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There are many things that I do not understand about
my life. When I try to comprehend the strangeness of this
beautiful, bizarre, game-like world I can only feel like an idiot.
The controlled processes that had to occur in order to create a
place like this are far beyond anything that Earth and human
comprehension have to offer. Yet, the one I love routinely takes
part in the creation of such worlds.

The difference between a man and a god is staggering,
and sometimes I wonder if perhaps I am fooling myself. Am I really
the man who she loves, or am I little more than a favored pet? Can
true and abiding love really exist between a fragile mortal man and
a woman who will never know the cold and biting taste of actual
death?

It can be disheartening to think of such things, but
in the end all I can do is believe that she is as honest and
sincere in her love as she seems to be. Everything that she says or
does seems to be the words and actions of a girl who has found
someone truly special to her. I chose to move past my misgivings
once, and I will continue to do so. If I can’t trust her after
everything we have said and done together, will I ever be able to
trust anyone?


Chapter 1: Learning the
Rules

A gentle breeze flowed through a beautiful mountain
glade. The sounds of nature and the ephemeral background music
flowed together to create a glorious song that would be nearly
impossible to recreate with simple musical instruments and clumsy
human fingers.

Within that glade there stood four people.
Three of them were extraordinary in their beauty. The third was
normally quite handsome in his own right. At the moment, however,
he was rendered quite hideous. His face and form were a battered
mass of bruises, gashes, and contusions that gave him the
impression of a well pounded lump of beef wrapped in shredded
foil.

“Scott, seriously, you’ll need to do a lot
better if you want any sort of edge when you transfer to the new
server.” said Sharde. She had her hands placed on her hips and a
disappointed pout on her lips.

The battered man attempted to rise to his
feet but he only managed to reach part of the way on shaking limbs
before he crashed to the ground once more. “Right. Give me a
moment?”

Rhea laughed softly then shook her head in
amusement. “Poor little Scott, he has been getting treated so badly
by a couple of girls.”

“You’re not girls. You’re demons from hell,
all of you.” muttered Scott before he tried to get to his feet once
more.

“Even me, Scott?” asked Ero with wide and
innocent eyes. She fluttered around him for a moment and fussed
about.

“No, you’re the nice one Ero.” said
Scott.

Ero squealed out happily, but Rhea pouted at
him. The elf maiden said, “I’m nice too.”

“You knocked out six of my teeth and
dislocated my shoulders at least eight times already.” said
Scott.

Rhea winced then bit the corner of her lower
lip. Her eyes widened and she nervously shrugged her shoulders,
before she unleashed a tentative laugh. “Yes, well… We always hurt
the ones we love?”

“But I would never hurt you Rhea.” said
Scott.

Rhea’s eyes started to shimmer and a bright
smile crossed her lips. “You wouldn’t.”

Sharde rolled her eyes then smiled as well,
“Yeah, mostly because you can’t even stand.”

Scott stuck his tongue out at her. “Just let
me catch my breath and heal from all of this internal organ damage.
I’ll show you.”

The ninja girl laughed softly. “I’d love to
see that, but it’s already time for me to leave again.”

“You community service?” asked Scott.

“Yeah, I’ll be gone for the better part of
two weeks our time...” She tilted her head to the side then nodded.
“Which is about two months or so, ARS time.”

“But you’ll spend twenty years on that other
world?” asked Scott.

She nodded one then sighed. “Yes, twenty
whole years stuck in a modern day Earth setting. I’ll be forced to
incarnate there as a baby and grow up as a human.”

“Oh?” asked Scott.

She sighed once more then acquired a faraway
look. “I’ll have to play with kids my own age, go to school, make
friends with humans, and watch anime. It will be hell...”

Rhea snorted. “Rub it in why don’t you.”

Sharde stuck out of her tongue at her sister
then smiled. “Yes, I think I will.”

As time had passed and more of her community
service sentence had presented itself, Sharde had become more and
more excited for the future. It was rare for a god to be allowed to
exist in a mortal plane for more than a few weeks of their time,
much less two decades. It was even a long term project, which meant
that she would be able to routinely visit that world. In fact, she
had to visit it at least twenty hours per week after her insertion
period ended due to her sentence.

Scott struggled once more and soon he managed
to rise to his knees. He managed to push his body back a little
then sighed out softly. “Finally.”

Ero clapped her hands excitedly. “Great! Now
I can heal you.”

The happy little fairy fluttered over and
gave Scott a soft kiss on the cheek. It was her strongest normal
use healing technique, Fairy’s Sweet Kiss. Unlike her other
abilities with a healing effect, such as sacred water, power, and
her sweet blessing, her fairy’s sweet kiss was an instant healing
technique that focused entirely on health restoration. There was no
intermediary, such as what was necessary for her sacred water
ability.

“Ero, your love has saved me.” said Scott
with a smile. He felt much better as the power of her sweet kiss
flowed through him. Bruises faded, various status effects mended to
some extent, and he could even think with greater clarity due to a
reduction in damage to his brain.

“Good!” She kissed him on the cheek a few
more times, and then nuzzled him sweetly, but the effect did not
return. Her kisses were normally magical as far as Scott was
concerned, but her Sweet Kiss ability only worked once per hour at
her level.

Scott laughed at her antics then rose to his
feet. He was still battered and his armor looked like it had been
shredded, but he felt a great deal better. “Alright, ladies. What
did I do wrong this time?”

Sharde spoke up first. “You were too slow on
your transition. You need to work on your footwork.”

Scott nodded then turned to Rhea. She smiled
sweetly. “You need to work on precision and timing a little. You
know the basics, but you’ll need to develop your overall skill and
reasoning more to be able to make it in the classic server.”

“So, basically move faster and focus more on
where I strike?” he asked.

Rhea nodded. “Yes, exactly. Power is a good
thing to have, but if you can’t effectively hit your opponent,
you’ll be killed frequently.”

“Your stats will be high enough at the
beginning stat cap to batter your way through enemies that are
really weak, but once you start to fight level ten enemies and
above that won’t be an option for you.” said Sharde.

“Why is that? Are there no people who just
power their way through?” asked Scott.

“Of course there are. It is a viable combat
style for heavy armor classes, but you won’t be one of those.” said
the ninja girl.

“I can’t just use heavy armor?” he asked.
There were so many things to learn between leveling sessions. He
had to train hard to level so that he could reincarnate, but he
also needed to undergo basic skill re-training so that he could
actually fight worth a damn. He had largely relied on magic and
flashy moves to murder his way up the ranks in this world. It would
not be so easy to do that in the classic server.

“You can certainly try to learn to use it.
You’ll have terrible stat penalties for a long while, and will
never be able to increase your heavy armor skills at a quick pace,
but you could do it.” said Rhea.

“What kind of armor can I use then?” he
asked.

“You can use any kind of armor. You’ll
naturally have the ability to use light armor at earlier levels
than other armor types. Every class has weapons and armor that they
can use easier than others, but there is no real restriction.”

“So, I could be a sorcerer in full-plate who
wields a greatsword?” asked Scott in a curious tone of voice.

“Sure. You’ll be killed a lot, but there is
nothing to prevent you from gimping yourself.” said Sharde.

“How would that gimp me?” he asked.

Rhea answered him. “You can use higher grades
of light armor at earlier levels because you can train your light
armor skill as a primary ability of your class. That means that you
could wear armor that is essentially better than what your level
really requires simply by training that skill.”

“Primary ability... I see. So, since I can
increase my light armor skill at an accelerated rate compared to
other armor skills, I can potentially use better light armor
sooner.” said Scott. It was simple, really.

“You can still be a heavy armor sorcerer if
you really want to go that route, but it will take a lot of time
and effort and the rewards are minimal at best.” said Sharde.

“Really? The improved defense would not be
worth it?” he asked.

“No, not really. A sorcerer is an
agility-based class. It doesn’t matter much in this server since it
just costs a little agility, but in the classic server penalties
are different.” said Sharde.

Scott nodded to her. “What would be the
difference?”

Rhea raised her hand. “Well, heavy armor
automatically decreases movement and attack speed. It lowers
several hidden stats such as evasion, and it requires a lot more
effort to enchant it to enhance intellect.”

“Sounds like garbage then...” said Scott.
There had to be a good reason to use it, though.

“For you, it might be. A heavy armor class
would find it easier to negate those penalties over time, and even
receive bonuses for wearing such armor. You would receive bonuses
for wearing light armor faster than a heavy armor class would if
they chose to wear light armor.” said Sharde.

“You also would receive better bonus defense
and critical hit percentages for wearing light armor.” said
Rhea.

“I see, so theoretically I can use any weapon
or armor, but I am better suited to some than others if I keep my
current class?” asked Scott.

“Exactly. There is nothing that prevents you
from using outside equipment, though you would need specific
training to do so with any effectiveness. You won’t learn to use
non-primary skills as quickly as class based skills, and your
bonuses won’t be quite as good, but you can use them.” said
Sharde.

“If you stick with it, you would eventually
be able to have enough skill to try and undergo higher-grade
training and that would help a lot, though.” said Rhea.

Scott rubbed his chin. “So, ultimately, I
could do almost anything, but it would be difficult to branch out
and it would actually make me weak in the short term?”

“Yes, pretty much. If you want to branch out
into other skills, it is best to pick a small few at first and only
work with them during times when your primary skill experience
pools are full.” said Rhea.

“I see.” said Scott.

“When your level is higher, you will be able
to learn secondary skills easier since your level determines the
size of your experience pools. It would be extremely difficult to
have them stay anywhere near the same rank as you primary skills,
but at least you would have options.” said Sharde.

Scott looked to the ninja girl and then over
to the high elf of his dreams. “I still have a lot to learn, don’t
I?”

“Yes, but you’ll get it. Everyone was new to
the world at one point or another.” said Rhea.

Ero fluttered down to rest on his shoulder.
“Don’t worry, Scott. We’ll do this together!”

He reached up and extended his pinkie toward
Ero. She gripped it with both hands and they shook on it.

“It’s a promise.” said Ero.

“Agreed!” said Scott.

The sorcerer and his fairy BFF shared a happy
moment together. However, reality intruded upon their time together
in the form of a dark blur that faded into sight a short distance
from Sharde.

The ninja master turned toward her
subordinate and the ninja began to speak. “I have information to
report regarding our most recent mission request, mistress.”

Sharde made an imperious gesture.
“Proceed.”

The masked man spoke quickly and precisely.
“We have discovered six locations that are used to hold the
captured mermaids. The mermaid queen could not be contacted by the
mermaids who sought her out due to the fact that she is a player.
She has not been in-world recently.”

“The mermaid queen is a player, huh. Well,
that makes some sense. Do we have her player ID?”

“Yes, mistress. Shall we make offline
contact?” asked the masked man.

“Please do. Report your findings to Gambol.
Once contact has been made, relay the discussion to him as well. I
won’t be able to deal with guild business for a few weeks.”

The ninja sub-ordinate inclined his head, but
before he left, he said, “Community service, huh?”

Sharde sighed. “Yeah, sadly so.”

He nodded once more then faded from sight. He
had to get to work.

“He seemed like a nice assassin for hire.”
said Scott.

Sharde glanced at Scott then smiled. “He is
one of the best in the business, actually. You might want to look
him up sometime on the classic server if you ever need information,
an assassination, or have to deal with people camping your corpse.
He won’t come cheap, but he’ll always get the job done.”

“So, I would just look for him specifically?”
asked Scott. One never knew when they might need the help of an
expert assassin.

“Sure, but you would be better off finding
me, so I can add you and my darling sister to the preferential
client list.” said Sharde.

Scott nodded then asked about her guild. It
seemed like she took things a bit more seriously when it came to
the classic server. As it turned out, she already had a Sharde
avatar there. She only played in this world when she was bored or
when she had a contract to fulfill. Unlike Rhea, she would not need
to transfer her character over.

“Our guild works a little differently there.
I’ll explain it all once I finally meet you there, but who knows
maybe you’ll want to join.” said Sharde.

“Join your guild? I’m a sorcerer, not an
assassin.” said Scott.

Sharde pouted at him. “You don’t want to
spend many hard and exhausting hours serving under me?”

Rhea coughed loudly then gave her sister a
look. Sharde winked at her in response.

She turned back to Scott. “Anyway, if you
want to hire someone from the guild just let me know who they are,
and what you need. I’ll be happy to charge you a small fortune to
kill people on your behalf.”

“Sure, what’s his name?” said Scott. He chose
to disregard the thoughts that had popped into his head when Sharde
had mentioned long hard hours serving under her. Nothing good could
come of those images.

“Just call him Shade. He doesn’t reveal his
real in-world name for roleplaying purposes.” said Sharde.

Scott nodded. “Alright, I’ll try to remember
that name if I ever need to have someone assassinated.”

“Great! I can’t wait to see how you fare in
the classic server.” said Sharde.

Rhea smiled at her sister then nodded to
Scott. “Me too. I was worried that it would be too much for you to
handle if we had gone there from the start, but I think you can do
it.”

Scott nodded. “I can understand that, though
the system seems easy enough to work with.”

He continued after a brief moment to collect
his thoughts, “But if I were to have been killed every time I
stepped outside of town, it would have been a problem. The fact
that I would have to start over at level one because my corpse
rotted after three days would have had a mental breakdown after a
while. At the least I would have probably become the sort of person
who was fearful of leaving town.”

“Yes, exactly. You’re in a better position
now. You have friends, associates, and will have a small buffer in
the form of enhanced stats due to reincarnation. It won’t be as
much of a surprise, and you know what is at stake.” said Rhea.

She was glad that Scott had so easily
accepted her reasoning. There were many different things included
in her decision to bring him to the casual server first. Yes, it
cost them a little time but not much.

That short space of time would not have
allowed him to achieve the same stat growth in the classic server
that he would achieve through reincarnation in the casual server.
In the end, it was for the best.


Chapter 2: Pregnant
Faux-Pause

A pleasant meadow was a sight that many would find
both lovely and relaxing. Animals at play would often cause a
similar feeling among those who witnessed said play. However, the
feeling that coursed through the body of the sorcerer who sat atop
a nearby tree limb was not one of relaxation. It was a far more
violent sensation that he felt at the moment.

Scott sat atop his perch and watched the
Arvulfs at play. He had never really taken the time to enjoy the
wildlife of this world. He had spent far more time murdering it for
fun and profit. Even now, he had to restrain his impulse to attack
the furry sacks of experience points that playfully wrestled with
each other below.

He had not chosen to bear witness to their
lifestyle solely out of a desire to see more of the world. This
too, was part of his training. Tomorrow they would head out to
begin the mermaid rescue operation. The queen had been contacted
and forces had been mobilized. She would handle the rescue
operation in regards to the larger strongholds of the Shar-Shar.
Scott and his crew would handle the inland operation as some of the
girls had been sold off to a private buyer in Eizen.

Today, however, Scott had decided to further
his tactical training. He had to train not only to become stronger
in this world, but in preparation for the next. He was strong
enough to defeat the Arvulfs by spamming his spells, but he might
not be able to defeat a similar beast in the classic server if he
did not learn to actively use his observational skills.

He tilted his head to the left and watched
the Arvulfs at play. The largest among them was the leader of the
pack. The others seemed content to leave that one alone. However,
they frequently nipped and barked at each other. Every once in a
while two or three of the smaller ones would circle one of their
larger pack mates then use flanking strategy to divide its
attention.

The bigger Arvulf would fend off one or two
attacks, but the third attack usually managed to land a nip
somewhere on its furry body. Scott rarely saw a damage number
higher than a one or a two float above the head of the injured
Arvulf, but that did not seem to matter. They smaller members of
the pack had made their point.

He considered their actions carefully and as
the hours passed he learned many things that could have helped him
in his earlier fights. The Arvulfs seemed to focus on a hierarchy
system that involved team work. The larger Arvulfs were team
leaders and something akin to a wolf-like tank. The smaller,
probably younger ones, acted as main attackers. In game terms, the
small ones were some sort of damage per second pack members, while
the big ones were sort of the main tank. The only ones that seemed
to use their lightning attacks directly were the big ones. The
smaller ones seemed to use their lightning elemental energies to
increase speed and buff their damage.

Scott nodded. It made sense. Every time he
had gone after the big alpha in an Arvulf pack he had taken more
damage from the smaller, faster, members of the pack. Arvulfs, even
in the casual server, were intelligent enough to create a proper
attack team. When they attacked another monster in the wild, the
biggest Arvulfs raced in and drew all of the aggro, so to speak.
They kept the other beast’s attention while their pack mates
encircled their opponent. They would then rush in and attack once
or twice quickly before they ran out again.

He had personally witnessed them take down a
Gold-Horn Bear like that, a creature that was easily twice the
level of the lead Arvulf. The combination of short-term paralysis
from the lightning attack, and the small but numerous wounds that
the pack inflicted had worn it down over the course of a few
minutes.

Scott wondered briefly if he would have
survived his encounters with the Arvulfs if he had not been a magic
user. His resistance to magic was much higher than a warrior class.
How did the other classes deal with such things? He wondered if
most people just changed their equipment or learned special skills.
Was that something he should focus on more once he transitioned to
the new server?

***

A soft laugh echoed throughout the area. Rhea
nodded her head gently then said, “Sure, I would love more
lemonade.”

Ero giggled sweetly then gripped the handle
of the pitcher tightly. She heaved herself backward and her tiny
little muscles began to strain. Her wings fluttered rapidly and she
cried out in a passionate voice. “Waaaaah-ah!”

The pitcher of lemonade rose upward into the
air. Lifted by Ero’s best efforts, she slowly carried it over to
where Rhea was sitting. She leaned it forward and managed to fill
the high elf’s cup without spilling much of the cool and refreshing
liquid.

“Yes! You did it, Ero.” cried out Rhea. She
clapped happily and the fairy girl smiled softly in response.

Ero slowly carried the lemonade back to where
it had been before then fluttered over to where Rhea sat. “I might
be little, but I can get things done.” she said, a smile on her
lips.

Rhea smiled brightly down at her then reached
over and tickled her tummy with her finger. “Yes, I believe that
you can.”

Ero giggled then shook her head. “Stop
tickling me, it makes me feel funny.”

Rhea lifted her thumb up and Ero pressed her
cheek against it. “OK, but when Scott tickles you, you never seem
to mind.”

The fairy’s cheeks darkened slightly and her
nostrils flared a little. “Yeah, I can’t help that.”

Rhea scooped her up then pulled Ero to her
chest. “You really do like him a lot, don’t you?”

“He’s means everything to me...” said Ero
with complete sincerity.

The elf maiden lifted Ero up then kissed her
softly on the cheek. “I’m glad that he found you.”

Ero’s blush deepened then she looked up at
Rhea with eyes that shimmered softly with unspoken emotion. “I’m
glad that he found you, too.” It was Rhea’s turn to blush then as
Ero leaned forward and gave her a soft kiss on the bottom lip.

“Ero...”

The little fairy shook her head. “It’s true.
You do know that if he had not found you that day on the street, I
would probably be...”

Rhea’s eyes widened in realization of what
the little fairy had really meant. If Scott had not helped her out
on her visit to Earth, she would have never called him to ARS. If
he had not come to ARS, Ero would have ended it all due to her
loneliness and isolation.

“Ero, I’m sorry you went through all of that
time alone.” said Rhea.

The fairy smiled gently. “It was bad, but
things are better now. I have my BFF, and we’re friends too....
Right?”

Rhea nodded. “Right.”

“Yes!” squealed Ero excitedly, before she
lunged forward and hugged Rhea’s face tightly.

“Hey now, what did I tell you about naked
face hugging?” asked Rhea with a laugh.

“Wait till Scott is around so we can make him
turn red in the face?” asked Ero curiously.

“Exactly.” replied the elf.

Ero giggled cutely then snuggled against
Rhea’s cheek. “Don’t care. I like to give hugs.”

Rhea shook her head and Ero went for a bit of
a wild ride. The little fairy laughed happily all the while, but
once the ride ended Ero said, “Be glad it isn’t like that one
memory of Scott’s.”

“What memory?” asked Rhea.

“Hmm? Oh, that... It was about these weird
little things that jumped up and latched onto people’s faces.
Afterward the person became pregnant and then they would give birth
during dinner. Though, why the baby would pop out of their rib cage
is something I still don’t understand.” said Ero.

Rhea blinked then chuckled softly. “I think I
know what you are talking about.”

Ero laughed a little then smiled. After a
brief moment she tilted her head to the side and then said in a
crafty manner, “Too bad I can’t get you pregnant with a face
hug.”

“Ero! You...” said Rhea in surprise. What had
come over the tiny little thing?

The fairy laughed again then snuggled against
Rhea’s cheek. “Let’s try anyway. Come on Rhea, get pregnant!”

“Ero, stop!” called out Rhea.

The little fairy giggled happily and cuddled
the elf girl’s face. “Pregnant! Pregnant!”

“No, I don’t wanna!” wailed Rhea. She reached
up and started to pull at the fairy, but she refused to be
dislodged without the use of force.

“I’m going to get you so pregnant, Rhea!”
cried out Ero.

“No, no!” Rhea pulled at Ero for a moment
then cried out, “I don’t want anyone to get me pregnant but
Scott.”

Ero blinked then noticed something out of the
corner of her eye. “What was that, Rhea?”

Rhea jumped up from her seat and shouted, “I
want Scott to get me pregnant!”

“Wha...?” asked a familiar voice.

Rhea’s eyes widened in shock and her lower
lip began to quiver. “Scott. You’re back?”

“Yeah...” he said hesitantly.

Rhea’s face turned bright red and she looked
down at the ground. “Uhm...”

Scott coughed once then turned away. “Ah,
yeah...”

Ero giggled softly. Her work here was
done.


Chapter 3: The Virtuous
Slave Master

The city of Eizen was a lively place filled with a
multitude of people. Scott could see the hustle and bustle from
atop the hill that his group stood upon. It promised to be quite
the interesting locale. People streamed into the gates of the city
from various directions, and from the current distance those people
looked like a river of massed humanity that wound its way through
the city entrances and out of its exits.

“The guy we are looking for doesn’t live in
the city proper, right?” asked Scott. They had discussed the
situation a little on the way to town. Eizen seemed like it would
be an interesting place, but the truth was that they were not
planning to stay in the area for long. They needed to complete
their current assignment and settle things in this world.
Unfortunately, sight-seeing would have to be put on hold.

Shade, the ninja who had been assigned to
guide their way, nodded his head once. “Correct. The slave master
lives on the outskirts of town where he sells rare monsters and
humanoid non-citizens of Eizen to the highest bidder.”

“Do you know if he has sold the mermaids,
yet?” asked Scott.

Shade glanced toward the city then looked
back to Scott. “The people who we have in place have not seen any
mermaids leave the area, but we cannot be one hundred percent
certain. At the very least there are eighteen of them currently
held at the slave master’s tent.”

Rhea frowned down at the city.
“Unfortunately, enslavement of monsters and demi-humans is
considered improper in Eizen, but is still legal. We can choose to
rescue them by force, but we would definitely have to leave the
kingdom if we did so.”

“So, let’s save that for the final option.”
said Scott.

“Right, we should just see how much the slave
master wants for them. If he is willing to sell, we can just buy
their freedom and maintain access to Eizen.” she said.

Scott was not thrilled with the idea of
paying a man who had basically purchased kidnapped girls, but the
important thing was to get those girls out of there. Though, if
pressed he would admit that he had a strong desire to just kill the
man and be done with it. Whatever process had caused the growing
bloodlust within him, he did not mind it in this instance. Anyone
who would buy and sell young girls as a business was a horrible
person who deserved whatever happened to them.

Ero, currently seated within his mind, piped
up, “Scott, it will be alright. We’ll save those mermaids.”

“Yes, you’re right Ero.” he thought strongly.
He could feel the warmth of his fairy friend’s response to his
agreement. She loved it when he agreed with her confident
statements.

“Let’s get going.” said Scott.

“I will take you to the slave master’s
quarter, and show you the proper tent. However, Crimson Shadow has
not been paid to directly intervene.” said Shade.

“That would be fine, thank you.” replied
Scott. He had not expected the mercenary ninja to get involved in
any conflicts. They ran a business. Killing would cost extra.
Though, Sharde had offered a twelve percent discount on
assassinations for the rest of the month. When pressed about the
reason for a twelve percent discount, she had simply said that it
was less common than ten percent and not as good as fifteen. In
short, she had chosen to be arbitrary. Scott suspected that she
thought that it would make her sound witty and mysterious.

Shade led the trio down the hill and then
helped them to cross the road by using a specialized aura to cause
people to step aside without even realizing what they were doing.
It was an assassin’s secret skill that allowed them to move through
crowds without being noticed or running into someone.

Scott could not help but notice the man’s
professional nature as they moved swiftly. The entire time that he
had been in this world, all he had done was murder wild animals and
worry about his ability point advancement.

However, the ninja who carefully moved before
them was definitely a creature of the world despite the fact that
he was a player. Was that the result of actually becoming part of
the world instead of treating it like a game, or did level
increases slow down so considerably after level one hundred that
mission based guild assignments were simply more interesting?

The sorcerer considered those thoughts
carefully while his group moved through the busy roadway. They
eventually joined a small crowd on a side road and continued
forward on leisurely course along the side of the walled city.

It took the better part of an hour to
navigate the lengthy road as Eizen was a massive town with a large
and powerful wall. Such a thing was to be expected of a capital
city.

Eventually, they came within sight of the
slave master’s quarter. It was a place where various people sold
various other people for fun and profit. It was surprisingly
cheerful and had a festive atmosphere. Scott thought that he might
be sick after he had spent a few minutes walking through the
area.

He glared hotly at a man who lashed a whip
across the back of a small child. Said child had a golden ring
through his nose and the horns of a bull, but he was still a
child.

Rhea reached over and squeezed his shoulder.
Scott glanced at her and saw that she had a grim expression, but
after a moment she shook her head. Now was not the time to cause a
scene.

His expression became sour and he resigned
himself to the task at hand. It would be problematic enough to
rescue eighteen mermaids, much less every other slave in the
quarter. Had they a small army and a way to move rapidly, they
might have at least tried. At present there were only three of them
who would fight a battle here. The ninja who led them was just a
guide after all.

After spending a few minutes witnessing the
horrors of slavery in a fantasy world, Shade had led them to a
large tent in the center of the area. Dozens of heavily armed and
armored guards were seen throughout the area, only a few of which
were human.

“I should caution you, as a favor to the
guild master. The guards here number a minimum of thirty-seven at
any given time. Each of them is at least level one hundred twenty
and is assumed to have reincarnated at least four times according
to their stat distribution. Further, their equipment matches their
level on average.” said Shade in a casual, yet still professional,
manner.

Scott had to fight down a hiss of annoyance.
Even Rhea would not be able to simply cut them down if that was
true. She had managed to reach level twenty-five, like she had
thought that she would, but that would only help her go so far.
Even her overpowered equipment would not allow for that.

Unlike monsters, players and playable race
locals had powerful mitigating factors that dropped the damage
dealt to them by a large margin in order to make
player-versus-player events more interesting. Those factors were
also in place to keep too many local people from dying from
collateral damage when players fought in the streets. Between the
levels, stats, and gear of those guards, Rhea would have a severe
issue attempting to even survive a fight with one of them in a
one-on-one battle. An attempt to fight thirty plus guards of that
caliber with their current resources and capacity would be nothing
short of suicide.

Scott had a higher level, thirty-six, but
compared to those guards he was a gnat. Rescuing the mermaids
through the use of force was not an option. Combat had been
considered the final option before, but the truth was that it was
no longer even an option. If the power of the guards was taken into
consideration, it would be impossible to get the mermaids out while
fighting. They did not have legs other than during the nights of
the full moon, so they would have to be carried out one-by-one and
transported.

Of course, he might just be thinking that.
Rhea might be able to take out the guards. He asked her that very
question through party chat. “Rhea, would you be able to take out
one of these guards?”

She replied quickly. “No, not with what I
have at the moment. If I had all of my best equipment, put all of
my banked ability points into my combat oriented stats, and had the
element of surprise...”

She thought for a moment then continued,
“...there might be a small chance that I could at least survive the
opening rounds of a fight with one of these guards. I don’t know if
I could do enough damage to kill one at this level. Maybe, if I was
fifty or sixty... Maybe.”

“Is the damage mitigation due to level
differences the problem?” Every moment could be a teachable moment.
Stats were not everything, and equipment could only take someone so
far. A monster one hundred levels higher than someone’s current
level would be a problem, no matter how many times that person had
reincarnated.

“That’s a large portion of it. If I did
damage at all it would be in the single or double digits, even with
a sword that negates defense.” she said.

Scott thought for a moment then said, “It
would be like swinging a butter knife at a stone wall, then? It
might chip away at the wall, but it is going to take time to see
the other side.”

“Exactly. Though, in this case the stone wall
has a blazing bastard sword of exploding death that can deliver
five digit damage numbers per swing.” replied Rhea.

Scott groaned inwardly upon hearing her
clarification. He had forgotten that damage mitigation was less
effective if you went backwards. The guards were at least three
milestone levels ahead of her. She would have practically no
special defense against them. Her stats would have to face off
against their stats directly. She would be heavily nerfed, while
they would have nearly their full power at their disposal.

It was one of the few attempts at fairness in
the casual server. Items were not level-locked normally, so someone
who reincarnated a lot might have a sword meant for someone who was
level four hundred, but they would be level one. A level one player
with such a weapon might be able to take out a level one hundred
monster in one hit, but that monster could still do the same to
that player even if they had armor to match their sword due to the
mitigation effect. It would be like a glass cannon death match
where the first strike wins.

Scott had already both benefitted and been
partially-thwarted by those mitigating factors before. During his
battle with Karsh the damage did not seem lessened due to how they
were both low-level and did little damage in the first place. He
was sure that they had been in place and caused the fight to drag
out a little longer, even so. However, when he and Rhea had been
captured by Corpse Rat he had been knocked into critical state by
the single swing of a war hammer delivered by a higher level orc.
Had those mitigating factors not been in place he would have taken
several hundred, perhaps more than a thousand points of damage. In
short, he would have popped like a balloon and been rendered into
chunky salsa.

The interior of the tent was a strangely
modern area. It was clean, well-lit, and somewhat cheerful. A
rotund man stood behind a wooden counter complete with an old-timey
looking cash register. He greeted them with a hearty wave when they
walked in, and then called out, “Welcome honored guests. Whom can I
find for you today?”

Scott cringed a little at the whom statement.
It readily brought back to mind the fact that they were in a slave
dealer’s tent.

Rhea spoke up, “We’ve come to discuss terms
regarding a very special sort of purchase.”

“Oh? Have you?” asked the rotund man, a small
smile on his lips.

Rhea started to speak again but the man’s
eyes widened slightly then his mouth split apart in a soft ‘O’.
“You. Would you be the lovely Rhea Ardente?”

The elf girl’s eyes widened slightly as well,
and then narrowed. “Yes, I see...”

“Rhea, how do you know this guy?” asked
Scott.

She looked to him then sighed. “He’s a
player, I think.”

“Yes, yes indeed.” replied the slave dealer.
He smiled at them in a jovial fashion then turned to look at Scott.
He eyed the blue-haired sorcerer for a moment and then his eyes
began to sparkle.

“This man... Is he the one?” asked the slave
merchant.

Rhea’s face became slightly reddened at the
implication but then she coughed once, “Who he is, is of no concern
in the matters that we wish to discuss.”

“He is, isn’t he? He’s the legendary
blue-haired boyfriend!” The fat man practically cackled in delight
upon realizing who Scott was to Rhea.

Scott’s expression shifted to one of
confusion and his nose rankled slightly as though he had smelled
something terrible. Silently he mouthed the words, “Legendary
blue-haired boyfriend?”

Ero giggled sweetly inside his mind then
corrected him. “Shouldn’t that be Legen- wait for it-dary?”

Scott groaned mentally at his goofy little
friend. She must have been watching television re-runs that were
stored in his memory once more. “Thank you so much, Ero
Stinson.”

Her laughter only grew after that. Soon
Scott’s mental landscape was bombarded by images of Neil Patrick
Harris. Of all of the shows that she could have chosen to review
inside his mind, he had no idea why she had chosen the situation
comedy How I Met Your Mother.

Rhea frowned at the overweight wholesale
people redistributor. “We’ve come to discuss something, and it does
not relate to our personal lives.”

“Ah, have you come to perhaps, make a
purchase?” he asked.

“Yes.” said Rhea.

“Good, good. Whom are you seeking?” asked the
man.

“Mermaids.” said Scott.

The corpulent man blinked then looked to him.
“Oh? I did not advertise them for sale. Did my sister send
you?”

“Sister?” asked Scott.

“Yes, she calls herself the mermaid queen.
The mermaids generally go along with it.” replied the slave
dealer.

“The queen of the mermaids is your sister?
You’re selling her people into slavery?” asked Scott
incredulously.

The fat man laughed jovially then shook his
head. “No, I bought them off of those idiot Shar-Shar so that they
would not be sold off. I sent that dumb ho several messages, even a
few offline, but she never responded.”

“Dumb ho?” asked Rhea.

“Yeah, my sister isn’t the brightest tool in
the shed...” said the slaver.

After Scott heard how badly the man had
mangled that old saying, he could not help but think that the man’s
sister was not the only tool in the shed that could use
brightening. “So, you sent her messages and she did not
respond?”

“Sadly, yes. She’s probably still angry about
my refusal.” he said.

“What did you refuse?” asked Rhea.

“She was a nice girl, quite innocent if a bit
dumb. Ever since she took up with that perverted playboy fiancé of
hers she’s become something obscene.” he said.

“That... OK, what does that have to do with
anything?” asked Scott. The mermaid queen was obscene? It was an
interesting bit of news, but it seemed sort of like too much of the
wrong information.

“Well, it does after a fashion. The queen, as
she calls herself, became enamored of a perverted man with too much
money and free time on his hands. Since then she has slipped
further and further down the ladder of perversity.”

Scott glanced over to Rhea. She looked to him
then shrugged. She did not get the point of this conversation yet,
either.

The slaver took a deep breath then sighed.
“Her fiancé is one of those people. I’m sure you have heard of
them...? They like to be humiliated by their women enjoying the
company of other men.”

Scott blinked. “So, he’s into being
cuckolded?”

“Yes, I believe that is the term that I would
use. She calls it something like a notary though.”

“Netorare?” asked Rhea helpfully.

Scott glanced at her again and she smiled
sweetly at him. It was mildly disturbing that the term came so
easily to her mind.

“Yes, that’s the one! Well, the pervert is
not just satisfied with seeing his lover squealing another man’s
name. He convinced her that the only man who could really do it for
him is me.”

The room grew silent. The boldness of the
statement that had just been stated was a lot to process.

“Can’t you just kill the guy?” asked Scott
after a moment. Anyone who could only get off by demanding that his
lover have sex with her fat slave master brother was someone who
needed serious mental help or an axe to the skull.

“I’d love to, but he has a private army and
my sweet naive little slut of a sister to defend him.” replied the
slaver. He unleashed a dramatic sigh.

“OK, not to change the topic... Which I
really do want to change... What does any of this have to do with
the mermaids?” asked Scott. This conversation was a bit outside of
his comfort zone and it was obvious.

“Right, well I bought them to return them to
my sister. She’s a sweet girl, even if she’s a pervert now.
However, those overly excitable girls are eating me out of house
and home and my sister hasn’t answered any of my messages.” he
said.

How much could a few mermaids eat? Whatever,
it did not matter. Scott was more interested in securing their
release than hearing about how much of a slut their queen was, or
how much the girls ate. “She was offline for a while doing
something?”

“Ah, I suppose that must be it. I rarely log
out this time of year. Business is booming, after all.” said the
slave dealer cheerfully.

“What do we need to do to free the mermaids?”
asked Scott. He wanted to get on with things, and this conversation
was only confusing the situation.

“Well, pay for their care and housing mostly.
Though, there is one other thing.” said the slaver.

“Yes?”

“How do I know that you have their best
interests at heart? You claimed that my sister did not send you,
and seemed to be aware of her. Yet, I don’t know you.”

“Why would a slave trader care so much?”
asked Scott.

The man snorted at him. “You misunderstand my
trade, good sir. I don’t typically deal in innocent
merchandise.”

“What do you mean?” asked Scott.

“What I mean is that I am part of the labor
acquisition and redistribution force. I acquire people of
ill-repute and redistribute them among the populace for a nominal
fee.”

“You buy and sell criminals?” asked Scott
curiously.

“Primarily, yes. Sometimes someone will owe
too much money to repay it properly, so they sell themselves into
my service for a time to pay the debt off. Mostly though, I buy
captured humanoid monsters such as the Shar-Shar who menace the
water ways, and sell them to the government or the entertainment
guild for arena purposes.” replied the slave trader.

“I see, so the mermaids are something you
would not normally deal with?” asked Rhea.

The slaver turned to her then shook his head.
“No, I do have a policy of buying the non-monster demi-humans for
sale in the market so that they can work off the debt of purchase
then be sent home, but I never sell one of them off unless they
prove to be too troublesome or refuse to perform simple tasks too
often.”

“You try to make it sound so noble.” said
Scott.

The fat man shrugged his shoulders. “It’s a
living, and a needed service. There are many who sell non-citizens
into slavery. I’m one of the few who give the poor enslaved
bastards hope to return home.”

He took a breath then continued, “Notice the
size of my tent? Do you see any sick or dying people? No. I might
not be noble, but I won’t regret my actions at the end of the
day.”

“Well, fine... That’s great. What do we need
to do to secure the release of the mermaids?” asked Scott once
more.

Fatty rubbed his second chin then nodded. “I
don’t know you, but you seem honest enough. If you can do some sort
of significant service for Eizen, and pay for the cost of housing,
feeding, and transporting these overly enthusiastic fish-tailed
Jezebels, you can have them.”

“What sort of service?” asked Rhea.

The fat man shrugged. “Anything that will get
you a writ of meritorious service from the city. That would put you
on the city’s radar, so to speak. If I find out you have harmed
those poor enthusiastic creatures, you can be tracked down easier
and for less expense since I can put a legal bounty on your
heads.”

“Sounds fair, but what would constitute such
a service?” asked Scott. He did not like the mention of a bounty
placed upon his head, but he was willing to give this a shot.

He thought about it for a moment then nodded.
“You could go clean out a bandit group, regain a lost national
treasure, any number of things. Ask at the government office. There
should be something. A writ of meritorious service is not
particularly difficult to receive and it comes with a few perks
like discounts from purchases at government storehouses.”

“Do you have one?” asked Rhea curiously. She
figured that if a slave trader could get one, anyone could.

“Of course. I sell a lot of monsters to the
government. They make for excellent foot soldiers and sailors in
privateer armies once their loyalties are secured. Besides that,
every single one of my guards has a writ. Despite the profession
that I chose, I run a clean and useful operation for this
country.”

Scott was still far from convinced about the
necessity of the man’s profession, but he seemed sincere in his
convictions. They would not be able to kill his guards and he did
make an offer that was possible to accept.

“Alright, but is there some sort of contract
that we might sign to allow us to trust you more in this matter?”
asked Scott.

“I will gladly draw one up! If nothing else,
I might be able to see those buxom fish-tailed girls find their way
back to the sea safely.” said the man cheerfully.

Scott, Rhea, and the slaver sat down to
discuss terms. The contract was an incredibly simple affair in the
end. Bring the slaver fifty thousand Fayth, and a writ of
meritorious service, and he would release the mermaids into their
care. Fail to do so within one month and he would release them into
the sea and they could try to fend for themselves as they made
their way back home.

Either way, the girls would be released.
However, the sea was dangerous and the Shar-Shar might recapture
them on their way home. While the queen was busy saving the other
five groups of her people, she would not be able to help.

They could try to get a message to the queen,
but in the end this was a task that had been left to Scott, Rhea,
and Ero. The mermaids were not in danger, and this side quest could
prove to be quite interesting in the long run.


Chapter 4: Community
Service

There were many things that could be said about the
capital of Eizen. It was big for a city on ARS. There were many
people of different cultures and species who eagerly wandered its
labyrinthian streets. Thankfully, those streets were well marked.
It did not take long for the group to make it to the government
offices that would be able to help them continue their quest to
rescue the mermaids.

“So, this is the government building?” asked
Scott. He looked at the local courthouse and could not help but
note that the pillars and other features looked like an attempt to
recreate a modern version of ancient roman architecture. Little
anachronisms such as this endeared the world to the man. It
reminded him that no matter how similar the world was to a medieval
style culture, it was still built upon pop-culture foundations
derived from his home world.

Rhea nodded then pointed to the large glass
doors that marked the entrance to the building. “We should be able
to find out what we need to do in the lobby. The slave master
probably meant for us to check the local quest board.”

