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I
The Gateway
“Cash stick.” The drowsy-eyed man behind the counter motions with his fat fingers. 
Charlotte Granger slides her cash stick across the counter and the man slots the chip on the end of the stick into the reader. Her ID flashes on the grimy screen. Charlotte Granger. Age 19. Northern California Zone. He punches a few buttons and calls up her cash balance. 
“Max it?” He asks. 
She purses her lips and nods with barely-repressed excitement. Her heart is already racing, her body tingling with anticipation. Every moment she spends on this transaction is a moment she is HERE when she could be THERE. Her honey-brown eyes wander to the display for the various immersion games available at the tank farm. The largest of them all is the colorful display for Eternities. 
“400 million users!” Proclaims the spinning holographic text. “It’s better than reality!” 
It’s not a lie. Reality is pretty lame lately. Too many people, too much pollution, dirty water, not enough jobs; the list of reality’s inadequacies goes on. The hologram beneath the text depicts a lush fantasy world and a beautiful, voluptuous red-headed elf casting a spell. Her magic vaporizes the flesh from a menacing orc in a grisly loop. 
The colors of the hologram are far more vivid than the dreary colors of the cheaply-built tank farm. The beauty of the holographic woman strikes Charlotte as a disorienting counterpoint to the unwashed pig behind the counter. 
Beyond the counter and the security cage are the tanks, their glossy white shells reflecting the cheap overhead light strips. In the hum of the machines, Charlotte can almost hear the birds singing and the soft breeze rustling the forest leaves. They call it Nerth in the game. That’s the main continent. 
Everyone just thinks of the place as Eternities. 
The game. The world. 
There. 
“You’re good for eleven hours. Tank 19.” The clerk slides the timed access card across to Charlotte along with her drained cash stick. “You need a suit?” 
“Brought my own,” she replies, plucking at her loose t-shirt. 
The gate buzzes open and Charlotte hurries through. Before she can dash off, the clerk taps his finger on a sign taped on the counter and growls, “Don’t piss in the tank or I will charge you an hour the next time you come in here.” 
“Right! I won’t!” Charlotte know the rules. Only first-timers and wasters piss in the tank and she is neither. Eternities is her passion, her greatest joy, but it is not her entire life. Unlike most wasters, she has a mom, dad, and two brothers living in the hyper stacks. She has a job at Mycoburger and part time classes at the Shang Academy learning to be a programmer. The weekends and evenings when she doesn’t have work or class belong to Eternities. 
The weight of her real life seems to lift from her shoulders as she races towards her reserved spot. The tank farm is little more than an air-conditioned warehouse. The bare concrete floor is covered with electric cables and thicker fluid feeds from the water recyclers, each bundle heading to one of the 30 glossy white clamshell tanks. Most of them are in operation, green LEDs showing along the door strip and the whirr of computer fans emerging from the grille at the back of each tank. 
The number “19” is stenciled in black numerals on the upper shell of Charlotte’s tank. The fans are silent. The LEDs are red at the door strip where the smaller upper clamshell hinges open. The grip is worn from hundreds of hands opening and closing the lid. She slides her card, grabs the grip, and opens the tank. The smell of musty saltwater wafts from the tank’s dark interior. 
She is so eager to escape from reality that she almost climbs into the tank with her sneakers still on. She glances around, her face hot with embarrassment. The clerk is watching with his piggish eyes, a mocking smile on his face. She kicks off her shoes and peels off her oversized t-shirt and shorts. Underneath, she is wearing her one-piece bathing suit, two-toned with a black bottom and a dark blue upper half that clings tightly to her breasts. 
Her face only gets hotter as she feels the clerk staring at her. She doesn’t think of herself as particularly attractive with her unkempt brown hair and her boyish hips, but she is young and female, and that’s enough for creeps like him. 
Charlotte shrugs off the clerk’s stare and tucks her folded clothes and shoes into the cubby under the tank. She does a few stretches, because even with a perv watching her she knows the consequences of spending hours in the tank without stretching. At last, she steps her bare foot over the rim and into the cool, dark liner of number 19. 
She settles into the soft inner webbing and closes the lid above her, everything dark and every movement echoing in that darkness. After a moment, the tank begins to hum and curved displays flicker to life on the inside of the lid. They begin their pre-programmed instructions on how to activate the tank and choose a game. 
“Please make your selection using the touch-pad or activate your interface—“
Charlotte cancels the voice with a slide of her fingers along the touch-pad and exits the tactile menu. She plucks the interface crown from its socket and settles the connections on her head. Whoever was in the tank before her had a huge head, so she adjusts the size until it feels like the crown won’t possibly fall off her scalp. 
“Time to get the hell out of here,” she murmurs. 
Charlotte presses and holds the connection button on the crown with the tip of her index finger. There is a hum inside her brain growing louder and louder. She “hears” a soft beeping tone that moves from her left ear to her right. There isn’t sound, just the crown tricking her brain into thinking there is sound and calibrating to her neural response. After another second a feminine voice says, “Connected” and repeats the word in Spanish, German, Chinese, and Japanese. The computer reads her brain’s reaction to hearing the word in the various languages. 
“Prepare for immersion,” says the woman, continuing only in English. 
Warm immersion fluid floods into the tank, quickly covering Charlotte’s body. She is weightless as she floats in the high saline water. The sides of the tank are within her reach, but if she floats with her arms at her side she is not touching anything. Not even her toes make contact with the webbing as she floats in the darkness. 
The fluid reaches the tank’s fill level and gurgles softly to a stop. She closes her eyes and drifts in the water as a woman’s voice in her head begins a soft countdown. Light sparks behind her eyelids. A glowing grid unfolds in the darkness, warping, forming a tunnel with brighter light in the distance. She focuses on that distant point and zooms towards the light, willing the tank to give her what she desires and to take her where she wants to go. The light grows larger, filling her vision, seeming to roar in her ears like rushing air. 
With a sudden gasp she plunge into the light and she is…
There. 
A breeze stirs her long, pale blonde hair. Sunlight warms her dappled shoulders and golden skin and shimmers from the surface of the river Welswent. A wheel creaks as it turns in the river’s flow and the murmur of a dozen conversations begins to populate her senses. 
Men, women, elves, catfolk, orcbloods, and planetouched folk appear around her in the marketplace within the cobblestone plaza beside the river. Food stalls offer a variety of savory delicacies, sweet pastries, and concoctions meant to warm a traveler’s belly. Trinket peddlers and mystics and call out to potential customers. The wide open space is bounded by Tudor-style houses, taverns, and shops. The gothic architecture of a church of Jastin, the human god of justice, looms over the plaza. 
Everything is more vividly sensual than anything she has experienced outside of Eternities. The village of High Barrow is set on the fringes of the human Tarolian Imperium, so most of the players here are very high level. Beyond the picturesque town are thousands of acres of high level mobs, end game raids, and stunning scenery. 
She flexes her powerful muscles and feels the weight of her ample breasts shift. She is no longer Charlotte Granger, broke teenager. That boring identity begins to fade. 
Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather – Level 159 Wild Elf Warrior The words float into her consciousness. Her character’s gauzy back story stretches over her real memories. She sees an upbringing among the wild elves, living in the trees, hunting parro elk and stringing bows with sevet-gut. 
She recalls her blooding among the elves, her first hunt, her first battle with the orcs and goblins of the Kojun jungle. 
There is no clear line between the battles she experienced as a player and those generated into the false memory of Bronwen. This illusion of continuity allows Charlotte’s real identity to recede into the background within the physical reality of this place. 
Charlotte is gone. She is Bronwen. 
Her body is larger and stronger, her figure no longer that of an underfed 19-year-old. Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather is a gorgeous, blonde, Wild Elf Warrior, nearly at the Eternities level cap of 160, with her barbarian and dual-weapon fighting skills maxed out. Her voluptuous body is not just for sex appeal. Beneath her soft curves, she ripples with muscles to match her incredible strength statistic. She is a pure warrior and confident enough that she would be willing to face off against just about anyone on the server in solo PVP. 
Bronwen opens her inventory and selects her suit of Legendary Shadow Chain she recently looted from a raid on the Sarcophagus of Xypheen. She switches out her Blessed Furs, feeling the warm weight lift away to be replaced by the comfortable coolness of the enchanted mail. Her dexterity drops, she can feel that without checking my stats, but she has protection from magical attacks and the ability to stealth move to reduce detection range. 
The Shadow Chain clings to Bronwen’s prominent breasts like a second skin and the skirt hangs over her groin and her peachy bottom, barely more than a loincloth. When she takes a step, she feels the weight of the hanging chain shift to reveal the dark thong of her underwear between her cheeks. She can feel some of the other players and NPCs watching her move. Charlotte would have felt ashamed. Bronwen doesn’t mind the attention. 
In her right hand she grips her trusty Legendary Blade of Solana-of-the-Red-Feather. It’s her class-best weapon and one she has been using for several weeks. It takes off Pallor Knight heads as easily as whacking the tops off dandelions. In her other hand, she grips her Epic Soultaker Dagger. The black blade glows with unholy might. It deals massive damage on a sneak attack and allows her to trap the souls of fallen monsters she kills. These souls can be used by her companions to craft magic items. 
“Thought you weren’t going to show,” says a familiar voice behind Bronwen. 
The beautiful elf sheaths her weapons and turns. 
Myna Frostfyre – Level 157 Human Wizard
The green text for an allied player floats above the head of a petite white-haired wizardess. Myna is young and beautiful despite her white hair, with delicate features that seem more elflike than human. Her shimmering blue armor, more of a gown, reveals much of her pale flesh. She is carrying a white staff that emanates with blue magical energy and cold vapor. 
Myna is Bronwen’s oldest friend within Eternities. They have been together since the beta, adventuring from Heimsvak to Shaddobar, and they are the founding members of their tiny guild called “The Queens of Chaos.” 
The warm breeze stirs Myna’s hair and she flashes Bronwen a grin. 
“Looking fit in that Shadow Chain,” says Myna. 
Bronwen scoops the small wizardess up in a powerful embrace, squeezing Myna against the softness of her ample breasts before setting her back down. 
“Oh my,” laughs Myna, fanning herself as if overheated. 
“I’ve been looking forward to this all week,” laughs Bronwen, her voice husky and sensual. “Where are Rista and Veluxina?” 
“Already waiting at the entrance to the Sorrow Hive,” says Myna. 
“Let me put my Blessed Furs up for auction.” Bronwen is eager for the cash selling the high-level item will get her and the weight is a bit of an annoyance in her inventory bag. 
“No time,” says Myna, taking Bronwen’s hand and tugging urgently. “We need to go now if we’re going to make it before the spawn.” 
“Yeah, alright,” Bronwen says grudgingly and shoulders her inventory bag. 
“I mean, Veluxina and Rista will get eaten alive by Zhibbareth.” 
The boss only spawns once per day from the Unhallowed Mountain and he is the toughest creature in the game. A thief and a paladin stand no chance against him. 
“Let’s go!” Myna shouts and she sets off at a run. 
Bronwen’s powerful legs carry her in long strides that leap over obstructions. 
She begins to catch up and the small human wizardess sparkles with magical light and lifts into the air, gliding easily over the village’s rooftops. 
“No fair!” Bronwn shouts at Myna. 
She grunt with effort, leaping from a pile of crates to a nearby roof, to a wagon trundling down the road, and over an awestruck NPC. She races through the village’s seedier quarter, brushing off the enticements of NPC
whores and barreling into a random ambush of some back alley thugs. 
“Hand over your coins!” Snarls one of the thugs as he brandishes a short sword. “Or we’ll cut you from your gullets to your gutters!” 
These grimy thugs are low enough level that Bronwen could one-hit even their leader. She glances at Myna, who is hovering nearby, and lets out a snort of amusement. 
“Loving the dialogue update in the latest patch,” says Myna with a smirk. She floats over the cutpurses and Bronwen barrels past them as their sword swings miss her completely. 
“I hear there are some that will try to have sex with you,” says Bronwen, recalling some chat she saw on social media. “They just added it. And I do not mean the friendly sort of sex” 
“It’s a checkbox,” says Myna. “Check your character sheet. They slipped it in without announcing it. You have to volunteer to be open to extreme content to get the rape encounters.” 
“Ew, not gonna go there,” laughed Bronwen. 
“Vel did it,” says Myna as the pair race over a stone bridge out of town. “She said a Skull Wight caught her and spent an hour fucking her in a crypt. She made it sound scary but that crazy slut loved it.” 
“Too kinky for me.” Bronwen shakes her head and vaults over a slate-stone wall. Her toe catches the top of the wall and pebbles skitter along behind her. 
“I’ll probably get bored one day and try it out,” says Myna. 
Bronwen decided long ago that sexual content on Eternities was not for her. 
She dabbled in it when she first started, but found that women that had sex with other PCs earned a reputation as whores. The ones that fucked the NPCs earned an even worse reputation. 
Bullshit double standard,  thinks Bronwen. 
All the male players screw constantly in the brothels and inns. They try to have sex with every woman in their group. Some of them will even have sex with defeated female monsters, which is just disgusting to her and why she either solos or groups up with her friends from the Queens of Chaos. 
Their destination is on the other side of the mist-shrouded Ash Fell Mountains. The Unhallowed Mountain is a great, black peak rising behind this smaller range. 
“We’re not going to make it in time,” says Myna. “Not over the mountains.” 
“The ancient canals,” shouts Bronwen, pointing Myna to the route as she runs alongside the levitating mage. “We can skip backtracking in the mountains. 
Get there with plenty of time. 
“Not counting the mobs,” says Myna, taking a skeptical tone. “We’ll have to fight high level sminids.” 
“Not high level compared to us. We fight through them and keep moving. If too many with javelins spawn I’ll use my Battle Rage and kill them, then you just levitate me past the warriors when they close in around me.” 
“That’ll work,” says Myna. 
They veer towards the ruins, following the ancient canals into the Valley of Woes. The jungle is quiet around them, the sun passing through the canopy of wide leaves and casting shadows across the stagnant green waters of the abandoned canals. They skirt the ruins of an ancient village and pass skeletons and strange symbols meant to warn of dangerous siminids nearby. 
“Help me, please!” A woman’s voice echoes in the quiet jungle. They burst from a last copse of banyans and emerge onto an overgrown plaza bounded by crumbling ruins. Bronwen slows to a stop to take in her surroundings. 
Judging by the ruins, this was once the heart of a significant settlement. 
A massive white rock climbed by creeper vines stands in the center of the plaza. Bronwen can just make out the faint lines of elven facial features in the timeworn stone. It must have been a huge statue that toppled and eroded over thousands of years. 
“Heelllllllp!” The woman calls out again in a voice hoarse with fear. 
“There she is,” says Myna, pointing to a figure dangling beneath an outcropping on the massive stone. 
The woman is as voluptuous as she is poorly clothed, her peasant blouse and skirt torn in several places so that nearly her entire body is revealed as she kicks her shapely legs. Her brown hair is disheveled and she has a smear of blood on her forehead. The woman’s sensual curves jiggle as she swings from the rope binding her wrists. Her desperate expression is coupled with a flush that seems intended to be sexual arousal. 
“They’re really laying it on thick with their bait girls lately,” mutters Myna, her gaze lingering on the woman’s curves. 
“Just be ready to levitate us,” whispers Bronwen, knowing Myna’s tendency to get distracted by the helpless bait girls. “I want to get past these things as quickly as possible.” 
She activates her Shadow Chain’s Cloak of Darkness power and drops into a crouch. Darkness gathers around Bronwen as she seems to melt into the shadows of the ruins. Taking the point position, there is no way for the siminids to see her approaching. She flanks around the clearing and hears the siminids chattering to each other in their simple language. The upright blue-furred apes are watching the human NPC they have bound to serve as bait. 
They’re watching Myna seemingly walk into their trap. 
Oogbuk – Level 131 Siminid Javelinier
Bronwen counts six with the orange text of lower-level enemies floating above their heads. Six javeliniers among the group of about 30 siminids. It’s a bigger ambush than she was hoping and she knows she will have to make short work of them or end up surrounded. She creeps close enough to smell their bestial stink as she grips her sword and dagger. She checks once over her shoulder to be sure Myna is ready and then leaps from her crouch at the nearest javelinier. 
Her sword does not even whistle as it swings in a flash of silver and takes the head cleanly off the hapless blue siminid. A welter of blood splashes his surprised comrades and the javelinier pitches backward as his head rolls out of the jungle and into the clearing. There is no time for her to be sure Myna caught her signal. 
“Death to all siminids!” Bronwen screams as she triggers her Battle Rage ability. 
Wild magic flashes in a crimson aura around her and the fury of the wild elves burns through her veins. Her muscles seem to bulge in her arms, shoulders, and abdomen. She grins with the madness of the rage and charges into the siminids. She slams her body into another javelinier and staggers him back. Before he can recover, she slashes open his chest and buries her dagger in his heart. The siminid lets out a gurgling scream and drops from her blade to the ground. 
Bronwen’s rage propels her at twice normal speed into the next javelinier and she hacks his left arm off with her sword and drives her dagger into his ribcage from the side. He falls, gushing blood from his nose and mouth. 
The fourth of the javeliniers manages to get his weapon up only for Bronwen to swat it aside with her sword. She slams her dagger under his jaw and into his virtual brain. The blade sinks in with a sickening crunch and she wrenches it out, kicking his corpse aside as she prepares to attack the last two javelin-throwers. They have moved back behind a rank of warriors. These bulkier siminids brandish stone axes and hoot with simian rage. 
These are high level mobs, but still relatively low level compared to Bronwen. She hacks her way through the warriors, shrugging of blows that barely hurt her, but would smash a lower-level character to oblivion. She reaches the fifth of the javelin throwers and takes off his head along with part of his left shoulder with a swing of her sword. His blue-furred head spins to the ground. 
Bronwen is struck sharply between her shoulder blades and lurches a step forward. She hears the familiar buzzing tone of a critical hit and reaches back to feel warm blood and the siminid’s stone axe still buried in her flesh. She roars in her frenzy, backhanding her attacker and stomping his head with her heel. She leaps over several more warriors and tackles the last of the javeliniers. The beast manages to bite her and knock her sword out of Bronwen’s hand. She choke the siminid as she fends off another warrior with her dagger. 
Enraged siminids close in around her. A series of axe-blows land on her shoulders and arms, staggering her and nearly driving her to her knees. The Shadow Chain soaks up most of the damage, but she is still hurting from the axe buried in her back. She stops try to block them and lets the damage build up, powering her special attack. With each painful thump, the power surges through her virtual veins, more exciting than even her Battle Rage. 
“Going to hit them with my War Cry special!” Bronwen shouts, hoping Myna has the sense to keep her distance. 
She throws off her nearest attackers and surges to her feet. A vicious swing of her dagger slashes the throat of the last javelinier. She lashes out and shoves and fights to clear the space around her. She cannot see her guild mate over the ugly scrum of siminids trying to attack her. Drenched in sweat and blood, she sucks in the deepest breath she can, her muscles tightening as she channels her maxed special energy into a primal roar of rage. 
The force of her War Cry bowls over the siminids and causes a stun effect. 
Those closest to her suffer terrible damage, including a few that perish from the combination of the War Cry and the earlier damage she inflicted. Those not flattened by the deafening scream stumble around in a daze, blood dripping from their ears and noses. 
Bronwen does not hesitate. She collects her sword from the carnage and goes to work, finishing off a dozen siminids and clearing a path through their surviving ambush force. 
“Myna! Where the hell are you?” Bronwen stomps another siminid and scans the group of ambushers. More than half of them are still alive and starting to rise from the stunning. She is keenly aware of the time she is wasting on these creatures, but she has no choice. She shouts with frustration and leaps at the first on its feet, taking off its head with a swing of her sword. 
By the time she has finished the last of them, her body is sticky with siminid blood and she is below half health from the accumulation of minor injuries. 
She mutters and quaffs one of her greater healing elixirs. The drink warms her throat down to her belly and sends tingling sensations radiating throughout her body. Her wounds melt away, leaving behind unblemished skin. 
Still out of breath from exertion, she loots a waterskin from one of the siminids and upends it over her head to wash away the sticky blood. Her pale golden hair grows dark with moisture and the flow of water pours over her face and between her ample breasts cradled by the Shadow Chain. 
Water courses pleasantly down her abdomen, cooling off the heat from the battle and washing away the filth. The sensation is real and refreshing, but with Bronwen’s sexual content deactivated in the game, there is a strange nothingness when the water pours over her loincloth and between her legs. It is a void of sensation as if her genitals do not exist. The pleasant feel of the spilling water resumes at her thighs. 
“Oh!” The soft cry comes from the other side of the trees overlooking the clearing where the siminids had baited their trap. Bronwen tosses the waterskin aside and readies her sword and dagger. She creeps to the vantage point the ape-men were using for their ambush. 
Myna has freed the buxom NPC the siminids were using as bait for their trap. 
