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Freelance Saga Episode 1: Learning Curves


Chapter 1: The Job

Insanity, this conversation could only be the product
of insanity. Scott Hunter, former soldier and currently unemployed
job-seeker, was certain that everything that the man had just said
was a lie. The idea that such a thing could be true was
ludicrous.

“So, you aren’t interested?” asked Michael
Jameson, a supposed talent scout for what had to be the most
dedicated game creation company in history. It was strange that he
had never heard of Alterra International before. Even start-up game
companies with technology like the man claimed would be big
news.

“I’m interested, but what you’re saying
sounds crazy. You do know that, right?”

Jameson smiled a toothy shark-like smile.
“That’s to be expected. No one believes it when we first discuss
the matter.”

“Of course they wouldn’t. You’re trying to
convince me that your game company has made a deal with god-like
alien intelligences, and that deal entails sending people from our
world to be players in a reality they created based on our games
and pop-culture.”

“Well, certainly when you say it like that it
does sound insane.” Jameson laughed in a good-natured way.

Scott could not help but be confused by the
situation. He had received a query letter to be a beta-tester for a
new full-immersion role playing experience. He had assumed that had
meant a new game, not an alien world that operated like one!

Still, even if the guy was off his nut, so to
speak, he could not pass up the possibility that this was on the
level. It was insane, but he wasn’t stupid. He firmly believed that
the guy was just trying to hype him up for some new advancement in
virtual reality software. “If I accept this gig, what do I have to
do, and how much will I be paid?”

“Ah, all you have to do is interact in the
other world for a minimum of forty-eight hours each week. As far as
payment, you will be able to access the Alterra International
auction database and will be able to sell items that you don’t
need.”

“I wouldn’t receive any direct pay?” That
could be a deal breaker for Scott. He needed a job, not a promise
of potential pay if he found something cool to sell to other random
players.

“No, but if it helps, we do provide a
one-time sign-on bonus of four thousand dollars. This is to cover
main expenses while you adjust to the environment. Also, the
average player can earn roughly that much on a weekly basis just
using the auction. We take a ten percent cut, so we like to make
sure you make money so that we can make money.”

Scott stared at the man blankly. He honestly
expected him to believe that he could make four grand a week just
playing a game?

Jameson waved his disbelief away. “You’ll
understand things better once you have visited the other world. Are
you interested?”

“Sure, I’m interested. I’m not sure why you
are so insistent that this game is a real world, but that’s fine.
What I don’t understand is why you queried me for this job in the
first place.”

“We queried you because of your background.
You are someone who has extensive knowledge of role playing games.
You served in the US military field artillery for four years, and
spent one of those years deployed. You don’t have a criminal
record, but you do need employment. You are also single with no
children.”

Scott was uncertain about how to react to his
admission. They hired him because of those reasons? This job
sounded more like para-military security work selection than a game
company sign-up. “Ok…”

Jameson smiled that toothy smile once more.
“So, do you want the job?”

“I have to admit, you’ve got my interest
peaked. When can I start?”

The agent pulled out a contract and they went
over the finer points. The thing that really got to Scott was the
non-intervention clause. Alterra International refused to provide
any in-world help no matter how many times you died even if you
were stuck in an endless death loop. Essentially, whatever happened
to a signed player was their business.

Scott signed the contract and the hiring
agent looked it over. When he was done, he nodded and said,
“Alright, that’s all we needed. When is the most convenient date
for you to do your test run?”

“Test run?”

“Yes, the quantum transfer protocol requires
that you spend twenty-four hours in-world before you can return
here. Once here you have to remain here twenty-four hours before
you can go there.”

“Uh, right. I’m fine any time, but if you
expect me to play a game for twenty-four hours straight I’m
probably going to at least need to get lunch first.”

Jameson laughed at his pragmatism. “Don’t
worry about that. I’ll set you up for test insertion tomorrow at….
ten in the morning, alright?”

“That’s fine. When do I get paid?”

The shark-like smile returned. “See the desk
clerk on the way out. We make all of our transactions in cash due
to legal reasons.”

Yeah, that did not sound shady at all. Scott
chose not to say anything about it, though. He stood up and said
goodbye to the obviously insane individual then left the
office.

Jameson smiled once more then pressed the
intercom button. “Ms. Havers, please see to the new applicant’s
starting funds, then send in the next applicant.”

“Yes, sir.” The voice on the other end of the
line was professional, yet excited. They were having a hard time
acquiring qualified applicants.

The agent looked at the contract and smiled.
“Finally. I was beginning to wonder if the people of this world
were too complacent to want to live a life of adventure. Despite
the nature of their fantasies and popular culture they don’t seem
to want to take chances that often.”

A knock at his door heralded the arrival of
another potential candidate. Jameson called out, “Come in, it’s
open.”


Chapter 2: The Life Tutorial

The next morning came quickly for Scott. He
could not believe it when he had been handed a thick stack of
twenty dollar bills the previous day. The company might be staffed
by whack-jobs but they definitely paid!

“Scott Hunter?” A young man in a lab coat
approached him in the waiting area. Strangely, he looked like a
younger version of Mr. Jameson.

“Yes.”

“It’s nice to meet you. My name is Jameson
Michaels.” The lab technician, as that is the only thing Scott
could feel right calling him, raised his hand and pressed it
forward.

Scott awkwardly shook hands with the man who
greeted him then followed him to another room. The mystery of his
appearance and suspiciously similar name were allowed to sit idle.
It would be rude to ask personal questions anyway.

“This is the quantum translation chamber. You
will only need to come here once. After your testing phase, you’ll
be able to freely transition to the other world and back from
anywhere in either world.”

“Right.” Scott decided that he would just go
along with whatever they said. It seemed easier.

Michaels gestured for him to stand in the
center of an intricate geometric design engraved into the floor.
Scott took notice of the gemstones placed in key locations and
could not help but smile at the extravagance. Obviously they were
cut glass. Even a company this out of touch with reality would not
cut and fit diamonds and rubies the size of his fist just to show
off their new game system.

“The system is ready. There will be a slight
electrical feeling and a sudden jolt when the transition takes
place for the first time. When you arrive at your destination just
follow the message prompts. This time you will automatically return
to this location after twenty-four hours. We will provide an
evaluation of your efforts at that time.”

“Sure thing, I’m ready whenever you are.”
Scott smirked at the lab technician and then waited for the dog and
pony show to end. This was interesting, and they’d paid him a lot.
Still, how long could the farce go on?

“Right. Have fun. See you when you get
back!”

Scott nodded then started to say something
but the only sound that escaped his lips was a loud gasp of pain
followed by a garbled scream. He felt like he was being
electrocuted and torn apart at the same time. The world suddenly
went dark. He floated in a sea of inconceivable blackness for a
space of time that he could not fathom.

The world returned in a blur of sound, light,
and pain. However, the sight that greeted his eyes was not the
laboratory. “What the hell? Did those assholes dump me in the
woods?”

He tried to stand up but found that his body
was strangely heavy. His movements were sluggish, and his arms must
have weighed over fifty pounds each. Despite the problems he did
manage to get to his knees and then stood up slowly.

“What did those bastards do to me?”

Scott turned his head then floundered back a
step, nearly falling down. Something had popped up out of nowhere.
It looked like a floating message screen. Something you might see
in a game.

He stared at the screen for a moment then
looked to his left and back to his right. “Are you kidding me?”

Scott touched the screen to see what would
happen and it disappeared. Another one popped up in its place,
however. He read it then touched it again. It was a series of
greeting information screens, the kind of information you might see
when first entering a new game!

“They, they were kidding right? This is not a
real place! It can’t be real!”

Now he looked around with greater interest.
Where was the projector? There had to be a projector! After a brief
but tiring search, Scott panted heavily. Wherever he was, he was
exhausted. Why did his body feel so heavy?

His questioning thoughts were answered with
the appearance of another screen. It explained that he had minimal
attributes currently. “I see. I technically have the strength and
agility of a small child at the moment. No wonder I feel heavy. The
strength of a child and the weight of a grown man don’t work out
that well.”

After he tapped the new window screen, a big
white arrow appeared in the air then started to blink in and out of
view. He had no real option but to head in the direction that it
pointed.

“They really aren’t kidding? This world
really is set up like a video game. Still, is it real or just some
kind of sophisticated virtual reality system?”

Scott struggled to follow the arrow’s
direction and eventually came to an open glade. At the center of
the glade was a pedestal. When he approached the standing edifice a
mirror image of his body appeared above it.

“Well, that’s not particularly flattering.”
In truth, since he’d left the army he had let himself go quite a
bit. All night gaming sessions and poor nutritional choices had
that effect on people.

A screen popped up and informed him that this
was the location where he would choose his race and general
starting appearance. When prompted, the message screen revealed
that there were dozens of races to choose from. His choice of race
would decide where he started in the world.

He toyed with the race choices for a moment.
“Seriously? I can even be classic monster races?”

Each race had their strengths and draw backs.
Humans had no major strengths or weaknesses physically or
magically, but they had a commerce and technology bonus. Dwarves
and Minotaurs had a bonus for smithing. Elves had a magical bonus,
heightened senses, and excelled at archery. However, they had lower
strength and vitality than a human.

Monster races had a negative commerce and
intimacy modifier with any race other than their own. They also
required more experience to gain a level. Scott had to consider the
choices carefully. The human option would be easiest but if he was
going to live another life, even if a game, why not be something
different?

“There’s even a choice for vampires,
werewolves, and dragons. Weird.” What kind of game let you be a
dragon? Seriously, wouldn’t that be extremely broken?

He thought about it for a moment then
recalled that there actually were some games that allowed for it.
One console game franchise made that the main deal of the player
character, after all.

Scott checked the dragon information again
and noticed that it provided good all-around stat bonuses but
required four times as much experience. Further, it was both a
class and a race. He would not be able to specialize.

The same issue was true for all of the
monster races. He could be a very powerful monster, but outside of
those specific skills and benefits he would have nothing else to
show for it. It was tempting, but one of the more traditional races
would have to be his choice.

He considered the remaining races then shook
his head. For all their advantages they had powerful drawbacks.
Dwarves were stocky and could only wear armor or use weapons
designed specifically for them. The same was true for giants and
half-giants. Elves might be a good choice but the lowered vitality
would cause problems if he wanted to be anything but a mage or an
archer.

Scott had to consider his options from the
perspective of a game player. He really hated it, but the human
race offered the best overall choice if he wanted to really
experience and choose from a wide variety of this game’s
options.

“I choose human.”

The image on the pedestal disappeared and
then reappeared. It looked no different than before. He was
prompted to make a few decisions regarding his appearance. Just for
kicks he decided to have bright green eyes and shockingly blue
hair. He increased his height slightly but he could not do much
else for his features.

<<< * >>>

Due to choosing your native race, you will be granted
two additional starting skills. Is this alright?”

<<< * >>>

“Yes.” Why would he choose not to get free
skills?

A new message window appeared informing him
that he had learned two new skills. They were the skills of
observation and identification.

A loud fanfare erupted from the air around
him. Scott looked around in surprise but did not know where it came
from. A new window popped up to reveal that he had gained a level.
“I’m already level two?”

The old window screen disappeared and a new
one arose. Scott read it over and nodded. He had received ten
attribute points to distribute. However, he was required to expend
them in strength and agility.

“Well, it is a tutorial after all.” Scott put
half of the points into strength and the other half into agility.
He immediately noticed a difference in his body. The burdensome
weight lifted somewhat and he was able to move around with greater
ease.

The image on the pedestal changed a little as
well. It became slightly more muscular and toned. It was a barely
noticeable change, but it was something.

More window screens popped up. He needed to
practice his new skills until they reached a minimum of level ten.
“That seems pretty arbitrary.”

Scott shrugged and picked up a rock then
looked at it. The message screen instructed him to recite the name
of the skill that he was using. “Identification.”

“Well, no kidding. It’s just a rock. Good to
know that it has a durability rating, though. That probably means
that this game has equipment that can be damaged.”

Scott checked his identification skill to see
if he had gained any experience. “It increased by eighteen percent
just from identifying a rock?”

He immediately set about identifying
everything in sight. Different rocks, random leaves, and the
occasional twig or branch were easy items to identify and his skill
rose to beginner level ten rapidly. “Hmm, it’s at level ten but
nothing special happened.”

The man shrugged then considered the
observation skill. The only things in the area were grass and
trees. So, he tried to observe a tree.

“The hell, this tree is smarter than me?”
Scott snorted then checked his observation skill. It had increased
by twelve percent. It was lower than the increase in identification
skill. Still, he persevered and observed trees or the occasional
insect until his skill reached level ten.

Once again, nothing special happened. Scott
shrugged then went back to the pedestal.

A new message popped up.

<<< * >>>

Now that you have a basic idea of how to use your new
skills it is time to move on.

<<< * >>>

This was becoming quite interesting to Scott.
He was not sure how much time had passed, but this game world was
incredibly detailed. Was it really a virtual simulation, or did
they find a way to add an augmented reality system to the real
world in a remote location? That would have been interesting as
well. The thought that this was a legitimate fantasy world based on
role playing principles was still not something he was willing to
accept.

Scott followed the arrows and learned many
things. He gained three more levels and was required to add five
points to each of his other main stats. This put everything at six,
except for intelligence, which was at eight.

“I wonder how many levels there are in this
game? I’ve been here for only a few hours and I’m already level
five.”

He reached an outdoor training area with a
punching bag, bales of hay with targets painted on them, and wooden
dummies. The message that popped up informed him that he would be
allowed to gain a single combat skill here.

Scott looked around but saw no weapons to
choose. While he walked through the area he happened to punch the
heavy bag on a whim.

“You have gained the unarmed combat
skill!”

He snorted then could not help but laugh.
“Well, that takes care of that, I guess.”

New messages began to pop up one after the
other. He was instructed to reach level ten in unarmed combat by
attacking the heavy bag ten thousand times. A counter appeared
above the teaching instrument.

“Well, I admit the hand-holding in this game
is certainly blatant.” Scott waited to see if anyone answered him,
but no new messages appeared.

He turned to strike the bag. He casually
smacked it with his fist, but the counter did not change. Curious,
he struck again. There was still no change. Finally, he squared his
shoulders and struck out with a serious intent. The counter
decreased by one.

“I see, so that’s what you people want.”
Scott proceeded to strike the target repeatedly. However, he had no
real knowledge of proper punching techniques. While he had briefly
studied a few different martial arts and had wrestled a little in
high-school, it had been years since he had seriously punched
anything. He hunted and fished, but that wasn’t even remotely the
same thing.

Several minutes passed as he struck the bag.
The counter decreased rapidly during that time. He began to sweat
heavily, and his body began to ache. After a half hour he realized
that he’d only reached thirty-percent of his goal. After the hour
point he had reached his limit. He was not used to this level of
dedicated activity. He was half way to his required goal but he was
having trouble continuing.

A new screen popped up and he chose to read
it aloud. “When you are tired you should rest. If you sit in a safe
location your stamina, mana, and hit points will regenerate.”

“I have hit points? Well, yeah I did see them
on my status menu I guess.”

He called up his status screen and noticed
that his hit points had dropped by thirty. That was not a good
sign. “I can lose hit points just punching a bag?”

Scott took a seat on a nearby bench and
closed his eyes. After roughly one minute he felt a slight electric
tingle skitter through his body. “What the hell?”

Suspicious, he checked his status again. He
had regained a single hit point. “I see. Interesting.”

He waited a few minutes and discovered that
every time the tingle occurred he regained one hit point. He
decided that this meant that either he would always regain one hit
point, or he regenerated one percent per minute. He would have to
wait until he had more than one hundred hit points to find out.

Scott felt completely refreshed after the
thirty minute mark. He went back to the bag and started again. He
punched, kicked, and used his elbows just to test the current
request. Whenever he struck with focused intent, the attack
counted.

He grew tired again, with roughly
twelve-hundred attacks remaining. He realized that using more than
simple punches wore him out faster. This game was very realistic in
that regard.

The air smelled sweet, he noted, before he
sat down again. He had not paid too much attention to the sights
and sounds of the world until now. There was a subtle fragrance in
the air. He could hear a soft noise that sounded like quiet
background music as well.

“This place, it’s nice.” Scott smiled then
looked up at the sky. He had not had a workout like this in a
while. At first he had seen this as just a sort of job, albeit a
strange one. However, even if this was a virtual reality it felt
very real.

It was no wonder that they insisted that this
place was real. His body ached. His knuckles were red and raw. The
sweat made him feel sticky. If the truth were told, he enjoyed it
immensely.

Idly he decided to check his new unarmed
combat stat. “Holy shit, it’s already at level eighty-eight!”

When he was well-rested once more he stood up
and went back to the bag. He checked his hands and noticed that
they were no longer red and sore. That was certainly interesting.
It seemed that not long after reaching full hit points he was
completely healed.

Scott started pounding on the bag again. The
counter dropped rapidly, and it only took a few minutes to finish
up. He started to grow tired after a few hundred punches, just like
before, but since he only had twelve hundred punches left he stuck
it out till the finish.

Three hours and a few minutes after he
started, Scott landed his ten-thousandth attack. The counter shut
down and a brief fanfare erupted. A message screen popped up that
announced that he had reached novice level in unarmed combat. His
unarmed combat skill level had reset to one, but he had gained an
additional point in strength, agility, vitality, and durability.
His attacks were ten percent more damaging as well. The best part
was that he had gained another level!

“Sweet. I wonder how much I still suck?”
Scott looked at his status and noted that the points had been
applied to his stats. He had to admit that he did feel slightly
stronger overall.

The message screen popped up requesting that
he apply the new points he had acquired from leveling in a very
specific manner. “So, I need to raise intelligence, charisma, and
luck, to ten.”

He did as instructed. There was little choice
since he was not able to add them anywhere else. Another arrow
popped up. This time he was led to a charming little shack on the
edge of a pond.

A new screen popped up. He chose to read it
aloud since he was a little lonely. “You have spent several hours
at hard labor, training. Please rest inside. If you take a nap you
will be pleasantly surprised.”

Scott followed the advice of the message
screen and entered the shack. The interior consisted of a table, a
bed, and a small kitchen. He saw food on the table and immediately
gravitated toward it. “Ah, this is for me then?”

There was a note left on the table. When he
opened it up he was informed that the food was his to eat.
“Strange, that they did not use a message screen.”

He washed his hands in the kitchen sink. The
water turned on and off by itself. This little shack was quite
modern if it had motion sensing technology for the sinks!

The food proved to be quite tasty. He had not
realized just how hungry he was. Now that he was stuffed, he
believed that the message screen had the right idea. He needed to
rest a little.

He slipped into the bed, pulled the covers
tight, and took a little nap. When he woke up a new screen
appeared. He had gained three points in strength, agility, and
vitality for his hard physical exertions! He would be able to
increase his stats after hard training whenever he rested for the
evening. Since he was in training mode currently, that process had
been sped up. Usually, this sort of increase would require a full
night’s rest.

“That is great to know. It seems like
everything but faith and durability has reached ten points.”

Scott had a strong suspicion that this was
the goal of the training exercise. He would probably reach the ten
point mark in all stats, possibly even reach level ten.

A new message screen appeared. This one
warned him that he would now have to fight a monster. If he chose
not to fight monsters in the future due to taking up a non-combat
profession, that would be his choice.

“So, it has come to this?” He followed the
arrow and read the various messages that popped up. Monsters were
elemental creatures that manifested in this world at various points
known as spawning sites. Each monster species had its own territory
and rarely left.

Monsters were essentially immortal, just like
player characters. They lost a level when defeated but respawned in
their territory. This meant that monsters near human habitats were
often quite weak due to constant hunting, but monsters in distant
locations would be numerous and much stronger.

He reached a location that reminded him of a
back yard arena. It was a large circular area made of dirt and
sand.

Scott walked into the arena and a column of
light surrounded the area. He pressed his hand against that light
and realized that it was a barrier. There was no way out.

The message screen that appeared told him
that he would have to fight a weak monster here. When the monster
was defeated he would be able to leave.

“What, I’m supposed to punch or kick it?”
What kind of crap was that? Sure, he had unarmed combat skill, but
that’s because he had not found a weapon when he first went to get
the training this stupid tutorial offered!

Motes of light appeared suddenly in the far
side of the arena. They drew together and formed into a radiant
outline of a four-legged creature. When the light faded a small
turtle-lizard thing had appeared.

It did not immediately attack, so Scott was
uncertain what to do. It was not in his nature to just walk over
and punch a random lizard. He wasn’t hungry so he didn’t see a
reason to kill it, either.

The message screen suggested that he use his
observation skill. He did so.

“This thing is a dragon? It’s so small!” The
thing was the size of a chicken, a small chicken at that!

The dragon roared, but the sound came out
more like a menacing gurgle. “Graaaoorrrgh!”

“Bring it, hand bag.”

The little dragon-thing ran toward him at
breakneck speed … for it. It jumped toward Scott but the man easily
turned to the side. The lizard was faster than any turtle had a
right to be, but it was still not very fast.

It jumped toward Scott again, and he moved
out of the way once more. This pattern repeated a few more times.
The wanna-be dragon did not seem to have any more talents. Scott
finally decided to try hitting it.

The next time it jumped at him, he turned
away just like before. This time, however, he kicked at it while it
passed. The hard-shelled monster flipped over from the attack and
landed on its back.

It tried its best to right itself, but it
wasn’t able to move properly. Scott felt bad for it for a moment.
Then he remembered that it had been trying to kill him this whole
time. His foot stomped down, hard.

He repeatedly stomped the squealing thing
until it shrilled loudly one final time, then stopped moving. It
quickly dissolved into the same motes of light from before then
faded away. In its place were three coins and a piece of shell.

A brief fanfare erupted and a new message
popped up. “Congratulations on defeating your first monster! You
have earned three copper coins, and found a piece of loot. Use your
identification skill to learn more.”

The light barrier disappeared. Scott left the
arena then checked the piece of shell. He learned that it was a
useful item for crafting purposes. It can be used to create armor
or shields if he gathers enough pieces.

A new message appeared. Now that he had a
piece of loot he could access his inventory menu. Scott immediately
called out, “Inventory!”

A new screen popped up. The inventory window
acted as a method of organizing his goods and items. Following the
onscreen prompts he clicked on an empty slot. The inventory screen
asked if he wanted to store the items in his hands. He said,
“Yes.”

The shell and coins disappeared and a new
icon appeared in the location he had chosen. “Well, obviously that
is possible. Real world my butt.”

The coins had been registered as part of his
wealth. After further review he noted that his inventory could
house ten separate objects and twenty of each object. He learned
that if he wanted more space he would need to purchase a bag or
pack. “Seems legit.”

He shrugged then looked around for a new
arrow. What he saw was another message screen. This one suggested
that he might want to go back to the arena and use his
identification skill.

Scott walked back into the sand pit and
followed the advice of the screen. He didn’t see anything special.
He tried a few more times, and nothing happened. It was not until
he looked in the general area that the monster had been at when he
beat it that he finally saw something. A treasure chest faded into
view!

“Seriously?” He walked over and opened it up.
Inside the chest he found a change of clothes, a set of boots, a
backpack, a canteen, and oddly… there was also a toasted ham and
cheese sandwich.

He changed his clothes when prompted, when he
chose to wear the backpack a new screen appeared. “I see, so I can
carry one hundred pounds of items without feeling the weight. That
makes perfect sense.”

Scott attached the canteen to the side of the
backpack with a D-ring attachment that the pack had. The treasure
chest faded from view and an arrow popped up to lead him away once
more.

He followed the arrow to various places and
continued to learn about the world. Eventually, he returned to the
cabin once more and was released from the tutorial after being
instructed to go inside and receive one final present.

“It’s a book?” Scott lifted the book and read
the title. It was a history and manual for various aspects of the
world.

“So, after I read this I will be allowed to
do any training that I want until my twenty-four hours is up.” He
sat on the bed and leaned against the wall. The day had been very
tiring. It was hard to believe that it was only four in the
afternoon.

Scott opened the book and began to read. A
bright light erupted from the text. The book dissolved into that
light. The radiance flowed toward him in a stream and pierced his
body. He could not move, only accept what was happening.

Words, images, intimate knowledge of the
world and its nature filled his senses. When this bizarre memory
upload ended, he knew the names of popular towns and professions.
He possessed an education similar to an average citizen. He even
knew about the strengths and weaknesses of common monsters and
weapons in the region he would travel to on his next visit to this
world.

“That was intense!” Scott looked around,
wild-eyed. He began to recognize certain things by name that he had
misunderstood before. The motion sensitive sinks, for instance.
They were powered by crystallized elemental energy. It regulated
its energies for human usage. All powered systems in this world
were like that!

A new message screen popped up. He checked it
out and nodded. There were optional objectives that he could
undertake if he wished.

“Dungeon exploration training sounds useful.”
Scott clicked on that option and a new arrow appeared in the air.
He followed the arrow and moved on to his next training location.
Life in this strange land would require that he know many things
that he had not had knowledge of before.

The dungeon was not that far from the cabin,
less than a mile. He stared at the structure before him then shook
his head. “Seriously? They call this a dungeon? It looks like a
dilapidated shopping mall.”

The message screen popped up again and he
could not help but laugh when his suspicion was confirmed.
“Forgotten mall, huh?”

Scott followed the prompts that the screen
sent out. First, he checked the immediate surroundings from the
outside. This shopping mall had few exterior windows, so stealth
surveillance was not an issue. When he did come to a window he was
cautioned to move carefully.

He peeked through the window briefly, saw
nothing, and then crawled past it to avoid being seen if he had
missed anything. There was little of interest outside of the mall
at first, but he did find one thing that unsettled him. It was a
corpse!

“What the hell?” Scott inspected the dead
body and saw multiple claw and bite marks. It was like a thousand
tiny animals had worked it over. It was badly decayed. He could not
tell if it was a woman or a man. He could not even tell if it had
been human!

He nearly left the corpse where it was, but
he remembered something from before. “Identify.”

The corpse became illuminated in red light
for a moment. Several smaller points of light appeared in different
locations on the body. Scott held his nose closed and leaned down
to check them out. He found eighteen copper coins, a small dagger,
a pistol, and a piece of paper.

He held the pistol up and stared at it. Since
the memory upload he had known that this world had guns. However,
he also knew that they were rarely used by anyone outside of city
patrols and professional militias. They were considered weapons
with little use outside of hunting weak monsters or fighting
low-level bandits.

“Eight shots left, a thirty-eight caliber
pistol. Hmm, only an attack power of one hundred forty? Even a rock
was attack power one.” The idea that a thirty-eight caliber pistols
only produced a little over one hundred forty times the power of a
simple rock was not an easy one to accept.

He considered the weapon for a moment then
placed it into his inventory. It could break with a few more uses
and he had little ammunition. It would need to be used sparingly
for emergencies. The knowledge that he had acquired told him that a
weapon with an attack rating of 140 would be suitable for use till
around level forty or so. Properly equipped weapons usually needed
to be in a range of 3-4 attack points per level to remain
useful.

The sheet of paper turned out to be the words
for a basic torchlight spell. Scott followed the instructions and
held up his hand, palm up. “Gather here, spirits of the sun. Dance
above my hand. Bring light to the darkness.”

Nothing happened, not that he had expected
that it would. It would be too simple to be able to cast a spell
solely because he knew the words.

The message screen had other ideas, however.
He read the information that it provided then he smirked. “Now
that’s convenient.”

Since he had chosen to take the dungeon
exploration option he would be granted this spell for free.
Normally, he would need a real spell-book, actual training, or
something similar to use a spell. He gained the torchlight creation
spell immediately afterward.

“Oh, so that’s what I did wrong.” Now that he
knew the spell, he knew how it operated. It could not be used in
broad daylight. He would have to use it in a darker area. It was
still too easy, but it was a game world so who was he to judge?

Scott walked away from the disgusting corpse
then remembered to check his knew knife. The blade proved to have
an attack power of twenty-seven, and a durability of eighteen. He
kept it out despite having no dedicated knowledge of using a knife.
It was still stronger than his natural unarmed combat skill. That
skill relied on raw strength as the base, so even with his ten
percent bonus he only had an attack power of eleven.

He quickly slid into the dungeon entrance and
looked around. There were no immediate threats, but it was darker
inside. He tried his light spell again. This time, the spell
activated and took twenty points of his mana with it. He had no
other use for it right now, but the sheer amount of mana that it
took was a cause for concern. The spell lasted only ten minutes per
use, after all. Even if he rested, that would give him one hour of
exploration time at most.

The sphere of light that he created drifted
upward and hovered several feet above his head. The shadows fled
wherever the man walked. The ancient shopping mall was not a
particularly large structure. He found no monsters, and it seemed
like there was nothing left to scavenge.

After a half hour of wandering, a new message
screen popped up. It congratulated him on successfully navigating
the entire dungeon. He gained twenty EXP, and an additional point
of faith. Why he gained faith from wandering in a shopping mall was
anyone’s guess. Still, it was not bad. He’d gained two new weapons,
a little money, and light spell from the corpse outside. The inside
was empty, but the trip was not a total bust. The weapons were only
a rusty knife and a battered baseball bat. Neither seemed to be
worth much, but they were loot.

He left the Forgotten Mall and went back to
the cabin. He ate dinner and rested for a few minutes to completely
recharge his mana. Normally that would take much longer, but the
nature of the cabin and the tutorial sped the process up
greatly.

“Lessee, I could go learn about survival
skills. There is also the magic tutorial, the pet tutorial, mapping
skills, and capturing monsters.”

Scott considered the choices then chose to
learn survival skills first. If he was going to be living in this
game world soon, he would need to be able to survive.

The arrow led to a small clearing. Message
screens began to pop up. They instructed him on the basics of
starting a fire, first aid for minor injuries, foraging for edible
plants and insects, and simple weapons or armor maintenance. He
also learned how to fish, set traps for small game, and cook. There
were many minor things that were also mentioned such as purifying
water, and blazing a trail. When he was done he was granted the
skills: survival lore, first aid, cooking, fishing, trapping, and
camping.

“Man that was a lot of stuff to learn.” Now
that he had the skills, though, he remembered everything that he
had been taught. That was weird but useful.

The mapping tutorial was fairly
straight-forward. He acquired a mapping skill that automatically
generated a map for him to call up. Whenever he entered a new area,
the map would automatically fill-in as he wandered around.

The magic tutorial was interesting, but very
short. He followed the arrow to the proper location and read a book
on magic. Rather, he started to read the book and it dissolved into
a stream of light that pierced his body then automatically uploaded
the necessary basic skills. He now had a mana manipulation skill to
work with, and understood the basics of magical energy usage.

Roughly two hours had passed and he had
nearly finished the available tutorials. The only ones left were
pets and monster capturing. He chose the pet tutorial.

The pet tutorial arrow led him to yet another
clearing. However, in this one there sat three pedestals. Each
pedestal had a book sitting upon it. He read each book when
instructed, and learned how to tame, train, and increase the level
of pets.

A new message popped up asking if he would
like to summon a pet from the monster world. Scott shrugged. The
information seemed a little odd to him regarding pets, especially
the part about intimacy levels. Still, he could use a little furry
mascot. “Yes.”

The arrow popped up and led him to a small
altar nearby. “I have to place an item on the altar that is of the
family of monster that I wish to summon?”

He did not really have anything from a
monster except for that piece of dragon-turtle shell. Uncertain if
it would work, Scott placed the shell onto the altar. A new message
popped up. He read it aloud. “This item will require four levels of
experience to be expended in order to summon a pet.”

“What? Are you serious? These things are only
supposed to require a small amount of experience!” The information
he had learned, claimed that the power level of a summoned pet
would be based on the amount of experience required. Most required
one hundred experience points or less, but four levels worth of
experience, was many times that amount for him at present. Four
levels… what kind of monster would this thing summon?

“Yes, go ahead.” They were only levels after
all. He could gain them back. He might not have a chance to get a
strong pet again for a while.

He could feel the strength rapidly drain from
his body. His attributes dropped by four points each. He felt
weaker, less substantial. It would have been hard for him to
describe it beyond that. At least he was still at a low-level. The
cost was not that high.

When the experience drain stopped, the scale
began to glow. Soft, whimsical music began to play in the
background. It shifted then transformed into a small spherical
crystal with a strange runic design floating in the center.

Scott reached out and took the little marble.
“What’s this?”

He used his identification skill and
discovered that it was a monster capture sphere that was designed
specifically for dragon type monsters. “Wait, it’s empty? I just
used up four levels for an empty ball!”

He was all set to start a tirade about the
idiocy of such a system but a new message screen popped up. After
reading through it he understood what had happened.

Scott raised the sphere then nodded. “I guess
I know what my beginning class will be, then.”

The spheres could only be activated by
monster trainers. They were people who specialized in capturing and
training pet class monsters. He would have preferred a more direct
combat oriented class, but it was not like this one would prevent
him from developing those skills. If anything, bonding with
monsters would increase his stats.

“You know, it’s kind of weird, though. It was
like this tutorial was set up to herd me toward this class. Ah
well, I’m getting paid to be here and it’s fun anyway.”

Scott went back to the cabin and chose to
take the monster capturing course. After following the arrow to an
open field outside the forested area he was greeted to the site of
a large number of dragon-turtles. A new message screen popped up.
“I see. If I defeat enough monsters of a similar race a boss
monster might appear. It might not always happen in the actual
world, but here it will work without fail.”

He stopped talking to himself for a moment
then felt mildly embarrassed. Speaking his thoughts aloud was a
nervous habit. Scott had spent a lot of his time alone in one way
or another. During his tenure in the army he was stuck on staff
duty frequently. He’d often be the only one awake since the
lieutenant and the other soldier on duty would often find a way to
take a nap. Honestly, even when other people were around he had
felt alone most of his life.

Talking to himself was a way to vent his
frustrations and work out ideas. Some people had thought he was not
quite right in the head, but he liked to hear his thoughts spoken
aloud.

The world was too real, though. He did not
mind hunting or fishing for food, but killing random wild animals
for fun and profit disturbed him. Scott knew on an intellectual
level that he would have to get over that sentiment. This was only
a game right?

Dragon-turtles were slow monsters. They did
not seem very aggressive either. This was good for Scott since he
was unarmed and wore no armor. He did not want to risk damaging the
few weapons that he had acquired since they were all fairly close
to breaking.

He heard a hiss to his left. Scott turned
quickly and saw a dragon-turtle that had somehow snuck up on him.
He needed to pay attention.

The turtle monster lunged at him, but it was
even slower than the one he had fought before. He missed his first
opportunity to flip it onto its back, but the next time it attacked
he succeeded in knocking it down. These turtles were not very
strong opponents at this point.

Scott picked up the handful of coins that it
dropped and stuck them into his inventory. There was no piece of
shell to retrieve this time.

Slowly, he moved beyond his indecisive and
passive nature and began to lure turtles toward him one or two at a
time. His timing was not perfect. Sometimes a lunging monster would
manage to tag him on the shoulder, or they would only jump a short
distance and lash out with their tails. Scott learned to move out
of the way during short jumping attack sequences. The tails hurt
quite a bit despite their small size. It was like being whipped
with a leather belt.

Several hours passed and he gained two levels
in the process. After a rest period he went back to work. He lost
track of the number of dragon-turtles he had defeated, but it
didn’t matter. He would only be able to force a boss monster to
spawn if he killed enough of them.

He still did not know how that worked. Where
did they spawn from? Were they created from thin air? He knew they
respawned after being defeated, but the mechanics of it escaped
him.

Scott defeated one more turtle then started
to collect his loot. A bright light suddenly erupted a few feet
from his location then coalesced into a surprisingly human
form.

He stared openly at the new arrival. She was
stunning! She had glossy red hair, bright green eyes, and a body
that could not have been the product of nature. Scott could not
believe what he saw. No woman could look that perfectly fit and yet
have curves like that!

She looked at him then smirked. “Seriously?
You’re the idiot who’s got these little guys in a snit?”

“They’re in a snit?”

“Well, yeah. You keep killing them and
forcing them to respawn! How would you like it if they went to a
human area and killed your people willy-nilly?”

Scott felt sick to his stomach. He knew it
was a game, but this was ridiculous. How could he allow himself to
act like that!

She stretched then twisted her head back and
forth. “So, the way I see it… either you’re just an asshole, or you
had a reason to do this.”

He didn’t trust his voice so he just took out
the sphere he had earned earlier and showed it to her. Her eyes
widened and her demeanor changed instantly.

“Oh! Why didn’t you say so! You wanted to
fight me, huh?”

He shuddered at how casually she said that.
Why would he want to fight with a girl, any girl?

She laughed then ran her hands seductively
down the length of her body. “It’s understandable. I’m a good
catch, don’t you think?”

Scott blushed then nodded slowly. What was he
supposed to say right now! Why had he become a complete idiot in
front of this random beautiful girl?

The girl tapped her chin lightly then
grinned. “You know, you’re the first human who didn’t just rush
toward me like a perverted idiot. It’s almost too bad that I have
to brutally murder you now.”

He immediately tried to find a better way to
deal with this situation! He did not want to fight her if he did
not have to, especially since he had a strong feeling that she
would beat his ass.

After a brief few seconds of performing
mental gymnastics the only thing that came to mind was the food he
had stuck in his inventory on one of his trips back to the cabin.
“Wouldn’t you rather have a nice picnic?”

“Picnic…?” She looked at him in
confusion.

Scott pulled out a basket of fruit, some
bread, and a large chunk of ham. “Sure.”

The girl shook her head then her cheeks
tinged pink. “Don’t try to fool me into that. It’s a sweet gesture,
but I refuse to take food from a human I don’t know.”

Scott tore off a piece of ham and started to
chew on it. “But… it’s so good.”

“It is?” A hint of drool began to escape her
lips. Was she hungry for real, or did she just like to eat? He did
not know, but this was a good sign.

Dragon-turtles began to make whining noises.
She looked down at them then sighed. “You’re right. He did pick on
you. Even if he’s being nice to me, he was an asshole to the rest
of you.”

“Do they want something to eat? I have apples
and bananas?”

She asked the turtles and they began to drool
too. He had never seen a turtle actually drool before. Was that
even possible? This was beyond bizarre.

Scott began taking out all the food he had
packed. The cabin always restocked with food whenever he went
outside and returned so he had stocked plenty of it in his
inventory.

By the time he was done, there were at least
twenty turtles and one absurdly attractive girl sitting in a
semi-circle around Scott. “I’m sorry that I was being such an ass
to you and your friends.”

The girl swallowed a large piece of ham then
smiled. “Don’t worry about it. Fighting is something monsters do
all the time. They were just mad that they couldn’t beat you.”

“I’m glad that they aren’t mad. It feels
weird for me to just attack random creatures, especially cool
looking ones.”

She grinned at him. The turtles looked at him
and flashed toothy smiles. Apparently they understood human speech
just fine. Food and flattery had won them over quite easily. Scott
looked at the jagged, carnivorous, smiles of the turtles then
grinned back.

The girl spoke up. “My name is Scarlet. I’m
the queen of these whiny turtles. Did you really want to capture
me?”

“I’m not sure how to explain my purpose. I’m
foreign to these lands and was just following instructions that I
was given.”

“Instructions given by whom?”

Scott called up a menu screen and showed it
to her. She blinked. “Oh, you’re an outlander!”

“Outlander?”

She nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, people who
come from another world. They are picked to come here for various
reasons.”

“People here know about this?”

“Of course. Most people just think of your
kind as foreigners wandering the land.”

“What do you think?”

Scarlet smiled. “I don’t know, yet. I’ve only
met a few foreigners and they were all perverted assholes that
wanted to have sex with me. As if! That’s reserved only for someone
who I can trust.”

“Yeah, I hear you. You’re incredibly pretty,
but come on guys. Have some tact.”