“Alright, if that’s what you believe, we
should check it out.” Scott smiled at his love interest and she
returned the expression with a gentle smile of her own.

Inside the courthouse, they easily discovered
the location of the quest board. Rhea looked it over carefully then
glanced over at Scott. “We need to increase our levels a bit. We
should take quick combat quests for now. Don’t you think?”

“Sounds good. We could pull-off double duty
if we performed these quests and did a bit of hunting at the same
time.” said Scott.

Rhea looked over the quest board once more
then nodded. “Bandit subjugation quests should allow for both
things to develop at once. We could also do a few of the package
delivery ones since we’ll have to travel all over the kingdom while
we train.”

“Good idea. Also, what about these item
gathering quests here?” said Scott while he gestured toward high
paying quests that asked for specific items to be acquired.

“Definitely! Those don’t seem to have a time
limit, so we can do them along the way or after the mermaids are
rescued.” she said.

Ero separated from Scott’s mind then
fluttered down to one quest in the far right hand corner of the
quest board. “This one looks interesting.”

Rhea’s face turned bright red. “Ero,
that...”

“You want to be a swim wear model for a
bikini competition in White Rock Shoals?” asked Scott.

“Well, do you think we could possibly lose if
Rhea and I participated? Plus, the prize money would be great.”
said Ero.

Scott looked the information over. “Well,
it’s in two months. I suppose if you girls want to do it, we have
time to finish up our other business here first.”

Rhea’s blush deepened. “But... Those outfits
will be so... lacking in fabric.”

“So? I don’t exactly leave a lot to the
imagination normally.” said Ero with a small grin.

“Scott...? Do I have to do this?” asked
Rhea.

He laughed then pulled her over for a warm
hug. “Why ask me if you have to do it? I don’t own you. Besides
that, I’ve already seen you in the best swimsuit ever.”

Her blush deepened and her face began to
burn. “T-this is true.... Hey, wait!” she said with excitement.

Rhea pointed at an ignored section of the
posting. “Male and female models welcome for separate competitions
and events.”

She turned to Scott and a bright gleam
appeared in her eyes, followed by a slightly goofy and lecherous
grin. “I’ll do it, if you do it.”

Scott shrugged. “Sure, though I bet you have
a better chance of winning than I do.”

Ero laughed cutely then fluttered up to her
BFF’s face. “No, you can win!”

“You think so?” asked Scott.

Ero nodded and then Rhea spoke up. “You do
remember what happened on the beach right?”

“Well, true... But I recall most of the focus
was on you and Ero.” said Scott.

Rhea laughed a little then shook her head.
“Don’t sell yourself so short. You shine and sparkle a bit if you
go fish-man.”

“Are you saying that girls like shiny things,
Rhea?” asked Scott.

“Sure, especially if they can wear them on
their ring finger.” she replied sweetly. The high elf raised her
hand and made a rather obvious gesture.

Scott smiled lightly at her then took her
hand and patted it. “I’m sure they do.”

She pouted at him cutely then snorted.
“Well... Fine.”

“Yes, yes you are.” Scott leaned in and
kissed her lightly on the nose.

She blushed once more, slightly, and then
sighed. “Stop doing things that make me want to forgive you.”

“You can do things to me that make me want to
forgive you, Scott.” said Ero.

Rhea rolled her eyes then scooped up the cute
little fairy. “Allow me.”

Ero’s whole body turned a light shade of pink
when Rhea kissed her gently on the tummy. “Wow! I’d forgive
anything right about now.”

Scott blinked at the strange little scene
then shook his head. It was good to see them get along, but he had
begun to wonder if they were getting along a little too well. Time
with the mermaids might have had a special sort of effect on their
relationship that was just... great.

The trio giggled and laughed for a while then
accepted numerous quests. It would actually be pointless to speak
to anyone about a writ of meritorious service until they had done
at least one significant thing for the country. They would find it
easier to negotiate such an event if they had a few completed
quests under their belt.

Scott had asked Rhea earlier if she had done
any quests in the area, but she had not really focused on questing.
Rhea was an avatar that Origin used when she wanted to murder
hapless animals in the wilderness as a stress release exercise. She
had performed few quests other than ones that helped her find
specialty equipment. Scott had to accept the fact that nothing was
ever too easy. If she had actually already had a writ then none of
this would be necessary.

***

Shara sighed lightly at the monitor. She had
to choose a backstory, stats, and skills for her avatar. Her
community service project could not begin properly until she did
so. The skills and stats were simple enough to choose from. The
problem was not related to the system and the alpha-testing she
would have to perform. No, the issue was that the red-haired
goddess could not decide what she wished to do in regards to the
world-setting and backstory.

“I guess I could be an American, like Scott.”
Shara smiled gently then sighed a little after she thought of him.
She had developed a huge crush on the man over the years, but she
knew that it was not really love. If anything her desire to be with
him was more due to obsession over her sister’s interest and her
loneliness. He was a great guy, and if her sister was not so
stingy, they would have really cute babies at some point. Sadly,
such was not the case.

“Scott...” said Shara with a soft sigh. She’d
had her shot at a Scott of her own, but his heart had not been
ready for the love that she’d had to give. Now she was at a loss.
She was fine with only being friends with her sister’s love
interest, but she also liked him. Well, the idea of him.

She thought about that for a moment. “What
was that called again?”

Shara blinked then raised one finger up into
the air as the term came to mind. “Dimensional Analogous
Typological and Approximate Soul Syndrome.”

Yes, poor little Shara had a severe case of
DAT ASS. Every time she thought of Scott, the symptoms of DAT ASS
became quite apparent. It was a common affliction among the gods.
It amounted to an inter-dimensional concept of not being able to
love the one you want, so you ended up loving the one who you were
with at the time. It was similar, except for the fact that both
people were essentially different reality versions of the same
person.

“I so have a major case of DAT ASS.” said
Shara with a sigh. There was no cure for it, either. The only way
to treat the affliction was to actively end up in a relationship
with the person you longed for, or one of their close dimensional
analogous approximations. It was all the same soul anyway, just
different expressions of that person that existed on alternate
points on variable timelines.

“Too bad there’s no Scott in this world.”
said Shara sadly. Until she found a Scott of her own she would be
forever miserable due to having a severe case of DAT ASS.

Shara blinked a moment later. “Wait; is there
a Scott in that world?”

She began checking through the records for
various spiritual patterns. Personalities can be different between
soul expressions, but the spiritual resonance pattern was always
identical. It did not take long for her to discover that there was
indeed a Scott in that world.

“Hmm, information more than one year after
insertion is blocked until after the initial insertion period is
over.” It was annoying but it did make sense to her. The timeline
would be changed by the insertion of the few thousand alpha-testers
involved. If they knew what originally happened, they might cause
even more disruption to occur. The entire purpose of the project
was to try and mitigate those sorts of issues to an extent.

Scott would be roughly two years old by the
time she was inserted. That was nice. He would be older than her.
Shara giggled softly then thought about how she could be his cute
little junior.

“Please take care of me.” she said sweetly to
the infant on the screen.

“Well, I know exactly where I am going to be
inserted now. I just need to figure out a background that will
allow me to meet up with community service Scott.” said Shara.

She scoured the local area for a worthwhile
family to give birth to her. Eventually, she gave up and chose the
custom family option. It would allow her to have parents crafted
for her, as well as a custom backstory. It was not as good as being
born normally, but at least it would meet her requirements with
greater ease.

She opened up the character model generation
kit, and began to craft her family members. She would be an only
child, as that would be easiest to deal with at the moment. Her
father would be a ruggedly handsome man who was a mixture of
Caucasian and Latin features. He would meet her mother, the
daughter of a traditional Japanese ninja master, during a business
trip to Japan.

Shara threw in a few random parts about her
father having been born to a family of American demon hunters, so
that her parents had something in common. The family business, so
to speak, was fighting crime and supernatural evil. They also sold
weapons.

The backstory flew from her fingers as she
crafted the perfect background for her avatar. After she finished a
few more things, she hit send. It took a few minutes, but the
project leader sent back his approval. A dozen mortal souls were
contacted and after a brief moment of discussion they chose to be
contractually obligated to reincarnate in the world according to
Shara’s requirements. They would have the chance to live again, and
would also be part of helping that world’s human population. In
short, it sounded like fun to be demon hunting ninjas instead of
disembodied floating masses of spiritual essence.

“Excellent, I have a family on that world for
my avatar, and I can live near that Scott. What else do I need?”
she asked.

Shara had to consider the future carefully.
She already knew that she would have the expert knowledge and
skills of a demon hunting ninja master by the time the community
service ended. What she had to work on was her character
interaction. Namely, dare she go for the brass ring and make an
attempt to get to know this Scott on a personal level? Did she want
him to help her deal with DAT ASS?

Yes, yes she did. “I’ll have to really make
an impact in his life. I wonder how I’ll accomplish that?”

The ninja goddess was practically giddy at
the idea of being able to spend a mortal life with Scott, even if
they ended up as just friends once more, there was no reason for
her to believe that she would feel like an outsider forever.
Besides that, Rhea could not be mad if she did all manner of
interesting things with community service Scott. She had laid claim
on a different one already.

“You know, this could be fun. Maybe, I can be
the cute childhood friend who he secretly longs for.... Oh, that
would be great!” Shara squealed with such excitement that Gambol
would have been proud of her tone and volume.

Shara thought about what things might be like
once they were older and her eyes widened. She pulled out a paper
fan then laughed loudly in a disturbingly goofy and lecherous
manner. “Oh ho ho ho ho ho.”


Chapter 5: True Human
Potential

The darkness erupted into a dazzling kaleidoscope of
intense colors as a Prismatic Sphere of burning light exploded in
the center of the room. Rat-men screamed as they burned. Their
vision and hearing had been compromised for the moment, and that
moment was all that Rhea needed to slip in and finish them off.

Scott continued forward and used his
[Burning Prismatic Sphere] spell once more. It had been a
simple matter to work their way through the warrens of the rat-men
bandits that had plagued the country-side recently.

While they were roughly level sixty monsters,
it did not matter much when Rhea had such a major advantage in
equipment. Scott’s spell, a level three fire spell that caused a
blind and stun effect, was quite potent when used in an enclosed
area. The damage was mitigated somewhat due to the level of the
monsters versus his own, but the status effects still kicked in
since the Rat-Men were weak to bright lights and sudden loud
noises.

By the time the warrens were cleared they had
burned their way through forty or so of the diseased vermin. The
battle report was quite nice to behold.

 


[Battle Report]

 


You have defeated thirty-seven Rat-Men in a running
battle. Bonuses and rewards await you!

 


+ 99,900 EXP

+ 123,245 Fayth

+ 232 Ability Points

 


Item(s) Acquired:

 


Rat-Man Fang X 12

Garnet X 2

Corroded Sword X 5

Steel Dagger X 14

Leather Battle Harness X 2

 


[--]

 


“Sweet, close to gaining another level.” said
Scott.

Rhea smiled at him. “Good. It takes a little
longer after you hit forty, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah, no kidding. It’s better than having it
double every time I gain a level, though.” he said with a smile of
his own.

“Plan on giving it all to Ero again?” asked
Rhea.

“Yeah, that’s what I want to know, too.” said
the happy little fairy. Ero fluttered over to Scott and batted her
eyelashes at him cutely.

“Yeah, I still think I should get you to
level forty before I continue on. This is enough to help you reach
level thirty-three at least.” he said.

Ero giggled excitedly then hugged herself.
Soon she would be filled with more of her Scott’s lovely
experience. They had spent two days working on the requests from
the town quest board and during that time Scott had managed to
reach level forty-two. The moment he had reached level forty, his
experience requirements jumped considerably.

Scott immediately began the transfer protocol
and Ero squealed in great excitement. She fluttered erratically for
a moment before Scott caught her. The poor little thing spasmed and
turned bright red as her body was filled with so much wonderful
experience. She could hardly contain her enjoyment of the
moment.

Eventually, Ero started to babble about her
goodness. Every now and then she would whisper out, “Oh my
goodness...” in soft, sultry, tones before she ran her hands along
her body.

“Sometimes I wonder if she is having a
fairygasm, or if she looted a personal stash of ecstasy.” said
Scott.

Rhea laughed at him then walked over and
looked down at the softly whispering fairy. She certainly looked
like she had found a great deal of personal bliss.

“I should catch up with you soon, if you keep
doing that.” said Rhea.

Her heightened experience requirement meant
that it took ten times more experience than a human to gain a
level. Scott’s human experience gain bonus made it so that he
received far more experience when he defeated a higher level
opponent than she did. It was problematic at times, but since he
had to give his experience to Ero they managed it well. Such things
would change when they transferred to the other server, but for now
it was a workable situation.

“Will your experience requirements increase
like mine?” he asked.

Rhea nodded to him. “Yes. Yours will increase
again at level seventy and then once more after one hundred.
Though, it won’t matter since we’ll transfer to the other server
around that time.”

Scott smiled at her. “You know, I still don’t
understand why you need so much more experience as an elf. The
reincarnation thing sort of negates the purpose of an enhanced
lifespan, doesn’t it?”

“A little, but it is more of an endgame and
lore thing. Elves are meant to be epic and powerful beings with
incredible skill in the endgame. They take a lot longer to reach
the higher levels, but when they get there they are far stronger
than most other races” said Rhea.

“That makes sense. Given how quickly I could
hurl myself up the experience ladder, most humans probably struggle
with their ability points.” said Scott.

It was on old topic, but he had decided to
revisit it since it had always bothered him. In the end, what real
purpose did it serve other than to keep the number of elf players
down? Of course, that could be the true purpose. After he asked
Rhea that point specifically she smiled at him.

“Yes, that is part of the reason. Elves are
meant to be rare and powerful existences. They are one or two steps
below the divine races of the world.” said Rhea.

“Divine races?” asked Scott.

Rhea nodded at him. “Yes, as an elf I am
connected to the forces of nature in a more direct manner. I can’t
use primordial magic because of my class, but if I were to
reincarnate as an advanced class for my race, I could be connected
to the wind and the rain, or the earth and the flame.”

“Oh, so you are naturally connected to
something I have to learn?” asked Scott.

“In a manner of speaking, though as a
Sorcerer you also are deemed somewhat special.” she said.

“What do you mean?” asked Scott.

Rhea tilted her head to the left then tapped
her chin. “How do I explain it...?”

She blinked then pounded her palm with her
fist. “Yes, of course. As a sorcerer you have a divergent
soul.”

“OK, a new term... How many of those will I
have to learn about before I understand this place?” asked Scott
with a smile.

Rhea laughed softly. “It’s nothing
world-shattering or anything. Mostly, it’s just lore. Would you
like to know the origin of the sorcerer’s power?”

“Sure, but can you tell me about that soul
thing first?” said Scott.

“Of course!” she said.

The elf girl tapped her chin for a moment
then nodded. “A divergent soul is one that can find true balance
between opposites.”

She noticed that Scott now wore a curious and
confused expression so she continued, “Normally the path of magic
requires total focus or the amount of power that you possess will
always be second rate. This is why other hybrid classes usually
focus on physical combat and only have minor spell casting
ability.”

“Sorcerer’s are different because they can
find a greater balance in the two types of combat?” asked Scott.
That seemed a little simplistic to be honest.

She shook her head. “That’s part of it, but
the real difference is that a sorcerer has taken on the power of
the primordial magic. They have in some ways become that power. It
is why that sort of magic is available to you after all.”

“Primordial magic again, huh? I still don’t
get its usefulness.” said Scott.

“It’s hard to explain because it exists
outside of the system in some regards.” said Rhea.

Scott looked at her in surprise. “Outside the
system? How is that possible?”

As far as Scott knew, the entire world and
everything in it had been created by Rhea’s family. The thought
that something outside of their system existed in this world was
quite unsettling.

“Well, we had to make the world out of
something Scott. Even we need a medium to work through. Basically,
the primordial magic is the essence of my family that was allowed
to suffuse this space and was then used to generate the world.”

“So, primordial magic is like the
metaphysical life’s blood of your family?” asked Scott.

“Yes! That’s one reason why we hate it when
the board calls for a reset. Every rock, every tree, every monster
and every race... They are like our children.” said Rhea.

Scott smiled softly at her, but she was not
finished yet. Rhea looked up at him then acquired a faraway look.
“When we created this world, we did so out of love. I was but a
child then, as far as childhood goes for my kind. I sang the song
that engendered love in the world. Every joyful sonnet or desperate
sorrow brought about by one being having care and concern for
another exists because my very life’s essence is bound to this
world, rather to all of the ARS servers.”

“Rhea...” said Scott gently.

She looked at Scott then offered a soft
smile. “You are the first person I have ever cared for deeply who
was not directly a part of my essence, as my family and this world
is.”

“I’m something not of ARS... doesn’t that
make me odd, strange?” asked Scott.

“Yes. You are an oddness in the world, Scott.
You’re an outside element, a chaotic and dangerous element.”

“How am I dangerous?”

Rhea slipped closer to him then took his
hands in hers. “Because you are a true human, no matter what race
you choose for yourself in this world. A being of such unimaginable
power can be nothing but the most dangerous of elements.”

“Powerful? You could easily kick my ass.”
said Scott with a nervous laugh.

“As you are now, yes. However, if you were to
attain the heights of what I had hoped for you... You can’t imagine
what you’ll be capable of accomplishing. You would not only have
the power of my family, but the unlimited creative potential of
true humanity.”

Rhea began to tremble then released a softly
shuddering breath. Scott reached out and pulled her close.
“Rhea...What do you mean?” he asked after her trembling ceased.

“You really don’t know, do you?” she asked
him simply.

“There are many things I don’t know.” he said
with equal simplicity.

She kissed him softly on the cheek. “Is it
alright, if I allow you to remain naive for a time?”

“Hell no.” said Scott cheerfully.

Rhea snorted then pulled back and laughed.
“You really are a silly boy, aren’t you?”

“I should remind you that despite my
appearance I am not a boy. I am in fact, a silly man.” replied
Scott.

“Ah, I stand corrected.” she said, a smile on
her lips and a sparkle in her eyes.

“Good, now tell me all of your secrets.” he
said happily.

She screwed her lips to the left then
chuckled a little. “Fine, you got me.”

“Good, I hope I can keep you.” said
Scott.

She patted him on the cheek gently. “I
know.”

He snorted at her and she grinned. Such a
cheeky response from Rhea could only mean that she was in a good
mood. Still, he refused to let her redirect the conversation. “So,
tell me about humanity and your family’s essence.”

“Right, well... It’s not that complicated
really. As a naturally occurring mortal soul you are actually one
of the most powerful forces in existence.” she said.

Scott stared at her flatly for a moment and
she grinned. Rhea said, “I understand that it does not sound right,
but it is. The creative potential of a mortal soul is well beyond
the capacity of any one member of my race.”

“How?” asked Scott.

“Well, it’s like this... A god, as we are
known, has but one existence. We can only ever be one thing. We can
divide our mind in millions of ways and have great power because of
that focus, but we are still limited to one mind.”

“I think I understand. It’s like how you are
currently yourself, but you’re using the body of an avatar named
Rhea Ardente.” said Scott.

“Exactly! We can play at being other people,
or even entire races of beings, but ultimately we are always the
same exact person. We are limited in the scope of our mental
capacity and ability to adapt.” said Rhea.

“How am I different?” asked Scott.

“True humans, like you and those of your
world, are more advanced than my people. We are older than your
species, but we look up to you and worship you because of your
advanced nature.” said Rhea.

“That seems backwards.” said Scott.

“Only from your singular perspective. The
truth is that, your species is multiversal and multi-dimensional in
nature. You can literally have an infinite number of highly
variable expressions of your existence occurring
simultaneously.”

Scott looked at her then tilted his head.
“Are you talking about that whole, dimensional analogs and a
different me in every universe theory thing? You know, the one that
fanfiction writers use as an excuse to insert themselves into their
favorite series?”

“Yes, more or less. There are an infinite
number of Scott’s in an equally infinite number of universes. Each
of them is a unique gem, a singular pristine existence. Yet, each
of you is formed from the exact same soul spread across the
vastness of the infinite cosmos.”

“Wow, so I’m the force?” asked Scott with a
silly expression on his face.

“The force?” asked Rhea.

“You know, the whole connects everything and
is part of everything deal. Part of the whole Star Wars thing?
Little green dude, speaks weird. The main character makes out with
his sister and his daddy cuts his arm off because he won’t stop
thinking naughty thoughts about her while he’s in the shower?”

“I am familiar with Star Wars, Scott.” said
Rhea acerbically. She then said, “Though, some of what you said
sounds different than I recall.”

He shrugged then said, “Oh they’re always
coming out with a new director’s cut. Even you might not have seen
them all.”

Rhea snorted at him then shook her head. She
loved him, but she knew he was full of shit at the moment. Though,
she had to admit that she was curious to see if that director’s cut
actually existed. It would explain so many things, even as it added
in new concepts.

“Seriously though, you think humans are more
advanced than gods?” asked Scott, his voice heavy with doubt.

“Yes, creative potential dictates it if
nothing else. Your people create gods all the time, but we have
trouble crafting even the simplest of human-like souls.” she
said.

“Where do all the human souls here come from
then?” he asked.

“Them? Oh, we import them wholesale because
it takes most of the residents of a city-block to create even one
realistically human soul. Even then, the result is highly limited
compared to the genuine article.” said Rhea.

“Would it make my brain hurt if I asked you
how you import souls wholesale?” asked Scott.

“No, no. We just contact one of the gardeners
to see if they have any souls who are interested in trying a
different world and lifestyle.”

“Gardeners?” asked Scott.

“Sure, like the gods who created your world,
or the guy who sold off that community service world Shara is
working at.”

“Ok... What?” asked Scott. What was she on
about now?

“Ah, I see. You don’t even know that much.”
she said.

“Why would I? This is not exactly something
that gets passed around in pamphlet form back home, you know.”

Rhea grinned. “I understand. Basically,
gardeners are gods, or sometimes highly advanced beings similar to
gods but not quite human-level themselves, who take the time and
energy to nurture a world so that human or human-like life can
evolve.”

“So, gardeners plant the seeds of life and
eventually humans sprout up like weeds?” he asked.

“Something like that, though it’s more like a
hermit crab sort of thing I guess.”

It was Scott’s turn to grin. He had
understood the reference. “Human souls are out there searching for
a proper shell and if they find one they move in?”

“Exactly! We use the word human, but it’s not
always physical humanity that occurs. You could be a cat person, or
a dragon person. The actual shell varies a lot, but the soul itself
can exist as all of these things.”

“How do you do the wholesale thing, then?” he
asked.

“Ah, that! You want to know?” she asked.

“Yep, sure do.” he said.

Rhea smiled at him then said, “When a hermit
crab moves into its shell, it will stay there until it is ready to
move on altogether. Sometimes these hermit crab souls swap shells
many times in that reality.”

She took a breath and continued, “However,
over time they might grow bored with their garden home and want
something else. So, after they discard their recent shell they
speak to the gardener about other accommodations and that deity
sells the matured souls off in bulk lots to interested
parties.”

“The souls don’t mind this?” asked Scott. He
was not sure what to think about it to be honest.

“Would you? Didn’t you jump at the chance to
leave your old life behind and move to a new and more personally
interesting location?” asked Rhea with a sweet smile.

“Ah, so it’s more like the souls want to
leave anyway so the gods arrange the travel accommodations?” asked
Scott.

“It’s a bit more complicated than that, but
that does sum up the process nicely.” she said.

Scott nodded to her then grew silent. He
still had a lot of questions to ask, but he was not certain where
to start. Before he could ask another question, Rhea began to
speak.

Rhea smiled lightly at him then took a deep
breath, “Long and long did Tsun Jae dance in the rhythm of the
wind. Swift and graceful were his feet upon the surface of the
lake. Furious and overwhelming was his strength under the angry
mountain. Gentle and nurturing were his fingers upon the land.”

Scott blinked at her then quirked his left
eyebrow. “What exactly are you on about now?”

“You did want to know more about the true
nature and lore of the sorcerer class, right?” asked Rhea. It was a
worthy attempt at a topic change and she intended to give it every
chance to succeed.

“Well, yes. Now that you’ve reminded me, I
did want to know more about It.” said Scott.

She grinned at him. “The first sorcerer in
the world, as the lore goes, was a man named Tsun Jae. Don’t try to
determine what language that name is from, it was just a fitting
name for a martial arts sorcerer and isn’t really using an Earth
basis.”

“He was named that in the lore because it
sounded cool?” asked Scott incredulously.

“Yes, exactly.” said Rhea.

Scott smirked in amusement.
“Seriously...”

She grinned at him then said, “Let me
finish!”

“Alright, go ahead.” said Scott. He sat up
straight and lifted his head in an approximation of a studious
appearance. “I am prepared to receive your wisdom, oh goddess of
backstories.”

“Thank you... Anyway, Tsun Jae was a mage and
an unarmed martial artist. He struggled to understand the best way
to combine the two arts. Eventually, he learned the rhythm of
nature and found a way to become closer to the spirit of all
things.”

“He merged unarmed combat and magic.” said
Scott.

“Yes, he did. The resulting fusion allowed
him to wield fewer spells overall, but he had such a mastery of
them that he was a force to be reckoned with. He went on to define
the higher sorcerous arts and when he finally passed from this
world and became one of the gods of ARS, he left behind the secrets
of true mastery.”

“He joined your people?” asked Scott.

Origin snorted. “No, of course not. Though,
he does exist and is one of the people you will eventually have to
meet in the classic server if you want to find the path to true
mastery of your class. That is, if you decide to continue with it
once we reincarnate.”

“So what was that business about him becoming
a god?”

“ARS god. That’s just a planetary deity, not
a true celestial. It’s like how I have an Origin avatar for this
world because attempting to enter this plane in my true form would
cause catastrophic damage to the world.”

“Continents would sink, dogs and cats would
live together in sin...” said Scott.

“Yeah, but I don’t think a giant man made out
of marshmallow would show up.” said Rhea cutely.

Scott snorted. He raised one hand up and
opened his eyes wide before he spoke in an authoritative and
ham-fisted tone of voice. “There is no marshmallow, only Zuul.”

She giggled loudly at him “You goofball.”

Ero whimpered cutely then sighed. “Oh
goodness...”

Scott and Rhea could not help but laugh at
the exhausted little thing. Scott had filled her with his
experience and she had loved it just as much as she usually did.
Still, her response had certainly included good timing.


Chapter 6: Fairy Friend
with Benefits

Several long hard days of doing the worst sorts of
jobs had passed. The trio had undertaken many monster subjugation
missions, a few item gathering quests, and a bandit extermination
request. They had finally reached a point where the government had
decided that they could be given a chance to earn their Writ of
Meritorious Service.

Scott refilled Ero’s cup of tea then smiled
at her. Rhea had to deal with a little offline work today since
they would go on their final quest to acquire the writ tomorrow.
The sorcerer and his fairy best friend decided to take the day off
and get a bit of rest.

“Thank you fairy much.” said Ero cutely.

He snorted at her then grinned. “You’re going
to keep doing that when you talk, aren’t you?”

“Yes! I think it’s fairy cute.” said Ero with
a smile.

Since they had awakened earlier Ero had
decided to replace the word very with the word fairy. Scott still
had no idea why she had made such an arbitrary decision, but he had
written it off as just one of her quirks.

Ero took a deep breath then released a happy
sigh. “This is nice.”

“The tea?” asked Scott.

“Everything.” said Ero.

“Yeah, it is nice to just relax a little.
We’ve been training a lot.” said Scott before he refilled his cup
of tea.

“True, but that’s not what I meant.” Ero
dipped a spoon into her tea cup then used it to take a drink once
more.

“What did you mean?” he asked her.

Ero smiled up at him. “I love Rhea, but it’s
nice to spend time with you like this.”

“Am I really such good company?” asked
Scott.

The fairy laughed sweetly then nodded. “Yeah!
It’s like we are on a date...”

Scott reached over and extended his pinky.
She clasped his offered digit happily in her hands then smiled at
him once more.

“Yes, it is now that I think about it. Was
there anything that you wanted to do today?” he asked her.

“Are you fairy certain that you want to ask
me that question, Scott?” asked Ero.

“I choose to live dangerously.” he said with
a smarmy shake of his head.

The fairy chuckled softly then lifted his
finger up. She looked at him with a soft and gentle expression. Her
lips parted slightly and she tenderly kissed the tip. “In that
case.... I want it.”

“Hmm? It.” he asked her curiously.

“Yeah, It. What you promised me...” said
Ero.

“What did I promise you again?” he asked
her.

“Two cookies and a massage!” she
exclaimed.

Scott blinked at her. When had he promised
her that? He asked her about it and she leveled a devastating pout
in his direction.

“Remember when you sat on me? We were in the
boat...?” Ero shook his finger in annoyance.

He stared off into space for a moment. It did
not take long to remember that promise. He still had not properly
made good on it despite the various snacks that he had gotten
her.

“Is that really what you want?” he asked
her.

“Yes, I want that fairy, fairy, much.” she
said.

Scott lifted up his hand and she clung to it
for a moment. She fluttered her wings then rose up with his hand.
She looked at him cutely then grinned.

“Right, so how do we do this? Do I get you a
dish towel to lay on or something?” asked Scott.

“Actually, I... Have something to show you.
Don’t be mad because I haven’t told you yet. Ok?” said Ero.

“Sure.” he said.

She gripped his finger then tugged gently. He
let her lead him away from the table then through the dining room
area. They returned to the room upstairs.

Once inside she pulled him over to the bed,
sat down, then fluttered over to shut and lock the door. After
doing so she turned in the air then flashed him a pretty smile.

“Ero...?” asked Scott curiously. What exactly
did she intend to show him? He was certainly curious now, and
possibly a little terrified.

She held up her hands then pressed them
forward. “OK, so after I reached level forty I realized that I
could do this, but still I can only do this once every few days.
Even then it won’t last that long.”

“What are you about to do?” asked Scott. She
had literally reached level forty yesterday. All of the constant
fighting and questing had paid off in massive amounts of
experience. He had held off on raising his level until she had
reached the same milestone that he had.

Ero took a breath then giggled a little
before she stretched out her arms. Her body began to glow brightly.
Prismatic spears of light shot out at various angles. The
background music changed to a soft and quirky musical score that
gave off the appearance of an old school magical girl
transformation sequence.

However, instead of Ero reappearing while
wearing a cute outfit, her body began to grow at an alarming rate.
When the rapid growth stopped, the glow also ceased. The customary
spectacularly naked form of Ero was revealed in all her expanded
glory.

“You... You can grow to normal human height
now?” asked Scott in surprise. She had not mentioned it at all.
Sure they had gained levels rapidly in the last few days, but this
was something he had not expected to see occur. She had not grown
to this size since the incident in the cave not long after they had
first met. It was too hard for her to do it frequently, and had
only used it that one time when unleashing her [Storm of
Emotion] greater power.

“Yes, is it OK?” she asked him gently. Her
voice was now much more resonant and carried a hint of passion that
he could not deny.

“Of course.” said Scott softly.

Ero’s cheeks reddened then she skittered
nervously over to where he sat on the bed. Behind them Rhea snored
loudly. She was busy offline, but her body was left behind in their
room. While she could have logged off entirely, she liked to leave
her body behind for various reasons.

The fairy girl sat down next to Scott then
clasped his hand tenderly in her own. “I’d love that massage now,
but really I just wanted to show you this.”

Scott smiled at her. “I’m happy for you. How
long will it be until you can do this at will, for as long as you
like?”

Ero shook her head. “I don’t really know. I
think it won’t be long now. Everyone else seems to have things
happen at level one hundred.”

“Well, that would make sense.” he said.

She leaned against him then sighed in
contentment. “You have no idea how long I have wanted to do this
when we were awake.”

“I could guess.” said Scott.

She kissed him softly on the shoulder then
said, “No, it doesn’t really matter. I’m just glad to be able to
sit next to you like this and also...”

She held up their hands and then looked at
him. “You and Rhea hold hands a lot. I finally get to do that with
you when we’re awake.”

Scott squeezed her hand softly then kissed
her on the side of the cheek. “You’re a sweet, far too naked girl,
Ero.”

She laughed musically then placed her chin on
his shoulder. “You don’t like me when I’m naked?”

“I’ve only ever seen you with clothes on
once.” he replied. He also made a concerted effort not to gaze upon
her gloriously nude form. The three of them were in some sort of
loving relationship but things had not really progressed past the
acceptance stage.

Honestly, it was a little awkward because he
felt as though he would hurt one girl or the other if anything more
in-depth were to occur. The girl who spent that sort of quality
time with him second would no doubt feel like he liked her
less.

Ero giggled sweetly. “True, though that
outfit was so sheer that you could see through it when it was
wet.”

“Yeah, it was more difficult to deal with
that than when you’re naked.”

She leaned away from him then pouted. “I’m
difficult?”

“You’re adorable is what you are and we both
know what I meant.” said Scott.

The fairy reached up and casually pinched his
shoulder. “Never tell a girl it’s difficult when she’s naked. I’ve
been trapped in a cave for years and even I know that much.”

Scott rubbed his shoulder a little to massage
out the pain then said, “Fair enough.”

Ero guided his hand down to her left thigh
then had him rest it there gently. “I’m not going to push anything.
Honestly, I can’t.”

“You can’t?” he asked.

“No, I can’t.” Her eyebrows pressed inward
gently and she sighed. “Even now I feel my energy levels dropping.
Soon I will return to my normal size.”

“I see. That’s too bad. It’s nice to be able
to give you a proper hug now and then.”

Ero slipped in sideways. She wrapped her arms
around his chest before resting her cheek on his shoulder. “Yes, it
is. Though, I did not take this form just to cuddle with you this
time.”

Scott performed a maneuver of his own then
wrapped his right arm around her slender waist. “Why do it
then?”

Ero was quiet for a moment then she released
a slow, labored sigh. “Scott, you know that Rhea loves you fairy
much. Right?”

“Yes. I do.” he said simply.

The fairy looked over at him then gazed
softly into his eyes. A brief moment passed between them. The
moment was broken when Ero loudly proclaimed. “You should spank her
or something.”

Scott blinked at her then coughed once. “Ero,
what?”

“Don’t Ero, what, me. Rhea deserves a little
more physical attention. She’s a wonderful person, and it would
help things along greatly.” she said.

“What things are you referring to...?” asked
Scott slowly. The way that she had said that had caused him to
immediately become suspicious.

Ero grinned at him then waggled her eyebrows
suggestively. It was both cute and creepy. She leaned in and
whispered into his ear. “The sooner you make with the naughty happy
fun time with her, the sooner the fairy can get laid.”

Scott glanced at her then proffered her a
sarcastic smile. “Somehow I knew that was what this was all about,
you perky little horn ball.”

“I have needs, Scott. So does Rhea. Be like
that guy on that show where the little ship flies through space and
make it so.”

“Do I really come off as that reticent?
Besides neither of you have been with someone like that, right?” he
asked.

“No, but it’s about time. Besides I can’t
stand it anymore. It’s fairy frustrating! Just give it up already!”
exclaimed Ero. She pushed against him and knocked him over.

“What are you doing!” called out Scott.

“I’m taking our friendship to the next level,
Scott.” said Ero sweetly.

“Uh, but we’re already best friends...” he
said nervously. They could not do this next to Rhea’s unconscious
body. That would be wrong on so many levels.

She sat up and straddled his waist. “Well,
it’s high time that I received my benefits package.”

“You want to be best friends with
benefits...?” asked Scott.

Ero rolled her eyes then patted the side of
his face. “Why ask a question you know the answer too?”

“You’re a bit aggressive when you’re not
fun-sized.” said Scott.

Ero slipped down atop him and pressed her
naked breasts hotly against his fully-clothed body. “I’m always
like this. Except now I’m big enough to make something interesting
happen.”

Scott sighed at his beautiful BFF then
wrapped his arms around her. “Ero, is this really how you want
things to happen?” The idea of getting in some sexy time with his
best friend was not a bad one, but it was something that he wanted
to put off until he was sure that their weird three-way
relationship was more solid. He did not wish to hurt anyone.

“No, I’m just waiting for Rhea to finish
waking up.” she said sweetly.

Scott blinked at her then glanced over to
where Rhea should have been resting. However, the blue haired
high-elf had rolled over onto her side and propped her head up with
her hand.

Scott looked at Rhea then looked to Ero, and
then he looked back and Rhea. His elven love interest raised her
other hand and lightly wiggled her fingers at him before offering
him a warm smile.

He blinked once, slowly, then looked up at
the ceiling. “Dammit, I’m always going to be outnumbered, huh?”

Ero and Rhea shared a laugh at his expense.
The plan had worked beautifully, and now the prey had been
cornered. Now it was only a matter of time before they wore down
the flighty beast and claimed their long awaited prize.


Chapter 7: Family
Meeting

It was a strange, yet beautiful, feeling for Rhea.
The moment that she had longed for had come to pass at last. Even
now, while the man she adored slumbered she could not help but
smile and bask in the glorious afterglow of giving herself to the
one she loved.

She sighed gently, content, to gaze upon his
face. A soft snore from nearby reminded her that a certain fairy
BFF had needed a nap afterward as well. “Oh Ero...” said Rhea with
a laugh. The fairy girl had returned to her normal fun-sized
nature. She currently slept naked atop a pillow between them.

Rhea ran her index finger along Scott’s chin
then kissed his nose. She kissed his chin, and then his neck. Her
body was flush from their recent union, and the gleam of sweat that
glistened along her gentle curvature was a steadfast reminder that
love-making was quite an experience.

However, as much as the beautiful high elf
had enjoyed spending that sweet moment with her love, she had to
get back to work. It was truly torture to part from Scott, and even
little Ero with her big mildly perverse ideas. Yet, she must do
so.

Rhea snuggled her naked body against the man
she loved then sighed sweetly. Slowly, she closed her eyes then
logged off. It was time to deal with one of the things she hated
most about her current life.

Origin blinked slowly then took the tiara
from her head. A gentle smile crossed her lips briefly, but then
she had to set even that aside. The gamer goddess had to get ready
for a family business meeting.

After a quick shower, and a short bit of time
spent dressing for success, she headed off to her rendezvous with
her family. Origin’s business suit was both tasteful and
professional, everything that was supposed to be buttoned was
buttoned. While her black skirt hugged her lush figure it also
reached down to her knees.

Her attire was a stark contrast to what her
mother considered appropriate for a business meeting. Origin could
tell her mother apart from anyone in a crowd, from a mile away. Era
had also dressed in a business suit, but her version was
reminiscent of something one might see in a high-class pornographic
film. Era was fond of sayings such as ‘Cleavage is power’ and ‘Can
I get you anything, sir?’

“Hi, mom.” said Origin lightly.

Era smiled at her sweetly then her smiled
froze in place. She blinked once, and then her head tilted lightly
to the side. She scented the air like a hungry wolf. Slowly, her
left eyebrow rose up.

Origin leaned back under the scrutinizing
gaze of her mother and winced. There was no way that she could
know, but somehow she suspected that she did.

The goddess of fertility gazed upon her
daughter for a moment. Suddenly, a bright and lewd smile crossed
her lips. “Oho, sorry to tear you away my dear.”

Origin groaned loudly. “Mother...”

Era laughed at her daughter’s embarrassment
then pulled her close for a matronly hug. “Who would have thought
that my sweet little Origin would finally become a woman
overnight?”

The blue-haired goddess winced then started
to blush. “It’s not really something I want to talk about.”

“Nonsense, honey. I can finally have all
sorts of proper conversations with my sweet girl. Say, did you...”
began Era. She rattled off a list of perverse sexual actions that
literally made Origin’s hair fly up and stand on end.

“No, no! We did nothing of the sort.” cried
Origin. Who would do that with two milk jugs and a chicken, anyway?
That thing with the salad tongs and the pickle just sounded
weird!

“Ah, pity. Did you at least...” began Era.
She rattled off another lengthy list of deviant actions that were
only slightly less freaktastic than the previous one.

“Uh... No, not really. Do, do we actually
need to discuss this?” asked the girl in an embarrassed tone.

“Discuss what?” asked Mid as she entered the
room. She wore a sensible business suit, with simple and elegant
heels. However, she also wore her customary big floppy hat.

“Your little sister finally rode the wild
stallion.” said Era.

“Really! Good for her!” exclaimed Mid.

Mid turned to Origin and said, “Did you
guys...” before she rattled off a list of disturbing sexual actions
that made Origin want to crawl under the table and hide.

“What was that about a leather whip and a car
battery?” asked Silence as he walked into the room. He wore what
one might refer to as business casual attire. He was not the suit
and tie type of person, but he cleaned up nicely if he had to wear
big boy clothes.

“Little sister got laid last night.” said Mid
excitedly.

“Whoa, and she’s already hooking up the car
batteries and the mouse-traps? Goodness, little girls grow up fast
nowadays.” he said in a sarcastic but cheerful manner.

