
        
            
                
            
        

    
Does she really intend for us to share a bed?

Her arms slid around my waist from behind. “I know what you’re thinking.”

“Do you?” I asked, my shaft quickly growing in my pants, aroused at the thought of spearing my elven companion’s tight, wet cunt for hours through the night.

“Mhm. Did Sylvis just get one bed because she wants me to fuck her in it? Well, Mister Hildran, that’s exactly what I want.”

I turned to her, looking down at her, struck once more by her beauty. She seemed even more beautiful somehow, as if now that I knew she was a magic user, her mysterious aura had made her more alluring. She was wearing just a skimpy white nightgown that came to her midsection, along with a pair of thin white panties.

“So this is your way of saying thanks,” I murmured as she took my hands, placing them on her breasts. She leaned in and brushed her nose against mine, kissing me softly on the cheek, rubbing her fingers just below the place where I’d been cut.

“That, and you’re extremely sexy. I’ve wanted you since the moment I first saw you, when I was in that stupid cage.”

The Captured Mage Part I: Finding Sylvis

“You only have two choices, Jason. Work on the project, or don’t. One will get you loads of money and probably a raise. One...won’t.” My boss, Alicia, gave me a smug smirk as she folded her arms.

I stood in her office one morning, exhausted despite having chugged two energy drinks and a donut. I felt worn out, run ragged, sucked dry. My job — a programmer making upwards of $80,000 a year — was great in terms of money, but draining.

Not to mention, it did nothing for my love life.

My gaze swept over Alicia’s body. She was sexy as hell, with full breasts she always kept hidden under a white crisp blouse and jacket. Her miniskirt came just below her thighs, giving hint to the perfect, full ass and other secrets underneath. A set of crisp black heels completed her outfit — heels that were now crossed, one leg over the other, as she watched me with that coy smirk.

Teasing me. As if to say, you’ll always want me, but you can never have me.

“Fine,” I said with a sigh, running my hand through my hair. “I’ll do it.”

“Excellent. I’ll email you the details. You can get started right away.” She peered intently at me from her perch against the desk. “Jason, don’t disappoint me on this one.”

“You know I won’t, Ms. Starner.”

She nodded once, then turned, her perfect ass swaying as she went back around to the desk. “Good.”

With a wave of her hand, she dismissed me, and I was heading back down the bleak, gray hallway of the building to my cubicle.

Any other guy would’ve been thrilled to have my life. With the awesome pay, respect from my co-workers, and a smoking hot boss, what else could I want?

Somehow it wasn’t enough.

The things I’d yearned for in college, studying computer science — things like adventure, exploration, love, romance, conquest...

They seemed impossible now.

Now my life was rote, routine, repeat. Sit down. Open up a spreadsheet. Check emails. Code. Listen to Alicia’s barking orders. Go home at the end of the day with my tail between my legs and zero hope of ever getting laid.

The only relief I had was a game, a VRMMO called Cloudborne.

I’d picked it up one day at the game store on a friend’s recommendation. Cloudborne let you do everything depending on your desired game experience. You could play a typical hack ‘n slash RPG. You could go for a story-based route with lots of character development. Or you could play a more strategic option, building businesses and trade routines, crafting an in-depth player economy.

Or you could opt for a mixed style of play, which was my choice.

You could also have sex. Lots and lots of sex.

I’d gotten hooked immediately the day after picking it up, clocking several hours of leveling up and gameplay. On first logging in, I’d created a character: Hildran, a male rogue. I’d customized my stats, appearance and armor, starting out at level one.

The game was richly-detailed, with fully-colored leaves on the trees, swaying as the wind blew through them. As I’d ventured through the forest on my first day, a stream had trickled by me, the sound so realistic I just knew I was there. Everything about this world was so much better. I had a goal — get to the main city (Stillhaven) and find work to earn gold — and I had perfectly-tuned stats and challenges. I defeated kobolds and basilisks without much trouble, using the starting sword and pistol I’d been given. I felt powerful — but I also felt immersed.

On the way to Stillhaven, I’d noticed other things.

Female players. Elves and human, many with very nice...assets. One had teamed up with me briefly: a human mage, her armor deliciously skimpy. The robe she wore had the sides cut open, showing her full hips, and the top was pretty risqué too. I had to keep forcing myself to keep my eyes on the road, not her full, swaying cleavage and the tips of her pert nipples poking through the fabric.

We’d parted ways with a friendly handshake, her small hand feeling warm and inviting in my larger one. Warmth had filled me at that moment — as well as a throbbing ache in my balls, my cock soon swelling in my trousers. Seems I needed to get laid in the game world as badly as I did in the real one.

But that was last time I played. I was back in the real world, with my real job... that completely sucked.

If only I could go full-time into Cloudborne. And never have to come back.

There were other things about the game that drew me in. The fact it had a morality system, allowing players to receive “dark” or “light” points, was something a bit different. The morality system only worked when interacting with NPCs and regular quests. For other players... well, you could still make good or bad choices. They just wouldn’t affect your morality score.

When I got home from work the next day, I relaxed onto my bed and fired up my VR system. Display headset and earbuds firmly attached, I was instantly immersed in the virtual world, stepping into the shoes of Hildran.

Becoming him.

****

My first quest upon entering Cloudborne was to obtain a new skill: lockpicking.

I spoke to my trainer — an attractive, well-built, golden-haired elven female named Enaia. She gave me a set of thieves’ tools I could use to open chests and locked boxes, showing me how to turn the metal picks in the lock.

“So that’s all I need to do?” I asked.

“Sure is. Now, you try.” She offered me the picks.

I knelt down to the locked box and began working at it. It took a few tries but soon, the box opened with a satisfying click.

I opened the box, my eyes widening in surprise. “Handcuffs?”

She smiled. “You never know when you might need to use them on someone in your future travels.”

I chuckled and stood up, tucking them into my pouch. “So, what’s my next step?”

“You’ve done extremely well in your tasks so far. I think you deserve a reward,” Enaia purred. She came right up to me, sliding her slender arms around my neck.

Surprised, I asked, “Are you sure?”

“Positive, Hildran.” She caressed my ear with her lips.

I set my hands on her hips, taking in a deep breath. I wasn’t very well-versed sexually in the real world — but as Hildran, I had a different background. Hildran was a rogue — a dashing, handsome rogue who could score as much pussy as he wanted.

Which meant I actually knew what I was doing with women — and had a much stronger effect on them.

Enaia kissed up and down the side of my neck, wiggling her butt in my hands as I squeezed the full globes. She smiled and began unbuttoning her gauzy, thin black robe, revealing her breasts to me. I caressed each one and squeezed them, enjoying the luscious feel of them in my hands.

I kissed her breasts, sucking gently on her nipples, enjoying the soft moans she gave. Taking control, I opened her robe all the way and revealed her smooth flat tummy and sexy, shaved pussy. I kissed my way down, her hands going to my hair and sliding through it. I swirled my tongue in her navel and smiled up at her. She gazed down at me, her eyes — glowing faintly blue with magical elven energy — showing a hunger for me that hardened my cock to full.

As my mouth reached her glistening wet pussy, she purred, “Yes, baby...kiss that pussy. Suck it. I want your tongue in me.” I pulled her puffy cunt lips apart and licked up and down, my tongue slipping inside her and feeling her inner walls, fingers playing with her clit. She gasped and pressed her hips into me. “Yesssss, Hildran...that feels amazing. Keep doing it...don’t stop...”

As she ground her pussy against my stubbled face, I held her hips and sucked hard. We were in a small, secluded room off to one side in the Stillhaven Rogue’s Guild. Aside from a few candles, the room was mysterious and dark, the ambient lighting enhancing the sensual mood of the moment. I sucked lustfully on her clit and flicked my tongue on it, plunging my fingers into her horny cunt.

She started moaning loud and clutched my hair, grasping it tightly in her slender fingers. She bucked against my face, cumming hard. Her juices coated my lips and jaw as she experienced a powerful orgasm, her whole body rocking violently. I held her tight, feeling her leg go around my neck, clutching me to her.

As she came down from her climax, I stood and pulled down my trousers, freeing my large, hard cock. I turned her around, pulling her ass back against me, and threw her robe up. The fabric shimmered as it settled around her hips, her pussy and ass now naked and exposed to me. I lined my cock up at her entrance — and plunged inside her, making her squeal with delight.

She held onto the table in front of her as I pounded her tight, wet pussy. It had been a long time since I’d been inside a woman, and this gorgeous little elf was one hot number. I watched her butt bounce in time with my thrusts, her soft inner walls squeezing me perfectly, as if trying to draw the seed straight from my balls.

She gasped and I felt delicious spasms around my thrusting rod. Enaia was cumming. “Oh yes...don’t stop...fuck me hard with that big cock...it’s so deep, so good,” she moaned. I pounded her right through her climax, sending her into another one — then felt my own triggered, plunging gin deep and spurting my seed.

After I had drenched her insides with my cum, I pulled out, my cock leaving a white trail down her pussy and inner thigh. It was a sight that made my balls ache anew, seeing my lithe elf trainer now drenched in my cum. But I couldn’t stay around to fuck her all day; I had work to do, and we both knew it.

She pulled her panties up and moved her robe back down to cover herself. I noticed she didn’t wipe my cum away. “Thanks for that, stud,” she said, smiling and moving in to kiss me. The kiss was brief, but hot — and grateful. She had been as much in need of orgasm as I.

When we had cleaned up, she led me into the strategy room to show me my main quest.

“I’ll need you to go here,” Enaia said, pointing to a dark patch on the map. It looked like woods of some sort, with illustrated trees drawn in neat elvish hand. “One of our chief scouts is being held there.”

“Held by?”

“Orcs.” Enaia gave me a grim look. “The Red Fist. One of the most brutal clans in the bunch.” She folded her arms, shifting her glowing gaze to the map. “Sylvis was captured three nights ago, which means she’s likely still alive.”

“What makes you think so?”

“Orcs keep their captives around for a while, using them as random or leverage. In this case, she’s worth a hefty bounty in one piece. They know we’d pay handsomely for her. More handsomely than we can afford.” She moved her gaze back to me. “That’s where you come in. We really need your help on this one, Hildran.”

“You can count on me.”

****

With a last kiss from Enaia for good luck, freshly-packed supplies, my swords and pistol, and a new horse, I was ready to go.

The journey was another three days through the wilderness. I endured pounding rains and fierce winds for the first night, though the second was more pleasant. A least until I was ambushed by buzzards. Not just any buzzards. The kind that wanted to tear your eyes out.

Drawing my swords, I sliced through the swooping monsters, sending feathers flying everywhere. The air filled with piercing screeches.

Time passed differently in the game world; a week here could be no more than an hour of real time. I would occasionally slip my headset off to check the time and maybe even my email, but usually I stayed thoroughly immersed in the action.

By the time I arrived at the Red Fist hideout, it was day three. Night was beginning to fall, setting deep shadows through the forest. I avoided a thick den of wolves and a burrow of bandits; the best way to get to Sylvis in time was to get straight to her, not spend time fighting other monsters. I could always do that on a sidequest.

Tying my horse to a tree nearby, I entered stealth move, moving silently through the orcs’ encampment. These were lower-level mobs, so I could move about undetected, for the most part. I stepped too close to one of their scouts at one point, drawing a grunt from the ugly orc’s lips. Fortunately, he lost interest and went back to his patrol soon enough.

