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Chapter 1

I was going through some of my old things, pulling boxes upon boxes out of the attic, looking through all the relics of my past. I reached into one of the boxes and pulled out my old deck of Arcane Wonder cards. I used to love playing with my brother. We would spend all our time at our grandparents’ house with nothing better to do than find ourselves locked in battle, slinging magical spells and summoning massive allies to fight by our side, I usually lost. I always constructed my deck around the element of nature, even when doing so wasn’t in my favor. I just loved playing fairies and druidic spellcasters, fighting for the side of the living earth. My brother on the other hand always played to win. Picking and choosing which cards best suited his deck, not so much to tell a narrative or roleplay as a certain character, but simply to crush his opponent. And he did, almost every single time. But that made my few victories all the sweeter, rejoicing at the rise of nature, and claiming the forest back from his iron grip.

Just thinking about it had me filled with a sense of bittersweet nostalgia, yearning for the days that have longed passed. My brother was states away with a wife and family of his own, headlong into his career. Yet here I was still trying to hold onto what once was, losing myself in the fantastical, forgetting real life for a moment and taking part in a story much larger than I could ever hope to find anywhere else. With that said, I was putting off starting my career, I just had a hard time wrapping my head around spending the rest of my days locked in an office, devoid of imagination, surrounded solely by numbers and spreadsheets, as would be expected of me.

I shuffled through the cards, each one feeling so right in my hands. I laid them out, soaking myself in the beautiful artwork of each card, painstakingly designed to elicit feelings of ancient wonder. I fingered the ‘Goddess Of The Forest’ card, this one was always one of my favorites. A sensuous woman, clothed in such a way that revealed her busty chest and long slender legs, graced the card and was quite the welcomed shock to my once young mind. To think a drawing could manage to make a younger me swell with such feelings of desire. I had to protect her and her forest at all costs. Using the aid of her beast familiars and prancing dryads to fight off the encroachment of all the other elements. She was my Helen of Troy, the reason I waged battle those summer days off from school.

I was much older now, about to graduate university, and it felt like forever since I let such fanciful and fruitless ideas proliferate within my mind. It was nice to imagine in this way again. I shuffled the cards together and brought them out of the attic with me. It’s been years since I went to the comic shop with my brother. I knew it was still there, I passed by each day, though hardly ever seeing a soul enter. I wanted to buy another pack of cards, I can’t say why exactly, just for old times sake I suppose. My own way of trying to keep pleasant memories alive.

I went outside and decided to walk to the shop, just as my brother and I had always done, too young to drive. It wasn’t far and the sun shone warmly on my skin. A perfect day for a walk and to simply enjoy being outside. If only I could be back in that world of Arcane Wonder, then instead of squirrels picking at trash as they ran across the street I would see owls shrieking as they dove through the trees, majestically pinning down their next meal, following the natural order, the circle of life. This smog-filled town scarred right through any such possibility. Did our town always look this dingy? Or was I just too young and idealistic to notice it before?

I entered the comic shop, and except for me, the place was empty. I decided to take a look around. And although a lot of this town has changed this place seemed to be locked in time, almost exactly how I remembered it. Shelves lined with hero comics and Japanese manga. That one corner of the store, curtained off, where they kept the hentai. I remember pacing back and forth before the curtain, trying to sneak a peek at the seductive covers of big breasted women. Thanks to the internet, I had now seen far more intensely sexual images than these. Had such overindulgence made me numb to what once so easily excited me. The thought of it sort of saddened me. Here I was, an adult, able to fulfill this old fantasy of mine, of knowing what really hides behind this curtain, and yet it lacked excitement.

I stepped behind the curtain, drawings of wide-hipped, bare-breasted, and voluptuous women were pictured on every cover. Human women, monster girls, tentacles. Sexy catgirls with their tongues hanging out of their mouths while their breasts were roped in bondage. I picked one up from off the shelf and flipped through its pages. This one was about two futa women from space who crashed landed on earth. A futa is a type of hermaphrodite, to put it bluntly; a sexy woman with a cock.

I heard the jingling of a bell, and a voice shouted, “Hey, did someone come in?”

I shut the pages of the book and tucked it under my arm, stepping out from behind the curtain, “yeah, sorry, I was just browsing,” I said.

“No need to apologize, just let me know if you need anything,” he said.

I looked the man up and down, he looked familiar. Then it hit me, this was the same guy who worked at the shop all those years ago. Although he must have been around forty now. I used to think he was so cool back then. He wore ripped jeans and black clothing, he had gauges in his ears too, which completely blew my mind, at that time no one in our town had them. But looking at him now, it sort of saddened me. He looked like any old otaku with nothing else to do but watch anime. I couldn’t help but think this might have been less of his fault and more of the fault of working in a dying industry. Hardly anyone needed to buy comics from a store anymore, it was much easier to get what you’re after online. Even most card games had all been relegated to the realm of the internet.

The initial feeling of embarrassment of being caught browsing hentai washed away from me as I looked at him, I no longer felt so judged. Clearly, this wasn’t a man who had any reason to judge others based on appearances.

“Will?” I asked, wanting to make sure it was actually him.

He looked at me puzzled for a second and then replied, “Miles?”

“Yeah!” I laughed.

“Wow, I haven’t seen you or your brother in years, how have you two been?”

“Good,” I said, following him to the checkout. “Mark’s an accountant now, has a family and everything.

“And you?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “I’m not really sure what I’m doing.”

“I feel that. This place isn’t quite as popular as it used to be,” he said.

“I noticed,” I said, taking a look around the empty store. Will looked a bit downtrodden, bummed out by the whole thing. I shouldn’t blame him though. Comics and fantasy, that was his life. Unfortunately life in this town moved on without him.

“So what brings you here?” Will asked.

“Right, I was wondering if you still sold Arcane Wonder cards. I’m feeling nostalgic.”

Will reached behind the counter and pulled out a dusty old box of individually wrapped booster sets. “Take as many as you’d like, half-priced.”

“Really? Thanks,” I snagged a handful of packs and placed them on the counter, “this should do,” I said. Will rang the packs up and placed them in a bag. “This too, I guess,” I handed over the hentai I had kept tucked under my arm.

“Viral Space Futas,” mouthed Will, reading the title, “It’s okay, kind of shitty of the author to leave it on such a cliffhanger though. Don’t think there’s any plans for a follow-up,” he remarked. The way he flipped and looked through the pages really gave me the creeps. Way to pervy for my taste. I just wanted him to hurry up and place it in the bag.

I grabbed the bag from off the counter and nodded my farewell to Will and headed for the door.

“Hold on,” said Will.

I stopped and turned to face him.

“I’ve got something for you. There’s not many people left who know how to appreciate the physical material. Cards, books, figures, it’s all being replaced by computers,” Will pulled a small box out from under the counter, “It’s called Raw Magik, a practically unknown card game from Tibet. It’s gonna blow your mind. Just don’t tell anyone where you got it.”

I grabbed the box from Will and shoved it into the bag, “cool, thanks,” and with that, I left the shop. Probably not to return anytime soon, Will started to give me the creeps.

Once home I tossed the bag of loot on the bed and started opening the packs of Arcane Wonder I purchased. I knew there was little chance I would ever find anyone to play with, but I was interested to see if there was anything in there I could add to my nature deck, just for the fun of it. Most of what I unwrapped was of no use to me, but there were a couple of forest nymph cards that piqued my interest. Hypersexual creatures nymphs are. The most intimate parts of their bodies clothed only by a few petals and leaves. Always to be found dancing and playing with one another. Playing rather intimately that is. They would serve well under my Goddess Of The Forest.

I glanced over the box Will handed to me before I left, and other than the words ‘Raw Magik’ embossed in gold lettering, I couldn’t make out what the rest of the box said, it was written in some other language. I tossed the box aside for now and grabbed the hentai. Requiring a bit more stimulation than what a couple of forest nymph cards had to offer me. I’ll spare the details of what exactly occurred during my little reading session, but suffice to say those pages managed to get a little sticky. Futas, who knew, eh? Maybe I shouldn’t have been so hard on Will, there is a perv in all of us after all.

Afterwards; I ate, drank, and I got ready for bed. All in all, that is to say, I was in for another night of abject boredom. As I laid down for bed I picked up the box of ‘Raw Magik,’ it couldn’t hurt to take a look inside. I opened the box and pulled out the contents. Inside was a single blank card, with nothing but a border around it, where there would usually be an image and stats were instead empty. Besides the blank card, inside was what looked like a small manual of, I’m guessing, instructions. I flipped through the pages hoping to find an English translation inside but I found none.

“Yeah, thanks a lot Will,” I muttered, “What the hell am I supposed to do with this?” I flipped the card around in my hands. On the back was the inscription; Om Tare Tuttare Ture Soha Om, I read this aloud feeling the embossed lettering beneath my fingertips.

I flipped the card back over, strange energy emitted from it, seeping through my fingers and entering into my very core. On the topmost blank space, appearing in deep black ink was my name; Miles. The blank picture box swirled with color, starting to form an image. The color from my fingers dripped onto the card as I felt a part of my being pulling away from my body and toward the card. My heart pounded as panic set in on me. I tried dropping the card, tried shaking it off, but it appeared adhered to my flesh. I closed my eyes tightly, my body folding in on itself, being pulled through a conduit about the diameter of a penny.

The strange sensation passed as quickly as it came on. The ground beneath me did not feel like home, not at all like my room. I was afraid to open my eyes, afraid to see what had just occurred to me. I curled my toes, dirt. There was dirt underneath me, no doubt about it. I couldn’t remain blind for the rest of my life, I opened my eyes. Sparkling moonbeams shone through trees, spotlighting the dance of fireflies. I was in a completely unknown world. Lost in a forest, surrounded by trees. And worse than that, it was night, and there’s no telling what kind of creatures stalked these woods.

My body was clothed in what looked to be a simple peasant’s tunic and trousers. It did not offer much in the way of protection against the elements, both the seen and unseen. In the distance, standing in the center of a large moonbeam, was the silhouette of what looked to be a woman moving about gracefully around a large sphere. I approached the woman with care, uncertain of who she might be, whether friend or foe.

I entered into the light, which attracted not only myself but the fluttering of insects. The woman stopped her dance and turned. She looked around for a moment and then fixed her gaze on me.

“A bit off, but looks like you made it all the same,” she said.

“Excuse me?” I said, perplexed by the whole situation.

“I suppose my summoning prowess isn’t what it used to be. Then again, I never had to summon for someone across worlds,” she said. Whoever she was, she was quite the vision of ecstasy. Slender with a large natural bust, a sheer white robe draped loosely over her shoulders that moved in the wind with each step she took. As she came nearer I could see her stiff nipples poking visibly through the practically see-through fabric of her dress. I tried not to stare, my face reddened with embarrassment at the thought of being caught looking.

“A bit scrawny for a hero,” she said, lifting my arms in the air by the wrists.

“I’m sorry?” I said, snatching control of my arms away from her, “but who exactly are you?”

“Me? I’m one of the five Priestesses Of The Moon, but you can call me Elara, the one who brought you here.”  I didn’t have the heart to tell her she was not the one who brought me here. But I figured it was best to let her believe I was the hero she so desired to summon for now.

With that, I did my best to recall the last few moments of my life. How could it be possible that she was the one who summoned me here? I thought it had something to do with the blank card I had received and the words I chanted. Or was it by some other magic far outside the reaches of my understanding, and through some synchronistic happening across two worlds, the two of us coalesced into this chance meeting, bringing about a cohesive narrative from two previously unrelated events? This was all too much for me, if it wasn’t for the fresh night air, the whole thing would have me doubled over, vomiting my dinner. There was something peaceful, something tranquil about this forest, that helped keep my meal where it belonged.

“So then Elara, tell me why exactly you summoned me here?” If in Elara’s world, my arrival was by her own willpower, then surely she must have a very good reason for calling me here.

“The forests are in danger. Darkness threatens to wilt all that we hold dearly to our hearts. Those of us who call this forest home, we are in danger. And are you not a proud member of the great Druids Of The Order.”

I burst out with laughter, holding my side. Druids Of The Order, what a stupid name. It was the name of the clan I would roleplay with when playing Arcane Wonder with my brother. I don’t know where this Elara got her information from, but she was about to be very disappointed.

“What is it? What’s so funny?” Asked Elara. “I’ve seen in my scrying of what you can do, taking the shape of all sorts of magnificent beasts.”

“I’m really sorry, but I have no magic,” I said.

Elara pouted, “I thought it might be the case that your magic might not transfer along with you. But still, you have the heart of a druid, you can learn in this world, just as you did in your own.”

I brought my palm to my face, was she really this dense. Yet her innocence had, in a way, won me over.

“Look, I just don’t think I can be of much help to you,” I said.

Elara’s eyes started to water, a pang stung my heart at the sight of her sadness. I didn’t want to hurt her, but what could I do?

Elara slapped her hands on my chest, looking into my eyes, “please… the other priestesses might not believe in you… you might not even believe in you… but I do, okay. I know you can help us, I just know it,” she sobbed into my shoulder. She nuzzled herself against my body, I could feel her nipples grazing across my skin, I reddened, and pulled her off, holding her by the wrists at arm’s length.

“Alright alright, I’ll do what I can. But I know nothing about the… eh… the magic of this world, you might need to help guide me for some time until I find my resolve,” I said.

Elara reattached herself to me, “Thank you, thank you, Miles, Of The Order.” Elara squirmed her body against mine, her voluptuous breasts rubbing against my chest.

I slunk out of her grasp, I’ve never met a woman this touchy before, “Yeah yeah, don’t mention it.” I was totally screwed, I knew nothing about being a druid. But it couldn’t hurt to play along for Elara’s sake, could it? I just didn’t want to see her upset again, tears streaming down that innocent face. It was too much to handle. I don’t like crying. Elara grabbed the hefty orb off the pedestal in the center of the light, and shrunk it down to fit in the palm of her hand.

“Here,” said Elara, handing me the orb.

“What is this?”

“It’s a scrying orb, duh. It will connect you with and allow you to see what goes on in this world and others.”

I rolled the orb over in my hands and then placed it into my pocket.

“Follow me,” said Elara. We left the moonbeam circle and headed through the forest. Other than the occasional shine of moonlight breaking through the dense foliage it was pitch black.

“So where are we headed exactly?” I asked.

“Our temple isn’t too far from here. That’s where I and the other servants of the moon reside. Of course you won’t be able to stay in the temple tonight. As you are not yet official,” said Elara. She grabbed my cheek and pursed my lips, “Sorry, but that’s protocol.”

“Stop that,” I said, swatting her hand away, “It’s fine, after the night I had I could sleep anywhere.”

The temple was magnificent, a stone construct of pure white with fantastic stained glass with depictions of all sorts of creatures; Dryads prancing, Nymphs bathing, wolves howling.

“This is where you’ll be staying for the night,” said Elara, pointing to a small tent outside the temple. “I set it up just before I came to find you. I know it’s not much but…. But I could stay with you if you want.” Elara gazed at me with her large round sparkling eyes, practically begging to join me for the night.

I cleared my throat, “No no, that’s alright, I could use some time alone to think.”

“Okay…” Elara pouted seemingly disappointed. This one was really attached to me. Though I have a feeling she’s more attached to the false idea of this great druid she thinks I am, than to who I actually am. It would be wrong to let her get so attached, I’m not what she thinks I am.

I crawled inside the tent, there were sheets and pillows, just enough for sleeping and nothing more. Alone in the tent, I removed my shirt, the tunic was not exactly comfortable, it itched a lot. And the trousers were not much better. I started to lower my pants when suddenly Elara poked her head into the tent.

“Is there anything I can get you?” She asked.

“What- No! Go, I’m fine,” I said, quickly picking my trousers back up, hoping she didn’t get a glimpse of anything. No sense of personal boundaries in that one at all.

“Okay,” Elara gave me a wink and pulled her head out of the tent, finally leaving me in peace. It looks like the pants will have to stay on for the rest of the night.

The chirps of crickets and the hooting of an owl were the only sounds to keep me company as I sat up in my tent, too excited to fall asleep. I had so many questions and no answers. I pulled the orb from out of my pocket.

‘What the hell is going on,” I mumbled. The orb began to glow and the clear glass grew cloudy, swirling with a blue haze. I stared intently into the object, mesmerized by the shifting colors. Words and images began to take shape in the orb:

Name: Miles

Class: Druid

Equipment: None

Spells: None

Description: His lack of awareness of his own charisma makes it easy for him to form bonds with others.

Health: 100/100

Current Location: Temple Of The Moon

So I really was inside of some game then. Yet this world felt all too real to just be some game. The earth beneath my feet was solid. Elara was solid, I could feel her touch, feel her emotions. There’s no way this was just some game, it couldn’t be.




Chapter 2

“Wake up sleepy head…”

I blinked my eyes open, staring up into the large bust of Elara, her legs straddled over my hips. Her hands had my arms pinned to the ground. The weight of her body pressed down on my cock.

“Wake up, wake up, wake up,” she repeated, shifting her weight, unaware that she was grinding herself against my cock.

I tossed her off of me, Elara wrestled with me, holding on, my body flipping on top of hers. She smiled at me, grinning with delight, “good you’re awake.” I picked myself up off her and grabbed my tunic, placing it on and brushing myself off.

“Yeah, I’m awake”

“Come on, I want you to meet the others.”

We entered the grand hall of the temple. I took a look around, a few men and women were diligently at work cleaning the floors and wiping down the large stone statues of mighty robed figures. In the center, beneath the skylight, stood two women.

“See I told you he would come,” said Elara to the two woman. “Miles, this is Selene,” she motioned to the woman on the left. Selene was tall with long curly blonde hair that tressed down the entire length of her back. She wore a light blue robe that covered most of her body. “And this is Titania,” she said of the other. Titania stood out from the other two. She had a deep scowl on her face, as if she was constantly mad at something or someone. And her manner of dress was unlike theirs as well. She wore practically nothing. Only the most intimate parts of her body were covered by black lace, her lips and hair were equally a deep raven’s black.

“He doesn’t look like much,” said Titania.

“Don’t say that!” Squealed Elara, “He’s a great druid... well he will be, once he finds his magic here.”

“Delighted to meet you,” said Selene, “Miles, right?” she offered me her delicate hand, which I took in mine.

“I thought you said there were five priestesses. Where are the other two?” I asked. The three of them looked saddened by my words.

“That is why our friend Elara here has placed so much hope in you. They’ve been captured,” said Selene.

“...Or worse,” said Titania.

“Don’t say that!” Remaked Elara.

“I can see by the hope that remains on his face that you have not yet showed him. Go on Elara, show our guest the truth,” added Titania.

“What is she talking about?” I asked.

“Come with me,” said Elara, grabbing hold of my hand and leading me out of the temple through the back.

We walked a bit through the forest and came to a river. Or what was once a river. The water ran black. I knelt before it and placed my hand in. Removing my hand, it was coated in a dark sludge. Upon closer inspection I could see dead fish floating on top the river, bloated and disfigured. I shook my hand and wiped it on the grass. The trees and bushes, in fact all the plants that surrounded the river had wilted and died. A scar of death ran through the forest both ways, as far as I could see.

“What happened?” I asked.

“Necromancy…” uttered Elara, “Life here is being profaned by a dark magic,” her voice became solemn, not like her usual chipper self. “Someone is killing off all we have been tasked with caring for. Raising them from the dead.”

“But why?”

“Power… Control, a distrust or disdain for the natural order of things,” said Elara, “but that’s okay! Because we have you now, I just know you can help us.”

Elara seemed so certain, but I wasn’t so sure I could be of any help. I didn’t want to tell her this. I didn’t want to let her down. She held tightly to my hand as the two of us watched the dead river slowly flow. I gave her hand a light squeeze in return, hoping to comfort her a bit. She did at the very least deserve that.

A rustling came from the brush on the other side of the river. I let go of Elara’s hand. Listening intently. She did not take notice of the sound. Wandering a bit down the river. Then came a guttural howl, a wretched roar that sounded with a mix of vomit and iron. Something dashed out of the woods, leaping over the river toward Elara. I watched, stunned and immobile. Elara fell to the ground. A decaying wolf hovered over her body, it’s flesh hung from its skeleton, boils and blood seeped and popped from its rotting hide. The wolf gnashed its teeths at Elara, who put a desperate arm up to try and ward it off. I had to do something, I couldn’t just stand there. But what could I do? I was just as helpless and unarmed as Elara. The wolf growled and clawed at her dress.

I grabbed the largest branch I could find and rushed toward Elara and the wolf. I swung with all my might, slamming the branch into the wolf’s head. The wolf stumbled back and fixed its sights on me instead.

“Fuck me,” I muttered. The wolf lowered itself, ready to pounce. I widened my stance and braced myself. The wolf lifted itself by its hindlegs, leaping into the air and pouncing at me.

“Fuck you,” I screamed, thrusting the branch like a spear into the underbelly of the wolf. The branch pierced through the soft stomach of the wolf and snapped in two. The wolf went limp, collapsing onto the ground, breathing heavy with its tongue hanging out of its mouth. I took the broken half of the branch, closed my eyes, and shoved it through the eye of the wolf. Elara rushed over and embraced me. Showering my cheeks in tiny kisses.

“You saved me, see I knew you were a hero,” she said.

“Enough of that,” I said, moving my face, trying to dodge her affection. I didn’t feel like much of a hero. I felt scared and worried. Elara knelt before the corpse and pulled the branch out of its chest. She reached her hands into the wound, rummaging around its insides, and pulled out a black infested heart.

“Just in case. So it won’t rise again,” Elara handed me the heart.

“What am I supposed to do with this?” Blood dripped down my arms.

“Bring it to the temple to purify, as an offering to the spirits. It was you who had slain it. Now you must do what is right.”

Back in the temple, Elara brought me into a solitary room, an altar laden with foliage rested against the wall.

“I will wait outside for you,” said Elara, closing the door and leaving me alone in the room. All I knew was, I did not want to be holding this bloody thing any longer. I placed it on the altar and took a step back, wiping my hands on my tunic. I remained in silence staring at the heart. The heart began to spasm, beating upon the altar. A phantasmic stream of colors shifted through the air from out of the heart's valves, wrapping around my body in their energetic warmth. A howl echoed in the chamber, bouncing off the stonewalls and filling my ears. An ethereal visage of a wolf lept from out of the heart and into my chest, knocking me to the floor. The heart shriveled before me, dissipating into the air, until nothing remained.

I exited the chamber, Elara stood outside the door. “Something weird jus-”

“I heard everything, you found your magic, didn’t you? The wolf chose you,” said Elara. The wolf chose me? Walking out of the chamber I did feel a bit different. It was hard to say exactly how, just different.

“Well come on, lets see it,” said Elara.

“See what?”

“Your wolf of course. Shift for me. Go on, let me see your wolf.”

“Eh… grrr?”

Elara’s face dropped with disappointment, “that was pathetic. You’re a wolf, give me your wolf.”

“GGggrrr.”

“I said give me your wolf, give it to me, give it to me,” Elara gripped my shoulders shaking my entire body.

“This isn’t helping any,” I said.

“You’re right, wait here.”

Elara left and returned with a long wooden staff, “give me the orb.” I reached into my pocket and handed it over to her. Elara fixed the orb into the top of the staff, nestling it within the cage of gnarled twigs. “Here, now try,” said Elara, shoving the staff into my chest.

I focused all my energy into the staff, my thoughts centered around that wolf spirit that projected itself into my being. The staff shuddered and the orb glowed silver. I could feel my body twisting and fluctuating until suddenly within a flash of bright light everything changed. I looked up, Elara smiled down on me.

“Now that’s one fierce wolf,” said Elara.

I lifted my paws one by one, inspecting them, the nails were long and sharp. These could really do some damage. I crouched and snarled, baring my fangs, snapping at the air. Elara knelt down and took my snout into her hand, gazing into my eyes, biting her lip. The way she looked at me made me feel a bit uncomfortable. She tussled my fur and I pulled away. I’m not some plaything. I’m a wolf damn it. And I felt like one too. Strong and ferocious, with a hunger for meat. Elara and I entered the grand hall together.

“Impressive,” said Selene.

“Hmmph, he still has a lot to learn,” said Titania.

“I know, but I know he can do it,” said Elara. As the three of them talked amongst themselves I couldn’t help but give into my wolf’s nature. I had to run, I had to leap, I needed to be outside. I rushed out the doors of the temple.

“Wait! Where are you going?” Elara shouted to me.

“Let him go,” said Selene, “Besides we have work to do here.”

I basked in the warmth of the sun, rolling my body in the earth, having never felt so free before. My ears twitched, catching the sound of a far off noise. I bounded off into the forest after it. Hoping over the dead river and into the brush. A flash of white rushed across me. I sprinted after it, honing in on its scent. The rabbit stopped in its tracks, not taking any notice of me. A hunger swelled inside me, I had not eaten since arriving in this world. I pounced, snatching the rabbit between my teeth and biting down. Blood dripped down my jaws and wetted my tongue. The taste of fresh meat was sweet as I gulped down bits of flesh, tearing at the rabbit. Brutal as it was, this was the natural order. The way of the forest. My attention was quickly captured by another sound. A pained growl shattered through the air. I crept silently through the woods tracing after it.

A large cloaked man holding a sacrificial knife in one hand and staff in the other stood before a fallen bear. He took the blade and carved a line down the beasts chests. Shadows filled the forest and darkened the skies. He reached into the open cavity of the bear and removed its heart. The shadows swirling in the skies coalesced upon the heart blackening it. The man thrusted the heart back into the bear and the bear began to rise, foaming at the mouth. I had seen all I needed. It was not safe here. I darted through the woods heading back towards the temple to tell the priestess of all that I had seen.

I shifted back into my human form, and went into the temple, calling out for Elara. A man sweeping the marble floor looked at me with concern and went back to his task.

“Elara is with Titania, what is it Miles?” Said Selene, “You look distressed.”

“I saw him. I saw the necromancer, just pass the river. He… he… killed a bear and…”

“It will be okay,” said Selene, her embrace was warm and comforting. She patted the top of my head, putting my wild mind at ease. I clutched to the back of her robe, waiting for my heart to settle. Feeling the rise and fall of her chest, resting upon her bosom, a sweet comfort. Then an image of Elara, innocent and caring as she is, flashed in my mind, and instantly I felt bad, pulling away from Selene, feeling conflicted. Yet now was not the time for such thoughts.

“What’s the matter?” Asked Selene, holding her arms out wide, “come, relax in me.”

“I- I can’t. Not now,” I said, though a strong part of me wanted to.

“It is not a good sign that you should find the necromancer so close to our temple. We had hoped there was still more time. Indeed, it is getting worse,” said Selene.

“What can we do?” I asked. That depraved image of beastial sacrifice clung in my mind, impossible to shake. There was something far too inhumane about it, profane and unholy.

“For now, you need to rest. When the others return we will plot our next move,” said Selene.

How was I supposed to rest? My body and mind were filled with anxiety and worry. I paced outside, wandering the grounds of the temple. Too afraid to wander too far into the woods this time. The sun began to set and I had yet to see or hear word about Elara. This only heightened my worry and fear. What if something had happened to her. It would be my fault for not remaining by her side, would it not? She cared for me deeply and though her affection overwhelmed me, now in her absence, I could not help but care for her too.

The skies darkened as night fell. I entered my tent just outside the temple. I removed the orb from the staff and gazed into it.

“Where’s Elara,” I whispered. The Orb fogged but revealed nothing. “Damn it, please. Tell me what’s going on.” The orb filled with color and once again revealed my status... “That’s not what I meant.”
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...And will risk his life for a friend. I read the new description of my character over and over again in my head. The words left an ache in my heart. The words made me sound like a hero, but I didn’t much feel like one. If it wasn’t for Elara, for her faith in me, I would never have been able to kill that wolf. And it was Elara who instructed me into doing the right thing and purifying the beast's heart. My spells, my equipment, my description; it was all thanks to Elara. But where was she…

The curtain to my tent pulled back. Elara poked her head in, “Miles! You’re okay.” The sight of her had me swelling with excitement. I quickly tightened up my face, trying to hide my true emotions.

“Hey, come in,” I said, trying to play it cool, and probably failing miserably at it.

Elara sat next me, crossing her legs, “Selene told Titania and myself everything. You must have been so scared.” Elara placed her soft hand on my thigh, and this time I let her, enjoying the comfort of her touch.

“A little,” I said, “But-”

‘What?”

“I was more worried about you,” I said. I don’t know why, but I felt slightly ashamed saying the words out loud. Yet I was glad to have said them. It was how I felt.

“Oh! My wolf,” said Elara, her arms, her legs all wrapping around my body. She pressed my face deep into her cleavage, though I don’t think she meant to. She rocked our two bodies back and forth, “I knew it, I knew you cared about me.”

“Okay okay, don’t let it all go to your head,” I said.

Elara walked her fingers along my thigh, tickling my skin, moving them towards my center. Her fingers danced just before my crotch. Smiling her innocent smile she tapped a finger between my legs.

“It looks like it’s all gone to your head,” said Elara with a smile, her thumb and forefinger holding to my erect cock, just over my pants. It was time I accepted my feelings for the sweet, innocent Elara. The way she cared for and looked out for me, it provided me with a sense of warmth and belonging that I had not experienced in any world before. These new feelings of mine were real. Just as abstractly tangible, just as ethereal and ephemeral, coming and going as all feelings do. This was no game. This was life, my life, and it was unfolding here and now with Elara. For the first time I returned Elara’s affection, placing my hand on her shoulder. Caressing the nape of her neck, looking at her, really seeing her there before me. Feeling the connection that only two people can feel when they stop for a moment and let the world around them go silent.

“Miles…” whispered Elara.

“You’re so precious to me,” I said, sliding my hand along her collarbone. Elara leaned in, pressing her palms to my knees, her lips pressed out for me to receive. I licked my lips and moved in. The warmth of her mouth mixed with my own. Her fingers fiddled with my waistband, pulling and playing at it. As our tongues entwined I moved my hands to her breasts. Cupping them, feeling their weight as I squeezed.

“Oh, that feels so good,” whimpered Elara, her tongue hanging from her mouth as she panted.

Elara removed my cock from my trousers, lightly stroking it up and down, “My wolf, your hands are so nice,” moaned Elara as I pinched at her stiff nipples from over the fabric of her dress.

“Can I see them?” I asked.

Elara nodded and lifted her dress off over her head, tossing it to one side of the tent, “What do you think?” Elara tweaked at her nipples, bringing her pussy up to my cock.

“They’re perfect,” I said, lifting up, taking her breasts into my mouth, sucking on her nipples, my tongue teasing her soft flesh.

“Ah! Your tongue feels even better than your hands,” Elara, brought my cock between her legs, placing it against the outside of her pussy. She dripped full of wetness, grinding her clit along the underside of my cock.

“Please, let me thank you for saving me. I want you inside,” said Elara, teasing the tip at the entrance. The wet schlicking sounds her pussy made as she teased my cock against it made me twitch with excitement. I took my cock and fitted it just underneath her opening, holding her hips with one hand and lowering her down my shaft.

“It’s- It's bigger than I thought,” panted Elara. “How does my pussy feel?” She asked, raising and lowering her hips.

“So tight,” I said, I gripped her ass, helping direct her movements up and down along my slick cock.

Elara repositioned herself, squatting on the flats of her feet. Lifting up and bringing the weight of herself down on me. Her large breasts bounced with each intense movement.

“That’s it, that’s it. That’s perfect,” I grunted, tightening the muscles in my body. Elara bounced herself up and down on my cock, determined to work every drop of pleasure out of the two of us.

“Can I ask you for a favor,” said Elara.

“Anything,” I said.

Elara bent down, her ass grinding on my thighs, “I want you to cum inside me,” she whispered.

“Anything for you,” I said. I wrapped tightly around her, her breasts pressed against my chest. I did not want to lose, I didn’t want to let go. The thought of something happening to her brought so much fear to my heart. I just had to fill her. Give my essence to her and always be part of her, no matter where she went. I thrusted myself up inside of her. Building the need to cum. Elara nibbled at my neck, letting out soft moans and whimpers as she held on.

“Please please please,” Elara begged. Her legs shaked, but the real satisfaction I knew would come once I spilled my load inside of her.

The desire and need to cum swelled inside of me. My cock jumped and twitched, pounding into her tight pussy. Elara begged and squirmed wanting nothing more than to be filled. To have me, to have all that I could give her. I grunted and held tightly to her, releasing a stream of warm cum deep inside of her. Elara collapsed on top of me, trying to recollect her frantic breathing. My cock rested inside of her as the two of us held to one another. I ran my fingers through her hair, gently petting her into a relaxed state of being. Everything around me felt tranquil. Me, Elara, the woods, all of it. In that moment it was hard to believe an unknown darkness crept just outside the temple grounds.

And in that moment of peace, our sweaty bodies adhered together by our love, I felt I could truly express myself to her without fear.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” I said.

“What, tell me?” Elara placed her palm on my cheek.

“Selene… When I returned from the woods, she comforted me and…”

Elara started to giggle.

“Hey stop that, I’m being serious,” though I couldn’t help to laugh too, her energy was infectious.

“Are you worried I might get jealous,” said Elara.

“Well… a little,” I said.

“You’re so silly,” Elara kissed my cheek. “The five of us lived together here all of our lives, devoted to the moon. We do not hold our attachments over the other. We may squabble, but you have nothing to worry about. You are the alpha wolf, we all expect you to behave as such.”

Elara’s words came as both a comfort and shock to me. Relationships functioned vastly different in this world. It was a bit hard for me to wrap my mind around the fact that the priestesses would be okay with me seeing the others. Yet that was how they felt. “Thank you. This comes as quite the relief for me,” I sighed.

“Of course, My wolf,” Elara nuzzled into me, “Just be careful around Titania. She’s the type to eat you alive. You’re strong, but her strength is of a different sort.”

I gulped, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Elara and I spent the rest of the night like that. Cuddled into one another, lulling to sleep by the sounds of the other’s breathing. Though the ground was hard and not all too comfortable, Elara’s company was enough to satisfy me. At least for the night, the two of us were inseparable.




Chapter 3

I awoke to the sound of a cry for help. I grabbed my clothes and quickly got dressed, hopping on one leg as I tried to keep my balance while fitting my other leg into the pants hole.

“Get up, get up,” I shouted to Elara as I hopped around the tent’s floor.

“Mmm, come back here, cuddle with me,” said Elara, still half asleep.

I knelt down and gave her a kiss on the cheek, “You have to wake up, something’s going on.”

There was another high pitched scream, Elara bolted awake, “Selene!” She shouted, frantically looking for her dress.

“It’s right here,” I said, handing it to her. I watched as her breasts jiggled as she struggled to get the dress on. I know it wasn’t the time for that sort of thing but she looked so adorable waking up in the morning. If only we weren’t in distress. I grabbed my staff and we left the tent. A temple aid came rushing toward us.

“We’re under attack,” he said, out of breath.

“What the hell is going on?” I remarked.

“We’re under attack!” He repeated. I shook my head, I had gathered that much on my own.

“Where?” I said, trying to get a bit more information out of him. The panic had set in on him, he looked at me without response.

“Where?” I gave him a shake.

“B- Behind the temple, please,” he said.

“Get inside, get to safety,” I told him. “Come on Elara.”

We hurried through the temple grounds. The sun was high in the sky, directly overhead. Damn it, why did we sleep so late. We could have prevented this if we were more vigilant. I should not have let my guard down. Not after what I saw. A large bear faced off with Selene, roaring and growling as it snapped its jaws. Blood dripped from its teeth, soaking into the ground beneath. A temple aid lay motionless on the ground, his hand still clutching a pitchfork. This was all my fault. I grew to lax, and now a man has died.

I howled into the sky, letting my frustrations and self-hatred out. My staff began to glow and my body shifted. I came down on all fours, howling and snarling. Thirsty for revenge.

“Be careful, my wolf,” said Elara as I bounded ahead.

“Good, you’re here,” said Selene.

I let out a low snarl, crouching, ready to fight.

“Be careful Miles, there’s something else in these woods,” she said.

I nodded.

Elara tended to our fallen ally, seeing if there was anything she could possibly do to save him. I had a feeling though it was already too late. Selene twirled her arms, uprooting the earth beneath the bear. Long tendril vines whipped in the air, ensnaring the beasts legs.

“My magic can only hold it for so long, attack now,” commanded Selene.

I pounced at the bear, going for its throat. The bear swung its head around and snapped its jaws at me, grazing my shoulder. I stumbled to the ground and picked myself up. The bear wrenched one paw free, breaking from the vines grasp.

“Hurry, I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up,” Selene strained her face, focusing all her energy on keeping the vines entangled around the bear. I shot to the side, dodging the bears claw. There was no use in trying to attack it head on. I took up the rear and lept onto its back. Clawing and scratching, biting like a wild animal. I was a wild animal. Ripping whatever bits of flesh I managed to get hold of. The top of the trees rustled, something was leaping from branch to branch.

“Ahaha, so you managed to find an ally.”

I sunk my teeth into the back of the bear’s neck and then looked up. Crouching in the trees was a female. Though she did not look much like a human female. Her skin was pale, horns reached out from the top of her head and a great pair of leathery wings unfurled from her back. She leapt into the air, taking flight.

“A succubus,” muttered Selene, trying not to break her concentration on her spell, “this is not good.” The bear broke another paw free, it lifted its back, bucking me off. A black flash darted toward Selene, knocking her to the ground. The vines surrounding the bear broke and returned to the earth. Free, the bear roared and faced me. The succubus stood before Selene.

“Pitiful,” spat the demon. The succubus was in full view. She radiated a lustful energy. An energy that was almost intoxicating. I felt myself becoming enamored by the sight of her. Her large voluptuous breasts rose and fell to the rhythm of her breathing, her nudity was exposed without guilt. She licked her lips, “shame, I was expecting more of a fight.”

I swiped at the bear, clawing its face, momentarily dazing it. The bear would have to wait. Selene needed me. I fought against the thoughts of swelling desire for this lustful demon, and lept onto its back. Biting and tearing the wings. The succubus let out a high pitched screech, she reached for me, grabbing me by the scruff of the neck. She was much stronger than she looked.

The succubus held me out, facing me towards her, “What a disobedient dog. I can offer you more pleasure than you could ever imagine. What do you say?” Her eyes sparkled as she looked deeply into mine. Her energy, her desire, they were all slowly starting to become mine.

“Miles! Don’t!” I heard Elara shout. The images of the night Elara and I spent together flashed within my mind, pushing the lust for this demonic creature out.

“Silence,” shouted the Succubus, throwing her arm out in front of herself. An array of shadows shot from her fingers, binding Elara’s hands and feet and mouth. I snapped my jaws at the succubus.

“Very well,” said the demon, she lifted me into the air and tossed me against a tree.

My whole body ached with pain. Yet I had no time to worry about that. I had to stop her and the bear. The bear bled profusely from the numerous wounds inflicted upon it as it stumbled toward Selene, not stopping until it either killed her or died itself. I charged the bear one last time, going for the throat. I sunk my teeth into the beast and ripped a large chunk of diseased flesh from its neck. The bear dropped to the floor succumbing to its wounds. Selene whipped a vine at the succubus. The succubus dodged the attack, digging her feet into the ground.

“I do so enjoy a good whipping,” laughed the succubus.

“Then how about this,” said Selene, hundreds of tendrils whipped into the air, snapping and swinging at the demon. The succubus took flight, darting into the sky, evading the attack. The demon swooped down after Selene. Before succubus could reach her I managed to tear a large rip in one of its wings sending her tumbling into the dirt. She quickly recovered and shot back into the air above.

“You are lucky to have found a friend,” screeched the succubus, “My master will surely not like this.” With a mighty burst of its wings the succubus took off deep into the forest. The shadows binding Elara dissipated.

I shifted back into my human form, “What was that?” I brushed myself off, my shoulder still bleeding from where the bear had bit me.

“One of the Necromancer’s minions, a servant of the dead. They have never travelled beyond the river, until now. He must be gaining power to take a risk like that.”

“He wasn’t really the one taking the risk,” I said.

“Such is the cruelty of a necromancer, everything but themselves is expendable,” said Selene.

I rushed over to aid Elara. Thankfully she was unharmed. Which was more than can be said about the temple aid.

“We were too late,” said Elara, tears streaming down her cheeks.

Selene placed an arm on her shoulder, “We must bury him.”

Elara nodded.

“Miles we will look after our own. You must purify the bear's heart,” said Selene.

“Right,” I watched as the two of them carried the man’s body. I was still not a member of the temple. It hurt but I understood why I was not a part of their ritual. I reached into the bear's cavity, ripping its heart from its chest. I held the black lump out at arms length and carried it into the temple, blackened blood dripped down my arms.

Once inside the altar room I placed the heart upon it. A mighty roar sounded from the heart causing the whole room to tremble. The bear’s visage in spirit form leaped from the altar and smashed into my chest combining its spirit with my own. I watched in silence as the heart vanished from the altar. I offered my thanks to the bear for having accepted me.

I did not see Elara or Selene for the rest of that day. I took some time to look over my status.
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It seemed the bear had managed to do some damage to me. I didn’t want to think about what might happen if my health reached zero. Would it mean the end of me? And not just here but the end of me in any world.

When night fell I entered my tent, this time alone. Nothing but the sound of crickets and owls to keep me company. I laid my staff down next to me and prepared myself for sleep when I heard movement by the entrance. The curtain peeled back and much to my surprise Titania stepped in. She was the last person I’d expect to approach me. I always had the sense that she wanted very little to do with me. She looked at me in silence until I couldn’t handle it anymore.

“What’s up,” I said, as passively as I could.

“Twice you have saved my friends,” she said, more as if stating a fact than anything else. I wasn’t too sure if she was thanking me or just letting me know what occurred.

I shook my head, “I don’t know about that,” I said.

“You are growing stronger,” said Titania, “the Necromancer does not yet seem to be aware of you.”

“For now, but that secret is about to be let out,” I said. It did feel good to hear her say such kind things about me. I didn’t think she thought about me at all. If she did, she hid it well. “The thing is…” I paused for a moment glancing at my staff, “The more beasts he corrupts, the more magic I obtain. I just don’t know how to feel about that.”

“It is nature’s way. You are bringing balance. Do not fault yourself for their deaths. The darkness fights with light. The light fights with the darkness. There will be periods of prolonged darkness. And periods of prolonged light. In time there will be balance, and soon enough the pattern repeats itself,” said Titania.

“So it’s hopeless then. I mean if we can’t ever win, not really, then what’s the point,” I said.

Titania knelt by my side, “The point is… we may choose our stories, how life will be expressed through us, and how we tell these stories is what we will see as real.”