Origin actually forgot herself for a moment
and prayed for death. A little blue window appeared before her that
held Silence’s image and a message.

 


[Voice Message]

 


We’re sorry; Silence is unavailable for personal
death requests at this time. Please pray for death between the
hours of 8 A.M. and 5 P.M. Monday through Friday. If your desire
for death is too great, please forward your request to the local
Reaper Union for your city ward.

Thank you for dying with us, and have a lovely
day!

 


[--]

 


Silence blinked. “Did you just pray for
death, sis?”

“Just a little.” admitted Origin.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to tease you that
much.” said Mid with a smile.

“What are we teasing little sister about,
now?” asked a new voice.

“Theta!” called Origin.

“Hey.” said Theta before walking over to the
rest of the family. Unlike the rest of them, the rarely seen elder
sister of the family wore jeans, a simple T-shirt, and a leather
jacket.

“As casual as ever I see, dear.” said Era
with a gentle smile.

“Yep, like I would dress up for those idiots
on the board.” said Theta before moving to stand in front of
Origin.

The heir-apparent to the gaming empire looked
up to her older sister and smiled. Theta was a true beauty in her
own right, and the coolest person who Origin knew.

“So, you finally coaxed the bunny rabbit into
letting you nibble his carrot, huh baby sister?” Theta reached out
and stroked Origin’s hair gently.

Origin’s face turned bright red and she made
a cute noise. Would they ever let her live it down? They had all
done it before, why tease her so much. “Even you, Theta.”

Theta kissed her sister on the cheek then
whispered, “Especially me, because I’m happy for you.”

Origin looked at her cool older sister and a
slight shimmer came to her eyes. “Thank you.”

“Speaking of getting some, when are you gonna
let Gambol ride the wild waterslide?” Mid asked Theta.

Theta snorted then turned to look at Mid.
“Whenever he can convince me that he deserves it.”

That brought a smile to everyone’s face. It
was the closest thing to an admission that she liked the goofy
ninja that she had said in months. She was not really interested in
dating and romance. Theta had her own interests to attend to at the
moment.

“Shara’s not here?” asked Theta in concern.
She had hoped to see her other little sister, too. “She
alright?”

“Yeah, you’ve been busy with the new
continent so you don’t know.” said Origin.

“Know what?” asked Theta.

Silence spoke up. “She let some fat guy touch
her tits and his heart exploded.”

Theta blinked. That was certainly an
unexpected response. “I’ve been out of the loop for a while I
see.”

Origin laughed. “Yeah, she’s stuck on a
community service project as punishment.”

Theta laughed lightly. “That could only
happen to Shara. I swear that girl gets into the strangest
situations.”

Everyone shared a laugh at that. It was
certainly true. Shara did spend a lot of time getting into and out
of weird situations.

“So, since we’re all here, let’s get the
meeting started.” said Era authoritatively.

“Is dad coming?” asked Mid.

“No, your father is dealing with those idiots
on the board privately before starting his next court session.”
said Era.

Origin grunted. The board had become worse of
late. They had no legal right to do anything, yet, but they had
started to complain more frequently of late. Her father was a
powerful and intimidating god, and one of the best weapons that
they had against those money hungry morons.

“Anyway, forget them for the moment. We
should discuss useful business.” said Era.

The matriarch of the family looked around to
see if everyone was ready. After a few nods of agreement she began.
“First off, we need to discuss the new continent.”

She looked to Theta then made a hand-waving
gesture. “Care to enlighten us?”

Theta nodded. “Sure, it’s going well. The
topography is almost complete and we can begin the alpha-phase of
creature generation sometime next year.”

“Ah, sounds like you are ahead of schedule
then?” asked Mid.

“Yeah, but only by a few months. It takes
forever to generate matter and bind it properly in zero-space due
to working by myself.” said Theta.

It was an old complaint. Normally an entire
team worked on the physical world-building, but the board was even
more assholish of late than usual. The family had to work on their
expansion pack project on their own to prevent them from trying to
screw around with the design aesthetic. While there was a team that
worked on organic life models and other things, the actual
continent was built solely by Theta’s power.

“Good, the sooner that is done, the sooner we
can shut the mouths of those stuffed suits.” said Silence.

“Always a good thing.” said Era.

Everyone nodded once more, and then the
matriarch gazed upon the youngest daughter present. “How goes the
back-up plan?”

Origin smiled. “I haven’t always made the
right choice with dealing with him, mostly due to keeping things
from him at times, but he is making great progress.”

“In the sack, or in physical development?”
asked Mid.

“Both.” said Origin. She refused to be teased
anymore.

“Good, so are you pregnant yet?” asked Era
curiously.

“What? No! We have only been together
once...” said Origin.

“Take your time, dear child. We only have
three or four years here, but in ARS that translates to well over a
decade. There’s no need to rush.” said Era, with a smile.

“Thank you...” said Origin, with a relieved
sigh.

“Yeah, can your avatar even become pregnant?”
asked Silence.

Origin winced. “Well, yes, but...”

Era took in the nervous look in her
daughter’s eyes then a bright smile crossed her lips. “You’re not
serious, are you?”

“Huh?” asked Origin.

“You are, aren’t you? You don’t just want to
get pregnant in ARS...” said Era.

Origin’s face turned bright red as the rest
of her family scrutinized her curiously. Why must they be like
this? Was their boredom really so great?

“That’s... So, great!” cried out Mid. She
hopped out of her seat then ran over to give her sister a hug.

“I’m going to have a little brother or
sister?” asked Silence thoughtfully.

“Niece or nephew.” corrected Mid, before she
hugged Origin again then kissed her cheek.

“Right, that’s how it works.... Wait, how
will it work? He’s human... Mortals are awesome, but kind of
fragile.” said Silence.

Origin shook her head. “Father once told me
that there was a way for a man to become like us, though the result
was someone far more powerful than normal.”

“He would know. His great grandfather was
originally human.” said Era.

“Whoa! We’re related to a human?” asked Theta
curiously.

“Ascended human, yes. It happens on
exceptionally rare occasion. Entire multiverses tend to spawn when
it happens. It’s one of the reasons why you kids are so powerful
compared to many of the other gods your age.” replied Era.

“Well, yeah, that would do it.” admitted
Theta. Having a bit of human in them would have definitely
supercharged the family line.

“I had hoped that Scott could join us here,
but... I still don’t know how to make it happen. I know that he
could at least ascend to planetary status and we could be together
like that. He could even survive a trip here for limited periods of
time.” said Origin.

“Sadly, that is the problem. If you could
remain on sweet terms with him, and he ascended, the board could
just suck it. They couldn’t do a damned thing against something
like that.” said Era.

“Just suck it?” asked Mid incredulously.
Since when did her mother speak in such a fashion?

“Hmm, is that not how those sexy young people
say it?” asked Era.

“You make it sound like he would become
something like a super god.” said Silence.

“If he truly ascended he would be to us, what
a planetary god would be to a garden slug.” said Era.

Silence let out a low, slow, whistle. “Good
thing he’s into little sister here.”

“Well, if he wasn’t, we would not even
discuss it.” said Era.

The gathered family members chatted freely
about ascension of humanity for a moment, and then Era made a
suggestion. It seemed like a good suggestion on the surface, but
Origin had reservations.

“We don’t even know where grandfather is, he
doesn’t live in the city.” said Origin.

“I’ll ask your father dear. He could at least
ask his father, if he does not know personally.” said Era.

“Ah, makes sense...” said Origin. Though, she
was nervous about including her father in a discussion that
involved Scott.

The meeting dissolved into different topics
after that. Most of it revolved around discussion concerning new
monsters and how the continent update would be differentiated in
each of the servers. They all worked differently to some extent,
and would require proper conversion.

**

Morning came with its customary rudeness,
always at the crack of dawn. Why the sun never chose to sleep in
late was a mystery to some people. Scott on the other hand, could
not wait for morning to come. They were finally going to finish a
few things.

The entire mermaid situation had been
somewhat simplistic to resolve so far, really. He had expected
things to lead to some sort of epic ordeal with boss monsters and
things of that nature. As it turned out, it was just a series of
interesting life events, just another day in a fantasy world.

Scott glanced down at his chest and saw Ero
lying there spread-eagle. He glanced to his left and smiled. Rhea
had cuddled next to him, her chin in the crook of his neck.

Life did not get much better than this. It
had been a hard thing to accept someone into his life, especially
someone as impossibly sweet as Rhea. Then there was Ero. She was an
adorable and loving girl who constantly did things that made Scott
want to hug the ever loving crap out of her. Thank you fairy
much.

Scott leaned in and gently kissed Rhea on the
lips, and then nuzzled her nose with his. Her eyes fluttered opened
gently and she looked at him.

“Morning, Rhea.” said Scott softly.

Rhea smiled at him in a dreamy-eyed manner
then kissed him softly on the lips as well. “Morning, Scott.”

“Did you have a good meeting with the fam?”
he asked her, before slipping his hand down to gently stroke Ero’s
lower back with his index finger.

Rhea chuckled sweetly then nodded. “Yeah, fun
as always. They picked on me a little, though.”

“Oh? What about?” asked Scott.

She smiled. “Mostly about you and I finally
doing more than just blush and giggle like a couple of
teenagers.”

“Yeah we did.” He leaned in. Rhea closed her
eyes gently while he kissed her softly on the side of the nose. Her
cheeks became flush and she brought her hand up to clasp his cheek
tenderly.

Scott smiled at her for a moment, but then
his eyes widened in surprise when she said something he had not
expected.

“What, seriously?”

“Yeah, is it OK?”

“Well, yes, but are you sure it’s a good
idea? I mean... Meeting your family...”

“They’ll love you. Though, we should probably
finish our current mission and then do some level grinding first.
It will take a little time for them to assemble as their avatars
are scattered across ARS.” said Rhea.

“Sounds good, we have to prepare things for
the transfer and for Corpse Rat.” said Scott.

“Yeah, those guys need a serious
butt-kicking. Most of the rest of the family wants in on it, so we
should be able to take them down with a little effort.” said
Rhea.

“Great. We can’t end them permanently, but we
can make them pay for the crap that they pulled.” said Scott.
Sadly, permanent death was not a thing for players in this world.
The best they could do was kill them enough times to irritate the
hell out of them, and to wreck their guild’s monopoly over
Askrida.

Rhea yawned softly then sat up. The movement
provided Scott with an incredible view of many of the reasons why
he was such a lucky man. Her delightful curvature intrigued her
man-toy greatly, but the soft smile and the way the light danced in
her eyes were far more interesting to the man.

Scott reached up and placed his hand against
her cheek. His thumb gently caressed her cheekbone while he reveled
in the vision of loveliness before him. It was hard to believe that
behind that extraordinarily well-crafted exterior was the heart and
soul of a girl so innocent that she had spent decades pining for a
guy like him. It was even more difficult to believe that it had
happened solely because he had been nice to her and protected her
one time.

That sort of dedication, if nothing else that
alone proved her inhuman nature. He could not think of anyone that
he had ever met who could remain infatuated with anyone that long
with no hope of ever meeting again.

“What are you thinking, Scott?” asked Rhea
softly, before she reached down and gently placed her hand against
his cheek as well.

A slight smile crossed his lips then slowly
blossomed into one that was far more robust, and cheerful. “I don’t
know how much time I have left. Things could go very wrong for me,
in the future, but I am so glad that I met you.”

Rhea’s eyes shimmered softly as she fought
back the tears that threatened to fall. “I’m glad that I met you
too, but don’t talk like something will happen to you.”

Scott nodded. “No matter what happens, I’ll
always come back to you.”

“That’s... That’s much better.” said Rhea in
a half-sobbed whisper. They had discussed the dangers in the
classic server at length. There were few things that could cause a
permanent death state for a player or someone like Scott, but they
did exist and he would have to deal with them at times if he truly
wished to protect ARS. There was a very real chance that she could
lose him forever, that he would be destroyed so completely that
even she could not bring him back.

“Rhea... there are problems with me that I
still don’t really understand how to deal with, but with you and
Ero beside me, I can do anything.” said Scott.

She leaned down and kissed him softly on the
lips then whispered. “We’ll always be with you, Scott. You’ll
always be with us, don’t you dare forget that.”

It was Scott’s turn to become a little
misty-eyed. “Have I mentioned that you’re sort of cute when you’re
bossy?”

Rhea smiled at him softly. “I’m the boss.
Accept it with your body and soul.”

“Listen to this girl...” said Scott with a
laugh.

Rhea laughed along with him for a moment then
said, “So, how will you show the boss that you’re serious about the
job?”

Scott slid his hand from her cheek down to
her shoulder. He looked her in the eyes with a soft, but naughty
expression, while he slipped his fingers further down to her back.
Slowly, the tips of his fingers traced the gentle curvature of her
ribs then continued down to stop at her hips.

The light in Rhea’s eyes seemed to dance as
her smile changed something more intrigued that joyful. When
Scott’s other hand slipped down to conquer the other side of her
body her eyes widened but when his hands rose up to claim her
supple rear she gasped aloud.

“I think the boss needs to understand more
about my work ethic. She might need to watch me as I go through my
daily grind in order to understand the depths of how long and hard
I work.” said Scott casually.

Rhea gasped softly once again as Scott’s
hands moved down to claim yet another place that had never been
claimed until he had come into her life. “Y-yes, perhaps a lengthy
staff review session is in order.”

Scott grinned at her. “I like how we do
things together.”

She laughed in a somewhat husky, but melodic
manner. “If every staff meeting was like this, I’d like to go to
work more often.”

“My little Rhea would become such a
workaholic.” said Scott lightly.

“Since when am I little? Hmm?” She leaned
down and pressed her nose against his.

“I’m bigger than you.” said Scott simply.

“Well, there is that...” she whispered hotly
before pressing her lips to his.

While Scott continued to state his claim with
his exploratory fingers, Rhea did the same with her delicate tip of
her tongue. They shared a warm and lingering kiss for a moment
before a tiny little voice cried out for help.

Rhea leaned back a little and both she and
Scott looked down. Ero looked up at them while she gasped for
air.

The little fairy called out. “I nearly died
again!”

Scott tried his best not to laugh but he had
to say what he was thinking. “Yeah, but what a way to go!”

“You’d be ok with being smothered to death by
Rhea’s giant honkers?” cried out Ero.

“Yes, yes I would.” said Scott with a
grin.

Rhea’s face turned bright red and she shook
her head slowly from side to side. “They aren’t that big.”

“They’re still bigger than me!” exclaimed
Ero.

Rhea started to cross her arms, but Scott
stopped her. He caught her hands and shook his head before he said,
“Nope.”

“Scott?” asked Rhea in confusion.

“I’m not done with those yet. It would be
unfair to try and take them away now.” he said lightly.

“That’s just something you’ll have to learn
to deal with.” she said softly without making any effort to close
her arms again.

“You can claim to be the boss of me all you
like, but I’m the boss of these.” he said lightly before slipping
his hands down to gently caress his new pillowy and bountiful
subordinates.

Rhea’s face began to burn with the
embarrassment of the moment and turned her head away, but she
relaxed a little after the moment passed. She had to admit that she
did not hate what was happening right now. Masculine and sexually
aggressive Scott was kind of nice...

Of course, he ruined it a little with his
customary goof ball antics. “I wonder if this is how Neil Armstrong
felt when he managed to step down on the moon.”

“Huh?” asked Rhea. She turned her head back
to look at him, confusion evident on her face.

Scott continued to caress her gently while he
said, “He’s the only other guy I know who’s ever been this close to
a heavenly body.”

Rhea blinked slowly once then froze up a
little. Her face, already red from embarrassment, grew a little
hotter then she looked down. She started to breathe heavily in and
out for a moment then finally snorted and started to laugh.

“Not gonna slap me around and tell me I’m
stupid?” asked Scott in a slightly disappointed tone.

Instead of doing that, she pulled him to her
and kissed him sweetly on the lips before she said, “You’re the
stupidest boy ever... but you’re my stupid boy.”

Ero smiled softly at their antics. She was
too small to properly join in at the moment, sadly, but she truly
enjoyed seeing the two of them get along so well. “Hey, save some
of that stupid for me.”

“Sure, how much?” asked Rhea with a grin.

“Just a little bit. I’m not that big right
now.” said Ero before she tilted her head to the side and smiled
cutely.

The trio shared a happy laugh at that, and
then continued to chat freely. They spoke of life, love, business,
size changing fairy BFFs, and Rhea’s epic elf boobs.

As the conversation continued Ero smiled
softly to herself. It was nice to hear them getting along, but she
did not like what she had heard Scott admit earlier before the
breast massages and other interesting conversations had begun.

The idea that he might not make it through
the coming days was greatly unsettling for her. A life without
Scott was not something she wanted to contemplate, especially now
that she had finally gotten to see what all the interesting fuss
was about when it came to adult relationships. Rhea’s super boobs
were not the only thing larger than life in this room, and she had
enjoyed every bit of that masculine revelation.


Chapter 8: Blood
Tracker

The mournful howl of the wind perfectly captioned the
lonesome image of the lighthouse atop the cliff. It was an ancient
symbol for seafarers, but it had been put out of use long ago. Now,
it was only a haven for bandits and various other rogues who lived
counter to society.

Scott and Rhea waited patiently as Ero
fluttered around the area in search of at least one of the bandits.
The city council had determined that their good works of late
merited this opportunity to acquire their desired Writ of
Meritorious Service. However, they had spent the better part of the
day in the area and had not found even a single bandit. They had
been tasked with the discovery of where the bandit group
threatening the village of Descendant’s Cove made their lair.

Ero returned to the group then shook her
head. “Sorry, I tried fairy hard, but I didn’t see any sign of
bandits.”

“Thanks Ero.” said Scott.

Rhea nodded to the tiny girl. “Good job. But
you saw no sign of bandits here, either?”

“No, none. It looks like no one has been here
in a fairy long time.” said Ero before she pouted in a cute
manner.

Scott leaned back against an old pine tree
then rubbed his chin. It made no sense. If the bandit’s in the area
were really in the area there should at least be some sign of
them.

Rhea tilted her head to the side. “You know,
we haven’t checked on the slave trader in a few days.”

“You thinking the same thing I am?” asked
Scott.

“Yeah, maybe...” said Rhea.

“Tonight is the full moon. We’re a good
distance from town.” said Scott.

“Exactly.” said Rhea.

“Full moon? Wait, but on the night of the
full moon the mermaids want to do interesting things with any human
who will have them.” said Ero.

Scott’s eyebrows pressed together and a frown
rose up on his lips. “A month, that’s how long he gave us, but
isn’t that a little long? Maybe we should go check in with
him.”

“Yeah, I think so, too.” said Rhea. The
beautiful elf maiden’s eyes narrowed. A visit to the slave trader
sounded like the best thing to do right now.

The trio decided to put off finding the
bandit lair till the end of the full moon period. Something about
the current situation did not sit right with them. They discussed
their misgivings on the long trip back to town. The day ended long
before they reached the outskirts of the city and the moon had
already begun to rise in the background.

They headed to the slave quarter straight
away. Upon arrival at the massive tent, neither of the three was
surprised to see a large crowd of people gathered around.

There was a large stage set up just outside
the trader’s tent. He stood atop it with a friendly smile and waved
to the gathered people.

“Greetings, greetings, and gather round! The
finest show on ARS is about to begin!” called out the trader.

“A fine show, huh?” asked Scott with venom in
his voice.

Rhea remained silent, but her expression
spoke volumes about her thoughts. Was the trader really about to do
what she thought he was about to do?

Ero exclaimed something in surprise. Scott
and Rhea turned to the side and saw someone they had not
expected.

“Gambol? What’s going on?” asked Scott. The
ninja master did not seem like the sort of person who would
frequent a slave trader’s auction.

“Hmm? Oh! It’s you three!” called out Gambol.
His body flashed briefly. He disappeared for a split-second before
he reappeared next to Scott.

“Hi Gambol!” cried out Ero.

“Hey again, Ero.” Gambol smiled at the overly
enthusiastic girl then looked to Scott and Rhea once more. “You
don’t know what’s going on?”

Scott glanced at Rhea then back to Gambol.
“We thought this guy might be selling the mermaids despite telling
us he would take care of them till we could claim them
properly.”

“Well, if he said it, he probably meant it.
He’s a fairly honest guy, except when it comes to his obsession
with his sister.” said Gambol.

“What do you mean? He seemed to want little
to do with her.” said Rhea.

Gambol laughed. “They’re rivals of a sort.
I’ve only met his sister once, recently. It had to do with your job
actually, but I’ve met this guy a few times. Every time, he’s had a
different story about her that couldn’t possibly be true.”

Scott openly stared at Gambol. What kind
brother and sister rival issues did the guy have to make up a story
like the one that he had told them? “Well, if he’s not selling the
mermaids into slavery, what is all this?”

“Oh? It’s the grand auction! Once every three
months he holds an auction where his current roster of premium
slaves all step up on stage and try to convince people to buy
them.” said Gambol.

“They actually want people to buy them?”
asked Scott incredulously.

“Sure! High-end slaves are well-trained in
various arts and can command a considerable price. Some of them
even take pride in it for some reason. Of course, there’s also
another reason for that.”

Rhea looked at Gambol then rolled her eyes.
“Oh, now I remember what this really is...”

“What is it Rhea?” asked Ero.

Rhea laughed softly then sighed. “The
mermaids are probably fine. This has nothing to do with them.”

“What is it then?” asked Scott.

Gambol grinned at him then held up a sack of
Fayth. “I came prepared...”

Rhea snorted at him. “What would my sister
think?”

“Depends on the kind of deal I get.” said
Gambol.

She laughed a little. “Probably. She doesn’t
get jealous that easily.”

“I wish she would. It’d make it easier to
know if she actually liked me.” said Gambol.

Scott looked back and forth between them,
uncertain what to say. Ero did not speak either. She was too busy
fluttering up and down while trying to get a better view of the
stage.

“So, one of you was about to tell me what all
this is really about?” asked Scott.

“Oh, yeah.” Rhea leaned in close and
whispered to him so that the crowd would not be able to hear as
easily. “This is probably a player auction. Basically, players who
want to role-play being a slave or starting their lives
enslaved.”

Scott blinked twice. That was both absurd and
entirely practical. It was like starting out an adventuring career
in prison. You start with nothing and move from there. It was
decidedly strange and more than a little disturbing, but if that
was really what was going on here, it was not necessarily a bad
deal.

Ero fluttered over to Scott then stood atop
his head. “Why didn’t I think of this before? This is the perfect
spot.”

Scott leaned his head back to look up and Ero
stepped forward just enough so that she could bend over to look
down. They smiled at each other briefly then straightened up.

Ero happened to look to their left and
spotted an oversized bee hanging out near one of the auction-goers.
She tapped on Scott’s head with her foot then directed him toward
it.

“That bee is bigger than you Ero.” said Scott
lightly.

“I know, right? It would make two of me!”
replied the fairy.

“Bee?” asked Gambol.

They pointed to the giant bee and both Gambol
and Rhea checked it out. The overly large insect buzzed merrily
around a man who wore a crown of pink flowers.

A few other oddities caught their attention,
such as a Shar-Shar selling fish-on-a-stick, and a man who had to
be at least twenty feet tall. It seemed like all manner of people
had come out of the woodwork for this event.

Whatever was about to happen, Scott was
certain that it would be interesting. Though, it did seem to take a
while to set up.

 


Two hours passed, and the crowd had grown
larger with each passing moment. The slave auction was an event
that drew people from all over Eizen and from points even further
away. Some of the strangest people had appeared during that
time.

Finally, after the moon had risen high in the
sky, the trader stepped onto the stage once more to begin to
festivities. “Tonight, ladies and gentlemen, we have our premium
slave auction. I hope that you brought your money, because this
time we have a few truly unique items for sale!”

“Items?” asked Scott in a snarky manner. He
knew what the man had meant by that and did not appreciate it
much.

Rhea reached over and quietly took his hand.
It was a small show of solidarity, but a welcome one.

The crowd cheered lustily when a busty woman
was led on stage. She wore a simple sheer gown that left little to
the imagination. She smiled and waved happily to the crowd. “Hello,
potential masters!”

Several people in the crowd cheered once
more. The curvaceous woman waved to each of the louder sections
happily before she spoke again. “My name is Maria. I am trained in
the arts of song and dance... Won’t you let me please you?”

“Hell yeah!” shouted a man with the head of a
crocodile. “Please me first!”

Several people in the crowd laughed at the
overly excited walking handbag. None of them really blamed him.

The show continued by having Maria sing and
dance on stage. She writhed around in the most scandalous of ways
before accidentally causing her gown to slip slightly down along
the shoulder. She exposed a great bit of her breasts and acted as
though she was greatly embarrassed. However, just before the
bidding started she turned back and winked at the crowd.

“We’ll start the bidding at one hundred
thousand Fayth. One hundred thousand to stake a claim on this
lovely creature.” called out the trader.

Crocodile-head immediately raised his hand
and shouted out his bid. The trader did not even get a chance to
ask for other bids before another man on the far side of the crowd
called out a bid of his own. Soon, dozens of people called out
their own bids. Maria’s price rose to over three million Fayth in
the blink of an eye.

“Alright, we have three million five hundred
fourteen thousand...” said the trader.

“Going once...” he continued.

“Going twice...” he said after no one
responded.

Gambol called out. “Three-point six
million!”

Crocodile raised it immediately to
three-point-seven. Gambol countered with four million.

Maria’s eyes danced back and forth as she saw
two men arguing over the right to own her. The trader kept taking
bids and soon pointed to Gambol. “For the price of four-point-three
million Fayth, we have a winner! Come collect your property,
sir.”

Scott stared at Gambol for a moment. But the
man did nothing but flash him a cheeky grin, before he wandered off
to the side to pay for his purchase.

Rhea chuckled softly. “Well, Gambol certainly
has some explaining to do to my sister.”

“Are they really together?” asked Scott. He
could not fathom a man buying a woman at auction, much less buying
someone when he already has a girl that he wanted to be with.

“They’re weird. I doubt Theta will care much;
she’s sort of a free spirit like that. I do wonder why Gambol
bought her, though.” said Rhea.

“Can I buy someone?” asked Ero cutely.

“No.” said Scott and Rhea at the same
time.

“Aww.” said Ero in disappointment.

Crocodile-head glared hotly at the stage. He
had wanted to be pleased, but had to watch the ninja master receive
a sexy hug from the dancer.

The next slave up for sale was male, and a
dwarf. The trader spoke highly of his craftsmanship skills. The
dwarf berated the crowd and told them that they were all pathetic.
However, when a beautiful heiress purchased him, the dwarf calmed
down and actually giggled like an idiot. Somehow, he seemed happy
with his new mistress.

Gambol returned by the time the next slave
went on sale. This one was a male Minotaur. He was cited as a
powerful warrior capable of crushing even the toughest monster with
his war hammer. The Minotaur eyed the people in the crowd then
said, “A woman should buy me.”

“Why is that?” called out an older woman who
wore far more make-up than clothing.

“Woman, a beast isn’t the only thing I can
smash with my war hammer.” The Minotaur whipped his hammer out and
showed it to the crowd. The head was massive, about the same size
as his torso.

“Sold!” cried the older woman to the
enjoyment of the crowd.

The trader laughed merrily then waved her
off. “The bidding starts at eighty thousand Fayth.”

The Minotaur’s bid-rate was fast and furious
for several minutes and he ended up being sold for a little over
six-million Fayth. The older woman had won the bidding and then ran
up to pay for her new purchase. As soon as she paid, her new slave
reached over and pulled her toward him. “Prepare yourself.”

“Unhand me you muscular brute!” cried the
woman, though she smiled the entire time.

“I’ll use my hands any way I like...” He
slung her over his shoulder then slapped her on the ass.

The older woman laughed merrily then pointed
the way home. She was ready to see what special skills he possessed
in the usage of a mighty war hammer.

The festivities continued well into the
night. Dozens of premium slaves, actually players looking for a
unique start in the world, were sold off to the highest bidder.
Most of them went the innocent girl or beastly male route, but many
of them also blatantly cited their sexuality. No mermaids were
shown, so it seemed that Gambol was correct.

Speaking of Gambol, he purchased four
different female players during the festivities. They clung to him
in an overly slutty manner, and he did not seem the least bit upset
by that fact. Rhea could not stand it anymore, so she asked him
what was going on.

Gambol grinned at her. “Well, if you must
know... I’ve never had a girlfriend... and well... Theta wants to
know that I have a certain level of experience before she allows me
to embarrass myself.”

Scott blinked at the ninja master. “You’re
saying that she wanted you to go practice that?”

“Ain’t love great?” asked the ninja
master.

Rhea rolled her eyes. “Only in my family... I
swear...”

“Oh?” asked Scott. His single syllable
question opened up a flood gate of responses from Rhea.

“Well, my mother is a goddess of love and
fertility... she really stresses the fertility part. All of my
sisters have this weird desire to make certain that any man they
end up with can prove their manhood. Even Shara got caught up in
it, and she’s not even biologically related to our mother.” said
Rhea.

“Yeah, Rhea’s the black sheep of her family.”
said Gambol with a grin.

Rhea snorted then looked down. “I can’t help
that... I took after dad.”

Scott squeezed her hand then smiled. “Why
look so down about it? I can try to be extra special fertile just
for you.”

Rhea blinked then shook her head. “So
stupid...” she said, before she turned and kissed him gently on the
cheek.”

“Aww, master... look.” said Maria before she
snuggled closer to Gambol.

“I can be fairy fertile for you, too!”
exclaimed Ero before she fluttered over to stand on Rhea’s
shoulder.

“Gee, thanks Ero.” said Rhea lightly.

Scott laughed softly. “I just had the image
of both of you pregnant in my head. I would end up even more
outnumbered. I just know it.”

Rhea and Ero both reddened slightly in the
face. Even Ero, the constant seeker of interesting things had been
slightly embarrassed by the thought.

“Scott’s thinking about getting me pregnant?
I’m going to have a little girl?” asked Ero softly. Her eyes
shimmered softly and she giggled in a sweet and gentle manner. “I
wonder what her name will be?”

“I’m still so young, but if it’s with
Scott...” said Rhea. The light danced and shimmered in her eyes as
well.

Scott took an involuntary step back from the
two overly happy girls. He had been joking, just joking! Why were
they sparkling?! Why did they start to glow in the dark?

He looked to Gambol for something resembling
masculine support, but the ninja master was busy with his newly
purchased harem. He had special skills to learn that had nothing to
do with lore crystals.

“Oh... damn.” said Scott as Rhea and Ero both
looked at him at the same time.

“Wait! Wait! It was a joke?” Scott flailed
his hands around rapidly.

Several seconds passed after that while Scott
fended off the giggly advances of the girls in his life. The trader
said, “Going once... Going Twice...”

“Sold to the legendary blue haired
boyfriend!” called out the trader.

“Wha-?” asked Scott as a spotlight shined
down upon him.

Everyone in the crowd was looking toward him.
On stage a wolf-like man with blood red fur glared resentfully at
his new master.

“So, you’re my master? Feh! Didn’t I say, a
woman should buy me?” asked the wolf-guy.

“Master?” asked Scott stupidly.

“You can pay for your purchase at the podium!
You won’t be sorry. A blood tracker is one of the finest hunters in
the world, though why a man would want to deal with one is beyond
me.” said the trader.

Scott continued to stare at the blood red
wolf-man for a moment. “Well damn.” he said. This was an utter
surprise.

**

Tempers flared briefly as Scott and the slave
trader had a discussion about what had just happened. Scott
insisted that he had not made a bid. The trader insisted that he
wanted to be paid.

“I’m telling you I didn’t want to buy that
guy. Who has six hundred thousand Fayth to spend like that!”
exclaimed Scott.

He was not as bothered by the auction anymore
since he knew that the people on sale were there by choice and were
essentially immortal beings playing a game. However, he was quite
annoyed about owing the trader six hundred thousand Fayth. He would
be bankrupted once more. Sure, he could not take that money with
him anyway once he left this server, but he could use it here until
that time.

“Be that as it may, you are the registered
winner of the auction. You are obligated to pay.” said the
trader.

Scott growled at the trader briefly then
sighed. “Fine, but you did not seem like the type of person who
would pull something like this. It’s good to know.”

“Oh, what do you mean? You came to an auction
and made yourself known through a time-honored practice of
attention grabbing.” said the trader in a slightly defensive tone
of voice.

“I wasn’t even looking at the stage. If two
people were fighting to the death out there, would you consider
that a bid as well?” asked Scott.

“Of course not.” the trader placed a hand to
his chin then nodded slowly. “I see your point. However, I can’t
just let this go. My reputation as a trader is at stake.”

Scott chose not to tell the man what he could
do with his reputation. Instead of that, he opted to try a
different tactic. “I wonder what your sister will think of
him.”

The trader leaned forward. “Oh? My
sister?”

“Yes, my little group has business that will
keep us from having any other members join up on a long term basis
for now. I figure that if I give him to your sister, she’ll have
someone else to help protect her mermaids and possibly even keep
them busy during the full moon.” said Scott.

The trader made a slightly strangled noise
then coughed once. He said, “That sounds like something she would
find useful. However, I just realized something about the blood
tracker that you purchased.”

“Hmm? Is there something wrong?” asked Scott
with a faux-curious expression. The trader was being quite obvious
about his change of heart. If his sister got ahold of one of his
premium slaves she would be able to know a good bit about his
recent dealings. Unlike normal slaves, the premium ones were only
kept in cages if that was the sort of thing that they were into for
the sake of roleplaying. The others were allowed to roam free until
the day they were sold.

While it was possible that she would send
someone to simply purchase such a slave, it was more likely that
she wouldn’t. Scott highly doubted that the man allowed the
mermaids he was looking after to roam free. Since they only had
legs at night during the full moon, they were completely incapable
of roaming around on their own most of the time anyway.

The blood tracker was a different story. He
had heightened senses of hearing and smell that would let him know
many things that some might miss.

The trader paused for a moment then sighed.
“Honestly, no. I would just prefer it if you would not trade him to
my sister.”

“Well, you could always make a trade.” said
Scott.

“A trade? Are you referring to the mermaids?”
asked the trader.

“Yes, of course. If I pay you for the guy I
just accidentally bought, you can buy him back for the price of the
mermaids.” said Scott.

“Well, that would make the books balance out
normally. There’s a problem with that, though.” said the
trader.

“Oh?” asked Scott.

“Yes, I am more than happy to do as you
suggest but we have a contract. Remember the paperwork that you
signed?”

Scott nodded. “I do. What about it? Can’t we
draw up a new one?”

“No, not really. Normally yes, but I had you
sign paperwork that includes a morality clause. I can’t release
those mermaids to you under any circumstances unless you have a
Writ of Meritorious Service.” said the trader.

“Could you release them to someone else and
then have them trade with me, and in turn trade the tracker back to
you?” asked Scott.

“I like the thought, but it ends up being the
same thing. Besides that, if I place a requirement like the need
for a Writ of Meritorious Service on someone, I have to keep that
same restriction for anyone else interested in those mermaids.”

“That seems like an odd restriction.” said
Scott.

The trader shrugged his shoulders. “My hands
are tied. There is a law in effect in Eizen that requires fair and
equitable trade practices. I can’t require something from you and
not require the same thing from another person unless it includes
something minor like a small monetary discount.”

“So, no matter what I’ll need a writ?” asked
Scott.

“If you know someone who has one, we might be
in business. Otherwise, I can’t make that trade. I run an honest
shop. In my line of work, in this city, I have to.”

Scott frowned. It would be so simple if he
could just get around that damned writ! Sure, spending so much
money would be like a punch in the gut, but what was he going to do
with it? He can’t take it with him to the other server anyway. He
might as well do some good with it.

“What do we do then? I need to get those
mermaids home, but the city is taking its sweet time in giving us
that writ.” said Scott.

“How much have you done for the city?” asked
the trader.

“We’ve killed off hundreds of monsters, taken
down smugglers and done who knows how many random messenger
missions. I honestly forget how much we have done. We’re currently
trying to finish a mission to subjugate some well-hidden bandits.”
said Scott.

“Well hidden bandits...Hmm?” asked the
trader.

“Yes. We can’t seem to find them.” admitted
Scott.

“Ah, we might have a solution at hand my
friend.”

“By all means, do tell.” said Scott.

The trader tapped his nose with his
forefinger. “The blood tracker race is the best race of hunters in
ARS. Their entire thing is hunting and tracking. If he can’t find
your bandits then it is not possible to do so without magic.”

“I suppose we could use him for a while to
that purpose, but once I have the writ I would be out well over
half of a million Fayth as you agreed to release the mermaids to my
custody anyway.” said Scott.

“No problem. I’ll buy him back, as long as it
has been at least twenty-four hours. That would be minus the ten
percent handling fee, though. So, you’d be out sixty thousand
Fayth.”

“Sixty thousand, huh?” asked Scott
thoughtfully. Maybe he should just dump the wolf-guy on the mermaid
queen then remind her where her people were. It would cost more,
but he would feel less irritation.

“That is actually a reasonable rental fee for
such a slave. I did not exaggerate when I said that they were the
best trackers in the world.”

It was the best deal that he would be able to
make in the situation and honestly sixty thousand Fayth to finish
this quest was small change. He had made that in one day of hunting
recently. The sooner he herded the mermaids back to their home, the
sooner he could finish training and begin the destruction of Corpse
Rat.

“I’ll have to confer with my people, but I
suspect that we have a deal.” said Scott.

The trader released a sigh of relief. “Good,
and I hope so. I don’t want to force a slave on anyone who does not
want one. That’s barbaric.”

Scott blinked then quirked his eyebrow.
Barbaric indeed. He certainly would not want to cause such a fine
upstanding citizen as the slave trader to feel bad about
himself.


Chapter 9: Bandit's
Cove

A low, threatening, growl echoed across the clearing.
Scott rolled his eyes then glanced over to Rhea. His beautiful
elven companion shook her head. There was nothing else that could
be done about it.

The blood tracker snarled at Scott then eyed
Rhea in a lustful manner. It was obvious what he was doing, though
it would be less annoying if he wasn’t a player pretending to be
from the tribe of the blood trackers.

“Stop that stupid snarling. You wanted to get
sold at auction and I’m getting tired of your passive aggressive
bullshit.” said Scott. The furry wolf man had made lots of
aggressive noises, but he had not once attacked.

The wolf man snarled hotly at Scott then
showed him his fangs. Scott rolled his eyes then raised his hand.
“You really want to do this? If not, just shut the hell up and come
on. The sooner we’re done, the sooner you can be bought by someone
else.”

Yellow eyes flashed and the wolf man made his
move. He ran forward then leapt at Scott. The sorcerer did not even
bother to dodge. He simply raised his arm.

Sharp fangs bit down on his arm with great
force and the blood tracker began to worry it back and forth in an
effort to bite Scott’s arm off. After a full minute of making that
attempt he looked up at Scott and saw only a bored expression. He
had not taken a single point of damage.

The blood tracker let Scott’s arm go then
sighed. “You’re no fun, you know that?”

“Yep, good old predictable rock.” said Scott
lightly.

The wolf man snorted then backed away. “If we
were the same level you would have lost that arm.”

“If we were the same level I would have set
you on fire and left you here to burn.” retorted Scott with a
smile.

The player with a furry-fetish yawned loudly
and exposed his long pink tongue. He then glanced over at Rhea and
flashed her a wolfish grin.

“Try it and I’ll cut it off.” said Rhea
pleasantly.

The wolf man whined like a frustrated dog
then nodded. “Fine, what is it that you want with me?” he asked
Scott.

“Simple, we are searching for a group of
well-hidden bandits. We want you to try and find their trail.” said
Scott.

Yellow eyes brightened considerably. “Well,
that’s something at least. I doubted that you’d need me for my
battle prowess.”

“You’d need to have some of that before I’d
want it.” replied Scott in a sarcastic tone of voice. He expected
the wolf man to start growling and being aggressive again, but the
fanged man-beast merely laughed then nodded his head.

“Good point. Alright, if it’s tracking I can
do that much better than you. Might even be able to work it into my
backstory.” said the wolf man.

“Great. Well, let’s get going.” said
Scott.

As they left the clearing outside of Eizen,
Scott heard Ero whispering inside his mind. He tried to hide the
smile that rose to his lips, but it was hard. The little fairy had
said, “My, what a big ego you have grandma.”

The trip back to the lighthouse was somewhat
uneventful. A singular incident occurred when the wolf tried to
make another move on Rhea. She had casually twisted his arm around
and pressed his face into the dirt until he begged for
forgiveness.

At the lighthouse, the group stopped a moment
to take in the view of the early morning sun shining over the sea.
It was quite the majestic sight. The background song, a soft and
lonesome instrumental piece set the scene beautifully.