Finally I got to the cages where they held their captives. They were stacked in long rows. Three captives were being held there: the first, an old human male; the second, a young dwarves girl; and the third, Sylvis, my elven rogue colleague.

She had been stripped down to her bra and panties, and was lying on her side in one corner of the cage. Despite my state of high alertness and focus on the mission, I couldn’t help but be aroused by the sight. Her full, creamy thighs drew my gaze, as did her round breasts moving up and down beneath her lacy white elvish bra. My cock stirred in my pants. As she rolled onto her side, her thigh lifting, I caught a glimpse of her panties, so thin they barely covered the puffy flesh of her pussy beneath.

She slept, though fitfully. Her lips looked parched and dry.

I started to pick her lock, then looks over to the two other captives. This was one of those morality tests, I realized. Free the others and risk being discovered? Or go straight for Sylvis and ignore them, leaving them to be slaughtered by orcs?

I hesitated, then moved to the old man’s cage. I quickly picked the lock, staying as silent as possible. As I opened the door, freeing him, he shook my hand gratefully. “If I had any coin, I’d give it to you,” he whispered.

“Just get out safely. That’s my only request.”

As the old man fled, I moved to the dwarven girl. After I freed her, she threw her arms around me in a hug.

Finished with my second rescue, I moved to Sylvis. The noise had stirred her; she was awake now, gazing up at me. She looked curious and a little worried, but relaxed as I opened the lock.

I put my finger to my lips and took her hand, creeping forward. She followed my lead, crouching quietly behind. “Did they put your clothes around here somewhere?” I whispered.

“No clue.”

I spotted a nearby chest; it was guarded by one seriously ugly orc. Creeping up behind him, I threw a pouch of enchanted powder to one side, catching his attention. “What was that?” he grunted, going over to investigate.

The guard distracted, I rifled through the chest, withdrawing several items. Some of them probably had belonged to the old man and the dwarf; some I recognized with the Thieves’ Guild insignia. These were Sylvis’ things. A sword, ornately designed with elven runes along the hilt; a set of armor, with similar runes along the breastguard, greaves, and boots; and a metal bikini belt designed to hold possessions while providing some protection.

Some protection.

I guess elves liked still having their legs free.

Quickly, we made our way out of the camp and into the woods where I’d secured my horse. I breathed a sigh of relief when we were out. Despite my stealth skill being fairly high by now, it always made me nervous going into dangerous situations. Something that would probably get less noticeable, the more I did it.

“Thanks for freeing me,” said Sylvis, strapping on her armor. “I thought I was never going to get out of there.”

I turned back to her. Now dressed in her full attire, I was struck by her beauty. Unlike Enaia, whose hair was a rich golden color, Sylvis had thick dark locks that fell around her slender, bare shoulders. The armor covered her full breasts, but barely, decorating her in a way that made her seem both deadly and extremely hot.

She noticed me staring and smirked. “Like what you see, rogue?”

I wet the top of my mouth with my tongue. “It’s rather hard not to.”

“Hard being the operative word.” She inched forward, closing the gap between us. Her fingers closed over the bulge in my trousers, slowly massaging my cock. “Maybe later, when we get somewhere safe, I’ll thank you properly.”

She stepped back, her dark eyes burning into mine. “For now, we’ve got to get to town. I need to send word to the guild.”

I nodded, following as she strode confidently through the forest. Apparently, Sylvis didn’t even need a map.

****

We were halfway to the nearest village when the orcs caught up with us.

“Damn,” I muttered. We’d since switched places; Sylvis was now on horseback behind me, her slender hands wrapped tight around my waist. The thud of worg paws behind us could not be mistaken.

I looked back; sure enough, three orc warriors, brandishing their swords, were chasing after us on the back of the huge wolves. I kicked my heels into the horse, picking up speed. Thorny branches flew by us, slapping our faces; I caught one right across my cheek, leaving a long trail of blood.

The horse’s hooves beat steadily on the rocky ground as I rode forward, fast and hard. Sylvis clutched tighter and whispered, “Faster. They’re catching up.”

I slapped the reins, trying to draw every ounce of speed I could from my tiring beast. But it was no use. Three days of steady riding and works enhanced by orcish fel magic were too much. The horse began to lose speed, its tongue hanging from its tired mouth. There was only one choice.

“I’m going to leap. Are you with me?” I whispered back.

“Yes.”

We galloped on for several more moments — then, as we approached a clearing, I pushed myself forcefully from the saddle, leaping from the horse’s back. Sylvis followed, her lithe elven form easily landing beside me.

Much more graceful.

I drew my sword and had barely raised it before the first orcish blade connected with mine. Back and forth our swords went, clang clang, until I ripped my pistol from its holder and shot a round into the worg’s haunch. The beast gave a terrible cry and faltered, the first orc falling off its back, crushed from the weight of the animal.

The second orc lunged straight for Sylvis, crying out some curse in his native tongue. He bore a huge spiked club, aiming straight for her head. She sidestepped easily and drew a slender knife from her belt. With a graceful thrust of her arm, the knife flew — plunging in deep between the orc’s shoulder blades.

He fell from his worg and toppled to the ground.

The last rider was not so foolish. Catching on that we were armed, he hopped off his mount and approached, his curved black sword drawn. Grunting angrily, he lunged toward me. We traded blows and I soon realized he outmatched me in levels and stats. I was not going to be able to defeat this enemy by myself. The orc swung hard and my sword went flying; I reached for my pistol, but he kicked it out of my hand. His shoulder connected with my stomach, sending me to the ground with a groan of pain.

“Aimen re kaal’en quessar.”

Sylvis’ musical voice rang out clear as a bell.

Struggling to sit up, knowing that orcish blade was coming down to signal my death, I saw a blinding flash of blue-white light. My eyes went wide in shock as Sylvis came up from behind the orc, her sword in one hand, an orb of magical energy in the other. Crackling blue-white lightning fired from her fingertips, hurled directly at the monster’s back. Before he could strike, the magical orb hit him squarely, setting his body into a blaze of lightning. He screamed in agony as he was electrified, his body twitching in a series of pained convulsions.

He toppled to the ground, dead.

Sylvis approached me as I lay there, breathing hard. She offered her hand and I took it, letting her pull me to my feet. I was surprised by her strength. For one so small and graceful, she was strong as hell.

“You can use magic?” I asked in surprise. Most rogues couldn’t in Cloudborne — at least none I knew.

She nodded. “I picked up a few tricks from someone I used to ride with. An old friend. Plus,” she said, grinning, “I have natural ability with it.”

“Thank the gods for that. You saved my life.”

She looked me over as if thinking about that, then smirked slightly. “I guess we’re even.”

****

We checked into a small hostel once we got to town. My horse was gone, having fled into the woods, so we obtained a new one as well as fresh supplies. We shared a light dinner in the hostel’s dining area of grapes, cheese, wine, and roast pork. Then we made our way up to our purchased room.

I bathed first, then Sylvis did. When we had cleaned ourselves and changed into our nightclothes, I realized there was just one bed.

She paid for the room, I realized. She did that intentionally. Does she really intend for us to share a bed?

Her arms slid around my waist from behind. “I know what you’re thinking.”

“Do you?” I asked, my shaft quickly growing in my pants, aroused at the thought of spearing my elven companion’s tight, wet cunt for hours through the night.

“Mhm. Did Sylvis just get one bed because she wants me to fuck her in it? Well, Mister Hildran, that’s exactly what I want.”

I turned to her, looking down at her, struck once more by her beauty. She seemed even more beautiful somehow, as if now that I knew she was a magic user, her mysterious aura had made her more alluring. She was wearing just a skimpy white nightgown that came to her midsection, along with a pair of thin white panties.

“So this is your way of saying thanks,” I murmured as she took my hands, placing them on her breasts. She leaned in and brushed her nose against mine, kissing me softly on the cheek, rubbing her fingers just below the place where I’d been cut.

“That, and you’re extremely sexy. I’ve wanted you since the moment I first saw you, when I was in that stupid cage.”

She closed her hand around my cock through my cloth trousers, rubbing up and down. My shaft quickly grew to full hardness and she kissed her way down my chest, pulling my shirt off. Her hands moved over my thick muscles, lips following, kissing my pecs and abs.

When she got to my pants, she pulled them down slowly, biting her lip in anticipation. I stroked my fingers through her hair, enjoying the sight of my sexy elf companion on her knees. She freed my swinging cock, looking quite pleased by the sight of it.

“Like what you see?” I teased, echoing her earlier question.

She grinned. “I sure do. You’re really big.” She stroked me up and down, her small hand barely fitting around my large member. Her eyes glowed with lust. “I’m not sure it’ll fit.”

“We’ll find a way.”

Her lips wrapped around me, seizing me in desire. I groaned as her hot mouth engulfed my cock, taking me in deep. She closed her lips and sucked, moving her head slowly up and down, adjusting her throat to let me slide in and out rhythmically. She gave soft moans as she did, my balls throbbing at the sound.

I moved back onto the bed and laid down on my back, letting her get between my thighs. “Strip,” I said, my tone turning dominant. She responded immediately, taking off her panties and her top, freeing her full naked tits, looking incredibly hot as she prepared to suck me again. She took my pants off, leaving us both naked together.

Her breasts cradled my cock as she laid down between my thighs. She stroked me up and down and gazed directly into my eyes, smiling with lust. Her small fingers massaged my thick, veiny cock. She took me into her mouth again, sucking hard on my shaft, bobbing her head up and down, filling the room with slurping sounds.

I put my fingers on her hair, groaning at the incredible feelings. “Yeah...that’s it, baby...suck that cock...gods, Sylvis, you’re one hell of a hot little cocksucker...”

She liked my dirty talk, her cheeks flushing. I saw her legs press together as she tried to relieve the ache in her pussy. She started playing with herself as she swallowed my thick cock, slurping me down eagerly, gazing up at me as if seeking my approval.

I withdrew my shaft from her mouth and sat up, beckoning to her. “C’mere.” She quickly complied, getting up to straddle me. I guided her small lithe body onto mine and spread her legs, aiming my cock at her entrance. “Reach down. Open yourself for me.” She did, sliding her pussy lips open with her fingers as I pressed my cockhead to her cunt. Slowly I pressed inside, spearing the tiny elf’s body, impaling her on my shaft.

She cried out in pleasure. “Oh gods, you’re so big. I feel it all the way, going deeper and deeper...” Soon I was all the way in and I began rocking her in my arms, grinding in and out, withdrawing and then pushing in again. We kissed hard and hot, her fingers holding my shoulders tight. I sucked on her bottom lip and grinned, watching her look of pure pleasure.

“Ever taken a cock this big?” I asked through her passionate moans.

“No...never!” She threw her head back as I impaled her over and over. I watched as my big dick entered her tight pussy, her juices flowing around me. “Oh my gods, it’s so big!”

I turned her onto her hands and knees and impaled her from behind, holding her sexy ass. I watched the full globes bounce as the force of my thrust sent her small body rocking. The bed creaked beneath us. I spread her ass cheeks wider, rubbing my pinky around her tiny little pucker. She gasped and said, “Oh no, not there...!” But I didn’t listen; I slid my finger inside, making her squeal with pleasure. She came hard, spasming around my cock, her whole body shuddering as I fucked her little asshole with my finger and pummeled her tight pussy with my cock.

