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 Chapter One



Evony had no business staring at Mountark the way she did. As the leader-hero of the Pact, he was her sworn enemy and foe of every upstanding member of the Communion. Most Communion members hated Mountark and everything he stood for. The mere mention of support for the towering orc could earn one a lengthy exile from dungeon and raid teams and Discord servers.



She simply couldn’t help herself. Her eyes moved from the top of his shiny bald head to his bare chest. She imagined her tiny pale hands touching the green skin there, feeling his pecs before moving down his stomach toward the thing that strained against his trousers at the mere sight of her. She imagined his hand, larger than her own head, on her back, pulling her to him as she pressed her crotch against his massive thigh. He’d grunt, signaling it was time for foreplay to end and for the real adventure to begin, and…



“Evony, what are you doing?”



The voice crying out through her headphones startled her.



“We’re getting slaughtered here!”



She tore her gaze away from the poster of Mountark, taped to the wall next to her computer tower, and looked at her screen. A horde of Pact warriors and wizards had broken through the barricades surrounding the village of Warlow. Evony’s party of five was the only thing that stood between the rampaging orcs, trolls, and goblins and the peaceful townsfolk.



A large group of Pact assholes charged her group just as rain started to fall down on them. In the real world, thunder rumbled in the distance.



The game’s developers had recently added weather effects to
 Realms of Relics
 , the world’s second most popular fantasy massively multiplayer online roleplaying game. It seemed you couldn’t go a day without seeing rain or snow somewhere in the game.



A storm in both worlds
 , she thought ominously. It had been raining for days in the real world, too.



Evony had her character drink a potion to increase her Intellect. She’d need her fire magic at full power if her group had any hope of withstanding the Pact onslaught. Just as she moved her mouse so the cursor hovered over her abilities bar, her husband Nate came stumbling through the door.



“You need to get off your computer and unplug it,” he said through slurred speech. “You know what happened last time we had a big power surge.”



Evony rolled her eyes and said, “Welcome home, dear.”



Nate looked stupidly at her for a moment before throwing his hands in the air. “Fuck it. It’s not my computer,” he said, and he proceeded to go upstairs.



She started to yell after him and ask him where he’d been. But she thought she already knew where he really had been (at Monica’s) and also where he’d tell her he was (“out drinking with the boys”), so she figured there was little point.



Besides, her
 RoR
 group needed her.



Evony’s character hurled fireball after fireball at the rushing mass of Pact troops, but there was a seemingly never-ending supply of others to take the place of the fallen. Her fellow group members used swords, arrows, and demon-infused magicks to assist in the defense of Warlow. Some of the Warlow residents--non-player characters, or NPCs--joined the adventurers in the battle, most notably a beautiful dark-haired blacksmith who bashed in more than one orc’s head with her hammer.



The sky in the in-game world blackened quickly, much faster than the usual day-to-night cycle, as storm clouds gathered over the besieged village. The rain came down so hard and fast it was hard to tell friend from foe. Evony couldn’t imagine how confusing things might be if not for nameplates and auto-targeting. She had a passing thought that it was nice the game developers hadn’t thought to make fire mage powers less effective in a heavy downpour. Thunder rumbled overhead, sending deafening shockwaves that vibrated Evony’s real-world headphones.



It was so loud she couldn’t tell where the in-game thunder stopped, and the real-world thunder began.



The lights flickered, but Evony’s computer stayed on. She squinted her eyes, determined to put an end to the Pact threat once and for all.



Her character downed another Intellect potion and raised her hands, ready to cast her most powerful spell. Her friends in the game moved away from her, even though they couldn’t be affected by friendly fire. In the real world, Evony smiled, and she imagined her character was smiling, too.



Just before she flung hellfire at the approaching horde, everything went white.



Everything
 .



Evony was so focused on her computer screen that’s what she noticed first, and she had only seconds to marvel at the graphical power of the massive in-game lightning strike. But it wasn’t just her screen that turned white.



Her whole world did, too. Her whole
 real
 world.



It all happened in one moment, one second. Then, the white went away, replaced by black. Except it wasn’t actually black. It was darker than that, so dark that not only could Evony see nothing, she also sensed nothing.



Like nothing around her existed. As if maybe nothing ever existed.



It was a very long time, it seemed, until she sensed anything at all.



 









 Chapter Two



“Evony, what are you doing?”



The first thing Evony heard once existence knitted itself back together around her was the same thing one of her
 RoR
 friends said through her headphones earlier.



She wasn’t wearing headphones now, but somehow the voice still sounded very close to her.



“We’re getting slaughtered here!” the voice, a man’s, said.



Other voices came from everywhere around her, shouting excitedly, some in evident anguish. She smelled smoke.



She opened her eyes to see a group of orcs, trolls, and goblins running at her from a distance. Around her were four people wearing leather and metal armor and wielding various weapons. A sword. A staff. A shield. One of the four couldn’t have been more than three feet tall and looked just like a dwarf from her game.



A tiny demon, horns jutting out from its forehead and pointy tail swaying behind it, stood in front of a tall woman wearing a black and purple robe.



A tiny demon…



“Dreaming,” Evony whispered.



“The hell you are!” another voice, this one a woman, said as the woman grabbed Evony and pulled her to the ground. An arrow whizzed by overhead.



Where Evony’s head had just been.



“Thanks,” Evony said, but her voice sounded like someone else’s. She had the sense that the arrow that just missed her would’ve killed her instead of simply chipping away at her hit points. She fought the urge to look above her head to see if there was a green bar there, unsure if she would’ve been relieved or horrified if there was.



The woman on top of her squeezed Evony’s right breast. “Anytime, sweetie. Can’t have anything happen to these luscious things.”



Evony didn’t know which shocked her more: being groped by this woman or realizing this woman was the blacksmith from Warlow village.



The village Evony’s
 Realms of Relics
 character had been defending.



Actually, the most shocking thing was probably the size of the breast the blacksmith groped. Much larger than the breasts Evony was accustomed to having, and more perfectly shaped, they went along very well with the rest of her shapely body. She’d never been in horrible shape, but she didn’t exactly turn every head, either. The body she now found herself in, though, was something else. Without thinking, she cupped both breasts, sliding her hands up along the cloth armor piece that barely covered them, feeling hard nipples poking from below the fabric...



“Time for that later, beautiful,” the blacksmith said. “You’re the most powerful one here and our greatest hope for survival!”



The warlock laughed. “She’s not the most powerful. I will dispatch these fools and send a message to Mountark he won’t ever forget!”



With that, the warlock waved her hands in front of her, and purple energy formed around them. Her demon jumped up and down, laughing, as orange energy swirled around its tiny claws. A second later, they both let loose with blasts of their respective energies aimed at the oncoming enemies.



Most of the enemies were incinerated in explosions of purple and black and orange, and the remaining ones scattered, looking for cover.



Two of the other party members--the dwarf and a human--raised their battleaxe and polearm, respectively, and ran toward the Pact warriors who the warlock’s dark magic had not felled. The third, a tall woman with pointy ears, fired arrow after arrow at the enemy troops.



The blacksmith left Evony lying on the ground to join them, bashing in heads with that hammer of hers. Other Warlow villagers joined in as well, including a man Evony recognized as the blacksmith’s husband. He tried to help but seemed to always get to an orc or a goblin just as his wife took them out with her hammer. The blacksmith occasionally took a moment to kiss her husband and pat him on his bearded cheek, as if telling him he was doing a great job.



When she saw their affection, her heart swelled up, and she was almost overwhelmed with a feeling of love toward them. She couldn’t for the life of her understand why that might be; they were just NPCs. She didn’t even know their names.



Except, she did. The blacksmith was called Rayenna, and her husband was Sergio. They’d lived in Warlow all their lives and had been married for almost ten years now. She was the breadwinner, raking in piles of copper and gold for her detailed and dependable metalworking skills, while he entertained adventurers at the village inn with tall tales and awful jokes. Rayenna was terrific, great at so many things. She was even a better storyteller than her husband, entertaining the few who were lucky to hear her talk with biting sarcasm and unexpected emotional details. Still, she stroked his ego by letting him think he was better than her.



Of course, he knew she was better than he could ever be at everything. But she loved him and always made him feel like the most important person in a world filled with gods and wizards and tall, dark, and dangerous orcs, so he considered himself the luckiest man alive.



How do I know all of this?
 she thought.
 I’m sure none of that is in the game...