The moment was ruined by the blood tracker
making snuffling sounds. He had his nose to the dirt and rocks
nearby. He crawled around on all-fours like a wolf sniffing out a
trail.

“Seriously?” said Scott. Did he have to track
like that or was this just some weird player quirk?

Rhea shrugged. As long as the furry would-be
alpha male found the trail she did not care.

They walked around the lighthouse twice
before the new guy in the group picked up on something. Quickly
they jogged off toward a single rock on the beach.

When they arrived, the wolf man sniffed
around the rock in circles. Scott was about to ask if he’d found
the hideout, but to his surprise and disgust the wolf man stopped
moving and hiked up his left leg like a dog who was about to mark
his territory.

“What the hell are you doing?” called out
Scott.

The blood tracker turned his wolfish head
toward him then blinked. “Oh, sorry.... force of habit.”

“I don’t have to touch that rock do I?” asked
Rhea. Ero echoed her sentiment inside of Scott’s mind.

“No, with a bitch I mark my territory in
other ways...” said the wolf with a wide fanged smile.

Scott’s eyes narrowed then he pointed his
hand toward the rock and said, “Burn.”

The wolf man proved to be far more agile than
he had seemed. He hurled himself out of the way of the oncoming
fiery missile. Scott had not aimed at him, but he did want to make
a point.

The boulder was hit with a powerful
concussive blast of flame and force that sent it rolling sideways.
Surprisingly, below the rock there was a hole with a ladder leading
down. The group gathered around and Ero brought Scott’s attention
to something just inside the hole.

Scott touched the destroyed set of ropes and
springs. “You’re right Ero; it does look like this boulder was
meant to be moved from the inside.”

“Yeah, they probably come out here, and then
roll the boulder back into position. Would mean that there is
another entrance.” said Rhea.

“What, no one’s going to thank me?” said the
wolf man.

“Thank you.” said Scott sincerely.

“I’d rather the bitch thank me.” said the
wolf man.

Rhea started to unsheathe her sword. She
said, “I have a name. Use it.”

The wolf merely grinned at her then yawned in
a condescending manner. He loved it when a bitch got uppity.

Scott noticed the interaction then decided to
say something. “Wolf guy, you stay here since you’re too weak to be
of use in a fight.”

The wolf glared hatefully at him then
unleashed an angry growl. How dare this mere human say such a thing
about him.

Scott winked at Rhea then hopped down into
the darkness below. He did not even bother with the ladder as such
a distance was nothing for him. He hit the ground and felt a light
jarring sensation in his legs but otherwise he was unharmed.

Rhea hopped down next and she landed with
supernatural grace. She smiled at him briefly, then blinked and
jumped to the side. The wolf man had leapt down into the tunnel
below as well.

“Oh fuck me!” snapped the wolf as the fall
broke his legs severely. The shin bone of his right leg poked out
through the skin and he bled heavily.

“Dammit!” cried Scott. He started to pull out
a healing potion, but it was too late. The furry idiot died on the
spot that he had landed. His fur was now covered in his own life’s
blood, even as a pool of it rapidly spread out around him.

Rhea glanced down at the dead wolf then
sighed. Life was a fleeting thing, and she had to think about the
hardships that many people endured, especially their group. “Do you
think we can get our deposit back?”

“Not till the asshole respawns. Man, what an
idiot.” remarked Scott. What kind of moron would leap down into a
pit like that? Sure, he’d done it, but he was used to leaping out
of trees and jumping off the side of buildings now.

In the end it did not matter much. The wolf,
for all his help in finding the caverns under the sand, was of not
real use at the moment. The group moved on in preparation of
finishing their current mission. The sooner they could crush the
bandits, the sooner they could finish their business and get back
to leveling in anticipation of their final push on this server.

The underground corridor was dry, and smelled
heavily of sand and salt. In many ways it reminded Scott of the
days he had spent swimming at the beach as a child. He would
occasionally get a bit of water up his nose, and then have to go
dry out for a bit. It was that sort of scent.

It did not take long before they slipped into
an area where they began to hear voices. While they hid behind a
large stack of crates, Scott raised his finger to his lips. Rhea
nodded and kept silent. Even Ero, currently residing within his
mind, remained silent. Now was the crucial part. They had to check
the nature of their opponents.

Between Scott and Rhea there would be a stark
difference in power for the rest of the time that they remained on
this server. Still, it would prove useful while they reached for
the end. If Scott could not easily destroy these bandits, Rhea
might be able to.

There were three bandits up ahead. One was
horribly fat, while the other two just looked horrible. The
smallest bandit was close enough that Rhea could see his harelip.
Scott could only see that he was ugly and possibly needed a bath.
The thing that all of them could see was the bright red names
emblazoned above their heads. These bandits were all known
murderers. That meant that this group of bandits was comprised of
players. It would definitely complicate things.

Scott glanced to Rhea and she nodded. There
was no way to know how many more bandits were in the caverns, but
fortune favored the bold and the sexy. It was time to get this
party started. Scott led the charge in order to test the waters. He
chose to use one of his strongest spells just to see how effective
it would be.

The damage numbers generated by the attack
should not be as massive as he was used to seeing, but if he used
his strongest spells there would be a reasonable chance that they
could take these guys out quickly. He moved back away from the
crates a little then found a position where he could still see the
bandits well enough.

“Ar-Burst Rain!” called out Scott quietly as
he unleashed his strongest fourth level attack spell. A bowling
ball sized ball of fire, lightning, and frost shot out of his palm
then arced forward over the top of the crates. After a brief moment
the sphere blew apart. Dozens of flaming, electrified, darts of ice
rained down upon the clueless bandits. The closest one, the one
with the harelip, took the most attacks directly.

“The hell!” screamed Harelip Pete, it was the
bandit’s actual name, as several darts penetrated his body then
exploded like magical hand grenades. Five damage numbers ranging
from sixty-two to eighty-seven rose above his head in bright red.
He fell to the ground and started to twitch, but he was not dead
yet.

The fat bandit, El Guano, was hit three times
for a total of over two hundred damage, while the furthest bandit,
Cincinnati Slim, did something ridiculous. He was hit twice but
then a ring on his hand began to glow with a bright light. Several
bright green numbers flared above the heads of his party members
and their health was restored by five hundred points! A soft glow
settled about the men and after another second passed several much
smaller green numbers rose up again.

Harelip Pete rose up from the floor; his
status effects removed, and called out. “Where is that bastard
mage?”

“Right here.” called out Rhea before she
rushed in and took the fight to the bandits directly. Scott had
elected to try and offer her support since even his strongest
direct attack had not one-shotted his foes. He held back and
slipped around to the side of the battle while trying to find a
proper way to deal damage.

“Get that elf-bitch!” snapped Cincinnati,
before he drew out his sword.

El Guano and Harelip Pete ran toward her, and
Rhea simply waited for their arrival. Then, when they had moved
around the boxes and presented a clear and straight line of attack,
she blurred forward and struck out at them with two clean and
precise strikes that appeared to cleave straight through their
bodies.

The numbers four hundred eighty and three
hundred sixty rose up above them and then their bodies started to
slide apart in a sickening display. However, two tiny green numbers
flared above their heads. Their bodies slid back together in an
even more disturbing display and they started to move again.

“Dammit!” snapped Rhea. “Angel’s Blessing of
Eternal Renewal...”

“That’s right bitch. No matter how many times
you kill us, we’ll just regenerate as long as this ring is on my
finger!” called Cincinnati before he reared back to throw his blade
at Rhea. He was greatly surprised when a boomerang raced out of the
darkness and smacked him in the side of the head causing him to
drop his blade.

“Scott!” called Rhea happily before she
casually leapt back to avoid the attack of El Guano. She then slid
to the side again to avoid Harelip Pete. Her blade flashed out and
Harelip Pete’s head was neatly separated from his body. However, a
mere second later his body and head shimmered and they reappeared
intact once more.

“You damned... The hell? Seriously? Who uses
a boomerang?” snarled Cincinnati, before he wheeled around to take
a good look at his heavily armored attacker.

Scott flashed a feral grin at him then said,
“So, you have a fancy ring...”

The bandit batted Scott’s next boomerang
throw out of the air but that only left him open to the swift
moving man’s real purpose. Scott ran in before his opponent could
regain his blade and grappled with him directly.

Cincinnati spit at Scott and to the
sorcerer’s surprise he lost twelve hit points and a bit of his
personal sense of dignity! The sorcerer did his best to ignore the
rage building inside and continued to struggle with the man. The
bandit player was physically powerful and quite agile, Scott
suspected that he had reincarnated a few times. However, in the end
it did not matter.

Scott slipped his hip forward and whirled his
body around with great force. Cincinnati went flying over Scott’s
shoulder and slammed down onto the ground. The sorcerer then
dropped down atop him and held the man in place while he tightly
gripped his wrist.

“No matter what you do, you bastard... I’m
coming back from this and killing your boomerang throwing ass.”
snapped Cincinnati.

Scott laughed darkly then began to cast his
weakest ice spell. “Freeze!”

The power of synchronicity was a wonderful
thing. He had learned long ago that his spells held special utility
when used in specific ways. Freeze worked as a cone of effect
spell, but if you gripped something or used the spell underwater it
put all of the power into a single area. Underwater it created a
block or boulder of ice. When he gripped one of his opponents it
froze limbs.

Cincinnati screamed and struggled to get free
as agonizing pain lanced through his body. Scott tormented the poor
murderous bastard by continually casting his weakest spell until
his wrist froze through completely. Even his higher level and
innate resistance to magic could not stop Scott from slowly
freezing him. There was a chance that using his higher level spells
could have just cost him more mana for similar effect, so why waste
the resources? Slow and steady freezes the rabbit to death, after
all.

Scott raised his free hand and one of his
boomerangs raced toward him. He caught it then laughed; “Boomerangs
are wonderful, man. You just don’t know!” before he slammed it down
and broke the man’s hand cleanly off at the wrist. A bright red
eighty-seven flared above his head.

The thing that Scott had hoped for happened
the instant that the hand came free. The ring on the bandit’s
finger stopped glowing. The gemstone cracked down the center and
turned grey. The healing effect ended immediately.

“Fuck you!” screamed Cincinnati.

“Sorry, you’re not my type.” quipped Scott
before he set about punching the man in the back of the head
repeatedly. Why waste mana when he could just pummel the man. The
damage numbers that flew up ranged from the teens to the late
twenties, but it did not matter. Scott was in a superior position
and the man he fought wore no head gear. It took about twenty hard
punches to finish the man off.

“You done, yet?” asked Rhea cheerfully. She
had killed her opponents in two swift strikes once the regenerative
effect ended. Meanwhile Scott had taken quite a bit longer.

“Yep!” called out the sorcerer before he
rolled off of the dead man’s body. “Looks like the ring broke,
though.”

“You wanted it, huh?” asked Rhea with a smile
as she casually looted the bodies of the fallen.

“Who wouldn’t? Get out of death free card as
long as it lasts? Sign me up!” said Scott.

Rhea laughed then nodded while she pulled a
few Fayth out of the fat bandit player’s hip pouch. “It doubles
death penalties for a day and only lasts ten minutes.”

“I’d still take it.... Just glad my idea
worked. If his hand had just hopped back on, I would have been
annoyed.” said Scott.

While they worked at stripping the player
corpses of everything they had, the battle report appeared.

 


[Battle Report]

 


You have defeated three known murderers during a
government sponsored bandit subjugation mission! Your intimacy with
the kingdom of Eizen has grown.

 


+ 18350 EXP

+ 2237 Fayth

+ 30 Ability Points

 


Item(s) Acquired:

N/A

 


[--]

 


“Sweet, but what’s with the lack of items?”
asked Scott. He remembered getting a lot of stuff during the time
that he had fought Karsh.

“We killed players. Normally they only drop
one or two items and the rest are locked. We can take whatever we
find on these guys since they’re flagged as murderers. It only
shows up on the report if it is something special and you already
picked it up.” said Rhea.

“So, the stuff I got from Karsh... was mostly
just a reminder of what I had already picked up?” asked Scott.

“Probably.... Let’s finish looting these guys
and keep going. Someone might have heard all of this ruckus.” said
Rhea.

Scott nodded. That was a good idea. He
continued to strip Cincinnati down to his birthday suit while
looking for fun things to sell back in town. As he did so, he sent
a thought to Ero to see why she was being so quiet, but she did not
answer. He began to feel a little concerned about that after a
while, and called out to her more insistently inside his mind.

Ero finally answered. “Hmm? What is it,
Scott?”

“You were so quiet... Are you alright?” he
asked.

“Huh? Oh, I was just... Well, you know.” said
Ero.

“No. What?” asked Scott.

Ero’s embarrassment was sensed with great
ease. “I realized that the battle had turned without you needing me
so I decided to relive what we did together the other night.”

“So, while I was donkey punching a guy to
death, you were having a little special fairy time all to
yourself?” asked Scott.

“Mmmm. It was fairy fun... It can get a
little boring in here at times since you rarely need me to help
you.” she said softly.

“Ero... Would you like to fight more often?”
he asked her.

“Yes! Can I Scott? Can I?” she asked with a
great deal of excitement.

“Of course! I’d love to fight beside you more
often. We can save the inner fairy guardian stuff for like boss
monsters or something in case we need it.” said Scott.

“I could kiss you!” exclaimed Ero
excitedly.

“I dunno. Have you eaten all your vegetables
lately?” asked Scott in a goofy manner while he pulled off
Cincinnati’s boots. He turned them upside down and shook them
soundly. Several Fayth fell out.

“I don’t like those fairy much...” said Ero
cutely.

“Big, strong, sexy fairies eat their
carrots.” said Scott lightly, before he tossed the former bandit’s
boots into a pile then continued on with the looting.

“Yeah we do!” said Ero enthusiastically.

Scott nearly fell over as the implication set
in. “Oh Ero...”

A soft little giggle was her only response.
Suddenly, eating her vegetables sounded like something fairy
interesting.

The trio finished cleaning up the bandits in
the area and searched through the various odds and ends that they
had found. Nothing particularly interesting was discovered. They
moved on and entered a short corridor that led to the next room. A
surprising thing was revealed to them upon looking inside.

“Are you serious?” asked Scott softly, while
he looked at the unconscious bandits in the room up ahead.

“Yes. They are obviously logged-off.” said
Rhea.

“Wow, so they are not even able to wake up?
You can’t wake up when you’re like that.” said Ero.

“They could at any moment. It depends on when
they log-in again.” said Rhea.

Scott looked to his beautiful elven
companion. “Why not just leave completely like you do
sometimes?”

“You get a well-rested bonus if you leave
your body in a safe place. This would count as a camp or a town for
them, though they aren’t protected as much because of their
status.” said Rhea.

Scott’s eyes darted back to the sleeping
murderers. They were in a place where they felt extremely confident
and safe. It would be their undoing. “So, is there a penalty if we
just kill these asshats while they’re AFK?”

“Nope, murderers aren’t given such a
protection.” said Rhea. A slight smile crossed her lips.

Scott grinned at her then started to move
forward. Free experience and loot, here they come!

The scent of alcohol and the stench of
unwashed bodies was quite potent in the room as Scott slipped
through the shadows. Rhea opted to circle the room from a different
direction.

Ero rubbed her chin then flew upward toward
the ceiling so that she could get a better view of the corridor up
ahead. She would act as the early warning system just in case
someone came toward the room. The grisly business at hand needed to
be complete before others came, or their attempt at a stealthy
invasion would be useless any longer.

In this small room there were eight
unconscious players, murderers all. Some people might balk at the
idea of killing someone in their sleep. It might be unseemly, or
make some people feel uncomfortable. There would be morality issues
rattling around within the minds of many who might contemplate such
an action.

Scott merely looked at the scarred face of a
man named Asswhooper76 then shook his head. He had not realized
that players in this world would be allowed such stupid names, or
that there were possibly at least seventy-five other gods who had
decided that Asswhooper was a good name to go by as a character
choice.

Oh well, it did not matter. He reared back
then punched Asswhooper76 in the face. When he did not wake up,
Scott grinned. He punched the helpless murderer several more times.
Each blow took off dozens of the bandit’s health points, but he
kept snoring away. Rhea was right, he was obviously logged out.
That was the nature of this room. The bandits could not sleep in a
town inn, so they had rooms like this for their avatar bodies while
they slept.

Scott finished murder-punching Asswhooper76
then glanced over to see Rhea neatly decapitate a slutty looking
bandit woman named Secret Whisper. She had once been fairly pretty,
and looked like she was probably popular among this bandit sect
given the rest of her feminine architecture. The fact that she was
wearing some sort of lacey lingerie added to that possibility.

Was he morbid for noticing that sort of
thing? Perhaps, but since he was currently killing people in their
sleep, he chose to disregard that kind of thinking. What use was
morality to a temporary assassin?

They moved on and continued their grisly
work. None of the bandits awoke, and soon they added eight more
dead bandit players to their kill roster.

They started to loot the room and the corpses
not long after, while Ero continued to watch ahead. A battle report
arose that caught their attention.

 


[Battle Report]

 


You have defeated eight known murderers during a
government sponsored bandit subjugation mission! Your intimacy with
the kingdom of Eizen has grown.

 


+ 22347 EXP

+ 11237 Fayth

+ 47 Ability Points

 


Item(s) Acquired:

Dagger of Thrusting X 1

Medium Pearl X 1

 


[--]

 


“Dagger of Thrusting?” asked Rhea.

Scott lifted the dagger he had just looked
off of the corpse of a bandit named Jerry Sweets. “This thing
probably.”

“Ah, neat.” she said, before she went back to
stripping the silky lingerie off of the body of Secret Whisper. It
was black with a red bow, lacey white fringe, and a heart-shaped
cut-out at the cleavage.

She lifted it up and held it over her chest.
“Does it suit me?”

“You’d look better without it.... but sure.”
said Scott with a smile, before he rolled Jerry Sweets over and
started to rifle through his pockets.

Rhea smiled sweetly at him then looked down
and blinked. “Nipple rings?”

Scott glanced over to his love interest but
she gave him a look. “Hey, don’t say it out loud if you don’t want
me to look.”

Rhea laughed a little then plucked the little
golden hoops from the dead bandit. They would fetch a nice price.
She rolled Secret Whisper over then snorted. “A tramp stamp,
really?”

Scott started to look but Rhea snorted at him
and he rolled his eyes. It was like she was trolling him.

After pulling off Jerry’s shoes and shaking
them Scott idly remarked. “Are we horrible people?”

“No, I don’t think so.” said Rhea before
finishing her task of stripping Secret Whisper nearly naked. Only
her slutty panties were left. Every little bit of loot was needed,
even if it wasn’t!

Scott nodded lightly before pulling a gold
earring out of Jerry’s left ear. “Hmm, something’s not right about
this.”

“Hmm?” asked Rhea.

“Well, it’s just that this was too easy.
Sure, the guy with the ring was something, but...” said Scott.

“Don’t worry about it. I’m sure we’ll have a
tougher fight when we find some bandits that are actually active.
There might even be a few hired locals.” said Rhea.

“Right. I wonder how many there are. I think
the mission briefing said, at least forty.” said Scott.

“Yeah, probably all around the same level
too. Bandit groups like this tend to always stick together since
it’s hard to make any headway with a murderer’s mark. They would
probably level together and reincarnate together, mostly.” said
Rhea.

“They all reincarnate at the same time? Isn’t
that a bit stupid?” asked Scott.

“Yeah, but it is a roleplaying thing. There
will probably be at least a handful of higher level bandits with
decent equipment though, so be careful.” said Rhea.

Ero shot back toward them when they finished
looting the recently deceased bandits. “Hey, Listen!”

Scott flinched slightly as horrible memories
of his past in fairy related gaming rose within his mind. “What is
it?”

The little fairy said, “I heard a fairy
interesting noise.”

Scott and Rhea grew silent and listened
carefully to see if they could hear what Ero had mentioned. After a
moment, the sound of metal scraping on stone could be heard down
the long sandy corridor. Someone was coming!

The trio made up a quick plan and then set it
into motion. Ero was given a strong thin rope, and then they all
moved toward the corridor entrance. They took up positions on each
side of the entranceway. Scott was on the left, Rhea on the right,
and Ero fluttered quietly above the entrance out of sight while she
made her rope into a noose. After a few seconds a low whistling
sound could be heard, followed by a loud and sonorous fart that
echoed languidly through the area.

Rhea made a disgusted face, and Scott tried
not to laugh. Ero merely ignored it and waited.

A crude laugh echoed their way and not long
afterward a fat bearded bandit walked through the door. He barely
had time to blink when the carnage in the room become visible
because a thin rope dropped down around his neck. Ero flew upward
with all her might, choking the man so that he could not
scream.

The bandit named Stud Beard clutched feebly
at his throat in surprise just before Rhea and Scott launched
simultaneous attacks to his side. Two damage numbers rose up above
the man’s head and he died instantly. One number was eighty-three.
The other was two thousand six hundred seven. Rhea’s blade’s atomic
edge special option cared nothing for physical defense and it
showed even when attacking another player. Special level based
resistances aside; she could kill most things under level one
hundred in a single hit when using that sword.

They looted the late, unlamented, Stud
Beard’s corpse then moved into the corridor. Scott acted as the
vanguard despite the fact that Rhea’s statistics were far better.
His rapid casting speed would clear a path quite well if need be.
The dynamic trio made their way through several series of rooms
before they found something that made their eyes light up with
joy.

“Such shiny, much want.” said Scott.

Ero and Rhea nodded at the same time, their
eyes wide and a slight touch of drool coming to their lips. They
had found the bandit’s treasure room. It was strangely unguarded,
but as the bandits had worked together for quite a while and they
all seemed to be players, it made sense. They were deep underground
and there was only one entrance. They did not think anyone would
find the backdoor so easily.

“Alright, payday!” said Scott in an excited
whisper, before he started to grab random loot to put into his
inventory.

The girls made a quiet outcry as well then
giggled happily as they looted the bandit treasure room of all its
misbegotten gains. Bandit slaying had been profitable before, but
that was nothing compared to looting a player run bandit
outfit!

Scott found something that nearly made his
eyebrows shoot right off the top of his head. He showed it to Rhea
and she grinned then raised her thumb.

He grinned at her then gazed longingly at the
gauntlets that he had found. He then eyed several bits of armor and
other weapons of interest. There was a good chance that he would be
upgrading his wardrobe here once more. But first they had to clean
the room out and divide the spoils properly.

Several exciting minutes passed while the
trio looted the treasure room. Admittedly, the best stuff that the
bandits had was probably kept in their personal inventory, but
given what the group had found the prospects for the day looked
more and more interesting.

“What’s the verdict?” Scott asked Ero.

“Still don’t see anyone. I wonder where all
the bandits are?” asked the fairy seriously.

Scott nodded to her. That was a bit
concerning to him as well. Had they just entered during a time when
most of them were out, or was something else going on? Either way,
they needed to be careful.

“That’s the last of it. We should sort it
later.” said Rhea after she stuffed a jewel encrusted Tiara into
her inventory.

“Most of what I saw looked more interesting
that it was, but I want to keep the gauntlets.” said Scott.

“That’s fine. None of this is really of use
to me outside of what I can get for it. We won’t need even that
once we transfer over to the other server.” said Rhea.

“So, what you’re saying is that you’re going
to let me have all of the pretty, pretty, things?” asked Scott
before he clasped his hands, lifted them to just below his chin,
and then batted his eyelashes at her.

Rhea snorted loudly then then placed her hand
over her face. She shook her head and said, “Goof.”

“Well, be that as it may. Is there anything
that you found that you think is better than what I’m wearing?”
said Scott.

“Not really. Though, there is a ring of mana
regeneration that you should probably take.” said Rhea.

“Oo-oooh!” Scott jogged over to her then held
out his hand.

Rhea laughed then checked through her
inventory until she found the ring. After retrieving it she handed
it to him.

“Thanks, Rhea.” said Scott before he gave her
a soft kiss on the nose.

She lowered her eyelids, and her nostrils
flared slightly. “I should give you shiny things more often.”

“Yes, yes you should.” replied Scott before
he took her hand in his. They shared a tender moment of silence
before Scott turned to check his new item.

 


[Item]

 


Lesser Ring of Mystery

 


A simple sterling silver ring embedded with 1/10
carat weight white diamonds. This stylish accessory glows softly
and is the perfect addition to the wardrobe of any mage.

 


Defense: +5

Mana: +20

Durability: 24/24

Value: 2,245,346

Special: Restores 1 Mana per second

 


[--]

 


Scott’s eyes nearly bulged from their
sockets. “One mana per second, and its worth over two million
Fayth!”

Rhea grinned at him. “I thought that you’d
like it.”

“Why not tell me about it from the start?” he
asked her. He was almost as surprised by that as he was by the fact
that someone would just leave the thing lying around. What kind of
things did these bandits keep in their actual inventory? He could
loot whatever they were wearing, but their inventories were not
accessible to him.

“It is... really pretty.” said Rhea before
she looked away.

Scott smiled at her. “Would you rather wear
it?”

“No, you need it more. I rarely have to use
any of my abilities other than my elemental sword magic.” said
Rhea.

Scott took her hand and raised it up. He
kissed her softly on the fingers then said, “Someday, I’ll return
the favor.”

Rhea smiled softly for a moment, but then her
eyes widened. The realization of what he had just said had filled
her with great joy. “Scott!” cried Rhea before she wrapped her arms
around him. It was not every day that she heard him so openly admit
that he would give her a ring one day soon.

Ero placed her hand to her lips then laughed
softly. It was nice to see them getting along so well. She enjoyed
it so much that she did not even break the mood by asking when she
was going to get a ring.

Rhea pulled back slightly and looked into
Scott’s eyes. She could see her face reflected in them, they were
so clear and bright.

Scott gazed at the larger of the women whom
he loved then gently leaned forward. His lips parted slightly and
then so did Rhea’s. Gently, those lips met in a soft and loving
embrace of their own.

Their noses lightly brushed against each
other even as their hands slid up and down in tender mutual
caresses of each other’s back. One of Scott’s hands slipped up to
cradle the back of her head, even while Rhea’s hands journeyed down
to firmly clasp his manly rear.

They made soft little moaning noises and
continued for far longer than even Ero could tolerate without being
directly involved. The tiny naked fairy raised her dainty fist to
her lips then politely coughed.

She was ignored in favor of continuing their
sweet caressing movements. Scott’s lower hand slipped further down
to slide between the cleft of Rhea’s magnificent backside. Rhea’s
eyes fluttered open and she gasped softly into his mouth then
gripped his ass tightly in response.

Ero took a deep breath then snorted. She
dropped down then fluttered at the same level as their faces. After
a brief moment she took another deep breath then loudly cleared her
throat once more.

Rhea’s head flew back. Scott’s lips left hers
and then moved to her neck. The elf maiden hopped into the air then
wrapped her legs luxuriously around Scott’s hips. She began to pant
softly and made cute little moans of happiness that caused Ero’s
left eyelid to start to twitch.

The fairy’s lips screwed together in an
annoyed pout and then she took in a deep, slow, breath. “Get a room
already!”

Scott and Rhea both immediately stopped,
their eyes snapped wide open and they froze in place. They slowly
turned their heads toward Ero, Rhea’s thighs still wrapped around
Scott’s waist.

“Uh...” said Scott.

“It was making me fairy jealous! I can’t even
change my size again for another day or two, so I’m stuck waiting
till we go to sleep...” said Ero in annoyance.

“Oh, Ero...” said Rhea gently. She hadn’t
really thought about how this would affect her.

“I’m sorry... I know you love each other, and
me being the size of a doll leaves me out of a lot of things,
but... but...” said Ero with a soft shudder.

Scott reached up, plucked her from the air
then promptly blew a raspberry on her tummy. Rhea’s eyes widened in
surprise, and Ero gasped loudly at the sudden boldness of her best
friend.

“Rhea, I know you won’t want to hear this...
but...” said Scott.

The blue hair elf sighed softly then turned
around. She crossed her arms over her chest then loudly said, “Go
ahead...Do what you must...”

Ero blinked then found that there were even
better places to receive a raspberry. She squealed in excitement at
the surprising sensations. Rhea did her best not to look back,
though she could guess what had just happened. She bit her lower
lip and struggled to fight down her jealousy. She loved Ero, but
she was not good at sharing.

A few minutes and a dozen raspberries later a
thoroughly satisfied little fairy fluttered past Rhea. Her entire
body was bright red from the shameful joy that she had
experienced.

“Happy now?” asked Rhea with more curtness
than she wanted to give off in her tone.

Ero gasped once then fell briefly before she
started to flap her wings once more. “Fairy much so...” she panted.
Her cute little legs scissored back and forth while she tried to
fly in a straight line. She, of course, failed miserably and
fluttered about like she was drunk.

Rhea tried not to laugh, but she could not
help it. Her sweet laughter died quickly when she felt warm
masculine arms slide around her.

She leaned back gently then whispered, “You
would embrace me so brazenly after making her so happy that she
can’t even fly straight?”

Scott kissed the side of Rhea’s neck and she
giggled gently. He said, “If you’re so upset, then maybe you should
make her feel better about being such a cute little fairy next
time.”

The bridge of Rhea’s nose darkened then
turned slightly pink. “I doubt that you would turn away.”

Scott kissed her warmly on the ear. “No,
certainly not. I would have been making you feel better.”

She started to say something but he gave her
a rather telling raspberry to the neck that spoke volumes
concerning his intent. She closed her eyes and then laughed
sweetly. “Well, I suppose that would be alright then.”

“You know, maybe we should finish off these
bandits before we go around slobbering on each other.” said Scott
lightly, after a rather intense and heated moment passed.

“I vote for slobber!” called out Ero from her
new perch. She had found a nice rocky outcropping to lie down
on.

They all had a nice laugh after hearing that.
Though they were deep in the heart of murder-inclined bandit
territory, they truly believed that everything was right with the
world.


Chapter 10: Fly My Fairy
BFF! Fly!

Everything had gone well for the bandit slaying trio
as they wandered through the underground inner-sanctum of the
murder-minded bandits. Outside of a small few altercations they had
not really had to do anything difficult to continue onward.

At this point they had taken out eighteen or
so bandits, and had begun to see the ending to their quest. Soon,
they came to the end of a large corridor and were confronted with
an even larger open area. The place seemed strangely empty, and
something about that fact did not sit right with the group.

“Think it’s a trap?” asked Ero.

Scott nodded then looked to Rhea. She nodded
as well. It was obvious that something was going on here. There
should be at least a few more bandits to contend with, but the
place had a strangely empty look about it.

Ero volunteered to check the place out and
fluttered forward to see what she could see. After a few minutes
she returned and shrugged her tiny little shoulders. “It’s
empty.”

Scott glanced at her then at Rhea. He could
not stop feeling a strange sense of dread about the situation, but
if it actually was empty then what else could they do?

“I’ll go out first.” said Scott.

Ero had flown a scouting mission. Now Scott
would go on point to see if he drew any bandit fire. It could be
possible that they were simply waiting and well-hidden for Scott or
Rhea to come out.

“Be fairy careful Scott.” whispered Ero as
her sorcerous love interest moved forward.

He glanced back at her and raised up his
thumb. He wanted to show confidence in the face of whatever might
be found.

Rhea smiled at him as well, and he nodded to
her. The women-folk appeased for the moment, Scott began moving
forward to see what he would find. As soon as he entered the open
area, he moved to the wall on the left and used it to circle the
room. A sizeable area, it could have comfortably fit a few hundred
people. There was a series of scaffolds and ramps around the area
that rose several levels into the air giving the place the
appearance of a former mining location.

Light streamed down from several holes in the
ceiling of the cave and provided slight illumination. The
background music was soft, quiet; it held an empty and mournful
tone to it like he had entered a tomb.

He leapt upward and grabbed onto a rail high
overhead. He swung up onto the scaffolding and continued to check
the area. There were no signs of life anywhere that he checked.
Even the mine office was suspiciously lacking in recent signs of
life.

None of what he saw, or rather did not see,
made any sense. This was clearly the largest area in the bandit
sanctum. Where were the bandits? Why were there no signs of anyone
having here recently?

Scott returned to the girls and discussed the
situation with them. It was Rhea who made a key observation. “Too
bad that hairy hornball died earlier. His nose might have told us
something.”

“Yeah, if only he wasn’t an idiot. Still,
that doesn’t change anything. Do we continue on?” asked Scott.

Rhea sighed. “It feels like a trap.”

“It’s definitely a trap.” said Scott.

“Shouldn’t a trap have bait?” asked Ero.

Scott looked to her then nodded. “Ah, but it
does have bait, the empty room. Most might not notice it, but it’s
too empty. This place is run by bandits. They haven’t shown
themselves to be particularly clean and orderly bandits, either.
Yet, I don’t even see recent trash in that room. There are no signs
that anyone has been in there in a long time.”

“Yeah, but what do we do about it? We can’t
stay here, and if we go back we can’t finish the quest.” said
Rhea.

“True. I suppose all we can do is fall into
the trap and hope for the best.” said Scott.

“That’s a terrible plan, Scott.” said
Rhea.

“It’s fairy silly...” said Ero.

Scott nodded to them. “Absolutely, but we
don’t have to make it easy for them. We can go one at a time to the
next area. If they spring a trap here, it won’t catch all of us.
They’ll have to pick one of us.”

“Good point.” said Rhea. It certainly seemed
like a reasonable plan of action. They also had little choice other
than to abandon the area and come back later, possibly when they
had to deal with a lot more bandits.

“Ero, you should merge with me. I think that
might confuse them if they expect three of us to come out.” said
Scott.

“OK!” exclaimed Ero with great excitement.
She fluttered down then slipped into the side of his head. Once
nestled safely within his mind she unleashed a soft giggle.

“Pop, always warned me about letting a girl
get inside my head.” said Scott. He looked to Rhea. “Did I listen?
No.”

Rhea gave him a flat look then reached out
and poked him. “Goof.”

“I go into dangerous territory. If the enemy
takes me, promise that you will never marry.”

Rhea laughed at his silliness then shook her
head. “Heroes come back alive.”

Scott squinted at her then smiled. “Fair
enough, I must risk it to get that biscuit...”

“I’m a biscuit now?”

Scott reached out and gripped her tight
before kissing her warmly on the lips. His hands slid down to
caress her perky elven posterior. “Soft and fluffy with a sweet yet
buttery after taste.”

Rhea’s cheeks reddened ever so slightly,
“Seriously....Comparing me to a biscuit.”

“Well, I’m a southern boy. We like our fresh
buttered biscuits.” said Scott before he released her and stepped
back. All kidding aside, it was time to go fall into the obvious
trap.

“You’ll find no butter on these biscuits my
good sir.” said Rhea.

Scott eyeballed her for a moment then
grinned. “We’ll see....”

Her cheeks reddened further and she shook her
head. What was she going to do with this guy?”

“You can butter me, Scott.” suggested Ero in
an almost musical tone of voice.

Scott laughed again then shook his head.
“Well, we’re off. I’ll wave when I’m through.”

Rhea nodded, and Scott headed off toward the
obvious trap. Despite its apparent and obvious nature, no trap rose
up to ensnare the man. He and Ero both safely made it to the far
corridor. Scott glanced over to Rhea and waved at her.

The elf girl set off at a steady jog and soon
she joined the others. Nothing happened.

Scott raised a finger to his lips and Rhea
nodded once more. They still had to go down this corridor.

The group moved forward, Ero still hiding
inside of Scott’s mind, and soon they came to another room. This
one also seemed suspicious, but after a short time was spent
searching the area, they discovered nothing. The exit had a metal
portcullis atop it, no doubt to stop intruders, but it was left up.
It was as though every bandit left in the underground base had
evacuated the area in a hurry.

“Maybe the other bandits are all logged off?”
asked Scott.

Rhea shook her head. “Doubtful, the system
would have probably considered the quest finished if that was the
case.”

They were at a loss for a moment. Whatever
was going on, it was odd.

It was not until they moved toward the next
corridor that something finally happened. Scott stepped down on a
perfectly normal section of stone. There were no distinguishing
marks, or any other sign that something was different in that one
spot than anywhere else. However, something decidedly wrong did
occur.

A brilliant blue-green field of energy rose
up around them and set off a cascade of system messages even as a
portcullis fell down before them. The way forward was blocked and
they had no other alternative but to backtrack. The trap had been
sprung!

 


[Message]

 


Your mana has been sealed! You will be unable to use
magic or special techniques for ten minutes.

You have been poisoned! You will lose health at a
rate of 1 point per second for ten minutes.

You have been mana poisoned! You will lose mana at a
rate of 1 point per second for ten minutes.

You have been cursed! You will be unable to access
your inventory storage for ten minutes.

You have been cursed! You are afflicted with
weakness. Your strength, agility, and vitality are halved.

You have been cursed! You are afflicted with silence.
You will be unable to speak for ten minutes.

 


[--]

 


“What the hell!” snapped Scott, or rather he
tried to do so but no words left his lips. He looked to Rhea. She
had the same issue. She could not speak and she looked visibly
ill.

Scott tried to call up his inventory, but
just as the warning message had said, he could not access it. He
knew they were in trouble. Their health would run out long before
they had access to their inventory! He thought as strongly as he
could in order to reach Ero. “Can you still hear me, Ero?”

“Yes! This is fairy bad. I’m OK, but you’re
going to die!” exclaimed the fairy girl.

“Can you do anything?” he asked her.

“Well, if I had some water... I don’t think
my other healing powers are strong enough to break these curses and
cleanse this level of poison.” she said. “In fact, I’m fairy sure
that they won’t work.”

Scott winced. He knew exactly what she meant
to do. He gestured for Rhea to follow him, and she nodded.

They ran back the other direction. If they
moved swiftly enough, they might be able to reach the ocean and dip
some water out for Ero.

However, the other portcullis dropped in
front of them. They were stuck in the corridor with no way out.

“Dammit!” screamed Scott silently.

Scott tried to lift the portcullis, but he
was not strong enough. Rhea joined him, but even together they were
barely able to make it budge.

“Ero! Do you think your power ability will
make me strong enough to lift this?” asked Scott quickly.

“No... At least not enough to let you both go
through.” said Ero.

Scott frowned then shook his head. However,
another thought occurred to him. “Ero, can you go make some sacred
water and bring it back?”

“Sure! I’ll do my fairy best, Scott!”
exclaimed the little fairy.

The tiny little fairy separated from her
rapidly dying love interest then flew through the bars of the
portcullis. It was all up to her now.

Scott reached over and took Rhea’s hand. They
could not speak, but some things were easily said when left
unspoken.

**

The frantic beat of tiny fairy wings echoed
through the silence as Ero rushed to find some water, or at least
some way to carry it. She could in fact, generate water of her own
but there was nothing to put it in. Scott’s helmet might have been
a logical choice, but the truth was that it might neutralize her
efforts. The trap had not just caused that terrible series of
status effects on her friends, but it would linger on their
equipment as well. While it did that equipment no harm, it was
possible that it would prevent her from using it to any good
purpose. Her sacred water creation ability was magical in nature
after all.

Tiny wings fluttered tirelessly as she zipped
through the open area that they had suspected might be trapped.
There was no sign of life, just like before. Ero could not stop to
concern herself with that, however. Her friends had only a few
minutes at most.

She flew into the corridor beyond and worked
her way back to the treasure room. There were a few cups and bowls
there that might work. She did not think it would be a good idea to
try to reach the surface and acquire water there so she focused her
power and summoned one of her few combat oriented skills, Fairy’s
Water Hammer.

A large sphere of water, much larger than any
sphere of water Scott had ever summoned with his drowning sphere
skill, appeared in the air. It went crashing down with great force.
The energy required to generate the water caused her to falter
slightly and fall toward the ground. She caught herself before
hitting the unforgiving stone floor, but it was a near thing. All
of her powers were extremely potent, overpowered by some estimates,
but she was just a cute little fairy guardian. Unless she could
access the true power buried deep within herself, she did not have
the mental and spiritual stamina to use her powers frequently.

She picked up what looked to be a plain metal
bucket then went to scoop the water up out of a small depression in
one side of the room. She had to grab a cracked wooden cup and use
it to finish the task of filling it since there was not enough
water to properly fill it otherwise.

Ero quickly hopped into the water and started
to swim around like her friends’ lives depended on it, because they
did! “Sacred, sacred! Get sacred already! Oh!”

She did her fairy best to make the somewhat
murky water pure, pristine, and sacred. Though, she did not have
the time or the inclination to make it extra special sacred like
she might have wanted in a normal time-frame.

Ero hopped out of the sacred water then
gripped the bucket handle tight. Time to go! She used all of her
strength to lift the heavy bucket into the air. She fluttered here
and there in a wobbling zig-zagging manner before she managed to
adjust herself to the situation.