“But still I don’t-”

Titania grabbed my crotch and squeezed hard, “Are you really this dense?”

“Ahh! What the hell,” my eyes began to water, “Let go, let go,” I shook my legs up and down.

Titania released her grip, “Anyway the real reason I came here, was to give you my thanks. You do want to receive my thanks, don’t you?” Titania whispered into my ear, her tongue tickled my lobe.

“To be honest, I’m not so sure now,” I said.

Titania grabbed my crotch again, squeezing even harder this time, my legs shot up in the air. “Do you want my thanks or not,” said Titania.

“Okay okay, I do… Jeez, no need to be so rough,” I said.

Titania grinned, “but I like it a little rough.”

I had a feeling I was about to find out what Elara meant when she said, ‘Titania would eat me alive.’ There was no doubt that Titania’s attractive. I would have to be blind not to see that. The way she walked around in such revealing clothing. Her perky tits and stiff nipples pressing against the fabric of the lace she wore to cover herself did not hide much, nor did the thong she wore hide much of her tight ass. Not to make mention of the way her plump black lips were almost constantly scowling at you. She radiated an intense sexuality, the kind that can be felt the moment she entered a room. A sexuality that said, ‘I know I’m too good for you, but if I’m bored I just might let you have a shot.’ And now was my shot, and who knew when I would get the chance again. The only thing that would have prevented me from doing this would have been Elara. But she was clear, she did not mind it if I spent time with the other priestesses, in fact she expected me to.

The real question now was, would I be able to handle Titania. Truth be told, she did frighten me a bit. Though that fear did, in its own way, entice me all the more to discover what she was really all about.

Titania gave me a shove, my body falling to the bed, “I better enjoy this,” she said.

“Wait, what?”

“I hope you’re not going to waste my time. Though from what Elara told me, you were rather enjoyable,” said Titania, she grabbed my shirt and tore it off, my body lifting a bit and falling back to the bed. Damn she was ravenous with strong desire, but was that desire really for me. Hard to believe she’d find anyone attractive enough for her.

“Elara told you?” I didn’t know how I felt about that. Having that intimate moment we spent together shared. Were all women like that?

“We tell each other everything. That’s how we manage to stay so close to one another. It’s important to share,” said Titania. By this time Titania had already removed my trousers. Her black nails clawing at my thighs, I shivered at the pain. “What’s the matter?” asked Titania, “Can’t handle it?”

I shook my head, of course I could handle it, I wasn’t about to let her win so easily, “Is that all you got,” I grinned.

Titania looked down at my cock, seemingly disappointed, “Hey, why aren’t you hard for me. That’s unacceptable,” Titanai gave me a slap on the side of the face. Nothing too hard but it stung all the same.

“What the hell was that for?”

“I need a hard cock to play with, are you going to give me one or not,” she slapped my cheek again.

“Ow!” I rubbed my cheek, “that one kind of hurt.”

“Aww do you want me to stop?”

“A- actually I think I kind of liked it,” I said.

“Good, because tonight, I’m the one in control,” she said. Hearing those words come whispering out of those black lips made my cock twitch and grow. “There he is,” said Titania, giving my cock a shake, “what a mighty cock you have. This might actually be worth my time after all.” Titania loosened her top and let it fall to the ground, her nipples were tiny and pink, the only thing not intimidating about her.

“Go on, pinch them, tug them, use them,” said Titania. I reached up and took hold of her nipples, teasing them between my fingers. “Harder than that, I’m not Elara, give it to me.” I pinched her nipples harder, tugging at each one. Afraid I might hurt her at first, but as she began to moan I knew she was enjoying it.

“That’s it,” she said, starting to grind herself up and down my thigh. “Mmm, you’ve actually managed to make me wet. I’m impressed.” Titania stuck a hand under her thong, moving her fingers around. “See,” she pulled her fingers out, showing me the juices glistening off them. She wiped her fingers off on her breasts.

Titania nibbled at my neck, her teeth leaving marks, I clutched her shoulders, taking the mix of pleasure and pain as best I could. Her tongue glided down my chest and toward my cock. “Mmm,” she moaned, taking my cock into her mouth. Her tongue flicked at the tip while my cock rested inside her warm mouth. I clutched the sheets by my side, tensing my body, holding in the pleasure. Titania picked up the pace bobbing her head up and down on my cock, wet sloshing sounds filled my ears, as bubbles of spit pooled at the base of my cock.

“Ah, fuck fuck fuck,” I repeated, so intense. The need for release became almost unbearable.

Titania pulled her mouth off, and squeezed my cock hard, “Don’t you dare cum yet,” she said. “I haven’t even had you inside my pussy.”

Titania removed her thong, revealing her wet pussy. She had such a tight and sweet looking pussy. Her nimble fingers played at her clit.

“Let’s give that cock a rest, for now,” she said. Titania moved up my body, bringing her pussy to my lips. She took hold of my hair and tilted my head up, “but that doesn’t mean you can stop.” Titania sat her pussy on my lips. I stuck my tongue out and licked at her clit. She grinded her hips back and forth as I held my tongue out, tasting her sweet juices.

“Is your cock nice and rested?” Titania asked.

“Yes,” I nodded.

“Are you ready to be inside this pussy then?”

“Yes, I am.”

Titania slapped my cock against her clit. She grinned, pressing it into her wet hole. Titania lowered herself down on my cock, her ass resting on my thighs. She placed her palms on my chest, and began to bounce herself up and down on my cock. Starting slow, but increasing the speed and force over time.

“Damn,” said Titania, her nails digging into my chest, “you really do have a big cock. I’m surprised Elara was able to take all this.” Titania’s ass slapped against my thighs, she arched her back, her tits pointing toward the sky. She let out a pleased moan as my cock throbbed inside of her.

“So tell me… did you cum inside Elara?” Asked Titania.

I clenched my teeth, her pussy was just too much, wet and dripping, tightening around my cock. “Y- y- yes,” I stammered, struggling to get the words out.

“Then you’ll have to cum inside of me too.”

There was no stopping her, no slowing her down. Titania was now after only one thing and she was the type to fight for what she wanted until she had it. She slammed her body into mine. Her pussy engulfed my cock. As she brought herself to orgasm I could feel her pussy tighten, trying to push me out. Titania forced herself down on me, not allowing a drop of cum to be missed. She dug her nails into my body. I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I let out a growl, releasing streams of warm cum inside of her.

“That’s it, that’s what I wanted,” Titania lifted herself off my cock. Cum dripped out of her pussy. “So you’re really aren’t as useless as you look.”

“Umm… thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” she grinned.

I closed my eyes, my head still spinning and dizzy. I was not sure how many days of that I could take. It sure did feel good though. The way she took control of my cock and took what she wanted from me. I could hear Titania leaving the tent as I rested. She wasn’t the type to stay and cuddle. I suppose I was going to have to sleep alone tonight. I checked my stats one last time before going to bed. There was only one change, my health dropped from 86 to 85. I looked over my body, inspecting the marks left by Titania, she really took a toll on me.




Chapter 4

“Good you’re awake,” said Titania as I entered the temple. I was awake, though my body still felt sore, I rubbed my shoulders and my chest. The wound did not yet fully heal.

“Come here, let me take a look at you,” said Elara. She lowered my tunic down past my shoulder, grimacing at the sight of the wound. “You poor thing, hold still.” Elara placed her hand on the wound, a warm energy emitted from her palm cleansing my scarred flesh. She pulled her hand away and the wound had closed. “How does that feel?”

“Much better, thank you,” I said. “Where is Selene?” I asked, fearing the worst.

“She is on an envoy mission. Gathering the last of those who will join us. The time to fight is upon us,” said Titania.

“You mean…”

“That’s right,” smiled Elara, “We’re going to take the fight to him this time.”

“I can’t… I’m still not strong enough,” I said.

“This isn’t just about you,” said Titania.

“What do you mean? Of course you are!” Added Elara.

“Perhaps…” Said Titania, a bit unconvinced, “but you’re the best we’ve got.”

“Thanks for the reassurance,” I said with a hint of sarcasm.

“Anytime,” laughed Titania patting me on the back. Though she hardly showed it, she did still care. Her care was perhaps as deep as Elara's; she just kept it far from the surface.

Selene joined us in the temple, returning from her mission. By the looks of it she at least had some good news. A good thing, I was tired of waking up to catastrophe. I was excited to hear what she had to say. The four of us went to the dinning hall of the temple. Titania commanded the temple aids to bring us a meal and then to remain out of the way until we were done. It was a bit harsh, but I had a feeling the discussion was going to get pretty serious.

It had been awhile since I had a real meal, I got most of my sustenance from hunting as a wolf, eating and enjoying delicious raw meat. The spread prepared by the temple aids was magnificent. Breads, cheeses, fruits and vegetables. A full bounty of what the forest had to offer us. The priestesses gave their thanks to the moon and began to eat. I took no hesitation in stuffing my face full of whatever was in arms reach.

“The dryads are ready. Poised to stand and fight for us,” said Selene.

“And what of the harpies? Any luck?” Asked Titania.

“None whatsoever. They have been given a deal by the necromancer, their mountains shall remain untouched should he win,” said Selene.

“Very well. What else?”

“The pixies are devoutly on our side. Their mushroom homes are failing to grow now that the river has been corrupted.”

“Pishxies?!” I sputtered, my mouth full of cheese.

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” said Titania, “It’s rude.”

I gulped down the cheese, “How’s a little pixie gonna be of any use?”

“Have you ever had to fight off a swarm of a hundred angry pixies before?” Asked Titania.

“Well no but-”

“Then be thankful for that.”

“They are cute though,” said Elara, with a dreamy look in her eyes.

This all sounded well and good to me. I did not know we had such strong alliances in the forest. Though I was still worried. I, as did they, had very little clue of what the enemy may have had waiting for us should we attack. Clearly the necromancer had been equally as busy striking deals and building an army.

“I also managed to convince Hargthor to join us,” said Selene.

“Hargthor, really?” Said Titania.

“Oh, I miss him,” added Elara.

“Who’s Hargthor?” I asked.

“A giant. An absolute brute of a giant when it comes to battle,” said Selene.

“But so kind when it doesn’t!” Said Elara.

“There was just one condition. He wants access to our grounds again.”

“Oh, yay!” Squealed Elara.

Titania buried her face in her palms, “The right wing of the temple still isn’t fully repaired from the last time he tripped over a branch. The great buffoon.” Titania let out a sigh, “I suppose it can’t be helped.”

After a bit the conversation started to reach a lull and three of them all turned to face me. Under their gaze I started to grow uncomfortable, they never looked at me like that before. I didn’t know what it meant, what was going to come next.

“There is just one last thing to take care of,” said Selene.

“What?” I asked.

“Tell him Elara.”

“You get to join the temple!” Elara shouted, excited.

“Really? You mean it? No more sleeping on the ground.” I said.

“There’s more to it then that,” said Titania.

“Well, whatever, I’m just happy to finally be a part of this. To actually be a part of this,” I said.

“Good. The three of us will begin preparations. In the meantime do as you please. When the moon is full, meet us where you first came in contact with Elara,” said Titania.




Chapter 5

So I was finally going to be an official member of the temple. It was about time, really. Sleeping in a tent just wasn’t doing it for me anymore. More than that of course, finally having the priestesses' full acceptance felt good. Maybe I really could help them. Maybe I wasn’t so useless after all. The more time I spent in this world the stronger I became. I grabbed my staff, excited to try out my new form. Being a bear was probably going to be a bit different than being a wolf.

I knew the forest could be dangerous but going into it this time I felt prepared. I made my way across the river and went further into the woods than I have ever explored before. A commotion sounded from not too far off. I held tightly to my staff, summoning within myself the spirit of the bear. My body began to shift and my new form took shape. Stout and ferocious, I stood on four large paws. The bear was much bulkier and heavier than either myself or the wolf. It took a bit to get used to. With a little practice I quickly managed to situate myself quite nicely in this new form.

I took off toward the sounds. Breaking through the brush I saw it. Four skeletal creatures surrounded one of the most beautiful beings I had ever laid eyes on. The skeletons were unarmed, yet still they circled and slashed their boney fingers at the beauty. She moved swiftly, doing her best to evade their attacks. And except for a few leaves and vines her body was completely exposed. If these monsters managed to land a hit it would not go well for her. She moved with grace, darting this way and that. Without a doubt, I knew this must have been a nymph. Nothing else in this forest could radiate with such enticing and natural beauty.

I roared with all the ferocious might I could muster. The skeletal army turned, fixing their sights on me. They charged wildly swinging their arms. I braced myself ready for a fight. I lept on the first bringing the fullness of my weight down, toppling it over. I lifted up on my hind legs and stomped my paw on its skull, shattering it. The other three were unphased, still in pursuit. The nymph, taking control of the nearby foliage, entangled a skeleton. Squeezing it tighter and tighter until its bones shattered in a great burst.

There were only two left. Both of them jumped, grappling with me. Digging their boney fingers into my hide, I bucked and shook, trying to toss them. I ran toward a tree, heading for it straight on. I lept and turned, smashing them into the trunk. The one shattered but the other managed to continue pursuit, crawling now after the nymph. She fired a barrage of seeds that penetrated the bones like bullets, cutting the skeleton in half by the spine. The top half clambered across the earth, refusing to give up. I bit down on the skull, shattering it within my jaws.

“Thank you friend,” said the nymph, holding her hand out and patting the top of my head. I nuzzled my snout into her palm. “That was a close call, they’re certainly aren’t playing it safe anymore,” she said. I shifted out of my bear form and presented myself to the nymph.

“It’s not a problem,” I said, “I’m Miles by the way.”

“I know who you are, the priestess has told us all about you,” she said.

“What were those things?” I asked.

“Underlings, annoying alone, but dangerous in a group. Luckily for us it was just a small convoy.” The nymph tightened a mass of vines around the twitching skeletal legs that remained, pulling them underground. “It’s best we allow nothing to escape.” The nymph slunk around my body, “my name’s Lily,” her fingers walked along my arms playfully. “And you really are the hero they’ve said you were. Then again, I should have known, Titania isn’t one to embellish.”

“Titania said that?” I was shocked, did she really speak highly of me to others. I could see Elara or even Selene doing such, but Titania was much harder to impress.

“Mmhmm,” nodded Lily, licking her lips. “Come the others will want to meet you too.” Lily took hold of my waistband, skipping and humming as she pulled me along.

The sun had started to set, but I still had some time until the moon would be full in the sky. As long as I made it back in time, I’m sure it wouldn’t hurt to meet the other nymphs. They were after all our allies, choosing to risk their lives alongside my own.

“Look who I found,” said Lily, as we entered into the grove.

“There’s no one here,” I remarked.

Lily went around to a few different trees shouting, “hey wake up, we have a visitor,” and then gave each trunk a slap. The leaves of the trees began to shake and three nymphs took form.

“A visitor!” said one, prancing around me.

“Oh! Look at this one,” said another, squeezing my arm.

“Yeah, he helped me defeat a few skeletons. I could have handles it on my own but-”

“You’re always getting into trouble,” said the third.

“Am not!”

The four nymphs danced and teased one another, laughing and giggling. I felt a bit out of place within their joy. I didn’t understand how they managed to keep so happy when things were looking so bleak.

“I hope you came to play with us,” one of the nymphs said, pressing her breasts against me. I could feel her stiff nipples, as she rubbed herself on me.

“Of course he is, Maria,” said Lily.

“Oh good,” Maria knelt down before me, tugging at my trousers.

“Hey wait a second,” I said, trying to hold them up.

Maria only tugged at them harder, “Mira, get over her and help me, he’s being difficult.”

Mira joined Maria and took hold of my pants leg, tugging them down. I gripped onto my waistband tighter.

“Just wait, let me think for a second,” I said.

“What’s there to think about?” Asked Lily, “don’t you wanna play? Nyla, come help us convince him to play.”

The four nymphs poked and prodded my body, tickling me with their kind touch. I let out a laugh, and the nymphs all giggled together.

“See aren’t we fun,” said Nyla, “Now come on, don’t hide from us.” I did want to be a part of their joy. To forget about what lurked in the forest. To take a break from my worry and only feel their laughter. I gave in and let go of my trousers. The nymphs quickly pulled them down.

“Ah! See, you did want to play with us all along,” said Lily, feeling my erection.

“He certainly did,” said Nyla, holding to my shaft.

Nyla pulled my cock toward her mouth, wrapping her lips around it. She sucked at the tip, her mouth was warm and wet. Her tongue danced around my cock.

“Hey! Don’t hog it,” said Maria, pulling my cock out of Nyla’s mouth and placing it in hers.

“There’s enough for all of us,” said Mira, her head poking up from underneath, her tongue licking at the underside of my cock. “We can all get a taste.”

The nymphs were insatiable, wrestling and jostling around for a taste and a touch. Their tongues wrapped around each other’s, and around my shaft. Their fingers teased at the head of my cock, making me throb and ache. They knocked me down to the ground and climbed on top of me. Lyla’s pussy was pressed out over my face, I gripped her ass and pulled her down, and licked her tight pussy.

“Mmm, you have such a good tongue too,” she moaned, grinding her hips. Maria grabbed my hand and placed it on her breasts, pinching her nipples along with me.

“How does this mouth feel?” Asked Nyla, sucking on the tip.

“Hmmph, if you keep it up, I’m not going to last much longer,” I groaned. Mira took me deep inside her mouth, bringing her lips all the way down to the base.

“That’s okay,” said Nyla, “We want to see you cum for us.”

Nyla and Mira gripped me, stroking my slick spit covered cock, working it up and down. Maria placed her hand between her legs, rubbing her pussy.

“I’m so wet,” moaned Maria. “Hurry, I want to see him cum.”

“Me too,” added Lily, panting, her mouth open.

Nyla and Mira stroked faster and faster. Their delicate hands squished over my sloppy cock, a bit of precum leaked from the tip.

“He’s almost there,” said Mira.

“Come on… cum for us.”

“Do it, please, give us that cum.”

I grunted, erupting the swelling cum inside of me straight out of my cock, the nymphs giggled, delighted by the display.

“That’s it.”

“You did so good.”

Nyla and Mira continued to stroke, sliding their cum covered hands up and down. I twitched and squirmed.

“It’s- too much, it’s too sensitive,” I said.

“Aww! Done already,” said Lily.

“It’s just… just too sensitive,” I recoiled at the slightest touch, it felt great, but far too overwhelming.

The nymphs laughed and pranced around, satisfied with their victory over me. Unable to keep up with them, the nymphs went for each other. Touching and licking each inch of another's body. They rolled around the earth, the four of them an entanglement of limbs and pleasure. Their laughter continued until, bunched together, they took the form of one massive oak tree.




Chapter 6

The priestesses must be wondering where I was by now, the moon shone down upon the ground, it was time to begin whatever they had planned for me. I rushed through the woods toward the clearing where I first met Elara.

“Where have you been?” Asked Selene. My face reddened a bit with embarrassment as the thought of the four nymphs dancing around my naked body played in my head.

“You had sex, didn’t you?” Said Titania, seeing right through me. I guess I couldn’t hide it very well. The obvious must have been written clear across my face and body. “It doesn’t matter,” continued Titania, “I suppose as long as you have enough left for tonight.”

Elara sidled up next to me and whispered in my ear, “How was it?”

“Those nymphs are something else,” I whispered back.

Elara chuckled, “I hope they didn’t drain you too much.”

“Enough whispering you two,” said Selene, “Hand me your staff.” I handed it over to Selene, she removed the orb from it and placed it onto the pedestal in the center of the clearing. “Tonight you will join us as an official priest of the moon.” The orb grew to its full size, soaking in the moonlight.

“You will be the first shifter to join our temple. Let’s just hope the Goddess is pleased with you,” said Titania.

“Of course she will be. He’s our hero,” said Elara.

“Who’s this Goddess? Will I meet her?” I asked.

“If you’re worthy,” said Selene.

“But first the ritual!” Shouted Elara excitedly.

The three of them began to chant a prayer in a strange language I have never heard before. I didn’t know what their words meant but the sound of their combined voices was sweet and delicate, filling the air with echoing vibrations. The three of them gathered around the orb, a beam of light shot directly into it, the orb glowed brightly. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do or say, I simply watched them. The priestesses of the moon undressed, shedding their clothing in the moonlight. Their naked bodies looked even more enticing in the light of the moon than they ever had before. The way the light glistened off their bodies, the way they moved about the orb. The nymphs may have satisfied a craving within me, but already I had felt myself yearning for more.

“Come, present yourself, to the Goddess,” said Selene, she beckoned me over. I disrobed, joining the circle of the priestesses. My cock was already hard and erect, the mere sight of their beauty sent me into a state of ecstasy. Perhaps playing with the nymphs wasn’t such a good idea. I was clearly going to need my energy for tonight.

“There is no way the Goddess will deny you,” said Elara, petting the tip of my cock with her fingers. “Surely we will be a pleasing sight to her.” The priestesses gathered around me, each one taking my cock into their hands.

They filled their hands with saliva, sliding their wet palms over my cock, stroking me, strengthening my erection.

“Do you think you can please us all?” Asked Selene. There was no certainty that I could, but I was certain that I would try. I caressed Elara’s cheek, her wet mouth sucking on the tip of my cock.

“Your mouth feels so good,” I said.

Elara smiled, “Come, taste him with me,” she said.

Selene and Titania joined Elara on her knees, kneeling before my cock. Their tongues licked along my shaft, wetting me, making me slick with their spit. Their hands gripped my thighs and pulled me in.

“I need more than just a taste,” said Selene, “show me how you pleased my friends.” Selene got down on all fours, sticking her ass up into the air. Her tight pussy dripped with juices, she slid a finger over her clit, and into her pussy. “I want to feel you inside me too. I’m the only one you haven’t been inside yet, please don’t make me wait any longer.

Elara and Titania got down by Selene, their hands reaching underneath her, fondling her tits, playing with her round nipples. Selene bit her lip, “Please put it in.” I got behind her teasing the tip of my cock against her wet pussy. Sliding it into her hole.

“Ahh!” Selene moaned. “You’re really stretching it out.”

“Doesn’t it feel good?” Said Elara.

“So good.”

I pressed in deeper, holding to her flesh, gripping and pulling her back, bringing her ass against my thighs. I lifted up a bit, plunging in as deep as I could.

“Let me see you give it to her,” said Titania, “I wanna see you really make her moan. Make her sing to the Goddess.”

I thrusted my cock in and out, sliding in her wet hole, holding tight to Selene.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Selene panted, her breasts rocking back and forth.

Titania lifted Selene’s head, bringing her pussy to her lips, “taste me my love.” Selene licked at Titania’s clit. Titania clutched a fistful of hair, forcing Selene’s tongue to grind her sweet pussy. Elara kissed my lips, and nibbled at my ear, “You make us feel so good,” she whispered, her palms pressed to my chest. I reached a hand down between Elara’s legs, her pussy was soaked, she grinded herself against my touch. Sliding her clit up and down my fingers, moaning in my ear, her heavy breathing sent shivers down my spine.

“My turn,” said Titania. She pushed me down and hopped on top of my cock, aggressively raising and lowering herself on it. I tensed my muscles, holding it in. I reached up and took hold of those perky tits, remembering just how rough Titania liked it. I pinched her nipples, tugging them down. “Don’t you cum yet,” she said, “This time you’ll have to cum for her.” Titania rocked back and forth. Selene and Elara latched their mouths onto Titania’s nipples, suckling on them. Titania placed a hand on the top of both of them, tossing her head back, moaning to the moon.

Titania lifted off my cock, her pussy dripping, and brought it to my lips. I could feel Elara taking hold of my cock, positioning it underneath her, sliding down on it. “Ah! My wolf, I forgot how big you were,” my cock stretched her tight hole, engulfed in her pussy’s warmth. I thrusted up into her, hitting all the right spots. Elara whimpered with pleasure, holding Selene’s hand as she took the pounding. Our voices, filled with pleasure, shook the forest. The leaves rattled, the branches trembled. The light of the moon grew more intense. The glow from the orb blinded me.

“Yes. Goddess please, he is worthy,” Elara shuddered on top of my cock, swinging her legs over, nestling into my chest. The three of them tickled my cock with their fingers. A swirling of colors shone down, taking form in the night sky.

“My Goddess…” the three of them said in unison. The lights took the shape of a curvy beauty. Her breasts were large and full, hanging from her chest. Her hips are both thick and wide. The priestesses made room for the Goddess. The Goddess took my cock and brought it to the warmth between her legs, sliding it into her tight pussy. Her pussy gripped my cock, tightening around it. I wanted to erupt, unleash my load of cum inside of her, but I held in. Fighting the urge. The Goddess bent forward, dangling her breasts in front of me. She held her nipple to my mouth.

“Priest Of The Moon, drink of my blessing,” said the Goddess. I licked her stiff nipples. Drops of milk leaked from the tips. I latched onto her breasts suckling. Milk streamed from her tits and ran down my chin, filling my mouth. I swallowed what I could, the rest ran down her breasts and down my chest.

“Now fill me,” the Goddess demanded. “I have given you my essence, now give me yours.”

I thrusted my hips, hitting deep inside her pussy. The priestesses gathered around me, their hands gliding along my body, encouraging me to cum and fill the Goddess. Her pussy tightened, threatening to push me out. The Goddess slammed her thighs down, forcing me in. I erupted a load of warm cum inside of her, my legs shaking.

“The forest is yours to command,” whispered the Goddess. With that she dissipated into a wisp of moonlight.

“You did it,” said Elara, “I knew you could.”

“He did it,” said Titania with an approving nod.

Selene grabbed the orb and handed it to me, I gazed into it.

Name: Miles, Priest Of The Moon

Class: Druid

Equipment: Staff Of The Pines

Spells: Wolf Form, Bear Form, Command Of The Forest

Description: His lack of awareness of his own charisma makes it easy for him to form

bonds with others. And will risk his life for a friend.

Health: 100/100

Current Location: The Sacred Grove

I was delighted to know that my health had been fully restored. After the Goddess left I had never been filled with more vigor. And indeed, I felt more attuned with the natural world around me. I focused my energy on the living earth, vines crawled out of the dirt, swinging under my control. I directed them toward Elara and lifted her into the air.

“Hey! Put me down,” she laughed.

I had the vines bring her to me, and gave her a kiss, “Thank you,” I said. “Thank you all.”

I spent that night sleeping in the temple. Elara and Selene sleeping next to me. Titania was doing whatever it is she did at night. Perhaps it was better if I didn’t know.




Chapter 7

That morning the four of us enjoyed a large breakfast. We were going to need all the energy we could get for what we had planned. We got word from a pixie scout where Diana, one of the captured priestesses, was being kept. The hold was crawling with the undead. This was not some small convoy scouring the forest, this was the real deal. We were taking the battle to them this time.

The gardens were bustling with creatures ready to stand and fight with us. Pixies fluttered from flower to flower. Dryads leaped and laughed, practicing their sword play with one another. And Hargthor stomped his feet, delighted to be back at the temple. If we manage to capture the hold, it would place us on good footing for when we finally move toward the necromancer’s keep. If he wasn’t yet aware we were coming for him before, after today he would know for sure.

Selene and Elara grabbed their staffs. Titania armored up, fitting a longsword to her waist.

“I hope you’re ready,” Titania said to me.

“I hope so too,” I said, taking a deep breath.

“They might not yet be expecting us there, we still have the upperhand. Still this is not going to be easy,” said Selene.

“We can do this!” Elara added. I hoped she was right. I didn’t want to let them down. Now that I was a Priest Of The Moon blessed by the Goddess I had to prove my worth to the temple. I had to stand and fight for them, life or death, this was my story now.

The army within our garden stood at attention, holding onto to every word Titania spoke. She filled our hearts and minds with her speech. Filling us with a desire for battle. Hargthor roared, ready to prove himself worthy of remaining at the temple once again. They all had something to fight for, to live for. Whether it was for each other or for the forest, the world they have come to love was in danger and they each were willing to risk their lives for it.

We set out, trudging through the forest together. The farther we journeyed the more I began to see just how bad things had gotten here. The trees had fallen, over run with decay. The ground was naught but dirt and wilted branches. Not even the slightest bit of moss could find home in this decrepit place now. Pools of black tar bubbled, spotted across the dead fields of wheat. The stone fortress we had our sights set on loomed in the distance.

“It’s not too far now,” said Selene.

“I’m feeling a bit nervous,” I said. Initially I didn’t want them to worry for my sake, but I had to get the feeling out. Seeing the land as it was, I had an eerie feeling creeping inside of me.

“We all are,” said Titania, her face was as rigid as stone, if she was nervous, she hid it well. “But it is our job as servants of the Moon to remain strong… For all of them,” Titania glanced over her shoulder, looking at the army behind us. I followed her gaze over the mass of creatures who moved as one. They all looked to us for strength and courage. Even Hargthor, as mighty as he was, saw us as his pillar.

“It’s okay to be afraid,” said Elara, “It’s moving forward in spite of that fear that makes you the hero that you are,” she said.

It’s true. I had never felt more afraid than when I saw my priestess under attack, whether it was the wolf or the skeletons, I was almost immobilized with fear. Yet seeing each of them stand down the enemy before them offered me a strength that I didn’t know I had. Now it was my turn to be that rock for others. I would not let the fear win.

“Take a breath,” said Selene, “clear your mind.” I took a deep breath in and then let it escape from my lips, settling myself. “Even now, you can feel the Moon is with you. She is always with you, day or night. Know that she is there. She will not abandon us.” My fingers gripped the staff in my hand, the energy that flowed through it swelled inside of me. There was no turning back now.

“Hargthor!” Bellowed Titania.

“Hargthor’s ready,” said Hargthor.

“Smash the gates. The rest of you, get ready to flood the hold. Whatever is on the other side is not your friend, slay them all.” The army behind us let out a cry filled with rage. Hargthor lifted a fallen tree, hoisting it above his head. He charged the gates swinging the trunk. He smashed the trunk against the wooden doors and the earth trembled. The gates began to crumble under Hargthor’s siege. He swung again breaking through the gates. This was it.

The army of forest creatures spilled into the hold, rushing headlong at the enemy. The stampeding masses took me by surprise. I was momentarily lost in a daze stunned by the sight of our allies. It did not occur to me just how many were following behind us until that moment.

“What are you waiting for,” shouted Titania, she grabbed my sleeve and yanked me, “get in there.”

“Right!”

The hold was crawling with the undead. Skeletons like the ones we battled in the forest swarmed around the place. Hargthor swung the mighty trunk, sending a group of them flying into the stone walls. Titania unsheathed her sword, slicing through the oncoming skeletons.

“Look out,” shouted Selene. I turned around, a skeleton fell through the air towards me. Vines broke through the earth, wrapping it tightly and pulling it underground.

“Thanks,” I said.

“No time for that,” said Selene. A skeleton charged me, pummeling me to the ground. I struggled underneath it. Its clawing just barely missed my face, scratching the earth. I let out a roar, taking the form of the bear. The skeleton was sent backward, stumbling. I rushed after it, stomping my paws on its skull, shattering it to bits. Elara swung her staff as three skeletons surrounded her, trying to keep them at bay. I shifted into a wolf picking up speed. I darted at each of the skeletons knocking them to the ground. A mass of skeletons crawled on Hargthors body, slicing through his solid flesh. He fell backwards, smashing the skeletons into pieces.

“That’s one way to do it,” I said, back in human form, I unleashed an array of vines, using them to lift Hargthor back to his feet. Hargthor rolled himself into a ball, smiling at me. He tumbled over the skeletons squashing each one under his massive weight.

A swarm of pixies lifted a skeleton into the air, flying higher and higher and then dropping it down. There seemed to be no end to the legion of the dead. They swarmed around the fortress crawling and creeping. Elara slid her hands over a wounded dryad, stifling its bleeding.

“Hargthor! Take down the entrance,” commanded Titania. Hargthor smashed through the great door of the hold. “Miles! Hargthor! Come with me, the rest will handle things out here.” The three of us entered the stone building.

“What about Elara and Selene?” I asked. I didn’t want to leave them behind.

“They’ll be fine, now come on.”

The three of us made our way into the main hall coming upon the most disturbing sight. A monstrous demon sat on a throne. His body covered in sinewy red flesh, large horns penetrated out of his skull. Two succubi crawled along his thighs, their mouths buried between his legs.

“Ah, what a nuisance,” groaned the demon, “just as I was getting ready to cum.”

“Come on Belthor, I don’t mind if they watch,” said a succubus, wiping the spit from her lips. The other continued to suck Belthor, as his eyes burned with fire.

“Hmmph, they aren’t deserving of such a show,” said Belthor.

The succubus took flight darting towards me, grabbing my crotch, “I don’t know, I kind of like this one,” she said. Titania thrusted the point of her sword at it, the succubus fluttered back and out of the way.”

“What, don’t like to share,” said the succubus.

“Not with the likes of you,” screamed Titania, charging after the succubus, slicing a deep gash just above the creature's breasts. The succubus let out a wretched screech falling back to Belthor.

“Look- look what she did to me,” said the succubus. Belthor unfurled his tongue, licking the succubi’s breasts and wound, sealing her flesh back together.

“How dare you harm the Necromancer’s playthings,” Belthor lifted himself up out of the throne.”

“Kill them!” Shrieked the succubus.

Belthor held his hand above the stone floor, a fiery pit opened beneath it. He pulled a large axe from out of the flames and pointed it toward me.

“The Necromancer doesn’t like it when his toys are mishandled. If you wanted to play you could have just asked. But I see you brought him another doll to fuck,” Belthor pointed the axe at Titania. The demon’s words filled me with rage. These were not playthings. They were my friends. Did this Necromancer really have such little concern for life. The two succubi took flight, clawing after Hargthor. He managed to swat one out of the air but the other, sunk its claws and teeth into his neck.

Belthor dragged his axe along the stone floor, the scraping filled the hall. He lifted the axe high above his head bringing it down. Titania blocked the attack with her weapon, the two of them struggling against each other.

“Now!” Titania screamed.

I shifted into a wolf, and charged headlong at the demon’s chest. I sunk my teeth into whatever bits of flesh I could find, tearing chunks out of Belthor.

“Out of my way,” Belthor tore me off his body and tossed me to the ground. “I’m going to really enjoy this once the Necromancer has made you his slave,” he said to Titania.

Like hell I was going to let that happen.

“You no hurt her,” roared Hargthor, he took hold of the succubi, one in each hand, smashing the two of them into one another with all his might and dropped their limp bodies to the ground.

“Who’s going to suck my dick now,” laughed Belthor, unconcerned with the succubi. Belthor unleashed a barrage of blows. Hargthor crossed his arms in front of his face, taking each hit on the forearm. “Pathetic,” said Belthor, his axe sinking deep into Hargthor’s stomach.

Filled with anger I shifted into a bear, pummeling Belthor. I ripped into his neck, lost in my rage. Biting and tearing, my snout covered in his blood.

“Miles! Enough!”

I shifted back into human form, breathing heavy over Belthor, his head dangled from his neck, barely attached. “Hargthor…”

“I’ll get Elara,” said Titania, “You find Diana.”

I went down to the prison cells. All but one of them was empty. A woman sat on a wooden bench, hunched over, lost in her own world. I approached the bars and looked in. She was clothed in a torn up robe shivering.

“Diana?” The women turned and faced me.

“Who- who are you,” Diana muttered.

“I’m Miles, I’m from the temple. We came to rescue you,” I said.

“You need to leave, it’s not safe here,” said Diana.

“The whole forest is here, there’s nothing to worry about,” I said. Diana didn’t seem convinced however. I searched for a key and shoved it into the padlock. “Come on, let's get you out of here. I entered the cell and helped her to her feet. Diana walked out of the cell and then the bars shut themselves on me.

“Hurry... run... Titania is upstairs,” I said. Diana took off running. Leaving me behind.

I grabbed the bars trying to shake them open. It was useless. There was no way out. What the hell was going on I wondered. Black fog filled the prison and once settled I saw the black cloaked figure that haunted the forests. He approached the bars, I saw nothing but his glowing red eyes.

“You learn fast,” said the cloaked man. This was without a doubt the necromancer, but why was he here now.

“You won’t win,” I said, “Your army is being defeated as we speak.”

The Necromancer laughed, “I have won every game I’ve played. Regardless of how well you’re doing you’re still just learning.”

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

“Why? Because it’s fun, the same reason you’re doing it,” he said.

“Using people for your own pleasure isn’t fun,” I said.

“It’s not?” Said The Necromancer with a bit of snark, “I suppose you think playing the hero is much more fulfilling then?” He curled his fingers around the hood of his cloak pulling it back.

“W- Will,” It couldn’t be, what was he doing here.

“Why are you so surprised it’s me? I was like you Miles, playing the hero, saving lives… It grew tiresome. I wanted to live out every story. The hero, the thief, the peasant, I’ve played as them all. Now I want to know what true power is like.” 
“This is wrong…” The image of Diana trapped inside here, Hargthor risking his life… I rubbed my shoulder where the gash once was… if this was a game it certainly felt real.

“Wrong?” Will curled his fingers, summoning a fiery pit out of nothing, a succubus crawling out. The demoness wrapped herself around Will, her heavy breasts resting upon him. She grabbed for his cock, toying with it over his robe. “I’m just enjoying myself… same as you are. After enough incarnations in this world you would be no different than me, living through every side of the story, both the seemingly righteous and the seemingly immoral.”

I was not like him, I refused to admit that I might be. These people were real to me, the bonds and experiences we shared were real. Even at times, more real than the ones I formed back in my own world.

“You seem upset,” said Will.

“Why don’t we just end this now,” I said, “Let me out of here and fight me. If none of this matters then just fight me.”

Will let out a laugh, pushing the succubus aside, “I still want to enjoy this some more. Besides, even if you did defeat me, how are you going to find the remaining priestess?”

“Where is she?” I rattled the cage.

“You’re so easy,” said Will, “So long as you continue to hold onto your attachments to this world there is no way you’re going to win this game.

“Tell me!” I shouted.

Dark smoke filled the chamber, choking me. I coughed and spluttered, rubbing my eyes. Will was gone and the cell was open.




Chapter 8

Hargthor’s body was far too large for us to return to the temple for a proper burial. We had no choice but to lay him where he fell. Selene reassured me that with the hold cleared of the undead the forest would in time reclaim the land. Still, it didn’t feel right to bury him there. He deserved to be next to the garden where he found so much joy. Titania spoke to no one the entire time, perhaps feeling the sting of his death more than anyone else.

I refused to leave my room at the temple. Taking my meals and eating them on the bed. I had no desire or energy to move about the grounds. I was feeling crushed and hopeless. We may have won the battle but I couldn’t help feeling at fault. Was my being here putting them at danger. Will was only toying with us, and I couldn’t help but think he was doing it to mess with me. If I didn’t fight, if I never came to this world, perhaps there would be no game for him either. I wanted to disappear, to simply vanish.

Diana came into my room, looking at me with the same wanting that the other priestesses had. I would be lying if I said I didn’t want her too, however I just couldn’t bring myself to get close to her. I had far too much going on in my mind, too much to try and understand to give myself over to those sorts of feelings. Her hands ran across my skin, sending shivers down my spine. Yet I just couldn’t do it. Couldn’t bring myself to touch her back.

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I just really want to go home.”

“But you are home,” Diana whispered into my ear. “The forest is your home.”

“No… not really, my home is somewhere far away from here.”

I gazed into the orb, “I want to go home,” I said. A blinding light flashed and overwhelmed my senses. My body contorted and was sucked through a hole in space.

I opened my eyes, finding myself back on my bed... my bed, in my world. The blank card that Will gave me was no longer blank. The name read: Miles, Priest Of The Moon. And all my stats were filled out. If I wanted to, I would never have to go back to that world again. I could forget all about it and just move on with my life.

A few days passed in here and I wasn’t feeling any better. I didn’t want to see anybody, or do anything. I didn’t care about signing up for further classes or finding employment. I just didn’t see the point in it. Returning home, I only found myself feeling disconnected. This world of mine felt the same as the game world. And if that one was a farce, who’s to say this one isn’t any less so. There was only one person who might understand how I was feeling. The last person that I wanted to see.

I finally found the strength to leave my home and head to the comic shop. As much as I hoped that Will was there, I also really hoped that he wasn’t. I entered the store.

“Finally decided to log out,” said Will, “I thought you’d never leave.”

“I just needed a break,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s easy to forget about life once you're in the game,” he said. I didn’t feel like I was talking to the necromancer who terrorized the forests. But to Will, the guy I knew from my childhood.

“You’re going to log back in though, right? I hope we can finish our little tiff,” he said.

“Yeah, I just needed to remind myself of a few things first. I think you were right, I was getting too attached.”

“I remember my first real battle, seeing a friend die for the first time is hard, isn’t it?”

“Yeah…” I could feel a twinge of pain in my chest.

“The deaths aren’t real,” said Will, placing a hand on my shoulder, “It’s just a game.”

“It feels real,” I said.

Will shook his head, “Really, it’s okay to get attached to them. We all do. Maybe that’s why I wanted to play the villain this time. I was tired of having my heart broken.” Will looked into my eyes, I could see tears starting to form, he let out a nervous laugh. “The last game I played, I joined the Temple Of The Moon. I…” his voice trailed off. “I… lost Elara. I didn’t leave my bed for months. So I get it. Just promise me one thing,” said Will.

“What is it?”

“When we face off in there, remember it’s not me you’re fighting, not really. I won’t die, just my avatar will.”

“Got it,” I said.

“And one more thing. Don’t bother looking for the other priestess, I already killed her,” said Will.

I wanted to turn around and punch him. Even after everything he said, it was still so hard not to feel that way.

Will smiled, but there didn’t seem anything worth smiling about, “Stacy!” Will shouted. A woman emerged from the back room. “Miles, this is my wife Stacy. Or the fifth Priestess Of The Moon.”

“Was the fifth,” Stacy added, “until my husband here decided to kill me off,” she laughed.

“You mean-”

“We’re all just playing a game, Miles. Now what do you say? Let’s finish this thing,” said Will.

“Good luck,” said Stacy, “Show my husband the true power of the forests,” she gave Will a nudge.

I rushed back home and grabbed my card. Win or lose it was all just a game, no one really got hurt. I knew once I was back in that world, I’d get lost to my emotions from time to time. But that was just part of it, losing yourself in the story, it’s what made it more fun. Made the struggles worth it and gave the heartaches their meaning. I sat on my bed and looked at the ceiling. I wondered if there were gods of our world, and if so, if they saw our lives in a similar manner. Pleased with whatever stories humanity decided to create while we were here, good or bad.

I chanted the words on the back of my card, my body fell through it and I was back into the world of Raw Magik. Truly, here goes nothing.