Evony also knew something else about the couple, but she shook her head when she thought about that. This dream was getting out of hand.



She was shaken from her mystified thoughts by the sound of a massive orc bearing down on her position, holding an axe above his head. Without thinking, she threw up her hands in a vain attempt to shield herself from the enemy’s axe. She felt heat rush through her whole body, gathering in both hands, and just as the orc started to bring his axe down on her, flames shot out from her hands. The orc flew back away from her, his whole upper body on fire.



As the others finished clearing the village of interlopers, Evony sat on the ground. Her eyes moved from her own hands, which she expected to look at least singed after what she’d felt come through them, to the lifeless and still smoking body of the orc she’d killed, and back again. She struggled to make sense of what she was seeing and reconcile it with the world she had been in only moments before--a world of computer games and spouses who sleep with your old high school best friend.



But as she sat there, seeing the carnage around her and listening to the cheers of a triumphant little party of adventurers and the innocent villagers they’d just saved, more and more of that awful, boring old world--the real one?--faded into something like a distant memory. A dream, perhaps?



So now what she had been so convinced was a dream seemed to be more real than the world in which she lived with… what was his name? Nate, she thought. Nate was his name.



Wasn’t it?



 



---



 



The next few hours were filled with celebration--and a few serious discussions about Mountark and his increasing hostilities toward innocent Communion villages--at the Warlow Inn. The other adventurers and several of the townsfolk--especially Rayenna and Sergio--treated Evony like she belonged there with them, like she had been a part of their world all along.



Evony was content to play along, and besides, she was starting to feel the same way.



She was having trouble remembering everyone’s name, but between her emerging “memories” of this world and listening in on conversations, she was able to piece together enough to get by.



The warlock--the tall human woman who seemed upset that Rayenna had referred to Evony as the most powerful one around--was Kalandrah. She called her pet demon--who spent the evening running around under the table like he was begging for scraps--Brites.



The dwarf was named Ferrin, and he was stereotypically as handy with a flagon of mead as he was his battleaxe. The tall, lanky woman who wouldn’t relieve herself of her bow and arrows even as she sat at the table partying with her friends was an elf known as Juniper.



The final member of Evony’s party (
 was
 it her party? It seemed like it was) was another human, a dark-skinned man in monk’s robes. He was Tybalt (yes, like in
 Romeo and Juliet
 ), and he caressed his bo staff (which he called “Mercutio”--yes, like in
 Romeo and Juliet
 ) in a way that could only be described as “masturbatory.”



So. Evony, the fire mage. Kalandrah, the warlock. Ferrin, the dwarven warrior. Juniper, the elvish ranger. Tybalt, the monk in love with his staff. A balanced party (although she wouldn’t have gone with a monk as the group’s primary healer, but whatever) filled with power and colorful personalities that had just saved a peaceful village from an army of oppressors.



Evony smiled, her mead and newfound purpose filling her with a warmth that rivaled the fire with which she had set alight the green-skinned brute who tried to kill her.



This didn’t feel like a dream anymore. But if it was, she didn’t want to ever wake up.



 



---



 



As the celebration wound down, the townsfolk returned to their homes, and Evony’s fellow adventurers retired to their rooms on the upper floors of the inn. Evony remained at a table with Rayenna and Sergio, who had been making out like a couple of teenagers for the last little bit. She supposed she should get some sleep but had no idea where she should do that.



As if reading her mind, Rayenna pulled her face away from Sergio’s long enough to ask her, “Well, are you ready to go?”



Evony nodded. Thankful she hadn’t consumed enough mead to get good and drunk, she was steady on her feet as she stood up to follow the couple outside. A flash of her earlier thought about the pair--the
 other
 thing she knew about them that she couldn’t bring herself to believe--roared through her mind.



As she walked with them to their modest little home not far from the inn, she thought it was odd that there were no bodies of the villagers or enemies who had died during the attack. She’d seen many downed friends and foes alike during the battle, but now they were nowhere to be found. She shivered when she thought of what happened to dead bodies in
 Realms of Relics
 , where they just faded away after a little while. Was that happening here, too?



It wasn’t hard to move on from that disturbing thought, though, not with her new (?) friends touching her along the way to their abode. Rayenna, on one side, held her hand, while Sergio, on the other, cupped one of her ass cheeks. At one point, Sergio leaned in to kiss her neck, and a few moments later, Rayenna lay her head on Evony’s shoulder, sighing contentedly. Evony felt dizzy and wanted and could hardly believe that only a few hours earlier, she’d been playing a computer game to avoid thinking about the supposed love of her life fucking someone else.



Evony wasn’t wearing much in the way of clothing. The pieces of cloth barely covering her breasts and bottom were even less practical than what she was used to seeing in fantasy computer games. Still, for some reason, she’d had an easier time accepting this than she had everything else she’d seen in this strange world that was quickly becoming familiar. Regardless, the fact that she was already wearing next to nothing made her next adventure begin effortlessly.



Sergio had her top off of her as soon as the trio was inside the house. Rayenna guided her to the bedroom, where she shoved Evony onto the bed. The blacksmith pulled Evony’s bikini-like bottom “armor” off, and she was so wet and ready the smell of her filled the tiny room.



And then Rayenna stepped aside, making room for her husband to show them that his mouth was for more than telling tall tales and awful jokes.



Evony had a fleeting thought that it had been a while since she had been eaten out properly. As Sergio dove in, however, lapping up her juices and circling her clit with his talented tongue, she realized that being eaten out properly was not something she’d ever experienced before. He hummed as he worked, seeming to like what he was doing to her every bit as much as she liked it, and his beard scratched her in all the right ways. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the attention, enjoyed his tongue in her cunt and then his finger as it poked tentatively at her asshole. She felt a swell of pleasure building up inside her, starting at her core and blossoming throughout her whole body.



And when Rayenna used her own tongue to tease Evony’s nipples, Evony couldn’t hold back any longer. Her orgasm overtook her, and she forgot all about Nate and her whore of a friend and even about orcs and dwarves and elves.



The only things that existed in the universe--the only things that mattered--were her and this couple--this strange, beautiful, impossible couple--who fucked her whenever her adventures brought her to Warlow.



 









 Chapter Three



Evony often dreamed of sex, and that night was no different.



In the “real world” (
 was it, though?
 ), she dreamed about Nate more often than not. But in the dreams, as it was in reality, it wasn’t her in Nate’s arms--it was Monica, her best friend from high school who was now Nate’s best friend in the sack. Or so she assumed. She’d never actually been able to prove that’s where he spent all of his time away from her, but they’d been seen together often enough by mutual friends who told her all about it that it seemed very likely.



When it first started happening, she’d wake up in tears and refuse to tell Nate what she’d been dreaming about. Over time, though, she got so used to it, it didn’t really bother her anymore.



Really, it didn’t.



After an evening of frenetic, mind-blowing sex with a couple who seemed to be fantasy game NPCs come to life, one would think that one’s dreams would be filled with memories of what had just transpired. Memories of the small, rough hands of a blacksmith as she explored every inch of one’s body. Memories of the large, firm weapon the blacksmith’s husband kept hidden most of the time but wielded expertly when he needed it. Memories of that tongue of his, and that tongue of hers…



But, no. Evony’s dreams that night were not filled with what she’d done with Rayenna and Sergio or what she imagined Nate had been doing with Monica. Her dreams were invaded, surprisingly for the first time given all the time she spent thinking about him in her waking hours, by Mountark.



In her dreams, it was him on top of her in the bed she now shared with Rayenna and Sergio. And, at times, it was her on top of him.



When they were finished, Mountark lay next to her, stroking her cheek. She knew most people in the Communion (and in the Pact, for that matter) never got to see him like this, but he was surprisingly gentle once his lust had been sated. He looked at her with what she truly felt was longing, and she felt the same for him in return. Along with the longing, though, was a bitterness she fought hard to suppress, lest it ruin the moment. She knew they could never have forever with each other, but they could have this one moment in time, and she wanted to savor it as much as she could.



But Mountark had other ideas.



“You need to wake up now,” he told her, “and save the world. Starting with yourself.”



She opened her eyes in time to feel Sergio’s blood splash against her left cheek as it sprayed out from the gash in his neck. An orc stood next to the bed, a black hood over his head and a bloody knife in one hand.



