking in every beat of his strong heart as the cold returned to her undead spirit. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nero stepped onto the Journey road. The sun warmed the eastern horizon with a yellow glow. The troll turned to the thick forest along the southern edge of the wide road, watching some the corpses shamble back into the dark forest. A black shadow stayed at the edge, purple eyes glowing and staring at the shadowmancer troll.  
 
    The two gazed upon one another, speaking with no words. Nero felt the connection and cherished it.  
 
    The dead and wraith escorted him the rest of the way to the road. The shadowmancer was grateful for the new ability and his dead companions. The wraith stayed by his side the entire way, looking to him with a dark fondness. Nero wasn’t sure if it was his abilities or the moment they shared together but the shadowmancer appreciated it none the less. The dead liked him, and it seemed some would even love him. 
 
    The player enjoyed the dark edge of the game, memories of the tryst still floating in the back of his mind. The wraith whispered to him as they travelled, telling of the growing swarms of darkness and the end of living fire. Nero listened but said nothing, unsure what she meant. He knew the dread lords were amassing their forces while working with the trolls but that all fell into politics. As a player, he simply didn’t want to get involved in the bigger storylines.  
 
    Staring at the forest edge, he pondered the smaller, more intimate quests and adventures. The kitmori he helped save appeared like a ghost from a dream. He wondered if she truly made it out okay, gone from the vile knights and paladins who were ready to do her harm. It had all become such a jumble and the player mentally swept it away. Once he made it to the road, the dead and wraith retreated back into the forest, and he could continue on with his dark quest. His first task was to grow his abilities and power, a simple but effective plan. 
 
    The shadowmancer turned his boots westward and began walking, the rising sun to his back and purpose in his dark heart.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
    Time spiraled on as the days turned to weeks and then into months. Nero enjoyed every moment as he travelled from town to city along the road. Being a troll, the smaller towns were barely tolerable north of the road but the southern towns were a bit more accommodating and accepting. Some places would turn him away while others took his gold, no matter the blue color of his skin. Quest givers appeared throughout, sending the shadowmancer on character building missions. Some were simple like fetching items from a band of monsters. Others were a little more complicated, requiring him to raise the dead so someone could speak to their loved ones one last time. 
 
    Nero rolled with the adventures, taking in the experience, magical items and gold coins. After a while, the player began discovering the assassin quest givers and that is when his reputation began to grow. Normally he would do the NPC quests, killing someone somewhere. The more interesting ones were when he had to make it look like an accident. Some were cruel, asking him to make sure the intended target ingested poison, then being required to describe to the quest giver how they died in excruciating detail. It wasn’t long before his name began to show up in player circles, the shadowmancer troll with a gift for assassination. 
 
    Soon after, the real contracts began coming to him. He’d heard the stories but he could hardly believe it when players would speak with him in dark alleys, asking him to murder a real lover or rival’s character. The dark underbelly of Lewd Saga reared its ugly head as jealousy filtered into the game. The sob stories the clients had told of broken hearts and a need to bring justified pain to former lovers or cheaters. 
 
    Nero set up a real-world account to handle those kinds of contracts. Players paid real money so they didn’t have to get their hands dirty. It didn’t bother the shadowmancer in the least. It was part of his plan to go into the virtual assassination business, and business was good. The player contracts would vary from ten dollars to fifty, depending on the complexity of the contract. For Nero, it was nice to be earning money again, and a way to avoid another “Life Talk” with his father. The money was small but it was enough to put gas in the car and keep the player busy. Time spent in Lewd Saga ranged from hours to a few days with short breaks for water and going to the bathroom. Nero’s longest time in the world was four days. He needed a full day to unplug just to recover. 
 
    The perks to taking contracts were gaining loot. Players could only be killed in PVP areas so sometimes Nero had to entice them to leave the safety of some areas and lure them into PVP zones. The troll shadowmancer was sure to purchase the best maps, detailing where these areas were. Some were small out of the ways places while others were huge swaths of land where armies could meet. Then there were the times Nero grouped with players for dungeon raids. It would start innocent enough until they reached a big encounter. Suddenly, a fellow player would be killed and the shadowmancer would disappear, leaving the party to fight to their deaths. 
 
    Not wanting to gain a bad reputation, a good portion of his gold income was used to pay players off. If a player grew mouthy online about a troll shadowmancer killing players, a bribe of 10k to 500k gold was enough to silence them. It was the real money Nero was after and in-game gold was second. Experience, loot and spells were also high on the list. Each contract brought something new to him but he did make time to relax and enjoy his spoils; often several kitra, halflings or dark elves for the right price. 
 
    Everything wasn’t always gold and maidens with loose morals, the dead sometimes sought him out, wanting to taste his life. The few other shadowmancers Nero came across on his journeys spoke of the same kind of dilemma. Each shadowmancer would gain a reputation among the dead resulting in followers, blinded with a need to drink in their living energy. Many would return with gifts and abilities but some had to be tamed or their hunger would overpower any reason or thought. Nero had barely escaped two such encounters when the dead refused to leave him, wanting to kill him so they could be together forever. This caused the player to be careful with any dead he slept with, making sure there were rules put in place first. It helped, but the troll kept his body guarded at all times, just to be sure. 
 
    Travelling west was slow. It was another month and a half before he would reach the Middle Kingdoms but the shadowmancer didn’t mind taking his time. Beyond the kingdoms was the wasteland where populations and work dwindled. All of his contracts were right before entering the Middle Kingdoms, on the eastside, and that is where he would stay until he finished his dark quest. 
 
    Time flowed into a funnel and Nero found himself in a bordello in a non-descript town along the road. Sitting in a booth, he leaned back and looked over his stats while a lewd show carried out on stage. Some of the crowd watched while others were engrossed in intimate whispers and touches. Places like this dotted the road for as far as the eye could see. They didn’t even blink as he strolled in. The wait staff served him ale and food with sultry smiles and eyes wandering down his dark form. The hood’s shadow covered half his face but his handsome, strong, blue chin was enough for most of the staff’s cheeks to turn pink as they hurried off.  
 
    Music played as the actors put on their play of betrayal, decadent wanting and lurid acts. Nero found himself looking up from time to time, enjoying the small moments before looking away to his stats and deep thoughts of his main objective. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 244/244 
 
    Armor- 22 
 
    Dark Mana Pool(DM)- 120/120 
 
      
 
    Strength- 19 (+3) 
 
    Intelligence- 22 (+4) 
 
    Wisdom- 30 (+8)  
 
    Dexterity- 28 (+7) 
 
    Stamina- 20 (+4) 
 
    Charisma- 40 (+10)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 22 
 
    Soul Drink- 22 
 
    Sense the Dead- 18 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 14 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 27 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Raise Pale Skeleton- 10 DM 
 
    Raise Bloody Bones- 25 DM 
 
    Summon Wraith- 50 DM 
 
    Soul Drain- No cost 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Decay- 8 to 25 damage (Slow healing) 
 
    Soul Bleeder Dagger- 5 to 15 damage (48 hour lockout) 
 
    Enchanted Leather Armor- +5 Armor 
 
    Ring of Shadows- +10 Sneak 
 
      
 
     Nero normally used a standard dagger in fights but this evening was a special occasion. Hand drifting down, he patted his Soul Bleeder as his dark eyes took in the room. In another booth across the room, a thin rogue was laughing with two elves sitting next to him. They giggled like harlots while the rogue talked on and on about his latest adventures. One pulled out fairy dust and dumped it on the table. The rogue laughed as he bent his face down and snorted the magical dust up his nose, giving the sparkling powder a lick. Sitting back up, he smiled as hands ran along his body and slipped into his open shirt, fingers tracing over muscles. 
 
    Nero stared with annoyed contempt. Fairy dust was the drug of choice in Lewd Saga. From the player’s research, the MEG helmets massaged certain parts of the brain, simulating a drug high for short periods of time. If someone did too much, the effect would cancel out and they would sober up immediately. It didn’t take long for players to discover ways to refine the code by meddling with recipes and finding exploits. Of course many players would report these batches but there were many other players who kept it silent to enjoy the high. The underground network was thick as thieves when it came to certain digital alcohols and drugs. There was a demand and many flocked to it, eager to earn gold and help a down-on-their-luck player feel better about themselves. Nero never touched the stuff, it hit to close to home. Personal memories caressed his mind and he quickly pushed them away, locking them down and shoving them into a mental dark closet. There was already enough darkness in the game; he didn’t need to bring another aspect his reality into it. 
 
    The rogue rammed his tongue down an elf’s open mouth while the other one moved her hand under the table. Nero watched, knowing his job had just become that much easier. The rogue went by the name “Jasper Ringo” but Nero knew who he really was; good old Johnny, the lap dog to ex-boss, Terence Wilks. Now that Jasper was as high as the bloody moon, he was going to be sloppy and easy to pull apart. Once the urges went into full swing, Nero knew Jasper would take those two lovely elves and bring them up to a room for some private time. Nero would follow, enter the room and dispatch the elves before pumping the human rogue for information. Johnny was obsessed with the game and being out for two days would kill him. Jasper wouldn’t know he was talking directly to Nathan and would readily spill any information he might have on Terence, if he had any information. 
 
    Nero pondered. He knew there was a chance Jasper could be clueless, much like his real life. The rogue belonged to the Mad Shadows guild but the rest of his former fellow employees belonged to different guilds all over Lukken. They had the common thread of working together under Terrence, but Nero knew in his gut they must be connected somehow in Lewd Saga as well. If he could subdue and threaten Jasper, maybe he could find the common thread linking them together and maybe get a step closer to finding Terence. 
 
    Nero sneered internally. He hated using his ex-boss’s real name. He needed to call him something else, fitting of his smug personality. The shadowmancer thought it over as he gazed at the rogue and two elves. Their movements grew heated as they practically clawed at each other in the booth. A sickening feeling filled his stomach and the troll wanted nothing more than to wipe Jasper’s face off the face of Lukken. A putrid image floated to the surface and it connected to Terence Wilks. 
 
    “Lord Blight,” Nero whispered and smiled to himself. 
 
    The edges of madness began to show but Nero didn’t mind. He liked giving Terence a name fitting of such a corrupt asshole. It clicked in his head and he knew from then on, Terence would always be Lord Blight. The mad thoughts played on as the troll kept his steady gaze on the unsuspecting rogue getting jacked off by literally high elves. 
 
    Laughing and giggling rang out to Nero’s side, nearly drowning out the performance on stage. Nero glanced over at the commotion before he froze, shock painting his eyes. Two men walked in with wide grins on their faces. Between them stood a kitmori, arms around their shoulders and body swaying as she walked with them. Normally Nero would have looked away, back to his dark quest. Instead, he stared in disbelief. The kitmori between the human males was the same exact one he saved months ago. 
 
    Furry ears swiveled on top of her head and her eyes were thin from her entire face smiling. Giggles spilled from her parted lips as she moved like a drunk against the men. They held her steady, hands running along the curves of her hips. She wore something that was a cross between a kimono and a white dress. Her golden brown fur shimmered in the lantern light as the moved along, turned and fell into an empty booth. The kitmori cooed as the men ran their hands over her firm chest. A thick tail swished and moved against them as she hummed in excitement. 
 
    Nero was stunned. He thought about her from time to time but he never thought he would see her again. The mad thoughts of revenge disappeared as the troll gazed upon the fox woman playing with the men on either side of her. Nero found himself feeling as though all the air had left the room and he was trapped in her golden light. 
 
    The light died when the men pulled out sacks of fairy dust and dumped it on the table. The kitmori’s eyes lit up as she saw all the glittering powder and pushed her face into it. The men joined her, sorting and licking the magical dust. They pulled back, lost to the euphoria and each other. The fox woman let out a loud gasp as hands dove under the table and Nero assumed, between her legs. Chest pressing outward, pointed nipples pressed against the tight fabric of her dress as her body writhed to the men’s touch. 
 
    Something ignited the troll’s heart. A memory came crashing and before he knew it, Nero was to his feet and walking toward the giggling threesome. Crossing the distance, he stood before the booth as smiles and faint begging floated from the kitmori and her suitors. The air was thick with the perverted smells of wanting but Nero looked to the kitmori with concern and a dash of anger. 
 
    “Can I speak with you…,” Nero looked to the men on either side before returning his gaze to the kitmori, “…alone.” 
 
    “Luci, you know this joker?” asked one of the men. 
 
    The fox woman said nothing as she reached down and grabbed the wrist between her legs, fingers massaging her sensitive spot. 
 
    The other man looked to the troll with cool confidence, “I think it’s just a troll with a death wish.” 
 
    Luci breathed heavy as the gentle swirling between her legs set her spirit on fire. Eyes half closed, she drank in the fairy dust and blissful touch of strong fingers. Hands moved over her body, squeezing and caressing her curves, lighting up nerves as bright as the sun. 
 
    Luci talked without looking to the troll, “You…you can join us…..if you have dust for the party….” 
 
    Nero’s heart clenched in his chest, “Luci, is it? Can we go somewhere to talk and maybe clear your head?” 
 
    Luci closed her eyes, “I’m right where I want to be…..” 
 
    The men ignored the troll as their hands continued to feel and squeeze her nubile body. Nero couldn’t hold back the pain as he watched Luci open her eyes, taking on a faraway gaze and a sickening smirk on her lips. Old wounds to his spirit reopened and the player didn’t even realize he was reaching forward and taking her wrist. 
 
    Luci’s eyes shot open as she pulled back, “Let go!” 
 
    One of the men was to his feet, drawing his sword. Nero pulled his soul bleeder dagger in a blur and drove it into the man’s stomach before the knight’s sword cleared its sheath. The play on stage and background music continued as the knight gazed into the troll’s dark eyes, words caught in his throat. Nero twisted the blade and then twisted it again. Luci stared as the cracks of light appeared along the man’s body and he burst into shards of light. 
 
    The other man with them stared as it took place. As the last shard of light hit the floor, he was up and making his way to the door. Nero kept his grip on Luci as she stared at him in horror. Soon it faded and rage flared in her eyes. 
 
    “What the FUCK do you want,” she shouted as she tried to pull her arm back once again. 
 
    Nero let it go and sheathed his dagger, “To talk to you and see if I can help.” 
 
    Luci rubbed her wrist, “Talk? There is nothing to talk about! You ruined my evening!” 
 
    Nero let out a sigh, “I had to speak to you, about that night.” 
 
    The kitmori let out a mad laugh, “What is there to talk about? I was on an escort mission and we were ambushed. Instead of lurking in the woods, you should have helped us before everyone was killed.” 
 
    Nero’s face became a blank mask, “I arrived at the end. There wasn’t much else I could have done.” 
 
    Luci eyed the troll, “Except to sneak close enough to steal the dagger you have at your belt. Saving anyone was the furthest thing from your mind. And now you’re here, stealing my good time again.” 
 
    “You wanted to get captured?” Nero asked with a sarcastic edge. 
 
    Luci stood up and fixed her outfit, not looking at the troll, “I wanted to have a good time. I don’t need some fucking troll pretending he gives a damn. I escaped not because you snuck in to help me. I escaped because I knew it would get bloody. I knew the mood would be gone after you stabbed them in the back.” 
 
    The fox woman smoothed her outfit down and her hands rested on her hips as she turned her gaze to meet Nero’s, “I hate to break it to you but we didn’t have a moment. There was no spark. If you held a dagger to my neck, I would have sucked your cock too.” 
 
    Nero’s brow hardened and took a step closer, “That is not at all what I….” the shadowmancer stopped short. 
 
    Luci’s hand flashed forward, sword edge to the side of Nero’s throat. The troll didn’t even see the blade at her hip and couldn’t process how fast she was. The blade wasn’t there and all of a sudden, it was, pressed against his blue skin. The two eyed each other but it was Nero who put his hands up. 
 
    The kitmori’s gaze was deadly, pure focus behind golden yellow eyes, “You have done enough. Go fuck a corpse and stay away from me,” Luci growled. 
 
    A large man in fine dark robes stepped over, “Is there a problem?” 
 
    Luci grinned, “No problem.” 
 
    Nero dropped his hands to his sides and looked away. Jasper was up with the two elves but instead of going upstairs to a room, they were headed toward a backdoor by the stage. 
 
    “No problem, I was just leaving,” Nero said, turned and walked through the smoky room. 
 
    The shadowmancer cut through the crowd, thoughts of the kitmori fading away and his dark purpose taking hold. Black cloak over his shoulders, hands rested on the pommels of his short sword and dagger. He wasted his time with the ungrateful fox but he wouldn’t let a distraction like that impede his quest again. 
 
    The backdoor opened and Jasper held the door as the elves stepped through. Nero stepped closer, trying to not bring too much attention to himself as the rogue followed the elves and the door swung closed. 
 
    Time sped up as Nero knew he had to be quick or they could disappear into the back streets. Hand reaching out, he grabbed the door knob, turned and pulled. The door swung open as he stepped through, ready to use his stealth. Eyes moved from left to right as the door closed behind him.  
 
    The alleyway was empty except for an indifferent cat, strolling past him. To the right, the alley ended in a dead end. To the left, the alley spilled out onto a street. Back pressing to a wall, the shadowmancer moved along it. When he reached the end of the alley, he barely let his eye see around the edge to an empty street.  
 
    Nero didn’t like the feel of this. Behind him, the muffled music played on in the bordello. It would be easy to retreat back and take another exit. The player contemplated it for a long moment before the need to find Jasper overrode logic. Stepping out into the street, the troll surveyed his surroundings. When he was about ten feet away from the alley, figures emerged from shadows. 
 
    The shadowmancer drew his sword and dagger as he readied a spell on the tip of his tongue. It felt like a trap but he had to be sure and now he hated himself for being right. The figures moved out from the shadows and into the dim evening light. Nero counted twelve, weapons still sheathed and wearing those smooth helmets with only eyeholes. Some wore leather armor while others wore full plate. They formed a semicircle around the troll and halted their advance twenty feet away. Nero turned his head and glanced back to see the alley was clear. A plan formed to fight and pull back, using the alley as a wedge point to keep the enemy from flanking him. Spell at the ready, he was about to mouth the words when one of the figures in full plate stepped forward. 
 
    “We only wish to talk,” the knight said with flair. 
 
    Nero remained silent, short sword and dagger at the ready. 
 
    The knight continued, “We have a proposition for you.” 
 
    “Not interested,” Nero spat. 
 
    The knight kept a healthy distance, “Do you even want to hear what it is?” 
 
    The troll grimaced, “I don’t deal in shady situations. Twelve of you together like this only tells me you’re going to try and kill me or you’re so afraid, you need enough soldiers to stop me.” 
 
    The knight crossed his arms and nodded, “You’re half right.” 
 
    “Fuck off,” Nero said bluntly. 
 
    One of the figures in leather armor and masked helmet stepped forward. Hand reaching up, they pulled off the helmet to reveal Jasper and his spiky hair. 
 
    “Come on Nathan, don’t you want to play?” Jasper grinned. 
 
    Nero spun his blades in his hands, arcane words spilling from his mouth when something sharp sank into his back, followed by another. The troll spun around and looked up to the top of the alley. The two elves with Jasper stood at either edge, arms swinging forward with new arrows and pulling them back on bowstrings. 
 
    You have taken 14 damage! HP: 230/244.  
 
    You have taken 17 damage! HP: 213/244.  
 
    You have been poisoned!  
 
    Paralysis status effect!  
 
    Weakness poured into Nero’s limps. The troll fell to one knee as the spell he recited fizzled. The figures stepped closer, looking down at the troll. Short sword and dagger fell with a clatter and Nero found himself on his hands and knees. Darkness came in waves as the figures closed in, their blank helmets staring down, emotionless.  
 
    Nero’s limbs trembled before they gave out. The last thing the troll saw was his head falling to dirt floor and then, nothing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
    Strength pooled into muscles once again. Nero kept his eyes closed and listened as awareness returned to his senses. The digital reality moved in flashes as he tried to remember exactly what happened. He remembered hands on him and that he was being dragged. Time turned into waves as one moment he was on the street, another moment he was inside somewhere and finally, the sounds of chains wrapping around his body. Even now, the chains strained against him as he breathed. 
 
    Shuffling and hushed chatter surrounded him. It was clear he was dragged off and stashed somewhere. Feeling the tightness of the chains only signaled that he was truly trapped. He remembered what Jasper said to him before the paralysis took effect. Nero figured it was all part of the game so he had to play to understand what was happening, no matter how much it left a bad taste in his mouth. 
 
     Eyes slowing opening, the troll lifted his head. Masked players stood in idle conversation. The room was large and bare except for wooden pillars dotting the room. There were no windows, only a stairway on the wall across from him. The chatter died down and some masked players turned their attention to the stirring troll. Soon they all turned their attention to Nero, the room growing silent as the grave. 
 
    “Feeling better?” the knight asked as he stepped from the group and stood before the troll. 
 
    Nero’s hands were bound before him and on his lap. The chair creaked under his shifting weight as he looked up with a grim expression. 
 
    “Even in the game, you’re still stubborn as a mule,” The knight said from behind the smooth helmet. 
 
    “Terence……” Nero hissed. 
 
    The knight nodded, “Yes, but that bit of information will not help you here in Lewd Saga, will it?” 
 
    Nero simply looked to the masked knight with contempt. 
 
    The knight kept his blank gaze until he turned away and began to talk, “You have been hunting all of us in this room for what, close to two months? You even managed to kill Richie over there when you saved that beautiful kitmori.” 
 
    A knight stepped forward and Nero turned his head to him with a smug smile, “I would have enjoyed it more if I knew it was you Richie.” 
 
    “Fuck you Nathan,” the knight said with a hint of anger. 
 
    Terence turned and walked to Richie’s side, clasping a hand on the knight’s shoulder, “It’s okay, Nathan here is hunting all of us. I think we should give him the chance to at least try.” 
 
    Masked helmets nodded in agreement. 
 
    Terence continued, “Nathan, or Nero as you like to be called, I always felt you were a little crazy. You don’t seem to play well with others. It showed in your work, and your lack of being a team player put everyone off. I can safely say that no one here really misses you. I personally wished you had attempted to play ball, I think you would have been a vital part of our Lewd Saga family.” 
 
    “Terence, you love the sound of your own voice, even in the game,” Nero chuckled. “Why am I here in chains? Even if you use a soul bleeder weapon on me, I’ll keep hunting you until you lose all desire to be in the game.” 
 
    Terence let go of Richie’s shoulder and stepped in front of the bound troll, “You’re right, if you knew who we were in game. You managed to find Jasper but everyone else has created new characters. You have no idea who we are and what we look like. To ease the sting of starting over, we used funds to rearm and buy our way to powerful positions once again. For some, it was a radical improvement. For all of us, it made us into a shadow guild with some real power.” 
 
    “That’s why you wanted part of my paycheck. You needed the money to fuel your gaming habit,” Nero sneered. 
 
    Terence nodded his smooth helmet, “Money makes the game easier, just like real life. There are ways to work the system in your favor. The money we collect pays for items we don’t have to sweat over to find.” 
 
    Terence tapped his waist and a sheathed sword appeared. The knight took hold of the handle and drew his blade, runes running along each side of the finely crafted sword. Terence leveled the blade and pointed it at Nero’s blue face. 
 
    “You see this sword; it’s a soul bleeder sword with a seven day lockout. Nearly impossible to find, it would have taken all of us a year to find one of the only three in game. Instead, it cost us five hundred dollars from a player with no job and spending every waking moment in Lewd Saga.” 
 
    Terence stepped closer, the sword tip an inch from Nero’s pointed nose, “I could drive the point into that blue face of yours. Can your bank account handle a seven day lockout? The assassin business has been good to you, no?” 
 
    Nero gave a sardonic smile, “I can survive it. When I come back, I will still hunt all of you down, you fucking fake gamers. Paying for things instead of earning them, only weak trash do fucked up things like shaking people down to buy things they never earned.” 
 
    Terence kept the sword point in Nero’s face for a long second before pulling the blade away and letting it hang at his side, “We may be fake gamers, but we’re fake gamers with jobs.” 
 
    A door opened at the top of the stairs and a light shined down. Jasper pulled a woman by her hair. The woman in white struggled as Jasper pushed her along. When the doors closed, the rogue pulled her and shoved her down to the floor. 
 
    Nero stared blankly as Luci lifted her head, eyes lost and trembling. Fox ears twitched and her tail hugged close. Terence stepped over and put the sword to Luci’s neck, the edge an inch from her pale skin. 
 
    “I am impressed you two ran into each other. Luci Charm, famed freelance assassin in the southern kingdoms. It is a delight to be in your presence. Sorry about the bad batch of fairy dust but it was the only way to be sure you stayed docile as we discussed business,” Terence said in a soothing tone. 
 
    Nero looked up, ignoring Luci’s lost expression and stared at Terence, “You know Terence, I came up with a name for such a vile person as yourself. Lord Blight. Right now, it suits you in ways I never thought possible.” 
 
    Terence turned his metal mask to Nero, “Lord Blight, I like that. But we brought you and Luci down here to discuss business and business we shall discuss.” 
 
    “I’m not going to….” Nero was cut off. 
 
    “Hear me out before you start name calling. You need work and we need something special. Putting our differences aside, we need assassins and rogues to fetch something of great importance. Why do it ourselves when we can hire others to do the work for us. You have an axe to grind so you should use it and get a paycheck. 
 
    “About a day and a half journey from here is the Kingdom of Rork. Lord Seamus Rork is away on one of his extended hunting trips. His queen died a long time ago and he drowns his pain in hunting. His Daughter, Princess Treyana Rork assumes control of the kingdom when her father is away. She is her father’s daughter; strong, intelligent, beautiful and mean as a fucking viper.” 
 
    Terence pulled away the sword from Luci’s neck and turned to Nero, “The castle in the walled city has several harems, most of them belonging to Treyana. She collects them like dolls and enjoys playing with them just as much. There is one concubine that is extra special and under her control.” 
 
    Terence stepped closer, sword by his leg, hollow unblinking eyes staring into Nero’s blank expression, “We need someone to kill the princess and capture this special concubine.” 
 
    Nero lifted his chin, the small lantern light painting his face, “Why on Lukken would I take such a contract?” 
 
    Terence stood straighter, sheathing his sword, “Oh, many reasons. There is a real world pay off of a thousand dollars. Besides promising to leave Luci here unharmed, we have all agreed to sweeten the pot as it were. Once you deliver the concubine, unspoiled, we have agreed to reveal our faces and our names to you so you can hunt us down at will. In the end, we would all get what we want and you especially can exact your revenge until its thirst is satisfied. Sounds like a good deal to me.” 
 
    The troll’s face was as blank as a stone statue. The room seemed to hold its breath as the troll kept his hard stare on Lord Blight. The knight’s hand curled into fists as moments ticked by, annoyance bleeding into his shoulders. Nero simply sat and stared, not moving one muscle. When the knight took a deep breath, ready to verbally lay into him, the troll tilted his head forward and let out his own sigh. 
 
    “I will need an advance before I can accept the contract,” Nero said indifferently. 
 
    The knight lifted a hand and called up a 2D screen, “What’s the deposit access code and I can forward you ten percent.” 
 
    “Thirty percent,” Nero smirked. 
 
    Terence’s hand balled into a fist before he unfurled his fingers, “Fifteen percent.” 
 
    “Thirty five percent,” Nero kept his smirk. 
 
    The knight’s hand fell to his sword and he was about to draw it when Nero let out a laugh. 
 
    “Fifteen percent is fine,” the troll mocked and gave him the access code. 
 
    Terence tapped at the screen a few times before turning it to the smug troll. The account displayed 150 dollars had been deposited.  
 
    Terence swiped across and the 2D screen faded away, “I suggest you bring your best gear. Treyana is a handful but we also hired ten other players to abduct the concubine, nothing like healthy competition for the prize. Keep whatever loot and gold you find along the way but bring the concubine directly to the Tullar Ruins, one day south of the Rork.” 
 
    “Tell me about the concubine,” Nero asked with half closed eyes. 
 
    “She’s rare and highly valuable. You only need to know her name, Drubella. Keep her on a short leash and you should be fine.”  
 
    Terence knelt down to Luci, a small sack in his hand. He placed it in the kitmori’s hand and closed her fingers, “This is the good stuff, part of your down payment. Complete the contract and not only will you receive the money, there will be better stuff waiting for you.” 
 
    Terence turned his head to Nero, “And if the shadowmancer gets out of line, kill him.” 
 
    Luci opened her hand and gazed at the tiny string closed sack in her hand. Fingers moved nimbly, opening the sack and pressing her face to the sparking powder within. A puff of glittering dust rose up and the fox woman inhaled. Euphoria filled her eyes as she smiled. Coos fell from her lips as she laid down, lost to digital bliss. 
 
    The air vibrated and an elf appeared with a bow in hand. Nero’s brow shot up as the elf notched an arrow and pulled back on the bowstring, the arrow head pointed at the troll’s chest. 
 
    “When you wake up, the game begins,” Lord Blight said as he and his fellow masked players made their way to the exit. 
 
    “Can’t you just give me a potion to sleep? It doesn’t have to be an arrow…” Nero stuttered to a stop as an arrow penetrated his chest. 
 
    You have taken 18 damage! HP: 226/244 
 
    You have been poisoned! 
 
    Sleep status effect! 
 
    Nero slumped in the chair, eyes growing heavy.  
 
    “Fucking arrows……” The troll hissed before darkness closed in and snuffed out the virtual light. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
    Nero woke with a start. Sitting up, he saw that he was on the floor of the very basement he was held prisoner. Eyes shifted to Luci as she lay curled on the floor, her tail wrapped around her body and the small sack a foot from her, empty and deflated. The troll crawled over to the sleeping kitmori, hand reaching out and touching her shoulder. 
 
    The fox woman murmured and curled into a tighter ball. The troll couldn’t take his eyes off of her; face snuggled into her arms and the top of her fluffy tail. Ears pointed up from her head, twitching every few seconds but eyes closed in peaceful slumber. 
 
    Nero almost didn’t want to wake her up but he knew time was of the essence. There was no light in the basement and they had to get topside and figure out how much time they actually lost. 
 
    The troll was to his feet. Luci stayed snuggled on the floor. Nero let out a sigh as he knelt down and dug his hands under her. The kitmori shifted to his touch until Nero lifted her up and held her close to his chest. Luci snuggled closer, a hand touching his chest. She was light as a feather and Nero made his way to the stairs. Climbing each step, warmth touched him as Luci seemed to snuggle as close as she could. She wasn’t small but in Nero’s arms, she seemed to fit perfectly, her legs hanging over his arms and upper body against him. 
 
    The player wanted nothing more then find a place to lay her down and cover her in a thick blanket. He heard the stories about too much fairy dust use would cause a serotonin spike and then a deep crash. The troll almost smiled as her ear flicked against his chest. He couldn’t deny how attractive she was and it pained him to think she was a fairy dust junkie. The game had taken dark turns but this cut too deep and anger filled his brow. 
 
    Reaching the top of the stairs, the troll maneuvered through the doorway and into an abandon home. Morning light filled the empty windows, leaving a golden hue across the floor. Nero made his way through the abandon house and out into the street. A quick glance around showed the small town they were in was not far away. It looked like they were held in a house just outside of town. 
 
    A dagger flashed from nowhere and pressed to the troll’s throat. 
 
    “Put me down,” Luci growled as she gave a hard stare. 
 
    Nero did as he was told and lowered her to the ground. The kitmori’s feet touched the ground and she stepped away with dagger pointed at the shadowmancer. 
 