“How are you feeling?” Asked Elara, entering into my room. I rolled over in the bed pulling the sheets off my body.

“Much better,” I said, swinging my legs over the edge of the bed. I held my hands out for her, motioning her to come over. Elara stepped forward placing her hands in mine. I pulled her in, Elara tripped over herself tumbling on top of me, laughing.

“Well you seem to be in much better spirits,” she said.

“I am, really I am,” I said, kissing her on the cheek and down the neck. So was Elara a real person too, another human playing as a character. Were all the priestesses other people? No one got hurt in this world, not really. The suffering felt real but it was only temporal and soon when this was over we would all wake up back in our reality. But for the time being, while I was here, I wanted to continue to be Miles, Priest Of The Moon. Live his story, feel his joys and suffer his pains.

“You’re never this excited,” said Elara, her hands running along my body, sneaking up my shirt and pressing on my chest.

“I’m not?” I questioned.

“Uh uh,” said Elara, “But I like it.”

“Me too,” I grabbed her thigh and pulled her leg over me, caressing her soft flesh. The feelings I had for her in this world were real and I was going to enjoy them, enjoy her. I wrapped an arm around her back and swung her underneath me. I lifted my shirt off, breathing heavily. Elara scratched seductively at my chest, clawing at me for more.

“I guess the thrill of the battle has finally found its way into me,” I said. I took hold of her dress and tore it off her body.

“My wolf…” panted Elara.

“I’m ready to win this thing,” I said, “whatever happens next, I’ll be ready.”

“I think I know what will happen next,” Elara pulled my cock out, stroking my erection. She let the spit drip out of her mouth and over her hand, sliding it on my cock. I rocked my hips back and forth in her grasp. I leaned down and took hold of her breasts, squeezing and playing as she tugged.

“I’ve never known anyone like you before,” I said, taking her stiff nipple into my mouth, “In any world.”

“You’re so sweet, my wolf,” whispered Elara, her fingers running through my hair. Elara tilted her head back, moaning as my mouth sucked on her nipples. Her hips began to grind against my thigh, I could feel the wetness of her pussy sliding on my bare skin. I reached down, teasing her clit with my fingers.

“Ah, that feels so good,” said Elara.

“Yeah it does…”

The two of us wrapped our bodies around one another, wrestling for pleasure underneath the sheets. I spread her legs apart, bringing my lips to her pussy. I wanted to make her feel good, I wanted her to enjoy this time we had together.

“I’m going to miss you when this is all over,” I stuck my tongue out, lapping up her wet clit. I could feel her clit swelling and pulsing as her legs twitched and her body spasmed.

“Don’t stop, please…” Elara clutched a fistful of hair, pressing me into her sweet love deeper and deeper. I stuck my tongue into her tight pussy, licking the walls, tasting her wonder.

“You- you- you can always come back,” she said, grinding her hips, “I would love to play with you again.”

I brought my cock between her legs, sliding it up and down on her wet pussy. I pressed the tip in. Elara moaned, “easy, go slow,” she begged. I worked myself in deeper, inch by inch, until I was all the way inside of her. “Okay okay, I’m good.”

I moved my hips, thrusting my cock inside of her, Elara gripped onto my shoulders, her warm breath tickling my ear. Her tongue licked at my neck. Her hands lowered to my waist, moving my body along with hers.

“Please, I want you to cum inside me again,” begged Elara.

I clenched my teeth, thrusting harder, hitting into her sweet pussy in all the right spots. My body tensed as I built up the need to cum. I couldn’t resist cumming inside of her, she didn’t have to ask, I wanted it just as badly as she did.

Our bodies dripped with sweat. I tossed the covers off of us. Pulling Elara down the full length of my cock. Elara lifted her legs into the air and grabbed the soles of her feet. I lifted my body up and plunged myself in.

“Damn, you’re so tight…”

“Just for you my wolf… it’s all for you.”

Elara shivered underneath me. I gave one final thrust and was overcome with pleasure. My cock erupted with cum, spraying deep inside of her, filling her tight pussy with sticky warmth. I held her close, her breasts pressed against my chest. We rested as we held one another, not moving. I began to shift my weight.

“No, don’t pull out, not yet, I want you to leave it in… just for a little bit.” My body ached and I was fine with not moving.

Neither one of us moved for what felt like forever, simply holding to the other, safe inside the other’s warm embrace.

“You saved me, you saved the other priestesses, I just know we will win. We will reclaim the forest, I have no doubt,” said Elara.

“I hope so,” I said.

“Look at how strong you’ve become, look at what you can do. How can you think anything less.”

“But the enemy is just as strong,” I said.

“But he doesn’t have anything that’s worth fighting for. Not like we do.” She was right, since I arrived here keeping them all safe had motivated me and gave me the courage to fight. I would risk my life, die if it came to it, to keep them all safe. Elara, Selene, Titania… they were my friends. I loved each of them and would do anything for them.

“How is Diana doing?” I asked.

“She’s still recovering. Even getting her to eat a full meal has been a struggle. But I think… I think it would be good if you went and saw her. You did save her after all. I think maybe she’s just feeling guilty. You haven’t even seen her since rescuing her,” said Elara. I did see her once after that, but I pushed her away. I was frightened and didn’t want to see anyone. I should at least check on her.

“I will, I’ll make sure she’s okay,” I said.

“Thank you, my wolf. Don’t forget you’re a Priest Of The Moon now, we all need each other. We all get our strength from one another. The blessing of the Moon Goddess is a powerful one, but if we don’t offer our bodies up to her, that blessing begins to wane.”

“I understand…” It was true, after each night I spent with one of them, I felt a greater energy inside. I didn’t think that they felt it too. I felt more connected to the energy around us. I had to share in the love of the Moon, with all of them.

“But first I think we should get cleaned up,” I laughed.

“Indeed,” said Elara, “you made quite the mess of me,” she raked her fingers through her tangled hair, trying to straighten it out.

“Eh, sorry about that.”

“Don’t be,” Elara kissed my lips, “I like it.”

I went into the temple kitchen and grabbed what I could and filled a plate, stacking it high with various delights of the forest. I could only hope my small offering would be enough for Diana to see I meant nothing ill by being so cold to her. I went into her room and saw her lying in bed. She turned over and her eyes met mine.

“Hey, I brought you a little something,” I said.

“Thanks,” said Diana but not much else than that. She certainly didn’t seem too excited to see me which was understandable. I sat on the edge of the bed and offered the plate to her. She took it from me without a word and nibbled periodically off it. The room went silent as she ate and I watched. My stomach growled and now I had really wished I grabbed something for myself too. Diana handed me an apple. I took a bite, it was something at least

“I’m useless,” said Diana, “all I do is get captured, every single time…”

“At least you didn’t die,” I said. I realized a bit too late that it probably didn’t sound as reassuring as it did in my head.

“You’re terrible,” laughed Diana. It was a bit morbid. But death didn’t feel as serious to me anymore. It was only a momentary end, it was finite. “But you’re right, I suppose,” said Diana, “Io practically gave up the moment she got captured. She has always been so impatient, doesn’t like waiting.”

“Sometimes I guess you just have to wait, wait for the right moment,” I said.

“Yeah…” Diana placed the plate of food on the nightstand and curled her body around me.

“About that night…”

“I get it. You’re still new here. Elara told me that this is your first time in this world. I’d like to say it gets easier but it doesn’t always. I get so attached to the lives of our friends too. It’s why I couldn’t just give up like Io, I had to see what happened next. I shouldn’t be so hard on you either, you did save me.”

“Well we all did. I couldn’t have done it alone,” I said.

“Maybe, but I don’t think they could have done it without you either.” Diana rested her head in my lap, her long green hair draped over me. I placed my hand on her forehead, gently massaging her temples.

“That feels nice,” Diana smiled.

I could feel myself getting hard, touching her like that started to excite me. I felt a bit guilty about it though, it didn’t exactly suit the sort of moment we were having but I couldn’t help it. The way she looked at me, how relaxed she looked, it really got to me.

“I’m not like the other priestesses, I can’t heal like Elara or fight like Selene and Titania.”

“There must be something you’re good at though?”

“Well… I do like to make potions. In fact…” Diana lifted herself up and leaned over the bed, rummaging underneath it, taking a small vial in her hand. “This is one of my favorites,” smirked Diana.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It makes everything more sensitive… everything,” Diana shook the bottle, “want to try it with me?”

I took a big gulp, nervous as to what it was I might be ingesting, “sure, we can give it a shot,” I said.

Diana uncorked the bottle and let a single drop hit her tongue. She held my chin and had me open my mouth holding the bottle over my tongue. A tear drop of liquid splashed down, coating my tongue. She recorked the bottle and placed it on the nightstand.

“How long does it take to start working?” I asked.

“Not long,” said Diana, she squeezed my cheeks, pressing my lips out. She brought her lips to mine. Opening her mouth to accept my tongue. Her lips were soft and wet, I could taste the potion on her tongue.

“Can you feel it?” Asked Diana. My lips tingled with a wonderful sensation at the slightest touch.

“Mmhmm,” I licked inside her mouth. It was absolute bliss. Even her fingers on my cheek felt so perfect. Touching her skin, it was like I could feel every part of her all at once. My cock jumped and ached behind my trousers. I didn’t know how I would be able to last and endure this. The slightest touch would surely send me over the edge.

“I can’t wait any longer,” sighed Diana.

Diana removed her dress and spread her legs. Her pussy was soaked. She placed a hand between her legs. She bit her lip and started to rub, her face contorted in all sorts of pleasurable ways. Her toes curled as she held that pleasure in. She removed her hand, and snapped her legs shut, her body shaking, she rolled over and wrapped her arms around herself. She breathed heavily and let out tiny little whimpers. She looked so absolutely desirable like that. I removed my clothing, knelt down next to her. I grabbed her knees and eased her legs a part. Diana reached up and pulled me in closer. I brought myself between her legs, my cock pressed against her.

“Don’t make me wait,” moaned Diana. I pressed the tip of my cock inside her. I thought I was going to explode. I held in, stopping for a moment. “If you cum, just keeping going,” said Diana.

“Right,” I nodded.

I slid myself into her pussy, it was too much, so wet and tight, cum spilled from my throbbing cock and filled her. I held to her breasts, letting the streams of cum run their course. It never felt this good. Her potion really heightened the pleasure. I worked my cock in and out of her, sliding in the mess of juices and cum.

“Yes… give it to me,” moaned Diana. I lifted her legs and rested them on my shoulder. I pounded my cock into her pussy, her breasts jiggled and bounced with each thrust.

“I’m- I’m gonna cum again,” Diana cried out, her pussy tightened and pushed my cock out. The moment it did, I had no choice to release another wave of cum, splattering her breasts with it.

“Damn, that’s so good,” Diana ran her fingers through my cum, “I hope you’re not done yet.”

This potion must have increased my endurance, I never would have been able to keep going otherwise. Once, twice, it still wasn’t enough, I still wanted more of her. And each time her legs quivered and quaked she begged for more. I flipped her over and lifted her ass in the air, taking her from behind. I grabbed her wrists, her body bouncing off mine with each forceful thrust. Diana tossed her head back.

“Pull my hair.”

I reached up and grabbed her hair, wrapping it around my wrists. Plunging into her from behind and pulling her back in each time she bounced forward. Diana pinched her nipples, her mouth hung open, her tongue dripping with spit.

Diana pushed me off and turned around, “do you think you can still cum for me?” She took my cock into her hands, gripping my shaft.

“I- I- think so,” I muttered. I could barely speak, I was so out of breath. But the desire for her still filled me, even if I couldn’t talk I could still please her with my body, that much I was still capable of. Diana took my cock into her mouth, sucking and bobbing her head. Spit drooled over her lips and splashed down the shaft. She took me all the way in, hungry and insatiable.

“Give me another load,” said Diana, “right here,” she pointed to her chest.” More cum erupted from my cock, sticking to her breasts, to her nipples. Diana wasn’t finished with me yet though. She climbed on top of me, lowering her pussy down my cock. She squatted over me, banging her ass against my thighs as her pussy engulfed my hard cock. Her moans filled the room as I held to her, trying to just hang in there as she used my cock for her pleasure.

“I think I got it!” Said Diana, she hopped off my cock and grabbed her dress, “I figured it out.”

“Wait? What? What are you talking about?” I was so confused over what was going on. She went from jumping on my cock to jumping out of bed so suddenly.

“Come on,” said Diana, grabbing my hand, “get dressed,” she tossed my clothes at me.

“Tell me what’s going on first,” I said shoving my legs into my pants.

“I know how I can help the forest,” she said, “thank you,” Diana clasped her hands on my cheeks and kissed my face all over. Diana scoured underneath her bed pulling out a handful of vials filled with liquid as well as strange plants and other things. She filled a cask with varying ingredients, “there’s just one more thing I need. Come on.”

I really wanted to just continue enjoying and playing with Diana. The feel of her body, the warmth, the love, that insatiable energy. I still tingled with sensitivity from the potion. But whatever had now captured her attention there was no turning her away from. I guess I just had to find something else to focus on besides my aching cock. Though I came many times this potion still pulsed in my veins, still filled me with its prowess. As I followed Diana everything looked more sharp, my vision was enhanced, my hearing, all of it. This potion didn’t just heighten my sexual prowess but all my senses.

Diana led us through the woods. My ears began to twitch. I heard something in the woods not too far off.

“Hold up,” I said. The two of us came to a halt. I waited and listened. I could make out the sounds clear as day. It was a skeleton, just one, a straggler left behind.

“I hear it too,” said Diana.

“Wait here, I’ll take care of it,” I shifted into a wolf and took off, bounding through the woods. I followed the scent of the skeleton and came upon it. I crouched low in the grass and waited for it to unwittingly approach. I pounced, snapping my jaws on the bones. My teeth pierced through its spine, separating it in half. I shifted quickly into my human form, and pulled up vines from the earth, dragging the remains underground. I’ve come a long way since my first night here. I felt I was finally starting to really get a handle on my magic.

“Once I get what I need, we shouldn’t have to worry about them wandering so close to the temple. I should be able to purify the temple,” said Diana.

“So what exactly are we looking for?” I asked.

“Milk. Well, from a nymph,” said Diana. We entered into the grove where I met those four beautiful creatures. Diana walked around inspecting each tree. “There you are,” Diana shook a branch. The tree quaked and shifted, Mira took form, looking absolutely stunning. The potion still raged through me, I was hard at the sight of her.

“We need your help,” said Diana to Mira.

“I heard. You want my milk. Well I can’t just be milked, you’ll have to excite me for it first,” said Mira. Mira glanced over at my direction, “Mmm, but that shouldn’t be too hard for him.” Mira snaked her way over to me, rubbing herself on me. “Give me some more of what you did the last time, and you’ll have all the milk you could want.”

“Ah, I see you two have already met,” said Diana, pulling my trousers down. “So you know just how capable he is then.”

“Mmhmm,” moaned Mira, licking her lips at the sight of my cock. The two of them knelt down before me, taking my sensitive cock in their soft hands. Diana pinched and tugged on Mira’s nipples, making them stiff and erect.

“I hope you still have some energy left,” said Diana, lowering me on top of Mira. “Give her that hard cock of yours.” I thrusted myself inside of the beautiful nymph. Sliding deep into her tight creamy pussy. “That’s it, give it to her,” said Diana. Diana teased at the nymphs nipples, licking with her tongue, tugging with her fingers. Working the first few drops of milk out. “We’re going to need more than that.”

Mira grabbed my lower body, pressing me down, forcing me in deeper as I rocked back and forth. Diana continued to milk the nymph for all the sweet cream she had inside those engorged breasts of hers. Diana pinched and tugged, streams of milk sprayed from the nymphs breasts and dripped down our bodies.

“That’s it, keep producing for us,” said Diana. The wonderful sight of Mira’s milky breasts sent me into overdrive, I gripped her thighs and plunged over and over into her wet pussy. My cock, overly sensitive, erupted with cum and filled the nymphs pussy. Milk sprayed from Mira’s tits. Diana grabbed her cask and filled it with the nymphs milk. “Thank you,” said Diana kissing the nymph on the lips, her tongue going into her mouth.

“Just a little more,” begged Mira, “I want just a little more of this cock.” I lifted myself up and stroked my cock on her clit. Mira closed her legs on me, I forced my way through as she shook with pleasure. “Ah, yes,” moaned Mira, squirming and twitching. Mira panted underneath the weight of my body. Her fingers teased the head of my cock, “I hope you come back and visit again soon.”

“Once this is all over, we will be able to spend more than enough time together,” said Diana, “But for now we still have a job to do.”

Diana lifted me off the nymph. I didn’t want to stop, I wanted to keep going, keep sliding my cock into that nymph's tight pussy. How long did this potion last for. It was almost torture to feel constantly horny. If it wasn’t for Diana leading the way I would never leave the bedroom, how did she manage it. She kept her cool even though the potion pumped through her same as it did me. She must have been used to it or something.

Diana knelt before the blackened river, “this should do it.” Diana held the cask above the water, pouring it into the sludge. The water began to quicken and flow. Crystal blue water rippled from where Diana poured the brew. The river cleared up and sparkled in the sunlight. I dipped my fingers into it, fresh and cold.

“You did it,” I said.

“It’ll take a bit of time but soon the algae, the fish, the plants, will all return. Whatever corruption the necromancer did to this place has been undone. There’s only one thing left to do,” said Diana.

“The Necromancer…”

“That’s it. I’m afraid I won’t be much help with him however.” I watched as two deers emerged from the woods, lowering their tongues and taking a drink from the river.

“You’ve done more than enough already,” I said.




Chapter 9

The priestesses and myself all sat at the dining table. The temple aid clambered around, clearing our plates and bringing a second course. I was already stuffed from the first. Besides it wasn’t for the food that I was here. It was to discuss our next plan of action. As I see it there was only one last thing to care of, the necromancer himself. The forest had been purified, the priestesses, those that remained, were all safe at the temple. The necromancer was the only thing left to cause us any problems. Whether that was the whole point of my quest here or not, I didn’t know. Maybe I really did have a choice in the matter, though at this point it no longer felt like I did. I was a part of something, and I had to see it through.

“If you think you’re ready then I have no problem with finishing this,” said Titania. It was her agreement on the matter that I worried about getting the most. But she offered no resistance to the idea. I suppose she was a fighter after all, battling filled her with energy, gave her purpose. Elara of course was willing to stand by me no matter what, she continued to believe in me since the moment I arrived in this world.

“Well I don’t think I should really have much say in the matter,” said Diana, “You all know more about what’s going on then I do, I’ve spent too much time in a cage to offer any input.” That leaves only Selene, I can’t see her denying my request but still I needed each of their approval to go along with this. I was a member of the temple now, I had to follow protocol. I glanced at Selene waiting for her response. She looked deep in thought and took a moment before offering her side.

“I only have one caveat,” said Selene, “If we do this then it’s just us. I don’t want anyone else risking their lives for our war.”

“This isn’t just our war it affects the entire forest,” added Titania. They both had a point. I didn’t want to see another loyal forest creature die defending me. But I saw what the necromancer did to the forest, we all shared the forest.

“Don’t be foolish Titania,” said Selene, “you know as well as I do the real reason the necromancer sought our demise.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Tell him,” said Selene.

Titania cleared her throat and turned to face me, “He wanted us as servants and when we refused-”

“Servants,” scoffed Diana, “He wanted playthings, women he could use for his own sexual pleasure whenever he wanted. He’s a bastard, to think we used to be friends with that man.”

“She’s right,” said Titania.

Perhaps they thought this news would have come as a shock to me but it didn’t, I could have gathered this much on my own. Will wanted to play a different game, a game that only sought after his own pleasure regardless of the other players. I can’t say I agree with him, but still, it was just another choice, another way to tell a story.

“Exactly,” added Selene, “That’s why it should be us and us alone to put a stop to him.”

“Look, I’m good with just the five of us. If that’s the way it's got to be then let’s do it,” I said.

“Five of us? I’m afraid I'm not going to be much use in battle,” said Diane.

“Maybe not in battle, but we will need potions, stay behind if you’d like, but your skills are just as valuable as the rest of ours,” I said.

“Hmmph, look who finally decided to act his role,” said Titania.

Elara gave me a pleased smile.

“So it’s settled then, the four of us will take on the necromancer,” said Selene.

“I can’t wait,” said Titania, gripping the hilt of her blade.

We only had one small problem, I had no idea where to even find Will. Thankfully, Selene had a solution for that. The five of us gathered into one of the temple’s ritual rooms. Selene took hold of my staff and removed the orb from it placing it on the main altar.

“If the five of us invoke the Goddess together she can aid us in revealing the necromancer’s location. You are up to it Miles, right?”

“Of course he is,” snickered Titania, “he is a man isn’t he? Funny how by his very desire for us the necromancer has only driven us further from him and closer to another.”

Ahh, so it was another ritual of this sort. I can’t say I’m all that against it. Four insanely beautiful priestesses all willing to give themselves over to me. I’d be a fool to turn that down. Still this Goddess, she sure had an interesting means of contacting her.

The priestesses wasted no time in disrobing themselves and kneeling before me. Elara, Selene, Titania, and Diana; each one of them glanced up at me. I looked into each of their eyes, for whatever reason it was me that found himself surrounded and loved by each of them and not Will. I had no intentions of controlling them, of forcing them into servitude like Will did. I only wanted to help and understand more of this world, and by that I have been blessed with more than I could have Imagined.

Elara was the first to take hold of my cock. When this was all over, when I returned back to my own world, it was going to be her soft and delicate touch that I would miss the most. Her fingers ran over the tip, teasing me. I wanted to bend over and kiss her, lift her up and embrace her. But Titania’s strong hand pressed against my chest as her other hand gripped around my shaft. Selene let the spit drip out of her mouth and run over each of the priestesses fingers, they all gripped and slid their hands off my cock.

Each one took turns taking me into their warm and wet mouths. When one didn’t suck, they licked from underneath, finding any possible way to play with me. And if they couldn’t reach me, they went for one another. Squeezing and pinching at their soft flesh. Fingers and hands, sliding across wet pussies. The sounds of our pleasure echoed in the chamber, surely a pleasing sound to the Goddess.

I wanted to be inside each and everyone of them. They radiated with lustful desire, blessed with beauty, blessed by the moon. I was enchanted by the display of sexuality and love performed between them. The way Titania groped and pinched Diana’s stiff nipples. The way Selene caressed Elara tight ass. I Spread Elara’s legs open, needing to taste her sweet pussy again. I ran my tongue along her clit, she let out soft moans. Her voice tickled at my eardrums, and made my cock throb.

If I failed in defeating Will at least I had this moment to spend with the priestesses now. Still, I believed we would all be safe. But truly there was no certainty that we would. I teased my cock over Elara’s pussy.

“Yes… please,” begged Elara.

Selene caressed Elara’s cheek and kissed her lips, “Show her how much you love her,” Selene took my hand and placed it on Elara’s chest. I slid my cock inside of her. Just a bit at first. Elara gasped. My cock stretched her open.

“Please my hero, take me… love me,” sighed Elara. I had no intentions of doing any less. Her sweet pussy was wet and warm. My heart beat faster as I entered fully inside of her. I moved my hips and pushed against her body. Her breasts rocked with my rhythm. To feel so connected with another, it was absolute bliss. To have the other priestesses radiate with joy at the uniting of our bodies.

All my worries of the ensuing fight melted away. All that existed in this moment now was the women and myself. The sounds and touches, the wonder and ecstasy. Our sweaty bodies glided along one another. Our breathing mixed and grew heavy. I held Elara’s face between my hands, looking into her eyes as I worked my cock in and out of her pussy. So tight, so warm and loving. I never wanted this world to end, or to return to my old life. Everything was right here for me.

The orb on the altar shone bright and the clouded sphere started to spin. Selene removed her lips from Titania and gazed deeply into the orb. The rest of us continued to share in our love as Selene communicated with the orb and the Goddess, beseeching her aid in finding the necromancer.

The Goddess answered our prayers and Selene placed her hands on the orb. An energy of great power filled the room. My aching body filled with strength. Elara’s eyes went wide. She bit her lip and gripped my thighs, and would have pulled me in closer if only such a thing was possible. I kissed her lips, our mouths connecting, our tongues darting about. I swelled and groaned, erupting my seed into Elara. I collapsed on top of her. My cock resting inside her soaking pussy. I shifted my legs. Elara tightened her hold on me.

“Don’t pull out, not just yet,” said Elara. I had no desire to leave her. I kept myself buried in her warmth. Diana nestled next to us, her hand stroking Elara’s hair.

“You will defeat him, you will save us all,” she whispered to us.

Feeling them all there in that room with me, I would do anything to prove her right. Risk my life if I had to. Whatever it takes. I was not going to let Will win. I was not going to allow him to steal the priestesses away again. And when the time came, I knew I could end him. This was not the Will of the world I arrived from. This was the necromancer, a wretched demon of a man with no care for others but himself.

Titania lifted me over, thirsty and desiring for more. She licked my cock clean, sucking the cum and juices off. She pressed my body down and climbed on top, sinking her pussy down my cock. Bouncing her ass on me.

“Oh fuck,” I cried out, looking for anything to take hold of.

“You didn’t think I’d let you go without taking some for myself first,” said Titania.

I smiled, “How foolish of me to think so.”

Titania clawed at my chest, ravaging my cock with her pussy. I squirmed and bucked. I had no choice but to explode inside of her as well. Letting the cum fill her cunt. I suppose I would miss her too. The way she went for what she wanted, strong and commanding. They all had a special place in my heart.




Chapter 10

Diana was in the gardens, a large cauldron bubbled before her. She sprinkled some herbs inside and the mix sizzled. She gave each of us a wooden cup.

“This should help double the strength of your abilities. It’ll last for a few hours,” said Diana.

“Thank you,” I said, lifting the cup to my lips. I nearly spit the brew out. It tasted awful.

“Yeah, bonemeal doesn’t exactly help with the taste,” said Diana, “but it’s powerful stuff.”

We all drank the potion. Titania had no problem getting it down. Elara and I glared at each other and started to dry heave, desperately keeping ourselves from spewing the brew back up.

“The necromancer is holed up not too far from here. His reach is clearly dwindling. I saw only one other demon guard with him,” said Selene.

“Good, we couldn’t have chosen a better time,” said Diana.

“Best to end him before he has the chance to regather his strength,” said Titania.

The four of us took off into the forest. Ready as we’ll ever be to face off with Will. We followed behind Selene as she took the lead. The forest was alive with creatures. Birds sang fluttering from tree to tree. Insects buzzed about the multicolored flowers. Hard to believe this was the same forest. Whatever death and corruption the necromancer laid upon this place had all been reclaimed with life once again.

We journeyed together for a few miles. A solemn journey. None of us spoke much. Our minds and bodies filled with anticipation. Selene led us to a mountainside. A large opening that winded deep through the mountains beckoned for us to enter.

“This is the place,” said Selene.

“So what’s the plan?” I asked.

“You and I will take the front,” said Titania, “Elara you keep to the rear, stay hidden if you can. If any of us need your aid we will fall back to you.”

“Right,” nodded Elara.

“And I?” Asked Selene.

“Guard the entrance, we can’t be certain the necromancer doesn’t have allies lurking about. Besides, if there isn’t any flora inside the cave your magic won’t be of much help to us anyway.”

We all agreed with Titania’s plan. Selene posted up outside of the cave entrance. She summoned two voracious and snapping plant elementals out of the earth to keep watch with her. Titana and I took the lead walking into the dark cave. Elara clutched to her staff following in behind us. There was no telling how deep the cave went or where the paths led. We could only hope we were on the right track and could take the necromancer by surprise.

The tunnel opened into a large chamber. Torches flickered on the walls offering a dim lighting. In the center of the chamber was a sigil painted in blood.

“Careful,” said Titania. The two of us approached the center of the sigil. Whatever the necromancer was up to it wasn’t good. I got down on my knees to get a closer look. I slid a finger along the sigil. The blood markings began to boil and flash.

“I said be careful,” said Titania.

“I- I didn’t do anything,” I said.

“Like hell,” said Titania.

Within a puff of dark smoke a large hulking demon appeared before us both monstrous and intimidating. Just as large as Hargthor but far more menacing. The demon pulled a two handed sword out of the sigil and tossed it over its shoulder.

“The master is going to be rather pleased once I bring him you two,” said the Demon, pointing his blade at Titania and Elara. “I suppose he can use your skull for a goblet,” the demon glared at me.

I jumped back out of the sigil and clutched my staff. My body shifted and I took on the form of the wolf. I howled and shook my snout. I clawed at the earth, signaling Titania to let her know I was ready.

“I’m afraid it’s your bones that will be dined with tonight,” said Titania, drawing her blade. She wasted no time and swung at the demon. He lifted his mighty weapon and blocked her attack. I darted around behind the creature and got ready to pounce. The demon held its blade out and swung around in a full circle. I gracefully jumped over it. Titania attempted to dodge but stumbled and fell to the ground.

“Titania!” Yelled Elara.

“I’m fine, just keep a safe distance,” said Titania.

“Well well well, so you decided to show up after all,” the necromancer stepped into the chamber, a gnarled wooden staff clutched in his hand. He lifted his staff, shadowy tendrils spilled out and shot towards Titania. I dashed after her, shoving her out of the way.

“Not bad, Miles. I see you’ve been practicing,” said the necromancer.

I let out a snarl and shifted back, “It’s time we ended this,” I said.

“Very well,” the necromancer grabbed the edge of his hood and lowered it. His face was horrific. His flesh had turned grey with black lines etched deep into the skin. “You look surprised. It’s still me Miles. Dark magic does unfortunately come with a price.”

“No wonder you need to force women into slavery,” I laughed, “With a face like that who would want to come willingly.”

“Enough!” Will shouted, a shadowy hand shot forth and gripped at my throat, lifting me into the air.

Titania lifted her blade and hurried to my aid, her sword trailing behind her as she ran down the necromancer.

“Not so fast,” growled the demon. The broadside of his sword smacked into Titania and sent her back.

I struggled for a breath and focused my energy, letting the bear within me out, shifting my form. The shadow around my throat tore apart, I fell to the ground and let out a bestial roar.

“A clever trick,” said Will, “you may be able to break out of my grasp but let’s see how you manage this…” Will shot three shadowbolts out of his staff. I dodged the first and second, the third turned back around homing in on me, sending a painful wave of dark energy through my body.

The wave stunned me for a moment, I couldn’t move or shift. The demon lifted its weapon ready to strike me down. Titania darted in front of me. Cocking her sword back she then thrusted the point of her weapon deep into the chest of the demon. The demon let out a roar of pain and dropped his weapon to the ground. Just when I thought Titania had got the best of him the demon reached out and took hold of Titania in his mighty grasp, lifting her off the ground.

“Nice try,” smirked the demon. The demon ripped the blade out of his chest and pointed it at TItania’s. “But not good enough.” The demon thrusted the blade forward, shoving it through Titania, a mist of blood spraying out of her back. The demon released her and her body fell to the ground.

Filled with rage and ferocity I bounded after the demon. I charged, throwing the entirety of my weight into him. The demon stumbled and fell flat on his back. I clawed at his chest and sank my jaws into its neck. I bit and ripped chunks of demonic flesh. Blood dripped from my snout. I stomped my paw down the monster's face and tore a chunk of flesh from its cheek, exposing bone.

“Brutal,” said Will, “you would have made a fine necromancer, a pity.” Will glanced from me towards Elara. Elara hovered over Titania, desperately trying to heal her wound. It was too late. Tears rolled down Elara’s face. She knew as well as I did there was no hope for revival, though she clung to the false belief that she could still save Titania. A shadowy tendril snaked after her. I shifted into a wolf and picked up speed. Throwing myself into the grasp of the shadow. I shifted back into a human and broke the shadow’s hold.

“Get out of here, get to safety,” I demanded of Elara.

“But-”

“Now! I won’t lose you too.”

“It looks like it’s just you and me, Miles,” said Will.

“Not for long,” I said.

“How right you are,” Will pulled a dagger out of his waistband and sliced it across his palm. He pressed his bleeding hand to the dirt. A dark void opened and two skeletal warriors walked out of the darkness. The skeletons rushed at me. I shifted and howled. A skeleton sunk its boney claws into my hide. A deep gash raked my flesh. I snapped my jaws and shattered the spine of the skeleton. I pounced on the remaining skeleton, a shadowbolt stunned my body. The skeleton tore at my underbelly. As soon as I regained movement I shifted into a bear and crushed the skeleton underneath the weight of my body.

More shadowy tendril wrapped around me. What a useless attempt. I shifted back into a human and broke free. “Haven’t you learned that doesn’t work on me,” I said.

Will chuckled, “I’m not going for you.” A tendril lashed at the staff in my snapping it in half. The orb fell out and rolled along the ground. I tried to change forms but without my staff I was unable too. I was useless now. Unarmed and incapable of using magic.

“Looks like I win,” said Will.

A tendril shot at me. I rolled out of the way. Titania’s limp body rested next to me. I can’t lose, I refuse to. If I die the others won’t stand a chance against him.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered to Titania. I grabbed the sword embedded in Titania’s body and ripped it free.

This was it, filled with and blinded by my rage, I jumped into the air and held the point of the sword down at Will. A shadowbolt shocked my body. But it didn’t matter. Stunned, I fell through the air, the point of the blade sinking into Will’s stomach. Facing me, Will coughed up blood, black red ichor splattering in my face.

“Well… played…” spat Will.

I pulled my arm back, removing the blade and thrusted it one last time into his stomach. Blood pooled out of his mouth and his body dropped to the floor.

“Well played, Will,” I shuddered.

I ran to Titania. I placed a hand over her heart. It was too late, if Elara couldn’t save her there was nothing I could possibly do. I lowered her eyelids and kissed her forehead. She gave her life for us. She would be remembered as a true hero. I lifted her body and carried her over my shoulders. I exited the cave and placed Titania down onto the earth.

“It’s finished,” I said. Elara and Selene nodded not saying a word.

That night the entire temple joined us as we buried Titania under the moonlight in the grove where I first came into this world. We offered our prayers for her sending.

“She is with the Goddess now,” said Selene. I wrapped my arm around Elara’s shoulder, comforting her as the tears continued to flow. We all grieved for our fallen ally. Titania’s story had ended. And this filled me with a great sadness. But I knew the life behind Titania continued on. And another story waited for whoever that was, if they so desired it. The priestesses and myself left the grove. The temple aids filled in the grave.

“A memorial will be resurrected in her honor,” said Diana.

As long as the temple remains in this world so too will the memory of Titania and the sacrifice she made for it.

That night at the temple I laid awake in bed, unable to sleep. I rolled the orb around in my hands. I felt as if my reason for being in this world had come to an end. My quest completed. Yet I still couldn’t bring myself to go back to my world. I knew I would have to at some point however. I just wanted to spend a little more time here. I left the temple and went to the forest. I wanted to spend some time alone with my thoughts. Take a stroll in the moonlight. I wondered, as I looked to the moon, if Titania was there still a part of this world somehow. Or if she had moved on, to somewhere else or something else.

I heard a rustling in the forest. My initial thought was skeletons. But they were no more, for the time being the forest was safe. Then a crouched figure caught my eye. I carefully approached. A man dug through the earth with his hands.

“Greetings,” I said to the man.

The man raised himself and looked at me with a big smile, “Oh, hello.”

“Will,” I laughed, “you’re back already?”

“Indeed,” said Will, “but don’t worry, you killed the necromancer. He is no more. I think this time I might take a more simple path.”

“Really?”

“Mmhmm, I think I’m going to do some foraging and then head to the capital. See if I can find an apothecary to apprentice for.”

“The capital?” I asked.

“It’s not such a small world here, Miles. Not really.”

I hadn’t even thought of that. Thought of exploring other places in this world. From the moment I got here my mind was focused on only one thing, saving the temple. I couldn’t help but wonder what else was out there, who else was out there.

Will placed a hand on my shoulder, “But if you ever need to, you know where you can find me. Everyday from nine to six, I’ll be at the comic shop. Don’t be a stranger. Maybe we can even party up some time. There are still many others out there playing the villain. If you’re still interested in being the hero that is.”

“I think I rather like being the hero. It feels good,” I said.

“It always does,” Will grabbed his cloth bag and slung it over his shoulder. He turned and waved and took off deeper into the forest.

If anyone back home saw Will, they would simply see a struggling comic book store owner. They would have no idea of the adventures and lives he lived here. Far greater adventures than most could ever possibly imagine. This was where Will truly belonged. He got by in our world. But in this one he did more than just that. He explored, he fought, he failed, he tried again. Suddenly whatever decisions I had to make back home about moving forward; about finding a career, or another degree, they didn’t matter so much to me. I could be happy with getting by. So long as I could find the time to come back here and live out just one more story. That’s what was truly important to me.




Chapter 11

I slept the remainder of that night in my room at the temple. It wasn’t time for me to leave, not just yet. I still wanted to at least say goodbye to everyone here first. I knew I would be back but it might be some time before then. And in a world as potentially chaotic as this one, there really is no knowing who would still be here when I returned. I’m sure I’d be able to find my friends again, they just might not be the friends that I remembered.

I sat at the dining table, Elara and Selene had finished their meals and left. Diana and I remained for the moment.

“Do you still have any more of that potion?” I asked her.

“What potion?” The look on my face must have made it obvious as to what I was referring to, “Oh… yes, there’s some left.”

“Can I have some by chance?”

“Of course. Were you thinking of joining me for another-” Diana stopped mid sentence, looking me over. “Ah, this isn’t about me is it?”

“Not exactly,” I said.

“I understand. Elara will be thrilled,” said Diana.

“Thank you. After today I’m going to return to my home. I’m not sure how long I’ll be away for… but if you’re not here when I return-”

Diana stood up from her seat and walked over to me, her fingers sliding across my shoulders, “It’s been a pleasure getting to know you too,” Diana kissed my cheek. “You have fun with her. She really does care about you.”

I nodded in return.

When I went back to my room to get ready for the day a small vial sat upon my nightstand. I took the vial and placed it into my pocket. I peered out my window and saw Selene working in the gardens. I opened my window and shouted to her, telling her to wait for me. Selene smiled and waved back.

I headed into the gardens, the light of the sun felt soothing on my exposed skin. The outside world felt at peace, fully at peace. But this was probably just a reflection of how I felt inside. There was nothing left to be done, I could simply relax into the way things were and let them happen and unfold naturally. It felt good to not have to chase anything down. To try and fight for some outcome.

“I’m going to be leaving for a bit,” I said.

“I figured as much,” said Selene, “We’re going to miss you here. Elara most of all, have you said goodbye to her yet?”

“Not yet. Where is she?”

“She is in her chambers, left with a handful of flowers just a moment ago,” said Selene. “You know you really took to this place quite fast, I’m impressed. I do hope you return soon.”

“Don’t worry, I don’t think I’d be able to stay away for too long,” I said.

“I’m happy to hear that,” Selene embraced me in a hug, “go, enjoy her,” whispered Selene. I pulled away and looked into her eyes and nodded.  I bent down and plucked a handful of flowers.

I knocked on the door to Elara’s room, “Come in,” said a familiar voice. Elara stood before her night stand, arranging flowers in a vase.

“What are you up to?” I asked.

“It’s just a little something for Titania,” said Elara.

“May I add some?” I asked, holding out the flowers in my hand.

“Please,” said Elara.

The two of us stood next to each other, filling the vase with a variety of colored plants. I can’t see Titania being the type to want a flower arrangement. But then I suppose this sort of act of remembrance was more for the living than the dead. Elara lifted a black rose and placed it into the center of the arrangement. Now that looked more like Titania.

“She will love it,” I said.

“I hope so,” said Elara.

It was hard for me to get the words out. But the longer I stood by her side the more it ate away at me to just tell her. I had no choice, I couldn’t leave without saying goodbye.

“I’m going to be gone for a bit,” I said.

Elara looked down for a moment, I placed a finger underneath her chin and lifted her gaze to meet mine. “But I’ll be back. I’ll always come back,” I smiled.

“You better,” smiled Elara. She threw her arms around me and hugged tightly, squeezing and squeezing me.

“Alright alright, easy,” I said, freeing myself from her vice-like hold.

“You know I don’t want you to leave, right?”

“I don’t really want to leave either, but there are some things I need to take care of back home.”

“I understand,” said Elara, “I haven’t been back home in a long time. I’m afraid to go back now. I don’t know what’s waiting for me there anymore.”

I took Elara’s hands in mine, “I am,” I said. “Elara… in this world or in any other I would be honored to have you by my side.”

“Really? You mean that?”

“Of course I do.”

There was nothing left to say. Our lips found one anothers. Our chest pressed against each other. My hands held to Elara never wanting to let go. Wanting to hold and make this moment last. Her tongue found its way into my mouth, wet and warm. We tumbled to her bed and fell upon it. I hovered above her. I took the potion from my pocket and uncorked the vial. I let the liquid drip into my mouth and brought my lips to Elara’s, swapping a bit of potion into her open mouth.

The energy swelled inside of our bodies, the warmth tingled through our limbs. We wrestled with one another. Squeezing flesh and tugging at clothing until we both rolled naked in the sheets. Elara straddled on top of my chest, her hand reaching back and taking hold of my hard cock. Her fingers twisted and rotated pulling and tugging at my erection. Elara grinded her hips, her wet pussy sliding against my body. I reached forward and pressed my hand to her clit, rubbing. Elara moaned, filled with ecstasy.

“My wolf…”

“My priestess…”

Our voices mixed above her bed. Sweat glistened off her breasts. I held her tits in my hands, and pinched her tiny nipples. Elara lifted her hips and held my cock against her pussy, sliding herself up and down the underside of my throbbing cock.

“What a tease,” I laughed.

“Don’t deny that you love it, my wolf,” said Elara.

“I love nothing more than your continued touch,” I said. Elara pressed the tip of my cock to her clit, using it to bring herself pleasure. Precum dripped from my tip, mixing with her juices.

I wrapped an arm around her back and flipped her underneath me. I shoved her legs apart and brought my lips to her pussy. I licked up her sweet clit, sending shivers down her spine. Elara’s legs trembled. I put a finger into her wet hole, her pussy tightening around my finger. I worked her clit and the walls of her pussy. Elara squirmed and tightened, the ogarsms rolling through her one after another. The potion was in full effect pumping through our veins. Watching her squeal with enjoyment I couldn’t resist not being inside her. I pressed my cock into her tight pussy.

“Ah! Easy my wolf,” moaned Elara. I eased myself in inch by inch. Until she had taken the fullness of my cock. I began to thrust and gripped her hips. Forcing my cock up and in, pulling her down.