Through the corridor she flew. The entire
process had taken slightly more than a minute, and she knew that
time was of the essence. However, she felt a sense of pride and
accomplishment already. Both Scott and Rhea would survive! Ero had
long thought that she was a bit superfluous when it came to
protecting her charge. She was a fairy guardian, but she rarely did
any guardianing. Guardianing was a word, right?

Just as she entered the center of the open
area, tragedy struck. An arrow flew from a dark corner of the
second level of scaffolding. It struck true, not on Ero’s tiny
luscious body, but the bucket of water that she was carrying. A
small explosion rocked the area. It did little damage to Ero due to
the fact that she was not the true target, and her proximity to
sacred water caused a bit of it to splash on her. That factor alone
effectively protected her from the worst of the damage, but her
poor bucket had exploded! All of her freshly made sacred water was
wasted.

“That’s a no.” said the one who had fired the
arrow. The bucket killer was a man who wore bright red leather
armor and a scarlet colored set of bandanas that covered every part
of his face except for the eyes.

Ero looked on in surprise as over two dozen
more similarly dressed people started to appear from the shadows.
Several rappelled down from the holes in the mine’s ceiling. As
they did so, the music in the background changed from the quiet and
mournful sound of mine traveling music to a dark and edgy
electronic dance mix. The show was about to begin!

The fairy frantically flew toward the
corridor that led toward Scott and Rhea. She hoped that if she were
fast enough, she might be able to try to use his helmet instead. It
might not work, and it might not even hold enough water anyway. But
it was better than nothing!

However, such a fate was not meant to be. The
bandana clad man snapped his fingers and a shimmering light rose up
to block the corridor entrance. They had used a shield wall! She
could not fly through such a barrier, it would be like trying to
fly through a metal door.

She glanced back and noticed the other
corridor was blocked off as well. She might be able to fly up
through the openings in the ceiling, but when she looked, she saw
that those openings had been blocked off. That was where they had
been hiding! They must have been up on the surface waiting for
them!

“You know, you bastards cost us a lot of time
and effort. We were going on a raid later, but you killed nearly
half our people.” said bandana man. He knocked an arrow into his
bow and aimed it at Ero. She could probably dodge the attack if it
was a normal shot, but he had already proven that he used explosive
arrows. That could be a problem.

Ero did not respond verbally. Instead, she
fluttered back and away from the thirty or so bandits that had
entered the room. This was bad. This was fairy, fairy, bad!

“Hey, Gert. How much do fairy wings go for on
the market?” asked bandana man. His name was obscured, so Ero had
no way of knowing his real name. The same was true with the other
bandits. Their masks, or something else, were used to make their
real names unclear. Though, it was still obvious that they were
murderers.

“Not enough. We’ll need to pluck her a few
hundred times to make up for what we lost.” said a man wearing a
similar armor and bandana set-up. The entire crew of bandits looked
strangely similar. Perhaps it was part of the obscuring effect.

Ero yelped slightly then flew up in the air
at high speed. She would be hard to hit or capture, where she was
and perhaps it would give her a moment to breathe a little and to
think. She needed to get to Scott and Rhea, but how!

Arrows shot toward her at a rapid pace and
many of them fell far short, but a few came close to hitting her.
Three of them impacted with the shielded area of the ceiling and
caused a short series of explosions that made the shield shimmer.
Ero’s eyes widened. Of course! The arrows! If she could just figure
out a way to use those explosions.

The girl glanced at the corridor leading to
Scott and Rhea. She could not get through the shield, but what
if…

She dived down to avoid more arrows then
started to circle the area. She led the arrow firing bandits on a
merry chase that took far more time than she had liked. Finally,
after several explosions and a few near misses, she coaxed them
into firing at her near the corridor.

Four explosive arrows hit all around the
shield wall, and her eyes lit up. She could see light through the
other side of a large crack. Another round of arrows would do
it!

She did not allow them to guess what she was
doing, and quickly moved away from the corridor. She let them fire
at her repeatedly and allowed a few near misses to keep them
interested in actually trying to take her down with their bows. She
was lucky that they did not have any fine mesh nets or even
weighted sheets to try and capture here. They were prepared for
normal sized intruders, but a fairy invader had never crossed their
minds.

It was time, she was near the corridor once
more. She zoomed forward then started to fly upward like she had
changed her mind. Arrows flew and three more mild explosions rocked
the area.

Ero saw her chance and she dived for the
loosened rocks near the shield wall. The outer part, the part where
the magical wall met the corridor edge, remained intact. The shield
wall could not move to cover the new open space. It was a tight
squeeze. She scratched and scraped her body badly moving through
the newly formed space, but the bloodied fairy was on a mission.
Her friends needed her.

The tiny fairy BFF flew as fast as she could
through the corridor. “Scott! Rhea! Hide around the corner! The
bandits are…!” Her words died on her lips when she saw what greeted
her.

Rhea was on the ground and Scott looked ashen
face. He panted and his body was soaked in sweat.

The sorcerer struggled to speak, but the only
word he could muster was a silently mouthed, “Ero…” before he
collapsed to the ground.

On the ground behind the portcullis, she bore
witness to the bodies of her best friends. “Scott! I’m here! Give
me your helmet!”

Ero fluttered from side to side and called
out again, a growing desperation in her voice. Neither of her
friends moved. Her eyes grew wide in surprise. She rushed down to
them then started to tug at Scott. She cried out, “Scott! Get up!
It’s not time for a nap… Give me your helmet!”

There was no response. His head was warm to
the touch, but it was rapidly losing warmth. It became obvious what
had happened. Her best friend had died waiting for her to save him.
She had taken too long.

She looked over to the beautiful but equally
deceased corpse of Rhea and her eyes began to mist over. In the
background of her mind she could hear the bandits enter the
corridor behind her, and for a moment she did not care. “Please….
Scott… Rhea…”

It was not until bandana man spoke, that she
was reminded of the situation. “Ha, dead. You’re in my power now
you little bitch. I’ve always wanted to have a guardian.”

Ero’s eyes narrowed. Her normally cheerful
expression shifted to a pinched, angry expression. Her voice,
typically sweet and upbeat, dropped several octaves and resonated
strongly. “Power… You really want my power?”

“Listen to this bitch. I bet she thinks she
sounds tough.” said the bandit with a laugh.

That was when the music stopped. Before it
had been a normal, jaunty, battle tune. However, now it became
something dark, something dangerous.

It was a soft melody, but it had an edge to
it. The song that played in the background was primarily a tune
that was presented via a piano score, but it was accompanied by the
sound of twin electric guitars.

Ero stopped completely. She hovered in
mid-air without so much as a single wing flap. “You kill my Scott…
You killed Rhea, and threatened to pluck me like a chicken… and
then you that say want my power?”

Ero’s tiny head turned toward them even as
her entire body began to glow. Sparks of magical energy began to
radiate from her, and her eyes flared brightly with an eldritch
light. “I’ll let you have it!”

“Fire on the fairy!” snarled bandana man.
Several arrows raced out toward Ero, but the tiny little fairy was
protected by a sudden extremely powerful gust of wind.

A woman’s voice, one fairy similar to Ero,
began to sing in the background as the glowing fairy started to
grow in size. She had unleashed her greater power, a power she had
not used since the first day that she had met Scott. Ero unleashed
[Storm of Emotion].

 


~Once in the long long ago, a girl cried out for a
friend, a true he-ro….~

 


It was not a power that she could easily use.
She had to be in a desperate mindset, and be willing to allow her
own existence to end. She was simply not strong enough to use it
whenever she liked. However, she no longer cared what happened to
her. She stopped holding back and reached deep inside the well of
power that existed within her.

The human sized fairy raised her hand.
Another gust of wind raced outward. Soon it turned into a
continuous gale force blast that sent the bandits hurtling back.
Ero had temporarily transcended her limitations. The truth was,
that a guardian spirit was far stronger than a common monster. When
they unsealed their true power they were actually an entire tier
higher on their personal power spectrum. Ero, in her greater form
was no longer simply a cute little tier one fairy BFF. She was
actually a tier-two creature despite the fact that she was not
level one hundred. She was more like a fairy overlord. In short,
Ero was a boss.

 


~Lost in a dark and lonely place, nowhere else to
go…~

 


The distraught and enraged greater fairy
guardian moved slowly through the corridor while she continued to
blow the bandits back. Soon they reached the end of the passage.
The bandits on the far side of the area begged for the shield wall
to be erected once more.

 


~He came to her one day with an explosion and a
smile…~

 


The bandits had dropped the corridor shield
in order to chase their prey. They had not thought that she would
be capable of ascension to this level of power as such a thing was
a true rarity among known guardian species. They had known nothing
of the bond that Ero shared with her currently deceased, Scott.

The shield did manage to rise again, but just
before it did Ero floated out and into the open air of the arena.
The true battle would now take place. Each of the bandits could
clearly see their predicament quite clearly. Above Ero’s head
bright red letters flared into existence. Those letters spelled the
word most terrifying for an unprepared party. It was the word
Overlord. The system had detected the situation and chosen to make
the encounter into an event battle.

 


~Though he had a girlfriend, he said come with him
a while…~

 


Bandits attempted to flee into the depths of
their domicile, but they could not leave the area. They were
trapped in a battle with an enraged fairy who had awakened her true
power and then been granted further temporary ascension by system
administration.

“Fire! Fire!” snarled bandana man. The
bandits readily began to do just that.

 


~And she came….. And she caaa-ay-ay-aame!~

 


However, their arrows never even had a chance
to come close to Ero. A whirling wall of wind, much stronger that
the protective wind wall that she had used during her first day
with Scott, rose up to ward off the arrows. The howling barrier of
wind was so powerful that it tore the rock ceiling away and exposed
the mine area to the brilliant light of day. A storm cloud began to
form overhead not long after, and within seconds a stinging rain
began to lance downward.

There was no one alive to receive the
benefits of her buffs, but there were plenty of bandits alive to
receive the de-buffs that came with her attack. Mana and health
were rapidly draining away from them with every second that passed.
The bandits were easily in their seventies, level wise, but it did
not matter. They were losing four hit points and mana per second.
Much like Scott and Rhea they would die in a matter of a few
minutes if they did not stop Ero.

However, unlike the hapless goblins of that
fateful day not so long ago when Ero had last unleashed her power,
the bandits were players. They could not attack her, but they might
be able to outlast her. The background music continued unabated as
the winds and water raged all around, and the bandits struggled to
find a way to survive.

 


~They faced many obstacles, they crossed the
oceans. But their friend-ship they won out…~

 


Bandana man shouted out in an unintended
parody of the odd song playing in the background, “Hide under the
scaffolds, drink strong health potions. We’ll wait the bitch
out!”

The bandits stopped firing and soon ran to do
as their leather-clad leader had directed. They still lost health,
but the lack of direct contact from the rain reduced the
damage.

Ero did not care. In fact, she had not even
heard the man. She was currently lost inside of herself. She could
only feel her sadness and the pain of her loss. She could no longer
even hear the battle theme playing in the background. Of course,
given the quality of the lyrics that might have been an actual
blessing.

The one she loved, the one she had pledged to
guard for the whole of her life had died. She had failed him. She
had hope that he would respawn, but that was cold comfort compared
to the fact that she had let him die due to her own weakness.

If only she had been stronger! That was what
she kept thinking. If only her tiny little body could use her
powers more efficiently. If only.

Several minutes passed, and Ero began to
weaken. Soon, her power would die away altogether. She would fade
into nothing. She had used too much of her energy the other day in
blissful eroticism by forcing herself to remain in an enlarged
state. She would be unable to do anything for days.

In many ways, using her true power was equal
to taking on the risk of a potential death sentence. Even during
the best of times it was likely that she would die with only the
hope of her deep connection with Scott to provide her the
opportunity of restoration. She could not truly die, not as long as
her Scott’s soul existed, and they shared a strong bond. Though,
she might end up existing in a death-like state similar to a coma
for lengthy periods of time.

As she continued to weaken, her desire to
become stronger rose to greater heights. If only she could use more
power. Even this was not truly her utmost ability. She was not high
enough in level to use the next tier of her power, but she was
close enough that she could taste it.

She hated that she could not finish these
mean old bandits off! They’d killed her friends. They wanted to
sell her for parts! Why wasn’t she stronger now? There had to be a
way to become stronger, now!

Her desire led to understanding as she felt a
strange tugging sensation within her. She sensed that pull and
realized that it was her connection to Scott. His body was dead,
but his soul lingered still, as he was not like the mortals of this
world. He was a champion, like these bandana-clad meanies, he would
revive at some point.

She could feel him within her. It was a sense
of strength, of humor, and of warmth. In her darkest time he had
come to her and become a light that turned back the darkness, had
cast out the loneliness that had plagued her and nearly claimed her
soul. Now he was trying to do the same once again, even in
death.

Her Scott was with her! She did not want to
fail him! The bandits had to die!

Ero was not sure what to do at first, but
then she realized something else. Her current method would of
attack not work, but there was a way. It would be perfect for trap
making rats like these people. Nothing that entered this area could
leave until the event ended. That was perfect. She could use
that!

She felt her strength beginning to fail for a
moment, but then that soothing warmth, that essence of her bond
with Scott helped her find the power to continue. Ero knew what she
had to do and she began to do it in earnest.

The song in the background shifted to one
that was more dangerous. Horns played, and the sound of violins
began to echo through the air in an elegant rage.

Drums; violent, deep, and aggressive began to
thunder in the background as Ero focused all of her remaining
energy on one final gambit. She slammed her palms together and used
her magical senses to seek out the water that she needed to use in
order to make it happen. Unfortunately for the bandits, they had
set up shop next to the largest body of water on the planet.

The ground trembled. Lightning flared all
around her, and distinct rumbling sound could be heard. The wall of
wind continued to whirl, but the rain stopped.

 


~The power of your love, my heart you did
save… ~

 


Bandana man came out from hiding to see what
was going on, and he looked up toward the brightly lit sky. His
eyes narrowed in confusion when a dark shadow was cast across the
area. The mine grew darker by the second even as the violins,
horns, and drums raged louder than ever.

The bandana-clad man blinked then pointed at
something he could scarcely believe. What he saw could not possibly
be happening, not in a place like this.

 


~And when darkness came calling, my love crashed
down. Like a-~

 


“Tidal Wave!” screamed the bandit
hysterically while he waved his finger around wildly at the source
of his oncoming death. His eyes widened in a hilarious manner and
he shook his head back and forth slowly, unable to believe what he
was now seeing.

A massive wall of water crashed down with
tremendous force. Bright red damage numbers flared up from all over
the place as bandits were hit for hundreds, in some cases
thousands, of points of damage in rapid-fire succession. Those that
managed to somehow barely survive the onslaught knew the horror of
hemorrhaging health and mana. The tidal wave that temporary fairy
overlord Ero had unleashed counted as one of her storm of emotion
water attacks. Their health dropped rapidly with no way to hide
from the watery doom that had befallen them. Much like the hopeless
situation that Scott and Rhea had suffered, they now suffered the
fate of those caught in an inescapable death trap.

Ero remained coherent just long enough to see
a message screen flash into existence that congratulated her party
for killing off the bandits menacing the area. A brief smile
flittered across her lips before she closed her eyes and her body
dissolved into motes of light. Four sweetly whispered words echoed
in the area as her light dispersed. “Like a tidal wave….” Soon, all
that was left was silence.


Chapter 11: Home Sweet
Home

His eyes slowly opened but his vision was clouded.
His sense of hearing was dull and confused. He did not recognize
sounds properly at first. It took a moment to get his bearings due
to the strangeness of his senses, but when he did his eyes widened.
He knew exactly where he was. Scott was home. Rather, he was back
at his house on Earth.

“What…?” he asked intelligently. His speech
was slightly slurred, and he had a bad case of cotton mouth. It was
like he had spent all night on a drunken bender and he was
currently within the throes of a headache free hangover.

It could be a truly daunting experience the
first time; that was what Rhea had once said to Scott. However, she
had spoken as an immortal goddess capable of surviving almost
anything. She knew intrinsically that she only existed in part on
the world of ARS. No matter what happened to her body on ARS she
had a true existence that was elsewhere. Scott, was not used to
such a divergence in cognitive awareness and corporeal separation.
It played havoc on his mental state.

Was what he had experienced real? Was it all
merely a dream? He had awoken on the floor, so it was possible that
he had underwent some sort of near-death experience after hitting
his head. Though, that latter possibility was the least likely.

“How did I get back here?” he asked softly.
He wipe his face with his hand. In the process of doing that he saw
something truly strange. He gripped his surprisingly long hair and
pulled a lock of it forward. It was still blue, as blue and shining
as the purest lightning that he had ever seen.

Scott rose to his feet and staggered over to
his bathroom. His hair had been decidedly brown before he had gone
to ARS. If his hair was really blue then he had not been
dreaming.

The moment he looked into his bathroom
mirror, his eyes widened once more. He had never really looked at
himself much before. The man staring back at him from the mirror
was almost disturbingly handsome in a thematically anime sort of
manner.

“Damn, son…” Scott shook his head and watched
his luxuriously fabulous hair wave back and forth. He looked like
he had just stepped out of a poster for an eighties era glam metal
band.

He checked out his body for a moment and
noticed the sleekly tanned and toned goodness. “How have I not
really noticed this before?”

In fact, he now noticed many things that he
had merely accepted as reality prior to his first death. Outside of
his almost absurd level of masculine beauty, he noticed the lack of
background music. He no longer felt like every thought and feeling
that he had was the most important thing in the world. Hell, he
felt like ignoring them altogether.

It could be said that for the first time in
months Scott was truly himself. Without the mind and spirit
altering effects of the world of ARS, he could think clearly and
logically.

Memories of the actions and choices that he
had made in the last few months came rushing to the forefront of
his mind. “What the hell have I been doing?”

Scott shook his head again. He had made so
many decisions based solely on emotion that it was amazing that he
had not died dozens of times already! That was ridiculous. He knew
better than that. A proper soldier did not just rush in like an
asshole, he scouted the area properly! He does reconnaissance.

After taking a moment to berate himself
mentally for his overly emotional idiocy he realized the worst
offender in his most recent grouping of offenses. The current plans
for corpse rat were riddled with stupid and overly emotional
decisions that had made little sense in the grand scheme of things.
Holding grudges against a group of unimportant idiots was stupid
when the world itself was at stake. Yes, they had captured Scott
and Rhea. They had perpetrated terrible things against them, but
why the fuck was he still wasting his time on them when he should
be focusing on building his power-base?

“It’s a four-to-one ratio, right? So, less
than twenty years of ARS time remains till the lords of destruction
event starts.” Scott continued to berate himself for wasting
precious time for a moment. The most important thing right now was
to finish the important business on the current server in
preparation for transition to the true battle field.

Now that he could think clearly, it was
obvious that there were many things that he could have been doing
to better the situation. It was like nothing he had done throughout
his entire time on ARS had made any sort of sense. He would have
berated himself further, but to his surprise he heard someone knock
at the door.

He went to see who it was, but stopped to
stare after he opened the door. On the other side was a girl who
had blue hair that was equally as bright and out of place in this
world as his own. She also had jade green eyes that were so
beautiful that they practically sparkled in the light. She was
fairly tall and had a certain sweet sensuality about her that he
could not possibly mistake.

“Rhea?” asked Scott, surprised by the sudden
arrival of this vision of loveliness. He had not considered the
possibility of having her also be on this world.

The visitor laughed warmly then shook her
head. “Why no, sir. My name is Aria, Aria Ardent. I’m your new
neighbor. I’m a young and impressionable girl who has recently
moved to town. I know nothing of the area and wish to make
friends.” She tilted her head to the side then smiled brightly,
“Can we have sex now?”

Scott squinted at her then threw back his
head and laughed. OK, so maybe there was one thing that he’d done
on ARS that made sense.

“What’s with the name change?” asked Scott
lightly.

Aria grinned at him. “Different world,
different name. Besides, it’s the name that I wanted to choose for
this form before.”

She took out a pair of glasses and put them
on. Aria placed her hand to her cheek. Her thumb cradled her jaw
lightly while her index finger rested against her cheek. “Don’t you
recognize the poor little fat girl who you helped long ago?”

Scott eyed her critically for a moment. It
was odd to see her without elf ears, but he would hesitate to call
her fat. If anything she looked like a curvy fitness model who had
been blessed with way too much charisma. “Whoever said a good deed
was its own reward was wrong.”

“Hmm?” asked Aria.

“There aren’t enough good deeds in the world
to make having you in my life a fair reward.” said Scott
lightly.

“Why, Mr. Neighbor, how bold of you!” said
Aria with a giggle.

Scott reached out and pulled his human-form
girlfriend to him. He kissed her warmly on the lips and they stayed
that way for quite some time.

“You’re a bit curvier as a human.” Remarked
Scott playfully.

Aria poked him. “I used to be a cute little
fat girl, remember?”

“Yes, you were so fat that I was afraid that
the moon would be pulled out of the sky and start to orbit you.”
replied Scott before reaching down to lightly grasp her delightful
booty in both hands.

“Thanks!” exclaimed Aria brightly before she
kissed him again. He was so sweet sometimes.

They finished being all ridiculous and
romantic a few minutes later. Scott invited his body-swapping love
interest into his abode.

“Sorry, the lights are out. I haven’t paid
the bills in a few months.” said Scott.

“That’s fine, it’s cozy like this. Though,
there is another option.” said Aria.

“Oh?” asked Scott.

Aria grinned at him then raised up her hand
in an imperious and dramatic manner. “Let there be light!”

Almost instantly electric lights and various
appliances awoke all over the house. Scott stared at the light bulb
over head for a moment then cursed because he had nearly blinded
himself in the process.

Aria placed her hand to her lips and laughed
a little. Scott was still a bit goofy even here. It was one of the
things that endeared him to her, truth be told.

“I know you’re a goddess and all, but how did
you do that?” asked Scott.

Aria grinned at him and then wagged her
finger in the air. “No fair asking a girl to give up her
secrets.”

Scott smiled at her. “I like your secrets
though, especially the dirty ones.”

“My secrets are not dirty, Scott.” Aria
crossed her arms over her chest.

“Give me five minutes. They will be.” he
replied.

Aria’s face became slightly flush, but it was
nowhere near the extent that it would have been on ARS. Earth was a
bit more subdued about visible emotional reactions, after all.

“Anyway…” said Aria. “What do you think about
being back home?”

“I’ll know when I can go back to ARS.” said
Scott. This place did not really feel like home to him. It felt
strangely empty and devoid of life, unlike the world that he had
lived in for the last few months.

Aria turned her head toward him and gave him
a simply wonderful smile. “Do you really mean that?”

“Home is wherever you are. Here or there
doesn’t matter.” Scott reached out and took her hands. “But we have
things that need to be done there.”

“Yes, we do. What are you thinking?” asked
Aria.

Scott was not certain what to think to be
honest. He could not do much here besides take a break. He was also
worried about Ero. He could sense her, but it was like she was
unable to answer. That could be for any number of reasons. He
mentioned it to Aria.

The blue haired girl next door sighed. “I
checked her status before coming. She managed to finish off all of
the bandits, but she died in the process. You probably won’t be
able to talk to her for a few hours. The time difference is roughly
similar here to what is in the divine city.”

“It is?” asked Scott.

“It is now. I had to wait until you left ARS
and returned here to set it properly. I hope that amount of
difference is fine? It was one-to-one here until I changed it.”

“So, I’ve been gone for around three months
or so, but from now on every four days that passes on ARS is one
day here?” asked Scott.

“Uhm, yes. Is that, alright?” she asked him
with a hopeful expression.

“That’s perfect.” Scott leaned forward and
kissed her on the nose.

“I’m glad. If you’d have been mad, I don’t
know what I would have done.”

He shook his head. “There are a lot of things
that you do that used to disturb me, but these last few weeks have
helped me a great deal. I get that there are things you can’t tell
me, or don’t think to tell me since they seem obvious to you.”

“My, so level-headed.” she said with a
smile.

“Well, we aren’t in anime soap opera land
right now. It’s actually easier to concentrate.” said Scott.

“True, ARS is a fun place but it was not
really designed for normal human mental states. You’ve no doubt
been acting on impulse more than anything.”

“That needs to stop, seriously.” said
Scott.

“Does it? Most of the time it has worked out
for you in the end.” said Aria gently.

Scott nodded to her, but he also disagreed.
“Yes, but barely. Now that I know the reasons for my actual
existence on ARS, it feels like I should be focusing on building a
sound strategy against the Lords of Destruction instead of plotting
revenge.”

Aria smiled at him. “If that’s what you want
to do it’s fine. You’re the champion.”

He grinned at her then shook his head. “What
do you want to do, Rh- Aria? Corpse Rat needs to die, but crushing
them completely will take a lot of time.”

“Honestly? I know it doesn’t sound right, but
I say forget about them entirely. We killed their people, thy tried
to kill us but still failed. If anything, we’ve already crushed
them. Besides, we could just pay my sister’s people to hunt them
down like dogs a few at a time. We can’t use the money we earn on
the casual server when we go to the classic server anyway.”

“Let the badass ninja assassins handle the
light weight while we focus on becoming as strong as possible?”
asked Scott.

“Sure, between my various item cache
locations, and the money we can earn from hunting till we reach
level one hundred, we can probably hire them to keep after Corpse
Rat long term. Besides that, my family wanted a crack at them
anyway.” said Aria.

“They weren’t strong enough to take them by
themselves though, were they? Crimson Shadow I mean.” asked Scott.
He had no idea how strong her various relatives were on ARS.

“Not in one glorious offensive, no. They’re
ninjas and ninja masters, though. If they are paid enough, they’ll
devote themselves entirely to routinely assassinating Corpse Rat
members. Throw in a provision about forcing their guild out of that
town and I bet we can even achieve the goal we wanted. Best way to
spend our money, I think.” said Aria.

“Well, that is certainly better than allowing
all of that money to go to waste.” said Scott. There was also the
time factor. Sure, the Corpse Rat assholes would lose a level if
they died, but they would just respawn. It was not hard to gain a
level on ARS-Casual. If they had gone through with the assault on
Corpse Rat personally it would have led to a long war of attrition.
That was not time well spent when it was not even the right server,
and none of it would matter in the end!

Another thought occurred to Scott. “How about
those items though? Are there any that we can use to help us level
faster?”

“Absolutely! I don’t really have any weapons
suitable for a sorcerer, but plenty of armor and accessories. If
not for the fact that we were trying to help the mermaids, I would
have suggested that we go to my best store house. It’s back on the
mainland near the northern mountains.”

“Why not mention it before?” asked Scott.

“Like I said, we were on the mermaid mission.
Besides that, it will take about three months to reach it on foot.
Did you want to let the mermaids languish for months on end?” asked
Aria.

“Good point.” said Scott.

“If you let me level up enough to pass you
by, I can lead the party and take you there with world travel. The
months will fly by, and weeks will pass here, but at least we won’t
have to walk in person.” said Aria.

Scott rubbed his chin. “Hey, Love of my life…
Do you know where I can get my hands on those permanent lore
crystals? You know, the kind that impart skills that won’t be
lost?”

“Sure, I have a few of those in my
storehouse, though they won’t do you as much good if you’re
changing servers.” said Aria.

“Ah, right, the limit caps on skills and
stats?” asked Scott.

“Yes. The system works differently on the
classic server. You’ll be able to start out with a few specialized
skills that you choose to have or create from everything that you
have learned here. Spells tend to work differently as well.”

“How so?”

“Well, sorcerers… You’re sticking with some
kind of sorcerer upgrade, right?” asked Aria.

“Yeah, I think so.” said Scott.

“Well, anyway, instead of having a few dozen
different variations of the same exact spell that only differ in
strength, you have to focus on developing one spell type. You’d
need to take the time to charge it up to the next level.”

“What, like my burn spell has to be conjured
and held until it charges up to Ar-Burst Rain?” asked Scott.

“Yes. So, that entire spell progression takes
one spell slot, but it takes much longer to cast a more powerful
spell.” She glanced at him. “Stat dependent of course.”

“Of course.” he said.

“Your spell can be interrupted and all the
mana lost. It’s much more tactical. Though, the customization
aspects will be worth it.” said Aria.

“I’ll probably understand all of this more
when it actually happens, right?” asked Scott.

“Probably. You’ll have your basic upgraded
sorcerer skills, and four additional skills that might be from any
legitimate source. Plus you can choose a certain number of spell
types that you create via customization since you will have
reincarnated. You get more spell slots as you get stronger. You
only get more skill slots for reincarnating.”

“Legitimate source?” asked Scott.

Aria said, “Skills gained from high-grade
lore crystals and events. Your boomerang and survival skills would
count, though they will work a little differently. Most everything
else won’t transfer. You’d really have to just be there to
understand.”

“What about the primordial magic?” he asked.
Sure, he had no real idea what to do with it at the moment, but
he’d earned it. He was already a little bummed to hear that his
spear and shield skills would not transition over.

“That sort of thing is an expansion of your
class, so it gets to go too. Honestly, if you really want to spend
time trying to develop new skills here, those are the kind that you
should focus on.”

“There are other sorcerer skills to learn
like that?” he asked, excitement growing in his voice.

Aria smiled at him. “Absolutely. There are
not many that you can gain as a basic sorcerer, but if you take a
little time after you class-up, you can find a few of the other
abilities. They exist on the classic server as well, so it’s really
up to you when you try to acquire them. They can be useful, but not
particularly necessary early on.”

He nodded. “Which would you suggest? Get them
now, or wait?” he asked.

“I suggest that you wait. The abilities
gained from those quests are nice, but there are items that you
receive during the course of those quests that would be a lot more
useful on the classic server. You can’t take them with you from the
casual one.”

“Makes sense, alright. So, when we return it
will be full-bore training to the finish?” he asked.

“Sounds good to me! Though, if you really
want to go the path of balance you’ll have to take up a specific
questline.”

“What do I have to do?” he asked.

“I can’t give you details or I’ll ruin your
chances. I can take you to the place where the quest starts,
however. You can’t do it till you are level one hundred, though.
It’s not a particularly long quest chain. It can easily be
completed in a day, but you only get one chance.”

“Ah! Good enough for me.” said Scott. If he
failed, then it just meant that he should choose a different class.
Honestly, given the way he fought now it might not be a bad idea to
change classes anyway. The spear, shield, and heavy armor did not
exactly seem fitting for a martial artist mage. A dark knight or
paladin route might work out better for him, especially since he
could keep some of his current attack magic via customization. It
all remained to be seen.

There were many things to plan out for the
near future. He definitely saw more merit in developing his skills
and abilities instead of spending his time on a futile war of
attrition like he had originally planned. Ultimately, he needed to
be stronger for both himself and everyone that existed on the
various versions of ARS.

Whether or not he could stop the lords of
destruction when that event finally kicked off in the years to come
remained to be seen. Yet, he knew that allowing himself to focus
solely on what amounted to petty revenge would be the best way to
ensure that he failed and everyone paid the price.


Chapter 12: Mortals. Am I
Right?

There were many things that one might expect upon
returning to your home world after being magically whisked away to
become a real-life game character. The idiotic, and completely
unbelievable, message left on his phone was not one of them.

“You’ve been staring at your phone for a
while now. What’s wrong?” asked Aria.

Scott slowly shook his head from one side to
the other. It was ridiculous. They could not do this!

He turned to look at Aria then said, “I need
to check my mail and e-mail!”

“Wha-?” asked Aria, even as Scott rushed
toward the front door.

After the power had been restored, and he had
taken the time to charge his cell phone, he had decided to check
his messages. Most of them were just random crap, and one or two
were from Sarah for some bizarre reason. However, it was the last
messages that had come as a true surprise.

Scott pulled out several large handfuls of
mail from his post box, one of which was a message from the post
office citing that he would need to remove the mail from his box
before they would deliver more. It was dated two days prior, so he
was not particularly worried about what he had missed. No, what
concerned him was the rather absurd mail that he had gotten.

He saw the address on several offending
letters and his eyes narrowed. “They can’t do this to me, dammit.
Eight years is the cut-off!”

Scott tore open the letter that had the
oldest postdate and began to read. The more he read, the higher his
blood pressure rose. “Recalled my ass! I performed my obligation
plus two years!” snapped Scott.

“What’s going on, Scott?” called Aria from
the doorway.

“Bullshit, that’s what!” he called back.

Aria ran out to see what he was talking about
and he handed her the letter. After reading through it, she blinked
slowly. “Are they serious? You’re being called back to active
duty?”

“This has to be a clerical error or
something. The contractual obligation for anyone is only eight
years total. I re-enlisted twice after my first tour and went two
years beyond that. I shouldn’t even be on the damned ready reserve
list.” said Scott angrily.

“I wonder how this happened?” she asked
him.

Scott shook his head. Who knew? Was there a
war on? “I’ll have to find out. Give me a moment.”

Aria nodded and he smiled briefly at her
before lugging his arm load of mail into the house. He tossed it
down on the table and then grabbed his phone. He did not owe the
army anything. He had done his part and he had shit to do that was
a bit more important than sweeping a motor pool or making coffee
for overpaid morons fresh out of college. War was one thing, but
most of what he did outside of deployment was mind-numbingly
boring.

He called the number provided on the letter
and played phone tag with all manner of people ranging from a PFC
Andre to a Major Calhoun. Eventually, he was redirected to a First
Lieutenant Samantha James. After speaking for a few minutes,
Scott’s blood pressure increased further.

“You mean to tell me, that I had to request
honorable discharge? I thought that was automatic for enlisted
personnel? Only officers had to do that sort of things.” asked
Scott testily.

He heard a snort on the other end of the
line, followed by a brief few seconds of typing. The good
lieutenant almost laughed when she replied, “Well, congratulations.
You’ve been promoted.”

Scott blinked slowly. “What?”

“During your last re-enlistment you were
approached for field promotion candidacy and you accepted.
Correct?”

He shook his head slowly. “What are…? No,
they never got back to me about that. Hell, it was years ago.”

“Yes, according to the notification here you
were approached according to the newly formed Veteran Gold program.
There were so many candidates that there was a four year backlog.
Congratulations, potential sir.”

Scott’s left eyelid began to twitch. He knew
about the program. Veteran Gold was a more proactive version of the
Green to Gold program that the army used to utilize. The original
version allowed an active duty soldier to be placed into something
akin to the army reserves then attend college for four years. The
Veteran Gold program was used to try and coax veteran enlisted
soldiers into accepting an officer’s commission when employed in an
MOS that had a large number of under-performing officers acquired
through traditional channels.

Basically, Veteran Gold was a program to
promote highly skilled enlisted soldiers to officer status in short
order instead of allowing them to be in the reserves for four
years. The army would clean out the dead wood officers periodically
and offer immediate officer candidacy to a non-commissioned officer
of merit.

“This, but I was out…” said Scott. He could
not believe what he was hearing. He did not have a problem with the
army life, and a potential officer’s commission was great. Yet, he
had far too much to do on ARS that actually mattered.

“You’d be surprised by how much I’ve heard
that this week. I’m sorry, but that’s the way of things.” said
Lieutenant James.

Scott continued to speak to her for a time,
his eyes half-glazed from the shock of what he had heard. The army
had brought him back in on a technicality because their crop of
officers that had been recently commissioned in the field artillery
were basically useless. What else was new? Weren’t most of them
barely more than teenagers? He used to see various military cadets
over at the OCS constantly. Sometimes he had eaten at the DFAC
there during holidays, if the Ranger DFAC was closed for some
reason. That was especially true during his airborne training.

The DFAC on Kelly Hill, where his battery was
headquartered, often closed down for specific holidays as well, and
it was back to the Ranger DFAC after that. It was often
disconcerting to sit there and eat his white gravy and biscuits
while a ranger in forest camo who rocked a full ZZ Top beard did
the same. They didn’t have to shave anything, and it had often made
him wish that he’d changed his MOS just for that perk.

At the OCS DFAC things had been different. It
was nothing to run across a drunken slutty second lieutenant with
more tits than common sense during the holidays. More than one
Christmas had come early for him during those times. Though, the
vacuous giggles and constant battle cry of, “Oh, yes! Fraternize me
sergeant!” had been quite nice early on, they had worn thin as he
aged.

Of course, the earliest days had normally
involved the drunken slutty post-college lieutenant pulling rank
and commanding him to get into the front leaning rest position.
Sure, he could point out that such positions were more of an NCO
tool, but since the end-result usually resulted in an interesting
evening he never complained.

Scott stopped reminiscing about the past and
finished his discussion with the lieutenant. Now that he had made
contact, he was forced to deal with the situation.

He turned to the doorway and sighed at Aria.
“You heard all of that, right?”

“Mostly on your end. They want to make you an
officer?”

“No, they want to be a pain in my ass while
potentially making me an officer.” said Scott.

Aria sat down on the couch and patted the
cushion next to her. Scott sat down beside her then slipped his arm
around her waist.

They were silent for a few minutes, as the
reality of the situation set in. Scott had been recalled on a
technicality.

“When do you have to report?” she asked.

“I was supposed to report weeks ago, but
after I explained my situation, the lieutenant said she’d take it
to her commanding officer. I’ll see what they say.”

“What if they try to put you on trial or
something?” she asked.

“Fuck ‘em. It’s not like they can hold me
here. I’ll just live on ARS.” said Scott.

She nodded. “What about if everything goes
smoothly and they expect you to report. Are you going to do
it?”

Scott was not certain how to answer that. He
did not care that much about Earth anymore, but he did have to come
back here at times for the immediate future. “I’m not certain.”

“Want a little advice?” she asked.

“Absolutely.”

She smiled at him then poked him in the side.
“Let it happen. You never know, you might get something good out of
it.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Well, think about your situation. You’re
practically a superhero compared to a normal human aren’t you?” she
asked.

“Huh? You mean I kept more than just my
sexiness and rockstar hair?” asked Scott.

“Yeah, I got to you before you started
experimenting, I suppose. But the thing is that you’re you no
matter where you are. You’re probably the most powerful being on
the planet right now.”

“Shit… that’s bad. They’ll want to study
me.”

“Yes, if you’re a wuss about it. Think about
what you are, though.” she said.

Scott grinned at her. “So, you’re suggesting
that I roll in like a boss and flat out make demands?”

“What are they going to do, shoot you? You’ll
just respawn if they manage to kill you. There aren’t even any
death penalties here for you.”

“Hah, I wonder how that will go over with
Uncle Sam.” said Scott.

A few minutes later, the phone rang. It was
Lieutenant James once more. When she told him her commanding
officer’s decision, Scott told her that he wished to speak with
him. She tried to refuse, but he was insistent. A few minutes
passed, and a new voice came over the phone.

They exchanged courtesies then Captain
Johnson asked, “What is it that you wanted to speak about?”

“Ah, nothing too important. I just felt that
the United States Army needed to know that I’m an immortal magic
wielding super soldier who can output more damage than a tank
division in one minute flat.”

There was silence on the other end of the
line for a moment, followed by a rather curt response. “Sergeant,
if you think that acting like a lunatic will get you out of your
service obligation you are sorely mistaken.”

“I’m prepared to prove it, if you’re prepared
to see the future of modern war fighting.” replied Scott.

“Sergeant, you’re testing my patience.” said
the captain, a decided edge in his tone.

“I didn’t ask to speak to you to try your
patience. I contacted you to begin negotiations on my terms for
employment.” stated Scott. It wasn’t like he really gave a damn
what the military wanted, after all.

“Terms for employment! You’ve been recalled
to duty! You’ll damned well be here tomorrow morning bright and
early, or you’ll be court martialed.”

“I think I’ll be there this afternoon and
you’ll see me whether you fucking like it or not, you loud mouthed
one-life piss ant.” said Scott.

“That’s it! I’ll have your ass behind bars,
sergeant!” snapped the captain.

“I know they repealed don’t ask don’t tell,
but I still don’t need to know about your intimate desires
captain.” replied Scott flippantly.

An exclamation of inarticulate rage erupted
over the phone, before Scott hung up on the man. “Heh, mortals. Am
I right?”

Scott glanced at Aria and she could not help
but laugh. “Oh, this man O’ mine.” she said.

“Random question, what about all my stuff?
You know, my equipment?” asked Scott. He had to plan out a proper
show for the angry captain.

“Your inventory is locked, but your body and
powers stay the same.” she said.

Scott took her hand then lifted her up. “Aria
Ardent, would you do me the honor of helping me take a steaming
shit all over military tradition and discipline?”

“Why, my good sir! I would be delighted.” she
replied with a winning smile.

They went outside so Scott could test out his
abilities a little. He only needed to see if his spells worked as
Aria seemed to believe that they would. One explosive burn spell
later and he was certain. The burning crater that used to be a
large section of his back yard was all he had needed to see.