    “I believe we are working together,” Nero said plainly. 
 
    Luci continued to eye him with a dash of rage, “Are you playing a game with me? You knew those masked people last night. Was this some kind sick joke?” 
 
    The troll stayed his ground but his eyes lowered to the dirt street, “It’s not a joke. If you have a moment, I will tell you everything.” 
 
    The kitmori could see the pain in his eyes and gave a hesitant nod. Nero opened his mouth and spoke of the last few months. He told her about his former job, former co-workers, the attempt to shake him down and some of the history. He left out his true dark purpose and played it off that there simply was a grudge. The player didn’t want to get her involved in his own plans to teach them a lesson. 
 
    Confusion filled the kitmori’s eyes as the troll talked. Nero guessed it was because she was out of it through most of it and didn’t retain everything that had transpired. Her dagger arm lowered and soon she pressed it to her waist and it vanished. Nero noted how the blade simply disappeared and told himself to follow up later it. If he could hide his weapons like her, he would become better at his dark quests. 
 
    Luci clasped her hands behind her, a small smile creeping into her cheeks, “Thank you for telling me. It sort of makes sense.” 
 
    Nero nodded, “I understand if you want to go off on your own or abandon this contract. I have to see it to the end.” 
 
    The kitmori shook her head slightly, “No, the money is too good. Besides, don’t try that good guy crap, trying to get me to leave and you have one less player to compete against.” 
 
    Nero smirked, “We could work together, split it sixty forty, my favor.” 
 
    Luci looked away, trying to hide her smile, “Sixty forty, my favor.” 
 
    The troll kept his face gentle, “We can negotiate.” 
 
    The shadowmancer turned to the rising sun, raising a hand to block out its light, “I assume our competition may already have a head start on us. Shall we travel together, safety in numbers?” 
 
      Luci looked to the cloaked troll, eyes wandering down his solid frame and wide shoulders, “Sure, I can protect you from all kinds of monsters.” 
 
    Nero turned his eyes to her, “Protect me? I’m here to protect…” the troll trailed off. 
 
    Luci turned and began walking with a stride in her step. The shadowmancer shook his head and started after her, the sun clearing the eastern horizon. 
 
    *** 
 
    The forest was alive with filtered light, bird song and two assassins taking a stroll along the fern covered ground. Thick trees stood with natural wonder and the occasional rabbit lifted its head up, twitched its nose and bounded away. The air felt clean and pure, causing Nero to take a deep breath. It was all a trick of the game but that didn’t make it any less amazing. 
 
    The player thought back to years ago, when his family camped and hiked in the national parks. Sometimes he went off on his own, taking in the natural solace. The animals he witnessed and the air he breathed centered his spirit and calmed his mind. It was magical and the troll took in another breath, reliving that private beauty. 
 
    Luci looked to the troll, his eyes lost. She remained silent but enjoyed watching the calm flow over his strong, blue face. It seemed to flow outwards from him and gently touched her own spirit. She wished she could say it was odd but it wasn’t. It was natural as the bathing in a springtime lake. 
 
    Nero let out a long exhale before glancing to Luci. The kitmori looked away, pretending she wasn’t looking at him. A grimness returned to the troll’s face as they both hiked through the forest. Nero forgot where he was only for a moment and returned to his dark, brooding self. 
 
    “It’s okay. You looked happy,” Luci said in an even tone. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Nero said gruffly. 
 
    Luci smiled, “You looked like you were enjoying the walk. Sorry if I snapped you out of it. You don’t have to be so grim all the time, even if you’re a shadowmancer.” 
 
    A small smirk appeared, stabbing into Nero’s cheek, “I get caught up in my character.” 
 
    Luci eyed him, “Do you? You seem like a nice guy.” 
 
    Nero reached up and pulled his hood back. Blue hands ran through short hair. He didn’t like the dreadlocks so much and changed it to a normal haircut. The hair was still black as pitch but it felt better, less constricted. 
 
    Luci watched him, her heart quickening as she could fully see his handsome features, “You look better with the hood down.” 
 
    “The hood covers up part of my vision. Since its day time, I should have it down so I can see better.” 
 
    The troll looked to the forest, “Nice guys finish last, so I’ve heard.” 
 
    The kitmori strolled to his side, hands behind her and a playful hop in her step, “I doubt that very much.” 
 
    The two assassins continued their stroll through the serene forest. 
 
    “Do you role play all the time?” Luci asked. 
 
    “Most of the time, its fun to not be myself for a while, don’t you?” 
 
    Luci walked along, “Only when I’m on a job. It’s easier to get the mark in my good graces if they think they’re just having a good time.” 
 
    “You lure them in by being friendly?” 
 
    The kitmori looked on, eyes half closing, “Sometimes. Sometimes I just like to have fun before I sink a dagger in their heart.” 
 
    “Is that why your being friendly now? You’re going to sink a dagger in my heart?” Nero grinned. 
 
    Luci let out a small laugh, “There’s no contract out on you, so no.” 
 
    Nero walked along, the mood light and inviting, “I don’t mean to pry but…..” 
 
    Luci’s face darkened as shadows covered her eyes, “I don’t want to talk about my sex life.” 
 
    Nero’s mouth hung open for a second before he continued, “I was going to ask, how do you hide your weapons. I noticed you make them vanish at your waist.” 
 
    Red bloomed into Luci’s cheeks. She knew he had seen her at her worst and was sure that’s what he wanted to know. That’s all anyone wanted to know. Biting her lip, she remained quiet for a moment, long enough for the red to turn a shade of pink. 
 
    “I’m a kitmori. I have ‘trick’ ability that lets me open small dimensional pockets around my body. I can hide small, non living things and they will always be with me.” 
 
    Nero nodded, “I had seen the race class but didn’t read up on them, too furry for me.” 
 
    “You don’t like what you see?” Luci grinned and spread out her hands. 
 
    The troll laughed, “I meant it’s too furry for me to be one. It looks beautiful on you.”  
 
    Luci bowed, “Thank you oh dark one.” 
 
    Nero bowed his head and smiled. The pair continued on, a silence filling the space between them. Nero wanted to talk more but wasn’t sure what to say. Luci looked around with bright eyes and an occasional skip. Trees and large rocks passed as they made their way through the forest. Nero thought, if they weren’t on a dangerous contract together, this would have been a nice first date. 
 
    The troll’s face sagged at the thought. Doubt lingered and the player wondered what was wrong with himself. Glancing to Luci, he could feel the stir of emotions and a sliver of heat crawling up his neck. He barely knew the kitmori player and yet there was something there. A shadow of a memory came back to whisper in his ear and the troll’s hands clenched into tight fists. It was all a trick to bring down his defenses and then stab him in the neck. She could even be a spy for Lord Blight, planted to keep an eye on him. 
 
    “Thank you for stabbing the knight in the neck that night,” Luci said simply. “They had already killed my mark so I didn’t have much else to do.” 
 
    Nero’s eyes widened and turned to Luci as she walked indifferently. 
 
    “I was on an escort mission to bring a group of wannabe rebels south. The lizard man with us was a rebel leader. He needed help brining new soldiers down south to fight against the troll masters. The lizard folk had grown tired of the masters and their promises for a better life. Many of the tribes began helping some of the human kingdoms with information and small raids. Nerk was supposed to meet his end once we reached one of the tribe locations and I was to report back his death and the location.” 
 
    Luci hopped on a medium sized stone, twirled and hopped off, “But the ambush killed almost everyone, including Nerk. My contract a failure, I was sort of at the mercy of the knights and paladins, not that I minded too much.” 
 
    “I take it, that is one of your kinks,” Nero said in a low voice. 
 
    Luci grinned from ear to ear, “Maybe,” and picked up her pace, walking ahead. 
 
    Nero eyed the furry beauty as she sauntered along. Eyes drifting down, he found himself mesmerized by her plump ass and couldn’t break away. The kitmori glanced back with a smile as the troll stayed behind her, watching with a smirk. 
 
    A long hour passed and Luci playfully stayed ahead of the troll, giving him a view and a show with every step through the thick forest. The player couldn’t decide if she was leading him on or simply messing with him. Either way, it made the time go by much quicker. 
 
    Losing track of where they were, Nero summoned Wynn with a thought. A cloud of smoke and bats rose up from the ground near him and a sultry demon sprang up with a crazy smile. Launching herself, she was on the troll, grabbing his armor and pulling herself onto him. 
 
    “Oh my shadowmancer, are we going to have some needed release. I’ve been waiting with…”Wynn turned her head to the kitmori walking ahead. 
 
    “Wynn I….” Nero began. 
 
    “Oh! We have company. Does she like to watch or does she join in? I could watch you both and then join in. I don’t care I just need you to stab with that meaty…” 
 
    “Wynn,” Nero said sternly, “I just need some information.” 
 
    The succubus pouted as she slid off of him and onto her own two feet, “Fine. What do you want to know?” 
 
    Luci looked back as Nero and a succubus talked. 
 
    “How far is the kingdom of Rork? Anything I should know before entering the city?” 
 
    Wynn’s pout melted into indifference, “The kingdom of Rork is a day and a half journey from this location. It is a PVP area. The city has not chosen a side in the war and remains neutral. There are rumors the princess is bat shit crazy and the real power behind the kingdom. The city is open to all races but the castle is heavily guarded.” 
 
    The succubus eyed the troll for a moment, “Is that all?” 
 
    “Yes Wynn. That is what I wanted to know.” 
 
    “Then pull out that cock!” the succubus growled. 
 
    Nero had to fight back the smile, “I’m sorry, not right now, maybe after my current contract.” 
 
    The succubus’s pout turned into a seductive leer, “I love when you make me wait. It will only be worse for you in the future.” 
 
    And with that, bats and a puff of black smoke rose up, enveloped the demoness and she was gone. Luci turned around and strolled back to Nero as he stood. 
 
    “I can’t even call my personal demon. He can’t take no for an answer,” Luci grinned. 
 
    “You have a demon?” 
 
    The kitmori nodded, “Clearly you do too. You know you can change them to anything you want, right?” 
 
    “Yea but she seems to like her body. I don’t have the heart to change her.” 
 
    Luci smiled, “For a shadowmancer, you’re pretty sappy.” 
 
    “For an assassin, you talk a lot,” Nero grinned. 
 
    Luci’s jaw dropped as the troll walked past with a wink. Nero took lead as Luci hung back. Warmth caressed her cheeks as Nero walked on without looking back. The world took on a rosy hue before she began to walk, admiring the troll’s shoulders and strong neck. 
 
    *** 
 
    The woods gave way to a wide stream. Nero stepped out from the cover of the forest and surveyed the area. The stream rippled along as the occasional green leaf fell from a tree and landed on the water, travelling with the current. Luci stepped from the tree line behind Nero, also surveying the area. 
 
    Patches of stones filled the river, rising up above the waterline while a peaceful babbling flowed on. Nero stepped closer to the river and looked down. It wasn’t more than a few feet deep but it was travelling in the direction they were headed. 
 
    “We could walk along the bank,” Nero said. 
 
    “It makes us a target,” Luci said as her eyes drank in her surroundings. 
 
    “If we stay to the woods, it will slow us down. This is a straight shot for a number of miles. We could make some distance before we camp for the night.” 
 
    Luci turned her attention to Nero, “Speaking of camping, I don’t have a tent.” 
 
    Nero looked to her, “I have one,” then his eyes narrowed, “Sixty forty, my favor.” 
 
    Luci grinned, “If we are spending the night in the same tent, it will be sixty forty, in my favor by morning.” 
 
    The troll crossed his arms and shook his head, “What makes you think anything would happen?” 
 
    “From the way you watched my ass, it will be in my favor,” the kitmori snickered. 
 
    “I disagree. You have been checking me out the whole time.” 
 
    Luci barked out a laugh, “I highly doubt that. Clearly you….”the kitmori stopped talking and turned toward the river.  
 
    Pointed ears perked up as kitmori studied the stream and forest down further down the river. Nero turned and looked in the same direction, hands resting on his blades. The forest grew silent except for the sounds of the stream. 
 
    “What is it?” Nero asked. 
 
    “I hear magic, down the river,” Luci pointed. 
 
    “You can hear that?” 
 
    Luci nodded, her eyes never wavering. A moment later she began to walk. Nero followed close behind. The kitmori’s gaze stayed true as they walked along the side of the river. The shadowmancer was on edge, fingers tight around the pommels of his short sword and dagger.  
 
    After ten excruciating minutes, the troll and kitmori knelt down by the forest edge and stared out. A man in a light blue robe stood in the middle of a cluster of stones. He had long, flowing pale-blue hair and a pointed, hard face like he had seen too much. In his hand was a staff and he simply stood on a stone pile in the middle of the river current. The forest remained quiet as Nero and Luci watched. 
 
    The man looked at his bare wrist like he was looking at a watch before letting his hand hang at his side. An annoyed sigh fell from his lips and he stared blankly at nothing. The river babbled on but the robed man stood in plain sight, as if waiting. 
 
    “We should go around,” Luci whispered. 
 
    “He looks like a mage. There must be a reason he is standing there. Maybe he is one of the other assassins?” 
 
    The man’s shoulders dropped before he opened his mouth in their direction, “I can hear you!” 
 
    Nero and Luci froze, staying right where they were. 
 
    The blue haired man rubbed the bridge of his nose while letting out another sign, “I can sense magic. You’re weapons and armor are giving you away.” 
 
    “We should still go around,” Luci whispered. 
 
    “I think if he was going to harm us, he would have done it already.” 
 
    Luci shook her head, “You don’t understand; that’s no ordinary mage. We should ignore him and go around.” 
 
    “I can still hear you talking! Going around will accomplish nothing since I can still sense you!” the mage shouted with a harsh edge. 
 
    Nero looked through the brush before making up his mind. Standing up, he let go of his weapons and stepped out into the open, palms out. Luci stayed where she was, eyeing the troll in disbelief. 
 
    The mage grimaced a small smile, “Finally, someone with sense.” 
 
    Nero wasn’t sure what was happening but a quick chat couldn’t hurt on finding out more. Luci seemed shaken but Nero wasn’t sure why. If the mage was as scary as she made him out to be, he would have done something to them already. The troll walked along the river bank until he was about seventy feet from the mage in the river. 
 
    The mage’s eyes narrowed, “Shadowmancer troll and the fox woman in the bushes is a kitmori. Never thought I would come across such an unlikely pair.” 
 
    “The name is Nero,” the troll said with an even tone. 
 
    The mage nodded, “Yes yes, the annoying pleasantries of a game where sex and fantasy roll into one. Rikk Saint, mage.” 
 
    Nero looked around, “So, Rikk, fishing?” 
 
    The mage’s face was hard as he stared at the troll, “Yes Nero, you could say that. I take it you you’re here because you took the Rork contract. No one travels in these woods for the sheer fun of it. Damn war wolves are all over these woods. They’re like werewolves only on steroids.” 
 
    Nero wasn’t sure if it was confidence or a lack of understanding on Rikk’s part. The mage was out in the open with no cover and surrounded by rocks and a river. It seemed like the mage was in on the contract, either by hearing about it or taking part. From what Nero knew of mages, they were essentially glass cannons, a lot of firepower but fragile, needing only a few strikes to take them down. The shadowmancer judged the distance between them. There was no way he could sneak closer and since Rikk could sense their magical items, it was a moot point. The troll knew his speed was good and if he could dodge the attacks, he might be able to kill the mage in one, maybe two strikes.  
 
      The troll kept his eyes on the mage until two shadows moved from the trees on the opposite riverbank. Dark figures moved in small blurry motions as Rikk gave Nero a hard stare. 
 
    “You’re trying to calculate if you can take me. That takes guts but ultimately foolish.” 
 
    Nero tried to keep his eyes on Rikk but the shadows reached the watery edge and silently moved into the water. The troll let his hands drop to his sides, cloak around his shoulders. The shadows were clearly rogues, edging closer. If Rikk is on the same contract, they would be doing everyone a big favor by taking him out but that left a question of what would happen after they slain the mage. Nero doubted they would be grateful and simply walk away. They would turn on him and they would know from Rikk’s loud mouth that Luci wasn’t that far away. The troll knew if he warned the mage, maybe he would duke it out with the rogues and if he was weak enough, Nero could deliver the killing blow. The plan began to form but he had to make the first move. 
 
    Rikk eyed the troll as his cloak moved aside and finger pointed.  
 
    The mage’s eyes narrowed, “You trying to tell me something, Nero?” 
 
    Nero was silent, curling and jabbing out his finger. The shadows moved through the water, barely a ripple. Soon they climbed onto the pile of stones, where Rikk stood in the middle. The shadows were barely twenty feet away but the mage held onto his staff, squinting at the shadowmancer troll. 
 
    Rikk smirked, “Something’s wrong with your finger. I’m sure there’s an ointment you can use when you get to the city.” 
 
    Nero couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Part of him thought it was great that the mage was too stupid to realize rogues were moving behind him. Another part wanted to warn him out of the sheer lunacy of being PK’ed so easily. The player opened his mouth, ready to warn him when his voice stuck in his throat. 
 
    The shadows moved across the stones, silent as a grave. One of the shadows looked down as something glowed and caught their attention. Glowing runes appeared along dozens of stones, blazing white hot. A moment later, explosions rippled through the river.  
 
    Nero took a step back as the two rogues were hurtled into the air. The fiery explosions wrapped around Rikk’s smiling face, bouncing off an invisible barrier and flaring upwards. One rogue was airborne, cracks of light appearing along his body before he hit a tree and shattered to pieces. The other rogue soared through the air and splashed into the river. For a second, there was nothing but ripples and then the rogue surfaced on his back, moaning. The explosions died and Rikk stayed where he was, a smug smile on his face. 
 
    “Thank you for warning me but I’m sure you did it hoping I would fight it out with those two pieces of shit players. But since you’re not rushing to attack me, I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt.” 
 
    Rikk stepped down the blackened stones and onto the top of the water’s surface. Walking on water, the mage made his way across and onto the side of the riverbank. Fixing his robe, he made his way to Nero and stood before the stunned shadowmancer. 
 
    “Those fuckers have been trailing me for two hours. Now we have two less players on the contract,” Rikk spat. 
 
    Nero stood, dark eyes wide, stunned into silence. Luci emerged from the bushes, eyes the size of saucers. 
 
    Rikk looked to her and gave a craggy smile, “Yes yes, you’re very beautiful, just like everyone else,” then lifted a hand and pointed it at the rogue in the river, unleashing a lightning bolt. 
 
    The lightning arced and slammed down onto the rogue’s chest, instantly shattering him into fragments of greenish light and sending white water into the air. 
 
    The mage turned to Nero and clasped a hand on the troll’s shoulder, “The night gets dangerous out here before the city. We will travel together and figure it all out when the contract is complete. Let’s go.” 
 
    The mage turned and began walking along the river, staff making a dull thud against the rocky shore. Luci moved to Nero’s side. The two stared at the mage as he continued to walk, lifting a hand in the air and beckoning them to follow. 
 
    The shadowmancer and kitmori awoke from their trance and began to walk, following the mage along the river. 
 
       
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
    The fire crackled as Rikk sat, staff lying on the ground next to him. Nero and Luci sat next to each other, opposite the blue haired mage and staring. Two tents were set up and the glow of firelight kept the shroud of night at bay of their little camp. A howl filled the night as the full moons came into view. 
 
    Rikk pressed fingers to the bridge of his nose and sighed, “If I was going to kill you, I would have done it at the river. You both can relax.” 
 
    Nero and Luci remained silent, eyes on the mage. 
 
    “Like I said, there are war wolves in the forest. No sense killing both of you in case we’re attacked.” 
 
    “Rikk I…” Nero was cut off. 
 
    “It’s a very simple equation. You two do what you would normally do and I’ll be here playing guard. Someone has too since you two seemed to be joined at the eyes.” 
 
    Eyebrows went up. 
 
    Rikk rolled his eyes, “Aside from watching me, you two have been staring at each other for the last few hours. I suggest you two work-out your hormones before we arrive at Rork.” 
 
    Nero’s brow formed a hard V, “It isn’t strange that you just joined our group on the same contract?” 
 
    Rikk eyed the troll, “Oh, I don’t know Nero. Maybe I’m not some wet behind the ears newborn player who needs to earn his way into the group. I’ve been playing MMO’s for a long time so spare me the ‘getting to know each other’ crap. We all want the same thing and it will be better all around if we work together.” 
 
    Luci’s eyes turned to Nero and watched a wide smile bloom. The troll’s shoulders shook as he began to laugh at the absurdity of the situation. Luci’s own smile shined as Nero let out a hearty, deep down laugh, tears at the edges of his squinting eyes. 
 
    Rikk looked to the laughing troll with half closed eyes, “That’s it, laugh it out. You’ll feel better.” 
 
    The kitmori reached out and took Nero’s hand. Standing up, she gently pulled the laughing troll to his feet. Turning, she began walking into the dark woods, a laughing Nero behind her. 
 
    The kitmori led the way as Nero fought to control his laughing fit. When they were far enough where the camp fire was merely a dim point of waving light, she turned to the shadowmancer and pressed her body against his.  
 
    Nero’s laughing vanished as he looked down at the beautiful fox woman. A comforting silence surrounded the pair as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Moonlight shined down its pale light, causing Luci’s skin to glow with ethereal light.  
 
    Nero was lost to her beauty. The quest had taken so many twists and turns and now here he was, in a beautiful forest, staring at a heavenly beauty. The darkness in his heart receded and all he wanted to do was drown in those golden yellow eyes. 
 
    Luci eyed him playfully but there was a sliver of wanting as she batted her eyelashes. The air took on a sensual vibration as she pressed her firm chest to the troll, speaking intimate words that didn’t need to be said. 
 
    “Do what you want to me…..” Luci whispered, wanting to say it anyway. 
 
    Nero reached up, hands closing on her arms and holding her close, “I’m not sure my wants are the same as yours.” 
 
    Luci’s eyes took on a hint of confusion, “I…I like being…submissive. I like when men take me. I’m here for you to do what you want.” 
 
    Nero looked her in the eyes, a sorrow touching his own, “I’m not sure I can take you like other men have.” 
 
    Luci’s lip trembled before she looked away, “All men just want to fuck. Here I am, letting you and you don’t want to take me?” 
 
    “Luci, I have seen you, doing terrible things to yourself. The fairy dust and allowing others to take you anyway they want. Don’t confuse my concern with not wanting you. You’re beautiful but you can understand my hesitation.” 
 
    The kitmori looked up to him, a flame of anger touching her eyes before pulling away. Hugging her own waist, she moved away, her fur and shoulders bathed in moonlight. Nero gazed upon her, wanting to move closer to comfort but was rooted to the spot, unsure what to say or do. 
 
    “You want the story, is that it? You want to know why I’m a broken person.” 
 
    “Luci, all I want to do is help.” 
 
    The kitmori made a sad smirk, “You can’t help me, no one can. My therapist thought it would be a good idea to play Lewd Saga so it would help me work through my addictions. She said it would help me refocus on something other than my old party life. I don’t think she fully did her research. I joined Lewd Saga just because she kept suggesting it. At first it was fun but a little empty.” 
 
    Luci turned slightly, hugging herself and looking away, “Like any addict, I found my way to the dark underworld of Lewd Saga. I couldn’t stop myself as I fell back into bad habits. They say it’s safer but it’s still an addiction like anything else. Some are addicted to killing and conquest. I’m addicted to getting high and being used like a toy, anything to feel good. 
 
    “Once I learned my way around, I started really having fun. You know all those old femme fatale movies? Well, I wanted to live that life. I took up the assassin class and haven’t looked back.” 
 
    Luci faced the troll, shadows covering her eyes, “And then you did something no one has done before. You stopped my good time….out of concern or misguided worry.” 
 
    Nero gazed at the beautiful kitmori with a heavy heart, “You don’t have to destroy yourself.” 
 
    Tears streamed down pale cheeks, “I want to destroy myself.” 
 
    The troll stepped closer, a hand touching her waist with kind, understanding eyes, “My mother overdosed on pain killers about five years ago.” 
 
    Luci looked up with wet wide eyes. 
 
    Nero smiled, “She followed the doctor’s orders after one of her surgeries. It didn’t take long for her to get hooked. Even when she went back, the doctor kept prescribing more. She was out of it for a long time. My father and I watched her waste away. We tried to hide her medication or throw it out. She somehow found another prescription. We put her in rehab and she was good for a few weeks before falling back into her habits.” 
 
    Nero’s smile faded, “I found her when it was all over. The doctors wouldn’t acknowledge it was their fault. It’s why I don’t work well with people in power. You put your trust in them and they stab you in the back and play innocent. No one is innocent but that doesn’t mean there aren’t good people out there.” 
 
    “Is that why you play a shadowmancer, to punish the wicked?” Luci tried to smile but it only came out a sad lip quiver. 
 
    Nero smiled once again, “I play a shadowmancer because even here, the people in power need to be taught a lesson. My former co-workers are part of that foul way of thinking. Someone needs to show them they can’t get away with it.” 
 
    Luci leaned closer, pressing her hands to Nero’s chest, “I’m sorry about your mother.” 
 
    Nero gave a slight nod, “Thank you. I’m sorry you’re hurting.” 
 
    Luci gave a shy smirk, “The pain is less right now.” 
 
    The kitmori leaned in, wrapping her arms around Nero’s waist and pressing the side of her face to his chest. The troll curled his arms around, holding her close. Fingers ran through her hair and the troll kissed the top of her head, between pointed ears. 
 
    Serenity washed over the two broken souls as they held each other, lost in comforting bliss.  
 
    Luci looked up with a playful grin, “I lied about not having a tent.” 
 
    Nero smiled, eyes lost to her beauty. The moment shattered when something big crashed into the bushes. The two players looked in the direction the commotion and broke their embrace. Nero drew his short sword. Luci put a hand to her waist and pulled a sword out of thin air. The two crept closer to the spot where something lay in the darkness. 
 
    The troll gazed through the shadows, trying to pierce the bushes. Something red and wet gleamed back in the scattered moonlight. Luci sniffed at the air, nose twitching. The forest grew silent as the two moved closer and Nero reached out. Pushing aside branches and small leaves, a hunk of something red lay on the forest floor. 
 
    “Meat,” Luci said and low growls filled the area. 
 
    The shadowmancer and kitmori moved closer, pressing their backs to each other. Senses switched into overdrive as they took in movement around them. A small giggle fell from the trees high above as large beasts moved through the darken brush. 
 
    Nero wasted no time. The player glanced to his stats in the corner of his eye and began a spell. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 244/244 
 
    Armor- 22 
 
    Dark Mana Pool(DM)- 120/120 
 
      
 
    Strength- 19 (+3) 
 
    Intelligence- 22 (+4) 
 
    Wisdom- 30 (+8)  
 
    Dexterity- 28 (+7) 
 
    Stamina- 20 (+4) 
 
    Charisma- 40 (+10)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 22 
 
    Soul Drink- 22 
 
    Sense the Dead- 18 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 14 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 27 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Raise Pale Skeleton- 10 DM 
 
    Raise Bloody Bones- 25 DM 
 
    Summon Wraith- 50 DM 
 
    Soul Drain- No cost 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Decay- 8 to 25 damage (Slow healing) 
 
    Soul Bleeder Dagger- 5 to 15 damage (48 hour lockout) 
 
    Enchanted Leather Armor- +5 Armor 
 
    Ring of Shadows- +10 Sneak 
 
    The troll channeled dark mana into a spell and cast it. Four arcane circles appeared on the ground around him. They spun with power as four red skeletons rose up. As soon as the Bloody Bones fully appeared, hulking monsters emerged from the darkness, surrounding them. 
 
    Four Bloody Bones raised! 100 DM spent; 20/120 
 
    Nero and Luci eyed the humanoid wolf monsters as the bloody bones took positions around them. Tongues hung out as demonic wolf heads centered on the couple. Low growls vibrated from thick necks as oversized clawed hands flexed. Nero counted nine but each one was the size of three men mashed together. Muscles bulged as they stalked closer, glowing red eyes filling the area in a crimson light. 
 
    “Feeding time,” giggled a voice high in the trees. 
 
    The monster wolf men growled louder as Nero and Luci stood their ground. An arrow whistled from above and sunk into a war wolf’s hunched back. The creature howled and the match was lit. A storm of monsters charged, mad howls driving them on. 
 
    Nero let his own inner beast out and charged the incoming wave of monsters. Sword out, he ran headfirst until he was within a few feet and slid down to his knees, slicing hard across. A monster’s leg came clean off as it tilted and crashed into the ground. The troll stayed low, rolling into a ball as claws swiped at him. The monsters were so big that that crashed into each other trying to attack the troll. 
 
    Red skeletons marched toward the beasts, bony hands out and grasping at thick fur and draining energy. Some of the war wolves ignored the attacks, focusing on the troll but one swung its meaty arm around and into a bloody bones. The skeleton stumbled back as the wolf monster pounced, claws slashing at red bones. The bloody bones fought on until hit points drained and parts flew off. A second later, a large hand clamped on a skull and crushed it to dust. 
 
    Nero rolled to his knees and drove his short sword into a monster’s belly. Twisting the blade, he pulled it out and rolled away as a clawed hand came down. The shadowmancer could feel the destruction of one of his bloody bones. Still moving, he felt the remaining three turn their attacks on one war wolf. This time, red bony hands dug into thick flesh and drained the beast’s energy. It howled as the bloody bones pulled away chunks of flesh, fur and even bone. Cracks appeared along the beast’s body before fingers dug into it again, shattering it to pieces. 
 
    While Nero took the low ground, Luci took the high one. Nimble as bird, the kitmori jumped up and landed sideways on a tree, sword slicing outward. The blade sank into a thick neck and she changed her footing, spinning her entire body with the blade still in the monster’s neck. The head separated from the body and it crumbled into shards of greenish light. 
 
    Defying gravity, she leapt off sideways to a thick tree branch. Body swinging upside down, her sword made a long arc, slicing across the war wolf’s eyes and another war wolf’s neck. Stunned, the creatures tried to barrel through but Luci swung up, planted her feet and jumped higher. An arrow appeared out of the dark trees and the kitmori smacked it away with her blade. Falling, she landed on a branch and ran along it, body low and sword stabbing down into a war wolf skull. The creature gurgled as cracks of light appeared and it shattered. 
 
    Nero moved like a contained typhoon. Body shifting and dodging incoming claws, the troll continued to keep the monsters at bay with stab and run attacks. The monster’s size kept them from getting an accurate strike on the troll and some of them bashed into trees. The shadowmancer dived for ground, claws missing his face as he rolled back onto his feet. Twisting his body, he slashed hard across a wolf monster’s back and kept moving.  
 
    The shadowmancer wondered what Rikk was so worried around. The brutes couldn’t work together fast enough to land a single strike. They bumbled around, growling and slashing at anything too close, sometimes each other. The troll noticed Luci was moving with phenomenal dexterity as she leapt from branch to branch, slicing and leaping. Another Bloody Bones cracked and fell away as large claws slashed across its skeletal chest. Despite the loss of two skeletons, Nero felt they were going to clean this up in matter of moments. 
 
    One of the war wolves screeched a strange howl. Red eyes blazed bright as the growls fell away. Nero drove his blade into a monster’s stomach when a large hand grabbed the blade to keep him from pulling it out. The troll looked up as the war wolves didn’t behave like a pack of animals. Certain intelligence took over and they began to move as one. 
 
    Nero pulled again only to be rewarded with claws slicing into his shoulder. 
 
