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Gender Swapped In Another World

It was club day at my university which meant that all the clubs were set up outside in the courtyard to try and woo the freshmen into joining their ranks. As for me, I couldn’t care less about club day or its clubs. I didn’t much care my first year here and this year I can safely say I cared even less.

Obviously, not everyone shares the same sentiment about organized groups and activities that I do. That was made clear by the crowds of people filling up the courtyard. Under any other circumstance, I would have just avoided the courtyard entirely but with it being the quickest route to my next class, it was a sacrifice I was willing to make. Though I started wishing I hadn’t.

I was an hour into a migraine that showed no signs of stopping. The bright sun and noisy students certainly weren’t helping any. I’m sure if anyone paid any attention to me they would probably assume I was just nursing some gnarly hangover. In a way, I wished that was true. At least that would have meant I enjoyed the night before.

“Hey! Interested in joining the environmentalist club?” Some way too perky club member asked, holding a brochure. As she skipped merrily over to me, her tiny little skirt wasn’t the only thing bouncing so freely. I’d ask what happened to your bra, but I’m guessing you already burned it.

Looking her way I rubbed my temples with my thumbs, I don’t know, are you interested in joining me in the bedroom? It was probably too early to have thoughts that perverted, but at least it distracted me from the pain. As I took another look around me I couldn’t help but think there was some sort of club conspiracy going on here. Just about every club, the ones that had someone to hand out brochures anyway, employed these young and tight, yet bouncy girls to do so. I’m sure they were all well aware of what drew in potential members.

She waved her brochure and struggled to keep her smile as I struggled through the pain to form a proper thought and response.

“Actually, I hate the environment. I don’t think we use enough plastic if you ask me.” Yeah, it was a bit rude. But for all that awareness they had of how to attract members couldn’t they be the least bit aware of when someone doesn’t wish to be bothered.

“That’s horrible,” she pulled her brochure back and hugged it against her rather large chest as if it was her child she was trying to protect from me. Judging by the brochure’s level of gloss I’d say it was more plastic than paper. “You’re just some capitalist pig, uggh,” she said, raising her voice.

I had no desire to get into a screaming match, especially under my current condition. Yet I did raise my voice slightly in return, “Actually, I hate capitalists too.” I had to be careful, just in case there was some Future Venture Capitalist Of America Club lurking about ready to try and slide in next.

“Whatever,” she scoffed, turning away, her smile returning to her lips as she attempted to lure in the next sucker.

Meanwhile, I returned to cradling my forehead. Which at this point went from unbearable to excruciating. I continued toward class, walking slow and measured. I’ve had these sorts of migraines since I was a teen. I was fine for the last couple of months but once classes started again and… well… as they say, now here we are.

I kept my head down and eyes closed in a desperate attempt to keep the light out. Unfortunately, not seeing where I’m headed in a crowd this size wasn’t exactly the best idea. I knocked into someone, they fell flat on their ass onto the concrete.

“Would you watch where you’re going,” I barked at the frail student on his knees trying to regather his books a whole stack of manga. He was probably the head of the anime club. I did feel a little bad for my outburst, but at least I wouldn’t have to worry about him trying to coax me into joining too.

He got to his feet and patted down his jet black hair, laying it flat. He looked like he was about to say something. I raised an eyebrow and crossed my arms, “What is it?” I made a noise which I intended to be an exasperated sigh, but instead, it came out like an aggressive grunt. He closed his mouth, more than likely feeling intimidated. Sorry, but I don’t think your ninjutsu training is going to help you here. He was about half my size, his arms kind of noodly.

He grinned then turned away. I just shrugged. This simple walk across the courtyard was already taking way longer than necessary. He sprinted, as I expected, heading toward the anime club’s table. I noticed something slip from his stack of manga which fell to the concrete with a much lighter tap than his ass did. I walked over to pick it up, bending down the light from the sun reflected off a CD directly into my eyes. I winced, shielding my face with my forearm. Too late, I felt like I was going to vomit, blue and black specs of light sparking around my field of vision.

I grabbed the CD, turned around, and wobbled my way out of the courtyard and back toward my dorm.  There’s no way I’d get anything out of going to class under these conditions. I probably would have just laid down in the courtyard and buried my face in the grass if it wasn’t so busy out there today.

Arriving back at my dorm room I was greeted with a slight sense of ease as I entered into the darkness of my little cave. The first thing I did was strip my clothes off,  letting them haphazardly fall onto the floor. For a moment I contemplated masturbating as I brushed my hand over my flaccid cock.

Oddly enough, orgasming sometimes helps relieve the tension in my head. Unfortunately, I didn’t even have the energy for that either. So instead I slipped on something a bit more comfortable. A very old pair of pajamas. In my opinion, when it comes to pajamas, the older the better. The fabric is softer from years of wear, the shirt and pants so stretched out that they flow around my body more like a robe than anything else. Perfectly comfortable.

I noticed I was still holding the CD the whole time.  I did kind of feel bad for knocking that guy over and being so short with him… pun not intended. I turned the CD over in my hand. It was blank on both sides, with no picture or words. How much hentai do you have downloaded on this disc, anime guy? I mean, what else does the head of the anime club download onto blank discs, right? I should probably return this. I placed the disc next to my computer. I wasn’t going to return it now. I needed rest first. Besides, I was kind of interested in seeing what was on it.

With the lights off and the shades drawn, my roommate Brad in class for at least another few hours, I laid in bed and cocooned myself within the comforter. I let out a deep sigh. I’d have to explain why I missed class to my professors. But I could worry about that tomorrow, I needed sleep.

-

I woke up that same day a good eight or so hours later, my head in a much better place than before. Sorry for being such a jerk to you anime dude, you too environmentalist girl. It was much darker in my room, even darker outside now that night had fallen. Brad still wasn’t back and there were no signs of him having stopped by. Last year’s club day ended with a few of the students hosting a party at one of their off-campus houses. That’s probably where everyone was now.

Brad convinced me last year to go with him. We had a good time. We drank, we ate, I mostly played ping pong while Brad failed hopelessly to bring a girl back to our dorm. Judging by the time and the emptiness of Brad’s bed, he was failing once again this year. Although I was feeling better I didn't feel much like going. I suppose if I went I could maybe return this CD but I doubted that anime dude was the type to go to such a party.

Like I said before, I was interested to see what was on the disc. And if it was something a little less than savory, with Brad gone it was the perfect time to check it out. I sat at the desk, booted the computer, and slid the disc into the tray, and then waited.

I swiped the mouse from side to side but the pointer wasn’t moving. “Ah, what the hell…” The screen turned to a foreboding blue. “Fuck.” I didn’t even think the disc might contain a virus. I should have known it was equally likely for a geek to come up with some sort of virus to take down the entire campus computer network as it is for him to have ten terabytes of hentai. I tossed my hands up and cursed again. I wouldn’t have been so upset if I didn’t spend all summer working to save up for this damn computer.

I gave one last attempt at clicking and moving the mouse… nothing. I made a gamble and I lost. Maybe I deserved it, because of my behavior. It’s only a material possession and I shouldn’t be so mad but how am I going to turn in my essays without a computer? Go to the library? P-lease…

With nothing left to do except to say goodbye I pressed and held the alt key. Then F4. “Good night sweet prince.”

Visible black and white static electricity emitted from the monitor, the tower, and then the keyboard. “Oh, shit,” the static sparked over the keyboard. I attempted to pull my hands away but my fingers adhered to the keys.

The static from the monitor reached out and encircled me. My heart pounded anticipating a shock but there was no pain. The buzzing electricity tightened around me, pulling me in toward the monitor. I attempted to struggle against it. It was hopeless, the static must have interfered with the synapses of my brain, cutting off any signals telling my body to move. The static stopped at nothing as it pulled me closer. Then, as my face pressed against the blue screen, I blacked out.

-

When I next regained consciousness I hadn’t the slightest idea where I was. This certainly wasn’t the university campus. That much I knew for sure. I was surrounded by trees, in the middle of a forest or something. Trees and trees and a winding river as far as the eye could see. I could recall everything that happened before arriving here; my migraine, the best sleep of my life, the computer acting up. Yet where I was and why I was here remained a mystery.

I heard a strange noise in the distance. It sounded like water flowing down a rain gutter, grgrlgrlgr. Curious, I followed the river upstream in search of its origin. The sound grew louder. Grgrglrlgrll. About a quarter-mile upriver I spotted its source. Whatever the creature was, it was not something that existed on earth, certainly not on a college campus.

I kept behind a tree, peering around the thick trunk. It had large bulging eyes like dinner plates, a wide fanged grin, and gills on the side of its face. Its body seamlessly connected to its head without a neck, covered in scales with slender arms and legs, its hands and feet webbed.

What the hell is that thing, I thought to myself. Just as this thought emerged a mental image prompted within my mind’s eye conveying to my conscious mind the answer to my question. Clear as a sign posted on the school’s bulletin, it read:

Mergill Lvl 3

Humanoid

HP 100/100 MP 25/25

Skills: Bite Lvl 1, Slash Lvl 1

Somehow, someway, I received an answer to my question. Yet it only raised more questions. I may not be much of a gamer but I’ve played enough to know that those were video game stats. Which could only mean one thing… I was trapped inside a video game.

“Fuck me.”

Grgrlgrgll?? The grotesque bug-eyed creature spun around, its arms flailing wildly as it caught sight of me ducking behind the tree.