Sergio’s strangled gasps as he struggled to live woke Rayenna, who rolled out of bed and grabbed a dagger of her own from somewhere nearby. Evony lay there in shock as Sergio twitched madly next to her, and his wife moved around the bed toward her husband’s murderer.



She didn’t get far. An arrow buried itself in her forehead, fired from a crossbow by another intruder standing just outside the room. Rayenna was dead before her body hit the ground, and then Sergio stopped twitching, and then Evony screamed.



She was so suddenly enraged, bewildered, grief-stricken, that she felt like exploding.



So she did.



Ever since opening her eyes in this strange world, Evony had felt a burning deep inside herself. It had come out through her hands, focused, as a blast of fire when the orc had attacked her with the battleaxe. It was ever-present, a constant companion always there, just below the surface, and she could feel it begging for release. She didn’t have to consciously keep it at bay; suppressing it, controlling it, was something that came naturally to her body in this realm.



But now, she didn’t want to suppress it. Now, controlling it was the last thing on her mind. Now, she wanted to use it for its intended purpose: to lash out. To burn. To obliterate.



When it happened, her body was engulfed in flames so completely an outside observer would be unable to tell where she ended and the fire began. Those flames expanded outward so quickly and so intensely the entire structure was set ablaze, including the two orcish intruders who had taken away Evony’s new (not new, though, were they?) lovers.



She screamed the entire time, but not out of physical pain. The flames bothered her not at all.



It was the dwarf who found her, naked but unharmed, amidst the smoldering ruins of the house. She was crying and clinging to Rayenna’s body as it faded away.



Sergio’s was already gone.



 



---



 



“Mountark’s attacks on Communion lands have been increasingly hostile,” Juniper said, pacing in front of the table around which sat Evony and the rest of her party. They’d gathered again at the inn to discuss both the battle from the day before and the cold-blooded murder of the town’s blacksmith and her husband. “But what happened to Rayenna and Sergio last night is a transgression too far.”



“That’s putting it mildly,” Ferrin said when he had finished off his second mug of mead of the morning. “Killing people in their sleep is something I never thought even the Pact would do.”



“It’s certainly not like them,” Tybalt said. “And especially not like Mountark to order it. Despite his legendary ferociousness in battle, he’s been a relatively fair and easily understood enemy. Much better than the Pact’s last leader, if you’ll recall.”



Ferrin nodded. No one said anything, but Evony somehow “remembered” that the Pact used to be led by a renegade human who was anything but fair and easily understood. Astrid the Betrayer had defected from the Communion and used her considerable dark magic power to take over the enemy faction. She sought to expand Pact lands at any cost, and she cared not for honor, or justice, or even her own people. She’d only been stopped because Mountark managed to rally enough people--both Pact and Communion--to battle to defeat her.



“Oh, please,” Kalandrah said. “A Pact mongrel is a Pact mongrel. It doesn’t matter if it’s an orc, a goblin, or a dark elf. I don’t know why Mountark has taken on this almost godlike reverence among some Communion members, but he doesn’t deserve it. He’s as much an animal as any of them.”



“That sounds… racist,” Evony said.



“You seem much too forgiving of the big green animal to be the one the Prophecy claims will destroy him,” Kalandrah said.



“Prophecy?” Evony almost asked, but even as the word was on the tip of her tongue, the memories came back to her. Memories of Kalandrah coming to her in her tent a week ago, as they rested during their journey to Warlow. Of the book Kalandrah showed her, a massive tome detailing the history of the realms and their supposed future. Of an illustration in the tome of a woman who looked just like Evony, subduing a massive green brute who looked just like Mountark. The text accompanying the image said only the woman in the picture could withstand the brute’s Sword of Raging Depths and save the world.



Save the world
 . That’s what dream-Mountark had told her just before she woke up to Sergio’s blood on her face. Mountark telling her to wake up--saving her life--so she could save the world seemed to be at odds with a prophecy saying that she needed to save the world from him. She needed answers, and there was only one way to get them.



“I have to get to Mountark,” she said.



Kalandrah nodded. “That much is clear. What is less clear is how to get you there.”



“What do you mean?” she asked. She half expected the answer to that question to magically come to her the way so many others already had, but it eluded her.



“Strong magicks protect Mountark’s fortress,” Juniper explained. “The only way Communion members can get there is on the backs of dragons.”



“And only a select few dragons, at that,” Ferrin said.



“Where do we find these dragons?” Evony asked.



“Only one place,” Tybalt said. “The Valley of the Drakes.”



“Seems obvious,” Evony said. “So, let’s go.”



Kalandrah laughed. “It’s not that simple. First, we must journey through the Demonlands.”



“Demonlands?” Evony asked.



Ferrin nodded. “A cursed landscape, about ten miles due south of here, ruled by a sadistic devil named Nym. He and his foul minions took refuge there after a failed invasion attempt from their hellworld.”



Evony knew something about the Blazing Battalion from her game. She hadn’t liked that expansion pack very much, but she knew a lot of people who did. The name “Nym” didn’t sound familiar, though. She was sure the demon lord in
 Realms of Relics
 went by a different name.



“So, do we have to fight these demons to make it through the Demonlands?” Evony asked, realizing how dumb the question was. Of course, they’d have to fight them, right?



“Not exactly,” Kalandrah said. “We don’t have the numbers to fight our way through. Nor the time, I suspect, before Mountark escalates his assaults even more.”



“So, how do we make it through then?” Evony asked.



“There is another way,” Juniper said. “But it’s one I dread even speaking aloud.”



Ferrin slapped her on the back, earning him a look of derision from the regal elf. “Oh, come on, you coward. Tell the lady.”



“I’ll tell her,” Tybalt said, an odd gleam in his eye as he stroked Mercutio. “There are two ways through the Demonlands. Fighting is one. The other… is becoming one with Nym.”



Evony laughed. “What?”



“He means fucking Nym,” Ferrin said.



Tybalt nodded. “Anyone willing to fuck Nym--and live to tell the tale--earns passage through his lands, along with their party.”



“Almost no one can survive that,” Kalandrah pointed out. “Nym’s skin burns as hot as hell itself, and the stories told of his lava-like… emissions…” Kalandrah’s voice trailed off for a moment as she noticeably shivered. “Only someone who can be set ablaze and remain unharmed can get close enough to him to touch, much less…”



“I can do it,” Evony said.



“Well, of course, you can,” Kalandrah said. “But would you? Consort with a demon?”



Evony nodded. “If it means getting to Mountark and getting answers for what he did to Rayenna and Sergio, then yes.”



There was another reason, one she didn’t reveal to the group. Almost from the moment she opened her eyes on the town of Warlow, she’d felt constant arousal deep within her. Sergio and Rayenna brought it to the surface, of course, but even when she hadn’t been with them, she had felt it. She was constantly wet (yes, down there) despite the horrors of this morning, and she felt more alive than she had in years.



Than she ever had.



She wasn’t just willing to fuck the demon lord; she
 wanted
 to. Desperately.



“That disgusts me,” Juniper said. “But if you’ll do it, we should get on the road.”



“But wait,” Evony said. “Why can’t we just, like, fly over the Demonlands to get to the Valley of the Drakes?”



The other adventurers laughed.



“Fly?” Kalandrah said. “How would we do that?”



Evony shrugged. “I don’t know. Don’t we have gryphons or something? We have those in my…”



“In your what, dear?” Kalandrah asked.



“Never mind,” Evony said, standing up. “Let’s go see this demon guy.”



 









 Chapter Four



Travel in this world was more like the “real” world than
 Realms of Relics
 . In the game, towns that were supposed to be great distances apart weren’t really all that far, and there were various modes of transportation to make even short distances more bearable, including gryphons and portals. Here, to get from Point A to Point B, you had to do it the old-fashioned way: walking. Or riding on horses.



When they’d left Warlow, Evony was surprised to learn how naturally she took to horseback riding, having never ridden a horse in the “real” world. She was once again in awe at how much her body and mind had adapted to being in this fantasy realm, as if it was where she belonged.



It was hard to tell where the Demonlands began. When they’d traveled a few miles, Evony noticed differences in the sky and on the ground. The sky, which didn’t seem to dispense nearly as much rain here as in her game, went from a beautiful bright blue to something less blue and then a strange purplish hue before finally turning to red the closer they got. The grass on the sides of the roads started dying out along the way, and living trees became nonexistent after a while. All that was left in place of the green countryside was charred earth and fallen, rotting trees.



“Trouble,” Ferrin suddenly announced, pointing to the road ahead.