Her cheeks tinged pink again. “You think I’m
pretty?”

“Incredibly pretty, yes.”

She looked down at the ground then sighed.
“You’re so nice. You’ve fed us, and apologized even though you
didn’t have to do that.”

“You seem like a nice bunch. I didn’t
actually want to hurt anyone; it’s just that I keep getting told
that I need to do things. For instance, I was supposed to fight and
defeat the turtles here until a boss monster appeared.”

“Yeah, that’s how it works. Prove your
strength against her people and the queen will appear so that she
can kick your ass.”

“Well, you certainly look like you can kick
some ass.”

She giggled at him then shook her head
rapidly. The pink tinge on her cheeks turned bright red. “Yeah, I’m
strong. I’m a dragon after all.”

“Yeah, that’s what I find odd about this.
Growing up I always had a fascination for dragons. They were mostly
mythological back home, but they were cool.”

“Really? You like dragons? Most humans hate
us!” She leaned forward and looked at him excitedly.

“Why would they hate you?”

She sighed. “Humans hate monsters in general,
but dragons are very strong. We’re highly intelligent and only get
stronger in time. A lot of the older dragons will take up residence
somewhere and demand tribute from humans and other monsters
alike.”

“Do they protect the area from outside
aggression?”

“Usually, yes.”

Scott smiled. “Well, depending on what the
dragon demands, wouldn’t that be a good arrangement?”

“You think so?” She looked at him
curiously.

He nodded. “If the dragon isn’t being too
demanding, they are essentially just offering their services to
everyone living in the region. Sure, they might demand to be seen
as the lord of the area or something, but if they provide stability
and a place for all people to grow and become stronger then why
hate them?”

The dragon-turtles looked at him strangely.
Their eyes began to shimmer and then to Scott’s astonishment they
began to cry. “What…?”

Scarlet stared at him open mouthed for a
moment then took a deep breath. “Wow, you really think so?”

“Sure. Essentially it’s no different than
someone taking charge and defending a territory. It keeps out
foreign invaders and allows people to build a better life. It might
piss people off at first, but if the one ruling the area is a good
ruler and largely leaves people alone it does more good than
harm.”

The dragon-girl looked away. She began to
chew on her lower lip a little and gripped a hunk of her hair.
While she did this, the turtles gathered round their queen and
simply looked at her.

Finally, she looked at Scott again and said.
“Why did you want to capture me?”

“Like I said, I was instructed to capture a
boss monster. Ultimately, I suppose this means that I am meant to
become a monster trainer. I’m still learning about this world.”

Scarlet sighed then sucked in her lower lip
again. The turtles nodded at her then she looked back to Scott.
“What would you do if you did capture me?”

“I’m not sure. Fight, train, and get
stronger. Maybe conquer the world. I really don’t know.”

“You… want to capture me so you can conquer
the world?” She girl began to breathe heavily, her chest heaving up
and down.

“Sure, why not? At the least, maybe someday
I’ll start my own fortress city or something. I really don’t know
what this world has to offer.” It was all just a game, so why not,
right?

She grinned at him then blushed even more
deeply. “That’s an interesting proposition. If you did take over
the world or start a fortress city, would you let dragons
visit?”

“If they can behave in public, I would be
fine with it. Anyone who isn’t being an asshole could visit, or
even live there.”

Scarlet’s eyes widened. “You would build a
city where monsters can live like humans?”

“Sure, if they can behave themselves. Of
course, humans could live there too but they would have to behave
as well.”

She whispered, “A city of our own?”

“You really mean it?”

“If it’s at all possible, but it would take a
long time. Something like that would probably cost a lot of money,
time, and effort. This is literally my first time visiting this
world. Besides, I would want to travel for a long time and see a
lot of the world before I settled into one spot.”

Her eyes began to water and her lip quivered.
“Would… would you promise to let my turtles come live there?”

“They seem nice enough, and they’re your
people. Obviously, they would be welcome.”

The turtles threw their heads back and
growled loudly. Scarlet smiled brightly at him. “One last
question.”

“OK.”

She leaned forward again, her face bright red
and her lips parted. “I’m a monster and a queen of my people. I
would need an heir someday.”

“You want to have my babies?” Scott was a
little disturbed by how quickly this had escalated.

Scarlet giggled then nodded. “Yeah… We would
need to mate frequently.”

“I’m not sure. I mean I have no problem with
the whole mating part or anything, but… are you sure that you want
to have my babies? You don’t even know me?” Scott took a slow drink
of water.

“I know, but you’re the first human to come
along that I really want to breed with.”

She had said that so casually that Scott
nearly choked on his beverage. When he managed to stop coughing he
looked up and said. “I can promise you that if we get along and
honestly like each other, I will be happy to … mate with you. We
just need to get to know each other before we start having children
or anything.”

Scarlet smiled softly. “That’s fair. If
that’s your answer then I will gladly give myself to you.”

Scott felt a soft, warm, sensation fill his
body. A new message screen appeared. It told him that he had
conquered Scarlet, the Dragon Queen. However, he could not accept
her offer to become his property without seeing her secret.

“Uhm… this message screen says I have to see
your secret before I can accept you.”

“My secret? Oh, yeah. I suppose that’s
fair.”

Scarlet stood up then thrust her arms down
and made fists. She screamed and an incredible magical force
erupted from her body. It washed over the area and nearly knocked
Scott over. A blindingly bright light radiated from the core of her
body for a moment then she changed.

Scott watched as the gorgeous, and entirely
human seeming, girl shifted. She grew slightly taller, wings
sprouted from her back, and a long tail with a spear-like point
sprouted from just above her ass. Her ears took on an elfin look,
and her finger nails became claws.

Scarlet’s skin became iridescent as tiny,
nearly imperceptible, scales covered her body. Honestly, it looked
more like she had been coated in glitter. She took a deep breath
then covered her breasts with one arm. “This is what I really look
like.”

She was bigger, more powerful in appearance,
but despite the wings and tail she did not seem much different than
before. “This is my secret. I know that humans don’t like to mate
with mon—“

Scott interjected, “Wow, you were pretty
before, but now you’re just awesome.” He really appreciated the
graphics engine of this game world! She looked incredibly hot!

“Wah…?” She looked at him, shock evident on
her face.

“You, you really don’t mind how I look?”

He leaned back then stared at her
incredulously. Had she never seen herself in a mirror? She was like
an absurdly erotic fitness model with batwings! “Mind? What are you
talking about? You’re freaking hot!”

Her hand flew to her mouth and her eyes
widened to ludicrous proportions. “No human has ever thought that I
looked good in this form.”

“That can’t be true. You’re so pretty it
almost hurts to look at you. Your skin is shining in the sun, your
hair looks like you stepped out of a salon, and just thinking about
the rest of you makes me need a cold shower.” His shyness had worn
off, in case you did not notice.

The blush that she had sported earlier
returned with a vengeance now. She seemed to be having trouble
forming words. All she could do was gurgle.

Scott thought that he had overstepped by
saying such things, but he quickly learned otherwise. The
dragon-girl hurled herself forward faster than he could react. She
wrapped her arms tightly around him and held him in a potentially
bone-crushing embrace.

He mumbled something about needing air and
her only response was, “Our babies will be so pretty!”

It was his turn to widen his eyes to
ludicrous proportions. However, it was not due so much to the fact
that he had heard her say such a thing, as the fact that she was
crushing him like a soda can.

Slender but powerful arms slid back and away
from the man. “There is only one thing left. You need to lay claim
to your property.”

Scott was not certain what she meant but when
the girl took two steps back then dropped to the ground he began to
suspect it would be something perverted. She sat on her heels,
leaned back and held her body up off the ground with one hand. The
other hand slipped over to rest casually atop her slit.

“Please, complete the contract.”

He stared at the overtly sexual position that
she was in for a moment then realized what he was supposed to do.
The knowledge of what the situation required surfaced in his mind.
He was still developing proper awareness of all the information he
had obtained today. Now that this situation had arisen, he had
begun to access the deeper knowledge. He followed the directions
explicitly.

Scott pulled out the glowing sphere from his
inventory and knelt down between her spread thighs. She looked up
at him expectantly for a moment. He smiled at her and she smiled
back.

She submissively spread her vagina open,
giving him full access. Scott dutifully slipped the marble sized
sphere into her shockingly pink opening then placed his hand firmly
atop his new property. “Scarlet, you are mine.”

The dragon-girl blushed deeply but placed her
hand atop his. “Yes, my body is yours for as long as you desire,
master.”

Yes, the contract between monster and master
required the human master to go balls deep and lay claim to the
body and soul of their conquest. Though he had not defeated her in
combat, he had won her nevertheless. She had willingly become his
property, to use as he desired.

The sphere had to be inserted into the body
of the monster. It was too large to swallow easily, and using the
back entrance might be unpleasant. This method was the simplest of
the three entry methods.

Heat began to radiate beneath his hand. A
bright light flared outward around the edges of his palm. Scarlet
gasped loudly then started to buck up and down. The light race
along her body and she fell to the ground.

She began to pant loudly, lewdly, and moaned
lasciviously. Her eyes glazed over with overt lust and she looked
to him to finish the task at hand.

Monsters had incredible physical prowess,
enough to kill a human by accident. Now that she belonged to him,
Scott had the responsibility to build intimacy with her. Having
claimed her, Scarlet’s body demanded that she give herself to her
new owner in an act of total submission.

She wantonly spread her thighs further then
began to whimper at him. Her other hand reached down. She used both
of her hands to tug at his. “Please, master.”

Scott had serious misgivings. For one thing,
there were a few dozen turtles watching him. Their lewd grins were
disturbing to say the least.

He looked down at the girl, her chest heaved
and her body glistened in the light. Her face flush with desire and
the gleam in her eyes, she was not faking her desire. She looked as
though she would die if she did not have sex immediately. The worst
part was the fact that Scott could not be sure if she wouldn’t!
This world had become far more insane than he had thought it would
be.

“If I’m going to do this, I’m going to do it
right.” He moved his hand from her radiantly glowing pussy and slid
them up to grasp her luscious breasts. She cried out excitedly then
began to pant once again.

“You’ve never been with anyone before?”

She could barely speak at this point, but she
managed to shake her head and say, “No, no one.”

Scott leaned down and kissed her aching love
mound tenderly. His tongue deftly party her slit then slid slowly
forward. Her sudden outcry was deafening. The simplest touch had
driven her to scream out. He did not know if she had enjoyed it or
if he was killing her, with such a reaction.

Gently, he found the place he desired and he
began to suck on her nub. His tongue undulated inside of her while
he deftly administered to her aching pussy. He continued to massage
her breasts, as well, and the combined attention was nearly too
much for the girl.

She began to cry, and he nearly stopped
because of it. “N-no, keep going please master.”

Realizing that her pleasure threshold was set
ridiculously low, Scott decided that he should be gentle with her.
She might not survive rough treatment at this point. He had never
known anyone who became this aroused by simple oral intercourse,
but he had to admit that it made him feel good about himself.

He continued to pleasure her vagina for a few
minutes then pulled back. She immediately looked up at him and
unleashed a devastating pout. Scott smiled at her then reached down
to lightly stroke her slit with his thumb.

Slowly her panting subsided and she looked at
him tenderly. He smiled back at her sweetly then said, “Do you want
this?”

She nodded quickly, but he shook his head.
“Tell me.”

Scarlet pursed her lips briefly then said,
“Yes.”

“What do you want?”

She didn’t seem to understand how to answer
so he reached forward and took her hand. He gently pulled it to his
crotch. “Tell me what you want.”

Scarlet stared at his crotch like it had
suddenly caught on fire. “I- I want it.”

“What’s it?”

She swallowed hard then whispered, “Your…
your...”

“Say what you want from your master.”

Her face turned bright red but she managed to
say, “I want master to claim me.”

“I’ve already claimed you, Scarlet. What do
you want your master to do to you? You know the words to say.”

She gasped a little then whimpered, but
finally she said, “Scarlet wants her master to fuck her.”

Scott was mildly disturbed that she had
spoken in the third person, but it was kind of cute. “Fuck her
where?”

She put her hand on top of her sopping wet
mound, but her master shook his head. “Say it.”

“My… pussy.” She bit her lower lip then
looked up at him.

Scott clasped her hand, took it back to his
crotch and directed her to take down his pants. She readily did as
asked, and took down his underwear to boot. What they saw next was
a source of astonishment for both of them.

“Master, it’s huge!”

Scott stared at his unholy penis and could
not fathom what he saw. That was not his dick! He was a fairly
average guy in that regard, decent but nothing to write home about.
This, this thing, it looked like someone had installed horse parts.
Alright, that was an exaggeration, but it was still much bigger
than it had any right to be.

“Do you mind that?” He asked her carefully.
He wouldn’t be upset with her if she suddenly called it all off due
to absolute penis terror. He certainly would not want that great
evil thing shoving in and out of him if he were a girl.

She rapidly shook her head then gripped it
gently. “I did not know it would be so big.”

Scott leaned forward and draped his absurdly
large dick atop her pussy and let her take a good look. Her eyes
widened and she looked concerned.

“In... me... that is going to be inside
me?”

“Put it in.”

“Me…? Ok.” She slid her hand along his meaty
shaft a few times to find the best grip then hesitantly slid the
tip between her pussy lips.

She cried out in shock when he slid forward
and went balls deep into her glorious mound. They were both
surprised that it actually went most of the way in. Scott at least,
had assumed that he’d have a lot of extra length left over, but she
had taken most of it like a champ.

He began to pump in and out experimentally.
Apparently, she had no hymen to tear but since she was not human he
did not assume she had lied about being a virgin. Besides that, she
seemed like an active girl and that sort of thing could tear a
hymen anyway.

She began to cry a little and he assumed he
was hurting her. Scarlet shook her head quickly then smiled at him.
“No, it’s not that. I’m just happy.”

Scott blushed at the girl then started to
swivel his hips in a rhythmic manner. He had learned many simple
techniques that would make an average dicked guy stand out in the
bedroom. While he had not had as many chances to actively practice
those techniques as he would like, he certainly gave it his all
whenever the opportunity arose.

She moaned and began to pant again. The
sensations flowing through her were pure sexual electricity.
Sextricity? Who knew what she would think to call it later. Right
now, it felt like her body was on fire and she was about to
explode.

Scott slid his hands up to massage her tits
again, and continued to rock his hips in a smooth circle while
pumping gently into her aching pussy. His balls occasionally teased
her asshole as he managed to shove deeper into her queenly vagina
at varying intervals.

It was not long before she erupted in a
geyser of orgasmic bliss. Her love fluids gushed out, flooding her
master’s pelvic region even as her body arched upward. She screamed
long and hard at the top of her lungs.

Scott thought for sure that her turtle
minions would take offense to the things he was doing to their
queen, since they had all gathered round and come closer. He saw,
however, that they were all grinning like perverts. “You like what
you see?”

The turtles nodded happily and he grinned at
them. The perverted little assholes had loved seeing their queen
get pounded. Briefly, he wondered if dragon-turtles masturbated or
had wet dreams. His questioning thought was answered when he
noticed a few of them rubbing against the ground.

That was not exactly a turn-on but, whatever.
He had a duty to fulfill.

He looked down at the panting queen and saw
that she was looking away with a far-off gaze evident in her
expression. After a full minute she slowly turned her head to look
up at him. “More.”

Scott laughed softly then squeezed her tits.
Scarlet was a pretty cool chick.


Chapter 3: Winning

The hustle and bustle of daily life in a city
was disturbing for Scott. He had grown up in a rural area and loved
the quiet and the freedom to pee outside anywhere he liked. Now,
however, his quiet little country trailer was like a silent
tomb.

Scott sighed loudly then looked at the clock
on the wall. He had been back in this world for nineteen hours now.
He had tried to sleep a short while ago, but he could not. The
reality of his situation was too much to ignore.

As was his custom, Scott began to talk to
himself. “It was all real. Either I am in a coma right now, or it
was all real.”

He ran his hand down his chest then gripped
the waist-band of his stretch pants. A quick peek at the goods
stashed behind the thin fabric was all the proof that he
needed.

When Scott had returned to this world he
quickly discovered that his body stayed the same basic shape that
it had been after the tutorial. No amount of virtual reality would
allow him to lose thirty pounds or gain several inches of dick.

Of course, that led to a lot of awkward
questions after his return. People he had seen briefly in recent
days had noticed when he returned home. More than one no doubt
believed that he’d had some sort of fat reduction surgery.

“I can’t summon monsters or use learned
powers here, but I can still access my message screens and the
auction.” He was not certain about the monsters and powers, but the
people at Alterra had told him that he was not strong enough to do
so. None of the testers had managed it yet, either.

He called up the auction screen and decided
to look through it. He had no money to buy and no items worth
selling. Still, it made sense that things for sale on the site were
so expensive. This was no game. It was a truly living world. How
such a thing was possible, he could not say. The fact still
remained that everything he experienced had been real.

Scott had a little over three thousand
dollars remaining. He’d paid off his bills for the month and sent
money to his mother to help her out a little. She struggled a bit
since his father had died.

“Maybe, I could buy something? I should save
this money, but if there is anything available that can help me
out, it might be worth it.”

The auction house was sparsely populated with
items worth mentioning. There was a lot of junk, or rather what
appeared to be junk. Alterra had only hired a few thousand
beta-testers, and all of them were recently allowed into the
game.

The most expensive item was a sword. “Iron
blade of the Cat?” He looked at the statistical information
provided and nodded. It added ten points to agility, did minor
electrical damage, and granted far-sight, a skill that allowed the
user to remotely view distant locations or people.

He stared at the sword’s image for a moment
then his eyes widened in recognition. “It looks like a poor man’s
Sword of Omens!”

Yes, it was not an exact replica of the famed
sword from the Thundercats series, but it certainly could be seen
as a reasonable knock-off production. He quickly searched through
other expensive items and saw that many of them had visual
aesthetics that were reminiscent of popular items from videogames
and other entertainment.

“This is either bullshit or the coolest thing
ever.”

It wasn’t until he reached the monster
section of the auction that he shuddered openly. There were girls
for sale! Scott immediately felt a knot rise up from his stomach to
sit in the back of his throat. He thought that he might vomit, but
the feeling slowly subsided.

“What the hell! You can’t just buy and sell
people!”

He looked closely at the auction ads, fuming
the whole time, but his anger began to fade. Most of the ads
mentioned the need to find the girl a better situation due to
incompatible natures.

“Incompatible natures?” He thought about that
for a moment. Monsters needed intimacy with their masters to grow
stronger. Fighting and gaining levels would help, but their true
powers only emerged after developing a strong bond. If you are not
compatible with your monster then it will be hard to be intimate
with them. Though, Scott suspected that many of these girls were
probably just captured to be sold and the intimacy issue was just
an excuse.

His knowledge of pet and monster care told
him that these girls would remain in stasis, trapped within the
sphere of light that they are bound too during the contract. They
could be trapped in there forever if they are not bonded to someone
else.

He refreshed the site and noticed that
several girls, and surprisingly a few monster guys, had been added
to the list. However, many others had been removed, a sold tag
placed over their information screen.

Scott struggled with his inner American. He
did not like the idea of buying and selling people, but these
monsters deserved to find good masters or to be set free. As much
as the basic idea disturbed him, he had to admit that it was
simpler to sell them off than it was to try and build a
relationship with someone incompatible.

“I really need a strong team if I plan to
hunt monsters. I can’t just have a picnic every time I meet a
monster king or queen. They’ll annihilate me.”

Despite his misgivings he searched the
monster auction section thoroughly. The prices were far too high,
however. Even a level one mouse was over two thousand dollars. She
was cute, but he could probably catch one himself if he just went
into a cave or something.

“I’ve become a professional monster tamer and
trainer. Yet, I barely know what I’m doing.” Scarlet was strong,
but he knew that there would be a problem working with her for a
while. She was actually too strong.

While it did not cost any mana to keep her
manifested most of the time, the moment they entered into a combat
situation he had to expend mana equal to her level just to keep her
manifested. She was level twenty-two. At her level that meant
twenty-two mana per second had to be spent. He could keep her
manifested in battle for a grand total of four seconds. She was
powerful, but it was useless at the moment. He needed to train his
mana!

Scott thought about his monster for a moment
then changed the auction site page to one that showcased skill
books. Maybe there was a skill for sale that would allow him to
train mana more effectively? The torchlight spell was good to train
at night or in the dark, but it could not be rapidly used. He could
call it and it lasted several minutes, then he could call it again.
What he needed was a spell or skill that could be spammed.

As with most of the auction, the skills were
primarily junk or things that he already could do. Magic based
skills seemed to be in short supply. Either this meant that a lot
of people were mages, or most were not. He could not be sure. Skill
books might also be rare for certain types of skills.

“I’m a monster trainer. That means that even
though it is important for me to become as strong as possible, my
real skill lies in keeping my pets fully ready to fight.” Scott
mused on this for a moment then delved into the spell book
section.

“Junk, junk, junk. There are so many
torchlight spells up here!” He did eventually discover a few spells
that might be good to work with, but their price tag for buying
without bidding was prohibitive. He did not want to bid at the
moment. He absolutely needed to buy something. In the future,
bidding would be better than outright purchasing most of the time,
he was sure.

“Eighteen hundred dollars for a simple
defensive aura spell? Two thousand for a first circle healing
prayer spell?” He shuddered at the costs. He could buy only one,
but he needed at least one of them.

He looked at the information screen carefully
and made his choice. The defensive aura was like torchlight. It
could be used once, and then lasted for a short time. You could not
stack the spell and could only cast it again once it wore off. The
healing spell only worked to heal an incredibly small amount of hit
points, but working with it would raise intelligence, charisma, and
faith over time.

“If it only heals a small amount, then I can
probably train my unarmed combat skills till my knuckles are bloody
and raw. Use the healing spell to heal, then train some more.”
Scott told the empty air his plans then chose to purchase the
spell.

Once he clicked the buy button, he entered
his information, and the request for payment appeared. He was not
certain how to pay for his item, since he had the money primarily
in cash. Strangely, however, there was an option for cash
purchase.

A message screen popped up, followed by a
circular plate that floated in mid-air. “Please present the
money.”

Scott looked at the message for a moment then
retrieved his wallet. He placed the money onto the plate and the
sale registered as complete. The plate, and his money, disappeared
immediately. In its place a new plate appeared. Atop it sat a skill
book entitled, “Divine guidance in trying times. Volume I”

He took the book and the plate disappeared.
“So, this is a skill book?”

He opened the book and nearly dropped it in
surprise. He had seen the effect of opening skill books before in
the game, but he had not expected that the same thing would happen
on Earth!

The light of knowledge streamed into him and
after the mental dust cleared he was able to completely understand
the basics of divine healing and restoration. He had gained the
ability to lay hands on the injured and provide them solace through
divine grace.

Of course, the power was restricted on Earth.
He was not strong enough to use his abilities here and might never
be.

Scott quickly checked his spell list and
grinned. The information for healing prayer was listed. “I can heal
three hit points per use at this level of skill. That’s absurdly
low, but kind of perfect for training purposes.”

Each use would cost him ten mana, however.
Over time it would become more powerful, but right now he could use
it ten times or so without running out of mana.

The grin that crossed his face was both feral
and delightful. He was excited and really could not help himself.
He planned to stay in the other world for at least three days next
time. There was no time limit. He would be able to stay there for
as long as he wanted, but once there he had to remain for
twenty-four hours, and the same was true for when he came back
here.

He still had a life here, as limited as it
was. He had family even if he did not have any real friends that he
would miss enough to never return to the other world. Plus, he
could only access the auction site here. That could prove useful in
the future.

Scott looked at the auction site and then
checked his clock once more. The waiting was terrible, but the time
would come soon. He already knew that he had passed the tutorial
with flying colors. Alterra was happy with his actions.

“So, a whole new world to explore, a world
filled with monsters, danger, and hot girls that are into hardcore
sex in public. Sounds like my kind of place.” Scott shut down the
auction site, leaned back, and smiled. In a few hours he would be
able to go on the adventure of a life-time. Sure, he was low-level,
and might not be able to gain strength quickly due to the fact that
he would no longer be in training mode. That did not matter.

He was a monster trainer, now. In one
beautiful day he had gained a kickass new job and acquired a hot
love slave. He needed to get a few more monsters on his team soon.
That meant that he needed to acquire more absurdly hot girls to
kick ass on his behalf. He didn’t even know how to express his
perverted joy at such a turn of events.

It was then that a word burst forth from his
lips. He raised his hands and shouted, “Winning!” before collapsing
back onto the couch. He laughed loudly at his own silliness then
looked at the clock. Only a few more hours, yes only a few more
hours.


Freelance Saga Episode 2: Quantum Interference


Chapter 1: Painful Discovery

Pain! He awoke to darkness
and indescribable, all-encompassing, pain. When his vision returned
he was greeted by whirling patterns of light and discordant
imagery. His ears betrayed him by playing a dissonant chorus of
riotous notes that he could barely decipher.

Even in his current state it was obvious that
something had gone terribly wrong. Scott Hunter, freelance
beta-tester, moaned aloud then struggled to sit up.

He looked down at his hands and saw that they
were red, raw. In time he began to put words and feelings into
place. His body felt as if it were both frozen and on burning at
the same time. It was as though someone had put him into a
microwave and hit the popcorn button.

He struggled against the weakness and pain
for a time, and as a reward for his efforts he was finally able to
speak the words, “What the hell?”

His voice came out as a hoarse croak. It was
a damaged sound that greatly reminded him of his equally mistreated
body. Scott closed his eyes and relaxed back onto the ground. He
did not have the strength to rise. Darkness claimed him once
more.

Time passed and the sun wheeled by overhead.
The moons rose and set. It was midday on the following day before
he awoke again. This time his injuries were far less severe. He had
survived the cold, lonely, night and the rest period had restored
some of his strength.

He looked around bleary eyed then gazed down
at his hands. They were no longer red and raw. Instead he was now
covered in a myriad number of hideous bruises. Every part of his
body protested when he forced his way to his feet.

“What happened to me?” He leaned heavily
against a nearby tree and tried to catch his breath. Even breathing
was a terrific agony.

Where was he? He did not know. His memories
were jumbled and scattered at the same time, a technical
impossibility but who was he to judge?

Tears poured freely as he struggled to move
forward. The overwhelming sense of pain was too much and he fell to
the ground. More bruises would be added to the collection.

He reached out and clutched at a clump of
grass. The stinging pain of moving his arm allowed him to gather
his thoughts and focus his mind. He used the new pain to fight off
the effects of his original pain. It was all he had to work
with.

Breathing was hard. His body felt heavy,
useless. His chest could barely push against the ground. It did not
matter. What mattered was determining what had happened. Scott
needed to understand what was happening and why he was in this
situation.

He squeezed the clump of grass, felt the mild
stinging pain, and tried to remember. It took a while, far longer
than he would have liked, but memories did begin to surface. The
game world, he had tried to return to Alterra. The time limit of
twenty-four hours had ended and he’d readily attempted the quantum
transfer protocol that would allow him to return there.

Whatever had happened afterward had left a
blank spot, a hole in his memories. His sole recollection from that
space of time was nothing more than a kaleidoscopic maelstrom of
darkness and pain.

“Did I even make it there?” He struggled to
look around but he was still too weak to move properly. He had used
up all of his strength trying to stand earlier.

His vision began to fade and he knew that he
would lose consciousness again soon. The last thing that he saw
before the darkness claimed him once more was the clump of grass in
his hand.

Scott lay on the ground completely vulnerable
and exposed to the vagaries of that foreign world. Whether it was
due to sheer luck or divine providence, nothing molested him in his
time of need. Though all around him the forest was filled with
terrible creatures and inhuman monstrosities, he slept without
being disturbed.

He awoke once more after several hours had
passed. Night had fallen and the moons had risen.

The blinding pain had subsided to a
dull-ache. It was a sure sign that he had made it to the game
world. Wounds healed rapidly and most moderate injuries would fade
after one good night’s rest. While he could not claim that he’d had
a good night’s rest, he had at least slept for a while.

Scott sat up slowly then dragged his
exhausted body to the tree that he had leaned against earlier. He
managed to crawl up the trunk just enough to get the leverage that
he needed to roll over.

Now that he was sitting up properly he could
breathe with greater ease. Softly, he whispered, “Fuck.”

There were no words for the kind of pain that
he had experienced earlier. Even now his body ached all over. Scott
was afraid to close his eyes again. He had a strong feeling that
the next time he closed his eyes he would not wake up.

Instead of giving in to his body’s demands
for rest, he looked up at the night sky. He was sitting in a forest
clearing at the moment. The sky was open to him, and beautiful.

While he sat there sounds and gentle lights
began to make themselves known to him. He had been in too much pain
to pay attention earlier, but he could hear a subtle noise in the
background that sounded like a soft lyrical melody.

He listened to the background music, the
night-time symphony of the forest, while watching the dancing
lights. “So, even here there are fireflies?”

The gentle dance of the insects put him a
little more at ease. Despite his exhaustion, and the nagging ache
in his body, he could feel at peace for the moment.

The moons of Alterra caught his attention
next. The largest of the three moons looked like it took up half of
the night sky, though that was obviously a trick of the light.
“Bright blue, it looks like Earth.”

He raised his hand and reached for that
massive blue orb. How could it be so close that it was this large
in the sky? Wouldn’t the gravitational force do terrible things to
this world? It was just another oddity of this strange land and its
game-related laws of physics.

Scott sighed softly then dropped his hand. He
should just try to head back to Earth. Maybe if he transferred home
he could get answers from the corporation.

“Transfer protocol window.” Scott spoke the
words loudly, clearly, but nothing happened. He stared at the empty
air.

He called out for the protocol window once
more and it still did not appear. Panic began to creep along his
spine. Slowly it wormed its way into his chest and his heart began
to beat faster. The transfer window was not responding!

A terrible suspicion overtook his sense. He
began calling out for the menu screen, his inventory screen,
anything that he could think of that might work. Nothing worked. He
was completely cut-off.

During the tutorial he had been able to use
those functions with impunity. Now he had no access. He could not
even return home!

Normally he would attempt to think of some
way to rectify his situation. However, the combination of pain and
bewilderment caused him to do something he would not typically
allow himself to do.

In the darkness he breathed heavily for a
moment. Then, slowly, he drew his knees up and wrapped his arms
around them. His body began to shake and tears streamed from his
eyes. Quiet sobs echoed softly through the night-time woodland.

Reality had set in. He was lost, alone, and
injured on an alien world. There was little that he could do till
morning despite the gnawing hunger and burning thirst that he felt.
He did not know how long he had been unconscious but he needed food
and water desperately. There was nothing that he could do but wait
for the morning to come, and hope that the dawn would bring new
possibilities.


Chapter 2: Alone

Life in the wilderness had a strange way of forcing
people to do things that they normally would not do. Scott Hunter
had finally reached the point where he could no longer ignore the
needs of his body.

His stomach growled fiercely. The beast
dwelling within demanded tribute. It had been quite some time since
he had eaten and his body had started to rebel against his
tyrannical rule. Scott staggered forward and began to look for
something, anything, that he could eat.

A fallen log nearby promised all the insects
that he could desire, but he wasn’t that hungry, yet. He could not
trust the handful of berries that he had located, either. In short,
he had no idea what he could eat here.

“Dammit...” This was too much. He had not
eaten in days and the only thing he could find were suspicious
berries and hideous insects. The water situation was much more of
an issue, however. Scott did not know how long he had been
unconscious, either time, but it had to be at least a day or
two.

He ultimately had no choice. He would have to
move on and hope for the best. Scott reached over and picked up a
hefty looking tree limb. It would make a reasonable walking stick.
He could not trust his legs to carry his weight fully at the
moment.

The perpetually tired man struggled to move
across the landscape of the alien forest. Movement was slow and
painful. In some ways it felt like the first time he had come to
this world. His stats had been very low and even walking had been
difficult.

Luckily the forest seemed to be old growth
wilderness. The brush was sparsely scattered and he could see where
he was going with ease. If only he’d had an idea about where he
should go!

Several hours passed during his journey. His
hunger and thirst grew to fiercely demanding levels. Scott winced
slightly after he turned over a rotting log. The squirming things
underneath threatened to make him gag. He could feel the liquid
contents of his stomach wanting to rise at the thought of what he
was about to do.

“I hope none of you ugly little fuckers are
poisonous.” That would just be the perfect end to an imperfect life
as far as he was concerned.

Trembling fingers slid down into the space
where the log had rested. Scott scooped up a fat grub-like insect
that was roughly the size of his thumb. He pinched the head and it
popped with a sickening sound. It was like some great wriggling zit
had exploded between his fingers.

He shuddered briefly then wiped the destroyed
insect’s body against his pants. The asinine desire to at least
attempt to clean it off a little before sticking it in his mouth
was nothing more than a delaying tactic. The idea of actually
swallowing the hideous thing was almost too much to bear.

His hands shook as he raised the thing to his
lips. Scott popped the disgusting thing into his mouth and tried to
avoid tasting it by raising his tongue. It did not help. His entire
mouth had become suffused with the taste of alien grub worm. The
feeling of chewed grub in his mouth sickened him to no end. Some
people found insects to be a delicacy. Scott found them to be
disturbingly chewy.

He’d had to eat similar things in the army
during SERE training. Surviving, evading, resisting, and escaping
were all good training ideas... until you had to eat bugs from
under a log.

Scott finished swallowing the tiny meal then
made a sour face. Ah, sweet protein. The other wriggling and
crawling insects that had lived alongside the recently deceased Mr.
Grub tried to escape, but their fate had been sealed. He picked
them up by the handful and popped off their heads. “What can I say?
Life’s tough.”

After he finished his meal, and managed to
keep it at least some of it down, he felt strangely better. The
juicy nature of their plump little bodies seemed to have sated his
thirst slightly as well.

After his meal, Scott continued his ceaseless
march through the underbrush of the alien forest. He would get
nowhere by standing still.

***

A loud sneeze erupted from abused nostrils. It was a
harsh and pathetic sound that echoed through the air storm laden
air. Scott huddled miserably within the boughs of an aging oak
tree.

It was not the best place to be during a
thunderstorm, but trees were everywhere in the forest. Where could
he go to avoid one? Besides, he figured that if this was the one
tree in the forest that was struck by lightning it would justify
his belief that nature really did hate him.

Soaked to the bone, Scott could not help but
find his situation sad and humorous at the same time. Just an hour
before he had wished that he could find water. Well, he’d gotten
his wish and now he was figuratively drowning in it.

He lifted a makeshift leaf bowl to his lips
and drank deeply from the water collected there. It was something
that he had rigged up a few hours prior. Earlier he had found a
bush with large leaves that were naturally cupped like a bowl. He’d
stuffed several of them together and used the result to carry dead
bugs, but when it had started to rain he’d found a new reason to
use it.

Scott sneezed again then sighed. This world
hated him. That was the only answer.

The storm ended by morning and Scott had set
out to find a better place to dry out. Eventually he had made his
way to the edge of a high hill.

His clothes hand been hung out to dry on the
limb of a nearby tree. The world weary adventurer now sat on a flat
rock, as naked as the day he was born, looking out over the valley
below. It was another tree strewn wilderness but the slight
clearing at the bottom of the hill provided a nice change of
scenery. From this vantage point he could see for miles around.

He was so enraptured by the view that the
change in the surrounding sounds went unnoticed. Insects stopped
buzzing. The few birds he’d seen had stopped chirping. Even the
ever present omnidirectional background music had changed from a
soft melody to a more sinister tone.

The croaking of a particularly large frog did
not garner his attention at first. When it did register his eyes
lit up. “Frog!”

He was not exactly interested in eating frogs
normally. Still, they would definitely be a step up from grub worms
and the damnable berries that gave him temporary, but explosive,
diarrhea. He had been right to be suspicious of them.

Scott turned to get his whacking stick and
came face to face with something truly strange! It was not a frog.
It was a girl, sort of. She had the general body proportions of a
well-endowed human woman. However, her eyes were roughly human
sized but faceted like an insect. The strangeness did not just end
with her eyes; she also had dragonfly wings and a scorpion tail
protruding from her backside.

He did not even have time to scream before
the strangely beautiful girl raced forward and grasped him by the
neck. She slammed him heavily against the same tree that his
clothes were hanging on. Insult was added to injury when the swift
movement through the air caused his clothes to come loose from
their precarious perch. They silently fell to the muddy ground
below.

“Human iz pretty.” The insect girl held Scott
against the tree by his neck. Her grip cut off his air supply just
enough to choke him, but not enough to force him to lose
consciousness. She leaned in and parted her surprisingly human
lips.

Scott felt her warm wet tongue slide along
his cheek, then up to his ear. “Make zzpawn with Dekoni
huzzband.”

His eyes went wide as the truth of the
situation finally became clear. The insect girl’s freehand moved
down and firmly gripped his readily available man-hammer. Her body
began to buzz and hum. It was like a weird cross between a bee and
a fly. “Pretty human, Dekoni zzo hot.”

She pressed her heavy breasts against him and
began to rub her body up and down against his chest. “Zzay you love
Dekoni...”

Dekoni kissed him on the ear then gently
began to stroke his shaft in a slow rhythmic motion. Her loving,
but insistent, hand motion sent electric tingles along Scott’s
spine. “Zzay it.”

Scott gurgled out something that she could
not understand. Dekoni grew angry with her captive because he would
not say the three little words that she longed to hear. Of course,
Scott couldn’t have spoken even if he wanted to at the moment.

“Zzay you love Dekoni!” She screamed. The
croaking sound in the background stopped for a brief second then
returned with a vengeance.

He gurgled something once more and in a fit
of anger she hurled him away from the tree. The force of the throw
was enough to send him skidding toward the edge of the hill. Dekoni
placed one hand on her curvaceous hips then pointed a demanding
finger at him with the other. She whipped her tail back and forth
twice and said, “Zzay you love your zzweet Dekoni!”

Scott’s throat was red and raw from her
actions. She had left a ring of bruises on his tender flesh. He did
not think that he would be able to speak at all, but something
happened that changed his mind. A sudden arrival caused him to cry
out, “Frog!”

“Frog? Why izz it that you zzay frog,
huzzband?” The shockingly pink tongue that shot out and wrapped
around her waist answered her question.

“Ahh, zztupid Mud Frog! Don’t interrupt
Dekoni and Dekoni’zz huzzband!” The insect girl leapt toward the
yawning maw of the massive creature. He arm shot out and powerful
winds began to swirl and flow around her body. Just before she
would have been swallowed whole, she unleashed a powerful gale
force wind attack directly into its mouth. The frog’s body bulged
outward comically then exploded. Chunks of gore and frog ichor
showered the area coating everything in the remnants of battle.

“What is wrong with monzzterzz today? Don’t
they know Dekoni izz trying to make zzpawn with Dekoni’zz
huzzband?” She stood there for a brief moment basking in her
righteous indignation then turned to check on her potential mate.
Her precious little buggy heart sank when she saw that he was
gone.

“Huzzband! Where did you go?” Dekoni ran to
the edge of the hill and saw that her would-be baby daddy was at
the bottom. Even now he was trying to stagger away from her with
all the speed that he could muster.

She called out, “Huzzband come back! Make
zzpawn with your zzweet Dekoni!”

Another tongue lashed out and wrapped around
her waist. More frogs had arrived and she was forced to face them.
“Zztupid Mud Frogzz! Dekoni needzz to get laid! Zzummer vacation
endzz zzoon!”

“Keep running huzzband! Your Dekoni will find
you after beating up thezze zztupid frogzz!” The girl shed a single
set of tears at the loss of her chance to spend time with her
beloved husband, but set about the task of teaching the
cock-blocking frogs a lesson. Hell hath no fury like a horny insect
woman denied the sweet touch of new husband penis.