The NPC is clearly engaging in some adult content reward routine for her rescue. The voluptuous woman in her revealing rags peels Myna’s bodice down and plays with Myna’s perky tits and pale nipples. 
Bronwen’s jaw tightens with anger as she watches the shapely NPC kiss Myna passionately and slip a hand between Myna’s pale, slender thighs. That hand begins to move insistently. Myna breaks the torrid kiss and yanks open the brunette’s ripped blouse, exposing plump, creamy breasts that heave with the woman’s excited breathing. 
The frost-haired wizardess kisses the NPC passionately and jerks her hips as she fucks against the NPC’s stroking fingers. In return, Myna’s dexterous fingers squeeze the woman’s breasts and sink into the softness of her mounds. She roughly pinches and pulls at the bait girl’s dusky nipples. 
Despite Bronwen’s welling anger, she gives them a moment longer. Instead of ending the embrace, the brunette slides down to her knees and Myna thrusts her hips lewdly towards her. Myna lifts her gown and exposes her frost-tufted furrow. 
They’re just getting started,  realizes Bronwen. 
“That’s enough of that,” she shouts, storming out of the trees. 
“Oh!” The peasant girl flushes and covers her breasts. “Myna, you did not say you had a beautiful friend. My name is Loraa-“
“You can thank me for killing all those siminids,” Bronwen shouts at Myna. 
“And wasting one of my greater healing elixirs before the raid on Zhibbareth.” 
“Five minutes,” says Myna, still holding her gown up shamelessly. 
“You’re the one who was telling me we were going to be late when I logged on,” says Bronwen, roughly shoving the jiggling NPC out of her way. “We’re ten minutes from the raid spawn. Let’s go.” 
Myna sighs and pulls her gown back into place. 
“Sorry, sweetie,” she says to the NPC. “Maybe next time.” 
Bronwen grabs Myna by her collar and start dragging her away from the ancient ruins. She shouts over her shoulder to the NPC, “You’d better get going before those siminids re-spawn.” 
The girl stares at the wild elf with wide doe eyes for a moment longer and takes off running. Bronwen and Myna both pause in what they are doing to watch the girl flee. Bronwen may not have genitals, but she can appreciate a well-designed character bouncing away at full speed. 
“Shoulda had a threesome with her,” mutters Myna. 
“I’m not a lesbian and also… what are you doing?” Bronwen shakes her head. “You were just calling Vel a slut.” 
“What? We have a big raid coming up. I feel more relaxed if I cum first.” 
Myna seems to see the contempt in Bronwen’s eyes and she snaps, “Like you never get off before a fight.” 
“I don’t!” Bronwen snaps. “Never. Now let’s get going before we miss the spawn.” 
They set off at a run, leaving behind the ambush site and the canals as they scramble into the mountains. 
“Never,” says Myna as if struggling to believe Bronwen. “You know, one of these days I am going to hold you down and properly fuck you.” 
“I’m much bigger than you,” Bronwen points out. 
“Magic,” replies Myna, making sparks crackle from her fingertips. “I’ll hold you down with magic and if that’s not enough I’ll get Vel to help. We’ll make you cum like you’ve never cum before. I’ll make you cum so hard you will be one of those people that disappear into the game. Another one of the lost.” 
The smile fades from Bronwen’s face. She casts a dark glance at her friend and warns her, “Don’t even joke about that.” 
Beyond wasters who spend all their time and money on the game are “lost souls” or just “the lost.” They’re only a rumor, but they are a persistent one that exists as a fear in the back of my mind. I’ve heard whispers many times of people who lose themselves to the game completely, their minds detaching from their bodies as they become permanently trapped in the game. Some claim they become NPCs. 
“None of that stuff is true,” scoffs Myna. “Gamax sued that gaming channel that did the big story on the lost souls in Eternities. Turns out all the people were junkies that had OD’d before going into the game.” 
“I heard Phoenix Order had one of their end game healers disappear into the game like that,” says Bronwen, recalling an article she read on the net. 
“Those guys are griefers. The guy probably just quit playing and they wanted an excuse that sounds cool.” 
“Maybe,” says Bronwen, pursing her lips. The articles she read included thorough documentation with screenshots of Eternities and links to social media posts. 
She tries to tell herself that if it were really happening there would be bodies left behind in the tank farms. Surely the publisher, Gamax, couldn’t really cover up a bunch of vegetables in immersion tanks. She decides that Myna is probably right, even though she can’t quite shake the fear that is lingering in her mind. Eternities is so real it is easy for her to imagine staying here and never going back to the real world. 
Maybe being “lost” wouldn’t be so bad. 
“Sorrow Hive coming up,” says Myna. 
The sky darkens, turning a bruised color with swirling black clouds forming above the dark peak of the mountain ahead of them. Bronwen rounds the last turn in the path and sees the Unhallowed Mountain with the many yawning caves of the hive. There are nearly a hundred entrances and knowing the right one to get to Zhibbareth quickest is part of making the run. Normally, Bronwen would expect to see Zhibbareth’s royal guard of hideous, fleshy insect creatures standing at the cave entrance. 
“Where are the guards?” Bronwen asks. “Are we too late?” 
“Right on time,” says Myna. “Where are Vel and Rista?” 
Bronwen sends a message to Veluxina and Rista, but there is no response. 
“Do you think they ran in and got themselves killed?” Bronwen wonders aloud. 
Death in Eternities locks your character out of the game for six hours. 
Veluxina and Rista both have backup lower level characters that are not responding either. Myna cautiously approaches one of the cave entrances. 
“Nobody kills every single guard to get to Zhibbareth,” says Myna. “Maybe the game is glitched.” 
“Should we head back to town?” Bronwen asks, disliking the idea of walking into a glitch. 
“No,” says Myna. “Let’s go in and see if maybe he dropped his loot. I’ve heard of that happening where the boss spawns into a wall or something and dies from that and barfs his loot out.” 
The idea of Zhibbareth’s extremely high-level loot being split just between the two of them is enough for Bronwen to overcome her wariness. Myna picks out the cave with the quickest route to Zhibbareth’s altar. The Sorrow Hive is as creepy and gothic as the game gets, with biomechanical embellishments on every surface and slimy skulls embedded in the flesh-like walls. Sickly green lights throb from liquid-filled pustules. There is a small loot chest just inside the cave entrance. Myna opens it, finding some bracers, gold, and a shield. She pockets the gold. 
“Exactly the sort of loot a guard would drop,” says Myna. “Come on. Let’s get to the altar.” 
Bronwen steps over dropped loot from guards, slimegaunts, and brain suckers. None of these creatures are present. It is somehow creepier to be running through the empty hive and not hearing the clatter of the guards or the grotesque slurping of the slimegaunts. At one point, Bronwen is sure she sees something, a human-sized figure moving in the shadows, but she never see it again. She shares a glance with Myna and the petite wizardess is obviously feeling the same thing. 
“You know what’s really weird?” Myna’s voice is barely a whisper. “Where are the other players? There should be at least one or two other teams wanting to make a run through this place.” 
“Yeah, right,” says Bronwen, looking at the familiar arches and grotesque tunnels with their pulsing green lights. “Zhibbareth has the best daily drop in the game.” 
“Almost there,” says Myna, checking her map. “Just… be careful. I don’t like this.” 
Bronwen brandishes her sword at the emptiness and reminds Myna, “You’re the one that wanted to come in here.” 
The tunnel they follow widens into a staircase that they climb to huge doors of black organic material. The doors are standing wide open, which is very unusual and strikes Bronwen as a sign of serious trouble. Even her quiet footsteps echo as they enter the sinister altar of Zhibbareth. The faceless, cycloptic evil god-thing has been defeated. The statue standing over the sacrifice altar is gone, suggesting Zhibbareth was summoned, and there is a wide bloodstain on the altar. 
Bronwen spots something gleaming behind the altar. 
“There!” Bronwen cries, pointing to the reflected light. 
“It’s his loot chest!” Myna is unable to conceal her excitement. 
Bronwen rounds the altar a pace behind Myna, her heart pounding and her weapons clenched in her hands. The familiar boss loot chest is there, but it shifts and jerks, obviously glitching. Myna steps closer and a snapping electric sound crackles in the room. The chest seems to bend and bounce back into shape. Pieces of it disappear and reappear hovering above it and blinking. 
“I wouldn’t touch that,” warns Bronwen. 
“It’s not like it can glitch me out,” says Myna, creeping closer. 
Despite her friend’s reassuring words, Bronwen experiences a sense of vertigo, as if the room is elongating and Myna is becoming much more distant. She drops her dagger, the blade seeming to fall from her grasp in slow motion as she reaches out her hand to stop her friend. 
Bronwen’s breathing seems so loud, the vast chamber so silent. She can even hear the beat of her heart. And the gritty scuff of a foot right next to me. 
She turns to the sound. The man is black upon black, the shape of a human, but completely devoid of features. There is a sense of movement to his skin, as if he is made from windblown black silk. Above his featureless face hangs his name – just his name and no other information – spelled out in floating red letters. 
TAKER
Bronwen tries to scream and he presses a finger to her lips, quieting her and making her whole face go instantly numb. Taker in red. Red like admins. Red like the Eternities developers. But even they have characters and levels just like everything else. 
Taker lifts a pouch from his belt and opens it up. There is an extreme nothingness inside, a glowing blackness, a void that is trying to sucks at Bronwen. She tries to look away, but she can’t. 
“Bronwen, did you—“
Myna turns to ask me something and sees the Taker, his bag, and Bronwen, seemingly frozen. The wizardess raises her hands as if to cast a spell, her blue eyes wide and fearful. With a wave of Taker’s hand, she explodes with such violence that no trace of her remains other than the loot box any player drops in PVP. 
The pouch opens wider and wider before Bronwen, the blackness pulling at her, drawing her into the nothingness that Taker carries in his pouch. 
Bronwen is falling away from something else. A world before this. She had a name before this. An identity. 
And then it is gone and there is only the blackness of the Taker’s bag. 
II
The Jungle
Rain patters on her face from the high above jungle canopy. The spread leaves of the ibunya trees impart a green tint to the sunlight that filters down to the jungle floor. Fat sparrowflies shelter beneath overhanging leaves, their wings flexing impatiently as rainwater spills past them. Bird calls seem muted by the hot, humid air. Her body is sore, particularly her arms, as if she slept with them pinned beneath her body. 
She sits up slowly, the weight of her bare breasts shifting and rain continuing to fall on her outstretched legs. She is wearing a red loincloth and armbands and this is the way of her tribe. She knows this instinctively. She is an elf of the Red Feather tribe. The pigment dried on her face and the feathers tied to her armbands mark her as such. 
“Level one,” she murmurs, knowing this without seeing it. “Bronwen. Level one.” 
So weak. 
She wonders if that is right. Wasn’t she stronger once? 
She feels something stirring deep within her mind, but cannot summon it. She can check the sheet. Somehow, she knows this. With a moment’s consideration, a glowing sheet appears before her eyes. 
Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather
Race: Wild Elf
Alignment: Good
Class: Warrior
Status: Normal
Level: 1
Experience Points:
0/1000
Strength:
16
Hit Points: 26/26
Agility:
11
Armor Points: 3/3
Stamina:
12
Intelligence:
10
Willpower:
10
Charisma:
10
Special Abilities
Wild Elf Fury (Ignore Pain or Fear Effects for 60 seconds) Equipment
Wild Elf Basic Armor (3)
Sexual Content - YES
Extreme Content -
Fertility - YES
YES
Sexual Content? Extreme Content? 
She looks at the grayed-out options at the bottom of her sheet. She has some vague memory of being able to change these settings, but now they seem immutable. And fertility… that is new. She has never seen that option before unless her addled brain is truly failing her. 
The rest of the sheet definitely stirs memories. She is a warrior of the Red Feather tribe of wild elves. Her people live in the vast jungle of Kojun. A well-worn sword with a broken tip rests on the ground beside her. She wonders if that is her sword and picks it up. She feels the power of it in her hand, but she knows that she cannot wield it properly or equip it to identify its magic. Her level is too low. 
A woman screams in the distance; a wordless cry of pain or fear. The bestial roar that follows is much closer to Bronwen. Something is smashing through the dense jungle growth towards her small clearing. She tightens her grip on the broken sword. She might not be able to wield it properly, but she can still swing it like any fool with an improvised weapon. She squares off against whatever is coming through the trees. He heart pounds wildly as she glimpses a massive, shadowy shape coming towards her. 
The creature thunders into the clearing, its piggish nostrils flaring and its beady eyes red and hateful. It is a head taller than Bronwen and twice her width, its shoulders and arms bulging with muscles and its belly speaking of its plentiful diet. Its lower body is covered with a shaggy loincloth pelt. It brandishes a stone-topped cudgel and smiles cruelly, baring yellowed tusks and pointed teeth. 
“Found another one,” grunts the brute. 
Bronwen knows the creature is an orc, which makes him a mortal enemy of her people. She considers him and red text floats above his head. 
Bone Carver – Level 3 Orc Slaver
“Elf bitch,” he snarls and beats his fist against his chest. The grim trophies decorating his muscled torso and dangling from his belt clatter with each pound of his fist; scalps and bones and more than one skull that looks to be human or elf. “I take you for slave. Sell you. Or maybe keep you for breeding. Or EATING!” 
He roars and swings his cudgel at her. Bronwen feels sluggish as she jumps aside, barely quicker than the hulking orc. His blow comes close enough for her to feel the wind of it passing over her head as she rolls and rises to a crouch. 
“Lucky! Not be so lucky again!” The orc’s lips curl back in a vicious smile and he lashes out with one of his huge, green hands. Bronwen almost escapes him, twisting her arm out of his reach, but her silky blonde hair slides over the massive orc’s fingers and he grabs a handful. 
“Got you now!” Pain jolts through her scalp and her head jerks back. Bone Carver rumbles with laughter, yanking Bronwen off her feet and slamming her onto her back on the ground. The fall knocks the sword loose of her grasp and drives the wind from her lungs. She cries out, gasping for air, and tries to roll back to her feet. His iron-shod boot slams into her ribs. 
5 HP DAMAGE
The glowing red text flashes in her dazed vision. 
“Oh no!” He laughs. “There is no escape. I put the collar on you, elf bitch. 
You be the good girl and get me many golds at Nokings.” 
Bronwen has some distant memory of the monster moot at Nokings. Was she there before? She knows it as a place where the evil races and sentient creatures gather to trade slaves, illicit magic, and forge alliances. For a Wild Elf, it would be the most awful place imaginable. 
“I won’t! I won’t go with you!” She kicks and screams. She bites his forearm, her teeth unable to pierce his tough orc hide. Bone Carver shakes her by her head, stunning her and slamming her to the ground again. 
3 HP DAMAGE
She looks up at him in a daze as he leans over her and growls, “Careful, little wild bitch. I might cook you up and eat you if you not worth the trouble.” 
His big hand is suddenly upon her breast, squeezing it roughly and rolling her fat nipple in his fingers. 
“You are a ripe one,” he growls. “Maybe I just mate you now. Breed you and make you even fatter. A few pups to broaden those hips.” 
His hands caress her hips. She moans, still trying to catch her breath as the orc suddenly grips her loincloth and pulls. It cinches uncomfortably into the crack of her round ass and bites against the furrow of her cunt. A grunt from the orc and another yank and it tears free of her hairless mound. 
“Bastard!” She cries. 
“’Course I am,” laughs, Bone Carver as he palms her right breast with one hand and rubs at her delicate slit with his other. “All orcs born bastards. No lifemates like human and elf. But slaves. Like you. Good for breeding.” 
She seethes and squirms beneath him, but his strength is overpowering and his hands seem to know how to arouse her in ways she never imagined. 
Pleasure burns in the silky cusp of her cunt. Her breasts heave as he leans over her and lewdly runs his fat, pink tongue over her heaving mounds. 
“No! Stop it!” Bronwen cries, beating her hands against his muscular shoulders and his bald, battle-scarred head. Bone Carver laughs, ignoring her feeble blows as he lewdly sucks one of her tits, drawing half her tender mound into his mouth and lapping at her sensitive nipple. She wails even louder, arching with pleasure against his fingers and sucking mouth. 
“Nooooo!” 
Even as she hates him more than ever, her body burns with desire and her hips brgin to move. Bronwen fucks helplessly against Bone Carver’s rough fingers. Her clit pulses powerfully each time his touch brushes against it. 
“You ready,” he grunts. “Ready for orc cock.” 
“No,” she moans, but she is no longer resisting him. 
Bone Carver shifts atop her, pinning her wrists above her head with one big hand and using his other hand to free his cock from the fur-fringed pelt wrapped around his waist. Bronwen catches a glimpse of his huge, green cock with its dark tip more than filling his hand and her eyes go wide. She arches and squirms beneath him, but there is no hope of escape. And part of her aches to be filled by his massive orc maleness. 
“Tight elf pussy,” he grunts, pushing his tip against her tender folds. “Gonna haveta push!” 
He thrusts violently into Bronwen’s slick cunt and she wails in pain at the sudden intrusion. His massive member presses to the depths of her pussy and seems to spread her open like a spear driven through her body. Yet, when he draws his cock back, she feels the emptiness of her aching cunt and craves for him to fill her again. 
Something he does gladly, growling in a way that rumbles in her body and vibrates up his cock as he slams it back into her tight elfin cunt. Bronwen has never experienced such pleasure as the orc’s muscular body moves atop her. 
His chest flexes and the bone charms dangling from his corded neck drag against her heaving breasts. Her pale pink nipples are erect and sensitive and each time one of them is touched it momentarily distracts her from the ecstasy building in the depths of her cunt. 
“I feel it,” rumbles Bone Carver. “Cum for me, elf. I fill you with my seed.” 
His words stoke her pleasure and she trembles beneath him as he thrusts in and out of her clutching cunt. Though tossed by the tempest of her climax, a small part of her mind remains sane and focuses on Bone Carver’s threat to fill her with his seed. She recalled her sheet of statistics and the words that meant she was fertile. If the orc were to seed her as he promised, would she become his slave forever? 
Her orgasm overwhelms the question and she bucks beneath him, thrusting her hips and impaling her clutching pussy onto his cock. Wave after wave of intense pleasure wracks her shapely elf body, her soft lips formed into a wordless wail and her plump tits swaying with each powerful thrust of Bone Carver’s cock. 
“Yes, little elf!” The orc bellows triumphantly. “Feel your cunt! You cum for mighty orc! You offer your womb!” 
“Ahhhhh!” A ribbon of cold fear unfurls through the heat of Bronwen’s climax. “Wait!” 
“No waiting!” Bone Carver roars. 
She knows she must do something quickly, even if it means something unpleasant. She has to stop the orc from impregnating her. 
“Bone Carver,” she gasps, fighting to maintain her senses in the throes of her pleasure. “If you s-seed me I-I can’t be sold as a slave. No one wants a pregnant slave! Let me f-finish you with my m-mouth.” 
Bone Carver roars with annoyance, his hot, fetid breath washing over Bronwen’s face. He draws his swollen cock from her stretched cunt with a lewd slurp and it bounces against her mound and lower abdomen. He releases her hand, but grabs her hair, roughly yanking her head back. 
“Suck it,” he snarls. “Any teeth and you get broke in half, elf.” 
His cock twitches before her as he rises to his feet, pulling her by her hair to kneel before him. She folds her legs beneath her and takes hold of his cock, more to protect herself than anything. The reality of his glistening meat in her face is overwhelming. The smell of her cum and his unwashed stones wafts over her. 
The massive orc holds her head with one hand and grips his cock at its root with the other hand. He pulls Bronwen closer, tilting her face up and slapping his wet shaft against his lips and chin. She opens her mouth and submits to this humiliation. He snarls with satisfaction, rubbing against her tongue before pushing his fat glans between her soft lips. Her eyes water as she begins to suck and lick his salty tip, his precum trickling down her throat with each swallow. 
“Yes, you be trained good,” he says, releasing his grip on his cock and letting Bronwen take over. “Sell you for good gold as pleasure slave.” 
“Mmmmmmm,” she replies, trying not to cry as she begins to bob her head and slurp submissively upon the orc’s huge cock. Her efforts are repaid with the orc’s indolence. He leans his shoulders back and watches her working his massive cock. She looks up at him, trying to seem adoring as she takes him as deep as she can into her mouth and massages what she cannot fit past her lips using both hands. 
“Good, good,” groans the orc, his chest rising and falling faster. “Elf always make good pleasure slave. Ahhhhhh! Yes, suck it!” 
Bone Carver grips her head with both his powerful hands, but he does not force her down. She sucks him urgently, convinced that pleasuring him is the only way to save herself from the slavery of being bred. His cock seems to swell against the back of her throat. Bone Carver roars so loudly it startles birds from the surrounding trees. 
“Seed comes!” He roars as if in pain and his massive maleness throbs between Bronwen’s lips. Hot, thick seed bursts against her throat and she swallows instinctively. The orc’s salty seed pumps into her mouth in overwhelming streams. She fights back the urge to be sick and gulps down as much of this foul liquid as she can. What she cannot swallow overflows her mouth and spills in milky streams down her chin. She slows her bobbing head and feels a warm glob fall from her chin to splatter her breasts. 