Evony looked to see a pair of red demons, clad in leather armor, riding toward her party on the backs of monstrous dogs.
 Hellhounds
 .



“Just a patrol,” Tybalt said. “We can take them if we have to.”



Kalandrah nodded. “Easily.”



The demons rode up to within shouting distance of the party. They looked identical to each other, the way so many NPC mobs looked in
 Realms of Relics
 . Perhaps realizing they were outnumbered, they didn’t immediately take on a fighting posture but instead opened with dialogue. This was completely different from the way NPC mobs acted in
 RoR
 . There, they would’ve just attacked Evony’s party and been slaughtered within seconds.



“State your business in the Demonlands,” the one on the left said.



The group turned to Evony, and once again, she got the feeling she was supposed to be in charge here. She wondered what would happen if the group faced a true crisis requiring intimate knowledge of this world. The way some things about this place and who she was in it came to her immediately, but some things remained a mystery, she worried that she might falter at a critical moment.



But she knew what to say in this case, at least.



“We, uh, seek passage to the Valley of the Drakes,” she told the demon.



“No one passes through the Demonlands,” the demon on the right said. “Turn around and seek an alternate path, lest you be prepared to die in raging hellfire.”



“Going around your cursed land would take weeks of travel,” Ferrin said. “And… we have another option.”



The two demons eyed the group warily, then smiled widely at the same time.



“Surely, you don’t speak…” the one on the left said.



“...of
 joining
 with Nym?” the one on the right finished.



“That is precisely of what we speak,” Kalandrah said. Her demon pet, Brites, was inching closer and closer to the demon guards, his eyes wide. Evony thought the little guy looked in awe of the giant demons.



Both demons laughed.



“And which of you…” the one on the left said.



“...is the sacrificial lamb?” the one on the right finished.



Evony thought it was odd for a reference from Abrahamic religion to pop up in a fantasy world like this, but she ignored it. And also the implication that she would die in the joining.



“It’s me,” she said. “But I’m no sacrifice.”



The demons laughed again.



“That’s what all sacrifices say!” they both said.



“We believe she can survive the joining,” Kalandrah said.



“So let us pass,” Juniper said.



The two demons looked at each other. They shrugged and tugged the leashes around their hellhounds’ necks, turning their beasts back toward the direction from where they came.



“We’ll take you there,” the one on the left said.



“Ourselves,” the one on the right finished.



“Fair warning:” the one on the left said as they started on their way.



“It’s been a very long time…” Right continued.



“...since Nym has joined with anyone,” Left said.



“So he might be a bit…” Right continued.



“... energetic,” Left finished.



The giggling that came out of both demons made them sound like teenage schoolgirls instead of fierce demon warriors.



“Wonderful,” Evony said. She meant to sound apprehensive, but she wasn’t sure it came across that way.



She’d never tell the others, but the idea of fucking an energetic demon lord made her squirm in her saddle.



 



---



 



The demon patrol guards led Evony’s group into the heart of the Demonlands. Remnants of whatever Communion city had once existed here had been overtaken by crude stone structures and burning pits. Sulfur permeated the air, and the sky above was a deep crimson. They passed by dozens of other demons along the way but were generally ignored as they made their way to a large fortress in the center of the area.



As they dismounted at the foot of the massive stone stairs leading up into the fortress, a large man with bat wings and great curved horns came running down the stairs toward them. A blindfold obscured his eyes.



“Turn back at once!” he yelled at them. “You are not prep--”



The two guards grabbed the winged man as he made it to the bottom of the stairs and knocked him to the ground, stopping him from completing his sentence.



Left looked over his shoulder at Evony and the group. “Just ignore him,” he said.



Right looked over his shoulder, too, and said, “He’s crazy.”



Aren’t we all?
 Evony thought but didn’t say. She thought she’d been prepared for anything when they started on their journey here, but now that she was on the threshold of having sex with a literal demon, she was having second thoughts.



“You can go on in,” Left said.



“Nym is expecting you,” Right said.



Evony wondered how that could be since they’d all arrived here together, and she hadn’t seen the patrol guards utilize any form of mystic communication, but she didn’t question it. She started up the stairs. The rest followed her to the top of the stairs, but another pair of guards waiting there said only Evony could go inside.



“That’s out of the question,” Juniper protested. “We’re not letting you go in alone.”



She laughed. “Were you going to help me fuck him, too?”



Ferrin snickered at that, earning an icy glare from the ranger.



 



---



 



Once she was inside, a pair of guards who looked identical to Left and Right led Evony to an upper chamber of the castle. When they got to within ten feet of the room, Evony started feeling waves of heat. The guards wouldn’t go any further. Instead, they simply pointed toward the door.



“Nym is waiting...” the one behind her on the left whispered.



“...for you,” the one on the right finished.



She started to walk toward the door, but the guards stopped her.



“If you want your clothing to survive...” the one on the left said.



“...you’d best take it off out here,” the one on the right finished.



The idea that her cloth armor pieces would burst into flames in Nym’s presence was ludicrous. Then again, the heat had gotten a lot more intense with just a couple of steps taken toward Nym’s chamber. She looked back at the guards, who were eyeing her hungrily, and shrugged. Letting a couple of low-level demons see her in all her glory would hardly be the craziest thing she’d do today. She slipped out of her clothes, letting them fall to the floor where she stood.



She ignored the drooling and the moaning of the guards as she made her way through what felt like a wall of heat. She didn’t bother knocking on the great steel door, instead pushing it open and walking inside.



The heat inside the room was uncomfortable but not entirely unpleasant. She could feel where it was coming from: Nym himself, who lay on a large stone slab in the middle of the room. He looked much like the other demons she’d already encountered but was much bigger. She made him out to be around ten feet tall, and his muscles rivaled those of her poster version of Mountark. And his cock…



His cock was huge. It looked much like any human cock she’d seen, but it was long, thick, and bright red. And it was standing at attention, waiting for her.



Nym sat up when she closed the door behind her. He cocked his head a bit and smiled before standing up. A pointy tail, red like the rest of him, swayed behind him as he walked toward her.



“It doesn’t bother you at all, does it?” he asked. His voice was deep and sounded like multiple voices all speaking in unison.



“What? The joining?”



Now towering over her, he laughed. “That, and the heat from my body.”



She swallowed hard. “The heat is fine. The jury’s still out on the joining.”



“Willingness does not require enjoyment,” Nym said, his tail snaking around to touch her thigh. When she gasped, he smiled again. “You must do this willingly if you wish to gain passage through my lands, but I’m not overly concerned with how much you like it.”



Her legs felt like buckling as his tail made its way up her thigh to touch her pussy. It immediately found and circled her clit, and she had a random, stupid thought about how human men had so much trouble zeroing in on something so pleasurable that this otherworldly demon got right on his first attempt.



“You’re quite wet already,” Nym pointed out. “I suppose enjoyment isn’t going to be an issue after all.”



“I suppose you’re right,” she said, putting her hands on his chest. She slowly moved her hands downward, anxious to touch his big red cock.



“I’d like to sit,” he said, pulling his tail away from her and making her twitch.



He took her hand--a surprisingly gallant gesture--and led her to the stone slab in the center of the room. He sat on the edge of it, spreading his legs so there was enough room for her between them.



“Kneel before me,” he said, but she was already almost on the floor before he spoke.



So kneel she did, between the legs of a demon lord, only inches away from his large, hot cock. His big right hand went through her hair and grasped the back of her head. With the slightest of motions, he pulled her closer to him. She looked up at him, staring at his black, pupilless eyes, and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.



He pulled her into him with a fair amount of urgency, but he didn’t need to. She would’ve done what she did pretty willingly, and what she did was lick him, starting at the base of his cock and working her way up to the tip. His skin was every bit as hot as she imagined it would be, so much so she wondered if she was doing permanent damage to her tongue by getting as much of it into contact with as much of his length as she could.



When she made her way to the tip, she swirled her tongue around the underside of it, curious if it would have the same effect on a demon lord as it seemed to on the few human men she’d blessed with blowjobs.



It did.



Nym moaned, squeezing his hand around the back of her head before thrusting into her mouth. She giggled at his lack of restraint and sucked that demon’s cock for all she was worth. She stuck a finger into herself, finding her clit and pressing hard against it, moving it around and around. Nym had complete control of her head, guiding her up and down along his shaft, so all she had to do was suck and lick.