Our bodies entangled. I held to her head and back. Elara’s legs stuck up in the air and then wrapped around my body. We rocked together. Filled with love and lust and pleasure unmatched. My body quaked and I nibbled at her ear. Cum erupted from my cock and filled her warm pussy. Streams of my seed entered her. Elara squeezed me, forcing my hips down deeper, wanting to take every bit of my load.

The potion kept us full of energy. I pumped orgasm after orgasm into Elara. We both grew sticky with sweat and the mix of the juices of our love making. Our bodies gliding along one another. Nothing could separate us. The day continued on outside but the two of us remained in that bed together. Our bodies remained connected through loving union.

It was not until night had fallen completely that we had finished and Elara had fallen fast asleep. I leaned over and kissed her forehead, my thumb caressing the soft flesh of her cheek. It was not goodbye, not really. I would come back. I went to recieve my orb and looked at it one last time.

Name: Miles, Priest Of The Moon
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Current Location: Temple Of The Moon

“I’m ready to go home,” the orb filled the room with light. Its energy contorting my body and fitting me through the void.




Chapter 12

The world around me had never felt less alive. My room, my bed, it did nothing for me. Back only for a moment and already I was missing that world I had come to love. I looked at the card before me. My picture, my stats, they were all etched on the cardboard. I looked it over and then placed it back into the box, putting it away in my desk drawer. I looked at the time. Will would still be at the comic store. Perhaps I should pay him and his wife a visit.

The store was empty as usual. I called out for Will. He entered in from the back room, “Miles, so good to see you again.”

“You too,” I said.

“So what brings you here?” asked Will.

“Actually, I was wondering about getting a job,” I said.

“You mean here?”

“Yeah, if possible.”

Will thought it over in his head for a moment, “I suppose I can do that. I won’t be able to pay you much though.”

“That’s fine. I don’t think I need much. I’ve already got most of what I need.”

“Very well. We just got a shipment of Dark Reality Cards in. It’s the newest fad taking all the elementary schools by storm. Help set up the outside display?”

“Sure.”

“Oh, Miles,” said Will’s wife, Stacy, coming in from the back, “nice to see you.”

“Honey, say hello to our newest employee,” said Will.

“Glad to have you aboard,” she said.

Stacy and I brought the displays from the back outside. I really hoped this would help bring in a bit more business. As far as people go Will and Stacy aren’t so bad. A bit weird maybe, but not so bad.

“I’m happy Will finally found a friend,” said Stacy, “well, in our world.”

“I’m happy to have found one myself,” I said. “You wouldn’t happen to have any more Raw Magik cards would you?”

“I think so, why?”

“There’s someone I’m thinking of introducing to the game.”

It’s been way too long since my brother and I played together. It might be nice for the two of us to go on adventures again, like old times. I wonder what he would be like in the world of Raw Magik. Would he play to win just like before, or would he see something different in the game, something more real and alive. One thing’s for certain I couldn’t wait for my next adventure.

Pleasure And Potions




Chapter 1

It was time for me to make the difficult decision of choosing a class. Some find themselves clearly drawn to one over the others. I was caught between two, shaman or druid. At the time my reasoning was rather simple; I liked to wander outside in the woods, not really with any great plan or destination in mind. Just wandering and enjoying the scenes that nature had to offer. Both classes seemed rather nature oriented in their learning and so I narrowed my decision down to those two.

I suppose a hunter could have been added to that mix, but hunters were expected to tame nature not draw their strength from it. I wasn’t much of a tamer, I didn’t care to prove my dominance over anything. I guess I just wasn’t that ambitious. That lack of ambition clearly ruled out being a rogue or a warrior. The very idea of sitting in a library for hours reading and studying gave me a headache, quickly turning me off from any of the more arcane spellcasting classes.

It might be a bit sad to admit this but when I ended up choosing shaman it wasn’t because of any grand revelation or anything like that. It was for no other reason than there being a shaman teacher in my home village, and the nearest druid teacher was some hundred miles away in another.

It was actually rather lucky for me that Elder Udrok was visiting our little village. Hearthshire was just south of Northbridge Kingdom, and Udrok was on his way to the castle for some important political business of which I knew nothing about, and was not anyone worth letting in on the goings-on of the kingdom at large.

“Just keep your focus on the totem,” said Udrok, standing before me, pounding on the bearskin drum tucked under his arm.

“I’m focusing… I’m focusing…” I muttered.

“You’re talking, not focusing,” he took the drumstick and thumped me on the top of the head, “If you want the elemental spirits to accept you and begin your journey into the realm of the shamanic you must focus on your totem. Let the beating of the drum roll through you, lose yourself and it will find you.”

I started to wonder if I made the wrong choice. Getting attuned to the elements wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. And also kind of boring. I’m no good at sitting still for long periods, it’s why I wander the woods so much, I’ve got to keep moving. This sitting still and trying to enter some trance was not natural for me. And Elder Udrok breaking rhythm and bonking me on the head every time I wanted to get up and stretch certainly didn’t help either.

I couldn’t help but imagine it would have been easier to be a warrior. Sir Rey has been known for just shoving a sword into an adventurer's hand and sending them on their first quest. None of this getting attuned nonsense. But I guess magic is a bit more complex than swords, at least at the start.

I gave in to the beating of the drum. There was clearly no getting out of this, Udrok wasn’t about to let me leave without having finished. I sank my bottom into the dirt, settling in for the long haul. The drumming buzzed and hummed in my ears. The sight of the totem before me started to waver, the patterns on the carved wood shifted and danced, taking on all sorts of strange forms. Creatures with many eyes and morphing faces, men and women naked and bare, their bodies slinking across the totem.

My muscles tensed, my vision darkened, I tried not to give into the novelty of the strange bodily feelings, just as Udrok had warned against, it would break the trance if I tried to control any aspect of these changes, at least this early in my journey. I could feel myself being lifted out of my body as if a great hand was plucking me out of my skin. I could see myself, sitting cross legged, down below. Suddenly I was filled with a great fear that I would never be able to return to my body, that I would be lost from myself forever. That part of me that had split from my body jolted back, my heart beating out of control. I clutched my stomach and vomited in the dirt.

“Good show,” said Udrok, cheerfully patting me on my back.

I wiped the vomit from my lips, “good?” I coughed, gagging on the rancid taste of vomit that filled my mouth.

“You crossed into the astral plane. Albeit just barely. The equivalent of dipping the tip of your toes into the ocean. Still, you’re a shaman. You have a lot to learn, but you’re a shaman. You should be proud,” said Udrok.

“I don’t feel like much of anything,” I said, spitting into the dirt, desperately trying to get the taste out of my mouth.

“A novice craftsman doesn’t feel like much of a blacksmith the first time his hammer hits metal either. But just like the novice craftsmen you are on your way.”

“That’s fantastic…” I clutched the grass between my fingers, tearing it out of the earth, expelling another round of puke.

Udrok reached down and helped me up to my feet. I wrapped my arm around his shoulder, holding on for balance.

“It's a magical hangover. Your body will need some time to adjust to its new potential. I suggest you get yourself a drink, it’ll help. Besides, this is a cause for celebration.”

I rubbed my forehead, feeling a bit better as the world was no longer split in two. A drink sounded good. “Will you join me?” I asked Udrok.

The old shaman shook his head, “I’ve got to head to the capitol. I wasn’t expecting to pick up any trainees on the way. I’ll be staying here in Hearthshire for as long as I’m needed at the castle. I prefer to be as far away from the bustle and noise of large kingdoms as possible, when it can be helped. If you have any questions or such, you’ll know where to find me. Now go enjoy yourself, you’ve earned it,” Udrok twirled his beard between his fingers, waving me a goodbye as he followed the dirt path into Northbridge.

The inn at Hearthshire wasn’t much but it was a place to grab some ale. I hardly ever spend time there, I wasn’t much for drinking or loud company. I guess I was similar to Udrok in that way. I would have rather wandered as I always do, but I was still feeling a bit uneasy and drinking might help steel my nerves. Maybe I really did choose the right path in becoming a shaman. I liked Udrok, even if he seemed to have more important business to take care of then helping with my training or anything like that. Still, I saw a bit of myself in that craggily old man, whether that was a good thing or not, was yet to be seen.

“Hey, Micah!” Edward, the innkeeper, greeted me as a I entered. He was a nice enough man. I was always impressed with how he remembered me, I hardly spoke to him. But when I found myself, on rare occasions at the inn, he always greeted me warmly. I ordered a tankard of weak ale from the bar maiden and looked around the inn. A group of real rough and tumble looking adventures sat at one of the tables. I’ve never seen them in Hearthshire before, they must have been just passing through.

A pretty young woman sitting alone wearing a white and gold trimmed robe waved me on over to her table. I haven’t seen her before either. I wasn’t planning on getting on with anybody but it would be rude if I didn’t join her now.

“Hey there, come join me,” said the woman.

I pulled a chair out and took a seat, placing my tankard on the table, not saying anything at first. I was probably a bit awkward but meeting new people doesn’t come natural to me.

The woman looked me up and down, waiting for something. Probably for me to say something, but…

“So where are you from?” she asked, taking a strand of long blonde hair between her fingers and moving it out of her face.

“Umm.. here,” I said, “Hearthshire. And yourself? You must be from out of town, no?”

The woman shrugged, “sort of, I live in Northbridge but I come here often enough, surprised I haven’t seen you before,” she said.

“I usually keep to the farm, or the woods. These kinds of places aren’t really my thing,” I said. I wondered why someone from Northbridge would come here, surely the capitol had all we had to offer and more.

The woman took a big gulp of ale, “I’m Lily, by the way,” she let out a tiny burp as she put her ale down, putting her fingers to her lips. And I had to admit it was kind of adorable. It’s always cute to see someone so pretty do something slightly uncouth. Makes them more human, more on your own level, I suppose.

“Micah,” I said, introducing myself.

Lily held her hand out across the table for a handshake, which felt a bit unnatural. She brought her palms to her cheeks, her elbows on the table. “I saw you checking them out,” Lily nodded toward the group in high-end armor. Is the farm boy jealous?” Lily scooted her chair in a bit, and rested her large bust on top of the table. I tried my best not to stare but it wasn’t so easy.

Lily gave her body a cute little wiggle, waiting for me to respond. I searched my mind for the correct response. It wasn’t exactly jealousy that I felt towards them but it was something.

“I suppose, but I won’t be a farmhand for much longer. I’m a shaman now, well just starting out. “

“A shaman?” Lily, raised an eyebrow, “there’s not many shamans around here. I suppose that could be a good thing, you’ll be the only one to fill that role if any travelers should pass by needing one. However, others might not really know what it is you bring to a group and will just pass you by. What can you do?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t really know to be honest with you. My teacher kind of just left me. What about you? What’s your story?”

Lily took another swig of ale, and cleared her throat, “I’m a cleric, my parents are devout members at the Temple Of Light, so being a cleric was kind of expected of me,” Lily took my hand in hers, “but between you and me I don’t really like all the rules the temple imposes on us clerics. That’s why I come all the way to Hearthshire for a drink and a little fun. My teacher would not be too happy if he found out how I prefer to spend my free time.”

“It’s a good thing I didn’t choose cleric, I can’t see anything wrong with enjoying a drink now and again,” I said.

“Oh, it’s not just drinking I like,” Lily pressed her breasts together, her hand sneaking under the table grabbing my thigh. Shocked, I scooted my chair back, the chair’s legs scratching the wood floor.

The table next to us glanced over and eyed me suspiciously. I brushed off and recollected myself, sliding my chair back in.

“What’s wrong?” Pouted Lily.

“Nothing… nothing, I was just caught off guard,” I smiled, trying to act like all was good. Of course all was good, I wasn’t doing anything wrong.

Lily brought her hand back onto my thigh, this time I let her have it. Her fingers squeezing my flesh, gliding up and down. “Maybe we can help each other out,” said Lily.

“And how would we do that?” I asked, though I’m sure I already had half of it figured out.

“You come upstairs and play with me, and I’ll group up with you, and we can try and figure out your new skills,” Lily licked her lips, “What do you say?”

Finding a group as a novice was hard enough, finding one as a shaman in this region may be even harder. I didn’t think I would be the type to get with someone because it might help boost me forward in my journey as a shaman, but as Lily’s hand moved farther up my thigh it was getting a lot harder… to think straight.

Lily gave me a wry smile, getting out of her chair. Her finger trailing up my arm and over my shoulder as she moved behind me. She knew I didn’t have to say anything, the way my heart pounded, she knew she had me. She grabbed my wrist and pulled me out of the chair, dragging me up the stairs of the inn, my body trailing behind her.

“I always keep a room on hand when I come here,” said Lily.

“Do- do you do this often?”

“Not as often as you might think, but I do like to just sleep here and get away from the prudes at the temple from time to time.”

“If you despise the temple this much, why join it in the first place?” I asked.

Lily let out a heavy sigh, “I didn’t bring you up here to interview me.” She tossed herself on the bed; her body, her breasts, bouncing up and down.

Maybe I was just stalling, the truth was I had never been with a woman before, and Lily’s overt sexuality was kind of intimidating. Lily curled her finger, beckoning me over to the bed. Lily slowly spread her legs, fiddling with the bottom edge of her robe.

“Why are you being so shy,” Lily yanked me onto the bed. I splayed my arms out for balance, hovering over her. Lily grabbed right at my crotch. “He doesn’t feel so shy,” Lily teased my hard cock. My face reddened a bit.

Lily reached under my trousers pulling my cock out, her soft hands running along the length of my shaft. I didn’t know much about clerics but she certainly didn’t behave like the few I’ve seen on my visits to the capitol. Lily licked her bottom lip, pushed at my chest and flipped my onto my back. She ripped my trousers off my legs, sliding herself up and down my body.

“Come on, Micah. Don’t you want to touch?” Lily brought my hands to her breasts, feeling them with me. “There you go, don’t be shy.”

Lily pulled her robe off her body, her large tits grazing against my chest. “See, I’m not a cleric, I’m just a woman. Nothing to be afraid of.” Once she was out of her robes it was much easier to see her as a person and not as her class. Not as how I thought her class should behave. Her nipples stiffened by the touches of my teasing hands.

“There you go,” Lily grinded her wet pussy along my thigh, pleasing herself as she let out soft moans. I held her hips, feeling each movement of her curvy body on mine. “There’s no better way to start a day of hard training then with a little fun first,” Lily held my cock in her hand, teasing the tip against her clit, flicking it in and out of her sweet hole.

Lily lowered herself down my cock, sinking me inside of her deeper and deeper. I let out a heavy groan, her tight pussy wrapped around my cock.

“Oh fuck…” I exhaled.

“Mmhmm,” agreed Lily.

She worked her hips back and forth, grinding herself against me, lifting her hips up and down, sliding along the length of my cock. It felt so damn good. I clutched her thighs, trying to hold the pleasure in. I wanted to last for her. I knew I wouldn’t be able to. I gripped her soft skin, and forced myself up and inside of her. I groaned a heavy groan, releasing myself inside of her tight pussy. Lily placed her palms on my chest. My cock throbbed, nestled in her warmth, as warm cum spilled out.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” I was feeling real sensitive after that, I pushed Lily off. I took a few deep breaths in and out, settling myself. Lily leaned down and kissed the top of my forehead.

“Enjoy yourself?” Asked Lily.

I nodded, it was all I could do as I continued to try and catch my breath. Lily smiled, and patted my cheek, “don’t worry we’ll work on your endurance,” Lily hopped off the bed and let the robe drape back over her shoulders.

I was a bit disappointed with myself, it was definitely better for me than it was her. Though she didn’t seem to explicitly mind. I kind of wanted to talk about it but Lily was already off and ready for whatever she had planned next.

“Well come on, get your clothes on. We got training to do,” said Lily.

I rolled around in the sheets, not wanting to get up. My body ached a bit. I crawled out of the bed and redressed. Lily opened the wardrobe and pulled out a white staff topped with sigil of the Temple Of Light.

“Don’t you have any weapons or a staff or something?” Asked Lily.

I shook my head, “All I have is my clothes, and this satchel,” I said patting the bag hanging over my shoulder.

“Anything useful in there?”

“Just a little gold and a little astral totem, but it’s not for battling or anything.”




Chapter 2

Lily and I left the Inn and headed outside. Once out of the Inn I stretched my arms up wide into the air above, working the kinks out of my body. I love being outside, it’s where I belong. And we still had a full day ahead of us. I wasn’t too keen on sticking around Lily all day. Not that there was anything which I particularly disliked about her, it’s just that I wanted some time to myself so I could do some thinking. Especially with all these changes going on around me, everything happening so quick. It was hard for me to keep up with her and myself.

“So where exactly are we heading?” I asked.

“Well, since you don’t have any gear or anything of use, I figured we’d go down to the lake and take on a couple of merfins.”

Merfins were these scaly frog-like humanoid creatures. Very annoying. They live in bodies of waters, but as their tribes grow they start to build huts and such on land. If they aren’t cut down every so often they can become quite the nuisance for fishermen and small villages. I never had to worry about them, mostly just the coyotes that tried to eat the chickens at the farm. But fishermen would occasionally offer up a few gold to novice adventurers to take care of them once they got a little out of hand.

“Why merfins, exactly?” I asked. The two of us followed the dirt path out of Hearthshire, northeast to the lake.

“Merfin Oracles and Sages are magic users, right? So we might be able to pilfer a staff or something from one that you can use. You got to start gearing up eventually. The temple usually provides its novices with a few of the basics, but I see you're not going to be as fortunate.”

I got a bit lost in thought, trailing behind Lily. What if I didn’t choose so wisely when it came to picking Udrok as my teacher. I knew the decision wasn’t made with any wisdom on my part, but Udrok looked wise and as if he knew what he was doing. But I suppose his looks could have been deceiving. I really wish he would have stuck around to help me out more.

A ring of tiny blue mushrooms caught my attention out of the corner of my eye. I wandered over to them, kneeling on the ground. I gave one of the mushrooms a poke, it shuddered and released a cloud of spores. I plucked it from the ground and rolled it over in my hands.

“Hey, what are you doing way back there?” Lily shouted.

“Nothing,” I picked myself up and ran to catch up with her.

“What’s that?” Lily pointed to the mushroom in my hand.

I shrugged, holding the mushroom up, “I don’t know, I was just foraging, I don’t know what it is exactly,” I opened my satchel and dropped the mushroom inside. As I spoke to her I continued to survey the ground, looking to see if there were any other interesting plants around here that were equally as eye catching.

“You’re too easily distracted,” said Lily, tugging me along, “if you’re going to waste time picking plants you might as well try your hand at alchemy.”

“Alchemy?”

“Yeah, you know potion making, transmutations, things like that. It’s still a waste of time if you ask me, who uses potions anyway?”

I bent down and picked some lavender growing along the path, Lily snatched it from my hands, waving it in my face, “but if plants distract you this much you might as well just do it,” she shoved the lavender back into my chest. I never thought about actually using plants for anything. Usually when I wandered the woods alone I would pick a few that looked interesting but by the time I made it back home I had picked the petals and leaves clean off, holding just a stem.

“Where can I learn to do that?” I asked, genuinely interested.

“The capitol would be my guess, I’m sure there’s someone there who knows the trade. Now come on, let’s just get to the lake.”

I could hear the footsteps of the merfins padding along the edge of the muddy lake, a few of them ran about, splashing in the water. Their cackling murmurs were rather unsettling.

Lily held her arm out, “don’t get too close, or we’ll have the whole tribe chasing us down.”

“So then what’s the plan exactly?”

“Are you sure you can’t cast any spell?”

“I mean probably, but I don’t know where to start.”

“I have one damage spell, Light’s Fire, it’s not very strong. The Temple doesn’t exactly believe in teaching damage oriented spells, mostly just restoration ones. I learned the one after sneaking into the restricted library.” Lily didn’t look too happy about knowing only one harmful spell. I still didn’t understand why she chose to be a cleric.

“This isn’t very well thought out,” I said.

“Nonsense, the best way to learn how to swim is to be tossed into the ocean,” Lily raised her staff, focusing on one of the merfins that travelled away from the group. A pillar of flames shot down from above raining down over the creature.

The straggling merfin was alerted to our position and came rushing at us, cackling and baring its fangs.

“Now go get him,” Lily gave me a kick in the back, shoving me towards the approaching creature. I stumbled and fell to my knees, the merfin slashed at me with its webbed claws. I lifted my arms and crossed them, shielding my face. The merfin gnashed its fangs trying to get at me.

“A little help,” I shouted back at Lily.

“You got this,” said Lily, standing there… watching me fail.

Laying flat on my back, I swung my arm out in front of me, hoping to at least punch the thing, I guess. As I swept my arm across a spike of earth shot out  of the ground next to me, impaling the merfin.

“That’s it! Way to go Micah,” Lily cheered.

I shoved the merfin’s collapsed body off me and into the grass. I did it, I really did it, I casted my first spell.

Lily ripped a scale out of the dead merfin’s body, “A trophy of your first ever kill as a shaman,” she handed me the scale. I looked it over, it glistened like a rainbow, catching the sunlight.

“What am I going to do with this?” I asked.

“Says the guy who holds onto nasty mushrooms. I don’t know, maybe it can be used in a potion.”

I shrugged my shoulders and placed the scale into my satchel.

“See that one over there,” Lily pointed to another merfin wandering away from the lake alone, “that one’s all yours.”

I nervously fiddled with my satchel, I was proud of myself for casting my first spell, but I still wasn’t completely sure as to what I was doing.

“Don’t worry,” said Lily, “If anything happens, I’m right here,” she gave her staff a shake.

I waited for the merfin to get a bit farther away from the lake. I clenched my fists and took off after it, trying to summon up that same feeling when I impaled the first. The merfin gave a frantic and startled wave of its hands and then readied itself. I swung my arm through the air, focusing on the earth. A spike erupted forth and went sailing into the distance, missing the creature completely. The merfin tackled me down, sinking its teeth into my forearm.

“Fuck,” I shouted, trying to wrestle it off me.

“It’s okay, you got this,” said Lily, hopping up and down. And for a moment I found myself distracted by the jiggling of her fantastic breasts.

“A little help?” I kicked the merfin off and picked myself up.

“Use your spell!” Lily shouted back.

“I know that, I meant-” The merfin speared me with its shoulder, slamming right into my gut, knocking the wind out of me.

I was flat on my ass again, feeling humiliated in front of Lily, “get the hell off me,” I swung an arm, a small spike of earth pierced through the merfin’s shoulder. I brought my other arm around and a second spike lifted out of the earth and sent the creature tumbling to its death. Lily rushed to my side, looking over the damage done by the merfin. She held her hand out, a ray of light warmed my flesh, stifling the bleeding and stitching the wound back together.

“What do you say we go for that one next,” Lily motioned to a large merfin, exiting from one of the shanty huts.

I gulped, “can’t we stick with the smaller ones?”

Lily shook her head, “Look... in its hand, that’s what we came here for. That’s a merfin oracle”

Clutched within the merfin’s sticky fishy hand was some sort of dagger. A pearl brightly shining, embedded in the pommel.

“Alright, but you better help this time,” I said.

“Yeah yeah, let’s get him,” said Lily.

Lily unleashed a pillar of fire down from above, the merfin shrieked in pain until the magic passed.

The oracle was not like the other merfins, it glanced between the both of us, calculating its next move. I was the weak one, unarmed and defenseless, the merfin oracle targeted me first, hoping to get me out of the way as quickly as possible. The oracle pressed its dagger forth, a puddle of water formed at my feet, freezing over, solidifying me in place. I tried to break free from the ice but it was useless. I was stuck.

The merfin darted at me, zagging in wild lines, dodging one of Lily’s pillars of fire. The oracle gripped my tunic with its sticky webbed hand, thrusting the dagger into my ribs. A jolt of pain shot through my body, I doubled over, clutching my side, still frozen at the feet. Lily unleashed her attack, the merfin’s body contorted in agony, dropping the dagger by its feet. I got on my knees, stretching forward as far as I could, my fingertips grazing the hilt of the blade. I took hold of the dagger, the oracle pounced forward. I brought the dagger up and pierced through its underbelly. I shoved the oracle off the blade and readied for another attack. But the oracle did not get back up. 

I raised the dagger in the air and went to slam it into the ice to try and break free. When the dagger got near, the ice relented, melting back into a harmless puddle. I wiped the sweat from my forehead, twirling the dagger in my hand. Now this was a trophy. It was carved from some sort of bone, I’d hate to think about it, but it was probably from a deceased merfin.

Lily placed her hand on my chest, “you need to be more careful, I can only do so much healing before needing a recharge.” Blood dripped from my ribs and over her hand as she pieced the wound back together. The adrenaline of victory had completely washed the pain of battle away. I was feeling on top of the world, really good about myself.

“But we did it,” I said, rather self-assured, spinning the dagger between my fingers.

“Don’t go getting a big head. Merfins are child’s play compared to what else is out there,” said Lily.

“Oh come on, let me enjoy this,” I took her hand in mine, and danced and twirled beneath the arch made by our connection.

“So what’s next,” I said, slicing my dagger through the air, “I’m ready for it.”

“That’s it,” said Lily, “I’m drained of magic as it is, unless you think you can handle more on your own, or if you happen to have a few mana potions in that sack of yours,” Lily swatted my satchel.

Unfortunately the answer to both those questions was a no, my face dropped a bit disappointed, I could feel the high of the moment draining from me.

“I’m going to have to head back to the Temple and recharge, and I’m sure Maester Pious is wondering where I am by now.”

“I’ll go with you, well to the kingdom anyway… you said I could learn alchemy there right?”

“I said... you could possibly learn alchemy there.”

“Same thing. But then I can craft mana potions and we’d be able to stick it out longer.”

I followed Lily down the path and away from the lake, the two of us walking side by side. Each step we took away from the lake, the more I felt the aches of battle over taking me. Maybe it was for the best we stopped. And with the initial rush of victory dwindling away, I no longer felt the same vigor for adventure I had just moments ago.

“What makes you think this wasn’t just a one time thing?” Asked Lily.

“We make a great team, don’t we?” Honestly, I didn’t know if we did, I never had been part of a team before. “I mean, I’ll get better with practice, at fighting and at… the… uh-”

“Ugh, is that what you think this is about? The sex?”

“What? No? I was just saying… I’d get better.”

“Look, everyone starts out sucking at something new. That’s not the issue. And sure, I sort of like you… but I have my duties as a cleric, those come first.”

After hearing her say she ‘sort of likes me,’ everything else ‘sort of’ fell by the wayside. Most, probably wouldn’t feel so good about themselves hearing that, but I did.

“Wipe that goofy smile off your face,” said Lily.

“Wait, but you don’t even seem to care about the Temple,” I said.

“You just don’t get it,” said Lily.

“I don’t, explain it to me.”

“If you want, you’ll know where to find me. I’m either at the temple or the inn. If you have a fun idea for an adventure you can count me in. Maester Pious hasn’t been much help with finding us novices groups to help support. It’s been kind of boring. And I was hoping that being a cleric would at the very least allow me to get out of the Temple from time to time and see some action.”

She didn’t exactly answer my question but I was happy with her response all the same. It meant that this didn’t have to be the last time I would see her. Which was good, because I didn’t really know what I was supposed to be doing as a shaman. Being around Lily at least gave me some direction.

When we stepped foot into the kingdom we parted ways. Lily headed for the temple and took her leave. I wanted to give her a more friendly goodbye, like a hug or something. But she was looking so rigid, so I thought better of it.

The kingdom during this time of day was always a bit busy. I don’t spend much time here either, but sometimes I have to drop off an order placed at our farm for one of the shops, so I do know my way around a little bit. I tucked my dagger away into my satchel, so as to not be a cause for any concern. Though some adventurers walk around here with five foot double-sided axes slung across their backs. Still, daggers have a bit of a bad reputation, something about them being so easily concealed, that frightens peoples.




Chapter 3

As I was moving about the main square of the kingdom I happened to run into Udrok. He had his head down as he walked with purpose. It took a bit of coaxing to get him to look up and recognize me.

“Ah! Yes, Micah, how’s your first day treating you?” He asked, looking a bit rushed.

“Well enough, I took on a few merfins,” I said.

“So soon? I didn’t expect you to be the type to just jump right in,” said Udrok.

“I wasn’t exactly planning on it, I mean I still don’t really understand how to use my spells or abilities or what they even are,” I didn’t want to sound like I was accusing him of being a poor teacher, but at the same time I did want to know why he left without teaching me much.

“I see…” Udrok stroked his long beard, “As a shaman it is important that you find your own path, and the answer to what that means for you specifically. I may be your teacher but nature, experience, the spirits, these will be your guide. I can help answer any questions you may have, but it is not my style to try and sway you towards any one direction. But tell me how did you manage in a fight?”

“I was able to use the earth as a sort of spear to impale my enemies. It didn’t happen right away, more by accident really.”

“Earth Spike, a basic earth attack but a useful one. If you continue to practice earth spells you will find them most useful for protection and defense, though it does offer some attacks as well. For now I would advise for you to reflect on why, without prior knowledge, it was the element of earth over the others that managed to find you in your time of need.”

Udrok’s response raised more questions, but it didn’t seem like the time to ask them, nor did I believe he would answer them even if I did ask. That he would instead direct me to seek those sorts of answers by myself.

“I had help though, I partnered with a cleric. I don’t think I would have been able to do so well if I fought alone.”

Udrok tugged at his beard, looking down for a moment, mulling something over in his mind before speaking, “A cleric? Who was this cleric?” He looked concerned.

“Lily, she’s a novice from the Temple. She kept me from getting too badly injured… well sort of.”

“And what do you mean by that?”

“Oh, nothing bad. Just, she’s a bit rough around the edges, is all.”

Udrok nodded his approval, “a good fit for you then, perhaps. It is important to remain discerning when it comes to friendships. The groups you choose to adventure with are not just people you fight alongside, they will be the greatest influences toward who you become during your journey.”

“I understand.”

“Above all else, continue to learn and enjoy the process,” Udrok smiled, placing a hand on my shoulder.

As serious as Elder Udrok may sound, it was the warmth that he invited others into, that made him someone you could trust.

“There was one other thing I wanted to ask; where can I learn alchemy?”

“Alchemy? A perfect fit for a shaman if you ask me. Noris has an alchemy lab if I recall correctly, she’s just down there, the first shop on the corner,” Udrok pointed behind me. “Now I must get back to Hearthshire, there is nothing more tiresome than political babble. Remember to practice your astral projection, it is most important for any shaman to master.”

I must have passed the shop hundreds of times before, never having taken any notice of it. Noris must not have had much use for chicken eggs. Before stepping inside I stopped to admire the small garden out front. The truth was I didn’t stop so much to admire the plants but to work up the nerve to step inside. Once I did, I was hit with an overwhelming intensity of smell from the perfumed air of the shop. Plants, fungi, and other such bounties rested on shelves and hung from the rafters to dry. Vials filled with varying colored liquids were shelved behind the counter and out of reach.

The peeling of the bell hanging from above the doorway alerted Noris to my arrival. Noris must have been around middle aged, wearing rather plain clothing that was more for function than style.

“Welcome, how can I help you?” Asked Noris, resting her palms on the counter.

“I was wondering… if maybe, you could teach me alchemy,” I said, hoping for the best.

“Hmm,” Noris tapped her fingers one after the other along the counter, “I haven’t taught anyone before. Most adventurers don’t care for the process. You’ll have to bother with learning how to make a lot of potions that would be easier bought than made.”

“I’d rather try it out for myself. I spend enough time in the woods that gathering ingredients is almost second nature to me.”

“I see… It can be very rewarding once mastered. And there are always new potions and transmutations to be discovered. I suppose…”

“Yes?”

“I suppose we can give it a shot. Is there anything in particular you were interested in creating.”

“Mana Potions?”

“Easy enough to start,” Noris searched around her shelves and grabbed a few handfuls of  the required materials, “this is silver root, easy to find, the leaves of which are a bright silver color. And this is an indigo milk cap, it’s what gives the potion its distinct blue color.” She laid the ingredients out on the table.

I reached into my satchel and pulled out the mushroom I placed in there earlier, “is that what this is?” I asked, holding the mushroom up.

“Indeed, you have a good eye. Now come, let's give it a go.”

Noris led me to the back of the shop, where she kept the cauldrons and other tools of the craft. As well, there were a lot of books. She pulled one off the shelf and opened it up and began to explain how to create a mana potion. It was simple enough. The more exact the ratio the more potent the brew.  The quality of ingredients were also a factory in the potion’s potency. However there was almost no getting it wrong, unlike the more complex potions where even the slightest of mistakes could prove fatal. After about fifteen minutes I could proudly say I crafted my first potion. I held it up, the deep blue glistened in the vial.

“Not bad,” said Noris, “a light blue indicates a weak potency, a dark blue is more powerful, if it’s purple however it is practically useless.”

“So I did pretty good then, huh?”

“Mmhmm, you’ll get about five doses from that one bottle. So don’t go drinking it all at once.” Noris shut the book and handed it to me, “this should start you off. The potions in here will be more at your level. You’ll find it full of information on how to craft the potions, as well as how to identify the necessary ingredients. Most of the ones in that book you should be able to figure out on your own.”

I put the book and potion into my satchel and thanked Noris for the help. We agreed to meet again soon, and hopefully I’ll be able to start paying her back for the help, not that she asked for it or anything. Having flipped through the book, the instructions were so clear, I kind of wished shamanism came with a book like this one.

The sun was starting to set, and I had a full day of exploration as it was. It was time to head back to the farm. I didn’t take a direct path back. I kept my eyes open for any useful plants I might find. I did manage to grab a few more of those mushrooms and some silver roots along the way. Before heading to bed I would be able to try my hand at a few more mana potions, using the fire pit at the farm.

As I settled into my lodgings for the night I removed the astral totem from my bag and placed it on the bed before me. Though I was tired, I was also feeling relaxed and thought it a good time to give astral travel another go. This time I wouldn’t have the aid of Udrok’s drumming, but I also wouldn’t have his persistent gaze which, although I knew he meant well, it was kind of unnerving.

My current experience in attempting to reach the astral plane went similarly to my last. A warm buzzing tingled all around my skin. Slowly my mind began to lift and separate from my body as I saw myself sitting there beneath… me. I did my best not to give into the fear. I hovered, weightless for a moment, and then lost control of my movements. I was being pulled by some force outside of myself, rocketing higher and higher, through the ceiling and out into the sky. I shut my eyes and tried to fight against the pull. Suddenly I was snapped back into my body. The return at least went much smoother than the last one. I didn’t feel nauseous, only out of breath and sweaty. It wasn’t much, but it was an improvement.

I did happen to notice one positive effect gained from the experience. My mana or magical energy was completely refreshed. I could sense the drain in the same way one might sense their hunger. But after astral meditation I was fully rejuvenated and knew I would have no issues casting spells. Though astral meditation wouldn’t be much use in the midst of a battle, however at the end of the day it was much better than having to use up a mana potion.




Chapter 4

As the week went by I didn’t see anymore of Lily, much to my displeasure. Contrary to my normal routine, I visited the inn on occasion to see if she happened to stop by for a drink. I’m sure she was just busy with her training and duties as a cleric, but a part of me couldn’t shake the feeling she wasn’t around because she didn’t want to see me. Which, even to me, sounded ridiculous.

Without Lily around I continued my alchemy training with Miss Noris, stopping at her shop everyday. We practiced crafting different potions together. Health, mana, energy; simple ones like that. As I ventured from the farm, to the inn, to Northbridge, and back; I scouried for plants and other ingredients Miss Noris would ask me to retrieve. I kept one of each potion for myself for future use. The rest of the potions that I crafted that managed to make the cut would be sold at the shop. I was able to start making a bit of money for myself in this way, which wasn’t too bad. But if I wanted to start making more advanced potions I wouldn’t be able to find the materials sticking around here. I would have to explore much farther than the land I’ve grown up on and come to know so well.

My interactions with Elder Udrok were also rather minimal. Then again I didn’t have many questions to ask. I just haven’t been practicing much in that regard. Other than Lily I didn’t know any adventurers, and the ones that would stop by the inn were far out of my league. The type who were on their way to plunder underground labyrinths and deadly dungeons, or off to complete quests with great rewards. A novice shaman would just be dead weight for a group like that.

I was with Miss Noris well into the night, it didn’t even occur to me that we had managed to spend some six hours brewing, three of which were spent on a singular potion. It was a Potion Of Fire Resistance, that took so much of our day to create. The order placed called for the best, it was dragon’s fire the client needed protection from. The slightest mistake on our part could very well be the end of a warrior’s life, a very crispy end. The potion consisted of a very precise mix of fire essence, powdered acacia root, and river moss. Working with these plants wasn’t too difficult. But fire essence was another matter altogether.

“Careful now,” said Noris as I sifted the fire essence over the brew. The cauldron began to bubble and roil. Noris had turned away for a moment to wipe off the table when the bubble’s began to burst and splatter in all directions.

“Oh shit,” I cried out, the skin on my wrist burned with a white hot intensity, I clutched my arm and crouched down, rocking back and forth.

Noris rushed over, “I told you not to let the water get too hot.” I couldn’t even respond. The pain had me paralysed and biting my lip for reprieve. I dug my fingernails near the wound, anything to try and get away from the sensation of burning fire essence. Noris ran about the backroom, rummaging through every drawer. She pulled out a lumpy green root and chewed on it, taking the sludge from her mouth and pressing it to my wound. The green ooze cooled my burning flesh, though it took some time before I could move my fingers again.

I felt like a failure as I looked over the splotchy red scar on my arm, Noris helping me to my feet.

“This is why we must be careful,” she spoke with the sternness and care of a parent, which only made me feel worse about screwing up, about not knowing what I was doing.

“It’s okay though, accidents happen. Alchemy is tricky and dangerous work. But one potion like this is enough to cover expenses for an entire week.”

I never thought much of Miss Noris before, I just saw her as the type of lady next door who liked to spend time in her gardens and work on crafts. But I see now she was much more than that. She was a skilled alchemist; an artist, an engineer, all these things, and took risks. And people come to her in hopes that what she may provide will be the difference between an unfortunate death and a successful quest.

After my little mishap, Miss Noris did most of the work on the potion, making sure it was absolutely perfect for use. She didn’t expect me to get right the first time, in fact she knew I was most likely going to fail but wanted me to give it a go all the same. Now that I had, I understand just how intense alchemy can really be. I wouldn’t let one failure discourage me though, and Noris wouldn’t allow it to either. She had me aid her where I could with the potion, in between studying the old alchemy texts that lined her shelves. Once we were finished for the night, before letting me go, she made mention of another order that was placed.

“It’s for an Elixir of Concealment,” said Miss Noris, flipping through an old tome and pointing to the instruction for the potion, “As the name suggests it grants the imbiber invisibility. However I do not have all the ingredients necessary.”

“And you want me to get them? Is that right?” I asked.

“That is up to you, but it would be a big help,” said Noris.

“Then count me in.”

Miss Noris smiled a proud smile, “It won’t be easy. You’ll have to travel south, into the Nightwoods. It’s far too dangerous for someone like me, but as I hear it, you’re a shaman?”

“Well, yeah. Sort of. But out of curiosity, just how dangerous are we talking?” I asked.

Miss Noris retrieved a map of the continent, “The region of Northwood is here. Northbridge is here at its peak and Hearthshire just south of that. Farther south is Nightwood. This path once led into Gallows Hill, the only town that remains in that region, resting in the heart of the Nightwoods. However the path has long since been abandoned. There is no telling what kind of beasts have reclaimed the woods. And the heart of these woods have long since stopped beating.”

“I’m no stranger to woods and forests,” I said, unconcerned.

Noris swallowed, “It’s not just the beasts. Gallows Hill is an unholy place, there are... things there, Micah… profane and inhuman.”

“What kind of things?”

“The two ingredients we need are nightshade and essence of living-death,” said Noris, momentarily evading the question, “nightshade can be found growing amongst graves.” She flipped through the book and pointed out how to identify it. “Living-death… is retrieved from the corpses of the undead,” she shut the book.

The undead… I knew such things existed in our world, I just never thought I’d have to deal with them. All I knew of Gallows Hill is that it once stood as a place for the kingdom’s criminal executions.

“I normally don’t make potions such as these,” said Noris, “they are generally favored by thieves and assassins and unsavory folk. However the man who requested it has been a client for years and I trust him. Are you sure you're up for this?”

I couldn’t say whether I was sure, but I knew I wanted to do it. I made more gold apprenticing for Noris than I could ever imagine working at the farm. And I was a shaman now, how much could I possibly learn if I chose to remain here and never venture further out. Udrok was a highly regarded shamanic elder, seasoned by his travels. If I was to be like him, I had to do the same. And for now this was the only thread I saw worth following.

“I’ll do it,” I said, absolutely sure of the decision I made.

Before leaving the shop Miss Noris paid me for the week of work I did. Much more gold than I knew what to do with. Night had fallen and made the kingdom quiet and serene. I’ve only been around during the hustle and bustle of the day, this was a much different place now then during the day. I didn’t feel like heading back to Hearthshire and I had more than enough gold to afford a room at the tavern, and a drink… and apparently a little extra something too.

I knew I didn’t want to travel into the Nightwoods alone. It wouldn’t be wise to do so. Although I had little idea what truly waited for me there, I was certain I wouldn’t be able to handle it alone. I would have to find Lily and hopefully convince her to join me. Which didn’t seem like it would be too difficult, she did say to let her know if I had any fun adventures for us to go on. Though this didn’t particularly seem like fun to me, it was definitely the kind of thing Lily would enjoy. I did feel a sense of stability about all this, if Lily comes with, that is. I was finding my group, I was starting my quests and creating my path as an adventurer.

The tavern was empty; except for a man tending to the bar, and a sultry young woman sitting alone, twirling a strand of hair between her fingers, looking dreamily into the distance. I approached the man and paid for a drink and a room upstairs. I sat at a table alone and sipped on the ale, thinking to myself. Tomorrow I would head to the temple and hopefully convince Lily to join me. I would also have to inform Udrok that I might be away for a bit, not that he would mind. In fact, I think he would be happy to hear that I was carving out a path for myself.

I did not sit alone for long. The young woman stood up from her seat and sauntered over to me. I watched as she approached smiling, her movements calculated and inviting. The top of her dress was cut low, revealing much of her chest. Her skin was smooth and pale and delectable. She traced her finger up my arm, tickling my flesh as her hand made its way to the back of my neck.

“Perhaps you can use someone to help warm your bed tonight,” said the woman.

“I’m sorry?” I questioned, not really knowing how to respond.

“Don’t be coy. I know how lonely it can be traveling alone as an adventurer. I provide good company for such men,” her voice sweet, dripping like honey.

“I don’t… I’m not really a….”