Scott sneezed twice, hard, but staggered on.
He was now naked. He was sick. Now he was battered again due to the
rough slide down the rock-strewn hill. Still, for the moment he was
safe. The insect chick hadn’t been eaten by that frog but she was
still not following. It was probably the best way to end things.
Dekoni had been strangely beautiful with her jewel-like eyes and
amazing body, but she was obviously bat-shit crazy. For the first
time in his life, he was happy that he’d avoided having sex with a
hot girl. While it would have been nice to talk to someone and get
some answers, something told him that answering his questions was
not something that she would be willing to add to her current
agenda.

***

A wooden shaft whipped through the air with
incredible speed embedding itself into a nearby tree. Scott rolled
to the side once more as another projectile split the air. He was
being herded, that much was obvious. Each of the wooden projectiles
had barely missed him. Given his current body condition and lack of
martial prowess there was no way that he was narrowly avoiding the
death missiles using only his own power.

A phantom blur mocked him at the edge of his
peripheral vision. His attacker stayed outside his field of view,
but allowed him to catch a fleeting glimpse of her form. Whatever
she was, she was fast.

Arrows pierced the forest air and chased him
through the wooden lanes. Whenever he tried to veer away from her
designated travel plan, an arrow would scream out and just barely
avoid piercing his flesh as a warning.

Soon the sound of flapping wings and the
piercing cry of a hunting hawk split the air. It was joined by more
of its kind. Scott was forced out of the woods and into an open
clearing.

He staggered to a stop and stared up at the
sky. Hundreds, perhaps thousands, of birds of prey circled
overhead. Interspersed among the birds were a number of humanoid
forms.

A multitude of screams bore down on him from
the legion of predatory avian monsters. He fell to his knees and
clutched his ears reflexively as the dire cacophony overwhelmed his
senses.

He shrieked in agony as a wooden shaft
violated his left shoulder blade. He looked down and saw the extent
of his injury. A shaft of wood roughly the thickness of a pencil
had punctured the meat of his shoulder completely. It not stuck
through the left side of his chest and poked out several inches
from the front of his body.

His breathing became labored and tears began
to blur his vision. The hateful screams of the predatory birds
combined with the overpowering agony of the arrow protruding from
his chest were too much for him to withstand. He could feel his
life starting to slip away.

It was then that something truly bizarre
happened. The light of day died away and he was left in
near-perfect darkness. Only a singly light was left to shine down
from above. It provided light that allowed him to view a small
circular space surrounding him, but provided no further
illumination. The world and all its terrors grew silent. Only the
sound of his beating heart could be heard as it echoed in the
stillness. Ba-bump... Ba-bump...

Scott’s ragged breathing eased a bit and he
could draw in breath without pain. Then the sound of his breathing
joined the rhythm of his beating heart. After that, his breathing
and heartbeat were the only sounds that he could discern for a
while.

The silence was broken by a soft, feminine,
whisper. “Is this truly all you have?”

Scott did not answer her, he could not. The
voice continued to speak. “You who crossed the threshold... You who
dared to trespass on my beautiful wilderness... You who have chosen
the hardest path... Is this the extent of your power?”

His heartbeat became erratic. His breathing
began to worsen and become more difficult. Strength rapidly left
his body. Scott could barely keep his eyes open, now.

“What a fragile creature. Did you truly think
that you would survive with such pathetic power?”

Finally, Scott found the will to reply to the
voice’s taunts. “I’m not dead, yet.” His labored breathing made it
hard to speak, but even if those were the last words he would ever
voice in this life, they were good words.

Harsh laughter erupted from all directions at
once. The scorn of her mocking laughter echoed in the darkness for
several seconds before she asked, “You are surrounded on all sides
by a legion of bird monsters. You have an arrow sticking out of
your chest. You can’t even stand up. How are you not dead?”

“I’m not dead until I am dead.” He did not
know where those words came from, but he felt them to be true. He
did not want to die in this alien world. He didn’t want to give in
and be eaten.

The laughter came again, but this time it was
a soothing lyrical sound. “It’s too bad that your body is weaker
than your spirit.”

Scott fell forward and began to pant. He
could feel the life draining out of his body. It would not be long
now.

“She dreams about you, you know.”

The gentle tone of the voice drew Scott’s
attention away from his approaching death. “Who dreams about
me?”

“You forgot about her already?” The voice
seemed angry at the idea that he had forgotten the one that she was
talking about.

“The only person I know here is Scarlet and
she doesn’t answer when I call.”

“She doesn’t? That’s strange.”

Scott’s vision began to fade once more. Even
the miniscule light shining down on him in this abyssal darkness
was no longer enough to allow him to see. “None-none of it works. I
can’t even use my skills.”

The voice did not answer immediately. The
silence took on a tomb-like quality that made Scott wonder if he
had truly died.

When the voice finally came again it did not
seem happy. If anything it seemed angry. “Poor child, what has
become of you? Your soul is twisted and corrupt, yet the corruption
is not born out of any fault of your own.”

Scott had no idea what she was talking about
and did not have the strength to answer even if he did. His body
grew heavy and he fell to the ground. His eyes began to glaze over
as death swiftly approached.

The voice spoke once more, this time in a
soothing motherly tone. “Rest dear one, this is not the end. You
are stronger than I thought. You will receive my blessing. Rest,
rest for a time and do not fear the fangs and claws of my
children.”

Then even the sound of his breathing and of
his heartbeat came to an end. The light shining down on him in the
darkness faded away. In the wake of its passing nothing
remained.


Chapter 3: Carry on My Wayward Son

The steady drip of water hitting stone greeted his
sense long before he fully regained consciousness. Drip. Drip...
Drip. Drip...

Scott opened his eyes slowly and found that
he was once again embraced by darkness. It was not the eternal
blackness of empty space, like before when the voice had spoken to
him. This darkness seemed natural and somehow, safe.

He sat up and looked around. Faint rays of
light streamed through an opening nearby illuminating the interior
of what looked to be a shallow cave.

“Where am I?” The last thing he remembered
was being laughed at by an unseen woman. How had he gotten into a
cave?

Scott was greatly surprised when a message
screen popped up. He stared at the new arrival while his mouth hung
open like a stereotypical slack-jawed yokel.

“A message screen? They’re working again?” He
read the screen quickly to see what it had to say.

<<< * >>>

Greetings, Scott Hunter. Due to quantum interference
during your last login attempt your data file has been corrupted.
We were made aware of this by the lunar goddess Seductia.

The timely intervention of the goddess has allowed us
to locate your quantum signature once more. We have completed the
restoration of your original file based on your last saved state.
Unfortunately, certain functions cannot be enabled at this time due
to the prior event. These functions will be reinstated as soon as
possible. Please take note of the estimated repair time next to
each function and plan your time on Alterra accordingly.

Currently unavailable
functions:

Enhanced Experience Gain - 47
Hours

Quantum Transfer Protocol - 567
Hours

Reincarnation Protocol - 623
Hours

Skill Usage - 42 Hours

Telepathic Whispers - 38
Hours

Please note that it is inadvisable for you to die
before the transfer and reincarnation protocols are reinstated.

<<< * >>>

He finished reading the message screen then
closed his mouth. Those bastards had screwed up his data file
somehow, and now they advise him not to die until repairs are
complete? He had been right! If he had died it would have been
permanent!

Scott started to check his menu screen since
that had not been listed on the unavailable functions message.
However, another screen popped into view.

<<< * >>>

You have been granted the Lesser Blessing of the
Mother Dragon.

All stats increase by 10 points.

Hit points and mana increase by 25 points.

You gain the skill: Serenity

Serenity grants you the power to avoid conflict with
monsters for four hours, once per day.

<<< * >>>

Scott stared at the new message screen then
curled his hands into fists. He raised his arms then lowered them.
His body felt much lighter after the increase to his stats. It was
like he had been wearing weighted clothes and had finally taken
them off.

He tried to check on the serenity skill.
Unfortunately, a message screen popped up to remind him that he
could not use skills at the moment.

“Now that’s just bullshit!” He had the power
to be free of monsters for four hours per day, and he couldn’t even
use it!

Suddenly, the high-pitched shriek of a
hunting bird echoed through the air. Scott stopped cold and turned
toward the opening to the cave. Were the damned birds out
there?

He crept over to the opening and attempted to
take a look. The entire time that he was in motion he prayed that
the birds would not see or hear him.

The massive creatures circled overhead, but
from what he could see they did not seem to know where he was.
Quickly, he moved back into the darker part of the cave. He could
not help but feel like a rat cornered in a hole.

A female voice called out to him.
“Huuu-man, come out to plaaay-yaaay.”

Scott did not know which was worse, the
unrelenting attempt to get at his sweat meats or the horrible
reference she had unwittingly made. He drew further back into the
cavern and sighed.

There was no way out of this situation. They
would easily catch him if he left the safety of his hole. Even if
he had been at one hundred percent he would have been too slow to
escape.

Despite his recent stat increase, lingering
injuries and stiffness would make it nearly impossible to get away.
The arrow and its accompanying wound had mysteriously disappeared,
but he still looked and felt like an ill-used punching bag.

Several tense minutes passed before something
strange and terrifying occurred. The bird woman from before cried
out, “Found you!”

He looked around frantically but there was no
sign that his haven had been compromised. A panicked shriek from
outside caught his attention and he moved forward to risk taking a
look. Scott shuddered involuntarily. One of the flying women had
captured a man, and now held him up by his ankle.

“You thought that you’d get away from Momo?
Silly boy.” She twirled around happily. The motion caused her
captive to start screaming again while he went on a terrifying
ride. The strength of the monster had to be enormous. She was
hovering in mid-air while holding a grown man by the ankle!

“Let me go dammit!” The man attempted to kick
her with his free leg but she easily avoided the awkward
attack.

“So feisty, and you’re sort of pretty for a
human! We’ll have cute babies, I think.”

“No! No!” He began to blubber and cry, like a
terrified child.

The harpies and hunting hawks laughed. Yes,
the hawks laughed as well. It was creepy and sinister in a way that
only a laughing bird could be.

Momo the Harpy Queen, as Scott started to
think of her, simply giggled at her prey then said, “Its ok. You’ll
like being one of my husbands. At least I won’t eat you for a
while.”

The wail the man unleashed was heart
wrenching. There was nothing that he could do for the hapless man.
That could have been him up there begging and crying to be
released.

The harpy queen and her retinue flew off with
their prize. The man’s screams echoed in the distance for only a
short time but they were burned into Scott’s memory.

He had just witnessed something terrible. He
had been powerless to prevent that poor man’s abduction. This
fantasy world had proven to be a terrible place for humanity in
general. How this could be seen as a game was beyond his
understanding.

Scott waited a short time then slid out of
the safety of the tree root cave. He had to keep moving. If he
really was in the game world, and all signs did point to that fact,
there would be human civilization somewhere. He would not be able
to survive in the wilds as he was now.

While he was tempted to simply stay in the
cave and try to wait things out, he knew he would need food and
water. He would have to come out anyway. Besides, there was no
guarantee of safety in that cave. It had served him once, but who
knew if it would continue to be safe?

The last few days had been horrible for
Scott. He had survived by drinking rain water from oversized leaves
and eating whatever roots or insects he could find. He had grown
sick after being caught in a heavy downpour. He had even been
molested by a bug woman and chased by birds of prey!

He walked through the forest. Every sound or
sudden movement caught his attention. It was slow going, but he
persevered. After a few hours of wandering he managed to reach the
edge of the woodland and saw a river in a relatively open area.

There were more trees on the other side, but
this was a good sign! A water source like this would be vital to
civilization. There had to be a human town or village along the
course of this waterway.

“Finally, a break.”

Scott decided to observe the area for a
moment. He wished that he could use the skills that he had acquired
during his tutorial. The identify and observe skills
would have saved him a great deal of heart ache and intestinal
trauma.

Just when he had thought that it might be
safe to head toward the water he noticed movement from the opposite
embankment. In the distance he could see a creature that looked
like a cross between a giant rat and a lizard amble out of the
woods. It had a spiked fin running along its back. That much he
could tell. It was a little too far away to see every detail, but
he believed that there were scales running down its overly long
legs.

Silently, he considered the creature. It
would probably be able to run quickly. He had not seen a monster
like it on this side of the forest, so it was either rare in the
area or its kind chose not to cross the water for some reason.

The creature looked around suspiciously.
Scott wondered if it had caught his scent but it seemed more
interested in the river bank than the woods on his side.

Slowly, the bear sized monster padded toward
the water’s edge. The closer it came, the more cautious it seemed
to become. It drew its head down and looked around tensely.

It sniffed at the ground then looked around
again. When it reached the water it stood there for a moment gazing
into it. The monster seemed like it was searching for
something.

The monster leaned forward and began to drink
from the river. Scott wondered at its caution. It was a big
creature, even for this bizarre planet. It would probably have had
few to no natural predators on Earth.

Scott’s attention was drawn away from the
monster. Something in the water, he had seen something move in the
water. That something was a dark shadow that seemed to sway and
move with the current of the river. The shadow began to slowly
drift toward the monster drinking on the opposite bank.

From his vantage point he could see it, but
the rat-lizard would probably not have had that luxury. Suddenly,
the monster lifted its head. It sniffed the air then looked left
and right. Carefully it took a step back.

However, its caution would not save it.
Dozens of tentacles ripped outward from the deceitfully still water
and thoroughly ensnared the beast. Scott watched as the writhing
mass wrapped the creature tight, squeezed the air from its lungs so
completely that even its panicked scream had been rudely cut-off,
then dragged it swiftly down into the depths.

The water was barely disturbed after the
initial assault ended. Just as suddenly as the brutal event had
occurred, the area went back to a scene of perfect tranquility.

Scott looked down then turned away from the
peaceful scenery. It would not prove to be his savior after all.
Even the monsters only went there out of desperate need. The
rat-thing had known that going to drink could lead to its death. It
still went. Nothing but severe thirst would have driven it to do
such a thing.

He sighed softly then started to walk again.
The river was out, but if he stayed far enough from the water he
might be able to occasionally use it as a guide. He would have to
watch for river beasts and the occasional thirsty monster, but it
was the best lead that he’d found so far.


Chapter 4: Soft and Pink

Soft pink lips parted gently then formed into a
tender smile. It was the fleeting glimpse of a warm and friendly
personality. “Do you love me?”

Delicately tapered fingers traced the curve
of the man’s jaw before she leaned in to ask him again. “Say it.
Say you love me.” When he refused to answer she pouted cutely at
him then reached toward his shoulder.

The scream that erupted from his throat
echoed throughout the forest clearing. Her slender hand, delicate
and refined, gripped the arrow protruding from his shoulder. The
gentle seeming fingers twisted the shaft eliciting another
scream.

“Oh, I do love the beautiful music you
serenade me with dear one.”

“St-stop this you demon…” The man feebly
attempted to crawl away but he had no strength left.

His tormentor lifted then lowered her hips in
a slow deliberate way. Curvaceous hips slid sensually up and down
atop his rock hard manhood. She took the time to thoroughly enjoy
her sense of power over her prey. “Stop it? You don’t like my
foreplay? We’re in love, right?”

She grabbed his throat in a vice-like grip,
twisted the arrow once more, and then cried out in a loud and
desperate voice. “Give it to me! I want all of it!”

“N-no!”

“All of it! I want your love burning inside
of me you worthless human!” The hand clenching his throat squeezed
brutally. He started to choke. He gagged desperately due to the
lack of air. His spittle turned to foam and he feebly tried to
knock her hand free.

Their bodies began to glow with a soft white
light, but the light emitted by the dying man declined rapidly even
as the woman’s body grew more luminous. “So warm, I can feel the
strength of your love for me.”

The girl sighed suddenly and the light faded
away. “Seriously? Dead already? Humans really are weak.”

“I’ll never gain another level at this rate.”
Her cheeks puffed outward then she pouted. Why wouldn’t one of
these weak idiots love her properly?

She looked down at the dead man and frowned.
Her lower lip poked out. “I’m cute, right?”

When he didn’t answer she reached down and
grasped his head and chin. She made his mouth move up and down like
a puppet. “You’re the cutest fox in the whole forest
Kitsune-chan.”

“Really! You think so! You’re so sweet
Dead-Guy-San!”

She made his mouth move again. “I should have
admitted it when I was alive. I could be cuddling with you right
now.”

“You’re right! You should have. What do you
have to say for yourself?”

“I’m so sorry, also I have a really tiny
penis and you can do better than me anyway.”

“Well, that’s a start.” She smiled
triumphantly for a moment then dropped his head. She sighed then
pouted once more.

“Why won’t one of these humans love me?” She
hugged herself tightly then took on an expression that bespoke long
term suffering. No one understood her needs.

She raised her hand and started counting off
her qualities using her fingers. She touched her pinky with her
thumb and said, “I’m cute.”

She touched her next finger and said, “I have
a pleasant personality.”

She looked down, grabbed her breasts, and
lifted them. “I have an amazing body.”

She raised another finger, “I’m fun at
parties… I think. No one ever invites me to any, but I’m sure I’d
be great at one.”

Kitsune threw her hands up and looked toward
the sky. Sunlight streamed down through the canopy of the forest to
embrace her with its divine radiance. “I can even cook! Who
wouldn’t fall in love with an awesome girl like me?”

She pouted again then sighed gently. “Maybe
someday.”

Her bushy tail swished from side to side
briefly before a carefree smile spread across her face. “Ah well,
at least I have something tasty for dinner.”

The fox girl stood up and dusted herself off.
Despite the horrors that she had perpetrated moments earlier she
seemed quite cheerful.

A gentle breeze flowed through the clearing
causing the wildflowers to sway gently. Their subtle scent filled
the air with a peaceful fragrance that seemed intent upon covering
up the murder that had just committed.

Beneath the shadow of a fallen log that
rested just outside the clearing, Scott continued to lie perfectly
still. He had witnessed it all. Even after that man’s inglorious
end, he had remained in hiding. The log had fallen in such a way
that it was raised from the earth atop the stump of another of its
destroyed kind. In that dark, shallow, space he had born witness to
the death of a man.

There had been no choice. At least, that is
what Scott told himself. He had remained unmoving the entire time
that the previous scene had played out. Did this make him a coward?
At the moment it did not matter, nor did he care. Fighting these
monstrous women had proven disastrous the few times that
self-defense had been necessary.

There was nothing to be done at the moment
but wait patiently. It felt like an eternity had passed before she
made her move, but the fox woman eventually grabbed the large man,
hurled his corpse over her shoulder, and skipped off merrily into
the forest. Alone, unarmed, and incredibly underpowered against
such a monster, there was little that Scott could have done for
that poor bastard. So, he continued to do nothing.

When he could no longer hear her happily
skipping through the forest Scott started to move away from the
area. He needed to find a place to rest, to regain his strength. He
had spent several days looking for such a place and had yet to find
it.

This world and its people were insane. That
was the only answer. The things that he had seen since waking up
here a few days ago were beyond any reasonable possibility.

Scott shuddered at the thought of the last
few days. He had been forced to hide repeatedly. The monsters he
had run across were incredibly strong compared to the
dragon-turtles that he’d had to deal with during the tutorial. Most
of the notable monsters were humanoid. That meant that they would
all count as boss monsters, as queens. How most of this damnable
forest’s denizens could be boss monsters was beyond his
understanding. Either way, he could not stand up to them at
all.

As Scott walked away from the scene of the
brutal murder he noticed something wedged between two trees. It was
a backpack! “Must belong to that guy, or did anyway.”

It would not have been safe to check it here,
so he took it and ran from the area as fast as he could. The man
wouldn’t miss it, and Scott needed anything that he could get his
hands on.

There was no way for him tell how much
distance had been covered in that trackless wilderness. When he
grew tired of running he stopped and leaned against a convenient
tree. Hungry and dehydrated, he panted heavily as he opened the
backpack. The first thing that he saw nearly made him cry. “Bottled
water!”

The only reasonably safe water that Scott had
been able to drink in the last few days was supplied during a rain
storm. He had drunk his fill from the large green leaves that he
had used as a bowl, but he’d lost that during a panicked flight
brought on by a massive frog and an overly amorous monster
girl.

He had found no other reasonably safe water
sources, and he had succumbed to his thirst once the day before. He
had drunk from a mud puddle swarming with Seductia knew
what. His old friend, explosive diarrhea, had come to visit
him again last night.

There was a river nearby, but that place was
swarming with the monsters that constantly attacked anything that
got near. Monsters and monster women were everywhere and they all
wanted to eat him or love him. Scott suspected that some of them
wanted both at the same time.

Scott smiled at the bottle of water. The
language printed on the side was not one that he recognized, but it
was obviously water, right? He opened it up and drank his fill.

A strange sensation immediately raced through
the man. Unbridled energy ran the length of his body. Power surged
from head to toe. The sense of strength was intoxicating, but it
suddenly gave way to extreme discomfort. He began to sweat
profusely.

The source of the discomfort made itself
known. Scott looked into his pants. His genitalia had become
obscenely, gloriously, erect! “What the hell!”

“What was this shit, Viagra water?” He stared
at the empty bottle then pressed back against the tree to fight the
pain of the intense and massive erection.

It was too much. The pain was too much. Scott
had to set the beast free from its imprisonment! He unbuckled his
belt then dropped his pants as quickly as possible. His absurdly
swollen member pointed outward like the veiny accusatory finger of
an angry god.

He stared down at it utterly transfixed by
the sheer girth of the thing. “What the hell! Is it going to
explode?”

Scott had always considered his man-hammer to
be rather average in both length and girth until it had
miraculously increased in size during the tutorial. It had never
been small, but it was also nothing to worth talking about at
parties. The thing that he bore witness to now, the evil existence
trembling in barely constrained rage, was certainly not what he was
accustomed to seeing.

Experimentally, he touched it. The effect was
electric. He gasped involuntarily in response.

It had not hurt at all. If anything it had
felt amazing. “Man, I need to take a few bottles of this stuff back
home with me! I’d make more money in a year than most countries do
in a decade.”

Scott trembled softly as a light breeze blew
across his rock hard member. The sensation was bliss itself.

“I, I need to distract myself from this
unholy thing.” He gently squatted down then reached into the
backpack to fish out a few more items. There were several more
bottles of instant erection, and a few packets of what looked like
food. Scott did not trust it one damned bit due to the mishap with
the water, but when he took his current predicament into account he
could not afford to be choosy. The only food that he had eaten in
several days was the occasional insect or grub worm.

There was one other thing that caught his
attention. A bracer, black with a bright red stone at the center,
was stashed among the various odds and ends. The whirling gold
symbols on the band made him think of the cheesy looking magical
props a wizard in a game might wear.

Between the bracer and the insta-erect water
Scott could only come to one conclusion. “Was he a wizard
pimp? Who owns something like this?”

One of the backpack straps slid forward then
lightly dropped down to antagonize his insistent shaft. Scott
yelped excitedly at the sudden sensation. “Sheesh, behave yourself
you damned penis!”

He took a deep breath then sighed. Hopefully
the grotesque erection would fade away soon. He wasn’t sure how
much more he could take.

Curious, Scott put the bracer on then admired
it for a moment. He envisioned himself as a wizard pimp then
grinned like an idiot.

The idiotic expression turned to surprise
when the bracer clamped shut around his wrist and a bright red
flash of light erupted from it.

If that was not enough a message screen
popped up not long after the bracer had taken hold of him.
“Telepathic whispers have been reinstated?”

Words and images invaded Scott’s head after
he closed the message window. An angry feminine voice shouted at
him in the recesses of his mind. He could not understand her. The
words seemed to be unintelligible screams of rage instead of true
language.

Between the pain in his manhood, and the pain
in his head, Scott could not think straight. Unable to do anything
about the strangely familiar voice shrieking inside the back of his
head, he tried to rip the bracer from his arm. It chose to be
obstinate and refused to come off.

The girl started screaming louder. She became
more insistent. Finally, he could not take it anymore. He gripped
the bracer tightly and shouted, “Get out of my head, dammit!”

Light flared from the gemstone then began to
shine around his fingers. A few feet away a thick red mist began to
form. It rapidly coalesced into a familiar person. It was the red
haired dragon girl, Scarlet. He had captured and bonded her during
his tutorial phase. He had tried calling for her repeatedly on his
first day back, but she had not come.

She blinked twice then started to scream
again. “You dickless bastard! How dare you not summon me for
almost a week?”

He didn’t know what was going on here.
Scarlet had just popped out of nowhere and started to bitch. Hadn’t
he seen enough crazy shit today? What was with her?

Between the pulsating evil that raged within
his cock, and the incredibly shitty week that he had been having,
it was hard to focus on what she was asking. “What…?”

Her eyes locked onto the bracer on his arm.
She stared at it, took a step forward, and then blinked. “Why are
you using a spell bracer? You did not need one before.”

“I just found this thing. Look Scarlet--“

“Just found a spell bracer? Those things are
supposed to be extremely expensive.”

“Scarlet, I’m sorry, but I’ve had a hard few
days.”

She eyed me critically then looked down. The
angry girl finally noticed Scott’s throbbing man-hammer. Naturally,
all she could do was stare. “Wow, you don’t waste any time do
you?”

Scott tried to shift out of her view, but the
motion caused a trill of pleasure to shimmy up his spine. He moaned
involuntarily then bit his lower lip in frustration.

She quirked an eyebrow then smirked.
Delicately, she touched her index finger to her chin. “I suppose
your non-apology will have to do.”

“Huh?” He had only grown more confused. What
was this red haired monster woman talking about?

Scott started to say something but she cut
him off. “We need to get out of this forest. You’ll die here easily
considering your level.”

Quietly, his mind zeroed in on the word,
level. She could tell what level he was? Even he couldn’t do
that right now. The level menu screen would pop up if he called it,
but everything was jumbled. However, she had mentioned something
far more pressing. “I’m all for leaving this damned forest, but
where do we go?”

“You don’t know?”

“I’m not from around here, remember?”

She eyed me suspiciously. “Hmm, fine. Touch
the gem on your new bracer. Use command function ‘recall’. We’ll
return to the last logged recall point.”

“Ok.” Scott touched the gem and a screen
popped up. The strange new addition to his life was just one more
bit of oddness in an incredibly odd world.

He became self-aware enough that he began to
wonder at his calmness in this situation. Perhaps he was in shock?
Either way, Scott knew that he could either accept it or go insane.
Hell, at this point there was a good chance that he might do
both.

“If I press recall on this screen, will it
bring you with me?”

“Yeah, it will transport anyone you are
grouped with. Your battle harem is automatically grouped.”

The words battle harem piqued his
interest but questions could wait for later. He picked up the
backpack, stood up, and then pressed the recall button. A wave of
light washed over the area. When the light cleared they were in an
entirely different place.

Scott looked around then stated the obvious.
“There are no trees.”

“Yeah, I remember this place. It’s the fork
in the road that leads to the Roxi Woodlands. There should
be a motel about a mile up the road on the left.”

“You’ve been here before?”

She smiled softly. “Sure have. Queens gather
here to compete against each other and hunt for human mates. Places
like this have monsters with wildly different power levels.”

“I see.” That explained so much about that
damned forest that Scott felt cheated for not figuring it out on
his own. Still, he was damned glad to be out of that death
trap!

Scarlet yawned then stretched. “We should get
a room.”

“Ok, I’d love to get a room but what about
money?”

“Money? Check the bracer.”

Scott touched the gemstone then looked
through the menu options. Curious fingers clicked on the treasure
option and he saw that the unlamented corpse had stockpiled six
hundred copper coins.

“How much is six hundred copper worth around
here?”

“Not much, but we can probably get a room for
the night, some dinner, and some supplies. Maybe a bus ride to a
better place for you to train, too.”

“Oh? What do you mean train?”

“You’re level one. If you don’t want to be
killed off, you’ll have to get stronger.”

“Level one? I’m really all the way back to
level one?”

Scarlet nodded to him then shrugged. “I don’t
know what happened to you, but that’s what I sense when I look at
you.”

He remembered the other thing she had said.
“Why would I be killed off? Who would want to kill me?”

The red haired demon stared at me briefly
then said, “You really don’t know?”

“Know what?”

“Where are you from? You’re human! Human!
Monsters will want to take your experience points. Humans will want
to take me. At level one you’re just a target!”

“I see.” Scott frowned then turned toward the
direction of the supposed motel. Rest and food sounded great. He
did not care for the idea of being a walking target but that had
been life for him during the last few days anyway. They walked
toward the motel that Scarlet had mentioned. Scott hoped would find
the answers and the rest that he desperately needed.


Chapter 5: Starting Over

Water, warm clean water, cascaded down onto scratched
and torn flesh. The last few days had been brutal. Scott had been
chased through the wilderness by scantily clad women with
superhuman powers, witnessed multiple murders, and discovered that
the world was not behaving in the manner that the company had
claimed it would.

“Alterra, what kind of name is that for a
world anyway?” He sighed softly as the warmth of the water washed
his cares away. Scott closed his eyes and chose to let that thought
go. He would allow it to flow down the drain along with the rest of
the misgivings and concerns that he was plagued with. For the
moment, this world and its inhabitants could go fuck themselves. He
intended to enjoy every bit of this shower.

The warmth of the water penetrated his aching
muscles. Thankfully that even included his throbbing penis. He had
begun to wonder if it really was going to explode. What had been in
that water?

As nice as the shower felt, however, he could
not keep the doubts away forever. Scott thought about the world
that he was in now. He considered the nature of the girl sitting in
the next room. What was he going to do?

Scott had no job, no prospects. The little
money that he did have had mostly been spent already. Everything
that he owned was something that he had swiped from a dead man.

He pressed his back heavily against the wall
of the shower then slid slowly to the floor and sat there. The
stream of water washed over his unmoving form. He had pretty much
exchanged his life back on Earth for a similar life in a fantasy
world. The implications were staggering.

The events of the last few days began to flow
through his mind one after another. The remembrance of pain, fear,
and guilt suffused his body. He began to tremble, to shake. How
long would it take before those haunting memories passed? The
forest had taken something irreplaceable from Scott. He did not
know what it was, but he was definitely missing something.

He drew his knees upward then wrapped his
arms around them. Scott’s trembling began to increase in ferocity.
Tears formed from saline and bad memories began to flow freely from
his bloodshot eyes.

Somehow, he had survived this far. He still
dared not believe it. The nightmare was over. He had survived those
hellish woods. He had no idea what to do, where to go, or even who
to trust in this world. Yet, here he was. He had lived when those
other men had died.

He closed his eyes then leaned his chin
against his knees. Scott was not sure what to feel anymore. Right
now, he just did not know.

Once more his consciousness began to fade.
The events of his recent life had caught up with him. He could no
longer fight the exhaustion. Temporary, but needed, sleep claimed
him and for a short few minutes he would know no more.

***

While the shower of destiny occurred in the
bathroom, Scarlet sat on the edge of the only bed that the tiny
room had to offer. “So, he’s a little odd? I can deal with that, I
guess.”

She pulled some of her hair forward and
played with it thoughtfully. “He’s low-level, and this is not a
good area for him.”

The girl fell back onto the bed and let her
arms fall flat. “What do we do now, though?”

They had little in the way of funds. Her
master knew very little about the world, and she was well beyond
his level now. That would cause problems when they tried to hunt
other monsters.

She grabbed a pillow, pressed it to her face,
and screamed into it. The frustration was immense.

Scarlet sighed then rolled over. Her properly
clothed breasts jiggled enticingly despite the fact that no one
else was in the room to be enticed by their motions.

Her master’s face popped into her head. She
had offered a few suggestions to him while they walked to the
motel. Happily, he had taken her advice to heart. That meant that
he would at least value her opinions. That was good. At least they
could work together.

The fabric of her shirt pulled against her
breasts a little when she moved. She reached down and ran her
fingers along the material. A gentle smile arose upon her face at
the thought of how she had acquired it. “He even gave me something
to wear!”

She started to giggle but stopped
immediately. “No, I can’t give in to such a simple tactic! I have
control, I need to keep it!”

Her fingers rose to her lips then she
acquired a thoughtful expression. “Technically, I belong to him. I
have to obey his commands. Still, I’m free to wander around human
controlled lands without being molested.”

The dragon girl rolled over and slapped her
feet down on the bed a few times to fight through the frustration.
“Why did he go back to being level one? He’s even weaker now than
he was before!”

Idly she considered breaking their bond.
Their intimacy level was tenuous at best. They barely knew
each other despite the lovely time they had spent together a week
ago.

She stopped her frustrated fidgeting and
sighed. “I probably won’t find a better master anyway.”

“You want another master?”

She glanced to the bathroom door to see her
master standing there. He was busy rubbing a towel over his hair,
but he looked at her with a flat emotionless expression.

“What?” She rolled over quickly to face him
more directly. How much had he heard?

“Well, if you want another master I
understand. I don’t know anything about this world. You’d probably
be better off with someone else.”

Crap! He wants to get rid of me now! She sat
up and lifted her hands defensively. “No, I never said that.”

“Oh? Are you sure? I’m happy that you helped
me this far, but you probably want to be reunited with your
turtles, or find someone who has a clue about what they are
doing.”

She shook her head rapidly side to side
causing her hair to whip back and forth in a bright red arc of
denial. “No, I can’t face my subjects without becoming much
stronger first. I don’t want another master, either.”

“Really? Why? I mean, why no other
master?”

He sat down on the bed and looked at her
expectantly while drying his hair. She could not help herself. The
blood began to rush to her face immediately. He had sat so close to
her but did not have the stupidly lecherous look on his face that
most humans had shown her. It was unnatural.

“I-I, want to help you. You seem to need
someone to help you, right?” She turned away quickly to hide the
blush that was forming.

He leaned forward to try and look at her face
but she slid away. She noted his sudden frown, but it passed
quickly.

“Yeah, I could use all the help that I can
get.”

“OK, then it’s decided. You’ll be my master,
and I’ll be your Queen.”

“Queen? That word sure gets tossed around a
lot.”

“Yes, all battle harems have positions.
You’re the master. The head of your harem is the Queen. The head of
the harem is the one who keeps your other minions in line. The rest
of the positions fill themselves out when you acquire new
members.”

“I see, so I need to find more people for my
… harem?”

She nodded then took a deep breath. The heat
had started to leave her face. It was probably safe to look at him
now.

She turned back to her new master and smiled.
“Yes, you can capture and bond with as many monster queens as you
want. However, you can only manifest a certain number at a
time.”

Her master seemed to consider that idea for a
moment. “Why is it called a harem?”

The flame haired girl stared flatly at him
for a moment then answered. “Queens are girls. Most masters are
male humans. Did they have math on your world? Try doing a little
right now.”

“So, wait. Are you saying that we’re supposed
to have sex or something?” His eyes widened comically. He had seen
what happened when those girls and humans did that. It did not end
well for the man. Before, it had been different.

When he had captured Scarlet it had been a
voluntary thing on her part, and they had used a monster capture
sphere as part of the process. Yes, they’d had sex, or whatever
that crazy mess had been, but it was nothing like the brutality
that he had witnessed in the forest.

“Well, we did… but we don’t specifically need
that for the bonding process to begin.”

“We didn’t have to have sex?”

“No, we didn’t.”

Scott stared at her suspiciously. Had she
just decided that she was horny that day, or something? It had been
fun, but that was not exactly a comfortable experience. Her
perverted turtles had watched the whole time!

“Humans and monsters form an intimate bond
that is used to increase their powers. Sex tends to happen because
of that, but it isn’t absolutely necessary. You did not know any of
this?”

Her master shook his head. “No, and I’m
starting to wish I didn’t!”

“Sorry, but that’s how the world works.
Humans and monsters develop strong emotional bonds and often have
sex because of that.”

Scott moved his hand to the back of his head
and began to rub his neck. “What about those capture balls? I had
to stick one inside your body.”

“I could have just swallowed it or something,
you know.”

That much was true. The memories that he had
acquired during his tutorial phase were a bit fuzzy at the moment,
but he clearly remembered that he could have just had her swallow
it. Why then, did he stick the marble sized capture device into her
vagina?

When he asked her this she shrugged. “Well, I
do want to mate with you eventually. Besides, it’s important to
know that we are compatible. I’ll grow stronger as our bond
increases in intimacy.”

“Oh, so that’s why humans and monsters bond?
So they can grow stronger?”

“Yeah and we do it to mate, too. We can only
have children with humans, so we like to find strong humans to mate
with.”

He opened his mouth to say something then
closed it. That seemed like an odd way of doing things, but it did
make a strange sort of sense. “Monsters can’t just breed with each
other?”

She looked at him with a sour expression.
“You saw my subjects, right? Would you want to fuck one of
them?”

“Not so much, no. Turtles are cool and all,
but I never really thought about having sex with one.”

“Right, and remember we are dragons,
not turtles.” She puffed out her chest a little as her pride seemed
to be offended by his turtle-talk.

“I get what you’re saying. Still, how is it
that you have a human form? The monster girls in the forest were
like that too.”

Scarlet smiled at him. “Some of us are born
this way. The rest beat the hell out of each other until the
strongest is determined in a given area. Then, once that one is
declared strongest they evolve a human-like form and become kings
or queens. I’ve met several dragon-turtle queens, for
instance.”

“Ok, I’m with you so far. My question is...
why do you change form?”

She shrugged. “It’s a way to easily identify
a queen or king. Plus, by gaining a human form we can interact and
mate with humans. This allows us to borrow their divine power and
create new monster subjects, or if we’re in heat we might become
pregnant and give birth to a new queen. While in heat we also give
off an aura that causes more of the lesser monsters of our race to
manifest. That only happens if we are in a deeply intimate
relationship with a human, or conquer them, however.”

“So, basically humans are a catalyst for
monster birth rates, but only if they are bonded?”

“Yes and no. We don’t need to create a bond
in order to spawn more of the lesser monsters of our race. We can
simply capture and subjugate a human for our pleasure when we are
in heat. The simple act of taking a human by force allows us to
drain their experience and mana.

When we have absorbed enough of their mana
and experience we will automatically generate new offspring. We
need to bond and mate with a human in order to give birth to new
queens, however.”

“I see, so your strongest monsters wander
around seeking humans to seduce in order to gain greater power and
build a following?”

“Yeah, that’s pretty much how it works.”

He nodded twice then grinned like an idiot.
“Well, that does change a few things.”

She looked at him curiously. “How so?”

“Well, I admit I am not much for the sexual
slavery angle. When you started referring to me as your master and
admitted the nature of this world I felt sick to my stomach.”

“Really? Most men seem extremely excited
about making us into their pets.”

“That’s the thing. I thought that it was a
one sided situation. You know, humans abusing their power or
something.”

“How did that change?”

“I got lost in the woods and saw how the
monsters treat humans.” Scott’s eyes took on a haunted look for a
moment. Memories of the last few days began to surface.

Scarlet did not even try to alleviate the
pain of those memories. “That’s the way the world works. The strong
rule the weak. Win and grow, lose and die.”

He looked at her briefly and her face
colored. His expression of utter disappointment was almost too much
for her to handle.

Scott looked down at his hands for a moment
then said, “Well, if monsters spend their time trying specifically
to seduce humans and grow stronger that means that they probably
want a long term situation. They just don’t want to be stuck with
any old random guy, though. They would want someone strong enough
to beat them because they probably be able to help them grow
stronger, faster.”

Scarlet breathed a little easier now that the
heartbreaking look of disappointment had left his face. She smiled
at him. “That’s pretty much it. Monsters actually don’t have a
problem with a human master. Our entire purpose in existence is to
become stronger. If you’re strong enough to defeat us, or at least
can prove that you want to help us become stronger, we’ll gladly
serve a human.”

Her master reached out and took her hands.
“Wow, that’s great. I actually do not feel too bad about things if
that’s the case.”