Finally I turned her onto her back and lifted her leg over my shoulder, entering her while standing in front of her. She took my cock well, cumming again from my forceful thrusts. My cock made lewd wet sounds as it slid in and out of her, the room filled with her gasps of pleasure. As she came a third time, she grabbed my arms and screamed something in elvish.

“Ahhhh, fuck,” I groaned. “I’m gonna shoot.”

“Shoot in me,” she moaned. “Shoot in my pussy! Give it to me, baby!”

I gazed deep into her eyes and reveled in her moans as I held all the way inside her, my cock pressing against her womb. I spurted hot jets of cum, my thick seed filling her, making her gasp in delight and pleasure. She gave a satisfied moan as I coated her insides, plastering her womb with my cum.

When it was done, we both breathed hard together; then I turned her head to the side so I could lean in and kiss her. We kissed slowly several times, lips and tongues exploring. Then I slid out of her, my cum leaving a thick trail along her pussy and thigh, and pulled her into my arms.

My little elven captive and I went to sleep together. And slept soundly, all through the night.

****

I smiled to myself and pulled off my headset. It had been several hours in the real world and was now getting close to dinner time. I couldn’t believe how amazing that last quest had been. Saving an elven captive...then experiencing the hottest sex of my life with her. Damn, I thought. Sylvis was beautiful. And mysterious. Plus, she knows magic — unheard of for a rogue. I almost wish I could keep her...though I know I have to take her back to the guild.

It was strange, getting attached to a character in the game. Sylvis wasn’t even a player character; she was just an NPC, albeit one who’d clearly been designed with romance in mind. As I went to the kitchen to make dinner, slipping into the persona of Jason again, my mind was still filled with images of my delicious elf. Her silky black hair, dark as night...those beautiful eyes...those lips, wrapped around my cock, as Hildran...

If only I could be in the game world all the time, I thought.

Oh well.

The smell of Spaghetti-o’s soon filled my kitchen. I sat down with a bowl of them and some crackers, thinking through my next steps. I’d need to take Sylvis back, then pick up some more rogue quests. Or I could take a side path and do some quests in town, maybe helping out the natives of Stillhaven.

So much to do.

But what would I choose next?

“I want you to have me, Hildran.”

My cock rose, growing to full hardness instantly. “Are you sure, priestess?”

She stepped between my open legs and caressed my neck and shoulders. “You saved my life. You’ve treated me with such kindness. Fed me...talked with me...” She leaned in, her lips caressing my ear. She took my hands and put them directly on her smooth, perfect ass. “Now I want you to fuck me.”

“That works out,” I murmured against her lips as she came in for a kiss, “because I want to fuck you.”

Our lips pressed together hungrily, tongues exploring. She slid her fingers up and down the back of my neck and helped me get off my leather breastplate and gloves. My shirt came next; she unbuttoned it, showing my rock hard chest and abs. She clearly liked what she saw, sliding her hands across my body with a smile.

She sat on my lap and kissed me hard, rocking her soft body against me. Her naked pussy rubbed against my cock through my trousers, making my bulge wet with her juices. Her fingers came down and caressed me. I reached down too, unlacing my trousers and tugging them down. As my cock was freed, she raised her hips up and gazed into my eyes — then slid down on me, impaling herself in one swift move.

The Captured Mage Part II: Finding Melaia

I woke up at six am sharp that day. I’d been having a nice dream. A very nice dream, about Sylvis sucking my cock.

I groaned inwardly at the thought of having to go into work. But that, of course, was exactly what I had to do. Wait, I thought, looking at the calendar. It’s Saturday.

The dread I’d felt suddenly dissipated. If it was Saturday, that meant another two whole days of bliss in the game world. I almost leapt right out of bed.

My steps felt light as I headed into the kitchen to make some pancakes. The room soon filled with the delicious smell of them as they cooked. I quickly heaped several on a plate and slathered them with syrup and butter. Pouring myself a glass of milk, I headed into the living room with my VR set, ready to sink into the game.

Things were basically as I’d left them. Sylvis was still sleeping soundly next to me, her lovely naked body looking delicious and curved in the early morning sunlight. It trickled in through the hostel room window. The glass was cracked and stained, but the room was decent enough. At least there were no dead rats in this one.

I knew we needed to get going if we were to return to Stillhaven by the day’s end. We were riding faster thanks to Sylvis’ magic; she had a spell that allowed our horse to stride fleet-footed.

I kissed her bare shoulder. “Are you awake, sleepy head?”

She turned and opened her glowing blue eyes, smiling up at me. “Well, if it isn’t my handsome savior.”

I chuckled and pressed a kiss to her lips which she returned eagerly. Sliding her fingers through my hair, she gently pushed forward, obviously wanting me on my back. I moved, allowing her to get between my thighs, resting my hands on the bed behind me.

She kissed her way down my jaw and neck to my chest, then my abs. Her soft lips felt delicious on my skin, like pure butter. My cock had stiffened nearly to full; the moment she took it in her slender hand and began to stroke, I was completely hard.

She stroked me up and down and gazed up into my eyes, then licked my shaft from base to tip, her tongue swirling around the head. She closed her mouth around me and I groaned. “Gods, that feels amazing. Suck me, Sylvis. Suck my cock.”

She moaned around me in response and continued to bob her head. Her lips moved wetly up and down, coating my thick shaft in her saliva. Just like my dream, I thought. But even better.

My fingers slid through her silky hair as she slurped on me. They tightened as I started to control her, working her pace. Moving her up and down as I liked. This was a good feeling, her submitting to me, letting me decide how fast or slow she should suck me. A feeling I never got in the real world.

One I needed.

Her mouth came off me with a pop. She stroked me up and down and gazed up smiling into my eyes. “Where do you want to cum, sir?”

Sir? That was new. New...but very nice.

“Your tits. Show me them...I want to cum on those bit tits of yours.”

She smiled and sat up, showing me her smooth flat tummy and full round breasts. The nipples were hard and slightly bluish at the tips from her lineage. Some elves I had come across in this game had interesting patterns and colorings, ranging from dark purple to rich, verdant green to nightshade blue.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned as she stroked me, my cum splattering on her breasts. Spurt after spurt hit her, my seed sliding down her skin. She sucked the rest of me out, then licked her fingers clean.

A very nice way to start our day.

After the two of us cleaned up and dressed, we set out on horseback. We rode swiftly, thanks to Sylvis’ magic, and the rolling green hills and wooded pathways passed by quickly. We entered a strange mushroom-filled territory, the caps glowing with pink and blue hues. Finally we entered the forest outside Stillhaven, where the trees were lush and swaying, the leaves beginning to turn orange with oncoming seasonal changes.

The horse clodded up to the Thieves’ Guild entrance. I swung down from the saddle, then helped Sylvis out. “Always a gentleman, aren’t you,” she said teasingly.

“Or just looking for an excuse to paw that delicious ass of yours.”

She grinned back at me as she headed into the building. I followed, spotting Enaia at the strategy room doorway. She was talking to another rogue — a player, I saw, from the glowing name above the woman’s head. She was a little taller than Enaia, with bright red hair and a patch over one eye.

The player gave me a quick look — then headed off, apparently on her way to complete some other quest.

Cloudborne had an interesting mechanic for NPCs — rather than being passive, waiting for players to come up to them, they would interact with you providing the triggers were right. In this case they were. I’d completed Enaia’s quest and came within range of her to notice me. She turned and headed my way, flagging me down.

“Hildran. Just who I wanted to see.”

“I found Sylvis. Obviously.”

She smirked. “Yeah, I noticed. Say, I’ve got another quest for you, if you’re interested.”

“Let me guess. Saving more elf girls?”

I expected her to laugh. She didn’t.

I stared. “What...you’re really sending me to save more elf girls...?”

She nodded, deadly serious. “There’s a priestess in trouble. Melaia Dawnstream. She’s been taken underground by a ravenous cult. The Cursed Ones. Heard of them?”

I nodded. My expression darkened. The Cursed Ones were more than a cult — they were practitioners of the blackest magic around. Summoning demonic entities...bending unwilling captives to their perverse desires...I wanted nothing to do with them. But I’d help Enaia. I was sworn to the Thieves’ Guild; I had to help.

On my honor.

She explained the details to me. Melaia had been taken into the Stillhaven catacombs, where the cult practiced. They had a hideout down there somewhere, though Enaia didn’t know the details.

She tucked a copy of the map into my belt pouch. “Be safe, my rogue.” With a kiss on my cheek, she turned and disappeared back into the strategy room.

My cheek flushed a little from her kiss. I looked over to where Sylvis was standing, looking around carefully, as if expecting a fight at any moment. It was interesting, how different their personalities were. I guess the designers really put a lot of thought into fleshed-out NPCs, making them seem realistic and lifelike.

Not wanting to waste time, I secured my swords and pistol and headed out to the waiting horse.

****

Night was falling as I entered the catacombs. I expected someone to be there — maybe a cultist or some slavering monster — but there was nothing. The doorway was dark, foreboding; I felt a chill down my spine. What was I going to find in here?

I entered through the two tall stone columns on either side of the doorway. There were torches ensconced along the walls, providing thin light along the solid stone floor. My boots thudded ominously. The halls were silent, save for the quiet rustling of my clothing.

In the distance, I began to hear sounds — moans, it sounded like. A woman’s moans.

They weren’t moans of agony.

They were moans of pleasure.

I ducked my head around the corner as I neared the source. What I saw shocked me. A roomful of cultists, wearing thick purple-black robes, their faces hooded mostly. A few had their hoods down and were grinning in malicious delight. In the center of the room was the elven priestess, her hands bound above her, chained to the wall. Her skimpy robes were in tatters, leaving her breasts and thighs exposed, as well as her pussy. Two of the cultists were on either side of her, one feeling up her breasts, the other stroking his cock while rubbing his disgusting fingers along her shaved cunt.

I growled deep in my throat in anger. How dare they do this to a priestess? Without her consent? My growl was angry, but lustful as well. I couldn’t stop the dark feelings that rose in me, seeing her being taken this way. My cock stirred, rising in my trousers. She was beautiful, and bound, and obviously enjoying what they were doing.

They had drugged her, maybe. Or cast some spell on her.

That was likely it.

She couldn’t enjoy this of her own free will...could she?

One way or another I had to get her out of there. I concocted a quick plan and put it into action. Creeping forward in the shadows, I grabbed a nearby cultist from behind and put a cloth of poison to his mouth. He slumped to the floor. I did the same for the one next to him, going down the line until the surrounding cultists were completely unconscious.

Then I turned my attention to the two with the priestess. They were totally engrossed in their sexual game, ignoring the fact that their fellows were now slumped to the floor around them. Drawing out my club, I approached from behind the second one, slamming it down hard on his bald head.

He crashed to the floor, unconscious. The second one cried out in surprise, his face twisting into an ugly scowl. He mouthed some words in some twisted language and a fierce pain suddenly spread up my arm. The club clattered to the floor and I yelled in agony. The cultist stepped forward, more harsh words spewing from his mouth, but I grabbed the powder in my belt pouch and threw it in his face.

He clutched his eyes and screamed in pain. Seizing my chance, I drew my pistol and fired shots into his body. His body took the bullets, twitching violently, and dropped to the floor, dead.

I grimaced, the pain in my arm slowly subsiding. Getting to my feet, I turned to the priestess. “Are you all right, Lady?”

“Y-yes...” Her voluminous eyes took me in, shining white with holy magic. “I think so.”