Her hand slid off my shoulder and down to my thigh. I felt my cock harden from her sensual touch. I had to admit, since spending that intimate moment with Lily at the inn, I had been yearning for it again. But was a tavern wench the best way to go about it. But damn she was sexy, I had to admit that.

“Not very articulate,” said the woman, placing her hand on my cheek, pursing my lips together, “that’s okay, we don’t have to do much talking if you don’t want to. I’m Meg, by the way.” She pulled my chair out and took a seat on my lap, sinking herself down on me.

If my words didn’t make it clear as to how I was feeling, my cock pressing up against her certainly did.

“It feels like your friend down there knows what he wants,” Meg let out a breathy sigh. I felt a bit bad that my first thought was ‘how much is this going to cost,’ but my second thought was “I want her so bad.’ And it was that second thought that managed to keep its hold on me.

“Would you like a drink first?” I asked.

Meg shook her head, “I don’t like to work while impaired. It’s my job to make sure you enjoy it.” She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding herself against me. I tensed myself, already holding back the need for release, was I really this easy. Maybe she could help me with my… endurance.

I drained the rest of my drink and slammed the tankard down on the table. The sleepiness from working in the lab had vanished from me.

“Let’s head to my room,” I said.

Meg quickly made herself comfortable on the bed, laying back, her head resting on the propped up pillows, her legs elegantly crossed over one another. I paced the room a bit nervous, I had a lot on my mind, worrying about this whole situation.

“Come, join me,” Meg patted the mattress.

“I will, it’s just-”

“Tell me, I’m a good listener,” said Meg, moving the hair out of her face.

“I’ve only done this once before and…”

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with that. And I’m here for you, so don’t worry about a thing,” said Meg.

“That’s kind and all but- what I really want is to last longer,” I said.

Meg let out a cute laugh, “All men wish they could.”

What I liked about Meg was the fact that I didn’t feel judged around her. Maybe that’s her personality or maybe it was because of how I perceived her. Seeing her as someone who lived a life that others judge harshly, I assumed she would not be the same as them. Either way, I felt comfortable telling her what was on my mind. It’s not like I’d have to see her again if I didn’t want to, but even that idea saddened me a bit.

“I’m serious,” I moved closer to the bed. Meg reached a hand out and took hold of my wrist. “Even just having you on my lap before, I felt like I was going to… well you know.”

“I see,” said Meg. “Asking questions is the first step. It shouldn’t come as a surprise but most men I’m with just jump right to it. Get themselves off, and go.”

“Not surprising at all, I thought about doing so myself,” I said.

Meg yanked my arm, pulling me onto the bed. I sat up on my knees next to her, looking over the curves of her body, the way her dress draped over her, it was quite the sight. Even just simply laying made her look so seductive.

“People tend to think I don’t know much because of how I live my life. But I know a lot when it comes to my work,” Meg lifted my shirt and pulled it off over my head. Her delicate hands ran across my chest, sending shivers up my spine.

“Fuck, your hands are cold,” I playfully slapped her hands away.

“Oh, are they?” Meg shoved a hand down my pants, sending chills crawling across my flesh. “How’s that.”

“Still cold,” I rolled over her, getting away from her touch.

“Aww, come back, they’ll warm up, I promise.”

Our playful banter turned into something more when Meg brought my hands over her breasts. Large and full, I could feel her stiff nipples through the fabric of her dress. She took notice of the excitement on my face, watching me as I enjoyed feeling her.

“What are you focusing on? What are you thinking about? Asked Meg.

“What? I don’t know, why?” It seemed like such an odd question given what we were doing, or about to do.

“You said you wanted to last right? If you focus on your own feelings, how it makes you feel oh so good, then you won’t last very long.”

I suppose if I thought about it, my first thoughts were; damn I’m hard, and fuck I want to cum.

“Take a deep breath and focus on me,” said Meg. I did as she said, breathing in and letting it slowly escape from my lips. I pulled her dress down, taking her naked breasts into my hands. Feeling the weight of them, grazing my fingers over her flesh.

Meg let out a soft moan, “That’s it, just like that. You can be a bit rough with them, it feels good to have them pinched and squeezed.” It felt a bit awkward to be getting lessons, but that’s sort of what I wanted. I pinched her nipples between my thumb and forefinger, tugging down.

“How’s that?”

“Good,” Meg bit her lip.

I didn’t know if she was actually enjoying it or just playing along, but I suppose that didn’t matter too much, she was here for me. Meg lowered her dress the rest of the way, removing it from her body. I slid my hands off her breasts and along the curves of her hips, giving them a squeeze. Her skin was soft and supple, so delicate. Meg spread her legs, making room for herself. She reached over and tugged at my trousers, pulling them down. My cock leaping out, hard and erect for her.

Meg licked the palm of her hand, spit dripping down. She lightly grasped my cock, sliding and coating it in her saliva. I let out a sigh, holding in the tension.

“Touch me,” said Meg, bucking her hips. I placed my hand over her pussy. “Right here,” Meg guiding my finger to her little clit, “feel that?”

“Yeah, I nodded.”

“Just focus on that, when it feels really good for me it will swell. Don’t focus too much on how good my hand makes you feel, if you do that, I’m sure you’ll end up cumming before you even have a chance to put that nice cock inside of me. You don’t want that, do you?”

I shook my head.

Meg stroked my cock up and down, her wrist twisting as she went up to the tip. I clenched my teeth. Her pussy became increasingly wet as I circled my fingers, pressing on her clit.

“Now let’s make it a little more difficult,” smiled Meg. She leaned over and let the spit drip past her lips and over the tip of my cock. She jerked faster, focusing her efforts right on the tip. I thrusted my hips, almost naturally. Damn it felt good, her pretty hands wrapped around my cock, milking me like this.

“Oh fuck,” I pulled back, slapping her hand away. “That- that was close,” I said, huffing and puffing.

Meg’s plump lips curled into a smile, “you stopped playing with my pussy, and went back to thinking just how good it feels on your cock, didn’t you?”

“Yeah…. I did, but it feels so damn good.”

“My pussy is nice and wet now, I would love to have you inside me. But if you feel like you’re going to cum then pull out. You can spill your seed anywhere on my body, just not inside okay?”

“Okay,” I moved between her legs, lifting them up. I slid my cock up and down her pussy, pressing  right at the entrance, easing the tip in.

Meg placed her palms on my chest, “hold it there… good,” she removed her hands, “now just sink in.” I slid my cock into her warm pussy, loving how it swallowed my dick up, tightening around the shaft.

“Fuck…” I wrapped my arms around her back, holding and squeezing her.

“Start fucking me, but try to keep your focus on me.”

I slid my cock in and out of her wet pussy, the warmth of which made me want to keep diving back in harder and faster. Meg lifted her legs, and held to the soles of her feet, adjusting her hips, so I could sink farther in.

“That’s it, give me that cock baby.”

I held to the sheets, lifting my hips and thrusting my cock. Watching her facial expressions change with each stroke.

“Just keep breathing… ah…” Meg gripped my back, fingers digging in a little.

Each stroke made me want more and more, filled me with energy. I went from thrusting to pounding, our bodies slapping together. I held her down by the shoulders. Meg’s exhales tickled my neck as I laid my chest on hers, her stiff nipples grazing my skin. Sweat glistened off our bodies as we rocked together, finding a rhythm. I tilted my head back, tensing my muscles, enjoying the long full strokes as I penetrated her sweet cunt.

“You want to cum don’t you?”

“I do,” I nodded.

“Then do it, tell me you want to cum for me,” said Meg.

“Fuck, I want to cum so bad,” I groaned.

“That’s it baby, cum for your whore.”

Hearing her talk like that, damn did I ever want to blow my load, I worked the tip of my cock against the walls of her pussy, clutching her soft flesh. The need to cum swelled inside of me.

I pulled out, and quickly brought my knees just beneath her shoulders. My cock twitched and jumped, cum spilling out. Cum ran down her breasts as some continued to dribble out of my cock. Meg slid her hands over my messy cock. Overly sensitive, her touch sent shocks of pleasure spasming through my body.

“Easy… easy…” It was too much. I rolled off her and laid on my back, staring up at the ceiling, frantically trying to catch my breath.

“Not bad,” said Meg, her fingers running through my hair. I smiled, slightly self-satisfied.

I closed my eyes, my heart pounded in my chest. “You- you can stay if you want, but I feel like I’m about to pass out.”

Meg let out a chuckle, “I appreciate the offer, but I don’t sleep with clients… I only sleep with them.” She pressed her lips to my forehead and left me, alone in the bed.

After Meg left I faced a heightened sense of loneliness. One that I was not particularly fond of. And though I was happy to have done it with her, I don’t think it was something I would want to experience again. At least I had tomorrow to look forward to. And hopefully begin my adventure into the Nightwoods with Lily. More than ever, I really hoped Lily would join me.




Chapter 5

The Temple Of Light is one of the most impressive buildings in all of Northbridge. With large spires that pierced the sky and windows of stained glass depicting heroic clerics graced the sides of the building. The Temple was open to the public, not just the clerics, inviting anyone in who sought guidance from the light. I did not grow up with that sort of background, though much of Northbridge had. It was an integral part of the culture and lives of many who lived there, I felt a bit of an outsider walking through those large wooden doors, uncertain of how to behave in the presence of that which so many around here revere as sacred.

Walking inside, I had never seen so many candles burning at once before. They must have kept them constantly lit. Most impressive was a large statue of pure wax where it seemed candles were constantly added and left as they melted down to the nub.

“Ah! A new face,” said a man approaching me wearing all white. “I am Maester Pious, have you come to learn about the light?” Pious was Lily’s teacher, he would surely know of her whereabouts. Well maybe… that is if she didn’t sneak off as she often does.

“I’m looking for a cleric… um, Lily,” I said.

Pious eyed me suspiciously clearly wary of my intentions, “And why is this fresh face seeking one of my students? And I must wonder how he knows of her, as well,” said Pious.

“It was a… uh.. Chance meeting, here in the capitol,” I lied, “But now I need a cleric to help support me. My alchemy Master has asked for me to go on a quest, one too dangerous for me to do alone.”

“Miss Noris, perhaps,” Pious folded his arms into the sleeves of his robe.

“Yes, sir,” I said, not wanting to get on his bad side.

“Hmm, since she is doing me quite the favor I suppose I may allow it,” said Pious.

I followed Pious towards the back of the temple as he moved through the pews that lined the way toward the altar.

“I never allow my clerics to partner with someone who is not already a member of the temple, you see. This is a rather rare occasion. I hope you understand that,” said Pious, I nodded as he continued to speak, “Perhaps though, a small donation may attest to your sincerity.”

The man sort of disgusted me in his lack of tact, “Of course,” I opened my satchel.

Pious placed out his hand, “Not here, you may leave it in the collections on your way out.”

I closed my satchel, I just wanted to find Lily and hurry on out of here and be away from this man.

We entered the outdoor courtyard, Lily was sitting on a stone bench in the gardens, her face buried in a heavy tome.

“Lily,” shouted Pious.

Lily shut the book and placed it down on the bench, making her way over. She kept her eyes on Pious, not so much as glancing at me. Which may have been for the best, lest we give too much away.

“It seems you've found yourself a group after all, this man has requested specifically for you,” Pious waited in silence, as if trying to read something from Lily’s reaction, when she gave none he continued, “remember, even when you are not on holy ground you still represent the Light.”

“Yes Maester,” bowed Lily. It was odd watching her behave so respectfully, that was not the Lily I knew at all, it was not the real Lily.

After discussing the specifics of our arrangement and getting the fine details out of the way, the two of us were finally free to leave. It was nice to be out of the unsettling and questioning presence of Maester Pious. As we left the temple I made sure to drop a fistful of gold coins into the collections box. Part of me wanted to spit on the gold first, but I didn’t give into such a debase reaction. Though I’m sure Lily would have found it hysterical had I done so.

The moment we exited the temple Lily stretched her arms up high, letting out a loud and unrestrained yawn.

“Thanks for getting me out of there,” said Lily. “If I had to read that book any longer I would have tore my eyes out.”

“That bad, huh?”

“You have no idea. I’m shocked Pious agreed to allow me to accompany you. I must be the first novice in a long time allowed to join a group with an outsider.”

“I think it has something to do with his relationship with my Alchemy master,” I said.

Lily shrugged her shoulders not knowing anything about that.

We left the kingdom and headed south towards Hearthshire, I was hoping to see Udrok there before leaving.

“Have you ever been outside of Northwood?” Asked Lily.

“I have not, you?”

Lily shook her head. It worried me a bit that neither one of us had done any real traveling before. The truth was, we were absolutely clueless as to what the world outside of our homes may really be like. Like most growing up here, we listened intently to the stories of the brave men and women who passed through our region during their travels, hoping one day to be just like them. Though they all seemed so much more impressive than the two of us. Would we really have what it takes to complete a quest, even one as simple as this.

Elder Udrok sat at a table alone, enjoying a meal of meat and mead, bits of which somehow managed to get caught in his beard. I filled him in on all that I was planning and introduced him to Lily.

“I should inform you,” Udrok turned the conversation into a more serious one, “I have been called here as a representative for the shaman class. “Not all teachers feel the need for the differing classes to exist in harmony. As such, it is not only the beasts and monsters of this world who may seek to harm you. Once you cross the border you will no longer be in the kingdom’s jurisdiction. I can not stop you from following your path, but you must keep each other safe.”

“I understand,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I’ll keep your precious ward safe,” Lily slapped me on the back

“One other thing,” said Udrok, taking a sip of ale and brushing the crumbs from his beard, “no matter how far you may be, the distance between us can be shortened. You may seek me in the astral plane. I can not promise your safety but I will do what I can.”

“Alright you two, it was a pleasant reunion but can we get a move on,” said Lily. I shot her a look for being so inconsiderate toward Udrok but it didn’t register in the least.

Udrok stroked his beard, “Ah, to be young and full of vigor for adventure. Yes yes, you two go, may the spirits guide you.”

We left Hearthshire behind. I took out the fishbone dagger and twirled it in my hand. We kept on the dirt path heading south, until there wasn’t a path to keep to.

“Do you know anything about what Udrok meant by the classes not getting along?” I asked Lily.

“I think so…” The woods engulfed us, the sky darkened as we crossed the border into the Nightwoods. “Rogues tend to hold no allegiances, I know that much. Many choose the class and turn to thievery or worse, gaining by taking from those who have worked hard for what they have.”

“But it's always been that way, why would Udrok be summoned from his home over that,” I said.

Lily made jerking motions with her head as if she had something she wanted to say but wasn’t sure if she should.

“What? What is it?” I asked, pestering her.

“I think-” She cut herself off, freezing in place.

I heard it too, a rustling… a hissing, something was near. Lily clutched her staff before her, I did the same with my dagger. Not that I knew how to use it. A black spider, the size of a small bear leapt out of the tree above, landing before us. The creature shot forward, Lily crossed her staff in front of her, its legs attempting to strike at her. She shoved the spider away. The creature reared back, readying to strike again.

Feeling for my magic, I raised my dagger up high. The spider pounced toward Lily, crashing into a wall of stone that I conjured out of the earth.

“Nice one,” shouted Lily. As the spider skittered up the wall Lily brought down a pillar of flames raining fire on top of the creature. The spider curled in pain then spat a barrage of webs, Lily fell out of the way, dodging the webs. Focusing on the dagger and earth, I sliced through the air, sending a spear formed of rock and dirt up and into the spider’s underbelly. Impaled, the spider’s legs scurried for traction until all it could manage was small painful twitches.

“It looks like we're going to have to keep our guard up,” I said, helping Lily to her feet.

Lily brushed herself off, “Yeah… so where are we heading anyway. I don’t need you wandering around taking us the long way through here.” I pulled out the map and showed her where Gallows Hill was located. She snatched the map out of my hands, not trusting me to get us there without taking any detours.

“There’s got to be a path or something into the town,” muttered Lily.

“Miss Noris said it’s been swallowed up by the forest.”

“I guess the woods aren’t too fond of intruders,” Lily folded up the map and tucked it away.

We kept a wary eye out for anything else that might be creeping in these woods. I didn’t care for fighting if it wasn’t necessary. No need to risk our lives if it wasn’t worth it. And obtaining living-death would provide enough of a fight when the time came for it. The region was caught in perpetual darkness, for whatever reason the sun did not shine here. It made it difficult to tell how long we had been walking for.

While keeping watch for unwanted guests, I also scouted for any signs of nightshade growing amongst the foliage. There weren’t any graves around here but I thought we might stumble upon some. If not, perhaps another plant might catch my attention for later use, though none did. Much of the land was rotting and wilting. Except for the occasional pine tree that managed to keep hold of its needles, there wasn’t much life here.

“We should be getting close,” said Lily, looking over the map, her finger trailing along the parchment.

I swept my fingers through my hair, “That’s g-”

“Huzzah! Adventurers,” shouted a strange voice, the two of us jumping with fright. I placed an arm in front of Lily, stopping her.  A man clad in heavy armor came clunking from behind the trees. Lily braced herself, ready for a fight. I placed a gentle hand on her staff, lowering it. “Ah, a cleric,” said the man, a warhammer haphazardly swinging by his side. He didn’t appear interested in a fight. “Did the Temple send you to aid me on my holy quest.”

Lily paused for a second, “Umm… no, who are you?”

“Me?” questioned the man, as if we insulted him, “I am the Holy Paladin Virgil. Surely Maester Keth has sent you here to aid me.”

“Maester Keth has been gone for nearly ten years,” said Lily.

“But surely you’ve heard of The Paladin Virgil,” said the man.

“No, nobodies heard of you,” replied Lily. The man slunk down in his disappointment and glanced at me. I shook my head.

“Psst,” Lily, turned towards me, whispering as if Virgil was not there, “This guy is such a goober, can we just ditch him?”

“What? No, be nice,” I whispered back. Virgil, clenched his teeth, his pride wounded, clearly hearing everything we were saying.

“Do you think you can take us to Gallows Hill?” I asked Virgil. Lily smacked her forehead with her palm.

“Huzzah! A side quest. Of course I can, my adventuring friends. The Holy Paladin-”

“Yes yes, The Holy Paladin Virgil. Just take us there,” said Lily.

“...Will keep you protected,” finished Virgil as if not hearing a word Lily had to say.

Virgil took the lead, trouncing through the woods, or perhaps prancing through the woods? It was hard to say what he was exactly doing as he excitedly bounced up and down, his armor clanking and clunking with each step.

“So Virgil,” I called out, “what’s your story?”

“Don’t encourage him,” muttered Lily.

“My story?” Beamed Virgil with delight, “yes of course, my friends. It is like this; Maester Keth has sent me on a quest to this unholy land, to purify it of its corruption. As everyone knows the kingdom executed many criminals here. But not all were guilty of the crimes they were sentenced for. Those souls continue to haunt these lands, finding no rest until they get their revenge. Or until The Holy Paladin Virgil sends them back into their graves once again.”

“Sounds like they have a pretty good reason to seek revenge,” commented Lily.

Virgil stopped and turned towards Lily, “Silly lass, revenge is not the way to the Light,” he raised a curious eyebrow, “you are a cleric, aren’t you?” Lily raised her staff, ready to bonk the poor man on the head with it, if it wasn’t for my coaxing her out of it. Virgil turned and continued with his walking… prancing?

“This is Gallows Hill,” said Virgil spreading his arms out wide, “the seat of corruption.” It was a small town that looked pretty much abandoned. The buildings were dilapidated and falling apart, the wood rotting, the windows broken. A fountain stood in the center, though water no longer flowed through, only settling at the base, a breeding ground for mosquitoes. I nudged Lily, and pointed, taking notice of a Temple Of Light. Though it was not as impressive as the one at the capitol, there was no mistaking the sigil above the door. However, strangely enough, next to the first was a second sigil, the same but turned upside down.

“Let’s check it out,” said Lily, walking up the steps towards the temple.

“Hold on,” shouted Virgil, “That’s not-” The wooden doors of the temple creaked open. A slender woman with lips as black as her hair walked out.

“She-Demon!” Shouted Virgil, raising his warhammer. Virgil sprinted, shoving me aside.

“Oh, shut up, Virgil,” said the woman. She snapped her fingers and a hand of dark shadows shot forth shoving Virgil flat onto his ass. The woman glanced at Lily and I. She snapped her fingers again, shadowy tendrils binded Virgil, making him immobile. He struggled against their grasp. The shadows didn’t cause him any pain but he was none too happy about the situation.

“Come in,” said the woman. We had no choice but to obey, unless we wanted to end up like Virgil. The inside of the temple was no more put together than the outside. It must have been years since anyone took care of it. “Don’t worry about him, he’ll be fine. He’s taken one too many hits from the undead, utterly clueless but as strong as ever. I am Maester Sylva by the way,” said the woman. We exchanged introductions as Sylva lit a few candles that rested on the altar in the center of the temple.

“You’re a cleric?” Asked Lily, genuinely curious.

“I am, same as you are,” answered Sylva.

“But that magic, it’s not of the Light,” said Lily.

“It isn’t? Are you sure?” Whoever this woman was, she was far more experienced than us, knew more than us. Who were we to question her.

“I mean… it can’t be,” said Lily.

Sylva placed her hand above the candle’s flame, looking up at the ceiling, the shadow of her hand projected onto the roof. “It is because of the light that shadows are casted. It is because of the darkness that light may shine through. The two are not removed from one another,” she took her hand away.

“I like this one,” said Lily, poking me in the ribs, “you can have Virgil.” I slapped her prodding hand away.

Sylva chuckled at our display, “you two are from Northbridge, yes?”

“Yes,” said Lily, completely taken in by Sylva’s charm. And truthfully I was too.

“Who is the Maester there? Is it still Keth?” She asked.

“No, Pious is the Maester now. Keth was before my time,” said Lily.

Sylva licked her fingers and extinguished a candle, “Pious,” spat Sylva, “that explains your confusion. How did that man become Maester?”

Lily shrugged.

“What about you?” Sylva directed her attention towards me.

“I’m not a cleric. I’m a shaman, well, learning to be,” I said.

“A shaman? Not many shamans in these regions. You must be more annoyed with Pious as Maester than I am,” said Sylva. I didn’t respond. I can’t say I was particularly fond of the man, but I don’t think I had a reason as strong as hers for my dislike either.

“Yeah yeah, we all hate Pious, but can we get back to discussing this magic of yours?” asked Lily.

“In time, but first… why are you two here? Did the Kingdom send you?”

“We’re here for alchemy ingredients, nothing more,” I said. I didn’t think it would be wise to overtly involve myself in this woman’s gripes with Pious or the kingdom.

“Figures,” said Sylva. “The Kingdom would rather forget about the tragedies of Gallows Hill. Virgil and I are the only two keeping it safe from the undead. Not that anyone knows that. However, I’m far too busy with work of my own to offer any help. You’re more than welcome to rest here. Cleric, feel free to use the altar.  And I’m sure Virgil would be delighted to help lost travelers should you need any aid.”

“Yeah, does appear rather…” I was looking for a polite way to say it, “...eager.”

“He may be a fool now, but he’s kind and continues to fight with the same vigor that he had on the day he arrived at Gallows Hill.”

“That’s great and all, but can you teach me shadow magic?” Asked Lily, not wasting anymore time beating around the bush.

“Hmm,” Sylva extinguished another candle, “I suppose it would be worth my time to do so. If the capitol is refusing to teach an entire branch of magic that us clerics are called to learn, well I can’t just allow the teachings to die off.”

“Thank you, thank you,” Lily bounced herself up and down, embracing Sylva.

“Enough of that,” Sylva pushed Lily off, “I will introduce you to the shadows but I will need to prepare my chambers for the ritual.”

Sylva left for another part of the temple. Lily turned to me and embraced me warmly. Her breasts pressing up against my chest. I felt a slight sense of guilt for the night I spent with Meg, but I shook the thought away.

“Don’t worry, I’ll pay you back for this,” said Lily.

“You don’t have-”

She pressed her lips to mine, exciting me, “I want to,” whispered Lily, parting from me. While we waited for Sylva we had some time to ourselves.

I peered out of the broken window that looked over the fountain in the courtyard. Virgil paced around the fountain, muttering to himself, his warhammer in hand. I had no clue what he was doing, but I felt bad for him. Looking at him, one wouldn’t know it, but this man was the reason Hearthsire was safe from the encroachment of the undead. In a sense he was a hero, but didn’t have the awareness to know it himself. He may very well be the only selfless person to exist.

“Are you just going to stare out the window?” Lily asked.

“Do you think he’s happy?”

“The goober?

“Yeah…”

Lily pressed up against me, peering out the window alongside myself, “Take a good look, Micah. That’s the happiest man in the world. We’ll never know bliss like that,” her voice rang with a hint of pain.

“Udrok says the man who increases his knowledge also increases his sorrow. When I asked him why he put so much emphasis on learning and teaching he simply laughed and tugged at his beard.”

“Yeah, old men are strange,” Lily patted me on the back and pulled away from the window.

I continued to gaze out the window and watch over Virgil. I wanted to know what it was like to be inside of his head. Lily laid herself out on one of the pews, her breathing slowing as she fell asleep. It was the first time I was really aware of the silence of this place. The dead must not make much noise. If only the living could learn to shut up like this every once and while, one might actually find themself capable of relaxing. I slunk down the wall of the temple, my back pressed up against it.

I pulled the astral totem out of my satchel and placed it on the ground before me. I crossed my legs and made myself as comfortable as I could, given the circumstance. I lowered my gaze and fixed my sights onto the totem, taking full deep breaths, my focus intended on the silence around me. As I felt myself slipping out of my body I could hear a rush of mingled voices, none of which sounded pleasant.

Murderers… heathens…

I will kill them… kill them…

The wispy voices trailed all around, yet I couldn’t see their source. I went to push the door of the temple open but instead I fell through it and out on the other side. The voices continued to follow me.

As I ran past Virgil it was almost as if he stopped for a moment to take notice of me before going back to his chanting. The echoing voices were a torture to hear. I rushed through the woods trying to get away, moving north toward Hearthshire. I couldn’t be sure, but I felt they would stop once I was out of the woods. I zipped among the wilted trees, moving with a speed that, in my physical body, would have been impossible. Wailing ethereal spectres lunged from the trees, attempting to grab hold of me. I stopped at nothing as their faces peeled away, their forms splintering into sinews of ghostly light.

As I entered into the light of the Northwoods the voices came to a stop. I felt not a bit tired journeying in minutes what took Lily and I most of the day to accomplish. I phased my astral form into the inn at Hearthshire, Udrok looked up at me, smiling.

“You can see me?” I asked, falling through the seat across from him before realizing I couldn’t sit.

“Of course. I’ve got Astral Eyes,” Udrok flitted his fingers in front of his face. The other patrons looked at  him with a hint of fear and pity but took no notice of me. “Come,” whispered Udrok, “let’s go to my room, it will be more private.” I followed him up the stairs. “I don’t want anyone thinking I’m some crazy old coot.”

“You kind of are,” I said, poking fun at him.

“Too true,” smirked Udrok, “But it’s best only you and I know that.”

Once we were in his room Udrok no longer felt restricted from speaking freely. “I’m proud of you Micah, you took your first real step into the astral plane.”

“Udrok… when I crossed over, I saw things… heard things… that I hadn’t when I first attempted to travel into the astral plane.”

“The Nightwoods are home to many restless souls stuck between worlds. Don’t let their fate frighten you. It’s unfortunate your first experience in the otherworld happened in such a place, but the astral plane is also home to some of the most beautiful spirits you will ever meet. A shaman only hopes that on the day of his passing he may keep his astral form and continue on to aid the world from the other side. Is this why you came to me, because of the voices?”

“No sir, I came because… before leaving you told me to be careful of the company I keep. I met someone, another cleric. Maester Sylva, do you know her, she resides at the temple in Gallows Hill.”

Udrok shook his head, “I’m afraid I don’t. It is not a place I wish to travel to, as you can now imagine why. Although I would not stop you from doing so. I will say this, the Nightwoods is a land trapped in time. None of the kingdoms care to claim it for themselves anymore. Anyone who has chosen to remain there surely holds no allegiances amongst the changing currents of the world outside of it. If she seems honest, you have nothing to worry about,” said Udrok.

Something was brewing beneath the surface of Northbridge, I could sense it in Udrok’s voice, sift it out of his words. And whatever that something was, it was the reason he traveled here, in hopes of preventing it. And I got the sense he didn’t much feel like he could.

“Sir, could you tell me more about what you're doing in Northbridge. Is the Kingdom in danger?”

“It is not kingdoms I worry about Micah, it’s people that I care for. I will say no more on the matter. You are only a novice, your focus should be on your training and finding your path.” Udrok waved his hand before me. Suddenly I felt that same force as last time, a gravity yanking my astral form, racing me back into my body.

The sudden jolt of returning hit me like an earthquake, I clutched my forehead and groaned. What if my path was to help prevent what brought Udrok to Northbridge. This could just be my novice naivete, and thinking I can bite off more than I could chew. 

Sylva returned to Lily and I, “It’s ready,” she spoke. Lily stretched herself out on the pew, releasing an over dramatized yawn, picking herself up.

“Come on Micah, stop lazing about,” said Lily, prodding me with her staff.




Chapter 6

The chamber that Sylva was referring to was apparently a bedroom. I expected to find ourselves in a room created for the sole purpose of ritual, not this. And although the room was no different than the rest of the temple, insofar as it was in terrible disrepair, it was evident that Sylva did her best to make it feel more homey. Aside from that, there were a plethora of candles encircling the bed.

“So what exactly do I have to do?” Asked Lily.

“Embrace your shadow, that which you keep most hidden from others. I’m sure you already know what must be done,” answered Sylva.

Lily gave me a look, raising an eyebrow and smirking. Embracing that side of herself was not a foreighn concept for Lily. She spent whatever time she could sneaking away from the temple to fill those desires. “Micah you’re okay with doing this with me right?”

“Of course,” I said. It is, after all, what I prepared for. Though perhaps excluding the shadow ritual aspect. But how much of a difference would that make?

“It will be necessary that I join, to help guide,” said Sylva.

“I’ve never done that,” said Lily, “but the more the merrier, I suppose.” I also had no qualms about Sylva joining the two of us. How could I, she was seductive, mature, and above all, beautiful. I only hoped that my performance did not affect the outcome of this ritual. Lasting with just Lily was difficult enough, adding another woman, one just as pretty, well that was going to make it real hard.

Sylva began by whispering a prayer to invoke the Light and Shadow, her words inaudible to me as she spoke only to Lily, undressing her as she did. First Sylva lowered Lily’s dress down below her breasts. The sight of Lily’s large bust fueled my lust, my cock swelling harder. Sylva fondled Lily’s tits, her nimble fingers dancing across her nipples. Sylva kissed Lily’s forehead, then down to her chest, just above her heart. Next she lowered the dress the rest of the way off. Sylva knelt before Lily. Lily’s gaze cast downward. Sylva’s lips kissed below her navel moving farther south.

I throbbed watching the two of them. Anxious to know when I would have my turn. My turn to touch those curves and delicate skin. Sylva took hold of Lily’s hand and guided her onto the bed amidst the burning candles. Lily made herself comfortable, lying on her back, so inviting… so vulnerable.

“How do you feel?” Asked Sylva.

“Fucking horny,” laughed Lily, grinding her hips in the air, wanting to be touched.

“Good,” Sylva motioned me over. I stood before the bed, next to Sylva. The Maester lifted my shirt, kissed my forehead, and then planted her lips over my heart. Then she knelt before me, her fingers pulling at my waistband, my heart beating in my chest. As she whispered prayers, her warm breath tickled the head of my cock. Sylva leaned in, kissing just above my hard cock. Lily touched herself, sliding her fingers over her pussy as she watched Sylva and I. The closer Sylva’s lips got to my cock the more I yearned to feel them sucking on the tip. So close… so very close, I clenched my fists. Begging inside my mind for it.

Though Sylva’s lips never did touch me anymore than those few kisses. It was my turn to join Lily on the bed. Lily reached her arms out, beckoning for me to come closer. I hopped onto the bed. Nuzzling up beside her. Her body warmed me as I held to her. I cupped her breasts, Lily let out a soft moan. Her hand moved between my legs, teasing my hard cock.

“I knew that wasn’t going to be our last time together,” smiled Lily, giving me a hard tug. Her hips rested between my knees as I hovered over her body, looking down at her. I caressed her cheek, looking into her bright eyes.

“I hoped not,” I said.

Lily teased my cock up and down her wet pussy, the tip of my cock soaking in her juices. With each flick of my cock on her clit a shiver of pleasure ran through the both of us. I pinched and tugged her stiff nipples. Lily bit her lip, enjoying the pressure.

“I want you inside me,” whispered Lily. She guided the tip of my cock into her tight entrance. I eased myself in, stretching her open as she received me. “Oh fuck…” exhaled Lily as I penetrated all the way in, my cock engulfed in her sweet pussy.

“Fuck yes… give me that cock,” moaned Lily. She painfully gripped my arms as I thrusted inside of her. I took hold of her wrists and pinned them to the mattress. “Oh gods yes, Micah. Take this pussy, please,” begged Lily.

“That’s it darling, offer your pleasure to the Light and Shadow,” Sylva stroked Lily’s hair. Lily tossed her head back and forth, her back arching. Lily’s tits bounced to the rhythm of our fucking, enticing me to grab and squeeze and play. I don’t know about the Light or Shadow but the sounds of pleasure she made with each hard thrust certainly made me ache for more and more. Sylva pressed her lips to Lily’s, their tongues entangling, the wet smacking added to the music of our bodies slapping together.

Lily lifted her legs into the air, spreading them wider, allowing me to penetrate her pussy deeper and harder. The harder we went at it, the more intense our breathing became. I needed to rest, to cool off. I slowed down, easing all the way out and then all the way back in.

“She’s so close,” said Sylva. Lily grinded herself against me, not wanting it to stop or slow down. Sylva slid her hand down Lily’s slender stomach, her fingers coming to a stop above her clit. As I continued to stroke myself inside of Lily, Sylva massaged Lily’s clit in small circular motions.

“More… more,” Lily begged. Lily tugged at her own breasts. I could only imagine what having all these sensations satisfied at once must feel like. Sylva furiously slid her fingers up and down Lily’s wet pussy. Lily’s whole body went tense, her pussy clenching my cock, pushing me out as she shuddered in release. My cock twitched above her pussy, warm cum spurting out, sticking to her stomach.

Sylva grabbed a candle and extinguished the flame. “This may hurt a bit,” said Sylva, tilting the candle over Lily’s chest. Hot wax dripped onto her body. Sylva dripped a sigil of the Shadow onto Lily’s chest. Lily bit her lip as the wax made contact with her skin.

“Fuck, I like that,” moaned Lily.

“I do too,” said Sylva, placing the candle back. The shadows dancing on the walls and ceilings all coalesced into a single point, that point moving into Lily, finding place inside of her. Lily's legs quaked as she let out a loud sigh.

“Welcome to the Temple Of Light and Shadow,” said Sylva.

I rolled over onto my back. Lily and I breathing in unison. Requiring a moment to recollect ourselves... her more than I.

“You two may rest here for the night, unless you would like separate rooms?” Asked Sylva.

“No no, this is fine. Right, Micah?” Said Lily, between breaths. I didn’t have it in me to speak. I moved onto my side and laid an arm across Lily, moving close to her. My chest and cock pressed up against her. Sylva nodded and left the two of us in the room together.

The sense of loneliness did not come back that night. Holding Lily in the crook of my body, I felt connected. I didn’t know if I would always be by her side, but for now, tonight, I was. And that filled me with a sense of peace. I didn’t feel guilt or shame or worry, I only felt Lily, laying there next to me. We remained close to one another, hardly speaking, drifting off into sleep. Soon tomorrow will come and we will finish this quest together. But I wondered, would Lily come back to Northbridge with me, or would she choose to remain here, where she had a Maester willing to teach what she truly desired to learn. It would be her decision to make, but I hoped she would choose to return with me. I enjoyed her company, I enjoyed her.




Chapter 7

Virgil must have camped outside the temple that night because when we left the temple he was still here, sitting beneath a decaying pine, his back against the tunk. If it was morning there was no way to tell. The land remained entrenched in darkness, the same as when we arrived.

“Huzzah! Adventurers are you here to-”

“Yeah yeah, do you know where there’s a graveyard around here?” Asked Lily, cutting him off.

“A graveyard? I’m afraid the graveyards here are not the sort a lady would …” Virgil continued to drone on .

“Micah,” Lily, whispered to me, “you talk to him before I thump him on the head with my staff.”

“Holy Paladin Virgil,” I said aloud.

“Ah, so you heard of me then?”

“Umm… yeah, we already met. Anyway we need to find a graveyard. I’ve come to retrieve ingredients for a potion.”

“The graves are not safe, foul creatures wander these woods,” said Virgil.

“That’s why we were hoping you would help guide us. We require nightshade and essence of living-death” I said.

“A side quest! The Holy Paladin Virgil graciously accepts, but prepare yourselves adventurers it shall be dangerous.”

“We can handle danger,” said Lily. Virgil ignored the comment.

A host of stone gravemarkers lined the earth in ongoing rows and columns. They held no names or dates, they simply marked a spot on earth where the body of a convicted and sentenced criminal laid. This of course was only the surface. A mausoleum erected to the north stepped down into a winding crypt filled with more corpses than one would care to imagine.

Growing amidst the graveyard, I spotted what we came for. The purple star shaped flowers of nightshade were hard to miss once set upon finding them. I took a step forward when Virgil reached out and grabbed me by the shoulder.

“Careful,” said Virgil, pulling me back. “If the graves are disturbed we are sure to wake them.”

“They’re going to have to wake up because we need their essence or whatever it is,” said Lily. “You hear that!” Shouted Lily, smacking her staff against a headstone, “get the hell out of your grave so we can kill you.”

“Your friend is not very subtle,” said Virgil.

“No she is not,” I agreed.

Lily looked around waiting for something to happen, then shrugged her shoulders, “He won’t wake up,” she pouted.

“I wouldn’t either with you shouting at me like that,” I said.

“You seemed to have no problem with it this morning,” smirked Lily.

I crouched down before the nightshade, taking my dagger and carefully cutting off branches. It didn’t hurt to take more than needed. Virgil stood at attention over me, it unsettled me how onguard he was. I stuffed my satchel full of the flowers and leaves. The berries weren’t necessary and so I left them behind, not wanting to soil my satchel in any of their juices. And if any managed to somehow seep into one of the potions I had, the results could be fatal should they be ingested. I got up and brushed my knees off, “well that takes care of that one.” Halfway done, though the first half was sure to be easier than the second.

If Lily’s shouting didn’t wake the dead, then something else did. A low guttural groaning carried through the still air.

“Ready yourselves,” said Virgil. The three of us stood with our backs towards one another, weapons set in front of us. The wordless utterances grew louder, grew nearer. Whichever direction it was approaching from, we had our eyes out for it.

Virgil lifted his warhammer into the air, “Holy shield!” his voice boomed throughout the hollowed graveyard. A bubble of golden light formed around each of the three of us.

“Did- did you just announce your spell?” questioned Lily.

“How else would my party know what I’m casting,” said Virgil.

Lily shook her head, “you’re such a goober, nobody announces their spells, we aren’t in the age of Kelthor anymore.”

“You mean to tell me, you two don’t bellow with your heart’s might as you call for aid,” said Virgil.

“No,” said Lily.

“I never heard of anyone shouting their spells, or even thought to do it myself,” I added. “But you shout all you like.”

A ghoulish creature of rotting bone and flesh moved into view. The smell of putrid death wafted through the air. At first I thought we had plenty of time but the moment the ghoul caught site of us its speed became inhuman. Muddy dirt trailed behind, the eerie groans growing louder.               “Earth Spike!” I shouted, lifting the earth and sending it flying toward the oncoming enemy. The spear attack went wide and missed completely.

“Stop fooling around and focus,” reprimanded Lily. Though Virgil looked pleased.

Should I charge?” Offered Virigl.

“No, we can attack it from afar first, only charge if it gets too close,” I said.

“Yeah we don’t want Micah accidentally impaling you instead,” said Lily.

I shot off another attack, clipping its arm. The strands of deteriorating sinew snapped at

the creature’s elbow, its forearm falling in the mud. Lily lifted her staff, dark shadows swirled around it, taking the form of a ghostly claw. She swung her arms out and the shadow shot forward but dissipated before making contact.

“Oh…” said Lily, disappointed, “not much range on that one.”

I clenched both fists and lifted them into the air, pulling up a wall of earth. Cutting the ghoul off for a moment.

“Alright Virgil, as soon as that thing makes it over, it’s up to you,” I said. It was best we all played to our strengths and took no chances. I could handle long range attacks. Lily, still new to shadow attacks, would be better saved for healing, should we need it. Virgil… well it was time to see what Virgil could really do.

Virgil charged and pressed his back against the stonewall. The ghoul clambered on top of the wall, unaware of what awaited it on the other side. The ghoul dropped to the ground with a thud. Faster than Virgil could raise his weapon, the ghoul flailed its claws, spinning around. It scratched and clawed at the shield of light, no more bothersome than a fly knocking into a window.

“By the Light!” Roared Virgil, bringing his hammer down. The ghouls skull splintered into hundreds of tiny pieces, red and green ooze splattered onto the orb of light surrounding Virgil.

“Goober or not. He’s one hell of a paladin,” I said.

A haughty, “Hmmph,” was all Lily had to offer.

I carved a into the ghouls chest with my dagger, shoving my hand inside the open cavity, pulling out its decaying heart. I split the heart in half as Noris instructed me and siphoned what I could into an empty vial. I gave the vial a little shake, a few drops of purple liquid dripped down the sides.

“That was nothing,” said Lily, “let’s get another one.”

“Nothing? Virgil did most of the work,” I said.

“That’s what I’m saying, we can so take on more,” Lily twisted her staff in the mud. I could tell she was anxious to try out her shadow magic, I couldn’t blame her.

I lifted the vial, and held it before me. The potion didn’t require much, but I’m sure Noris would be more than happy with an extra supply.

“I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to get some more essence,” I placed the vial away. “Are you up to it, Virgil?

“The lady appears set on staying whether I choose to help or not. It would be unbecoming of me to turn away.”

“It’s decided then,” Lily clasped her hands together, rubbing them greedily, she lifted her staff out of the mud and pointed it onward, “let’s head in there,” Lily shook the staff at the crypt.

“I’ve never gone into the lair of the dead,” said Virgil.

“You never had allies like us either,” said Lily.

“Allies,” beamed Virgil.

“Can I take what I said back?” Lily took the lead, heading for the crypt.

“Nope, too late, you said it,” I shifted the satchel over my shoulder, the protection of light diminished around us until vanishing completely.