Its webbed feet padded against the muddy earth as it charged after me. “Fuck me twice.” I had no choice but to attempt an escape. I took off downriver, sprinting back the way I came. As I ran I could sense something was off. I nearly tumbled forward off balance, catching myself as I fell to my knees.

I knew I needed to keep running but I was in a state of complete shock at what I saw, what had thrown me so off-balance. “Are… are these breasts?” I brought my hands to my chest, to my large full breasts. My heart raced and not just from the adrenaline of the chase, but also from how little sense this all made. I peered down into the river, staring at my reflection. I brought my hands to my face, rubbing my soft cheeks.

The face that looked back at me was not my face. It was the face of a woman, a gorgeous woman, with long brown hair, and pouty pink lips. “I’m… I’m a girl!” This was the first time I noticed the change in my voice, light and delicate. I must not have noticed any of these changes due to the initial shock of arriving in this strange other world.

Grglgrrglgr…

The creature was still upon me, closing the distance between us. I could think about how insane this all is later. If I survived that long. First I needed to escape. I picked myself up and brushed off my robe. Yeah, I was also wearing this long flowing robe that for whatever reason covered everything except my ample cleavage.

I continued running. The creature was in pursuit, gargling and flailing as it gave chase. Running was not easy, not in this body. I just wasn’t used to it. I certainly wasn’t used to having these… these things bouncing all willy nilly that’s for sure. You gave me a robe but you couldn’t think of giving me a damn sports bra?

I couldn’t say who or what I was speaking to. God? The Creator? Whatever hellish demon forced me into this world.

I glanced over my shoulder, my long hair whipping in front of my face, pfft, I sputtered to get the strands of loose hair off my lips. The horrid creature was gaining on me, gargling louder. It was useless. These legs were so much shorter than what I was accustomed to, my stride nowhere near as long.

My foot snagged on the hemline of the robe, tripping me, sending me tumbling forward. I laid flat on my back staring up at the bright blue sky. It would be so pretty here if I wasn’t about to die.

The slimy creature pounced, straddling my hips and baring its claws, globs of saliva dripped from its fangs, splattering onto my chest and rolling down between my cleavage. I’d be disgusted if I wasn’t afraid for my life.

It raised its pointed claws and attacked. Slashing across my stomach, ripping clean through the robe and a bit of flesh. I recoiled from the searing pain, warm blood trickled from the wound as the creature prepared a second attack.

“Stay the fuck away for me!” I shouted. I guess I hadn’t completely given up on living yet. Just as these words left my mouth, shoving my hands forward, a barrier of bright yellow light emitting in all directions sent the creature flying back some ten or so feet.

Finally, something good happened. I’m sorry about the sports bra comment… though I could still use one. I picked myself up. I was bleeding pretty badly but I had no time for that. My robe was shredded and the bottom half of my breasts peeked out underneath. At least no one was around to see that… or see me practically get my ass kicked by a LVL 3.

That’s when I had an idea. I must have skills, the same as the mergill. I had to figure them out. What worked for the mergill should work just as well for me. Who the hell am I? And just as expected, as the thought crossed my mind so too did a stats display.

Clair Lvl 1

Human

Class: Cleric

HP: 30/50 MP: 90/100

Skills: Light Blast Lvl 1, Quick Heal Lvl 1, Disorient Lvl 1

To whom it may concern, my name’s Calvin, not Clair, I sighed. The stats did help clear a few things up. I was playing(?) as a cleric. The mergill did some decent damage, I couldn’t take too many more of those hits. The spell I casted was definitely Light Blast. I had two others; heal and disorient. Light blast costs ten mana, I scanned the mergill, its health went down to 90. I had just enough mana to finish it off if I stuck to that one spell. I could really use a heal, but not knowing how much mana it cost, attacking was the safest option.

The mergill let out another guttural cry, picking up speed as it headed my way. Bring it, you filthy fish. I charged forward, shouting my battle cry… which would have sounded way more intimidating if my voice wasn’t so darn cute.

Closing the gap, the mergill within range, I shouted, “Stay away!” a burst of light shot around me, the mergill sailing through the air and landing on its feet. Eight more to go. I kept sprinting, “Stay away!” Another blast. The mergill once more in range, “Stay away!” I probably didn’t have to shout every time I cast the spell, but doing so kept me from thinking if I screwed up just once I’d be done for.

5… 4… 3… 2… The mergill hobbled after me, refusing to give up. “Stay, the fuck, away,” I barrelled forward, unleashing my last spell and exhausting the rest of my mana. Caught within the blast the mergill’s limp corpse soared above, landing onto the muddy earth with a lifeless thud.

I dropped onto my knees in front of the dead creature, checking first to ensure it was dead… it was. I poked its squishy underbelly, just in case. I poked it a second time, just for fun. A rush of light illuminated around me, a cool refreshing wave followed, the gashes on my stomach healing. I had a pretty good idea what that meant.

I checked my stats just to be certain. I reached LVL 2 overall, my light blast also leveling up. My max hp increased to 55 and my mp to 105, both of which were fully restored, sweet.

“Are you okay?” A voice asked from behind.

I looked up at the man, puzzled, I didn’t think there was anyone else in this forest. “W... were you here the whole time?” I was still a little out of breath.

“I heard shouting and came straight away. As a warrior of this realm, it is my duty to protect beautiful women such as yourself.” He grinned, swiping the tip of his nose with his thumb.

Oh god… That’s the last thing I want to hear, though to be fair, it’s probably the last thing any woman wants to hear, not that I’m saying I'm a woman, because I’m not, damn it.

“You know your armor is awfully black for such a white knight,” I said sarcastically. He was outfitted in heavy armor, a sword by his side, all black, though he didn’t wear a helmet.

“You're lucky there was only one of them. They usually roam in packs of three or four,” he said, completely disregarding my previous comment. “Why don’t you join me? You’ll have a much easier time with me by your side, I’m Lvl 25 by the way.”

Is that supposed to impress me?

“No thanks. I just want to get out of here,” I told him.

“The nearest village is about four miles from here, the capital about twice that, and a whole slew of mergills just waiting for low level adventurers to gnaw on in between. You should really think about my offer.”

“I don’t mean out of here… I mean… out of here,” I waved my hands over my head, “Out of this world or game or whatever the hell it is. I just w… wait a second, I know you.”

I didn’t notice right away but with that dumb grin and jet black hair, get rid of the armor and sword, and that’s definitely the anime dude. He did look a bit bigger however, beefier, but it was definitely him.

“You're the head of the anime club.”

“Ah, so you’ve heard of me. Not surprising really. Hold on,” he scanned my body, looking me up and down, probably checking my stats, and not so subtly checking out my cleavage. Perv. “I don’t think I know you.”

“I ran into you today, in the courtyard, in front of the environmentalist booth. You dropped this disc and… you’re the one who trapped me in here, this is your fault, isn’t it?”

“That wasn’t you. That was just some douche jock.”

First off, I’m not a jock. And second, ouch. “No, that was me. Sorry about that. I was having a rough day. I’m cursed with these migraines, that pain… I get short with people, you wouldn’t understand.”

“Try fighting demon spawn and then come talk to me about curses,” he rubbed the back of his neck.

I only just then realized I was still on my knees, my face turning red as I stood up. “I’m talking about real life, not in some game.”

“Oh, and that mergill’s attacks, how game-like did that feel?” He had a point there. The pain was as real and excruciating as anything.

I had enough of the whole back and forth, I just wanted answers. “Can you just tell me what’s going on?”

I explained the whole situation to him, everything that occurred up until that point. Unfortunately, it appeared that I was screwed. He told me I should have arrived in my own body, not this one. The only reason he was a bit bigger was because of how he leveled. He also mentioned that I should be able to log out, that I could pull up a screen similar to the stats page, but whenever I did I got an error message. The best he could figure was, when he dropped the disc it must have gotten scratched causing some sort of glitch. So yeah, I was totally screwed. For the time being, I was stuck in this world.

As for what exactly this world is, he refused to give a full explanation, only stating that it was a video game of sorts but nothing further. Apparently, he and the other anime club members were sworn to secrecy lest the government find out and all this other conspiracy nonsense. I don’t know who he thinks I’m going to tell, I’m literally trapped in here.

“I’m Nate, by the way,” he said, formally introducing himself.

“Cal… Clair, I guess you can call me Clair.” That was my name in this world, after all. I might as well own up to it, it’s what others will see when they check my stats anyway.

“Well, Clair, since you’re stuck here, for now, your safest bet is getting to the village. You’ll be safe from any monsters and you’ll find food, drink, and… a bed,” he gazed down at my cleavage, unconciously licking his lips.

“Stop staring at my tits!” I covered my chest with my forearm.

“I- I- I wasn’t!”

Jeeze, why’d it have to be him who found me?

In the end, I had no choice but to take him up on his offer and travel by his side. There was no way I’d be able to take on a whole pack of mergills on my own, let alone multiple packs.

We traveled north following alongside the river. When we encountered our first group of mergill’s Nate brandished his sword. Lunging at top speed he slashed his weapon in a wide arc taking out all three in a single blow. He dispatched the next group with similar ease. I wouldn’t admit this to him, but it was impressive how easily he managed the vicious little creatures. I barely survived against one and had to exhaust my entire mana reserves to do so. Nate didn’t even break a sweat.