She tasted salty bitterness as her demonic lover produced copious amounts of precum that scalded her tongue. She wondered if her throat would be able to take what would surely feel like lava if he came in her mouth. Instead of letting that thought deter her, she began moving her own head back and forth, more furiously than Nym had been doing with her, and he let his hand drop away from the back of her head to sit back and enjoy her performance.



Evony gagged as the tip of Nym’s cock--lava-like precum and all--touched her throat. She let it stay there for just a moment, enjoying the discomfort as the demon raised his hips ever so slightly upward in an attempt to actually breach her throat before pulling almost all the way off of his rod and then going back down to repeat the process.



This happened over and over again, and Nym’s moaning got louder and louder, so Evony thought she’d have the answer to her lava-down-the-throat question soon enough. But just as she was sure he was about to spew his hell-cum into her mouth, he pulled his cock out.



He reached down, grabbed her sides with both hands, and pulled her up to him. They fell backward onto the giant stone slab, and then he rolled on top of her. He had her legs spread and his cock at the entrance of her cunt before she knew what was happening.



She felt like she was on fire from the inside out when he plunged into her. The relative restraint he’d shown during the blowjob flew right out the window as he pounded her pussy with his rod of flame. It hurt like hell--literally, and this made her laugh despite how painful it was--but she also felt her pleasure building. The idea that pain and pleasure could exist so closely together was something she’d only ever read about before and had never experienced.



But she experienced it now.



As his burning cock made use of her increasingly sore pussy, she felt something poking at the entrance of her other hole. Something pointy and not quite hard. He was teasing her asshole with his tail, she realized.



She’d never had much experience with things up her ass before Sergio had stuck his finger in her there the night before, but today was a day for new things. The point of Nym’s tail wasn’t as big as a finger, and he slid it into her asshole much easier than she would’ve imagined. Her ass suddenly became another source of pain.



Nym’s shaft in her pussy, his tail in her ass, and his blistering skin touching her skin… He seemed to be getting hotter and hotter as the seconds passed, and it was all too much. She felt like she was being burned alive from the inside out, and soon her pleasure was lost in a sea of pain. She was sure it was still there, but agony had overtaken it.



She moaned, but it was out of pain and nothing else, and was about to beg for mercy, beg him to stop. Her party would simply have to find another way to the Valley of the Drakes because she just couldn’t take any more.



“Please…” she whispered.



Apparently, mind-reading was not on Nym’s list of demon powers because he took her quiet pleading to mean she wanted him to intensify his efforts. He grabbed her shoulders, his fingers scalding the skin there, and used her body as leverage to ram into her cunt even harder. His tail snaked its way farther up her anal cavity.



She felt like she was going to burst into flames any second.



And then she remembered she could do exactly that. Or, at least, her character in
 Realms of Relics
 could engulf herself in flames, creating a shield made out of fire to withstand incoming damage.
 Especially fire damage.



And hadn’t Kalandrah said only someone who could be set ablaze and survive could live through fucking Nym? Maybe she was referring to a magic fire shield like in the game. Maybe Evony had to activate it to survive this ordeal.



Would it let her actually enjoy it, too?



She’d been fighting the feeling of fire growing inside of her but now decided that maybe that’s just what she needed. Her heart pounding, sweat dripping from her forehead from both Nym’s heat and her own fear, she let that feeling of powerlessness, of impending apocalyptic doom, overtake her. She let herself be lost to the heat, to flames, to hellfire itself.



This was different from when she exploded in flames after Sergio and Rayenna were killed. Then, her fire expanded outward, a weapon against the vile murderers. Now, the flames only surrounded her, keeping her safe in their impossible embrace.



Nym smiled down at her. “Excellent,” he said, fucking her even harder.



“Oh… my… God... “ she said. “Or… devil… whatever… I’m going to…”



She came without finishing her sentence, and when she did, the waves of pleasure overwhelmed her. She lost concentration on her fire shield, and it dissipated, bringing fresh surges of blistering pain as Nym rushed to bring about his own climax. She cried out in agony while still experiencing the high of her orgasm and felt like she might pass out. She finally came to her senses long enough to reignite the fire shield and was able to enjoy the last of her climax ebbing away as Nym grunted loudly.



The fire shield had done an excellent job of insulating her against Nym’s incredible heat as he fucked her holes. It did little to assuage the intensity of his cum as it painted her insides. She cried out again as he filled her up with his steaming spunk, not knowing how much she could take of the boiling, sticky liquid as it splashed around inside her. Knowing she didn’t have much of a choice at this point.



But then, it was over, and he pulled out of her. His unholy seed began dribbling out of her burning cunt as he rolled off of her. He propped himself up on an elbow and gazed down at her face in what could only be described as a romantic way. She actually felt her heart flutter.



“You are amazing,” he told her.



She told him he wasn’t so bad himself, and he laughed at that because, you know, demon and all.



 



 









 Chapter Five



Despite the pain she’d endured during her joining with Nym, Evony felt fine by the time she got dressed outside his chamber. She met up with her friends, and they were able to make their way through the rest of the Demonlands unmolested.



After leaving the Demonlands, Evony’s party was beset by an army of undead, led by the Undead King himself. They made short work of the mostly mindless zombies and continued on their way to the Valley of the Drakes.



We’d spend more time detailing this segment of their journey, but it’s not like Evony was going to fuck a zombie or anything, so we figured we’d move on to the good stuff.



It’s probably important to mention that Juniper the elvish ranger was turned into a liche by the Undead King and is wandering around out there somewhere since, despite having the chance, Evony didn’t have the heart to kill her. Or, kill her again? Anyway, she’s still around but pretty different from her old self.



We’re sure an undead elvish ranger would never come back and cause any trouble at some point in the future so let’s get to the dragons.



 



---



 



Still reeling over the loss of Juniper to the Undead King, Evony was distracted momentarily from her grief by the sight of dragons circling above. It was the first time she had ever seen such magnificent creatures, although the her that seemed to have existed in this world before she opened her eyes on the battlefield of Warlow had memories of them. One was red, another blue, and the third, a massive beast that dwarfed the other two, had gold skin that was nearly blinding in the afternoon sun. The three dragons kept their circular flying formation even as they moved along with the group.



Kalandrah had taken the lead when they’d entered the Valley of the Drakes. She claimed to know precisely where they needed to go, and no one protested. The warlock led the group up a small mountain toward a large cave, her little demon pet flitting back and forth in front of them as they rode up.



Leaving their horses outside the cave, Evony and the others walked through the entrance. Inside was a massive open chamber with large pools of a thick white liquid on either side of a walkway. The group walked past those and toward a spot where the sun shone brightly through an opening in the cave ceiling.



A dragon-sized opening.



Evony watched in awe as the giant gold dragon who had been circling above them descended into the cave. He landed gracefully on the floor in front of them and stared down at them with big black eyes.



“Greetings, little ones,” he said, with a voice surprisingly quiet and soft. “I am Ulrik, chief protector of the Valley of the Drakes. I was old when the world was young, and I seek only harmony with lesser creatures such as yourselves. What brings you to my home?”



“We seek travel to Mountark’s fortress,” Kalandrah replied.



Ulrik sighed, smoke wafting out of his nostrils. “I assumed that to be the case. No one just comes for a friendly visit.”



“I’m sorry about that,” Evony said. “But I’m afraid time is of the essence. Perhaps once we’re done with our quest, we can return for a more leisurely visit?”



Ulrik smiled. “That would be lovely. Unfortunately, I am already scheduled to take another traveler to Mountark’s fortress today. The magicks surrounding his castle allow for only one journey per fortnight.”



“We don’t have that kind of time,” Ferrin said. “We’ve had to contend with demons and the undead themselves to get here. We can’t be stopped now!”



Evony rolled her eyes at the idea that “we” had to contend with demons but decided to let it go.



“Surely there’s something else we can do,” she said, sashaying toward the dragon and putting her hand on one of his massive front talons. She ran her fingers along it and thought she felt him twitch ever so slightly. “Something to convince you to help us instead of this other traveler?”



As she looked up into the dragon’s eyes, she recognized the look he gave her. One of hunger. Of desire. Of overwhelming, undeniable need. And she realized one overwhelming, undeniable fact.



She was going to fuck a dragon.



Unlike Nym, Ulrik appeared to be a mindreader. Either that or the signals she tried to give him were as unmistakable as she hoped.



“I suppose there is one thing,” the dragon said.