    You have taken 27 damage! HP: 217/244 
 
    “Shit!” Nero grunted as he twisted the blade.  
 
    This time, the war wolf let go, only to slash outward again across Nero’s chest. 
 
    You have taken 34 damage!  HP: 183/244 
 
    Nero rolled away and back to his feet, body heaving. The war wolves moved as a unit, focusing on him and charging all at once. Luci sliced at one but it dodged, the blade missing by inches.  
 
    The remaining six war wolves charged at the troll, claws out but glowing eyes centered on him. Two bloody bones moved to intercept, red bony hands slashing at the monsters. The war wolves didn’t slow down as they drove claws and shoulders into the red skeletons, scattering their bones to the forest floor. 
 
    Taking a cue from Luci, the troll bent his knees and launched himself upwards onto a low hanging branch. A clawed hand sliced up, shattering the branch. Nero tried to jump again only for the branch to give way under him. Falling, another clawed hand stabbed into him, penetrating his body and slamming him to the ground. 
 
    You have taken 67 damage! HP: 116/244    
 
    The shadowmancer bounced from the ground, sword swinging blindly. The edge cut against a leg but the monsters were on him, claws raised. 
 
    Luci leapt from a branch and drove her sword into one of the monster’s backs. Blade sinking halfway, it ignored her as they pressed their attack. Claws rained down as Nero slashed upwards. A hand separated from a wrist but the remaining claws slashed at his prone form. 
 
    You have taken 92 damage! HP: 24/244 
 
    Nero struggled to roll away. His armor absorbed some the damage but one more good hit and he was done for. A sliver of weakness filled his muscles as he rolled to his feet and back peddled. The war wolves were stationary for a moment before they split. Three of them charged the troll while the one Luci stood on with her sword in its back and two others turned on her. The kitmori leapt off the monsters back and onto a branch. The kitmori darted along the branch as oversized claws shattered it to kindling with each swipe. 
 
    Nero wiped blood from the corner of his mouth and drew his dagger. The three war wolves moved in closer, silent as a grave. 
 
    “Don’t get hit, “Nero whispered to himself and charged. 
 
    Thick arms lashed out but the player moved like water. Body bending, he dodged each incoming strike before stepping close and slashing upwards. Muscles opened up as the blade finished its arc and a dagger buried into a gut. Spinning away, the war wolves pressed their attack. Arms moved in calculated strikes as the troll parried claws. The battle turned into a dance and the player knew one wrong move and he was dead. 
 
    Luci jumped to a higher branch and another arrow whistled from the trees. Spinning away, the arrow missed her by inches as she landed another branch. The war wolves charged the trunk of the tree, large claws smashing the base into large chunks of kindling. The tree trembled and creaked. 
 
    Nero spun and slashed, using the trees around him as cover. The war wolves saw through the deception, anticipating each strike and returning with their own. Nero could feel the claws pass inches from his body. The battle began to turn in the monster’s favor and the shadowmancer was hanging on by a thread. 
 
    “Fucking War Wolves!” a voice shouted into the forest. 
 
    Rikk appeared, energy rippling around his raised hands, pointing them at Nero’s group of monsters. 
 
    “Keep them busy,” Rikk commanded as he unleashed magical fury. 
 
    Nero dodged and spun away as thick lightning bolts lit of the darken forest. A war wolf turned to the incoming lightning and tried to dodge. Instead, its arm and shoulder completely separated from its body and flew in different directions. The monster’s body shattered a second later. 
 
    Rikk’s eyes were wide as he grinned evilly. Lightning streams slashed across the dark forest, slamming into two war wolves reaching for Luci. The kitmori stared in astonishment as lightning ripped two of them to pieces.  
 
    The mage turned his arms, pouring on the lightning and redirecting it to the two war wolves on Nero. The troll took advantage of the display of power, driving his sword into a war wolf’s throat. The creature growled before shattering into shards of light. The other one charged, only to be cut down from Rikk’s lightning stream. The monster fell to the ground, mewling and the smell of burnt fur filling the area. Nero stepped over and drove his short sword and his dagger into its head. 
 
    Luci ran across a branch as the remaining war wolf jumped up to slash at her while another arrow whistled down from the trees. The kitmori threw herself forward, hand catching a branch and flipping her body up. The arrow missed and lightning crashed into the remaining monster. The creature howled as it was torn to pieces by Rikk’s power. 
 
    A thin little man in black leather, holding a bow, leapt to another tree. Pulling an arrow, he watched as Luci flipped up to a branch and then another. Pulling back on the bow string, he aimed with a fading smile. Luci was quick, spinning and jumping upwards in a blur. 
 
    “Bye bye,” the rogue whispered as he was about to let go of the bowstring.  
 
    Light lit up the night as lightning crashed into the tree trunk holding the rogue. The vibration knocked the rogue’s aim off as he released. The arrow slipped through the air, missing the kitmori as she reached another branch. Golden eyes stared at the rogue as she made one final leap.  
 
    The rogue let gravity take hold as he jumped. Luci’s blade sliced up, nicking his shoulder. The rogue giggled as he fell, giving the kitmori the middle finger. Turning his body to catch a branch, eyes widened as Nero was below him, eyes hard and blades in hand. 
 
    The rogue grabbed a branch and swung his body only for the troll to leap up and hack at his lower leg. Damaged registered as the rogue lost his grip and spiraled outward. Hitting a branch and then another one, the rogue spun and fell, seeing Nero’s smiling blue face. 
 
    The shadowmancer drove his sword upwards as the rogue came down. The point stabbed into his chest and the weight of the rogue’s body pressed down until it hit the hilt. Nero grinned as the rogue’s body cracked and shattered into hundreds of pieces. 
 
    Nero let out a breath as he sank to his knees. Luci leapt down from branch to branch until she landed on the ground. Racing to the troll, she fell to her knees, arms around him. 
 
    Rikk stepped closer, a crazy look in his eye and a mad smile on his lips.  
 
    “You two are alright,” the mage said with a light edge, “We make a good team.” 
 
    Nero barely nodded as he turned to Luci’s golden eyes and warm embrace. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nine 
 
    “Motherfucking war wolves,” Rikk spat. “I told you they were dangerous. Those fuckers connect like a hive mind when they’re threatened and move together as a single fighting unit. Fuckers are diabolical.” 
 
    The blue haired mage looked down at Nero and Luci, “You both seem fine.” 
 
    Nero and Luci looked to each other and began laughing. Rikk stared, eyes half closed. 
 
    “Thank you Rikk for the save,” Nero managed as his regeneration began kicking in. 
 
    “What took you so long?” Luci smiled. 
 
    Rikk kept his tired stare, “The lightning cannon spells need a little time to gather up my mana. I wasn’t rushing in until the big guns were ready.” 
 
    “It’s appreciated,” Nero said as wounds slowly began to close. 
 
    The mage nodded, “I doubt we will run into any more tonight. They are highly territorial. Another pack won’t even think of checking the area out for a few nights.” 
 
    Luci held the wounded troll close, pressing her cheek to his hair.  
 
    Rikk eyed them for a long moment.  
 
    “Do you need help back to camp,” Rikk clearing asking because it was the polite thing to do but not really wanting to do it. 
 
     “I think we’re fine,” Luci said matter of fact. 
 
    Nero looked up to her, the kitmori’s eyes distant and a small smile on her lips. 
 
    “Allllllrrright,” Rikk said before turning around and walking back to camp. 
 
    “Keep it down. I want to get some sleep,” the mage shouted as he made his way back to the glowing camp light. 
 
    Luci pulled herself from Nero and stood up. Hand moving behind her, she pulled something out of thin air and took a few steps back. Nero watched as she held a rolled up bundle in her furry hands. With a mischievous smirk, she threw it in the air. 
 
    Nero watched as the bundle popped into a tent and floated down. It touched the ground, flaps unfurling and small torches appearing around the tent. Astonished, the troll slowly stood up. Luci rushed to him and held him up as he leaned on her. 
 
    “Where did you get this?” 
 
    Luci grinned, “You can buy one in any of the high end magic shops. Makes virtual life a little easier when you can throw a pop up tent and everything is ready for you.” 
 
    The kitmori guided the wounded troll to the open flap of the tent. Nero ducked his head slightly as he stepped in. As soon as he made one step inside, Luci pushed him in and closed the tent flap behind them. The mood shifted and a heat quickly filled the tent. Nero barely had a chance to see the thick furs lining the inside when the kitmori gently pushed him down. 
 
    Nero sat and glanced at his wounds and hit points. He was healing but it would be another hour before he was back to full. Luci stood before him, eyes watching as she reached up and pulled at the shoulders of her outfit. They were barely pulled over the shoulder before she looked to his wounds. 
 
    “Can you?” 
 
    Nero looked to the beautiful fox woman, “I think so.” 
 
    Luci let go of the fabric and knelt down before the troll, “I don’t want to rush....” 
 
    “But you do,” Nero smiled, “So do I.” 
 
    The kitmori bowed her head, “I meant it before. You can do anything you want.” 
 
    Nero eyed her, “You really like submission?” 
 
    Pink touched her cheeks, “It is one of my chosen kinks. I also like….” Luci hesitated before her fingers tightened into fists on her thighs, “….I like something else. Have you ever heard of free use?” 
 
    Nero gave her a kind gaze, “No, but it sounds fun.” 
 
    Luci nodded, “It’s when you give your partner permission to use you, anytime and anywhere. You can set up a rule for certain situations but for the most part, I am yours to do what you want.” 
 
    “And…you like that?”  
 
    Luci nodded again, “It is freeing and a turn on. You can take me anytime the urge hits and I can’t say no….not that I would.” 
 
    “Have you explored that kink with others?” 
 
    “A few times but they took it as a means to abuse. The true meaning is unable to control your desires and allowing your partner to be the key to unleashing your urges.” 
 
    The kitmori continued, “I don’t give it to anybody…but maybe I will give you permission.” 
 
    Nero leaned back, laying on the thick furs and letting out an exhausted sigh, “Thank you for considering me.” 
 
    Luci eyed him, worry bleeding into the corners of her eyes. Nero looked to her and saw the concern that she may have said too much and turned him off. 
 
    “It’s okay. I don’t think anything bad of it. Just something I’m mentally getting used to,” Nero said in a comforting tone. 
 
    Luci lips curved into a shy smile, “What are you into? I’m sure it’s very kinky.” 
 
    Nero turned on his side, dark eyes on her smooth neck, “I don’t know if you can handle it. I’m into some pretty kinky stuff, way over the top.” 
 
    The kitmori’s eyes sparked with interest, “Oh, like what?” 
 
    “Really kinky stuff, even if I say it, it might be too much for you,” Nero winked. 
 
    Luci’s smile grew, “Are you messing with me?” 
 
    “I don’t know; do you like it?” 
 
    The fox woman crawled over and lay on her side, facing the handsome troll, “Try me.” 
 
    “Maybe I can tell you a few, but don’t treat me weird,” Nero grinned. 
 
    “I just told you one of my darkest kinks. I think I can handle it.” 
 
    Nero took in a deep breath and let out a long sigh. 
 
    Luci’s eyes flashed, “Just tell me!”  
 
    “Alright,” the troll exhaled before returning Luci’s interested gaze, “I like…….kissing, cuddling and laughing.” 
 
    Luci stared, the words not registering at first but soon they hardened into an annoyed gaze, “Asshole!” 
 
    Nero kept his grin, “You don’t like those kinks?” 
 
    The kitmori sat up and hugged herself, “You have to make fun of me.” 
 
    The troll sat up, “I’m not making fun of you. I’m really into that. Life can be hard but I want my love life to be bright, especially here in the game.” 
 
    Luci pulled her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around them, “And here I thought we were the same.” 
 
    Nero looked to her with a playful smirk, “I didn’t tell you my other two kinks.” 
 
    The kitmori’s ear twitched and she barely turned her attention t him, “You only picked five?” 
 
    Nero nodded, “I left one open in case there was something I wanted to try. But I can tell you my fourth one, if you wish?” 
 
    Luci nodded. 
 
    “A mild somnophilia, it’s a sleeping kink. You wake up your partner or they wake you from sleep by…well…you know. I would never do it without permission but it has always been a fantasy of mine.” 
 
    Luci’s eyes glittered in the dim light, “I can work with that. Have you done that with anyone yet?” 
 
    Nero shook his head, “No, not yet.” 
 
    Luci’s smile returned, “I did say you could do anything you wanted to me.” 
 
    A rush of heat ran up Nero’s neck but a shadow touched his eyes and he glanced down, “Luci, about the fairy dust….” 
 
    The kitmori reached up and touched his cheek, “We can talk about it another time.” 
 
    The two stared at one another for a long breath of time. Eyes drank in each other’s beauty and the primal heat was there, taunting each other like a moth to a flame. Two damaged souls found each other and now their spirits cried out to be whole again. Nero never thought it could feel like this, free and no judgments. Luci’s eyes glowed as she looked to the strong troll, feeling more like her true self then she ever did before. The magic spiraled between them before it flashed into wanting desire. 
 
    Nero reached out and touched her shoulder but the fox coiled and pounced. The troll was knocked onto his back. Nero laughed as Luci moved with purpose. She clawed at his armor and clothes, trying to pull it off while her own outfit slipped down her shoulders. Nero smiled as her cleavage became more and more exposed. Not wanting to deny her of what she desired, the shadowmancer pressed a palm to his chest. Armor, clothes and weapons all faded from view as he lay naked, blue skin dark in the warm light. 
 
    Luci eyed him, taking in his toned body. Eyes drifted down until she stopped at his trollhood, stirring from its wilted slumber. Veins rose along the shaft and a terrible hunger took hold of the kitmori. Pale fingers moved to her disheveled outfit and pulled it down. Firm breasts practically popped from her confining clothes, pink nipples pointing. 
 
    Luci looked to the troll, eyes moving along him and taking in his closing wounds. She wanted nothing more than have the troll ravage her to his satisfaction but the wounds concerned her. Standing on her knees, she pushed down her outfit until it puddle around her.  
 
    Nero gazed upon her, taking in sensual curves and golden haired valley. Breasts bounced as she slipped the outfit off her feet and threw it aside. She could have just tapped it all away but this was much more fun. Kneeling down, fingers moved down her stomach and touched the thin strip of hair along her budding valley.   
 
    The troll curled an arm under his head, watching her as she touched herself to his steady gaze. The tent was warm, borderline hot but the couple didn’t seem to mind as they enjoyed the company.  Luci’s ears twitched as she touched her glowing nub, massaging it slowly. A small gasp fell from her lips as she tried to ease into a nice tempo. 
 
    Nero watched, the only part of his body betraying him was his stiffing member. Luci looked to it with half closed eyes and bit her lip. She massaged her clit a little faster, a moan rising up. The troll knew she was doing it to him on purpose so he decided to return the favor. Nero’s free hand moved from his hip and took hold of his hard cock. His strong hand stroked as the kitmori played with herself.  
 
    The two players were caught in mutual bliss and each urged the other to break their stride. Taunting, Luci rubbed in deep circles while Nero stroked slowly to the beautiful fox. The air grew thick with moans as they watched each other to see who would break first. Luci’s tail shifted around from behind and ran along Nero’s exposed thigh. The fur sent tingles along his body, causing blood to leave his brain and pool to his rock hard member. 
 
    Nero broke first, sitting up and grabbing the kitmori. Luci let out a yelp as the troll brought her in close and onto his lap, throbbing cock between them. A warm comfort took hold as she snuggled into his chest. Dark blue lips pressed to hers as strong hands ran down her arm, grazing her firm breast. Moans welled up as Nero’s hand travelled down further, caressing her thigh before moving to her closed legs.  
 
    Luci played with him, refusing to part her legs but that only embolden the troll. Strong fingers pressed and moved between her thighs, forcing them open. Luci took both of her hands and touched his cheeks, lips pressed and tongues dancing. Nero held her close, fingers touching her wet valley and grazing her glowing nub. Luci pulled away, a wet moan rising up. She couldn’t fight her urges to play any longer. Creamy thighs parting, she let the troll invade her pink folds, caressing and massaging her clit. 
 
    Nero pressed his lips to her neck, tasting and taking in her scent. The fur along her legs tickled his legs but it only added a flavor to the close encounter. Luci shifted her body, pressing her back to him and moving her tail aside. The troll’s cock sprang up between her parted thighs and she caressed the tip while Nero continued to play with her. 
 
    Luci moved her bottom against the troll, teasing him with wet treasure. Nero found it difficult to think as he wanted to invade her tight valley. Ears twitching, the kitmori ran fingers down the throbbing shaft and then planted her feet. With a small push upwards, the tip of Nero’s cock slipped against her wet valley and the tip pushed in. Gravity took over as the kitmori sank down, taking inch after inch. 
 
    “Oh…how did that happen,” Luci said like an airhead. 
 
    The troll laughed as she sank down to the hilt and gently moved her hips to him. Nero reached around and gently grabbed her full breasts, fingers pressing against sensitive nipples. Luci let out a long moan, eyes closing and hips moving. Their embrace carried on for a lifetime, not wanting to break the sliver of space between them. 
 
    Nero’s wounds seemed to close faster as the kitmori upped the tempo. Blood pumping, the player guessed that the more turned on he was, the faster he healed. He laughed again at how thoughtful the creators of the game were to think of such details. All thoughts fell to the wayside as Luci moved like a caged animal, hungry for more. 
 
    “Oh…you…feel so fucking…good….” Luci gasped as she couldn’t stop herself. 
 
    Nero’s hands dropped to her waist and helped her along as she bounced on his lap. Inner walls parted as his thick blue cock thickened. Luci let out another moan, eyes closed and unable to stop herself. 
 
    “Do what you want….” Luci whispered. 
 
    Nero ignored her, kissing the back of her neck and helping her on his rock hard cock. As far as he knew, he was doing what he wanted. Thoughts bloomed in the cloud of bliss. The player knew she wanted to be dominated. Seeing how she was since they first met, she wanted to be his toy, to play with as he saw fit. The player didn’t have a lot of practice with such a free spirit but as his hunger grew, so did his desire to please. 
 
    Shifting his hips, the troll turned Luci onto the thick furs. The kitmori’s eyes went wide as she was face down into comfortable furs, ass up. Nero never broke the connection as she moved his hips, slowly spearing her tight world. Luci’s fingers curled into the furs and her eyes rolled into her head. She whimpered small inner moans as her body bounced to each strong but gentle thrust. Connected, she was on her knees and upper body pressed down in the sea of furs. Nero held her by one hand at the soft spot where her ass and waist met. With a degree of strength, he controlled the tempo, moving her to him and he plunged into her. 
 
    Luci couldn’t deny it, she felt the power in his hand, hips and cock as he controlled her. Wetness spilled and that only made the troll harder. Nero was lost to the sensations when he glanced to the corner of his vision. His dark mana was still at 20 points and it did not regenerate. Looking down at the kitmori, his first instinct was to ask to drink some of her soul. Thinking again, he knew what the answer would be before she said anything. Wynn had mentioned that soul drinking during the act would heighten the experience for both or many parties involved. Never having a chance to test it; now was turning into the perfect moment. The troll reached out with his left hand and held it over her back.  
 
    Luci’s thick tail flopped to the side as her body bounced to deep thrusts. Wild ecstasy rolled through her as the emptiness she always felt was filled to the brim. Something dark touched her back and invaded her body. Eyes opening, a dark energy coiled around her heart. Tendrils of bliss spiked and surged through her form as the sound of skin on skin filled the tent. 
 
    “What…what…” Luci tried to speak but the words were caught in her throat. 
 
    “Relax….I just need to replenish some of my dark mana…” Nero said with a confident edge. 
 
    The sound of his voice and the energy sucking at her digital heart grew into an uncontrollable storm. Eyes rolling into her head, bliss surged through her body. The dark power stealing her hit points only added fuel to the already large blaze. Nerves tightened to the breaking point as and the damn began to crack. Spirals ran along her nearly vibrating body and she thrust her ass to him, sinking his cock to the hilt again and again. 
 
    The dam cracked again and then exploded. Luci let out an animalistic cry as her body shuddered. She never slowed down as she pushed against him, squeezing his cock and desperate moans spilling out. Nero drew hit points from her as they surged into a blinding light in his vision. Instead of one dark mana point for one hit point, it surged into 3 dark mana points for every single hit point.  
 
    Nero smiled as Luci became unhinged. Orgasm exploding, the world didn’t make sense as another orgasm crashed into her, followed by another. Tears welled as eyes stayed rolled into her head. Moans lessened and were replaced with growling grunts, her inner walls squeezing the thick troll. 
 
    When the symphony reached its crescendo, it was Luci who reached behind and took hold of Nero’s hip, bringing him forward with her. The kitmori collapsed onto the furs, the troll still deep within. Face buried, she bit her lip in satisfaction as Nero continued to fuck her. 
 
    Nero wasn’t at full but he would have to take more later, after she recovered a bit. Pressing his body on her, Luci took comfort on the strong weight. The troll felt like a strong blanket and she was powerless. Nero’s own urges reared up as he found himself picking up the tempo. They continued on and on, lost to heavenly bliss. 
 
    Luci turned her head onto its side. Hands moved into one of her dimensional pockets. Bodies moving to a primal rhythm, she didn’t realize she was pulling out a small sack. 
 
    Nero looked to her hand as a small sack appeared and fingers began to open it. The glimpse of sparking fairy dust appeared. Eyes moved to the kitmori as her eyes were half closed and mind in a faraway place. The player recognized the addict behavior and was stunned for a moment. He could see she didn’t even know she was doing it. The troll didn’t want to ruin the moment but he wasn’t going to let her get high while they were together. 
 
    “Luci…throw it away,” Nero said with a dominate tone and burying his cock to the hilt. 
 
    Golden eyes drank in the sparkling dust as bliss curled around every nerve. The want was there, to take some to add to the beautiful experience but the tone in Nero’s voice stayed her hand.  
 
    “Luci….throw it away,” Nero repeated, a hand reaching over and caressing her neck. 
 
    That simple touch was enough. Luci curled her fingers around it and threw it up. Nero grabbed it and tossed it out of the tent flap with a mighty swing. Turning his body to the kitmori, she looked to him with one eye and a smile. Nero grabbed her and lifted her up. Not breaking the connection, he turned her around and laid her on her back. Legs curled around the troll’s waist as she laid, breasts bouncing.  
 
    Nero dived down on her, holding her close as he thrust down to the hilt. Luci held him from under his arms, snuggling close. Bodies joined, she squeezed his cock, trying to coax his seed from him. Fuzzy ears tickled the troll’s smooth skin as his cock thickened. Luci let out a whimpering cry, tears of joy leaking from her eyes and damaged spirit. 
 
    Nero held her tight, driving himself home as his cock expanded in her tight valley. Luci’s mouth made a perfect O as molten come spurted. Squeezing, she milked him as the troll could barely contain himself. Grunts rose up as hips moved of their own accord. The troll grabbed the back of the kitmori’s hair, making her face him. Luci looked up with innocent eyes, another spurt of come filling her tight space.  
 
    Nero gazed into her golden eyes, leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. Bodies clutched at each other as the final spurt of come surged into the kitmori. Luci held on, tongues playing as they both moved slow, energy spent. When they parted, they looked to each other and smiled. 
 
    “I’m not done,” they said in unison before bursting into laughter. 
 
    The laughter died as they stayed joined, basking in the serene afterglow, hearts mending and scars fading to the universe. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ten 
 
    The swirl of dreams faded as eyes opened. The morning glow touched the tent but Nero found his face buried in Luci’s silky hair. The warmth between them was intoxicating and earthy scents flowed like rivers from in a primal forest. The kitmori’s back pressed against the troll, spooning into him. Nero took in deep breaths, savoring her milky scent and the curve of her body into his. Luci’s thick tail curved over his hip and it remained still as a stone. 
 
    The troll instantly noticed he was hard, cock sandwiched between curvy cheeks. Cock throbbing, it begged to enter the kitmori once more for release. The gentle rise of Luci’s chest and serene pulse showed she was still fast asleep, cuddled in the troll’s touch. 
 
    Luci’s words echoed through his mind and he smiled to himself. A deeper thought bloomed and the player knew what he wanted to do. Letting go of her smooth hip, the troll raised a hand and called up a 2D screen. Nero kept his movements light as to not wake the sleeping fox woman. Scrolling through the screen, he located what he was looking for and tapped it. The screen blinked and faded from view. 
 
    Nero lowered his hand to Luci’s warm thigh, fingers touching her perfect skin. The troll’s primal needs roared. Darkness touched his eyes as he knew he could not deny them any longer. Hips moving, the troll’s thick cock pressed against Luci. Fingers glided down, over her thigh until they snaked in between them. Luci’s lips parted but her eyes remained closed as the troll took a gentle hold and parted her thighs. 
 
    Cock throbbing, the troll slid down a number of inches. Luci’s heartbeat was slow as fingers glided along her inner thigh and touched her pink valley. The troll grinned further as wetness greeted his finger tips. Adjusting his position, he pushed the tip to her parted line. The tip snuggled to her valley and wetness coated the end. Nero gave a small push, the head of his cock opening her valley like a rose in the morning light.  
 
    Luci whispered a long exhale as inches pushed in, parting her inner walls. Eyes fluttering, confusion reared its head before it splashed in a river of bliss. Taking a deep breath, hips began to move of their own accord. Before long, she was pushing her ass against the troll while his thick member reached the hilt. Breathing grew between them as bodies joined and once again began their private dance. 
 
    Luci let out a long moan as a strong hand clutched at her ample breast and squeezed. Finger running over her nipple, eyes fluttered open but they rolled into her head. Soreness filled the kitmori but even the pain could not deny the full feeling she had with the sexy troll invading her. Helping him along, she moved into him as he pushed into her until they met in the middle. Like two well versed lovers, they milked pleasure from one another. Nero clutched the kitmori to him and she surrendered to his will. 
 
    Cock thickening, Nero wasn’t sure how long he would last. The turn on was blinding him as she moved against him. Raised veins pushed against tight lips, the scent of their union filling the tent. Luci pressed her head to his chest as ears pointed up. A hand reached back and grabbed a fistful of dark hair, holding on as his spear worked its magic. Nerves curled as a deep pulse grew louder and louder. Luci bit her lip because if she didn’t the forest would wake to her thrilling moans. 
 
    Nero’s skin was alive with heat and the touch of Luci’s fur. Maddening urges pressed at his spirit, breaking chains and roaring for release. Inches appeared and disappeared as wetness spilled down from inner thighs. Moans sang as bodies writhed. Worlds caught fire and an inner light flashed. 
 
    Nero groaned as his cock thickened, Luci’s inner walls squeezed as nerves burned and then exploded. The space between them grew electric as bodies pushed to the breaking point. A ragged moan fell from Luci’s lips as an orgasm blazed across her being. Nero grunted as he thrust as deep as he could go, come surging and spurting from the tip. Warmth exploded and the two players were drowning in ecstasy.  
 
    Luci never let go, squeezing the troll, pulling spurts of come from his cock. Nero held her to him, eyes lost as pleasure rippled through him. The two kept moving, milking every last drop of bliss but their inner demons crying out for more. When the last bit of pleasure rolled through them, the two relaxed and stayed on their sides, holding one another. 
 
    You have attained In the Shadow of Love! You gain +10 HP and +2 Stamina!  
 
    “Good morning,” Luci whispered. 
 
    “Good morning,” Nero whispered as the stat alert scrolled across his vision. 
 
    The serene moment was lost when a throat cleared outside the tent. 
 
    “Could you two hurry up? We have a contract to complete!” 
 
    The kitmori turned her head to look up at the troll. The troll looked down at her loving eyes and they both let out a laugh. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning moved along. The three assassins packed away their camp and began their journey to Rork. Rikk led the way as the troll and kitmori followed. The mood was bright except for the mage who spent it grumbling about losing time because two players needed to fuck their brains out. 
 
    Nero walked on, eyes glancing to Luci and his mind wandering off at times. The night and morning felt amazing and a weight left his wide shoulders. Never in his life did he feel such a connection. He wished it would rattle him but it didn’t. It was natural and the dark lust for revenge cooled into the background. Helping Luci fight her inner demons seemed to bring a focus he hadn’t had in a long time. She was damaged just as he was and there was a solace in that. A thought crawled into his mind that maybe she was playing him so she could win. The troll snickered to himself. He knew it wasn’t true and he laughed internally. 
 
    Luci spotted the faint snicker and smiled, “What are you laughing about?” 
 
    Nero glanced to her with warm eyes, “Thinking about last night and this morning. Thinking you may be doing this to knock me off my guard and win the contract.” 
 
    Luci returned his smile with her own, “If I was going to do that, I would have seduced Rikk first and then slain him, making it look like an accident.” 
 
    Ahead of them, Rikk barked out a laugh, “No chance sweet heart. I don’t do the nasty until a contract is complete.” 
 
    Nero picked up the pace to walk alongside the mage, “Rikk, what is this all about? You seem capable of handling this on your own. Not that we mind but why are you travelling with us?” 
 
    The blue-haired mage kept his eyes forward as they walked along the wide stream, “I have my reasons. Plus, you both seem to need the help.” 
 
    Nero raised an eyebrow, “I find that hard to believe you’re doing this out of the kindness of your own heart.” 
 
    Rikk’s face soured, “Why do you ask so many questions?” 
 
    Luci moved up to Rikk’s right, “He needs something from us.” 
 
    The mage’s face hardened, “We need to complete the contract. Then we can talk about splitting the reward.” 
 
    Nero’s eyes narrowed, “Out with it Rikk.” 
 
    The mage was silent for a long moment as they walked, “It’s nice to have company sometimes.” 
 
    Nero and Luci looked to each other before turning their eyes to the mage. 
 
    “What?” Nero asked. 
 
    Luci eyed the mage, “The stories about you are true. You’re difficult to group with.” 
 
    Rikk gave her a sideways glance, “Lies spread by my enemies.” 
 
    Nero eyed the mage and the kitmori, a question mark filling his brow. 
 
    Luci continued, “The rumors speak of how entire groups have been wiped out when you join them. When you run in assassin circles, news gets around. That’s why when we first saw him; I thought we could circle around.” 
 
    Rikk’s brow softened, “All taken out of context. What they never say is every one of those groups tried to betray me.” 
 
    The troll turned his eyes forward, “No one is innocent. I mean no disrespect but what happened where your own party groups tried to kill you?” 
 
    Rikk lifted a hand up and rubbed the bridge of his nose, “So you’re not going to let this go, are you?” 
 
    “If we are going to work together, no,” Nero said matter of fact. 
 
    The mage continued his pace, staff clicking against river stones, “Fine. I can be difficult to group with because everyone around me is a raging moron. Players spend their time fucking, gaining gear and more fucking. They wonder why they never get ahead because they can’t focus beyond their dicks and pussies.” 
 
    Rikk looked to Luci, eyes dropping to her chest, “And least we forget, tits.” 
 
    Nero and Luci eyed the mage before they burst out laughing.  
 
    A storm cloud appeared over Rikk’s head, lightning flashing, “I’m glad I amuse you.” 
 
    Nero wasn’t sure if it was his good mood or simply the ludicrous mage spilling his guts but it all created a warm soup for his heart. There was no denying the mage’s power but clearly he had issues being social. Nero thought back to his life and having the same feeling when he interacted with anyone in a group setting. Even the people he formerly worked with carried fake personalities to hide their twisted wants, desires or laziness. It often drove Nero to the point of madness but hearing the mage speak brought a light he thought he would ever see; a fellow damaged soul with an axe to grind.  
 