“Why would you feel bad about having a harem,
anyway?” She skillfully attempted to steer the conversation in a
different direction and her actions were modestly rewarded.

He shrugged. “Well, I wouldn’t want to take
advantage of anyone. I don’t mind having lots of beautiful girls
around who genuinely want to be with me, but I don’t want to force
anyone to hang around.”

She blinked then stared at him like he had
grown a second head. “That’s the craziest thing that I have ever
heard a human say.”

“Really?”

“Yes. You have an entire world filled with
monsters, beautiful queens mind you, who want nothing more than to
find a human who can help them become as strong as possible. You
won’t have to force them at all. If you become strong they’ll come
looking for you and hope you’ll want them.”

“I see, so for my own sense of integrity I
should become as strong as possible. That way I will know that
anyone who joins up with me will actually want to be with me?”

He began to fidget then bounced in his seat a
little. It was obvious to her that he had started to become excited
at the prospect. “A whole world filled with hot super powered girls
who want to hang out with me? That’s amazing.”

“Well, yes. Of course, personalities might
clash and you may not get along with some monsters. It might be
better to find them a new master that they can work with or sell
them.”

“Sell them? What..?” His happy vibe died
quickly upon hearing that bit of news.

“Of course, sell them! Do you think you can
adequately take care of the needs of thousands of monster queens at
one time? We need active human interaction in order to grow
stronger. Put any of us that you don’t want to work with up for
sale. They’ll eventually find a master who has time for them, and
you’ll make money.”

He looked at her carefully, his dubious
expression clearly showed his doubt. She sighed. “As far as most
monsters are concerned, one human can essentially be as useful as
another. In the end, all that matters is that they get stronger.
We’ll outlive our human masters most of the time anyway.”

“So, I’m just a convenient person for you
then?”

“Yes, is that a problem?”

He shrugged then shook his head. “If anything
that makes life simpler. Maybe we can become friends eventually
since this situation isn’t as forced as I thought it was.”

Her face began to heat rapidly at his simple,
heart-felt, words. “Friends, huh? I’d like that, I think.”

“Oh yeah! Let’s start over then, consider
this like a first meeting.”

He stuck his hand out and smiled. “My name is
Scott, Scott Hunter.”

She took his hand and shook it politely. They
both smiled at the silliness of such a casual handshake between
people who had already seen each other naked.

“Well, if we’re going to be friends can you
tell me your name now?” Scott asked. He already knew her name, of
course. Still, it was part of the charm of the moment.

The red haired dragon smiled softly. “I
suppose it would not hurt. Learning a queen’s name is part of
taking ownership. So, when I tell you my name and openly
acknowledge you as my master we will be one step closer to creating
a bond.”

“Ok.” He waited for her to answer, but it
seemed obvious that he was impatient to hear the answer. He was
fidgeting again.

She took a deep breath then released it
slowly. “My name is Aurenia Sedu Scarlet. I am yours to command
master.”

“What a pretty name. Would you like to be
called Aurenia?” He did not mention that she had not spoken the
rest of her name before now. All he had known to call her was
Scarlet.

“If you don’t mind master, it is traditional
to refer to monsters by their family name or as an acronym of their
name. This keeps their true name secret when in the presence of
people they haven’t met.”

“Oh, so, would you like to be called Scarlet?
I’m not sure you want me to call you an acronym of your name.”

“Yes, if you would please.” It would be cute
in private to respond to that name, but it would be painful to
respond whenever he called for ASS in public.

“I bet! So, what now?”

Scarlet shrugged. “Well, we need to do a few
things.”

“Like what?”

“We need to get you some experience. I’d
suggest that we take the bus when it comes through, and ride it
till we reach a decent sized town. We should be able to find a few
quests to do.”

“Ok, but what do you mean by quests?”

Scarlet grinned at him. “Oh, nothing too
serious. At your level I would suggest day labor like courier work,
or weeding someone’s garden. It doesn’t matter what the job is. At
this point anything is better than nothing.”

“Seriously? I can get experience points for
weeding a garden?”

“Exactly, humans who don’t spend their time
training, or hunting, build up experience points throughout their
daily lives.”

“Weird. When I get done I just gain extra
experience?”

“Yes. You can also find an official part-time
job.”

“I doubt simple jobs provide much experience,
though.”

Scarlet nodded at her master. “You are right,
they don’t. Thankfully we just need to get you to level five. We
can start bigger jobs then.”

“Why level five?”

“Even weak monsters would easily kill you at
your current level. I’ve seen humans of around your experience
level grouped together with three or four others just to hunt
rabbits or my weaker subjects.”

“I’m supposed to be level twelve,
though.”

“You were, but you’re only level one now. I
don’t know why, either.”

“Man, this sucks! It makes no sense. Nothing
is working the way it is supposed to here.”

Scarlet remained silent while Scott vented.
He’d had a rough few days and it was important that he speak his
mind about it.

When he finally calmed down he said, “I
suppose it should not be too hard to get to level five.”

“Exactly. Once you reach level five we should
go hunting to find another monster to join us as well. We could
probably beat an easy monster queen like a horned rabbit. She’d
probably be very low level, like ten or twelve. So, you’d
practically be able to train her from scratch.

“Wouldn’t it be easier to buy another
monster? Not that I feel right even saying that.” He had lost a lot
of his squeamishness about how humans survived here using monsters.
The way the monsters acted in the woods had opened his eyes to the
truth. Still, he had lingering dislike for the idea of slavery and
the trade of intelligent beings.

“Easier, yes. Doable? No, probably not.
Queens are expensive to purchase. Even weak low-level monsters can
cost several hundred gold coins. We would be better off to hunt for
one. If we catch one and don’t want to keep her, you can put her up
for sale at the market.”

Scott shuddered visibly. Scarlet wondered
idly about how he seemed so put off at the idea of buying and
selling monsters. What kind of world did he come from?

“Hmm, I suppose that makes sense. If we catch
a few and sell them, they’ll be out of the wilderness and no longer
harassing people. We get money, humans get eaten that much less,
and the monsters find a stable situation that will let them get
stronger.”

“That’s pretty much how it works out. Plus,
it might give another monster a chance to evolve into a queen.”

Scott smiled at Scarlet but the smile faded.
“I’m not a fan of beating people up and selling them into
slavery.”

Scarlet rolled her eyes. “We want to bond
with humans for the most part. We just need to be defeated before
we can accept a master, any master. As long as we are wild and
free, we are capricious and aggressive beings who don’t care about
anyone but ourselves. Wild monsters that aren’t raised around
humans might even develop aberrant thought processes.”

The words aberrant thought processes reminded
Scott of the fox, Kitsune. She had seemed to be not entirely sane.
“Does that include you?”

“Absolutely. Before I was captured I
terrorized small villages and towns. I killed many hunters and did
whatever I felt like without restraint.”

“I’m sorry that I did not properly defeat you
in glorious battle, or whatever.” Scott briefly considered whether
fighting her would have been better than sharing food.

Scarlet sighed but did not allow that
depressing thought to linger. “It’s fine. I got the chance to meet
a nice human like you, so it worked out. Besides, no human had ever
invited me on a picnic before.”

Scott’s face began to take on a reddish hue.
“I suppose it doesn’t hurt that I’m just so pretty, too.”

She blinked and he grinned at her. They
shared a laugh before Scott spoke again. “What I don’t understand
is the harem angle. Why would monsters want to share their
master?”

“Tradition is partly to blame. A master is a
master after all. It’s mostly because it is better overall.
Fighting other monsters in the wilderness and lengthy quests to
explore ancient ruins tend to give the most experience. Things like
that are necessary for humans to grow stronger after a while. The
experience needed for gaining a level increases by a large amount
each time.”

“Oh, it’s a safety in numbers sort of thing?
The more people in the group, the less likely they are to be taken
down?”

“Yep!” She stretched luxuriously then smiled
at her master. “A harem with lots of powerful monsters and a strong
master can usually take down most wild monsters of a similar level
with little effort.”

“Ah, it sounds like there are a lot of
different species!”

Scarlet leaned forward and grinned in a feral
way. “Lucky for you, you have the strongest type of monster
already!”

“I do?”

She snorted then folded her arms across her
impressive chest. Her expression turned angry and prideful. “Yes.
Obviously! I’m a dragon, remember?”

Scott’s eyebrows scrunched together. “I’m not
from around here.”

Her haughty and angered expression softened.
“Oh! Yes, that’s right. I do keep forgetting.”

The newcomer chuckled softly then patted her
on the shoulder. “It’s ok. I keep expecting to wake up at some
point, so I get how hard it can be to deal with things like
this.”

“Well, I can’t fault you for not knowing how
amazing I am, I guess. Oh, would you like to see my battle form
again since we’re starting over, or whatever?”

“You can change shape?” Scott looked to
Scarlet with an expression of faux-surprise. He had seen her
transformation before.

“Yes, but only my human and natural form. My
true power is sealed for now.”

“Yeah, I’d love to see your natural
form.”

“OK…”

Scarlet stood up and walked to the corner of
the room in order to have more space. She took a deep breath then
thrust her fists downward. “Haaaaa!”

Light erupted from the core of her body. It
became too intense for Scott to look at it and he averted his gaze.
When he was finally able to look again Scarlet had changed
drastically. Before, she had looked pretty and feminine, but
athletic. Now she was well-toned bordering on muscular. She had
large leathery wings, a lengthy tail with a spear point at the tip,
fangs, clawed finger nails, and her pupils had become
serpentine.

The dragon walked forward in a sensual motion
that caused Scott to blush heavily. She had been pretty and cute
before, now she was a dangerous kind of sexy that both frightened
and excited him. Admittedly the sudden shift had not been as
surprising this time, but it was still something beyond what he
normally expected to be possible. He could not help but stare.

As the sleek and deadly girl walked toward
him he felt that he needed to say something. Yet, he did not trust
his voice. Instead he lifted his hand and raised his thumb.

She giggled at him then swished her tail from
side to side. “I take it that this means that you approve.”

He nodded his head rapidly then squeaked a
little. Scarlet laughed happily then threw herself forward. She
knocked Scott back onto the bed and kissed him tenderly on the
lips.

“You know, most humans are afraid of
dragons…” She ran a clawed finger gently along her master’s
cheek.

Scott lifted his hand and experimentally
traced the curve of her jawline. “I’m terrified.”

She pouted cutely. “Am I really that
scary?”

He grinned at her. “Yep, I thought that I
would have a heart attack from all the sexy you just threw at
me.”

Scarlet snorted then giggled despite her
effort to seem more in control. “I look so different now, though.
Doesn’t it bother you?”

“Should it? You’ve been so kind to me in my
time of need. Besides, you went from adorable to freaking hot. Have
you seen yourself in a mirror?”

She fought back against the blush that
threated to overwhelm her face. “Humans usually run away from
me.”

“Well, we’ve established that everyone is an
idiot but me. You’re beautiful. To be honest, you might be prettier
this way than the other way. Though, I’ll admit that it could be
the hunger pains talking. I haven’t eaten in a while.” Scott
babbled nervously for a full minute before she finally placed a
finger to his lips to silence him.

“Such sweet things you say.” She looked at
him lovingly then leaned down to kiss him softly on the cheek. Her
eyes widened slightly when he moved his face sideways to capture
her lips with his.

He slid his arms around her then ran his
hands along her lower back. He softly caressed her silky flesh, a
movement that elicited a murmur of approval from the girl.

He chose not to rush things or allow them to
progress rapidly like they did a few days ago. As attractive as she
was, he was still unaccustomed to such speedy relationship
developments. Plus, she had wings and a tail. It was hard to
overlook those obvious features. So, instead of pressing the issue,
he decided to embrace her tightly and nuzzle his cheek against her
cheek.

Scarlet sighed gently then responded in kind.
“This is so nice.”

Her master ran his fingers through her hair
then kissed her on the chin. “Yeah, it really is.”

She smiled at him tenderly. Her expression
changed to a more thoughtful one, however. “Master, do you know
what you want to do?”

“Hmm? I barely know what I’m doing, much less
what I want to do.”

The dragon grinned at him then kissed him on
the nose. “No, I mean. What do you want to do long term?”

“Well, at first I wanted to find a way to go
home. Now, I think there might be something worth staying here
for.”

“Really? What?” She looked at him innocently,
curiosity etched in her features.

He held her face in his hands and looked at
her gently. “You.”

She froze completely for a moment then her
entire body seemed to blush simultaneously. The heat that radiated
from her was overpowering. “R-really?”

“Yeah. This world tried its best to kill me
this week. Yet, it is amazing to me, and I want to explore it with
you.”

“Oh, master…” Her eyes shimmered then tears
traced a path downward across her cheeks.

“Hey, why are you crying?” Scott kissed her
softly on the cheek and she hugged him tightly in response.

“No one has ever said something like that to
me. I probably would not have cared before I was captured, but with
the bond we’ve forged it overwhelmed me for a moment. I’m
sorry.”

“You don’t need to apologize to me for being
happy that I care about you. We’re friends, right?”

Her lower lip quivered softly then she made a
loud gulping noise. “OK.”

They passed the next several hours in a
tender embrace. Scott learned the ways of the world anew. Scarlet
began to understand how wonderful it can be to have someone in her
life that treated her like a real person instead of a hideous
hell-beast.

The splendid evening came to an end and they
slept in each other’s embrace until morning. When the bus arrived
they were ready to start their lives anew. Scott paid their way
onto the bus and they settled in for the long ride. There was no
way to know what life might have in store for them, but as long as
they could face it together they would be happy.


Chapter 6: Epilogue

It was a world of twisting shadows and barely seen
creatures, the landscape of a nightmare. Scott did not care about
this fact as he wandered across the jagged and torn wasteland. It
was a dead world; nothing besides him truly seemed to live here.
Even those barely seen creatures were little more than twisting
shadows themselves.

He did not know why, but he was drawn to a
distant pin-point of light. Something about that tiny dancing
radiance made it impossible for him to ignore its existence.

Time did not seem to exist in this place. It
would not have mattered even if it had. The only thing that
mattered was the light.

He arrived at the base of a mountain and knew
that the light he sought was high above at the top. How could he
reach that light?

Scott fretted and grew frustrated. He needed
to reach that light. He could not say why, but he absolutely knew
that he had to reach it!

He stood there for a while. Then, as he
started to turn away, a softly lilting voice spoke to him in a
whisper.

The voice made no sense. Scott could barely
hear anything that it said. The message repeated itself several
times, but each time it sounded like the speaker was using an
ancient radio and there was a great deal of interference.

He did piece together one thing before he was
torn away from the nightmare world he had wandered through. Scott
opened his eyes and spoke those words aloud, “Starlight
soldier.”

“What, master?” Scarlet mumbled softly then
snuggled closer to him. They were still on the bus. The long ride
had put them both into a restful and thoroughly bored state of
mind. He had fallen asleep.

“Nothing, Scarlet. It’s nothing.” He kissed
her on the forehead then looked out the window. It had been nothing
but a weird dream anyway.

He knew that his new life here in this place
was no dream. They both faced a very real and harsh reality.

Scott casually squeezed the dragon girl’s
hand and took comfort in her presence. In time there would be other
girls in their group. There would be little choice if they wished
to survive. For now, though, she was a beautiful rock that held him
fast in the break water of an incredibly ugly sea.


Freelance Saga Episode 3: Slow Grind


Chapter 1

The rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against
flesh echoed in the night air. Two taut and toned bodies moved in a
blur of motion. Rapturous smiles spoke volumes about the enjoyment
of their movements. Harder, faster, each becoming more aggressive,
they were like two synchronized well-oiled machines.

“Are you ready for me, Scarlet?” Scott panted
heavily. Steam radiated from his naked torso as a gift to the cool
night air. His body ached from the hard pounding that he had
unleashed. Every muscle in his body had reached exhaustion after
feverishly going at it with the dragon girl for over an hour.

Scarlet’s body gleamed as the light of the
nearby campfire illuminated her nearly imperceptible scales. She
looked like a star that had stepped down from the heavens. “Give me
all you’ve got, Master.”

He immediately launched another open palm
strike toward his pet dragon. The winged girl slid to the side and
completely avoided the attack. Their level difference was too great
for him to have any chance of hitting her unless she allowed him to
do so.

Scott leapt to the right and struck out
sideways with his elbow in an attempt to tag her chest. Once again
he missed completely. Every day since arriving in the town of
Ervice they had completed random work tasks and minor quests in
order to gain a little EXP and earn enough money to live on. At
night they trained.

Raising his level was much more difficult in
Alterra proper. He’d lost all of the progress that he had gained
during the tutorial and was forced to start from level one once
more. The blessing that he had received from the goddess Seductia
had allowed him to regain some of his stats, but the loss of skills
and experience levels was problematic.

The feeble human launched a series of rapid
strikes that each missed his target by a tiny amount. Scott would
have been frustrated if they were in a real fight, but this was the
type of training that he needed to undertake in order to raise his
stats.

Scott pushed it up a notched by releasing a
series of rapid kicks, but Scarlet took the opportunity to drop
down and sweep his leg during one of his less skillful attacks. He
was knocked to the ground, hard, and remained there stunned for a
moment.

“Remember, defense is important too. You are
leaving yourself wide open when you kick.”

When the stun effect ended he stood up and
brushed himself off. “Right, low-kicks only right now.”

She smiled at him and they continued his
training. He had to retrain his unarmed combat skills from the
ground up due to the skill loss he had suffered. Training with
Scarlet increased his skills much faster than hitting the bag would
have allowed. Unlike the tutorial he could not just hit a bag a few
thousand times and become an unarmed novice.

He lashed out with a series of low-kicks
followed by intermittent punches. His attack pattern was tighter
and more efficient this time, but he still had no hope of hitting
the girl unless she allowed it.

After another hour passed they stopped
training and sat down to eat dinner. Scott had brought along ham
sandwiches and some fruit. It was not a fancy meal, but simple food
was best during a training session.

“You’re improving.” Scarlet lifted a bottle
of water and drank deeply. She was not tired in the least, but it
had been a while since she’d had something to drink.

Scott smiled at her then sighed gently.
“Thank you, but we both know that I am not getting much
stronger.”

“It takes time. You’re also mastering unarmed
combat instead of a weapon. The takes even longer since you need to
have a much more powerful body condition to be the equal of someone
who wields a sword or a gun.”

“Yeah, I should have learned sword skills or
something during the tutorial. Now I can’t learn anything else
effectively unless I find an appropriate weapon master or a
training manual.”

The dragon girl waved his complaint away then
said, “Unarmed combat is fine. I use it myself, you know.”

“Yeah, but you’re a dragon. You have a
durability modifier that has made your body as tough as steel from
the day you were born.”

She lifted her chin then acquired a superior
expression, “Worship me, peasant!”

Scott laughed for the first time that
evening. Scarlet joined him in his laugh. The mood had lifted
considerably.

Monsters were fundamentally different than
humans. They had natural ability modifiers that allowed them to be
as strong and durable as a human wearing armor or wielding a
weapon. Of course, the humanoid monsters like Scarlet could even
wear modified equipment to have both natural and man-made
defenses.

Humans started out relatively weak. Over time
they gained passive abilities that modified their stats and had
specialized weapons and armor. In this way humans and monsters
tended to be on even footing when roughly the same level. The only
work around for this was to exploit the weakness of your opponent,
something humans could do easily by changing equipment. Most
monsters were stuck with their natural abilities unless they were
wealthy or had a human master to help procure equipment.

“Have you given thought to what you want to
do, Master?”

Scott rubbed his chin for a moment then
nodded. “I should be able to go home soon. It’s been nearly two
weeks and my corrupted transfer protocol file should be repaired in
a few days. I need to go back for a little while and get things in
order.”

“Oh, yeah. You do need to go home I suppose.”
Scarlet looked down at her ham sandwich.

“I’ll only be gone for 24 hours or so. I need
to talk to the company that brought me into this, and check in with
a few people.”

“Right, what about when you come back?”

“I don’t know, yet. Even after two weeks of
doing quests all day and training for several hours at night, I
still haven’t gained a new level. I’m close, but at this rate I
just don’t know what to do.”

Scarlet took a bite of her sandwich then ran
her tongue along her lips to retrieve an errant piece of cheese.
After chewing and swallowing she said, “You’re gaining experience a
lot faster than a normal human. Outlanders are lucky like
that.”

Scott nodded but did not say anything. It was
obvious that he felt his progress was still too slow.

“You’ve also increased your physical stats by
several points each through work and training. It’s almost like
you’ve gained two or three levels from those increases alone. We
could try hunting soon.”

He lifted his head then asked, “True, but do
you think I’m ready? The weakest monsters in the area are horned
rabbits and they are all over level six at least.”

“If I’m with you, you probably won’t die.
Though, you know what will happen after I get directly involved in
a fight.”

Scott looked at her then sighed. He’d
regained his knowledge of monster training and summoning after his
skill corruption had been fixed. “Yeah, I can summon you to my side
indefinitely as long as we aren’t in combat. If we get into a fight
and you participate, I lose one mana point, multiplied by your
level, every four seconds till the battle ends.”

Their intimacy level had risen in the last
few weeks. Due to their improved intimacy Scott’s capacity to keep
Scarlet summoned during combat had increased. Originally, he would
have had to spend twenty-two mana per second. Now he would expend
twenty-two mana every four seconds. It was still an incredibly
small window of time, but it was better than the five seconds total
that he could have managed during the tutorial.

“Yep, so I can be there to rush in and help
if you get into trouble but you’ll lose some mana. The rabbits
aren’t a problem for me. So, we’ll see how you do.”

“I suppose that could work. Plus, if the
rabbits are too much for me, I can train my monster training and
summoning skills by having you fight them. We can sell their pelts,
horns, and meat. It might not be a lot of money, but once we get
enough coin up to buy reasonable gear hunting will be easier.”

“That’s a good idea! We had to wait till your
data file, as you call it, was repaired anyway. So, this training
time wasn’t a waste.”

Scott grinned then called for his menu
screen. He looked at his stat window.

<<< * >>>

Name: Scott Hunter

Race: Human

Class: Monster Trainer

Level: 1

EXP: 236/400 (59%)

Hit Points: 213

Mana: 180

<<< ATTRIBUTES >>>

Strength: 18 (F)

Agility: 19 (F)

Vitality: 18 (F)

Durability: 16 (F)

Intelligence: 11 (F)

Charisma: 11 (F)

Faith: 11 (F)

Luck: 11 (F)

<<< * >>>

Scott considered the results of nearly two
weeks work of hardcore training. The average stats for a normal
human would range between eight to twelve points when they reached
adulthood. Typically they would reach level four after roughly two
years. Only humans who actively trained or went adventuring would
rise beyond around level ten or twelve throughout their lives. Day
to day living did not increase experience point totals quickly.

After receiving the blessing of the goddess
Seductia he had regained ten points in each stat and acquired the
same basic capacity of an average level one human. The quantum
interference that had corrupted his data file had dropped him to
one point in all stats, the same base that he’d had during the
beginning of the tutorial.

Through training he had increased his stats
by twenty-seven total points. Scarlet had been right in her
estimate. That was roughly two or three levels worth of increase.
However, that was the result of training six, sometimes eight,
hours a night for two weeks. The increases had come quickly in the
first few days, but he had already seen a remarkable drop-off in
overall stat increases recently. It had taken three days to
increase his strength by one more point. He knew that he was close
to reaching the limit of what he could do at this level of
training.

Sadly, none of his non-physical stats had
increased in the slightest. He would need to address that issue
soon, but right now he needed to be physically more capable. If he
could not find a way to increase his other stats through training,
he could use the points that he acquired from leveling to raise
those attributes.

He specifically needed to train intelligence.
It was the main component for increasing his mana supply. It
coupled with charisma in order to determine the number of mana
points he could use. Further, he needed to have twenty points in it
before he could use first circle spells! That was different from
the tutorial. He knew two spells, torchlight and healing prayer.
The latter spell would be especially useful for training purposes
as it would actively train all three of his primary mental and
spiritual stats. Torchlight only trained intelligence, but it would
be good practice anyway. He would need it for dungeon
exploration.

Twenty-two mana spent every four seconds to
keep Scarlet manifested in battle was ridiculous. The length of
time would increase when intimacy level, charisma, and summoning
skill increased. At some point he would have no limit on summoning
time in battle, but that was a far off day as far as he could
tell.

He also needed to train faith so that he
could be able to use healing prayer with real potency. Faith was a
stat that modified the power of celestial and infernal magic. High
faith would make divine and infernal powers much more potent.
Honestly, he was surprised that he was able to buy the spell for
only two thousand dollars.

Once he could use it, he would be able to
train three stats simultaneously! Further, magic worked based on
pre-requisites. If he had a high-enough skill level for healing
prayer, there would be a chance that increasing his stats and
gaining a level would awaken knowledge of a new spell related to
it.

“You know, I hate the idea of dumping all of
my points into one stat, but I really should train my intelligence
when I reach level two. It would make things a lot easier.”

Scarlet stopped eating her sandwich long
enough to smirk. “So, you don’t want to be a big, strong,
idiot?”

He laughed softly then shook his head. His
demeanor shifted and with grave sincerity he said, “Every stat is
important, but if I can get my intelligence to twenty, I can train
it using my two spells. I will need a lot of mana for my plans to
raise an army of big breasted monster women to conquer the
world.”

Scarlet nearly choked on a piece of ham.
Scott leapt to her side and patted her on the back. Tears streamed
from her eyes and she drank a bit of water. The crises passed and
she turned to him. “Give a girl a little warning before you say
things like that!”

Scott gave her a hug instead, and she calmed
down immediately. “It’s ok Scarlet. You’ll always be my favorite
big-knockered dragon queen.”

She tapped him on the nose playfully. “Bad
dog, no biscuit.”

He pouted at her and she relented. “Fine,
maybe one biscuit.”

Her master drew her in close and kisses her
sweetly on the nose then on the lips. The monster girl slid closer
to him and they tenderly embraced each other for a few minutes.
However, the moment passed and Scott slid one hand down to gently
massage her soft, pink, slit. “Now, about that biscuit you
promised.”

She smirked at him then leaned back then
spread her thighs in a sensual manner. “Master, didn’t you know
that white gravy goes best with biscuits?”

Scott grinned at her for a moment then a
disturbing image flittered through his mind. His nose crinkled and
his eyebrows drew together. After making that disgusted face he
pulled away a little.

Scarlet pouted up at him, her eyes wide and
innocent. It was an adorable sight to the man. “What’s wrong?”

“It’s nothing, really. I know that was
supposed to be sexy talk or whatever, but I suddenly had an image
of a biscuit covered with a very disturbing kind of gravy pop into
my head.”

She looked up at him quietly for a moment
then started to giggle. Her giggle turned into a full on laugh. Her
laughter was infectious and soon Scott started laughing as well.
The braying morons grew louder and their mirthful moment turned
into quite the event. Life was not nearly so terrible when you
weren’t alone. A little laughter, and not-quite-sexy biscuits, went
a long way.


Chapter 2

The blazing sun, the warm spring wind, these
things were great joys for Scott. The simple tasks that he
performed were not dangerous and provided plenty of opportunities
to enjoy the weather. Over Two weeks prior he had journeyed with
Scarlet to the small village of Ervice. Upon arrival they had
immediately set about the plan that they had concocted. Important
quests would be done for the locals so that he could build trust
with them and gain experience.

He pulled another weed from the ground then
released a soft, happy, sigh. “This is great! The world is a
wonderful place, you know.”

“You think pulling weeds is great, master?”
Scarlet did not even bother to look at him. She was too busy
pulling weeds of her own.

Scott laughed at her misery then pulled
another weed. A sound, a loud Ding!, echoed through the air.
A new screen popped up and once again it was a very welcome
sight.

<<< * >>>

Hard work and dedication have granted you improved
stamina!

Vitality +1

<<< * >>>

“Yes! This is great.” Who knew life could be
so grand? Since they had moved to Ervice, Scott had gained only a
little experience. However, his attributes had increased a little
through training. This was even better than training in his
opinion.

“What’s great?”

“I just gained a point in Vitality for
pulling up weeds.”

Scarlet frowned at him then puffed out her
cheeks. “How come I don’t get any stat points for this? I’m working
too!”

Scott laughed at the adorable display. “Well,
it’s your own fault for not being a pathetic weakling.”

She stuck her tongue out at him and he
smirked at her. “You shouldn’t stick it out unless you intend to
use it.”

A cheeky grin worked its way onto her face.
“Oh I plan to use it... later.”

“Don’t threaten me, woman.”

She stuck her tongue out at him again then
tilted her head from side to side in a childish display. Scott
tossed a dirt clod toward her and she gasped at him in faux-shock.
“How rude!”

They began a war of dirt clods after that.
Neither of them threw the dirt directly toward their target, but
they did haphazardly toss them into the air so that they would land
near their opponent. The playful atmosphere nearly brought tears to
Scott’s eyes after a while. He could not help but find the
situation to be much better than what he’d had to deal with two
weeks ago.

His flight through the Roxi Woodlands had
made him feel blind. Now that he had the ability to use his stat
screen again, and the power of the salvaged spell bracer, he could
at least see his statistics and quick travel. Those factors had
worked wonders for his self-esteem and general outlook.

“You do realize that hunting monsters would
let you gain a level, right? That’s ten points that you could have
right there.” Scarlet pouted at her master. She had suggested that
he do quests like this. Unfortunately, she had not realized that he
would be so dedicated when he took her advice!

Scott looked over at the dragon. “Sorry, I
keep forgetting that you don’t really grow stronger from this level
of work.”

Scarlet pulled another weed free of the
ground. “Training stats directly is the only way monsters can grow
stronger on their own unless a human is involved. We only gain
experience when fighting alongside a human master or dominating
humans that we capture. I’m no stranger to hard work, but this
doesn’t really count as hard for me.”

Something about her statement seemed a little
off, but he let it go. A lot of things about this world seemed to
be off or inconsistent from one day to the next. It was quite
disconcerting. “We should try to raise some of your attributes,
too. What would you suggest?”

She patted the earth gently. Replacing the
dirt that had been disturbed by removing the weed was part of the
job. “I need to do much more difficult work than this to increase
my stats. Sadly, anything that I would suggest is beyond you at the
moment.”

“Alright, then we’ll try to keep building my
stats instead. Once we’ve done enough to allow me to fight weak
monsters, we can see what happens.”

“I really don’t mind helping you get
stronger, master. I just don’t like pulling weeds.”

He laughed a little then smiled. “That’s
fine. We won’t take any more jobs like this then, OK?”

“I wouldn’t presume to ask you to do
that.”

“I don’t really like weeding gardens either.
I’m just doing it for the experience points. We can do something
else and make the same thing happen.”

Scarlet readily agreed. At least he wanted to
train. He had not been ready to face creatures well above him in
strength, such as the monsters in the Roxi Woodlands.

The day wore on and finally the job was
completed. Nine hours of weeding and tending to the fields had
produced a spotless area. The farmer was greatly pleased.

“Wow, fifty experience points and two hundred
copper just for weeding a field.”

The dragon yawned delicately then smiled at
her master. “After taking my cut, you’re only a few more jobs away
from gaining your first new level.”

“I wonder what it’s like? I gained a few
levels during the tutorial, but everything seems so different now
that I’m in the real world.” Scott was excited to see exactly what
he could discover about this world. He had always dreamed of living
in a place that worked like this, and now he could truly delve into
its wonders.

“It feels great. All of your pain and cares
flow away. It can be really addictive.”

The man from Earth turned to his pet and
grinned. “There is an amazing world out there, isn’t there?”

She could not help but laugh at his
child-like excitement. “How old are you again, master?”

“I don’t care if I seem immature right now.
I’m living in a world where people fight monsters, gain levels, and
can do amazing things. If you’d lived where I grew up you would
understand.”

“Was it really so bad?”

“Bad? No, I wouldn’t call it bad. It just…
it’s hard to explain really. There’s no sense of adventure I
guess?”

Scott noticed a weed that they had missed
earlier. “Heh, it thought it would get away.”

“What?” asked Scarlet.

“That weed, it thought that it would escape
its destiny.”

“Seriously? You’re going to go pull it? We
already completed the quest.”

“A job’s a job. If I just dismissed that weed
I’d feel like I committed fraud by being paid.”

Scott walked over to the field and quickly
snatched the offending vegetation out of the dirt. He patted the
ground back into place and turned toward Scarlet, but he lost his
current train of thought when a familiar sound caught his
attention.

Ding! A new message screen popped up.
“What? That’s crazy!”

<<< * >>>

Your diligence has allowed you to develop a greater
understanding of responsibility.

EXP + 15

You have awakened a new power:

Diligence (passive)

Diligence allows you to complete routine tasks
without becoming mentally fatigued.

<<< * >>>

“You’re kidding?”

Scarlet was confused. “What are you talking
about master?”

“I just gained fifteen experience points and
a new power for pulling out that weed!”

Her eyes widened comically then she laughed.
“I gained two points from that! Quick, go pull some more weeds for
me!”

“No way!” He laughed at her then tossed the
weed aside. Strangely, the white glow did not die down.

“Hey what’s going on with this light?”

“You must be close to leveling.”

“Really? Let me check.”

Scott tapped his bracer and checked his
status screen. “I’m at 79.87%.”

“Yeah, you’re definitely about to level!
You’ll probably get there after two or three more quick jobs. We
should do a really short quest instead of building your
attributes.”

“Sounds good. Though, I really do want to
raise my stats before I level too much. It’s always nice to be
stronger than I look.”

Scarlet walked side by side with her master
for a while. She hated comparing him to other people, but she could
not help it. He was so different from the other humans she had
briefly met. Scott seemed content to take things slowly and develop
himself before facing challenges. He called his training style
grinding, a term that both confused and excited her at the
same time.

Humans interested in training typically
gathered a lot of people together and tried to kill anything that
moved. Sometimes their people died in the process, but it was
effective. She had not seen many humans who would train hard to
become as strong as possible individually. They were swarm
creatures as far as she was concerned.

“Hey, Scarlet?”

“Hmm?”

“How high do levels go?”

She thought about it for a moment then shook
her head. “I don’t know. I’ve never heard anything about who has
the highest level in the world. I don’t think there is a set
limit.”

“Levels aren’t really that accurate when it
comes to determining your opponent’s strength, anyway. I’m a
dragon. My innate capacity is much higher than most common
monsters. Level twenty-two for me is equivalent to a much higher
level for other monsters.”

“How much higher?”

She looked at Scott then grinned. “You’ve
seen my stats.”

“Yeah, no kidding! Your mana points are
insane compared to mine!”

“Some dragons have much stronger ability.
Most of mine is naturally inclined toward defense.”

“Are you really as tough as your augmented
defense stat claims?”

“Do you doubt my strength?”

“No, I just wonder if it’s possible for
anyone to have a full-body durability rating as high as steel. I
mean, even your eyes would be that durable!”

“I know that it seems really high, and for a
level twenty-two monster it is. Still, there are humans with a much
higher durability than I have currently.”

“Really? How do you train that?”

“You get the snot beat out of you and take
damage from strong attacks.”

“That sounds painful.”

“It sounds painful because it is! As a dragon
I will always have my durability increase by several points each
level. It’s one of my primary attributes. I gain it faster through
normal training and combat than anything else.”

“Wow! You know, I just did the math. If I
spent every single point that I gain each level on durability… I’d
have to be level fourteen or fifteen to match you, but in my late
forties to equal your durability modifier. You’re a lot stronger
than I will be at twenty-two.”

“Yes, such is the power of being a dragon.
Keep doing the math and you’ll see how strong I am compared to a
human.”

Scott did just that. He tallied up her total
points in all attributes, removed the ten points that would have
been hers anyway for being a normal human then his mouth gaped open
stupidly. “At twenty-two you’re similar to level three hundred
forty nine for a human!”

“Sounds about right. Now do you understand
why a dragon would require an army of similarly leveled humans to
defeat her?”

“No kidding! Even if you never trained
anything or gained a single point through living normally, you’d
have been as powerful as someone around level one hundred eighty,
due to your modifiers, right?”

“Exactly, I killed a lot of humans to reach
my level. It was extremely slow going.”

“Yeah, I’m not as thrilled to hear that.”

She shrugged. “That’s life. Are humans who
kill other humans any better than a monster?”

“No, I guess not.”

“Exactly. Humans try to kill or claim us. We
kill or claim them instead if we can. Whoever wins gets to become
stronger. The loser just dies horribly or becomes property.”

Scarlet was so matter-of-fact about that
nugget of truth that Scott began to lose his excitement for this
world once more. It was true. He would have to blatantly kill a lot
of things to become truly strong. It helped his sensibilities a bit
when he remembered that monsters respawned, however.

“Hey, tell me something?”

“Yes, master?”

Scott stopped and looked at her. She turned
to look at him as well.

“How do humans actually capture and bond
monsters. Hell, how are there even any left alive? Your special
enhancements make you like sixteen times higher in capacity than
your level compared to me!”

“Not all monsters, even queens, are enhanced
to the level that I am. Dragons are S class monsters. Other
monsters have their own enhancements. Queens are all stronger than
normal humans on a per-level basis, though.”

“No kidding! Even at level one, if my math is
right... you’d have been like a level seventy-three human.”

She shrugged then tossed her head from side
to side. She was obviously superior, why did he keep bringing it
up?

Scott thought back to the men who had easily
been captured or killed during his flight through the woods. He
shook his head then asked, “Then how are humans alive and able to
build towns?”

She shook her head. “Monsters are
territorial. Humans tend to build in areas where weak monsters are
located. Plus, they are masters of technology. They create
specialized weapons and training programs. This in turn allows them
to develop professions that give them abilities that work together
against the monsters.”

Scott rubbed his chin, she had said quite a
mouth full there. He chose to ask a different question. “Why did
you accept me, Scarlet? With your level of power you’d have easily
crushed me.”

The dragon smiled at him then gently clasped
his hand. “Ah, you want to know why I allowed a pathetic and lowly
human to lay claim to my majestic womb?”

“Sure.”

She kissed him on the nose then said, “You
seemed nice. You didn’t attack me. You didn’t threaten me. Instead,
you apologized and invited me to a picnic. I had never met a human
who could face down a dragon and offer her a sandwich.”

“So, basically... I offered you free food and
it made you horny?”

Scarlet looked at him with a flat expression.
However, her cheeks reddened suddenly and she looked away. Yep,
he’d hooked her with a sandwich.

Scott remembered their first meeting and his
face reddened slightly as well. He nervously ran his free hand down
the back of his head, smoothing his hair in the process. “Well, I
didn’t see a horrible monster. I saw a pretty girl that I didn’t
want to fight.”

She snorted at him. “That will get you
killed.”

“I know. I saw that sort of thing in the
woods.”

“Good, at least you learned something.”

Scott squeezed her hand gently and she smiled
once more. He was a rather nice human. It was really too bad that
he was such a pathetically weak creature.

She noticed that he seemed down about
something, so she offered him some advice. “Don’t take the numbers
to heart so much. Humans do alright.”

“Really?” He turned his head to look into her
eyes and she nodded in response.

Scarlet took his other hand and they shared a
moment before she explained what she had said. “You see my stats
and think that I have power equivalent to a level three hundred
human, right?”

“Yeah, something like that.” That was how he
read the screen.

“Humans make up for their naturally frail
forms with their equipment and technology. For instance, a simple
copper bracelet or ring, when properly crafted, can grant a
full-body defense similar to being made of copper.”

His eyes widened. “I see, and compared to a
human who is buck naked, the guy wearing the bracelet would appear
to be much stronger.”

“Exactly! My defensive rating is equivalent
to steel. It multiplies my durability by ten. Copper is rated at
three, and multiplies durability by three.”