I worked at her bindings, picking each of the shackles until she was free. I helped her down from the platform and she rubbed her wrists; they were red from the cuffs.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Hildran.”

“I owe you my life, Sir Hildran.”

“Just Hildran.” I shook my head. “You don’t owe me anything.”

She stood before me, her breasts moving up and down with her breathing. She made no move to cover herself, though her nipples were completely exposed, the tatters of her robe doing little to hide them. Her pussy was, as well.

Maybe elves were just fine with nudity or something.

“Come, we need to get out of here.” I took her hand and guided her down the passage I’d come through. Unlike last time, there were no orcs waiting for us, so I was relieved for that.

We finally reached the exit and stepped out into the light of day. I took the spare cloak from my horse’s saddle and wrapped it around the priestess. She smiled gratefully up at me.

“It’s Priestess Melaia, correct?”

She nodded. “Were you sent to find me?”

“Yes.”

She drew the cloak tighter around her, shivering slightly. I wondered what the hell those brutes had done to her.

And why she’d looked like she’d enjoyed it.

Nonetheless, she seemed happy enough to be free now. I helped her into the saddle and we began to ride back toward the main part of town. Her hands went around my waist and held tight, her chin resting on my shoulder.

“Where do you want to go? The church, right?”

She shook her head. “My place of worship is several miles outside town. Do you know the Leunine Clerics?”

I nodded. A group of elven holy workers who held their ceremonies in a small, humble encampment of white tents just outside Stillhaven.

I started that way, then felt her hand squeeze my shoulder. “Don’t take me back yet. I need...time to recover. Time to think.”

I nodded. “Then where would you like to go?”

“Into the woods. I need some time to clear my head.”

I guided the horse out of the city limits and onto the path leading into the surrounding woods. It was dark, our main source of light the full moon, with several torches along the path helping to guide our way. I steered the horse toward a small clearing where a peaceful stream met the trees. The sound of gently running water filled my ears as we entered.

I swung down from the saddle and helped Melaia down after. She clung to my shoulders for a moment, like she was reluctant to let go.

She had likely been traumatized by what she saw there, underground. By what she had been exposed to. Endured.

“Are you all right, priestess?”

“I will be.” She smiled and squeezed my biceps. “I just have to recover a bit. I was sapped of my strength.”

“I have food in my pack.”

I led her over to the middle of the clearing and set up a small encampment. I spread some blankets for us to sit on and started up a fire. Once it blazed hot, I set the meat I had brought on a spit and got it roasting. The priestess and I talked — I saw that she was getting more comfortable, relaxing with me a bit.

When the meat was finished, I sliced up some potatoes, seasoned them, and roasted those as well. I put them together on a plate and served her, and then myself.

The food was good and the company better. The priestess turned out to be a very nice girl and quite a pleasant companion. Once again, I was struck by the thought the devs had put into NPC creation. She told me her whole backstory — about her parents, who had pushed her into the path of the priestess, though she had actually wanted to be an animal trainer.

“You have skill with animals?” I asked.

“Yes.” She held her hand out to a nearby squirrel, who climbed up her shoulder like it was the most normal thing in the world. She smiled and held the little creature carefully.

“That’s remarkable.”

She nodded. “It’s a gift I’ve always had.”

Releasing the squirrel, she turned to me and stood. She let the cloak drop from her shoulders, showing me her bare breasts and pussy, her robe still falling off her in tatters. “I want you to have me, Hildran.”

My cock rose, growing to full hardness instantly. “Are you sure, priestess?”

She stepped between my open legs and caressed my neck and shoulders. “You saved my life. You’ve treated me with such kindness. Fed me...talked with me...” She leaned in, her lips caressing my ear. She took my hands and put them directly on her smooth, perfect ass. “Now I want you to fuck me.”

“That works out,” I murmured against her lips as she came in for a kiss, “because I want to fuck you.”

Our lips pressed together hungrily, tongues exploring. She slid her fingers up and down the back of my neck and helped me get off my leather breastplate and gloves. My shirt came next; she unbuttoned it, showing my rock hard chest and abs. She clearly liked what she saw, sliding her hands across my body with a smile.

She sat on my lap and kissed me hard, rocking her soft body against me. Her naked pussy rubbed against my cock through my trousers, making my bulge wet with her juices. Her fingers came down and caressed me. I reached down too, unlacing my trousers and tugging them down. As my cock was freed, she raised her hips up and gazed into my eyes — then slid down on me, impaling herself in one swift move.

She gasped and I groaned at the sensation, her warm wet walls enveloping me. “Ohhhhh, holy light....your cock’s so big,” she gasped.

“Your pussy’s tight.”

I tangled my fingers in her full blonde locks, feeling them roll over my knuckles as she began to grind on top of me. She set her hands on my chest and kissed me hard, with passion. I sensed great desire in this small elf — that she wanted to be fucked and fucked hard. A priestess? Certainly, but a priestess who needed dirty sex.

I held her butt and began to thrust hard up into her, making her head fall back in pleasure. Her face took on a look of rapture. Her pussy clenched me and she sank down over and over on my thick shaft. “Yes...my hero...fuck me! Drive that big rod into my tight little cunt...yes, fuck me!”

“Oh, gods.” I groaned in pleasure as her walls squeezed me, her pussy so wet and getting wetter with every second. I rolled her full tits in my hands and sucked on her hard nipples. She held my head and stroked her fingers through my hair.

“Suck me...suck my tits, Hildran...oh gods that’s good...”

Alone in the secluded brush, we fucked madly. I turned her onto her hands and knees and took her from behind, thrusting hard into her. “You like this, slut?” I said, tangling my fingers in her hair, gripping hard. “Being fucked like a whore in the forest?”

“Ohhhhh yeah...fuck me hard, sir....pound that tight pussy! Make me your slut!”

I smirked. I liked this priestess. She was my kind of holy woman.

My hips rocked as I thrust hard into her, taking her closer to the edge. I grabbed her full tits and powered hard, rubbing her nipples. “Oh yeah...fuck me you big stud...oh fuck, I’m cumming!” she screamed.

Her pussy spasmed around me as I took her, pounding hard and deep. I tore the tattered robes from her, slapping her ass, filling the forest with the sounds of our rough sex. I put my hand around her throat, holding her in a primal, dominant caress, powering into her with full strokes.

“Yes...hold me like that sir...pound me hard.”

Her small hands clutched the grass as she fell forward, experiencing a second orgasm from my relentless thrusts. I was so turned on my balls were aching, throbbing for release. The dominance, the power I felt in this moment was insane. I need to feel like this all the time...to find some way to hold this power...

I turned my slutty little elf priestess onto her back and spread her legs, filling her a second time. She gasped in pleasure and tightened her smooth calves around me, clutching me to her. Her fingers raked down my muscular back, holding me tight. “Yes!” she shrieked. “Oh, yes!”

Feeling myself at the brink, I pulled my cock out and stroked it. “I’m going to cum, priestess. Gonna cum on your sexy tits...”

“Yes...” she moaned. “Please, do it, Hildran...give me that hot cum...”

She let out a satisfied, pleasured sigh as I spurt hot jets of seed onto her breasts, coating her in my cum. She rubbed her tits, spreading my cum all over them like it was some kind of life-giving salve. Then she licked her fingers, devouring my seed.

I breathed hard, slowly recovering above her. I figured we were done for the night by my horny little priestess scooted up to me, taking those big, cum-slicked tits in her hands and rubbing them along the sides of my dick. I quickly hardened to full again, watching her full breasts massage my cock. I gripped her hair and leaned in for a hard, hot kiss which she eagerly returned, then took her breasts in my hands and started tit-fucking her for real.

She gasped and moaned in pleasure, growing unbelievably horny. It was like she couldn’t get enough of my dick. I watched the vein shaft screwing her lovely breasts, squeezing her nipples hard, which made her squeal delightfully.

“Yes, hero...oh gods...fuck my tithes...harder...cum on them, please...”

I groaned at her words, but I wanted something different. I released her big breasts and kissed my way down her body, licking and sucking her sweet, ender sex. My mouth feasted on her pussy as she cried out in passion. Then I spread her legs wide and thrust in deep, spearing her on my cock once more.

Her arms closed around me as I pummeled her hard. She came again around me, now too breathless to do more than moan in lust. I gave her several more hard fucks and then held myself inside her, spurting her full of jets of creamy cum.

When it was over, I turned onto my back and slid out of her, pulling her onto me. She cuddled up in my arms and I grabbed one of the blankets, covering our bodies. She smiled and purred in satisfaction, her hair soft under my fingers as I stroked her hair.

“Sleep now, little priestess,” I murmured. “Rest and in the morning, we’ll find your home...”

“Don’t want to go home,” she mumbled into my chest. “Want to stay with you.”

I chuckled. “We’ll figure that out in the morning.”

She said something unintelligible before fading into the recesses of sleep.

I thought about it, though. What if I did keep her? I’d have three elves: Enaia, Sylvis, and now Melaia.

What was I going to do with them all?

****

“Thank you,” she murmured. “For being so kind to me.”

“You don’t need to thank me. Really, my lady.”

She smiled faintly. “I want to.”

She stroked the side of my cheek with her fingers, then cupped my jaw. “Help me forget, Hildran. Help me feel better...drive away my nightmares.”

She leaned in and kissed me, pressing her soft lips to mine. She took my hand and put it on her breasts, right above her left nipple. If that wasn’t an invitation, I wouldn’t know what was.

My surprise quickly faded, turning to lust. I had been attracted to her from the first moment, of course, but never let myself dream she would want me, a commoner. In this moment, all that seemed to fall away. We were just two people — her, seeking comfort, and me offering it. She pulled my shirt off and I removed her leathers, baring her beautiful body.

When we were both stripped naked, she lay down on her back on the sleeping bag and beckoned to me, arms outstretched. “Make love to me.”

I lowered myself into her arms, getting on top of her and kissing her. It started out gentle and turned passionate, our tongues entwining. I kissed my way down her body, determined to make it good for her. I wanted her to feel real pleasure, not just a rough fucking from some brute who wanted to take from her without giving back.

My lips caressed her neck, her breasts, her stomach, drawing soft gasps from her lips. She cradled my head in her hands, her back arching, hips straining toward me. She spread her legs and my fingers found her wetness, moving up and down the smooth lips of her pussy. I parted them, my fingers soaked, amazed at how turned on she was. “You’re so wet, my lady,” I said softly.

“For you, Hildran. I want you inside me.”

The Captured Mage Part III: Finding Aravae

“Only one way...just one way to find what you really want...”

I stirred from my dream in the game, my eyes flickering open. The sound of birdcalls in the morning greeted my ears, as did warm, wet sucking sounds. I looked down to see Melaia’s pretty mouth moving rhythmically on my cock, pleasure flooding my whole body.

I groaned. “Gods...that feels good.”

My hand went to her head, resting on her smooth air, guiding her up and down. Her lips felt incredible, warm and wet, sucking and slurping my thick shaft. She made soft moans around my cock, her face glowing with pleasure.

I still couldn’t figure out where a priestess had learned to do this.

“Yeah, that’s it...take that dick in your throat...fuck...” I felt her opening wider, letting my cock touch all the way back. Then she released me, expertly, like deep-throating a cock was nothing difficult at all.

She pulled her mouth off me and smiled. “Good morning, hero.”