“I thought there might be,” Evony said, licking her lips and sneaking a peek at something huge within the shadows between Ulrik’s back legs.



“Evony, what are you doing?” Tybalt asked, trying to keep his voice down.



“I think… she’s gonna fuck him,” Ferrin said, speaking as loudly as he usually did.



“Is this true, Evony?” Kalandrah asked. “Are you going to consort with this… beast?”



“Be nice,” Evony said. “This ‘beast’ is more intelligent than any man I’ve ever been with. Isn’t that right, Ulrik?”



“Undoubtedly true, little one,” he said. “And… consorting with me would go a long way toward convincing me to aid you instead of the other traveler, who will be here any moment.”



“Let’s get to work, then,” Evony said, making her way toward the large, shadowy thing under Ulrik.



“What are you doing?” Ulrik asked.



“Um, I’m going to fuck you,” Evony said.



“Yes, I’m aware of that,” he said. “But I’d prefer you survive the experience.”



With that, the great dragon raised his head, and the air around him shimmered. He started shrinking and changing shape. As he got smaller, his skin glowed so brightly Evony was forced to look away. When she could look back at him again, the dragon was gone. In his place was a tall, slender, human man with bright blond hair and a long, thin cock. His skin had a slight golden tint.



“This form should be more compatible with your continued existence,” the man said in Ulrik’s voice.



And then he took her. He moved so quickly she didn’t realize he was on her, tearing off her cloth armor, mauling her breasts, shoving fingers inside her sopping wet cunt, pushing her to the floor. All of this took place in front of her friends, who could only stand and watch, transfixed at the spectacle before them.



She tried to get into position to suck Ulrik’s cock, feeling a desperate desire to have a dragon in her mouth, but there was no time. Ulrik’s need was greater than hers, and he seemed only to have one thing on his mind: getting his cock inside her pussy. He held her arms down as if she was struggling--she most assuredly was not--and shoved himself inside her.



It didn’t take her long to feel her climax approaching. Ulrik’s technique was nothing out of the ordinary, although it was perfectly executed. What really helped get her there so quickly was the thought that she had a magnificent, ancient, magical creature inside her, trying so hard to please what must be to him an insignificant, worthless, lesser being. The humiliation she felt when she compared herself to him made her flush red with shame but turned her on at the same time.



It didn’t matter that he looked like a man. He was a goddamned dragon, and she imagined him in his dragon form, plunging his impossibly large dragon cock into her tiny, wet human hole, and she came harder for him than she had for anyone else.



“It’s happening,” Ulrik announced calmly.



“Go ahead,” Evony said. “Come inside me. I want you to.”



“I cannot,” he said, glowing brightly.



She turned away from him as the glow around him became too intense, and she felt his cock expanding inside her. She knew what was happening. She knew if he didn’t pull out of her, he might rip her apart from the inside once his cock was at full size. The feeling as he stretched her, filled her more full than she’d ever been filled before, was so good a big part of her didn’t care much if he stayed right where he was.



Just as the fullness began to be painful, Ulrik pulled out of her. He shifted to his full-size dragon form and reared back on his hind legs, his giant golden penis on full display. Evony sat up enough to get a good look at it, surprised to see it mainly looked human-like and not like those of other reptiles she’d seen pictures of. She had only a moment to contemplate this before Ulrik came, roaring so loudly it shook the whole cavern.



He had his cock pointed toward one of the pools Evony’s group had walked past after entering the cave, only a few feet away from where Evony lay. She now realized what the thick, white liquid in the pools was. As Ulrik roared, he sprayed enormous amounts of cum into the air. Most of it made it to the pool he had aimed for, but the rest flew around the cave madly.



Evony’s group scrambled backward, trying to avoid being bathed in dragon cum. Most of them were not entirely successful in this endeavor. Evony just lay there, laughing, relishing the hot stickiness as it rained down on her. She opened her mouth and caught what she could there, delighting in its delicious bitterness.



This went on for some time, until the pool was overflowing with Ulrik’s cum, and Evony was covered from head to toe.



When she was sure he was finished, Evony stood up. Dragon cum dripping from every inch of her body, she turned around to look at her friends, who were slowly walking back toward her. Ferrin was clawing at the bits of dragon cum sticking to his beard, while Tybalt wiped some up and down Mercutio. Only Kalandrah and Brites had escaped getting a little bit of Ulrik on them, it seemed.



“We better get the ride to Mountark’s fortress after all this,” Ferrin said.



“Oh, come on,” Tybalt said, his attention still focused on his bo staff. “It wasn’t so bad.”



Evony laughed. “I don’t know what you guys are complaining about,” she said, licking some cum off of her lips. “I had a great time.”



Ulrik, behind her now, laughed as loud as he had roared moments ago.



“What is the meaning of this?” a woman’s voice called out from the far end of the cave, near the entrance. Evony looked to see a woman clad in cloth armor, similar to Evony’s own, flanked by four others.



“Ah, greetings, Adare,” Ulrik said. Evony thought he sounded almost sheepish, as ridiculous as that sounds. “I’m afraid your trip to Mountark’s fortress will need to be rescheduled.”



“Unacceptable,” Adare said. “I have pressing matters there, and I brought the gold you asked for!”



“Gold?” Evony asked, looking up at Ulrik.



Ulrik shrugged his big dragon shoulders. “A token fee to weed out all the people who think they just have to go to Mountark’s fortress every day. It’s not like I need the gold…”



Adare walked closer to Evony and Ulrik. Her party stayed behind, near the entrance. Adare looked Evony up and down.



“By the gods, is that… his semen? Did you… did you fuck him?”



“Technically, he fucked me,” Evony replied, sighing contentedly.



Adare looked up to the cave ceiling and groaned. “Orc assassins killed my parents, and I’m losing out on my chance for revenge because of this whore!”



“Don’t worry about that,” Ferrin said. “We’ll kill Mountark for ya!”



Evony wasn’t sure the plan was to kill Mountark, exactly. Granted, she didn’t really know what the goal was, other than getting to the Pact leader, but she wasn’t so sure killing him was the answer.



“It’s not the same if you do it,” Adare says. “It must be me, and I won’t let this harlot stand in my way!”



Adare shoved Evony backward. Evony was so slick with Ulrik’s cum that Adare’s hands slipped up Evony’s shoulders and Adare lost her balance. The two women fell together onto the cave floor. Adare fell on top of Evony and started slapping at her face. Evony covered her face and rolled over, knocking Adare off of her momentarily. As they fought, they inched closer and closer to the pool that Ulrik had just filled up.



Adare’s party joined Evony’s near them.



“Should we stop this?” one of Adare’s group--an elf--asked.



Tybalt giggled, stroking his staff. “I think we need to let them fight it out.”



Ferrin slapped him. “You’re a pervert, you know that?” But Ferrin didn’t take his eyes off the ladies, either.



“You cheap slut!” Adare said, pulling Evony’s cum-soaked hair.



“You fucking bitch!” Evony replied, trying to shove Adare away.



It was the shove that did it. Adare held onto Evony’s hair as she went backward and pulled both into the pool filled with dragon cum. Several sounds rose up from the assembled adventurers watching, some of them excited and some of them disgusted.



Adare cried out in dismay and let go of Evony’s hair. Evony laughed, taking a moment to gather up some of the cum into her hands.



“What… are… you… doing?!” Adare said, clawing at her face to wipe some dragon spunk away.



“Enjoying myself for once in my fucking life,” Evony said, raising her cupped hands to her mouth.



She slowly ran her face, tongue out, through the cum in her hands, moaning the whole time. What she didn’t slurp into her mouth painted her cheeks and chin and dribbled down her neck.



“That’s nasty,” Adare said and looked down at herself. “This is nasty.”



Adare looked back at Evony with rage in her eyes. She jumped forward--or tried to, anyway--her arms reaching for Evony, but she fell face-first into the cum and went under. Members from both parties laughed, while others let out a collective, “Ewwwwww.”



Evony laughed, but when Adare didn’t emerge after a moment, she became worried. She started to lower herself into the cum pool to help her enemy back up when Adare grabbed Evony’s ankle and pulled her off balance. Evony sank into the cum, gulping in a mouthful of air as she went under.



The two ladies wrestled through the cum for a moment, neither of them gaining any particular ground. But Adare, not having had the benefit of getting a big breath to hold in like Evony had before she fell into Ulrik’s gooey, warm emissions, soon started struggling to resurface. Evony let her go and rose above the surface herself, gasping for air a little less so than Adare was doing.