Scott did the math then nodded. “So, if two
guys had durability of one hundred, and one wore a copper bracelet,
he would have the equivalent of three hundred durability points?
He’d be similar to someone twenty levels higher than the other guy,
at ten points per level?”

“That’s right. A naked human of the same
level would usually have no chance of surviving a fight with me.
However, if they had powerful equipment, the skill to use it; and
equally well-outfitted allies, the fight might end
differently.”

“So, that’s how humans survive. They create
incredibly strong equipment to make up for their weaknesses then
join together in groups to fight monsters?”

Scarlet leaned forward and kissed him on the
nose. “Yep!”

Scott smiled. “Then let’s get up a lot of
money and buy some equipment.”

“Not a bad idea, but good equipment is
expensive.” She stopped then eyed him critically. “Anything is
better than what you are working with, though.”

He lowered his head for a moment then sighed.
She had reminded him of how pathetic he still was. At the rate he
was going it should be months before they could even try hunting
weak monsters. They would give it a try, soon, however. He really
wanted to see how his training had paid off.

Silence fell upon them then, and for the
remainder of the short trip back to town, neither of them spoke.
There was a lot left unsaid, but they still needed to think about
what had already been learned.


Chapter 3

The scent of grease and syrup assaulted his
nostrils. The feel of wet ceramic under his fingers, combined with
the gossip of the kitchen, these were beautiful things! Scott
Hunter smiled happily while washing dishes at the Dire Rabbit
diner.

He lifted one plate and rubbed it with his
thumb. A satisfying squeak greeted his efforts. “What a wonderful
place.”

“You really think washing dishes is
wonderful, master?” Scarlet sighed then her shoulders slumped
forward. He thought everything was wonderful of late. It had become
something of a running joke between them.

“Sure, it’s not worth much money or
experience, but it’s simple enough. Besides we get a discount on
food while we’re working.”

She perked up when he reminded her of the
discount. Less expense meant more food! She cleaned plates a little
faster then placed several into the dishwasher.

“Alright, let’s set this load on wash and
finish up.” Scott carried a rack full of plates over to the
industrial grade dishwashing unit.

“That’s the best thing I’ve heard all
day!”

After loading the washer, Scott touched the
gemstone on the front. A number appeared on the front. He held the
gem down until the proper time was reached then tapped the stone
next to it. Water began to stream into the apparatus
immediately.

“I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to
that.”

“Get used to what?”

Scott pointed at the dishwasher. “You people
don’t use pipes or pumps. You just touch a magic crystal and
pressurized water with different temperatures appears.”

Scarlet looked at him then at the dishwasher.
He was surprised by something so simple? Crystal rune technology
was the most common type of magic around.

“Almost done?” asked a masculine voice from
the kitchen. An older man appeared at the doorway. He wore a black
hairnet and a friendly smile.

“Yes, sir. Last load just went in. We were
about to finish cleaning the area.”

“Good job. Let me know when you’re done and
we’ll settle up.”

“Of course.” Scott smiled at him and the man
waved his hand once then left.

“He seems nice.” said Scott.

“I suppose so, he’s about to get off work for
the day too.” The red haired dragon ran her rag across the counter
top then picked up a bottle of degreaser and set about doing a
thorough cleaning job.

Scott did the same thing to the sinks and the
tray racks. It was a team effort that they had worked at developing
for several days. The diner had been a part-time job that paid by
the day. He had never heard of restaurant day-laboring back home,
but in this world it was apparently a thing.

Between working here and the individual
quests, he had come close to reaching level two. It had been an
arduous journey, but such was life.

A few minutes after they finished cleaning up
the dishwasher signaled completion of its task. Steam drifted from
the plates despite the warm atmosphere. They were completely
spotless and perfectly dry after another few minutes.

The dishes were taken to their ready position
for dinner service then the duo headed off to find the manager.
They waved and said goodbye to various workers on the way. It was
their last day and they would be missed. The remaining workers
would not have any eye candy to leer at during breaks.

~*~

The sound of cascading water drifted outward
from the bathroom. Scarlet had decided to take a shower when they
returned to their room. Scott, however, decided to spend his time
learning everything that he could about this strange land.

Curious fingers poked at the holographic
keyboard display that sat before him. Even computers existed in
this world. They did not operate in the same way as the machines
back home, but the end result was largely the same.

“I still can’t believe that this place is
real.” Scott shook his head. The absurdity of a real-life fantasy
world was hard enough to swallow. The fact that the fantasy world
operated on role playing game logic was blatantly impossible.

He tallied up his money and sighed. After
just over two weeks of odd-jobs and part-time work at a restaurant
he had managed to secure just a little over one thousand copper
after expenses.

“It will cost thirty copper per night for us
to stay here, not including meals. So, if I put half of the money
aside, we can stay another week.”

He started to make a notation in his expense
journal then stopped. Scott sighed softly. “Better make it eight
hundred, that girl can really pack the food away.”

A sad memory surfaced after he thought of
their food expenses. They were banned for life at the only
all-you-can-eat buffet style restaurant in town. Never say, “Sure,
it’s all you can eat.” to Scarlet.

Scott was both nervous and excited for
tomorrow. Scarlet planned to go hunting with him in the nearby
grassland. Fighting monsters was dangerous work because they always
swarmed in areas where few people existed to keep their numbers
down. Humanoid monsters like Scarlet were rare, but in the areas
where they lived in great numbers regular monsters tended to be
scarce. They were a ready food source.

Humanoid monsters were more or less the local
equivalent of named boss monsters. During his search on the
Aethernet Scott learned a lot about the nature of such creatures.
There were dragons that did not have a humanoid form, and did not
look like turtles either. There were fox monsters that didn’t look
like bimbos. Basically there was a world of monsters out there and
only some of them evolved to become bosses. The fact that boss
monsters typically looked like humanoid pornstars was just strange,
but hey, at least it was easy to tell them apart!

Well, that was usually the case. There are
some humanoid monsters that were not boss monsters, goblins for
instance. There may be a few queen class goblins in any given
forest or cave system, but mostly they were just regular monsters.
They were ugly little bastards, however. Their queens tended to be
prettier, though, so that helped the situation.

Humanoid monsters could be male as well, and
those males were known as kings if they were in charge. They might
be pretty or ugly depending on the race.

It made sense to Scott now that he’d had such
a hard time in the Roxi Woodlands. Almost all of the monsters there
were queen class. This means that they were at minimum fifty
percent stronger than a regular monster of their type. Just like
Scarlet was obscenely powerful at level twenty-two, other queen
class monsters were stronger than regular versions. The suggested
level for traveling in the outskirts of the area was twenty-seven
despite the fact that the average monster level was eight to
twelve.

He had been surprised to discover that any
monster could be made into a pet. Why would monsters like Scarlet
be considered special if this was the case? The answer was simple.
Only humanoid monsters could wear equipment similar to a human.
There were a few specialty monster items in existence for inhuman
body types, but they were hideously expensive. Kings and queens
also had the power to summon their minions, but this power was
translated through their master if bonded. Scott’s level and
leadership skills currently prevented Scarlet from calling her
dragon-turtles to battle.

“She said we’d go hunt easy monsters
tomorrow.” Scott reminded himself of the conversation that they’d
had recently. Scarlet was eager to start hunting. She assured him
that his attributes and finances would increase much more quickly
through hunting.

Scott found the site he was looking for and
smiled at the image on screen. It was a site that thrilled him to
no end. “Discount spells. Oh yes, you will be mine.”

He signed up for their mailing list, and
bookmarked the site for future purchases. Life had delivered him
into a world where magic was real. He might as well learn to use
it!

Unfortunately, the spell that he had learned
from a purchased spell book back home was unavailable to him
currently. His faith, intelligence, and charisma scores were too
low to use it now that he’d been reduced to his current level.

~*~

The tall grass swayed gently in the breeze
and a gentle fragrance permeated the air. The grassland area
outside of the small town was an enjoyable place to spend your
time. It was the perfect place for a novice to hunt according to
Scarlet.

“So, where are all these monsters you keep
mentioning?”

The dragon shrugged then pointed further out.
“You’ll need to go a little farther. Even a small town like this
one has plenty of hunters.”

“Are you sure this will work for gaining
experience? I mean, hunting rabbits and frogs doesn’t seem like it
would be easy barehanded.” The prices for simple weapons and armor
had nearly made him choke the day that they had gone shopping. Four
hundred copper for a simple low-durability kitchen knife was just
too much! He still had his unarmed combat skill, even if his
mastery had been reset to zero. Training with scarlet had increased
that skill by several levels, but real combat would increase it
more rapidly.

“You’ll be fine. I’ll be nearby to help if
you get into trouble.”

Scott looked to Scarlet and saw the sincere
smile she projected after saying something so strange. He had meant
that wild animals tended to run away from people. Animals were
afraid of humans after all.

It would not be long before he found out
exactly how wrong he had been. A soft rustling motion from the
grass signaled the fact that something was moving nearby. Scarlet
stopped moving and motioned Scott forward.

He walked toward the shaking grass but his
movements stopped cold when he saw what was waiting for him. “What
the hell, man!”

A massive rabbit leapt from the tall grass
and hurled its horned head toward the surprised hunter. Scott
barely managed to dodge the furry torpedo. The bulky beast landed
heavily then quickly turned toward him again. It opened its mouth
and unleashed a feral snarl. Sharp predatory teeth smiled up at the
man. Obviously this rabbit was not much of a grass eater!

Clawed feet dug into the earth and the
creature launched itself toward him once more. This time it managed
to catch Scott on the shoulder as it passed by in a blur of motion.
Blood erupted outward showering the grass in his bright crimson
vital fluid.

He cried out in pain and staggered back. If
that attack had hit him directly he would have died! This rabbit
was no joke!

The pattern repeated itself three more times.
Twice Scott took light damage from the speedy attacks of the
unstoppable hell beast.

The rabbit stopped its leaping attacks
briefly and growled at him. It was becoming frustrated. Scott
thought that this might be his chance to attack, but that chance
never came. The rabbit reared back and opened its fanged maw. Scott
did not take more than two steps toward it before a hellish scream
erupted from its adorably vicious mouth.

<<< * >>>

Horned Rabbit has used Bunny Battle Cry!

Due to your low charisma you are unable to resist its
intimidating power.

You are paralyzed with fear
for 6 seconds.

You cannot move.

All statistics have been reduced by 25% for
one minute.

The horned rabbit’s statistics have increased by
10% for one minute.

<<< * >>>

Frozen in paralytic fear, Scott could do
nothing but shudder and stare at the monster as it prepared for
another powerful leaping strike. The incoming attack was
unavoidable. He was knocked to the ground by the brutal impact. The
attack accuracy of a leaping rabbit horn assault was low, but due
to his decreased stats and paralyzed state the horn had managed to
hit him in the chest, near his shoulder.

The horn penetrated deeply and neatly
separated his arm from its socket. Only a few devastated strands of
flesh kept the limb attached to his body.

Scott screamed in agony and immediately lost
all sensation in his arm beyond extreme pain. He could not move it
at all! The rabbit tore its horn from the ruined shoulder of its
would-be prey then prepared to feast. However, a dark shadow
suddenly loomed over it..

The hundred pound beast turned its head to
see what had happened then chittered in terror. Scarlet, in full
dragon girl mode, snarled down at the beast. The terrified rabbit
tried to run away but a bright red blur raced behind it. The dragon
gripped the hapless rodent by the horn then casually snatched it up
by the thick pelt on its back. The rabbit kicked wildly in fear of
its life, but it could not reach its opponent.

Scarlet launched herself upward then rocketed
high into the air. She soared upward beyond the clouds. She flew
high enough that the air grew chill, and then higher still. The air
grew thin now and she figured it was a reasonable place to stop.
“Have a nice trip bunny.”

She casually tossed the rabbit forward and it
fell at a rapid pace. Wind whipped its ears back and the rabbit
screeched in mortal terror, the skin of its face became distorted
by the air as it rapidly plummeted toward the ground below. It
flailed its paws uselessly in an attempt to stop what was coming.
Scarlet smiled then flew down after it. When it hit the ground the
force of impact shattered its body, but surprisingly it was not yet
dead.

It landed a few hundred feet from Scott. The
paralysis had worn off, but the brutal attack had done its job. The
pain in his shoulder had died away, despite the severity of the
injury. Scott was too angry to notice. He wasted no time pondering
the insanity of his wound. He ran over to the fat bastard rabbit
bastard that had nearly taken his arm.

It cried out feebly due to its shattered
body. The pathetic sight was almost enough to turn the hunter’s
stomach. The horned rabbit was obviously experiencing incredible
pain. The weakness passed, however. The murder bunny’s would-be
meal lifted its feeble human foot. Scott stomped down onto the
rabbit’s head with all the remaining strength that he could
muster.

He had to repeat that motion twice more but
the rabbit finally died. Scott jumped back suddenly. A vibrant and
victorious fanfare had sounded throughout the area. Upbeat victory
music began to play in the background after the initial alert
sounded.

Ding! A menu screen popped up
congratulating him on his first kill!

<<< * >>>

Congratulations! You’ve defeated your first real
opponent.

The horned rabbit’s monster information is now
available in your bestiary.

You have acquired 30 experience points for
your hard work.

<<< * >>>

“Thirty experience points! I didn’t do
anything but nearly get killed by a big ass rabbit.” He was
honestly surprised that he had gained any experience points.
Scarlet was much higher in level than he was.

Scarlet swooped down and landed nearby. She
had been close enough to hear what he was saying. “Alright! You
finished it off!”

“Thanks to you. Man, how weak am I that a
rabbit can kick my ass?”

Scarlet laughed at his emasculating moment of
triumph. “At least you survived. You even finished it off before
your mana ran out!”

That last point was important. Scott checked
his stats then shuddered. He’d lost over one hundred thirty mana
during that short fight. Had it gone on much longer Scarlet would
have been banished for at least an hour.

“Yeah, barely. Now I’m a cripple though.”
Scott tried to sound cool, but he knew that he was badly injured.
That rabbit’s strike was deadly. What he didn’t understand was how
the pain had decreased to a dull-ache. It was certainly much worse
only a few seconds prior.

“Hmm, yeah. We should let you rest awhile so
that your arm can regenerate.”

“Rest awhile to regenerate? What makes you
think I can regenerate a badly damaged shoulder after a short rest?
It took me days to heal after waking up in the woods.”

She stared at him then cocked her head to the
side. “You don’t regenerate from resting where you come from?”

“We do, but not major injuries like this. We
have to have surgery to repair the torn muscles and stop the
bleeding!”

“Are your hit points really that low in your
home world?” Scarlet could not fathom a world filled with such
easily killable people.

“We don’t have hit points there.” Scott
looked at his status screen once more to see how many hit points he
had lost.

“It took off one hundred eighty-five points
with a few grazing hits and good strike!” He’d lost that many hit
points just from that one fight! No wonder he was cautioned not to
go hunting until he had reached a higher level!

He reached over and grabbed his ruined arm.
He could feel the pressure of his hand gripping his wrist. This
meant that he really did still have sensation in that arm. Where
was the pain?

He lifted the arm up and let it flop back
down. A jolt of pain lanced through his body, but then it passed
and he felt nothing from the ruined area.

Scott gasped in surprise when he felt a
strange tingle race through his body. The onscreen information
changed. He had regained one hit point.

“Your hit points only restore themselves
slowly while you are awake and active. A good night’s sleep will
usually completely heal all wounds.”

“Seriously? If I went and took a nap I would
wake up perfectly fine?”

She stared at the oozing wound. “It’s not
that bad. The rabbit didn’t puncture anything important. At that
level of damage it would probably take a good night’s rest to
completely heal. If you need to heal when you’re awake try eating
something. That can increase your regeneration capacity.”

Scott was astonished. Not that bad? The
rabbit didn’t puncture anything important? His shoulder would
completely heal just by going to bed for the night? Was such a
thing possible? In his own world that kind of injury might give him
permanent loss of motor-control even with expert surgery. During
the tutorial he had seen minor injuries and bruises fade away
quickly or disappear after resting, but this was entirely
different! This type of thing was a life-altering injury back
home.

During the tutorial he’d seen his injured
hands be restored to full function after only a short rest, but
when he’d returned to this world a few weeks ago he’d been injured
so badly on arrival that it had taken days to heal! How much damage
had his body taken that a system like this had taken several days
to restore his health? Certainly he had not managed to receive much
real rest in the forest, but the total amount of time resting
should have counted for something.

He felt the tingle go through his body once
more. He could feel his fingers again. It took great mental effort,
but he actually made his index finger wiggle. This was amazing!

“While we’re waiting, let’s see what we can
get from the rabbit.” Scarlet pointed at the corpse lying
nearby.

Scott squatted down and Scarlet pointed out a
few things about looting corpses. “This rabbit has fur, bones,
meat, fangs, and a horn that can be harvested. You probably won’t
be able to collect much but the meat and the horn this time. We
don’t have a skinning knife.”

“We should get one for next time I
guess?”

“It would be a good idea. Today was just
about you meeting your first monster in combat and seeing what it’s
like.”

“Yeah, I saw exactly what it’s like. No
wonder you wanted me to gain a few levels first!”

Scarlet grinned at him. He had actually done
pretty well for his first time. The rabbit was at least five levels
higher than he was. Plus it had its racial modifiers. “You should
work on your physical skills more. Agility, vitality, and
durability will help you out. All people who fight directly need
those attributes to be high, but it is especially necessary for
unarmed fighters. Fighting appropriately leveled monsters will
improve those stats the most for you right now.”

“Just like the stats from doing other jobs,
right? I should probably hunt the critters around here until I
don’t gain any stats from it.”

“That’s slow but effective. Most humans just
rely on gaining levels then find out later that monsters are often
a lot stronger than their natural level would allow for because
they gain stats instead of experience points when not dealing with
humans.”

“I see. Since monsters only gain experience
by killing humans, mating with them, or fighting alongside them,
they end up raising their stats more compared to what their level
claims.”

“Right, and our natural racial modifiers make
things even more difficult for humans. You developed your stamina
and vitality by doing work. That sort of work did not increase your
stats much because of the difference in effort versus your ability.
Fighting monsters is the same way. The easier it becomes to fight
that monster, the slower it raises your stats.”

“I suspected something like that. That’s why
I was happy to increase my stats while working and training. It
makes sense when you think about it. I gain ten points to use for
my attributes when I increase my level. If I spend them on a
specific attribute it will increase, but it will be a little harder
to increase it by training after that.”

“Exactly. You might only gain a handful of
attribute points while fighting rabbits and the other monsters
around here, but if you wait to use your points from leveling until
after the monsters in the area no longer help you gain attributes,
you’ll be much stronger.”

“It would be like being several levels higher
than my level claims, right?”

“Right! I honestly don’t know why most humans
don’t train that way.”

Scott shook his head. That didn’t make sense
to him either. Even if he only gained one extra point per level in
every attribute, by the time he was level twenty all of his
attributes would be twenty points higher. That would be roughly
equivalent to an extra eight levels. It was worth a try, and seemed
quite doable.

“You know, what I really need is some actual
combat training. I was a soldier for a few years back home, but we
didn’t train for this kind of fighting.”

“Really? That could still be useful! What
kind of weapons did you use?”

He shrugged. “Rifles mostly.”

“Ah, you used guns. They are useful for low
level monsters but they become really expensive to upgrade and
maintain for higher levels. Even then they are best for soft-bodied
monsters and useless against some others even at lower level.”

“I see, so this world really does have guns
too?” He was a little excited by the prospect but her dismissal of
firearms was disconcerting. They seemed like a specialty item.
During the tutorial he had found a .38 pistol but he had not used
it. Now he didn’t even have access to it. He had lost all of his
items from that time when he had returned to this world.

“Yes, and they could be useful If you heavily
specialize in them. The problem is that they can’t really be used
with higher level enchantments.”

“Why not?”

Scarlet eyed the rabbit corpse hungrily for a
moment then her stomach rumbled. She blushed at Scott then grinned.
“Uh, oh guns? Well, it’s extremely costly to enchant ammunition
individually.”

“So, why not just enchant the gun
itself?”

She shook her head. “Enchantments have a
field of effect. Once beyond the effect range the magic stops.”

“Ah, I see. So maybe indirect effects like an
increase in accuracy or increased bullet velocity when firing, but
once the bullet is fired it’s on its own?”

“Yes. That sounds possible. Powerfully
enchanted guns can be very useful weapons, but they are hideously
expensive and tend to be less useful in the long run compared to
other weapons.”

“Is the same true for bows?”

She thought about it for a moment then shook
her head. “It’s a little easier and slightly less expensive to
enchant arrows compared to bullets. Bows are more popular at higher
levels, too. However, arrows are just like bullets when enchanted.
Fire an enchanted bullet or arrow and lose it forever, every time.
”

Scott took her words and carefully considered
them. After a moment, he asked, “So, there are no bows or guns that
fire energy projectiles?”

“Energy projectiles?”

“Yeah, you know, like a bow that fires bolts
of lightning instead of an arrow, or a gun that shoots beams of
light?”

“Oh! You mean artifact weapons! Yes, those
exist but they are rare to find in stores. Few people can make them
and they tend to be discovered in ancient ruins more often than
they are found up for sale.”

“If I wanted to use guns or bows I’d probably
need to find an artifact weapon to be able to fight with them at
high levels?”

“I’d say so. Normal bows have the same issues
as guns. Once the arrow or bullet has left the effective spell
range of the weapon it can’t add the enchantment to the arrow
anymore. This isn’t a problem for something like a sword. If you’re
in range of being hit by a sword, then you’re within the spell
range.”

“I see. So melee weapons are more popular,
then?”

“Yes, but professional militaries still use a
lot of gunners and archers. Even without enchantments they can be
highly effective when multiple gunners or archers fire on the same
enemy.”

Scott filed that tidbit of information away
for later. He squatted down and touched the rabbit’s corpse. This
was his first time really putting his hands on such a creature. The
overly large rodent could feed a single family for weeks!

After running his working hand over the fur
for a few seconds a menu screen popped up.

<<< * >>>

Would you like to loot the corpse of deceased Horned
Rabbit?

Yes | No

<<< * >>>

“Weird.”

“What’s weird master?”

“I’m being asked if I want to loot the
corpse.”

“Why is that weird? When you kill an enemy
you should always loot their corpse unless you have specialty
skills to work on.”

“Seriously?” Scott clicked ‘yes’ then pulled
his head back when a bright light flared from the body of the
rabbit. It disappeared instantly. In its place were several coins,
a horn, and a small square section of meat. The various bits of
loot were neatly arranged on a piece of skin roughly the size of
his chest.

“What the hell.” He could not believe what
had just happened. The hundred pound beast had disappeared only to
be replaced by a handful of things.

“Not bad. I’m not sure what all of that is
worth in town, but there was a silver coin among the loose
change.”

“Silver coin! We had to pull weeds for half a
day to get that much money.” Scott stared at the coin like it was
some sort of eldritch abomination.

“Ha ha, Mama’s gonna eat tonight!” Scarlet
started to dance around like a happy idiot. Scott grinned at her
antics. She was a certain kind of special, no matter how you
looked at it.

Scott thought about the situation for a
moment then asked. “Why would a rabbit need money?”

“Horn polishing?” Scarlet looked at Scott
then grinned like an idiot. He could not help but laugh at the
stupidity of her answer. It helped the mood a lot.

The dragon girl raised one finger into the
air. “Loot does not really have to make sense. It’s a reward for
defeating an opponent.”

“I suppose, but what if I had preferred to
just butcher the rabbit to have more meat?”

She shook her head. “Don’t loot the corpse if
you want to use specialty skills. Looting simplifies the
process.”

Scott looked down at the neatly packaged
stuff sitting on the rabbit fur. He had to admit that looting was
convenient, even if he had lost a lot of potential meat that he
could have sold. “Maybe.”

“You know, this is ridiculous.” He scooped up
the coins and sighed.

“How so?”

He looked at Scarlet. “One horned rabbit paid
almost as much as a half day’s work pulling weeds.”

She laughed at his sour expression. “Yes,
hunting is much more lucrative than simple jobs like that. Quests
can provide a lot of experience and coin, though. Once we’ve
developed your skills enough for taking on monster hunting quests,
we can really earn some money.”

“That sounds like it could be a lot of fun.
Hopefully, I’ll be strong enough not to die horribly when that day
comes.”

“I believe you will, master. You’re already
healing nicely from your fight earlier.”

Scott felt the electric tingle run through
his body again. His fingers moved a little more easily now. This
really was a strange and interesting world. He started to believe
that he really could survive, even thrive, here. He wanted to
become strong and see more of this wonderful place.

The lack of pain in his extremities was
bizarre, but useful. After discussing it with Scarlet, he learned
that when regeneration kicked in, all pain would be numbed. His had
kicked in when the rabbit was taken beyond his reach for a few
seconds. He had effectively ended his part of that battle then
entered a new fight when he killed the rabbit. Between those two
actions his regeneration had kicked in full-swing. The new fight
had not lasted long enough to end his regeneration effect, so the
pain had not returned.


Chapter 4

Change his life, see a new world. The life of
a hero in a fantasy world sounded like it would be an uplifting and
amazing experience. It was too bad that this brave new world was
essentially no different than the world that he had grown up in, in
some ways. If you had no money, life was tough.

When you are tossed into a brave new world
with nothing but the clothes on your back things tend to be rough.
Still, at least it was an interesting world.

Whenever he learned something new, a little
message screen would pop up to tell him about the new skill. If he
found an interesting item, made a friend, or earned some money
something similar would happen.

This would happen so frequently that he
expected to see it happen for every little thing that he did. When
a triumphant fanfare echoed from his stall in a public bathroom
after completing a call of nature, it had been rather disturbing.
The announcer who had proclaimed, “You acquired lubricated
condoms!” when he finished purchasing some of them for his first
quest in this world had provided the opportunity to undergo a
particularly embarrassing moment.

Since then he had sought out quests that
allowed him to leave town. He did not intend to receive any more
vibrant fanfares for surviving the lunch hour special at Tasty’s
Taco Terror. He certainly did not want someone hearing about it
every time he bought condoms or laxatives! No wonder people farmed
out jobs like that.

“Master, what do you mean I can’t go with
you?” Scarlet, pouted at him.

“Sorry, the job specifies no pets allowed.
It’s only for one day.”

“I’ve only known you two weeks! This is so
sudden. I’ll miss you way too much! What am I supposed to do while
you’re off working on a farm!” She thrust her hands up for emphasis
then snorted loudly.

“I don’t know, work out? Watch TV? Get a job
of your own?”

“J-job? You mean work? I’m a dragon! I am
meant to rule, not do manual labor!” She pressed her thighs
together, crossed one arm over her magnificent breasts, and then
looked away from him.

He sighed. “You know, you don’t have to be a
waitress, right? There’s no reason to let random guys grab your ass
for tips.”

She pouted at him then shook her head. “This
is unacceptable! I don’t want to be separated from you when you’re
here! What if you end up liking the job, huh? What about our plans,
master!”

“This is for those plans Scarlet. We need the
money, and fighting monsters right now will get me killed even with
you helping. I haven’t managed to beat even one more monster since
that first one. We’ve tried it repeatedly. I’m just not ready, yet.
Even those damned rabbits kick my ass. Hell, the steel-fang wolf
that popped up out of nowhere kicked the crap out of
you.”

Her face turned the same color as her name.
That was an unpleasant memory, she had won the fight quickly but
the wolf had done serious damage with its stealth paralysis attack
and hideous agility. At level twenty-two she was roughly equivalent
to a naked unarmed human who was around the mid three hundreds
level-wise. A steel-fang wolf was a level ninety monster that lived
in the mountains far from the area. Even so, it would not even be
in her league if they were to fight normally. However, its special
abilities and sudden attack had taken her off guard.

Scott was still level one, but very close to
gaining a level. If only he’d just keep trying, they could make it
work. Yes, rabbits were a challenge to him at the moment, and
normal wolves were practically a death sentence, but he only needed
to defeat a few more rabbits. It would not be that hard if they
made the effort to find rabbits that were off to themselves.
Though, that was actually a rarity. Rabbits tended to run in
groups.

They had tried using her overwhelming power
to hunt large groups of rabbits, but even at her skill-level it
took several seconds to kill a few rabbits. Every four seconds
would cost him twenty-two mana. A small herd of rabbits could take
as long as twelve to twenty seconds. That would suck out half his
mana right there. If they called for friends the fight might not
end quickly enough, and Scarlet would be sent back to her world due
to his lack of mana to manifest her during battle.

When that had happened he had been unable to
call her back for a minimum of one hour, even if he had the mana to
do so. If she was forced to depart like that in the middle of a
swarm Scott would die. He’d had to use his Serenity ability twice
already to avoid a gruesome death at the hand of dozens of
murderous rabbits.

While he had gained a few experience points
when she fought like that, it was miniscule. If he did not do
serious injury to an opponent during a fight, or perform a major
support function, he would receive only one experience point per
battle. Even if she killed twenty rabbits during a fight, he
received only one point!

The meat, skin, and horns were worth
collecting and selling, but the shops only bought those items in
bulk. Due to their common nature those items were extremely easy to
acquire. A bundle of sixty skins, the least that they would accept
at one time, was worth only a single silver coin. The horns were
worth more, twenty-four horns per silver. The meat was roughly half
a copper per pound.

Selling the meat might have been a good way
to earn extra money if they were able to butcher them properly.
However, neither of them had great skill with cooking, skinning, or
even simple knife work. The meat came out mangled and difficult to
sell. Only loot-meat seemed to be worth acquiring at the
moment.

When scarlet killed the rabbits they only
dropped a few measly copper coins, if they dropped any at all. Her
level was too high for any real reward. They had spent an entire
day hunting. Scott had gained only twelve more experience points
and nearly died twice. They had earned fifty-four copper from loot
drops and about three more silver for their efforts after selling
the loot. It was only slightly better than pulling weeds!

Scarlet had suggested that they join together
with other adventurers to go hunting but the hunters in this town
had all proven to be complete assholes, or idiots. Sometimes they
were both. They were also rare. Few people stayed in the area long
since rabbits were too weak for most adventurers to be interested
in fighting. Dedicated hunters tended to go after much stronger
prey in the area, as well.

Scarlet frowned cutely then said, “How much
does it pay?”

“Twelve silver plus room and board.”

She blinked then stared openly at him.
“Twelve silver! The best job we’ve gotten so far only paid a few
hundred copper. There has to be a catch!”

“Maybe, but twelve silver would help out a
lot, right?”

The dragon girl performed a few quick
calculations. “That’s enough to buy me that cute little faux-ruby
ring.”

“Yes, or a few low-quality healing potions
and a wood bracelet. We’ll actually be able to hunt when this job
is done.”

“Well, yes.” The dragon girl sighed softly.
The ruby ring would have looked ever so nice on her finger. Still,
it made sense to buy Scott light armor like a bracelet. The wood
bracelets in the town armory increased durability by fifty percent,
which was pretty good for common wood.

His biggest issue at the moment was that he
took too much damage from simple attacks. The bracelet might
help.

She pouted again. “I still want to go with
you.”

He pulled the petulant girl in for a warm hug
then kissed her on the forehead. “I know, but we need this Scarlet.
This is hopefully our last low-level job. I am very close to
leveling. Even one more level could mean the difference between
hunting full-time and working as wait-staff and dishwashers.”

She kissed him on the nose, her typical
reward and method of acquiescence, and then nodded. “Alright,
master. I guess I can’t really say anything anyway. I’m the pet
after all. Still, can you at least send me home till you come back?
I’ll miss you too much otherwise.”

Scott held her tightly and she knew the
answer. He really was a good master.

Softly, he kissed her on the lips. She closed
her eyes and he whispered, “Scarlet, I bid you depart.”

She gasped loudly then grew silent as her
body dispersed into motes of light. She had been sent back to her
home world until he called for her again. Her turtles probably
missed her anyway, so it would be a nice reunion.

Monsters lived in their own reality, and came
here to train and find human mates. When a monster was banished or
slain it was forced back to its home reality until it could return,
an event known as respawning.

He truly hated to do that. It did not hurt
her, but it did remind them both that she was ultimately different
than he was. He was human and she was a monster who existed to
serve his needs.

~*~

“Oh, I see. All you want me to do is milk
your cow?” Scott looked to Mr. Oldman, the owner of the farm.

The elderly man smiled beatifically, in the
way of ancient farmers, and said “Yes, she’s a wonderful heifer.
It’s her season for milking and I’m too old to do it right. The
arthritis among other things.”

“Right, that’s what I’m here for!”

The old man laughed gently, but coughed long
and hard afterward. Even in a fantasy world, old age took its toll.
“My cow is a feisty one. How are your hands, son? They aren’t cold
are they?”

Scott shook his head. “No, it’s pretty warm
out.”

“Good. My cow hates cold hands. She can’t
stand them. Warm hands make her happy; sometimes a little too
happy.”

“I’ll… keep that in mind, sir.”

Mr. Oldman pointed to a barn in the distance
then smiled. “She’s over there. Doesn’t come out to the pasture
much when she’s in her season. Everything you need is in the
barn.”

“Right. I’ll get to it then.”

The old man watched him walk away then
sighed. “Oh, to be sixty years younger.”

Scott did not think anything was strange or
unusual about going to a barn to milk a cow. That is where cows
tended to hang out when being milked. No, what disturbed him was
the fact that it did not look like a barn on the inside.

The outside of the barn had been a simple red
and white wooden affair. Nothing about what he had seen there
prepared him for the opulence that the inside provided. Barns were
supposed to have dirt or perhaps concrete floors. They smelled of
animals and hay.

This barn had a polished marble floor and
what Scott could only assume was a mini-bar. “What the hell? Who
keeps a cow in a place like this?”

“Hey, what’s wrong with my barn?”

Scott looked toward the voice and found that
he could not tear his eyes away from the sight standing before him.
The girl was quite pretty. She appeared to be in her late teens to
early twenties. Her soft brown eyes, and white-blond hair streaked
with light pink highlights, would have been right at home in a
trendy night club. He thought that the black collar she wore was
interesting. Of course, the small cowbell that was attached to the
collar was a cute touch, too.

Of course, her hair and eyes were not the
assets that kept his attention so firmly rooted. He really could
not help but stare. The poor girl had to experience crippling back
pain frequently.

“It’s a nice barn, really.” Scott put up both
hands in a placating manner. He did not want to offend the farmer’s
daughter, or whoever she was.

She smiled at him. “I’m glad. I don’t get
much company here since my owner took sick.”

“Owner…?” Did he hear her right?

“Yeah, I really like Mr. Oldman. It’s
terrible that he’s barely able to get out of bed recently, but I’ve
needed to be milked for a while.”

Scott’s expression must have caused her some
discomfort because she blushed. “I, well, I tried to milk myself
but it doesn’t really work well without help. It’s hard for me to
aim properly. The milk goes everywhere.”

“Oh! But, you’re not worried about that! You
must be here for a reason. No one really comes to visit me.”

“Well, I was asked to milk the cow…” Scott
had yet to see a cow and he suspected that he had been tricked,
especially with what she was saying about milking.

“Really! That’s wonderful! I swear, I thought
I was going to burst!”

Scott would have said something but the girl
immediately unbuttoned her top and let her massive mammaries swing
free. ”Look at how swollen my udders are!”

The sudden change in the conversation caused
his eyes to widen so quickly that they threatened to pop out of
their sockets. “Yeah, definitely swollen.”

She nodded at him then leaned back to allow
him to inspect her talent. “I think we’ll get a lot of milk today,
but…”

“But?” Scott nodded and questioned at the
same time. He was still trying to process what was happening. Did
this girl really expect him to milk her?

“I can’t do it on my own. I’ve tried it all
day and nothing comes out. You’re going to have to help me relieve
all this tension.”

“I can do that, I think.”

She bounced up and down a little then asked,
“Really? That’s so nice of you. Let’s go upstairs and get
started.”

Scott followed the ‘cow’ upstairs and was
surprised by two things that he discovered. The first thing was
that the normal seeming girl had a tail, more specifically a cow’s
tail. The second thing was that the upstairs area was a
well-appointed bedroom. His not-entirely-bovine companion quickly
stripped off her outer garments then stood before him wearing
nothing but black lacey panties.

She placed her hands on her curvaceous hips
then struck a pose. “I’m not just any cow you know. I’ve won three
blue ribbons at the town fair.”

“Well, you’re definitely the prettiest cow
I’ve seen.”

“Thank you! You are too sweet. The farmer is
usually all business, but you seem like a really nice guy.”

Her tail whisked back and forth behind her
for a short time before she gestured to her bed. “We should get
started.”

“Absolutely.” Scott moved forward with all
the restraint he could muster. The entire time his mind screamed to
him, “It’s a trap!”

He heard those fateful words repeatedly and
they did not stop even after the cow-girl flopped down on the bed.
When she arched her back a bit and presented her breasts Scott
carefully placed a hand down atop those great monuments to
femininity.

The cow whimpered a little then pouted up at
him. “See, they are so sensitive right now. Be gentle, OK?”

“I’ll try, but if I hurt you let me
know?”

She smiled brightly at him then put her hands
behind her head and closed her eyes. Scott took this as a signal to
perform a tension releasing massage, not that it was doing anything
for his own growing tension!

“Mmm, so warm.”

“Excuse me?”

She did not open her eyes, but did answer.
“Your hands, they’re really warm.”

“You like that?”

The cow nodded gently then wiggled around on
the bed a little. Scott took that as a signal to talk less, and
massage more.

Experimentally, he ran his thumb along her
pert pink areolae. The cow shuddered in response. A soft but easily
heard, “Moo.” escaped her incredibly kissable lips. While that was
odd, it was even stranger because she actually said, “Moo.” It
wasn’t a sound-effect such as what someone might expect from a real
cow.

Scott tilted his head to the side and chose
not to dwell on that fact. He had to take care of the business at
hand. Uncertain what to do, but willing to give anything a try, he
slid one hand down to knead the flesh along her ribs just beneath
her arm pit. The other hand tenderly gripped her breast.

“Moo...ooo...” The cow moaned louder now.
Scott massaged her aching side muscles while kneading her breast.
Soon, she began to squirm. Then she began to pant as he worked his
unskilled but eager magic on her chest.

After a few minutes of relieving her tension
she bit her lip gently then looked up at him. Her right hand left
its spot then slid down to her panties. She blushed brightly but
could not help herself. This felt too good.

“No one has ever been so gentle with me.”

Scott smiled at her and tried his best not to
notice what she was doing with her hand. He failed miserably, of
course. Gently, she stroked the top of her panties. “So…”

“So?”

She looked up at him as though she were
embarrassed. “I’m in heat... if... I mean. Well, I’ve never been
bred…but…you have such warm, gentle hands.”

Scott smiled and lifted a hand up to her
face. He stroked her cheek tenderly then ran his thumb across her
lips. Her tongue slid out and she licked his thumb softly before
sucking it into her mouth.

Her hair fell back revealing one of her ears
fully for the first time. They were shaped similar to a cow. That
brought everything back to reality briefly. He knew that she was
the supposed ‘cow’ he had been asked to milk. Until he had seen the
tail, and now her ears, he had not known she was anything but a
normal human being, albeit a very ‘blessed’ girl.

Alright, he had to stop mentally dancing
around the obvious. The girl had gigantic breasts. They were not so
large as to be grotesque but they were certainly big, well-formed,
and incredibly perky. She could probably give a couple of gallons
of milk per breast!

She gasped, bringing him back into the
moment. He looked down to see that she had slid her panties to the
side and her fingers were now stroking her beautiful mound
directly.

“I... really need it. Please… So, hot.”