Lily took the first step into the crypt, the sound of her padding feet echoing down the descending stairs. “Hold up there,” Virgil, took hold of Lily's shoulder and pulled her back.

“Get off,” Lily, slunk out of Virgil's hold.

“These are close quarters we’re dealing with. You two don’t have the armor to take the head.”

“He’s right, Lily. We’ll be much more useful supporting from the rear,” I said, trying to help sooth her hurt pride. Which of course did not help any. We made our way down underneath the mausoleum, into the halls of the crypt. The walls were lined with the bones of the dead, roots hung down from the earth above.

“Light be our guide,” uttered Virgil, his hammer radiating a warm light like a lantern as he led us deeper through the halls.

“I don’t know Lily, the whole announcing spells thing is growing on me. I kind of like it,” I

said.

“That’s because you’re a goober too.”

“Wait, I am?”

“Half-goober,” corrected Lily, giving me a playful tug on the pants.

I suppose I could settle for that.

“Quiet,” said Virgil, pressing his finger to his lips, holding it there. We looked at one another, wondering what was up. Virgil pointed down one of the halls. A soft sifting sort of sound swept down the corridor.

“Ghouls?” I asked.

“Not sure, careful now,” Virgil held his lit hammer out in front, sweeping it back and forth, looking for any signs of motion. My heart was in my throat. It was one thing to be standing in the graveyard, the land visible all around. But in here, if needed, there was nowhere to run.

The light of the hammer shone on a stooped old woman, her back toward us, she held to a broom sweeping the same spot on the ground over and over again. The woman muttered to herself repeating, “give me back my husband,” her voice soft and fragile.

“Huzzah! Adventurer,” Virgil’s voice echoed, through the halls.

“Umm.. I don’t think-”

“Give me back my husband,” the woman stopped sweeping, lifting the grey hair that covered her face. “I want him back,” she screeched. The flesh dripped off her skull, a single eye hanging out of the socket. She swept the broom, a heavy air rushed over us.

The fishbone dagger in my hand started to twitch and jump. I lost control of it as it flopped on the ground. Muscle and sinew sprouted from the bone, an eye blinked out of the contracting tendons. The walls around us rumbled, the bones lined in the walls clattered and rattled. The once lifeless skeletons crawled out of their resting place. Muscle and flesh formed in splotches around their joints as the ghouls carried themselves forward. The woman raised her broom. Lily was quick to react, sending a wave of shadow after her, slamming the old hag into the walls of the crypt.

The shadows pinned the hag to the wall. I rushed down, and sent a spike through her chest. The broom slipped from her fingers, her unmoving body hunched over the spike. Lily slammed her staff down onto the living dagger, cracking it in half.

“Try this,” Lily handed me the hag’s broom. I could feel a heavy flow of magic run through the handle and up into the bristles.

Virgil faced off with two ghouls, swinging his hammer into the chest of one, pulling it back with a loud grunt, and slamming it into the next. More and more ghouls continued to hobble down the corridor toward us. The sounds of moaning and dragging feet bounced off the walls and filled our ears.

“Hurry up and grab their essence,” shouted Lily over the noise.

“We need to move,” shouted Virgil in turn.

Without my dagger I had no other way to retrieve the essence than to use my bare hands. Red and green ooze dripped down my forearms as I held to a dead heart, peeling it open.

Lily fired off shadow after shadow, holding the ghouls in place. Virgil finished each one off with a mighty blow of his hammer. Yet the creatures continued to come in waves. I leaned over a fallen ghoul, slammed my heel into its chest and reached in.

“Fuck,” I screamed, a wave of excruitiating pain shot through my body. I placed my hand over my shoulder, a chunk of flesh ripped off. Behind me, a ghoul shoved a chunk of my flesh into its mouth, gnawing on it. The ghoul swung its arm for more, I lifted the broom and crossed it between us. “Help!”

Lily raised her staff but nothing happened, “I- I- can’t.” Lily kicked the ghoul and sent it stumbling back, I scurried to my feet and tossed a mana potion to Lily. She sucked some of it down, and slammed her staff to the earth. A wave of darkness sliced through the ghoul cutting it in two.

“Let me see,” Lily placed her hand on my back, searing the wound closed. The ghouls had Virgil surrounded. He tried to summon up a shield of light for protection but it quickly faded. Using the weight of his body he slammed through the ghouls blocking our path.

“We’ve got to get out of here, now!” Virgil jostled with the ghouls, doing his best to fend them off.

I had to do something, there was hardly any room for me to launch an attack without possibly hitting Virgil or Lily. I focused on the broom and our protection, I swept it through the air, our soft skin turning to grey stone.

“Break through,” I pressed my hands against Virgil’s back, pushing him forward, making our way through the ghoulish ranks. Their claws useless against our hardened skin. We had to hurry though, I did not know how long I could keep our defenses up.

As we pressed forward Lily used the shadows to send the ghouls aside. Virgil slamming his hammer into the ones directly ahead. The two of them quickly exhausted themselves but the steps were now visible. Once out of the crypt and back onto the surface the echoes of the undead followed. I grabbed the potion from Lily and drank. Using all that I had, I pulled the earth up, the ground rumbling and quaking around us. The entrance to the crypt sealing off, the ghouls hammered ceaselessly at the stone prison.

“What the hell was that,” I said, struggling for a breath.

“That is why I’m here,” said Virgil, setting his hammer down and taking a seat in the mud.

“I’m sorry,” said Lily, her hand caressing my shoulder, “I didn’t think-”

“Stop,” interrupted Virgil, “there is no need to fault yourself. We’re safe, it is best to leave it at that.”

“He’s right, and we got what we came for,” I said.

I pulled out an energy potion and passed it around to the others, our breathing steadied and bodies no longer felt like collapsing. The undead could be heard continually clawing at the stone.

“They won’t stop,” said Virgil, “not until they break their way through.”

“We just made your job a hell of a lot harder didn’t we?” I put the empty vial back into my

satchel.

Virgil shook his head, “They would have been raised from the dead either way. At least they are sealed off for now. And it’s best we are not around when they find a way out.” Virgil picked himself up and slung the hammer over his shoulder.

When we returned to Gallows Hill Virgil behaved as he did the last time upon spotting Sylva. Sylva quickly subdued him in the bindings of shadows and welcomed us into the temple. We recounted our run in with the undead to her. None of what  happened came as a shock to her. Apparently mass armies of the undead raising out of their graves is a common occurrence here. One that Virgil and herself remedy for a time, enjoy a short reprieve and then deal with all over again.

“It must get tiresome,” I said.

“Perhaps tiring, but it’s rarely boring.” Sylva sat herself down in a pew, resting her feet on the one in front of her, “you can’t tell me that the thrill doesn’t have you wanting to run out there, at least one more time. It’s easy to get hooked on that kind of excitement.”

“And danger,” I added.

“Sure, but that’s kind of the point. And it’s better than babysitting a bunch of novice clerics at some temple in one of the kingdoms… no offense.”

“None taken,” said Lily, “but… you don’t mind teaching me right?”

“Not at all, here I can teach you the truth about the Light and the Shadow it casts. From what it sounds like to me, the temples you’ve been around aren’t being honest about every aspect of a cleric’s journey.”

As I listened to the two of them, it was exactly what I feared. Lily was being pulled in by the allure of being an apprentice to Maester Sylva. I knew that staying here would be the only way for her to learn what she really desired to know, and to get away from the controlling Maester Pious. However, that also meant I won’t know when I might get to see her again. The Nightwoods were not a place for me. After experiencing it from within the astral plane I knew if I stayed any longer it would only be a matter of time before I lost it and ended up like Virgil. I couldn’t embrace those shadows, not like Sylva and Lily could.

I rested myself on our bed recalling to mind the shadow ritual. From the moment Lily walked in she could tell something was up.

“What is it?” Asked Lily.

You’re not coming back to Northbridge, are you?”

Lily shook her head, “I’ll write a note for you to hand to Pious. I won’t tell him everything of course, but enough that he won’t bother with me anymore. So you won’t have to worry about him.” Lily opened the nightstand drawer and took out some parchment.

“I wasn’t really thinking about Pious,” I said.

“Oh,” Lily laid the quill down and turned to me, shifting over onto the bed.

Lily crossed her arm over my body, and pulled me in close, our noses touching. “I’ve got to do this. I can’t keep letting others dictate what I should do and learn and… Pious has no intentions of getting me ready to join a real group of adventurers. And that’s what I want, what I always wanted. To go into a dungeon, face down the terrors and support my allies. We did that today. You, me, and… even Virgil. I can’t risk giving up on that and go back to Northbridge. I just can’t.”

I placed a finger under her chin and lifted her lips to meet mine, “then you shouldn’t go back, not yet anyway.”

Lily nodded, and pulled me in for another kiss, “If you ever need a cleric, you’ll know where to find me,” she smiled.

With nothing left to say, the two of us stopped talking. But we didn’t stop communicating, we eschewed the words and went right to using our bodies. I pulled Lily on top of me, her weight pressing down on me. Lily lifted her hips and adjusted my cock underneath her, sinking herself down on me. I let out a breathy, “fuck,” and gripped her ass. Holding to her as I guided her petite body up and down my hard cock. Her large breasts bouncing each time she shoved her ass down on me. Our heavy breathing mixed and filled the air. The world around us was quiet, if Sylva was awake, she surely heard us. That thought made me want to stop, but the second Lily pressed her palms on my chest I forgot all about that, lost in our united pleasure.

Lily worked herself on my cock, moaning in my ear. I held to her tight body. “Fuck, that’s it. Spread my ass,” sighed Lily. Lily grinded her hips back and forth, rubbing her wet clit on my pelvis. Her body shivered and shuddered. I reached up and pinched her dangling tits, tugging them down. Lily shifted her weight forward, I took her tits into my mouth, sucking on her nipples. “Killing makes me so horny,” Lily whispered.

I tried to stifle a laugh but couldn’t. I scooped my arm around her back and flipped her underneath me, sinking myself between her legs.

“Was that supposed to be sexy?” I laughed, “why would you even say that.”

“I- I- It sounded better in my head,” Lily dug her fingers into my back. Our sweaty chests sliding across each other. I knew what she meant though, after getting out of the crypt alive, the only thing I could think of was grabbing her right then and there, and perhaps I would have, if Virgil had not been around.

Lily’s nipples grazed my skin. Her tight pussy milking my cock. I clutched the bedsheets in my fists, forcing myself harder and faster into her. “Oh fuck, oh fuck…” Lily’s body rocked back and forth, the rotting wood of the bed creaking. I eased up, needing to catch my breath.

“Holy hell, where is this energy coming from,” Lily wiped the sweat from her forehead.

“I don’t know, I just-”

“Well whatever, just keep doing it,” Lily rested her legs on my shoulders. I leaned forward, almost folding her in half, holding her fleshy thighs.

I pounded into Lily’s sweet pussy, she clutched the bedsheets, her knuckles turning white. Her tongue hung over her lips, as she panted for more. I went at her until I knew I couldn’t hold it back any longer. I pulled my cock out and rested it between her tits, cum shooting out the tip and onto her chest. Lily grabbed me and jerked me forward, pressing her lips to mine. Her warm tongue flitting inside of my mouth.

“You better clean this mess up,” laughed Lily.

I grabbed a cloth and wiped my sticky cum off her chest, cupping her tits one last time, kissing her round nipples. As we calmed down and relaxed into one another, silence washed over us. I drifted into what would probably be my last peaceful sleep for a while. After tonight I would be on my own again.




Chapter 8

After waking up next to Lily I leaned over and kissed her soft cheek. Lily rolled on her side, throwing the bedsheets over her face.

“Aw, hey,” I pulled the sheet down a bit and gave her another kiss. Lily mumbled something inaudible.

I tried to get at her cute face again, Lily yanked at the sheets, “It’s too bright,” mumbled Lily.

“Bright? The sun literally doesn’t even shine here,” I said.

“Still…”

“I’m getting ready to go,” I laid a hand on her hips.

Lily sat up and yanked my collar, “No.”

“Yes.”

“But I said no,” she kissed my lips. “Just one more time,” Lily pouted, pushing me down on the bed.

“Okay, one last time, I mean…. If I have to,” I snickered.

“You do, you do have to,” Lily sucked on my bottom lip.

As much as I desired to stay all day in bed with her. Or I guess all night, since it never really is day here. I had to get going. We finally said our goodbyes. The last thing Lily said was, “don’t wait for me or anything, what I mean is, if you want to…. With someone else… that’s okay too.” Saying goodbye to Sylva was much easier. And except for that night during the ritual I hadn’t again felt any desire for her.

Virgil offered to guide me back to the border. Together we ran into a few giant spiders but they weren’t much of a problem. The two of us made quick work of them and reached the border unscathed. I left the remainder of my potions with him, they would be put to good use in this way. The journey back was a long one. Mostly because we didn’t have Lily to keep us on track and undistracted. I wandered a bit here and there, scouting for any potential ingredients and even picked a few. I made sure to thank Virgil before crossing into Northwood. He offered me his blessing and well wishes, happy to have helped. I hoped he was sound enough to remember me, I would certainly remember him. But if he forgets, I suppose that’s okay too.

Walking into Miss Noris’s shop I expected a warm welcome, but the first thing she said was, “Ah! Come to sweep the floors, thank goodness, they’ve gotten so dirty since you’ve.”

I stared at her in silence for a moment, a bit confused. She pointed to the broom in my hand.

“Oh, this,” I lifted the broom, “it’s a long story… I got the ingredients,” I placed the nightshade and vial onto the counter, “It’s enough right?”

“More than,” said Noris, removing them from the counter, “would you like to rest first? You look exhausted.”

“Honestly, I’d rather we start on the potion, if that’s okay with you.” I felt if I stopped moving now, I would just end up thinking about everyone at Gallows Hill. I wasn’t too keen on dealing with that. Though I’d have to eventually.

That first whiff of the perfumed air wafting through the backroom helped bring me back to my senses. I was, in a way, back home. At least it felt like it. I knelt down and lit a fire under the cauldron. Noris crushed the nightshade using mortar and pestle.

“Horrible stuff, nightshade… if not prepared properly. It won’t kill you, but you’ll think it has,” said Noris, sifting plant matter into the cauldron.

“What do you mean?”

“It causes delusions and other horrific hallucinations. Unless you want to be haunted by the images of the dead, it’s best to keep away from it.”

“I’ve had enough of the dead for a while,” I handed the vial of living-death to Noris.

“But that’s alchemy,” continued Noris, “turning lead into gold, delusions into truth, plants into potions.”

“Is this supposed to be a lesson?” I asked.

“Yes, because that’s not just alchemy. That’s life, transmuting the bad into the good.”

“Why are you telling me all this?” I didn’t want to sound rude but her lecture came out of nowhere.

Noris took a dropper, careful to get just the right amount of living-death. She held the dropper to her eye and then over the cauldron.

“Because Micah, I don’t know what you experienced in the Nightwoods. But it is not uncommon for adventurers to return home and carry what haunts them back with them. Do you know Sir Moras?”

“Yeah, he’s the one who buys all the mana potions,” I said.

“A mana overdose is not too unlike being drunk, although far more intense. The blackouts are something awful, but it helps him forget. He doesn’t wake up screaming so much this way.”

“Noris?”

“Yeah, Micah,” she stopped working on the potion and looked at me.

“Is it okay if I sleep here for the night.”

“The spare room is always open if you need it.”

We spent a good five hours working on the elixir. Noris did most of the work when it came to handling the ingredients. The very thought of a plant that might drag me back into the horrors I saw in those woods made me want to stay as far away from it as possible. And it wasn’t so much fighting with the dead that stuck with me. That much, I think I can handle. I had control over that, because of my allies and my own strength we managed to accomplish a great feat. It was revisiting what I saw when I crossed over into the astral plane. I did not have control over that, I could not fight those spirits, and I could not invite my friends into that realm to keep me safe either. That was where my true feelings of horror rested. If I close my eyes and think about it, I can still hear those pained phantasmic voices speaking to me, as if their words were somehow attached to my very being.

The astral plane is a strange place. One does not have the same sense of self there as they do in the physical world, things are… more connected. There is less separation between my own essence and that of what I saw. In that moment, rushing out of the Nightwoods, I felt that if I had stopped I would have become one of the voices. Not just attacked physically, but become as they are, become those very words that I heard spoken.

It was easy to get lost in thought as I kept watch over the flames licking at the cauldron, watching intently for any shift in color or heat. The temperature had to be rather precise, and although stoking the flames before they got too low and remaining careful not to allow them to engulf the cauldron took some attending to, staring at the flames dance relaxed me and put me into a sort of mental trance. I imagined that this was the same state of mind Udrok was attempting to lull me into by his drumming. But it wasn’t sound that hypnotized me so, it was sight.

If madness was something one could bring back with them from an adventure, it made me worry all the more about Lily. As strong willed as she is, the Nightwoods are by far stronger. I don’t know what sort of man Virgil was before he lost his mind, but I found it hard to think that Lily was any different than him. We are, after all, very similar. If our elders and teachers are correct in saying any one can become a great adventure, that it just takes discipline and practice and will. Then surely anyone can also break, it just takes finding yourself in the wrong sort of environment. And it saddened me that nothing could be done for those like Virgil or Moras.

The wood beneath the cauldron crumbled into fiery ash. I carefully placed another log down and fanned the flames.

“Noris, is there a potion that can restore a person's mind after they’ve lost it?” I asked.

“No, there is not,” said Noris.

“Oh,” I shifted the log with a metal poker.

“But that’s the thing about alchemy. We haven’t even begun to scratch the surface of what is possible. And perhaps we as alchemists don’t create the fabled alchemist’s stone or the final panacea, but we can, throughout our work perhaps leave behind something that another will pick up and take us further along.”

“Is that what you’re doing?” I asked.

“Maybe, but now I just focus on doing what I enjoy most; brewing potions and aiding adventurers in their travels. And I’m really glad to have you help me with that.”

“Yeah, me too.”

Once the brew was complete Noris filled a vial and corked it. I stood up and stretched out my back. Bending over for so long really takes its toll. There was still plenty of the evening left before night would completely settle over the kingdom and I still had Lily’s letter for Pious in my pocket. It was probably for the best that I deliver it as soon as possible.

“I’m going to head to the temple,” I said, and mentioned nothing else of the matter. I didn’t want to get into any specifics, mostly because I didn’t want to answer any questions should they arise.

“Is that so?” Noris picked up the vial and handed it to me, “then you might as well deliver this to Pious.”

“The Maester ordered this?” I asked.

“Mmhmm,” she nodded.

“Did he say what for?”

“I didn’t ask, he is the Maester.”

“Yeah…” and a scoundrel, but I left the latter part out.

It wasn’t my place to question why Pious might order such a potion but my intuition told me it wasn’t particularly wholesome. Noris had said she doesn’t like selling elixirs of concealment to just anybody, as they tend to be used by thieves and the like. And I was convinced Pious was a thief, he just didn’t reach into pockets and take the money himself. He used his sanctimony to coax others into handing it over for him. Still, handing him the potion along with the letter might soften the blow if he was the type to ‘stab the messenger,’ as it is said. I grabbed my things and prepared to leave.

Noris waved and shouted as I walked out, “you look ridiculous carrying that thing by the way.”

“Somebody has to keep these streets clean,” I joked, sweeping the ground with my broom. I didn’t know it then but a filth had already started to settle into the kingdom, and a broom wasn’t going to be enough to wipe it away.

It was late but the temple isn’t the sort of place that gets locked at night, it remains open as a sort of refuge for those who need it. Though I don’t know who would want to find refuge in a place run by someone like Pious. However, it meant I could keep moving, and that's what I wanted to do, keep moving. I entered the temple when a novice approached me.

“How may I help you?” asked the man. He wore a white robe with tight black leather underneath it.

“I’m looking for Pious, I have a letter for him,” I said.

The novice bowed to me and asked that I follow. We climbed the stone steps up to the top floor of the temple. The temple felt even larger on the inside than it looked from the outside. It was practically bigger than the King’s castle. The novice knocked on a large wooden door and waited for a reply. The solemn voice of Pious rang out and the novice opened the door.

“Ah! You’ve returned,” said Pious, “And where is Lily?” He asked.

“She wanted me to hand you this,” I said, pulling the letter out and approaching Pious as he remained seated behind his desk. Pious took the letter from me and with an ornate knife slit it open, pulling the letter out. He mumbled to himself as he read and then lifted his gaze to meet me.

“What do you know about this?” Asked Pious. I could tell he was in some way looking to blame me.

I shrugged my shoulders, “Nothing, she handed it to me sealed and asked me to bring it to you. That’s all I know and seek to do.”

Pious stroked his chin for a moment looking the letter over once more, I did not like the way he looked back at me one bit, “And what was your relationship with Miss Lily?”

“Sir?” I questioned, trying not to give anything away, “I needed someone to keep me safe at Gallows Hill, that is all. Much like yourself Sir, I am strictly a man of business.And if we are done talking about the cleric, I have something else for you.”

“You do?”

I reached into my satchel and pulled out the elixir. Noris really went all out for this potion, even put it into one of her own hand made crystal vials, very elegant. It was clear she sought to keep the Maester happy. I placed the vial onto his desk, the white and blue liquid locked in a constant swirling.

“And how is Miss Noris?” Asked Pious, placing the elixir carefully into his desk drawer.

“Good Sir, I only hope to be as skilled of an alchemist one day,” I said, eyeing him a bit suspiciously as he handled the potion, looking for any sort of tell or sign, but found none.

Pious clasped his hands together, our time together was thankfully over and I could get out of the temple and return to the shop. A weight had been lifted from my shoulders after I handed the letter over, I was free from the burden. However, another was placed after handing the vial over, something did not sit right with me about it.

“You may go,” said Pious, waving me off.

I turned to leave, followed by the novice. Pious called out, “Kelso, he can find his own way out,” he beckoned the man over to his desk. After I left, Kelso shut the door behind me. Not a sound could be heard coming from the other side.

I went straight back to the shop after leaving the temple. Miss Noris must have already been asleep much to my displeasure, I was hoping for a bit more distraction before going to bed. I laid awake in the room Miss Noris provided for me. Though the bed was comfortable enough, I could not find rest. My mind continued to race with all sorts of thoughts of Lily and all that happened in the Nightwoods. By this point I must have been awake for some twenty hours, journeying, creating, and all that. If sleep would not come I figured on perhaps finding some reprieve in the astral plane.

I placed the totem onto the bed, and sat myself cross legged before it. I fixed my eyes on the wood patterns, breathing silently, taking long slow breaths. My ears filled with a humming as I watched the patterns on the wood begin to morph and take on varying shapes and forms. The patterns shifted into an elongated man dancing in a robe, a dagger clutched in his hand. My body sank away from me as my mind pulled itself back, splitting away.

At the very least, while in the astral plane I felt no physical sensation of tiredness, nor any of the aches or restlessness that crawled in my elbows and knees. I traveled to the inn at Hearthshire, hoping to meet Udrok there. There was no possible way I could have made the walk on foot but in this form doing so came rather easily. I phased into the tavern, going unnoticed by the two men who were still awake, though more in a stupor than fully conscious. I sort of swam my way up through the ceiling and into Udrok’s room.

Udrok was fast asleep. His snoring loud enough to pierce behind the veil as he snorted and rolled over onto his back. I thought about waking him, but he looked so peaceful, so at ease, and I envied such rest, unable to find it myself. As I watched over him the door behind me creaked open. A man in dark clothing entered, his steps completely silent. Something was different about him however. Unlike Udrok or the men downstairs his form was not solid. It was as if the light around him danced and shifted in all sorts of directions, obscuring his face from view.

The man or whatever it was walked right through me as if I wasn’t there. He removed a dagger from his waistband, closing the gap between himself and Udrok.

“Udrok!” I screamed, the man holding the dagger heard nothing but Udrok bolted awake. The man lunged at Udrok, shoving back down onto the bed, his hand held over the Elder’s mouth. The man came into focus, his body settling in on a solid form. I tried to grab him but my hands simply phased right through. He dragged the knife across Udrok’s throat, blood sprayed onto the sheets, soaking them in a dark red. Udrok reached out to me before going completely limp.

The man reached into his pocket and pulled out a vial. He removed the crystal stopper and held it to his lips, taking a sip. There was no mistaking the vial or the elixir, it was the one Noris and I had crafted for the Maester. As the man swallowed, his form shifted once again, becoming nothing more than a mass of shifting light and color. I followed the man down stairs. He moved about stealthily, careful not to come into physical contact with anyone. Nobody paid him any mind, not that they could, he was invisible to all except, for some reason, myself.

He traveled the path towards Northbridge, taking his time and not in any rush. I on the other hand had to be quick. I felt for the connection to my body and snapped myself back. The force of the connection ripped me through the air and through the stonewalls of the kingdom, then over my bed and back into my body. I shook all over, nothing more than a jittery mess of flesh and limbs. Tossing my legs over the edge of the bed took all the effort I could muster. I opened the wardrobe and pulled out a dark green cloak. I’m sure Noris wouldn't mind if i borrowed it. I wrapped the cloak around my body, concealing myself best I could. Next I grabbed my broom. My eyes burned with the need for sleep, my mind fogged over from the hours of remaining half-awake.

I moved through the dark alleys and corridors of the kingdom, making sure to steer clear of any guards that might be patrolling the capitol. I exited the kingdom slinking underneath the main archway and hid myself behind the brush. I had an idea, I wasn’t sure I could do it, but it was my only hope in finding the man who killed Udrok. I placed my totem next to me. I didn’t want to crossover, not completely. If I did, I wouldn’t be able to apprehend him. I needed to only give myself what Udrok called, astral sight or astral eyes. If I went too far I would not be able to touch him, if I did not go far enough, I would not be able to see him. I had to be precise, like weighing out the right amount of living-death, lest I fill the shop with deadly noxious fumes.

I kept my focus on my sense of sight, keeping my astral form from completely leaving my body. The sleep that burned behind my eyes evaporated. Though my mind still remained unclear and fogged over. I kept watch over the totem, the pattern of the man with the dagger grew larger, he was getting closer to the kingdom, all I had to do now was wait.

He came into view, I could see or sense those shifting lights around him. I clutched my broom and waited, just a little farther. He had let his guard down, figuring no one could see him. But I saw him, and saw what he did, and I would not let him escape. I raised my broom, lifting up the earth, blocking the entrance into the kingdom. The man placed his hands on the earthen wall, momentarily confused. He turned around and caught sight of me, ready to run for it. I pulled at the earth, schakeling his wrists to the stone wall. The man struggled, kicking his legs out, trying to pry himself free.

“Kelso?” It was the novice who presented me before Pious.

“Who are you?” he asked, spitting onto the ground, my face covered by the green cloak.

“Nobody, just a janitor,” I said.

“Fuck off,” Kelso spat at my feet.

I clutched my head, a pain pierced the sides of my skull like an icepick jamming through my brain. I fell to my knees, wanting to vomit.

I will kill them… kill…

Murderers… all of them…

It was the same voices from the Nightwoods. They echoed throughout my being. Scratching at the inside of my mind. No matter how hard I tried to shake them I could not. I looked up at Kelso and got to my feet. The sight of him filled my chest with a burning heat that ran through my veins.

Kill… murderers…

“Look at you,” laughed Kelso, “you haven’t got it in you,” his fingers twitched desperately trying to reach for his dagger.

I shook my head, he had very little clue as to what I had inside of me, “look at you…” I repeated, “you really went and made a mess of things, haven’t you?”

“What?”

I swept the broom across the ground, a bed of spikes shot out of the earth wall, piercing through Kelso’s back a dozen times over. His arms and legs spread out wide, blood dripping from each of his wounds. He struggled, his body twitching. No longer able to hold on, Kelso drew his final breath. The voices ceased, and all went quiet again.

I’m sure I could have opened a pit and buried Kelso and all evidence of our being there. But I didn’t. I left his body pierced and hanging on the wall. I wanted Pious to see and know someone was after him. I wanted the Maester to find no rest or peace of mind, just as I will find none.




Chapter 9

I snuck my way back into the alchemy shop. Noris was still fast asleep and most likely had no idea I had come and gone. I figured sleep would once again not find me, however the moment I laid my head down to rest, I was done. I found myself that night inside of a vivid dream, one unlike any other I’ve had before. This was not just any dream, it was something more. I felt far too lucid and it was far too vivid to just be the flight of a resting imagination.

I was inside of a tent, made from the hide of some common beast. I laid on my back fully naked and exposed. A woman peeled back the flap of the tent and stepped in. She was darkly radiant, not too unlike Maester Sylva, though different, less hopeful and more stern. Her lips were thin and tightly shut, her robes flowed in an almost ghostly manner, billowing around her. And other than for the top of her large bust and up she was completely covered. The woman stood over me, just watching.

She slunk out of her dress, letting it fall to the ground between the two of us. Her body a slender and beautiful sight. Hips wide and curvy. Unconsciously I licked my lips, drinking in her exotic wonder. She knelt down before me and separated my legs, making room for herself. My mind filled with questions and thoughts but none of them found their way outwardly expressed. She took my cock into her warm hands, instantly making me hard. The soft flesh of her breasts grazed along my cock. I found that, within this dream, I was hypersensitive to stimuli. As the woman stroked me I struggled to remain in the dream, if I gave into the pleasure too soon I would wake before it even started.

The woman allowed the spit to drip out of her mouth and down my hard cock. She sloshed the saliva up and down, her nimble fingers teasing at the head. The sounds of her loving on me filled the tent and my ears. I exhaled from my closed mouth, not a sound escaped me. It seemed our bodies could sound but my voice could not. I continued to lay there enjoying her sweet touch. Each twist of her wrist sent a shiver of pleasure through my cock and up my spine as I held on to my presence in this imaginary world.

She lifted herself above me, squatting just over my cock. She teased the tip across her wet clit, my cock slapping against her pussy. She placed a palm on my chest and eased herself down my shaft, her pussy swallowing up my cock as she tightened around me. I tried to reach up and take hold of her, but I found that I could not move. I had no control over my arms or legs, I was frozen, stuck underneath her as she grinded her hips. Her clit rubbed against me as she tilted her head and arched her back. So desperately I wanted to reach up and grab her breasts, feel the weight of them. But I could not, I was helpless to her, she was the only one with any sort of control. All I could do was lay back and enjoy it.

The weight of her immaculate body pressed down on me as she raised and lowered her hips, working herself in a wave like rhythm. The rolling pleasure filled me almost to the brim. If I let myself fall into it, I knew I would wake. I watched as her face contorted in ecstacy, her pussy getting ever tighter around me. The fact that I could not touch, could not reach out, was the most pleasing torture I had ever experienced.

She fucked me with growing ferocity, her fingers digging into me as she held on, pressing me down into the earth, further securing me into a state of motionlessness. Her hands crawled up my chest and over my neck, then to my lips, her thumb entering into my mouth. I struggled, just barely able to move the tip of my tongue and taste her. Her body slapped against mine, my cock hitting deeper and deeper into her tight wet pussy. I tried to tense my muscles, anything to fight the need for release, but couldn’t. And there was no slowing her down. She slid along my sweaty body, milking pleasure out of me as if that’s all I was meant for.

Her entire body shuddered on top of me, her knees pressed into my sides, her warm breath rushed over me. Unable to quell my aching need and desire, I released myself inside of her. Filling her pussy with my warm cum, as it dripped back down my shaft.

“Meet me in Fenwood Marsh.”

I could not say whether she spoke the words or not. But they were somehow communicated to me, placed somewhere inside of my mind, coming from her. And this act was the only way she could wordlessly tell me what she needed to.

I woke up, covered in a mess of my own cum. I removed my trousers, a bit disgusted, and wiped myself clean. The image of the dream remained in my mind clear as anything, perhaps more clear than the very room around me. I grabbed my satchel and pulled the map out. Laying it out over the bed. Fenwood Marsh was to the west of Northwood. I wasn’t a learned person. Growing up on a farm meant I was taught only what I needed to know to survive. Anything more was a waste of my patron’s time. I never heard of Fenwood, yet there it was. I had to cross through Dust Valley and then into Fenwood. Dust Valley was a thin strip of land that stretched across much of the continent, a natural border that separates the eastern kingdoms from the west.

Dust Valley was, however,  a place I had heard about. And only because I was warned not to cross the border when losing myself during my wandering. The east and west were locked in dispute over the land. Dust Valley was fertile with ores and gems that both sides equally sought to wrest from the other. It became a warzone for the King’s men and quite literally a goldmine for miners and mercenaries alike. As a young farmhand I was warned the west would not waste time hearing me out if I was ever captured and so I avoided the border at all costs. Now I had no choice, I had to cross into Fenwood. For whatever reason someone was calling me to that place.

Thankfully, I managed to fall back asleep with relative ease, without any dreams or nightmares. The next morning, though it was perhaps much later than morning, by the time I actually awoke, I knew I could not stay in Northbridge even if I wanted to. I collected my things and went downstairs.

“I’m going away for a few days,” I told Noris.

“You are?” She asked rather surprised, “Why so suddenly?”

“There’s something I have to take care of.”

Noris looked me over with concern, “Well, I can’t make you stay. But please keep safe, take whatever potions you think you might need.” I scoured the shelves and stocked up on the basics; health, mana, stamina.

I went into the town square, the way to the main entrance was heavily guarded and patrolled. I should have expected as much. What I saw next, I did not expect. Pious stood in the center of the town, a crowd of people surrounding him. I listened intently trying to make out what he was saying.

“Do you see now what happens when we stray from the Light… an innocent man killed…”

Innocent, that word burned in my heart, he was a murder who killed my teacher and my friend. There was nothing innocent about him.

Pious continued to speak, “Murdered by a spellcaster, left to rot on our very gates… We must not allow the use of such dark magic to continue… We must stand together and turn away from the darkness and not allow the worship of the profane to continue…”

I could not listen to him speak any longer. Rage began to boil up inside of me, and though I wanted to strike him down right then and there I knew I would be killed far before I even reached him. And even if I did, killing him now would only justify his speech. I grabbed the cloak and hid my face within. The main entrance may be blocked off but there were plenty of other ways in and out of the capitol. My wandering was really about to pay off. I headed south, following along one of the canals.

I remember when I was much younger, walking on the edge of the canal, precariously balancing as I swung my legs above the water. At the end of the canal, there was a crevice in the wall, the sort that a young kid could shimmy his way through and out to the otherside. The crevice was now a bit too small for me to squirm through. With a little adjustment I moved the earth just enough to allow myself to fit but not too much to raise concern should anyone notice a gaping hole in the Kingdom’s wall.

Exiting the grounds in this way brought a wave of nostalgia over me. It saddened me that I did not know when it would be safe for me to return. I’m sure Pious will have the kingdom convinced by tomorrow that the use of any and all magic should be punished. Other than Noris, there was nothing left for me here. And perhaps Pious would do his best to outlaw alchemy as well, not wanting to take any risks. That one dream was all I had to go on, I only hoped that whoever was calling for me could help.

As I made my way west I checked the map. There was a small town controlled by the east just a few miles over the border in Dust Valley. I didn’t know just how old the map was or if the town would still be there, it was still my best bet at getting across safely.

These lush green woods of my home, the ones that I have come to know and love and grew so fond of slowly gave way to the desolate and barren lands of Dust Valley. An outpost not too far off flew the familiar flag of the East, an apple tree on an emerald green background.

The knight who was clearly in charge, based on the extravagance of his armor welcomed me.

“You made it. It’s about time, recruit. I’m Captain Kilmere and as long as you're here you answer to me.”

“Umm… I’m not a recruit,” I said.

The Captain swung his arm around me, “Get a load of this one, as green as his cloak. Nothing to worry about, you’re in good hands,” he gave me a squeeze.

“So what’s your speciality?” A man clad in iron asked, pulling me out of the Captain’s hold.

“I think there’s been some kind of mistake,” I said. “I’m just trying to cross the border.”

“You hear that, Norm,” said the Captain. The man in iron laughed. “Judging by that cloak you're either my new recruit or you’re an enemy scout who stole it from him. And you don’t look like much of a spy. Now, don’t be so yellow. Norm here will take good care of you,” said the Captain waving the two of us off.”

Norm looked me over, “getting cold feet?” he asked.

“No, I’m not-” The sight of an approaching man stopped me in my tracks.

“Milo! How are ya? This here’s the new recruit we’re taking along with us to the mines,” said Norm.

“Nice to meet you,” A thin rail of a man shook my hand, two curved swords rested at his hips. “Well, no point in dawdling, eh? Let’s finish this thing.”

Neither of them would listen to reason and were utterly convinced I was indeed the new recruit they were waiting for. At some point I simply gave up on trying. I didn’t need to risk being a deserter, not that I was even a part of anything to desert.

Norm yammered on about this mission the whole way towards the mine, I guess to keep me updated, but I drowned most of it out. “The first group took care of most of the work, we just have to finish off the stragglers… I guess you can say we’re the clean up crew,” Norm eyed me and my broom and waited for a laugh, which I provided the fakest I could muster. This whole east vs west dispute didn’t concern me. I had much more important matters to deal with.

On top of that, I didn’t care for slaying men. In this manner the west was no different than us. These were just men serving their kingdom. Kingdom’s that wanted to control where the gold was at. I had no real qualms over slaying monsters; Kelso and the Maester are indeed such. But a few knights or whatever defending a mine, they were just doing a job handed to them by someone else. And because the East wanted what they had, war ensued.

“It’s just up ahead,” said Norm, “Our scout informed us there are only a few left and-” A wall of flames spread out in front of us. “Damn it, they’re here.” A Mage walked through the flames, a ball of fire twirling in his palm. He launched a blast of flames at us, Norm lifted his shield, taking the blow. I could feel the heat radiating off him. Norm and Milo took hold of their weapons, standing back to back.

The point of a blade pierced my shoulder and I stumbled into the dirt. My attacker, wearing all black, darted back after me. I pushed the earth underneath him forward, toppling him over. I pressed my palm to the wound, my hand covered in blood. I took a quick look around. It was only the two. A mage and a rogue. Fenwood wasn’t too far. And I wasn’t here to take sides, I needed to head out west, I wasn’t going to start my relocation with killing one of their soldiers. I had to make a break for it.

Norm lifted me up by the shirt and shoved me forward, “stand your ground, we can take them.” Milo charged after the mage, his blades trailing behind him. The rush of another flame attack filled the air. I faced off with the rogue, I’m sure he wouldn’t believe me if I told him that I meant no harm.  He swung his dagger at me, I shifted my soft flesh into hard stone, his metal blade bouncing off.

“Don’t just take it, fight back,” shouted Norm. Didn’t he have anything better to do than watch me fight. Norm lifted his shield and fended off another blast. I raised the earth at my sides creating two walls. With great force I thrusted my arms out, sending the walls out, separating both groups as far as my magic would allow. I created my opening and now I just had to take it. I took off running towards Fenwood, not looking back. Norm shouted at me, his voice getting farther and farther away.

The rogue trailed behind, closing the gap between us. I kept my eyes set ahead, sprinting for the life of me. The dust filled air stung my lungs, a stitch burned in my sides. I felt the need to vomit but clenched my teeth and pressed on. I could still hear the faint blasts of fire in the distance. I reached into my satchel and pulled out the stamina potion, took a swig, and placed it back. The bodily pains vanished, my legs picking up speed once again. There was no way he would be able to reach me now.

I darted through the murky forests of the fens, changing directions, sprinting onward. Branches and leaves slapping against me as I hurdled over a fallen tree. The sounds of battle died away, the dense forest surrounding me. I continued, wading up to my knees in swamp water. Insects buzzed annoyingly around. I slowed my pace. I had no clue as to where I was heading. All I knew was someone was looking for me. I crawled out of the swamp and sat myself on a stump.

I pulled out the map. Fenwood wasn’t too big, but there was nothing on the map indicating a town or city. I supposed it was time to do what I do best, wander aimlessly. The growth here was something else, dense and full. I could only imagine what sort of alchemical ingredients hid within this region. Colorful plants, strange mushrooms, surely some of them must have a use. I still had the book Noris had gifted me, I flipped through the pages as I wandered, seeing if anything here matched the reagents listed within.

I came upon a massive tree, standing tall, penetrating high into the sky above. Tendril like vines strangled the trunk, crawling their way all up to the top, deep red flowers blossoming intermittently, opening and closing in a pulsating pattern. I flipped through the book; Virile Vine. Chewing the leaves filled one with potent and vigorous sexual energy. Now that sounded like something worth taking. I ripped the vines off the tree, they held tightly to the trunk, having that dagger would have been a big help. I picked the leaves and petals and did away with the stems. I opened a few of the seed pods and spread them around the trunk for future growth.




Chapter 10

After a bit of the old wandering I came upon the tent from my dream. I took a peek inside but no one was there. I entered inside and laid myself down and waited… and waited. And when no one came I decided to use my totem. Entering into the astral plane here was almost the direct opposite of the Nightwoods. All around me were giddy little spirits that happily fluttered from leaf to leaf, minding their own way, going about some sort of strange pertinent business.

I followed after a tiny fairy of sorts, her translucent wings sparkling as she bounced off the top of mushrooms. She bounced off another, spores sprinkled out and another creature like herself joined in her dance. The two of them paused to look at me and continued on. I chased after them, coming upon a small cave. The fairies fluttered in, their wings lighting the way. They darted over a large furry beast that watched over the entrance. I phased on by without any issue and continued through the caves following after the fairies.

We reached the deepest part of the cave, inside a hollow chamber with nothing in it but a singular flower sprouting from the earth. One of the fairies tapped the bloom and the petals spread open. The center of the flower was a dark black, the petals a crystal white shaped like spiders webs. The two fairies tossed and turned with one another laying in the center of the flower, pulling at one another’s tiny clothing. Once undressed, their hands caressing each other, they glanced at me, waiting for something.

They leapt off the flower and as they did they grew in size, to that of a human. The two of them pulled at my arms bringing me closer to the flower. One grabbed at my cloak and shirt, removing them over my head. The other lowered my trousers, her soft hands gliding up my thighs, cupping my cock in her hands. With their bodies pressed against mine, the two of them grasped my cock and played until I stiffened.

The fairy took the tip of my cock into her wet and warm mouth, sucking me. The other licked from underneath, her sweet tongue tickling my shaft. I petted the top of their heads, thin strands of golden hair running through my fingers. The two of them took turns sucking my cock, switching back and forth, handing my cock over for the other to taste. Their combined spit dripped down the length of my shaft, soaking and coating my throbbing cock in saliva. Together their hands sloshed up and down, working and twisting around their sloppy mess. They giggled together as they jerked.