I could see why someone like Nate would choose to come to a world like this. It was like a playground for him. He was faster, stronger, all-around more physically apt than he could ever hope to be in the real world. He fought well and he looked good doing it. I don’t mean it like that, I swear!

“Hey, don’t hog them all to yourself,” I said as Nate plunged the tip of his blade deep into the underbelly of a mergill, viscous fish guts oozing from the open wound. “If I’m going to be trapped shouldn’t I start to level up?”

“Oh, sorry. You’re right,” he brushed the hair out of his face, “I guess I got a little carried away.”

Show off.

As we approached the next grouping of four Nate flanked them from the side dispatching three of them. The remaining mergill swiped its claws hopelessly and repeatedly against Nate's armor, not even leaving a scratch.

“This one’s all yours,” he said, leaving me to finish the remaining mergill.

I charged after it, blasting light in all directions. The blast only affected the monster, leaving Nate completely unfazed and unharmed. With my skill at a higher level, it only took four blasts instead of ten. With a second kill under my belt, I reached LVL 3.

“That’s my girl,” Nate patted me affectionately on my back.

“I’m not your girl.”

“What do you say we try something a bit harder this time?”

Yeah, I bet you would like that. “Sure,” I answered out loud.

There was one last grouping just before the village. Nate rounded up the four mergill’s casting his battle roar skill ensuring they would focus their attacks solely on him. Meanwhile, I ran in circles blasting light energy like a madwoman sending them soaring into the sky until four lifeless corpses sank into the mud.

That final battle leveled me twice. Together we scanned my current stats.

Clair Lvl 5

Human

Class: Priest

HP: 80/80 MP: 120/120

Skills: Light Blast Lvl 5, Quick Heal Lvl 1, Disorient Lvl 1,

Light’s Fire Lvl 1

Not too bad. I also learned a new attack skill. Nate showed me how to scan individual skills to get a sense of how they functioned. Whereas Light Blast costs more mana and damages multiple enemies. Light’s Fire damages a single target and costs less mana. He also explained that how I play and interact in this world determines what skills I’ll learn. Good to know if I’m going to survive.

“The village isn’t too far. You should be fine on your own from here,” said Nate.

“Wait, you’re leaving me?” As annoying as he was, he did help a lot.

“I’ve got class in the morning.” I had forgotten about that, when fighting for your life school just doesn’t seem as important.

“I’ll check in to see how you’re getting along as soon as I can. In the meantime…” Nate froze, standing completely still.

I waved a hand in front of his face, no reaction. Did he leave already? It sounded like he had something important to say. I bounced up and down on the tip of my toes. If he was still here, bouncing would surely get his attention. Still nothing…

“There you go,” said Nate, breaking out of his weird motionless trance.

I quickly stopped bouncing and crossed my arms, slightly embarrassed, “What’d you do?”

“Check your inventory. Now that you’re level five you can wear the outfit I traded you. It offers some beneficial stat buffs, much better than your commoner's robe, and it’s not torn to shreds.”

The inventory was this nonphysical space that’s used to hold things such as items and equipment. I summoned up and inspected the new outfit.

Magician’s Garb Lvl 5

Magic Damage +3%

Healing +3%

“Well, try it on,” said Nate.

“I’m not changing with you staring at me. Turn around and face that tree,” I pointed behind Nate.

I waited until I was sure Nate was looking. I stripped off my tattered robe. I felt a tinge of embarrassment at the sight of my own naked body. It felt wrong to look at a woman this beautiful while she got dressed, even if that woman was me.

I slipped the Magician’s Garb on and the only thing I could think was, you gotta be kidding me. I thought magicians wore fanciful robes, not… not this… The garb itself was little more than a skin-tight leotard that covered only what was most necessary and little else.

“Can I turn around now?” Asked Nate, his forehead resting against the tree trunk.

I sighed, “I guess.” It wasn’t much better than him seeing me naked, not really.

“Wow! You look… amazing!”

“Shut up, I thought you said you had to leave,” I didn’t know whether I should cover my chest or between my legs or what.

“Oh right, well, good luck!” Nate grinned, I had a feeling he wasn’t going straight to sleep tonight if you know what I mean. A moment later Nate vanished, leaving me to fend for myself.

Before heading to the village I took some time to check out all my stats and skills, so as to get a better understanding of them. That’s when I noticed another new skill; Seduction Lvl 1. Oh, come on, seriously? I wasn’t even trying to be seductive. It was Nate’s fault, he’s the one who looked at me like that, I had nothing to do with it. Or so I told myself.

Honestly, my torn robe was probably more modest than my current outfit. I didn’t need any villagers gawking at me while I’m just trying to find a place to stay for the night. However, on the off chance I ran into a stray mergill on my way there, the Garb offered additional buffs the robe did not.

I made it safely to the village without encountering any additional creatures. The sun was starting to set and I was more than ready to find a place to rest. I came across an old shoddy-looking inn. There was a wooden sign out front but it was so horribly worn I couldn’t make out the name.

I took a deep steadying breath and pushed my way through the door. The place was dimly lit by candlelight. Two older men were sitting separately in the dining area, a drink in front of each of them.

“Hey there, beautiful. If you’re looking for a place to stay you can come home with me,” said the one on the left, pulling his face out of his drink.

I clenched my fists, ignoring the comment, readying myself to cast Light Burst in case it comes to that. I pressed on toward the bartender behind the counter.

“Damn, she’s even prettier from the back,” said the old man on the right, the remnants of beer glistening off his mustache.

“Do you have a spare room?” I asked the bartender.

“Sure do. Five gold per night,” the bartender tucked a tankard underneath the counter. 
“Oh…” I had no gold. All I had was a tattered robe and I doubt he was willing to make a trade for it.

“No gold, no room.”

“It won’t cost ya to come stay with me, at least not gold,” said one of the skeevy old men.

Uggh… not in your life, old man.

“That’s always an option too,” the bartender added.

I started to feel hopeless. I needed a roof over my head. No way I’d sleep outside in the woods and risk being eaten by some mergill. Not that I would ever say this to him, but I was really starting to miss Nate.

I was running out of options. And the two old men certainly were not an option. I eyed the bartender, looking him over. He was maybe five years older than me, well-groomed, and… I can’t believe I’m saying this but, if using my body really is my only hope of securing a bed tonight, I’d rather it be with someone clean. I had no choice, it was time to put my seduction skill to the test.

“Yeah… he’s not really my type,” I leaned over the counter, putting my large breasts on display. “I don’t have any gold, but maybe you and I can work something else out.” I squeezed my breasts between my forearms, hoping to make them look a bit more enticing.

“What exactly did you have in mind?” He asked, staring down at my cleavage, raising an eyebrow.

“Hmm…” I lightly traced the tip of my finger around my collarbone. I can’t say I was all too happy that it had come to this. Yet, having his interest, knowing that I just might be able to hook him in gave me a strange sense of power. I kind of liked that.

I planned to give up as little as possible. Escape this with as much dignity as I still could. Besides, I wanted to keep as much power as I could over him. I walked my fingers up his arm, placed my hand on the side of his, stroked his beard gently, leaned up to his ear, and whispered. Seduction Lvl 1, don’t fail me now.

“Alright, it’s closing time,” the bartender shouted over the counter, “If you’re not renting a room you need to get out.”

“What the hell.” The old men grumbled into their drinks.

“The sun hasn’t even set yet.”

“Sorry, I’m closing early today. Finish your drinks and get the hell out.”

The old men gulped down what was left of their drinks and slammed the empty tankards onto the table, grumbling the rest of the way out of the inn.

“Now, about my payment,” the bartender smirked.

“Yeah yeah…” I made my way behind the counter, the bartender closely watching my every move. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous. I was still a virgin, and so long as he adhered to the conditions of our agreement, technically I would remain so after tonight.

The bartend reached around and grabbed a handful of my barely covered ass, squeezing rather hard.

“Stop that. I swatted his hand away. You don’t get to touch.”

“Oh?” He nursed the back of his hand. “What if I throw in a free meal?”

My stomach betrayed me, growling with hunger. “Fine, but it better be good,” I relented.

“Don’t you worry,” he placed both hands on my ass and squeezed, pulling me in close, “I make the best damn boar stew in the whole village.”

All this fighting and running for my life today sure made my body tense. And as much as I hate to admit it, his strong hands kneading my plump behind did, in a way, feel rather good. I tried not to show it though, holding in my sighs as the muscles eased under his touch.

Keeping one hand on my ass, the other found its way to my breasts. “I love a woman with such large assets, nnnngh…” He groaned in my ear holding me closer. His thumb passed over my nipple, a warm glow emitting from deep within me. “You can hide it all you want, but I know you like the way that feels.” He pinched my nipple between his thumb and forefinger, applying a generous amount of pleasure. That warm glow inside of me grew brighter.

Fuck why does that have to feel so good? I couldn’t hold it back any longer, I let out a deep sigh of release. The day’s tension washed away, replaced entirely by the comforting glow of bodily warmth.

“All women love having their nipples teased.” The bartender slid his palm up my ass, over my curves, and pinched the other. He gave them a tug, a delicate squeak spilling over my pouty lips. Hey now, I thought I was the only one with a seduction skill.

Finding myself a bit more interested in who exactly this man was, I attempted to inspect his stats and was quickly prompted by a screen denying me access; you do not meet the requirements to inspect this individual.

“Nice try, the only thing you need to know about me is right here,” he guffawed, pushing his hips forward.