“Enough,” grunts Bone Carver, stepping back and pulling his huge cock from Bronwen’s mouth with a wet pop. 
Bronwen looks up at the orc, her eyes watering, her chin and breasts smeared with cum, and she hears a soft dinging sound. 
ORAL SEX +500 XP
The gods have blessed her with experience for pleasuring the orc! She feels a strange welling of strength inside her and she knows without checking her sheet that this has filled her experience bar halfway from the first to the second level. Thankfully, the orc cannot see the experience the act has bestowed. If she could somehow reach the next level it would heal the damage Bone Carver had already inflicted. Maybe she could also correctly wield her sword at Level 2. 
“Mmmmm, good,” says Bone Carver. He reaches for his waist and begins fumbling with a belt. His thick fingers struggle to untie a cord holding a charmed slave collar to the belt. 
Bronwen realizes there is no time for pleasuring him again. Once that collar is around her neck she will become totally submissive for as long as she wears the collar. Such has been the fate of many wild elves taken by the orcs over the years. Her own mother was once taken by an orc slaver, but saved from captivity by a raid on the orc encampment by the tribe of the Red Feather. 
If she ran, she would not make it. She searches the grass around her and sees the sword nearby. She crawls on her hands and knees towards it, her bare bottom facing the orc. 
“I fuck you when you collared,” grunts Bone Carver. “I know orc cock put you in heat.” 
She takes hold of the sword, hoping it is blocked from Bone Carver’s view by her body. He thumps towards her, the collar clinking in his hand as he leans over her and reaches out to put the collar on her slender neck. She felt the cold steel charged with magic and she turns suddenly and drives the broken tip of the sword straight upwards. 
“HNNGGGGK!” Bone Carver flops back, grabbing at the sword that is now protruding from his throat. His beady eyes are so wide she can see the white around the red. He stumbles back and pulls the blade from his throat, a welter of blood spurting out and barely missing her legs. He looks at her with rage, the sword still in his hand as blood sheets crimson down his muscular chest. 
Bronwen tries to scramble away, but Bone Carver pulls her closer with a hand around her ankle. She kicks his hand and tries to twist out of his grasp. 
He drives the sword into her side. She feels it like a punch from a fist, but she can tell the blade went deep into her body. 
12 HP DAMAGE
It’s nearly enough to kill her. If he attacks again…
But Bone Carver does not. His fingers slip from the grip of the sword and he plunges over like a falling tree. Blood continues to gurgle from his throat. 
ORC DEFEATED +400 XP
She killed him and the gods have rewarded her with more experience, but it is not enough. She is still 100 XP short of gaining a level. Her sword is still buried in her side. She pulls it out with a soft grunt of pain. Blood pours out into the grass around her. 
1 HP DAMAGE
She cries out in confusion. What causes this damage? From pulling the sword out? She focuses on her sheet and it springs into existence before her eyes. 
Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather
Race: Wild Elf
Alignment: Good
Class: Warrior
Status: Bleeding
Level: 1
Experience Points:
900/1000
Strength:
16
Hit Points: 5/26
Agility:
11
Armor Points: 0/3
Stamina:
12
Intelligence:
10
Willpower:
10
Charisma:
10
Special Abilities
Wild Elf Fury (Ignore Pain or Fear Effects for 60 seconds) Equipment
Damaged Wild Elf Basic Armor (0)
Damaged ??? Sword (Inadequate Level)
Sexual Content – YES
Extreme Content -
Fertility – YES
YES
Bleeding? Bronwen gasps with defeat. She has no hope of stopping the bleeding. Unless… maybe Bone Carver was carrying something. She crawls through the grass to his body, pain wracking her side with every movement. 
1 HP DAMAGE
Her blood continues to spill out as she desperately searches the orc’s belt and charms for anything useful. She finds some dried salted meat in a basket and a few gold coins in a pouch. She takes these and sets them aside, but they are of no help stopping her bleeding. 
1 HP DAMAGE
She knows her life is slipping away. Less than a held breath’s length between damage messages. She has only a few minutes left and nothing to stop the blood. There were herbalists among the Red Feather tribe who would know which plant might heal her. Holy women of the Red Feather might call upon the goddess of the elves, Adrahil, to restore her health. But Bronwen knows she is a simple warrior and at the lowest level. She has nothing to save herself. 
1 HP DAMAGE
She rolls onto her back and looks up at the sky, golden between the leaves gently stirring above her. She will see the goddess soon. This alone fills her with a sense of peace. Her body seems to grow lighter as if she is rising to meet the sky. But she has not moved. She is alone, bleeding out on the floor of the jungle. 
The snap of a twig pulls her fading consciousness back to reality. The blood is barely trickling through her fingers. Every part of her is cold. She draws in a shallow breath and weakly lifts her head. She looks in the direction of the sound, expecting to see the featureless black face of Death. 
The creature that peers through the brush could not be more than half Bronwen’s height, with gray-green skin and a gangly physique bordering on the emaciated. Its head is wide and flat, with a face dominated by an overly large and pointed nose. Long pointed ears stick out from its head. Its arms are long in comparison to its overall height and its clawed hands grasp a wooden staff wrapped with beads and totems. Similar charms dangle from the woven vest and belt it wears over its simple loincloth. 
“Goblin,” croaks Bronwen, a smile weakly playing at her lips. Of course, she thinks, she managed to beat an orc, but she is going to be finished off by one of their lesser cousins. Conniving and clever, but otherwise weak, goblins can be found wherever orcs are found. The goblin steps out into the open, brandishing its gnarled staff. Bronwen struggles to focus her gaze on the red text floating above its head. 
Gerrik Woundlicker – Level 9 Goblin Shaman High level for a goblin. She can’t recall ever encountering one of their shamans, but surely she has before. She fumbles for her sword and tries to push herself up. Pain shoots through her side again and she cries out and drops her blade. 
“Thank god you’re alive,” says the goblin in an unusually clear voice. “If you had died you would have reset and I would never be able to help you.” 
“Help… me?” She groans, “Hate goblins. Kill… you.” 
Bronwen tries to lift her sword again, infuriated by the idea that this goblin would pretend to help her. It scurries over to her, ignoring her feeble attempts to attack as it squats down and presses at her wound. 
1 HP DAMAGE
“You’ve lost a lot of blood,” says the goblin, again speaking in a way more like a human. It begins opening pouches on its belt and sprinkling powder over the wound. There is an alchemical hiss and a distinct burning sensation. 
The goblin murmurs, “Just try not to move.” 
Bronwen’s head drops back onto the sun-warmed moss. She grimaces as pain stabs through her wound. She counts in her head, waiting for the last point of her life force to tick away. It does not. She looks up at the goblin, her eyes burning with hatred for its kind, but her body too weak to fight it. 
“Finish it, goblin scum,” she moans. 
“The name is Alex,” says the goblin. “Well, they gave me the name Gerrik, but that’s not my name. Alex is my real name. From before I was stuck here as this goblin.” 
1 HP HEALED
Bronwen decides the goblin is speaking nonsense, but the strength slowly returning to her limbs is more confusing than the goblin’s words. Her smoldering wound is closing up and her shallow breathing is returning to normal. The goblin lifts a vial of foul-smelling liquid to her lips. Bronwen’s eyes blaze with fury and she grabs hold of his arms to stop him. 
“Don’t fight it,” says the goblin. “Drink it. I can heal the wound but you have lost too much blood. This will restore your fluids.” 
Her instincts are to fight and kill this green-skinned little beast. She thinks of all the ways the goblins have hurt her tribe by stealing food and indulging in the same perversions as the orcs. She has vague memories of killing her first goblin when she was only a young girl. He had been left behind after an orc and goblin raid, wounded but still dangerous. Her mother had given her a bow and arrow. It took three arrows to kill the pitiful creature and she had cried after it was done. 
1 HP HEALED
This one is telling her the truth. He is helping her, this one called Alex even though his name is written as something else. She does not know why, but she decides she would rather live than die even if it means accepting the help of this goblin. 
She feels as if she has crawled through a dessert. If this potion he is offering could alleviate that then it would be worth accepting it. She nods slightly and lets the goblin press the vial to her lips. The scrawny creature upends the vial and the oily liquid pours bitter across her tongue. She gulps it down her throat, fighting the urge to retch and spew it in the goblin’s face, amazed that anything could taste worse than the orc’s cum. 
1 HP HEALED
“Lie back,” says the goblin, easing her head back onto the moss. “You need to gather your strength. It will take time for the poultice to restore your health, but we cannot wait for you to fully recover. The orcs have won this battle and it won’t be long before one of them comes this way.” 
“Why?” Bronwen manages to ask as saliva returns to her mouth. 
“I saw the Taker bring you here,” says the goblin. “You will think of him as Death. That is what you have been made to believe.” 
“No, I was… fighting an orc,” she says, managing to push herself up on her elbows. The goblin’s attention is drawn to her ample breasts and her soft, pink nipples. 
“Your body was fighting an orc,” says the goblin. “Then you were brought here. It is difficult to explain… uh… wow, your breasts are really just right there, aren’t they?” 
Bronwen looks down at her bare chest. 
“So?” 
“So it’s a little distracting,” says the goblin, looking away. 
“We wild elves are not like human women,” says Bronwen. “Women rule our society and we feel no shame in baring our breasts.” 
“Okay,” says the goblin, wetting its lips. 
“You are a pervert,” decides Bronwen, covering her breasts with one arm. 
“You want to defile me like those orcs do to all their slaves.” 
“No, no, no,” says the goblin. “It’s not like that!” 
1 HP HEALED
Bronwen wants to be intensely angry at the goblin. That is how it should be. 
Instead, some unwanted feeling is forming within her like a pearl in the shell of a deep river oyster. Affection? Desire? She tries to shout, but the angry curse refuses to leave her lips. 
“What is it?” The goblin asks, sensing her discomfort She hears a chime sound and green text floats into the air. 
BLOOD DEBT ACQUIRED
The goblin’s status text also changes to green indicating that he is an ally. 
Bronwen opens her character sheet again and sees that her status is changed from Bleeding to Blood Debt to Gerrik Woundlicker. 
Her eyes widen as full understanding dawns on her. Blood Debts are owed by wild elves to the person who saves their life. It is akin to marriage and slavery and a protection oath all in one and it is the most sacred pact of her people. Because this goblin named Gerrik has saved her life, she realizes, she now owes him a Blood Debt. 
“You are my Blood Keeper now,” she says, sitting up fully. 
“Oh, no, I never even thought about that,” he says. “Look, you can cancel that, okay? There is no need for the Blood Debt stuff.” 
“There is no canceling a Blood Debt,” she says. “It is ordained by the gods. 
You witnessed it in the holy text that appeared in the air. You feel it.” 
She places her hand on the goblin’s chest. She can feel his heart beating beneath her palm. She looks into his beady red eyes and instead of the hatred she felt before there is deep affection. She does not want to feel this way, but she cannot deny it. 
“I do feel it,” says the goblin, shifting uncomfortably. “But about that ‘holy text’ floating in the air—“
Gerrik’s words are interrupted by the crude shouting of orcs nearby. He leaps to his feet and helps to pull Bronwen up. He is surprisingly strong for being half her height. And handsome. She had not realized how handsome he is until just now. 
“Stop looking at me like that,” hisses the goblin, taking Bronwen’s hand. 
“We have to get out of here. The orcs won’t let a goblin keep a human around.” 
“My tribe,” I say. “We can go to my tribe.” 
“Your tribe was scattered in the fighting. Most of the women were taken as slaves. It will take days for that spawn to fully repopulate. The raids are on a weekly schedule.” 
“Spawn?” She cocks her head, trying to judge his meaning. “There is a schedule to the raids?” 
“I’ll explain later,” says Gerrik, trying to peer through the dense jungle foliage. “Right now we need to go west. Towards the nearest human settlement. It’s our only chance.” 
“They orcs took my people as slaves!” Bronwen shouts, anger welling inside her. 
“Yes, every time they raid your village,” he says. “And they sell them at the evil moot in Nokings to the south.” 
“We have to save them,” she says. “Please, master.” 
The word “master” comes out of her unbidden. She covers her mouth with her hand, as surprised as Gerrik to hear herself say it. There are more shouts from the orcs and they are definitely coming this way. The goblin seems to shake off his surprise and he begins pulling her from the clearing. She manages to hold onto her sword and tattered loincloth as he yanks her through the trees. 
“We can go to Nokings and try to rescue your friends,” he says, pulling Bronwen behind him. “After I explain what is happening to you. After we get out of here. For now, we have to go towards the human settlement. The orcs won’t follow there.” 
She wants to argue, but instead she says, “Yes, master.” 
Their escape from the orc raiders is never a sure thing. With the Red Feather tribe defeated and most of the elves captured, the orcs are out in force hunting for lone survivors. More than once, they can be heard searching very near to Bronwen and Gerrik. The goblin pulls her down into the underbrush and they conceal themselves from the hunting parties. Gerrik presses his skinny body against Bronwen’s ample curves and she cannot ignore the poking of his arousal against her backside. 
“Stop that,” she hisses, squirming against him. 
“Stop moving,” he warns, “You’re only making it wo--” 
She clamps a hand over his mouth as a pair of massive orcs stomp passing. 
One of them stops nearby, untying his loincloth and dropping free a massive hose of orc cockmeat. 
“We not find anymore,” he grunts and begins to urinate loudly into a bush unpleasantly close to Bronwen and Gerrik. 
“Yeah,” agrees the other orc, taking out a piece of disturbingly fresh meat and biting off a hunk. “Already caught three myself. How many you take?” 
“Just one,” says the pissing orc. “But she was pretty one. Hair like fire and blue eyes. Skin like cream. Beat her magic and put her over shoulder. She wear my collar now.” 
Elyana! They must be speaking of her tribal Spellweaver, Elyana. Every tribe elects a Spellweaver for casting charms on the warriors and battling against corrupt magic. Bronwen has memories of playing games with Elyana and teasing boys together when they grew up among the tribe. 
There was even a flirtation between them as they grew into womanhood. 
Taking a fellow woman as a hearthmate was not uncommon among a tribe dominated by women and there was a time that Bronwen had considered Elyana a possible hearthmate. 
The orc grunts and stuffs his cock back into his loincloth. 
“We go back,” says the orc. “Enjoy our slaves.” 
“Good,” agrees the other orc. “My cock needs an elf to keep warm.” 
The orcs laugh together as they stomp off into the jungle. Bronwen waits until she is certain they are gone before releasing her grip on Gerrik’s mouth. 
“Sorry, master,” she says. “They speak of my friend, Elyana. I have to rescue her.” 
“We will,” says Gerrik, his brow furrows sympathetically. “Once I have had a chance to explain everything to you and you have had a chance to recover fully. 
Disagreeing outright with Gerrik would cause Bronwen too much pain. She certainly could not refuse him if he commanded her. But the new affection she has for him gives her another idea for getting what she wants. 
“You know, I have nearly reached the second level,” she says, turning to him and favoring him with a seductive smile. “Once I reach that level the gods will restore my hit points completely.” 
“Right,” says Gerrik, trying to avert his gaze from her breasts as she squeezes them between her arms. “But you have not even healed to half your strength. 
It would be foolish to try to defeat a monster, even with my help.” 
“There are other ways to gain experience,” she says, running her hands over the goblin’s scrawny chest. 
She can hardly believe she is feeling such desire for a goblin. Whether it is the Blood Debt or gratefulness for his aid, she cannot say for certain, but her body craves the pleasures of his touch. The goblin seems as confused and uncomfortable with her caress as she knows she should feel. He watches her long fingers trail down his skinny chest to his small pot belly and over the modest bulge in his loincloth. She feels the hardness growing within. 
“Ohhhhhhhh,” moans Gerrik. “I… I’m not so sure this is a good idea…” 
He catches her wrist, but does not pull her hand away. She squeezes his hardness through his loincloth. 
“I almost leveled up when that orc made me pleasure him,” says Bronwen, wetting her lips with her pink tongue. “I gained experience from it. I could do the same for you and that would let me level up.” 
“Th-that would be, uh, helpful, I suppose,” stammers Gerrik as Bronwen begins to unwind his loincloth. The fur-fringed cloth finally falls down his skinny thighs, exposing his green cock with its pinkish tip. She grasps it in her hand softly and coos with lust, her body suddenly alive with desire. 
Gerrik is certainly no match for Bone Carver when it comes to size. Bronwen strokes him and admires his cock, only a bit longer and scarcely thicker than her thumb. A single droplet of precum beads at the tip. 
“Really,” moans Gerrik, watching in disbelief as the beautiful elf wanks his cock. “We sh-shouldn’t do this right here. There could b-be more orcs.” 
“Do you forbid me, master?” She asks with a giggle, leaning down and taking his cock into the slick warmth of her mouth. 
Gerrik promptly forgets all his objections as Bronwen begins to suck him. 
She is eager, but not at all rushed, taking the time to suck him properly and even fondling his bollocks as her mouth slides up and down the goblin’s hard prick. She moans around him and he lets out a little whine of goblin pleasure. 
She feels a surge of intense desire. That lust burns in her loins and she cannot help but thrust a hand between her shapely thighs and begin to pleasure her velvet cunt and throbbing bud as she sucks Gerrik. 
“No, I-I cannot deny you,” moans Gerrik. 
She pops her lips free from his cock and strokes him against her lips, asking, 
“And after I am recovered, you will take me to the orc encampment to rescue my friend?” 
“W-we can try,” says Gerrik. “Once you are—OHHHH!” 
She returns to sucking him, plunging his entire cock into her mouth and tickling against the back of her throat. She slurps wetly at him, drawing him closer and closer to his pleasure. As she sucks him, the pleasure builds in her pussy, and along with it the need for her desire to be quenched. She pops her lips free from his cock again, panting with her excitement, and pleads, “Fuck me, master. Please. I need your cock inside me.” 
She releases him from her grasp and sinks back onto the soft earth behind the jungle brush. She parts her thighs and pets the silky furrow of her pussy. A part of Bronwen is ashamed at her behavior in the presence of such a lowly creature. But Gerrik has helped her. He has saved her. And he seems so handsome with his prominent brow and oversized nose, his hard cock glistening with her saliva. 
“I, um, I cannot deny you, Bronwen,” he says, veritably leaping between her parted thighs. She cries out in surprise and then his smallish cock thrusts into her slick folds and she is wracked with a wave of pleasure. Gerrik thrusts furiously, slapping his skinny hips against her and driving the small curve of his cock in and out of her pink slit. “Oh! Ahhh! Ohhhh that’s so good! Oh, Bronwen, it’s tight!” 
His pink tongue lolls out of his mouth and he thrusts with wild abandon. The sight of him pumping his hips and thrusting furiously into her might have made Bronwen laugh if it didn’t fill her with such intense pleasure. She wraps her ample legs around his seemingly frail body, pulling him deeper and gasping loudly as a trembling wave of pleasure ripples through her pussy and up into her tummy. 
“Oh, yes, it is good,” she cries, her fingers tangling into the grass around her. 
Bronwen’s soft breasts jiggle with Gerrik’s intense thrusting. He grabs her biceps and presses down onto her, his tongue hanging out of his mouth and his body patting against her. He tenses up and cries, “Oh, gods, I am going to… you’re going to make me…” 
“Yes,” cries Bronwen, losing herself in her own pleasure. “Cum for me! Cum inside me!” 
“W-what?” Gerrik cries, his voice hoarse with pleasure. “Inside you? That will make you pregnant.” 
“Yessss! Seed me with your child! I need it!” She has never known anything more in her life. She desperately wants to be bred by her beloved Blood Keeper, the man (or goblin) who saved her life. 
But it is not meant to be. As she wails with her orgasm and tries to hold Gerrik fast between her thighs, the wiry goblin wriggles out from between her legs and leaps to his feet. His clawed hand is a blur as he wanks his glistening cock. Bronwen sits up, just in time to catch an off-white rope of goblin cum right in the face. Gerrik throws back his head, lost in pleasure as her mouth suddenly latches to his spurting cock. Bronwen finishes him without missing a beat, drinking down his sweet load and licking his goblin cock clean until it begins to shrivel in her mouth. 
There is a soft ding and green text floats into the air. 
ORAL SEX +600 XP
Even more than with the orc! Perhaps because he is such a high level compared to her own, reasons Bronwen. Her heart swells with delight. She hears a louder chime and feels a sudden wave of invigoration coming over her. Her wound is gone, the poultice falling away and leaving not a mark on her flesh. She feels stronger. 
New text explodes into the air in glowing golden letters, the words heralded by the playing of trumpets that only Bronwen is able to hear. 
LEVEL 2 REACHED! 
Gerrik steps away, looking at her accusingly. 
“You cannot do that, Bronwen,” he says. “You nearly made me impregnate you and you do not understand what that means.” 