They continued to pleasure me in unison, only stopping periodically to touch and feel one another. Playing with their breasts, rubbing the other’s pussy. Their laughter and joy filled the chamber, as did my groans. They licked and slobbered all over my throbbing shaft. My mind and body both overwhelmed with ecstasy. Why they were doing this, why they wanted me, were not questions I cared to ask at the time. The sensations of having my cock sucked by these otherworldly beings was far more intense than in the physical world; it was as if they were pleasing the very core of my mind, the very center where pleasure settles upon.

The absolute and intense need to cum swelled within me, a line of pure bliss running from my mind to my cock and vice versa.  The fairies brought me to my knees, their immaculate tits pressing up against me, their stiff nipples grazing my skin. I wrapped my arms around the two of them as they nuzzled against me, holding to my cock, jerking together, one sliding her hand off after the other. They worked intently on me, as if milking me, desperate to get out the seed stored inside.

I gripped their breasts, squeezing hard, holding in the need for release. Drops of milk dripped from their tits and ran over my fingers. Pleased with this, the fairies licked and sucked and kissed my neck, nibbling my ear, their fingers digging into my thighs. Their want for what I had grew more intense, though hard to believe that such was even possible. Their wings fluttered faster and faster. Their giggles grew louder. Their bodies entangled with my own.

The fairy to my left pinched the other’s nipples, milking her. Working out streams of white cream from her tits. She sprayed the milk over my cock and with her warm mouth sucked it off before spraying more. Jerking the sloppy mess of liquids, I couldn't last any longer. I clutched their bodies and held tightly, erupting streams of cum from my cock and onto their chests. Happy and delighted the fairies took flight holding to one another, flying in a tight circle.

They scooped the mixture of milk and cum from each other’s breasts and let it drip onto the flower. They shrank back down to their original size and flew over to me. With their tiny tickling tongues they licked the cum that dripped down my cock. They held each drop in their little mouths and let the cum drool over their lips and down the petals of the flower. Those tiny tongues on my sensitive cock sent shudders through me, they continued to do this until my cock was clean and the flower soaked.

Once finished with feeding the flower the two fairies shot towards me and crashed into my astral form. The charge sent me zipping out of the cave, flying toward the tent, and back in my body. I blinked my eyes open and pressed my knuckles to the lids, rubbing gently.

“Good, you’re awake,” said the woman before me, the one from my dream. There was no mistaking her, though her manner of dress was vastly different. She wore tight form fitting leather that showed off every curve of her sensual body, as well a bodice that pushed up her bust, her breasts looking even more full and ripe. She leaned forward and slapped my cheek, a bit hard too.

“What the hell?” I rubbed my sore face.

“That’s for being such a dunce,” she straightened herself out, looming over me as I

looked up at her.

“What are you talking about?”

“I’ve been keeping my eye on things at Northbridge. Any hope of solving this class

dispute diplomatically flew out the window thanks to you.” She held out a scrying orb and twirled it in her hand.

“Oh…” There wasn’t much else I could say, I suppose she was right, after all. I didn’t expect Pious to use the death of his assassin as means to his end. The very idea never crossed my mind, only rage and revenge had.

“Who are you? Why did you call for me then?” I asked, “Was it just to slap me?” I placed my palm over my red cheek.

“No, not only to slap you, but I was looking forward to that. There is still another way.

There is always another way,” She let the orb slip from her hands and sat beside me. “I’m Veronica, a warlock. I was asked to attend the meetings of the classes, however I prefer my solitude. I foolishly hoped the others could handle it without me, but I see now that I was mistaken.”

“Okay, but why me?”

“You mean other than because you fucked up real big, and the least you could do now is help fix it,” said Veronica.

“Yeah, other than t\hat.” I don’t know why she felt the need to rub it in, I felt bad enough about it as it was.

Veronica placed a finger beneath my chin and lifted my gaze out of the dirt, “because I can’t fix it alone, and I require a male to help me. So you will have to do.”

“Thanks… I think,” I slapped her hand away.

“No need to be feisty, there will be plenty of time for that in a bit, you’re going to enjoy it,

at least the first half anyway.”

“Whatever, if it means taking down Pious than I’m all in.”

“It does… In a sense. It’s a bit tricky, but you’ll understand when the time comes. Or maybe you won’t, I really don't know to be honest. You don’t look as bright as you think you are, if you ask me.”

“I didn’t ask.”

Once outside of the tent Veronica stabbed her obsidian dagger into the dirt and dragged it along the ground carving out a symbol.

“So, what’s this?” I asked.

“Oh my, you ask so many questions. Makes me want to cut my ears off. Which I could,

blood is blood.” Veronica sliced her palm with the dagger and pressed her bleeding palm to the dirt.

“That can’t be sanitary.”

“Just get over here,” Veronica grabbed my wrist and yanked me over. She pried my fingers open and slid the dagger across my flesh, shoving my hand into the dirt. “This is a summoning circle and since I’m not exactly sure what we’ll come up against it’s best to have a little demonic aid. That’s another reason you’re here. I couldn’t possibly please an insatiable sex demon all on my own. I don’t have all the necessary… equipment for the job.”

“You want me to fuck a-”

“Succubus, now keep quiet,” Veronica shoved me out of the circle and stood in the

center.

The symbol around her burned in the ground. Dense black smoke filled the air. I took a breath in and choked on the acrid ash. Veronica disappeared within a pluming black cloud. I wrapped the cloak around my nose and mouth, I had no idea how she could stand to be in the center of it. When the smoke settled what I saw both enticed and frightened me.

What a strange beauty, at first sight my body filled with lust and desire for this demon. Her body curvy, her breasts large, skin pale. And to top it all off two horns protruding out of the top of her head. The demon grinned, her lips a deep red, baring pointed fangs. The succubus unfurled her black leathery wings and stretched out. Her long tongue lashed in the air. So this was the creature I had to satisfy.

I reached into my satchel and pulled out the leaves of the Virile Vine and started to chew, letting the juices fill my mouth, the potent extract absorbing into my bloodstream. And all that blood now rushed to my cock.

“What the hell are you eating?” Asked Veronica.

“Nothing…” I said with a mouth full leaves, juices dripping down my chin. The succubus flapped her wings and darted right in front of me. She took hold of my cheeks, her long black nails pressing into my skin. She smiled and opened her mouth. Her tongue licked my lips, pressing inside, licking the juices out.

“You have good taste,” laughed the Succubus. I had no doubt she knew what I was

chewing. 

The succubus moved towards Veronica, her hips swaying as she walked, I licked my lips watching her tight ass bounce with each step. The succubus opened Veronica’s mouth, swapping the leaf juices with her.

“Please me well and I shall call you master,” said the Succubus. Veronica got on her knees before the sexy demon, her fingers curled around its black thong. She removed the creature's underwear and brought her face up between the demon’s legs. Veronica gripped the demon’s thick thighs, her tongue hanging over her lips. The Succubus took a fistful of Veronica’s hair and pressed Veronica’s mouth to her pussy. The demon grinded her hips, rubbing her clit against Veronica’s tongue, forcing her to lick up and down.

“Fuck yes,” moaned the Succubus.

Watching the two of them made my cock throb, precum dripped down my shaft as the blood rushed with intense heat throughout my body. The combination of the leaf and the demons allure had me wanting only one thing. The Succubus grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me in. Together we groped her bare breasts. Her nipples stiffened between my fingers as I pinched.

“Harder,” spoke the Succubus. I did as she commanded, tugging on her tits, pinching her nipples and twisting with my fingers. “Mmmm, I want more.” She shoved her hand under my trousers and pulled out my hard cock, her long tongue licking those ruby red lips of hers.

The Succubus went down and wrapped her tongue around my shaft. Her slick tongue sliding all over, lapping up my shaft, moaning as she savored the taste.

“Come, suck his cock with me,” the Succubus told Veronica. Veronica grasped my cock and brought it to her mouth. The two of them sharing it between each other. Their wet tongues were not enough, I too needed more. I needed to thrust and fuck and have it all… from both of them.

“The master has such a good cock,” the Succubus forced Veronica down deeper on my cock, spit bubbling out her mouth and dripping to the floor. The demon pulled Veronica off and tilted her head up, licking her messy face. “You want his cock inside of you too, don’t you?” The Succubus forced Veronica’s head into a nod.

“Fuck, I do…” moaned Veronica.

The Succubus shoved Veronica to the ground and spread her legs open. Using that wonderful tongue the succubus licked Veronica’s pussy, getting it wet and slick for my cock. Veronica’s legs shot up in the air, she held to the demon’s horns as wave after wave of pleasure ran through her. Veronica went to snap her legs shut in overwhelming ecstasy. The Succubus dug her nails into Veronica’s thighs and pried her legs back open, working her tongue inside of Veronica’s pussy, forcing the pleasure to continue.

“And this master has such a sweet pussy. Come it is tight and waiting for you,” said The Succubus.

I moved in between Veronica’s legs, teasing the tip of my cock along her dripping pussy. Slapping against her little clit. Veronica bit her lip, squirming underneath me. The Succubus spat on my cock.

“Fuck that pussy for me,” cooed the Succubus. I slid myself into Veronica’s warm hole, settling my cock deep inside her. Veronica tightened herself around me, her pussy gripping for more. I bent forward and grabbed her tits, thrusting into her tight hole. The Succubus sat on Veronica’s face using her mouth to pleasure herself. The Succubus jiggled her thick ass in front of me as she rode Veronica, her wings curling. Veronica mumbled something inaudible, her mouth full of pussy.

“She wants you to cum,” said the Succubus. I lifted myself up a bit and planted my hands on the ground, fucking harder and faster into Veronica’s sweet little hole, building up the need to explode inside of her. I thrusted in and held it there, warm cum erupted from my cock, filling Veronica’s tight pussy. Cum continued to flow out of my sensitive cock as I stroked myself inside of her, my load dripping down her fleshy thighs.

The Succubus shoved me aside and licked her tongue up Veronica’s slender legs, scooping the drops of cum into her mouth. The Succubus sucked on Veronica’s pussy, eating her out as the cum spilled. Even after release my cock twitched for more. Once was not enough to satisfy me as long as the effects of the vine pumped through my veins. The Succubus hopped on top of me, holding my cock under her pussy and sinking down, taking me all the way into her cunt. As the demon rode my cock her large tits bounced in my face, her ass slamming down and each time she brought it back up, fucking me for more. Veronica spread the Succubus’s ass, spitting on my shaft, licking my cock each time the demon slid up.

“Give me that fucking cock,” cried out the demon, fucking with more agression each passing moment.

Veronica slapped the Succubus’s ass. “Fuck, I love the pain,” moaned the demon. I reached up and pinched her nipples, tugging and pulling and squeezing. She pressed her forehead to mine, her tongue licking up my face. “Harder, harder…” demanded the demon. With all my strength I thrusted my hips up, fucking her in return as her body slapped against mine. Her tight cunt clenched my cock, milking me as she continued to bounce herself on my throbbing shaft. “That’s right. I want you to cum inside me, give me that fucking load master.” I took hold of one of her horns, holding tightly. I lifted myself up and flipped her underneath me, resting her legs on my shoulders. I penetrated that wet demon pussy from above, her body rocking back and forth on the earth.

The Succubus wrapped her arms around me, her nails digging into my back, her breath warming my neck. “Fuck yes… give me that cock… I want your cum so fucking bad.” I looked into her bright yellow eyes, commanding and dominant and forceful. I held her face between both hands, our bodies slapping against one another’s. I fucked her warm gripping pussy until another massive load of cum exploded out of me filling the demon’s cunt. The Succubus shuddered, tiny spasms shocked her body. Her toes and wings curling as her legs snapped shut.

“I’ll do whatever you two want, just keep fucking me like that,” said the Succubus.

It was a good thing I still had some stamina potion left, we all certainly needed it after that. I handed the potion around and we all took a swig, refreshing ourselves.

“Good, now comes the hard part,” said Veronica.

“I thought the hard part already came,” said the Succubus, giving my cock a shake.

“We need to find the Weaver's Tale,” said Veronica.

“Weaver’s Tale?”

“It’s a flower. And now that our energies have all been attached with one another’s we should be able to enter together. The only thing is… I’m not sure where to find it, but it’s in the Fens somewhere.”

“I know where it is.”




Chapter 11

The three of us readied ourselves at the entrance of the cave. As far as I knew there was only one thing in our way, a ferocious beast. And surely the three of us together were more than enough to take it on. I had no idea why Veronica thought she needed so much fire power to get the flower. Though I shouldn’t complain, I never would have gotten that experience with her and the Succubus had she not called for me. As frustrated as Veronica was at me for stoking the flames of Pious’s malice, it seemed she rewarded me pretty well for it. The tip of my cock was still a bit sore from all the fucking.

We entered into the cave, strange bioluminescent flora lit the way for us. The low growl of the flower’s guardian echoed down the tunnels.

“This way,” I waved the two of them over.

“You ever fuck a woman with the handle of your broom?” Asked the Succubus.

“What? Just keep it down,” I said Shushing her.

“I would,” The Succubus whispered to Veronica, the two of them snickering behind me. “Keep it down…” Said the Succubus with a mocking tone, “Pfft, you can’t even look at these tits without it standing straight up for me.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be serving us? You’re going to alert the creature with all your yammering,” I said

The Succubus snapped her fingers and a gag appeared in her mouth, “blether?” Asked the demon, her words muffled by the gag.

“Much,” I nodded.

The growling grew louder as we turned down a tunnel, the thumping of the beasts paws padding towards us. The creature appeared much smaller when I was just zipping through it. It’s massive size blocked most of the tunnel. I quickly launched a spike of earth, the beast swatted its hand across, knocking the spike into the wall.

“I got this,” said The Succubus. “Hey there handsome,” the succubus leaned forward and pressed her tits together, jiggling them. “Wouldn’t you rather come play with me,” she spanked her ass. The beast lifted a paw and slammed the Succubus, her body sliding down the cave wall.

“I don’t think he’s interested,” said Veronica.

“I guess that means more pussy for you then,” said the Succubus, picking herself up off the ground. “Maybe he prefers it a little rough.” The Succubus darted into the beast, her nails clawing at its hide. The creature lifted her by the wings, I swept my broom and casted stone skin on her. The beast tossed her away, her stone body bouncing unharmed off the wall.

“Can’t you cast any spells,” I asked Veronica.

“A few, but my mastery is in summoning, I’m not wasting any magic on this thing, what waits for us in the flower is going to require all that we got.”

The beast charged, ramming its shoulder into the three of us, slamming us out of the way. It let out a ferocious roar that quaked the halls, lowering its shoulder for another attack.

“Quick, fire another,” said Veronica.

I unleashed my attack, sending a spear straight for it. The Succubus slapped her palms together, her claws forming a point. She flew off spinning like a drill behind the earth spike. The beast swatted away my attack but wasn’t prepared for the Succubus. She drilled straight through its chest, exiting from its back covered in blood.

“Maybe that was a bit too rough,” said Veronica stepping over the hole carved into the creature.

“No such thing,” said the demon, spanking her ass.

With the way cleared it was a straight shot to the chamber where the flower bloomed.

A ray of light from above showered the flower in its warmth. Veronica bent down and plucked the flower from the earth.

“What do we do with it?” I asked.

“Eat it,” said Veronica.

“Yeah, you eat it,” mimicked the Succubus, “But you should know all about that you naughty plant eater,” she winked. Veronica picked three petals one for each of us and handed them over. “Chew then swallow… sharing our essence with one another should have us all linked up for when we enter.”

“Heh… swallow,” snickered the Succubus placing the petal on her tongue.

I wasn’t very keen on the idea of eating the petal of this flower. Not because I was against eating strange plants, clearly that was not the case, but rather because of how the flower came to bloom. The two of them had already begun chewing and laid themselves down on the floor. I had no choice now but to join them. I just hoped whatever bits of myself I left on that petal had washed away by now. I placed the petal on my tongue and gagged, holding it down. Not so much because of the taste but because of the thought of it. A heavy warmth pressed down on me. I joined the two women on the ground, the three of us curling up next to one another.

It became increasingly harder to keep my eyes open. And then an intense whiteness encapsulated everything. I looked around, nothing but white, and Veronica and the Succubus.

“This is it,” said Veronica, “The place from which ideas birth themselves into our world. Now we just have to find the one Pious has been spouting.” As she said that a thin silk thread ran off in various directions out in front of us. With the tip of my finger I strummed the silver thread, a pleasing musical note sprang out. The thread reeled itself in tugging something along with it. The thread pulled Maester Pious along into the relative center of the white nothingness. It looked like Pious, but it behaved rather differently. His movements were stiff and jolted like those of a marionettes.

At the very sight of Pious I filled with rage and swung my broom but nothing happened, how could it, there was no earth here for me to manipulate. A small set back wasn’t going to stop me. I charged, screaming with a thirst for the Maester’s death. I rammed the handle of the broom into Pious, his skin cracking around a hole that shattered into his chest.

“That was easy,” I said, as bits of body continued to crack off Pious.

Veronica shook her head, “Pious is just a shell, a vessel that holds the viral thinking and beliefs we must destroy.”

Pious split clean in half, a massive tentacle slid out of his body, creeping along the floor. Then another tentacles sprouted out, lifting its bulbous scaly body out of Pious.

“That’s his beliefs?”

“They aren’t his, he is theirs and-” A tentacle swung around slamming into Veronica,

lifting her high above. “This is not good,” shouted Veronica.

“I don’t know, I kind of like it,” said the Succubus struggling in the monster's slimy tentacle grasp. Veronica was right, this was not good. There was no earth here, I had no way to fight back. Another tentacle unfurled out of the creature, and came soaring down at me. I dodged out of the way, rolling across the infinite white.

Veronica managed to wrestle her arms out and cut across her palm with her dagger, blood pooled in her hand. She slapped her palm and against the grotesque tentacle binding her, her blood staining its scales. Dozens of tiny imps no bigger than rabbits came leaping out of the spots of blood. Each one of them, clawing and gnawing at the tentacle, eating their way through it. The imps ate their way clean through the tentacle. The tentacle unclenched and released Veronica, dropping her onto ground.

That gave me an idea. If Veronica could use her own body as a weapon, then maybe I could too. I was still able to use my stone skin spell, I didn’t need earth for that, only my own flesh. But that was only part of it. I wasn’t sure if this would work but it was worth a go. I placed my left hand over the back of the right, feeling the connection to my body and the stone around it. Sliding my hand over myself I morphed the earthen skin of my arm into a pointed spike. The process of rearranging the structure of my body filled me with pain, I exhaled heavily through clenched teeth as stone and bone grinded against one another.

“It’s okay don’t worry about me, I’m quite fine like this,” said the Succubus sarcastically as the tentacle tightened around her. The little imps crawled up the great monster, screeching and scurrying to free the Succubus. The tentacle flicked itself, sending the imps soaring high above and then slammed down on them, turning them back into nothing more than drops of blood. I stabbed my arm into the tentacle, black bile bubbled out. The tentacle lifted, I dangled as it raised higher and higher. I focused on my arm, morphing the point of the spike into a hook lodging it deep into the creature. The creature desperately tried to knock me off but failed to do so.

“Use this,” Veronica tossed me her dagger. I pierced the dagger between the scales of the tentacles and pulled myself up, using the dagger and hook to scale up the side of the tentacle. I straddled on top of the tentacle, using the tools that I had, I sliced and ripped chunks out of the tentacle until its grip loosened and freed the Succubus. More tentacles sprouted from its bulbous gelatinous head.

“We have to strike at the core,” shouted Veronica.

“Can you fly me up there?” I asked the Succubus.

The succubus unfurled her wings, helping me onto her back. We took flight together, tentacle after tentacle lashing after us. A single tentacle slammed into us, knocking us away. The Succubus quickly regained her composure and darted for its center.

The Succubus dug her nails into the monster, crawling up. Once between its round non-blinking yellow eyes, I rammed the point of my stone arm into its head, my arm sinking deeper and deeper in. More and more black bile bubbled and spewed forth, sludge coated the two of us. The tentacles vibrated in the air, the monster shrunk as it continued to expel vile sludge from the wound.

Nothing but a small black gelatin ball remained. I lifted my foot and stomped on it, the small ball flattened and then regained its shape. I tried again, over and over, to no avail.

“You can’t kill it,” said Veronica, “It isn’t alive to begin with.” 

With the side of my foot I kicked the ball and sent it soaring into the distance, “But we did it right? It’s done?”

“Yeah, it’s done,” said Veronica.

I fell through the whiteness, the surrounding cave walls coming back into view. Once reconnected with my body, I howled in pain. Screaming and flailing. Blood pooled around my right arm, disfigured bone protruding where my hand once was.

“What the fuck happened to you,” said Veronica, holding me in her arms. I motioned to the satchel, unable to speak, only screaming in pain. Veronica rummaged through the bag and pulled out the health potion, tilting it over my lips. The bleeding stopped and the flesh readhered itself, but my hand would not grow back.

“Better?” Asked Veronica.

I tightened my lips and nodded, my wrist continued to throb painfully, “Is he dead then? Pious, is he dead?”

“No, his body is completely unharmed. But his corrupted thinking has been shattered. There may be some side effects as far as his memories and personality are concerned but he is not dead.”

“Oh, but-”

“Killing isn’t always necessary. There’s still some work left to be done. It is up to all of us to slowly repair what damages remain in the minds of the common folk. But there is no need for revenge, I pray you’ve already learned your lesson about seeking after it.”

“I still want to kill him. I won’t, but I still want to.”

“I know, and for now that’s okay.”

“Thinking about those tentacles has really got me feeling horny,” interrupted the Succubus. Veronica and I shot her a confused look. “No one else then? Just me… okay, just me.”

“I just lost my hand, that’s the last thing on my mind.”

“Was that your jerking hand?” Asked the Succubus.

I let out a sigh, and went to plant the palm of my hand on my face in disappointment and ended up missing, hitting my stubby wrist against my chest. Veronica and the Succubus struggled to hold back their laughter.

“Go on, it was funny,” I said. The two of them roared with over the top laughter, their voices bouncing off the cave walls.




Chapter 12

Veronica informed me it would be best if I didn’t return to Northbridge so soon. Best to let things die down. A replacement will need to be found for Maester Pious now that his mind won’t be working at full capacity anymore, and hopefully the people will soon forget all about his ideologies. It was time that I parted ways with Veronica either way. If a replacement Maester was needed, then I hoped I could convince Sylva to at least try for the position. The Temple needed someone who would teach and speak the truth, and that person was Sylva. And if anyone there still held to Pious’s teachings she would be capable of remedying that far better than anybody.

I suppose the other reason I wanted to go back to Gallows Hill was to see Lily again. Truthfully, seeing Lily was the main reason for my return. As I arrived Virgil greeted me warmly. Happy that he still remembered me, I embraced him, which I think took him a bit off guard. I wondered if Pious would suffer the same fate as Virgil. In a way it seemed worse than death, to be alive but never really be there.

Sylva’s main concern was no one being around to keep the undead at bay. While Virgil could handle himself quite well in battle, it was too risky to leave it all up to someone with his condition. It was an understandable concern and one that I had expected. And so Lily and I offered to stay until Sylva managed to find someone else to take up the responsibility. With Sylva gone Virgil stayed with us in the temple. Which, other than having him occasionally barge in on Lily and I having sex was, I’m sure, a much better arrangement for him.

I knew that remaining at Gallows Hill was not my path, and while there I refrained from entering the astral plane, that was not an experience I cared to repeat. However for the time being, I enjoyed the company of my friends. Especially that of Lily’s.

“So tell me,” said Lily, “was the Succubus better than me?”

“Not at all… however-”

“I knew it, you liked her better.”

“What? No. Try this, you’ll see what I mean,” I took out some Virile Vine and split it between the two of us. That night was the longest lasting night we spent together. And in Gallows Hill morning never really does come. Although we both did.

Taverns And Harems




Chapter 1

It was one of those days that turned into one of those nights where I laid myself in bed and hoped beyond all hope that I would not wake tomorrow. That it would all just disappear and I wouldn’t have to show up at my menial job that pays less than a liveable wage. That I wouldn’t have the stress of barely holding onto an apartment I couldn’t afford. That I wouldn’t have to make car payments just so I can use that car for no other purpose than to go to said job so I can make those payments. Stuck in an endless loop of having to keep things afloat so I can continue to do the things I didn’t particularly find any enjoyment in doing.

My only reprieve was sitting my butt down in front of my computer, loading up a game and playing for hours on end, losing myself in a game world, where I found myself slightly less miserable, though in the back of my mind remained the haunting feeling that I would have to do this all again tomorrow.

At some point, the panic set in. And the glowing red numbers of the digital clock read 3:00 A.M. I knew I would not get enough sleep to function. I would show up to my job half dead, my boss would complain about my interactions with customers, and so the cycle would continue. So I did what any self-respecting man would do in the throes of a panic attack. I hid underneath the covers of my bed, rocked myself back and forth and made “I just want to die,” my mantra for the night.

This of course was not a rare occurrence for me, I’ve been in this position plenty of times before. And in the end, nothing changes. Nothing comes to take me away from this life. Nothing to offer me a moment of reprieve. And for a moment I imagine myself shoving a dagger into my navel and disemboweling myself, blood and guts spilling out onto my bed in the most angst fueled way I could dream up, because… why not?

“When will you quit your whining?”

“When will you just take me the fuck away from here,” I replied, automatically. And then it hit me, who the hell was speaking? I looked around my room and saw nothing. “Fuck me, I knew it… I’m schizophrenic aren’t I.”

I always had a sneaking suspicion that something like that had at some point possessed my mind. I couldn’t quite place when but the feeling reared up every so often. Such as when a knock from a stranger would sound at my door. And I would rush to the bathroom to hide until they went away. Certain that whoever it was wanted something from me, or worse wanted to do something to me. Though it was probably just normal anxiety. But hearing voices, that solidified it, didn’t it?

“Alright,” said the voice, a bit of laughter trailing after the words sounded. A scar of light slashed through the middle of my room, splitting open. Out of it stepped a being cloaked in black, wings like a raven sprouting from its back. My heart pounded heavily in my chest, almost bursting out, lodging in my throat.

“What are you?” I asked, clutching my shirt, feeling the beating of my racing heart.

“Seriously?” Questioned the being, holding its arms out wide, boney fingers peeking out of its long sleeves.

“I go through all the trouble of choosing this form just for you and you don’t even know what I am, that hurts man, hurts real deep…. Right here,” the being shoved its boney fingers into its chest and ripped out a black and slow beating heart, veins and arteries trailing back into the pit of its chest, “right in my heart.” It placed its heart back into its chest, the cloak falling back into place. “You offer your prayers to me every night, and you don’t even know who I am, pfft…. Humans... so dense.”

“You’re Death?” I asked, the answer now obvious.

“The grand archetype itself, come to fulfill your most wicked desire,” Death reached into its cloak and pulled out a sacrificial dagger, directing the point at me.

I scurried backwards, the blankets ruffling out in front of me, “get the hell away with that thing.”

“What?” Death looked over the blade, “I thought this was how you wanted to go?” Death asked and then laughed, tossing the dagger onto the bed before me. “I’m just playing, I’m not here to kill you. But I am here to take you to an afterlife, if you want…”

“If I want…” I repeated, “why?”

“Because it’ll be fun, duh. Most people end up in an afterlife with no recollection of how they got there or why. And so they believe everything that happens there is so real and so necessary to attach to. It’s fun when you throw somebody into the mix who doesn’t see it that way. Really shakes things up. A lot of death usually happens because of it,” smirked Death.

Everything slowed down at that point. My heart stopped beating so fast, I no longer felt in danger. I had a choice, one that I and I alone could make, and in doing so may finally experience something vastly different than all this.

“I see you’re still confused,” said Death, “Let me give you an example. I offered the same choice to another being, one I’m sure you’re familiar with. When he took me up on the offer to freely enter in this afterlife, the other residences here nailed him to a cross. After he tried to let them in on the cosmic secret. Oh, and then the wars that ensued afterward, so many more deaths. Still, his being here changed conscious thought in this realm in so many strange ways. Anyway, tossing in a catalyst every so often really gets the souls moving along.”

“But what do you want from me?” I asked.

“Nothing really. Make the choice or don’t. If you do, do whatever you like.”

“If it’s like you say, and this is just an afterlife, then what is this other afterlife that you’ll have me go to?”

“One that I think you’ll enjoy very much,” said Death. With a boney finger he scratched a void into empty space, a scene of powerful brutes merrily drinking and singing, and waging war filled the void.

“Viking warriors who die in battle go to Valhalla, right…” Death waved a hand over the void and the scene changed; a group of five men, each appearing in gear related to differing classes fought side by side in a musty dungeon. “Nerds who pass away amidst a panic attack go here, a realm governed by the rules and physics of the games they hold so dear.” Death waved his hand again and the void closed up, disappearing completely.

“Anywho,” whistled Death, “I’ll just leave this with you,” Death inched the dagger ever so slightly closer to me, “And if at any time you want to hop on through to the otherside just give the space around you a slice.”

Death dragged his finger through the air, cutting a hole in the fabric of space-time and stepping through, leaving me with a smile and a wave. I got up on my knees and grabbed the dagger. It had a wonderfully ornate jade handle and an equally ornate curved steel blade.

I tossed the dagger back and forth between my hands, so at any time I could whisk myself away into another world, another realm, and leave all this behind. That was what I had asked for, wasn’t it? Yet I couldn’t, at that moment, bring myself to do it. Maybe I wanted to give this world one last chance, see if there was something worth sticking around for, and if I found none, then I could always use the dagger.

That night, I obviously didn’t get any more rest. I was dead tired, both in body and mind. Still, I went to work as expected. Showing up for work didn’t seem so important anymore, not after what I’ve seen. It seemed so pointless, there was far more out there, more to existence than working for a petty manager and rude customers. I thought perhaps seeing others might give me some sort of heightened awareness as to how to make my final decision. Watching others, overly attached to the life they felt to be so real. It saddened me to see how frustrated they all were, and how simple it would be to help lessen those frustrations.

“You’re late,” said my manager, as he caught sight of me. I hoped I could have just slinked my way in without him noticing me, but there goes that. “Why?” He asked.

“I had a panic attack last night, couldn’t sleep,” I said. It was as close to the truth as I was willing to go, any closer and I’d be sent to a psychiatric hospital.

My manager eyed me suspiciously, trying to suss out whether or not I was lying to him. That look, it ate at me from the inside, his lack of basic human respect seeped out of him like a tangible bubbling ooze. I casted my gaze downward, feeling defeated, feeling helpless.

“Well then, we’re going to have to go over your evaluation,” he said.

“My evaluation…” my words stale, my expression stoic and hard.

“That’s right.”

I knew what that meant. I’ve been evaluated by him before. What it entails is this; my manager sits at the counter, the entire time watching me, judging each and every minute movement I make and don’t make, and by the end of it, listing everything I did wrong. A tightness gripped at my chest. It was settling deep inside of my very being once again, that same old fear and worry.

Perhaps it wasn’t a smart idea but I had the dagger tucked away under my waistband. The fact that it existed comforted me, reminded me I wasn’t trapped here.

“I hope that won’t be a problem,” smirked my manager.

I gripped the handle of the dagger. My knuckles turned white as I tightened my hold around it. “Not at all,” I said, taking a deep breath, trying to steel myself.

“Good because…” at that point I drowned out everything he had to say. He didn’t hold these sorts of evaluations to try and improve or help employees but to remind them that he was the one in charge.

I tapped my forefinger on the jade handle, just waiting for him to stop his berating, to stop looking down on me. Yet it never came. And I couldn’t take it anymore. In one swift motion I pulled the dagger out and cut across the empty space before me. And then it happened… the blade ripped space itself in half, and my manager's torso along with it. A void formed out the bloody cavity slashed into his chest, customers and employees all looked my way with haunted and frightened looks on their faces.

But none of that meant anything to me. I placed a hand into the void, a great force sucking each and every molecule. This was it, this was my way out. I plunged headlong into the void, my body warping through the nothingness. My body ripped itself apart, molecule by molecule until I was nothing but thought being shoved through a tube. I just hope death wasn’t playing any tricks on me. I’ve read enough fiction to know that one should always be wary of Death. And of anyone who offers something too good to be true.

It was too late now, I was through the portal, and out the otherside. And as far as I knew, there’s no going back. I just hope I made the right decision.




Chapter 2

I fell through the great blue sky and landed stark naked in a wide open field of lush green grass. I picked myself up and brushed off my knees, the warmth of the sun caressing my naked flesh. I took a look around and saw nothing for miles.

A bright shining light zipped overhead, circling above me, lowering down. The light faded and before me stood a stunningly beautiful woman cloaked in a sheer and wispy white robe. Her undergarments slightly visible beneath; her bust large, her hips wide, her features soft and innocent.

“Ah, there you are,” said the woman.

“Here I am…” Uncertain of what that exactly meant. “Who are you? What do you want with me?” I asked, taken aback, placing my hands over my exposed crotch.

“I sensed a major shift in the realm’s morphogenetic field, and went looking for the source. And I found it… you. And I’m Tyche,” said the woman.

She grabbed my hands and pulled them away from my groin, spreading my arms out wide, closely inspecting my body.

“I don’t know how you got here but I don’t need you mucking things up on us.” Tyche poked me in the ribs and I swatted her delicate hand away. As she looked into my eyes her own glowed a bright bluish silver. “Well you’re certainly not from around here, you don’t have a class or anything,” said Tyche. “You should go back, you aren’t supposed to be here yet.”

“In case you haven’t noticed, I don’t have any clothes either,” I said, “And I can’t go back.”

Tyche licked her lips, eyeing me up and down. That wasn’t exactly the sort of response I was expecting.

“Mmm, I hadn’t even noticed,” she said, her hands sliding from my arms, down my chest, and toward my cock. Which was now, after seeing that look on her face and feeling her soft hands glide along my body, getting increasingly harder. Tyche’s fingers tips trailed across my shaft and came to a stop at the very tip of my cock, teasing a bit.

“Umm… what are you doing?” I asked, not particularly against what was occurring, though still very confused.

Tyche smiled, her hand stroking gently up and down, “It’s been awhile since I’ve had a physical form. I forgot how much fun it can be,” she gave my cock a hard squeeze. “I can tell you like it. That thing doesn’t lie.”

I tensed my muscles, trying to hold off on the pleasure and get my thinking straightened out. Which wasn’t easy to do as Tyche got down on her knees before me, her long silver hair blowing in the breeze.

“I just want to know what’s going on here,” I said.

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m about to suck your cock,” Tyche brought her lips over the head of

my cock, her tongue poking out.

“That’s not what I… ahhh, fuck… that feels nice…” Tyche’s licked up my shaft starting at the base. “...not what I meant.”

“Stop talking and let me enjoy this, okay. If I have to give up eternity as pure conscious thought to become a physical being so you don’t screw things up here, the least you can do is let me taste some cock.”

“Alri-”

“I said shh,” Tyche gave me a painful tug, after which I figured it best to let her do her thing. Not that I should complain. It felt damn good to have her wet lips around my hard throbbing cock, watching her head bob back and forth as she sucked off the tip.

I placed my hand onto the top of her head and held to a fistful of hair, the pleasure of her mouth washing over me as the sun continued to shine down on us. I swelled with the need to erupt as Tyche twisted her wrist around my dripping wet shaft, her saliva coating my cock. Her mouth sucking and sucking until I couldn’t hold it in any longer. Tyche sucked the cum out of my cock, wiped her mouth on the back of her wrist and looked up at me with a self-satisfied smile. 


“Watching your face all contorted like that… I forgot how much fun human bodies can be,” said Tyche.

With one hand she reached into the sleeve of her robe and pulled out a sort of wooden wand. She gave the wand a flick and a roughspun tunic and trousers appeared on my body.

“There, happy now?” Tyche picked herself up and slid the wand back into her sleeve, “can you believe there are realms out there where they convince themselves sucking cock is some sort of evil,” Tyche laughed.

“Actually, yeah… I can,” I said, having just come from a realm still slowly getting over its archaic prudishness.

“Ah, you know…” Tyche started to walk away as she continued to speak while I followed behind her.

Listening to her was far better than having to listen to my manager for eight hours a day, but that could also be because I just got my cocked sucked.

“...Some realms used to worship me by hosting orgies in temples erected in my honor. Those were the days, then a few thousand years go by and the whole realm creates all these strange sex rules and before you know it they curse themselves to horrid afterlives because they believe if they enjoy sex it’s what they deserve. As you can imagine, I got myself out of there right quick. Folks in this afterlife are far less prudent and don’t damn themselves to painful eternities for enjoying a little suck.”

Tyche came to a stop, a large blue gelatinous cube stood motionless before the two of us, “there it is,” said Tyche.

“What is it?” I asked.

“What’re you blind? It’s a large blue gelatinous cube.”

“I can see that much, but why were we looking for it,” I went to poke the cube and as I reached out my hand Tyche yanked me back, tossing me onto the ground.

“Careful, not yet,” said Tyche, helping me back onto my feet. “Since you arrived here all willy nilly, you haven’t been born with a class like most of the others. So, that there is a Null-Cube, a rare creature that once inside usually strips the person of their attunements and then if defeated they may consume the remaining essence which grants them a new one. Of course since you never had a class, I suppose it’s possible it could just strip the flesh from your bone.” Tyche placed her hand on my back, “Anyhow, only one way to find out,” she shoved me forward and sent me stumbling into the cube.

I sank deeper and deeper into the jelly until my entire body was engulfed by the creature. Once inside everything went black and I found myself standing amidst nothingness. When a floating monstrosity speckled with hundreds upon hundreds of blinking eyes and lashing tentacles floated towards me.

The Null-Cube rumbled and spoke, not with words but with pure vibration, “They’re watching you… always watching you… choose now how you wish to face your fear.”

Beams of white hot light shot from the monster's eyes, aiming directly at me. I rolled out of the way of the first and then a second followed after, just barely nipping my tunic, burning right through it.

I couldn’t just run around in here forever, I had to face this thing. But the question was, how? I had no weapon or way of reaching it. The floating monster continued to encroach onward, beaming rays of light at me. If only I had a mirror, I thought. Then I could reflect those beams back. As this thought crossed my mind, a reflective shield appeared before me. I grabbed the shield and readied myself. Another beam shot from the eyes, I swung the shield out in front of me, deflecting the blow, the beam sailing off into the distance.

At that point I sort of wished I thought of a bow or something, then I could just aim right at the thing and take it down. However it seemed too late for that, I had made my choice and the shield was all that came. The monster fired beam after beam. I dodged when I could, and slapped the rays away when I couldn’t. But doing so only helped me to evade. I had to stand my ground, brace for impact and aim the beam directly back.

No more running. I widened my stance and stared the eyes down, their gaze burrowing into my being. As much as I wanted to run, I didn’t. I held the shield before me and waited. A beam of light fired directly at me, hitting the shield. The light bounced off, its angle unchanged as it headed straight for the many eyed creature. The numerous eyes rolled into the back of its head as the thing burned to crisp from its own deadly gaze. Then came a loud bursting, like the popping of a balloon, and I found myself splayed out on the grass field, looking up into the blue sky.

Tyche walked over to me and bent down, picking something up. She held a small round squishy purple ball between her fingers. “Essence of the Conjurer.” Tyched placed her finger into my mouth and forced me to open wide, placing the ball on my tongue.

“Swallow.”

I did as she commanded, the ball momentarily lodging in my throat before working its way down into my stomach.

“How’d I do?” I asked, coughing up a bit of spit as I tried to keep the ball down.

“Well you didn’t die, so that’s good. And you’re a conjurer now, not that you’ll really know what that means until you’ve trained up a bit.”

“A conjurer, eh?” I lifted my hands to my face, looking them over, feeling a strange sort of energy pulsing through my veins alongside the blood.

“That’s just the mana working its way through you,” said Tyche, once again helping me to my feet. “I’m guessing you didn’t face your fear head on. And went about it with a bit more cleverness.”

I shrugged my shoulder, “I just did the first thing that came to mind.”

“It’s probably better that way. You’ve ended up with what your mind is more naturally attuned to. Some adventurers seeking to choose a new class go about it with a plan. Thinking they’ll have more fun as a rogue than a warrior. Not realizing there’s a reason they had a natural proficiency for screaming battle cries and not sneaking around corners.”

I focused on this new sensation that ran through my body, excited to see what I could as a conjurer. I flitted my hands in the air, thinking I could make something appear but nothing happened, followed by Tyche’s laughter.

“Quit laughing and tell me how to make it work,” I said.

“You’re still just a novice. You can conjure up some basic weapons and such for now. But there’s more to it than that. You’ll need to practice or find a teacher if you want to skill-up or learn what you can really do.”

As far as I could imagine there’s nothing more basic than a sword, so I focused the flow of my energy on that. With a flick of the wrist a phantasmal blade manifested in my grip, “I did it,” I shouted excitedly.

“You’re so cute,” said Tyche, patting me on the back.

I sliced the blade through the air, rather proud of myself even if Tyche wasn’t.

“Anyway,” said Tyche, ignoring my proud warriors dance, or whatever one may call what I was doing, “There’s a small village not too far from here. So I’ll see you make it there and then I’m going to see if I can find one of my temples around here. After that the rest will be up to you. But don’t be shocked if I check in every so often to keep my eye on you.”

Keep my eye on you… Those words were followed by a horrible sinking feeling in my chest but I didn’t want to dwell on it for too long. I was far too excited with my new ability to really care at that moment.

“Let’s get a move on then,” I said, thinking it best we part ways sooner rather than later.

After travelling a few miles the village came into view. We no longer found ourselves in a great open field but instead surrounded by trees and increasingly dense foliage. A low growling followed by a rustling sounded from the nearby brush.

Tyche looked around, her eyes glowing once again, “A wild boar,” she pointed. “Good opportunity to try out your skills in battle, and villagers like it when you bring them a meal too. Start yourself on a good foot.”

I snapped my hand out and held my ethereal blade out in front of me, slowly approaching the brush. As I closed the gap the beast squealed and lunged at me, ramming into my chest, knocking the wind out of me. I clutched my stomach, and struggled to breath, the boar reared itself for another attack.

No way was I going to lose to this thing. I took a deep breath and crossed the blade in front of me. The boar charged, I stepped to the side and sliced through the air, nipping it in the leg. The boar fumbled, curling its hoof underneath itself. Pain meant nothing to the beast as it charged once again. I plunged my blade down into its back, nailing it to the earth.

I snapped my fingers and my weapon vanished. I lifted the boar onto my shoulders, grunting. Damn, was it heavy. But the adrenaline rushing through me made carrying it into the village much easier than it otherwise would have been. This was my first kill as a conjurer, the first step in my journey.