Curiously, however, he opted to test a few
other things out. He ran straight forward as fast as he could go
and then leapt with all his might. His strength was many times
higher than what a normal human being could dream of achieving. He
knew long before he landed that he has just broken at least two
Olympic records almost casually. Back on ARS what he had just done
was not that big of a deal. However, everyone on Earth was
basically some variation of level one and could go no higher. He
was a certainly a big deal here.

“You know, it’s too bad that other people
can’t go to ARS. We could use a proper military force to train and
fight against random assholes and the Lords of Destruction.” said
Scott.

Aria grinned at him. “Well, truthfully that
could be arranged. Though, you would probably need to keep the
numbers low. I’ll have to ask my father to see what he says.”

“Your father?” asked Scott.

“Yes, while taking people to ARS is possible,
it’s normally a violation of law to do so. Only special
dispensation related situations allow for someone from here to
cross-over to there.” she said.

“Ah, like choosing a champion…” said
Scott.

“Yes.”

Scott rubbed his chin. “Well, are there any
other gods who work on ARS who want champions from Earth?”

“There’s probably a few hundred in the
queue.” she admitted. “There are a lot of tech-support deities and
administrators who would love to have their very own Earth Human to
deal with their crap.”

“I see…” said Scott. It was food for thought,
certainly.

Either way, it was already close to noon. If
he wanted to run the hundred miles or so to the reserve unit he was
attached to, before close of business, he needed to get started.
“How fast can you run as Aria?” asked Scott.

“Why run, when I have a car?” she asked.

“A car?” asked Scott. That was new. A lot of
things were new, but the idea of Rhea, or rather Aria, behind the
wheel of a car was quite a bit odd.

“You’ll see.” she said with a saucy wink.

Scott followed her over to her house just
down the road. Strange, he distinctly did not remember there being
a house there before. It was a simple single floor abode that
boasted a white picket fence around the perimeter.

Aria jogged over to her garage and not long
after a bright pink Cadillac wheeled out into the driveway. Scott
stared at it for a moment then looked at Aria. “Seriously?”

Aria changed her glasses out to a set of
sunglasses that had little heart frames. “Oh, yes.”

Scott hopped into the pink Cadillac then told
her where to go. It was going to be a lengthy drive, but at least
it promised to be amusing.


Chapter 13: I Believe! I
Believe!

A pink Cadillac zipped erratically down a busy
highway while a blue-haired man maintained a death grip on his seat
belt. That was the way that many people might describe the pink
blur that passed them by as Aria drove Scott to his self-imposed
appointment.

Aria, for her part, merrily sang along with
the song on the radio while she weaved through traffic at break
neck speed. Scott, for his part, wondered if infinite respawns were
really enough.

She sang louder then made silly little head
motions while Scott tried not to cry. He was a man, dammit. This
was not ARS. There were no mind-altering effects here. Yet, the
love of his life drove like she wanted to end it all and take him
with her. He had a right to his terror, even if he also had every
reason to believe that he would ultimately survive regardless of
the outcome of this joyride from Hell.

After the song ended Aria laughed loudly then
shook her head. “The Bare Naked Ladies are awesome…”

Scott did not even have the energy to agree
with her statement on more than one level, as was his custom. While
Bare Naked Ladies were usually awesome, he was currently in no
position to focus on the innuendo of it all. Still, he felt the
need to respond. He quickly glanced over to her then slowly
nodded.

“Hmm, something wrong Scott? You seem awfully
pale.” said Aria, taking her eyes off the road to look at him. She
continued to weave in and out of traffic at high speed without
looking at where she was going even once.

He looked at her, and she at him. People
screamed in panic as she weaved around them with perfect timing and
skill, but she maintained a happy smile the entire time. What could
possibly be wrong?

“Who taught you to drive like this?” asked
Scott.

“Ah, I know, this car is so slow. My personal
car back home is a lot faster.” she said while completely
misunderstanding his point.

Another song came on the radio and she
started to sing along while she looked at him. It was both adorable
and terrifying at the same time. Was there such a thing as adorably
terrifying? If so, he now experienced such a situation and
sensation.

He was certain that his hair would have
turned white by the time that they arrived, but somehow it was
still blue. Though, admittedly he was glad that he had not eaten
lunch before they had left the house.

“How do we not have every traffic ticket in
the book?” asked Scott.

Aria giggled at him then shrugged. “Maybe
they would have given me one if they could drive well enough to
catch us.”

Scott squinted his eyes at her for a moment
then shook his head. It wasn’t like they really had to give much of
a damn, either way. Even at his level, his raw physical stats were
dozens of times higher than a normal human being. He was literally
a level forty-something in a world of level one scrubs. Prior to
his recent level-up binge he was already close to thirty times
stronger than a normal human, and his other stats were not much
different. Now the difference was just ridiculous.

The car rolled into the parking near the
battery headquarters then slid to a stop in an empty parking spot.
“Like-” She made a silly face. “a glove!”

“Great, Aria Almighty.”

She frowned at him cutely. “That is not the
proper reference, Scott. You have shamed yourself.”

“No, I got the reference. Jim Carrey and all
that.”

“You failed to live up to your potential.”
said Aria with a dangerous gleam in her eye. “Accept it.”

He kissed the terrifying presence in the
driver’s seat then hopped out of the car. “Want to come in, or stay
out here? I doubt this will take long.”

“I think I’ll go shopping. I have money to
spend.”

Scott grinned at her. “Be sure to buy me
something pretty.”

“Will do, Mr. Rogers.” she said lightly.

“Mr. Rogers?”

“Super soldier humor… Come on, I know you
know who Captain America is, Scott.” said Aria, a slight pout upon
her lips. It was no fun if she had to explain the joke. He should
understand her references.

Scott laughed a little. “Ah! Ok, I get
ya.”

“See you later!” called Aria, before she put
her car in gear and backed out of her parking spot at all possible
speed. She narrowly avoided rear-ending another parked car in the
process.

“Uh, yeah! Later.” said Scott. For a moment
he was terrified for humanity on principle. There was a gamer
goddess dedicated to playing racing game as she raced off toward
the mean streets of Fayetteville North Carolina.

Scott stared at the pink blur as it whipped
around a curve then disappeared from sight. He blinked twice then
sighed. She was the love of his life, but she was also bat-shit
crazy. A slow smile spread across his lips briefly then he shook
his head. Life was certainly more interesting with her around.

“Ah well, time to go be an obnoxious
asshole.” He practiced smiling pleasantly while he moved toward the
entrance.

Scott strolled through the front door and
then over to the duty desk for the reserve unit that he was
supposedly attached to for the duration of his ready reserve
status. He recognized the lieutenant on duty by her name tag.
“Lieutenant James?”

“Uh, yes…” said the good lieutenant as she
took in the sight of the creature who stood before her. It was not
every day that a man with shockingly blue hair and impossibly good
looks strolled into the building like he owned the place.

“My name is Scott, we discussed my ready
reserve status on the phone earlier. I made an appointment with
your captain.” said Scott as pleasantly as he could.

All sense of professionalism left her upon
hearing that. “Holy shit! I mean… I mean… Damn. Shit.” She could
not find the proper words to express what she needed to say. It was
not every day that someone made her captain that angry.

“Not to be rude, but I did not want to take
up a lot of time with this. Is the captain in?” asked Scott.

“Yes, he’s in his office.” said the
lieutenant.

“Mind telling him to come down here? If
that’s not too much trouble.” asked Scott as nicely as he
could.

“Uh… I can call him.” she said, unable to
take her eyes off the man in front of her. He was, she did not know
what he was, but she had never seen anything like whatever he
was!

Scott tilted his head to the side and smiled
pleasantly. “Please do.”

The lieutenant winced then called up to the
captain’s office. After he picked up, she relayed Scott’s request.
She flinched several times as a loud series of angry growls rattled
through the phone.

Scott glanced to her and she nodded. “He’s
coming down.”

Less than a minute later an older man who
actually looked like he had fought in a war or two walked out of
the double doors that led to the nearby stairway. The moment he
spotted Scott a scowl arose on his lips.

“You, Scott?” asked the captain in a tone
that made the name sound like an obscenity.

Scott glanced at the various medals and
patches on the captain’s uniform and noted how he would have had to
earn them. He actually felt bad about his attitude as a few of them
could only be earned through personal merit instead of simply being
in charge. “Yes. You the captain who wants to be responsible for
locating the best thing to ever happen to the United States
Army?”

The captain stared at him hard for a moment,
but Scott did not so much as narrow his eyes. Finally, the captain
calmed enough to say, “Soldier, you have a lot of nerve.”

“So do you. No one with both gold star master
parachutist and master freefall parachutist medals is lacking in
nerve.” replied Scott diplomatically. The first one alone meant
that he’d performed at least sixty-five jumps, twenty-five with a
combat load, and at least five of those jumps were into actual
combat zones. Captain Johnson was a hell of a military man, and
Scott could not help but admire that fact. Of course, there were
alternate methods to get that first badge but those methods were
equally difficult and he had to have been a jumpmaster on at least
one combat zone jump or over thirty normal jumps.

The captain was not mollified entirely by the
blue-haired man’s statement, but something about how he had said it
caused him to become interested in what he had to say. The flat-out
confidence and calm demeanor of the man had sparked interest. “Am I
supposed to be impressed that you know what a medal is,
soldier?”

“No. What will impress you is what I will
show you, so that you and the army understands the situation
clearly.” Scott noted how the captain kept referring to him as
soldier instead of sergeant. He suspected there was already
paperwork in the works to have his NCO rank stripped from him. It
did not matter that much to him after recent months, but it still
stung a little. It was certainly understandable, but it still
stung.

Captain Johnson eye-balled Scott for a moment
then said, “Soldier, what you have to show me better be damned
impressive or you’ll spend the next four years of your life
cleaning my toilets with a rubber glove and your tooth brush.”

Scott grinned at the elder officer. He had
him now. The man was curious. Good. “What I can show you is too
destructive to show here, I need a wide open space and some
destructible items that the government won’t bill to me.”

The captain’s eyebrows rose slightly. “You
planning to set off explosives or something?”

“I am the explosive, captain. Though, if it’s
hard to get that sort of thing authorized without good cause we
could probably go out to the parking lot and show you something
slightly less interesting to pique your interest.” said Scott.

“Let’s do that then…” said the man
slowly.

Scott and the captain walked outside, but
Captain Johnson remained under the concrete overhang in front of
the door. He had left his beret in his office and did not want to
break protocol by stepping outside without it on.

“So, show me something impressive.” said the
captain.

“Sure.” Scott immediately leapt twenty feet
straight up into the air with casual and practiced ease. It was not
even close to his full effort.

The captain blinked stupidly for a moment
then slowly shook his head. “I did not just see that.”

The blue-haired man glanced over to a nearby
Humvee then casually strolled over to it. He bent down behind it
and gripped it in a solid location then glanced at the captain.
When Scott was certain that the captain’s attention was on him, he
took one of his hands away, and then lifted the back end of the
vehicle off the ground until his one arm was fully extended. “Did
you see this?”

Captain Johnson shook his head back and forth
for a moment. “What the hell are you, soldier?”

Scott gently lowered the rear-end of the
vehicle back down. He did not want to break anything if he could
help it. “Would you like to hear an impossible story, captain?”
asked Scott.

“Yeah, I think I do. Let’s go to my office
sergeant.”

“Sergeant now, is it?” asked Scott.

“Well… I had some paperwork ready but I
haven’t filed it, yet.” admitted the captain.

They went back up to the captain’s office, on
the way he told Lieutenant James to hold his calls unless it was
the colonel. She nodded slowly at him then looked over to the
blue-haired man. Whatever he had shown the captain had obviously
been impressive. The two of them seemed to be on slightly better
terms now.

In the Captain’s office, the veteran officer
and the blue-haired sorcerer sat down to have a friendly chat.
Scott related the important aspects of what he had been doing and
the situation that led to his current status as a super human.

“So, you’re trying to tell me that there is a
race of beings capable of creating entire worlds, and they spend
their time pretending to be human?” asked the captain.

“They also play games and cosplay.” said
Scott seriously.

Captain James shook his head. It was too much
to believe, and yet he had seen a man lift up a Humvee like it was
nothing. “What would you have shown me if we had gone somewhere
else like you asked?”

Scott smiled. “I’m an artillery soldier,
captain. I would have shown you my personal command of man-portable
heavy artillery.”

The captain was silent for a moment then
glanced over to the clock on the wall. “I never did take
lunch…”

Scott grinned. The man’s real intent was
obvious.

Roughly a half hour later they were out in
the woods a few miles from headquarters. Since no one else was
around it was quite cozy.

“I’ll show you a few things, but I don’t want
to use up a lot of my power.” said Scott.

“Alright. Show me what you’ve got.” said the
captain.

Scott rubbed his chin for a moment then
lifted his hand and pointed his palm toward an open area of the
woods. “Burn!”

A tiny dart of flame flew from the space in
front of his hand in a rather peculiar but unimpressive display.
However, the moment it reached the designated target area a
brilliant and absurdly loud fire ball exploded in the air. It was
like a claymore had gone off nearby and caused a Michael Bay style
special effect.

“Murica! Fuck yeah!” shouted Scott in his
native southern drawl. His voice was a bit of a chameleon normally,
easily shifting to different tones and accents when he was in a
different area of the world. Now that he was back in his southern
homeland, he sounded a great deal more like it.

“The hell was that!” shouted the captain with
a laugh. That had certainly gotten his attention.

“My weakest fire spell.” said Scott.

“Damn, you’re going to burn down the forest!”
called out the captain, still laughing.

“Freeze.” Said Scott, after moving toward the
blaze and taking up a dramatic pose once more. A wave of energy
washed over the area and immediately put out the flames.
Frost-rimmed plants and scorched earth were all that remained.

“That… that was?” asked the captain.

“My weakest ice spell.” replied Scott
cheerfully.

“Does that take a lot out of you?” asked the
captain excitedly.

“That? No, I could literally cast either of
those spells another hundred times in rapid-fire succession before
I had to take a break.” said Scott. His level one spells took
little mana to use, ridiculously little mana in fact.

“Bullshit…” said the captain, not believing
it. He didn’t believe any of it, even if he did.

Scott grinned at him then turned back to the
clearing. He shouted, “Burn!” and then repeatedly cast the spell
five more times before he stopped and looked to the other man.

“Dammit man, I believe! I believe.” cried the
captain while he covered his ears. It was like they had walked into
a warzone and had survived an artillery barrage.

Scott put out the flames with another freeze
spell then turned back to the captain. “So, suitably
impressed?”

“Yeah, I’m not sure what I’m going to tell
the colonel, but this is definitely impressive.” said the
captain.

A moment of silence ensued afterward. Neither
man knew what to say, if anything.

One of them had to try and decide just what
he was willing to do for his home country, despite the fact that he
had things that he considered to be of greater importance. America
would be fine without him. ARS and its people might not survive if
he was not able to finish things in their favor.

The other man had to try and comprehend the
sheer impossibility of the blue-haired sorcerer standing nearby.
How does one explain that sort of thing to his superiors?

The silence was broken by the sound of a cell
phone ring tone. Scott pulled the phone from his pocket and glanced
at the number that flashed on-screen. “Who’s this?” He did not
recognize the number.

“You actually get reception out here? I can
barely get one bar most of the time.” said the captain.

That tidbit of information piqued Scott’s
interest so he opted to answer his phone. “Hello, you’ve reached
the offices of the sexiest man on Earth. How may I direct your
call?”

A familiar laugh erupted through the phone
and Scott smiled. “Hey, Aria.”

“You goofball! How did you know it was me?”
she asked with another laugh.

“Why would I need to know it was you to tell
the truth?” asked Scott lightly.

She giggled sweetly, but her mirth was
interrupted by a sudden loud noise reminiscent of a car crash.
Scott exclaimed, “Hey, you alright?”

“Hmm? Oh, sure. Someone just got into an
accident though. Some people should really learn to drive better.”
she said, before the sound of squealing tires erupted in the
air.

“Right… Some people should do that.” said
Scott slowly. He could only hope the poor bastards had insurance
and did not get hurt.

“Anyway, how is the meeting going? Was he
suitably impressed?” asked Aria.

Scott turned to the captain. “Are you
suitably impressed?”

“Uh, yeah.” replied the man.

“He’s suitably impressed.” said Scott.

“Good! Put me on speaker. I just talked to my
father.” she said.

Scott dutifully complied, and Aria’s
beautiful voice came through loud and clear. “Greetings
captain.”

“Hello…” said the captain hesitantly. He was
not certain what was going on here, and had not been certain for
quite some time.

“Hi! My name is Aria, I’m currently capable
of offering your government a special deal, but I’ll need to speak
with someone who can authorize acceptance of it.” she said.

“What sort of deal?” asked Captain
Johnson.

“Scott mentioned a desire to have more
support on his quest to save the people of ARS. My father agrees
that it should be permissible with a few caveats.”

“Are you saying that you would bring more
people over there?”

“Not too many, and there are restrictions.
Honestly, we don’t have to do this at all. Scott could literally
leave your world altogether. Barring that he could leave for a time
and train until he was so strong that even your nuclear weapons
would not cause him any problems.” said Aria in a friendly
manner.

“I could survive a nuclear explosion?” asked
Scott with an intrigued expression.

“Not at the moment, but with the right
passives, and a high enough level you’d pretty much be an
infinitely respawning walking nuclear war. Anyone from ARS could do
that.” said Aria.

Captain Johnson grunted loudly. That did not
sound pleasant. “That’s- We can’t have that here. No one would
survive it.” He did not even try to argue against the possibility.
It was stated so casually, and he had seen so much today, that he
honestly did not want to risk offending this Aria person.

“Yes, my father knows that and he finds the
possibility to be improper. There would be obvious
restrictions.”

“Such as?” asked Scott. He was curious about
that.

“Well, the general deal is that a few
soldiers can be taken over but any who are going to return here
cannot go beyond a certain level. Any others will have to stay
there on ARS permanently.”

“What do you mean, a certain level?” asked
the captain.

“There is a trial period for my people who
want to create a character on ARS. It allows them to reach level
ten among other things. Some of your people could use that
function. Those who are allowed to leave the trial period would be
hand-selected by Scott as a team. If they accepted the continuing
mission, they would have to stay on ARS permanently as their power
would not be stripped if they returned to Earth.”

Captain Johnson certainly saw the merits of
that deal. Though, finding people who wanted to permanently move to
a new world would be more difficult. “Why would you even offer
this?”

“I love the world that my family created, and
those who live upon it. If Scott thinks a few more soldiers willing
to fight to protect it will help, I’m all for it.” said Aria.

“I’ll make a few phone calls.” said the
captain.

Scott grinned at the man. That would be an
interesting series of conversations to say the least. “It’ll take a
while before any of this could be set up anyway. We have a few
things to do on ARS before we can entertain new recruits.”

“Right, you did say something about a… server
change?” asked the captain, uncertain of the proper context.

“Yes, it would be pointless to bring any of
the noobs to the casual server since we won’t be there long.” said
Scott.

“Though, it might not be a bad idea to let
them do so as part of the trial period.” said Aria.

“What do you mean?” asked Scott.

“Well, the casual server is easier to adjust
to, it’s why I brought you there first. If the noobs go there
first, and you spend a little time with them maybe call it basic
training. They can reach level ten quickly and the ones who meet
your standards can be transferred to the classic server if they so
choose. That’s the point where they can’t go home again.” said
Aria.

“How strong is someone at level ten?” asked
the captain.

“Depends on the class, and the amount of
ability points they spend on their stats if they are on the casual
server. Stats will be locked at forty points, though. So if maxed
out, they could be say ten times stronger than an average man. They
would still be well within the capacity to be killed by normal
Earth weapons.” said Aria.

“The special abilities they have will depend
on their class as well. Healing focused people, for instance, would
be able to cure diseases, cleanse toxins, and instantly heal people
of injuries. They would not be able to resurrect anyone at that
level, however.” said Aria.

“Combat medics who can do all that would be a
godsend.” said the captain.

Aria giggled warmly. “Obviously.”

The three laughed for a moment, and then
continued the discussion. There was much to say and to learn. The
possibilities were quite impressive and the captain was eager to
discover the full extent of what might be doable.


Chapter 14: Twin
Trouble

It was both strange and true simultaneously. Even in
the face of world-shaking news that would allow for a complete
shift in geo-political power, an entrenched government was often
slow to act. Scott and Aria had offered the US government access to
super human potential, but even with the insistence of the captain
there was no sign of acceptance on the horizon. Scott had been
scheduled for a meeting to determine possibilities in a few months.
Of course, that had annoyed him to the extent that he had nearly
called the whole thing off.

Scott sat on his couch, one arm slipped
around Aria’s waist. Ero had finally reawakened and was currently
watching television while propped up against a bowl of popcorn.

A sweet and idyllic scene no doubt, but
things were far from ideal within Scott’s mind. He could not
believe that his government was quite this idiotic. Their slow
uptake had given him time to think and he had realized what he had
been on the verge of doing. That might lead to a great loss for
them in the long run.

“Fayth for your thoughts?” asked Aria
gently.

Scott glanced at her then smiled. “Do you
really want to know?”

“Yes.” she said simply.

“Well, now that the euphoria of showing off
has worn off a little, I’ve realized just what I have been offering
America. It seems a bit, much.” said Scott.

“How so? Level ten is much stronger than a
normal human being, but they would be far from unstoppable.” said
Aria.

Ero reached into the bowl and pulled out a
piece of popcorn larger than her hand. She chewed on it while
remaining totally engaged in the soap opera that she had chosen to
watch. At any moment, the lead female protagonist in the story arc
would tell the male protagonist that she was pregnant with his
child! It would cause a great deal of drama, and such a thing was
quite interesting to the tiny little naked girl.

“Well, it’s… I’m surprised that your father
went along with it. Won’t that drastically upset the balance of
power in the world?” asked Scott.

“Of course it will. Do you want to call it
off? He only gave his permission because of our relationship after
all.” said Aria.

“No, not really. But…” he began.

“But?”

Scott shook his head. “I love the idea of
bringing a little more magic to Earth. But if it is totally
controlled by governments, especially one government, it seems
wrong. Even more, there are a lot of skills that would make things
worse instead of better.”

Aria nodded. She could understand his
reservations. “What would you like to do?”

He sighed softly then tilted his head back.
“Is there a way to restrict what classes, races, and lore crystals
they can access?”

“Absolutely. They can’t use lore crystals
anyway since they would be on the tutorial. Class and race
restriction would be easy as well.”

She reached down and clasped his hand. “What
are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking that they would only be allowed
to be human, that we open this up to every country on the planet,
and only purely physical classes or healing oriented classes be
allowed. Nothing that allows for extreme stealth either.” said
Scott.

Aria nodded to him. “Doable. Want me to name
the classes that actually fit that mold?”

“Yeah, could you?”

“Sure. How about we restrict things to only
fighters, warriors, monks, healers, priests, and paladins? At
higher levels some of those classes get powerful attacks, but none
of them have anything world-shaking at level ten.”

“That sounds perfect. They would be able to
bring defensive and healing magic into the world, but they would
not have access to highly destructive elemental magic.” said
Scott.

Aria laughed warmly. “Look at my boyfriend…
He saw the potential for abuse and decided to nerf an entire
world.”

Scott laughed as well. She had made a good
point. It actually was like he had chosen to nerf a potential
update because he suspected that it would lead to abuse.

“Oh no! Don’t cry!” exclaimed Ero as the
pregnant female protagonist underwent a touching and emotional
scene of self-discovery.

Scott and Aria glanced down at the fairy. She
was really invested in the show for some reason.

Sappy romantic music began to play in the
background and the daytime drama stopped playing. Ero sniffled
softly then sighed.

“Aww, Ero. What’s wrong?” asked Scott.

The little fairy turned toward him, tiny twin
trails of tears streaked down her face. “Scott, will you still love
me when I’m pregnant with your child?”

Scott blinked slowly. She had really asked
him that? “Ero…”

The tiny fairy placed a hand to her stomach
then sighed dramatically. “Oh, what is to become of me… the
cast-off woman?” She placed the back of her hand to her forehead,
paused briefly for effect, and then sighed loudly once more.

Aria started to laugh at the tiny girl’s
antics. It was obvious that she was just messing with Scott. Still,
it was fun to see how seriously he had taken her. It was a fairy
good question after all.

Ero made a hysterical outcry before falling
to her knees. “Oh! My heart could not take it if you put me aside!
If not for my sake, then for our unborn child!”

“Ero… is there something that you aren’t
telling me?” he asked sincerely, but with a smile upon his face. He
had been taken off-guard by her antics, but he knew she was only
having a little fun with him now.

The fairy girl sniffled gently then nodded.
“Yes…”

Scott leaned down toward her. “You can tell
me anything, OK?”

Ero nodded mutely then looked up at him with
tear-stained eyes. “Do you promise?”

He reached out a hand and she clutched his
pinky. “I pinky promise.”

She tried to laugh, but the emotions were too
strong. “Scott… I…”

“Yes?” he asked her, expecting her to say
something cutesy.

She took a deep breath. “Um… I… I can feel a
second light inside of me.”

Aria gasped loudly, and her hands flew to her
face. “Ero! Are you sure?”

Scott’s head whipped over to Aria to see the
strange mixture of joy and growing jealousy on her features. He
slowly turned his head back toward Ero and saw her slowly nod.

“A… A second light?” asked Scott.

Ero looked down at the table then nodded
gently. “Yes… I. I can feel it inside me.”

“Are you saying that you’re pregnant?” asked
Scott gently.

“I-” She looked up at him then bit her lower
lip before shrugging sweetly. “think so?”

Scott reached down and gently drew her into
his hands before lifting her up closer to him. “How is this
possible? I didn’t think we could do that?”

Aria reached over and gently stroked Ero’s
hair with her index finger. Her face held a constantly shifting
mixture of emotions, but she did not want the tiny girl to
suffer.

Ero nodded again then looked away from
Scott’s intense and curious eyes. “I’m sorry…”

“What are you talking about? This is
wonderful news, Ero.” said Scott before he used his pinky to
lightly caress her side.

“R-really?” she asked, her voice becoming
stronger and more resonant. “Do you really think so?”

“Yes! I’m not sure if I’m father material but
I love you.” he said sincerely.

“Oh! Oh, Scott.” Ero launched herself from
her spot in his hands and latched onto the side of his face. She
had not given him an epic face-hug in quite some time, and this
time no one tried to dislodge her.

He reached up and lightly stroked her back
with a finger. He could feel the shaking of her body and the
wetness of her tiny little tears as she nuzzled her face against
him.

Aria pulled him closer to her then leaned her
head against his shoulder. Her eyes had a distant look to them. Due
to their current situation, she would only allow herself to become
pregnant once they were well and truly capable of simultaneous
existence in the divine city. Ero, the tiny little fairy BFF had a
connection with Scott that Origin in either of her avatars could
not.

Something inside of her snapped. Aria kissed
Scott on the ear and then on the side of the neck.

“What? Aria?” asked Scott. He had a fairy
clinging to him for dear life on one side and the hottest woman in
history kissing his neck. For a moment, he revived the old coma
dream theory that he had once had. There was nothing realistic
about his current existence.

Aria’s hand slid down along his chest then
between his thighs. She did not speak, but nuzzled his ear with her
nose, her hot breath moistened his neck.

“Aria…?” asked Scott. Was she really doing
this now?

It did not take long for Ero to realize what
was happening. She detached from Scott’s face and fluttered away a
little to see what Aria was doing. It was not until the blue haired
girl started to cry a little that Ero really understood.

The tiny fairy flew away a short distance
then began to glow softly. She did not have much energy to do what
she was about to do, but it was something that she knew had to be
done. Ero began to grow. After a few brief seconds she was fully
human-sized.

The enlarged fairy walked over and took
Aria’s hand in hers. “Let’s go talk somewhere. OK?”

Aria looked up at her, tears tracking down
her cheeks. She glanced down and gave a mute nod.

Scott watched as his best friends left the
room and wandered off to his bedroom. The distinctive sound of the
door shutting told him that the conversation that was about to
happen was a girls only discussion.

Ero led Aria to the bed and then plopped down
lightly atop the comfortable mattress. She patted the spot next to
her and the blue-haired girl scurried over before sitting down.

The fairy slipped an arm around Aria’s waist
then pressed her cheek against hers. “Do you hate me now?”

Aria sniffled but shook her head lightly. She
could not talk at the moment. She was not even certain what she
felt, but it was not hatred.

The still naked fairy sighed softly then
nuzzled Aria’s cheek with her own. “I did not plan this. You do
know that right?”

Aria nodded slightly, but said nothing. She
held no blame in her heart toward the currently not-so-tiny
girl.

“I love you Origin, OK? You’re the closest
thing to a sister that I’ve ever had. I’m not going to try and take
him away from you.” said Ero.

Aria made neither a sound, nor a movement to
express her thoughts. She could not help but feel this would put
distance between her and Scott.

Ero bit her lower lip then sighed. She did
not know that much about how to deal with other people. The only
real interactions that she had to work with were the ideas in
Scott’s mind. So, she did the only thing that she could think of in
the situation. She pulled away from Aria slightly, raised a hand to
the other girl’s cheek, and then leaned in and kissed her sweetly
on the lips.

Aria blinked softly then looked over to the
fairy girl. “Ero?”

The fairy shook her head then pulled Aria
toward her gently before kissing her once more. Their noses brushed
against each other briefly and Ero’s wings fluttered slightly from
the stimulation.

“Ero, what are you doing?” asked Aria, in a
mixture of confusion and arousal.

The fairy smiled at her. “I’m kissing you
until you stop being sad.”

Aria snorted and received another tender
kiss. She rolled her eyes but did not push the girl away. “Where
did you get the idea that kissing me would help?”

“Scott, of course. Doesn’t it help you when
he kisses you?” asked Ero gently.

Aria’s cheeks became flush. “Yes. It’s just
that…”

Ero kissed her again then pressed her body
forward so that Aria fell back onto the bed. Soon she was atop
Aria, and had her wrapped in a full body hug. “Don’t be mad.
Please? I need you.”

“Ero, I’m not mad at you.” said Aria.

The fairy sat up, straddling Aria’s hips.
“Are you sure?”

Aria sighed once then smiled up at her.
“Yeah, I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m happy for you.”

“But you’re sad that Scott didn’t get you
pregnant, too?” asked Ero.

“Yeah. I guess that’s it. We can’t really
have children until this whole stupid thing with the board is taken
care of.” said Aria.

Ero leaned down atop her sort-of sister and
cuddled against her. “I know this isn’t what you wanted. Me and
Scott…”

Aria slipped her arms around Ero’s lower back
then nuzzled her cheek against the top of the fairy girl’s head.
“You love him. He loves you.”

“He loves you more.” said Ero, more than a
hint of sadness in her tone.

“Does it seem so?” asked Aria.

“Yes…” said Ero, her voice trembling
slightly.

Aria sighed loudly. “What’s wrong with me?”
She hugged Ero fiercely then kissed her sweetly on the top of her
head. “You deserve better than this.”

“Aria…?” asked Ero, softly.

“I’m a jealous person, I guess. I did this
same thing to my poor sister.” Aria shook her head. “Some goddess
of love, right?”

Fairy wings fluttered and Ero tilted her head
to the left a little before she asked, “What do you mean?”

“Here you are, on top of me, trying to cheer
me up when you’re the one who needs the emotional support.”

Ero’s wings fluttered again and she smiled
down at Aria. “I love you. I want you to be happy.”

Aria closed her eyes and held tightly to Ero.
“That’s why you’re so much closer to him than me.”

The fairy girl was confused by what she had
just heard. Aria, or rather Origin, was the one who normally spent
the most time with him. Half of the time, despite the fact that she
was spiritually joined with Scott, Ero felt superfluous. “Aria, I
don’t think that’s true.”

“Isn’t it? I’m supposed to be the goddess of
love, but I barely even know what that is. The concept is so
confusing.”

“I don’t think either of us, Scott included,
really know what love is Origin. We wouldn’t be so bad at it if we
did.” spoke Ero in a tone that was deeper and more resonant than
normal. It was a tone normally reserved for battle or for whenever
she did fairy interesting things to Scott in the dream world.

Aria smiled slightly then nodded. “Can you
forgive me for being such a weepy idiot? I ruined your special day,
didn’t I?”

Ero kissed her on the nose. “I forgive
you.”

The blue-haired girl sighed in relief, but
then her eyes widened in surprise when she felt Ero’s hands lightly
grip her breasts. “Ero, what are you doing?”

“I’m not a slut or anything, but I think I
just figured out a way to make this work for everyone.” She replied
sweetly.

Aria’s eyes widened. “Huh?”

Ero giggled then leaned down and whispered
into Aria’s ear. “Wanna go for twins?”

Aria made a choking noise and pushed at the
girl. “The hell?” she said, in fair imitation of Scott.

The fairy laughed then waggled her eyebrows
lewdly. “What? I’m all kinds of magical. It could work.”

“Ero, get off!” cried Aria as the fairy girl
began to massage her breasts and kiss her neck.

“I’m trying my fairy best to do so.” replied
the girl cutely.

Aria cried out several desperate pleas for
mercy, but Ero was having none of that. Had Aria made any real
attempt to dislodge the girl it might have turned out differently.
It was a confusing moment for her.

Outside of his bedroom Scott quirked an
eyebrow and pressed his ear closer to the door. What the hell was
going on in there, and why was he stuck outside?

“Twins! Twins!” cried Ero cutely. Aria said
something that Scott could barely discern in response.

Unable to restrain himself further he opened
the door and walked inside. He saw Ero straddling Aria’s waist
while her hands lightly caressed the blue-haired girl’s
breasts.

They both looked toward him curiously. Unable
to think of anything else to say, Scott reached toward his zipper
and made a show of unzipping. “Did someone order twins?”

Both girls’ eyes widened comically. What
exactly was happening here?


Chapter 15: Is it Better
than Free Cake?

The light of a single candle in a darkened room drew
the attention of the tiny fairy. She gazed at that candle with a
gentle and solemn expression before taking a deep breath and
blowing at it with all of her might. The flame went out and two
cheers echoed through the room.

“Happy possible pregnancy!” exclaimed Aria with a
genuine smile.

“I need a second job now!” proclaimed Scott
at the same time. He too wore a bright and genuine smile.

Ero laughed sweetly then lifted up the cake
knife, a tool larger than she was, and did her fairy best to slide
it home. She had to cut the cake as it was her special day. She may
or may not be pregnant.

Since none of them had any real idea what to
do or say about that, Scott had decided that they should have some
sort of party. Thus, Ero now had her fairy own potential pregnancy
cake. Even the cake was in on it, as it had been decorated with the
words Happy Potential Pregnancy! There was a single candle upon the
cake because Ero had felt a second light inside of her. That candle
represented that tiny little light. Though, it had been strange to
blow the candle out because of that.

Tomorrow morning they would return to ARS,
there was much to do. Tonight, however, they would celebrate and
enjoy being together as a family.

After Ero cut the cake, Scott reached forward
and pulled out a slice for her so that she could have the first
taste. The little fairy clapped her hands together once then
thanked him for the help. She did not bother trying to use a fork
as that would be like trying to eat with a pitch fork. Instead, she
tore a hunk of cake out with her hand and then took a bite.

Ero’s eyes lit up and she made a pleased
noise. “So good!”

Scott reached out and lightly stroked her
stomach with the tip of his finger. “I’m glad.”

She giggled gently then nibbled on her cake
some more. Ero was fairy happy about the attention, and that no one
was mad at her. She had been worried since she realized that she
had a second light within her.

“Don’t hog her” said Aria before she reached
forward and rubbed Ero’s side. The fairy girl’s face turned
slightly red and her smile grew bigger.

“She’s my fairy BFF you know.” said Scott
playfully.

“Learn to share.” said Aria.

“I dunno, is there enough of you to go
around?” Scott asked Ero.

The fairy girl nodded her head quietly, but
her smile did not diminish. She was too happy to speak at the
moment.

The party continued for several hours. The
happy little family became even closer than before.

Eventually, Ero entered Scott’s mind. Scott
and Aria went to sleep in anticipation of the day to come. They had
to finish up the mermaid quest then head off to level up, get
high-end equipment, and prepare for the future.

As Scott slept, he inevitably entered a
dreamscape. It was a scene out of the past, a memory of being on
one of the islands during the Shar-Shar events.

A lone figure in a diaphanous wrap-around
dress stood at the shoreline. Scott recognized her immediately.

He walked to her and slid his arms around her
waist. A soft sigh escaped Ero’s lips as she leaned against him.
For a moment, they gazed silently out at the sea, watched as the
setting sun created a glorious masterpiece of light upon the
water.

“Scott?” asked Ero gently. He made an
agreeable noise and she continued. “Is this really alright?”

He kissed her gently on the ear then said,
“What could be more alright than raising a child with my best
friend?”

A warm smile rose upon her lips even as she
cast her eyes down to the sand. “You’ve always been so sweet to me
even though I cause problems with you and Origin.”

“You’re not a problem Ero.” he said.

“Aren’t I? The entire reason you even came to
ARS is because she loves you and believes in you. You only stumbled
across me.” said Ero.

Scott lightly caressed her hip then kissed
her on the back of her ear. “Ero, we both love you.”

“Do you? Do you really love me, Scott?” Her
lower lip trembled slightly as she asked.

How did someone answer a question like that?
It’s easy to say yes or no, but how did he actually answer it and
have her know it to be true? He decided to say what he honestly
felt. “Since we merged, you have become the best part of me. Even
if it was possible, I would not want to be separated from you.”

A sharp intake of breath was followed by a
soft sigh. Ero took a moment then said, “What if I am wrong? What
if I’m not pregnant?”

“Would you like to be?” he asked her.

She released a sweet, deprecating, laugh. “I
don’t know. I’m still so young, and…”

Scott’s hand slid down between her thighs and
she unleashed a soft gasp of surprise. “Pregnant or not, you’ll
always be my best friend.”

Ero laughed in a dulcet manner, her voice
deeper and more sensual than before. “Oh, if you keep touching me
like that I’ll definitely be your best friend forever.”

Scott laughed then rested his chin on her
shoulder. “There’s that voice again.”

She leaned her head against his. “Am I
strange?”

“Yes.” said Scott simply.

She chuckled gently then slid one hand down
to rest atop his. As his fingers continued to express his love she
could not help but smile. She adored Origin in any of her
incarnations, but it was moments like this that she longed for
above all. Tender moments with the man who had saved her and given
her life purpose once more. Every sensual trill of pleasure that
slid along her flesh reminded her that she had come close to ending
everything. Every soft gasp or moan that his fingers elicited from
her was a reminder that she was alive and that life could be
wonderful.

“Scott…” she breathed out softly before
pressing back against his groin.

“Ero.” he replied gently.

She closed her eyes and reveled in the dream,
in the sensations that flowed throughout her body and soul. They
had done things much more interesting in the past, but when he held
her like this she could not help but feel a sense of peace that she
rarely had otherwise.

His gentle touch became more aggressive. Her
eyes fluttered open briefly even as she leaned her head back and
unleashed a loud moan of approval.

“Does my cute little BFF like that?” he asked
her lightly.

“Fairy much so…” she said, her words trailing
off as her eyes closed tightly once more.

“Better than the cake?”

“Not sure…” she said before taking a quick
breath. “Keep trying.”

Scott smiled at her response. It promised to
be an interesting night. He had to show her that he was better than
free cake after all. “Do you really think that cake is better than
me?”

“Sweet- I have a sweet, tooth.” she said
before uttering a cute little moan.

“That’s fairy odd.” said Scott.

“What was- Oh!” she started to ask him what
was odd, but he had done something that made her entire body
quiver.

“Isn’t everything about you sweet, not just
your tooth?” he asked her in a casual tone of voice.

Ero laughed leisurely then said, “Keep that
up and I’ll get extra pregnant.”

“You did order twins earlier.” He responded
without missing a beat.

She unleashed an explosive laugh of pure joy.
“Yeah, you need a little brother or sister, right?”

“I’m not sure that’s how it works, Ero.”

“It doesn’t matter. I’m magic!” she said with
a laugh.

“Yes, you certainly are.” replied Scott
warmly.

They continued to discuss the possibility of
how the pregnancy thing worked for a while. Somehow, during the
conversation they wound up lying face-to-face on the sand.

Scott reached out and gently stroked her
cheek for a moment. She placed her hand atop his and then spent a
while simply looking at each other.

Ero’s eyes searched Scott’s for a moment.
Whatever it was that she sought in them, she found it. Her smile
grew and became even brighter than before. “You do love me, don’t
you.”

Scott did not say anything. He didn’t have
to. Ero had not spoken a question, she had stated her answer. She
knew how he felt about her, and that was the best happy possible
pregnancy gift ever.