“But you are my master and I would be honored to have your children or gobkins or whatever you call them.” She catches a dollop of cum on her finger and licks it clean. It is salty-sweet. So much more delicious than that foul orc cum. She crawls towards Gerrik, her round ass working enticingly and her eyes lidded with lust. Her shoulders are patterned with the unusual Wild Elf dappling of forest camouflage. 
Gerrik steps away from her and quickly ties his loincloth over his flaccid manhood. 
“If you get knocked up, it’s game over,” says Gerrik. “You will be trapped forever and there won’t be anything I can do to help you.” 
“I would enjoy being trapped forever with you, master,” she says, reaching out for his loincloth. 
“Stop,” he commands and she is forced to obey. His tone softens and he adds, 
“Choose your new ability and then let’s get out of here.” 
“Yes, master,” she says, pulling on her damaged loincloth and concentrating on her sheet. 
Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather
Race: Wild Elf
Alignment: Good
Class: Warrior
Status: Blood Debt to
Level: 2
Experience Points:
Gerrik
1500/2500
Strength:
16
Hit Points: 37/37
Agility:
11
Armor Points: 0/3
Stamina:
12
Intelligence:
10
Willpower:
10
Charisma:
10
Special Abilities
Wild Elf Fury (Ignore Pain or Fear Effects for 60 seconds)
+ CHOOSE A NEW ABILITY
Equipment
Damaged Wild Elf Basic Armor (0)
Damaged ??? Sword (Inadequate Level)
Sexual Content – YES
Extreme Content -
Fertility – YES
YES
Bronwen sees immediately that her Hit Points have increased by 10 plus the 1
point bonus for her above-average stamina. She has also received her choice of a new ability. She concentrates on that choice and her sheet fades from view to be replaced by three options. 
Choose your new ability…
Wild Elf(?)
Warrior(?)
Whore(?)
Jungle Camouflage
Power Strike
Irresistible Kiss
Bronwen is momentarily angry at her choices. She knows Wild Elf must be her racial ability and Warrior her class ability, but where did “Whore” come from? While she feels insulted, she focuses on the question mark hovering behind the word and receives an explanation in glowing text. 
Whore abilities are available for any level during which you gain 50%
or more of your experience from sexual activity. 
Bronwen frowns and realizes the math is just right. What’s more, she is well on her way to gaining 50% or more of Level 3 from sexual activity. She closes the explanation for Whore and examines her choices again. 
Concentrating on Jungle Camouflage, she instantly knows that it will make traveling through the jungle and approaching enemies stealthily much easier. 
She concentrates on Power Strike and knows that this will allow her next blow to inflict triple damage. Finally, she focuses on Irresistible Kiss and knows that any touch of her lips or tongue will impart great desire on the recipient and make it impossible for them to refuse her advances. 
Both Jungle Camouflage and Power Strike would be extremely useful in rescuing her friends. Her gaze focuses on Gerrik, who is waiting impatiently nearby and glancing around to be sure they have not been heard in the throes of their pleasure. She can still feel his magnificent little cock inside her, rubbing against her clit, the weight of his robin’s egg-sized bollocks against her as he hilted in her eager quim. 
She resists the urge to reach down and touch herself and, on a whim, she chooses the Irresistible Kiss power. Master might benefit from it in the future. Besides, she thinks, she never knows when she might run into a monster that needs to be tamed. 
Once selected, the power etches itself into her body and mind. It is listed on her sheet and indelibly a part of who she is. She rises and approaches Gerrik, tempted to try out her new power on him, but more eager to save Elyana from captivity. 
“Can we go and save my friend now, master?” She asks hopefully. 
“No, I’m sorry, Bronwen,” says Gerrik. “We will go to the human village of Aysgarden. I will explain everything to you there and then you will understand. I hope. It will be difficult. I have never before succeeded in making someone believe.” 
“Make them believe what, master?” Bronwen asks, hiding her disappointment about rescuing Elyana. 
“The truth of this world,” says Gerrik ominously. “The truth of your very existence.” 
“I will believe you,” says Bronwen with a smile. “You are my master.” 
“Yeah, you might be right about that, it may help,” chuckles the goblin. “If you see the truth I tell you and you still insist upon rescuing your friend, we will go and attempt to save her. The orcs will not leave until the morning. 
They will spend tonight… celebrating.” 
The way he pronounces the final word sends a child down Bronwen’s back. 
She understands. Orc revelry usually involves murder and rape. But a slave girl like Elyana would not be killed. She would be too valuable to the orcs. 
“Very well, master,” says Bronwen, bowing her head. “We will go to the human village.” 
III
Aysgarden
Bronwen and Gerrik leave the sweltering heat of the jungle for one of the trade roads cut through the dense foliage by the humans. These well-trod dirt paths have been carved into the jungle by hundreds of wagons and tens of thousands of feet. Even the elves of the Red Feather tribe, loathe to venture into human settlements, have walked these roads to trade when necessary. 
Aysgarden is built around a fortified outpost of red wood and the entire village of peat hovels and larger wooden buildings is surrounded by a palisade of sharpened spearwood. Green and white pennants of the Empire of Urik fly at the gate and a pair of guards step forth as Bronwen and Gerrik approach. They lower their halberds and command, “Halt!” 
Gerrik stops and Bronwen advances a step further. The two men regard her with a mixture of suspicion and lust. They look her over, their gazes lingering on her bare breasts and shapely hips. 
“We don’t let no goblins in here,” says the guard with a pock-marked face. 
“Right,” agrees the other, a stout man with a red beard. He spits onto the road. “And an elf has to pay the toll.” 
“He is my prisoner,” says Bronwen, yanking the rope that Gerrik gave her to tie around his neck. He stumbles forward half a step. “My village has been overrun by orcs and I need a place to shelter for the night.” 
“’Tis late and the sun grows low,” agrees the bearded guard. “Got to find a place to lay that pretty head. Hows about my lap?” 
“Yeah, and mine,” laughs the other guard. 
“I’ll pay the toll with coin,” says Bronwen, with no desire to pleasure any man but her master. “One gold for each. And I’m being generous.” 
She lifts the sack she took from the dead orc and takes out two gold coins. 
The pock-marked man snatches them from her hand and passes one back to his comrade. 
“Give us a feel of them beauties,” demands the pock-marked man, his bloodshot gaze focused on her breasts. “Got to make sure you isn’t hidin’
nothin’.” 
The man reaches out and grabs a handful of Bronwen’s right breast. She looks down as he roughly squeezes her creamy mound, her nipple pressing against the palm of his hand and his fingers sinking into her plush titflesh. 
“Ohh, that’s a good one,” he chuckles. 
“Gimme a feel,” says the bearded guard, grabbing Bronwen’s other breast and squeezing even harder. 
She stifles a cry of discomfort and instead carefully intones, “You had better be finished or you might go home without your cocks.” 
She rests her hand on the hilt of her broken-tipped sword. She still cannot wield it properly, but she knows it can deal fairly severe damage from how well it damaged her in the hands of the orc. The threat is enough to force the guards back a step. They exchange a glance and the bearded one shrugs to the pockmarked guard. 
“Very well, milady,” says the man with the pockmarks. He steps out of Bronwen’s path and he and his companion shoulder their halberds. “Have a pleasant visit.” 
Bronwen smiles sweetly and walks between them, giving a jerk to the rope tied around Gerrik’s neck and pulling the goblin behind her. The gate opens toward them with a loud creak of ancient wood. The bearded guard kicks at Gerrik as he passes. 
Bronwen shoots the man a murderous glance, but leads Gerrik into the settlement, entering the muddy street to the smells of cookfires, urine, and the burned iron tang from the open-sided smithy. The humans working in shop stalls and businesses with open doors pause in their labors and stare at Bronwen and her captive goblin. 
“Put on a proper blouse,” mutters an elderly woman, hustling her grandchildren past Bronwen. 
A few men, already drunk despite the daylight hour, begin to shout insults at Gerrik and to a lesser extent Bronwen as well. 
“Got yourself a husband, elf?!” Jeers one ruddy-faced man, gesturing lewdly with his hand on his trousers. “Want a reaaaaal man?” 
“Come and gives us a feels o’ them milkers!” Slurs another, sloshing a clay pot of drink down his shirt. 
Bronwen’s face burns with humiliation. She has never felt ashamed of her body before, but now, with all these humans leering at her, she sees why their women choose to dress so modestly in long skirts. 
“You mean are no better than beasts!” She growls, too low for them to hear. 
She rests her hand on the grip of her sword, but the men make no move to pursue her as she passes them by. She stops at a crossroads in the center of the village. Gerrik, evidently distracted by something, walks straight into her backside, face-first into her barely-covered buttocks. 
“S-sorry!” He squeaks, staggering back a step. 
“Where do we go now, master?” Bronwen wonders uncertainly. 
The grimy human dwellings and shops are difficult to distinguish one from the other. Gerrik presses against her hip and points past her down the main thoroughfare. 
“There,” says the goblin. “The taverns and inns are there. They suck in a shitty town like Aysgarden, but it beats trying to relax in the jungle.” 
Bronwen could not disagree more with her master’s words, but she also does not wish to voice such disagreement. She sets off down the road, stepping carefully to avoid mounds of manure and bits of broken glass from a smashed bottle. 
The humans around the taverns and inns are harder and more diverse than those they encountered just past the gate. These are folk from other lands, with strange costumes and the equipment of adventurers and travelers. There are dark-skinned men from Shaddobar and steel-shod paladins from one of the holy orders of the human gods. She even sees a dwarf conversing with a few slender high elves. Her gold-skinned cousins lack the robust bodies of the wild elves and dress in elaborate costumes of silk and gold. They sneer with disgust at their human surroundings and step hurriedly past the ramshackle door to an inn called the Bubbling Stewpot. 
“There,” whispers Gerrik, indicating the inn the high elves found unacceptable. “That’ll be cheap enough.” 
Bronwen pushes through the door of the inn and is greeted by the unpleasant stench of humans. There are a number of them, locals mostly by the manner of their dress, crowded around a few tables and drinking ale and rotgut from wooden cups. Many of the men stare at Bronwen with naked lust. A few mutter about the presence of the goblin or what they would do to Bronwen if given the chance. 
A beefy man with a well-trimmed beard stands behind a water-warped plank of bar top. He stares at Bronwen’s bare tits and his mouth spreads into a wide, uneven smile as Bronwen approaches. 
“Won’t serve your pet,” he says. “But I’d be happy to serve a well-feathered elf like you.” 
“A room and two meals,” she says. 
“Yeah? Shackin’ up with the goblin?” The bearded barman scratches his forehead. “Dunno if ye can afford the price of a room for a beast like that. 
Twenty gold.” 
Bronwen weighs the coins she took from the orc and knows she has nowhere near that amount. 
“Six,” she counters. 
“Not a negotiation,” says the barman. “Unless you want to step back into the kitchen and sort things out. I’m sure the boys would be happy to keep an eye on your pet.” 
The lecherous smile of the barman warns Bronwen away from any private negotiation. A few of the patrons of the inn crowd around her and Gerrik. 
One man shouts, “Yeah give us the rope. We’ll make sure he hangs around!” 
Another one of the patrons shoves Gerrik into his comrade and that man turns and punches the goblin in the face. The blow knocks Gerrik to the floor. 
Bronwen draws her sword and turns on the patrons, swinging in a slow, wide arc to warn them back from her fallen master. She helps Gerrik to his feat and warns the humans, “Stay back! Do not try that again or I will cut you down.” 
“Over a goblin?” One man cries with outrage. 
“Disgusting! You bringing that thing into our walls!” Shouts another. 
The barman hammers his fists onto his bar, knocking over a few wooden cups and spilling ale onto the floor. 
“Enough of that! All of you!” He holds out his hand to Bronwen. “I’ve a room in the back of the building. You can take that with your pet. Meals an’
ale but no mashwine. Eight gold.” 
She has just enough. She quickly hands over the gold and the barman shouts the other patrons back. They grumble as they retreat. A few break off from the group and leave the inn, muttering to each other and casting angry glances at Bronwen and Gerrik. 
The promised room is scarcely more than a closet stuck between the kitchen and the pantry. A wardrobe leaning on one shorter leg has clearly seen better days. There is a bed, but it is not even long enough for Bronwen to lie down. 
She sits on the creaking frame and leans her back and shoulders against the wall. Gerrik sits on the floor beside her. The room’s small table is hardly big enough for the two cups of ale and the large steaming bowl of stew and crusty bread. Gerrik sniffs the stew and makes a sour face. Bronwen finds, to her surprise, that the savory scent of the stew is quite appealing and it sets her belly grumbling. 
“I will talk, you eat,” says Gerrik. “I’m not very hungry.” 
“Oh, thank you master,” moans Bronwen with relief. She picks up the wooden spoon and begins shoveling the stew into her mouth. The meat is scarce, fatty, and the vegetables cooked almost to mush, but it doesn’t matter. 
The salty broth is delicious after all that she has been through and she eats and drinks enthusiastically. 
Gerrik smiles and watches Bronwen eat for a moment before he begins to speak. 
“When you look at me and consider me, you see the text above my head?” 
Gerrik asks. 
She nods, her mouth stuffed with bread. 
“Right, and you call it holy text,” he says. “From the gods. Like the gods that reward you experience and the gods that decide what abilities you got to choose when you leveled up.” 
“Mmmmhmmm,” says Bronwen between slurps of stew. 
“But it’s not,” says Gerrik. “It’s part of the system, put in place my humans, that gives you information about this world. The humans that created this world. You think of it as Aysgarden or your village in the Kojun jungle, maybe Tarol or Shaddobar, or the whole of the planet is Nerth. But that’s not where we are, Bronwen. We are in an entire realm created by humans inside a machine and it is called Eternities.” 
Bronwen swallows the food she has been chewing, wipes her lips on the back of her hand, and says, “No, that’s not possible.” 
“Most of the people you see around you, near as I can tell, are created by the machine. They aren’t real. That orc you killed wasn’t real.” Gerrik pats his chest. “I am real and you are real.” 
“I’m no different from them,” says Bronwen, gesturing to the door with her spoon. 
“You were brought here by the Taker,” says Gerrik. “Like me. You had another life before this one, Bronwen. A real life. I told you that I remember my name, Alex, but I remember more than that. I remember streets of another place and machines called cars and the very machines that created this world. 
I remember floating in water and then being here. And I remember the Taker coming for me. Do you remember that?” 
“The Taker?” Bronwen puts her spoon down and sits upright. The word raises gooseflesh on her arms and the hairs on her neck. She does not know its significance, but it still makes her afraid. 
“You think of him as Death,” says Gerrik. “He is black within black, darkness within darkness, and he carries a gateway from one reality to the next. You are told to believe he is Death because it makes you fear him more. 
You are overwhelmed with false memories. It becomes hard to see the real ones.” 
“I… I… remember something,” says Bronwen. She sees momentary flashes of riding inside a machine with other people, a city made of glass and stone, visions of a pool of warm water that beckoned her to another place and of a different life as a different person. “How do I know those memories are real?” 
“Ah, that’s the problem,” says Gerrik, worry showing in his green brow. 
“There are so many more memories of growing up here on Nerth among the goblins. They are more vivid. How could these moments I glimpsed be real? I have turned this over in my head again and again. I awoke and felt wrongness in this place. I remembered, after following the orcs around for a while, and then I saw the Taker. When I saw him, I remembered being brought here. So I followed him and I found someone else he brought here.” 
“Me?” Bronwen suggests. 
“Well, yeah, you, but not the first time. The first time it was Scarlett. She seemed to remember almost as much as me. She believed me when I told her what I had figured out. Then… then she died. Killed in battle with a wood wight.” 
“I’m sorry,” says Bronwen, lowering her head and setting aside her spoon. 
“When she died, I was lost,” says Gerrik. “I rejoined the orcs and did things I regret. I almost gave up all hope. And then… I saw her again.” 
“Scarlett?” 
”Yes,” says Gerrik, although he seems even more miserable. “She was alive and well. At the first level. She had respawned and reset. Not only had it wiped her of any recollection of me, but she was no longer able to remember anything of her real life. I tried to get her to accompany me and instead she tried to murder me. I had to leave her with her people.” 
Bronwen does not want to believe him. She believes in the goddess Adrahil, ancient and among the first gods, who defeated the serpent of the dragons and cast the demons down into fire. She believes in her tribe and her childhood among the Red Feather. She believes the words of her mother and the soft touch of her mother’s hand when she needed reassurance. Not these other confusing bits of memory. 
“Everything around me feels real,” says Bronwen. “Realer than these moments I see when I close my eyes. And you tell me it is all fake? It felt real when… you were with me, master.” 
“Yes, well,” Gerrik looks away, his green cheeks darkening almost to purple. 
“We are both real, so, um, it would feel real. Our desires and passions are real.” 
“Yes,” she agrees, reaching a hand across the table to touch Gerrik’s long, pointed ear. He closes his eyes for a moment and groans with pleasure. He seems to remember himself and jerk away from her. 
“But there is a place that may have more answers for us, Bronwen. The Taker has his own castle. It does not appear on any map, but I have seen it. There are more of them there, more like him, and I believe if we could somehow enter this place we would unlock the secret of what and why they have done this to us.” 
“The Takers.” Bronwen murmurs. “Death. How could we face them?” 
“We are not ready yet,” says Gerrik. “We must make ready and find more allies.” 
“Like Elyana,” suggests Bronwen. 
“Maybe,” says Gerrik. “Maybe she is like you and me. But you have to prepare yourself for the hard truth that she might also be like these townsfolk or, perhaps worse, like Scarlett. Another lost soul we will never convince of the truth.” 
I am not entirely convinced of your truth,  thinks Bronwen, but she does not give voice to her feelings. More than anything, she wants to save her friend. 
“We will go to the oracle first,” says Gerrik. “She is a part of this false reality, but she still divines truth. She helped me to remember my name. I think she can help you remember yours. From there, a bridge might be built to your true identity.” 
“If you say so, master,” says Bronwen, scooping up the last dregs of her stew and licking the spoon clean. “I will go wherever you command. I owe you my life. You are my Blood Keeper.” 
“Well, you actually don’t,” says Gerrik. “And I’m actually not your Blood Keeper. That’s just another one of the rules the machines impose on you in this false reality.” 
“Saying the Blood Debt is false does not change how I feel,” says Bronwen, setting aside her stew and rising from the bed. She walks around the rickety table and slides down to her knees to put her height even with Gerrik. He seems uncomfortable with her proximity, with her heaving breasts and her hand as she reaches out and strokes his gaunt face. “I adore you, Gerrik. You are my master. I will serve you and… pleasure you…” 
She caresses from his cheek down his wiry chest to his groin. She feels his little cock stirring in his loincloth. Though she means to use her charms to convince him to let her save Elyana, this does not lessen the real desire she feels for the goblin. He is so handsome and wise. He, who saved her life and now keeps her blood. She craves his seed. 
“This really is not a good time for this to—“
Bronwen smothers his objections with a kiss on his thin lips. Her goblin master stiffens against her, lips pinched tightly, until he seems to relax and yield to her kiss. Her tongue meets his, finding it long and flexible, curling against her tongue. His mouth is hot and bitter with the taste of the ale he has been sipping. She presses closer, her soft breasts molding against him and her hand beginning to squeeze his stirring cock through his loincloth. 
“We shouldn’t do this,” he rasps against her hungry kiss. 
“Command me not and I will not,” she whispers, her words steamy with her desire. Never could Bronwen have imagined her loins stoked to such an inferno by the thought of pleasure with a goblin. She would have rather died than face such a thing before she was saved by Gerrik. Now, she cannot control her yearning. 
“We can’t,” he says, pressing at her shoulders with his clawed hands, but pointedly not commanding her to stop. 
“The gods bless me with experience,” she says. “Let me pleasure you, master, so that I might gain in levels more swiftly.” 
Before he can refuse her again, Bronwen activates her power. 
Irresistible Kiss Activated! 
The whore’s magic makes her lips tingle, a softly ticking timer counting down the seconds while the power remains active. She only needs a moment as she kisses Gerrik again, their mouths melting together in a passionate embrace. Bronwen unleashes the power into his scrawny goblin body, pure sexual energy flowing from their mingled mouths and her swirling tongue. 
He moans against her lips, trembling with desire as he is flooded with pleasure and the need to yield to her advances. 
“MMmmmm!” He cries against her lips. She breaks the kiss only for a moment and Gerrik gasps, “Yes! Yes, pleasure me!” 
Bronwen yanks his loincloth down as she kisses him, his hard cock springing into her grasp. She wanks him against the smothering weight of her breasts, sliding his rigid maleness between her squeezing tits. She tucks her chin and allows a stream of saliva to drip from her mouth and splash cross the head of his cock. She spreads the wet, slippery spit with her fingers and smears it into her cleavage. 
“Oh, Bronwen,” he moans, resting his hands lightly on her shoulders. “W-what have you done to me? You’ve used your p-power and oooOOOH!” 