Let’s just get this over with, I thought, slightly humiliated.

I got down on my knees. His cock was already hard, pressing against the front of his trousers. The sooner he finishes, the sooner I can eat and go to bed. I pulled at the string holding his pants up, undoing the knot, and letting them slip to the floor.

Oh gosh… why is it so big? I tried not to think about how much bigger his was than mine, or well… when I still had one, that is. Hesitant, I reached up and cradled his cock in my hand. Oddly enough, it almost felt natural to have his cock in my hand. It really wasn’t so different than stroking my own. I worked him from the base to the tip. He certainly seemed to be enjoying himself. But I knew I had to do more than just touch it if I wanted a room here.

“No need to be so shy,” he brushed his fingers through my hair.

I licked my lips, I couldn’t believe this was actually happening, but it was, and there’s no turning back now. I opened wide and slipped his cock over my tongue, taking him into my mouth.

“Fuck, that’s nice,” he groaned, his cock pulsating between my lips.

I drooled over his cock as he pushed it forward, sinking deeper into my mouth. I stroked his slippery wet shaft as I sucked on the tip.

“You’re so fucking bad,” he growled, reaching over me and pinching my round ass.

Sucking and slurping his hard cock felt all the more natural. I didn’t want to enjoy it or even admit that I did. It’s just because I'm a woman now right? That’s why I feel this way, it’s not really how I feel. That’s what I told myself anyway, but was it the truth? I couldn’t deny that it was turning me on. My body wouldn’t allow me. The unmistakable wetness forming between my legs said everything that I couldn’t.

“This isn’t the first cock you’ve sucked, is it?” He groaned, thrusting his hips slightly. Actually, it is. Whatever I was doing seemed to be working. I could feel him tense underneath my touch, his balls swelling with cum as they rose.

“Are you gonna cum for me?” I asked, spit sloshing between my fingers as I stroked him faster.

“Fuck yes,” he spoke between his clenched teeth, pulling back slightly. “Just tell me where you want it.”

“I want it right here,” I pointed to my chest, “right on my big juicy tits.” It sure beats having him cum on my face, which was the only other place I could possibly think of. I swallowed his cock back up, gripped his thighs, and bobbed my head back and forth.

The wet smacking and popping of his cock in my mouth echoed in the silent inn. He grabbed a handful of my hair, his eyes tightly shut. That’s it, I know you want to give it to me, just hurry up and do it already.

“F-f-f fuck,” he struggled hard against his growing desire to cum.  And the harder he struggled to fight it the harder I fought to ensure it happened.

“Give it to me already. Give me that big nasty load of cum,” I demanded, stroking his cock harder and faster, holding it over my voluptuous breasts. “You can’t fight it forever.” I gave his thick cock one last lick, then spat on it. I focused all my efforts on the tip, twisting and turning my wrist as I jerked it. I did that which I knew always made me cum, and it sure seemed to work just as well for him.

He hunched forward, planting his hand on my shoulders. I had him… I had him right where I wanted him.

“Do it, cum for me,” I gritted my teeth, the knife’s edge of my hand pounding into his pelvis as I furiously worked his hard cock.

“Okay… okay… I’m ready,” he nodded, eyes shut.

“Yeah?” I slowed down a bit, “Are you gonna throw in a free drink too?”

“Huh? What?”

“I want a free drink, or you’re not cumming.”

“Fine… whatever… Please, just let me cum.”

I was the one smirking this time. It felt damn good getting what I wanted. I spat on his cock and went to work, aiming the tip right between my tits. He gave his hips one last thrust, growling heavily. His throbbing cock released all that had been built up, thick warm cum erupting onto my tits, dripping between my cleavage.

I grabbed a wet rag from off the counter and wiped away the mess he left on my tits. Maybe I should have felt disgusted with myself, but I didn’t. The bartender got to work cooking my meal and preparing my drink. Maybe I did feel a little dirty but not particularly in a bad way.

He wasn’t wrong, he really did make a pretty damn good stew. I never had boar before but my gosh was it delicious. Sitting at the counter I happily enjoyed a bowl of hot stew and a cold drink while the bartender rushed upstairs and prepared a room for me. I was a bit worried he wouldn’t uphold his end of the bargain, however, he really did go above and beyond to ensure my satisfaction. I doubted he treated all his customers this well.

As far as rooms go, I suppose it was the best I could hope for, being in a tiny no-name village in the middle of some otherworldly forest. I had a bed and privacy, clean sheets and he even left a bar of chocolate for me, which in this world does not come cheap.

“If there’s anything else I can get for you, please just let me know,” said the bartender, standing in the doorway to my room.

“This is more than enough, I just need some sleep.”

“You got it. I start cooking two hours after sunrise, so make sure you come down and get yourself something to eat.”

“Yeah, and how much is that gonna cost me?”

“Don’t worry about it. It’s on me. And one more thing, the morning crowd is much friendlier than the two grumps you met last night. Anyway…” He scratched the back of his head nervously, “...goodnight.”

“Yeah, goodnight.”

He shut the door, his footsteps going quiet as he entered a room down the hall.

I had to wonder what was up with the sudden change of personality, all the little niceties. Were men just that easy? Give them a little pleasure and they just end up doing whatever you want? I guess I shouldn’t complain.

I decided to get undressed and removed my Magician’s Garb. It was pretty humid in the room. I moved the outfit from my equipment slot into my inventory watching it vanish almost instantaneously.

I eased myself down onto the bed. The sheets weren’t the softest in the world, but it wasn’t so bad. I unwrapped the bar of chocolate and took a bite, letting it melt in my mouth. Mmm… that’s so good. It had to be at least ninety percent cocoa.

After finishing the bittersweet treat I balled up the wrapped and tossed it on the nightstand. A few drops of chocolate somehow manage to land on my chest. No reason to let that go to waste, I swiped a finger over my chest and breasts, licking the last bit of chocolate off my finger, humming pleasantly to myself.

Alone, catching the first full glimpse of my naked body, curiosity started to get the better of me. As I’m sure it would for any man who found himself in this situation. I was gorgeous, beautiful. I recalled the image of my face reflecting in the river. If I saw myself on campus I’d find myself so intimidating and unapproachable. I was out of my own league.

Like most stressed-out college students, masturbation became a fairly regular habit for me. A sort of nightly ritual. I never really had to give much thought. But for some reason, now I felt I had to convince myself that doing so was okay. I deserve a little relief after the day I had, don’t I? The bartender certainly got his, what about mine? Still, I felt this strange need to ask this woman I was about to touch for consent, even though that woman was me.

I recalled that warm glow that followed after having my nipples pinched. How excited it got me and how wet it made me. It’s totally natural to explore your own body. I cupped my breasts, soft and supple. The first pair of tits I ever touched and they were my own. I teased a finger over each pretty pink nipple, swiping back and forth until they stiffened.

I squirmed on top of the sheets as I pinched and pulled. “Nnnggh, why does it feel so good?” I huffed and sighed, rubbing my thighs together. I had no reason to hide or hold anything back. No one was here to see me, everyone in the inn was probably already asleep. I could let it out, let it all out.

My womanhood wetted itself, my thighs sticky with my juices as I continued to rub them together. I grabbed a pillow and hugged it close to my chest, then eased it down between my legs.

Folding the pillow in half and placing it underneath I straddled on top of it. Thrusting my hips I grinded myself against the pillow, pressing down, applying more pressure. “Oh! Fuck…” I gripped the bedsheets. It was so sensitive, way more sensitive than what I used to have down there.

I had to slow down. Find a different rhythm. The flow of this energy differed from what I was accustomed to. “Mmm, okay… I like that…” The sensation came in waves, each one crashing with a just little more oomph as I pressed harder against the pillow.

Before I knew it that pleasing sensation had taken full hold of me. I vigorously rubbed and grinded, bouncing and shaking as the bed creaked beneath. I continued to play with my nipples as I chased after the feeling growing between my legs.

Mounting higher, I tossed my head back and let everything go. Flooded by the waves of bliss I squealed with delight, quivering on top of the pillow, my juices soaking into the fabric. I clasped my hand over my mouth, maybe I was being just a little bit too loud.

I rolled over flat onto my back. Breathing heavily, chest rising and falling steadily. “Damn… I want to do that again.” Though my mind wanted more of that, never wanting it to end, my body on the other hand needed sleep and soon enough I lost the struggle to keep my eyes open.

I woke up the next morning with the sun shining through the window and directly into my eyes. Normally I would toss the covers of my face and attempt to block out the world as best I could. Not today. I was excited to see where today would lead.

I thought about staying in bed and playing with myself. I really wanted to. However, hunger triumphed over lust. I equipped my Magician’s Garb so as to not entice myself any further. Heading downstairs the smell of bacon and sausage filled and warmed me. Ahh, breakfast, you never change, do you?

The inn was much more alive this morning than it was last night. It’s not so different from staying at a hotel, I thought, if the hotel was in the middle of a monster infested forest, that is. I took a seat at the counter, the bartender rushed back and forth skillfully balancing four plates.

“Good morning, sleep well last night?” He asked.

“Sure did.” I wondered what he would think if he knew just how well I did sleep last night. “You seem pretty busy today, is it just you working here?”

“For now. Why, are you looking to work?”

“Right now I’m just looking to eat.”

“Fair enough,” he smiled, placing a plate of eggs, bread, and sausage in front of me.