    “Thanks for telling us. I’m sure we can work together and see about splitting the reward, if any of us survive,” Nero nodded. 
 
    “I always survive,” Rikk stated. 
 
    Luci hopped forward and walked backwards before the troll and mage, “How about none of us betray each other, no matter how bad it gets.” 
 
    “That sounds like betrayal talk to me,” Rikk smirked. 
 
    Nero thought for a moment before speaking, “No, I like this idea. Can we all spare 100,000 gold?” 
 
    Rikk and Luci looked to the troll. Nero brought up a 2D screen and began typing away. A after a few moments, he turned the screen to his companions as they strolled. The screen showed a neutral access account and a sum of 100,000 gold coins. 
 
    “I created this account and channeled 100,000 gold from my account into it. I added a stipulation where the first person betrayed and killed will receive the whole amount. If we all put in a 100K, the player betrayed will receive 300K in gold coins. It has a timer and our names added. The account will remotely watch our actions. If we turn on one another, it will detect how we died and if it’s by one of our hands, that player will get the whole amount.” 
 
    The group stopped walking and eyed the 2D screen. 
 
    Rikk rubbed his jaw, “This is pretty clever,” and then reached forward and tapped at the screen, sending 100k gold to the account. 
 
    Luci stepped over next and did the same, “Keeping assassins honest with the promise of gold. I like the way you think, shadowmancer.” 
 
    The screen faded from view and Nero looked to the mage and Kitmori, “Now that we have a small safety net between us, I feel better taking on the last six competitors for the prize.” 
 
    Rikk and Luci nodded as they once again started walking, kingdom walls rising up above the tree line in the distance. 
 
    *** 
 
    The kingdom gates were wide open as three players joined the stream of people walking in. Nero took it in with restrained wonder. The streets were cobblestone. The buildings were a mixture of wood and stone, crafted into beautiful homes and places of business. Vendors crowded the streets, calling out to people as they entered, peddling their wares. Players mixed with NPC’s with an easy going atmosphere clouding the streets. 
 
    Nero was enjoying the city sights but duty stabbed into his mind. Senses at full alert and hood up, he stared out past the buildings to the main keep on the other side of the city. High walls and guards walking along showed it was a fortress to be reckoned with. Oversized scorpion crossbows lined the walls, some pointed up while others were pointed down. Even at this distance, Rork castle looked like a blunted fist, its shadow over the city. 
 
    Eyes lowering, the troll drank in the number of guards on the streets as they walked in. The armor they wore and swords at their hips or backs gleamed in the daylight, well oiled and sparkling. They didn’t have the appearance of a beaten down force. Nero thought it was quite the opposite. They appeared to be well groomed and competent as they watched the crowds with knowing gazes. The city was open and may be tolerate of all races but they watched like hawks for the slightest chance of disruption. 
 
    Nero leaned closer to Luci, ready to whisper what he saw when a dark shadow touched his mind. The kitmori glanced at the troll, eyes showing a sliver of concern. 
 
    “What is it?” Luci asked. 
 
    Nero walked, mouth closed and eyes darting. The strange shadow licked his mind and he couldn’t push it away. Glancing down, tendrils of darkness slithered between each cobblestone and a dark chill crawled over him like a cold worm. The player knew this feeling well. Every time he walked through a graveyard or entered a dungeon, the chill of death kissed his heart, wanting to drink every drop of life. 
 
    The sun shined as Nero spent a charisma point and activated his Sense the Dead ability. Under his feet, ghostly light appeared and death touched every nerve with a sickening diseased bite.  
 
    “This place reeks of the dead,” Nero said plainly. 
 
    Rikk let an evil smile slip, “It should. Rork is a kingdom where the surface is all bright and sunny but it was built on the backs of the dead. Drikken Rork, employed slaves to build the kingdom to what he wanted. He worked them until they died and used necromancy to raise them again to continue working. The kingdom was built but he had a large undead force. With the dragons in power, he put the dead to work, building a maze like catacombs under the city to store them until he could use them another time. 
 
    “Books tell that over time and several generations later, the Rork family line lost control of the dead. They employed necromancers to keep them sealed below the city, never to venture to the surface again.” 
 
    Rikk pointed to a manhole cover in the street. Nero and Luci looked to it, strange arcane symbols carved into its metal surface. 
 
    “It’s easy entering the catacombs but chances are you won’t make it out alive,” Rikk finished. 
 
    Nero sensed the dead as they walked. Decayed hands reached up, trying to touch the ceiling of their tomb, calling out to the shadowmancer. 
 
    Rikk took lead and splintered off from the main street. Nero and Luci followed. The streets grew grim as they walked along. The populace thinned but there were still people on the streets, walking to their next destinations. Luci surveyed the area while Rikk walked ahead. 
 
    “I take it you have a plan,” Nero said to the mage. 
 
    Rikk nodded without looking back, “Do your research and always be prepared.” 
 
    Nero nodded when a cloaked figure stepped too close and bumped into him. The shadowmancer’s hands fell to his blades as he looked to the figure. Red eyes stared at him with crimson confusion. A thin dark face peeked from under a hood and white hair glowed around a thin neck. Luci stopped and watched as Rikk continued to walk ahead. 
 
    “Excuse me….I….” the figure trailed off. 
 
    Nero eyed her, thinking she was an assassin on the contract but the lost look in her eyes said something else. She appeared confused and unsure what to do, standing before the troll with wide eyes. Red iris’s focused and refocused as if unable to process what she was looking at. An icy heat flowed outward and touched the shadowmancer, curling around his senses. 
 
    “Can I help you?” Nero asked, unsure what else to say. 
 
    The figure lifted their eyes up to meet Nero’s, “Can you hear it? Can you hear the song?” 
 
    The troll stared back, seeing the thin face and pointed ears pressing at the sides of the hood. Nero had seen enough dark elves to know what he was looking at but something enveloped his senses and he tried to cut through the fog. The dark elf reached out and touched his hand as it lay on the pommel of a blade. Darkness swirled, storming through the shadowmancer with an unusual comfort. A moment later, he heard the song, vibrating under his feet and tempting his heart to sway to its symphony. 
 
    “What….is…” Nero whispered.  
 
    “He calls…….He seeks…..” the dark elf whispered back. 
 
    Luci watched as Nero stared at nothing, the dark elf’s hand on his. Reaching out, she lightly smacked the hand away. The connection was broken and Nero stepped back a few steps, eyes lost.  
 
    The dark elf did the same, abruptly turned and walked off. Luci stared at the dark elf as she moved to a corner and disappeared around it. Eyes turning to Nero, the troll blinked as if waking from a dream. 
 
    “Something was singing. I never felt such a cold song before,” Nero said as his wits returned. 
 
    “Are you two coming?” Rikk shouted from half a block away. 
 
    Troll and Kitmori walked side by side, catching up to the gruff mage as he stood, foot tapping. 
 
    The cobwebs leaving Nero’s mind, he looked up at a sign for the “Drunk Halfling Inn”. It swung on two chains as they approached. Rikk moved to the front door, opened it and stepped it, not holding it for his companions. Nero reached out and stopped it from swinging closed, bowing to the kitmori. Luci smiled as she stepped in and the troll followed behind. 
 
    Nero took in the warm surroundings as players of all races sat, talked and drank to their hearts content. Halflings moved through with trays to provide drink and food to dwarves and Halflings dotted throughout the establishment while humans served the larger folk. Laughter filled the air and rosy cheeks smiled. 
 
    Rikk navigated the room until he reached a corner table, beckoning his companions over. Nero and Luci followed. When they reached the table, all three sat. Rikk motioned for a round of drinks to one of the servers and they nodded with a smile. The gruff mage hunkered down and looked to the troll and kitmori. 
 
    “This place is always packed. Halflings and dwarves drink a lot and there is less chance of us being overheard,” Rikk stated. 
 
    Drinks came immediately and were placed before them in big, frothy wooden mugs. 
 
    Rikk picked one up, guzzled it half of it before putting it down, “Now let’s talk about my plan.” 
 
    Nero eyed the mage, “Your plan? Not our plan?” 
 
    Rikk gave the troll an annoyed look, “Don’t get hung up on semantics. You both have been going along and dealing with problems as they come. I have had a plan since before this stupid contract was put out there. Now listen up and be quiet.” 
 
    Nero was about to say something when he decided to simply let the mage talk. He wasn’t looking for any glory in coming up with a plan. All he wanted was to get back at Lord Blight and his cronies.  
 
    Rikk leaned in, “The main keep at the other end of the city is a fortress if you didn’t notice. There are so many eyes there that scaling any wall or sneaking in through the gates will get us all killed. Good thing they don’t patrol the sewers and catacombs.” 
 
    Luci let a smirk slip, “You do need us.” 
 
    “Shut it and let me finish,” Rikk growled and continued, “We wait for nightfall and make our way through the sewers to the keep. Once inside, we make our way to the private section of the castle where Princess Treyana holds her often talked about orgies. There is no way to get an invite so we’re going to crash it.” 
 
    “You make it sound so easy,” Nero said sarcastically. 
 
    Rikk’s brow formed a hard V, “Hardly. Not only do we need to deal with the dead between here and there, we need to get by the guards and join the party. I have a plan for the last part and will tell you once we’re there.” 
 
    Nero’s eyes narrowed, “That’s why you wanted us to come along; you need me to keep the dead at bay.” 
 
    “And you need me to get us inside,” Luci said and leaned back in her chair. 
 
    Rikk grinned, “You both aren’t as dumb as I thought you were. Now before you get all pissy, yes, that’s exactly what I need you for. None of us will make it in on our own and the three of us have a better chance at pulling it off.” 
 
    Nero crossed his arms, “I have no idea if I can keep so many dead from attacking us. I’ll run out of charisma if the catacombs are as full of undead as it seems.” 
 
    Rikk smirked, “Yes but your class may give us the edge to keep the stronger ones from attacking. The dead love shadowmancers and necromancers. We don’t have to convince all of them, just the more powerful undead. We can mop up the simple ones as we go.” 
 
    “This plan seems awfully convenient for you, mage, since we will be doing most of the work” Luci said. 
 
    Rikk’s fingers curled into fists, “It will be convenient for all of us if you listen and do as I say.” 
 
    “So you can reap the reward,” Nero said next. 
 
    Rikk turned his hard gaze to the troll, “I have put a lot of effort into researching this place. Show some appreciation and we will get out ahead.” 
 
    Nero was about to call him out on his selfish plan when a cloaked figure moved to the edge of the table. All eyes looked up but it was Nero had a perfect view of the dark elf. She looked to him, eyes lost and mouth opening. 
 
    “He tells me to tell you, follow the song. He has also told me, four of your enemies are here in the inn,” The dark elf whispered. 
 
    Nero’s eyes dropped and looked past the cloaked dark elf as several figures staring at them rose up from their tables, drawing their blades. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eleven 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 254/254 
 
    Armor- 22 
 
    Dark Mana Pool(DM)- 120/120 
 
      
 
    Strength- 19 (+3) 
 
    Intelligence- 22 (+4) 
 
    Wisdom- 30 (+8)  
 
    Dexterity- 28 (+7) 
 
    Stamina- 22 (+4) 
 
    Charisma- 40 (+10)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 22 
 
    Soul Drink- 22 
 
    Sense the Dead- 18 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 14 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 27 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Raise Pale Skeleton- 10 DM 
 
    Raise Bloody Bones- 25 DM 
 
    Summon Wraith- 50 DM 
 
    Soul Drain- No cost 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Short Sword of Decay- 8 to 25 damage (Slow healing) 
 
    Soul Bleeder Dagger- 5 to 15 damage (48 hour lockout) 
 
    Enchanted Leather Armor- +5 Armor 
 
    Ring of Shadows- +10 Sneak 
 
      
 
    Nero’s hands fell to his blades, fingers curling around the handles. Luci glanced over her shoulder as a kitra, an elf, a human mage and a human knight stood up at different points in the room and began slowly walking toward them. The kitmori’s eyes drank in the kitra as a familiar face leered in her direction. Rikk kept his annoyed gaze as he watched the four assassins make their way closer. The dark elf at Nero’s side pushed away her cloak, red eyes half closing and a spell at the ready. 
 
    Nero looked up to the dark elf, “Are you with us?” 
 
    The dark elf smiled as she gazed upon the handsome troll, “I am with you for a price.” 
 
    Nero eyed her, “What’s the price?” 
 
    The dark elf’s eyes took a sultry gleam, “A kiss from azure lips.” 
 
    Nero kept his face blank as he readied himself, “What’s your name?” 
 
    The dark elf’s fingers began to move and twist in arcane knowledge, “Dulla Nightborn.” 
 
    Nero smiled, “Good to meet you Dulla. Can we discuss after we’re finished?” 
 
    The dark elf returned his smile with a smirk, “Agree and we can discuss.” 
 
    Nero looked to Luci. The kitmori nodded with a playful smirk. The troll looked back to Dulla and nodded. A second later, a voice rose up above the background noise of the inn. 
 
    “Luci Charm! It’s been a while,” the kitra purred. 
 
    Luci looked over to the kitra with a friendly smile, “Ileen, you seem well.” 
 
    The cat woman held a sword at her side, tail trembling behind her, “I have been feeling better seeing you on the same contract. I still owe you for failing to protect us. I had a bad feeling about you since we met but finding out later that you were going to kill the rebel leader and then all of us makes this reunion sweeter.” 
 
    Nero looked to the kitra and recognized her from the night the shadowmancer stumbled upon their situation. The player could feel the heat of hatred billowing in the large room. 
 
    “We’re just having a drink. Save the fight for later before your actions bring the city guards down on us,” Rikk said sternly. 
 
    Ileen gave a sardonic grin, “Shut up Saint. So many fear and admire you but I know you’re just an asshole with some spells. I bet a knife to the throat will stop that spell casting real quick.” 
 
    “You are a rude young woman,” Rikk said, shaking his head. 
 
    Luci stood up, hands out. The four assassins tensed as every eye in the room turned in their direction. 
 
    “Walk away,” Luci said in a soft voice. 
 
    Ileen eyed the kitmori before letting out a laugh, “You remember that night? We fought to the bitter end, everyone except you. I thought you were in shock but I learned later it was all part of your plan. The shadow guild told me everything and that means this is beyond business. The contract will be ours but us meeting again is a bonus. I don’t care if the city comes down on us, you will be dead and we will be long gone.” 
 
    The kitra took another step forward and the room exploded into a tsunami of chaos. Luci’s hands moved outward, throwing blades appearing in her hands and fingers letting go a moment later. The Kitra’s sword went up, knocking one blade away and her body spinning to dodge the other. Patrons rose to their feet and bolted for the exits as bodies moved. 
 
    Dulla raised both hands and whispered words of power. Twelve arcane circles appeared along the floor and red skeletons began to rise. Rikk stood up, hands crackling with energy before twin lightning bolts fired. The enemy mage moved forward, an arcane shield appearing on his arm and charging toward the lightning bolts. Both bolts arced and slammed into the shield, hissing with power before they whimpered out. The mage grinned as Rikk shook his head. 
 
    “An Arc Light Shield. Fine you got me, I guess I’ll have to switch to fire,” Rikk said and fire burst from his hands, streaming across the room. 
 
    The mage spun away and put up the shield. Fire struck it but didn’t drain away. Rikk laughed as twin streams of fire blazed on. Nero let his chair fall back as fire streamed overhead. The back of the chair slammed down but the troll was rolling backwards and onto his boots. Turning, the knight was nearly on him, sword up and swinging down. Nero bent his upper body to it was nearly touching the floor as the sword swung over, missing him by an inch and the end slicing into the floor. The shadowmancer brought his body up, short sword and dagger clearing their sheaths and gleaming in the lantern light. 
 
    Nero’s dagger missed as the end of his sword clanked against armor. The knight barreled forward, sword swinging once again. The shadowmancer twisted his body at odd angles to keep the sword from landing a blow. Nero knew the knight’s armor was going to make it difficult to get enough damage through. The knight kept the troll moving and on the defensive, not allowing him to cast a single spell.  
 
    Bloody Bones filled the emptying inn and attacked. The elf with blades in hands dived toward the undead. Elven swords flashed as they cut through spinal columns, shattering two bloody bones at once. The elf continued to move, keeping the undead at bay while the other three continued their deadly dance. 
 
     Nero dodged and pivoted, trying to land a solid blow. The knight was skilled, defending against each incoming strike. Swords clashed and sang as players fought to kill each other. Luci and Ileen sliced at one another like skilled ballerinas. Swords parried and bodies twisted. The kitmori leapt into the air and spun while the kitra stabbed forward. Luci aimed for her neck with a downward swing but was parried by the grinning kitra. 
 
    Rikk jumped onto the table, laughing like a mad man as fire streams poured on. The enemy mage was on the defensive, trying to protect himself from the flames, hand falling to his side and a spell on his lips. The incantation complete, a hand pointed at the table legs and released a force bolt. Rikk jumped up just as the force bolt struck the table legs and they all exploded at once.  
 
    Rikk landed on the floor. Dulla stepped away from the exploding legs, shards of wood pelting her as she faced away. The enemy mage kept the shield up as he recited another incantation. 
 
    Grumpy Rikk kept his gaze steady, “Let me show you how to use force spells.” 
 
    Rikk made arcane motions and the room exploded in movement. Forks, knives, glasses, mugs and bottles flew up into the air, filling the room with debris. The knight fighting Nero took a step back, eyes taking in the debris floating in the air. Nero pressed his attack, getting in close and driving his dagger into a weak point in the side of the knight’s armor. The knight grunted as the blade cut through chainmail and sank part way into his side. Nero pulled back his dagger just as an armored hand went up and backhanded him across the face. 
 
    You have taken 6 damage! Hp: 248/254 
 
     Nero internally laughed it off as he stumbled back after sheathing his dagger. Calling on a spell, he pointed his hand and said the final word. A black bolt leapt from his hand and slammed into the knight. The soul drain curled around armor and sucked out Hit Points. Nero was already at full but if can’t get past the armor, his Soul Drain spell would. 
 
    Loose items hung in the air as Luci and Ileen fought like animals. Growls and hisses filled the air as their swords struck each other, neither one landing a blow. The elf continued to cut down the bloody bones as the mage prepared another spell, shield up. 
 
    Rikk grimaced a grin, “Amateurs.” 
 
    The mage slapped his hands together with a “Boom!” Every item hanging in the air came together all at once. Luci spun away while Nero dove to the ground. Dulla backpedaled to the back while the enemy assassins took the brunt of the force. Bottles filled with alcohol smashed into bodies. Utensils bounced off armor except for the elf as a knife stabbed into his hand. Ileen brought her arms up to protect her face while the knight turned away as everything bounced off his armor. Tables flipped and chairs flew in all directions. When the last glass broke and everything settled, the enemy assassins stood up to their full heights and glared at the blue haired mage. 
 
    “That’s you’re fucking ace card, throw junk at us?” Ileen shouted. 
 
    Rikk lifted up his hands, one crackling with energy and the other bursting into flames, “Like chess, plan out your moves and follow them accordingly.” 
 
    The enemy mage looked at the wet floor and metal strewn about. Eyes widening, he was about to warn his companions when Rikk pointed his hand to the floor and whispered a word of power. Lightning arced as fire flared forward. The mage threw the shield down on the floor and stood on it as lightning struck the liquid soaked floor. Energy arced and slammed into Ileen, the elf and the knight at once. The mage was the only one not affected as the lightning struck the arc light shield.  
 
    Nero rolled away from the wet floor as lightning steamed across. Luci and Dulla stepped back as they watched the enemy assassins take damage, the force of the attack throwing them through the air. The mage prepared a spell but as he whispered the incantation, fire burned along the alcohol soaked floor, lighting everything on fire. Flames surrounded him, leaping up to burn his robe. The mage called on a cold spell, blasting the flames around him as the other assassins struggled to their feet, scorch marks covering their clothes. 
 
    “There, made it easier for you guys,” Rikk smiled as he stepped back and crossed his arms. 
 
    Nero pushed off the floor and charged the knight. Short sword drawn, he ran up to the knight and drove the tip into side of him as he used the bar to stand up. The knight grunted as Nero drew his dagger and stabbed him in the neck. The knight’s hit point level went from green to red and the troll gave the blade a twist. Gurgling came up the knight’s throat as he stared with murderous intent. The knight grabbed at a dagger at his belt, pulled it and tried to ram it into Nero. The shadowmancer twisted his body to dodge it, pulled his sword from the knight’s side and spun around. The blade struck the knight against the neck and kept going. The knight let out a gurgled curse before his head came clean off. It hit the bar and shattered into shards of light. The body sank down to its knees, cracks of light appearing before shattering to pieces. 
 
    The elf was to his feet just as several bloody bones took hold. The elf cried out as energy drained and bony fingers dug into his smooth flesh. With so many dead clawing at him, the energy drain brought him down in mere seconds before the they took hold and pulled him apart, shattering his body. 
 
    Luci stalked toward the dazed kitra, hand whipping up toward the mage. The mage prepared a spell as a throwing dagger sunk into his throat and hand. The spell fizzled and he tried again, only for Nero to come charging with blades in hand. The mage fumbled his spell and tried to run, only for a short sword blade and dagger to sink into his back. The shadowmancer gave them each a twist and the mage burst into shards of greenish light. 
 
    Ileen watched as her compatriots fell one by one. The kitmori stalked toward her, eyes filled with focused rage. The kitra quickly summarized she was outnumbered, turned and hurtled toward a window. With a crash, she went through, hit the hard ground and rolled to her feet. Not slowing down, she ran off as Luci moved to the window. Shouts and chaos echoed off walls and toward the inn’s location. 
 
    Rikk sighed, “Time table has been moved up, head for the sewer.” 
 
    The group ran down the middle of the room, Nero taking lead. The troll burst through the front doors and was out in the street. Down several streets, the clanging of armor and swords being drawn bounced off walls. Nero darted forward to an arcane manhole cover. Blue fingers dug into the sides. Lifting it up, he waved his group over. Dulla ran to him and jumped down the dark hole. Rikk was next as he moved to the edge sat down and jumped in. Luci ran over, slid to the edge while snapping her head up and kissing the troll full on. Nero’s brow went up. The kitmori pulled away, winked and slipped down the hole. 
 
    The shadowmancer dangled his legs in the whole as shadows rose up against walls, the sound of clanking armor getting closer. Nero lifted the manhole cover over his head and jumped down, releasing a second later.  
 
    The manhole cover clamped over the sewer entrance just as the city guards arrived, knees bent and eyes searching. Swords in hand, they searched while under their feet, assassins splashed along, disappearing into the darkness. 
 
    *** 
 
    A ball of magical light hovered before Rikk as he sloshed through the ankle deep sewer water. Nero and Luci sloshed along after him, Dulla taking up the rear. They had been walking for close to an hour. The tunnels turned and bent almost without reason, changing direction so much, Nero was sure they were lost. Rikk assured them he had an idea of where they were going but it brought little comfort to the unlikely companions. 
 
    Glancing back, Nero could see the dark elf necromancer walking along, head down and eyes lost. The player wondered if she was being affected on a deeper level then he was. As soon as they started running the tunnels, Nero activated his Sense the Dead ability. The moment it was on, the dead surrounded them, behind walls, in front of them, behind them and below them. The shadowmancer was sure they were going to be rushed at any moment but as each minute passed, the more they didn’t attack. 
 
    Nero knew the dead loved shadowmancers but even some of them can be fickle or greedy. They would deny their love just for a taste of living flesh or worse. The player tried to convince himself that it was because of Dulla that the dead hung back but it didn’t allow himself to relax. Dulla moved like a zombie, red eyes lost to some internal struggle. When they were topside, she spoke as if someone was talking through her. Now, she walked along, silent and head tilted forward. She never asked for payment as she simply followed along. 
 
    The shadowmancer glanced to Luci. The kitmori was silent as well, pointed ears shifting in all directions and eyes sharp. She seemed to have all her senses on heightened alert but the player knew she could detect magic as well since she was able to detect it from Rikk back at the river. The player wondered if the kitmori was dealing with her own internal struggle. She knew about Rikk and warned they should have circled around. Was there something she was keeping so it would be easier for all of them to work together? 
 
    Nero looked ahead, eyes centering on Rikk’s back. The mage was rude, obnoxious and generally a pain in the ass. He seemed to think highly of himself and the troll could see why groups he joined would want to kill him. Nero felt no need to go through with something like that but the understanding was there. The mage was talented and carried some of the best magical skill the troll had ever seen. The player grinned sadly to himself. Rikk was good at what he does because of the simple fact, unable to socialize; he poured all his energy into bettering his character. It worked to a degree but Nero wondered how long before the mage pushed any of them too far. 
 
    “Ready for a change of scenery,” Rikk said and his voice echoed off the walls. 
 
    Nero looked past him and in the glowing magical light, the sewer turned into stone tunnels. The mage took lead, stepping up onto slightly higher ground and walking along. Nero was next and he was thankful for it. The sewer was digital so there was no threat of disease or anything like that but the programmers did too good a job on the smell. Vile and putrid smells assaulted the troll and when he thought he was getting used to it, it seemed to get worse. 
 
    The group stepped along into the tunnel. Empty stone shelves lined the walls to the right and left. Some contained partial skeletal remains while many others were empty. Nero wondered if the dead simply got up and began wandering, unable to enjoy their eternal rest. 
 
    “We may be down here for a little while longer. The catacombs are a decrepit maze with twists and turns but we should reach the tunnels under the castle in another few hours,” Rikk said as he continued to lead. 
 
    Nero eyed him, questions bubbling to the surface, “How do you know all of this? Have you been here before?” 
 
    “This is my first time,” Rikk said without looking back. “I paid a lot of gold to know some of the catacomb layout. Some players risk their lives to map out dungeons and sell them. I know about a year ago, a large guild tried to map out the catacombs under Rork. Most were killed in the attempt because of the dead. It proved too difficult to continue so they abandoned the project. Doesn’t mean the maps they did manage to create were worthless.” 
 
    Nero’s mind worked, “And you just happen to take on a contract so you can explore these very catacombs. How come you just didn’t hire out a guild or find several shadowmancers to explore with you?” 
 
    Rikk turned his head to the side, an eye looking back, “What are you implying?” 
 
    Luci looked to Nero, “Let’s just get through….” 
 
    Nero cut her off, “No. I won’t just walk along and put my faith in a mage keeping secrets. This all seems a little too convenient and before we go any further, we should get some answers.” 
 
    Rikk stopped and turned to the troll and kitmori, “I don’t have to explain myself to you. Without me, you two would have been long dead. Be grateful that I saved your skins.” 
 
    Nero’s brow furled, “We would have made it without you.” 
 
    Rikk gave a sarcastic leer, “Ha! We are grouped. I saw your HP going down against those war wolves. One more hit you would have been dead and the fox would have been next. You’re out of your league, Nero. I have heard of your reputation and its middle ground at best. You girlfriend at least has the title Assassin of Hearts. What are you, a troll shadowmancer who has performed some assassin work, just like several thousand other nobodies.” 
 
    The troll took a step closer, “What the fuck is your problem anyway!” 
 
    Rikk gave a smug smile, “This is my problem. Instead of trusting me, you question me. I even agreed to your little safety plan so it would ease your mind. I have enough gold that losing a 100K means nothing to me. I could wipe all three of you out and continue on. Instead, I’m being questioned again. Why? Because I don’t want to tell you every little thing, well suck it up snowflake. I’m leading this expedition and you all better fall in line.” 
 
    The hair on Nero’s neck was standing up as a rage boiled under his skin. The mage talked like he owned the world and that was the match that hovered dangerously close to the fuse. The player clenched his jaw as a hand moved to the pommel of his dagger. 
 
    Rikk glanced down and back up, making eye contact as he spoke, “I hit a nerve. You think your fast enough to take me out?” 
 
    Luci inched closer and stood at Nero’s side, “Together we are fast enough.” 
 
    Dulla hung back; eyes wide as she watched it all play out. 
 
    Rikk’s eyes moved from the troll to the kitmori and then back to the troll, “This is why I can’t fucking group with anyone. Your small minds slow me down.” 
 
    Nero chained up his rage as he spoke, “No, it’s because you think your way is the best way. You’re annoyed because you’re hiding something and you don’t want to give it up. I know because I have a lot of experience with that.” 
 
    Luci looked to Nero with wide eyes. 
 
    The troll continued, “If we were really working together, you wouldn’t have an issue talking about whatever you’re trying to do. Instead you hide behind a holier then you attitude and claiming you’re so fucking smart. Since gold isn’t what you need or want, my guess is there is something magical you’re searching for, something that will increase your power.” 
 
    Rikk clenched his jaw, “You don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    Nero’s lips curved into a smile, “Yes I do. I know addiction when I see it. You’re addicted to gaining power so you don’t have to rely on anyone. You want enough power so people won’t shut you out because if they did, you could destroy them with a whisper.” 
 
    Rikk shook his head, “That’s petty.” 
 
    Nero nodded, “Yes, it is. Doesn’t mean it’s not important to you. I don’t know how many people have wronged you but being a jackass isn’t going to change them. I can understand wanting to crush your enemies but right now, we are not your fucking enemy.” 
 
    Rikk stood silently, not breaking his hard gaze on the troll. Nero kept his hand on the pommel of his blades, ready to use them. Luci stayed by troll’s side, ready to fight alongside him. 
 
    Dulla stared until something dark touched her senses, “They are moving closer.” 
 
    The group turned their attention to the dark elf. Dulla looked up, red eyes staring into the darkness behind Rikk. The dark tunnel shifted and morphed just beyond the glowing ball of light. Rikk turned as Nero and Luci drew their blades. The mage didn’t flinch as his eyes tried to pierce the darkness. 
 
    Silence filled the tunnel as everyone held their breath. When the silence had grown to a maddening pitch, something lurched from the darkness. Rikk held his staff a little tighter as a nude woman with pure white skin shambled into view. To the left and right of her, shadows took on a humanoid shape and moved along with her. The woman looked to the group with pure black eyes, long white hair over her shoulders and tightness to her skin. She moved like a zombie but her black eyes held an intelligence as she stopped before Rikk’s glowing orb. 
 
    The pale woman spoke in a hollow voice, “You may go…no further….until you….pay the price….” 
 
    Before anyone could speak, she lifted a white hand and pointed a long finger at Nero, “He must satisfy us. Share his life with us and then he may move on.” 
 
    Rikk rubbed his jaw, “And what about us?” 
 
    The pale woman smiled evilly, “Your life will feed us….. until you become like us.” 
 
    Dulla looked behind as corpses shambled into view, blocking the tunnel. Nero and Luci looked back and forth while Rikk stayed where he was. The shadows formed into wraiths, purple eyes glowing in the dim magical light. 
 
    Nero looked to the pale woman, “Let us pass, please.” 
 
    The pale zombie woman shook her head, “No….lover…….You will love us….until we are…ready …to let you pass.” 
 
    Nero shook his head, “No chance.” 
 
    The zombie woman closed her eyes, “Pity…” she wheezed. 
 
    The white naked zombie let out a dark hiss. The dead behind the group surged forward, arms up and moans filling the tunnel. Dulla cast a spell and several arcane glowing circles appeared the ground around her. Zombies rose up to form a line, lifting their arms and blocking the incoming horde. 
 
    A sword appeared in Luci’s hand while Nero drew his blades. The two wraiths floated forward, purple eyes centered on the Mage. Rikk whispered arcane words and his hand burst into flames. The flames surged to the floor, forming a wall of fire. The wraiths stopped their advance as fire blocked their path. 
 