She squeezes his cock tightly between her soft mounds, her pressed tits bridged by one hand to keep his cock trapped between them. Her other hand remains at the root of his modest maleness, squeezing and wanking him gently as she begins to move her breasts around his cock. His head drops back against the wall, although his hips are thrust so far forward he can surely still watch as she begins to slides her crushing cleavage up and down, breasts pressing tightly against him. 
Gerrik’s green cock disappears into Bronwen’s creamy cleavage. She works her back and shoulders and rides her pressed tits against the spit-lubed length of his hard cock. 
At first, it is a bit awkward, his cock threatening to slide free of her breasts and the unusual motions requiring a great deal of her concentration. But Bronwen adopts a steady rhythm, arching her back and sliding forward until her lips are almost even with Gerrik’s and then sliding back down until her face is even with his slight paunch. She keeps her breasts pressed tightly around his cock with each movement. His cock is so small compared to her ample breasts that it is never seen once engulfed in her warm, soft flesh. 
“Ohhhh, they’re so warm and soft,” moans Gerrik. “Damn it, you’re going to make me cum again!” 
“Oh, yes, please do, master! Cum for me! Cum between my soft breasts!” 
She coos with delight at the thought of her immaculate breasts being fouled by Gerrik’s goblin seed. She pants with the effort of her movements, moaning with anticipation as she rides against his increasingly warm cock. 
His precum is trickling out and adding to the lubrication provided by her saliva. 
His hands tighten their grip on Bronwen’s shoulders. She looks up at him, so adoring that tears well in her bright blue eyes. To be pleasuring such a lowly creature as a goblin, obscenely, between the mounds of her motherhood, should make her burn with shame. Instead, the friction of his cock is warming her heart. She craves his seed, she wishes to feel it spill between her breasts. 
“Yes!” He croaks. “Yes, it’s so good!” 
There are raised voices followed by a loud thump outside the door to their room. Gerrik tenses, but Bronwen ignores the sound and focuses her complete attention on pleasuring her master. Gerrik seems about to say something, but he jerks upright, sucking in a loud breath through his teeth. 
Bronwen cries out softly as she feels the first spurt of his seed, warm and spreading between her breasts like hot jam. His cock jerks between her mounds again and again and milky liquid wells into her cleavage as if from some hidden spring. She rides her breasts up and down his cock, being sure that he empties every drop of his musky spunk onto her delicate skin. 
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“Oh, master, so much experience!” She cries, releasing Gerrik’s cock from between her breasts and looking down at the milky smear between her flushed breasts. 
“Yes, good, but we have another problem,” says Gerrik, hastily tying his loincloth and looking nervously at the door. 
“Come out of there, elf whore!” A man suddenly shouts from the other side of the door. Someone beats heavily, knocking dust loose and making the planks of the door flex with each blow. 
“The goblin must die!” Another man shouts. “He has no place in our village!” 
Several voices can be heard and Bronwen jolts with fear, realizing a mob has gathered on the other side of the door. They intend to hurt her master! 
Not even bothering to clean off her breasts, Bronwen surges to her feet and grips her sword. She reaches for the door, intending to fling it open and hack her way through the stupid human peasants. Gerrik grabs her wrist and stops her. 
“No,” he says. “The guards are not to be trifled with even in this small village. Behind this wardrobe, quickly. There is an old broken window. We can escape that way.” 
Bronwen’s lust for blood will have to wait, she decides, for her master’s command is more important. She grabs the old wardrobe and grunts as she begins to shift it aside. Her arm and shoulder muscles bulge as she moves the wardrobe and reveals a small window with several broken or missing panes. 
Gerrik picks up the small table and hurls it at the window. The table bounces back into the room, along with a shower of glass, but the window is broken to bits that leave none in the frame. 
Something smashes into the door behind them more heavily than anything yet and the hinges begin to pull free of the frame of the door. 
“Quickly!” Gerrik shouts. “Boost me through and then follow me through yourself!” 
Escaping out the back window of the inn and escaping from the village pursued by a mob is not exactly a heroic end to their visit to Aysgarden, but Bronwen must obey her master. She boosts him out the window and escapes behind him. The pair flee into the night. 
IV
The Orc Encampment
Bronwen’s guts twist and threaten to make her vomit. Following their escape from Aysgarden, she had persuaded Gerrik to let her try to free her friends from the orc encampment. She had fantasized about how she might slash an orc’s belly open and lop off the head of another in order to free Elyana and the others of her tribe who were taken prisoner. It would be a glorious rescue. 
Instead, they arrived to find the orcs had broken camp. A morning mist clings to the orc campsite, but this fog is not enough to conceal the many grisly reminders of orc savagery that have been left behind. 
Bronwen looks out through her tears of fury. Several elf men are butchered, tied to trees and hacked apart, and a few elf women have clearly been burned to death. The stench of death hangs over the littered grounds of the former orc campsite. Bronwen wanders among the dead and the refuse, checking the bodies she comes across for signs that they are someone she knew. 
“This one,” she finally says, kneeling beside the charred remains of an elf woman. “She was called Iuna and she was a fletcher in our village. She was nearly a sister to me. I remember when her mother gave her this necklace.” 
Bronwen holds up the flawed ruby set into the gold necklace around the corpse’s neck. The early morning light catches the ruby and sends sparking crimson light in several directions at once. There is the hint of magic to the necklace. Some slight charm worked into the jewel. 
“Sorry for your friend,” says Gerrik, placing a comforting claw on Bronwen’s shoulder. “She will live again, soon, if that is any consolation. But she won’t remember you.” 
“It is not a consolation,” mutters Bronwen. 
“Here, let me see that necklace,” says Gerrik, motioning for her to hand over the charm. He takes it from Bronwen and holds it up to the early-morning light. He whispers words of power and a nimbus of magic forms around his hand. Tendrils of violet light coruscate across the surface of the charm and then retreat and dissipate. Gerrik hands the necklace back to her. “Protective magic. It is not powerful, but in your current, um, state, I suggest wearing it.” 
Bronwen weighs the necklace in her hand. 
“It did not protect Iuna,” she says bitterly. She parts the golden chain at its clasp and Gerrik steps behind her to close the claps behind her slender neck. 
The ruby set in the golden amulet rests against the inner swell of Bronwen’s breasts. She feels protective warmth, like an invisible blanket, spreading over her flesh. 
She concentrates on her sheet and the gods, or the machine if Gerrik told true, summon the words in the air before her. 
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Bronwen closes the sheet and wipes away her tears of anger. She takes out her sword and Gerrik gazes at it warily. She turns the broken blade over in her hand, admiring the intricate scrollwork on the blade itself and the gold bands worked into the grip. A single large pearl from a river oyster is set into the pommel and carved to depict the goddess Adrahil. Though the tip of the blade is broken off, the rest of the blade remains dangerously keen on both edges. 
“I found this weapon when I awoke,” says Bronwen. “A master smith crafted this weapon. I do not know its power, only that I am not good enough to wield it.” 
“You want me to identify it,” says Gerrik, anticipating her request. “Of course. Give it to me.” 
She hands him the sword and he holds it in the flat palms of both of his clawed hands. He closes his eyes and once again begins to work his magic. 
Violet tendrils curl from his fingers and seem to caress the sword. The blade itself begins to glow brightly with a pure white light. It is so bright it is almost painful to look upon, but Bronwen forces herself. 
“You have a treasure here,” says Gerrik, seemingly in awe. “The blade is damaged but… this is the Legendary Blade of Solana-of-the-Red-Feather. 
The damage is incredible and it will cleave armor of any type. Your chances of delivering a critical blow are quadrupled.” 
The bright light fades from the blade and Gerrik hands the sword gingerly back to Bronwen. 
“This is a weapon for a mighty warrior, Bronwen. You must be Level 150 or higher to wield the sword,” he says in a conciliatory tone. 
Her hand closes around the grip of the Legendary Blade of Solana and she is rocked by a vision of herself in battle. She is stronger in every way, screaming with fury, and lopping the heads from her foes with the glowing blade. She sees strange beasts not native to the jungle of Kojun and she leaps among them, hacking them to death with ease. Her breasts are covered in armor of finely-made chainmail that seems to radiate darkness. Her loincloth is made from the same material. And in her off hand she wields a dagger that hungers for the souls of her foes. 
This image is so vivid that it nearly causes her to drop the sword. She staggers back a step and Gerrik struggles to steady her much larger body. 
“What is it?” The goblin asks, bracing her with his hands on her shapely hips. 
“A vision,” she says, shaking her head to clear it. “I was using this sword. I was much more powerful, Gerrik. Perhaps it is a memory.” 
“You brought this weapon with you?” Gerrik is clearly fascinated by this revelation. “This is good. It might be a link to your past and a way to awaken more memories.” 
“I cannot even wield it,” she says, tucking the blade through her belt. 
“Not yet,” he says. “But you can become powerful enough. We can grind levels together.” 
The phrase triggers another sensation of remembrance, but she cannot quite recall where she has heard it before. She understands its meaning though. 
Gerrik wishes to work together to gain levels quickly. A smile plays at Bronwen’s lips. She can think of one way to advance her level without risking great danger. Gerrik is smiling too, perhaps thinking the same thing. 
But the grim surroundings of the orc camp dispel Bronwen’s fantasy of a legendary rutting session with the goblin. This is not the place for such behavior. Nor is it the time, with Elyana and others of Bronwen’s tribe taken by the orcs to be sold into slavery. 
“Master,” says Bronwen, “there will be many opportunities to ‘grind’ our levels in Nokings.” 
“Many more ways to die,” says Gerrik. “I do not think we should travel there. 
I have explained that your friends are only figments created by the machines. 
I know they feel real, but—“
“What if they are not?” Bronwen stands fiercely, gazing down at Gerrik. 
“You said yourself that this Scarlett woman died and was reborn. She lost her memories. What if this is the fate of my friends in the tribe? They are still real people, are they not?” 
“Well, yes, but there is nothing that can be done for them if their memories are lost,” says Gerrik. 
“Nothing you could do for Scarlett,” counters Bronwen. She sees Gerrik wince with pain and she regrets her harsh words immediately. “I am sorry, master, I do not mean to hurt you with the memory. But, you said that she attacked you. Was it because you were a goblin and she was not?” 
“She was – is - a human,” says Gerrik. 
“But my friends are my friends,” says Bronwen. “They know me and even if they did not we are of the same tribe. They might listen to me.” 
“Perhaps,” says Gerrik doubtfully. “But the risks are great. And if you perish I cannot say that I will ever be able to help you again.” 
Bronwen crouches to put herself at Gerrik’s eye level. She takes his hands in hers and peers into his beady red eyes. 
“Master, please,” she says softly. “Let me try to save them. At least Elyana. 
Then we can travel to seek the wisdom of the oracle or embark on whatever other journey you desire.” 
“Bronwen, the danger is…” His words trail off and his thin lips tighten into the line of a frown. “Very well, I cannot deny you. And there is wisdom behind your feelings of kinship. Even if she is not like us, this woman might be of use to us.” 
“Oh, thank you,” she says, pulling him into a tight embrace, cradling his scrawny body against her soft breasts. 
“We will make a stop along the way,” says Gerrik. “In the orc lands there is a place that your armor might be mended and we might find provisions.” 
“Where in the orc lands will we find aid?” Bronwen asks with disbelief. 
“You forget, I am from the orc lands, I know them well.” Gerrik smiles and taps a clawed finger against his temple. “I also know many within those cursed lands and they are not all evil. We will go and see Wise Old Jebruk. 
He is a mender and tinkerer, a goblin like me, but one with a free spirit. 
Perhaps he is even like us, a person trapped in this realm, but he remembers nothing of this former time.” 
“If you say he is good then I will believe you,” says Bronwen rising and looking over the grisly remains of her fellow elves one last time. “Let us leave this place. The jungle will reclaim the soil of my kin.” 
“A warning though, Bronwen,” says Gerrik. “Jebruk is a horny old goat.” 
V
The Tower of the Horny Old Goat
Bronwen and Gerrik travel south through the daylight hours, making their way out of the vast jungle of Kojun and into the hot swamplands of the Darrow Valley. The fetid swamps yield clouds of biting insects and the lush jungle is replaced with dreary swamp banyans that sag beneath the weight of the humidity. Strange birds call from these trees and swamp serpents move unnervingly through the muck around them. 
Thankfully, Bronwen finds that her protective amulet shields her from the biting insects. They land on her and quickly drop away as if struck by some mild electric current. Gerrik has no such protection, although his lean goblin body seems less appealing to bloodsuckers than Bronwen’s ample figure. He curses and swats away swarming gnats and the muck-skimming legbiters that like to suck blood from the backs of knees. 
As the gloom of the swampland deepens into evening, they reach the muddy shores of the swamplands and leave the Darrow Valley behind for the Quiet Hills. Bronwen has memories of these lands. They are said to be cursed, haunted even, and most travelers avoid them. Look out over the foggy gray terrain and he withered trees that cling to the barren hills, she has to agree with such superstition. 
“Don’t believe the superstition,” says Gerrik as if reading Bronwen’s thoughts. “There are ghosts and zombies in the Quiet Hills, but they keep to the ruins and the occasional cave. They won’t bother us as long as we are out in the open.” 
“If you say so, master.” A cool wind blows through the trees, causing them to rattle like bone chimes. A low moan rises from the mists. She doubts Gerrik is correct, but she refuses to show fear when he does not. “You… you say your friend lives in the Quiet Hills?” 
“He does,” says Gerrik. “He has for as long as I have known him. Saved me from a wraith in one of the hold manors. Well, maybe he did. Then again, it might just be another false memory. But I know him and he lives here. He will aid us.” 
As night gathers around them, the wind glows cooler and Bronwen wishes she had a traveling cloak to warm her arms. Her nipples stand out stiffly from her breasts and more than once her arm brushes against her sensitive buds, eliciting a soft cry. This draws Gerrik’s attention and she catches him staring at her naked upper body. 
“You seem, um, cold,” says the goblin. “I wish I had a coat to give you. But it won’t be long now.” 
They climb another hill and see it, silhouetted by the low moon. The tower rises like a bony finger pointing skyward. It was once purely stone, but as Bronwen studies it she sees the stone construction has been buttressed in many places by branches and crude scaffolds of wood. A path winds up to the on entrance decorated with totems and cairns that seem intended to invite evil spirits rather than ward them away. A tin chimney on the tower’s roof gives up a thin gust of steam that dissipates quickly into the night air. 
“He won’t be expecting us,” says Gerrik as they begin their descent into the misty lowland between their hill and the one with the tower. “Tread carefully. 
He is a crafty one and often sets trAAHH!” 
The snares catch them both almost simultaneously. Magical ropes tighten around Bronwen’s ankles and bind her legs together. She is hauled upside down, her head thumping on the soft earth and her sword sliding from her belt as she is lifted up by the trap. The protective amulet thumps her in the face as she is suspended beneath the black branches of a dead tree. Secondary ropes shoot down and bind Bronwen’s hands behind her back. 
Gerrik, swinging from his ankles, dangles beneath the branches of a nearby tree. 
He laughs sheepishly and says, “Jebruk often sets traps.” 
A faint jingling sounds from inside the tower. Bronwen cannot see it from where they hang, but she hears the door creak open and footsteps approaching, along with a high-scratchy voice that is muttering about zombies. 
“Oh! You not zombies!” A goblin steps into view with red text floating above his bald head. 
Jebruk Sewcoin - Level 31 Goblin Tinkermage Jebruk is a bit taller than Gerrik, with green skin gone to a deep gray and mottled with warts on his neck and cheeks. His eyes are rheumy and he has a long, white beard that trails past his chest and down to his belly. He wears a long loincloth that is moth-eaten and stinks strongly of urine. He carries a staff not unlike the one Gerrik dropped when the trap yanked him from his feet. 
“Oh, you a pretty one,” says Jebruk. He turns her to face him completely and runs his hands over her breasts. He gives them a careful squeeze and she cries out. 
“Jebruk!” Shouts Gerrik, his back turned to what is happening. “Jebruk, old friend, it’s me. Gerrik!” 
“Mmmm? Gerrik?” Jebruk weighs Bronwen’s breasts with his bony hands. 
He leans up just enough to run his tongue over her breasts, eliciting a cry of surprise. He sucks one of her nipples into his mouth, pulling with suction at her teat and sending pleasure rippling through Bronwen’s body. 
“Yes, it’s me!” Gerrik cries desperately. “Remember, at the Houndslow manor ruins! With the wraith!” 
Jebruk gives Bronwen’s nipple a thoughtful suck before popping his lips free. 
“Gerrik?” He releases Bronwen’s breasts and walks around her. “Oh, friend Gerrik! You come back! Why you hanging upside down?” 
“Because of your traps,” says Gerrik. “My friend and I were coming to see you and—“
“Friend?” Jebruk steps back and looks down at Bronwen’s upside-down face. 
“Oh, you friend with Gerrik?” 
“Yes,” she says. “Bronwen is my name.” 
“Eh?” He leans past her and looks at Gerrik. “This true? You friend with elf?” 
“Yes,” says Gerrik. “If you can cut us down, I will explain everything.” 
“Mmmm.” Jebruk steps back to look Bronwen over. He seems to consider whether or not it might be better just to leave them in the traps and take full advantage of their helplessness. Deciding, perhaps, that friendship is more valuable than momentary pleasure, he waves his staff and Bronwen drops heavily onto her head. 
The fall is painful, but the earth is soft and she does not receive any damage. 
What’s more, her hands are free, and she is able to gather up her sword and Gerrik’s staff. She helps her master to his feet and hands him his staff as the elderly goblin looks on with amusement. 
“She good friend,” he says. “Very good. Pretty and good. You more than friend?” 
“He is my master,” says Bronwen with a hint of annoyance. 
“Is true?” Jebruk laughs. 
“Yes, it’s the truth,” says Gerrik. “I saved her life and she owes me a special debt. She is my equal though, Jebruk, not some slave.” 
“Yes, yes, no hurt meant,” says the old goblin, limping past them. “Come up to tower. It cold out here and there zombies around at night.” 
Zombies? Bronwen shoots an accusatory look at Gerrik. He shrugs and they follow behind Jebruk up to his ancient tower. 
Standing before the structure, Bronwen is impressed by its size. It might once have been the tower of a powerful wizard, perhaps the necromancer that blighted the Quiet Hills with the restless dead. It would have passed into complete ruin were it not for the ingenious work of Jebruk. His magic is everywhere, strengthening wooden joists and pulsing from the mortar between ancient stones. So are his embellishments, with various tin and copper decorations, strange flags, and murals of occult and lewd imagery. 
Bronwen stares at a particular painting, just beside the door, that seems to depict a dozen human and elf women pleasuring a goblin. The painting moves as she gazes at it, the women seeming to writhe and seed erupting from the goblin’s stiff cock. 
“Interesting art,” she murmurs to Gerrik. 
“Like I said, he is a horny old goat,” chuckles her companion. 
Jebruk waves his staff and the door swings open with a creak of ancient hinges. The inside of the tower is far less grand than the exterior and much more like a cupboard. Bronwen has to lean down once through the door as there is a slumping archway formed by books, jars, clay pots, boxes, piles of sticks, skulls, and an endless catalog of various other things that Jebruk has collected. Candles flit through the air, glowing softly and held aloft by tiny brass wings that vibrate like those of a dragonfly. 
“You want food?” Jebruk gestures to a bubbling cauldron of foul-smelling green stew. “You want bed? Only have one bed, but I share with you both. 
Very nice. Mmmmm…” 
He strokes his beard in a strangely lascivious way as he looks at Bronwen. 
The little goblin comes over to her and places his hand on her hip. 
“I sorry about touching you so wrong before,” he says, his hand creeping around to fondle her backside. 
“That’s, er, alright,” she says as he squeezes and kneads the buttock nearest to him. He reaches his hand beneath her loincloth and begins to slide his fingers between her cheeks. Bronwen yelps and jumps to the side to escape him. This knocks over a stack of teacups that clatter and crash and disappear down a small hill of loose sheets of yellowed parchment. 
Jebruk, acting as if nothing happened, walks past Bronwen to Gerrik. 
“Old friend, what is it? What you need?” 
“Well, we are off to the monster moot in Nokings,” says Gerrik. “And Bronwen needs her armor mended. It destroyed by an orc.” 
“Armor?” He glances at Bronwen. “I thought she drop kerchief. Mmmmm. I make proper armor out of bog lizard hide. Two days. You stay here.” 
“That will take too long,” says Bronwen, distress edging her voice. 
“Yeah, she’s right,” says Gerrik. “We need to be on our way tonight. We cannot even wait for dawn, her friends might be sold for auction at tomorrow’s moot.” 
“Slave auction at night,” says Jebruk. “Night of morrow, if you think. But I understand. Mmmm.” 
Jebruk walks in a slow circle around Bronwen. 
“Yes, I do,” he says. “I mend. Even enough cloth to stitch top cover. 