I chuckled. “Morning to you, too.” Then I pulled her up to me, kissing her, enjoying the feel of her soft lips on mine. Her hips ground against me, her slick pussy rubbing up and down my dick. I looked down, angling her just right — then adjusted my cock so the head was at her entrance. In one move, I quickly speared her, guiding her swiftly down on my cock.

She gasped as I filled her, taking my cock deep in her tight, small body. She ground her hips against me, eagerly sliding up and down, enjoying the sensation of me being inside her. “Gods, Hildran, you’re huge. Really huge...and so good...”

I smiled and squeezed her ass, then spanked it with both hands. I grabbed on and started to thrust upwards into her, needing to cum, needing to make her cum and watch her pretty face as she lost control. Our bodies rocked together, mingled groans filling the forest as she took my shaft over and over. I felt a sudden fluttering of movement around my cock, knowing she was at her peak, cumming hard on me. “Oh gods!” she moaned. I squeezed her full breasts and thrust up hard into her, pounding her tight little body. Seconds later, I came as well, spurting hot jets of cum into her pussy.

Relaxing back into the soft blanket, I looked up at her, still playing with her tits. “Were you serious about what you said last night?”

She looked down at my breathlessly for a moment, then nodded as she recovered from her powerful orgasm. “I want to stay with you. I don’t really want to go back to the clerics, to be honest.”

I thought about it. Having a priestess at my side would be a change, to be sure. I was used to traveling alone, not with a companion. What about when I needed to stealth and stay in the shadows? How would I hide her?

Details.

In truth, she could be helpful. She had healing magic, and that was something I could use. Not to mention, access to that incredible pussy of hers at all times...yeah, that was pretty damn enticing.

“All right. You can stay with me for now. We’ll have to work out the details. If this seems like an arrangement that’s suitable, we’ll keep it.”

She grinned happily and kissed me.

****

Melaia and I headed back into town. I needed to talk to Enaia, tell her I’d completed the mission. I also needed to restock and get some new ammo for my pistol. I was running low.

We got back to the Thieves’ Guild and I filled Enaia in. She listened thoughtfully as I told her Melaia and I had decided to travel together. “That’s probably a good idea. You’ll need the support for what I’m going to have you do next.”

I raised a brow. “Which is...”

“You’re going to need to rescue a queen.”

Oh boy. “A queen?”

“Aravae, Queen of the Arekon.”

“I should know what that means, but I don’t.”

She chuckled. “The Arekon are a league of wood elves. Mostly rangers and scouts. They patrol the eastern woods, just outside this mountain range.” She pointed on the map.

“And Aravae has been captured, I’m guessing.”

“Yes.”

“Orcs?”

“Undead. The Lich Mages.”

I grimaced. “My favorite.”

“Precisely. So you’re going to need to be fully-prepared. Bring antidotes, salves...anything you need to prevent infection.” She eyed Melaia. “Your priestess will help, as well.”

Knowing this was going to be a tough journey, I nodded. Melaia and I set off into the woods once more.

****

I took my VR headset off and realized it was now almost noon. Stretching, I thought about everything that had happened. I’d managed to acquire a number of eleven girls, rescuing them and securing their loyalty. The game had seemed to shape itself according to my subconscious desires — apparently, I wanted to be a powerful rogue with a harem of elves.

Weird, but definitely what I liked.

I checked my email from work, seeing no immediate tasks that needed my attention. That was good. Last thing I wanted to deal with was more crap from my boss.

If only real life was like Cloudborne. Simple. Straightforward. Getting quests...having missions that rewarded me...were challenging but good.

Of course, I was never lonely, either. Not with a beautiful elven girl constantly at my side, begging to have my cock fill her.

I looked across the street, out the window, seeing my pretty neighbor Rachel. She was about my age, early twenties and just starting out in life. She worked as a nursing assistant, so she had a totally different career path.

I’d never noticed a guy there at Rachel’s house, so I knew she wasn’t married. We’d chatted a few times about mundane things: the weather, lawn care, how to bake brownies and not burn them. Rachel was very smart, but also super hot. She had long brown hair that came just above her butt and wore tight outfits (usually tank top and short shorts) that showed off her sexy body. She kept fit through running and yoga, and it showed.

I watched as she poured a bottle of cool water over her face, having just come back from a run. The droplets pooled between her breasts, a bit of cleavage showing under her sports bra. She looked my way — surely she couldn’t see me, but she gave a faint smile. Either she thought of something funny or she did see me and was being nice.

Not that a guy like me would ever be hot to her. Maybe I was a ladykilling stud in the VR world, but in real life I was a loser.

Unless I could somehow change that.

Girls like confidence, I remembered. Hildran had that confidence. When I was him, things were simple. I knew I was hot — Hildran’s body was ripped and his cock was huge. So I had no confidence issues as him.

Just pretend things aren’t any different here.

I opened my front door and went out. The pleasant suburban street was quiet; no one was around right now save a few passing cyclists. Rachel waved to me and I waved back, then crossed the street to talk to her.

“Hey you,” she said, her smile growing. “How’s it going?”

“Good, you?”

“No complaints.” She checked her watch, sighing. “Have to work today, though. Man, sometimes I swear I never get a break.”

“Maybe you need one.”

“Yeah, I could sure use that.”

A thought came to me out of the blue. “Look, if you’re not busy tonight...I was thinking of making my favorite spaghetti casserole. You could come over, have a glass of wine and relax. Might give you that break you’re looking for.”

She blinked in surprise at the offer, then broke into that smile that made my heart beat faster. “Sure, I’d love to. That’s really sweet of you, Jason.”

We finalized our arrangements and chatted for a bit, and then Rachel headed back inside. I watched the sway of her sexy ass under those shorts and felt my cock stiffening. Damn. I’m as horny in real life as I am in-game.

What would I do if Rachel actually was attracted to me? Would I have the courage to make a move? If we were in bed, would she think I was too small? Could I possibly ever satisfy her sexually?

I sighed, letting my racing thoughts spin to a slow halt. It was pointless to muse over things like that. I’d just let the cards fall where they wanted to.

If I’d learned anything from Cloudborne, it was that I had to improvise. Life threw curveballs at you. Sweating the small stuff never worked.

I headed back into the house, put on my headset, and immersed myself into Hildran’s life once more.

****

“Looks like this is the place.”

Melaia and I walked through the dark, ominous graveyard. Green glowing lichen grew on the stone walls surrounding the headstones, many of which had been overturned — probably by strong winds. They didn’t look very sturdy.

“Which tomb did she say led to Aravae’s holding cell?”

“This one.” Melaia touched a nearby stone with her staff. “Here lies Robel, son of Nobel, son of Grayson. Son of... Gray. The list goes on and on.” She gave me a wry look.

“Well, that’s a boring epitaph, if I ever heard one.” I headed over to her and knelt down. I took out the small keystone Enaia’d given me that was supposed to unlock the secret entrance.

“Okay, let’s see...Huh.” I searched over the stone’s surface, trying to find somewhere to place the glowing red gem. “Where the hell does this go?”

Melaia searched with me, but we couldn’t find a slot.

“Wait, what’s this —” She reached around the side of the stone, her slim fingers closing around a small knob. “Aha!” She pressed it — and suddenly, thick stones began to rise up around us, forming a circle. The ground shook slightly, an eerie groaning sound filling the air.

Then, just as soon as the ruckus had started, it went silent.

I stood up and dusted the dirt off my pants. We were now standing in the middle of six tall stones, each engraved with an intricate design on the front. The stones were big enough and spaced close enough together that we couldn’t get out even if we tried.


“Great. This was some kind of trap,” I muttered.

Melaia frowned. “Or a puzzle.”

“What?”

She walked up to the first stone, running her fingers over the design. It looked like three circles that swirled around each other. “I suspect we have to use them somehow. Trigger them in order.” She looked back at me, rolling her eyes. “Sorcerers like this kind of thing.”

We played around with the stones. When we touched their insignias, they would light up, but if you touched one in the wrong order, they all went dark. There was definitely an order that needed to be followed — we just didn’t know what it was.

“Wait,” Melaia said. “Didn’t Enaia say something...Arekon? That clan of wood elves Aravae led?”

“Yeah, I think that was it.”

She rubbed her chin, then touched one of the stones with her staff. It glowed blue.

She touched a second, which glowed green — while the blue one stayed lit, as well.

She touched a third one and I finally caught on. Arekon. She’s spelling the word.

I watched as she pressed each stone in order, the colors lighting up in sequence. When she pressed the last one, the ground began to shake again. The stones sank into the dirt — and then, to my shock, a large underground tunnel opened up right underneath the headstone we’d been looking at.

“Wow.”

Melaia grinned at me. “See, you just need to know how to solve these kinds of things.”

“Glad I brought you along.”

She stepped into the dark entrance, tapping her staff. The top, encrusted with a bright amethyst jewel, glowed with light. We had enough now to see our way through the tunnel.

It was dark and damp, with cobwebs and spiders in the corners, along with more of that lichen. It smelled old and stale, the air getting harder to breathe. I followed watchfully, my hand at my sword, ready in case we came across zombies or something.

“There,” I said, pointing ahead. “Off to the right. Enaia said there would be a side entrance to the cell holding her.”

We followed the pathway and slowly came in view of a set of dank cells. They were empty aside from one, which held an elven maiden. Her wrists were bound in thick cuffs, her body stripped bare. An undead male stood over her, his cock in hand, grinning as he violated her beautiful elven form.

“Get away from her,” I growled, coming to the cell door. The more elf maidens I rescued, the more I came to appreciate their beauty — and cherish it. For this disgusting, predatory monster to defile her this way seemed sacrilegious. Anger stirred inside me, my fist clenching on my sword hilt.

The undead turned, a dry chuckle coming from whatever was left of his rotting throat. “Screw off, human. I’ll deal with you when I’m finished with this pretty elf.”

“Not likely.” Melaia touched the lock with her staff; the head of it glowed with thrumming magical energy, burning the lock right off. It clattered to the floor. I gripped the bars and swung it open, sword raised.

I attached the undead, who was — as I could see from his health bar — significantly stronger than I was in levels and power. But he didn’t have an elven priestess at his side. I traded blows with him, dodging his attacks where I could, landing strikes of my own. When my health got low, Melaia would heal me, ensuring that my wounds quickly closed over and my strength renewed.

Soon enough, the undead guard began to tire. He was in bad shape, pieces of his rotting flesh falling to the cell floor. In one swift move, I sliced off his arm — and then ran my sword through his body, right through his exposed ribcage where his blackened heart would be.

His rotting mouth fell open, a last dying groan coming forth — and then he toppled to the floor. This time, truly dead.

I removed my sword and wiped it clean. Melaia was already at Aravae’s side, helping to release her bonds. I watched as my priestess tenderly cared to defiled elf maiden, healing her wounds, both mental and emotional. The gods only knew what her undead captors had subjected her to.

When Aravae had recovered some strength, I draped my cloak around her and picked her up in my arms, following Melaia out. We went back the way we came, following the twisted tunnel pathway until the dim light of the graveyard came back into view.

I’d never been so relieved to breathe fresh air as I was when we stepped out of the tomb.

I set Aravae down and cradled her jaw in my hand. “Are you all right, Your Ladyship?” She was a queen, so I figured it best to play it safe with titles.

She looked up at me, eyes glowing faintly white with elvish magic. Her hair was a dark red in color, falling in lustrous waves around her shoulders. She was exquisitely beautiful, her features delicate. Her face held a kind of grim determination, no doubt from years of governing her clan. It did nothing to detract from her beauty; it only enhanced it.