    “We are going to have to advance….” Rikk was cut off. 
 
    Stone shelves shattered to pieces as the death reached from the darkness beyond. Hands grabbed Nero and pulled him to them. Luci’s blade flashed, cutting off two hands but several more took hold. Nero struggled, twirling his dagger in hand and stabbing at anything behind him. Bones and decayed flesh shattered and ripped but the dead had a firm hold on him. 
 
    Rikk turned and pointed a hand at the dead as they pulled Nero to them. Energy surged and blasted out, striking the dead. Limbs ripped apart and Nero thought he could pull away as lightning surged through undead chests and striking the wall behind them. The tunnel shook and cracks appeared. Nero pulled away as the walls and floor crumbled. Luci reached out to grab the troll when several dead still standing latched onto him and pulled. Fingers inches apart, Nero and Luci gazed into each other’s eyes as the side of the tunnel collapsed. 
 
    Nero couldn’t grab anything as the tunnel caved in on him and the floor crumbled away from underneath. The troll went tumbling down, dead clutching to him as he fell further and further down into the abyssal blackness. The last thing he saw was the magical light wink out, consumed by the darkness as he fell deeper into the unknown. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Twelve 
 
    Nero’s world became nothing more than complete darkness, crashing against stone, dirt, debris and several corpses clinging to him. Short sword gone, the troll clutched at his dagger. Pain registered as he slammed into rough stone and tumbled down a hard slope. 
 
    You have taken 6 damage! HP: 248/254 
 
    You have taken 9 damage! HP: 239/254 
 
    You have taken 4 damage! HP: 235/254 
 
    You have taken 11 damage! HP: 224/254 
 
    On and on it went while corpses dug bony fingers into the troll. Nero lashed out with dagger in hand. The sharp edge cut off a hand and then sunk into the skull of another. Pulling it back, he slashed again and again. A corpse fell away while two more hung on.  
 
    The troll twisted his body in the pitch black darkness, hoping he could use the corpses as a cushion. The player was rewarded with a satisfying crunch as he landed on a corpse and it let go. 
 
    Barely a moment had passed but the falling felt like an eternity. Hand reaching out, the shadowmancer tried to grab something, anything to slow his fall. Instead, he grabbed the last corpse. Arm flashing forward, he drove the dagger point into the dead, hoping it was its skull. The blade penetrated but it was the corpses shoulder. Nero smacked his head against the hard slope, a daze taking hold. Confused, he lashed out again and this time, the dagger hit the corpse’s thin neck and severed the head from its shoulders. 
 
    Rolling down as decayed bones and skin shattered into shards of light, it gave the troll just enough time to see he was falling down into an immense cavern before the light winked out. Free of the undead, the troll reached out again and grabbed hold of the stone surface. Body laying flat, the tumbling stopped and he slid down. Seconds passed before the troll hit the cavern floor and slid to halt. 
 
    In the bleak darkness, the player checked his stats and combat log. He had taken damage the entire way down and some damage from the dead. 
 
    HP: 142/254 
 
    The troll stayed on the ground, taking in a deep breath of musty air. Coughing, he tried to sit up but his body was having a hard time responding. 
 
    Concussion damage! It will take 4 minutes to recuperate. 
 
    “They really thought of everything,” Nero whispered and let out a maddening chuckle. 
 
    The troll simply lay in the inky darkness, waiting out the timer and wondering what his next move would be. Eyes searching, he couldn’t see anything. Trolls did have a small degree of night vision but without any light, he was blind. The time ticked away and the player rolled onto his side, taking in another deep breath. The connection between his mind and the game fooled him into thinking he had actually taken damage. So much so, he was having a hard time concentrating, much like a person with a real concussion. 
 
    The time reached zero and the troll began to feel better. Sitting up, Nero listened. A dead silence surrounded him, weighing heavy on his ears. Standing up, the troll turned around, hands out to see if he could feel anything. With slow steps, he groped the darkness to find something to anchor his body and find a starting point. After a few more steps, a blue glow began to chase away the abyssal darkness. 
 
    Neo turned around and faced the giant cavern as ghostly flames appeared. Their light soothed dark eyes as they formed a line along the middle of the cavern. Nero gazed around and saw the walls were too steep to climb them. Looking to the glowing balls of azure flames, the player shrugged and followed. 
 
    Stepping along, light gleamed off something metal on the floor. The troll smiled as he knelt down and scooped up his short sword. Sheathing it, he continued to walk along under the glowing flames and deeper into the cavern. The smell of decay grew the further he walked. Not wanting to be surprised, the troll spent a charisma point to activate his Sense the Dead ability. 
 
    The player had to close his eyes as ghostly light exploded in his mind. At first he thought he was surrounded by the dead but as he walked along, eyes opening, he saw it was coming from one source. Walking toward it, the ghost lights seemed to brighten until the entire cavern was bathed in azure light. 
 
    The troll stepped closer as something big loomed from the shadows. Nero looked up to a large throne made of skulls and bones. On it, sat a large humanoid figure with tattered wings stretching out from its back and a reptilian skull with sets of horns emerging from the back. The body was skeletal but not of a normal humanoid creature. The bones were dense and nearly flat. Its strange body appeared like mummified bone armor, sitting on a throne of death. A rusty blade stuck out of its chest as it sat, silent as the grave. 
 
    “All alone in the dark,” Nero whispered as he stepped closer. 
 
    The troll stopped a foot away from the small dais leading up to the skull throne, eyes on the sword. Nero pondered if the blade was magical since it seemed to be the weapon that killed the demonic monster. The player would have kicked himself if he didn’t at least inspect it. It would only be right to gain something from this misadventure. Afterwards he could figure a way out of the massive cavern and back to the contract quest. 
 
    Thoughts flowed back to Luci, wondering if she was okay. Pulling up his group screen, he saw that Luci was still alive but had taken some damage. The same was for Rikk and Dulla. The player wondered if they were still up there, fighting for their lives while he was down here, staring as a long dead monster. 
 
    Taking the steps one at a time, the troll made his way up until he stood before the large monster. The dead demon monster looked like if it stood up, it would be about fifteen feet tall. Nero’s hand reached up, inches from the large sword impaled in the corpse. 
 
    Nero knew it was a bad idea to mess with anything like this. If he pulled it out, the thing was going to come back to life and slaughter him but the temptation was proving too great. The moment he touched the sword, if it was magical, it would began listing off what the item was and what stat increases it may contain. If the monster began to wake, he would make a run for it, somewhere. 
 
    Nero pulled his hand back slightly. The player shook his head. It was a terrible plan and decided he didn’t want to tempt fate. Turning around, he surveyed the cavern, looking for stairs or doors, anything to make a quick exit and get back to his party. 
 
    A song rose up, faint at first but growing louder with each passing moment. The melody was haunting, filling the shadowmancer with a heavy heart. Turning back to the sitting demon skeleton, a gentle glow appeared behind the armored rib cage. Its light grew with the song and Nero felt a tremble down his spine. Never had he heard such a song before. Was this what Dulla was talking about? Was this why her eyes were lost as she listened? Even now, Nero wanted to sit and listen to it till the end of time, a song caressing his heart with shadowy sorrow in a mad digital world. 
 
    Nero tried to shake it from his mind but the song called to him, asking him to step closer. The troll tried to fight it but the melody sank into his spirit, drawing him closer. Booted foot after booted foot moved the shadowmancer closer until he once again stood inches from the thick sword. A hand reached up, fingers closing around the pommel of the blade. 
 
    A tear fell from Nero’s dark eye as he tightened his grip. The blade shuddered and then fell away like sand between fingertips. Nero’s arm dropped to his side as he gazed upon the demonic skeleton. The melody played on until blue light glowed from the eye sockets. The jaw moved and black veins snaked out from the chest, crawling up the neck and down the arms and legs. The veins pulsed with power and continued to worm up over the reptilian skull. Tattered skin-like wings flexed and the dead skull tilted forward, glowing eyes centering on the shadowmancer before it. 
 
    “My song summoned you…..Shadowmancer…” the bone creature hissed. 
 
    Nero stayed his ground, the song fading and his wits slowly returning, “I crashed down here. It was an accident.” 
 
    The bone creature kept its gaze steady, “There are no accidents. My song touched the necromancer. She spoke to you…my words.” 
 
    A dusty skeletal hand lifted up, fingers curling and flexing, “The dead hear much because we listen. We hear your cries, your torments, your glee and your desires. We envy for we can never have those moments again. We….carry a….cold…pain…unable…to move on.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to pull the sword out. Your song made me do it,” Nero said matter of fact. 
 
    The skeletal demon gave a deep chuckle, “My song comforted you to pull the blade, nothing more.” 
 
    “You’re free. Can you show me the way out?” 
 
    “The living….always in a hurry to march to your death. I would be remiss if I didn’t let you continue your journey but I have rewards for the one who freed me….and a request.” 
 
    Nero backed up, “A request?” 
 
    The reptilian skull nodded slightly, “Yes….but I am being rude. My name is Nyras, the Death Lover.” 
 
    “Nero Synn, Shadowmancer.” 
 
    “I know who you are, little troll. You were among many I called out to but you are the first to reach me.” 
 
    Nero kept his hands loose and close to his blades, “I don’t mean to be rude but what are you?” 
 
    The skeleton took a wheezing inhale as small pale flesh slowly began to form along its body, “A dragon lich, true master of the necromancy and teacher to those who wish to learn.” 
 
    Nero’s eyes widened a hair, “Shit.” 
 
    The dragon lich chuckled like a parent seeing their child walk for the first time, “You have nothing to fear, student of the dark arts. Unlike many of my kin, I stay true to my word and my honor.” 
 
    Nero attempted a disarming smile, “How did you get yourself down here? Judging from the sword that was in your chest, it wasn’t fun.” 
 
    The dragon skull nodded slightly, “Betrayal. I assisted…the lord of these lands…to build a mighty kingdom. I turned his dying slaves into undead…carrying on the ambitious project. I was promised a night with the queen…..to create an heir so my teachings would live on. I lay with her…..entranced by her beauty.” 
 
    The dragon skeleton’s head dipped lower as if reliving a terrible and beautiful memory, “In the morning, I was lured down here and impaled by the very blade you removed. It was meant to be my death but I had prepared for the eventuality.” 
 
    Nero listened at the lich continued. 
 
    “Death came but it changed me into what I am now. Trapped here, below the castle…..I waited until my power was strong enough to call on those who dwell in the abyssal darkness and practice its arts.” 
 
    Nyras’s unblinking gaze stayed on the troll, “You answered my call and I reward those who serve me.” 
 
    Nero’s brow formed into a hard V, “I don’t serve anyone.” 
 
    Nyras gave another dark chuckle, “We all serve someone, either it be a god, a king or the sensual touch of another. Even mighty dragons serve the stars. It would serve you well to know this.” 
 
    Nero wanted to argue but he had to remind himself he was standing before a dragon lich. He was trapped with a monster that could literally tear him apart and he wasn’t going to push his luck. 
 
    “I do not wish to debate the philosophy of our very existence. I wish to reward you for destroying my prison.” 
 
    “Before we get down to rewards, what’s the request wish of me?” 
 
    Nyras nodded, “Your prudent nature will serve you well. As I have mentioned…..the dead hear all. They whisper to me secrets as I sat here rotting. They informed me long ago……the queen birthed my child.” 
 
    Nero’s eyebrow went up, “You had a child, with a human woman?” 
 
    Nyras chuckled, “Yes, dragons can choose to create a union between the races. It is considered in poor taste to create such half breeds but it is possible. I wished to create a new order, not afraid of the necromantic arts. I believed…a union between human and Sindrell would bridge the races. How mistaken I was. 
 
    “Despite the betrayal, my seed took and a child was born, half Sindrell and half human. Even now, I can feel her presence high above me.” 
 
    Nero looked up for a moment before looking to the dragon lich once again, “You were killed by the first lord? That was hundreds of years ago. She is still alive?” 
 
    Nyras breathed, string like muscles growing along large bones, “A gift from father to child, among many. She is a prisoner to a descendant of Rork, kept behind magical chains and never to leave the castle. She is a slave and I want you to free her.” 
 
    Nero’s mind worked as he pulled the pieces together, “Is her name, Drubella?” 
 
    Nyras nodded. 
 
    Nero mentally cursed Terence. The fool sent him on this quest to retrieve Nyras’s child so he could keep her to himself. Blood boiled as the shadowmancer plotted Lord Blight’s demise. 
 
    “I’ll do it,” Nero stated. 
 
    “Excellent,” Nyras said with a deep, ethereal tone. 
 
    The ground cracked at the bottom of a dais, a skeletal hand reaching up. Nero turned and watched as a skeleton rose up from the cracked earth, an animal skull on its head, a scepter in hand and a tattered robe covering its body. The skeleton stepped out of the ground and began taking each step toward the troll, bony hands removing the robe as hollow eyes looked on. 
 
    Nero stood his ground as the skeleton folded the robe and knelt down before the shadowmancer, arms up and presenting the robe and scepter. 
 
    “My high priest from long ago, even death could not stave off his growing madness. He asks to be relieved his duty and my kindness knows no bounds. He is presenting three gifts and they will aid you as you spread knowledge through the kingdoms.” 
 
    Nero stepped closer and reached for the folded robe and scepter. The robe was black with arcane black stitching entwined with the fabric. The moment it touched the troll’s hands, the tattered fabric melted into a brand new fabric, as if it was made yesterday. The high priest pressed the scepter to Nero’s open hand and dark energy flared along the small rod, up to the black gem at the top. Nero eyed the items as he took in the strange animal skull the priest was using for a headdress. The two fang like teeth were extremely long, like a saber tooth tiger‘s teeth but longer and thicker. The dead priest removed the headdress and placed it on the bundled robe and scepter. 
 
    The player held the items close as his vision was filled with item information. 
 
    You have acquired the Dragon Skull Headdress! Dark Mana Pool increased +100 points. (Rare item) 
 
    You have acquired the Robe of Abyssal Conjuration! All spells are at half cost to cast. Robe protects user from spells and spell effects, half damage taken from enemy spells and spell effects. (Rare item) 
 
    You have acquired the Scepter of Shadow Weaving! Scepter does 4-18 blunt damage. Ability: Manipulate shadows for attack and defense. Damage and protection increases with every dark mana point funneled through the scepter. (Rare item) 
 
    You have acquired new spells! 
 
    Summon Banshee: Call upon an undead with the power of flight. Banshee’s voice carries a stunning, anti-blessing and death countdown effect. DM cost: 80 
 
    Summon Ghost: Call upon ghostly spirit to fight or impart knowledge. DM cost: 90 
 
    The shadowmancer could barely contain his smirk. He immediately began to dress, putting the robe over him while his cloak moved into his inventory. The headdress fitted perfectly over his head and the long teeth didn’t obscure his vision too much. Holding the scepter, dark power wrapped around his hand, cementing to his spirit. 
 
    “The longer you protect my daughter and serve me, the more your power will grow,” Nyras whispered.   
 
    Nero flipped the scepter in his hand, “I can work with this.” 
 
    The player checked his character stats as it scrolled before his eyes. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 254/254 
 
    Armor- 22 
 
    Dark Mana Pool(DM)- 220/220 
 
      
 
    Strength- 19 (+3) 
 
    Intelligence- 22 (+4) 
 
    Wisdom- 30 (+8)  
 
    Dexterity- 28 (+7) 
 
    Stamina- 22 (+4) 
 
    Charisma- 40 (+10)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 22 
 
    Soul Drink- 22 
 
    Sense the Dead- 18 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 14 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 27 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Raise Pale Skeleton- 5 DM 
 
    Raise Bloody Bones- 12 DM 
 
    Summon Wraith- 25 DM 
 
    Summon Banshee- 40 DM 
 
    Summon Ghost- 45 DM 
 
    Soul Drain- No cost 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Scepter of Shadow Weaving-7 to 21 (Shadow Weaving Ability)  
 
    Short Sword of Decay- 8 to 25 damage (Slow healing) 
 
    Soul Bleeder Dagger- 5 to 15 damage (48 hour lockout) 
 
    Robe of Abyssal Conjuration- Spells at half cost. Take half magic damage. 
 
    Dragon Skull Headdress- +100 Dark Mana Pool 
 
    Enchanted Leather Armor- +5 Armor 
 
    Ring of Shadows- +10 Sneak 
 
      
 
    Nero noticed the bonuses already applied to spells, cutting their cost in half. The robe fit over his leather armor, allowing him to retain the armor bonus. A slot opened in the robe, allowing for the shadowmancer to store the scepter there until ready for use. The bonuses increased his power and he could feel himself getting stronger. Eyes focused on the scepter in his hand and he pondered on the many uses of the powerful item. 
 
        The shadowmancer was about to address the dragon lich when a plume of smoke appeared along a cavern wall. Head turning to the plume, eyes narrowing for a better look, the player looked on with astonishment filling his eyes.  
 
    Luci, Rikk and Dulla slid down the cavern edge. The kitmori looked to the troll standing on the raised dais and her heart leapt in her chest. Legs bending, she launched off the cavern wall, somersaulted through the air and landed on her feet, sword in hand. Rising, she charged toward across the cavern, sword held behind her as she laser focused on the shadowmancer. When she reached the bottom, she leapt into the air, spun and landed right before the troll. Sword vanishing, she threw her arms around the troll, pulled him close and kissed him deeply.  
 
    Nero didn’t fight as he was happy to see the beautiful fox woman. Sheathing the scepter in his robe, he grabbed the kitmori fiercely. Tongues danced as warmth rose up, making the air around them hot. The world shrank; their hearts the only vibration in the universe. 
 
    After a long, heavy moment, Luci pulled back and leaned her head against the troll’s, “I hoped you stay alive long enough to be together again.” 
 
    Nero gazed upon the golden eyed beauty. She carried small cuts and dirt smudges on her face but it only made her more beautiful in his eyes. Holding her at the waist, he wanted nothing more than to drown in her touch, never letting go. 
 
    Rikk made his way closer, disturbed madness filling his eyes as he looked to the dragon lich, “Nyras, I have come to spread your power and knowledge!” 
 
    The dragon lich turned to the mage, eyes glowing a pale blue, “I have already given my gifts to the shadowmancer.” 
 
    Rikk turned his mad eyes to the troll, brow furling into a rage. The mage looked to the headdress and robe and clenched his jaw. 
 
    “You planned this, you thieving motherfucker!” Rikk spat with contempt. 
 
    Luci stepped to Nero’s side. Dulla walked to the bottom of the dais, keeping a healthy distance. The troll took a step forward, eyes filling with his own rage. 
 
    “This is what you were after? You were using us to get here!” 
 
    Energy crackled along Rikk’s hands, “You damn right I did! The robe alone would be powerful enough to fuck over any mage who challenged me! You fucking stole what was rightfully my loot!” 
 
    “I didn’t steal anything! Nyras gave it to me as a gift and I’m fucking keeping it,” Nero growled. 
 
    “I spent months figuring out the legends and acquiring enough maps to find this place. Those items belong to me. I did the work and you swoop in and loot steal my shit! 
 
    “Rikk, you’re taking this personal. Calm down before you hurt yourself,” Nero said with a dash of restraint. 
 
    Energy swirling around Rikk’s fists glowed brighter, “I’m going to have to do this the old fashion way. Nothing personal but I’m taking what’s mine. Keep the gold as payment for getting my items.” 
 
    Luci stepped forward, sword in hand, “Rikk, you lay one spell on him, I will hunt you down and steal every magic item you own!” 
 
    Rikk lifted his hands, “Sorry sweetheart, your threats mean nothing to me. This can end real quickly if your boyfriend hands over what’s mine. Otherwise, I’ll loot both of your corpses.” 
 
    The tension grew into a thick fog as the three players squared off. Rikk moved his fingers in arcane positions, the lightning blazing brighter. Luci readied herself, sword gleaming in the light. Nero pulled the scepter from robe, dark energy swirling in the gem at the top.  
 
    When the tension reached its zenith, Nyras stood up and power blasted out from his skeletal body. Rikk, Luci and Dulla were thrown to the cavern floor. The mage’s spell fizzled as he rolled to a stop. Dulla landed on her back, sliding a few feet. Luci tumbled down the stairs but quickly recovered at the bottom on her hands and feet, tail swishing to the side and ears pointed up. 
 
    Nero was still standing, unaffected by the magical blast. The troll’s eyes connected with Luci before turning to the dragon lich as it stood on two humanoid legs. The skeletal body seethed with growing organs and veins pulsating as they grew at a painfully slow pace. The lich turned his dragon skull head to the downed mage, eyes glowing brighter. Rikk lifted his head, wide eyes on the dragon lich. 
 
    “Rikk Saint, there is enough room in my kingdom for many who wish to spread my knowledge. Rewards go to those who serve me. Travel with my high priest, protect him and you will receive gifts to further your power and my desires.” 
 
    Rikk glared at Nero, “Work for him?” 
 
    Nyras took a menacing step forward, “You work for me….if you want your rewards. Am I clear, mage?” 
 
    The wind was knocked from Rikk’s sails as he looked up at the giant half formed undead dragon. The rage in his eyes bled away and he slowly stood up. Shoulders sunk low for a moment before they firmed back up. Holding his staff, he looked to Nero and begrudgingly bowed his head.  
 
    Nyras backed up and sat down on his throne, “I admire your thirst, mage. I may know the location of the fabled Star Fall Staff, if you serve me.” 
 
    Rikk’s eyes widened a hair before clearing his throat, “I’m interested.” 
 
    Nero watched as the mage’s demeanor calmed until he couldn’t read him anymore. Luci was up and moving to Nero’s side. Dulla stayed in the back, red eyes on the dragon lich. 
 
    Nyras continued, “Travel and protect my high priest. When the time is right, I will reveal what I know of it to Nero and not a moment before. He will then give you what you ask for.” 
 
    Rikk tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes, “I will.” 
 
    The dragon lich settled on his throne. Lights glowed brighter to the cavern wall behind the throne. Nero turned to see an ancient stone staircase leading up as glowing ghost fire led the way. 
 
    “The stairs will lead to Princess Treyana’s bedroom. Halfway up the staircase, you will notice a tunnel. Once you have saved my daughter, follow the tunnel and it will lead you to the woods outside of Rork. Rewards wait for you at the exit.” Nyras hissed. 
 
    The dragon lich turned his pointed skull to Nero, “I know you won’t fail me.” 
 
    Nero smiled. 
 
    The dragon lich sat back and became still; organs, muscles, skin and scales growing slowly over his limbs, chest and midsection. The troll, now turned high priest of Nyras, took Luci’s hand. The kitmori followed as they made their way down the dais and walked toward the glowing staircase. 
 
    Dulla moved to Rikk’s side as he stared blankly at the troll and kitmori. 
 
    “If you harm him, death will be least of your worries,” Dulla said and then began walking toward the staircase. 
 
    Rikk eyed the dark elf and shook his head, “How am I the asshole in all of this?” 
 
    The mage looked to Nyras, bowed and then followed his companions as they began their ascent on the ancient staircase. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thirteen 
 
    The bookshelf shifted outward. Nero pressed slowly with one hand while holding his short sword with the other. Dust billowed as it pushed out about two feet before stopping. The troll activated his Sneak and stepped into the room, eyes alert. 
 
    Climbing the staircase was relativity easy. Ghost light led the way as the party of four made their way up. Reaching the dead end, it was Nero who decided he was going to scout it out before everyone came through.  
 
    At the top of the stairs, Luci, Dulla and Rikk stood at the ready as Nero made his way inside. Lantern light filled the giant bed chamber as the troll snuck in, eyes darting to every corner. Letting go of a breath, the shadowmancer exhaled in relief as he saw the chamber was empty of occupants. Stepping in further, he saw the lavish oversized bed filled with silky blankets, furs and dozens of pillows. A terrace wrapped around the outside of the huge bed chamber. Books shelves lined two walls and a large cabinet sat across from the bed. 
 
    Nero stepped in, sword in hand as he moved to the chamber door. It was thick metal with a sliding bar across. The player figured the princess liked her privacy with such a door in place. Runic carvings glowed along the inner metal surface; Nero figured it was an added protection. Curtains billowed in the evening air as moonlight began to shine through. 
 
    Nero realized they had been in the tunnels for hours since the attack at the inn. Taking a deep breath, the troll felt the air was cleaner and a welcomed change from the dusty dark tunnels. Giving the room the once over, he stepped by the large cabinet and curiosity touched his mind. Taking hold of a handle, he opened it, eyes drinking in the sight and a smirk rising up. 
 
    The cabinet across from the bed held a treasure trove of medieval sexy toys from stone and wooden cocks to chains, whips and fine leather harnesses. Nero could barely contain himself as he chuckled in his throat, seeing that the princess was indeed a dirty girl. The troll day dreamed for a long moment before he heard a voice from behind. 
 
    “Plotting what you’re going to do to me later?” said a sultry voice. 
 
    Nero turned to see Luci with a wicked smile painted on her lips. Rikk and Dulla we’re behind her, taking in the large bedroom. 
 
    “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise,” Nero winked. 
 
    Dulla moved to an intricate tapestry, inspecting the designs as Rikk stepped closer, eyes dark as if deep in thought. 
 
    “How much do you all know of Princess Treyana?” Rikk asked, getting down to business. 
 
    Nero turned to the mage, “She’s smart, powerful and mean as fuck.” 
 
    Rikk shook his head, “For assassins, you don’t do much research on your targets.” 
 
    “But I’m sure you’re going to tell us everything we need to know,” Nero smiled. 
 
    Rikk nodded, “The princess is indeed all of those things and more. I spoke with former guests to her orgies. She has an insatiable appetite and when her father is away, her parties last for weeks, catering to every carnal desire. We were lucky to get here through the secret tunnel; otherwise my next plan was to be invited to her orgy.” 
 
    “How were you going to get an invite?” Luci asked. 
 
    A small leer appeared on the mage’s lips, “I was going to entice her with something exotic. She has a certain kind of taste that, for her, is too irresistible to ignore.” 
 
    Nero raised an eyebrow, “Like what?” 
 
    Rikk looked to the shadowmancer, “She has a thing for trolls,” the mage turned his gaze to Luci, “and for some of the more exotic races of Lukken.” 
 
    Luci’s eyes narrowed, “That was another part your plan? You were going to pimp us out to the princess.” 
 
    Rikk smiled, “To a degree, yes. But now we have the perfect chance to actually pull it off. From what I learned about the top level of the palace, the main orgy room is just outside the door and down the corridor. Treyana will entertain with the crowd but likes to have private moments with those she deems special.  
 
    “Both of you can enter the party and lure her back here for a private session. Dulla and I can lie and wait. As soon as the door is closed, we all attack, free Drubella and make our way out the tunnel.” 
 
    Nero eyed the mage, “Sounds like a solid plan except she’s going to notice a troll and a kitmori entering her party, uninvited.” 
 
    “Yes, if she kept track of all her guests. What she often does is invite those who catch her eye. She doesn’t ask for names and doesn’t care. Once you get the initial tap, you’re in. Her orgies are large and with so many participants, she won’t be able to keep track of everyone.” 
 
    “That sounds like a really big ‘if’,” Nero sighed. 
 
    Rikk nodded, “It’s simple but far from easy. The plan falls apart if you can’t bring her here.” 
 
    The mage pointed to the runes on the door and then to specific points along the vast chamber, “The room is shielded from scrying and sound. Here is the perfect place for the ambush. Once that door is closed, the four of us can take her out. You two have the hard part but I’m sure your natural charms will shine through.” 
 
    Nero rubbed his chin. It sounded like a solid plan in theory but the player’s paranoid mind began to stir. Having orgies without vetting the quests leaves the door open for assassination. The princess must have thought of that eventuality and have something prepared. What it could be was anyone’s guess but the shadowmancer knew they had little choice in the matter. They had to kill the princess and save the dragon kin. The player flexed his fingers as he tried to push away the negative aspects of the plan. Keep it simple and follow through, the troll thought as a sliver of uncertainty colored his eyes. 
 
    Rikk noticed the troll’s look, “It will work, otherwise, we go into the orgy, spells blazing.” 
 
    Nero shook his head, “No, you’re right. We have to follow the plan as is.” Nero was silent for a second, thinking about everything that transpired in the cavern below, “Rikk, about what happened before….” 
 
    Rikk held up a hand, “Forget it. Nyras has offered me something stronger then that pathetic robe and scepter. I’ll do as he says and keep you alive until I get my payment.” 
 
    The mage looked away, jaw clenching at first before the muscles relaxed, “I….I know I can be difficult. Fuck this sucks…..I’m sorry for nearly destroying you.” 
 
    Nero grinned, “Yea right Mr. Glass Cannon. One dagger slice across your throat and you would have been toast.” 
 
    Rikk eyed the troll and smiled, “Fuck you.” 
 
    Nero smiled, “Fuck you in the ass.” 
 
    Luci stepped between them, “Alright guys, can you stop sucking each other’s cocks. We have a contract to complete.” 
 
    The kitmori turned to the troll and tapped at her cheek, eyes drinking him in, “We need to get you ready. Strip down to your underclothes.” 
 
    Nero looked to the beautiful fox, “I don’t think we have time for this.” 
 
    Luci laughed, “Not now. We need to have you presentable. Strip down and place all your clothes and items in your inventory.” 
 
    Nero shrugged as he tapped at his robe and then clothes. Each item of clothing disappeared until the troll stood, barefoot and in a loin cloth. Blue skin shined in the lantern light as his T shape and muscles lay bare. 
 
    “Not bad,” Luci said and began doing the same to herself. 
 
    Everyone watched as her outfit disappeared until she stood in a thong and a strip of cloth barely covering her breasts. Nipples pointed outward against the fabric and Nero tried his best not to stare, a stirring between his legs. Dulla eyed them both but soon her red eyes fell to the troll and glided down his rock hard stomach. 
 
    “Dulla and I will be ready. Bring the princess here and we will finish our work,” Rikk stated. 
 
    The dark elf stepped closer, eyes on Nero’s strong collar bone. When she was within an inch of him, she looked up into his dark eyes, a warm lust rising within her core. 
 
    Nero looked to her, “I still owe you a kiss.” 
 
    Dulla gave a faint smile, eyes wide, “I spent my life searching for my purpose. Nyras was a legend until this very night. He has chosen you as his high priest. I do not ask anything of you any longer. Instead, I wish it be known, I serve you. I am yours in mind, spirit….and body.” 
 
    Nero gave the dark elf a gentle smile before looking to Luci, “Room for one more?” 
 
    The kitmori smiled, “I still haven’t told you all of my old party nights. There is always room for one more.” 
 
    Blood rushed down to the troll’s cock and it pressed against the loin cloth fabric. Luci and the dark elf looked down in approval. Rikk turned away and cleared his throat. 
 
    “Can we get a move on,” the mage grumbled. 
 
    Nero started to think about math problems and the sudden stirring began to subside. Letting out an exhale of relief, the mostly nude troll and kitmori made their way to the door. Blue hand on the handle, the player pulled it open and stuck his head out into the empty wide corridor. 
 
    Nero turned back to the room, “Things get hairy, come in spells blazing.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Rikk mumbled. 
 
    Nero eyed him. 
 
    The mage gave a fake smile, “Sure, we’ll be there. Just don’t fuck this up.” 
 
    Nero gave him a head nod and stepped out into the corridor with Luci at his side. Door closed, the two made their way down the long hallway, tapestries hanging down from walls with lewd artwork on each one.  
 