Tears began to form at the corners of her
eyes as her body became much hotter to the touch. She burned with a
feverish passion. Was it right, though? Sure, she wanted it but he
had no idea of what was right or wrong in this crazed place. The
farmer had been nice to him, could he really fuck his ‘cow’ Even if
she desperately wanted, would it be alright?

More to the point, what about Scarlet? Yes,
she had often said that they would need to add more members to the
harem. Yet, this and that were two separate things. He was not sure
this constituted cheating. However, he was of the opinion that when
someone was uncertain about that sort of thing it usually meant
that it in fact, was cheating.

How would she feel when she learned about
this? It was not something he would keep secret. Would it hurt her?
He didn’t know. What did he really mean to the dragon girl? Was he
just her master and potential breeding stock? Did she actually care
about him as a person? They got along very well, but she had once
told him that he was just a convenient person. It was hard to
really understand the situation from a romantic stand-point.

Torn, he looked down at the girl. One look at
her beautiful, hopeful, face made the decision. She was in
incredible need, right now. He could not say no. He could, however,
make her work for it. “If you want it so badly, tell me what you’d
like me to do?”

“Really? I can tell you?”

Scott nodded and she smiled with pure
enjoyment. “If you’d be willing could... could you suck on them?”
She pulled her hands to her breasts and pressed them together for
emphasis.

In response he leaned down and kissed her
closest breast gently. She whispered, “Moo.” gently and then firmly
when he slid his tongue out to caress her nipple. He moved his
tongue along her overly sensitive flesh in a slow and sensual
circle that caused her to shudder visible.

Her bull began to suck on her nipple softly.
He slid one hand down to stroke her aching slit and marveled at the
wetness he found there. She was right, she really did need it badly
if a little light petting made her get to this point.

It was not long before Scott felt a foreign
wetness in his mouth. The sweetest thing that he had ever tasted in
his life filled his senses. He pulled away, and his partner moo’ed
out a disappointed complaint.

“So, sweet.”

She smiled at him and nodded. “Yes, my milk
is very sweet. It goes for top coin at the market.”

Scott grinned at her then took her breast in
hand once more. He was ready to return to his necessary duty.
However, he had unleashed the flood gates. Even that light pressure
was enough to cause a pressurized stream of bright white liquid to
fire out with incredible force. It was as though he had been hit in
the face with water from a pressure washer.

He gagged on it. The stream of milk had
erupted upward and shot him directly in the open mouth. He coughed
and sputtered hard.

She cried out and offered an apology, but he
told her not to worry about it. He did suggest that they might be
able to do the milking now. She wanted to receive a bit more
attention first, but agreed in the end. Business should come before
pleasure after all.

Milking the cow was a rather intricate
affair. It involved heating up a set of suction cups so that they
would be reasonably warm to the touch. Scott helped her strap them
on and began the suction process.

“Ok, now stand behind me and bring your arms
around.”

Scott did as she asked and the cow wiggled
her rear end against his groin. He smirked at her then followed her
next instruction as well. He moved his hands up to massage her
breasts to help the milking process along.

He kissed her softly on the shoulder and she
leaned her head back, luxuriating in the feeling of being treated
so gently. Usually, the farmer just hooked her up to the machine
and squeezed her breasts a few times for good effect then left.
Occasionally he would also bring her dinner but most of the time
she had to eat whatever was available in the vegetable crisper.

Scott blew on her ear and she flicked it in
response. He laughed and she giggled. “Hey, that tickles!”

“So does this!” He began to tickle her and
she squealed happily. The milk-o-matic chimed out a note that
signaled the end of the milking cycle.

“Oh, that feels so much better!” She
unstrapped her breasts from the suction machine then turned back to
the new milkman. Milk dribbled softly from her nipples and down her
breasts.

She smiled at him then sighed. “I guess we’re
done for the day.”

Scott smiled back at her then casually
gripped her quivering mounds. “I still see milk. Obviously we
aren’t done.”

Her eyes lit up excitedly. “Really!”

The milkman slid one hand down to her ass
cheeks then gripped her tight. “Poor thing, you’ve been so lonely.
Haven’t you?”

She nodded vigorously then wrapped her arms
around him. She had never been bred before, and even though she
should not be bred by anyone but her owner or a bull, it was still
something she would love to try.

Scott gripped the base of her tail and
stroked it gently. She cried out sweetly then fell against him. Was
this really going to happen?

He kissed her lips then scooped her up and
took her to the bed. He placed her down gently, and her thighs
instinctively parted. Scott had to admit that he was surprised to
see how excited she was. She wasn’t the least bit shy about what
she wanted.

Casually he placed a hand to her love mound
then it was his turn to be truly surprised. The heat that she gave
off down there was incredible. When he mentioned it, the cow
blushed prettily. She was definitely in heat.

“You’ve never been with a man before?”

“No. Never.” She looked up at Scott with
wide, innocent eyes. She was obviously a pet monster. It made no
sense to him that the farmer had never done this with her. It was
pretty much a necessity for building intimacy with your pets. It
unlocked new powers and strengthened bonds.

He smiled. “Well, in that case I’ll have to
take the lead. Ok?”

She nodded; the cow-bell on her collar
tinkled its excitement as well. It was an adorable sight,
really.

Scott looked at her glorious body. Briefly,
he considered what he would do if the farmer did not like him
taking liberties with his milk cow. A soft moo from the impatient
girl brought him back to his senses. The old guy should have been
more upfront about things!

He placed his hand over her sopping wet pussy
then softly traced her slit. She gasped loudly then mooed once
more. Just that simple touch had been enough to make her body
shudder with excitement.

“You naughty cow; you're already so wet down
here.”

She pouted up at Scott but he smiled at her.
He knelt down then kissed her mound softly. She began to writhe
with the simple pleasure of his touch. Much like her milky
explosion earlier, she had absolutely no capacity to hold back.

She cried out loudly then clamped her
strangely powerful thighs around his head. The cow had nearly lost
her mind after he had slipped his tongue out to trace her folds.
“A-mooooooo-OOOOHH.”

Scott’s eyes widened, it was shocking to the
man when he realized what had happened. She had gushed like a
fountain from experiencing just this much foreplay. It was
impossible from his experience for any girl to be that excited,
that ready. Her body bucked and writhed as she climaxed from the
simple caress of his tongue. The pressure from her thighs made his
face turn red, and he began to fear for his life as the powerful
girl writhed in pleasure.

Suddenly, he had realized exactly why the
elderly farmer had not tried to personally breed his cow. The
experience would have killed him!

He gasped and gurgled between thighs that
could have crushed a bowling ball, but he could do nothing but wait
out the wave of ecstasy. She bellowed and mooed three times before
falling limply to the bed.

The cow panted heavily and looked at Scott in
a strange new light. “More…”

“Uh, well…” He began to try and get out of
the situation and managed to pull back quite a bit, but a fire had
begun to blaze in her eyes. She shot out her legs and grabbed him
tightly around the waist.

“More. Now.” She looked him in the eyes and
made it very clear that he would not have a choice in the
matter.

In desperation he began to try and find a way
to break free. Suddenly he gripped the base of her tail and she
cried out. Her legs lost their strength and she began to pant once
again. The aggression drained out of her then, and Scott knew how
to make this work.

He decided to take control of the situation
once more. “N-naughty cow… just for that, you’ll have to roll
over.”

“Ok.” She said in a petulant tone, but she
quickly moved into the position he had requested.

Scott gripped the base of her tail then
massaged the part underneath with his thumb. Just as he suspected,
that action caused her to shiver and whimper. The base of the tail,
and sometimes the horns, of pet monsters were weak points for
erotic assaults. He felt like a pervert for knowing that, but
whatever. How could you not feel like a pervert when you’re going
to fuck a cow?

He slid his knee between her thighs and
parted them neatly. “You want to act like a slutty cow in heat?
Fine, slide back and rub your pussy against my thigh.”

She did so obediently, but made a comment
about not being a slutty cow. Despite her naysaying, she certainly
had no qualms about rubbing her slit against his masculine
thigh.

Scott pulled her tail upward a little and she
slid higher up on his leg instinctively. “Does the slutty cow like
that?”

She didn’t answer him immediately, but
started to rub harder and faster. She began to pant. Scott slapped
her on her beautiful ass and she jumped a little.

“That hurt!” She looked back at him with
accusing eyes.

“Did it really?” He massaged her perky
posterior in the spot where he had slapped her. Her mouth entered
into a firm, but endearing, pout then she nodded. However, her hips
slid back and forth faster. Scott, for his part, began to wonder if
all monster girls pouted frequently. Scarlet did it often, and this
girl seemed to be quite pouty as well.

“Since you want to watch what I’m doing now,
watch this.”

She looked at him curiously. Scott slid two
fingers into his mouth and coated them with saliva. “How about a
different pain in the ass?”

“Huh?” she asked intelligently.

He teased her butthole for a few seconds then
casually slid one finger into her. He didn’t stop until he was
knuckle deep. The still unnamed cow mooed out in surprise then
gripped the bed sheets tightly. Scott slid the other finger inside
and began to massage her ass even as she rubbed her hot wet cow
pussy against his thigh.

“For such an innocent girl, you sure are
slutty.”

“N-Not a slut.” She mooed softly then
clenched at his fingers with her ass. Her hips began to slide
easily against his soaking wet thighs, the steady flow of her love
juices had well-lubricated the area.

“Really? You don’t want to be my naughty
little cow slut?”

She looked at Scott and saw his fake pout. He
refused to be outdone by monster girl poutiness. He could fake pout
with the best of them. Her face turned bright red and she shook her
head.

“Turn around and sit on my thigh.” She did as
asked, and Scott leaned back a little. She continued to slide up
and down on his thigh while he held her tight.

He pulled her hair a little and she looked up
at him. “If you aren’t my cute little slutty cow, what do you want
to be?”

She blushed then clenched his thigh between
hers. “Your pet.”

That was a cause for confusion. She should be
devoted to her master. When Scott asked her about what she meant,
the cow replied “He is my owner but Mr. Oldman has never bonded
with me as a master.”

He hugged her tight then kissed her on the
side of the nose. That was as far as he could go, however. Now that
he knew the truth, everything had changed. Intimacy between human
and monster would forge a bond. If a bond already existed, then
interacting in a sexual way would not cause a shift in loyalties
from a monster to another human. However, since she had not bonded
with her owner in a deeply intimate manner, if they continued what
they were doing the action would cause Scott and the bovine pet to
forge a tenuous bond.

It was possible that the bond was already
starting to form as it did not require a complete sexual
experience. Sometimes it required nothing more than a warm hug or a
meaningful kiss. A capture sphere would also need to be acquired to
finish the contracted bond and fully-realize the master and monster
paradigm, but simple emotional connections did not require such
things. You could be intimate and like each other without
officially becoming master and servant after all.

This situation was worrisome to the man. He
could not afford to buy her from the farmer even if the elderly man
wanted to sell. They spoke quietly for a while then Scott pulled
away from the beautiful girl. They got dressed. He had to go speak
to the farmer. The cow sat on the bed and wrapped her arms around
her knees. She looked terribly lonely as he walked away.

“Dammit.” Scott said once he left the barn.
He could have just gone ahead and did what their bodies had
demanded, but that would have been wrong. She wanted it, and he
wanted to give it to her. Yet, the rules of this world were
different than his home world. Despite his base desires, he had to
think of what everyone needed. He had to be mature and responsible.
It was a real pain in the ass.


Chapter 5

Red mist formed into the curvaceous figure
that he had come to know so well. Scarlet returned to the world
amid the light and fanfare of the summoning.

“Master!” The red haired dragon girl bolted
toward the man and gave him a fierce hug. Scott held her warmly in
response and they shared a tender heartfelt moment.

Scarlet kissed him on the lips then giggled
excitedly. “Finally! The job is over, right?”

Scott nodded softly then took a deep breath.
“Yeah, it’s over.”

She noticed his expression and asked, “What’s
wrong?”

He winced. “Well, nothing is really
wrong.”

“Oh? Then why are you acting so weird?”

Scott placed his hand behind his head and
laughed. “It’s a funny story, actually.”

A happy little Moo! from nearby caught
Scarlet’s attention. A well-attired girl with far more curves than
should be allowed by law sauntered up to Scott. She handed him a
milk shake then smiled in a way that set the dragon girl’s teeth on
edge. “Master…”

Scott eased away from the red head then put
his hands up in a placating manner. “Hey, now…”

“Red hair… pretty. You must be Scarlet!” The
blond girl smiled at the red head then offered her one of her milk
shakes.

“Oh, yes. I certainly am Scarlet. Who are
you?” The dragon’s eyebrows furrowed and her face shifted to a
dangerously calm expression.

“I’m just a Minotaur cow, but master calls me
Mina. I’m your new sister!” The cow girl lunged forward and gave
Scarlet a bone-crushing hug. Even her draconic durability was
stressed a little by the power in the Minotaur’s frame.

Scarlet’s left eye-lid began to twitch
spasmodically. “Master?”

Scott took another step back then laughed in
a slow high-pitched way. “Yeah, seems Mr. Oldman was too old to
take care of Mina. She had been bought for his would-be
grandson-in-law and granddaughter but the engagement broke off and
his granddaughter didn’t want to run a dairy farm by herself.”

“That’s nice. That is a nice story. Why is
she calling me sister?” Scarlet stared coldly at Scott, but the
atmosphere had become quite heated.

Mina pulled back then looked at Scarlet. She
smiled sweetly then said, “It’s because I am his naughty milk slut.
That makes us harem sisters!”

The red head’s twitching eyelid began to
spasm in a way reminiscent of someone tap dancing. “I see.”

“Master, did you get paid for your…
work?”

Scott took another step back then laughed
moronically once more. “Ah, about that…”

“Yes?”

“Well, Mr. Oldman had to get something out of
the deal. So, he kept the milk and the money he was going to pay
me.”

The eyelid twitching stopped. Her expression
became cold and impassive. “So, are you saying that I spent
twenty-four hours pining desperately for you, languishing in the
depths of loneliness and desire for my wonderful master, and you
spent the entire time milking some slutty Minotaur?”

“Hey… you’re making me feel self-conscious.”
Mina pouted at Scarlet. The dragon girl felt the power of her love
rival’s cute pout and shivered involuntarily. Such an unfair
weapon!

The red head looked to the Minotaur then
apologized. “I’m sorry, how rude of me.”

“It’s ok. Master calls me his slutty Minotaur
all the time.”

“I see...” Scarlet became deathly still.

The dragon girl looked at Mina, smiled
gently, and then said, “Please, excuse me for a moment.”

She extricated herself from the overly
cuddlesome bovine monster then took a deep breath. “Master, I think
we should work on your combat skills.”

“Oh, but I’m tired today, maybe tomorrow?” He
smiled sheepishly then drew back several steps.

“No, no. You said it yourself. You aren’t
strong enough to fight monsters, yet.”

She raised her left hand. Flames began to
flow around her arm and focused on a space roughly a foot from her
outstretched hand. A blazing sphere of heat and light formed
quickly.

“Uh, Scarlet...” Scott took an involuntary
step backward and tried to ward her off with his hands.

She looked at her darling master with a
serious expression. “Let’s work on agility, master.”

Scott’s eyes widened and he shouted, “Oh
shit!”

A fiery fastball flew in his direction. He
barely managed to dodge the attack, but he knew that was by design.
She wanted to cook him slowly. It would hurt more.

He rolled to his feet and took off as fast as
his legs could carry him. Scarlet chased after him in hot pursuit.
“Come back here and train with me, master!”

“No way!” Scott jumped quickly to the left,
using a tree to shield him from another fireball. When the ball
struck the wood, it gave off heat and concussive force similar to a
hand grenade.

His ears rang and his vision swam a little.
The sudden fury of the attack had caused him to experience minor
disorientation akin to severe vertigo. He felt like he was going to
fall, but he knew that he had to keep moving. Scott staggered away
and tried his best to reach some semblance of safety.

“I only want to help you. Don’t you know how
much I care about you?” A short burst of fire shot out like a flame
thrower. Scott yelped as the flames licked at his rear end. She’d
tried to burn his biscuit!

“Scarlet! Stop this! I could die!”

She screamed out, “Love hurts, master!”

Scott stopped running away when he heard soft
sobs coming from the direction of his tormentor. Was she crying?
“Scarlet...”

Mina had been watching the antics of her new
family. Many thoughts occurred to her as she sipped on her
milkshake. Finally, one thought won out. She smiled then sighed
happily. “Milkshakes are really nice on a hot day, aren’t
they?”

She looked to her new family again when an
explosion sounded in the distance. The attack was followed by a
loud cry of, “Don’t Scarlet me, you... you womanizer! Call me
queen!”

“Oww... My butt!”

“What’s that?”

Scott peeked out from behind a tree and
called out, “You’re the queen! You’re the queen!”

“Yeah, and what do you call her?” Scarlet
pointed back towards Mina.

The Minotaur answered for him by shouting,
“He calls me his naughty little milk slut, remember?”

Scarlet’s eyelid twitched. “Oh, he does. Does
he?”

She turned slowly back to her master and a
slow feral grin spread across her lips. Scott shook his head
vigorously and cried out, “B-but, you’re the queen! You’re the
queen!”

Despite his admission, Scarlet continued to
chase him around for quite some time. She was keenly interested in
his agility training and wanted him to get the best possible
workout.

Mina giggled then stirred her milkshake with
her straw. It was his fault really. She had repeatedly told him
that she wasn’t a slut, right?

She watched the dragon chase her master
around for a while then sat down on a nearby stump. “So active.”
Life would be a bit more interesting from now on it seemed.
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Chapter 1

The crooked picture on the wall taunted Scott.
Nothing had changed in his modest home since he had left; nothing
except for that one crooked picture. Well, it was possible that
other things had moved around as well, but he knew that the picture
had changed because he had set it aright before he transferred back
to Alterra.

“Home sweet home, I guess.” said Scott.

He went to check his email. “Bills and
spam... I might already be a winner... Yeah, I am one promising
individual.”

He had not expected much from either avenue
to be honest. He rarely received mail that was not spam or bill
related. Occasionally, he would receive an offer to try a new game
because of a part-time gaming blog that he occasionally updated.
Still, he had been off-planet for nearly a month and no one had
even asked if he was alive?

Scott checked his voicemail and smiled. His
mother had left a few messages. That was something at least.
Honestly, at this point she was the only reason he had for coming
back to this world. None of his so-called friends had even left him
a message online. “No tweets, no nothing.”

He needed to call his mother, but first he
had to discuss the current situation with the people at Alterra.
There was no way to contact them quickly other than the game’s
messaging system, so he opened up his menu.

It never ceased to amaze him that he could
use his menus in this world. Something about that had always felt
off to the man.

“Oh, they’ve already messaged me?” The inbox
on his account screen showed three new messages. He read through
them briefly then grinned. Well, something was going right for a
change.

Later, at the Alterra office he sat down to
meet with Jameson, the head-hunter from their first meeting. Things
had changed in the office. The outdated computer equipment from
before had changed to a far more futuristic set-up.

“Mr. Hunter, we at Alterra wish to extend our
deepest apologies for the trouble that you’ve been through
recently.” Jameson seemed sincere, a surprising thing in his
opinion. The people at Alterra had never shown themselves to be
anything but nice and friendly. Still, it was a bit much for Scott
to believe that any of them sincerely cared about their employees
beyond their bottom line.

“I survived, so I’ll accept your apology.” He
chose his words carefully. He did not want to ruin his chance at a
fat payoff, but he did want them to squirm a little. Unfortunately,
he could not take them to court. What judge would believe the case
in the first place? The only chance for any type of compensation
would come from this meeting.

Jameson breathed out slowly then smiled. “I’m
glad. We are overjoyed to see that not only did you survive, but
you seem to have grown quite considerably despite the corruption of
your file.”

“I’ve worked hard, but how you can call that
considerable growth is beyond me. I never did reach level two. But,
since you brought it up... What exactly caused the corruption?”

The department manager leaned back then
acquired a pensive look. When he looked up again his expression had
changed to one of sincere remorse. “We were updating the interface,
but a glitch in programing prevented the normal safety precautions
from taking effect. Essentially, you ended up trying to transfer to
Alterra, but were caught in the middle of a major user-interface
and world update that badly corrupted your file. There were other,
unforeseen, reasons for the corruption as well.”

“How is that possible? What type of
corruption was it? Is it fixed?” Scott had many questions, but
those three felt most pressing at the moment.

Jameson held up his hand and shook his head.
“I am management, not tech support or research. Bear with me and
I’ll try to explain.”

Scott nodded slowly then allowed the man to
continue. He wanted to keep asking questions, but answers were more
important.

Jameson took a deep breath. “To answer your
first two questions, our update was specifically to the way that
the transfer protocol and interface worked. The beta testing period
will end is officially slated to end within the next months and we
wanted to make sure everything was ready for the new
adventurers.”

However, the world masters had taken the
limitations of Alterra into account and decided to do a massive
change to the nature of the world itself. Normally, if it had just
been a minor world update it would not have caused any issues.”

The man looked at Scott carefully then said,
“Because of the changes in the world, our interface update, and
your exact timing on multiple fronts, you were caught in a Quantum
interference effect.”

He continued, “Your third question, how do I
put this?” The man looked down at his desk briefly then began to
drum his fingers atop the surface.

Finally, he looked up. “You were torn apart
at the quantum level. Bits and pieces of you were scattered
throughout the multi-verse. We had to recreate your file and repair
your spiritual pattern. You are fine, but your old file is
destroyed.”

Scott stared at the man. “I don’t get it. Did
I die for real? Did you clone me?”

“No, we could not locate you for quite some
time due to the interference of so many similar quantum
signatures.” said Jameson.

“Get to the point please. What did you do?”
asked Scott.

Jameson held up his hands in a placating
manner. “Basically, your system file needed to be recreated and the
remainder of what was acceptable had to be placed in the new file.
So, you were not killed or cloned. You were simply repaired in a
patchwork manner. You were localized in your region and the changes
to the world around you did not register at the time to any great
degree.”

“Ok, but what does that have to do with me,
now? The problem is fixed?”

“Yes, it did fix the issue that you had.”
said Jameson.

“That’s great!” Scott rejoiced briefly. After
the moment passed, he took a deep breath. That was utterly
fascinating, and he would love to hear more.

Despite his other interests, what he needed
most at the moment was answers to questions relating to his current
situation. “You were going to tell me about the state of my file
corruption? You said that it was fixed, but you also seemed to hint
at something else.”

“Yes, it is. The World Masters decided to add
several new concepts to the world that you will need to adjust to
in the near future, however.”

Scott’s joy turned to wary suspicion. “What
changes?”

“Well, the mandatory twenty-four hour wait
between logging out and logging back in has been removed, finally.
Death will still require a twenty-four hour penalty for the time
being, however. It causes a lot of stress on your spiritual
structure and mental state.”

Scott was not sure what to say about that. He
was overjoyed at the removal of that restriction, but something
that Jameson said bore further discussion. “Changes? You do mean
that there has been more than one change, correct? What else
changed?”

Jameson looked Scott directly in the eyes.
“Things have changed drastically. The manner of power dispersal in
the world has been updated. The interface was too needlessly
complex and bogged the system down. It was updated to be more
streamlined.”

“That still does not answer my question.”
said Scott.

The man nodded slowly then gestured at the
air above his desk. A message screen popped up. “The attribute and
skill systems have been modified. We were not able to alter your
system while your account was active in-world, but when you return
the last of the corruption will be repaired and the new system will
be in place.”

“What? Will you just tell me what this new
system is?”

“This message screen will supply you with the
critical differences.” replied the recruiter.

Scott looked at the man while a sense of
dread skittered along his spine. He turned his attention to the
screen:

<<< Status >>>

Name: Scott Hunter | Race: Human

Class: Demi-Human Trainer

Alignment: Neutral

Fame: [10]

Leadership: [1]

Level: 1 (0.00%) | Attribute Points:
0

Health: 100 | Mana: 100

Attack: 3-4 | Defense: 3-4

STR: 20 | INT: 20

AGI: 20 | VIT: 20

MAG: 20 | CHA: 20

<<< Traits >>>

Improved Leadership Development

You are able to develop leadership with the same ease
as a military commander.

+ 1 Leadership Per Level

+50% Increase in Leadership Experience Acquisition.

Improved Charisma Development

You are able to develop your charismatic aura of
command to a greater degree than most.

+ 1 Charisma Per Level

50% Decrease in Effort Required to Directly Increase Charisma
Through Training.

Harem Call

As a demi-human trainer you can summon your
designated companion demi-humans to your side as a free action. You
also have the ability to speak to your harem members over great
distances as needed.

Detect Power (Limited)

You can detect the power level and abilities of
demi-humans that you own, or are currently leading.

Lesser Blessing of the Mother Dragon

+ 10 to All Stats

<<< Class Skills >>

Demi-Human Taming [Level 1] (0.00%)

This skill reinforces your ability to attempt to the
taming of a demi-human. Train this ability through interaction with
your current harem, and through winning the loyalty of free
demi-humans. The success of this skill relies on your Charisma,
Intellect, Skill Level, and intimacy level with the demi-human.

Demi-Human Training [Level 1] (0.00%)

This skill reinforces your ability to train humanoid
monsters. It improves the attribute growth, skill development, and
experience acquisition of demi-humans under your command. This
skill relies on Skill Level, Charisma, and Intellect.

Appraise Creature [Level 1] (0.00%)

Discern the abilities and capacities of a creature.
Higher Skill Levels and Intellect will allow for more accurate and
extensive information. Appraising a demi-human prior to attempting
to tame her will allow for a slight taming bonus.

<< Other Skills >>>

Unarmed Combat [Level 1] (0.00%)

This skill reinforces your ability to fight using
only your natural weapons.

Mana Manipulation [Level 1](0.00%)

This skill reinforces your ability to manipulate and
utilize mana.

Serenity [Max Level]

This skill allows you to avoid combat with monsters
for up to four hours, once per day. It resets at dawn each day.

Wings of Light [Level 1] (0.00%)

This skill allows you to return to any town or
specific area that you have visited before. It can be used once per
day/per skill level. It resets at dawn each day.

<<< Spells >>>

None

<<< * >>>

Scott stared at the status screen that popped
up. “What the hell? Seriously? Don’t tell me that you people reset
all my stats again!”

Jameson opened his hands in a gesture of
non-committal. He took no responsibility for the message.

“So, everything I went through, everything I
did. It’s meaningless now? I never made it past level one, but
dammit I was so close!”

“No, the struggles that you underwent were
not entirely meaningless. Your corruption has been fixed. You have
regained your racial base stats. You keep your blessing from
Seductia. This is actually a massive upgrade for you.”

“Upgrade? How is resetting my level one more
time supposed to be a gift?” asked Scott in a heated tone of
voice.

“I will explain that in a moment, but this
was going to happen anyway. You are a beta tester. Do you recall
that? All beta testers will have their levels reset to one prior to
the end of that period.”

Scott frowned at the man, but said nothing.
He did recall that, but this still felt like a slap in the
face.

Jameson smirked. “We can’t really give you
much in the way of monetary compensation since there is no real
amount of money that could cover what you have been through.
However, we can go ahead and let you jump to an advanced version of
the class that you chose. That is, if you want it.”

Scott’s frown deepened into a scowl. He felt
an almost murderous desire to strangle the man sitting on the other
side of the desk. A class advancement was nice and all, but they
made it sound like they intended to give him no real compensation
beyond that. “Dammit. Are you people deliberately trolling me? Did
I offend you, somehow?”

“I know that it might seem as though we are
treating you badly. We have prepared compensation for your recent
issues in the form of Alterran money and the specialized class that
you may choose to receive.”

“Wait, I will receive money and a new class,
too? You just told me that you could not give me financial
compensation...”

Jameson smiled. “Of course, your old class
still exists if you would prefer to restart at level two with the
standard monster trainer package. However, you would lose out on
the specialized skills and advanced training talents. Currently,
you have a unique class. It has many benefits that you may discover
in time.”

“Well, that... I can’t really say if that is
an upgrade or downgrade.” Scott considered the nature of the
offered class change. If it was really an upgrade, that was great,
but he was not sure. How could he be sure of anything regarding
this company and the world of Alterra anymore?

“The class upgrade that we are offering will
provide a substantial increase to your capacity. If you don’t
believe that, look more closely. The Harem Call ability alone
should tell you how much better this class version is for you.”

Scott stared at the man flatly. “Is this
really an upgrade? You basically made me a slave master. I don’t
even have any skills to capture and train normal monsters.”

“A considerable one, though you were already
technically a form of slave master before. Now you can raise your
own army with greater ease, but considerable personal effort. If
you had paid attention to what I just said you would notice the
lack of mana requirement for that ability.”

“Lack of mana requirement? So much has
changed that I don’t even know what I’m looking at, yet.” Scott was
confused, but also intrigued.

“Ah, that is understandable. The old system
was so clunky and poorly designed that it caused major issues.
Either way, one of your greatest former limitations has been
removed. You no longer have to expend mana when you call your harem
members to battle. It is now a free action.”

“Wait, whoa. Hold up... Do you mean that if I
take this class upgrade I can bring all of my monsters to battle at
no cost? How is that not game breaking? What are the limits on the
number of monsters I can bring to battle? What about...”

Jameson interrupted him with a derisive
snort. “Do you think that you are the only one with a class that
can raise an army? Advanced warrior classes can do that too, and so
can a few others. Most of them do not need to expend personal mana
to use their soldiers. Now you won’t either.

I can understand your misgivings, but you
will be skipping one hundred levels worth of leveling before
reaching the point where you could receive this class on your own.
It’s actually a full class-tier upgrade.”

Scott conceded that it was definitely an
upgrade. The idea of raising a sexy monster girl army was quite
interesting. “I see. That’s fine. If I am going to start over, at
least it looks like a major step upward. You also said that I would
be compensated for my recent troubles?”

“Yes, we have taken your trouble into
account.”

The man gestured at the message screen and
new information appeared. Scott read through it then slowly looked
up at Jameson with a disbelieving expression.

The recruiter nodded his head and grinned at
the younger man. Scott returned that grin with an almost feral
glee.

The monster girl trainer eagerly clicked the
accept button on the menu screen. It was better than he hoped. It,
he couldn’t even believe it. Was this really happening?

“Excellent. I am glad to note that we
compensated you properly.”

“One hundred gold coins? That’s a lot of
money at the moment... The extremely useful abilities you are
offering sound about right as well.” Scott had undergone a
troubling ordeal, but they were essentially throwing the Alterran
equivalent of a million dollars at him as compensation. Money can’t
buy everything. However, he had survived and grown stronger as a
result. He did not have a problem with this kind of compensation at
all.

It would solve a lot of his problems and it
was a good enough deal that he would not fuss or try to bring legal
action. Legal action was not likely to be possible in this
instance, anyway. No court in the country would believe his
story.

“Good! Is there anything else that you need
to know?”

Scott was at a loss for words at the moment.
He had a lot of questions, but they did not seem too important.
After a brief few seconds were spent scouring his mind, he happened
to recall the fact that he had a spell-bracer strapped to his arm.
He lifted his arm up and pointed at the annoying device that had
followed him home from the other world. “What’s the deal with this
thing?”

“The deal?”

“Yeah, I mean why won’t it come off? It’s not
cursed. I had it checked.”

Jameson looked at the bracer quizzically then
gestured toward the information screen once more. He read what was
revealed then laughed.

Scott looked askance at the man and the
manger waved him off. “I did not mean to laugh, but I understand
the problem at least.”

“Really?”

“Certainly. You are right it’s not cursed.
You just don’t know how to turn it off.”

“Seriously? Is that the problem?”

Jameson nodded then said, “Touch the stone on
the top and say ‘unlock bracer’.”

Scott immediately did as instructed and the
bracer came loose. He stared down at the hateful thing. It had
thwarted his every attempt to remove it, but the secret had been so
simple! “Finally, it’s off! I can wash my arm!”

“I’m glad that I could help. I would advise
you to sell the bracer, though.”

“Why? It allows me to fast travel.”

“It also has an infernal attribute. Unless
you intend to develop infernal powers it will be pointless to keep
it. There is also one other point to consider.”

“Oh?

Jameson raised one finger then pointed at
Scott. “Your compensation package, remember? Your class will allow
you to automatically gain fast travel ability. All advanced classes
have that option. We granted you several skill books that you can
instantly learn as well.”

“Oh, yeah! Wings of Light! I can return to
any significant location or town that I have visited as long as I
have open sky above me.”

“Yes, and the spell-bracer had no embedded
spells. It’s a nice artifact item, but you may want to sell it
after you reach a point where you can fast travel to the extent
that you desire using that skill. Of course, you might also want to
keep it for an infernal demi-human if you choose to acquire
one.”

“I’d hate to just sell the thing, but where
would I even find an infernal minion?” asked Scott.

“Go to Hell.”

“Excuse me?” Scott was taken aback. Did
Jameson really just say that?

“Hmm, oh yes. Amusing confusion. Yes, go to
Hell. More specifically, journey to the capital city of
Pandemonium. You’ll find all the infernal minions you might ever
want. Though, at your level you would be more likely to become a
snack or a minion yourself.”

“Snack?” Scott shook his head incredulously.
That did not sound promising at all.

“Yes, a small one.” said Jameson.

A message screen popped up in front of
Scott.

<<< * >>>

You have learned about the infernal kingdom of the
devils, Hell. The Hell kingdom region is now available as a
tourist destination. (Please note: There is currently a
shortage of ice water.)

Caution: Minimum suggested level for visiting
the outskirts of Hell is 780.

<<< * >>>

Scott shuddered at the horrendously high
level suggestion. “Yeah, I won’t be going there any time soon, I
hope.”

Jameson chuckled lightly. “No, I suppose not.
None of the other Beta-testers will, either.”

“If there is a hell, is there a heaven,
too?”

“Of course, let me add it to your map.”
Jameson made a gesture and a new screen popped up in front of
Scott.

<<< * >>>

You have learned about the Celestial Kingdom of the
gods, Heaven. The celestial kingdom region is now available
as a tourist destination. (Please note: There is currently a
shortage of chairs.)

Caution: Minimum suggested level for visiting
the realm of the forsaken, the lowest realm of heaven, is 780.

<<< * >>>

“So, basically the celestial realm is a polar
opposite of hell? They even have the same level suggestions.” asked
Scott.

“Yes, though I caution you that the suggested
level is the bare minimum. There are beings in the depths of hell
and the higher heavens that have levels in the tens of thousands.
Consider those regions to be endgame content if you will.”

Scott smirked at the idea of endgame content
then opened up his inventory screen. He stored the bracer. It could
be useful for fast traveling until his innate skill increased to a
decent level.

He thought to ask one more question after
storing his gear. “Were there any other changes to the world other
than the mentioned updates?”

“Yes, quite a number of things. Humanoid
monsters are now referred to as demi-humans instead of king or
queen. This was to eliminate confusion.”

“Well, that does clarify a few things, but
how are they related to monsters now? Do they still show up if
enough subordinate monsters are defeated in a short span of
time?”

“No, not like before. They can still show up
if the gods running the system determine that you have over-hunted
in the area and drastically lowered the respawn rate. Now they will
always be true boss level encounters, however. You won’t be able to
just have a picnic with them and discuss your differences.”

“I see, so if I hunt in an area enough I will
eventually have the chance to increase my harem?”

“Possibly, but that is not a given. It will
usually be a somewhat random event and often it would not trigger
unless you were in a bad situation or if you were being flippant
toward the monsters. They do have feelings, you know. If you want
to capture and train a new harem member in the wild, she will need
to already be actively living in the area most of the time.”

“Actively living in the area?” asked
Scott.

“Yes, the demi-humans will actively live in
the area now. If one takes over an area and becomes a boss then it
will be stronger and can increase the levels of the monsters in
their domain. This happens frequently, and after a month or two you
might even be able to go through the same area and capture a new
demi-human boss even if you captured one previously.”

“That sounds interesting. So, the world is
more dynamic now?”

“Absolutely! It has always been a legitimate
reality with game mechanics layered over the top of it. However,
now it has a stronger feeling of realism in regards to how those
living there interact with the world. The monsters have more
emotions and stronger personalities, for one thing.”

“Well, those turtles seemed to have
personalities before.” said Scott. They were somewhat goofy and
perverted to be honest.

“Yes, but now that will be even more fleshed
out.” said Jameson.

“Really? How so?” asked Scott. He had to
admit that he was intrigued.

Jameson nodded. “Demi-humans and monsters are
now handled as creatures that are similar but different. It is more
like the difference between humans and normal animals now.
Technically, the demi-humans are monsters, just a different
category. They spawn randomly and come from the same world as
monsters. Demi-humans are far more plentiful now and will have
their own clan and town structures. Consider them alternate races.
In the wilds they tend to be boss monsters of an area,
however.”

“Wait, so instead of being summoned from the
monster world by their minions they will live on Alterra
full-time?”

“Yes, the monster world will become like
their version of the after-life. Monsters and demi-humans will now
die and reincarnate like humans instead of simply respawning.”

“How will that work? So much is changing
now!”

Jameson sighed. “Yes, you missed a lot of the
updates due to your file corruption. Now when a monster dies, it
dies. A new monster will spawn at the basic level for the race and
location. The recently slain monster will go to the monster world,
regain power, and wait for its chance to reincarnate in an
appropriate habitat for its race.”

“How is that different than respawning?”

“It is essentially the same, but it keeps the
level range of monsters more manageable. A continuous supply of
monsters will be maintained, but the level range will balance out
in distant locations.”

“What about demi-humans?”

“They undergo the same process.”

Scott was not happy about any of that. “So,
Scarlet and Mina can die now?”

“Yes, but there are methods for returning
local companions to life. Resurrection is more common now than it
was before. Monsters did not need it before. Just take a fallen
companion’s corpse or a piece of their body to a nearby
temple.”

“What if they don’t have a body or even parts
to take to the priests?”

“The priests charge a great deal more for
such cases. Resurrection of that level is essentially utilizing
admin functions to restore a character file. It’s highly limited
for mortal priests and taxes their powers greatly. Be advised that
repeated resurrections in a short period of time can result in
permanent failure to resurrect due to file corruption.”

Scott still looked uncertain. Jameson decided
to explain further, “This is a good change. It means that
demi-humans will be classed differently than common monsters in the
world. They can have their own lands, homes, and schools.
Demi-humans can be barbaric and murderous, or cultured and
civilized. They are less one-dimensional now.”

“I never thought of Scarlet as
one-dimensional.”

Jameson smiled at the younger man. “That’s
why she wasn’t. Most of the demi-humans in the world were actually
a different variety altogether. You know. We make babies. Penis
want. Your face I hate.”

“Mina wasn’t like that, either.”

“I don’t doubt that. You did not meet her
till after the change-over started. It was limited in your direct
region, but it was still occurring at a slow rate. Did you not
notice occasional oddities and changing answers for simple
questions that you asked? As for Scarlet, your first interaction
with her was very one-sided initially, right?”

Scott had to admit that she was not exactly
super-bright when they first met. He easily acquired her loyalty
with food. He literally offered her a picnic lunch then fucked her
into happy submission. She had a mind of her own, but she only
spoke of territory, food, and sex. After they met up again during
his ordeal in the wilderness she was much more, well... human.

“What does this mean, really? Can the humans
even survive if demi-humans have towns and such?”

“Sure, why not? Humans are not pathetic
weaklings. They have superior numbers and strong weapons.”

“Really, it seemed like the place was mostly
empty of people. Ervice had a good bit of real-estate but it felt
practically lifeless for lack of people.

“Things have changed a bit in Ervice since
you left. However, most demi-humans either live alone or in small
groups. Those who do build villages will often literally use holes
in the ground, or nomadic structures. The demi-humans don’t need as
much technology since they have brute power. They also live in very
small communities. There are rarely more than a few dozen per
village except for the hidden cities of the more intelligent races.
While demi-human cities are rare they can be quite populous. They
wouldn’t need to interact with humans at all if it were not for
breeding purposes.”