I sat at the counter enjoying another well-cooked meal, occasionally watching the bartender as he took care of the other patrons. I realized I didn’t even know his name. I’d have to ask, maybe when he’s not so busy.

I was in much better spirits today. It probably had something to do with last night. In fact, I know it did. While eating I gave some thought to working here. If I was trapped in this world I would need a place to stay, food, gold… something to consider.

However, I had other plans for today. Nate said he’d meet up with me after he finished with classes. I had no idea what time it was, I also had no idea if it was the same time back on campus. So who knows how long I’d have to wait for him. I figured, since I’ve gained a few levels, I could head into the forest and do some leveling on my own. So long as I don’t bite off more than I could chew, sticking to small groups and lower level monsters, I should be fine.

I took the last bite of sausage and cleared my plate. “I’m heading out,” I said as the bartender passed by.

“Oh? Where you going?”

“Into the forest,” I wiped my lips on a cloth napkin.

“I didn’t know I had an adventurer in my midst. You be safe out there, okay? Will I see you again tonight?”

I shrugged, “Maybe.” I pushed my chair back and stood up to leave. I didn’t want to make any promises. The only thing I know about being in this world is, I never know what’s going to happen next.

Standing on the outskirts of the village I decided to check on my stats just to be safe.

Clair Lvl 5

Human

Class: Cleric

HP: 80/80 MP: 120/120

Skills: Light Blast Lvl 5, Quick Heal Lvl 1, Disorient Lvl 1,

Light’s Fire Lvl 1, Seduction Lvl 3, Prostitution Lvl 1

My heart sank. What happened last night, did that really make me a prostitute? Whatever was in charge of granting me new skills seemed to think so. It also thought my name was Claire, so how trustworthy can it really be?

It didn’t bother me all that much. At least it didn’t until I started thinking about Nate. What would he think if he saw that? Would he still want to help me? Would he judge me for it? And why did I care so much if he did? Whatever… it doesn’t change anything.

Blasting mergill’s with Light’s Fire sure helped get my frustrations out. Though it was a lower level, it was far superior for taking out single targets than Light Blast.

I kept near the river and kept to a simple routine. I watched and waited for a single mergill to stray far enough from its pack to attack it without alerting the others. Once I had it in my sights I tossed a hand in the air and summoned a pillar of fire to rain down from the heavens. Instantly igniting a hapless Lvl 2 mergill, roasting it alive. Anyone in the mood for some chargrilled mergill? Personally, I wouldn’t dare, their burning bodies smelled absolutely foul.

With a few more kills under my belt and a few more levels gained I decided to up my game. Time for a new strategy.

I spotted a group of three Lvl 4 mergills gurgling noisily to one another. I kept my distance and readied my attack. I brought a rain of fire down on the first, dealing damage equal to half its total health. The mergills charged in unison, cackling madly. I wasn’t going to run and I wasn’t going to rely on Nate. I stood my ground, I got this.

I switched targets, lighting up the second and then the third with a barrage of heavenly flames. Ignited in flames, the mergills continued to take periodic damage, though they remained undeterred in their pursuit. That’s it, just a little closer… now for my finishing move.

Thrusting my hands out, I shouted, “Fuck off, you slimy bastard.” That never gets old. Okay, maybe it does. A dome of light burst forth in all directions. Like fireworks, the flaming mergills soared high above, taking lethal damage as they crashed down into the river, their bodies slowly drifting along with the current.

“Hell yeah,” I jumped and pumped my fist excitedly in the air. My breasts jiggled with equal excitement. Remind me never to do that around Nate, I blushed.

I continued with these two strategies as I spent most of the morning and the rest of the afternoon grinding away and training my skills. For high level targets, I waited for them to stray from the pack, bursting them down with fire. For lower level groups I drew them in close and then finished them off with a blast.

By the end of my training session, mergill corpses lined and flooded the river. Looking back over the wake of destruction, if I hadn’t already convinced myself this was mostly just a game, I’d probably have to really contend with the questionable morality of my actions.

Clair Lvl 19

Human

Class: Cleric

HP: 165/165 MP: 305/305

Skills: Light Blast Lvl 13, Quick Heal Lvl 1, Disorient Lvl 1,

Light’s Fire Lvl 8, Seduction Lvl 3, Prostitution Lvl 1

Not too bad for a whole day of nonstop training. I was already starting to catch up to Nate. I wondered if he’d be impressed with my improvement but then, I really didn’t want him to see that one other skill I had there.

I sat beneath a tree and rested my back up against the trunk. Where is Nate, by the way? This was the exact spot he logged out from, if he did log back on I figured he’d arrive here. I don’t want to appear needy but… I really do need him. He’s my only contact with the outside world, maybe my only hope of getting out of here. Putting it that way makes it sound like I’m in prison. If I am, as far as prisons go, this place is pretty fun.

Just as my anxiety was about to reach its peak, fearing that Nate was never going to come back for me, a glow of white light danced in the empty space before me. Then Nate appeared.

“Oh, hey,” startled, Nate jumped, armor clanking. “What are you doing out here?”

I stood up, wiping the mergill blood off my thighs, “training.” I kept it short and simple, I didn’t want him knowing I was sitting here waiting for him or anything.

“On your own? You know it can be dangerous to-”

“Pfft, I can handle a few fish on my own.”

“Oh, really?” Nate took a pause to inspect my skills.

My heart beat rapidly in my chest, fearing what he would see amongst my skill list. It’s totally not what you think, it’s… it’s…

“Hmm,” Nate stroked his chin, “not too bad. But you know, as a cleric class, your main job in a group is to provide healing and support. You shouldn’t focus so much on attack skills.”

What the hell is that supposed to mean? I spent all day kicking ass and that’s what he comments on? I suppose it came as a relief that he made no mention of the prostitute skill I acquired.

“I bet I could take you on if I wanted to.” Maybe spending all day slaughtering mergills had gotten to my head, but I was feeling pretty confident in my new abilities.

Nate reached for his weapon, unsheathing the dark blade, pointing it right between my eyes, “Is that a challenge.”

What the fuck! I was just playing around!

A screen prompted within my mind. Nate challenged you to a duel. Accept: Yes/No

“A… duel…?” There was still so much I didn’t understand about this world.

“If you really think you have what it takes to best me in combat then accept. A duel is a safe battle between two agreeing parties. Any damage done to either person or their equipment will be instantly restored when a person's health drops to one and thus ending the duel. And don’t worry, your health can’t drop below one during a duel. So it’s completely safe. Well… it’ll still hurt, but otherwise totally safe.” Nate adjusted his grip, “Still think you have what it takes to beat me?”

“You’re on.” I accepted his challenge and readied myself. It was times like these I wish I had a sword, it’s kind of hard to intimidate your opponent with just your bare hands.

Duel starting in 3…

“Do your best white knight,” I clenched my fists, feeling the magic swell deep within my body in preparation.

2…

“Hmmph,” Nate arrogantly swiped the tip of his nose with his thumb, “you’re gonna wish you leveled your healing when I’m through with you.”

1…

Go!

I casted Light Blast a split second after the match started. Taken by surprise and caught in the blast, Nate was tossed six feet into the air. Crashing down, the ground beneath him gave way under the weight of his heavy armor.

“Ha! Just like blasting mergills.”

“Whatta cheap shot,” grumbled Nate as he pulled himself out of the broken earth. He brandished his sword with a fanciful flourish. He lowered his weapon to hip level, charging straight at me.

He might have me beat in levels but it doesn’t look like he has any ranged attacks. So long as I can keep my distance I just might be able to win this. I dug my heels into the dirt. If three bloodthirsty mergills weren’t enough to scare me off, the head of the anime club certainly wouldn’t be either.

Once more he was within range. Not hesitating I emitted another blast. Nate, anticipating my spell, kept low to the ground. The spell still managed to land, but instead of sending into the air, he slid a few feet back, keeping his feet planted.

“Is that the only spell you’ve got?” He sure was persistent I’d give him that. He prepared to charge again. I didn’t care if it was cheap, I’d do whatever I needed to win.

He was learning. This time, as I let loose another blast, he leaped into the air, evading it all together.

Where did he learn to jump like that? I realized, while I had the range advantage, Nate had an advantage all his own. While he knew every one of my skills, I hadn't the slightest clue what sort of spells and abilities he possessed. Advantage Nate.

He landed behind me, slashing his blade across my back. “Nnn… Fuck!” Immense pain shocked my entire body, warm blood seeping from the gash.

Though I managed to do some damage with Light Blast, it was nothing compared to the amount of damage Nate inflicted upon me. Up until that point I had refused to cast Light’s Fire, it seemed a fair bit too brutal to set someone I would consider an ally on fire. Clearly, Nate did not hold the same reservations. If I truly wanted to win this I needed to give it my all. He won’t die, it’ll just hurt a lot is all.

I had no time to focus on the pain, I let out a blast, shoving Nate back. Quickly, I turned around and followed up with Light’s Fire. Engulfed in flames, sweating profusely, Nate wiped his brow and kept his focus on his target, me.

Slowly, I began to understand his strategy. If I cast my blast too soon he would jump over it, forcing me to dodge a flurry of potential blows. If I cast too late, he’d simply slide back with the force of the blast, keep his composure, and charge once more.

Making tiny adjustments, I kept him at bay. Only on occasion taking a hit on my forearms as I blocked my face and neck.

“I see you’re learning,” the flames licking at Nate’s armor dying down.