    The troll marveled at the amount of naked bodies crammed onto each tapestry. Many were in the middle of the act but it looked like all races of Lukken were represented in all manner of lustful wanting. 
 
    “I’m starting to like it here,” Luci said, keeping the mood light. 
 
    “I hope we can pull this off. Never been to an orgy before,” Nero said in a low tone. 
 
    Luci curled an arm around his, “You’ve been playing the game for months and you never joined an orgy?” 
 
    Nero looked to Luci’s golden smile, “I wasn’t sure it would be my thing.” 
 
    The kitmori hugged his arm, “Follow my lead and you should be fine.” 
 
    Nero nodded before his eyes widened a little, “How many orgies have you…joined?” 
 
    “Too many to count,” Luci said whimsically. “Does that turn you off?” 
 
    “Very much the opposite,” Nero tried to think of math again. 
 
    “It’s one of those kinds of parties where you just let yourself go and follow the mood. You can do anything and they can do anything. It’s liberating once you let go of social norms.” 
 
    Nero drank in her words and filed them away before his heart glowed in his chest, “Luci, there is something I have to tell you before we get into the meat of the contract.” 
 
    Luci turned to the handsome troll, ears pointed up and a gentle smile on her lips. 
 
    “The other night and morning, was real special, for both of us.” 
 
    “We can talk about it later,” Luci squeezed his arm. 
 
    “I rather get it out now. I did a quick search on the kink Free Use.” 
 
    Luci’s smile faded as she gazed on the serious troll. 
 
    Nero continued, “I can see the appeal. I wanted to let you know that I chose it as my final kink. I’m giving you permission to do whatever you want, when you want, to me.” 
 
    Luci stared, warmth wrapping around her damaged spirit, “….Most of the time…its men and some woman who like to give instead of get when it comes to that kink. When I tell someone, they take it as an open invite to abuse me. I don’t mind but never has anyone taken that kink on and allowed me to do the same.”   
 
    The kitmori’s eyes glistened in the torch light of the corridor, “Do you really mean it?” 
 
    Nero nodded and smiled, “I do.” 
 
    Luci hugged him tight, “I don’t know how we will get anything done.” 
 
    The troll chuckled, “We’ll find a way.” 
 
    Luci’s smile turned into a wide grin, “You still have only told me five kinks. There is one that’s missing.” 
 
    Nero looked ahead, “If you’re sure you really want to know, I have always liked….” 
 
    Luci put a finger to his lips. 
 
    The player eyed her, “Too much?” 
 
    The kitmori gave him a seductive once over with her eyes, “We can explore that one when the contract is over.” 
 
    The sounds of moaning rose up at the end of the corridor. The troll and kitmori looked ahead as a large pair of oversized doors stood at the end but before it was a wide entrance with naked statues standing on either side. Moans and shadows moved with the warm light spilling out. Nero and Luci stepped to the entrance and looked in, eyes taking in the spectacle before them. 
 
    The chamber was immense with pillars and a throne high up on a dais. The floor was covered in thick cushions and appeared as lavish as the princess’s bed chambers. Harps played as lanterns glowed. A sea of bodies writhed of men and women engaged in intimate acts of carnal lust. Almost every race of creature was engaged in fornication and reckless abandonment. Mouths spilled grunts and moans. Cocks penetrated any available opening while breasts bounced and back arched. Hips drove home the need for release while muffled moans mixed with the crowd, throats full. The sensual acts were conducted like a living orchestra. Woman rode men and men rode women. Females lay between thighs, licking at the budding valleys of other women. Men took one another and sprayed their seed all over muscled bodies. Cries of ecstasy swirled with the playing harps, creating a new song with each moan and whimper.  
 
    Luci eyed the crowd as creatures crawled to others, biting her lip in delight. Nero was stunned to silence, watching as some lay unconscious but still being invaded by hungry desires. Some groups of women held males down, forcing their bodies on them while groups of men stuffed their members in mewling women. There was no line to cross or discussion to be had as the orgy writhed to a raging vibration. Seed spurted and orgasms exploded. Some protested for a moment to relax but it fell on deaf ears in the hungry crowd. Other’s would spray their seed and remain hard, lost to the undeniable desire they could never tame. 
 
    Luci’s arm fell to her side, hand still holding Nero’s hand. Golden eyes looked to tables set up through-out the room. Each one contained bottles of wine, mountains of fruits, breads and meats. Among the cornucopia of tasteful delights, trays stacked with glittering powder intermixed with the feasts. Some of the guests would drink wine while being serviced by others. Other guests breathed in the sparkling powder; eyes lost to the blissful sensations and renewed vigor in their loins. 
 
    Nero caught sight of the trays of fairy dust and turned his attention to Luci. The kitmori eyed the powder, a hunger in her eyes and tremble in her hand. The player gave her hand a squeeze but she didn’t look away from the tempting dust. 
 
    “You don’t need that,” Nero said in a low, confident voice. 
 
    Luci tried to look away, “We could….” 
 
    Nero squeezed her hand hard, “No, we can’t. Keep your mind on the contract. If we stay, we will be lost to this. Remember why we’re here.” 
 
    Luci’s lip quivered, “There’s too much temptation.” 
 
    Nero let go of her hand, took hold of her hip and turned her to face him, “Remember in the tent. You were strong enough to throw it away. You did it once, you can do it again. Throw it from your mind.” 
 
    The kitmori looked up into his dark eyes, “I don’t know if I can…stay strong.” 
 
    Nero pulled her to him, hips touching, “You can. You will. The fun between us will die if you go down that road again. It’s a game, don’t let it beat you.” 
 
    Luci bowed her head, the pain urging her to break free and take a taste. 
 
    Nero held her to him, “If you take a taste….I will be there to pick up the pieces….but not forever.” 
 
    Luci looked up with wide eyes. Pain arced along her heart as someone wonderful showed his strength and his limits. It wasn’t an all or nothing discussion but instead, a gentle warning that her life would spin out of control, no matter how much control she thought she had. The urge to break free faded and she once again looked to the handsome troll with adoring eyes. 
 
    “My my, aren’t you two a beautiful pair,” said a nearby voice. 
 
    Nero and Luci turned to see a long limbed blonde step closer. Long golden yellow hair spilled down behind her head. Breasts bounced freely as light brown nipples pointed. The woman wore a purple thong and high heeled thigh high boots. The woman’s face contained high cheekbones and immaculate smooth skin. Black eyeliner ran along the edges of her eyes as bark purple lipstick colored her lips. An amulet gem hung from her smooth neck and a full wine glass in her hand. Behind her stood a naked creature Nero and Luci had never seen before. 
 
    The creature had an hourglass figure. Red scales ran along her forearms and from the knees down. Hands were feminine but with scales and black nails. Her feet were talon-like, black and curving from scaled dragon-like feet. A thick tail hung limply behind her, the tip touching the floor. Nero drank in thick, sensual thighs. Eyes tracing every contour of her body, plump breasts defied gravity and red nipples pointed. Looking to her face, it held a draconian appearance mixed with a beautiful woman’s features. Oval red eyes looked down to the marble floor as black hair framed her face. A small snout for a mouth pointed down but it didn’t look hard like a dragon’s mouth. It gave her entire face a pointed appearance but hardly distracted from her unearthly beauty. A rune covered collar clutched to her neck. 
 
    Nero was stunned as he gazed upon her. Luci looked past the blonde woman to stare at the dragon woman, her beauty stunning the kitmori. 
 
    The woman turned her gaze and let out a wicked giggle, “I see you like my slave. She is the only one here off limits I’m afraid.” 
 
    Nero and Luci realized at the same time why they were here and immediately bowed before the princess. 
 
    Treyana let out another wicked giggle, “Please rise. We are all here to enjoy the fruits of paradise.” 
 
    Nero and Luci stood up, turning their attention to the beautiful host. 
 
    “I couldn’t help but see you two hesitating to join in on the fun. Is there something not to your liking?” the princess smirked. 
 
    Nero couldn’t think of anything to say. 
 
    Luci jumped in, “It’s his first time at one of these kinds of events. He’s a little shy.” 
 
    Treyana looked the troll up and down, “He certainly has nothing to be shy about. Maybe some wine or fairy dust to calm the nerves?” 
 
    Nero snapped out of it, “Oh…um…no, thank you. I was stunned by your beauty and needed a moment to compose myself.” 
 
    Treyana eyed him with a kind smirk, “I see. So, you came to my gathering so you would have a chance with me? You are a bold one. I often wait and see who lasts the longest before I allow them between my royal thighs.” 
 
    Nero stood at attention, “I meant no disrespect.” 
 
    Treyana let out a wicked laugh, “None was taken. I admire your presumptions. It shows you have a strong need, unless I’m mistaken.” 
 
    Nero slid into the part, “Not at all. Everyone has heard of your beauty and I’m honored to stand before it. I wish to only kneel and let my tongue continue the conversation.” 
 
    Treyana’s eyes gleamed as she looked to the almost nude troll. Nero stood as the princess eyed him like a side of beef, his eyes wandering past her to the dragon kin behind her. Drubella looked up, eyes connecting with his and an electric fire blazing. The player could see the look of intelligence and knowing as she kept her eyes steady on his. The communication was there but Nero couldn’t understand what she was trying to convey. 
 
    Treyana caught the troll’s gaze and turned to the dragon kin. Drubella’s eyes were staring downward. The princess’s lip twisted as she raised her hand up and brought it hard across.  
 
    “Ugly bitch! I told you not to look at our guests! Keep to your place or I will whip you to the bone next time!” Treyana frothed at the mouth. 
 
    A rage burned as Nero tried to keep his composure. Fingers twitched and brow furled until Treyana turned back, Nero’s face now a smooth mask of indifference. 
 
    “Slaves, they never know their place until you beat it into them. After a few hundred years, you think she would know better. Fucking cunt needs another lashing before the night is over.” 
 
    Luci could feel the heat coming off Nero as he continued to stuff down his rage. The player wanted nothing more than to activate his weapons and launch himself at the monster princess. She embodied everything he hated; selfish desire and unchecked power. She could kill anyone in this room and no one would bat an eyelash. Nero guessed they would continue to fuck each other out of fear, or depraved indifference. 
 
    Treyana continued, “Now where were we? Ah yes, helping you to reveal that barely covered spear of yours.” 
 
    “We could ease into it and perhaps see each other as the night progresses,” Luci said as she tried to take control of the conversation. 
 
    The princess let out another hauntingly wicked laugh, “Nonsense! I wouldn’t let these beasts soil such a fine couple such as yourselves. No, I believe as my right, I am to have the first taste.” 
 
    Treyana stepped closer and grabbed at Nero’s cock. The troll tensed as she fondled and squeezed like she owned him. Treyana eyed the uncomfortable troll as fingers took hold of his cock and gave it a hard tug. Nero stepped closer, his chest touching her pointed nipples. 
 
    The princess looked up into the troll’s dark eyes, “You going to hurt me?” 
 
    Nero lost all his composure as he stared at the evil princess, “I’m going to fuck you up.” 
 
    Luci’s eyes bulged in her head but Treyana let go and laughed like a mad woman. The laughter carried on as some of her guests turned and smiled. The moans mingled with the laughter a shard of insanity filled the air. 
 
    “It’s so refreshing to hear someone not cowed down by my title and station. You are a delicious delight and I must have you both.” 
 
    Treyana stepped past them, Drubella following, “Come with me! We require a private place to discuss.” 
 
    Nero and Luci eyed each other for a moment before they followed the princess and the dragon kin. High heeled boots clicked along the stone corridor as Treyana led the way. Nero tried to keep his head straight as he followed. The anger under his skin continued to boil and he wanted nothing more than to pull out his sword and hack at the princess’s neck. Eyes turning to the naked dragon kin, the urge softened as she dutifully followed her mistress down the long corridor. Fingers twitching, Nero whispered in his mind to prepare for the right moment to kill the princess. Once it was done, the second hardest part would be over. 
 
    Nero called up the encounter level as he eyed Treyana’s shapely ass bounce with each step. A green bar appeared in his vision and the words “Difficult” next to it. The player assumed that if he and Luci tried, they would be severely out matched. The information didn’t help the player to feel any better. Hoping the encounter level will decrease once they are in the presence of Rikk and Dulla, the troll kept at the ready. 
 
    Long moments passed before Treyana stepped to her bed chamber door and pulled it open. Without so much as a look back, she stepped inside, the dragon kin following behind. Nero and Luci followed. The two entered and it was Nero who closed and locked the door behind them. 
 
    Treyana sauntered in, turned and sat on the comfortable oversized bed. Drubella stood off to the side by the large cabinet, head bowed and eyes cast downward. 
 
    “Hhhmmmmm, so nice to get some fresh air,” the princess sighed as curtains billowed in the small breeze.” 
 
    Nero felt himself tense up, his inventory screen up and ready to activate his weapons and armor. Luci did the same, a pleasant smile on her face but pointed ears facing forward. 
 
    Treyana leaned back on the bed, propping herself up on her elbows, a sultry look in her eyes, “Is this where you’re going to do it?” 
 
    Nero and Luci stepped a little closer, eyes on the relaxed princess. The very air in the room seemed to change, a dim current flowing between everyone. Nero knew this sensation well. It was the energy one felt right before a blade buried in their back or heart, a feeling like a predatory animal going in for a kill and craving the moment when life left the prey’s eyes. Only it didn’t come from the troll and kitmori. Instead, it dripped from Princess Treyana’s eyes. 
 
    “I thought maybe you were all working together but it would seem you four didn’t get the message,” Treyana leered. 
 
    From the balcony, Rikk and Dulla stepped from the shadows, emerging through billowing curtains. The blue haired mage’s hands crackled with energy while the dark elf held her fingers in odd, arcane angles. Luci pressed her palm to her chest, her flowing white outfit appearing over her body. Nero pressed his palm to his chest, armor, robe and weapons appearing on him. 
 
    Nero glanced at his stats. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 254/254 
 
    Armor- 22 
 
    Dark Mana Pool(DM)- 220/220 
 
      
 
    Strength- 19 (+3) 
 
    Intelligence- 22 (+4) 
 
    Wisdom- 30 (+8)  
 
    Dexterity- 28 (+7) 
 
    Stamina- 22 (+4) 
 
    Charisma- 40 (+10)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 22 
 
    Soul Drink- 22 
 
    Sense the Dead- 18 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 14 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 27 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Raise Pale Skeleton- 5 DM 
 
    Raise Bloody Bones- 12 DM 
 
    Summon Wraith- 25 DM 
 
    Summon Banshee- 40 DM 
 
    Summon Ghost- 45 DM 
 
    Soul Drain- No cost 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Scepter of Shadow Weaving-7 to 21 (Shadow Weaving Ability)  
 
    Short Sword of Decay- 8 to 25 damage (Slow healing) 
 
    Soul Bleeder Dagger- 5 to 15 damage (48 hour lockout) 
 
    Robe of Abyssal Conjuration- Spells at half cost. Take half magic damage. 
 
    Dragon Skull Headdress- +100 Dark Mana Pool 
 
    Enchanted Leather Armor- +5 Armor 
 
    Ring of Shadows- +10 Sneak 
 
    Treyana looked off to the mage before turning her eyes to Nero, “The moment the sun set, an assassin climbed over my balcony edge and tried to slay me as I was waking up. Needless to say, they weren’t that good. Barely stood a chance and I wasn’t even fully awake.” 
 
    The princess sat up and stretched her arms, “But now there are four of you! I wonder what I did to garner so much attention.” 
 
    Nero’s eyes drank in the princess, senses dialed to eleven, “The contract calls for your death,” Nero glanced to the dragon kin, “And her release.” 
 
    Treyana let out a sardonic giggle, “Her release? This ugly bitch belongs to me and my family. I can understand the jealous types who want me dead but this half dragon piece of trash means nothing to anyone. She is an abomination to both her people and lucky she is kept alive at all.” 
 
    Nero’s jaw clenched as the tide of rage and hatred crested and fell like a booming tidal wave, “You’re the monster we are going to fucking slay! Drubella will be free and never have to answer to you or your family ever again!” 
 
    The dragon kin looked to the troll, eyes glistening as a light sprang in her heart. 
 
    Treyana kept her whimsical expression as a delicate hand reached up and caressed the amulet around her neck, “My father will hunt you down if anything happens to me.” 
 
    “Then he will join you,” Nero smirked, “And good fucking riddance!” 
 
    The princess licked her lips, “Nothing like a little foreplay to get the blood moving. Drubella…..” 
 
    The bed chamber seemed to shrink as time slowed down. The touch of chaos bloomed as a wave of energy rippled along every nerve. Nero turned his eyes to see the collar around Drubella’s neck glow. The dragon kin’s eyes turned feral as she opened her maw, gout of flame spilling out and then a stream. The troll spun away as he drew his short sword and scepter, the stream of fire missing him by inches. 
 
    Bodies exploded into action. Swords appeared in each of Luci’s hands, fingers curling around the pommels. Silently she darted toward the smiling princess while Nero spun away from the stream of flames. Rikk raised both hands, energy arcing along finger tips. Dulla finished her spell, two arcane circles appearing along the floor, dark figures rising up. 
 
    Treyana touched her amulet and whispered a word. Light blazed as armor shined into existence. White armor covered the princess from head to toe; sword in one gauntlet covered hand and a runic shield in the other. Treyana grinned as the face plate clamped down and she burst onto her feet, charging the kitmori. 
 
    Luci kept her heart steady as she rushed the now fully armored princess. Rikk pointed his hands and thick streams of lightning exploded outward. Treyana twisted her body into a spin, shield up and absorbing the two lightning blasts. The energy crackled around the shield before whimpering out. Rikk mouthed a curse as the princess turned to Luci. The kitmori leapt into the air, blades at the ready. Swinging them around, Luci aimed for the lightly armored neck.  
 
    Treyana lifted her sword, knocking one incoming blade away and slamming her shield into Luci’s chest. The kitmori’s momentum reversed and she was thrown back, twisting in the air to regain her balance. Dulla pointed a hand as two wraiths moved across the room toward the dragon kin.  
 
    Nero kept moving as flames licked at him. The battle turned into span shots as two shadows moved to the dragon kin’s back. Eyes flashed, Drubella swiveled her head and blasted them point blank with molten fire. One wraith vanished as it was consumed with flames. The other stepped closer, reaching out to drain from of the dragon kin’s life force. Drubella brought a talon foot up, slicing hard across. The wraith fell sideways as the Drubella turned her fire stream on it. The wraith whimpered a moan as it was consumed in flames. 
 
    Rikk changed up his spells and blasted two streams of fire. Treyana twisted her body, shield up and draining the spells of its power. The mage took a step forward, arcane words spilling from his lips. Nero advanced on the princess as Luci’s feet planted on a wall. Legs bent to absorb the momentum and she glided down to the floor, joining Nero as he advanced. Troll and kitmori readied their swords as they came in side by side. 
 
    Treyana twisted her body again as both swords clanged into her shield. Drubella turned her head and released another stream of fire. Luci spun away but Nero was caught between the kitmori moving and the princess with her shield up. Left hand holding the scepter, the shadowmancer channeled forty dark mana points into it. Shadows leapt up to form a black shield in midair. Drubella’s flames slammed into it and a breath later, shattered it. Nero was already moving away when the remainder of flames slammed into his shoulder and sent him spiraling to the floor. 
 
    You have taken 73 damage! HP: 181/254 
 
    You have used 40 Dark Mana! DM: 180/220 
 
    Nero registered the damage and noticed that for every dark mana point he spent, it was equal to the amount of protection or damage he could summon with the scepter. Mind working, he pushed off the floor and back to his feet. 
 
    Luci spun and pushed off a wall, again soaring through the air toward the armored princess. Treyana laughed as she swung her heavy sword around with one hand. Blades clashed as Luci tried to edge closer. Treyana became a powerhouse, wielding a sword like it was made of air. The kitmori parried and stabbed, only to hit solid armor. Treyana threw her weight around, knocking the kitmori back with the shield and slashing at her legs. Luci grunted as a slash landed, draining hit points. 
 
    Rikk finished his spell and twisted his fingers. The book shelf vibrated before book after book shot out like a rapid fire machinegun. Treyana brought up her shield; books deflecting off the metal but keeping her occupied long enough for the mage to whisper another spell. 
 
    Stone curled up around the princess’s armored boots. Treyana glanced down, bent her knees and launched into the air before they clamped down on her. Rikk’s eyes widened as a fully armored princess launched into the air as if she lighter than air. The princess spun and landed on her bed, sword arm swinging in a wide arc. Fingers letting go, the sword launched from her hand. 
 
    Rikk poured mana into his mana shield when the blade tip struck it. The mana shield shattered and the mage turned away just as the sword stabbed into his arm. Rikk grunted as the blade sunk deep, hit points draining. The mage lifted a hand and grabbed the blade only for energy to arc and surge along his arm and into his chest. The mage let go and fell to his knees, eyes dazed. 
 
    Treyana snapped her fingers and the sword pulled from the dazed mage and shot back into her hand. Dulla continued to summon wraiths, sending them each to their death as Drubella blasted them with flames. Nero and Luci regrouped before rushing the armored princess. 
 
    “You fools! I have the best protection and weapons gold can buy,” Treyana shouted as she charged the troll and kitmori. 
 
    Luci leapt into the air and Nero bent low. The princess swung her sword at the flying fox. Luci put up a hand and the air sparkled before a light burst forth. Treyana’s eyes closed and sharp pain stabbed into her shoulder. Chasing away the afterimage of the light, the princess saw that the kitmori’s blade penetrate a kink in her armor. Boots landed on the princess’s chest and pushed. 
 
    Treyana was thrown back from the force, Nero following her. The shadowmancer watched as she stayed close, the princess hanging in the air, powerless to do anything. Short sword flashing, he stabbed the tip under the armor over her thigh. A grunt rose up the floating princess’s throat as she slammed into the edge of the bed and clanked to the floor. Nero jumped, hands over his head and blade pointed down. Treyana recovered by swiping her shield sideways and crashing into the prone troll. 
 
    You have taken 24 damage! HP: 157/254 
 
    Nero lost his balance and crashed onto the floor, sliding to Drubella’s clawed feet. The dragon kin lifted a foot and tried to stomp the downed shadowmancer. Nero rolled away as the foot came down and cracked stone. 
 
    The shadowmancer could see that at this rate, they were going to be taken down one by one. Needing an edge, he glanced at Drubella and then Treyana. An idea formed and the shadowmancer charged the princess as she stood up, heaving. Luci pressed her attack, swords at her side. Nero came at another direction. The two converged on the princess as she swung her sword and bashed with her shield. Nero fell to his knees and slid across the floor while Luci jumped. Treyana slashed hard across at the kitmori. Luci’s blades came up and parried the blow but the force was too much. Luci was thrown back, arms shaking from the impact. 
 
    Nero slid under the low shield, coiled his body forward like a scorpion and drove his sword point into the space between the straps to the breastplate. The sword sank deep and blood streamed down the blade. 
 
    Treyana reared her shield back and slammed it full force into Nero’s face. The troll was thrown backwards, hit points draining. 
 
    You have taken 58 damage! HP: 103/254 
 
    You are stunned! 
 
    Nero slid along the floor, the room taking of flashes of haziness. Still clutching his scepter, he managed to look up as Drubella stood over him, flames leaking from the sides of her small snout. 
 
    Luci held her swords up, body heaving.  
 
    Treyana kept her sword and shield up, also heaving, “HA! You would need a dozen more strikes like that before you can weaken me! Even with the slow healing effect, I’ll outlast all of you!” 
 
    Nero gazed up at the beautiful dragon kin as she prepared to breathe a stream of fire. The moment was fascinating as he waited for the small timer to finish. The stun effect was only for a few seconds but Nero hoped it was enough let the princess’s guard down. The status effect blinked away and Nero poured all of his dark mana into the scepter.  
 
    Shadows shifted all around him and stabbed upwards. Treyana smiled behind her face plate until she saw the shadows form into points and stab at Drubella’s collar. 
 
    “No!” Treyana screamed. 
 
    The shadows crashed into the rune covered collar, magical energies surging and exploding. Time slowed down as Drubella pulled back, the collar around her neck cracking and shattering form the impact. Freedom touched the dragon and she turned her snout to the princess. 
 
    “Fuuuuucccckkkkkk Yeeeeaaaaaaa!” Nero said in slow motion. 
 
    Treyana took one step forward when a lightning blast hit the inner side of her shield. The arcane shield flew off and Treyana’s digital heart stopped. Dulla unleashed soul draining black lightning bolts as Rikk slowly stood up and unleashed lightning cannon spells. Drubella roared a thick stream of fire at the armored princess. Luci’s hands became a blur as her swords disappeared and she flung throwing blades. Nero lifted his head up and watched the carnage unfold. 
 
    Treyana swung her sword around to block the incoming attacks but it wasn’t enough. Fire, magic and blades struck her from all sides. Energy burned while the princess’s soul was drained. A throwing blade stabbed into an eye hole, followed by another to the neck. Treyana screamed as her body burned in dragon fire. The princess’s sword flung from her hand and sank into the solid stone wall. 
 
    Nero rolled onto his feet. The flames died down and the magical attacks stopped. The charred remains of Princess Treyana fell to her blackened armored knees, a defeated moan filling the room alongside the smell of burnt flesh. Nero stalked closer, sheathing his sword and drawing his dagger. 
 
    “Goodnight princess,” the troll smiled before jamming the dagger into the side of her neck. 
 
    The princess let out a weak whimper as her body cracked with light. Nero pulled his dagger and stepped back as the moans continued until her body shattered into hundreds of pieces, scattering across the floor as the cool night air caressed the assassins in lantern light.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fourteen 
 
    The sound of Nero’s heavy breathing drifted on the cool air. The troll stared at the scorched floor where the princess had shattered and a satisfaction coiled around his heart. Taking in a deep breath, he savored the win, drinking it in like a fine wine on a cold winter’s night. Excitement pumped as he sheathed his dagger. Thoughts slipped to Lord Blight and his lot, ideas forming in the blissful cloud. 
 
    Rikk was barely standing, watching the troll. Dulla stepped closer, the dark elf eyeing the troll with stars in her eyes. Drubella stood, tail writhing from side to side, her shackles finally broken and freedom filling her digital heart. Luci stepped closer, eyes on the troll’s heaving shoulders and a manic need clawing at her nerves. She couldn’t deny the cloud forming in the room and a wanting confusion colored her senses in red. It reared up like a serpent and stabbed its fangs deep in her heart. 
 
    The sword gleamed in the lantern light, imbedded in the stone wall. Nero looked to it for a moment before turning, some of his sanity returning as he collected his thoughts. 
 
    “It seems like we’re splitting the reward,” Rikk said simply. 
 
    “This goes beyond the reward,” Nero stated. 
 
    Rikk and Luci looked to one another while Dulla and Drubella looked on indifferently. 
 
    Nero turned his attention to the mage and kitmori, “We have been doing all this work so Lord Blight can reap the rewards. I think we turn this around and take what is ours.” 
 
    Rikk raised an eyebrow, “Who’s Lord Blight?” 
 
    “The one who set the contract in motion, Nero knows him in real life and calls him that to put a name to the character,” Luci informed. 
 
    Rikk’s brow returned to normal, “I see. I didn’t bother to ask for a name, not that one would be provided.” 
 
    Nero continued, “Lord Blight and his Shadow Guild are fake gamers, buying their way into power instead of earning it like the rest of us. We are to meet tomorrow to hand over Drubella but I have another idea.” 
 
    The troll turned his dark gaze on the mage, “If you’re interested?” 
 
    Rikk leaned on his staff, “The contract wasn’t that important to me. I needed distractions of the assassins so I could find Nyras’s tomb. Now that he is awakened, everything has changed. He promised to reward me with the Star Fall Staff and that has become my priority.” 
 
    The mage gave Nero a sardonic grin, “And to travel and protect you along the way, of course.” 
 
    Nero smirked, “Then I can count on you?” 
 
    The mage nodded, “We are going to be together for a while so yes, you can count on me.” 
 
    Nero turned to the kitmori. 
 
    “Someone has to watch your back,” Luci winked. 
 
    The troll nodded and turned to Drubella. Stepping closer, he stood before the beautiful dragon kin, head tilted forward and shadows covering his eyes. 
 
    “We know you’re free now but I have one thing to ask of you before you leave us,” Nero said in a low tone. 
 
    Drubella eyed the shadowmancer before hinting at a smile, “Did my father send you? Did you rescue me because of him?” 
 
    Nero thought the truth would be best, “Your father sent us but I wanted to free you because no one should be a slave to those in power…for any reason.” 
 
    Drubella kept her gaze as her mind worked behind those powerful dragon eyes, “The contract, tell me about the contract.” 
 
    Nero informed the dragon kin of the contract to assassinate Princess Treyana, steal Drubella and return her to those who set up the contract. The dragon kin’s face was neutral as Nero explained what the quest entailed. When Nero was finished, the room was silent for a few moments before Drubella’s eyes dipped. 
 
    “You say I’m free but am I free to be a slave to a new master?” 
 
    Nero gave her a kind smile, “In my eyes, you serve no one. If you wish to leave and we never see each other again, I’m okay with that. But I am asking, if you stay with us a little longer, I will be able to punish those who have wronged me and maybe bring a little karma to those bad people.” 
 
    Drubella eyed the troll before she returned his smile, “My father taught me to place honor above all else. You have freed me and I am in your debt. The catacombs below are not a place I wish to spend my days and nights. I wish to travel and explore Lukken like I have always dreamed of. You have given me that chance but a dragon kin on her own would lead to swift imprisonment, a prize to be locked up. If I travel with you, can we see all of Lukken…..together?” 
 
    Nero nodded, “I would be honored if we travelled together.” 
 
    “Then I choose to be one of your companions,” Drubella gave an awkward grin. 
 
    Nero returned the smile, wondering if this was the first time she smiled in a long time. Her beauty was captivating as she seemed to glow before his eyes. Trying not to look down at her nude body, the shadowmancer turned his attention to Dulla. The dark elf was close, red eyes adoring the troll.  
 
    “Dulla….” Nero managed before the dark elf cut him off. 
 
    “I have been searching for meaning in my life for a long time. I thought I found it in a handsome rogue once but it was all a lie. I searched Lukken for my true place. When I witnessed Nyras the Death Lover bestow you the rank of High Priest, I knew I must be at your side, spreading his dark knowledge and catering to your every command and desire.” 
 
    Dulla knelt down before the shadowmancer, “I live to serve.” 
 
    Nero eyed the dark elf as he knelt down and took her hand into his. Raising her up, his hand let go of hers and cupped her chin so she could look him in the eye. 
 
    “You serve by choice but know that anytime you wish to leave, you may do so.” 
 
    The dark elf stared with bright red eyes, “High priest, I….” 
 
    “Nero. My name is Nero.” 
 
    Shyness cascaded down the dark elf’s eyes as she looked away, warmth touching her dark skinned cheeks. 
 
    Rikk cleared his throat, “Okay wannabe troll master, what’s this plan of yours?” 
 
    Nero turned from Dulla to the mage, “I can give the details as we travel. My question to you is, can you call upon the weather?” 
 
    Rikk’s jaw clenched, “What type of third rate mage do you think I am? Of course I can influence the weather. I’m offended that you would even ask that.” 
 
    Nero grinned at the mage, “Had to be sure.” 
 
    The troll turned to Dulla, “I do have something to ask of you but we can talk on the way.” 
 