Chapter 16: A Day Too
Late

The return to ARS had elicited a strange sensation
for Scott. On Earth he had finalized a few things and considered
his course of action clearly. Once on ARS he could sense his mental
state begin to shift. The more rational side of his mind seemed to
recede a bit even as he began to feel things more keenly. It filled
his senses and caused him to notice the color of a plant, the way
the people in the street sounded as they walked by, and even the
smell of the place in a way that was far more intense that it had
been on Earth. Each of those things seemed as though they were more
than they were supposed to be.

A startling difference, it took him a while
to adjust. In some ways it was like his first day once more.
However, unlike his first day in this world he did not awaken
alone.

“I miss Earth, but it’s nice to be home.”
said Ero. She fluttered over and sat down on Scott’s left shoulder,
and then demurely crossed one leg over the other like a proper
lady. Albeit, a tiny naked lady.

They wandered out of the alcove they had
awakened in, and headed to the center of the church. Scott had
never died before, so he was uncertain of the protocol. Did they
just leave? Did he tip a priest? He had no idea.

Luckily, Rhea waited for them in the main
room of the city cathedral. “Hello.” she said with a warm smile and
a cute little wave.

“Hello!” called back Scott and Ero in unison.
They rushed over to the third leg of their love tripod, both eager
to reunite with her.

“Gee, no one’s going to say hello to me?”
asked an annoyed masculine voice.

Scott and the girls looked to the wolf-guy
who had been both a major help, and a general nuisance during their
latest endeavor. Scott said. “Hello.”

“Right. Hello. I’ve been stuck in this
cathedral for days waiting for you, but sure let’s be cordial.” He
said in a petulant tone.

“You’ll be free of us soon enough. Why were
you stuck in here, though?” asked Scott.

The wolf sighed. “I’m your slave. I can’t go
far from you unless you specifically ask me to do so.”

“Oh, that sucks.”

“Damn right it does. I died, but before I
could respawn, you died and I was forced to respawn here instead of
near your location.” said the blood tracker.

“Ah, sorry.”

“It’s fine, I spent a little time grinding
some of my skills. Most of the non-targeted ones are mastered now.”
said the wolf man.

“Well, still…” said Scott. This conversation
was a bit odd. Why was this guy being reasonable?

“Don’t worry about it. I’m just glad to be
able to get out of here.” said the wolf.

The four of them immediately left and went to
retrieve the Writ of Meritorious Service that had taken so long to
obtain. Finally, their long side-quest was done. It was time to
finish with the mermaids!

The retrieval of the writ had gone easily.
They had reported their success and now they had what they needed
to show the slave trader that they were trust worthy, among other
things. They were in good spirits until they moved on to the
trader’s tent and made a startling discovery.

“What do you mean, gone!?” asked Scott
incredulously.

The slave trader shrugged his shoulder
accompanied by hand gestures. “Sorry, but you took too long. The
mermaid queen came in last night.”

“The hell…” said Scott. It was good that the
mermaids had gone home with the queen, but it felt like they had
wasted a lot of time. What good was the writ now?

“No way.” said Ero.

Rhea sighed softly in response. This was just
typical.

The only one who seemed happy was the wolf.
“Serves you right! If you’d logged in a few days ago this wouldn’t
have happened.”

Ero glanced at him then put her hands on her
hips and gave him an annoyed look. The wolf snorted then looked
away. He would not apologize. It was true.

While they had been on Earth several days had
passed on ARS. The entire affair had taken around a month to
conclude. Of course the mermaid queen would come for her people if
it took that long.

“Do you mind if I verify this?” asked
Rhea.

“Go ahead. I won’t be offended.” said the
slave trader.

She walked out of the room so that she could
go AFK for a moment. While she attempted to contact the
mermaid queen in the divine city, Scott turned to the second order
of business.

“So, what about this guy.” He jerked his
thumb at the wolf.

“What about me?” asked the wolf, not that
anyone paid any attention to him.

“You sure you don’t want to just keep him?”
asked the trader.

“We’re sure.” said Scott.

“Ah well, a deal’s a deal. I could not very
well hold the mermaids for your return, but we can do this much.”
replied the man with a smile reminiscent of a used car salesman
turning a profit.

They discussed the details once more, and
money changed hands. The wolf returned to the ownership of the
slave trader and was then escorted back to his holding area until
the next auction.

After he left, the trader asked, “How was
he?”

“He was an overly aggressive douche with a
useful skill.” replied Scott.

The trader laughed merrily then nodded. “I
figured as much. His kind aren’t really that bad if they’re local,
but the sort of people who tend to play as them take things too far
most of the time.”

“How so?”

“Well, normally they are aggressive and want
to be dominant in the local hierarchy. They respect strength and
skill, however. If it is obvious that another male is stronger,
they will accept that. The same happens among the female members of
their race.”

“What’s so different about players then?”
asked Scott

“Well, we don’t have any real ties to their
true culture so we can only pretend to be like them. Like I said,
most players exaggerate.”

Scott nodded to the man. It made sense.
“Honestly, if not for the idiocy I would have liked having a
dedicated tracker around.”

“I could arrange for you to purchase a
local?” asked the trader without missing a beat.

“Ah, no.”

“Right, you have plans otherwise.”

“Yeah, we can go with that reason.” said
Scott in a flat tone of voice.

The trader rubbed his chin for a moment then
made another suggestion. “I also have a business on the classic
server. If you change your mind, head down to Darby’s Quay. It’s
near the Emerald Isles on the Eastern coast of Merrimonde.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” said Scott, though
his tone of voice made it seem like he would not try too hard to
remember that tidbit of information.

The trader granted him a shrewd smile. It was
the sort of expression that made Scott want to punch him in the
face, but so far he had not done much to warrant it.

He did not like the slave trade concept, but
from what he could see most of the products for sale were
either former bandits and pirates, or players who wanted to be
sold. He sincerely doubted that everyone else here wanted to be on
sale, but that might just be his old prejudices and life experience
talking. For all he knew people liked that sort of thing here, as
hard as it would be to believe.

They chatted for a short time and spoke of
many things. The slave trader, as usual, was a fairly affable man.
If he was not in the business of selling sentient beings like
cattle, Scott might even admit to liking the guy. As it was, the
personality of the trader was the only thing that kept the
blue-haired sorcerer from giving in to his desire to burn the
sucker down, so to speak. Well, that and the well-trained,
highly equipped, guards.

Rhea returned after a little over two hours
had passed. She wore an expression of bemusement as she walked back
into the room.

“What’s the word?” asked Scott.

She sighed then nodded. “It’s true. She tried
to give me an earful about my work ethic, but after we discussed
the situation fully she calmed down.”

“Work ethic? You mean taking so long?” asked
Ero. She fluttered toward Rhea and tilted her head to the side.

“Yes, she believed that if it was going to
take this long we should have just let her know.” said Rhea.

“Wasn’t she busy with the Shar-Shar and
rescuing the other girls?” asked Scott.

“They finished up after a week, apparently.”
she said, before shaking her head.

“So, does that mean all of the mermaids were
rescued except for the ones here?” asked Scott.

“Yes, it seems so.”

“Ah, well then our business is concluded?”
asked the trader while he flashed his used car salesman smile once
more.

“Almost.” said Rhea.

“Hmm?” asked the trader.

“What is it?” asked Scott.

Rhea walked over to the slave trader then
placed her hands on her hips. She leaned forward and looked at him
intensely.

He gazed at her impassively, proving that he
was not one to be easily cowed by an intense look. They stayed that
way for a moment before Rhea’s expression shifted to a smile.

The blue haired elf nodded then said. “You’re
a good brother, aren’t you?”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.” said
the trader.

“While I chatted with your sister, we drifted
away from the mermaids and somehow got onto the topic of her
love-life.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” said the man
flatly.

“I’m not. It was fascinating really. As it
turns out the man she had been seeing suddenly abandoned ARS and
decided to have nothing else to do with her. He’s currently
starting up a monk character on another game world and plans to
become a mountain hermit.” said Rhea.

“How nice for her.” replied the man with a
slight smile.

Rhea shifted her head to the left and then to
the right. “You’re not going to admit anything, are you?”

He laughed merrily then said, “What
interesting news you bring me. I wish them both well on their new
passions.”

“R-iiight. All of this just happened
to occur right after she came to collect her people.” said
Rhea.

The slave trader laughed once more then
presented an overly friendly smile. “Funny how life works, isn’t
it?”

“Yeah, funny.” said Rhea with a smile of her
own.

“I’m a little lost.” said Ero. She hated to
be left out of things and whatever had happened sounded fairy
interesting.

Scott nodded. He had the gist of things, but
he was definitely out of the loop as well. “She’ll probably tell us
more later.”

Ero fluttered over to Scott then sat down
prettily on his shoulder. “I hope so. Sisters aren’t allowed to
have secrets.”

“Sisters, huh?”

“Well, yeah. Isn’t that OK?” asked Ero.

Scott reached up and rubbed the top of her
head. “I’m just glad to see you two getting along so well.”

“Me too.” Ero reached down and lightly patted
her belly. “I wonder if it will really be twins…”

He chuckled a little. It there weren’t twins,
it wasn’t for lack of trying. “Maybe it’s a meatball you haven’t
digested yet?”

Ero snorted. “Our possible baby is not a
meatball.”

“Oh?”

She crossed her arms over her chest. “So
mean.”

“If I’m mean, then why are you smiling?”
asked Scott.

Eros face turned slightly red. “How could you
even tell when I’m sitting like this?”

“I can always tell, Ero. All I have to do is
pay attention.”

Her eyes began to sparkle a little in the
light. She leaned over and kissed him on the ear. “Thank you.”

Scott did not say anything to her, as Rhea
had finished chatting with the trader. It was time to go. They
needed to continue on with the next step of their exit
strategy.

After they left the trader’s tent Scott
reached down and took Rhea’s hand. The man, and his two lovers
strolled off down the road. They had several things to do before
they could leave this world behind. Sadly, many things they had
earned here would not continue over to the new server. Yet, the
most important things would remain always. The love they shared
with each other and the experiences they had along the way were
something that could not be taken away just by changing
locations.


Chapter 17: An
Uncomplicated Relationship

The world of ARS was an interesting place where
grassrats danced to background music played by unseen hands. The
people were generally friendly, though often overly emotional. In
that world existed many things that would be deemed impossible in
any another. The sight of a blue-haired elven badass zipping around
at high-speed a battlefield while easily cleaving large armored
beasts in half was one such sight. The fact that the elven badass
was also an incredibly beautiful woman was another factor that made
the situation seem implausible.

Scott watched from a distance while Rhea
mowed down monsters like they were nothing. The last few days had
been spent watching her do things. He’d gained a little experience
or a few ability points on occasion if he moved too close to where
she fought, but he had dutifully granted it all to Ero. They were
planning to allow Rhea to reach a level higher than Scott so she
could lead them to her closest major weapons’ cache using the world
traveler function.

Rhea leapt into the air then crashed down
atop a charging monster. The point of her sword slipped between its
plates neatly just before she leapt away once more. The creature
stumbled then flipped end-over-end before it began to pant. Blood
pooled around it. Already dead, yet it did not know it, Scott
watched as the beast slowly stopped moving. The elven
slaughterhouse continued her deadly dance even as the last armordoe
fell to the ground.

All of the monsters had fully respawned on
the mountain by the time that they had returned, so Rhea had chosen
to slaughter her way through the entire area in the hopes of
finding rare drops or enough raw materials to have a much stronger
weapon created for Scott to speed the leveling process.

By staying within a minimal range, Rhea could
gain party experience and cause more monsters to spawn, but since
Scott was at that minimal range most of that experience stayed with
her. She easily gained twice the experience points that she had
been getting before.

It was not enough. She had only gained a few
levels in the last few days. The difference in experience required
for her race was an obscenity. If it were a game played on a
console, no one would be an elf in the land of ARS. Who would be
willing to take ten times longer to gain a level? Sure, the extra
ability points were useful and kept things even, but when someone
wanted to level quickly to reincarnate it was difficult.

“Rhea’s amazing.” said Ero.

“Yeah, she really is. She’s been here
practically forever and it shows.” said Scott.

The fairy girl fluttered over to a nearby
branch and watched as the blue-haired girl continued her rampage of
bloody carnage across the landscape. Heads and limbs flew away with
incredible ease and monsters died in great numbers. It would not be
long until this, the last herd of armordoe on the mountain were
annihilated. “She’s like an extinction event.”

“She should change her name to the Blue
Apocalypse or something.” said Scott with a smile.

Ero tapped her chin. “Hmm, maybe the Pretty
Apocalypse?”

“Sexy Calamity?” asked Scott.

The fairy made a sweet noise then pouted
slightly. “I kind of want to be called the Sexy Calamity.”

“No, you’re the Cute Fairy of Mischief.” said
Scott.

“Adorable! But not the same thing at all.”
said Ero.

“Fine, you can be the Fairy Apocalypse.” said
Scott.

Ero giggled warmly then nodded. “I like
that.”

They shared a laugh then returned to silently
watching Rhea fight. The elf maiden was completely focused on the
battle. Her hair whirled around in perfect harmony with the
whipping motions of her blade.

Scott had known that she was a far better
fighter than he was on technical merit, but she was a pure killing
machine at the moment. She was too far away for him to see her
facial expression but he knew that she would likely be wearing her
ice queen persona. It was strange that she even had such a
nature.

She had mentioned it to him on occasion, the
fact that most of her people thought of her as unapproachable and
unfriendly. It seemed absurd. She was possibly the sweetest person
he had ever met. Only Ero even compared in that regard.

Ero glanced over at Scott and watched him as
he watched Rhea. She saw how the light in his eyes seemed to dance
and how his lips parted in a warm smile. A brief pain stabbed
through her chest and she closed her eyes for a moment to fight
down the unworthy feeling.

The little fairy knew that he loved her, she
could easily verify that by rambling through his memory. Yet, she
also knew the truth. He loved her but still saw her as more of a
best friend at heart. There was nothing wrong with that. It was a
wonderful thing. Still, it hurt a little.

She looked at Rhea, beautiful, radiant in the
light of day. As her sword flashed, her hair seemed to sparkle in
the light. It gave her a certain fierce beauty that Ero could not
match. She bit her lower lip and fought back a sigh. She loved
Rhea. She fully understood why Scott looked at the blue haired
elf-maiden the way that he did, and yet it still hurt sometimes to
know that he did not look at her the same way.

It was a momentary thing, a fleeting bit of
jealousy. She knew that he would do anything for her, would never
abandon her, and did love her. It just hurt a little knowing that
he loved someone else just a little bit more.

The little fairy bit her lower lip then
slowly slid her hand down to her stomach. A slight blush crept
across her nose. Was she really pregnant? She hoped so. Eventually,
Scott and Origin would have children. She was sure of it. Still, as
much as she loved the blue-haired goddess, Ero wanted to have
Scott’s child. The idea of raising a tiny little light with him
made her fairy happy.

***

Two weeks had passed while Rhea trained
before she finally reached a level above Scott. It was a feat made
more difficult due to his increase in experience for each fight. He
had regained his lost level due to the fact that Ero could not be
level higher than he was. In the end, it did not matter. They had
discussed things with Crimson Shadow and moved on to the next part
of their journey.

The trip to Rhea’s storehouse in the Northern
Mountains of the mainland continent had taken only a few hours by
their reckoning, but several months had passed in the world of ARS
before they had arrived.

“So, this is your cache?” asked Scott. He
looked at the large pile of rocks in the far corner of the natural
cavern.

Rhea nodded. “Yes, I don’t keep a large
amount of items in any one place.”

“Why do this at all. Surely you could buy a
house or a vault or something.” asked Ero.

The elf girl shrugged. “I’d be tempted to get
them too soon.”

“Self-imposed challenge?” asked Scott.

“Something like that. Before you arrived, I
mostly played to take out my frustrations and to be free for a
time.” said Rhea.

“I see. So, if your equipment was too bad
ass, you’d kill everything too quickly?” he asked.

The goddess in elf form sighed softly. “Yes.
Pretty much.”

Scott reached out and rubbed her shoulder.
“I’m sorry. That could never work.”

“Huh? Why not?” asked Rhea with an innocent
and curious expression.

He made a big show of eyeing her up and down
in a perverted, yet friendly, manner. “Your natural equipment is
already pretty badass.”

Rhea blinked at him then snorted. She looked
him in the eyes then sweetly said, “Stupid.”

“You haven’t called me that so sweetly in a
while.” said Scott. “I kind of missed it.”

Her nostrils flared slightly and her face
reddened. She did not say anything, however. Scott and Rhea stood
there looking into each other’s eyes for a moment.

Ero glanced from one to the other then lifted
her fist and calmly coughed into it. She repeated the action once
more. When they did not look up, she loudly said. “A-Hem!”

“Hmm?” asked Scott.

The fairy shook her head. “How you two can be
so sweet that you can give a fairy cavities is something I’ll never
understand.”

Rhea blinked at the fairy girl. “Ero?” Was
something wrong? The tiny girl hardly ever said things like
that.

The tiny girl shook her head then smiled
warmly. “Nevermind. We have loot to loot!”

“Right! Let’s abuse Rhea and take all her
cool things.” said Scott cheerfully.

Rhea glanced at him then snorted. She spoke
in a flat tone of voice. “Oh yes, abuse me.”

Scott glanced at her in kind. He then lifted
one finger into the air. “That set up was too easy. I refuse to
take the bait.”

Rhea laughed then then turned toward the pile
of rocks. “Fine. Don’t say I didn’t try to make things easy for
you.”

“That’s cool. I don’t like easy girls.” said
Scott.

“Didn’t you get engaged to an exotic dancer?”
asked Rhea.

Scott smiled wryly at her in response. “Yeah,
why do you think I stopped liking easy girls?”

They all shared a laugh upon hearing that.
Life was a funny thing. A guy might start out engaged to a stripper
but end up in a mostly accepted love triangle with a fairy and a
goddess.

Ero and Rhea began to chat freely about
Scott’s love life. They had both seen all his failures and
triumphs. Rhea, as Origin, had directly seen his life story in
detail. Ero, had rattled around inside his brain and seen how he
actually dealt with those events internally.

It was a strange thing for him to accept at
times. Both of the girls in his life knew him better than he knew
himself, and yet he’d only just met both of them. It was entirely
unfair. He chose not to be upset about it, however. If anything it
made the relationship that much easier.

Scott needed easy. He’d joked about not
liking easy girls, but in truth he truly enjoyed how easy the
current relationship had become. Sure, there were bumps and tears
along the way still but that was to be expected. Ero and Origin
were both sweet girls, and they both wanted to spend time with him.
That led to one or the other of them feeling left out.

He knew that to be the case. He’d seen the
look of sadness in a girl’s eyes when she thought the one who she
loved had lost interest in her. A few of his relationships had
ended because of that no matter what he had said or how he had
tried to convince his current love interest otherwise.

The sight of Ero and Rhea laughing together,
even if it was at his expense, was heartwarming. Of course, the
special sweet little feeling he had developed soured slightly when
he realized their current topic of discussion.

“Yeah, I couldn’t believe he thought that
would work!” said Rhea.

Ero laughed then threw a hand to her forehead
and cried out, “I love you Elizabeth! Don’t marry this douche.
Marry me!”

“Total rom-com action hero stuff.” said Rhea.
She said it with a bright smile and a laugh, but also with what
sounded like a hint of jealousy.

Scott grunted. He had wanted to forget that
particular scene from his life. One of his first girlfriends, the
only other one besides Sarah who he had gotten up the nerve to want
to marry. They had dated for over a year. Yet, she had chosen to go
to college across the country in California.

The long distance relationship went on for
six months. Scott was a year younger than her, a school scandal
when they first got together. However, after around two months she
did not answer his calls as often. Sometimes she would not answer a
text until the next day.

By the time the sixth month came around, she
told him that she had cheated on him during a text that he had
assured himself was tearful and heartfelt. The way that she had
written things and admitted that she loved him had convinced him
that the only problem was their distance.

Scott had pulled a road trip scenario. He had
gathered up two of his friends and hit the road. Flying would have
been faster, but he had wanted time to think. He needed to figure
out exactly what he needed to do. It was an epic adventure with his
high school friends. There were thrills, chills, bums who thought
they were Jesus, and his friend Greg had even lost his virginity in
an ill-conceived wager with a fat waitress named Sally.

“Yeah, I can’t believe he barged into the
wedding while it was happening and said that!” exclaimed Ero.

“Can we not talk about this?” asked Scott
quietly. It no longer hurt to hear about it, but it still made him
feel like a fool.

The girls ignored him and continued on with
their conversation until they reached the rocks. Scott had not been
more thankful for the end of a conversation in a long time.
Elizabeth was one of the true sore spots of his sordid past. If
anything, what had happened with her had set the scene for his
break down when Sarah had done what she had done.

Sadly, the conversation was not completely
done. Rhea looked at Scott then smiled. “Hey, at least you don’t
have to worry about that with us.”

“Yeah!” exclaimed Ero happily.

“So, neither of you have a childhood friend
on the other side of the country to convince you to go to college
where he is so that you’ll know someone there?” asked Scott.

“Nope.” said Rhea with a bright smile.

“Don’t think so.” said Ero.

“Well, that’s something I guess.” he said,
before reaching down to casually start moving rocks to the
side.

Ero helped move the smaller rocks while Rhea
helped with the larger ones. While they worked, the conversation
continued.

“I’m sorry if we upset you. If it still
bothers you, I won’t talk about it anymore?” asked Rhea.

Scott shook his head. “It’s fine. I have to
try to laugh at the stupid crap that I used to do, or it’ll eat at
me forever.”

Ero lifted a rock twice as big as she was and
flew off with it. When she returned, she said, “If you’d done that
for me, I’d have more of your potential babies.”

Scott laughed. “Thanks Ero.”

She giggled cutely then hefted another
massive, for her, rock. She might be little but she did her
best!

“It was really sweet, what you did.” said
Rhea.

“Really? Kevin thought it was kind of
stalker-ish, even if he wanted to see me crash and burn.” said
Scott.

The elf girl laughed. “Well, I thought it was
sweet. Though, if you recall I spent decades of my life watching
you live yours.”

“I’m going to pretend that you spanked it a
few times whenever you saw me in the shower. That’ll fix
everything.” said Scott.

Rhea’s face turned bright red and she laughed
again. She looked to the side and struggled to lift another rock.
“Well…”

Scott blinked at her and stopped what he was
doing. “Wait…”

Rhea laughed nervously and started to dig at
the rocks with greater speed. “We should really get moving on this.
These rocks won’t move themselves.”

He suddenly felt absurdly pleased with
himself. His life and all of its pains and pleasures had been the
spank material of his goddess girlfriend. It should have been some
sort of extreme violation of his privacy, but the image of Rhea
doing that sort of thing while daydreaming about the random crap he
had done in his life invalidated that response.

“So, the goddess of love got off on watching
me do things.” said Scott casually.

Rhea made a strangely noise then dug at the
rocks faster. “So many rocks!”

Ero glanced at Rhea then tilted her head to
the side. “Why are you so red?”

Rhea whimpered cutely and shook her head.
“Darn rocks.”

“Must have been hard for you whenever I had a
girlfriend.” said Scott softly.

The blue haired girl sighed loudly. “You
don’t want to ask me these questions.”

“I don’t?” asked Scott.

She shook her head. “No. You don’t.”

“I kind of do now.” said Scott.

Rhea stopped and let the rock she had picked
up fall from her hands. She looked down at the ground and her hair
fell forward to shadow her eyes. “I hated it.”

“Rhea…?”

“I hated every second of it!” she exclaimed.
Her hands turned into tight little fists and her body began to
tremble.

Scott stepped toward her and she looked to
the side. “The thought of those girls with you, touching you. I
hated it.”

“You kept watching, though…” Scott was not
sure why she would keep watching if she hated it.

Her trembling increased and a slight gasping
sob escaped her lips. “It was all I could ever have.”

“Rhea, what do you mean?” asked Ero.

The blue haired girl took a breath then said.
“You both know what it’s like for my people. We love humanity, yet
we can never truly be human.”

“You feel human enough to me.” said
Scott.

Rhea lifted her hands to her chest and she
sighed softly. “Thank you for that.”

Scott soon realized what she was getting at.
She had mentioned this sort of thing to him before. Her people
tried to be like humans in order to understand humanity and deep
emotion. Yet, they could rarely interact with them on any
equivalent manner. They were gods or at least god-like beings. Even
when they created avatars and entered a mortal world, they were
never truly human or mortal. So, in the end his life in her eyes
had been like a fascinating movie. No matter how much she might
want it, she could not be with the person on screen. All she could
do was daydream and live vicariously through the characters of the
women who he had dated.

“Rhea, I’m sorry.” said Scott before moving
closer and slipping his arms around her.

Her trembling stopped, but her eyes remained
downcast. “Why, Scott?”

He leaned his forehead against the back of
her head. “All this time, you wanted to be the girl with me, but
could only watch me with other people.”

She gently placed her hand atop his arm. “I
can’t stand the thought anymore.”

Another thing occurred to him not long after
that. “You once said your people are normally polygamous. This is
why you aren’t?”

“I… Can’t share you. I’ve had to do that for
too long.” she said softly.

Ero placed a hand to her mouth and tried not
to make a noise. She fluttered down and sat on a rock. Her eyes
began to shimmer gently as tears started to form. She now knew why
Rhea went a little crazy sometimes, and it was her fault. She kept
reminding her of how she could not be Scott’s one and only special
someone.

“I wanted to be Elizabeth, or Mary, or
Jennifer, or…” Rhea rattled off a list of Scott’s past failures
ending with Sarah. “I wanted to be any of them, but at the same
time I kind of wanted them to die in a fire.”

Scott held her tightly until the end of her
statement. That was a bit dark. He understood the sentiment, but it
also made him wonder about her a little. He realized what she
really mean, though. She wanted to be with him, but as herself.

Ero flew up and exclaimed. “Oh, I’m so sorry,
Rhea!”

The blue haired elf blinked quickly to clear
the tears from her eyes then looked askance at Ero. “Huh?”

“It’s my fault! If not for me…” Ero looked
down then placed her hands over her eyes and started to cry.

The elf looked at the crying fairy for a
moment then lifted her hands up and held Ero gently in her cupped
palms. “Ero, it’s alright.”

The fairy sniffled a little then lowered her
hands. “Is it?”

“Yes, I hate the idea of sharing him, but I
don’t hate you.”

Ero wiped the tears from her eyes then
sniffled again. “Really?”

Rhea moved one of her thumbs forward and used
it to gently massage Ero’s belly. “How can I hate someone he truly
loves? Especially someone as sweet as you.”

Ero sniffed again. “I guess… But what about
other people, like Shara?”

Rhea snorted. “I love my sister, but she can
get her own Scott. This one only has two arms and both are
taken.”

Ero laughed softly. “So, am I the left arm or
the right one?”

Rhea smiled gently down at the laughing
fairy. A sudden urge manifested within her. It would be so easy to
just close her hands right now, close them and squeeze real tight.
The impulse passed and she immediately felt bad about the
thought.

Ero was a sweet girl. Things would work out.
They would. She would just have to learn to share. The urge to
close her hands reappeared. She laughed at a joke that Ero made and
the urge passed. Everything would be alright. She could do this.
She could accept this.

The fairy girl laughed loudly. “Rhea! You’re
being so rough.”

“Huh?” asked Rhea.

“Your thumb is pressing down a little hard.”
said Ero with a giggle. “The baby’s not ready to pop out, yet.”

“Oh, was I?” Rhea released Ero from the thumb
of death and smiled gently. “Sorry. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I know.” said Ero sweetly. She looked into
Rhea’s eyes and her expression shifted slightly. Ero knew exactly
what Rhea had really meant. “I love you Rhea.”

Rhea inclined her head then smiled warmly at
the fairy girl. “Love you too, Ero.”

“What, no love for me?” asked Scott in a
faux-hurt tone of voice.

“It’s not always about you, Scott.” said Ero
with a laugh. “We can be crazy about each other, too.”

“Yeah, Scott. Listen to the mother of your
child.” said Rhea sweetly.

Ero grinned at Rhea, and the elf girl
maintained her sweet smile while looking down at the fairy. Scott
said, “It’s good to see you girls getting along so well.”

Rhea and Ero both laughed simultaneously
while not looking away from each other. Scott could not help but
laugh as well. He was so glad that being with the girls was so easy
and carefree. He was so tired of dealing with complication
relationships.


Chapter 18: Dude. I
Know.

A triumphant shout split the heavens and then echoed
throughout the Northern Mountain region. Scott basked in the glow
of realization and smiled joyfully. A long awaited moment had come
to pass.

“Congratulations!” exclaimed Rhea. She smiled
warmly at him and reached out to take his hands.

“Yeah! Good job, Scott.” said Ero before she
fluttered down and sat on his shoulder.

Scott inhaled languidly then released a sigh
of contentment before he thanked the girls. “I almost believed it
would never happen. We’ve been here for the better part of a
month.

Rhea laughed. “Yeah, but you finally reached
level one hundred.”

Scott grinned at her. “Yeah, it was a lot of
work, but we’re almost ready now. Aren’t we?”

Ero threw her hands in the air. “Yes! I’m
ninety-seven, so almost there.”

Rhea smiled at Ero. “Yep, much closer than I
am.”

“How long do you think it will take to get
the other twenty-eight levels?” asked Scott.

The elf maiden acquired a thoughtful look.
“If we hunted here, probably another two months, maybe as many as
three.”

“Is there a better place?” he asked.

Rhea nodded then shared a toothy grin. “Yes,
actually. The place we need to go for you to start your
class-promotion quest.”

“You can hunt there? Why didn’t we just go
there?” A few of the items that she had stashed in her item cache
had been experience and ability point modifier items. She wore most
of them due to her extreme experience needs, but he had inherited
two that more than doubled his own experience gains. Using those
items they would have easily cut their leveling time by at least a
week.

“You would have died horribly. Even with the
gear I gave you, you’re only now on a level where it is possible to
survive there. All of the monsters are tier-two, since they are
above level 100.”

“Tier-two…” Scott thought back to the first
boss fight that he’d ever experienced. The grass rat overlord had
only been a few levels higher than he was, but it was a tier-two
monster. Compared to a normal grass rat, that thing had been
god-like. He could barely injure it save for sending attacks
straight down its gullet. If not for being an overlord, it would
have probably been half as strong, but that would have still been a
hellish fight.

Rhea squeezed his hands tightly. “With the
equipment I gave you, it will be like you’ve gone through a few
reincarnations. It should be enough. Be careful though, alright? If
you die and lose a level, you’ll have to regain it before you can
go on the quest.”

“Would there be a problem with gaining a
couple of buffer levels?” asked Scott.

“Not at all, the quest only takes about a
day. If you want, we can just train together till Ero and I are
ready. You should probably gain at least two or three levels in the
process.”

“Only two or three?” he asked.

“The experience that you need to level-up
grows at certain intervals. You should check that.” said Rhea.

Scott nodded. “Yeah, I’m curious about my
base stats anyway.”

He unequipped all of his gear and stood
before them wearing nothing but his boxer briefs. A whistle from
Rhea caused him to snort. “Lustful woman.”

“Yep.” she replied with a smile.

Scott opened up his status screen to see what
his base stats were like. He had not done so since acquiring his
new items. He wanted to see the clear difference.

 


[Status]

 


Name: Scott Jacobs | Class: Sorcerer |
Race: Human

Title: The Unbreakable Burning Terror

Age: 18 | Level: 100

EXP: 26,427,800

Next Level: 996,700

Ability Points: 43,437

 


Health: 750[750] | Mana: 711[711]

Attack: 597[2657] | Defense:
542[3250]

Strength: 515[515] | Agility: 677[677]
| Accuracy: 404[404]

Intellect: 681[681] | Luck:
236[236]

 


[--]

 


The level-up modifiers for his stats had been
taken as soon as possible at each new interval. The end result was
a drastic change in his overall power. He had only expended his
ability points to accept new abilities otherwise.

“Holy shit.” said Scott. “This is a lot
different than two weeks ago.”

“Yeah, go ahead and use your ability points
as much as possible and see the difference there too. You shouldn’t
have too many actual spells or abilities to learn, but you’ll see a
few substantial bonuses.” Said Rhea.

“Hey, yeah. Can’t take them with me since the
other server doesn’t use ability points…” said Scott.

He checked his skills and abilities that
could be purchased then blinked. “Damn.”

He only had five spells available, each
required five thousand ability points. It took a large chunk of his
ability points, but he now had the five level six spells available
to him. He could not acquire level seven spells through leveling,
but those spells would travel with him to the new server.

Traveling to the new server with knowledge of
those spells would constitute a definite bonus since magic was not
level-locked on the classic server. He would not be able to use
them easily due to the time it would take to charge them up with
the stat limitations he would have at first, though. Plus he had
been told that magic worked a bit differently there. It was
supposed to be more hands-on.

The few physical abilities that he had
available included no special attacks or skills. There was an
upgrade for his path of balance, but beyond that everything else
was related to passive abilities. Scott’s eyes widened when he saw
two of the available ones.

He immediately spent all the points necessary
to acquire the abilities available then checked his stats once more
to see the difference.

 


[Status]

 


Name: Scott Jacobs | Class: Sorcerer |
Race: Human

Title: The Unbreakable Burning Terror

Age: 18 | Level: 100

EXP: 26,427,800

Next Level: 996,700

Ability Points: 7187

 


Health: 1150[1150] | Mana:
1111[1111]

Attack: 657[3432] | Defense:
592[4177]

Strength: 555[555] | Agility: 717[717]
| Accuracy: 424[424]

Intellect: 721[721] | Luck:
236[236]

 


[--]

 


“My stats are just ridiculous compared to
when I was level one.” said Scott. Why would they even need to go
to level four hundred or higher in a world like this? He was
capable of literally doing a thousand times more attack damage,
wearing nothing but his underwear, compared to when he was level
one. His strength was well over one hundred times greater. Hell he
could probably pick up and throw average sized automobiles with
only a little effort.

It was no wonder that normal exercise did
little for the body in this world due to the effects of leveling
and ability point acquisition. Technique could be developed through
training and repetition but not much else. In only a few short
months of leveling he had gone from reasonably average to some sort
of nigh-immortal super human.

“True, though you’re still not on my level.”
said Rhea sweetly.

“Barely…” said Scott.

“Let me gain another twenty-eight levels.”
replied the elf maiden. The difference between a multi-reincarnate
player and a first timer was quite staggering when on equal levels.
It was even more so when a human was compared to an elf. By the
time an elf normally reached level one hundred, they would have had
many more ability points to spend.

“You should be banned from leveling till I
reincarnate fifty more times.” said Scott.

She laughed lightly then shook her head.
“Maybe, but who has the time for that?”

Ero giggled at Rhea. Both fairy and elf
shared a smile. Whatever their issues, they at least found teasing
Scott to be acceptable common ground. It had been a mildly strained
but mutually rewarding relationship during the last few weeks.

“So, this is where you’ve all been!”
exclaimed a familiar feminine voice.

“Sharde?” asked Scott in surprise. They had
not seen her in a while despite the fact that her community service
had recently ended.

Sharde pounced on Scott and gave him an
overly affectionate hug. “Oh. How I’ve missed you sister.”

“Really? I’m over here, you know.” said Rhea
in a flat tone of voice.

Sharde nuzzled against Scott even more and
nodded against his chest. “Yes, it’s so good to see you!”

Scott rolled his eyes then patted the
affectionate girl on the head. “There, there.”

“Mmhmm. Right there.” said Sharde
sweetly.

Her aggressive cuddling caused Ero to lose
her balance, or so it seemed. The fairy fell off Scott’s shoulder
then fluttered up and over to Rhea. “Hey! Careful. I’m delicate
right now.”

Rhea crossed her arms over her chest. “Shara,
it’s good to see you, but…”

Sharde sighed loudly. “I know. I know. Get my
hands off your man-candy.”

Ero mimicked Rhea by crossing her arms over
her chest, but then tilted her head to the side. “Yeah, get your
hands off our baby daddy.”

Sharde began to tremble then laughed a
little. “Your what?”

She released Scott then turned to Ero with a
grin. What game were they playing now? She had only been gone for
twenty years, or two weeks depending on who you asked. Surely their
relationship had not moved forward that much. They clearly existed
within a romantic comedy paradigm. Nothing ever moved forward that
quickly in a romantic comedy setting!

Ero patted her tummy then blushed cutely.
Rhea sighed loudly then looked to the side.

Sharde blinked at them both then slowly
turned back to look at Scott. He winced slightly then shrugged.
“Surprise?”

Sharde’s eyelid twitched for a moment and
then her ponytail flew straight up in the air. “No way!”

“Yes. Ero may be pregnant.” said Rhea
softly.

Sharde turned back to her sister and saw the
look on her face. “Origin…”

Ero fluttered over and lightly put her hand
on Rhea’s shoulder in an attempt at solidarity. Rhea’s hand moved
over to cover the tiny appendage in an act of acceptance.

Sharde looked back and forth between the
other three people, admittedly she spent more time gawking at Scott
in his underwear, and then her ponytail slowly dropped back down.
It had finally calmed down enough to obey the laws of physics.

“This… This is great, right?” asked Sharde.
She was clearly uncertain whether this was great or not. The
various expressions on their faces made it seem more complicated
than that.

“Yes. It is.” said Scott gently.

Rhea nodded slowly, and Ero smiled at the
sight of it. Sharde noted the interaction and tried to determine
its meaning.

“How did it happen?” asked Sharde.

“Well, when a fairy and a boy really like
each other, they hug in a special way and then proceed to have
hardcore tentac-” began Ero. Rhea reached over and gently
encapsulated the fairy in her palms before she could finish
speaking.

The elf maiden glanced over to Sharde. “We’re
not even sure if she’s pregnant.”

Sharde tilted her head and looked at Rhea
closely. “Really? That’s easy enough to check isn’t it?”

Rhea closed her eyes and nodded. “Yes, it
is.” she said, before releasing Ero.

Ero fluttered up and then landed on Rhea’s
head. She sat down with her ankles crossed then placed her hands in
the space between her thighs. She leaned forward and smiled warmly.
“It’s OK, there’s no rush. We’ll find out in time.”

Rhea smiled slightly. But the smile did not
quite reach her eyes.

“Right, OK.” said Sharde. They did not seem
like they wished to be pressed for information, and she was not
completely clueless about such things.

Scott decided to change the subject. “How did
community service go?”

She turned around and smiled at him warmly.
“It went well, thank you. There have even been rumblings about
promoting me.”

“A promotion, Shara?” asked Rhea
curiously.

“Yeah. I’m not sure what they might intend.
The first noticeable changes to the world won’t start for a few
more months. I’m just getting things set up to move back to the
town that I grew up in, now.”

“The time-difference hasn’t been set
definitively yet, has it?” asked Rhea.

“No, not yet. Sometimes a day there is a few
minutes here, and sometimes it’s a day or more. I think they aren’t
sure what to set it at, though it’ll probably end at a four-to-one
ratio since that’s standard.” said Sharde.

“Sounds like you’ll be busy for a while?”
asked Scott.

“No need to sound so sad, big guy. I’ll
always have time for you.” said Sharde with a wink.

Rhea did not make a comment about that, but
her teeth did grind together slightly. “Still planning to help us
out on the classic server?”

“Yeah, I’ll reincarnate and catch up to you
guys once things settle down a little. There will be a lot of
updates to deal with before that world goes live and the beta
testers join the alpha testers.” said Sharde.

“You sure that’s the only reason?” asked
Rhea, this time with a smile that bespoke actual warmth.

“Well, you know…” said Sharde, a goofy grin
rising up upon her lips. “There might be another
reason.”

“Oh? Like what?” asked Scott.

Sharde turned to him then smiled. “Just a
reason.”

“Fair enough. Not sure what we’d do about it,
but if there’s a problem let us know.” he said. If she did not want
to tell him, it probably wasn’t worthy of his notice.

Sharde’s smile brightened considerably. “So,
you’re concerned about me, are you?”

“Well, yeah. You’re going to be family.” he
said.

Her face became slightly flush. Her voice
became deeper, huskier. “Oh my. It’s so nice to know that you care,
Scott. You really know how to make a girl feel special.”

Sharde’s expression changed to one of
surprise when she was pulled back by her ponytail. “Down girl.”
said Rhea.

“All he has to do is ask.” said Sharde
shamelessly, before she unleashed a goofy grin.

Rhea frowned at her. Her nostrils flared
slightly and she stared at her sister. “Don’t you have a
reason?”

“I really hope so.” said Sharde softly, the
mirthful expression lessened even as the words left her lips. There
were many uncertainties in her near future.

Rhea’s expression softened. She reached out
and gently embraced her twisted sister. “Me too.”

Sharde slipped her arms around Rhea then
hugged her tight. This was something she had wanted for over twenty
years, even more than she had wanted her reason. Her sister
had always been there for her, not as much in the last fifty years
or so, but twenty of those years were not really Origin’s
fault.