“I’ve had enough of this,” Adare said as she finally caught her breath.



She put her hands on the surface of the cum and closed her eyes. A blue cloud slowly surrounded her, producing what looked like snowflakes. The cum around her, except for a few inches touching her all the way around, started solidifying as if frozen.



Ice mage
 , Evony thought.



Mirroring Adare’s movements, Evony put her hands in Ulrik’s cum and let herself heat up. Bubbles rapidly formed in the sticky liquid, melting the icy formation that was doing its best to spread out from Adare. It didn’t take long for it to be obvious who would win this battle, as the dragon cum reached a full boil and Adare scrambled backward in a desperate attempt to get out of the pit.



She scooted on her ass away from the pit, screaming, “I yield! I yield!”



“I’m glad we could settle that,” Evony said, enjoying the feel of the scalding hot spunk all around her.



 









 Chapter Six



Evony hated to admit it, but the main reason she’d never gotten very far when leveling a Pact character in
 Realms of Relics
 was Oclauxhall. The ancestral home of the orcs and the traditional capital city of the Pact was a giant circular maze of sand, mountain cliffs, and ramshackle buildings. It was such an essential part of Pact life you couldn’t avoid making multiple trips there while leveling. She hated going there and trying to find her way around. So she mostly stuck to the Communion side of the game not out of any dedication or loyalty but because Communion cities were easier to navigate.



Luckily, Evony and her party didn’t have to deal with Oclauxhall to get to Mountark. His fortress was situated on a hillside overlooking the city so they could go directly to him. As Evony’s party climbed off of Ulrik in front of Mountark’s fortress, they were surprised to find no guards to contend with. The area surrounding the fortress was devoid of life, and an eerie silence fell upon the group.



“This feels like a trap,” Ferrin said as they watched Ulrik fly away.



“No matter,” Kalandrah said, walking up the steps of the fortress as the others followed behind. “We are too close now for my vengeance to be denied. Be ready for anything.”



Her vengeance?
 thought Evony. It seemed an odd choice of words.



They worked their way through the fortress to find empty room after empty room. Some rooms contained evidence of recent activity: scrolls rolled out upon tables, weapons in various stages of cleaning, plates of food unfinished. But there were no signs of life until they reached the throne room, which they entered as easily as the rest.



Mountark sat upon a massive black throne, his chin resting on one fist, watching them as they entered. A large black hammer leaned against the throne. The air halfway between Evony’s group and the orc shimmered.



“Greetings,” Mountark said, his voice soft and calm. “Welcome to my home.”



Ferrin laughed nervously. Tybalt gripped his staff hard but not in the way we’ve been hinting at this whole time--this time, it looked like he might use it to fight. Evony’s fire shield activated almost without her thinking about it.



“Your home shall be your grave!” Kalandrah shouted, hurling black and purple energy toward Mountark, who remained calmly seated.



Kalandrah’s dark fire made it to where the air shimmered and dissipated harmlessly. Her pet Brites tried unleashing some fire blasts of his own, but they, too, faded away as soon as they hit the same spot.



Brites grunted in frustration and rushed toward Mountark’s throne. When he made it to the shimmering air, he shrieked, took another couple of steps, and collapsed, twitching madly. The little demon started to fade away as Kalandrah ran toward him, screaming his name.



Ignoring warnings from Evony and the others, Kalandrah ran through the anti-magic shield surrounding Mountark’s throne and dropped to her knees next to her disappearing demon pet. As she clawed uselessly at the floor where Brites had been, she didn’t look like Kalandrah anymore. She wasn’t nearly as tall for one thing, and for another thing, she was wearing a black t-shirt (one with the logo of 6 Days of Drowning, a post-grunge band from Evony’s real-world city) and jeans.



And for a third thing, Evony recognized her. Had known her for most of her life, in fact.



“Monica?!” Evony said, walking toward her.



“Stop,” Mountark said, quietly but forcefully. “If you step into the anti-magic field, you’ll revert to your former self and disappear, too.”



“She hasn’t disappeared,” Tybalt said, pointing Mercutio toward Monica.



Mountark sighed. “Give it a moment.”



“What’s going on?” Evony demanded.



Monica was sobbing too much to answer.



“Astrid the Betrayer was from your world,” Mountark said, looking at Evony, “and the first to cross over. The finest mystics from both the Pact and the Communion have tried to figure out how she did it--how any of you are doing it--but have found no answers as of yet.”



“Her name was Yvette,” Monica whispered, barely loud enough to hear.



“Yvette?” Evony said. “Your mom?”



“Yes,” Mountark said. “The one being who nearly brought down both the Pact and the Communion with her hubris was the mother of your friend, who now wants to kill me for putting an end to the Betrayer’s madness. And she’s been manipulating some… less civilized factions within the Pact to manufacture barbaric and unprecedented aggressions--like the attacks on Warlow--to instigate full-scale war.”



“Wait,” Evony said. “Her mom died years ago, before
 Realms of Relics
 even existed. How did she get here before the game?”



“Game?” Ferrin said.



“Realms of what now?” Tybalt asked.



“As I said, we have no answers,” Mountark said. “But your friend Monica appears to have inherited her mother’s gift for crossing over on her own. Your crossing appears to have been accidental.”



“No way it’s a coincidence,” Evony said. “Surely she had something to do with that, too.”



Monica laughed as she started to fade away. “I’m sorry, Evony, but you’re just not that important. Sometimes coincidences are just that.”



“But you knew this whole time?”



Monica nodded. “I realized it from the moment you almost got yourself killed in Warlow. And I’ve enjoyed seeing you turn into a wanton little whore along the way. You fucked a demon and a dragon, Evony. I can’t wait to tell your husband all about it the next time his face is between my legs.”



“You fucking bitch,” Evony said, stepping as close as she dared to the anti-magic field.



“Leaving now,” Monica said, almost completely invisible. “I’ll tell Nate you said hi.”



And then she was gone.



Mountark stood, and the shimmering in the air between him and what remained of Evony’s group went away. Ferrin and Tybalt readied their weapons as he walked to them, but Evony let her fire shield drop.



“It’s okay, guys,” she said. Looking up to Mountark as he stopped in front of her, she asked, “Isn’t it?”



He nodded, bringing a finger the size of a human man’s hand to her chin so he could hold her gaze to his.



“Your friend spoke of coincidences,” he said. “But I believe in fate. I believe Destiny itself has led to this moment in time.”



“According to some interpretations, Destiny thinks I’m supposed to kill you.”



“How did you arrive at this conclusion?” he asked.



“The book Kalandrah--Monica--showed me said I was the only one who could save the world,” she said. “By withstanding your Sword of Raging Depths.”



He smiled.



Evony looked around him to his throne and the hammer he’d left leaning there.



“But I see no sword,” she said. “Looks like you prefer a different kind of weapon.”



“The Sword of Raging Depths is no weapon,” he said, looking down at himself. “At least, any harm it causes is entirely unintended.”



She followed his eyes downward to see a bulge in his trousers that took her breath away.



“Bringing Kalandrah to me so I could undo her schemes was part of saving the world,” he said. “Would you like to do something about the rest of the prophecy?”



Her gushing pussy provided her with the answer, and she nodded.



 









 Chapter Seven



After multiple assurances to Ferrin and Tybalt that she would be okay, that she wanted to see what Mountark could do with his Sword of Raging Depths, Evony let the orc lead her to his bedchambers. There wasn’t much in the room other than a bed larger than any Evony had ever seen, but of course, it had to be. Mountark was a mountain of a man, well over two feet taller than her and so wide she wouldn’t be able to wrap her arms around him.



Mountark led her into the room. While his back was still turned, she slipped out of her cloth armor. He turned to find her nude and smiled down at her.



They didn’t say anything as she helped him out of his armor. She fell to her knees before him as she pulled down his trousers so that the Sword of Raging Depths was presented to her in all its glory.



She’d known it was going to be large, but she couldn’t help but gasp when she saw it. It was longer than her arm and thicker than she ever thought a cock could be. She remembered thinking what Ulrik would have done to her if he’d tried to fuck her with his dragon cock and, while this one wasn’t as big as Ulrik’s in its proper form, it would probably rip her apart all the same. Her mouth watered at the thought of giving Mountark a blowjob, but she despaired, knowing she couldn’t fit the thing into her mouth.