    The kitmori bit her lip as she stepped closed to the troll, hand reaching up and touching his stomach, “What’s the hurry. The night is still young.” 
 
    Nero’s dark eyes looked to the Luci’s golden eyes, a need growing louder in her gaze, “We should be leaving. Who knows when the guards may come to check on Treyana.” 
 
    Drubella let out a small laugh, gout of flame stabbing out from her mouth before her hands moved to cover it. All eyes turned to the dragon kin as she composed herself, letting her hands drop to her sides. 
 
    “The guards and servants will not check on her until mid-morning. She has been known to entertain and had warned the staff not to interrupt until much later in the morning. For all of us, we are safe until then.” 
 
    Luci pressed her chest to the troll’s chest, “I have been listening and the only thing I can hear is the sounds of ecstasy in the orgy room. No guards are coming.” 
 
    Rikk rolled his eyes and stepped around the small group to the sword stuck in the wall. Taking a hold of it, the mage wretched it free and gave it a swing in hand before keeping the blade at his side, point down. 
 
    “I see where this is going. I will take the sword and disenchant it to discover its abilities, keeping it as payment for sleeping in the forest tonight. I’ll check out our escape tunnel and set up camp at the other end until you’re all done. Try to be out before first light.” 
 
    “Don’t take all the treasure at the end of the tunnel,” Nero said to Rikk while his eyes stayed on Luci. 
 
    Rikk gave a gruff chuckle, “I promise to try not to.” 
 
    The mage moved to the bookcase and pulled it open. Rikk looked back to Nero and Luci as they stood, Drubella and Dulla close by. 
 
    “Save some energy for tomorrow. I doubt whatever plan you have will cover all unexpected surprises,” And without waiting, the mage slipped through the secret passage and closed the bookcase behind him. 
 
    The room grew silent as the books case closed. Lantern light flickered and the four remaining felt a current in the air. Nero gazed upon Luci, drinking in her beauty. The kitmori looked to him, admiring his handsome features, a wet feeling sliding over her sensual frame. 
 
    “You wanted to know what my last kink was,” Nero said with a faint smile. 
 
    Luci simply stared, transfixed on him. 
 
    Nero continued, “I can be hyper sexual. Once you get me going, I can’t stop until I’m exhausted.” 
 
    Luci smirked, “I saw some of that the other night. You were holding back.” 
 
    The troll returned her smirk, “You did say I could do anything.” 
 
    “I meant it,” Luci said in a heated whisper. 
 
    Blood rushed to Nero’s ears as he looked from Luci, to Drubella and to Dulla. The three beautiful women could not contain their desires as they eyed him. The player did often hold back, trying to concentrate on attaining his goals instead of satisfying his baser desires. The feeling was always there, in the back of his mind but with the recent win and a plan forming to take down Lord Blight, blood rushed, pushing out from his entire body and a frightful need taking hold. The beast rattled at the cage and Nero mentally stepped over and unlocked it. 
 
    A craving madness took hold and dark eyes cast down on the kitmori. Luci looked up, the desire filling the troll’s face. She trembled against him, not out of fear but out of anticipation. She wanted nothing more than to let the troll have his way with her, when he wanted and how he wanted. Despite the cool night breeze flowing in, the heat in the room began to rise. 
 
    “I want you all on the bed,” Nero commanded. 
 
    Luci and Dulla moved to the edge of the bed and sat down, a wet heat rolling through them. Luci watched as Nero turned to face them, about eight feet away and it felt like he was on the other side of the world.  
 
    Drubella was the only one who hesitated, a flame in her heart, “I have never lain with anyone before.” 
 
    Nero looked to her, drinking in her sensual curves and noticing a drop of wetness rolling down her inner thigh, “Lord Blight wants you unspoiled. I don’t believe we should give him what he wants.” 
 
     A shiver filled the dragon kin as she failed to hide her own rising desires. Letting out a heated gasp, Nero notice he didn’t even touch her but his words seemed to convince her otherwise. The player thought she must have seen orgy after orgy for so long and unable to participate. Hungry desires ran with her new found freedom and she was ready to taste paradise. 
 
    Dulla was first to pull at her robe. The dark elf let the warm fabric roll down her sensual shoulders as her breasts were exposed. Dark nipples pointed as she sat and snaked out of her garment, letting it fall to the floor. Fingers slid down her stomach, touching her womanhood and massaging her glowing desire. Luci held her gaze, hungry for the troll as he eyed the dragon kin with an unwavering need. 
 
    “Go to the bed,” Nero commanded the dragon kin. 
 
    Drubella moved as instructed to the side of the bed. She crawled in as Luci began to undress. A small moan rose up as Dulla pleasured herself, her eyes on the troll as he stepped closer.  
 
    Nero eyed them, the room thick with heat and their swirling scents. The lavish bedroom seemed to fall away as blood pooled to his cock. Bringing a hand up, he pressed the palm to his chest. Clothes and weapons faded away as he stood before the bed, naked. Without any further restriction, the troll’s thick blue cock rose up, veins rising along the pulsating shaft. 
 
    Luci was transfixed, unable to turn away as she needed him to invade her. Slipping off the bed, she was on her knees, hands reaching up and curling around the shaft. Lips parted and she kissed the head of his cock once before full lips closed over the end. Nero watched as she licked and suckled. Dulla moaned again, spreading her thighs and massaging herself in delicate swirls. Drubella watched; the hunger there but unsure what to do now that the kitmori took inches in her mouth. 
 
    Nero looked up to see the dragon kin and dark elf. Luci hungrily took inches while the troll turned his gaze on the dragon kin, “Has anyone every pleasure your?” 
 
    “No,” Drubella sighed. 
 
    “Dulla, please show Drubella a taste of pleasure.” 
 
    “Yes, Nero,” Dulla moaned as she turned and crawled onto the bed. The dark elf moved to the dragon kin, wet fingers taking hold of her knees. Drubella didn’t fight her as Dulla spread the dragon’s sensual thighs and lowered her head. Nero watched as Drubella’s hairless pink slit was exposed before the dark elf buried her face between powerful thighs.  
 
    Drubella’s eyes widened a little as a pointed tongue snaked out and licked at her opening. Dulla moved one of her hands between her own thighs, rubbing herself as she licked at the dragon kin. Drubella was silent, observing and feeling the sweet flame of bliss as Dulla carried out her task. The dark elf let her tongue slide along pink flesh, reaching the top and circling around the dragon kin’s clit. An involuntary moan rose up Drubella’s throat but she continued to watch the dark elf work. 
 
    The sight of them only pushed at the troll’s own desires. Luci bobbed her head, trying to take every inch of the troll. Hands let of his cock and grabbed at his hips. Deep throating him caused wetness to spill down her inner thighs. Luci wanted to touch herself but the maddening need to please roared. Looking up, she watched as Nero gazed at the dark elf and dragon kin. Teeth grazed his throbbing cock and the troll’s eyes slide downward to see the kitmori’s beautiful eyes as she took every inch. Moans vibrated against his cock while her tongue pressed along the shaft. The player felt like there was an ocean above him and he was the conduit for its release. It pressed at every fiber of his being and he wanted nothing more than fill the kitmori with every drop. 
 
    Mad urges took over as Nero bent down and took hold of the Luci. The kitmori cried out as his cock slipped her mouth. The troll picked her up and threw her onto the bed. Luci fell on her back, next to Drubella and Dulla. The dark elf never slowed down her masterful licking and the dragon kin’s eyes closed as bliss washed away her doubt. 
 
    Nero climbed onto the large bed, watching Luci squirm as wetness covered her inner thighs. She let out a yelp as strong hands took hold of her and turned her onto her stomach. Eyes wide, she looked back as a hand grabbed at her waist and another hand pushed her upper body down. The kitmori let out a wanting cry as Nero pressed his throbbing head to her quivering slit. The cries turned into a long moan as thick inches pressed at her opening. Inches pushed in and Luci pressed her face into the bed, teeth biting the sheets. She growled and moaned as inner walls spread to accommodate the troll’s girth. Squeezing, hips betrayed her as they moved along Nero’s cock. The player let go of her back, and took hold of her tail, pulling it aside while he moved his hips. The two lovers slide against one another, caught in the primal passion of the moment. Moans rose up in a chorus as Drubella let out a small, deep moan. Dulla licked on, an orgasm blooming between her own thighs. 
 
    Luci let the feeling of helplessness flow over her. Allowing Nero to take her as he wanted caused her fingers to curl into the sheets. Lifting her head, she grunted with a pulled bed sheet between her teeth. Nerves coiled, nearly vibrating as inches invaded her valley over and over again. The sound of Nero’s hips slapping into her firm ass only added to moment. 
 
    Luci let go of the bed sheet, “Nero……” She hissed as her body trembled with each powerful thrust. 
 
    Nero could not take his eyes off of her. The beast roared as a peaceful sensation flowed between them. Dark eyes witnessed her surrender as he invaded her. There was no barrier, no wall to break down between them. She gave herself freely and would only ask for him to take her again and again. Nero tried to think but it had become impossible. He allowed himself to be free and with that freedom was a taste of true understanding. Revenge had become hollow as he was filled with purpose. He would crush those in power because it was what he was meant to do. That single thought caused the dam to crack. 
 
    Luci’s body bounced as the troll upped the tempo. The wet connection between them blazed and the kitmori could not fight it any longer. Nerves sparked and exploded as ecstasy flooded her body. Eyes rolling into her head, she let go of herself and was rewarded. The kitmori let out the deepest moan from her soul as an orgasm slammed into every firing nerve. Ears lay back, fingers curled into bed sheets and whimpers vibrated up her throat. Nero continued to pump his body into her as the orgasmic tide washed away and a larger wave rose up. The world around her didn’t make sense as a larger orgasm crested and drowned her in bliss. 
 
    Nero held onto the kitmori, thrusting to the hilt and pulling back just an inch or two before thrusting again. Luci squeezed him as a third orgasm rose up and slammed into her. She tried to swim through the bliss but it carried her away.  
 
    The troll could no longer hold back as the dam cracked further and then burst. Cock thickening, Luci let out another whimpering moan. Molten spurts of come painted her tight space. Heat rushed with it and the kitmori squeezed with all her might. Nero stared at her, thrusting his cock and Luci milking several more spurts into her. White seed spilled from her as she could no longer contain it anymore. 
 
    “I….I love…you…” Luci whispered. 
 
    “I love you,” Nero stated in a warm whisper. 
 
    You have attained A Lover’s Storm! You have gained +10 HP, +2 Strength and +2 Stamina!        
 
    Taking hold of the kitmori, he turned her onto her back while their bodies were still joined. Pushing his hips between her thighs, Luci’s eyes were closed, basking in the warm glow. The troll pushed one more spurt of come into the dazed fox woman before rising up and his cock slipping out. Thick white seed spilled from her womanhood as she lay. 
 
    Nero rose up on his knees, cock still half hard. Drubella opened her eyes halfway, eyeing the troll on his knees and wet cock dangling between his strong thighs. Dulla pulled away from the dragon kin’s drenched thighs. She rubbed her clit as she looked over to the troll, wetness covering her chin.  
 
    “Nero…..You may take from me,” Dulla said in seductive whisper. 
 
    The troll looked to her and knew she was talking about his dark mana pool. He had used every last point to break Drubella’s collar. Before he could say anything, the dark elf crawled over and licked his cock into her mouth. Nero ran his fingers through her white hair as she suckled on his come covered cock. A pointed tongue lashed at his half hard member as lips pressed tightly over the veiny shaft. Bliss spiked as she sucked inches into her mouth. Head bobbing; her movements breathed new life into his trollhood. Nero watched with satisfaction as his cock hardened to her expert kiss. Nero’s inner beast growled its approval as it was far from finished. 
 
    Drubella’s fingers worked between her thighs, rubbing herself as she watched the dark elf service her new troll companion. Luci continued to bask in the heavenly bliss, writhing on her back, lost to internal passion.  
 
    Nero let his hand slide to Dulla’s neck. A swirl of dark energy glowed between them as the troll began to drink in the dark elf’s soul. Dulla let out a moan as her life was drained into the troll. Point by point was siphoned away and it only caused her to hunger for more. Head bobbing, she could barely contain her want as the troll’s cock stood under its own power.  
 
    The player took enough to refill part of his dark mana pool and stopped. Watching the dark elf suck on his member, he didn’t want her drained for the night. The beast roared for more as the troll set his sights on the dragon kin.  
 
    Drubella was unchained as she gave the troll a show, fingers massaging her clit. She looked to Nero with half closed eyes and deep crimson nipples pointed. Large breasts trembled as her arms worked. Nero could not deny himself any longer. Taking hold of Dulla, he pushed her away. The dark elf slid off his throbbing member, gasping for air as her body trembled. Weakened, she watched as Nero moved to the dragon kin’s parted thighs. 
 
    Dulla’s eyes fell on the kitmori and she crawled over. Lying on her side, she slid her hands and leg over Luci. Pressing her dark nipples to the kitmori, fingers slid down Luci’s flat stomach and rubbed at her dripping valley. Luci’s ears twitched for a moment before a small moan rose up. She never opened her eyes as Dulla ran a finger over her clit, massaging it with lazy affection. Bringing her head over the kitmori, Dulla licked at her nipple and soon began to suckle. Luci’s eyes opened; sensitive nipple sending shockwaves of bliss through her. The kitmori clutched at the dark elf, keeping her to her chest and not wanting her to stop. 
 
    Nero was between Drubella’s thighs, hand taking hold of his cock like a weapon, ready to be used. 
 
    “They wanted you…unspoiled,” Nero smirked. 
 
    “Will you spoil me, handsome troll?” Drubella said with a sultry tone. 
 
    Nero said nothing and he moved in. Drubella looked to him as he loomed over her. The tip of his rock hard cock was between them before he maneuvered it to her pink slit. Nero let go and pushed his hips slightly. The tip pressed against her folds and wetness coated the end. She eyed him as his hips pushed again against her tight valley. Nero gazed down at her heaving breasts; Drubella’s clawed hands touched the bed and curled furs and sheets into tight fingers. The player could not stop his maddening primal desire as he pushed again. 
 
    The tight opening barely budged as he tried to work himself in. The troll’s frustration grew and he could not help himself. A hand rose up to caress the dragon kin’s neck. The scales along her neck were not rough as he originally thought. Instead they were smooth like snake’s skin and carried a wet sensation. Stroking her neck caused Drubella to coo to his touch. Cock head pressed at her tight opening, wetness flowed and the tension seemed to lighten. 
 
    Nero looked to Drubella and leaned in, pressing his strong chest to her large chest. Lips inches apart, the heat between them swirled as she looked to him with almost innocent eyes. Nero closed the distance and pressed his lips to her small snout. Lips parted and she changed before him. Nero stared as her face took on a humanlike form. The rest of her stayed the same, her tail curling around a thick thigh and sliding over the troll’s firm ass. 
 
    “Is this better,” Drubella asked. 
 
    Nero’s brow formed a hard V, “No. I want you as you are.” 
 
    Drubella’s heart swelled as the troll wanted her with a burning need. Face melting back to her true appearance; the troll pressed his cock harder at her tight valley. 
 
    “Plunge your sword in me, lover!” Drubella said in heated whisper. 
 
    Nero’s inner beast roared and the troll pressed his cock harder. Inner walls trembled until the troll forced inches into the dragon kin. Drubella’s red eyes widened and her mouth opened as her womanhood parted. Clawed feet clutched at the bed before she bucked slightly, allowing the troll to sink into her further. Nero never felt such tightness before, grunting as his girth spread inner walls. Scaled arms swung around to clutch at the invading troll. Inches forced her open and a hissing moan rose up. 
 
    “Deeper!” Drubella sang. 
 
    Nero pressed his face into her full cleavage as his hips pushed down below. When he reached the hilt, Drubella held onto him for dear life. Hips began to move as wetness flowed to accommodate him. A tempo rising, hips pulled apart and joined nearly in sync as coos rose up Drubella’s throat. Luci looked up as Dulla sucked at her nipple, a smile blooming as Nero’s body writhed like a serpent between Drubella’s thighs. The act was mesmerizing as determination filled the troll’s face, driving every inch down to the hilt and pulling back, ready to assault her valley again. Drubella whined her lust as a hand reached down and grabbed the troll by the ass, forcing him deep within her. 
 
    Nero didn’t know how he lost control but something had awakened in the dragon kin and she wanted more. Inner walls pressed against his throbbing cock as she took control of the tempo. The rhythm between them grew to a fevered pitch as neither one could stop. Nero could barely think as his hips slammed between thick thighs, cock filling her need with vigorous desire. The sound of their bodies echoed throughout the room, mixed with grunts and moans. 
 
    Luci sat up and watched Nero take the dragon kin. Sliding up next to the moaning Drubella, she lay as Dulla followed. The dark elf’s eyes held a lustful wanting as she crawled between Luci’s thighs and licked at her pink valley. Nero pressed on, driving his need and his resolve beginning to crack. Tight walls clutched at him, singing a song of desire as the dragon kin moaned her pleasure. 
 
    Drubella’s eyes opened as nerves coiled. She helped the troll along, his thick sword stabbing between her thighs, needing more and more of him. The empty feeling inside filled and she could hear the siren song of paradise. 
 
    “Slay….my…heart!” Drubella screamed. 
 
    Despite the impossible tightness, Nero roared as he plunged himself to the hilt. Cock thickening, he forced Drubella’s inner walls to take every inch. The dragon kin’s neck craned back into the thick pillows as her body screamed for release. Nerves tightened until they exploded, showering her inner self with explosions of pure bliss. Heaving, she could not fight back the tide as another orgasm slammed into her and another. The dragon kin squeezed the troll’s cock but the need for release pressed on. Nero growled a grunt as spurts of white hot come burst from the tip, quickly flooding the dragon kin’s tight space. 
 
    Heat burned bright between the two of them as their bodies moved of their own accord. White touched the edge of Nero’s vision as he couldn’t stop himself. He plunged into her valley again and again. Drubella milked his cock, pulling every last drop of seed and keeping him within her. Together, their bodies rocked to a sensual need and when the symphony reached its zenith, the troll collapsed on the dragon kin. 
 
    Drubella held him close for a long moment, a sweet smile on her lips and closed eyes basking in the afterglow. Luci let out whimpers as Dulla continued to lick at her, drawing out another orgasm. 
 
    Drubella slowly opened her eyes as the troll’s hips began to move again. Shock painted her serpent brow as she looked down to see the troll’s mouth latched onto a nipple and his half hard cock becoming hard again inside her. With a serpent smile, she turned her hips and dumped the troll on his back, between her and Luci. 
 
    Nero’s mind and body were on fire as he could not contain himself. He wanted to keep going and his half hard cock grew harder by the moment. Luci moved closer to his right while Drubella snuggled closer to his left. Dulla raised her face from between Luci’s thighs and saw Nero’s hardening cock free for the taking. Crawling over slick bodies, she moved like she was possessed. Straddling the dazed troll, she took hold of his throbbing cock and pressed it to her wet opening. 
 
    The dark elf let out a wanting cry as she impaled herself on his cock, sinking down inch after inch. Breasts bouncing, she sank down to the hilt, moaning her approval. 
 
    You have attained Dragon Kin Lover! You have gained +10 HP, +4 Strength and +25 Dark Mana Pool. 
 
    The words scrolled across Nero’s vision but he was lost to Dulla’s magical valley. Cock stiffening, he watched as the dark elf rode him, inches appearing and disappearing in her hairless slit. Dulla’s eyes were closed as she moved with heated passion. Drubella pressed her large breasts to Nero’s face and he licked at her nipple. A shiver ran up the dragon kin’s back as she let him suckle on her. 
 
    Luci ran a hand over Nero’s tight body, watching him enjoy himself and fingering herself with her other hand. The sexual energy had whipped into a frenzy between them and there appeared to be no end in sight. 
 
    Nero pulled his mouth from Drubella’s nipple and looked to the foxy beauty on his right. A satisfaction rolled through him but his eyes and body hungered for more. 
 
    “I could tell how you watched me that night, there was a party boy in there, somewhere,” Luci said with a faint smile. 
 
    “I….I could…tell….there was…a lover..under those beautiful curves and foxy ears…” Nero managed as Dulla drove her hips down on him over and over. 
 
    “Can you live like this?” Luci asked with a heated sigh. 
 
    “Can we not?” Nero whispered back. 
 
    Luci’s ears twitched as she eyed the handsome troll, “No, we can’t” 
 
    The kitmori leaned in and kissed the troll deeply. Tongues played while the dark elf humped the troll, body bouncing on his rigid member. 
 
    “I’m coming!” Dulla cried out as she couldn’t stop herself. 
 
    Nero and Luci broke their kiss and all three looked to the dark elf. 
 
    “Come for us,” The troll, kitmori and dragon kin cheered her on. 
 
    Dulla’s head reared back as she slammed her hips down. The dark elf’s mouth made a perfect O as her eyes widened. Nero couldn’t deny how sexy it was to watch an orgasm exploded, heat rushing to her face. Pink touched dark cheeks as inner explosions caused her to shudder repeatedly. Nero felt his own orgasm filling his member as she squeezed him, begging for his release. Spurts of come splashed in her valley, flooding it with a cloud of bliss. The dark elf drank in the troll’s life, refilling her own dark mana pool and savoring his throbbing member. Hips moved lazily as she whimpered and moved, milking every last drop from the troll. 
 
    You have attained Dark Elf Worshipper! You have gained +2 Intelligence and +10 to Dark Mana Pool.    
 
    Luci hugged the troll and he coiled an arm around her, drinking in her scent as Dulla pried herself off of him and Drubella taking over, straddling the troll. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nero called up his stats as Luci moaned, her hips moving up and down on the troll’s sore cock. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 274/274 
 
    Armor- 22 
 
    Dark Mana Pool(DM)- 255/255 
 
      
 
    Strength- 25 (+5) 
 
    Intelligence- 24 (+4) 
 
    Wisdom- 30 (+8)  
 
    Dexterity- 28 (+7) 
 
    Stamina- 24 (+4) 
 
    Charisma- 40 (+10)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 22 
 
    Soul Drink- 22 
 
    Sense the Dead- 18 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 14 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 27 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Raise Pale Skeleton- 5 DM 
 
    Raise Bloody Bones- 12 DM 
 
    Summon Wraith- 25 DM 
 
    Summon Banshee- 40 DM 
 
    Summon Ghost- 45 DM 
 
    Soul Drain- No cost 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Scepter of Shadow Weaving-7 to 22 (Shadow Weaving Ability)  
 
    Short Sword of Decay- 8 to 26 damage (Slow healing) 
 
    Soul Bleeder Dagger- 5 to 16 damage (48 hour lockout) 
 
    Robe of Abyssal Conjuration- Spells at half cost. Take half magic damage. 
 
    Dragon Skull Headdress- +100 Dark Mana Pool 
 
    Enchanted Leather Armor- +5 Armor 
 
    Ring of Shadows- +10 Sneak 
 
    The troll smiled as Luci continued to ride his cock. Drubella and Dulla slept in each other’s arms next to the couple. Nero noted that all the bonuses he received, it only increased his normal damage and his dark mana pool. The player mentally filed it away to see if it would help with his plan. 
 
    Mind crystal clear, he mentally swiped his stat screen away and lay on his back, enjoying Luci’s body as she bounced on his cock. The four had been at it for hours and the player’s inner beast was struggling to stay awake. Luci fell forward, lazily moving her hips as she lay on the troll. An orgasm sprung deep inside but it felt more like a tickle as the kitmori moaned. Nero held her close. Unable to stop herself, the troll came a moment later, hoping that would quell her desires. Come spurted and Luci moaned. A few seconds later, she fell fast asleep on his chest. 
 
    Nero knew they had a few hours before sunrise so he figured he get some sleep too. Mind drifting off on a blissful haze, he looked forward to putting his plan in action and seeing that Lord Blight and his ilk get what’s coming to them. 
 
    The lantern’s glow softened as they winked out one by one. Nero held the sleeping kitmori close as darkness filled the room and he fell into the deepest sleep of his life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fifteen 
 
     The forest was alive with the sounds of bird song. Shafts of sunlight penetrated the green foliage and a cool serenity blanketed the area. Nero paced ahead of his small group of companions, annoyed that it was such a beautiful day. There was a small place in his heart where he told himself to just abandon the quest, take his new friends and quest for new adventures across Lukken. The thought caused the shadowmancer to smile to himself, if only for a moment. The darker part of his mind wouldn’t allow it, sending that pleasant thought down the drain. A lesson must be taught and Nero was in a teaching mood. 
 
    Rikk and Luci followed behind the troll while Drubella and Dulla took up the rear. They had been travelling for most of the morning. Nero thought back to when they left Rork kingdom through the secret tunnel. A chest was waiting for them, filled with several thousand gold coins, healing potions and a beautiful outfit for Drubella. The dragon took to it, holding it to her chest, a tear in her eye, knowing it was from her father. She couldn’t bring herself to visit him, knowing she would be a blubbering mess and instead asked Nero if they could return one day. The player of course agreed, looking forward to the reunion after the dragon kin had seen some of the world. 
 
    Despite the beautiful morning, a grim mood took hold of each of the companions. They were walking into a dangerous situation and they all knew it. Even Rikk was un-characteristically quiet, formulating plans in his head. Nero spent part of the morning explaining his plan but it didn’t sit well with the group. Rikk said there were too many variables that could come into play. Luci tried to remain upbeat but her eyes said otherwise. Drubella took the information in but said nothing in return. Dulla was the only one who seemed confident it would work. She walked along with a hum in her throat and wide red eyes. 
 
    Through the trees, ruined white pillars stood, bathed in sunlight. They were nearly upon the Tullar ruins. 
 
    “Does everyone know their part?” Nero asked as he came to a halt. 
 
    The group slowed to a stop and watched as the shadowmancer turned to them. 
 
    Dulla stepped forward, walking closer to the shadowmancer and looking up with crimson irises, “I do.” 
 
    Nero looked to her and smiled. The dark elf took one step closer, inches from him. Tilting her head up, she kissed him deeply. The troll returned the kiss. The air was still as they broke their kiss. The dark elf looked to him shyly before turning and walking off, deeper into the woods.  
 
    Nero looked to Drubella. The dragon kin stood in a sheer top, the clasped fabric over one shoulder. Her flat stomach was bare and at her hips was a deep red skirt that was cut diagonal across sensual thighs. The dragon kin stepped closer, a black collar around her neck. Nero raided Treyana’s toy cabinet for a collar that would look like the one he destroyed. The collection was impressive but a black metal one was closest one he could fine. It didn’t have any runes on it but the player hoped Lord Blight and his crew wouldn’t notice too much. 
 
    “Are you comfortable with your part? You’ll be in the thick of it when it all goes south.” 
 
    Drubella nodded, “I understand the risks.” 
 
    “Remember, once it begins, fall back. Luci will assist in your defense until you’re safe.” 
 
    The dragon kin stepped aside with a small smile as Luci stepped closer. The troll took her hands into his, kissed the back of her hands and gazed into her eyes. 
 
    “You’re my defense support. Do you have enough throwing daggers?” 
 
    “I have hundreds. My dimensional pockets are full and half of them have varied magical attacks and poisons. I will be sure to keep them at bay,” Luci smirked. 
 
    “I know you will,” Nero smiled. “You have all the potions. Keep everyone’s HP’s up and we may make it through this.” 
 
    Luci stepped back. 
 
    Rikk let out an annoyed sigh, “You don’t have to reiterate with me. The plan is medium grade at best. I would abandon you to your digital demise if I hadn’t sworn to travel and protect you.” 
 
    “You’re faith is overwhelming,” Nero grinned. 
 
    Rikk’s brow hardened, “Fuck this! Let’s start the show.” 
 
    The mage stabbed his staff into the ground and whispered arcane words. Eyes turning white, the mage said the final words to the incantation and thunder cracked in the far distance. 
 
    “There, you have your added bonuses to a level playing field. The robe your wearing should lessen the weather effects since the weather is magical in nature,” Rikk said with a hard edge. 
 
    The troll nodded. Nero turned and began walking, the group following behind. The trees began to part as the ruins took up most the view beyond. The troll slowed his pace so he could walk alongside Rikk. The mage stared forward, chin out and a gloom in his eyes. 
 
    “Before we get into it, I’m curious, what’s so great about the Star Fall Staff?” Nero asked. 
 
    Rikk let out an annoyed sigh, “It’s a unique item in Lukken, one of a kind. The staff can call down a meteor storm, depending on how much mana you charge it with. It has been hidden since day one of Lewd Saga and no one has found it. Nyras has a clue and I’m not going to fuck up my chance to find it.” 
 
    “How big of a meteor storm can you call down?” 
 
    Rikk’s annoyed face twisted into an evil smile, “Let’s just say, the kingdom of Rork would be a smoking crater if I had the staff.” 
 
    “That sounds too powerful,” Nero smirked. 
 
    “It is,” Rikk smiled. 
 
    The shadowmancer and troll cleared the forest to a wide grassy field, white crumbling ruins in the distance. Blue filled the sky but at the edges of the magnificent day, dark clouds rolled in, lightning flashing in the distance. Nero looked to those dark skies and knew his equalizer, among several, were coming. 
 
    The party walked in the sunlight, crossing the green, grassy field. Nero mentally called up his stats. 
 
    Nero Synn 
 
    Shadowmancer Troll 
 
    Hit Points(HP)- 274/274 
 
    Armor- 22 
 
    Dark Mana Pool(DM)- 255/255 
 
      
 
    Strength- 25 (+5) 
 
    Intelligence- 24 (+4) 
 
    Wisdom- 30 (+8)  
 
    Dexterity- 28 (+7) 
 
    Stamina- 24 (+4) 
 
    Charisma- 40 (+10)  
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Whisper to the Dead- 22 
 
    Soul Drink- 22 
 
    Sense the Dead- 18 
 
    Troll Regeneration- 14 (Passive ability) 
 
      
 
    Skills 
 
    Sneak- 27 
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Raise Pale Skeleton- 5 DM 
 
    Raise Bloody Bones- 12 DM 
 
    Summon Wraith- 25 DM 
 
    Summon Banshee- 40 DM 
 
    Summon Ghost- 45 DM 
 
    Soul Drain- No cost 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Scepter of Shadow Weaving-7 to 22 (Shadow Weaving Ability)  
 
    Short Sword of Decay- 8 to 26 damage (Slow healing) 
 
    Soul Bleeder Dagger- 5 to 16 damage (48 hour lockout) 
 
    Robe of Abyssal Conjuration- Spells at half cost. Take half magic damage. 
 
    Dragon Skull Headdress- +100 Dark Mana Pool 
 
    Enchanted Leather Armor- +5 Armor 
 
    Ring of Shadows- +10 Sneak 
 
     The shadowmancer checked everything over and then called up the Encounter Level. The field was blank as they had not reached the ruins yet or seen their enemies. Once they were in range, he would have an idea on what he was dealing with. Keeping the Encounter Level field in the corner of his vision, he stepped along with confidence that his plan would have a chance. 
 
    The ruins grew closer with each step. When the four companions were within about a hundred feet of the Tullar ruins, figures appeared from around decayed corners and cracked pillars. Nero stopped, as did his companions.  
 
    The troll surveyed the figures before him. Twelve players stood fully armored. Eleven of them wore the same, faceless helmet except for Jasper. The rogue was smiling and quite content to be unmasked. Nero could see six knights, two paladins, two clerics and two rogues, including Jasper, standing apart from one another. They formed a crooked semi circle as they gazed down indifferently to the troll and his fellow assassins. 
 