“Yes,” she said softly, her voice rich and enticing, like aural velvet. “Thank you for getting me out of there. That bastard did things...” She shuddered and looked away for a moment, as if reliving her suffering.

“You’re all right now. You’re safe with us.”

Melaia crouched down beside me, exchanging a worried glance with me.

Aravae looked up. “How long to my peoples’ encampment?”

“A day or two at most.” Enaia had showed me the way to Aravae’s elven village. “We’ll travel as fast as we can.”

On the way, we stopped at a trader’s cart and purchased some clothes for her. She seemed not very happy with them — obviously they were a far cry from what she was used to, being quite skimpy and plain. But they would do, she said, wearing them contentedly enough.

She also chose a small dagger and bow.

We set off again. We were on foot this time, as the terrain heading to her village was rocky and not well-suited for horses. My two elven companions talked quietly amongst each other in their own language. They seemed to be getting along well.

I sensed that Aravae didn’t trust me, in spite of the fact I’d helped rescue her. That, or she just didn’t like me. I couldn’t figure that part out, though.

Our first night of camp, I asked Melaia about it. “Did I do something to offend her?”

She shook her head. “She’s just not used to traveling with people. Usually she’s in her throne room, discussing plans with her advisors, or strategizing in the war room. Being out on the road...it doesn’t make her feel very chatty.”

I nodded. I decided it was best to leave Aravae alone, letting her come to me if she wanted to be friends. Gods knew I’d tried my best to break the ice. If she didn’t want it, I couldn’t force it.

I woke up halfway through the night to the sound of a woman’s cries. Aravae was tossing and turning in her sleeping bag, murmuring unhappily. I glanced over at Melaia, who was slumbering through it.

Getting up, I crept over and gently shook Aravae’s shoulder. “My lady? Lady...”

She burst awake, sitting upright and gasping for breath. She stared at me like she wasn’t seeing me for a minute, then her consciousness began to seep in again. As she recognized her surroundings, the panic in her eyes began to fade.

“I...I was having a bad dream.” Her faint elvish accent came through. “Terrible nightmare...”

“It’s okay. You’re with me and Melaia. Remember? Whatever happened...it’s over now.”

A tear streaked down her beautiful cheek and my heart stirred. I couldn’t imagine what she had gone through and felt deeply sad for her. Without thinking, I put my arm around her shoulders.

She curled into me, seeking my embrace. She held my shirt tightly and allowed me to pull her into my arms. She sobbed quietly and let me hold her, stroking her hair and whispering “Shhhh” and “It’s okay now” as comfortingly as I could.

Finally her crying subsided and she looked up at me. I wiped her tears away and offered her my handkerchief. She took and it blew her nose, which was adorably red. It was hard for me to think of her as a mighty queen at this moment. She just seemed like a frightened young woman who’d had a bad dream and needed consoling.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “For being so kind to me.”

“You don’t need to thank me. Really, my lady.”

She smiled faintly. “I want to.”

She stroked the side of my cheek with her fingers, then cupped my jaw. “Help me forget, Hildran. Help me feel better...drive away my nightmares.”

She leaned in and kissed me, pressing her soft lips to mine. She took my hand and put it on her breasts, right above her left nipple. If that wasn’t an invitation, I wouldn’t know what was.

My surprise quickly faded, turning to lust. I had been attracted to her from the first moment, of course, but never let myself dream she would want me, a commoner. In this moment, all that seemed to fall away. We were just two people — her, seeking comfort, and me offering it. She pulled my shirt off and I removed her leathers, baring her beautiful body.

When we were both stripped naked, she lay down on her back on the sleeping bag and beckoned to me, arms outstretched. “Make love to me.”

I lowered myself into her arms, getting on top of her and kissing her. It started out gentle and turned passionate, our tongues entwining. I kissed my way down her body, determined to make it good for her. I wanted her to feel real pleasure, not just a rough fucking from some brute who wanted to take from her without giving back.

My lips caressed her neck, her breasts, her stomach, drawing soft gasps from her lips. She cradled my head in her hands, her back arching, hips straining toward me. She spread her legs and my fingers found her wetness, moving up and down the smooth lips of her pussy. I parted them, my fingers soaked, amazed at how turned on she was. “You’re so wet, my lady,” I said softly.

“For you, Hildran. I want you inside me.”

I was getting to that, but had other plans first. I kissed down her stomach, then along the insides of her thighs, getting closer and closer to her dripping sex. When I parted her pussy lips with my thumbs and licked her sweet folds, she gasped and arched, pressing her cunt into my face. “Oh gods,” she moaned.

I began eating her out, sliding my tongue up and down her inner walls, caressing her sex with my lips and tongue. She shook her head from side to side, gripping my hair tightly. Her body was wracked with a powerful orgasm, her beautiful breasts heaving, small form shuddering.

I smiled at her. She ran her fingers through my hair gently. “Thank you, Hildran. By the gods, that was amazing.”

I moved up over her and we kissed again. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

She ran her small fingers up and down my back, caressing my muscles. My cock nudged her wet slit and she sucked in a breath of pleasure. I parted the lips of her pussy with my thick rod, slowly filling her up, inch by inch. “Ahhhh, yes,” she whispered. “Feels so good inside me...that big cock...oh gods!”

I was all the way in, my shaft nestled snugly in her walls. As I began to slide in and out — she was tight, but very wet — she started gasping and moaning in time with my thrusts. She murmured softly in elvish, saying things I didn’t understand, but obviously urging me on, wrapping her legs around me.

One part I did catch: “Pound me hard!” Yep. I knew those words in elvish by now.

I pummeled relentlessly into her tight pussy, thrusting my thick shaft into her small body over and over. She came a second time, her walls convulsing around me, nails scraping down my back. She bit my ear at one point, making me gasp in surprise, though I liked the sudden spike of light pain. She was a wild one in bed.

I turned her over and she rode me, straddling my waist and taking my cock, impaling herself over and over. I squeezed her breasts and rubbed my thumbs over her nipples, watching them bounce up and down. Then I turned her onto her hands and knees and impaled her from behind.

She groaned in her accent, “Oh yesssss, baby....fill that tight pussy...fill it all the way with your big cock...fuck me!”

I held her ass and pounded in hard, thrusting faster and faster. My orgasm was building — and then suddenly crashing down on me as my elven queen lover came hard on my cock. Her pussy milked me, making my balls shoot thick loads of cream into her. She gasped and babbled more lustful elven phrases, then collapsed underneath me, pussy leaking my cum.

I lay down next to her and pulled her into my arms, wanting to make sure she was okay. “Was it good for you, my queen?”

“It was amazing, Hildran. You made me feel wonderful.” She smiled and kissed me. “I will sleep soundly tonight, being so thoroughly fucked.”

I smiled and stroked her hair. She nestled into my arms and was soon fast asleep.

****

When I woke, the birds were beginning to chirp and the sun was just coming up. Aravae was still fast asleep. I looked over and saw Melaia’s bedroll empty, so I figured she must have gotten up at some point to go to the stream.

I gently extricated myself from my sleeping elven companion and wrapped a cloak around myself. Heading down to the creek, I saw Melaia’s soft shimmering hair and watched as she bathed her shoulders. She was naked, of course, the water glistening on her smooth skin. My cock quickly stirred; it still amazed me how I was surrounded by beautiful elven women, all eager to have sex with me and serve my needs.

Melaia saw me and smiled. “Well, good morning, hero. Come on in. The water’s a bit cold, but nice...”

I shed my cloak and joined her. Soon we were laughing and splashing in the spray of the waterfall. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her against me, kissing her soundly.

I broke away and looked at her, pushing her hair back. “Did it bother you that I was with Aravae?”

She shook her head. “I was glad for it. She needed your companionship. Your reassurance. You gave her something I couldn’t.”

“A good, hard cock?” I asked wryly.

She laughed. “No, the warmth of your arms and the strength of your embrace. After whatever horrors she faced in that cell, she needed your strength to surround her.”

“Maybe she needs yours too.”

She looked surprised. “What do you mean?”

“You talked to her. Made her feel better. Maybe you should go to her and offer to help.”

She smiled. “You might be right.”

Leaning in, Melaia kissed me on the lips and I kissed back. Our tongues met as the kiss turned from gentle and tender to hot and heavy. Her hands moved across my neck and shoulders, settling on my back. She reached down into the water and stroked my cock; I was fully hard, and her soft hand around me felt good.

I picked her up and carried her out of the water, laying her down on the cloak. The air was pleasant, balmy and warm on our bodies, the sun shining down through the trees. I kissed her breasts and sucked her nipples into my mouth, letting go with a loud slurp. She squealed in flight and spread her legs, letting me feel between her thighs her copious wetness.

She reached down, stroking my cock up and down as I kissed her beautiful body.

Holding my cock, she guided it to her entrance and spread her pussy lips for me, letting me enter easily. She gasped as I plunged inside, my large cock parting her walls. Her warmth engulfed me, her legs spreading wide. “Fuck me, Hildran. My hero. Fuck me with that big cock...Oh, so good!”

I gave her what she wanted, propping myself up as I plunged in hard and deep. I fucked that tight little push, her wet mound squelching around my cock. She took me for several minutes on her back; then I turned her over, fucking her from behind, watching her ass jiggle as I pounded her into the soft grass. She gasped and moaned as she came hard, her pussy spasming around me.

I turned her onto her side and entered from behind, holding her leg up so I could penetrate at the right angle. Her breasts bounced and I squeezed them, holding tight. “Take that cock. Take it in your tight, hot little cunt...yeah, that’s good, baby.”

She liked my dirty talk, smiling and putting her hand behind her to wrap around my neck. “Mmmmm...yeah, fill me. Fill me with that thick cock....fuck me hard. Give me all your hot cum, baby.”

I thrust in fast and deep, feeling myself at the edge. Melaia had a third orgasm as I plunged in to the hilt, filling her with spurts of thick cum. We panted together, pleasantly worn out from our morning fuck. I lay down on my back to recover and she laid her head on top of my chest.

When we were back to full strength, we headed back to the main encampment. Aravae was stirring, pulling her robe around her. She blinked in surprise at the sight of us, a sly smile coming to her lips.

“Well, I think I can guess where you two have been.”

“Just, um, bathing,” said Melaia sheepishly, heading over to her things to get dressed.

“Mmm-hmm.”

I didn’t miss the way Aravae’s gaze swept over her, taking in the sight of Melaia’s jiggling butt cheeks. She had at the same look I did when I was horny for a woman.

“Like what you see?” I asked softly, going over to her as I put my trousers and shirt on.

“She is very attractive. It seems you already know that,” she responded in her subtle elven accent, giving me a coy smile.

“Sure. But I don’t mind sharing.”

She met my gaze, catching on to what I was suggesting. She gave a slight nod that made my heart race a bit. The thought of the two of them together was hot — I couldn’t deny that.

But still, we had a task to complete. The day’s journey lay ahead, and it was still a way off to get to Aravae’s elven village.

It was nightfall by the time we arrived. The village itself was a spread of tree-mounted huts and small encampments, with her palace being a large domed structure in the center of the village. The designs on each of the buildings were ornate and beautiful, colors varying from green and gold to a dark, sea-green color that seemed to entrance the eye. Elves in regal silver-gray robes passed by, occasionally nodding to us or bowing when they recognized the queen.