Although shame to hide beautiful breasts. You like?” 
Thinking back to her unpleasant experience in Aysgarden, Bronwen nods gratefully. “Yes, that would be perfect.” 
“Good, good,” says Jebruk. He takes Bronwen’s hand. “You come with me upstairs. I mend. Gerrik, you wait here.” 
“Uh, Jebruk, you will behave yourself?” Gerrik fidgets nervously. 
“Yes, yes, trust Jebruk,” says the old goblin. “Perfect gentleman. All times, perfect gentleman.” 
“Uh, okay,” says Gerrik. “Bronwen, do as he says, but, you know, be careful.” 
“Yes, master,” says Bronwen. 
Jebruk leads her to a narrow staircase that hardly seems big enough for her to climb. He prods her up with his gnarled hands on her bottom, pushing her up every few steps until they merge onto the second and then the third floor. The room is smaller than that on the ground floor, but it seems much larger with fewer things piled up. 
She turns to ask the old goblin if she should take the loincloth off and he practically leaps upon her, fondling her breasts and kissing her and thrusting his tongue into her mouth. She cries out and with some effort pushes him away. 
“Jebruk!” She exclaims. “You promised to be a gentleman.” 
“I goblin, not man,” cackles the old goblin. He tries to leap at her again and this time Bronwen catches him on the forehead and holds him back. He flails for a moment, trying to jump past her guard, but she holds him at bay. He relents with a final squawk of disappointment. “Fine, I fix clothes. Give to me.” 
She carefully releases him, waiting a moment to be sure he doesn’t intend to leap at her again. When she feels convinced that he is behaving, she begins to untie her loincloth. Jebruk watches her untie the garment with his eyes bulging from his face. His tongue dangles between his pinched lips as she reveals her hairless mound and her pink quim. Her face is hot with embarrassment as she reaches out slowly and hands the garment to Jebruk. 
“Mmmmmmmm! Fresh!” He presses it to his long, hooked nose and inhales deeply. His loincloth stirs as he breathes her scent. “Oh, you been with goblin before? Mmmmm. Smell that too! Naughty elf. You fuck Gerrik?” 
“None of your business,” she says crossly. 
“Yeah,” laughs Jebruk. “You fuck Gerrik. He seed you yet?” 
“No!” She cries. 
“Mmmhmmm.” Jebruk licks his lips and looks at her blushing quim again. 
She covers it with her hand. The little goblin barks, “No! You supposed to do what I say. Show me!” 
“I will not,” she says. “You are a little pervert.” 
“Yes, is true,” laughs Jebruk. He continues in a soft, solicitous tone, “But I want help. To help I have to see you. Have to touch you. Feel all body. Know how to sew garment.” 
Bronwen resists, but she sees the sense in his words. The seamstresses in her tribe would measure their customers with careful hands and strings. There was no shame in their presence. Then again, the seamstresses of the Red Feather did not drool at the sight of her naked body when she visited htem. 
“Very well,” says Bronwen reluctantly. 
She moves her hands away and does not resist Jebruk as he scurries back to her and begins stroking her legs up to her hips. He does seem to be measuring her body, at least at first, but soon his measuring fingers are creeping between her legs. She feels one graze her clit and she gasps in surprise, jerking upright. 
“Mind yourself,” she warns. 
“Must measure for your gusset,” he says and insistently strokes her quim with his bony fingers. 
Bronwen purses her lips to stifle another sound as the withered goblin begins rubbing at her cuntlips and spreading them open with his touch. His pretense of measuring seems to be abandoned as he presses a long digit into her hot channel. She breathes loudly through her nose as he begins to fuck his finger in and out of her tender depth. He adds another finger and chuckles with lust. 
“Yes, you like,” he says, telling her rather than asking her. His other hand caresses her backside, running over the ample curve and teasing at her crack. 
“Your round bottom so nice. Mmmmm… yes, lean over now. More. Yes!” 
He leans up as her breasts dangle over him and begins to suck at her nipple. 
The warmth of his mouth and the suction sends pleasure pulsing to her clit. 
He fucks her with a third finger, pumping his digits in and out of her tight channel and making her fight to keep from moaning. His tongue curls around her nipple. He pops his lips free and licks his way to her other breast. As he sucks her sensitive bud into his mouth she feels the graze of his sharp teeth. 
“Ahh!” She softly cries. 
“Yes, yes, so soft and juicy,” he laughs, pressing his face up and into the dangling weight of her tits. “Mmmm. Imagine full of milk. You need pups.” 
“No,” she whimpers, on the verge of orgasm. 
“Oh, maybe Gerrik give pups,” he cackles between sucks on her nipples. 
“Maybe I give pups.” 
The thought of being defiled by this rude old goblin sends a thrill of pleasure through her body. Though she feels no affection for Jebruk, she cannot deny his skill. He has talented hands and they are driving her over the edge. 
“I’m… I’m cumming,” she cries, her voice a whisper. 
“Yesss!” Jebruk hisses, his breath hot against her tits. “Do cum! Cum for Jebruk!” 
“Noooo!” She cries in despair, but it is useless. The tide of her pleasure crashes through her, inner walls clutching at Jebruk’s thrusting fingers and pulses of ecstasy radiating from her sucked nipples to her throbbing clit. She even jerks her hips as she cums, unable to resist the weight of her climax as it flows through her body. 
As her pleasure recedes, she collapses to her knees beside Gerrik, bracing on his shoulders for balance. The old goblin cackles gleefully. 
“Yes, good, yes,” he laughs and messily licks his fingers clean of her juices. 
“Elf so sweet! I sew now. You sit.” 
He motions to a tiny chair that is so low to the ground when she sits on it her knees are in her face. She clings to them, covering up as much as possible as Jebruk works. 
“Move chair closer,” he demands. “I need help. You sit and help. Use hand.” 
Jebruk works furiously at sewing. His fingers are a blur, moving from spindle to thread to his silver needle. He pauses every so often and puts down the needle to cut the cloth. As he works, so does Bronwen. She tries not to look at what she is doing, but that hardly helps. Her hand is wrapped around his slender cock as she slowly strokes up and down his length. His prick is very skinny compared to Gerrik’s, although it is quite long in comparison as well. 
The faster she wanks him in her soft hand, the faster he works on her garment. 
Every so often, he pauses and works literal magic, causing the fabric to stretch and enlarge and provide more material for him to work with. He finishes her loincloth and move on to combining the scraps with magic and enlarging them sufficiently to create a sling for her breasts. As he works, his cock begins to twitch and glistening clear liquid drips out, lubricating Bronwen’s stroking fingers. 
“Ah, yes,” he croaks, stopping his work and leaning his head back. “Yes, you point cock somewhere else or your new clothes smell like seed.” 
She angles his slender cock towards her legs and wanks him carefully. Jebruk lets out a grunt and begins firing long, hot ropes of milky cum from his cock. 
They splash against Bronwen’s folded legs, dripping down the back of her thigh and the front of her chin onto the floor. Several more gushes follow in a diminishing flow, dribbling over her fingers and to the floor, and finally to his tight bollocks. 
HAND SEX + 300 XP
The text floats in the air and dissipates. It is almost enough to cause Bronwen to level up! Just 100 more and she will reach Level 3! 
She slows her fingers on Jebruk’s cock. He seems sated for the moment, but his prick remains completely stiff. 
“Up!” He cries, leaping from his workbench. “I sew top here. Bend over bench.” 
“Um, alright,” says Bronwen, her thigh and fingers still dripping with his cum. She bends over the workbench and Jebruk forces her to bend lower, mashing her breasts against spindles and thimbles and measuring strings. The deceptively spry old goblin leaps onto the chair she had been using and stands behind her. She looks back over her shoulder and asks, “What are you doing?” 
“No worry,” says Jebruk. “I rub in cheeks and work!” 
She is not certain what he means until he drops his work and sewing tools onto her back, grabs her ass with both hands, and thrusts between her cheeks. 
His cock, slick with his cum, slides over the tender clench of her asshole, rubbing between her cheeks, but not angled to penetrate her. 
He releases his grip on her ass and gets to work, sewing and trimming as he furiously works his hips and fucks his cock between her cheeks. The tickling friction of his hot manhood against her anus is actually quite nice. She puts her head down on the workbench and moans submissively. His bollocks press against the tender folds of her cunt. He works fast and thrusts faster. 
“Ohh, ass so nice,” he moans. “More firm than tits. Warm and nice! Ohh!” 
He croaks with his building pleasure, furiously fucking between her cheeks as he somehow maintains his focus on the work he is doing. Dangling cloth tickles her back. She hears the snips of scissors. Yet it is hard to focus on anything other than his cock, sliding like a sausage between the blushing buns of her bottom. His leaking precum provides more than enough lubrication. 
“Seed is coming!” He squawks and suddenly tosses her top onto the workbench beside her. He grips her ass with both hands, pressing her cheeks tight around his cock. She arches and looks back just in time to see his nearly black cockhead jerking. His long tongue hangs from his mouth and his eyes roll back in his head as he thrusts drunk with pleasure. He spurts out a mess of milky goblin spunk over her back and dribbles it between her cheeks. With the last jerk of his cock and the last dribble of his cum, green texts floats into the air. 
BUTTOCKS SEX + 500 XP
She hears the familiar trumpet fanfare signaling that she has reached a new level and the green words are replaced by the glowing golden message. 
LEVEL 3 REACHED! 
She feels the greater vigor of the new level and she knows there will be further rewards. But she is distracted from choosing a new ability by Jebruk, who flops across her back and kisses her shoulders. 
“Oh, elf girl,” he moans. “You make old goblin feel alive.” 
“Are you finished?” She asks, impatient to see his work done. 
“Yes, let me fetch cloth for mess,” he says, hopping down from behind her. 
Jebruk begins rummaging in the sewing supplies for something to wipe up the cum he deposited all over her back. While he is off getting a rag to clean her body, she opens her sheet. 
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She receives another message as she is looking at her sheet. 
You have received a new attribute point! Please assign it before
continuing! 
She knows from the teachings of her tribe that this attribute point, a true boon of the gods, comes only once every nine levels and confers a natural bonus to her abilities. This allows people at very high levels to achieve superhuman strength, agility, and any other attribute. The natural maximum is 18, but there is no maximum with additional points. Higher attributes confer other bonuses, beginning at 12 and continuing every two points. 
With her Agility of 11, it makes the most sense for her to round the number up with the free attribute point. This will improve her reflexes, making her better with a bow and arrow, a dagger, and better at feats of agility such as dodging or climbing. She assigns the attribute. She does not feel particularly different, but she has faith it will help her in her journey. 
“Here we are,” says Jebruk, distracting her from choosing her new ability. 
She closes out of the choice before she gets a good look at her options. She can’t think with the old goblin rubbing the cloth between her buttocks and wiping his cum from her lower back. He cleans her very thoroughly, even pouring a bit of water between her cheeks to wash away the last of it. 
“Good,” he says, kneading her buttocks and leaning in to inhale her scent. 
“Only natural elf scent.” 
He gives her pussy a lash of his tongue and she jerks upright and pushes him away. 
“Alright, Jebruk, you have had your fun,” she warns. “Give me my armor.” 
He hands her the loincloth first. It fits a bit snugly, threading between her cheeks and taut against her mound, but it is comfortable and moves well with her. It is much as it was before the orc tore it away from her. 
“Yes, good,” says Jebruk, caressing her hips. “Now top.” 
She looks at the matching red top. It is an unfortunate surrender to the propriety of the humans to wear such a ridiculous garment. Her proud breasts were meant to be free, not sheathed in this material. She ties the sling around her chest, the fabric slightly stretching to cradle her breasts. She is glad to see her entire midriff is left bare and even her breasts a not shamefully hidden. A deep cleavage between her mounds is visible and her thick nipples poke at the material covering them. 
“It’s not what I would choose,” she says, running her hands over her breasts and lightly squeezing them. “But the fit will not interfere with me and it is suitable for human society.” 
“Feh, humans!” Jebruk waves dismissively. “Beautiful tits should be bare. Do not trust creature that would hide them.” 
“They are nice, are they not?” Laughs Bronwen, hefting her mounds in her hands and nearly causing them to pop free of her new top. 
“Ah, yes,” chuckles Jebruk, rubbing at his loincloth. “Is matter of reward.” 
“Reward?” She raises an eyebrow. “What was that I did for you while you working?” 
“You encourage work,” he yips. “Not reward. Reward for good work. Happy with? Give reward.” 
She knows the sort of thing he will desire as his reward. Though she feels no attraction to Jebruk, she is certain the gods will reward her as well. Still, Gerrik is waiting for her downstairs in the tower. She does not like the idea of making her master wait while she pleasures this old perverted goblin. What if Gerrik hears? 
“We must be quiet,” she says. 
“I be quiet,” promises Jebruk, hopping from foot-to-foot with excitement. “I seed you and give you pups.” 
“Ohhhh no,” says Bronwen, holding him at bay again with her hands on his shoulders. “You are not getting that. But I know how to satisfy you with my mouth.” 
Jebruk’s rheumy eyes bulge with delight. Bronwen lifts him up onto his workbench so that his scrawny legs hang over the edge. She pulls open his loincloth and faces the stiff finger of his cock. There is no love, no passion to what she does, but she is forceful and skilled, taking him into her warm mouth and sucking diligently. 
“Ohhh, feel as if cock melt in warm mouth,” he groans, resting his hands in her silky blonde hair. 
She takes him to the back of her mouth and he tries to force his cock deeper, but he is not strong enough to force her head down. He whimpers with disappointment. Bronwen cup his little bollocks and massages them in the palm of her hand as her spit trickles down his shaft and drips from his sack. 
“Everything alright up there?” Gerrik calls up the stairs. 
“Yes, everything right,” shouts Jebruk. “Almost done. Almost finish!” 
“Mmmmmmm,” moans Bronwen, encouraging him as she slurps up and down Jebruk’s maleness. 
“That’s it, elf,” he groans, fingers tight in her hair. “You like taste of goblin cum?” 
“Mmmhmmmm,” she moans around his cock, looking up at him as she breathes the dank smell of his loins. 
“Her comes,” he pants, stiffening between her lips. 
His cock pulses quickly, firing his cum into her mouth. It is thin and not very plentiful after all the fun he has already had with her. She allows it to fill her mouth and lubricate her sliding lips. Some drips out of her mouth and spills down his cock in milky trickles. She feels the throbbing of his cock diminish and the tension fade from Jebruk’s muscles. He draws in a ragged sigh and releases his grip on her head. 
She lifts her mouth from his cock and her head from his lap, looking up to see the green text that appears before her. 
ORAL SEX +800 XP
Her eyes widen at the amount of experience. The gods have blessed her with a large reward for servicing a high level enemy! It is not enough to take her to the next level, but it is a fine reward. She gulps down the watery cum she was holding in her mouth. She wipes her lips on the back of her hand. 
“Good reward,” says Jebruk, an amused twinkle in his milky eyes. “Will not tell Gerrik.” 
“Thank you,” says Bronwen, rising to her feet. She kisses the little goblin on his forehead and helps him down from the workbench. He ties his loincloth back on. 
“Good to show Gerrik now,” says the old goblin, stroking her bottom through her loincloth. “He like new costume.” 
She follows the limping old Tinkermage down the steps to the first floor, where they find Gerrik crouched and paging through a book filled to the brim with dirty sketches of human women being ravished by monsters. He slams the book closed with embarrassment and quickly stands. 
“Wow!” He exclaims. “You look even more beautiful!” 
“You think?” She does a turn to show off her outfit, which is a bit awkward since she has to bend over beneath the piles of junk. 
“Yes, it’s the truth,” says Gerrik, taking her hands. “My old friend has quite the eye for playing on the beauty of a beautiful woman.” 
Gerrik’s eyes narrow. 
“You’re Level 3,” he says. “What did you do?” 
“Master,” she leans against him, her breasts in his face as she strokes his shoulders and purrs into his ear, “You told me to do as he said. I had to motivate him to assist me. Do not worry, my handsome goblin king, I did not allow him to take me as you have taken me.” 
“You catch good elf,” says Jebruk, rummaging through piles of old gadgets, bottles, specimens, and dried herbs. He turns to them with his scrawny arms laden with items. “For you both. Gifts to aid in your journey.” 
He presses spheres of red baked clay into Gerrik’s hands and explains, 
“Smoke crackers.” He passes three bundles of herbs to Gerrik as well. “And here, tagent root, hallo, and vipertongue.” 
“These will be helpful if I need to brew an anti-venom potion or create another poultice,” says Gerrik. He stuffs the herbs into a small satchel on his belt. “Thank you, Jebruk. You are most generous.” 
“And gift for you,” he says to Bronwen, passing her a dusty lavender cloak embroidered with strange symbols on the back and the sides of the hood. 
Bronwen holds the garment up and it unfurls with a puff of more dust. 
“A deep elf cloak,” says Gerrik. “Where did you get that?” 
Bronwen tries the cloak on and feels the weight and scratchiness of it against her bare skin. It has a foul smell to it beyond just the mustiness of age. 
“Poor elf girl became a zombie,” says Jebruk, eliciting a frown from Bronwen. He explains, “She didn’t need cloak. You take, Bron-wen. Will help at Nokings.” 
“Yes, it might,” says Gerrik. “Put the hood up. Let me see.” 
Bronwen puts the hood up. She hates the way it feels against her long ears. It shadows her face, although her golden hair hangs out of the hood. She tucks her hair behind her ears and keeps it out of her face. 
“Yeah, that’ll work!” Gerrik snaps his fingers. “As long as nobody gets too close, you can pass for a dark elf. Do you have any gloves?” 
“Yes, gloves! Here!” Jebruk finds a tattered pair of leather gloves. They are too big for Bronwen, but she is able to fit them over her hands. 
“Perfect,” declares Jebruk. 
“I hate it,” says Bronwen. “I feel like I am covered in a carpet. It is hot and stifling. And these gloves…” 
She flexes her fingers in the thick gloves, the tips of each of the glove’s fingers bending against her palm. 
“It’s cold underground,” says Gerrik. “And it is cold in Nokings. You’ll be glad to have it. This will make you less likely to be questioned. The orc, scalefolk, and siminids know to fear a deep elf.” 
“You should stay night,” says Jebruk. “Not travel Quiet Hills under a full moon.” 
Gerrik seems inclined to remain in the tower for the night. She takes his hand and pulls him against the rough fabric of the deep elf cloak. She pulls he hood back so he can see the pleading in her blue eyes. 
“Please, master,” she murmurs. “Elyana might be sold. We cannot overnight here. We must continue on.” 
Although her words her true, there is an ulterior motive. Though her actions were willing, she feels dirtied by her encounter with Jebruk. She needs Gerrik to reclaim her and reassert his ownership as her Blood Keeper. 
The small goblin looks up at her, worry at his brow, but tenderness in his beady eyes. 
“Thanks for the hospitality, Jebruk, but she is right. We need to be on our way.” 
“Hmmmph,” grumbles the old goblin with disappointment. “Two better than one, elf! Remember that next time you visit!” 
VI
The Campfire
In the Quiet Hills, peace is in abundance, and as the night wind dies away even the eerie moans grow silent. Bronwen and Gerrik find a sheltered spot in the lee of a chalky hill. Bronwen gathers dry wood and kindling from the gnarled trees on the hill and brings them down from the hilltop. Gerrik sparks the wood to flame with a sprinkling of herbs and a snap of his magic. Soon, they have built a roaring fire and huddle close to it – and to each other -
against the chill air. 
“You leveled up,” says Gerrik, stirring the fire and reminding her of her behavior with Jebruk. 
“It was nothing,” says Bronwen. “I did what was necessary.” 
“You’re guilty, aren’t you?” Gerrik chuckles. “Don’t be. This isn’t real. 
That’s sort of the whole point of what I have been telling you. What we do, whether we live or die, who we screw around with; none of it is real. So long as you don’t get knocked up.” 
“Knocked up?” She asks, not understanding the expression. 
“Impregnated,” says Gerrik. “Seeded. I told you before, that is a fast track to never being able to leave this place. I don’t know how, but it somehow integrates you more fully into this fake reality.” 
Bronwen says nothing for a long while, partly because she is struggling to understand these new rules, but also because she does not want to hear such a restriction. Gerrik, as her Blood Keeper, is someone she adores. Never before she met Gerrike had she considered children, but the thought of the goblin’s pups inside her makes her body ache with need. 
Gerrik punctures the silence by asking, “Which ability did you choose for Level 3?” 
“Oh! I forgot to even look!” Bronwen concentrates and summons the glowing text that will allow her to choose her new ability. 
Choose your new ability…
Wild Elf(?)
Warrior(?)
Whore(?)