After hearing about that factor, he was
reminded of one of the promises that he had made. The beta-tester
sighed softly then looked down at his hands. “Scarlet wanted me to
build a town for her and her turtles. Now her turtles won’t even
recognize her.”

“Not necessarily. It’s possible that those
dragon-turtles of hers would remain in effect as her pets or
minions. I would have to check the files, but you can find out
easily enough when you return. Either way, you can still build a
town if you want. We would even be willing to grant you a town
charter.”

“I’d love to build a town, but I’m not even
remotely ready for such an undertaking. Hell, it’ll take me months
just to leave Ervice at the rate I am going.”

Jameson eyed him with a critical gaze. “Have
you considered that part of the issue is that you have not been
pandering to your strengths, but have been trying to shore up
weaknesses instead?”

“What do you mean?” asked Scott. He’d spent
most of his time trying not to be eaten alive and just barely made
it through!

“It’s simple really. What are your natural
skills? What are you actually good at? What abilities do you
already possess that you could be using to heavily influence your
growth pattern?”

“I...” Scott was not sure how to answer that.
What were his skills really? Outside of military training and a few
things like plumbing and redneck style electrical repairs, he
really had no notable skills.

“Consider that carefully. Your stat and skill
growth are dependent upon how well you can develop your abilities.
If you already have skills that you are familiar with they might
prove to be useful. I gave you a hint about what could help you
achieve greatness. Look at your skill books carefully later.”

“Alright, I’ll do that.” said Scott. That
seemed strangely helpful and direct. Jameson seemed to be the type
to muddy the waters of a situation rather than keep things
clear.

“Now, what you said about starting a town.”
said Jameson.

“Yes?” asked Scott.

“I understand. It does take a lot of money to
start and keep a town. We’ll keep the promise on file, and you can
access it later. Just make an appointment if you find a suitable
location.”

Scott smirked at Jameson. “Thanks, but I’d
want to start a kingdom and not just a little town. I can’t be the
Dark Lord of Alterra when my people live in mud huts.”

Jameson grinned back at him. “Now that’s the
spirit! I wish you success. It would be a nice thing to see.”

Scott laughed at the man then smiled. He was
mostly joking about being the Dark Lord of Alterra, though the
title did have a nice sound. Still, what kind of Lord of Darkness
was named Scott?

Jameson laughed then said, “Keep up that
attitude. It’s what we like to see. We want people to enjoy being
part of the world and help to influence its future.”

“So, do monsters and demi-humans still have a
hierarchy? You know; kings and queens?”

“If a monster is labeled a king or queen now,
they have powerful support from other demi-humans of their race and
may command monsters. They also own territory and rule it. Your
dragon, Scarlet, would probably be labeled as a demi-human queen,
but due to her being returned to level one she might no longer have
many subordinates. I honestly don’t know more about that than you
do, currently.”

“She’ll hate being downgraded like that if
it’s true...” Scott thought of the prideful dragon and her constant
outcry of ‘Call me queen.’

“No, she won’t. Changes like that are
universal and retroactive. The World Masters personally made the
change. She won’t remember the way things were prior because the
nature of reality itself was rewritten.”

He remembered something. “When I went to do
the farm quest, and gained Mina... What happened to Scarlet? She
said that she would go look after her turtles.”

“Have you asked her what she was doing?”

“Well, no...”

“I suggest asking her, though it’s possible
she won’t know what you are talking about. The change-over did not
occur in your immediate vicinity due to your corruption. Things
outside your immediate area had changed, but she probably did not
know that her turtles might no longer recognize her. When you go
back, she will probably have an entirely new memory of what
happened during that time, with or without dragon-turtles.”

Scott felt mildly nauseated upon hearing
that. The beings that had created Alterra had casually rewritten
existence and the people would not even know anything had changed!
“That’s... disturbing.”

“It fixed a lot of issues. As I’ve said
before, the World Masters aren’t very creative despite their
ability to generate a new existence with a thought. We’ve worked
with them and the Beta-testers to streamline Alterra. They are
quite eager to see the world become a thriving and properly vetted
system.”

“Maybe, but the idea that people are toyed
with in that way does not sit right with me.”

Jameson shrugged. “If it makes you feel
better, the world is a much improved place now. You’ll have to see
it yourself to realize it.”

“Yes, I suppose I will. What else can I do
really?”

The mid-level manager smiled. “I don’t think
you will be disappointed. Besides, this is the last major change
that the World Masters intend to make. They are largely done with
what they intend for the structure and rules of the world. You can
say that Alterra is finally nearing its completion as a true
existence. The beta testing, update, and tutorial period are coming
to an end.”

Scott remained silent. What was there to say,
really? He could not stop them from doing what they wanted. All he
could do was choose to continue or to give up on Alterra
altogether.

A thought occurred to him. “You said that the
beta test would be ending soon? I had been under the impression
that it would take a much longer period of time before it
ended.”

“Yes, in a few months. The changes have fixed
a lot of issues, and we are able to move the release schedule up.
It’s also good that you get your class now. You went through a lot
of trouble, but in the end you’ll be the one of first beta testers
with an advanced class.”

“Live? You’re seriously going to announce the
existence of an alternate reality to the world?” Scott was not sure
what to even think about that! He did like the idea that he would
be the first to get an elite class, however. Maybe that would count
for something, finally.

Jameson laughed loudly then shook his head.
“Yes, the world is entirely ready for such a revelation...
Actually, we intend to market Alterra as a virtual reality based
massively multiplayer online game.”

“How would you manage that?”

The recruiter called up another message
screen then fiddled with it for a moment before turning it around
to face Scott. “We’re going to reveal our hot new virtual reality
technology. The helmet that you see on the screen will act as a
neurological pseudo-link. This early iteration will allow people to
experience virtual reality while sitting at home. They will still
be semi-conscious of the supposed real world around them while they
play in Alterra.”

“I see... I think.”

The image on the screen shifted to a more
dynamic looking device. “Two years later we intend to market a
specialized augmented reality cradle. This innovation will allow
people to completely shut out the real world and experience Alterra
with the same depth that you do now. Though, they will still be a
different existence than their character.”

“Why not just start with that?”

“Realism and acceptance; the next step after
the AGR cradle is to admit that the world of Alterra was real all
along. People will be allowed to venture there in the same way that
you do. At that point people will be so used to existing in Alterra
that they will slowly accept the truth, hopefully. If not, we’ll
just grant that level of access to those who do.”

“Given the size of the world and the leveling
speed, you could take decades to get to that point and they still
would not have seen everything.”

Jameson smiled. “That’s the plan. Consider
this world. How many people in their late eighties can say that
they have seen everything that Earth has to offer?”

“None of them, I guess.”

“Exactly.”

“You seem like you are planning to set up
some sort of step-by-step immigration policy? Was that the real
point of all of this?” asked Scott.

Jameson took a deep breath then shut down all
of the open windows. “Humanity needs to spread out and grow. This
planet is largely tamed. In large sections of Earth, people live
their lives in a mental fog. One day inevitably leads into the
next. Alterra will revitalize the spirit of the people of
Earth.”

“What about the Alterrans? This revitalizes
the people here, but what about them?”

“The Alterrans get to have a world where
limitations only exist as obstacles to overcome. Injuries can be
cured with the wave of a hand, and even the rule of death can be
broken by resurrection and reincarnation. Their personalities and
pasts were altered on occasion, but every single soul on that
planet agreed to that beforehand.”

“They did?” Scott found that hard to
believe.

“Certainly, most of those souls were lost and
abandoned in their old lives. Some were aborted infants, some were
suicides, others were wicked or disturbed beings cast down into
whatever passed for hell in their original worlds. They had no
prospects, no hope.

Remember that when you look at the people you
care about there. No matter what the World Masters did or might do
to change the timeline, those souls are far better off than they
would have been if they had not agreed to go to Alterra.”

Scott lowered his eyes then bit his lip. It
seemed that Alterra was a place where everyone had a second chance
to live a different life.

One thing still bothered him. He considered
the bracer that he had worn for weeks. He thought about the skill
book that he had purchased from the Alterra auction. He spent a
brief moment considering his physical appearance. “Am I living in a
simulation right now?”

“What do you mean?” asked Jameson.

The brooding man frowned at the recruiter. “I
think I asked about this once before and I was given an answer but
the answer that I was given escapes me at the moment. Some of my
memories don’t feel quite right. I accept that I look like this
because of the transfer protocol and the reality of the situation.
What I want to know is the reason why I can bring items here from
Alterra. What are the limits?”

“Ah, that. In order to understand that, you
will need to understand a simple truth. You are no longer the same
person who you once were.”

“What do you mean?” Scott leveled a dangerous
looking stare at the man. What had these people done to him?

Jameson smiled pleasantly. “You, and all Beta
testers, are a new existence. You are people who have been
upgraded. Your reality and this reality are separate things.”

“Can you please stop dragging this out?”
asked Scott.

“Yes, of course. Your nature allows you to
exist in two worlds. Despite what you might have seen in science
fiction or fantasy stories, a creature cannot be two things. You
cannot simply be Scott Hunter, the Earthling, and Scott Hunter the
master of monster girls. You are both.”

Scott sighed. Was this man being deliberately
slow in explaining this? He was beginning to wonder if this company
was one giant troll operation.

“I can see that my answers are frustrating
you. I will be more specific. You are essentially a god-like
existence. Your true powers are allowed in full when you are on
Alterra. However, you are under the effect of an extremely
restrictive curse while on Earth.”

“I’m cursed?”

“Yes, the curse does nothing more than
restrict your powers and cause other people in this world to see
you in your original form. Even so, it is not perfect. You can buy
things from Alterra, like from the auction. You can bring things
here. In time you might even be able to bring people. However, your
innate abilities will have to overcome the status afflictions and
power restrictions.”

The man considered that for a moment. It was
ridiculous, but at the same time it made sense. If you accepted the
premise that he could live in a world that operated like a
videogame fantasy world, this explanation became much easier to
accept.

“Wait, people see me as my original
form?”

Jameson nodded. “Of course, how else would
people who chose bizarre appearances continue to exist in this
reality? Have you heard of any lizard people or werewolves running
around?”

“Well, no...”

“Precisely, you are granted the illusion of
appearing no different than you did before. Your powers are as some
might term it, nerfed. At some point you will overpower the curse
and some of your abilities will exist here. That is fine, don’t
make a scene and there will be no issues.”

The tamer tilted his head to the side and
stared at the man. “Define scene?”

“If you use your abilities to defend
yourself, or better your life without public notice, it can be
overlooked. However, if your actions can be linked back to this
project in any way, we will ban you from Alterra and forcefully
return you to your original status.”

“I see. That seems fair. What about items,
though? I would imagine people have tried to sell healing potions
from Alterra, in this world.”

“It has occurred. Those people were dealt
with accordingly.”

“Hmm, wait... if I can use my abilities here,
then wouldn’t that mean I can train here?”

The recruiter smiled. “There is nothing wrong
with doing that as long as it does not make a scene. In fact, some
of the more successful Beta Testers train their basic skills here.
There is much less chance of being attacked in the wilderness and
they can learn their skills quite quickly.”

Scott had a sudden insight into his plans for
the future. He needed to train his skills, but the curse blocked
his abilities at the moment. When he was strong enough, however,
things would be different. “Jameson, what about after Alterra is
revealed to be real. Will the restriction against making a scene
still be in place?”

The man grinned at him in a feral way. “Once
that day comes, expect this world to become a very different place.
The cat will be out of the bag, so to speak. It will become more
dangerous and more innovative at the same time.”

“Interesting, very interesting.” said Scott.
The future held a lot of promises.


Chapter 2

The cell phone made a soft beeping noise then shut
down. Scott had tried several times to contact his mother. She had
not answered, and he did not know what to do about that other than
leave a message.

“I hope she’s alright.” He tossed the phone
aside casually.

He powered up his computer and waited for the
decrepit device to properly boot up. The laptop was only a year
old, but it ran about as fast as a ninety year old man.

Several minutes passed in silence before he
was able to coax his computer into acquiring an Internet
connection. “I told the girls that I wouldn’t be back till tomorrow
morning. Might as well pay my bills and do some shopping.”

The aggravating technological device puttered
along and tried to freeze up a few times, but he managed to pay out
his monthly bills. Afterward he also sent a few hundred dollars to
his mother to help with her expenses. His bills were a little
behind due to his recent troubles, but that was fine. He barely
lived in this house anymore. At the moment he was merely keeping it
up out of pretense.

Email was checked, and he blocked a few
pornographic websites from sending him spam. Why would he need
pathetic Earth porn when he could have as much amazing demi-human
ass as he wanted?

The thought of demi-human ass reminded him
that he had money to spend. He shut off his computer then used his
beta tester privilege to call up the auction site via his menu
system. He was greeted with a message prior to actively entering
the site.

<<< * >>>

Hello! Welcome back to Alterra Auction Unlimited!

Since this is the first time that you have logged
onto the site recently, you should notice a few changes. The most
impressive change is the ability to check the auction site while
you are actively living in Alterra.

Please enjoy your time here and happy shopping!

<<< * >>>

“Well, that’s good news.” He clicked through
the site for a few minutes, but did not notice many changes despite
the message that he had received.

Scott sat there for a moment and thought
about his next moves. He had one hundred gold coins. That was not
an obscene amount of money in the world of Alterra, but the dollar
conversion was high right now. He could quite the game and live
comfortable for a very long time on that money. “No way in hell I
would do that, not after everything I’ve been through.”

He shook his head and moved on to his next
thought. Jameson had tried to set him back on track. Scott knew
what he meant after checking the books more carefully. They
included basic skills such as equipment maintenance and cooking,
but there were also two important books.

The master of monster girls called up his
inventory screen and found that it was empty save for the skill
books. He drew out the two books that had caught his attention. In
his right hand, he held the Gunner’s Hand-Guide. In his left
hand, he held the Field Commander’s Guide to War Volume
I.

Scott placed the books on the table then
picked up the skill book for mastering firearm usage. He opened it
up and immediately received a prompt.

<<< * >>>

Would you like to learn the skill: Firearm
Mastery?

Yes | No

<<< * >>>

“Yes.” He said it at the same time that he
clicked on it. A bright light flared around the book, and then a
stream of energy flowed into him.

<<< * >>>

You have learned Firearm Mastery! Due to your
familiarity with firearms in general, your skill-level will advance
twenty percent more quickly. You will also be able to perform
maintenance on them with ten percent greater capacity.

<<< * >>>

“Sweet! I hope guns are more useful now.
Scarlet did not think much of them before...” Scott knew the power
of firearms on Earth, but he had not seen many on Alterra. They did
not seem to be popular with anyone except for the city guards who
manned the town gates.

Scott rubbed his chin for a moment then
checked the firearm section of the auction site. Guns were
certainly expensive weapons, but they were also plentiful. They
were either more common, or even less popular than he had thought.
He checked through the offerings then frowned. “What’s with this?
Such basic names; pistol, heavy pistol, light rifle....Sheesh. They
used to have names similar to weapons from here.”

He let the names go and started to look at
stats. They all had a high attack rating, so he did not understand
why people disliked them. Maybe it was the expense? You could
reclaim arrows. You could not reclaim spent ammo-charges.

After reading through a few comments, both
good and bad, he understood. Ranged weapons that were not thrown
could not have their damage modified by player stats. Higher
agility would allow you to aim better and possibly do the maximum
damage, but stats did not increase the basic damage of the weapon.
At some point, you would be able to completely resist a shot from a
firearm or even punch harder than the damage from a gun.

“Interesting, they completely redesigned
firearms to work using Alterra’s crystalized magic technology.”
Firearms used to work using gunpowder, while a few ‘magic’ guns
existed that would be used like beam weapons or low-end spell
casters. Now firearms worked using the same kind of technology used
to create endless water, and other things. They utilized an
interactive series of specialized crystals to create and then
propel ammunition forward with great power.

Another thing that seemed to annoy people was
a restriction on taking firearms from this world to Alterra. The
firearms in this world became inoperable there, and firearms form
there became inoperable here. A sword or knife worked the same in
either location, so people felt this was favoritism and gun
hate.

“If I ever become strong enough to fight
better without a firearm, I’ll just consider that to be a great
day. Right now, I’ll take a gun.” Scott had decided to be
practical. He would still train his hand-to-hand abilities and
perhaps a melee weapon such as a sword or spear. Firearms would
help him beef up his level quickly. He could worry about back
training later if it proved necessary.

Scott looked through everything that he could
find on site and purchased a weapon named “Black Super Light
Shotgun”. It was a lightweight low-recoil semi-automatic shotgun
with an attack rating of one hundred twenty. It could be fired
eighteen times on a single charge. Why weren’t we funding this?

It was not an elegant weapon, but it did have
a high attack power despite being a low-end shotgun. Of course, it
looked a little odd and more than a little badass. It had a pistol
grip and a fore grip, and no stock. Despite the low-recoil rating
he needed a strength rating of eighteen in order to use it
effectively.

Shotguns were good for their push back
effect. This one could push back medium sized creatures. It also
required less accuracy than a handgun or rifle. He would buy a
handgun and a rifle later, but the shotgun seemed like a good
weapon to start out with. The main detractor was its effective
attack range, after all. Even on Alterra, Shotguns had the lowest
effective range out of all firearm options.

“Well, I just spent fifty thousand dollars on
a shotgun and one hundred shotgun ammunition crystals. Too bad I
couldn’t just buy a shotgun here and take it there.” The commenters
had been clear on that tactic being unworkable.

He picked up the other book and opened it up.
Doing so allowed him to learn a passive ability called ‘Boost
Morale.’ Whenever he was in charge of a party, they would always
start a battle with improved morale. Mental based negative status
effects would be reduced by ten percent automatically.

The other skills were learned in short order.
He acquired cooking, equipment maintenance, and first aid. The
skills were perfectly suited for someone who will spend most of
their time in a party.

Scott thought about his situation for a
moment. He needed equipment for both his own uses and for the
girls. Further, he needed more girls! His class was that of a
monster trainer who had decided to devote his time and effort to
training demi-humans. His main skills focused on that factor almost
exclusively. He could not afford to run an army at the moment, but
he could form a squad.

“Scarlet did tell me to get more girls...
Though, she also had a fit when I brought back Mina.” Of course,
Scott suspected that she’d had a problem with that mostly because
she had missed him and had been horny and alone while he had
enjoyed himself thoroughly. Neither of the girls seemed to actually
care if they were in a harem.

Running an army of horny monster girls could
be a problem. He only had so much penis to go around, after all.
“I’ll have to stand firm. Heh, firm... When my army gets to be too
big, the common soldiers will have to just share me... The generals
and commanders will be allowed quality time.”

The logistics of using sex as a proper reward
for excellent service were quite disconcerting, but he would not
think about it too much at the moment. He needed to build a squad
before he could turn them into an army, after all.

“I have a flyer, and two tanks.” Scarlet was
both at the same time. Mina did not know much about fighting, but
as a minotaur she would be obscenely strong and have a natural
instinct for it anyway. She would learn quickly.

“What I need are a medic, heavy ranged
firepower, and a scout.” He could honestly use several of each, but
one of each would be fine.

He took a deep breath then logged into the
pet section. Immediately, images of naked demi-human girls and even
the occasional human popped up. There were also monsters such as
the horned rabbit for sale, but his powers and skills were
primarily focused on demi-humans. Common monsters did not interest
him at the moment. Though, that might change in the future.

The pricing bothered him greatly. He checked
the weapons section again then returned to the pet section. He
frowned. “How can these girls be worth less than a simple steel
broadsword?”

Pets had been quite expensive before. Was
there something wrong here?

“I should check the forums to see if anyone
is talking.” He looked over the site forum then found a few
different threads related to pet ownership. A smirk slowly rose
upon his lips.

The smirk turned into a grin then a cocky nod
of the head. “So, that’s it!”

After the changes were made to the system all
of the supposed pets had grown drastically in intelligence. Unlike
Scott, none of the other beta testers had skills specific to taming
and training demi-humans. A typical monster trainer, and even those
were rare among players, could not use their skills on demi-humans
with as much effect. “So, the poor lil players keep losing their
pets because their sex-slaves wised up and ran away, now?”

Since it was useless for most people to try
and keep demi-human pets, people were selling them at a lower price
on the auction site. He suspected that the lower expense would
change in a few months when Alterra was opened to the general
public.

The monster trainer profession might become
more popular. It was no longer ideal for training demi-humans, but
it did offer a few skills that could work in that direction. Right
now, he had a total monopoly on the proper skill-set, but he would
need to act quickly to secure his status in the future. No more
weepy-eyed bullshitting about human rights and all that.

“Now, do I buy a few pets?” He did need more
people in his group, but how would Scarlet and Mina react? The cost
has lowered, but even the least expensive demi-human was set at a
starting bid of twenty gold coins. He also had lingering concerns
about how much this seemed like slavery.

He thought back to conversations he’d had
with Scarlet. Demi-human girls came to the human world in order to
find strong mates. There were few male demi-humans, and most of
those were found in undesirable races such as goblins. Many races
had no males at all.

“How would a monster girl who wants a
powerful mate react if she was purchased and ordered around by a
level one scrub who she had never met before?” Scott considered his
spoken thought for a moment. He did not need to think long on that
topic. He would be crushed like a bug. Mina was only a few levels
higher than he was when he had acquired her, and had only been
interested because she wanted to be bred. Basically, she had been
in a state of perpetual horniness and Scott had enthusiastically
aided her in removing that status.

“Wait... but that changed, didn’t it?” Scott
checked his information. He was right! If he acquired a new monster
girl, to hell with calling them demi-humans all the time, they
would automatically revert to level one. That was one of the main
differences between his current class and a basic monster trainer
class.

Scott acquired a goofy expression. “Dark Lord
of Alterra, huh...”

It had just been a weird little thing to say,
a fun expression. However, now he could see the possibilities.
Defeat or buy a monster girl and then add her to his battle harem.
Train them properly and watch them grow. Oh yes, that did sound
lovely. Let the other players be knights or mages. He would become
the lord of the sexy monster girls!

He checked the offerings thoroughly. “Oh,
hell yes...”

Scott immediately made a bid on several girls
who were close to the end of the auction. Sure, it felt weird to
buy someone. However, that was something that he could deal with
later. If they absolutely did not want to be part of his growing
army, he’d cut his losses and set them free after they earned back
the money he spent. Sure, it was a justification. Did it matter?
No, not really.

 


An hour passed and he managed to acquire one
the girls that he had bid on. There had only been a handful of bids
the entire week that the girls had been up on the site, but at the
last minute a few people had popped up to bid snipe.

“I just spent the equivalent of three hundred
eighty thousand dollars to buy a naked girl for my harem... Either
this is awesome, or I’m garbage...” He still had mixed feelings on
the concept to be honest. On one hand, he could give the girl an
interesting lifestyle. On the other, he was a douchebag. The two
did not actually have to be exclusive states of being, so he
decided that he would just meet the girl and see what happens.

He read through the purchase agreement then
nodded. He would need to visit the auction house in Ervice if he
wanted to claim his new pet. The money was taken immediately out of
his holdings, but he had up to one week to claim her.

“Better remember that for the future. Only
use the auction house when I’m near town.” It would be the same for
anything that he purchased in the future. The auction was anonymous
now. The auction house existed in most towns of a decent size. You
would place items up on auction through a physical auction house
location in Alterra, and then anyone in the world with access to
the system could bid. Locals could even buy things if they went to
their local auction house and made a bid.

They were all linked together as well. If you
put something up for sale in one town, locals in the region could
buy it. However, players could purchase it through the auction site
anywhere in either of the two worlds involved.

“I’ll buy our equipment in town, I think. The
prices are deadly right now unless you want girls and guns...” Who
did not want girls and guns? Seriously, what was wrong with these
people? Sub-optimal or not, it seemed like an awesome
lifestyle.

Hell, now that he was being honest with
himself... He had managed to acquire the best possible class to
change his life. If he was going to go off on a tangent and live a
real life power fantasy, it might as well include big guns and an
army of sexy monster girls who wanted to do his bidding. The future
certainly promised to be interesting if nothing else.

Scott smirked at the screen. “I went through
absolute shit for this game. Nearly died for real, several times...
Even turned into a bit of a wuss for a while... Still, it might be
worth it.” While everyone else was playing a quirky massively
multiplayer roleplaying game, he would be doing his best to play a
real time tactical RPG.

He could not help but laugh in a sinister and
perverted manner. Would he be seen as a hero or a villain? Who
cared? He had guns and monster girls. It was time to get to
work.

***

The sights and sounds of the city were
lively. In fact, everything was lively and active. Scott could
scarcely believe how much the tiny town of Ervice had changed in
twenty-four hours. There were a lot more people, for one thing.
Some of those people were not human, for another.

A buff man wielding a massive spear trotted
past accompanied by an oversized wolf with horns. Surprisingly,
they were both wearing a version of the town militia uniform.

Scott walked down the street and peeked into
store windows. He also watched couples walking by on the street.
Demi-humans were everywhere. Before he had gone home the only
demi-humans in town, other than Scarlet and Mina, were a handful of
forcefully bonded workers at the saw mill. Now there were elves
baking bread, amazon warrior maidens patrolling the streets, and
cat-tailed dancers performing stylish dance moves on a nearby
street corner.

“What the hell?” This was the end result of
the changes to the world? Demi-humans and humans were living
side-by-side in peace? He had expected that they would constantly
be at odds. Before the change, demi-humans were considered powerful
and evil monsters hell-bent on capturing and subduing humans as
husbands and trophies.

He walked along the crowded streets and took
it all in. His reverie was interrupted by a familiar voice. “Hey,
Scott! You’re back from your trip?”

He looked toward the origin of the voice and
saw Mr. Oldman, the farmer he had purchased Mina from. “Uh, yes.
How are you today?”

“I’m right as rain. Your advice about taking
it easy in my old age paid off! I sold the last of Mina’s milk and
bought a specter.”

“Bought a specter?”

Mr. Oldman, the elderly farmer gestured to
his left and said, “Don’t be shy Avery.”

“Hello, sir. I am Avery, Avery Specter.” A
translucent girl faded into sight next to the older man. Scott
could not help but stare. Despite the fact that she looked like
some kind of ghost, she was quite beautiful.

The old fart slammed his knee and pointed at
Scott. “Yep, I knew that would get you! Avery is going to be my
nurse maid for my remaining years.”

The specter made a soft, embarrassed, noise
then smiled. “Yes, he has a kind spirit.”

“Well, that’s wonderful.” Scott was genuinely
happy for the older man, even if he had no idea why they were even
talking. Mr. Oldman had been acting like he and Scott were
well-acquainted. This particular conversation was the first that he
recalled having with the man outside of a quick negotiation for
what it would take to buy his cow, Mina.

“Oh, the demi-human auction is open for
business now, obviously! I know you must be eager to see what you
can find there!”

“Uh, thank you. That’s good to hear.” Scott
tried to disregard the shudder he felt when he heard the words
demi-human auction. His skin had felt like it was crawling with
insects. His power base would rely on having an army of monster
girls in the future, but he was still not one hundred percent on
board with the ownership angle. Perhaps there was a better
way...

The older gentleman continued to banter with
Scott in a friendly way for several minutes then they parted ways.
While they chatted amiably people would occasionally wave to Scott
and call out things such as, “Hey, Scott!” or “Check it out, it’s
that trainer.”

The strange level of recognition and general
welcome he felt from the townspeople was almost ridiculous. What
had happened? It was like he had led an entirely different life
without knowing it!

“What is all of this?” This strange new
Ervice made him feel like he was experiencing his first day in this
world again.

Scott decided that he needed to get off the
street before he attracted further attention. He had been gawking
at his surroundings like someone who had never seen a city before.
He immediately set off to find the motel he had been using as a
base. He hoped that it would still be there.

~*~

Slow and steady breaths, just take slow and
steady breaths. That was how he had learned to deal with sudden
life-altering changes. Scott looked at the Inn that he had been
staying at previously and took slow, steady, breaths.

“This place, it’s huge now! I can’t possibly
afford to stay here.” Even after converting part of his first
month’s compensation into silver coins he could not see how he
would be able to afford this place. The forty gold coins from the
one hundred coins that he had been granted would need to be used to
buy equipment, the rest would be held as part of a war chest that
he was planning. He had exchanged dollars for silver coins in order
to pay for lodgings and incidentals.

Scott sighed then walked into the lobby of
the massive hotel and walked to the desk clerk. Thankfully, she
looked familiar. “Hello Wanda, can you tell me if I still stay
here?”

She looked at the trainer then shrugged.
“Yeah, you paid up front for another month the other day,
remember?”

“Sure, but I’m forgetful. What was my room
number again?”

“Room number? You didn’t rent a room, are you
alright?”

“Yes, I’ve just had a very long trip.”

“Right, anyway... you rented a cottage out
back.”

“Uh...”

“It is cottage number eight, last one at the
far back, dead center on the turn around.” She eyed him critically
for a moment then looked away. Trainers of any stripe were an odd
lot, who knew what was going on in his head?

“Yes, thank you for reminding me.” Scott
waved to the perennially annoyed woman then walked through the back
door. He did not even want to ask how much it must have cost to
rent that cottage. The marble fountain in the courtyard spoke quite
succinctly about the price range of the hotel room offerings. The
very thought of the potential cost made his anus draw tightly
together and start to clench.

Cottage number eight was a small house in the
far back area of a communal lot. When he stepped onto the welcome
mat a message screen popped up.

<<< * >>>

Welcome Home!

<<< * >>>

After a long and arduous journey you have returned to
your current home of residence in the town of Ervice. Please take
the next few hours to familiarize yourself with your immediate
surroundings.

Many things have changed since you left Alterra.
Please read the messages: Background Information and Trainer
Recap.

Thank you, and sorry about any inconveniences that
you may initially face.

<<< * >>>

“Messages? Alright...” Scott opened up the first
screen, background information.

<<< Background Information
>>>

Welcome back to Alterra, demi-human trainer
Scott!

The world of Alterra has been revamped in
anticipation of the final push before the beta testing period ends.
You have gone through a lot of trouble. You have chosen to accept
the compensation package provided to you. As such, you will not be
reset to level one along with the other beta testers once we have
reached one month from the official release date.

However, there is a level twenty cap applied to all
players until the official launch. This means that you will not be
able to achieve a level higher than twenty until the official
launch date. This does not limit your skill growth, but it does
affect the level of your harem members. Your equipment and
resources will not be affected.

Background: You are a demi-human Trainer
allowed to come to this world by the gods of Alterra. Your homeland
is known to be America. The troubles that you faced before during
the quantum interference debacle are known to your harem members.
However, they do not know about any of the details and it would be
best not to discuss it too much in detail.

Due to your prior exploits performing menial labor
for the people, you have achieved a slight amount of fame in
Ervice. Your fame does not extend beyond the town but it has been
attributed to your skills as a trainer instead of as a manual
laborer. You are a recognizable figure in town.

<<< * >>>

“OK, that does help a little. I am not crazy
about the level cap, but at least my level won’t be reset in two
months. I don’t think I could stand it again if they screwed me
over like that. It will suck for the other beta testers with a high
level, though.” said Scott. He rubbed his chin for a moment.
Jameson had already mentioned it as well.

Everyone would have their levels reset, so he
was not as upset by his minor loss. It even made sense since it was
a beta testing period. Though, he had thought that the beta testing
period would last a lot longer than it had.

“Better check the trainer recap thing.”

<<< Trainer Recap >>>

You are a demi-human trainer, an advanced profession
in the monster trainer professional line. Your powers are mostly
devoted to the training of demi-humans to serve your needs. You may
learn magic due to your need to develop means of healing and
improving your monsters.

Your ability to tame and utilize demi-human labor is
based on your Charisma, the taming skill, and your level.
Currently, you have a maximum force size of five. A force size of
four is the basic capacity of a demi-human Trainer at your level.
However, your Charisma is high enough to add an additional slot.
With each increase in player level, skill level, or ten points of
charisma you will be able to add an additional demi-human to your
roster.

Example: If you have one hundred points of
charisma, are level ten, and have a taming skill level of ten, you
will be able to have a force size of thirty-two. This means that
you would be able to have a thirty-two unit demi-human army
officially under your command.

At various points along your career path, this can be
customized and you may be able to have a larger army through
various means.

<<< * >>>

“Now that was useful. There are actual limits
on how many people I can lead. Good to know.” said the man.

Scott closed the screen then placed his hand
on the door. There was no door handle, but he was used to that.
Privacy doors on Alterran buildings were keyed to only open for
people who were authorized to open them. A short clicking sound
emanated from the door and it opened when he pressed on it.

The cottage was quite lovely on the inside.
At the entrance he could see hardwood floors, a sliding glass door
at the back that lead to a beautiful garden, a small kitchen, and
several doors.

He looked the place over then shook his head.
“Yeah, there’s no way in hell I can afford this place!”

Well, that was an issue for a later date. He
had paid the rent for the remainder of the month. Somehow he
doubted that he had paid a mere thirty copper per night,
however.

Once he entered he cottage he was assaulted
by the loud moans of familiar voices. He blinked slowly then shut
the door behind him while making as little noise as possible. The
monster girl trainer walked to the master bedroom and stopped just
outside the door.

“Who’s the queen?” asked a commanding female
voice.

“Y-you are sister...” called out a different
voice. The tone was softer and became a low moan half way
through.

The sound of flesh being smacked carried
through the open doorway. Scott leaned in and saw a sight that
would hopefully haunt his dreams for days to come. His two current
harem members were entangled atop the bed.

Scarlet, the red headed dragon girl; had slid
between the thighs of Mina, the busty blond minotaur. Their bodies
writhed together hotly, as they performed the age old practice of
tribbing. Scarlet and Mina pressed their soft, pink, vaginas
against each other in a sensual and dynamic manner.

Mina panted gently while the alpha of the
harem put her in her place. She had been taking too much of their
master’s time of late and Scarlet did not want to her to think that
she could usurp her position.

Scott watched as the dragon slipped her hands
forward then gripped Mina’s large and supple breasts. Mina
unleashed a soft, “Moo.” It was something that a minotaur only did
when they felt good.

“You milky slut, you used these big tits to
seduce master didn’t you?” Scarlet pressed her pussy hotly against
Mina’s in an aggressive display of dominance before squeezing and
twisting the girl’s breasts.

“N-not a slut.” Mina moaned loudly then began
to pant a little harder.

“Liar, I know you use these tits to keep him
satisfied. Don’t forget who is in charge.” said Scarlet.

“Who’s in charge...?” asked Mina before she
mooed once more, louder than before.

“Yeah, who’s in charge? Say it!” demanded
Scarlet.

The dragon girl gasped loudly when strong,
masculine, hands gripped her own impressive breasts. “Yes, who’s in
charge, Scarlet?”

“Scott!” Scarlet tried to turn toward him,
but he hugged her tightly and prevented it.

“Damn right...” he said, before grinning down
at Mina. She smiled back up at him in a shy manner.

“You said that you would not be back till
tomorrow.” said Scarlet accusingly.

“I also said that this sexy pussy of yours
belonged to me, yet here you are using it so cruelly to punish your
new sister.” replied Scott before he reached down to slide two
fingers into her soaking wet slit.

Mina pouted a little. She had a sexy pussy
too, you know. Why was she being left out?

“Scott... I ...” Scarlet sounded both worried
and aroused. Her concern turned to complete arousal after her begin
to massage her breasts.

He whispered into her ear, “I’ve missed
you.”

Scarlet’s beautiful ass pressed back against
him and he smiled. He had truly missed these girls. He looked down
at Mina and smiled. “It’s nice to see my girls playing well
together.”

The minotaur giggled softly then blushed and
looked away. He knew full well that this so-called power struggle
was just the two of them being horny perverts. Mina was quite
submissive, and Scarlet loved to be dominant. This was not the
first time that he had found them together, and hopefully it would
not be the last time either.


Chapter 3

The slow steady rhythm of Mina and Scarlet breathing
put Scott at ease. They had fallen asleep after they had thoroughly
enjoyed their lengthy snuggle session. He smiled down at them
briefly. They looked quite beautiful intertwined together.

After soaking in the glorious image, he
walked into the living room. While he could have used a nap
himself, he had other things to focus on. He sat down on the couch
and opened up his skill screen to check skills. He did not have
many that he could work with at the moment. Most were related to
battle or training demi-humans.

“I’ll need to pick up a few more skills. I
need stuff to work with during down time.” Scott considered his
needs. While he wanted to become a powerful figure in this world,
his primary focus at the moment was to raise his army. What he had
in raw damage potential was reasonable for the level of enemies
they would face until the level cap ended. What he needed was
support.

Scott frowned and rubbed his chin. He did not
want to expend a precious slot in his current army for a support
girl. After he had a lot more people to work with, it would be good
to make an entire support squad. At the moment, however, he wanted
to be able to fight and defeat stronger monsters quickly.

“I suppose I can become the primary support
person until our levels increase. I am planning to become a ranged
fighter for the moment anyway.” Scott considered the options
carefully. Cooking, repairs, healing, and maintenance were the most
important skills he would need in that role.

He had skill books for cooking and
maintenance. He had lost his healing prayer spell, sadly. He would
need to reacquire that or find a different one. “Maybe I should
learn alchemy?”

The ability to create potions would be good,
but a healing spell might be better. Potions required money or
ingredients, sometimes both. “I can’t do everything myself. I’ll
never develop enough skill to be useful in my role after a certain
point.”

What Scott needed was to become skilled at a
few support skills for the moment. He did not need to be the best,
just good enough for their current needs until he could acquire the
services of someone more dedicated to those tasks. “The repair
skill would be nice to have, but I can pay to have equipment
repaired. Maintenance will take care of minor issues. As long as I
maintain our equipment regularly they won’t need to be repaired as
often anyway. I’ll definitely learn it in the future, though”

He opted to focus on cooking, maintenance,
and acting as a healer. “I’ll need to learn a healing spell, but
till then I can buy potions.”

Scott rubbed his chin. Cooking and
maintenance would need to be his priorities. Maintenance was more
important than cooking since food can be purchased in bulk. Still,
campfire cooking in the wilderness would allow them to use the meat
and other items found in the wilds to supplement food. That would
provide them with the ability take longer hunting trips.

Scott shut down his menu screen and stood up
once more. It was time to train his skills. Hunting would be
difficult in the current time-frame, but that just meant that he
had the chance to grind his support skills.

Maintenance was not really optimal for
training at the moment since his army currently had very little
equipment to work with. Cooking was a much more viable training
option at the moment.

“I’ll need to go get some ingredients. I have
plenty of rabbit chunks floating around, but I’ll need stuff to go
with it.” Scott quietly left the cottage.

Over half an hour passed before he returned.
The girls were still asleep, so he chose to be quiet while he went
about his training.

He went into the kitchen and took out several
pots, pans, and a myriad number of cooking utensils. He recalled
the words of the cook at the restaurant that he had worked at
alongside Scarlet. “Start simple and build a recipe book. I already
gained one recipe by acquiring the skill so I should auto-create
that.”

He started his cooking training by opening
his skill menu and clicking on his cooking skill. The recipe list
popped up and he chose to make toast.

<<< Simple Toast >>>

Bread lightly toasted on both sides. It is one of the
simplest possible dishes.

Difficulty: F-1

Taste: F-1

Preparation Time: 2 minutes

Mana Cost: 35 per slice.

Maximum Servings: 4

Will you make toast? Yes (#) | No

<<< * >>>

He chose to make two pieces of toast through
auto-creation. He had purchased cooking ingredients in bulk
earlier, so he had plenty of bread.