She reached the doors to her palace and turned to us. “I need some time to change and brief my attendants on what has happened. We will need to retaliate against the undead sect that captured me — or else they’ll think they can do whatever they wish.” Her gaze turned dark for a moment, then she shook off whatever thoughts she had. “Please, enjoy my peoples’ hospitality. We have prepared a room for you in the adjoining tent.”

I nodded, and with Melaia in tow, went to the nearby tent to rest and change. We ate a small meal of roast venison and bread, as well as a rich and delicious elven cheese. As we ate, we talked about the journey and discussed our thoughts and feelings.

“Are you attracted to her?” I asked.

“To Aravae?” She blushed. “Well, of course. I mean, she’s very beautiful.”

I smirked. “She is.” My gaze swept over her thoughtfully. “I think she’d like to be with you, you know.”

“As in...”

“In bed. Yes.”

“When?”

“Tonight, here. If you’re willing.”

She swallowed hard. “Yes...I’m willing.” From the flush on her cheeks, I suspected she was more than just willing.

She was excited at the prospect.

****

Mel’s moans and squeals indicated she was loving the queen’s naughty words and the way she played with Mel’s pussy. I kept pounding her, fucking harder and faster, making her scream with pleasure. As the two of us worked on her tight little body, she came violently, shuddering on my cock, pussy clenching me.

We switched positions. I moved underneath her, letting Mel ride me in a reverse cowgirl position while Ara sucked her tits and squeezed them. Sandwiched between us, the priestess orgasmed numerous times, her body losing control, her lusty cries of passion filling the tent.

Mel collapsed on the bed, panting as she recovered. I was still hard, my dick sticking up like an iron shaft. Aravae turned her gaze to me, smiling sinfully. Her fingers closed around me and stroked up and down. “Seems someone is still hard.”

She took me between her lips and began to slurp. I couldn’t control myself; I put my hand to the queen’s head and began to guide her up and down, taking control. She responded instantly, her movements rhythmic, in time with the pressure of my hand. I had sensed the queen wanted to submit, but needed the right circumstance — and person — to do it with.

Maybe that’s what Mel had meant when she said Aravae needed my strength. My dominance.

My control.

I took her head in my hands and pushed my cock deep into her throat. “Yeah...take that cock...take it all the way in your throat...fuck...” To my amazement, the queen deep-throated my cock like it was nothing, smiling happily around my shaft as she sucked on me.

Releasing my thick pole, Aravae mounted me, spearing herself on my rod. “Oh gods,” she moaned, setting her hands on my shoulders. “Fuck me, Hildran. Fuck me hard. Give me everything. I need it...need it good and hard...”

The Captured Mage Part IV: Taming the Queen

A short while after Melaia and I finished our meal, a soft voice came at the door to our tent. “May I come in?”

“Of course,” we answered at the same time. Then shot each other a grin.

The tent flap opened and Aravae came in. She wore a rich white gown that draped beautifully over her full breasts, as well as a dangling golden chain and two golden bracelets around each wrist. They were decorated with the same ornate designs on many of the buildings in the encampment.

She came over to us at the table, folding her hands gracefully in front of her. “I’ve instructed my attendants to bring several pouches of gold and jewelry for you to take with you. As well as some of our finest weapons and armor. It is the very least I can do to reward you.”

My eyes went wide in surprise. “You don’t need to do that, Lady. Truly.”

She shook her head. “Nonsense. I wish to.”

I pulled out a seat for her and she joined us, partaking of some wine. Pretty soon we were back to our comfortable rapport. She seemed to genuinely enjoy our company. I knew she was a busy lady, being queen and all, but she still wanted to spend time with us. When I asked why, she smiled.

“You are my friends.” She moved her fingers gently across the table. “I don’t have many friends, to tell you the truth.”

Melaia looked surprised. “You don’t have friends, Lady? Surely, someone as popular and beautiful as you...” She blushed after the words came out.

Aravae chuckled. “Beauty does not get you much of anywhere, little Mel. At least not when it comes to friendship.” She reached over and took Melaia’s hand, resting her graceful digits atop the priestess’. “That is why I cherish yours so much. And yours, Hildran.” She smiled at me.

We talked a while longer as the candles burned low. As the evening wore on, we became a little more intoxicated, laughing freely and getting a bit racy in our jokes. Melaia and Aravae were openly flirting, gradually shedding clothing (unintentionally, I assumed).

For my part, I was growing hard.

Finally, the queen stood and stretched her graceful arms. “I suppose I should retire for the night.” She didn’t sound thrilled at the prospect.

Melaia shot me a brief glance, then stood and took Aravae’s hand. “If you want...” She leaned in and whispered something in the queen’s ear. Aravae’s eyes widened.

“Are you sure?” she asked, looking at Mel, then to me.

“We’d like you to stay with us.” I gazed at her evenly, my dick throbbing at the thought of the two lovely elven ladies in my arms, and in each other’s.

Aravae looked back to the priestess, who smiled and cupped her cheek. Biting her lip, Mel leaned in and pressed her lips to the queen’s.

The kiss was electric. Aravae moaned softly, allowing Melaia to thread her fingers into the taller woman’s thick red hair. The candles flickered softly around them as Aravae’s hands moved tentatively down Mel’s soft body, moving to her hips — then lower, to her ass. She rested them there as the kiss turned hot.

Finally Melaia pulled back, gazing with breathless desire at the queen. “Come to bed with us, Lady.”

Aravae gazed at her with equal lust, nodding.

Mel led her to the bed and began to strip her of the gown, letting it fall from her slender shoulders. I got up and went to them slowly. They continued to kiss; in between, Mel turned toward me, holding out her hand.

I joined their embrace, my lips meeting Mel’s first, then Aravae’s. The queen threaded her arms around me hungrily and melted into a passionate kiss as Melaia moved behind her. Soon she was naked in our arms as we sandwiched her, Mel’s hands exploring her shoulders and arms, moving low to the beautiful naked globes of her ass. I squeezed her breasts as we kissed, eliciting delicious purrs of pleasure from the queen.

I moved onto the bed and began to undress, watching Melaia do the same. Soon the three of us were naked, embracing in alternation; sometimes Mel was in my arms and Aravae was behind her, and sometimes the other way around. I moved back for a moment to allow the two women to pleasure each other, watching as Melaia spread Aravae’s legs and smiled up at her. “Let me taste you, my queen.”

Aravae shuddered and threaded her fingers into the smaller elf’s hair as Melaia’s lips worked their magic on her pussy. She ground her hips upward, pressing her sweet cunt into Mel’s face. “Yes,” she hissed. “Lick that pussy...lick me inside...oh gods...Mel...”

I stroked my cock, watching Mel’s head move up and down between Aravae’s legs. Mel’s ass was thrust up into the air, her pussy dripping. Facing me. A sight too tempting to resist.

I moved to it, spreading her cunt with my thumbs and feasting on her, licking up and down. She moaned into Aravae’s sex, the three of us forming a daisy-chain of pussy-licking, sex-crazed animals.

I sucked hard on Mel’s clit, making her groan and shudder. I plunged two fingers in and out of her, frigging her tight little cunt as she ate Aravae’s hot sex, licking up and down, then slurping her juices. I watched the queen’s eyes move to me, settling on me as she held Mel’s hair, her body writhing in orgasm.

As Aravae came down from her climax, I took my cock, stroking it — then plunged into Mel’s tight pussy, making her squeal with lust.

As I fucked her, Aravae moved around to join me, reaching under and playing with her clit. “Yessss...you like that big cock in you, don’t you little slut? Having Hil fuck you like a whore...it’s your dream come true, you dirty priestess.”

“Oh fuck yes...fuck me harder....talk dirty to me, Ara...”

Mel’s moans and squeals indicated she was loving the queen’s naughty words and the way she played with Mel’s pussy. I kept pounding her, fucking harder and faster, making her scream with pleasure. As the two of us worked on her tight little body, she came violently, shuddering on my cock, pussy clenching me.

We switched positions. I moved underneath her, letting Mel ride me in a reverse cowgirl position while Ara sucked her tits and squeezed them. Sandwiched between us, the priestess orgasmed numerous times, her body losing control, her lusty cries of passion filling the tent.

Mel collapsed on the bed, panting as she recovered. I was still hard, my dick sticking up like an iron shaft. Aravae turned her gaze to me, smiling sinfully. Her fingers closed around me and stroked up and down. “Seems someone is still hard.”

She took me between her lips and began to slurp. I couldn’t control myself; I put my hand to the queen’s head and began to guide her up and down, taking control. She responded instantly, her movements rhythmic, in time with the pressure of my hand. I had sensed the queen wanted to submit, but needed the right circumstance — and person — to do it with.

Maybe that’s what Mel had meant when she said Aravae needed my strength. My dominance.

My control.

I took her head in my hands and pushed my cock deep into her throat. “Yeah...take that cock...take it all the way in your throat...fuck...” To my amazement, the queen deep-throated my cock like it was nothing, smiling happily around my shaft as she sucked on me.

Releasing my thick pole, Aravae mounted me, spearing herself on my rod. “Oh gods,” she moaned, setting her hands on my shoulders. “Fuck me, Hildran. Fuck me hard. Give me everything. I need it...need it good and hard...”

I thrust upwards into the queen, loving the blissed-out look on her beautiful face. Watching her lose control was the sexiest thing I knew. It was even better, knowing I made her do it.

Mel had recovered a bit and was watching us with a pleased smile, playing with her breasts and pussy. “Gods that’s hot.”

I turned Aravae onto her hands and knees and impaled her from behind, shoving my cock deep and hard into her tight wet cunt. “Yessss...fuck me...put it deep...so thick, so big...”

“Take it, slut. Take Hildran’s big shaft in your pussy. You like that, don’t you? Being filled up by our rogue’s huge dick?” asked Mel with a lewd, hot smile.

“Oh gods! YES!” Aravae came hard, her pussy fluttering on my cock. I groaned at the sensation, pushed over the edge by the feeling of her climax. I held her ass and pushed in all the way, spurting hot jets of cum into the queen’s unprotected elven womb.

Panting, I gazed at Mel, who moved up to kiss the queen’s lips. She kissed back, the two of them embracing tenderly. Then Mel pulled away and moved to me, putting her arms around me and locking me into a hot kiss.

“I think we made our queen happy,” she murmured with a smile.

I pulled out, my cock leaving Aravae’s pussy with a wet slurp, leaving a trail of cum on her thigh. I collapsed back on the bed, my two elven lovers soon juicing me, each curling in one of my arms.

“Well, that was the best night of my life,” giggled Aravae. I’d never heard her giggle before.

“Mine too,” agreed Mel.

“Mmmm,” was all I could respond.

They both giggled at that and curled into me, the three of us falling into a restful, happy sleep.

****

I woke up to the sound of soft, happy sighs and elven hair draped over my chest.

What time is it? I wondered. I started to get up — then realized there were two sleep naked elven bodies draped over me. Looking down, I saw that Mel and Ara were still happily snoozing, though Aravae had turned onto her back at some point. Her tits were sticking straight up ingot he air, and Mel’s hand was resting on one.

My two horny little elves, I thought, smirking. How the heck am I going to get up?

As carefully as possible, I extracted myself from the bed, trying not to wake them. Somehow, I managed. I guess our crazy sexual escapades the previous night had worn them out.