    In the middle, Lord Blight stepped forward with sword sheathed and arms spread, “Welcome victorious killers!” 
 
    “Save it, Terence! The contract is complete,” Nero shouted with contempt. 
 
    Lord Blight let his arms drop to his sides, “No time for theatrics? Where’s your sense of occasion? Never mind, I see you have Drubella. News has already begun to circulate that the princess is dead. It would appear you have completed your contract, no worse for wear.” 
 
    Lord Blight turned his attention to Rikk and Luci standing on either side of the shadowmancer, “I see you three teamed up. Not completely unexpected since everyone knew Treyana was a handful but Rikk Saint, I never pegged you for a team player.” 
 
    “Nero and Luci helped in their small way,” Rikk said indifferently. 
 
    The blue sky began to dim as dark clouds rolled in. Nero checked the Encounter Level and “Difficult” blinked. The player knew that Lord Blight’s people were geared to the gills and ready for a fight and seeing them now, only indicated that his party would stand little chance against their might, even with Rikk on their side. 
 
    Lord Blight returned his gaze to Nero, “I see you have some new gear. Impressive, maybe I can get a closer look?” 
 
    Nero clenched his jaw, “Stop with this bullshit! Complete the contract and I’ll hand over Drubella, as agreed upon.” 
 
    Terence nodded, “Fine. You really suck the fun out of everything. Since I’m an honorable knight, I will transfer the funds, split three ways. I suggest you don’t take the money and run. I’m sure my fellow guildies here will be able to take you down pretty quickly.” 
 
    Nero watched as a 2D screen appeared before Lord Blight. The player tapped at the screen a few times, making sure everything was in order. The shadowmancer drank in Lord Blight and the five other knights, knowing full well when things begin to happen, they are going to call in every concubine in their arsenal to fight. The average knight can have fifteen to thirty concubines. Averaging it out, Nero figured the enemy players could call in over a hundred concubines to fight for them. Nero’s thoughts flowed to Dulla and he hoped her power was as strong as she said it was. 
 
    An alert popped up in Nero’s vision, a third of the amount transferred to his account, minus the 150 he was paid up front. It only came out to $183.00 but it was never about the money. Nero figured he could go to dinner with his dad once this event was all over. 
 
    Clouds closed in, blotting out the sun. Another rumble of thunder filled the area. Some of the masked players looked up as the sky grew threatening. Nero watched the Encounter level stay at difficult. 
 
    Lord Blight swiped the 2D screen away and held out a hand. A large pouch appeared in his palm. Nero’s eyes bulged as the knight reared his arm back and gave it a mighty throw. The pouch soared through the air. A furry hand reached up and caught it, bringing it down to her chest. 
 
    Nero turned to Luci as she looked to the large pouch in her hand, a hunger growing in her eyes. 
 
    “Like I said, only the good stuff. You should be feeling great for a few weeks with that fairy dust. Take it with my compliments on a job well done,” Lord Blight bellowed. 
 
    Nero didn’t factor in Luci’s reward. He needed her clear headed if his plan was going to work. Dark eyes gazed on the kitmori as she shifted the heavy pouch in her hand, claws clutching at it. 
 
    “Now, send over Drubella,” Blight commanded. 
 
    Nero turned his attention to the dragon kin. Drubella’s face was a blank mask as she began to walk forward. Rikk looked on as Drubella passed him. Nero gave her a wink but the dragon kin showed no emotion as she walked past him and across the green field. Clouds swirled as a lightning bolt arced across the sky.  
 
    Nero kept his gaze on the Drubella as she approached the ruins. Lord Blight eyed her as she moved to face him. The dragon kin knelt down on one knee, bowing her serpent head and dark hair before him in submission. 
 
    “Now for the final part of the contract, show yourselves so we can end this!” Nero shouted. 
 
    Nero tilted his head up, a leer forming under his mask, “You really are an idiot, aren’t you, Nathan.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Dulla watched from her spot among the dense trees. Dark hands clutched at greater soul shards as she held them up above her. The last bit of blue sky was blocked by writhing clouds. The dark elf whispered her spells, calling on every point of dark power she could muster. Lightning flashed and she babbled on the incantations, ready to unleash her power. When she reached right before the last arcane word, she stopped, waiting for the signal. 
 
    A long moment passed before a rain drop touched her forehead, followed by another. The heavens opened up and water came down, a trickle at first but soon into a deluge.  
 
    The dark elf necromancer smiled as she thought of Nero, her purpose and hope once again in her heart. Soul shards in the air, they pulsed with power. 
 
    “NNNNEEECCCRRROOOOMMMAAAAAAA!” Dulla shouted, unleashing all of her power. 
 
    Lightning blasted down, splitting several trees around her as dark power surged. The soul shards flew into the air and Dulla laughed maniacally. Slender hands dipped into her soul shard pouches and she continued to screech arcane words as rain poured down. She flung soul shards over and over, a madness taking hold as she could no longer stop herself. The dark goddesses and gods smiled on her as she called on their dark power to fuel every bit of her strength into the spell. 
 
    Faint memories slipped across her mind as she remembered she had performed this spell once before. She needed to see a love that had denied her. He was trapped in a dragon castle and he sent her a letter to be saved. She came to his rescue, calling on the dead to assist. When it was over, the rogue denied her again. The pain of being lost knew no end until she followed Nyras’s song. Now she was follower of the Death Lover and she would not disappoint him. Hope springing again, she found her purpose and she would not be stopped! 
 
    Arcane circles began to appear at her feet, spreading out in all directions as far as she could see. The dead rose up, hungry and waiting for a command from the beautiful necromancer who summoned them. 
 
    Dulla’s arms fell to her sides and her head slumped forward, eyes burning with dark power. 
 
    “Destroy all our enemies and protect the High Priest of Nyras, I command it!” Dulla hissed. 
 
    The dead continued to rise as the first wave turned and began their march, the necromancer’s words blazed in their undead minds. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nero gave Lord Blight a hard gaze as rain began to fall. The other masked players looked around as the trickle turned into sheets of rain, crashing down from the dark gray sky. Lord Blight tilted his head up and hands out, letting the heavens fall on his armored body, the sound of dinging metal ringing out. 
 
    “I’m altering the deal. Walk away and enjoy your life in Lukken. Maybe one day I’ll come to you for another job but the Shadow Guild will stay just as it is, in the shadows.” 
 
    Nero took a step forward, hood up over his dragon skull headdress as rain poured down, “That’s not what we agreed upon!” 
 
    Lord Blight tilted his head down to Nero, “I don’t have to answer to you or anyone. We will control Lukken. Go back to your miserable life.” 
 
    “Terence, you really are a piece of shit,” Nero shouted and smirked. 
 
    “Yea….but I’m a piece of shit with a….” Lord Blight trailed off as he turned his head. 
 
    The player’s eyes bulged as arcane circles appeared at the edge of the massive clearing. Lightning flashed as the arcane circles spread out into field, lighting up the area in dark magic. The dead began to rise as a horde of skeletons, wraiths, ghosts and banshees emerged from the forest edge. The howling dead army marched into the field, hollow eyes firmly on the ruins, jaws moving and fingers grasping for living digital flesh. 
 
    “Dru!” Nero shouted with mad glee. 
 
    Lord Blight turned his helmet to the dragon kin as her mouth opened and a stream of fire blazed forth. The knight went for his sword as the dragon fire slammed into him, sending him careening off the stone ruin surface and crashing onto the grassy field floor. 
 
    Chaos sprang as the rest of the shadow guild drew their weapons. The knights summoned their concubines, the very air vibrating with power. A moment later, bodies flashed into existence, filling the ruins with a small army. Elves un-slung bows and pulled arrows from quivers. Dwarves, humans, angels and fae appeared, drawing weapons and taking positions around their lords and ladies. 
 
    Nero turned his head to Luci and grinned. The large pouch of fairy dust was on the ground, mixing in with the flooding rains. The kitmori winked at him as throwing daggers appeared in her hands and knees bent. 
 
    Nero checked the Encounter level. It wavered for a moment, taking in every point in the ruins and the field and comparing them. The AI calculated the risks and added in the terrain conditions of the torrential rain. Mud bloomed as lightning hit the field. After all factors fell into place, the Encounter Level moved from Difficult to Moderate. 
 
    “Good enough for me,” Nero said in a hushed whisper. 
 
    Short sword and scepter drawn from his robe, the shadowmancer bent his knees. 
 
    “Protect Drubella and kill all of them!” The troll shouted before breaking into a run. 
 
    Drubella poured molten flame at the downed knight. Lord Blight rolled to his armored boots, just avoiding another strike. Two knights charged the dragon kin as her back was turned to them.  
 
    Elves lined up with bows, bowstrings taught and arrows ready. The rain poured from the sky, wetting the strings. Elves let loose a volley and most of the arrows were airborne. The rain and wind knocked their aim off and soon the air was scattered with arrows, aiming down on the incoming undead horde. 
 
    “Bringing the pain,” Rikk smirked as he raised his staff and pointed a hand.  
 
    The mage swiped with his staff, a gust of wind knocking out the incoming arrows. With his free hand, energy curled and arced along fingers and he looked to the enemy army. Pointing his hand, energy surged and a thick lightning bolt blasted across the hundred feet to the enemy army. Elves, dwarves and humans were thrown asunder as the lightning mixed with the rain. The poor souls that weren’t thrown were covered in scorch marks and shattered into shards of light. 
 
    Nero charged, eyes on Drubella, the two knights and Lord Blight regaining his footing. Luci was behind him, arms slashing outward and throwing daggers flying. A knight put up an arm as daggers struck him with muted explosions. Steam rose up as the knight continued his advance on the dragon kin. Drubella swiveled her head, a stream of flame swirling around her. The two advancing knights stopped and pulled back as flames licked at their armor.  
 
    The shadowmancer held up his staff and channeled dark mana into it. Lord Blight drew his sword and heaved it up, ready to charge the dragon kin when shadows rose up around his feet and stabbed into the soft spots at his ankles, pain welled up as he was rooted to the spot and taking damage. 
 
    You inflicted 40 damage! DM: 215/255 
 
    Nero knew it was a drop in the bucket but he had to use everything at his disposal to whittle the corrupt knight down.  
 
    The shadows around Lord Blight’s ankles burst away and he once again regained his footing. The knight turned his attention to the incoming troll and kitmori. Flexing his neck and squaring his shoulders, he prepared himself for the incoming players, sword in hand. 
 
    Nero roared as he made a beeline for the knight, sword spinning in his hand. Luci leapt into the air, arm slashing across and throwing daggers flying. Drubella roared her flames until her breath was used up. Mouth gasping, the knights charged as daggers hit the ground near their armored boots and flashed. A frost spell effect spread out and the knights slid forward, losing their balance. Drubella drank in air as the knights clumsily slid toward her. Arm out, she grabbed one of them by the breast plate, lifted him up and slammed him down hard against the muddy floor. Eyes blazing, she opened her mouth and a stream of molten flames burst forth. 
 
    The knight grunted as he was cooked in his armor, blade swinging sideways. The blade cut into her arm and Drubella reared up with the knight, flames pouring from her mouth. The knight tried to hack at her again but hit points drained by the dozens per second. The blade sliced at her arm once again but the dragon kin didn’t let up. The knight let out a scream as his hit points reached zero and he shattered into pieces.  
 
    The other knight barreled forward and jammed his sword point into Drubella’s shoulder. The dragon kin roared in pain as a scaled hand clasped at the sword. Foot claw up, she pulled the sword from her shoulder and pulled the knight closer. The knight’s eyes bulged behind his faceless mask as foot claws racked against his armor, shredding it and cutting deep into flesh. 
 
    The kitmori flew through the air, a sword appearing in her hand and the point carefully aimed. Drubella held the knight up, ready to release another stream of flames when a sword appeared next to the knight’s neck and sunk through the weak part of the armor. The enemy player gurgled as the blade point appeared out the other side. Luci’s eyes held a firm intensity as she twisted the blade and wretched it out. Drubella let the knight fall and he shattered when he touched the ground. Dragon kin and Kitmori threw their backs together, the fox woman handing a healing potion to the wounded dragon kin and ready to take on the enemy. 
 
    Rikk began to laugh like a mad man. Stabbing his staff into the muddy ground, he became a one-man artillery brigade. Thick lightning bolts streamed forward, arcing and smashing concubines. The undead horde behind him was charging closer. Two paladins burst forward, golden auras surrounding their bodies while the clerics began healing nearby damaged players and concubines. 
 
    “Fuckers! If I’m going to die, I’m taking all of you with me!” Rikk shouted with demented glee. 
 
    The paladins raced forward, maces in hand as the undead horde reached Rikk’s back. Dark and light energies clashed as the undead crashed into the two paladins. Holy weapons swung outwards, smashing skeletons to dust. Rikk ignored the paladins and maintained his lightning cannons on the main force. Enemy concubine spell casters charged their spells and returned fire. Rikk laughed as spells hit his mana shield and fizzled. 
 
    “I’ve got a whole lot of mana!” Rikk shouted as he blasted the enemy spell casters to glowing shards of light. 
 
    The dead surged against the paladins. Soon they were engulfed, their light barely keeping the dead at bay as they tried to fight through them and hammer at the mad mage. The undead surged past while many stayed to snuff out the paladin’s light. Ghosts and banshees swooped from the sky, smashing against the barriers of light, sacrificing themselves to dwindle down the paladin’s power. Concern began to grow amid the two paladins as they fought like caged wolves. Rikk laughed as the undead swarm began to overpower their light. 
 
    “The darkness wins this day,” Rikk said with contempt as he turned each lightning cannon on a paladin, power surging forth. 
 
    Each paladin poured their wisdom into their barriers but even they could not stand up to the mage’s raw power. Lightning cracked each shield and blasted each paladin off their feet. Undead hands reached up and grabbed at the paladins, pulling them down and clawing into their bodies. The paladins screeched as they were pulled apart and shattered into shards of light. 
 
    “Too easy,” Rikk said a as a shaft of light appeared above him. 
 
    The mage looked up to see a glowing crack in the clouds and power pulsating. Turning his vision to the enemy, he could see each cleric praying with eyes closed and mouths moving. 
 
    “Fuck,” the mage whispered as the power above him surged and blasted down. 
 
    The mage threw himself aside as he pumped mana into his shield. The pulse of power hit the ground and exploded outward. Rikk tumbled through the air as his shield cracked and shattered. The dead in the area was turned to ash in one blinding flash. Rikk hit the ground and rolled to a halt. Slowly standing up, he looked to the massive crater where he was standing and then turned his attention to the clerics. Mana shield reforming, he flexed his fingers. 
 
    “Alright, let’s dance,” Rikk spat and began murmuring incantations. 
 
    The undead clashed into the concubine army. Dark and light power surged as each side fought like rabid monsters. Swords cleaved undead while elven archers were drained of every point of light. Spirals of bodies blended together as each side fought with every skill and power in their arsenal. 
 
    Nero charged Lord Blight as he casually marched forward, the shadowmancer slid across the wet grass, sword out and slashing at a leg. Blight spun his sword and parried it away. The troll rolled to his feet and the two combatants circled each other as each side clashed around them. 
 
    “Now’s your chance, strike me down if you can,” Blight crooned behind his mask. 
 
    The troll advanced, anger fueling his muscles but he kept his mind sharp. Whispering an incantation, dark portals appeared to each side of Lord Blight. The knight turned to see a wraith on each side coming through the portals and clamping black hands on his arms. 
 
    You summoned two Wraiths! You spent 50 DM! DM 145/255 
 
    Blight planted his feet and spun, sword stabbing into one of the wraiths. It let out a low moan as its body cracked into purple light and faded away. The other wraith stayed closer, hand up and clawing at the knight’s lightly armored neck. Blight swung the sword around and was about to drive it home until Nero’s shadow loomed in the corner of his vision. The knight changed direction and stabbed at the shadow. The shadow cracked and fell away, Nero nowhere to be seen. The wraith touched the knight’s neck and life drain flashed. 
 
    Blight ignored the wraith as he spun around and a dagger stuck him in his side. The knight’s eyes bulged as he looked down at Nero. The shadowmancer smiled evilly as he pulled his dagger and stabbed again.  
 
    You spent 10 DM to create a shadow! DM: 135/255 
 
    The knight roared with laughter as he brought his sword arm up. Nero pulled away, falling backwards and the sword missing his neck by inches. Blight brought his sword up to his shoulder, the edge gleaming. He cut hard across, severing the head of the wraith in one clean swipe. 
 
    “This is pathetic! I have over eight hundred hit points! You barely have taken a hundred. I’m not even going to use my Soul Bleeder sword on you, it’s not worth it,” Blight said with a sarcastic edge. 
 
    The sword in his hand changed in the blink of an eye. Flames roared up the sword edge, the falling rain sizzling as it touched it. 
 
    Blight eyed the shadowmancer as he took a few steps backwards, “It was a good idea to bring an army but a shadowmancer will never have the advantage of a fully armed knight. I’m going to hack you to pieces and take the dragon kin and kitmori as my slaves.” 
 
    Nero stepped back, watching the knight. He noticed the muddy grass did slow down each step the knight took. The rain poured down, dripping over the eyeholes of his helmet. The player knew there were enough distractions that if he simply kept moving, the knight wouldn’t have a chance to land a blow. Taking another step back, the troll knew he had to play one of his ace cards or the battle would be over before it really started. 
 
    Scepter in hand, the shadowmancer eyed the knight and poured all of his dark mana into the dark crystal at the top, “I can’t wait till you’re begging me to stop.” 
 
    Blight took a muddy step forward when the scepter in Nero’s hand surged. A shadow rose up from the grass like a pointed tentacle. It waved back and forth as the knight lifted his flaming sword. Nero controlled its actions, ready to strike as he took another step back. Rain poured down and as drops dripped from the over the metal brow of the helmet, the knight slashed outward at the moving shadow. Nero pulled the shadow back and the moment the sword passed its arc, it surged forward like a viper. Nero drove his scepter forward as the shadow’s end turned into a sharpened point and slammed into the breastplate. Magical energy blasted outward but the shadow dented in the armor and cracked it. Claw-like hooks grabbed at the armor, spreading the hole out and curving the rough edges inward.  
 
    Blight sliced again, cutting the tentacle shadow into two. It melted away as he stumbled back, a gaping hole in his breastplate. 
 
    You created a shadow tentacle! You spent 135 DM. DM: 0/255 
 
    Blight looked down at the jagged hole in his breast plate and cackled a laugh, “You used up everything to weaken my armor? You fucking mor….” Blight went silent as Nero charged. 
 
    The player’s focus became a razors edge. The hole was big enough to slip a dagger blade in. The armor at the limbs and neck was weaker but still in the way. Nero placed his bets that if he kept moving, he had his shot.  
 
    The shadowmancer charged forward as Blight swung his sword. Scepter was placed in its slot while the troll drew his short sword. Blades clashed but the shadowmancer kept moving. Short sword parrying strike after strike, Nero pushed with body to get the sword out of the way. Dagger flashing, he buried it into the cracked armor, the tip sinking into flesh.  
 
    Blight grunted as he tried to shift his weight and knock the troll away. Nero moved lightning quick, getting close, parry and stabbing at the crack again and again. Blight planted his feet but the troll shifted his leg around the armored leg and pushed. Blight stumbled backwards, sword to his side to regain his balance. Nero smiled as he drove the dagger point into the crack two, three, four times! 
 
    Blight growled as regained his balance, feinted a swing and changed the direction of his flaming blade. Nero tried to spin away when the flaming blade slashed at his arm. 
 
    You have taken 47 damage! HP: 227/274 
 
    Nero didn’t slow down as he continued to dodge and parry each swing. Dagger up and fingers pointing, he blasted a black lightning bolt at the crack, hitting Blight’s chest. 
 
    You used Soul Drain! You gain 24 DM. DM: 24/255 
 
    Nero became a whirlwind and his blades sang against Blight’s flaming sword. The troll danced away keeping the knight at bay before resuming his attacks. Blight gave an annoyed growl as he controlled his attacks. Blades clashed once again before the knight drew his dagger and slammed the point into Nero’s stomach. The troll grunted and pulled back, the dagger coming away bloody. 
 
    You have taken 19 damage! HP: 208/274 
 
    You have been poisoned! Weakness status effect: 5 minutes! 
 
    Nero cursed as his limbs began to slow. 
 
    “Nice try but now I will outlast you,” Blight said in a dark tone as he stepped closer with flaming sword and dagger in hand. 
 
    Blades up, the knight brought them down hard. Nero fell back onto the defensive as he tried to block each incoming strike. Limbs moving slower, for every two he blocked, one slashed across a thigh, arm or stomach. 
 
    You have taken 54 damage! HP: 154/274 
 
    You have taken 29 damage! HP: 125/274 
 
    You have taken 48 damage! HP: 77/274 
 
    Nero stumbled back as rain poured down over the two fighters amid the chaotic battle. The dead were advancing as the enemy concubines and players were killed. Luci turned her eyes to see Nero fall to one knee, Blight stepping closer. 
 
    “You got spirit but I think it’s time to put you down for a week,” Blight said as his flaming sword blinked into his Soul Bleeder sword. 
 
    Nero looked up, rain streaming down from the edge of his hood, dark eyes on the masked knight before him. 
 
    “I’ll….I’ll hunt you down…” Nero huffed as his limbs had difficulty working. 
 
    Blight held up his sword, “And I’ll…how did you put it…..I’ll keep killing you until you lose a taste of ever coming back.” 
 
    Nero felt his hope and purpose darkened as the knight raised his sword up, ready for the killing blow. Daggers flew through the air and slammed into Blight’s back. The knight’s eyes widened as he stumbled forward. Nero caught sight of Luci’s hand whipping out, a storm of throwing daggers aimed at Blight’s back. With a last surge of strength, the troll dropped his short sword and lurched upwards. A thick blue hand grabbed at Blight’s armored wrist and held the sword up as he drove his soul bleeder dagger into the crack of his breastplate, over and over again.  
 
    Blight grunted as he took damage from behind and the troll stabbing him repeatedly. Hit Points drained as he tried to shift his weight. Arms pulling, he knocked Nero off his feet. The troll’s hand slipped as Blight grabbed at his dagger again. The shadowmancer grunted as the knight buried the blade in his chest and twisted it. 
 
    You have taken 34 damage! HP: 43/274 
 
    Weakness status effect! 
 
     Nero fell to the muddy ground, limbs giving out. Barely able to move, he pushed himself onto his back, rain drenching every part of his body. 
 
    Blight stood over the fallen troll, blade up. Nero turned his gaze to see Luci crying out as Jasper drove a dagger into her back. Drubella stomped toward the Blight but she was too far away to do anything just yet. Rikk called down lightning, pinning the enemy and reducing their numbers.  
 
    Nero turned his attention back to Blight as he held the sword up, point down over his chest. The player knew he did his best but they were still out matched. He would carry on with his purpose, knowing death was not the end. He promised to himself to uncover Terence and his secret cabal. He would never rest until he was satisfied that the fake gamers were brought to righteous justice. 
 
    “Have a nice nap, loser,” Blight hissed as he brought the blade down. 
 
    Black lightning flared and struck the blade in mid downward thrust. The black energy coiled around the sword, launching it from Blight’s hands as it stabbed into the mud. Blight and Nero looked over as Dulla charged forward, determination in her beautiful dark elf features and another black lightning bolt surging forward.  
 
    Blight reached for the sword as a black bolt slammed into his shoulder and spun him around. The knight’s eyes widened as Drubella charged, mouth opening and a stream of flames pouring forth. The dead surged to Nero, bony hands reaching out to pull him away while others attacked the dazed knight. Blight put his arms up and flames washed over him as the dead clawed at his prone back.  
 
    “Thank you,” Nero whispered to the dead as they pulled him to his feet. 
 
    A fiery blade appeared in Blight’s armored hand and he spun around, cutting the undead to pieces. Dragon flame licked at his body as hit points drained. A dagger appeared in Luci’s hand as she drove it into Jasper’s stomach and wretched the blade upwards. The rogue screamed as he tried to get away. 
 
    Blight fell to one knee as flames surged through the crack. Dulla’s black lightning slammed into the knight’s back over and over again. Blight cried out for his fellow guildies but they were fighting for their lives, in full retreat. Rikk called down lightning, blasting a cleric to pieces as the other one stumbled off into the forest, clutching at his wounds. 
 
    Drubella stopped the flow of fire and stalked closer. The dead halted their attack, forming a circle around the down knight. Luci knocked Jasper to the ground and pressed a dagger to his throat. Dulla stepped to Nero’s side as he pulled the Soul Bleeder sword from the mud and weakly walked over to Blight. 
 
    “You fuckers can’t stop us. You will never stop us,” Blight foamed at the mouth. 
 
    Nero moved to him and gripped the edge of the helmet. Ripping it off, he threw it aside. Blight looked up, a handsome face with scorch marks along his neck. He was blonde hair and blue eyed like some prince in a fairy tale. Only Nero knew the depths of slime he really was.  
 
    Blight looked away, “You won. Get it over with.” 
 
    The shadowmancer reached down and cupped the knight’s chin so he could look up. The player took a snap shot of the knight’s face and filed it away in his picture folder. 
 
    “That’s right, we won. Rest up, because we are going to destroy the Shadow Guild and all those who are allied with you,” Nero huffed. 
 
    “You can try….” Blight was stopped short when the soul bleeder sword cut across his throat in one clean swipe. 
 
    The head toppled over and both head and body cracked into greenish light before shattering to pieces. 
 
    A primal satisfaction flowed over Nero’s heart. The player savored the moment before he turned and walked to Luci and Jasper. The rogue was very still as he looked to the troll stalking closer. 
 
    “Nathan, this is just a game. I’m sure we can talk it….” Jasper gurgled a grunt. 
 
    Nero stabbed the sword into the rogue’s heart and gave the blade a twist for good measure. Jasper’s eyes stared up at the falling rain before his body cracked and burst into shards of light. 
 
    The shadowmancer let out a crazy chuckle as he fell to his knees. Luci fell to his side, holding him close as he laughed in the falling rain. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sixteen 
 
    The clouds melted from the sky and sunlight bathed the ruins. The dead retreated to their resting places and a small group of companions stood, basking in the day. 
 
    Nero sat on a large stone, the weakness dissipating and his regeneration kicking in. Luci was to his side as Dulla, Rikk and Drubella stood before the shadowmancer. The healing potions had taken away most of their wounds but not all. It meant little difference as they all beamed from the victory. 
 
    “Thank you, everyone,” Nero said simply. 
 
    “That was fun. I could do that again,” Rikk said with a gruff smile. 
 
    “That was more excitement then I’m used to. I agree with the mage, we should do that again,” Drubella said with a serpent grin. 
 
    Dulla kneeled before the shadowmancer, her hands on his, “You have given me purpose. I will follow you until all of Lukken knows of Nyras and his teachings.” 
 
    “Sounds like a big job,” Nero smiled. 
 
    “You are his high priest, it is your duty as it is mine,” Dulla smiled. 
 
    “Then we must make time for it,” Nero said in character. 
 
    The troll looked to the kitmori and his heart ached. Luci batted her eyelashes, a whimsical smile on her lips. 
 
    “Do you all mind if I speak to Luci, alone.” 
 
    The mage, dragon kin and dark elf looked to the kitmori, smiled and turned away. 
 
    “Come on, let’s give the love birds some privacy,” Rikk said as the three of them walked off. 
 
    Nero gazed on the golden eyed beauty, “The contract is over. You don’t have to stay.” 
 
    Luci let out a giggle, “Too late for all of that. You belong to me now.” The kitmori reached for his robes and began pulling at them. 
 
    Nero raised an eyebrow, “Here, now?” 
 
    “Free use. I can take you anytime I want and any way I want,” Luci winked as she pulled his cock from his robes. 
 
    The troll looked down as the fox woman kissed his hardening member and then closed her lips around the tip. Inches pushed against warm lips as she took him down to the base. Head bobbing, ears flickered and the troll ran a hand through her silky hair. 
 
    “This seems like the beginning to a complicated relationship,” Nero sighed as he leaned back and looked up to the blue sky, wet sounds filling the air around him and a peace cascading over his scarred heart. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nathan pulled off the MEG helmet and placed it on the bed. Standing up, he began to pull off the MEG suit and love box. When he was completely naked, he threw the suit on the bed and walked from his bed room to the main room of the basement.  
 
    Shelly came out of her shell and looked to her owner. Nathan stepped over to her tank, picked up a small net and scooped out two feeder goldfish from the nearby tank. Serenity filled the young man as he dropped the fish into the water bowl and watched as the turtle slid toward them. Beak snapping, she grabbed one fish and devoured it in one gulp. The young man watched as she went for the other one. 
 
    Nathan’s mind swam with the images of taking off Terence’s head. He wondered if his ex-boss was fuming and going to take it out on his employees. Those thoughts soon faded to the background as he thought of his new friends. They all had their quirks but it was fun to fight alongside one another. With the Shadow Guild in hiding, it was going to be fun to root them out, one by one. 
 
    Thoughts swirled to Luci and the young man’s heart fluttered. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt like this for another person. It caused his heart to swell when he thought of their last conversation. She invited him to the mid-west to stay with her a week and gave him her number. The young man said he was going to call but there was something else he had to do first. 
 
    Nathan moved to his dresser and began pulling out clothes, warmth in his heart. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Thank you son for taking me out, I can’t remember the last time we sat down for a real dinner.” 
 
    Nathan sipped on a soda as they waited for their meal, “I came into a little money. I thought we enjoy it.” 
 
    Robert looked to his son kindly, “Son, I know it’s been a rough couple of years but we will get through this. I’m sorry if I’ve been a bear lately but I don’t want you to waste your life.” 
 
    Nathan nodded, “I know, Dad.” 
 
    Robert sighed, “You know you can stay as long as you like, until you’re ready to be on your own.” 
 
    Nathan stared at his soda, the words forming in his mind, “I didn’t want to just take you out. I wanted to let you know that I applied for a few graphic design positions. I don’t know if they will pan out but it’s a start.” 
 
    Robert smiled, “That’s real good son. I’ll put out the feelers on my end and see if some of my old buddies can help you out.” 
 
    Nathan looked to his father, “Thank you, Dad.” 
 
    Robert took in deep breath, “Well, let’s talk about that later. Right now I could go for that steak.” 
 
    Nathan gave a small nod, his gaze dropping to the table, “Dad….I miss mom.” 
 
    Robert’s face drooped into a knowing sadness, “I know….me too.” 
 
    “We should visit her grave tomorrow, just to say hi and let her know we’re okay.” 
 
    Robert nodded, a tear in his eye, “I think that will be good for all three of us.” 
 
    The table became silent for a long moment before two waiters brought over steaming plates of steaks, mashed potatoes and greens. The silence was broken as Nathan and Robert began cutting into the meat, knives clinking against the plates. 
 
    Nathan looked up to his father. Thoughts flowed to pleasant memories of all three of them together. The young man pictured his mother’s smile and calm filled his entire being. As the steaks were consumed, the conversation turned lighter. Wine was served and both men began to laugh about happier times. 
 
    Nathan let the laughter play on his heart strings. Purpose, guidance and a little crazy digital life was more than enough to chase away the darkness haunting his spirit. As the wine glasses drained, the young man called over the waiter for another bottle, knowing life would only soar to greater heights amid a sea of possibilities. A fox woman lingered in his mind and a drunken smile warmed the coldest points of his soul in a basking, hopeful light. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
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