After cheating his way to more bread, he
pre-heated the oven and turned on the stove top burners, all of
them. A few minutes passed while he busily prepared several dishes
at once. One pot of water held rice. One held boiling eggs. Another
held pasta. A final pot was a basic vegetable stew mixed with
chopped chunks of rabbit.

In the oven he had chosen to create three
dozen biscuits. Time passed and he made several dishes. Sometimes
the sheer amount of things cooking at once overwhelmed him and they
did not turn out as well as he would like. Still, he acquired over
a dozen new recipes, all low-quality, and increased his current
cooking skill level by fifty percent of his needed experience.

“Cooking takes a lot of effort to increase.
They were right about that.” Cooking seemed like it would become a
primarily auto-mode skill once he started to make decent food. The
amount of experience earned dropped considerably for those dishes,
but at least it could be used consistently, even while hunting.

“Hmm, I should make something that I actually
want to eat tonight.” Was it wasteful to think that he had cooked
solely to be better at cooking? Did it matter? He knew that the
girls ate a lot and he was no slouch when it came to consuming
food. None of it would go to waste.

He looked at the massive amount of rice
sitting in a large mixing bowl then scratched his chin. He had
roughly two hundred pounds of rabbit meat to dispose of somehow. He
had often made stir-fry chicken strips. It would not hurt to test
out rabbit stir-fry.

Scott washed his hands and acquired two
chopping boards. First he chopped up the bell peppers and onions
that he intended to use. Afterward he placed them into a bowl. A
large slab of rabbit meat rapidly became several dozen smaller
strips of meat.

Time passed as he stir-fried several pans of
rabbit meat with onions and bell peppers. When the first two rounds
were complete, he had just enough left for one proper pan of
stir-fry so he decided to take extra-special care with it. He
seasoned it at just the right time. He stirred continuously. He
allowed the meat to drain properly. He did everything that he could
think of to make it the best stir-fry he had ever made.

When he finished the dish, the result was
clearly superior to his other stir-fried creations. He was not
surprised when he heard a soft, “Ding!” Whenever he created a new
dish he would be able to add the recipe, after all. However, the
screen that popped up was not what he had expected.

<<< * >>>

You have created a fine medium-quality dish!

Horned Rabbit Stir-Fry

Difficulty: C-3

Taste: B-1

Presentation: D-3

Overall Score: 45

Bonus: +5 health regeneration for one
hour.

Cooking Skill has increased 1 level.

Intellect +1

Agility +1

<<< * >>>

“What the... I gained more experience with
that one pan than everything I cooked this whole time?” It became
apparent that the key to developing the cooking skill was to
actually make an effort. It made sense, but now he felt that he had
wasted his time during the last hour.

Since it was his best effort, he decided that
it would be the first thing he ate in this world that he had made
with his own hands. He scooped up some rice from the bowl then
spread it around on his plate in a careful manner. He liked to
flatten his rice out on the plate when he made stir-fry and
rice.

He added the stir-fried rabbit and vegetables
to his rice then grinned. It looked lovely! Before he could taste
it another soft ding caught his attention.

<<< * >>>

You have created a medium-quality dish!

Horned Rabbit Stir-Fry Over Rice

Difficulty: C-3

Taste: C-4

Presentation: D-4

Overall Score: 45

Bonus: +5 Health regeneration for one hour.
+10 Stamina for one hour.

Cooking Skill has increased 1 level.

Intellect +1

Agility +1

<<< * >>>

“You’re kidding, right? There’s no way! Two
levels just like that? What the hell was I doing for the last
hour?” This was ridiculous. He changed his evaluation of the
cooking skill. The auto-mode would be used for eating in the wild,
but when he actively trained it would be with all of his heart and
stomach. One would be for general dietary requirements; the other
would be to save his sanity.

The rapid increase in experience had to be
due to the overall score for the dish. None of the others that he
had made had even topped the twenty-point mark. “Hmm, none of the
simpler dishes had a presentation ranking, either.”

He was done cooking for the day, possibly for
several days, so he packed everything up and stuck it in his
inventory. It would not spoil for a minimum of seven days inside
his inventory, so this cooking spree would be good enough for a few
days of hunting at least.

Scott sighed then turned to look at the worst
part of cooking, the mountain of dishes that he had to wash. He had
thought that increasing his cooking skill would mostly involve
grinding, but nothing prepared him for the sheer magnitude of what
it took to clean those dishes. Plates, bowls, pans, chopping
boards... they consumed his life. He had prepared fourteen dishes,
but made enough to feed about fifty people for a day or two.

After he finally finished the Herculean task,
Scott washed his hands and sat down at the table. He checked his
skill-levels with the vain hope that he had acquired some sort of
experience for that. There was no change in either his skills or
stats. Washing dishes was not something that he could benefit from
besides having clean cookware.

“You know; first chance I get... I’m training
someone to do this shit.” He blew out a soft breath then spied a
pot-lid that had escaped his notice.

“Damn...” He reached under the table to pick
it up and noticed that it had a small dent in the side.

“That’s probably from where it hit the
ground.” Scott started to toss it in the sink and forget about it,
but realized that it would give him a chance to test his
maintenance skill.

“Fine, let’s see what happens. Maintain!” A
soft blue light streaked across the dirty, slightly dented,
pot-lid. Once the brief lightshow ended Scott grinned. The dent was
gone. The maintenance skill could correct minor flaws such as a
small dent or a small break. Greater damage than that would require
use of the actual repair skill.

His joy ended as quickly as it had begun,
however. “Where did the food stains go?”

He stared at the spotlessly clean pot-lid.
“No.”

Scott grabbed a bit of food from one of the
containers. He dirtied the lid and let it sit on the table for a
few minutes. After he was satisfied that it was quite dirty, he
repeated his maintenance action. The food stains disappeared and
the lid took on a spotless appearance.

“You’ve got to be kidding! I just washed all
of these dishes, and all I had to do was use the maintenance skill
on the pots and pans?” He was both distraught and delighted. Life
had a funny way of sticking it to him that was both beneficial, and
maddening.

Maintenance included things like cleaning,
realigning, and performing minor repairs. When he washed the dishes
by hand, nothing had changed so he had overlooked that skill. It
was a skill that had to be activated directly to work! “Hell
yeah... They go hand in hand. Even when I’m not fixing equipment, I
can use this to clean dishes.”

He would wash them lightly afterward, anyway.
Even if they looked perfectly clean, he wanted to feel like they
were clean. Still, performing a light wash and rinse was a lot
better than dealing with the burnt in stains and terrible gunk he
had been forced to scrape away.

After finishing the clean-up he smiled. He
had gained two levels worth of cooking skill and increased two of
his stats in the process. He almost wanted to settle in and cook
more, just to use his maintenance skill, but he opted to go out to
the garden for some much needed exercise.

“Let’s see just what I can do now.” said
Scott.

The newly classed demi-human trainer dropped
down and started to do push-ups. He used to perform vigorous
physical exercise in order to try and increase his stats. The
system had changed a bit, but he would probably still be able to
increase his abilities through hard work. Push-ups were like a
strength cheat code as far as he had been concerned.

Scott performed his push-ups with his arms
spread far apart. Up and down, up and down, he continued to raise
and lower his body while controlling his breathing. He had twenty
points of strength. That was twice the strength rating of an
average level one human. Of course, that average was meant for
someone who was fit and athletic.

“Sixty-seven... Sixty-eight...” Scott
continued to count. He started to tire when he hit ninety-two. By
the time he reached one hundred wide-arm push-ups his arms started
to tremble. He persevered, however.

He felt pain lance through his arms and
chest, but he continued to push. After one hundred twelve push-ups
he collapsed to the floor. Scott panted heavily then smiled. That
was better than his personal best in the army. He had managed to do
seventy-four in two minutes for his fitness test, but that was a
severe outlier. He typically managed only to perform in the low
fifties.

A soft dinging sound echoed in the cool
evening air. A message screen appeared.

<<< * >>>

You have taken damage due to pushing yourself beyond
the limits of your stamina. Health regeneration is decreased by ten
percent for one hour.

<<< * >>>

“Good.” Scott yawned then rolled over. That
had sounded ominous but he received warnings like that all the
time. They were actually a good thing. It would force his hidden
stamina stat to increase slightly after he healed up. Of course,
after he regained his health he would not be able to do as many
push-ups before he reached his limit again. Yet, that was also a
good thing to a point.

He felt an electrical pulse pass through his
body. Scott smiled while looking up and the sky. He held one hand
up and waved at a passing cloud. This world and its wonders... He
felt truly alive here.

It was not long before the pulses stopped. He
knew what that meant. He had fully regenerated his health and
stamina. “This existence... I like it.”

Scott smirked once more then rolled over and
started to do push-ups once more. He brought his arms close to his
body and began to push with conviction. He kept doing that. He did
over a thousand push-ups before he received his first notification
that it had paid off.

<<< * >>>

Due to your intense physical exertion over the course
of time your strength has increased.

Strength + 1

<<< * >>>

“Sweet, but it took a little over a thousand
push-ups... I’ll have to intensify my work out soon.” Scott rolled
over and started to do crunches. While his girls slept the sleep of
the naughty and satisfied, their master worked hard to be just a
little less weak.

~*~

Dawn had come to the world after a long and
energetic night. Scott had worked himself to a point of extreme
exhaustion then collapsed on the couch to avoid bothering his
sleeping ladies. They might have wanted his attention and he had
absolutely no energy left for such things.

Scarlet looked at her master, her face a mask
of annoyance and confusion. “You already acquired a new harem
member?”

“Yes, her name is Rowan. We need to pick her
up in a few hours. She will be a good addition, I think.”

“Rowan? That’s a pretty name.” said Mina. The
minotaur smiled sweetly at Scott.

Scarlet squinted at the girl then looked back
at Scott. “Yes, after we collect her we will need to acquire proper
equipment and get to know each other. Plans are progressing nicely,
but we need to discuss the future.”

“What kind of girl is she?” asked the
dragon.

“Ah, she’s a centaur. She is skilled in the
use of bows and spears. I hope she proves to be intelligent as it
would be nice to groom a cavalry commander early on.”

“Cavalry commander?” asked Mina.

Scarlet was also curious about his meaning.
“Commander?”

“Yes, I intend to form an army of highly
nubile and powerful women to conquer the world... or at least build
a kingdom. Remember your dream and our future goal, Scarlet?”

“We’re already working on it?” The dragon’s
eyes lit up with great excitement. Territory, power, hot sex...
yes!

“Definitely, I don’t know if you are aware of
it but after returning here from my homeland... I managed to
upgrade my class. I am not just a monster trainer anymore, but
instead I am a demi-human trainer.” said Scott.

Scarlet’s eyes widened. “That... That’s
great. If I’m not mistaken that is a much more powerful type of
trainer.”

“Is it?” asked Mina.

Scott nodded to them then said, “Yes. I can
call you girls from anywhere in the world and you can all attend to
me. So, basically I can summon my monster girl army at any time.
There is no mana cost for actively fighting alongside me now,
either.”

Scarlet looked like she was about to burst
with joy. “That’s wonderful news!”

He smiled at her. “I also have a few other
neat tricks to show you, and I have the right to claim territory as
well. So, as soon as we find a good place to stake our claim we can
take it.”

“Wow, things will get interesting soon, huh?”
asked Mina.

“Yes, I hope so. I’m limited in the number of
girls who I can officially lead. I’ll focus on building a solid
squad first and help you girls develop solid leadership
abilities.”

“This is happening. I can hardly believe it!”
exclaimed Scarlet with excitement. She was positively glowing at
the idea of being able to be queen of an army of powerful
demi-humans.

Scott chuckled at the dragon then leaned over
and took her hand. “Yep, let’s see how far we can take this. Shall
we?”

Scarlet walked over and gave him a tight hug.
She reached back and clasped Mina’s hand. The minotaur stood up and
joined her master and her queen in a warm and sensual embrace. Sexy
team building would soon begin.

~*~

Ervice was an interesting and lively place
once again as the trio walked swiftly through the streets. Scott
and the girls arrived at the auction house after a few minutes. The
beta tester took in the site of a building that looked fairly
modern. There were large bay windows in the front that revealed an
open lobby.

“Swanky.” said Scott.

“Swanky?” asked Mina.

He grinned at her then nodded. “Yeah,
swanky.”

“What does that even mean?” asked
Scarlet.

“It means I need to learn local slang, I
guess. Anyway, let’s go inside and locate Rowan.” replied the man.
The trio entered the building and approached the receptionist on
duty.

The receptionist turned out to be a platinum
blond bunny girl, of all things. “Greetings! Welcome to the Ervice
auction house. How may I help you today?”

Scott smiled at the perky feisty feline girl
then asked, “I have not been to the auction house before, but I am
supposed to have someone waiting for me here.”

The receptionist tilted her head to the left
causing one of her ears to flop over. “Oh? Did you have an
appointment to meet a staff member?”

“Ah no. I am picking someone up who will be
added to my team. I am a demi-human Trainer. The one I am seeking
is a centaur named Rowan.” replied Scott.

“Oh, I see. You’re a trainer. There are not
many people in your line of work who come to our auction house.”
replied the receptionist. She tapped her desk and a holographic
display appeared in front of her. It looked like a more detailed
version of the message screens that he worked with frequently.

Scott considered the girl sitting at the
reception desk. She did not seem to be unsettled by his line of
work. If anything she seemed curious. Were trainers not seen as a
bad thing in this world? The people who had called out to him on
the street did not seem particularly put off by his line of work
either.

“Aha! She is currently housed at Ariadnos
city’s auction house. We can transfer her here if you like. There
is no charge since it is an auction house located on the same
network as our own.”

They can transfer people like that? That
could prove to be quite useful in the future. He had wondered how
he would get to her if he had to travel to a specific auction
house. “Thank you, please do.”

The bunny girl receptionist smiled at him
then tapped a few keys on a holographic display. She watched the
screen for a moment then nodded. “Alright, the transfer is set. She
is third in line for transport, and will arrive in approximately
twelve minutes. You can retrieve her in transport room number
three.”

“Thank you, Ms. you have been a great help.”
said Scott.

A soft pink glow crept along the bridge of
her nose. “Do you really think so?”

Scarlet groaned loudly and Scott turned to
look at her. She shook her head at him.

“Hmm?” asked Scott.

“Nothing....” said the dragon girl.

Mina placed a hand to her lips and tried to
stifle a giggle that threatened to burst forth. She failed
miserably.

The unnamed bunny girl laughed nervously then
ran her hands along her well-proportioned body in a non-subtle
display. “You know, bunny girls can be good fighters...”

“Can they?” asked Scott. He was intrigued
now. He had always liked bunny girls for some reason. The imagery
always made him want to cuddle them, much like he wanted to pet cat
girls.

“Yes! We are quite popular battlers. Of
course, that is also up to the trainer...”

Scarlet snorted loudly and rolled her eyes.
“Geeze, just ask him already.”

The receptionist pouted at the dragon then
turned back to Scott. “Uhm, I am under contract here at the
moment... but if you are looking for more members for your team, I
only have two months left before my term here ends. You could
acquire my services without great expense.”

Scott rubbed his chin. This was a far from
what he had expected with this job. The girl was asking him to take
her on! “Why would you want that? You don’t even know me?”

She shook her head rapidly. “Trainers are
able to bring out the greatest strength inside someone. I want to
be stronger and live a life that doesn’t involve as much
paperwork.”

“I see. Is there any other reason?” he
asked.

The receptionist’s face turned bright red and
she nodded a little. “Yes, of course...”

Scarlet placed her hand to her forehead and
sighed loudly. “Seriously, just tell him that you’re in heat and
get it over with.”

“How rude!” exclaimed the bunny girl.

“In heat?” asked Scott. He looked at the girl
carefully and noticed a subtle nod. The poor bunny was ever so
ready for proper training.

“Yes... I suppose I am, but I do want to be
stronger as well.”

“I’m not sure how you would fit into the
group I am forming. How much do you think it would cost to acquire
your services?”

She coughed a little then sighed. “It would
require at least eighty silvers, not expensive at all compared to
buying someone at auction....”

“Ah, no problem then... but you’ll have to
work hard and do as you’re told. Is that fine with you?”

“R-really? That was not too much?” she asked,
mildly surprised. Eighty silver coins was nearly one gold coin.
That was equal to the basic living expenses over the course of an
entire year for many people.

“No, but you’ll have to work hard to earn
back that money.” replied Scott with a smile.

“Oh yes! Work me as hard and as long as you
like!” cried the girl.

Mina smirked at Scarlet. “And you call me
slutty.”

“You are.” replied the dragon in an
off-handed manner.

Mina pouted at her sister. She did not deny
it, but she did certainly pout about it being stated so openly.

“How do I do this? You know, acquire your
services?”

“It’s automated. All I have to do is call up
a contract screen. It is customary for authorized purchasers to buy
out the contracts of demi-humans. You might want to look into that
in the future instead of buying someone at auction.”

“You make a good point. If I can acquire the
services of someone interesting at a lower price that would be
best.” replied Scott.

The still unnamed bunny girl fiddled with her
holographic display for a moment then a screen appeared before
Scott.

<<< Contract Purchase Agreement
>>>

You have been asked to agree to a contract. Please
read carefully.

--

The demi-human Deanna has offered to sell her current
contract with the Ervice Auction house. The contract stipulates the
following:

You must care for, feed, and clothe Deanna.

Deanna will require frequent social interaction.

Deanna enjoys being cuddled frequently.

Contract Time Remaining: 2 Months 3 days

Contract Transfer Cost: 80 silver coins

Do you accept this contract? Yes | No

<<< * >>>

Scott looked at Deanna the bunny girl then
smiled. “You entered a contract for frequent cuddling and
food?”

“Yes...” replied Deanna.

Scott chuckled softly then clicked ‘yes.’ The
contract screen disappeared and a new message appeared.

<<< * >>>

Congratulations!

You have acquired a new harem member, the bunny girl
Deanna.

Her level was seven, but it will revert to level
one.

She is under contract for two months. You may
negotiate a change in terms one week before the end of term. It
should be noted that she will have to finish her remaining
receptionist shift for the day at the auction house.

<<< * >>>

“Wow, great!” exclaimed Deanna. She hopped
over the counter and gave Scott a friendly hug.

He reached up and ran his hand over her hair.
She began to rub up against him in response.

“Oh that feels nice.” said Deanna.

“Well, you do require lots of cuddling...”
said Scott. He wanted to abide by the contract after all.

Deanna giggled. She looked up at him, her
eyes slightly glazed over due to building emotion. Her fluffy tail
began to twitch excitedly. “Yes, I like to be petted like this as
well.”

“I like to be petted too, you know.” said
Mina. Her tail lashed back and forth in obvious expectation.

Scarlet grumbled a bit then said, “Yeah, no
kidding...”

“Girls, don’t be jealous. I’ll pet everyone
soon.” said Scott.

Scarlet snorted at him then looked away, her
face slightly reddened. “Don’t we need to go pick up your other new
girl?”

Scott looked at her for a moment then
politely disentangled himself from Deanna. He walked over and
pulled Scarlet into a tight hug. Scarlet did not fight his
attention at all, but neither did she reciprocate.

“Hey, Scarlet...”

“Yeah...?” she asked softly.

“Isn’t this what you wanted? You told me that
I needed to acquire more girls.”

She sniffed softly then nodded. “Yeah, I
did... but...”

“If this will be a problem then we can stop
adding new people to the team? We might never be able to achieve
the goals that we set, but we can still have a good life.” said
Scott. He liked the idea of having his own nubile monster girl
army, but an adventurous life could be had with only a small harem
after all.

“No, it’s OK. I just... We haven’t spent any
time alone together recently.”

Scott placed his hand to Scarlet’s cheek and
gently redirected her gaze toward his face. “Tell you what. After
we get everyone settled in and equipped let’s we go on a training
trip by ourselves. Just like we used to do?”

“I... really?” she asked him, her eyes wide
and hopeful.

Scott kissed her on the nose then pressed his
forehead against hers. “Yes. Really.”

She leaned in and pressed her lips softly
against his then snuggled into him. “I’d like that, but it would
not be fair to the others.”

“True, but you’re my queen.” said Scott.

“Maybe for a few hours... We should all go
hunting or something before that, though.”

“Sounds good.”

Scarlet pulled back and wiped her eyes a
little. “You... You might want to do that with everyone else as
well. Girls need alone time with their master after all.”

“We’ll set up a schedule. Say, Monday through
Friday there will be a six hour block of time where I spend time
just with one of your girls. Weekends can be group outing
days.”

“It doesn’t need to be that strictly
regulated... Though if we are in town for a week or two at a time
that could work. Out in the field we’ll just all be together. Is
that alright?” asked Scarlet.

Scott kissed her sweetly on the lips then
nodded. “I have a slot for one more girl right now. So, we should
all decide on the type of person to add to the team. I won’t add
anyone else for a while unless there is some sort of agreement that
adding them is good.”

“Aww, how sweet. I can’t wait till I am done
here.” said Deanna. The bunny girl smiled and happily wiggled her
fluffy tail. Her new master seemed like a nice guy.

“What about the reception desk here? You have
to finish your shift right?” asked Scott.

“Yeah. Unfortunately, I just started my shift
three hours ago. I have another few hours left.” admitted the
lop-earred demi-Human.

“Alright, I’ll gather up our other team
member. We can all meet here after you finish work. Does that sound
good?” asked Scott.

Deanna hopped up and down excitedly. The
movement caused many intriguing counter motions. “Very. I’ll be
waiting!”

Scott smiled. “Alright. I suppose we can all
just get together for today and get to know each other. We can do
some field work tomorrow.”

“Sounds great...” said Deanna before kissing
her new master softly on the lips.

“I suspect that I am going to be a very
dehydrated man soon. I wonder if it’s too late to just be a warrior
or something.” he said.

Scarlet laughed at him and the other girls
joined in, he had little choice in the matter. He wanted to be a
master of monster girls. Now he had to deal with that aspect of
existence.

They parted ways with the bouncing,
bodacious, bunny girl and headed toward the third transport room.
Once they arrived they spoke to the attendant and were informed
that the new arrivals would appear in roughly two minutes.

Scott slipped his left arm around Mina and
his right arm around Scarlet. He pulled them close. “Girls, our
family is growing. Are you both really alright with that?”

“I’m good. I do want some alone time with you
sometime, though.” said Mina. She ran her hand down to caress his
ass.

Scarlet said, “As long as I’m queen, I want
the family to be bigger. I simply demand alone time as well.”

“I’ll need to work on my stamina and find
more hours in the day.” he replied with a grin.

“Well, we can always play with each other
too...” said the buxom minotaur.

She flushed prettily when he looked down at
her. “You enjoy that don’t you?”

“I’d rather be with you, but so far playing
with Scarlet has been a lot of fun.” said Mina.

“I feel the same.” said Scarlet. The dragon
leaned against her master and sighed.

“It is not really fair to you girls, me
raising an army.” said Scott.

“Well, you don’t have to mate with everyone.
You do know that right?” asked Scarlet.

“I don’t?” asked Scott. He was honestly
surprised to hear that.

“No! Geeze, you are such a moron. Just keep a
group of powerful commanders, as you said. The rest can be your
common soldiers.” said the dragon.

“I suppose, but won’t the soldiers be unhappy
if I don’t give them that good lovin’?” asked Scott.

“Maybe, but you can put them on a rotating
schedule by squad or something.” she said.

“Just don’t forget to milk Me.” said
Mina.

Scott reached his hand up and massaged her
left breast. “Who would forget to do that?”

Whatever she was going to say died on her
lips as the transporter pad in the room began to light up. They
turned toward it and watched as several items appeared. They came
in waves and many different things were sent to the local auction
house from afar.

Finally, a much larger item appeared. This
item arrived in the form of a naked creature with the upper body of
a beautiful, voluptuous, woman. Her lower body was that of a brown
colored horse. It was an impressive and appealing mixture.

“Ah...” The centaur looked around carefully
then spied Scott and the girls. She looked to them curiously, as
they were the only people there other than the uniformed
attendant.

“Hello, are you Rowan?” asked Scott.

She inclined her head gently. “Yes, and you
are?”

“I am Scott. Technically speaking, I
purchased you.” he said. Why beat around the bush?

“Oh, I see. I’ve been sold. That explains why
I disappeared from that locked stall that they kept me in.”

“They kept you locked up?” he asked. That was
not something that he had wanted to hear.

“Yes, dangerous beasts and demi-humans are
kept locked in cages and stalls.” replied Rowan.

“Well, no matter what you decide that won’t
be happening anymore.”

“What I decide? What do you mean?” She took
an experimental step forward then then walked down from the
platform.

“I purchased you, but what you want to do is
up to you. I prefer to have people on my team who want to be there.
If you would prefer to simply work to repay your debt, and then be
set free, you can do that. Otherwise, I’ll welcome you to the team
and get you situated.”

She canted her head to the left slight then
flicked her horse-like ears. “Why would you afford me such a
luxury? By law, you own me completely.”

Scott smiled at her. “I’m not an
asshole.”

Rowan blinked at him then leaned back. She
snorted softly then tried to fight back a laugh. She managed to
rein it in, but it threatened to return. “Very well... Since you
wish to afford me such a luxury, I will take you up on your offer.
May I work with you until my debt is cleared and then decide if I
wish to stay with you?”

“That sounds like the best way to go about
this, so yes.” replied Scott. He was visibly relieved by her
decision. If she had been adamant about leaving, he would not have
tried to stop her. He wanted powerful minions, but he did not want
slaves.

She smiled at him then cantered over to where
the group waited. Perhaps this would turn out to be an interesting
new relationship.


Chapter 4

The sun gently shined down upon the garden. It was a
simple but lovely scene complete with several rose bushes and a few
flowering trees. The soft scent of roses and fresh earth drifted
through the air putting Scott and the girls at ease.

“Would you like more tea?” Scott looked to
Mina then to Scarlet. Finally, he turned to the newest arrivals,
Rowan and Deanna.

The dark haired centaur quickly held up her
hand and shook her head. Deanna, however, gladly took a cup. Mina
mimicked Rowan, but Scarlet answered with a simple, “No
thanks.”

“Alright, well let’s get started then.” said
Scott.

“Fine by me.” said Scarlet.

“Right.” said Mina.

Rowan quietly nodded. She slipped her arms
around herself and drew her body down a little. She was nervous
about this meeting, and about having clothes. She was unaccustomed
to wearing shirts and the one that she had borrowed from Mina was a
little tight.

Scott looked at the girls then said, “We need
to plan our next moves carefully ladies.”

“Next moves?” asked Mina.

“Yes, I intend to make our family one of the
strongest around. This means we’ll need more members. However, it
also means that we will need to take control of land and
territory.”

Scarlet placed her hands together and smiled
in a predatory manner. “Really! We’re going to work on building a
kingdom?”

“Yes, but that will require lots of time and
resources. Our family will need to be quite substantial in order to
hold position as well.” said Scott.

“Well, first I think we should buy the best
equipment possible. We also need to locate one more person for our
party.” said Scott.

“Yes, I suppose we do. What kind of girl is
it that you are thinking of adding?” asked Scarlet.

Scott smiled at her. “We need a dedicated
magic user. I can work on fulfilling the roles of ranged attacker
and support for the moment, but we need someone who is capable of
higher level attack magic, and wide area effects.”

Deanna raised her hand. “Why not go try and
find a few girls in the Roxy Woodlands? Lots of strong demi-humans
gather there. Beat a few of them in battle and they may think
you’re a worthy candidate for being their mate.”

Scott shuddered at the suggestion, but then
slowly nodded. “That is reasonably close by and I have been there
before. We will need to greatly increase our levels first, however.
There are large numbers of demi-human girls there and they will
gladly crush us.”

“How did you survive that place again?” asked
Scarlet.

He smirked at her. “Dumb luck, mostly. I ran
across a few guys who had not been so lucky. As I recall, you
helped out with that in the end.”

She grinned at him. It was nice to feel
needed, after all.

“Anyway, acquiring a dedicated mage or even
possibly a few more girls in general will be possible there. Good
idea Deanna.” Scott smiled at the rabbit.

The cheerful girl smiled back at him then
giggled. She was happy to have said something praise worthy. She
wanted to be seen as useful to her new social circle.

“After that we can save up enough money to
buy a small village somewhere. That would let us get some
experience at running one and potentially start our war chest with
necessary goods.” said Scott.

Mina raised a finger into the air. “So, what
do you suggest? The five of us can’t really run a village, much
less a kingdom.”

Scott reached over and took her finger. She
smiled at his sweet gesture.

“We will need to seek out new harem members,
as we already discussed. Perhaps we might even include powerful or
useful monsters. Raising our levels and skill proficiencies is the
most important thing right now. We need to all be at least level
one hundred before we even think of starting our bid for
power.”

Mina and Scarlet disliked the idea of sharing
him more than they already did, but they knew what sort of person
he was when they became involved with him. He was a monster tamer,
and now a master of demi-human training.

“So, basically we need to hunt stronger
monsters and keep pushing forward?” asked Scarlet.

“Yes. This week I will spend a lot of time
planning out hunting routes and looking for interest jobs, between
rabbit hunts. We should be able to raise our skills high enough to
reach level eight or nine easily. After that we can go farther
afield.”

“We could spend the whole day hunting
tomorrow just to work out the kinks in our new battle formation.
The day after that we could prepare for a trip to one of the cave
systems nearby. Clearing those caves a few times would put us
easily at around level twelve or more.” suggested the dragon.

“That sounds good. We have this cottage for a
few more weeks. We should use it as a base till that time runs out.
We can raid the local cave systems and raise our combat skill
levels as high as possible. After we are all strong enough to
easily defeat the monsters around here we will farm them for parts
and money.”

“Traveling money?” asked Mina. She blushed
and her ears fell flicked backwards when their eyes turned on her.
She was eager to be part of the conversation, but she was a
naturally shy girl.

“Yes, and equipment upgrades. Ervice is a
small town, so there aren’t many weapons and armor shops. We should
get the best equipment possible in the next few weeks then spend
the last week earning money for traveling.”

“Great, but where are we heading after this?”
asked Scarlet.

Scott shook his head. “I’m not sure yet. We
need to acquire more members for our team then make that decision
based on our skills. Though, Cordava might make sense.”

“Cordava... The monsters near there are
several times stronger than those around here.” replied the
red-head.

“Yeah, and they swarm.” said Mina.

Scott made a thinking noise, “Hmm...”

“Well, maybe a stop-over at another small
town along the way till our levels are higher? I need to find a
larger town with a City-Gate as soon as possible after we leave. I
can summon you girls to me, but I can’t send you back to town or a
temporary base on my own, yet.” said Scott.

“Maybe we should just stay here till we max
out our current capacity in the area?” asked Scarlet.

“Not a bad idea, but how high will we be able
to go?” asked Scott.

“Oh, I learned a little about that in my
monster habitat guide class at the center. The highest level
monsters within a one week round trip are around level forty. If we
heavily grind the areas nearby, we should be able to reach that
level within two months at most. We could do it faster with a
larger, well-equipped, group.” said the dragon girl.

“What about Cordava?” asked Mina.

The centaur placed her finger to her lower
lip and made a thinking noise of her own. “I believe the monsters
near Cordava range up to level one hundred thirty. They are the
second highest in the region.”

“That high? How is anyone alive there?” asked
Scott. Most cities and towns did not have powerful monsters right
outside the gates.

“I don’t know; powerful city defenses and
strong hunters? The high level monsters are all in cave systems or
high mountains at the edge of the area. There are weaker things
like the rabbits and frogs here, but they don’t really count.” said
Rowan.

“So, we can’t really go to Cordava for
hunting purposes for a while then. From the sound of it, we’ll have
to travel through several smaller regions with stronger monsters
before we can go there. We should stay in the Cordava region until
we’ve maxed out the hunting opportunities. One hundred seems like a
good level baseline for traveling across the continent and we can
recruit a lot of people.”

“I’ll check out the local towns and monster
levels in neighboring regions if you like. That way you can decide
the next one to visit. I can fly, and there are no flying monsters
of any note in the local area.” said Scarlet.

“Thank you. That would be appreciated.” said
Scott.

The dragon smiled at her master. Mina reached
over and ran her fingers through the girl’s hair, suddenly.

Scarlet looked down at her and the minotaur
looked up at the dragon. Mina said, “Your hair is amazing, what
shampoo do you use?”

“It’s an herbal extract.” replied
Scarlet.

“Really? What herbs?” asked Deanna.

It did not take long for the conversation to
turn aside completely. Rowan, who had been silent for most of the
conversation, joined in as well. She was most curious about
Scarlet’s shimmering red hair.

Scott suddenly felt superfluous. It had
happened so suddenly that he had no idea that it had happened until
it did. The meeting had devolved into idle gossip about hair care
products, of all things. It seemed so cliché that he had no idea
what to do about it. Most of what needed to be said had already
spoken, so what topic could he legitimately bring up?

He would have brought them back to task,
despite the fact that the meeting was going to end soon anyway.
However, he knew that they were still working out their issues.
They did not hate each other, but it was hard to accept that you
had to share a man. If it took gossip and hair care secrets to help
the team building process, then so be it. There would be several
new faces in their group soon, anyway.

Once everyone had gathered together last
night, some of the issues had been worked out simply by being in
each other’s presence. It seemed to Scott, that a lot of the
concerns that Scarlet and Mina had were not so much about sharing
him as they were about having to share him with people who they did
not know. It certainly was a strange sort of world.

The girls began to chat freely about other
topics of stereotypically feminine interest. Soon, for unknown
reasons, the conversation devolved even further and a tickle fight
broke out between them.

Scott watched his girls play around for a few
more minutes then looked away. He was glad to see that they were
getting along. Demi-humans and humanoid monsters were naturally
subservient if they accepted a leader. They operated on a pack
mentality. Scott was considered the pack leader, Scarlet was his
chosen queen, sort of like the female alpha in a wolf pack. At
least, that was the theory.

From the way that the girls were carrying on,
they had decided to get along. The ensuing domestic harmony was an
obviously welcome addition to the family as far as Scott was
concerned.

They would have to expand, though. He had to
strike while the iron was hot. As much as he adored Scarlet, it had
been a mistake not to race out and acquire at least one more harem
member as soon as possible. He had hesitated due to his upbringing
and it had led to pain for everyone involved. Things had worked
out, but he refused to allow that to happen again. If he stayed the
course, things would turn out for the best. For better or worse, he
was a demi-human trainer now.

He could contract with as many as five girls
currently. After thinking it through, he was now certain of where
they needed to go after their lengthy training period ended. Deanna
had already mentioned it, and it was certainly a worthy idea.

The Roxy Woodlands was a place that held
great personal horror for him, but he knew that it would be a good
location to increase his harem. Rogue demi-humans swarmed there,
after all.

“Master! Tell Scarlet to stop tickling me!”
Mina looked to Scott for help. He laughed at her predicament. The
dragon had leapt onto Mina’s chest and wrapped her legs around her
waist.

“She’s mine! You’ve already gotten the chance
to play with her giant boobs.” Scarlet stuck out her tongue at
Scott then made a big show of snuggling against Mina.

“I, really, this...” Mina was at a loss for
words.

Mina was not afflicted with silence for long,
however. She grabbed Scarlet by the hair and pulled her back hard
enough to force her to reveal her cleavage. “You’re one to talk!
Look at those things hiding under your shirt!”

“Well, yours are bigger!”

“I’m a minotaur! Mine are supposed to be
larger than other girls. What do you feed those things to make
yours so big?”

Scott watched the girl’s playful bickering
for a moment then quietly slipped away. He would spend some quality
time with both of them soon, but the girls needed to continue to
get to know each other first. Life was hard and brutal outside of
town. They needed to develop as much intimacy and friendship as
possible.

Originally, he had intended to spend this
time going over the coming plans and deciding on a course of
action. However, that had been taken care of quickly. The girls
were busy, but he was interested in training further.

While the girls got to know each other
better, Scott stood up and moved to a different part of the garden.
He dropped down and started to do push-ups. He wanted to see how
many he could manage to perform before he grew exhausted.

A few minutes passed before the girls took
note of his absence. It was one of the new girls who noticed
first.

“Master, what are you doing?” asked
Rowan.

“Nothing special. I’ve been doing push-ups
till I come close to dying. I need to see how many I can do before
my health starts to drop.”

“What!” Scarlet ran over and dropped to her
knees beside him. “Are you crazy?”

Scott looked up at her and smirked. “Yes,
it’s kind of fun.”

“Why would you try to kill yourself doing
push-ups? What if you didn’t realize it and you actually died?”

“Well, I would probably collapse before that
happens. Probably...”

“My new master is crazy.” Rowan stared at the
man who was now her, sort-of, boyfriend and potential husband.

“Only a little, but hey it works.” said
Scott.

“It works?” asked Mina.

Scott shifted his weight and sat on the
floor. “I’ve increased my strength by a few points by doing this in
the past. I figure it should still work.”

“Really, how much can you lift now?” Mina
smiled at him. It was good that he wanted to be stronger. That
could be useful in many ways.

Scott started to answer her then blinked. He
looked first at her, a minotaur, then at Scarlet and Rowan. Finally
he looked at Deanna, and then back to the buxom minotaur. His
strength would be ridiculously low compared to either of them. “Uh,
I don’t want to say.”

“Why not?” asked Scarlet.

He coughed twice then shook his head. “I’d
like to keep my wussy nature to myself until I am less of a
wuss.”

This brought a round of laughter from the
girls. Each of them was several times stronger than a human on
average. Mina was the physically strongest of the group. She had a
strength rating that was over one hundred even though she had lived
an idle life of being milked and watching daytime soap operas. A
simple set of push-ups would be absolutely useless for her. She
would be better off trying to bench press a small automobile.

“That reminds me, though. We really need to
get you girls set up on a training regimen of some type. Defeating
monsters is good for leveling, but you could probably be stronger
than you are if you worked your skills through heavy training.”

Mina sighed. “I’d like that, but what would I
do?”

“Well, we could do training like the
exercises in some of the military units back home.”

The minotaur clapped her hands together
happily then asked, “Like what?”

“Well, they were mostly team building
exercises, but for you it might be good solo training. We could go
into the forest and you could lift large logs overhead. Though
maybe there will be some kind of specialty training equipment that
we could buy, too.”

“Oooh, that could work.”

“Combat skills could probably be increased
just by sparring with each other when we aren’t hunting.”

“Like we did before you went home?” asked
Scarlet.

He smiled at her, glad to hear that they had
still done that despite the world rewrite. “Yes, but without the
part where I suck.”

She laughed then leaned in and gave him a
tender kiss. “That part was hot.”

“You just get off on weak little men who need
a big strong dragon to protect them.”

She patted him on the cheek. “Yep.”

This brought another round of good natured
laughter. Scott stood up and looked at the girls. “Want to get some
breakfast?”

Food was a welcome thought, as he knew it
would be. If one thing about demi-humans was universal, it was the
desire to eat as often as possible. Scott and the crew got ready
then headed out to find a restaurant that could accommodate them.
It would probably have to be some sort of outdoor cafe, since there
might not be many places in town that were set up for centaur sized
customers.

While they prepared, Scott thought of the
past and of days to come. He considered what needed to be done.
They would be able to hunt rabbits a few more times, but soon they
would need to move beyond them. The changes to the world, a better
level average in his party, and his new class had drastically
improved their overall combat capacity.

Soon, it would be time to actually start
exploring dungeons and taking on paying requests. Life certainly
seemed like it would become even more interesting in the
future.

###

Thank you for reading Freelance Saga Episode
4! If you loved it, hated it, or simple survived reading it...
Please leave a review at your favorite retailer. Either sing its
praises or warn the masses, but share your thoughts!

 


Thanks!
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