Jungle Camouflage
Power Strike
Bust Enhancement I
Treetop Dash
Follow Through Strike
Bronwen sees the two abilities she did not choose from when she reached Level 2 and she also sees three new abilities. She concentrates on each of these new abilities in turn to learn their effect. Treetop Dash allows her to move and leap from tree to tree in dense wooded environments at the same speed as running or walking normally. Since they have left the jungle behind, this seems less useful than it might have otherwise. Follow Through Strike will allow her to attack instantly if she slays a foe. Both of these new powers are permanent abilities. Finally, her slutty behavior has once again given her a choice of a new Whore ability. Bust Enhancement I increases the size and softness of her breasts to please her partners. 
She looks down at her body through the glowing text that clings to her line of sight and touches her breasts. They are already so soft and plump, why would she want to make them larger? No, it is time to choose a useful ability. 
She concentrates on Power Strike and makes the selection. Once every hour she can deal quadruple damage with a successful attack. Even forced to wield the Legendary Blade of Solona as an improvised weapon, this would inflict very heavy damage. 
“Well?” Gerrik asks, looking at her with a curious smile. 
“I chose Power Strike,” she says. “It will let me deal a powerful blow in combat.” 
“Hopefully you won’t need it,” he says. “If things come to blows in Nokings, it might be too late for us.” 
She puts aside her worries about the future and her fears for Elyana and focuses on Gerrik. After the experience she gained with Jebruk, she feels an unwanted gulf between her and Gerrik. It is not guilt, not exactly, but it is a potent feeling that leaves her ill at ease. Thankfully, she thinks she knows the solution to her problem. 
She caresses Gerrik’s face. He looks up at her curiously as they sit together by the fire. 
“What is it?” He asks. 
“The firelight makes you even more handsome,” she murmurs. 
“Handsome?” He chuckles. “That Blood Debt truly warps your mind, Bronwen.” 
“I do not think so, master,” she whispers, letting the deep elven cloak fall from her shoulders. Despite the chill in the air, it is warm beside the fire, and beside Gerrik. “I have seen you save me and face hostile humans and lead me across the Quiet Hills in order to rescue my tribesmate. Tomorrow, you will venture with me into the heart of the enemy and we will prevail. But tonight… I am yours, my handsome goblin.” 
Her first kiss is soft upon his lips. She studies his reaction and sees the flickering of desire in his eyes. She presses another kiss to his lips and he presses back, revealing hunger of his own as his slender tongue thrusts into her mouth and claims her with his passion. She yields eagerly to his lust, offering her tongue, her mouth, and her heart to him in the molten embrace of their lips. 
Gerrik pressed her back to the fire-warmed earth, lying lightly atop her and kissing her with surprising strength. His hand is between her legs, parting her creamy thighs and caressing the warmth of her mouth through her tightly-wrapped cloth. She sighs against him, succumbing to the pleasure so swiftly that it almost feels as if she is falling. 
“I never meant for any of this to happen,” says Gerrik between kisses. 
“But it has happened,” she says, stroking his slender shoulders up to his pointed ears. “It has happened and we are together now. Bonded by the blood.” 
“Mmmm,” he answers her with a fierce kiss upon her neck. She moans and exposes her soft throat to him. He kisses there as and moves lower, his thin lips brushing against her heaving breasts, but not lingering long. 
“Ohhhh,” moans Bronwen, resting her hands on his head as he moves over her bare midriff and to her loincloth. He kisses her through the fabric, his breath hot against her thighs. His fingers slip inside and he pulls the cloth out of the way so that he can run his nimble tongue over her slick folds and up to the bed of her clit. She wails louder with pleasure, her voice like the haunted wind and her back arching as she thrusts her hot peach against his tongue. 
Gerrik murmurs softly, his lust vibrating against her as his tongue pushes deep into her clutching cove. He lashes his tongue against her clit and drives her to even greater heights. She wails with pleasure, arching against him and trying not to crush his ears against her thighs. Her hips buck and she feels her abdomen tightening with her pleasure. 
“Oh, Gerrik,” she cries, both hands upon his bald head. “Gerrik… my pleasure… I am cumming!” 
“Yessss,” he hisses against her cunt. “Yes, cum for me! Let me taste it!” 
Her muscles tighten further, cramping almost painfully, and suddenly she is there, on that sweet plateau of pleasure, her ecstasy rippling through her and colliding with Gerrik’s flicking tongue. 
“Ohhhhhh!” She wails, arching powerfully, her breasts nearly bursting from her new top as her juices pour across Gerrik’s tongue and into his wide mouth. He presses that mouth to her slick pussy and sucks, drinking her sweetness as it flows from her throbbing cunt. She only relaxes from her arched posture as the last of her pleasure jerks through her body. 
She lifts Gerrik’s face from between her thighs, a flush on her face as her lips meet his and their mouths open in passionate embrace. She tastes her sweet dew on his lips and tongue and shares it in that steamy liplock. 
The pleasure of his tongue was incredible, but Bronwen needs more. She pushes Gerrik onto his back and is atop him before he can offer a protest. She peels off her top, freeing her soft breasts to the night air and the red glow of the firelight. She unties his loincloth, takes hold of the stiff thumb of Gerrik’s goblin cock, and slides down onto him with a moan. His maleness hardly fills her, but his coarse hairs tickle her clit and the curving length of his cock presses against a delicious spot inside her. 
“Ohhhhhhhh,” she shivers with pleasure as she takes him to the hilt. She rides atop her scrawny lover, her plump breasts heaving and her blonde hair tossed with each movement of her head. Her ecstasy rises quickly atop Gerrik’s cock. He cradles her round ass, squeezing and lifting her with each slide upwards, bracing her with each downward stroke as she feels his hardness inside her tender walls. 
“You are so beautiful,” moans the goblin, looking up at her firelit body above him. 
“Your seed, my Blood Keeper,” she pants, moving more urgently atop him. 
“I crave it inside me. Fill me with it, please!” 
“N-no,” he moans. “Bronwen! We must not! The consequences are dire!” 
“Damn them all!” She cries wantonly, riding fast and hard onto his cock and feeling it swell with his pleasure. “Cum inside me! Seed me with your pups!” 
She sees it in his eyes as her pleasure nears its peak. For a moment, at least, Gerrik considers it and almost explodes inside her. 
With a yowl of dismay, he shoves her off of him with surprising strength, knocking her to the ground. She cries out in shock, her fingers going to her cunt and furiously rubbing her clit as Gerrik hops astride the mounds of her breasts and wanks his cock above her face. 
“Oh, master!” She cries, her orgasm peaking at the lewd sight of him stroking his wet cock. He squawks with his pleasure and his cock spurts out long ropes of cum that splash warmly across her face and in salty-sweet spatter into her open mouth. His prolific pleasure paints her elfin features with his glistening cockmilk, the warm spunk dripping from her chin, her cheeks, and even one pointed ear. 
“Ohhh, Bronwen,” he groans, a smile spreading across his face. “I have made a mess of you.” 
FACIAL +400 XP
The green letters float into the air and Bronwen cannot suppress a laugh. She feeds some of her master’s cum into her mouth, sucking it from her fingertips as she looks up adoringly at him. 
“Thank you, master.” 
He slumps beside her, searching his pack for a rag and pouring out some of their water onto it so that she can clean her face. He watches her wiping down her delicate features, a lazy smile on his face. 
“When I came upon you wounded in that clearing,” says Gerrik, “I never imagined that this would be the path our meeting would take.” 
“You saved my life,” she says, cleaning away a last dollop of spunk from under her chin. “You had to think I might reward you.” 
“No!” Gerrik protests. “No, not at all, I was only thinking about sharing the truth with you and, you know, saving your life. When I saw how beautiful you were, I had hope we might become traveling companions, but I never even considered that, well, that you would be so…” 
“Such a whore?” Bronwen raises an eyebrow and feigns insult. He starts to apologize and she laughs, falling beside him and pulling him against her soft curves. “My people do not have whores. Did you know that? We are free with our sexuality. Friends and casual acquaintances will enjoy the pleasures of the flesh together. Although, I will admit some surprise myself, since I saw you emerge into that clearing I hated you more than the orc that had wounded me.” 
“Truly?” Gerrik looks at her with surprise. 
“Yes, truly,” she laughs. “I was raised to think of goblins as cowardly orcs, which makes your kind worse than the brutes, but I have met two goblins now who were quite nice.” 
“Yes, Jebruk,” says Gerrik, a touch of annoyance in his tone. 
“Nice, I said,” she strokes his shoulder. “I do not have feelings for him.” 
“Yes, but your feelings for me are all caused by that damned Blood Debt,” he says. “I may never know what you truly feel and what is imposed upon you by the rules of this damned place.” 
“This is the place we are,” she says. “We cannot deny the rules. The experience and the holy text are more rules and I cannot deny those. But we can enjoy each other, right?” 
“Yes,” he agrees, nuzzling against her and kissing her neck. 
In the tight embrace, their naked bodies bathed in the warmth of the fire, the need no clothing or blanket to keep out the cold. They burn with their unexpected desire. 
“Tomorrow,” whispers Gerrik, falling asleep against the softness of Bronwen’s breast, “we go into the heart of darkness.” 
“And I would not have another by my side,” she whispers in reply, cradling him against her bosom. 
VII
The Monster Moot at Nokings
“Slave auction at high moon!” Cries a goblin standing atop a wooden crate. 
“The finest slaves taken from elf and human stock! Pleasure slaves, house servants, laborers, and delicious feedslaves!” 
A chill runs up Bronwen’s spine at the goblin’s last words. She grimaces and pushes through the crowd of monsters entering through the gate. A pair of rotting human corpses dangle from the crumbling stone walls of the port city and the words “No Kings No Beggars” are wrought crudely in iron above the gate. She shoves past an orc lingering by the entrance. He growls with anger, but sees her deep elf cloak and backs away. 
Orcs, goblins, scalefolk, ratkins and the hunched, dog-like kobolds are the most common monsters among the teeming crowds in the streets. There are a few hulking, fur-backed bugbears, a group of extremely pale, elf-like humans in fine cloaks that might be the thralls of a vampire, and a trio of ogres sitting in the ruins of a stone house devouring a whole-roasted hog. Or at least Bronwen thinks it is a hog. She hopes it is. 
There are other monsters moving among this crowd that are less human and more horrific. Slimy horrors she glimpses as she moves along the street, things with tentacles and wet, bulging eyes, and things that skitter on insect-like limbs. All monsters are welcome in the city of Nokings and order is maintained by the threat of swift retribution from any and all. 
“Almost there,” mutters Gerrik, jostling through the crowd beside Bronwen with one clawed hand gripping her cloak. 
She can see farther than him through the crowd and realizes they are approaching a wide open plaza in the town’s center. This huge open area is thronged with monsters talking, reveling, and trading. She is disoriented by the press of monstrous bodies around her and the grotesque sights, sounds, and smells of the marketplace. 
There are butchers selling exotic meats, alchemists and witches selling potions, salves, and charms, loot traders offering weapons and armor taken from the dead, jewelers peddling everything from trinkets to massive rubies, and provisioners selling all manner of supplies. Scattered among these are dealers offering wares that only a monster might appreciate, such as claw snips, custom slave brands, suits of armor for unusual anatomies, and texts in monstrous languages. 
Drunken monsters dance around bonfires that send streams of sparks high into the evening sky. Some laugh, some fight, and some sing to blasphemous gods. Taverns, inns, and slave brothels beckon on the edges of the marketplace, but overlooking it all is the vast, defiled cathedral where the slave market is held. One of the walls and parts of the roof have collapsed, transforming the ancient building into something like an amphitheater, with rows of seats and a raised stage built over where the altar once stood. 
Gerrik tugs on Bronwen’s cloak and she leans down to hear him over the noise in the market. 
“The bidders for the slave auction won’t be gathering in the church for a few hours,” says the goblin. “We should make our way there and try to find a way into the slave pens in the undercroft. If we cannot find your friend, we should go.” 
“I must free my people,” says Bronwen, a growl in her voice as she surveys the depravity of the monsters. 
They move through the center of the marketplace, weaving between a charm-monger and a stall run by a two-headed scalefolk selling whole boiled animals to grunting, fat-bellied orcs. 
“Ey, dark elf!” Shouts one of the reptilian creature’s heads as they pass the stall. “Ey! We gots boiled tunnel ferret and dune rabbit if you like them!” 
He steps half into her path, trying to block her way and holding up nets containing steaming, hairless boiled creatures. She pushes past, trying not to let the creature see her face. It grabs for her cloak with a clawed hand. 
“Rude bitch!” It hisses, but its claw comes up short and Bronwen is able to disappear into the crowd. 
She reaches the church, Gerrik close beside her. The walls of the church are built of the same gray-green stones that were used to build the city’s ancient walls. She can see the craftsmanship surviving in the ruined architecture, arches and eaves, and an impressive steeple. 
Beneath overlapping layers of painted and smeared graffiti, most in languages she cannot decipher, there are the stone-carved markings of a temple of Quaysun, the human god of fishing and sea-trade. She spots small carvings of his bearded face beneath the cathedral’s arches. Most have been smashed away or covered in monstrous filth, but a few high upon the walls remain intact. 
“This temple was the source of their downfall,” murmurs Gerrik. “This town used to be called Fairsea. The humans here chafed at the king’s taxation on their sea trade and the clerics at the temple claimed Quaysun would protect them. They declared they believed in no king and would no longer pay taxes. 
The emperor sent his fleet and the fishermen grounded their ships in the harbor, sealing it off. The emperor’s fleet could not enter and when they tried to land on the shores to the north, a great storm came and dashed their ships on the rocks.” 
“So Quaysun did watch out for them?” Bronwen murmured. 
“So it seemed. Fairsea became Nokings and for a time after they won their freedom they prospered as a free city.” He shook his head. “But without the protection of the Empire of Urik, the monsters came. The men held for a while, thanks to the walls, but when their city fell the men were slaughtered and the women enslaved. Nokings has ever since belonged to the monsters. 
Once a moon, a moot is held for five days, and the city’s numbers swell to bursting.” 
“The gods should smite this whole place,” says Bronwen, her lips curling back in a snarl. 
“The gods do not exist,” says Gerrik. “None of them. It is all men and machines, like I said before.” 
Bronwen experiences a flash of anger that Gerrik would erase Adrahil from existence with such a casual remark. The goddess is real, she knows it in her heart, and no Blood Debt will convince her that Adrahil does not watch over her now. 
Before she can say as much to Gerrik, a loud fight breaks out behind them, drawing attention to the marketplace. Bronwen glimpses orcs battling with a pair of blue-skinned giants with strange tattoos. There is a flash of magic, screams, and the fight turns into an outright battle, with orc bodies flung through the air and spears being thrown by scalefolk nearby. 
“Nice distraction,” says Gerrik. “Now would be a good time to get to the undercroft.” 
The church itself is unguarded, with just a few goblins picking over the seats and the rubble in search of something worth salvaging. They scatter fearfully when they see Bronwen in her deep elf cloak. Nearer to the stage are orcs working to carry cages up onto the stage and begin lighting oil-lamps for the auction. Bronwen realizes that the reason for the timing of the auction is that a hole in the roof directly above the stage will allow moonlight to provide additional illumination. 
She thinks to wonder why the monsters do not simple hold the auction during the day. Then she recalls the well-dressed vampire thralls in the marketplace. 
Nor are vampires the only nocturnal creatures that might wish to purchase humans and elves. Pale and unwholesome things from the lightless earth, as well as actual deep elves, might desire sentient slaves. 
The orcs glance warily at Bronwen and Gerrik. A few mutter to each other as Bronwen skirts around the stage and tries to stride casually down a short flight of steps to an open double-door. It is dimly lit with torches in the stairwell beyond. Her way is blocked by a man in full plate armor of black iron, a massive sword gripped by both hands with the tip of the blade resting on the ground. She slows her approach and the armored man lifts his sword from the floor. 
An unearthly voice emanates from the suit of armor, echoing as if from a great distance, “You may not pass before the auction.” 
She looks carefully at this man and red text materializes above his head. 
Teles Cleave - Level 20 Zombie Nightguard He is undead and of a much higher level! Doubt creeps into her mind as she tries to recall the teaching of her tribe about Zombies. She can remember Cliara the Lore Keeper speaking to her and the other young warrior girls of the Red Feather about the many dangers they will face. Zombies… what did Cliara say about them? 
She knows they are slower and less intelligent than humans, but very difficult to put down and immune to fear and pain. Cliara warned that their single-minded nature makes them a dangerous foe when you have their attention. 
“What do we do?” She mutters to Gerrik, wondering how they avoid Teles Cleave’s attention. 
“We have to get through him to get to the slaves,” says Gerrik, fumbling with his pouches with one hand and holding his staff with the other. 
“The smoke bombs?” She whispers. 
“No, he’ll see through the smoke,” hisses Gerrik. 
Telese Cleave takes a step towards them, his iron boots clanking on the stone staircase and his sword raised so high above his head it almost touches the slope of the ceiling. His voice booms out from his sinister helmet. 
“Return to the surface now. I will not warn you again, interlopers.” 
“I have a charm for blinding the undead,” says Gerrik, pulling out pouches and beginning to weave his magic. 
Bronwen sees that the hulking zombie is already stepping forward once more to bring them into the reach of his massive sword. She draws her blade and places herself between Gerrik and the zombie. 
“Get back,” she grunts to Gerrik. He scrambles back, his spell abandoned as the zombie swings. Bronwen steps aside as the zombie’s massive sword comes crashing down with enough force to chip stone from the stairs. The blade rings as loud as a cannon shot. The Zombie advances another step and lifts the blade again. 
Bronwen is ready. As Telese Cleave hefts the huge blade above his head, she activates her Power Strike ability. The text flashes before her and she feels her muscles burning with incredible force. Before the Zombie can bring the sword crashing down again, she steps close and drives her blade into the zombie’s iron cuirass. 
42 HP Damage
The text floats from the wounded zombie as she wrenches her blade from his punctured plate with a screech of metal. Black blood oozes out of his armor, filling the air with the scent of his corruption. She raises her sword to swing again and Telese Cleave brings his mighty blade crashing down on Bronwen. 
With only the barest of margins, she gets her guard up in time to catch the blow. Their blades lock, hers above her face to block the downward swing of the zombie’s massive sword. Her arm muscles shake as the zombie exerts incredible force. 
“Go, Gerrik!” Bronwen cries. “I cannot hold him!” 
But Gerrik does not go. He steps beside her, his staff raised and violet magic swirling around the gnarled top. He chants a magical tongue, his voice far deeper than normal. Bronwen’s arms are failing, her strength finally overcome by the indefatigable zombie. She grits her teeth and lets out a last cry through them, spending every measure of her strength to hold the zombie’s blade a moment longer. 
Gerrik’s chanting reaches its peak and the goblin shouts, “Enervatus Rescindum!” 
Swirling violet energy bursts from the tip of Gerrik’s staff and slams into the black helm of Telese Cleave. The force pushing down on Bronwen’s sword lifts immediately and the zombie staggers back, dropping his massive sword and tearing at the iron mask of his helmet. Acrid smoke pours from his visor and black blood sluices through the grille of his mask. He thumps loudly to his knees, clawing at his mask for a moment before tumbling over. 
Zombie Defeated +1100 XP
Bronwen barely notices her windfall for participating in slaying the zombie. 
She stands horrorstruck gazing down upon the fallen creature. Shouting from the church above rouses Bronwen from her daze. She realizes that the orcs laboring in the chapel surely heard the encounter with the zombie. 
“We have to get out of here,” says Gerrik. 
“I came here to save Elyana,” says Bronwen, her courage returning in a rush. 
“I will not leave without her!” 
“Shit,” mutters Gerrik. “Go then, quickly, I will deal with these orcs.” 
“Master?” She says, concern edging her voice. 
“I’m not stupid, I can take them,” says Gerrik. “Go and come straight back up. If there is a fight you cannot manage then return to me here, there will be other chances to save her.” 
“Yes, master,” she says, nodding gratefully and turning to hurry through the now-unguarded door. 
“Bronwen,” Gerrik calls over his shoulder. 
She hesitates at the threshold and looks back at him. “Yes, master?” 
“Do not die,” he commands. “I forbid it.” 
“I promise master,” she says and her heart yearns to say more. She wants to call out to him and refuse to leave his side, but she knows trust he will be safe if she is to rescue Elyana. 
She steals a last glimpse at Gerrik as he makes ready to battle the orcs, his lean muscles tense and his bony fingers searching through his charms and herbal components. She leaves him and descends into the torchlit depths of the undercroft, in search of her friend. 
The space beneath the cathedral is vast and those guttering torches provide insufficient light for a human to see. Thankfully, Bronwen’s Wild Elf eyes provide her with enhanced vision. Shadows lighten and the glow of torches reaches past the stone corridors and into the massive chamber beyond. Her sensitive hearing picks up the distant sound of soft voices, coughing, shuffling feet, and moans. 
She moves as silently as she can through the undercroft, keeping to the shadows and slipping around the pools of torchlight that glow in the darkness. She passes bunks where orcs are snoring in their beds and a small room with a closed door. She can hear moans and grunts from inside and knows, by the smell if nothing else, that this is the place the orcs take their slaves to defile them. 