As I got off the bed, Mel curled into Aravae’s arms, happily using her breasts as a pillow.

I chuckled softly and went to wash myself in the nearby basin. I let the water run down my face and looked the mirror. I grabbed a nearby razor and shaved the sides of my jaw, leaving my trimmed dark beard and sideburns in place.

I soaped myself up and then washed, getting nice and clean before finding a fresh outfit set out by Aravae’s attendants. I wondered if they’d come in the middle of the night and seen us. What a shock, I thought, laughing silently to myself. Poor elven servant, seeing the three of us naked on the bed like that.

But maybe not. The elves in Cloudborne were turning out to have a ravenous sexual appetite. They probably weren’t as prudish as I’d thought.

Leaving my two sleeping beauties, I left the tent to go find some breakfast. I followed the smell of something delicious into a nearby tent, where several warriors were piling their plates with food. I joined them, selecting some a few choice cuts of meat, some sliced, toasted bread with butter, and an elven pastry.

One of the warriors sat down beside me. “Enjoying your stay?” she asked with a pleasant smile.

“Very much.” You have no idea just how much, I thought, remembering the previous night.

“Good.” She bit into a bite of sausage. “After what you did for us, we should all be thanking you.”

“What I did?”

“Saving our queen.”

“You really revere her, don’t you?”

The warrior nodded. She took a sip of her mead and said, “Queen Aravae led us through the wilderness during the darkest war our people fought. It was just three years ago we found this place and got settled.” She gazed grimly at her cup for a moment, then got back to eating. “Had it not been for her, we would have all been imprisoned by the undead clans.”

“I didn’t know they had clans.”

She nodded. “We’ve been fighting a war against them for — gods, it seems like centuries. I don’t know how long it’s really been.”

“Since before you were born?”

She nodded. “And then some. I was born over two hundred years ago, so...” She shrugged. “It’s been a while.”

“Wow.” I was struck by the realization that the undead and elves were locked in this centuries-old war. How had I never known that?

Maybe you should read the player’s guide, I thought, smirking. I took off my VR headset for a moment and considered that. I knew I had it somewhere, but I wasn’t sure where.

Damn. The designers really did put a lot of thought into the game. Making the elves have a mortal enemy — it really puts their struggle into light. I rubbed my chin, giving a thoughtful “huh,” and wandered off to take a shower.

I still needed to get things ready for when Rachel showed up tonight. I headed to the kitchen, taking out stuff for the casserole. I chopped vegetables, sautéed some Italian sausage, prepared the crust, and put some croutons in a baking dish. As I cooked, I thought about everything that had happened. Even though I had spent the whole weekend so far in the game world, time felt like it had passed differently. Because of Hildran’s adventures, I felt different. More mature. Stronger. Confident.

Hell, I’d gone over to Rachel’s and asked her to dinner, no problem. Was my game character rubbing off on me?

Maybe it was what Melaia had said: Hildran had strength. She didn’t mean physical strength, though he had that too. It was something internal, a sense that everything would be all right no matter what challenges he had to face.

Apparently that was attractive.

I finished up in the kitchen, the room filling with the sizzling smell of meat. I drained the pasta and mixed things together, setting the casserole in to bake. Then I headed off to take a quick shower and get dressed.

I’d still have a bit more time to play before Rachel arrived.

****

A while later, I put my headset back on, returning to the game world. Things were as I’d left them, with the elven warrior still finishing her breakfast. She gave me a quick farewell smile and a wave and left.

I exited the tent and went to find Melaia and Aravae. They were still happily ensconced together, spooning. I realized something then: Aravae had always needed a companion. Someone who could stay at her side and provide her the company she didn’t have. Someone who could ease her loneliness, give her the friendship and love she craved.

Melaia needed someone to follow. Just as she had with me.

I couldn’t be either of those things — so it made perfect sense for the two of them to be together.

I scribbled a quick note of farewell and Thanks for the fun; you know where to find me and left it on the bedside table.

Then I went to the stables, choosing a swift elven horse for my journey back to Stillhaven.

I got to the town later that day, having made good progress on a side road. It was dark by the time I returned to the Thieves’ Guild, finding Enaia inside, sitting at her writing desk.

“Mission complete,” I announced as I entered the room.

She looked up, smiling at me. “I heard. You’ve done good work, Hildran.”

I realized I’d gained over ten levels and hadn’t even noticed. I was now level fifty, the maximum you can get. I could still gain in skill points, but my stats would remain the same.

I’d been so engrossed in the action I hadn’t even noticed.

I considered asking Enaia for more quests, but they would just provide gold at this point, not experience. What was I going to do next? I had options: buying a house seemed like a good one. I chose a small, cozy little building on the outskirts of the city. Selecting some furniture, I soon had a nice little abode going for myself.

The kind of place you could invite people to.

Smiling, I went to my messenger desk and sent a quick note to Sylvis.

You busy?

Her reply came moments later: Never too busy for you.

I chuckled. Tonight was going to be fun, indeed.

****

I took off my headset, feeling satisfied. My adventure had turned out well after all.

I heard a ring at the front door and glanced at the clock. Dinnertime.

I opened it a moment later and found Rachel standing there, wearing a stunning white dress that hugged her luscious figure. She was carrying a bottle of white wine. “Wow,” I said, gaping like an idiot. “You look amazing.”

She blushed. “Thanks. Figured I don’t get much chance to dress up, so...”

I grinned. “I’m sure not going to complain.”

I stepped back to let her inside. She put her arm around me for a quick hug, smelling of soft perfume and a her own natural, sweet scent, like soap. Her hair brushed my cheek. She smelled amazing.

The hug lasted just a few seconds, but I noticed she lingered a bit. Maybe Rachel was attracted to me. Or was that just wishful thinking?

She handed me the bottle of wine and walked slowly down the main hallway, looking around. “Your place is really nice. Heck of a lot cleaner than mine.”

“Yeah, I’m kind of a neat freak.” I smiled and closed the door. My eyes went to her butt as she strode down the hall, her heels clicking. Damn, she looked hot. I tried to will myself not to get hard, but it was impossible. All I could picture was throwing her over the side of the couch, hiking that skirt up, and plunging my cock into her dripping wet pussy.

I didn’t, of course. I wanted to wine and dine Rachel before I fucked her. Take things a little slower. Build the romance.

She deserved it.

We sat down to a nice candlelit dinner together, talking and laughing. She proved to be an amiable dinner companion, charming and funny. She laughed at my jokes, even — something not many people did. She was encouraging when I told her about my work issues, providing support and a listening ear. She listened thoughtfully and kindly, taking a real interest.

That didn’t happen much.

As dinner wound down, I got up to take our plates to the sink. I was setting them into the basin when I heard the soft click of heels behind me and felt two slender female arms going around my waist.

“Thanks for dinner,” she purred into my ear. “You know, a man who can cook is a big turn-on.”

“Oh, really?”

“Mmmm-hmmm.”

I turned back to her, smiling. Rachel was gazing up at me with an inviting grin. Her hands wandered over my chest, settling on the front of my shirt. She bit her lip and hesitated a second. “Tell me if this isn’t okay. I don’t want to mess things up between us.”

“Trust me...it’s okay.”

I threaded my fingers in her hair and pulled her in for a kiss. Our lips met, tongues swirling gently. The jazz music I’d put on in the background played softly, setting a romantic mood. As our kiss grew in passion, I picked Rachel up and carried her into my bedroom.

I felt more than a little like Hildran. Only this time, I was making love to a human instead of an elf. I chuckled silently to myself at the thought.

I set her down at the edge of my bed and helped her remove her dress, watching the shimmering white fabric fall from her lovely shoulders. Rachel smiled at me and showed me her beautiful full breasts. We kissed again and I massaged them with my hands, leaning in to kiss each one reverently. I sucked on her nipples, making her gasp with delight.

I laid her down on the bed, reaching between her thighs, under her panties, feeling her soft silken wetness. She moaned into my mouth. “God you’re sexy, Jason.” She tangled her body with mine and we rolled over as we kissed. She straddled me and opened my shirt, running her hands over my abs as I squeezed her full breasts, watching the points of her nipples become hard and aroused.

I slid her panties off and massaged her pussy, drawing delicious moans from her lips. She helped me get my underwear off, freeing my thick, hard cock. We kissed more, passion building between us as she stroked my manhood, sliding her soft fingers up and down my shaft. She kissed her way down my body and took my cock in hand, licking along the full length and then taking me into her mouth. She gazed into my eyes as she sucked me, slurping on the head of my cock and then taking me all the way into her mouth.


“Fuck...Rachel...that feels amazing.”

I watched in pleasure as my beautiful neighbor sucked on me with a sexy smile. My fingers tangled in her hair and pulled it back from her head. She teased me with her tongue, moving it slowly up my shaft in loving licks, then stroking my cock up and down.


She moved up onto me again, kissing me several times on the lips. My cock nudged her slick, smooth entrance and I positioned myself at her wet pussy. A moment later, I impaled her on my shaft, making her gasp in pleasure.

“Oh god, so big...”

She started sliding up and down on me, taking my cock deep inside her. Her lips opened in pleasure, mouth forming an “O” of lust as she rocked up and down on my cock. We made love in a romantic, sensual fashion, enjoying each other’s bodies. Then the heat started to build, her kisses turning passionate as she rode me harder. I grabbed her hips and began to thrust upwards into her, squeezing her sexy ass with my hands, making her moan in delight. I sucked her lovely breasts, leaving her nipples slick with saliva.

I turned her onto her side and entered her from behind, lifting her leg as I penetrated. We held hands tenderly, my cock sliding in thick and deep. “Yeah, fuck me, Jason. Fill me with that big cock. God, you’re fucking huge. Feels so good...” Her legs wrapped around mine as she took me, watching my cock impale her wet, tiny little pussy over and over.

“Oh god!” She shuddered violently, her pussy suddenly spasming all over me. She came hard, reaching behind her to hold her arm around my neck for support. I kept on thrusting, pounding her right through her orgasm.

I pulled out for a moment and got between her legs, licking and slurping on her delicious little puss. She held her breasts and played with her nipples, allowing me to eat her creamy cunt. My nose smashed against her mound, her cute little belly button moving fast up an down with her breathing. She came a second time as I slurped on her cunt, tongue wiggling on her clit and then pulsing inside her.

I spread her legs and entered her again from on top, my arms going to either side as I thrust in and out. She smiled up at me and kissed me, taking my cock deep in her horny pussy. She wrapped her arms around my strong shoulders as I fucked her, pounding deep and hard, my abs moving in time with my thrusts. “Oh god...I’m cumming again... Cumming on your cock, Jason... So big...fill me...”

“Fuck. I’m gonna cum, Rache.”

“Yes, baby. Cum inside! Cum in my pussy...give me all that hot cum...”

I groaned and spurted hot inside her, filling her tight cunt with my seed. She fluttered around me, pussy milking me as her third orgasm crashed on her, filling her with pleasure. She held me tight as I overflowed her womb with creamy sperm, spilling myself into her.

When it was done, we gasped for breath, gazing tenderly into each other’s eyes. She smiled lovingly at me and pulled me into her arms. “That was amazing, baby. Thank you so much for tonight.”

“Do you want more than just tonight?” I asked, returning her smile.

She kissed me several times gently and nodded. “I’d love that. As many times as you want.”

Cradling each other, we soon fell into a deep, restful sleep.

Finally, in the real world, I felt as happy as I did in game.

****
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