“Damn, just how much health do you have?”

“I can do this all day.”

“Yeah? I took Nate’s advice, casting my heal. The wounds on my back and arms regenerated, filling me with renewed vigor, “So can I.”

“Heh, you’re not the only one with a few tricks up their sleeve.”

Nate tossed a hand into the air, an aura of purple light surrounded him. Another skill? As he entered blasting range I sent out a dome of light. Taking the hit Nate wobbled on his feet yet continued on, breaking through the barrier of light. Whatever skill he used, it didn’t prevent him from taking damage but it did prevent him from being affected by the spell’s knockback effect.

No matter what I threw at him, Nate found a way around it. I admired his tenacity, although I also really hated it. Too close for comfort I had no choice but to dodge. I rolled back. Nate leaped into the air, raised his weapon overhead, and thrust the tip deep into the ground. A pillar of earth shot up directly beneath my feet, pounding into me and doing some hefty damage.

Thankfully my legs weren’t broken, though it sure felt like they were. I could heal, but I was running low on mana. If I healed now I would have nothing left to attack with. I got to my feet, struggling to stand. Nate ripped his blade free from the earth.

Bruised and bleeding, I didn’t have much fight left in me. Nate sprinted, aiming for my throat. There’s still one skill I haven’t tried yet. With a lavish wave of the hand, I casted disorient, not fully knowing how it would affect him. Nate stopped in his tracks, spinning around five-hundred-twenty degrees on his heels, and dropped his weapon.

He struggled helplessly to pick his weapon up, fumbling with it constantly as it skidded just out of reach.

“I’ve got you now!” I unleashed an endless flurry of fire, raining spell after spell upon him.

“Arrggh!” The heat looked unbearable, his face redder than the flames themselves. Sweat seeping from every pore, his armor was little more than an oven now. “Fuck it, I don’t need a weapon to finish you off.”

“Wrath Of The Beast!” Nate let out a growl like a tiger, summoning the animal within. Another one of his skills, no doubt. His eyes turned a ferocious yellow, his metal gauntlets shattering, replaced by tiger claws. Digging his claws into the dirt he ran me down on all fours.

Pouncing, Nate shot his claws forward. Putting all his weight and strength into that one attack he pierced my stomach, sinking his claws deep into my flesh. He rammed his shoulder into my chest, knocking me flat onto my back. Straddling me, Nate ripped his claws out of my stomach, taking a chunk of me with them.

You Lose

The words flashed a bloody red in my mind. The pain of near-death subsided as the duel ended and my body and clothing repaired themselves. Nate, leaning over me and pressed between my legs, returned to his original form, but not without roaring his victory first.

Damn, he’s strong. I’m just glad he’s on my side. Maybe I didn’t win, but I hope I was able to prove myself to him. Lost in thought and in those glowing yellow tiger eyes, I didn’t realize how comprising the position the two of us found ourselves in was.

“You’ve gotten pretty strong in just a day,” Nate flashed a proud smile.

“Thanks.” Am… Am I Blushing?

Leaning closer I could feel his warm breath cascading on my chest. “I still won though,” Nate said hastily, pulling back slightly.

“Pfft, whatever.”

He hovered over me for what felt like an eternity, the two of us silent, staring back at one another.

“Y- y- you know you can get off me now,” I said, though I made no attempt to try and force him away.

“Oh… um… right,” Nate jumped to his feet, his eyes darting around, focusing on nothing in particular. “Here, let me,” he offered me his hands, helping me up to my feet. Nate glanced at the ground, rocking back and forth on his heels.

“What?”

“It’s just- Would you like to go treasuring hunting with me?” He blurted out all at once, practically tripping over his words.

“Treasure hunting?” In any other world if someone had asked me if I wanted to go treasure hunting I’d laugh at how childish of an idea that was. Absolutely I do.

When he asked that, it was perhaps the first time I felt the surreality of my being here, in this world. I was starting to fall deeper into the fantasy, it’s not something I can easily put into words. It was just a sense that I had, a noticeable yet all too subtle shift in my perceptions. When a powerful warrior in all black armor asks if you want to go treasure hunting it’s hard not to feel like the chosen heroine in some epic adventure. Even if that warrior is Nate. He’s really not that bad of a guy, but don’t tell him I said that.

I was already on board before he explained to me what treasure hunting would entail, afterward I was all the more excited. Hidden within the forest can be found in various caves. These caves are guarded by high level monsters and usually one or two boss monsters. If we manage to survive and make our way to the end of the cave glorious loot awaits us.

This world also sported dungeons, raids, battlegrounds; all of which were far more dangerous than cave exploring, but offered increased rewards. The two of us, though stronger together, wouldn’t be enough to survive a dungeon, we’d need a full party for something like that. However, treasure hunting didn’t come without risk, and if we wanted to succeed we’d have to give it everything we had.

After a bit of searching and killing any mergills in our path, we arrived underneath a bluff, the shattered stone of a rocky outcrop gave way to the cave’s entrance. Before making our inside Nate traded me a few essentials; health potions, mana potions, and a wooden staff topped with a blue crystal that increased my healing by 5%.

“I really need you to keep an eye on my health,” said Nate as he handed the staff over, “This won’t be like fighting mergills. I can’t do it alone.”

“Understood,” I nodded resolutely. This wasn’t a friendly duel, this was life or death. If we wanted to survive we’d both have to accept and play our roles to the best of our ability.

Nate took the lead, heading into the mouth of the cave as I followed close behind. The air inside the cave was thick, a shiver running up my spine.

“I’ll keep to the front. You head up the rear. You’re free to attack from afar but don’t use up too much mana on attacks, remember to save some in case we need healing. If anything gets by me, just blast them and send them flying back to my position. Got it?”

“G- got it,” I clenched my staff as the wide cave entrance narrowed the deeper we ventured forth.

Screeeech! A shrieking flash of black dove out in front of us. Startled, I jumped back nearly five feet, hugging the staff to my chest.

“What the hell was that?”

“Raaagh,” Nate slashed his sword overhead. A large bat laid at his feet, its black wings curled and twitched.

“Th- that was easy. My frightened trembling subsided.

“That was just a bat, the real danger is up ahead.” Nate pointed down the darkened corridor that led to a room dimly lit by torchlight. “Just stay behind me and you have nothing to worry about,” he reassured me.

My panicked heart went aflutter. It was nice to know that I was protected. That I wasn’t alone in this world. Nate had certainly come a long way from the perv he was when I first met him. Am… am I falling for him? He wasn’t just the goofy head of the anime club to me anymore. He is a warrior. He might not always have the personality of one, but there’s no denying that when push came to shove Nate stood his ground and did what needed doing.

“It’s too bad the roles aren’t reversed, with me as the healer and you as the tank,” said Nate, keeping his voice low and his steps quiet yet sure.

“Why’s that?”

“Because then I can enjoy that perfect view of you from behind.” He stifled a laugh.

I rolled my eyes, not that he could tell. Okay, maybe he didn’t change all that much. Something was changing though. Maybe it was the way I viewed him, or something else, something deeper inside of me. Or maybe I was finally starting to accept my own change, finding a new understanding in this person that I’d become.

As we neared the end of the corridor this horrid raucous squealing echoed off the rocky walls. Growing louder with each step closer, the noise unsettled and disturbed.

“Hold up,” Nate shot his hand back. I imagine he meant to grab my shoulder but instead what happened was he grabbed my boob. The two of us blushed and then shook it off. Now wasn’t the time to scold him. And really, I didn’t much feel like scolding him.

“What is it,” I kept my voice down to a hush, the two of us with our backs against the wall, keeping in the darkness.

“Look,” he nodded toward the room aglow from the torchlight.

I peered over his shoulder, “Uggh… what are those things?” A mass of ten or so hog-like monsters tumbled around the cave floor in some strange ritualistic dance. Their dripping noses turned up each time they squealed and snorted, drool dripping off their tusks. Nasty, fat little creatures.

“Hogheads,” said Nate, scanning the room. “Level twenty to… twenty-eight. Most of their skills appear to be either physical or nature magic based. And by the looks of it… they’re having an orgy.”

“Eww…” I peered once more over his shoulder, both disgusted and curious. What I had mistaken for dancing I clearly now saw was something else entirely. “They’re… they’re…”

“...fucking,” said Nate, filling in the blank and snickering.

“And you want to kill them. Now?”

“Hey, at least they’re distracted, right?”

I placed a hand on Nate’s back, his armor cool to the touch. I wish you didn’t have to wear such heavy armor.

The squealing and grunting showed no signs of stopping. I was disgusted, sure, but more than that I was frightened. There were two of us and ten of them, all of which was a much higher level than what I was used to. Nate looked no less confident. As for me, I was reminded that it’s times like these how precious it is to have someone on your side. Someone real, who you can touch, who you know isn’t going to leave your side.

“Ready?”

I don’t think I can ever truly be ready for something like this. “L- let’s do it.”

Nate rushed into the room, not missing a beat. He drew his sword. Angling his weapon down, he shoved the tip of the blade into the back of a squealing hoghead that “danced,” on top of another. The blade pressed through the creature's hairy back, and through the other's chest, pinning them to the earth. Nate twisted the blade and wrenched it free, a fountain of blood spraying and splattering his armor. That’s gotta be a critical hit.

Two more hogheads attempted to catch Nate from behind. I dove between them and unleashed a blast, the hogheads soared into the cavern wall, falling flat on their pig noses.