Ero fluttered over to Scott and settled down
on his shoulder. “Dude.”

“I know.” said Scott.

The two BFFs watched as the divine siblings
cuddled and lightly petted each other on what once had been a
battlefield. Sometimes people had to take comfort wherever and
whenever they could get it.


Chapter 19:
Revelation

Rain dripped down from bright green leaves. A rocky
dirt path cut through the mountains was trod upon by the confident
feet of an uncertain man. One month of hard training, and nightly
tenderness, had passed since arrival in the final hunting ground
that Scott would see on the casual server.

They had moved to the new location that Rhea
had suggested, but between a sudden influx of work that she had
been forced to attend to and a few death related set-backs for
Scott, they had ended up spending more time on the process of
leveling than they had wanted.

Rhea had remained behind to hunt the higher
level monsters in the area. She wanted to force herself to level
faster despite the dangers inherent in fighting second-tier
monsters. Close to her goal of reaching level one hundred, she
wanted to attain it by the time that Scott finished his final
business.

Ero had stayed behind with Rhea, as she could
not be with Scott during his profession quest. He had to go
alone.

He raced along the mountain road, the wind
whipping his hair. He had to reach the first stage of his
profession quest at exactly the right moment. That was all that he
knew.

In the distance Scott could see a mountain.
Halfway to the top of that impressive sight there was a massive
cathedral-like structure. It was the Dawn Call Citadel, an ancient
home for the sorcerers who followed the path of balance. Stationed
at neither the base, nor the summit, of the mountain they lived in
a way native to their ideals.

His bare feet were not stung by the rocks
along the way despite their loose and jagged nature. His flesh was
far too tough for such mundane hindrances. However, not all was
simple for him. The highland mist that clung to him did not keep
his body cool and he sweated heavily during his run. The speeds
that he ran at currently were taxing beyond belief.

The journey had begun at midnight. He had
only one hour from the moment that false-dawn appeared to reach the
base of the mountain. That way, he could greet the sentinel who
barred the way forward the moment that the sun rose above the
horizon.

The distance that he had to run was one
thousand miles. Early in his career, his speed had matched directly
with his strength and agility. However, over time his top running
speed had ceased to match up in that way. He could outrun a sports
car on the highway for a few minutes, but that speed could not be
maintained long term. He would not be able to meet that requirement
at his fastest steady running speed if he relied on his stats
alone. However, upon reaching level one hundred he had acquired a
new skill. It was a skill only available to those who had chosen
consistently to follow the path of enlightenment and balance when
choosing upgrades.

At first he had thought it would be
impossible. He knew that ordinary people from Earth who trained for
ultra-marathons had run hundreds of miles in a few days’ time.
There were even people who had run for several days straight
without sleep. Even so, he was not certain that he could run one
thousand miles before dawn despite that fact. Distance was not an
issue. He was certain that he could run one thousand miles without
a problem. At this point he could literally fight all day long and
not even breathe heavily. He rarely even broke a sweat during
combat anymore.

He was far beyond the basic human norm at
this point. Anyone would be if they were at his level. The problem
was the speed that he had to obtain and maintain.

Scott ran till his sides began to burn and
his heart thundered in his chest. He ran without cessation until he
could use his skill once more. He felt the cool down period end and
instinctively activated his new ability, Soul of the
Hummingbird.

The world seemed to stop even as he ran
forward as fast as he could go. He passed leaves that floated in
mid-air after having fallen from their rain soaked branches. Rocks
flung backward by his toes were hurled away like bullets fired from
a machine gun. For one glorious minute he moved at speeds far
beyond what his body could normally attain. Anyone who might have
seen him in passing would have heard something akin to thunder, as
he broke the sound barrier and then moved beyond even that
speed.

In order to meet his goal he had to stay on
the Phoenix Trail from the Mountains that he had trained at to
another mountain near the sea on the opposite side of the
continent. It had taken quite some time to get used to his new
ability once he had learned it. Any attempt to fight with it
activated had caused him to lose concentration and waste the mana
that he used.

Scott hurdled a fallen tree that blocked his
path and continued on. The mountain that had seemed to be in the
far distance before loomed ominously close only a few seconds into
the usage of his skill, but he did not slow down. He knew that it
had nearly been an hour.

The naked sorcerer blurred to a stop just
before the stone gates that barred the path to the steps. Scott
walked forward, sweat pouring from his body, his thighs chafe and
raw from the run. Various masculine parts of him ached from the
forces that had been exerted on him by the mechanical motions of
his body. He was tired, exhausted really. However, he had made it.
Now he only had to knock on the gate using the ornate ring attached
to it at precisely the right moment. If he failed to do that, he
would fail the test and be forever denied the right to take the
rest of the test.

As he waited for the sun to rise above the
horizon, a surprising development occurred. An old man stumbled out
of the woods!

Scott glanced at the old man. “Hey! Are you
alright?”

The old man gasped loudly then clutched at
his chest. “Please…”

Scott wasted no more time and ran over to the
man. He knelt down and asked, “What’s wrong?”

“I’ve been bitten by a serpent. The poison
attacks the heart.”

“Shit! I don’t have any antidotes! Is there
anything else I can do?” He’d been forced to empty his entire
inventory for this quest. He took nothing with him but his
determination and willingness to endure the shame of running naked
for one thousand miles.

The old man slapped at his thigh. “Please, if
you remove the poison… I… I might recover on my…” The elder fell
silent and went limp.

Scott quickly removed the man’s pants and
inspected him for a snake bite. What he found was a large bite mark
on the man’s calf muscle that looked like the snake had tried to
tear his leg off!

The sun could peek over the horizon at any
moment, but Scott did not care. This old man was probably a local.
He had only one life. How could he choose to abandon him for a
profession quest?

The wound was already open, so there was no
need to cut it. Scott sucked out some of the blood from the man’s
wound then quickly spat it out and started again. He had never done
that before, so he was not certain if he was doing it right.

After the fourth time, the old man’s eyes
fluttered open and he whispered, “Thank you, my son.” Scott blinked
as a message appeared before him.

 


[Message]

 


You have been deathly poisoned by the venom of the
Greater Shadow Cobra! You will die in ten minutes without the
antidote.

 


[--]

 


“Damn. Now I’m poisoned.” said Scott. The
poison was serious too, there was not even hit point loss
mentioned. He was simply going to die in ten minutes if the
antidote was not administered.

“I am sorry. You tried to help me and now you
too will die.”

Scott shook his head. “Don’t worry about it.
I’d rather die helping someone than live by abandoning someone who
needs my help.”

“Such noble words.” said the man
cryptically.

Scott glanced at the man. “Maybe there is
someone up at the citadel that can help?”

“Maybe, but I doubt it. They only admit
sorcerers to their citadel.”

“I’m a sorcerer. They should let us in.”

“Should? You’ve never been here before, but
you’re a sorcerer?” asked the man weakly.

“Yes, but we really need to try and get some
sort of antidote.” said Scott.

The man nodded weakly. “There is one thing.
We can eat the fruit of the Holy Mongoose.”

“Holy… Mongoose?” asked Scott. What kind of
name was that for a plant?

“Yes, it is nearby. You could get there
quickly.”

“Where is it?” asked Scott.

The elder pointed weakly toward a bush that
grew a short distance away. It was in plain sight, but also clearly
had but a single fruit.

“There’s only one fruit on it.” said Scott.
“Can we split it?”

“No. The entire fruit, including the seeds,
must be eaten to remove the poison.” said the man quietly.

“I see.” said Scott.

“You should eat it. You’re young and have
much to live for.”

Scott glanced at the old man. Briefly he
wondered if this was some sort of test. It seemed highly likely
that he was being tested by this old man to see if he had a good
heart or whatever. That sort of thing was common, right?

In the end, it did not matter. He would fail
his test, or perhaps pass it, because of his actions now. Still, he
refused to let someone die just for his sake. Scott went and
plucked the heart-shaped fruit from the bush, a bush that looked
nothing like a mongoose.

“Here.” said Scott.

“No, you should eat it. An old man’s life is
not worth as much as a young man’s life.” said the elder.

“That’s stupid. Without the wisdom of old
people, young people wouldn’t do anything but have sex and fight
all day.” said Scott with a smile. His expression shifted right
after as he felt a sudden pain in his chest. It was like his heart
had temporarily ceased up.

“Son, listen to this old man. There is a
season, a time for everything. Do you understand?” said the
elder.

“I’m not going to let you die just because
you feel bad for me helping you.” said Scott, just before a bead of
sweat rolled down the side of his face. He was starting to feel
hot.

The old man looked him in the eyes, and said.
“When a man plants a seed, he expects it to grow. Why would he do
otherwise?”

Scott looked at the old man for a moment then
said as lightly as he could in the situation. “Time, like the
mighty honey badger, does not give a fuck. Even young people die,
and it is never before their time, even if it is a tragedy.”

Harsh words to be certain, but there is a
truth to them that cannot be denied. Days pass without care or
concern for those who must live them. Life and death happened due
to choices people made or random events that were inflicted upon
them.

“How can that be true? The natural order of
things dictates that the old dies in order to make way for the
new.” said the old man quietly. He seemed to be having trouble
staying awake.

“The natural order of things can kiss my ass.
Now eat the damned fruit and live to annoy random naked men another
day!” snapped Scott.

The elder’s eyes widened in surprise “You’re
a sorcerer and you say such a thing?”

“What good is having the power to blow up a
city if I can’t even get one old man to see reason and eat a damned
piece of fruit?”

The old man stared at Scott briefly then
tilted his head to the side. “What good is an old man’s life if
ending it would save the life of a man with such a power?”

Scott was starting to lose it. His heart
ceased up again and his vision started to blur. He could eat the
fruit, there was even time to knock on the damned door. The old man
was wasting time. Was this a test or just some old fart who wanted
to annoy him to the end?

“What if the man- What if that man, was not a
good man?” Scott pressed the fruit toward the old man’s mouth and
started to pant heavily. His body felt like it was on fire. He did
not have long left.

The old man smiled at Scott then placed his
hand gently against the fruit and pushed it away with far more
strength that he was supposed to have. “What if he is, but thinks
passing a test is as simple as being selfless?”

“W-what if he, he doesn’t care about passing
if it means an old man dies.”

The old man tilted his head to the side then
nodded. “Good point.” said the old man before he plucked the fruit
from Scott’s hand and took a bite from it.

Scott collapsed to the ground and gasped
feebly. His heart started to clench and seize erratically. His legs
spasmed wildly.

“You fail by the way, but good point.” said
the old man before nibbling delicately on the fruit in his
hand.

Scott tried to laugh but he lost the energy
to do even that. He could barely breathe. It was hard to even move
his body. He had failed the test already. It figured.

The old man finished off the fruit then
licked his finger. “So good.”

He glanced down at Scott. “So, was it worth
it to die to save an old man you didn’t even know?”

Scott did his best to nod. He would have done
it anyway. This guy was one of those mystical assholes who lived on
mountains, but even so, he would not let someone die to save his
own butt.

“You’re an idiot.” said the elder.

Scott used the last of the energy left in his
body to force a smile and then closed his eyes. He would rather be
an idiot that sacrifice people for his own sake.

“Such contentment in death.” The old man
stood up then casually slung Scott’s body over his shoulder. He
walked over to the gate and knocked on it with the gate
knocker.

“Hey no entrance till the sun rises!” howled
the gate.

“Shut up gate. Let me in.” said the old
man.

“Oh, sorry master.” said the chatty entryway.
The gates opened slowly revealing the stairway beyond.

The elder carried the corpse up the stairs
without care or concern for the weight. Once he reached the citadel
he stepped into the court yard and several robed men raced forward.
“Master!”

“Take this thing to the altar.”

“The altar master? No one has been taken
there in quite some time.”

“Yes, yes. Just go.” The master tossed
Scott’s body onto the stone courtyard floor then wandered off
toward a nearby bench. He wanted to sit and watch the sun rise, as
was his custom.

Two of the robed men reached down and each of
them took one of Scott’s arms. They dragged him through a set of
massive stone double doors that led into the mountain.

**

Light, the enemy of sleep, it poured in
through the half closed blinds of Scott’s bedroom and speared him
in the face. His eyes fluttered open and then he hissed at the
light of day in protest of his sudden awakening.

Scott looked around and sighed. “Dead, huh?”
He had died and failed his test. Now he was back on Earth, forced
out of ARS for twenty-four hours.

“Man, this blows.” He said before he tried to
sit up. He blinked when he realized how difficult it was to do
so.

He pulled back the covers and looked down to
see what the problem was and his eyes widened in shock. “The
hell?”

His bedroom door opened and a tired looking
woman with stringy blond hair poked her head in. “What is it,
honey?”

“Sarah?” asked Scott in further surprise.
What the hell was going on here?

“Yeah? Did you call me?” she asked.

“Uh no…. Just, the hell?” asked Scott in
confusion. What was going on, seriously?

“The hell what? Breakfast’s almost ready. Oh,
you’re going to have to pick up the kids from school today.”

“Kids?” Scott stared at her like she had
grown a second head.

“Don’t give me that look! You know I had to
take Glitter’s shift at the club tonight.” she said in
annoyance.

Scott slid out of bed, his beer gut jiggled
in protest at the sudden movement. “Sarah? What the hell are you
doing here?”

Sarah looked at him, surprise obvious on her
features. “What do you mean?”

Scott flailed his arms around at the sad
looking little room, “This!” He looked at her. “Us!”

She looked hurt for a moment then shook her
head. “You know what. I don’t want to do this now.”

“Want what? What is this?” asked Scott in
annoyance.

“Sometimes I wonder! Fuck it, I’m going for a
walk. You can finish cooking your own damned breakfast!” snapped
Sarah, before she turned and stormed out of the room.

Scott watched her go, still confused by what
was happening. He looked down at his beer gut and cringed. “Damn,
so hairy…”

There was something wrong here. Had he died
and gone to a different Earth? What was this? He walked into the
bathroom to splash a little water on his face. The man he saw in
the streaked and dirty bathroom mirror frightened him. It was
Scott, but as an older man. He looked to be in his late thirties,
perhaps early forties. He was balding on top and had the look of a
man who had been defeated by life.

“Fuck, I look like a bum… and my hair’s
brown.” He frowned at the specter in the mirror. That was not him!
He was not that guy!

Scott stepped back from the mirror and shook
his head. No, this was not happening. This could not be real. He
was a sorcerer!

“Magic!” Scott slammed his hands out and
called out, “Freeze!”

He accomplished nothing with his hand gesture
and command but a healthy jiggle of his belly fat. Jiggling around
knocked something loose inside of him and he realized that he had
to use the bathroom.

“Dammit…” He closed the door and lifted the
toilet lid. The moment he saw his masculine equipment he nearly
cried. His manly bait and tackle were far from ideal. The
bait seemed alright enough, but the tackle hung loose and looked
like it too had been defeated by life.

“No, no….” He shook his head. It could not
be, this could not be! He was married with children. His balls were
saggy and sad. This was not right!

Scott started shouting names of the people he
knew. He started with Ero, the sweet fairy who had been with him
every moment since they had met. After he received no answer, he
continued with the various names of Rhea. Neither Rhea, Aria, nor
Origin answered him. He continued to yell out names and asked for
help, but no one came to tell him what had happened.

He burst into tears. This could not be
happening. It was too much.

He sat down on the toilet and clutched his
head in his hands. This was not his life. Sarah was not his
cheating wife!

Sadly, no matter how he denied it, he
continued to persist inside the nightmare that he now called
existence. There was no log out, no beautiful goddess to love him.
He had neither fairy BFF nor magical powers. He had only a beer gut
and the anger of a woman who he had last spoken to months after she
had dumped him.

The problem was, that this life was far more
likely to be true and he knew it. Didn’t he just wake up in his own
bed? What was more likely, that he was an elbow-dropping fire
hurling sorcerer, or a balding middle-aged man married to a
stripper.

He could literally feel the reality of the
situation rushing in around him. His body felt like it was being
pressed in a vice. His heart beat faster, the walls seemed as
though they might close in at any moment.

“Daddy?” asked a small, sweet, voice.

Scott was on the verge of hyperventilating,
and the sound of that voice had startled him greatly. He nearly
fell back off the rim of the tub.

“Did you call me? Are you OK?” asked the
voice. She knocked gently on the door.

“W-who… who is it?” asked Scott.

“Dad? It’s Rhea, are you OK?”

Scott blinked then stared at the door.
“Rhea?” he asked, surprise rose up in his tone almost as quickly as
he rose from the tub. His brain removed the parts about her calling
him daddy. He had obviously not heard her right.

He tore the door open and exclaimed, “Rhea!”
and looked expectantly at the space before him. He saw no one.

“Dad?” asked the voice again.

He looked down and saw a little blond haired
girl who had her hair tied back in a ponytail. She had the
prettiest jade green eyes.

“Rhea…?” he asked her slowly.

“Dad, are you alright?” she looked up at him
fearfully.

Her eyes were Rhea’s eyes. Her face was a
tiny child-like Rhea’s face. Only her hair and ears were different.
She did not have the vibrant blue hair of the elf woman he loved,
she had the normal blond hair of Sarah. Her ears did not taper to
delicate points, they were rounded like a normal girl.

He wanted to do a lot of things upon seeing
her face, upon seeing the lie. But it was like he had been punched
in the heart and he had no strength left to do any of those things.
Scott collapsed to the ground. His consciousness faded.

When he awoke again, it was in a different
room. There were tubes running into his arm and he could hear the
beep of medical machines.

“He’s awake! Oh god!” called out Sarah’s
voice.

Scott looked over to her and saw that she was
wrapped in a white sheet. “Sarah…?”

She rushed over to his side and kissed him on
the head and cheeks. “You’re, OK!”

“What… Happened?” asked Scott.

“You collapsed! Scared poor Rhea to death.”
said Sarah with a hint of annoyance in her voice.

From the seat she had been sitting in, her
cell phone rang. Sarah glanced at it then looked away quickly.

Scott tilted his head to the side. “Gonna
answer that?”

“Not right now.” she said. Something about
how she had said that caused a spike of anger to wash over him.

A painful silence ensued. The phone started
to ring again after a few minutes and she glanced at it.

Scott took a shot in the dark. “Is it
Jake?”

“Dammit, you just collapsed. We don’t need to
go through this…” she said.

Scott frowned darkly but did not say
anything. Pieces of the puzzle began to fit into place. They even
made a strange sort of sense, albeit some of the implications were
disturbing as hell.

It started to ring for a third time and Scott
glanced at her. “Just go ahead.”

She sighed loudly then walked over and
snatched up her phone. She went outside to answer it, but Scott
could hear the angry masculine voice over the phone just before the
door shut. He could not forget that voice. It was the voice of a
man who he wanted to strangle using his own entrails.

Scott continued to lie in bed while Sarah
spent quite some time in the hallway chatting with what was
probably her lover. While the medical machines beeped and whirred,
and the intravenous tubes filled him with life-saving fluid, he
thought about everything that had happened.

It all made sense. He had gone to sleep last
night and dreamed a fantastic and disturbing dream. It was a
wish-fulfillment fantasy where a goddess loved him
indiscriminately, and he had been freed of his relationship with a
woman who loved another man.

Sure, it was a sick and disturbing thought
that the so-called goddess of love had been patterned off of his
own daughter, but who better to love him ceaselessly. What other
creature of this world could possibly love a man like a daughter
loved her father?

Everything made so much sense now. He’d
dreamed a beautiful dream and now he had awakened from it.

The problem was that he did not remember any
of the last few years. How long had they been married? When was
little Rhea born? Sarah had mentioned kids, but he only knew about
Rhea. Were there other children? Given the situation where they
even his kids? A massive chunk of his life was simply gone. Because
of that, it was impossible to completely let go of the dream.

“What was I doing?” He could remember his
dream in such clear detail. There was nothing within his memory
that spoke to the last few years of his real life.

He tried to think clearly about the most
recent days of his life. Nothing came to mind. However, when he
thought of the dream he clearly recalled failing the test to follow
the path of balance.

The word balance struck in his mind. Maybe
that was the key to his life in this world? Scott nodded slowly.
That made sense. Maybe the dream had happened because he wanted to
live a more fulfilling life?

“What does finding balance even mean,
though?” he asked the empty air. The sorcerer class in his dream
had simply been a method of having a hybrid of magic and martial
arts. Balance in that case had simply been to choose a class that
took a middle road, one that had equal magic and martial arts but
did not allow for maximum usage of both.

What would balance be in this situation? He
was married to a woman who was really with another man. Why would
he accept that? He could see it being possible if it were for the
sake of the kids, but why not just cut ties with Sarah and live
nearby? Shared custody was not that much of a problem, was it? They
seemed to be on reasonable terms despite her cheating heart. It
would be as close to amicable as a divorce could get. Why had he
stayed?

He snorted, “Another piece of the puzzle.”
Wasn’t that the same thing as the dream? He had been with his
goddess, but then came Ero the best friend. In the real
world, the sexy little fairy was named Jake. Meanwhile the goddess
was Scott. Sarah was in Scott’s position and she obviously cared
about both men.

Of course, it could also be the opposite. The
memory he had from the dream indicated that Jake and Sarah had been
together first. In that situation, Scott would be the sexy fairy.
That actually made a little more sense, as he had come along
afterward, but Sarah wanted to be with Jake.

Scott could tell that Sarah obviously cared
about him, did not want to see him hurt. She just did not love him
as much as he loved her.

“Damn, I’m such a fuck up.” muttered Scott.
It all made so much sense! Everything. He bet that even the damned
grass rats had been something related to his feeling that some
sneaky bastard would jump him at any moment. When he had put on
their sacred skirt they had attacked, enraged that he would mock
their beliefs. What had he taken and held against someone?

It became obvious after the moment. He was
such an idiot. He had not stayed with Sarah for the sake of Rhea.
She had stayed with him. Rhea was the sacred thing that he
used against her.

He had dreamed a dream of being perfect and
finding the love of someone equally perfect. The reality was that
it was just like the old fart who’d eaten the piece of fruit had
said. “The wise old asshole was right. I am an idiot.”

His entire journey had been a desire to find
a way to have everything that he wanted. Life did not work that
way, though. No matter what, he could not make this imperfect clay
he called his life into anything truly perfect. His life was a
bunch of things that happened around him and to him.

Scott had let life happen to him and he had
used passive aggressive methods, or ignored various situations as a
means of coping with the randomness of his existence. He had lacked
ambition, drive. The people he cared for had been hurt by his lack
of resolve, and he had hurt himself the most because he had become
the creature that he had seen in the mirror.

He had neglected the one thing that needed to
be tended to the most. He had neglected to actually choose a path,
and instead had simply let it be chosen for him. That was not
balance. That was bullshit.

If he wanted balance in his life, he would
need to stop letting it lead him around by the nose. Listening to
the advice and directions of others was one thing. Allowing that
advice to solely direct his existence was another. He had to live
his life, not allow others to live it through him.

Scott closed his eyes for a moment then
slowly opened them. He blinked twice when he realized that he was
no longer in the hospital room. Instead, he was sitting on a cold
stone slab out in the open air.

A newly familiar voice called out to him.
“So, even an idiot can learn? Who knew?”

“Old asshole?” asked Scott in confusion.
Where was he? Why was the old fruit eating fart here?

Several robed men drew back in horror. He had
really insulted the master like that? What audacity!

However, the master merely laughed then
nodded his ancient head. “Frequently, I am that. So, how was it
young one? Did you learn what you needed to know to find true
balance?”

Scott grew pensive. He realized that
everything he had just experienced had probably been nothing more
than a dream. “Yes.” said Scott decisively. “Honestly, I would have
preferred not to see… whatever that was, though.”

“Of course you wouldn’t want to see that.
It’s exactly what you needed to see to realize the truth, whatever
that truth may be.” said the wise old asshole.

“Thank you, for the lesson.” said Scott. “I
truly needed to see that, even if I never want to see it
again.”

The elder laughed a little. “Good. You’re
still learning. That is good. The venom of the Greater Shadow Cobra
attacks the heart, but not just the physical one. It poisons the
soul and inflicts extremely real hallucinations. They cause their
prey to fall into a world of dreams that is difficult to awaken
from.”

“I see, so that was all a hallucination?”
asked Scott.

“In a way. We use the venom and a special
ritual to cause the one being tested to confront their true nature.
The ritual forces the random nightmares caused by the venom to
become something profound.” said the wise old bastard.

“I don’t think I have ever wanted to thank
someone for poisoning me before, but I do.”

The ancient sorcerer laughed warmly then
nodded his head. “Go in peace with your newfound understanding of
balance. Master Jacobs.”

The robed sorcerers babbled about that for a
moment. There had not been a new master named in three years. Few
people could withstand the truth of their existence and fewer still
would realize what they needed to do about it.

“Master Jacobs?” asked Scott. “How do you
know my last name?”

The old master smiled beatifically then made
a gesture with his hand and disappeared. He really was an old
asshole. Scott had to admit it though, the old man knew how to make
a dramatic exit.


Chapter 20:
Balance

Fingers flexed mechanically for a moment before they
curled into a powerful fist. That fist shot forward and was then
drawn back once more before being slammed forward again. The action
was repeated a few times and then repeated again with his other
fist.

Scott, the owner of those fists, leapt up and
performed an expert spinning crescent kick. He then immediately
moved forward into a series of rapid punches that were a blur of
motion. He moved swiftly into a flying knee-strike and performed a
flip in the air before landing lightly on his feet.

“This… This is great.” He said with a sense
of wonder. Since his class upgrade he had felt a sense of
connection with his body that he had not sensed before. It was like
he truly understood himself for the first time.

He had been good at fighting unarmed before.
But who he was before, and who he was now, were two different
people.

Scott thought of the parting words of the
sorcerers at the Dawn Citadel. He had been told that the greatest
strength of a sorcerer was not his magic or his physical ability.
The greatest strength was his understanding.

At the time that had seemed like random
mysticism for the sake of being mystical, but after experiencing
how well he moved now he had to admit that there was a certain
truth to what they said. At the very least, he understood the
motions of his body better on an innate level.

“Go upon the dawn so that you may return a
master of the twilight.” said Scott before he nodded his head. That
was what Rhea had said to him cryptically before he had left on his
journey of a thousand miles. It was no longer a cryptic statement.
He had become a Twilight Master, a sorcerer who had developed a
level of mastery of both mind and body far beyond what a normal
sorcerer might achieve.

His every movement was infused with his life
force and mana. Yet, not enough of either was taken to lose a
single point unless a spell was cast. Scott thought for a moment
then performed a rapid series of punches and kicks. As his did so,
his body glowed a soft blue-white light and the air around him
dropped by several degrees. He drew elemental water energy from the
world around him and converted it to an aura of ice that would give
his attacks elemental status. He could see how such a thing would
be amazingly useful in this world as it did not take any of his
mana to use it!

The Twilight Master was a being capable of
drawing on the energies of the world around him and making it his
own. At Scott’s current level of understanding he could only infuse
his body with elemental force to bolster attack and defense. In
this world that understanding would have grown as he gained actual
levels. However, he would grow into his class on the classic
server, a place where skill was earned through hard work instead of
merely murdering the occasional dancing rat. Advancement and the
way his abilities manifested would work a little differently there,
but the latter was still true. Effort and understanding would equal
success.

Scott closed his eyes and listened to the
world around him. He truly listened to it for the first time. The
sound of the wind as it gently flowed past the leaves mixed with
the birds singing their sweet songs of morning to create something
of a natural orchestra. The beauty and tranquility inherent in the
world was a thing of wonder to him now.

He opened his eyes slowly and saw a squirrel
idly cross the road. It had neither care nor concern for his
presence. Before his class upgrade, the animals often went silent
when he came near. Now, he made no movements. He simply watched
them go about their lives, and they allowed him to go about his
life as well.

“It is a wonder is it not?” asked a gentle
masculine voice.

Scott did not turn quickly to see the
newcomer as he would normally do. Instead, he smiled and answered
the voice without looking back. He knew who it was, he could sense
his unique energy signature. “Brother Desmende, you are right. It
truly is a wonder.”

“You learn quickly brother. That is to be
expected, but it is still wonderful to witness.” said the older man
softly before walking to Scott’s side.

“I saw you gazing upon your fist earlier.
What did you see?” asked the man.

Scott smiled. “The road ahead, brother.”

The old master, a different one than the
grand master who had tested him, Brother Desmende was the day to
day leader of the Dawn Call Citadel. He no longer journeyed across
the land. Instead of adventuring, he administered to the needs of
his brethren. He also taught the basic lessons necessary for a new
master to grow into his role.

“The week is almost over, brother. Are you
ready to travel that road?” asked Desmende.

After his awakening, Scott had needed to
learn the basics of being a Twilight Master. He had spent a week at
the citadel living and working with the acolytes and his three
brothers. He had not seen the grand master again, but he suspected
that the man was still around somewhere watching his progress.

“Yes, Brother Desmende. I am.” Scott looked
to the older man and said. “I now know that I have wanted to travel
that road for the whole of my life.”

“Walk it well, brother, wherever it may
lead.” The older man clapped his hands together once and inclined
his head.

Scott repeated the action, a sign of respect
from one master to another, though Brother Desmende was much
farther along his personal road. “I have mastered the twilight that
I may become the path of dawn.”

“May the light that illuminates your path
bring peace to those who witness it.”

“Farewell, brother.” said Scott.

“Farewell.” said Desmende before he waved his
hand and slowly disappeared.

Scott watched the space where the man had
stood before then chuckled. “I have got to learn how they do
that.”

A calmer and more focused Scott stepped
forward on the long road before him. His week had been spent mostly
in contemplation of his reason, his path to true balance. While he
had learned the basics of activating his new aura abilities and how
to move his body, the real training had been in stillness.

He had not mastered that simple act, despite
his new profession’s name, but he had a lifetime to do so. That was
the point. The path of balance was not something that someone took
for a single day, it was a journey that lasted throughout an entire
lifetime. It began with a sorcerer’s first breath and continued
until the last.

Scott had needed that time, that simple
stillness. Throughout the entire time that he had been on ARS he
had been soaked in the blood of creatures that he did not know. He
had done so solely for the desire to become stronger. Now he knew
that such a thing was seen as proper in this world, without the
need for a justification. Everything wanted to live, to grow. All
creatures desired to become strong enough to survive anything that
might befall them. From the tiny squirrel that he had just seen, to
the mightiest dragon, this world was one where power came through
determination. Surprisingly, he had learned that the natural
creatures of the world did not hold grudges when they were killed.
They would respawn in time to live their lives once more. Only
people held such grudges, even if they were resurrected
somehow.

He had learned many things about life in this
world. The reason why the grassrats had become afraid and
frustrated long ago, and why the world itself had sought to punish
him was much clearer to him now. As he thought of the grassrats,
Scott decided that he would go to Victory Station.

Scott took one step and smiled. Every journey
began with a single step. He set out at a steady trot and then
increased his running speed to what he could safely maintain.

It took him two days to reach the place where
his journey had begun a few months prior. He’d had to stop and ask
directions at a few towns along the way. He did not know exactly
where Victory Station was in comparison to his previous location.
However, the path had become clear and he had walked it with
swiftness and surety.

He walked slowly into the grasslands and
stood there for a moment. He said nothing, he merely listened. He
listened to the light wind blowing through the grass. He listened
to the chirp of the few grassland birds that dared live near the
grassrats, and he listened to the droning buzz of insects.

As he listened, he thought of the past and of
what he had decided to do. Soon he heard a soft rustling noise in
the grass.

 


[Your presence has been noticed…]

 


Scott did not react. He had already known
that he had been spotted by the grass rats. He could feel them
coming closer. Their tiny little lights flickered in his newfound
awareness. He could sense a disquiet among them, and a fearful
curiosity tinged with anger. He was not a true empath, but part of
his training had been in sensing the nature of a thing by
understanding the nature of their spiritual signature. The
grassland was filled with anxiety at the moment.

 


[Dozens of eyes gaze at you from within the sea of
grass…]

 


Scott was not certain why that sort of
messaging rarely appeared in other places. However, he suspected
that since this was an area where new players might appear that it
was set up as a sort of tutorial section.

“My name is Scott Jacobs. I have done you
wrong.” said Scott gently. He knew that these rats could understand
him. They were much more intelligent than someone might think. They
had their own form of shamanism and social structure after all.

The rustling in the grass stopped upon
hearing his voice. It was as though the Grassrats were surprised to
hear such an admission.

“It is normal, understandable, for us to
fight each other. Sometimes your people win. Sometimes one such as
I might win. Life continues, and things remain in balance. However,
I did you wrong and I have come to apologize.” said Scott.

The grass began to rustle a little after a
moment. He could feel dozens of Grassrats moving toward him.

“A fight with you is normal. However, I used
your own traditions to enrage you, to make you angry and afraid. I
took something sacred to you and wore it solely to anger you to the
point that many of you would attack at once. You did not deserve
that.” he said gently, sincerity evident in his tone.

A few soft chittering sounds could be heard
after that. The rats drew a little closer.

“I do not expect your forgiveness. I do not
even ask it. I only wish you to know that I understand what I have
done is wrong. I will not do it again.”

The chittering returned. Soon another message
appeared before him.

 


[The Grassrats are uncertain. They do not
understand why you would come to them and explain your
actions.]

 


Scott smiled without showing his teeth.
“Soon, I will leave this land and will not return. Before I leave,
I want to make amends.”

 


[The Grassrats have considered your words, but are
uncertain of their sincerity. They wish to test your resolve and
desire to make things right, that you respect their right to
live.]

 


“What can I do to show my sincerity? How can
I show you that I respect your right to live?” asked Scott.

The chittering intensified and then slowly
subsided after a time. The rats were conferring on the matter.

When the chittering stopped altogether two of
the rats moved forward. Scott looked down and saw a Grassrat appear
before him. It held something in its paws. The cute little rat
stood up on its hind legs and presented that something to Scott. It
looked like a little ball of fur, but then it began to wriggle. A
tiny little head rose up and beady little eyes blinked at him.

 


[The Grassrats have decided that the only way to
believe your sincerity is to entrust one of their children to you.
In that way, you may come to know them better.]

 


Scott blinked. “I’m leaving this land,
though. This baby can never return here.”

The grass rat made a chittering sound
reminiscent of a sigh then closed its eyes. It lifted the baby
higher. The decision had been made.

Scott was not sure what to do. He might not
be able to take the baby to the classic server. He wanted to make
amends but was not certain of what to do. He could not take the
baby Grassrat with him knowing that he might have to abandon
it.

“Where I go, I might not be able to take that
little one. If I can’t, I will bring the baby back here and accept
that you will never accept my sincerity.” said Scott. “Is that
alright?”

The rats hiding in the grass chittered for a
moment then the one holding the baby nodded its head. Scott reached
out his hands and the tiny little ball of fur was place in his
cupped palms.

 


[The Grassrats have entrusted a precious
child to your care. The baby’s name is Herbert. He requires care
and feeding daily, and will grow rapidly. Please take good care of
him.]

 


“I will do my best for this little one. Thank
you.” said Scott.

The grass rat looked at him for a moment then
slowly crept forward. Scott did not react to its movements. When it
was close enough, it reached out and lightly patted Scott on the
foot then turned and scurried away into the grass.

Scott looked out at the grass for a while
then he looked down to the furry little rat in his hands. Herbert
looked up and blinked at him. His mouth opened wide and he
yawned.

The Twilight master shifted his new charge
into one hand then plucked a few pieces of grass and held one up
for the rodent. Herbert sniffed at it then reached out and gently
took it in his tiny little paws.

“You’re a cute one aren’t you?”

Herbert looked at him curiously then nodded.
Of course he was cute, this should go without saying. Scott laughed
a little and the rat began to chew on his blade of grass again.

**

Two weeks had passed since Scott had left on
his profession quest. Ero had done nothing but fret and worry
throughout the short separation. It was like Scott was her drug of
choice, and she was having withdrawals.

“Have you heard anything?” asked Ero.

Rhea sighed. That was the eighth time that
Ero had asked her about Scott that morning. “He should be here
soon. He’s using the world traveler system.”

“Scott’s coming! Yay!” Ero fluttered around
excitedly then tousled her hair a little. She wanted to look extra
cute for when he returned.

Rhea shook her head at the girl. She was
hopeless. Though, she was also certainly looking forward to seeing
Scott once more. The last few weeks had been hard, as she was no
longer accustomed to being without him.

A few hours passed and Scott arrived at the
small cottage they had used while hunting in the mountains. Ero and
Rhea called out to him excitedly and rushed over to see him.
However, they were brought up short by the sight of a cute little
rat sitting on his shoulder.

“Scott, is that a Grassrat?” asked Rhea in
surprise.

“It’s smaller than me!” said Ero also
surprised. She was not used to seeing living things smaller than
her.

Herbert chittered nervously then drew closer
to Scott’s neck. He had been riding on his shoulder, and was as
surprised by the girls as they were by him.

“Yeah, now we’re even.” said Scott
cheerfully.

“Even?”

“Yep. Two guys and two girls. The voting
should be even now. Goddess, I love having a little balance in my
life.” Scott reached up and lightly stroked Herbert on the back.
The little rat calmed down and made a happy noise.

“The rat gets a vote?” asked Ero cutely. What
were they voting on, anyway?

“His name is Herbert. Say hello to the pretty
ladies, Herbert.”

The Grassrat rose up on his hind legs,
shakily, and waved one paw back and forth at them. He quickly sat
down again. He was only a baby, so standing up like that was still
hard for him.

“Adorable!” squealed Ero before fluttering
over to meet the new addition to the family. She reached out to him
and he lifted a paw. She took that paw and then another. Soon they
were both swaying back and forth like they were dancing. Herbert
made another happy noise and Ero giggled joyfully.

“Cuteness overload.” said Scott with a
smile.

Rhea smiled at him in kind and stepped
closer. “How was it?”

“Enlightening.” said Scott. He reached up
with the hand that wasn’t attached to a shoulder that currently
held an Ero-Grassrat dance party and lightly caressed Rhea’s
cheek.

“Was it?” she asked tenderly.

“I love you Rhea. You and Ero, and hopefully
Herbert, you’re the best family a man could have.” he replied.

“Hopefully Herbert?” asked Ero. She had
already began to become attached to the cute little thing. Cute
little things did often enjoy each other’s company after all.

“I don’t know if I can take him to the other
server. The Grassrats know it is possible that I can’t take him on
my journey. I’ve explained it to him the best that I can, and he’s
agreed to give it a go with us if he can.” said Scott.

Herbert nodded and made a little fist with
his right paw. Herbert was ready for adventure!

“Explain how it happened that he is with
you?” asked Rhea.

Scott did just that. He told the girls of his
journey to the citadel, and how he had learned what he needed to
advance in his profession. He then spoke of his realization that he
had done wrong to the Grassrats and had decided that the first step
to mastering his life was to clear the air and make amends to those
whom he had harmed unjustly.

“It should be fine then. Pets aren’t normally
transferrable, but since he is a baby and Grassrats also exist in
the other server there should be no issues. We’ll just add him as
guardian beast, though that means that when you go to Earth, he’ll
go with you as well.” said Rhea.

“Do you hear that Herbert? You get to go!”
exclaimed Ero happily.

Herbert stood up and clapped his little paws
together then made a happy chittering noise. That was fantastic
news as far as he was concerned. He’d already started to like
Scott, and it seemed like he had made new friends. Adventuring was
wonderful. Everything was so exciting and new!

After that was decided, the little family
began to discuss recent days and plans for the future. Scott asked
about how Ero was feeling and she assured him that she was fine.
Fairy pregnancies were different than such things were among humans
or elves. It could take a few days or a hundred years. The little
light inside of her fed on the energy of love and joy that was
shared between her parents. It took a lot of both to bring a new
fairy into the world.

Rhea revealed that there would be server
updates soon for the classic server. Sadly, some of what she had
told Scott about how the world worked would be outdated
information, but things had to change a little if the new continent
Theta was working on was to be added in a few years.

The group spoke of many things and Scott
smiled through it all. The harmony of his little family group was
at an all-time high and for once in his life he could properly
enjoy his relationships with people. He loved the girls dearly, and
would need to make sure they both knew that in word and deed.
Herbert, the new addition would be cared for as he was family as
well.

At some point in the future Ero would bring
their joyful little light into the world, and that too would be a
blessing. Scott had never known such contentment. For the first
time in his life, he was truly at peace.

###

 


Thank you for reading this next moderately exciting
volume of Origin ARS! It is thanks to readers like you that this
story continues. There are many wonderful things to come in
upcoming installments, a whole new server to explore! Things will
be a little different at times, but expect more of the humor and
odd social interactions to continue unabated.

 


Thanks again! I'll you see all again when volume five
is released.

 


Scottie Futch
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