Her hand tightens on the grip of her sword and she imagines throwing open the door and slashing open the necks of every orc that would impose his pleasure upon elf or human. But there are many orcs sleeping in the nearby barracks. As soon as the noise were to rouse them from their sleep she would be hacked to pieces or, worse, captured and pressed into slavery. Her encounter with the orc, Bone Carver, had given her a taste of what such a life might be like, but she knew it could be worse still to be sold at auction to one of the horrors that she witnessed in the marketplace. 
Bronwen creeps carefully past the room filled with moaning and rutting sounds, hoping that beautiful Elyana is not among those being defiled by their captors. She approaches the sounds of shuffling feet and the faint movement of hunched figures in the darkness beyond the torchlight and finds a maze of iron cages. Each cage holds between five and ten captives and there are dozens of cages spread out across the cold stone floor. Pale figures huddle or pace in each cage. Some look up at Bronwen, faces streaked with filth and tears, and quickly look away, perhaps assuming she is a deep elf purchaser come to survey the slaves. 
It is just as well they mistake her for one of their captors, if they knew the truth they might begin clamoring to be released. It tears to see others of her tribe locked into the cages. There is Udora, the stately Warsinger of the tribe, face filthy and shoulders slumped against the bars of her cage. Her voice stirred the fury within the warriors of the Red Feaher before their battle. In another cage, Mella and Chani huddle together, their slender bodies arm-in-arm, their bare backs covered in bruises and whip-marks. The pair of warriors had become hearthmates despite being distantly related by blood. It was not common, but not unheard of for such things to happen in the small tribe. 
Bronwen slipped quietly past them and others of her tribe. They were too few in number and too scattered among human captives for her to attempt a mass release. The moment she opened one cage, they might all react, and the guards would surely come. 
Her search through the cages grows frantic as she hears cries of alarm echoing down the stairs from the upper level. This, in turn, begins to rouse the orcs from the barracks. Their attention is not on the cages, not yet, but her time is running out. She prays to Adrahil that Gerrik is not hurt. 
“Elyana?” Bronwen hisses, risking drawing attention. “Elyana are you there?” 
She moves from cage to cage, peering inside each for but a moment and asking, “Elyana?” 
“Y-you’re no deep elf,” says one human woman. 
Bronwen quickly moves on as word spreads and the captives begin to rise to their feet. The reach out for her and pull at Bronwen’s cloak. 
“Elyana?!” Bronwen cries, her tension mounting as the orcs leaving the barracks begin to shout. One hard-faced human woman grabs the sleeve of Bronwen’s cloak. She has to slip out of the heavy garment to escape the woman’s grasp. Now with her pale skin and dappled shoulders visible, the captives begin to call out for her, their voices rising in a din all around her. 
Moving between the cages, dodging reaching hands, she has to shout to be heard, “Elyana?! Are you there?!” 
“Bronwen?” 
She can barely hear the hoarse rasping through the captives pleading to be let go. She stands on her toes and looks over the heads of the captives. 
She calls out again and is answered with a desperate cry, “Bronwen! It is me!” 
The heavy thumping of boots is approaching across the stone floor, torches bobbing as orcs approach the pandemonium in the cages. She has very little time, but… there! A snatch of crimson hair, a waving hand, those brilliant sapphire eyes of Elyana glittering in the dark. 
“I am coming!” Bronwen cries, vaulting over one cage and tearing free from the hands that grip her at another. She reaches the cage containing Elyana. 
Elyana-of-the-Red-Feather - Level 2 Wild Elf Spellweaver Bronwen’s heart aches at the sight of her old friend, her red hair matted with dried blood and her face smeared with dirt. They embrace through the bars of the cage, Elyana crying with relief. 
“Please, let us out,” moans one of the human women sharing the cage with Elyana. 
Bronwen looks down at the heavy iron lock and her heart sinks. She draws her sword and begins to hammer the hilt against the lock. The delicate sword is magically strong and does not break, but it lacks the weight, and Bronwen lacks the strength, to smash the lock. 
“Hurry,” cries Elyana, pointing past Bronwen. “An orc is coming!” 
Bronwen roars with fury and slams the hilt of her sword against the lock. 
Metal sparks on metal and the blow dents the lock’s casing, but it does not break it open. Before she can try again, the orc is upon her. 
Mung the Virgin Ruiner - Level 3 Orc Slaver The red text floating above his head matches the hateful gleam in the orc’s beady eyes. He grips a slaver’s lasso in one hand and a short, saw-toothed blade in the other. He is leaner than the orc she fought before, his arms covered with scars from past battles, and his loincloth bulges obscenely with what must be an immense cock. 
“Lookit,” growls the orc. “Elf bitch want to join the cages. I put her in.” 
He thunders towards her and she whirls, bringing up her guard just in time to catch his blow and turn it aside. He is strong, but so is she, and she is evenly matched with ferocity. Her blade slashes a crimson wound across his chest and he replies with a backhand to Bronwen’s face that loosens her teeth and leaves her dazed. 
7 HP DAMAGE
The red text informs her as her back slams against the bars of the cage containing Elyana. The crimson-haired elf cries out with fear. 
“Do not yield to him!” Elyana cries. 
“I did not intend to,” growls Bronwen, pushing off the cage just as the orc is upon her again. 
Their blades meet once again, but this time Bronwen lashes out with her foot, driving it up and into the orc’s bulging loincloth. She feels the soft meat of his bollocks compress and shift and the orc’s eyes widen enough to show white. His blade drops and she presses the attack, slicing off his hand holding the lasso and then driving her broken sword deep into his chest. He staggers back and bangs into the cage across from Elyana’s. Hands inside the cage tear at his ears and feet kick at his body as he slumps down to the ground. 
ORC DEFEATED + 300 XP
Bronwen shakes off the dizziness from the blow she took and crouches beside the fallen orc. There is a ring of many keys hanging from his belt. It jangles as she hefts it up. It is attached to a leather cord, but she slices that free. She rises, holding the keys that will allow her to free Elyana and all the others. The orcs are coming, but she has time. A smile spreads on her face, but there is a look of horror on Elyana’s. 
The red-haired elf cries out, “Behind you!” 
Bronwen only manages a half turn before a blurry lavender shape slams into her back and drives her to the floor. The impact is painful and she lands poorly on her left shoulder on the cold stones. 
3 HP Damage
Though stunned, she is able to twist beneath her attacker and get her hand on her sword. She finds herself looking up into the face of an elf with eerie moon-white eyes rimmed with darkness. The elf’s face is framed by the hood of a lavender cloak and her skin is dusky lavender to match. Her cruel smile reveals sharp canines and a row of perfect white teeth. 
Thanwyn Serassa - Level 41 Deep Elf Sellsword Bronwen tries to raise her sword and the elf woman presses down with a dagger of black stone that feels oddly warm against Bronwen’s throat. 
“Try it, tree elf,” murmurs Thanwyn, pressing her knees painfully into Bronwen’s abdomen. “One slash and your wound will never close again. You will go to meet your precious goddess. Except… she isn’t real.” 
Something about the cruelty in Thanwyn’s words is more terrifying to Bronwen than the blade pressed to her throat. Bronwen opens her hand and the sword drops from her grasp. Thanwyn picks it up without looking at it. 
“Pretty sword for a little Level 3 tree elf,” chuckles Thanwyn. “Come to try to free your friend there?” 
“To the hells with you,” curses Bronwen. “I would rather die on this floor than be paid by orcs to sell my kin.” 
“You’re no kin of mine,” laughs Thanwyn, leaping easily to her feet and hefting Bronwen up from the floor. “You tree elves prance through the forests and jungles, mingling with men. We dwell close to the mother’s heart, within the hallowed earth, and we do not give quarter to the destroyers of our way.” 
Bronwen sees hatred in the deep elf’s eyes beyond merely racial animus. 
Thanwyn has been wronged, personally, and repays it with her cruelty. 
“Oh, Bronwen,” moans Elyana, tears spilling down her cheeks as she clings to the bars of her cage. 
“Do not cry, little elf,” says Thanwyn, raising her voice. “The two of you will have some time together in the cage. Perhaps you will even be sold to the same master. A matched set.” 
Bronwen stares at the deep elf defiantly, but with orcs approaching from several directions there is no more hope of escape. She has been captured again by the slavers. 
VIII
The Long Wait for Midnight
Stripped of her weapon, protection charm, and imprisoned in one of the cages, Bronwen takes solace in Elyana’s embrace. They crouch together, arm-in-arm and moaning softly with an intense mixture of despair at their predicament and relief at being together. 
“I thought you were dead,” cries Elyana, stroking the back of Bronwen’s head. “In the fighting with the orcs, I saw you go down and then you were not with the others who were taken. So though we are not free, my sweet friend, this is like a miracle of resurrection.” 
“I was dead,” says Bronwen, caressing the tears from Elyana’s alabaster face. 
“A goblin came along and he saved me.” 
“Saved you? A goblin?” Elyana shakes her head. “I do not understand.” 
“His name is Gerrik and he found me as I was bleeding out from my battle with an orc,” explains Bronwen, trying to keep the worry from her voice. “He healed me and helped me to my feet. I wanted to slay him at first, but… I owe him my blood.” 
“A Blood Debt?” Elyana’s teary eyes widen. “A goblin is your Blood Keeper?” 
“It is so. But I feel no shame, my sweet sister of the feather. He is good-hearted and wise, not like other goblins I have encountered. He helped me to come and rescue you. He may have,” Bronwen fights back tears of her own, 
“he may have given his life in the effort.” 
She holds out hope that Gerrik yet lived. Her Blood Debt to him still appeared on her sheet when she called it up and she still feels the affection for him she would surely only experience as part of that debt. Or is that feeling something more? Would she feel it in her heart even if he was gone and the debt disappeared? A yearning for him that surpasses even the desire she feels in the arms of her friend. 
“Bronwen,” murmurs Elyana, calling her friends attention back. “We may have only a short time before the auction. Do you hear them? They gather already.” 
It is true. Feet thunder on the floor above their heads as the church begins to fill with the bidders. They have perhaps an hour before the moon is at its highest point and shines down onto the stage. Less than that, she guesses, before the orcs begin to lead their captives up the stairs. 
She looks into Elyana’s bright blue eyes and for a moment she is back in her village. Beneath the fur-lined blanket, young and innocent, kissing and touching in halting exploration with a younger version of the woman now in her arms. 
“We could have been together,” says Bronwen sadly. “If our lives had not gone this way.” 
“We are together now,” whispers Elyana, caressing Bronwen’s face and lingering her thumb against Bronwen’s full lips. 
Bronwen kisses Elyana’s thumb and turns her face against her palm to kiss the inside of her hand. Though she is weary and afraid, she feels the spark of lust within her, and recognizes this might be the last chance she will ever know to experience pleasure on her terms. 
“I am glad I am with you,” says Bronwen. “That we face this together.” 
“Always,” agrees Elyana and the shapely redhead pulls Bronwen closer and presses a kiss to Bronwen’s lips. 
The heat of their kiss intensifies, becoming far more than platonic. Their lips part to one another and their tongues meet in a torrid, almost desperate swirl of desire. Though caged and facing a fate worse than death, they have each other, and in this Bronwen and Elyana seek mutual solace. 
Elyana helps Bronwen strip off her sling so that her pink-capped tits bounce free. Elyana’s soft breasts are bare already, as is the way of their tribe, her nipples wider and slightly darker than Bronwen’s. The redheaded elf moans and presses her ample mounds to Bronwen’s, nipples rubbing together and sending pleasure coursing through Bronwen’s body and to her loins. She cries out against Elyana’s kiss and hears a sound of disgust from the human women in their cage. 
Bronwen breaks her kiss with Elyana and glances over at the four women, three staring in anger and one in wide-eyed shock. Humans, being ashamed of their bodies and worshipping proscriptive gods, do not permit women to share pleasure with one another. 
“Ignore them,” says Elyana, turning Bronwen’s face backs to hers. “Pretend that they are not here. That this is not real.” 
Elyana’s words strike a chord within Bronwen. She recalls the deep elf, Thanwyn, and her disdainful words. “You will go to meet your precious goddess. Except… she isn’t real.” 
Bronwen wonders, does Thanwyn believe as Gerrik that Nerth and all they see around them are merely the lies told by human-built machines? Does Elyana know the same? 
“Elyana, what do you mean that this is not real?” Bronwen asks as she searches her friend’s face. She feels an odd mixture of hope, that Elyana shares Gerrik’s belief, and fear, that if Gerrik and Thanwyn are right, Adrahil truly does not watch over her. 
“What?” Elyana seems taken aback by Bronwen’s serious expression. “I only jest, my sweet sister. Do not trouble yourself. Let us forget the world for as long as we can.” 
Elyana presses another kiss to Bronwen’s lips and helps the blonde warrior elf forget her fears. Their embrace deepens once more, their bare flesh soft and firm in just the right places as their bodies intertwine. Elyana’s kiss grows more adventurous, moving lower to taste Bronwen’s breasts and tender nipples. Bronwen cries out at the heat of Elyana’s sucking mouth and presses her thigh against Elyana’s mound. The redheaded mage’s sex is hot even through the fabric and Elyana rocks her hips lustily, rubbing the warm softness of her cunt against Bronwen’s leg in reply. 
Bronwen feels as if she is home as she kisses and caresses her friend. She succeeds at closing her mind off to the humans and the miserable cages and even the horror of the auction looming over them. She is fully present and engaged with Elyana, her kiss as hungry as her red-headed friend’s kiss, their mouths meeting again hotly and their hands becoming more intimate. 
“I have always looked up to you,” moans Elyana as Bronwen presses her fingers into the heat of Elyana’s loincloth. “I knew, somehow, you would come to save me.” 
“The moment I heard you had been taken,” whispers Bronwen, kissing Elyana’s shoulder and slipping her fingers over the downy-haired slickness of Elyana’s pussy, “I knew I would not rest until I found you.” 
“You’ve found me,” moans Elyana. “Ohhhh, yes, right there. You have found me.” 
Bronwen sucks at Elyana’s plump nipple, drawing the cap of her areola into her mouth as she plunges two fingers into the hot channel of Elyana’s elven cunt. The redheaded elf sighs with pleasure, grabbing at her untouched breast and twisting her own nipple. Her pleasure grows louder and she jerks her hips, fucking the heat of her cunt against Bronwen’s plunging fingers. 
Bronwen grows breathless, taking her friend forcefully, beating her touch against Elyana’s clit and driving her towards an orgasm. 
“Ohhhh, sweet Bronwen,” cries Elyana. “Your fingers… your lips…
ahhhhhh suck my breasts. Yesss! Ohhhhhhh!” 
Bronwen is unrelenting, driving pleasure into her friend as Elyana’s abdominal muscles stand out and she sits upright. The redheaded elf clings to Bronwen, puling Bronwen’s face against her bosom. Bronwen sucks greedily at her thick nipple, feeling Elyana’s depths clutching against her fingers. 
“Mmmmmmm!” Bronwen cries into Eylana’s breast, encouraging her friend as Elyana arches, head against the bars and hips jerking with climax. Elyana hugs Bronwen tighter, as if afraid she might slip away, and Bronwen can sense the rippling spasms of Elyana’s orgasm around her fingers. 
FINGERING +100 XP
She lifts her lips from Elyana’s breasts and sees the flush of pleasure in Elyana’s cheeks. Elyana smiles up at her and Bronwen cannot resist another kiss. It is long, hot, and wet, their tongues twisting together in a collision of lust. Browne slips her fingers from Elyana’s pussy and together they lick Elyana’s juices clean from those fingers. Their tongues tease between Bronwen’s fingers and they resume their torrid kiss. 
“It is my turn to pleasure you,” moans Elyana, stroking urgently between Bronwen’s thighs. 
“I want more,” whispers Bronwen. “I want to taste you.” 
It is something Bronwen has never done before with a woman, but Gerrik’s pleasure by the campfire informed the pleasure she might visit upon her friend. Elyana cannot resist such an offer. She leans her shoulders against the wall of the cage, holding the bars in her hands as she bends her knees and exposes her glistening, red-thatched cunt. 
Bronwen, on her hands and knees, kisses her way back down over Elyana’s heaving breasts, hitching tummy, and to that hot, sweet-scented vessel of Elyana’s desire. She looks up into her friend’s blue eyes and kisses her creamy inner thighs. She brushes her lips against Elyana’s cuntlips, eliciting a soft cry, tasting the first drops of Elyana’s dew upon her lips. She cannot resist long, pressing her mouth to that slick flower and her tongue deep inside, tasting the smooth inner walls of Elyana’s cunt. 
“Ohhhhh, Bronwen!” Elyana wails, sliding her fingers into Bronwen’s blonde hair. “Ohhhh, your tongue, it is… it is magnificent.” 
Elyana’s words only encourage Bronwen to greater enthusiasm. She licks fervently at Elyana’s bud, flicking her tongue against the redhead’s clit and feeling the hot juices of her cunt pour onto her chin. She is ravenous for this sweet fruit, lashing and licking with her tongue, probing once more with her fingers, and, finally, sucking at that precious bead of Elyana’s clit. 
“Ahhhhhh! I am cumming!” Elyana cries, her voice loud and echoing in the undercroft. She bucks her hips and fucks against Bronwen’s fingers and tongue. Her sweet juices spill into Bronwen’s mouth. Bronwen slides her fingers in and out of Elyana’s sweet cunt and licks and sucks Elyana’s clit until Elyana lets out a long sigh of relief. 
ORAL SEX + 150 XP
Bronwen finally lifts her head from between Elyana’s creamy thighs, her face hot and sweaty and red, her lips and chin glistening with Elyana’s nectar. 
Elyana pulls Bronwen into another kiss and Bronwen presses atop her, their bodies meeting and sharing their warmth. 
“Now I will show you—“
The angry bark of an orc slaver interrupts Elyana’s promise. Her head jerks up and Bronwen sits high on her knees. All around them, captives are standing and backing fearfully away from the doors of their cages. Bronwen and Elyana stand and Bronwen can see the hulking shape of orcs moving among the cages nearest the entrance. There is a loud clang as the cage is thrown open, a brief struggle as the captives are fitted with submission collars, and screams of terror from the other slaves as this first group is prodded towards the stairs. 
“What do we do?” Elyana cries with fear. 
“Your loincloth,” says Bronwen, picking up her own clothes. “Put your clothing on. We need to be ready. We may only have one chance to escape.” 
“The collars,” says Elyana, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Once they put them on we won’t be able to resist.” 
“Fight it,” says Bronwen. “Try to keep your wits and your will. It is all we can do if we get put in the collars.” 
In truth, Bronwen fears there is no hope of escape. She refuses to admit this and further demoralize her friend. 
Amid the chaos of the slaves being led out for auction, Bronwen is surprised to see a goblin scurrying towards her cage. He weaves past orcs and ducks beneath an annoyed swing from one foul-tempered brute. For a moment, Bronwen thinks it is Gerrik. But no, this goblin is smaller and younger, almost a juvenile. It wears no charms or totems and carries a rolled piece of parchment in place of Gerrik’s gnarled staff. 
He reaches the cage and looks up at Bronwen and Elyana. 
“You Bronwen?” He asks, his voice a squeak. 
“Y-yes, that’s right,” she says. 
He thrusts his bony hand through the bars clutching the roll of parchment. 
She takes it gingerly from his grasp and the goblin scurries away as suddenly as he appeared. 
“What does it say?” Elyana asks. 
Bronwen unrolls the parchment, her gaze flicking over the text hastily scrawled on the parchment. 
Still alive. Will come for you. Have a plan. Don’t start any fights. Trust me. 
Alex
Alex? It takes her a moment to realize that Gerrik has used the name he says is his real human name. Her heart swells with hope. She quickly tears the parchment to pieces. 
“He is here,” she says, looking around hopefully. “My Blood Keeper.” 
“The goblin?” Elyana presses her face against the bars as if she might see him in the chaos of the orcs emptying cages. Her breasts squeeze against the metal cage. 
“Yes,” says Bronwen. “He has a plan. He is going to save us.” 
Bronwen hopes Gerrik is right as the orc slavers approach the cage she shares with Elyana. If not, she is about to be sold into slavery to a monster. 
To be continued! 
Final Character Sheet for Book 1


Bronwen-of-the-Red-Feather
Race: Wild Elf
Alignment: Good
Class: Warrior
Status: Blood Debt to
Level: 3
Experience Points:
Gerrik
5750/6250
Strength:
16
Hit Points: 48/48
Agility:
12
Armor Points: 4/4
Stamina:
12
Intelligence:
10
Willpower:
10
Charisma:
10
Special Abilities
Wild Elf Fury (Ignore Pain or Fear Effects for 60 seconds) Irresistible Kiss (A persuasive kiss that cannot be refused) Power Strike (Quadruple damage on a single blow once per hour) Equipment
Customized Wild Elf Basic Armor (4)
Sexual Content – YES
Extreme Content -
Fertility – YES
YES
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