So she did the next best thing.



Holding the giant rod up with both her hands, she leaned in and lapped at Mountark’s great green, hairy balls until saliva dripped off of them. She giggled when the orc--this fearsome, savage warrior and leader of millions of other fearsome, savage warriors--trembled and moaned in the wake of her tiny tongue moving up his gargantuan shaft. When she got to the top, she moved both hands down and stroked his “sword” while licking all around its tip. To her delight, he reacted in the same way as human and demon men did to her focus on the underside of his cock’s head.



“If you keep that up, you should be prepared for a deluge soon,” he said.



She laughed at his odd phrasing but kept up with what she was doing, ignoring the ache and weariness in her arm muscles as she pumped him harder and harder. Her tongue swirled around and around, staying mostly underneath where he seemed to like it best but occasionally going up to snatch some of his delicious precum. She opened her mouth as wide as she could, doing her best to suck on as much of him as possible.



And that’s when it happened.



“You… were… warned,” Mountark said through clenched teeth.



Mountark’s cock shook in Evony’s hands moments before a flood of cum erupted from the tip, instantly filling her mouth. She’d known it was coming--he’d warned her, as he said, and she’d been doing her damnedest to get it to happen--but, as the strange man with a blindfold and horns tried to say back in the Demonlands, she was not prepared.



She backed away from him in a panic, much of his seed spilling out of her mouth as she fought to choke down what she could without gagging. Mountark grabbed his cock with a massive hand and stroked himself, groaning and speaking words she couldn’t understand in his native tongue. He didn’t seem to be aiming for her, but still, blast after hot blast of cum followed her, painting her face and chest, soaking her hair. She wasn’t nearly as covered in spunk as she had been in Ulrik’s cave, but it called that little adventure to mind.



When he was finally finished, he looked at her and smiled. “Are you okay?” he asked.



She wiped orc cum away from her eyes so she could see him clearly and smiled back. “Never better.”



Mountark stood, his cock--his Sword--still as long and hard as before his orgasm--and reached down, placing a hand on either side of Evony. He lifted her effortlessly, as if she weighed nothing. He walked quickly toward a wall of the bedchamber, holding her against it. He looked her in the eye.



“Can I taste you?” he asked.



She giggled and nodded.



He started with her face, kissing her with his massive mouth and licking her with his enormous tongue. He grinned, and he moaned, mirroring her reactions, and didn’t seem to care that he was getting mouthfuls of his own cum the entire time. After a few moments, he slid her higher up the wall so that he was eye level with her neck and continued kissing, licking, and nibbling at the sensitive skin there.



Higher up she went when he was done with her neck, and he spent ample time on her breasts. He swirled his tongue around each nipple, making her squirm as he teased her. He was able to lick an entire tit in one motion because of the size of his tongue, and he did so several times before moving down to her stomach.



And once he was done with her stomach, there was only one place to go.



“Ah, at last, I arrive at the Raging Depths,” he said, making her laugh.



He moved in closer, drawing in a great, deep breath as if to savor her scent. The anticipation was driving her crazy, and she squirmed against the wall. With a sigh of satisfaction, Mountark dove into her cunt as he no doubt had ridden into battle: with ferocity, with vigor, with a smile on his face.



She gasped as he licked her and wrapped her legs around his head. If it bothered him to have her thighs gripping him so tightly as she ground her pussy against his mouth, he sure didn’t act like it. His tongue, despite its size, became a precision tool, finding her clit as quickly as Nym had with his tail. Heat built up inside her, and she had to fight her now natural instinct of activating her fire shield.



She screamed as she came against his mouth, her Raging Depths gushing her juices all over his face. She cried out when he kept going, guiding her to another climax. After the second one, she let go of his head with her legs, feeling them go limp, but he still wasn’t finished. When she came for the third time, she felt like she might pass out, riding waves of bliss to a well-earned slumber.



Before she could, he lowered her down, so their faces were inches apart, and he kissed her. She managed to return the kiss with more energy than she’d thought possible, tasting herself on him as he must be tasting himself on her. As they kissed, he turned them around and carried her to the bed. He lay her down gently and spread apart her legs.



“Now, you must fully contend with the Sword of Raging Depths,” he said, “as the prophecy has foretold.”



She looked again at his colossal rod and shook her head. “There’s no way. I can’t…”



He smiled, climbing onto the bed and positioning himself between her legs so that his Sword was inches away from her soaked cunt.



“You can, and you will.”



The Sword felt even bigger as he pressed it against her Raging Depths than it had when she had her hands wrapped around it. She looked up at him as he took it in his hand and rubbed himself on her, going around and around her pussy and making her want him to shove it inside her no matter the cost. He hovered over her, careful not to let too much of his weight bear directly down on her, and he was so big, he was all she could see.



Despite the incredible feeling between her legs, she knew she wasn’t up to the task. She choked back a sob when the realization hit her that she was not the one in the prophecy. She couldn’t withstand the Sword of Raging Depths. What it meant for the prophecy, for the future of the world, she couldn’t know, but it was out of her hands.



“I can’t,” she said, shaking her head and fighting back tears. “It’s impossible.”



He smiled. “How many times have you seen the impossible lately?”



She laughed and looked away from him, considering this. In the last two days, she’d seen--done--a lot of impossible things. She’d blasted an orc with fire from her hands. She’d fucked a beautiful married couple who were then killed by orc assassins, their bodies disappearing as if they’d never existed. She’d fucked a demon who stuck his tail up her ass. She’d fucked a dragon and bathed in his cum. Just having sex multiple times in so short a period would’ve seemed impossible to her a few days ago.



She’d set herself on fire multiple times. Had even exploded once and lived to tell the tale. The impossible had a way of happening in this strange, wonderful place.



Mountark must have taken her being lost in thought to mean she was serious about not continuing. He pushed away from her, letting his cock fall away from her pussy.



She quickly reached between her legs and grabbed him, pulling the giant rod back to her slick folds.



“Evony, what are you doing?” he asked.



“Saving the world,” she said. “Now, plunge your sword into the Raging Depths, Lord Mountark.”



And he did, as foretold in prophecy. And, as Mountark flooded the Raging Depths with seed, they saved the world. How this could be, Evony only began to have inklings of a few weeks later, back in the “real” world, when she missed her period for the first time in her life.



 









 Epilogue



Most of the orcish wizards gathered in Oclauxhall’s Cavern of Reality trembled when Mountark entered. They averted their gazes from the great man as he walked past them, muttering under his breath. Usually a calm, rational leader, Mountark had been sullen and angry lately, prone to outbursts if the most minor thing went wrong.



Ever since
 she
 disappeared.



Only one person in the cave stood with his head held high as Mountark approached him. Dergu was ancient, having lived through his share of Pact rulers both great and terrible, and displayed no fear of any of them. In this particular instance, it also helped that he knew he was close to considerably lightening Mountark’s dark mood.



Dergu was standing next to a large, raised pool of black water. Mountark grunted as he stood on the opposite side of the pool, glaring at Dergu.



“Your messenger said you had news,” Mountark said. “I trust it’s good?”



Dergu nodded toward the pool. “The best. I found her.”



“Can I see her?” Mountark asked, aware of the desperation in his voice but not caring.



The old wizard waved his hand over the water, and it changed. What had been dark water was now a vision of Mountark’s need. His obsession.



His Evony.



“Evony, what are you doing?” he whispered.



She was sitting at a desk in another world. In front of her was a magic rectangle displaying a moving image of a Communion city. She was paying it no mind, instead staring at a large paper attached to the wall next to her. On the paper was a drawing of someone who Mountark thought--hoped--was him.



Evony looked much like she had when Mountark last saw her, sleeping peacefully next to him. Her breasts were smaller, and she wasn’t quite as shapely as he remembered. There was something different about her, but then her whole world had a strange, undefinable quality permeating everything that made it look different from Mountark’s. Regardless of the minor differences, Evony remained the most beautiful thing Mountark had ever seen, and his heart--and something else--ached for her.



“Have you figured out how to bridge our worlds?” Mountark asked.



“Almost,” Dergu said. “Not much longer.”



Mountark slammed his fists on the edge of the pool and growled loudly enough that even Dergu flinched. The vision of Evony at her desk faded for a moment as the water shook under Mountark’s assault.



“See that it’s not,” he said, staring at the vision, his voice softening. He didn’t take his eyes off of Evony for quite some time.
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