“Thanks,” Nate flashed a smile, rushing over to the hogheads as they staggered to their feet. Swift and sure he sliced his blade twice, slashing the back of their necks.

Paying too much attention to Nate and too little to my surroundings a hoghead rammed into my side, gouging me with its tusk.

“You little bastard,” I clutched my ribs and kicked the beast in the stomach. Nate unleashed his Battlecry skill, forcing three hogheads to focus their attacks on him. The two other hogheads remained in the corner, less concerned with their lives and the lives of their pack than they were with “finishing.”

Nate defended himself skillfully. Parrying their attacks and swinging tusks. I called down a rain of fire, singing the hoghead relentless in his pursuit of me. The acrid scent of burning flesh filled the room. Nate landed a few blows, piercing and slicing the thick hide of the enraged hogheads. However, it wasn’t enough to finish them.

“What’s going on, the others died  so easily?” I blasted my target with light, the hoghead crashed into the rocks, picked itself up, and grabbed a torch off the wall.

“We had a damage modifier while attacking them undetected, but they know we’re here now.” He ended the life of one hoghead but the other ducked his sword and fired a bolt of lightning.

“Nate!” I cried out, his body tensed and convulsed, sparks jumping off his armor. He’s practically a conductor for an attack like that.

“Watch yourself!” He called back as he regained the use of his muscles.

I turned to face my opponent. Blinded by the torchlight, I failed to react in time. The hoghead smacked the burning torch across my cheek. Stop. Getting. Distracted. I recoiled in shock, then emitted another blast. Nate, spinning on his heel, sliced open a hoghead, disemboweling it. And then succumbed to another lighting strike.

I had a choice to make, burn down my pursuer or aid Nate. It was an easy choice. I raised my crystal staff, a beam of white light  jumped from the crystal and into Nate. Recovering from the paralyzing lightning, Nate backhanded the hoghead and followed up with a finishing blow. I took another devastating blow from the torch.

Nate rushed to my side. Gripping what was left of the hoghead’s hair, Nate lifted the creature off its feet, roared, then plunged his weapon through the creature’s heart. He lowered his weapon, the hoghead’s corpse sliding off the blade.

Nate loomed over the final two hogheads, both of whom remained entangled with one another and carefree “I suppose there are worse ways to go out.” With the room we cleared we had time to rest and recoup.

“You’re hurt,” Nate placed a hand on my burnt and bleeding cheek.

“It’s nothing,” I said, holding my ribs, my hand-painted in blood.

He traced down my neck and shoulders, taking my hands in his, “I know I said to keep your eyes on me, but not at the risk of yourself. We need to look out for each other, as well as ourselves.”

“I-” I had nothing to say. No sarcastic remarks, no comeback, nothing. I simply bit my lip, holding something back, and nodded.

Nate let his hands slip from mine. We still had a way to go before we cleared the cave. I waved my staff and healed us both, draining the rest of my mana. We sat underneath the torches while I sipped on a mana potion. The blue liquid tasted bitter and yet also refreshing.

Thankfully, we didn’t run into any more packs that large. While still a struggle, taking down three to five hogheads at a time was manageable. We explored the entirety of the cave, winding through the tunnels, sometimes reaching a dead-end and doubling back, slaying hogheads and having, quite literally, a blast doing it.

I took what Nate said to heart. I didn’t want to let him down. Although there was a learning curve, the two of us made a pretty darn good team. Nate expertly navigated the labyrinthine tunnels. If it wasn’t for him I would have just gotten myself lost and probably starved to death in here. We each had something different to offer, either one of us without the other would not have stood a chance.

We slowly crept toward the final room. A large hoghead about four times the size of the others and wielding a massive ax, guarding a wooden chest. Treasure! Glorious, bountiful treasure!

Hoghead (Boss) Lvl 33

Humanoid

HP: 3,164/3,164  MP: 405/405

Skills: ???

Inspecting the creature didn’t provide much useful information, other than the fact that this was going to be a difficult fight. Yet, I didn’t fear. I believed in Nate. I believed in us.

“So, what’s the plan?” Nate asked.

I shrugged, “I was hoping you’d have one.”

Nate scratched his head. “Heading into the room would put us both well within its reach. If we can draw him into the tunnel I don’t think he’d have enough space to get around me, keeping you safe to cast your spells freely. Hit him with some fire, once his focus is on me save your mana for healing and defense. There’s no telling how much damage a hit from a beast like that might do.”

The battle was underway. I casted Light’s Fire, taking the hoghead by surprise and doing critical damage. Nate intercepted the creature's attacks, blocking blow after blow and striking in turn. Nate took small steps back as the hoghead pushed forward into the tunnel.

Without much room, the hoghead couldn’t get a full swing on him, though it still managed to land a few hits. Each time Nate took damage I was there for him, casting a heal and keeping him on his feet. In this way, we kept ourselves safe from any unexpected attacks.

The hoghead, unable to attack at full capacity, switched to a more defensive style, using the magic it possessed to harden its flesh into stone and other damage mitigating tactics. It was a waiting game now. Nate whittled away at his target’s health, slowly but surely the hoghead’s HP ticked closer to zero.

I sent out another heal and then guzzled a mana potion. We’re gonna win this. Easy peasy. And as the thought crossed my mind the hoghead spartan kicked Nate directly in the chest, his armor scraping against the cave floor as he slid in front of me.

“I’m fine,” Nate picked himself up. “Just a few hits and he’s finished.”

The hoghead raised a gnarled paw, wisps of green encircling it. As the wisps danced around the hoghead, its health, little by little, regenerated over time.

“Damn it,” Nate spat. Nate had hoped his small, yet consistent attacks would, over time, bring the monster's health to zero. Its regeneration skill negated any hope of that. 

“What if we attack it together? We might be able to outpace its healing,” I offered.

The hoghead stomped down the tunnel, the cave shaking, pebbles falling from the ceiling.

“No. We can’t risk not having any heals,” he tossed his sword aside. Nate raised his hands out front, “Leave the damage dealing to me. I won't be able to defend myself, I’ll need you for that… I’m going to end this.”

I knew what came next, having been on the receiving end of it. There was no limit to the damage Nate could do once he took on the Aspect Of The Tiger. Without his weapon, however, he had no way of blocking any incoming attacks.

Nate’s roar reverberated off the tunnel walls and ceiling. Down on all fours he charged after the hoghead leaving a plume of dirt and debris in his wake. The hoghead lifted its might ax. Thinking on my feet I casted disorient. The hoghead spun around and dropped its weapon.

Nate pounced. His claws sinking into the creature’s thick hide, Nate snarled, biting clawing, rending, and tearing chunks of flesh. The hoghead squealed in pain, taking more damage than its regeneration could keep up with. Blood spattered onto the walls. Nate snapped his jaw shut, biting down on the hoghead’s neck. Enthralled by his growing rage Nate went completely wild and animalistic. A total beast in every regard. Nate tore through skin and muscle leaving nothing but a carcass of blood and bone behind.

Nate looked over his shoulder, breathing rapidly, staring at me with those wild eyes. My heart thumping, not out of fear but out of desire. He did as he promised, he kept me safe. We both did.

“It’s… it’s over,” said Nate, out of breath.

“Not quite, we still have to claim our treasure!”

We stepped over what little of the hoghead remained and entered the treasure room. The chest was aglow in golden light, marking our victory.

“Let’s open it together,” said Nate.

We knelt down in front of the chest and pried the lid open. A whimsical tune filled the room as we stared wide-eyed at the bounty before us.

“Wow! That’s a lot of gold.” I was in awe. Go on, Nate. Just say it. Say I won’t have to prostitute myself anymore. But he never did make mention of it, that just isn’t the type of man that he is. The only person it concerned was me. And upon realizing that, the thought and feeling faded, never to return.

Nate collected the gold and traded me half. Two-hundred-fifty pieces each. At the bottom of the chest was a tiara made of gnarled roots entwined around emerald gems.

“Ah! This one must be for you…  Allow me,” Nate offered, raising the tiara over my head.

I bowed my head slightly, graciously receiving his gift to me.

“You look-” Nate stopped himself, knowing in the past how much I disliked the compliments.

“It’s okay, you can say it.”

Nate smiled, his eyes shining bright, “Beautiful.”

I lunged at him, wrapping my arms around his broad chest. I squeezed harder, wishing to feel him pressed against me.

“Ugghh…”

“What, what is it? I’m sorry if-”

“It’s your armor… don’t you ever take it off!”

Piece by piece Nate unequipped his armor, “I never really had much of a reason to, if I’m logged in, I’m fighting monsters.”

“Well, now you have a reason,” I nuzzled into his strong arms.

Underneath Nate wore a basic tunic and cotton pants, both of which were soaked in sweat. I didn’t mind though, I kind of liked it. And that scent... Something about it really had me going.

Holding me close, Nate stroked my hair, the two of us wistfully in thought as we listened to the silence. Perhaps neither one of us knew what was to come next, or maybe we both knew and wanted the same thing. I couldn’t deny my attraction toward him, not after everything that happened, Nate putting his life on the line to keep me safe. And I didn’t have to question Nate’s, he made it glaringly obvious how he felt every chance he got. I guess that means the next move is mine to make.

I could spend all night asking myself if I was ready. But what would be the point of that? Questioning wouldn’t get me anywhere, only action can. It was about time I acted on these primal instincts of mine, and I’m not talking about waging war on rival monster clans.

“I want to thank you,” I said, sinking deeper into his lap, placing my palm underneath his chin, and stroking the side of his face.

“Not necessary, a warrior acts out of honor, not for a reward.”

“That’s not… you dummy… I’m trying to be sexy.”

“Oh.” His face dropped, “OHHH,” his face lit up. I think he got it that time.

“Yeah, oh…” I walked my fingers over his broad shoulder, ran my hands along his chest. Farther and farther down until I had my hand over his trousers and between his legs.

“You don’t have to try to be sexy. You just are, like all the time.”

I blushed at his sweet and silly words.

“Do you really mean that?” He makes plenty of flirtatious comments, but I’ve never been flirted with before and it’s hard to know if he’s serious or not.

“Of course I do,” said Nate, the way he spoke left little room for any doubt.

I brushed my hand over the front of his trousers, over and then around what he had hidden underneath. If there was any doubt, his cock, hard from my touch, certainly expelled any left.

“Is this okay?” I asked, wrapping my fingers around his hard shaft.

“Mmhmm,” Nate nodded, slightly tense.

I stroked his cock up and then down in slow twisting motions. Nate let out a heavy exhale, his warm breath on my neck, his tension easing.

“It’s okay if you want to touch me too,” I said, a little shy, a little red in the face.

Nate started at my hips, then worked his way up my curves, stopping at my breasts. “I don’t believe it.”

“What’s that?” His gentle squeeze caused a pleasant little shiver.

“How a woman as beautiful as you can be attracted to someone like me.”

I giggled at that, I guess we both still needed to work on our confidence a bit. When it came to fighting for our lives there was very little hesitation in our actions. Yet when it came to love, nothing could scare us more.

There was however one last thing on my mind that I needed to say before this could go any further. And I so desperately wanted it to go further. The more I touched and played with his cock, the more he teased my breasts, I just couldn’t resist.

“You know… I’m not a woman… not really…” It was hard to get the words out, the second hardest thing in this room. Nate of course did already know that, but it wasn’t something we really spoke of.

“Are you sure?” He asked.

I wasn’t quite sure what he meant by that. “What do you mean? You’ve seen me in the real world, you know what I look like.”

Nate chuckled, “You still don’t think this world is real? After all you’ve been through, after all you’ve felt?” He pinched my nipples, the sweet lovely glow of his teasing illuminated my being. “I’ve been watching you since you came into this world. At no point did you ever appear uncomfortable with who you are. All I know is, I really like you, regardless of who or what you may or may not be.”

Behind all his goofiness, and love of fantasy, there was sincerity. The sort of sincerity that is not easily found in any world, real or unreal. And that’s all that really mattered to me. Maybe I didn’t fully quite know who I was yet, but I wouldn’t want to go on this exploration of self-discovery with any other person. That much, I was certain.

“Nate…” I stared deeply into his eyes.

“Yeah?” He stared back into mine.

“I want you… all of you.” My poor heart pounded as I waited for his response.

“I want you too.”

Nate, sifting through my hair, pulled me in and pressed his lips to mine. No amount of victorious battles or pilfered treasures compared to the taste of his lips on mine. I opened my mouth and let him slip his tongue inside. Kissing me, Nate eased me onto my back. Before I knew it he was on top of me, his stiff cock pressed between my legs.

The kissing didn’t stop. Each time he pulled away for a breath of air I pulled him back in, not letting go. Nate lowered my shoulder straps, sliding the top half of my outfit down, exposing my lush breasts. The next time he pulled away I let him, I knew how badly he wanted to see them.

“Fuck!” He shook his head in disbelief, his cock pressing harder against me.

He dove back in for another kiss, pecking my lips. He stopped at my neck; kissing, nibbling, sucking.

“Oh god…” I arched my back, pressing against him, grinding my hips. He kissed my collarbone, the top of my chest, and then wrapped his lips around my nipple. I shivered as he sucked, I squirmed as he sucked.

I reached down in between us, sneaking a hand underneath his trousers. As I gripped his cock Nate throbbed with excitement. His mouth worked wonders, eliciting moans from deep within me. As I stroked the length of Nate’s thick shaft, unlike with the bartender, I happily indulged myself with the size of it. It didn’t make me feel insecure, I was thrilled. Thrilled to be the one holding and playing with it.

Slick precum dribbled out of the tip of his cock. Making good use of it, I spread his precum around the tip and shaft, slipping and sliding my palm up and down in a slow consistent rhythm. Nate, however, wasn’t the only one showing such signs of excitement. As his tongue danced and flitted about my nipples I gushed for him, soaking my bottoms.

That tongue of his didn’t stay in one place for too long. He explored a bit lower, lowering my outfit a bit farther, tickling my slender tummy. Pausing at my waist he glanced up at me, without having to say a word. I nodded, biting my lip, anticipating the inevitable.

Nate removed my clothing the rest of the way, tossing them aside. He pressed against my thighs and spread my legs. He kissed between my legs, and then kissed again. His lips glistened as he parted. Though he couldn’t stay away for long. He gripped my thighs, and with his sweet tongue, he licked between my juicy slit.

I clutched a fistful of his hair, locking my legs around his. A tightness in my core built up inside of me each time his tongue passed over my clit. I gushed, I squirmed, my voice echoed growing louder and louder.

“Nnngh… Fuck!” Too much… so much… and so good. Overwhelmed, I pushed him away, shivering as my legs snapped shut. I laid there succumbing to the periodic spasms of ecstatic pleasure.

Nate, his lips brushing against my ear and his fingers twirling my hair whispered, “Damn, you’re so sexy… just let it out… that’s it…” His words alone cause another jolt of electric excitement to wash over me.

Caressing my thigh, Nate waited patiently by my side as I panted and recollected a bit of myself. Though the intense waves of bliss receded, my desire for him had not. I needed to see this to its absolute end.

I took hold of Nate’s tunic, lifting up and over his head. His chest was scarred from battles of the past. Perhaps from a time before he had the protection of his armor or the aid of an unyielding ally. I brushed my fingertips over the scars, too many to count. His skin was warm, inviting. I hugged him, pressing my chest against his. Once more our lips found each other. Insatiable, constantly hungering for another taste.

Nate removed his trousers and pulled me into his lap. His hard cock pressed against my slit, sliding in between as we rubbed against each other. His hand slid down my back, grabbing my hips and ass he lifted slightly. Nate teased the tip around and then lowering me, eased himself inside.

“Nnngh…” I gripped his shoulders, digging my fingers into his muscles as I sank down the length of his shaft. Settling down, I panted, adjusting to the size of his cock as it stretched me open.

“Oh god,” Nate growled, his teeth clenched, “That feels so good.”

I held his handsome face in my hands and kissed his lips. Good, I want you to enjoy this.

I lifted and lowered, sliding up and then down the length of his shaft, enjoying every inch that Nate had to offer. With both hands on my ass, Nate guided my movements, controlling the rhythm. He had me bounce and grind, my clit rubbing against his pelvis, my lush body jiggled with every subtle shift. And when it became too much, the pleasure almost unbearable, he slowed down, taking a moment, wanting it to last.

With my legs wrapped around his back, and his arms wrapped around mine, Nate lowered me to the ground and rested on top of me. With the weight of his body pressing down on me, his limbs entwined with mine, I felt so safe and secure.

Nate, looking into my eyes, his hold on me tightened as he pumped his hips. And I tightened around him, squeezing him farther in. Wordless groans and bestial grunts were the only sounds he could form. His need and desire moved ever closer to their peak.

“I- I can’t hold it back any longer,” sweat dripped down his chest, another heavy thrust followed.

“Then don’t,” I pressed against his back, keeping him close. “Let it all out… I want it… I want it all…”

Nate grinned. My body shook. I clawed at his back. A little faster. Then a final thrust. Our sweaty and frictionless bodies met, Nate, holding me in his arms as he gave into the release. Throbbing as he came, Nate filled me with the essence of his being.

We laid like that, locked into one another, for who knows how long. We didn’t speak, we hardly moved, we simply rested, needing nothing more than to know the other was there.

Eventually, Nate slid out, rolling off and allowing me to cuddle sweetly in his arms. I didn’t want this day to end but… “I’m guessing you’re gonna have to log off soon…”

“Why would I have to do that?”

“Because, you still have class tomorrow, responsibilities back in the... other world,” I stopped myself before saying ‘real.’

“I think I can miss a day of class. I want to spend this night with you, every moment of it.”

“Should we get a room in the village then? It would surely beat sleeping in a cave.” Not that I had anything against the cave, mainly because it was where he had finally gotten to know each other. But as far as a good night’s rest goes, it certainly wasn’t ideal.

Returning to the inn with an inventory full of gold, Nate and I really splurged. Food, drinks, and lots and lots of chocolate. After having our fill we got ourselves a nice room and a nice bed. The bartender didn’t seem all too happy about it, but dropping a bag of gold on the counter and paying for the next few weeks in advance sure cheered him right up.

Although my original intentions were to have a comfy bed for the two of us to sleep in, we were a tad bit too busy to get much sleep. After another round and sapped of all his energy, Nate was the first to pass right on out into a deep sleep. Out of curiosity, I checked my stats one last time before following suit. Of all the levels I gained and skills I learned from our cave exploration none of them really mattered to me except for one… Partnership Level 10.
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