“The tavern is just over there,” said Tyche, pointing out the building. “I’m sure that boar will afford you a few meals and nights there. Good luck,” and with that the two of us parted ways.

I entered into the tavern with the boar slung over my back, I approached the bar and without a hint of grace dropped the carcass onto the counter.

“This is for you,” I said to the bartender, smacking the boar’s bloated belly, innards oozing out of the wound.

“Uhh.. thanks,” said the bartender, sliding the boar off the counter, leaving a trail of blood, “why don’t you get yourself cleaned up, and when you’re done I’ll have some ale waiting for you.”

By the way he looked at me, it was apparent dropping a dead animal off at the tavern was not as normal as Tyche led me to believe…. Or maybe it was the way I went about it. Either way I did need to get cleaned up, my tunic was soaked in boar’s blood.

When I returned to the main floor of the tavern, a man ripping chunks of meat off the bone with his teeth waved me over. Now this looked like an adventurer, his body clad in heavy armor, broad axe by his side. If anyone knew their way around this world, surely it was someone like him.

“Thanks for the boar,” he said, giving me a thumbs up, ripping another chunk of meat off the bone, bits of which remained stuck in his mighty beard.

“No problem,” I smiled, taking a seat across from him. As I did the bartender came over and placed a tankard and plate before me. Damn, did the food ever smell so good. Before saying another word, I bit into the leg savoring the sweet taste of glazed boar, washing it down with some ale. I could get used to this.

“So how did you end up here?” I asked, since it was highly unlikely he also ripped a hole in the fabric of space and time and just sauntered on in.

“I’m on a quest,” he bellowed, proudly pounding his chest with a closed fist “one of my own design,” he pulled out a piece of parchment and unrolled it, a good chunk of the names crossed off. “It’s the ultimate tavern crawl. I’m stopping at every inn and tavern on the continent. Taking a mead and a wench at everyone until I’ve made it to the World’s End Tavern, by that point they’ve got to let me in, right?”

I shrugged my shoulders, “I guess,” I had no clue what he was talking about.

“I got tired of trying to make a name for myself by performing some grand feat of strength and having the tavern invite me. The way I see it, once they hear of how I hit up every single mead house they’ll have to let me in.”

“Sure sure sure,” I said, none of what he was saying was what I wanted to know. “But how did you die?”

The man looked me over, “die? What are you talking about,” he slammed his fist into his chest, “I’m as alive as ever.”

“No, I mean in your previous life,” I said.

“Ah! You’re a warlock or something aren’t you, always with your fanciful ideas on death and life. If it’s philosophical discussions on what happens after death you’re after, you’ve come to the wrong man. As far as I’m concerned, I popped out of my mother’s vagina, took up the first weapon I could and once I die… well, no need to think about it.” The man took a swig of ale and placed the empty tankard down on the table. “Now to find ourselves a wench.”

The man’s name was Garth, and when asked for mine, I told him I was named Myst. Of course that wasn’t my birth name, but I figured here, I could be any character I wanted. Talking with Garth here didn’t enlighten me anymore as to what might really be going on. Chances were, other than Tyche, nobody here knew of existence outside of the realm they found themselves in, just as I had previously no idea about any realms other than my own.

“Wait a second,” I said, shaking myself out of my thinking, “what do you mean ourselves?”

“You did provide the boar,” Garth reached into his satchel and pulled out a bag of coins which jingled as he shook it, “least I can do is provide the whore.” I was taken aback for a moment, never have I met someone so candid about fucking… well a prostitute. And I suppose I can’t really say I had any moral qualms about taking part in all this. After all I’ve seen, the last thing I should be doing is judging someone for paying for a bit of fun. And truthfully, getting me dick sucked and slaying a boar really made me thirst for more. It was hard to refuse the offer, especially when the offer made me hard just thinking about it.

“What do you say?” asked Garth, giving the sack of coins another shake.

Why not say yes. I spent my entire life up until this point trapped, following the demands of a culture that I was forced to be a part of, never stepping out of line, raised to never step out of line. And what did it get me? A rundown apartment with payments I couldn’t keep up with. Friends that I saw less and less of, too tired from endless hours of working to visit. As well as tossed away dreams and passions just so I could afford to survive. And now, none of that was ever as real as I thought, just another realm and another hallucination like this one. Now I found myself  free from all that. I wanted to enjoy it. Selfish? Maybe. But for now this was what I was going to do.

Luci laid herself down on the bed, her curvy body naked and exposed for me to drink in, to use to quench the thirst left behind by Tyche. I ran my fingers along her soft flesh, following the curves of her hips up towards her full breasts. Luci bit her lip as I pinched her stiff nipples, pleasantly tweaking them between my fingers.

“You two must be close friends, sharing a woman like this,” said Luci.

“Actually we just met,” I said, spreading her legs apart.

“Really?”

“Yeah,” nodded Garth, carefully taking the time to remove his armor.

I think I’m going to stick with light armor if possible, the time it took for him just to remove it, what a waste. If I had to go to the bathroom, I’d pee myself before getting the armor all the way off.

I slid a finger over Luci’s wettening cunt, feeling her clit swell as I circled around it. My own cock, starting to harden and throb as I touched her.

“She’s so wet for you,” purred Luci, grabbing her large tits and giving them a squeeze, her hips grinding, pressing against my palm. “Tell me more about this quest of yours,” Luci said to Garth. Garth pressed his thighs against the edge of the bed, Luci squirming over the edge and taking his cock into her hands.

“An ale and a wench at every tavern,” said Garth, “starting from the southernmost region and heading all the way north to World’s End.”

Luci teased the very tip of her tongue over Garth’s cock, making it twitch, “World’s End… the wenches there won’t just suck any cock, you know… they don’t care solely for gold, but also prestige.”

“By the time I’ve made it there, this cock will have fucked every whore on the continent, no way they’d turn me down,” laughed Garth.

“You’re such a silly man,” smirked Luci, sucking down Garth’s cock. Luci bobbed her head back and forth, the wet sloppy sound of her mouth echoing in my ears. I gripped her thighs and pressed my cock to her clit, slapping myself against her warm pussy, aching to shove it in.

I sank my cock into Luci, her pussy tightening around it as I rested inside her warmth. I reached up and brushed the hair out of her face, her lips still wrapped around Garth.

“What do you mean?” I asked, “What’s the big deal about that one tavern?”

Luci slid her lips off Garth’s cock, one hand gently stroking as the other wiped her lips, “It’s a very big deal. Only the best of the best get invited to stay and join in the revelry that happens at World’s End. Fountains of ale with sexy whores of all kinds bathing therein. Slender, voluptuous, nymphs, fairies… whatever the heart could possibly desire, it’s there. Of course it’s not just pleasing for the men who made their way there but the women too. Beastial Orcs with cocks the size of which you wouldn’t believe… all to please great heroes or heroines,” Luci closed her eyes, surely imagining getting nailed by a mighty orc cock by the looks of it.

I thrusted my hips, shoving my cock deeper into her dripping wet cunt, her tits bouncing to the rhythm as I fucked her. Luci let out soft moans muffled by Gath’s cock sliding in and out of her sloppy mouth. I wrapped an arm underneath her, holding to her body as I plunged in for more and more. My cock filled with the desire to cum, but I held on, not ready to unload just yet. I pulled out and flipped Luci over, lifting her ass up in the air, giving her a spank.

“Mmm, fuck, spead my ass,” begged Luci. I spread her cheeks, and let the spit drip over my lips and down onto her pussy, teasing my cock back into that sweet hole of hers.

I reached up and wrapped a fistful of her hair around my wrist, tilting her head back, “So tell me, generally what does one have to do to get invited into the tavern?” I gave her ass another slap.

Luci let out a little yelp before answering, “I don’t know exactly, it’s not something they tell you. But from the stories I’d say, slay a dragon and save a town, assassinate a king and start a war, transmute a rock into the fabled alchemist’s stone…. Anything that’ll get you noticed.”

I gripped Luci’s hips with both hands, commanding her ass back and forth along my hard cock, slamming into her from behind. I raised myself up a bit and pounded into her ever tightening cunt as Luci played with her clit and sucked the cum out of Garth. I fucked and fucked and brought myself right to the edge, pulling my cock out and spilling my warm load onto her thick ass.

“Thanks,” I gave her another hard slap on the ass, the tip of my cock a bit sore.

“Anytime,” said Luci, as I moved her aside for Garth to enter.

Using her tongue, Luci cleaned the cum off my cock until it glistened with her saliva. Getting noticed by the tavern shouldn’t be too hard. Hell, I already managed to garner the attention of some eternal god or whatever Tyche was, just by being here. As far as I see it, I was already halfway there and much closer to it than Garth and his piss poor plan at getting an invite.




Chapter 3

After having my fill of Luci, or perhaps I should say after filling Luci, I hung around the main floor of the tavern for a while and enjoyed a bit more ale, feeling right and loose. Garth came down to join me after waking up from his post-coital nap, which took hold of him almost moments after he finished.

“How was that,” said Garth, grabbing the tankard from my hand and taking a swig of my ale. “It’s about time I continued north, next stop is the Fernwood Teahouse. The way I hear it the ladies of the teahouse turned whoring into an art. What do you say? Want to join?”

I can’t say jumping from whorehouse to whorehouse was really something I was all that into, at least not in the way that Garth was. Still, I had no other plans or directions. I did know that I wanted to make it into the World’s End Tavern. If Death wanted me here to be a catalyst for the realm, surely mingling with the realm's greatest and most renowned adventurers was a good place to get things rolling. On the other hand, Tyche seemed against me causing too much trouble here. Yet something about her worried me more than my meeting with Death. I just hoped this choice was really mine. But first I wanted to learn more about my new found abilities and I couldn’t do that if I just stuck around in one place.

“I’m in,” I said to Garth, “But just as a travelling companion. I don't know my way around the area yet. And though I don’t exactly know what I’m looking for, I’m hoping I’ll be directed to it the more I search.”

“Sounds good to me. It’s always wise to party up… for safety. The villages are relatively safe around here but the way to and fro, there’s really never any knowing what might be lurking in the woods.

I’m sure I could do much worse than Garth when it came to finding someone to party with. He certainly had the gear, hopefully he had the skills to match it. I needed Garth. I, more than anyone else, had very little idea what danger existed in this realm.

Fernwood was a desne swamp, insects buzzing all around, the ground muddy and damp, the air humid and heavy. Garth held his axe in hand, swinging it about to cut through the foliage and clear a way for us.

“Isn’t there like some path we can follow?” I asked, swatting away an inhuman sized mosquito.

“Nope,” Garth shook his head, “This isn’t exactly the most hospitable region,” he sliced his axe right through a thick vine. “Though the Lizard-folk seem to like it here, however they aren’t too keen on outsiders for some reason.”

“Aren’t we outsiders?” I asked.

“Yes… yes we are,” Garth kicked at a rotting tree, his metal boot cracking it in half. The tree fell with an enormous thud, the earth rumbling around us. “But I’m making my rounds one way or another. And I can’t wait to find out what Lizard ladies are like in bed. Wettest pussies you’ll ever fuck from what I hear.”

“Is that all you think about.” I said.

Garth paused for a moment, stroking his chin, “The tea is rather strong too, some say it’s better than ale. Apparently it’s a powerful stimulant, the  kind that’ll fill you with enough energy to… fuck all nbight long…. I see your point.”

A loud hissing emitted from one of the treetops nearby. Garth came to a halt, tightening his grip around the axe.

“Sounds like we woke up a nest,” said Garth.

“A nest of what?”

“Aka’Ha… winged serpents, the children of Aka,”  A thunderous crack exploded above us, a tree limb came sailing down almost knocking me on the head. Another hiss, then a bolt of lightning. Garth’s body tensed and then spasmed in painful contortions.

“Fuck,” Garth cried out.

A scaled serpent with white feathered wings swooped down, unhinged its jaw and snapped at Garth. Garth batted the creature with the flat of his axe, knocking it into a tree.

I flicked my fingers and pulled my sword out of the energy around me, lunging at the unconscious serpent. I brought the blade down and in one swift motion sliced it in half, the two sides of the creature curling. Unfortunately it was as Garth said, we had awoken a nest and more arrived. Two Aka’Ha kept to the air, learning from the mistakes of the other, not getting too close to us. One fired a bolt, shocking Garth, his muscles contracting. His armor was more useful as a conductor for their attacks than protection from it.

“Are you okay?” I aided Garth to his feet.

“Don’t worry about me, I can tank a hit. It’s my speciality after all. You just focus on taking them down.”

I leapt as high as I could, hopelessly flailing my weapon about, desperately trying to land a hit, but the serpents kept their distance. The one directly above reared its head and opened its jaws, fangs dripping viscous ooze. A ball of electrical energy built up inside its maw. I strafed my way around a large tree, the bolt crackling overhead. I, unlike Garth, had no intentions of taking a hit. I didn’t know how much pain this body could take and I wasn’t in any rush to find out.

I had to do something though, neither one of us had the range to attack the serpents. And then it came to me… range. I dissipated my sword back into the void, focusing instead on summoning a bow. I clapped my hands together and spread them apart, a bow of purple and white light clenched between my fingers. It wasn’t much of a bow, a bit small, but it would do.

I pulled the string back, an arrow fitting itself in place. I aimed for the serpent closest and let the arrow fly, nipping it in the wing. The serpent tumbled, spinning in circles, falling to the ground. Garth quickly leapt forward, axe held overhead, slamming it down on the creature and splitting it in two. I fired a second arrow at the remaining serpent, the creature darted out of the way and retaliated with a bolt of lightning. The shock spread throughout my body sending me convulsing onto the ground. The immense pain lingered as the initial shock vanished.  The bow in my hand dissipated, impossible to keep my focus in my paralyzed condition.

Garth slammed the flat of his axe against his iron armor, his face turning red as he shouted, building himself into a rage. He charged forward and leapt into the air, grabbing hold of the serpents tail. He ripped the creature out of the sky and whipped it across a tree. He dropped the serpent to the ground and with the heel of his boot crushed its skull underneath.

“Damn, you’re fucking strong,” I mumbled.

Garth gave out a haughty laugh and pulled a vial out of his satchel, “drink this.”

I sipped the red liquid, my aches and pains diminishing as I got to my feet.

“Everyone levels up at their own pace. But you aren’t made for taking too many hits like that. You’ll die before we even make it to the teahouse if you’re not more careful,” said Garth.

After our run in with the Aka’Ha, Garth and I did however make it safely to the teahouse. I wanted to know more about these winged serpents. If they were just the children then whatever birthed them may certainly be the sort of thing that slaying gets you an invite into World’s End. The entire walk there all I could think about though was what Garth said about leveling up. So this really was like a game then. But then how do I level up, or learn new skills and all that kind of thing. When I mentioned this to Garth he behaved as if the answer was so obvious and known that it couldn’t even be put into words, which really bummed me out and didn’t help at all.

The teahouse was much smaller than the tavern we had arrived from. Though it did boast of a wonderful outdoor garden. Lavender, roses, and other colorful flowers encircled a stone fountain, water trickled out of the mouth of a sculpted crocodile, filling the air with sounds of tranquility. As we entered the teahouse the peeling of a small bell alerted a resting man in the corner to our presence.

The man got to his feet and lowered his tan cloak, revealing his face. I was shocked to see this wasn’t a man, not exactly anyway. Human-like for sure but with the features and bright green scales of a lizard, not to mention his long sweeping tail. He eyed us with great concern, though I imagine I must have looked at him with equal offense, not that I meant to. I just never seen a living being like this before.

“How may I help you,” said the Lizard-folk, his hands placed one on top of the other, an austere air of grace and poise surrounding him.

“Well you see-” I placed a hand over Garth’s mouth shutting him up before he could say anything too stupid. This did not appear to be a man… lizard… lizardman, who cared to deal with the type of person Garth was. I knew I wouldn’t be able to keep Garth quiet for long. I just hoped I would be to keep him quiet long enough to ensure that this stranger knew I wasn’t after what Garth was.

I handed over a dead serpent as an offering, unsure if such a creature could be cooked and eaten, but it was worth a shot. The boar worked well enough last time.

“What can you tell me about the Aka’Ha?” I asked.

The ceremonial tea master, as I would learn was his proper title, looked me over and then spoke, his voice stern and to the point, “Why does a foreigner ask such a question.”

I couldn’t tell if he was asking me this, or stating a fact to himself.

“Umm… general knowledge,” I replied. It was the truth. I figured I knew nothing about this world, asking as many questions as I could seemed like the best way to go about life here for now.

“If you’re truly interested in the answer, my wife is the one you should talk to. She is up stairs, in the first room on your left,” he nodded towards the stairs, arms crossed.

“Your wife, eh?” Smirked Garth, “Is she the one I’ll get to-” I kicked Garth in the shin with my boot. Which, thanks to his armor, probably hurt me more than him, but it got him to stop talking long enough for me to take my leave.

I followed the tea masters direction and knocked on the first door. A pleasant and delicate voice like wind chimes sang out, “come in.”

The door creaked open and I stepped inside. Laying on the bed, legs over the edge, was an exotic beauty unlike any I’ve seen before. She held a cup of tea loosely in her hand, her long nails clinking against the porcelain. In that moment I wondered if what Garth said about lizard-folk women was true. I can’t say for sure what enticed me so. Whether it was the shape of her body or the size of her breasts pushed up as she rested an arm underneath. Or perhaps it was for the sheer fact that this otherworldly beauty, both female and lizard, actually existed, her long slender tail seductively wrapped around her thigh.

“You’re not my husband,” said the woman, rising from the bed, collecting herself.

I did the same; try to collect myself, that is, and shake the thoughts of what it would be like to have that tail wrapped around me in a lover’s embrace.

“He said I should ask you if I wanted to know about the Aka’Ha.

“I see,” said the woman, her eyes cast down, her tail unfurling and sinking with sadness.

“If you’re another shaman here on a pilgrimage I can assure you there is a better way to understand  the elements than by studying the Aka’Ha,” said the woman.

“I’m not a shaman. Just interested in the world,” I said.

“Very well, it is like this… the Aka’Ha are the cursed children of the demon god Aka. He has lived here for nearly a century, at least from my understanding. He uses the females of our species to bear his children for him and keeps the women locked away in his temple. Though his offspring have infested Fernwood, this is our home and we refuse to leave. And perhaps it is this stubbornness that has led to my sister Solexa’s capture. Yet so long as he has enough women to satisfy himself Aka does not bother us.”

A demon god didn’t scare me. I’m sure Death could be called the same, and he wasn’t so bad. I was willing to give this Aka the benefit of the doubt, the gods have provided me with nothing but aid so far, though only insofar as they cared to. At least since leaving my old life behind.

“Where can I find the temple?” I asked

“It is at the heart of Fernwood, in the center of Lake Lacerta. Did you travel here to slay Aka? Can you save my sister?”

I shook my head, I’m not a hero and this isn’t my quest,

“No,” I said being brutally honest but I felt no need to lie. “But I am going to go to the temple. And if I can return your sister, I will. But I’m not risking my life for anyone.”

“I understand,” she said with more than a hint of sadness.

Her words pained me to listen to, her own pain was very much real, but who am I really? I hardly knew what I was doing. I just needed to find someone who can explain more to me.

Life may not mean much when you know dying simply means being reborn somewhere else. And though I did wonder what sort of afterlife I might be building up for myself while living here, I wasn’t in any rush to find out. Slaying creatures and conjuring weapons is a rush unlike any other, I’d like to keep that going for a while longer. I also wanted to find out what this pleasure palace, known as the World’s End Tavern was like too. This was my afterlife, I should enjoy it before moving on again.




Chapter 4

Garth and the tea master were deep into their cups chatting happily and loudly together. The tea master, much different in his demeanor after a few cups of tea. I don’t know how he did it, but Garth managed to win him over, and it wouldn’t surprise me to find out that soon enough Garth would find himself on top of some sexy Lizard-folk. I, on the other hand, have much more pressing matters to deal with.

I knew traveling to the temple alone was a bit of a risk, but one worth taking. I convinced Garth to supply me with another one of those potions, which he happily handed over. In fact he was in such good spirits I probably could have convinced him to hand over his axe.

“Wait wait, friend. Please have some tea before you go,” the tea master, shoved a porcelain cup into my hand.

“Ehh..”

“You’ll need your energy, go on and drink.”

I shrugged and took a sip, the warm brew heating its way down into the pit of my stomach. “Thanks..” I handed the cup back. The tea master bowed and went back to his seat.

After a good fifteen minutes of walking the effects of the tea started pumping through my veins. I felt a vigor rushing over me, my mental acuity sharpened. The slightest sound set my ears twitching on edge. A hiss trailed in the air, I easily pinpointed the sound coming from a tree about fifteen feet ahead. I conjured up my bow and settled an arrow into the string. Another hiss and I let the arrow fly. A pained screech broke out, shaking the leaves. I quickly fired off another arrow silencing the creature. The heightened awareness gifted by the tea paid off. The serpent fell from the treetop and collapsed onto the ground.

The hissing of more serpents filled the air, far too many for me to take on my own, even with the tea’s aid. It might take a bit longer to reach the temple but I avoided the nests, keeping an ear out for any shifting sounds. Each hiss, the beating of wings, sent my heart pounding in my chest. Yet, this feeling that I would normally consider anxiety when felt sitting on my bed back home, was now almost a power that directed me safely through the woods.

I came upon the temple, most impressive in size. Pillars of white stone covered in moss and vines penetrated high into the sky holding up a sweeping roof full of twists and curves. There was only one problem… the lake. Water surrounded the temple on all sides with no path or bridge to cross over. And the crocodiles snapping their teeth at passing fish ruled out swimming. Aka clearly has no interests in uninvited guests.

Either way I needed to cross the lake and my conjugation helped in a pinch before. I stood before the lake’s edge, my boots sinking in the mud. I pictured within my mind a canoe and myself paddling across the water. As I did this, a paddle of light formed within my gasp, but no canoe appeared. For whatever reason, for the time being, I really was restricted to weapons, and though I wasn’t thinking of a paddle for use in battle, I suppose it fits that weapon criteria. If only I understood the rules of my magic better, or how to wield it more efficiently.

I’m almost positive a more skilled conjurer could create a boat or something but I wasn’t at that point yet. I had to work with what I had. I snapped the paddle away and instead opted for an axe. It was time to get to work. I hacked apart a fallen tree, cutting a third of the trunk off. I pressed my back against the trunk, dug my heels into the dirt and pushed, using all my strength to roll the trunk into the water.

I saddled myself on top of the trunk, my legs dangling into the water. At least this way I could remain relatively dry. I reconjured the paddle and pushed off, drifting toward the temple. Apparently my dangling feet must have looked like yummy fish because halfway across, a large crocodile lunged out of the water snapping its mighty jaws, water rushing out of its mouth, nearly knocking me over. I swung the paddle and thwacked the crocodile on the nose. Which did not perturb the beast from attacking again in the slightest. The crocodile crawled its way halfway onto the trunk, it’s jaws opening wide, I did the first thing that came into mind. Just as I’ve seen done in cartoons I jammed the paddle into its mouth, lodging it to remain open. Which to my surprise actually worked. I kicked at the beast’s head, and using my hands frantically splashed my way forward.

Approaching the other side, I jumped from the trunk and onto the ground, not wanting to spend another second on the lake. I tumbled in the grass, came upon the stone steps. I walked my way up the steps, yet they only led to a blank wall. I circled the temple and for the life of me could not find either a door or a window. I was annoyed for sure but there had to be a way inside. I took a few steps back and tried to calculate my next move, scratching my head for any sort of answer here. When suddenly one came to me in the form of a flying hissing serpent. The serpent came out of nowhere, taking flight off the roof. I ducked underneath the overhang and waited for it to pass.

When a few minutes passed another came out, trailing after the first. I realized they weren’t flying off the roof, but rather out of it. If Aka didn’t want to be interrupted it only made sense to place the entrance somewhere only he and his children could easily access. Obviously conjuring a pair of wings would have been the easiest solution but that was not going to happen anytime soon. Instead I took hold of the vines creeping up one of the stone pillars and climbed my way to the peak. It took a hell of a lot of effort but I managed, and once on top of the roof I saw a circular opening that led into the temple. I laid myself out on the stone roof, catching my breath before going any farther.

My head began to throb and what energy the tea had gifted me had, by this point, mostly vanished. I could have slept like this if it weren’t for the fear of being shocked to my death by a passing Aka’Ha. I crawled to the edge of the opening and peered down, it was a steep drop, but doable so long as I landed on my feet. I waited and made sure I wasn’t going to drop down amidst a legion of deadly serpents and then made my move.

As I landed a heavy thud echoed within the hollow chamber that I now found myself inside of. I looked up at the entrance and realized how poorly I thought this through. I had no way of getting back out. I opened the only door, the sound of cowering murmurs filled the air as I entered the next room.

A dozen female lizard-folk all went quiet with shock as I stood before them. I looked back at each one of them, fear etched on their faces. I opened my mouth to speak but had no words. One of the females approached me, no longer seeing me as a threat. She wore a white dress that covered most of her body, in contrast to the others who all had on nothing but undergarments, a few of them visibly pregnant with an unknown symbol painted onto their round stomachs.

“You need to leave,” said the woman, tugging at my shirt. I swatted her hand away, I had no intentions of leaving without first meeting this god. “This isn’t a place for would-be heroes, you will die if you stay here.”

“I’m not here to be a hero,” I said, once again removing her long nails from my shirt, “I’m

here to talk with Aka. I’m no stranger to gods,” I said.

The woman let out a haughty laugh, though it did not mask her lingering nervousness. Admittedly what I said sounded pompous and self-assured. As I saw myself reflected in her eyes I started to think perhaps I have grown too cocky after being gifted blessings a normal human could only dream of.

“Neither am I,” said the woman, “And Aka is no god.”

The woman in the white robe took me into another room so the two of us could talk alone, she composed herself better than the others. I came to find out that this was Solexa, and the reason she did not hold to the same fear as the others was perhaps because she had not yet been taken by Aka, hence the white robe. 
“What do you mean he is not a god? And where is he?” I asked

“He is not here, if he was you could be certain that you would not be. And you should leave now, before he arrives,” said Solexa.

“I’m not going anywhere until I know more,” I demanded.

Solexa took a deeper breath and sat herself onto the edge of the finest bed I had ever laid eyes on.

“Aka is Angelborn, a species from a distant planet. I don’t know much about him or his species but I do know they are just as mortal as the rest of us. Longer lifespans, stronger magic... but still mortal. Powerful spellcasters may claim godhood, but it is not spells that make a god.”

Solexa stiffened with each passing moment, counting down until Aka’s arrival. If Aka was not a god then I really was in trouble.

“And how do you know about the gods?” I asked.

“They leave behind traces of themselves, well some do. When I was a child I ate the fruit of the Demon’s Veil flower not knowing what it was. It is said to cause insanity, but instead I found myself having a conversation with Death. Death spoke to me, I could hear it, sense it and know it. Perhaps that is insane, but I know what I experienced, and I know the reality of it.”

“I have also met with Death. That’s how I arrived in this world. I’m not from here. I’m not from another planet or world, but another reality altogether. And for reasons I don’t entirely know Death allowed me to pass into this realm.” As I said this Solexa’s eyes filled with hope. I was no longer just another human adventurer to her, I was something more.

“Then this must be fate, you have been brought here to rescue us after all,” said Solexa, taking hold of my hand, gently squeezing.

I shook my head, “I doubt that. And to be honest, I don’t think you really believe that’s the case either. I think you’re just hoping I might believe it so I would get you out of here.”

“You’re absolutely right,” said Solexa, letting my hand go. “Up until now, I didn’t care what happened to me here, I’ve been ready to die for a while. But if someone else has had a similar experience as me then I can’t die yet. But you need me now. I saw the way your face lit up when I mentioned the flower, if you want to find it then you’ll need me.”

Solexa was right, I was hungry for more. I wanted to find that flower. At some point I am going to die. And though I could go on enjoying this afterlife until that moment came, I think I’d much rather find a way to take control of that death before it happened. And as Solexa grew increasingly more tense, I knew a possible death was imminent if I did not act fast.

Together the two of us came up with a plan. Solexa disrobed and handed her clothes over to me. I draped her white robe over myself and lifted the hood over my head. I crawled under the silk sheets of the bed where I would wait until Aka’s return. Solexa spoke with the other women, making absolutely sure none of them would give anything away, only that Solexa was waiting for Aka in his chambers. After which Solexa hid herself away.

Aka’s muffled voice sounded from the other room. As Aka entered the chamber, the settling of his wings set my heart on edge, I could taste my own heart as it lodged into my throat.

“Finally broke down, huh?” said Aka.

He shuffled around the room as I said nothing in return. I listened intently, plotting within my mind each of his steps and movements. The metallic clanking of a belt buckle hitting the stone floor broke the silence.

“I’ve been rather horny, being away from my whores for so long really builds up the need to fuck,” grunted Aka.

My spine tingled as Aka loomed over the bed. I braced myself, preparing to do what needed to be done.

“I hope you like it rough,” said Aka, sliding the sheets off my body, “not that it matters to me if you enjoy it or not.”

He whipped the sheets off the bed with a flourish. I sprang to my feet and gripped his bare shoulder. With a flick of the wrist I conjured my blade, thrusting it into his chest. The weapon penetrated his body with ease, meeting no resistance. Aka hunched forward, his long hair obscuring his face. I pulled the blade out, repeatedly stabbing, puncturing his body full of holes, blood seeping out of the open wounds.

I lost myself, too afraid to stop lest he somehow survive the attack. If Garth could survive being repeatedly electrocuted, then there was no telling how much Aka could take. I left nothing to chance, continuing my brutal onslaught until Aka was nothing more than a lump of flesh laying in a lake of red.

“Some god,” I muttered to myself, kicking his wings aside, getting a better look at him. Other than a great pair of white wings he was no different than myself or any other human. Looking into his stale eyes, I felt simultaneously sick and impressed with myself. I looked away, I would have vomited had I not. I dragged his body by the wings into the other room, the lizard-folk all gathering around Aka.

“You did it,” one of them whispered.

Solexa revealed herself, “you only had to kill him… not this.”

“I wanted to be sure, I had no idea it would be so… easy.”

A few of the other women poked and prodded Aka, making certain he was dead, not quite capable of believing it right away. But once certain they scurried out of the room, scaling up the walls and out of the roof like… well... lizards.

Solexa, myself, and one other female remained behind. Solexa turned to the other and spoke, “Thasia, you are freed, go.”

Thasia placed a hand over her belly, “they will kill me if I return to the village. So long as this accursed thing rests within me I have nowhere to go.” Thasia turned to me, “please, take me with you, wherever you are headed… I can’t stay here.”

I glanced at Solexa, “I don’t know where I’m headed,” I said.

Truthfully, I didn’t want someone tagging along, someone I felt I would have to protect. Solexa understood, by that one glance, how I truly felt. We had our own journey to deal with. Solexa placed her palm on Thasia’s belly, holding it there, closing her eyes, communing with something unseen.

“There may be a way to break the curse,” spoke Solexa.

“I’ll do anything, please,” begged Thasia.

“Follow me,” said Solexa.

The three of us entered Aka’s chamber, Solexa laying Thasia down onto the bed. She whispered something into the pregnant woman’s ear and then approached me.

“The curse will only hold so long as she is only bound to Aka. You must break that bond,” Solexa said to me.

“And how am I supposed to do that?” I questioned.

“That should be obvious,” said Solexa, pulling at my waistband and letting it snap back against me.

“Oh…”

Solexa grabbed hold of me and pulled me onto the bed, “You have rid us of Aka, he would have corrupted me just the same. Take us both on the very bed profaned by his magic and undo what Aka sought to create, break the spell.”

The two of them reached forward and pulled me in, removing my trousers, tossing them to the side. Their long nails gliding up my thighs and toward my cock. I grew ever harder the closer they got. Together they wrapped their hands around the shaft, stroking me up and down, filling my body with pleasure. I gripped the sheets as my cock throbbed. Adrenaline still lingered within me from earlier. Thasia spread her legs, removing her underwear, her pussy glistening from its dripping juices. She curled her tail between her legs, using the tip to massage her clit.

The sight of Thasia’s self-pleasure excited me to the point of precum dripping out of the tip of my cock. Solexa slid her hand off my cock.

“You can not cum yet. You must fill her with your seed to undo this wretched magic,” said Solexa.

“Of course,” I said, taking Solexa’s hand and placing it back onto my cock. Though I couldn’t cum yet, I didn’t want her to stop touching me.

“As long you understand that, we might as well enjoy this,” Solexa grinned and I couldn’t agree more.

Her tongue slipped out of her mouth, lashing above my cock. She wrapped her long lizard tongue around the tip and licked my cock all over, coating it in her saliva. I tensed my legs desperately holding it in, not wanting it to end so soon, not allowed to finish just yet.

“Thank you… thank you for giving us another chance at life,” said Thasia before adding her own tongue to the mix.

The two of them slobbered over my cock, spit dripping down, pooling between my thighs. Thasia embraced me, her tits pressing against my chest.

“Please, take me, remove this wretched curse,” she whispered in my ear, begging. I lowered Thasia onto her back, her pregnant belly pointing toward the ceiling. She lifted her legs, placing them on my shoulders. I teased my cock against her wet pussy, her juices and spit mixing on my cock. I pressed in, her pussy tightening around me, swallowing my cock up as I sank deeper inside of her.

“Fuck..” I groaned, holding myself there for a moment.

I thrusted my hips, plunging my cock into Thasia’s soaking pussy as I gripped her tits, tugging on her nipples.

“Yes.. yes…” moaned Thasia, “cum inside of me, do it… please.”

I picked up speed, fucking her harder, determined to cum inside. I wanted this just as badly as she did, though perhaps for different reasons. Solexa rubbed Thasia little clit, increasing her ecstasy. Thasia’s tongue flitted in and out of mouth as she panted, her nails digging slightly into my back, her legs snapping shut from her orgasmic release. I pried her legs open, so close to releasing myself. Having no choice but to release my warm load inside of her I forced my cock back inside her pussy, erupting cum as I did. Thasia pulled me down, her tongue licking up my neck and flicking against my ear. “Thank you so much,” she whispered, her once swollen belly already receding.

Solexa grasped my cum covered cock, stroking me. I shuddered with increased sensitivity.

Solexa hovered herself over my cock, “I want to give myself to you. Had you not come. I would have been taken against my will. Now cum one more time… for me.”

Solexa teased the head of my cock in and out of her hole, stretching herself open bit by bit, sinking down the length of my shaft. She placed her palms to my chest, grinding against me, riding my cock. Her tail whipped back and forth slapping against my thighs as her ass bounced up and down to the rhythm of our fucking.

“Cum for me,” begged Solexa, riding my cock with increased vigor. I lifted my hips and fucked her back. The two of chasing after pleasure, after that release. Her tail tightened around my leg, she tossed her head back, her breasts pressed out. Solexa shivered with delight on my cock. I scooped my arm around her back and flipped her underneath me. I took her wrists and pinned her arms above her head, her legs spread, my cock thrusting harder and harder. I gave a final push and grunted, unleashing another load of warm cum, spilling my seed inside of her dripping pussy.

Solexa placed her hand over Thasia’s now slender tummy, “your village will never know. Tell them Aka is dead and nothing more. They will be happy you’ve returned.”

Thasia silently nodded, crawling to my side, licking the side of my face and whispering one last ‘thank you,’ before departing us.

“Is it safe for her to go alone?” I asked.

“The most dangerous things in this swamp are her children, of course she will be safe.”

“What about the lake… the crocodiles…”

“Nothing to fear there, we all share a distant ancestor,” said Solexa, “the only danger to our people are outsiders.” Solexa wrapped her arms around me, “but I suppose not all outsiders are our enemies.”

For whatever reason this made me smile.




Chapter 5

Solexa and I returned to the teahouse with relative ease, not a creature bothered me so long as I had her by my side. Her family was delighted to be reunited with her, and quickly the tea started flowing, though I refused to partake. The effects were fantastic, the comedown awful, and not worth it to simply enhance a friendly conversation.

Garth had long since left and continued his journey north. For one reason or another I felt a bit saddened that we hadn’t said goodbye, he started to grow on me. But maybe we’ll see each other again, that is, if we both somehow manage to get into the World’s End Tavern.

The little family reunion was short lived as Solexa and I planned to venture out the next day in search of Devil’s Veil. We of course kept our true quest from her family who would have warned against looking for such an evil plant. However, the plant was not evil, how could it be. It was just a way for the two of us to contact an old friend.

To find the flower we would have to journey west, out of the swamps and into Harmony Glades, where Solexa had first come into contact with it. Lizard-folk tend to stick to their swamps, but Solexa was different. She had a spirit for adventure and was excited to travel, now that she was free from imprisonment.

The Glades were home to the wood elves, a proud race. And like most of the other races saw the lizard-folk as beneath them, as nothing more than swamp dwelling peasants, too unclean to interact with. And it was for this reason that Solexa had assured me slaying Aka would mean little to anyone else but the lizard-folk. So as far as hoping that having done so would grant me a ticket to the tavern, well I could toss that idea out the window.

Once the two of us crossed the border into the glades I couldn’t have been happier. The air here was light, the sun bathing us in a delicate warmth, nothing like the gritty musk of the swamps. Solexa adapted well to the change in climate, her dark green skin shifting to a bright glowing yellow. The way the sun reflected off her made her look even more radiant, even more enticing. And thoughts of seeing her naked once more fill my mind, and I did my best to shake them for the time being, as they would not serve us here, not while we had a quest to tackle.

“Devil’s Veil grows only in darkness, or so I assume. When I found it many years ago, I happened upon it in a cave not too far from here. My sister had spent that entire day teasing me and I was looking for a place where I could just… disappear,” said Solexa.

“So we find the cave, we find the flower?”

“That’s the plan,” said Solexa.

Solexa led the way and I allowed myself to get lost in the sounds of the Glades. Taken in by the chirping of the birds, the baying of wild beasts. Watching as a butterfly flitted from flower to flower, enjoying the sweet nectar nature had provided for it.

The Glades had a wonderful sense of peace and order about them, truly they were aptly named. Or so I had thought, that is until we came upon the cave.

“This is the place,” said Solexa, motioning to a great opening on the side of an extravagant mountain. “The cave from my childhood.”

Before we got too close we spotted three little green creatures holding rusty weapons and dragging a deer carcass across the lush grass. Judging by their size, color, and pointed ears, they had to be goblins or at least this realms equivalent of such. The goblins continued to drag the bloodied deer, entering the mouth of the cave.

Solexa nervously swallowed, “they weren’t here before.” The two of us huddled behind a massive pine tree, keeping out of sight.

“So what? I killed Aka, a few little goblins should be no problem right?”

Solexa shook her head, “it won’t be a few, that’s an entire encampment. And you slayed Aka by hiding in his chambers, killing him while his guard was down. How do you expect to sneak up on an entire colony? And in case you didn’t know, I’m not much help in a fight.”

I may be able to take on one, two, maybe three goblins in a head on battle but more than that, no matter how highly I thought of myself for killing Aka, I’d be outnumbered.

“Well, I’m not about to give up either,” I said, standing my ground.

“Neither am I,” agreed Solexa, “but you can’t take them alone. We’ll need to find help.” Solexa’s tail tuckered a bit between her legs, “And I hate to say this, but our best bet is seeking out the wood elves.”

“Do you really think they’d help us?” I asked.

“Honestly? No, but maybe we can convince one or two. And I’m willing to do whatever it takes to convince them,” said Solexa. I had a pretty good idea as to what she meant by that. And I really hoped it wouldn’t come to it.

The wood elves had such an intricately designed village, they lived in tree tops, their buildings connected from tree to tree by a series of platforms and swinging bridges. The only problem was we had no way of getting up there. As we stood underneath a large oak, looking upward a thin shirtless elf clutched to the railing above and looked down at us, both literally and figuratively.

“Go away, outsiders,” shouted the elf.

“Please, we need your help,” I called back.

“We don’t help your kind, nor hers,” the elf leaned over and hocked a glob spit at us, just barely missing.

“What the fuck,” I shouted, in my state of wounded pride I conjured a bow and aimed it at the elf.

“Do it,” the elf cried back, just as quickly taken hold of a wooden bow, arrow fitted, aimed directly at me.

“Stop it,” intervened Solexa, grabbing my wrist and lowering my bow.

“You should listen to your whore. We wood elves don’t miss, and you can barely hold that thing properly. Not even a real bow,” he scoffed.

“Lear, where did you go?” called out a delicate voice from the tree above.

“Just dealing with intruders, my goddess,” said Lear, tilting his head back slightly, but not taking his eye off me.

“We’ll see who deals with whom,” I yelled, itching to fire a shot.

“Wait a second…” the sweet airy voice trailed in the air, lingering in my ears.

I knew that voice.

“Tyche?” I lowered my weapon, dissipating it from existence.

Tyche approached the railing, wrapping an arm around Lear’s shoulders, “It’s you… what was your name again,” she scratched the top of her head, her curls bouncing.

“I go by Myst,” I said.

“I go by, kiss my ass,” bellowed Lear.

“We just did that,” giggled Tyche, nibbling on Lear’s earlobe. I couldn’t stand either one of them, and really wished I hadn’t dismissed my bow, joking of course…

“Let them up,” said Tyche, “He’s a friend.”

“Yes goddess,” bowed Lear. I stuck my tongue at the elf and full of spite he returned the gesture.

Lear dropped a rope ladder, Solexa and I grabbed hold and climbed our way up.

“Who is she?” Solexa whispered as we made our way up the ladder.

“Another god… I think. She came to me when I first arrived here.”

As we clambered onto the platform Tyche embraced the two of us warmly, Lear scowling over her shoulder.

“You wouldn’t believe it,” said Tyche, “They constructed a temple for me, carved it right into a massive tree. And the orgies… Tyche licked her lips. You’ve got to come play with us.”

“Like hell they do,” said Lear, “look at them, they’re freaks.”

“Now now, the goddess makes love to all,” Tyche grabbed Lear between the crotch, giving him a hard tug.

“We’re not here for any orgies,” said Solexa, “we need someone who can help us clear out goblins from a cave.”

“Our prowess would be wasted on such menial creatures,” said Lear.

“And why do you need to clear out this cave?” Tyche eyed me.

“We’re looking for a flower,” I said and nothing more, uncertain as to what she might think if she knew the fullness of the truth.

“The sweetest flowers are right here, dripping with succulent nectar for you to enjoy. Come, I implore you.”

I had remained quite earnest, focused solely on the task ahead, that is until Tyche called for Lily, and suddenly I found focusing on anything quite difficult.

“Isn’t she something,” said Tyche, presenting the petite, half-naked wood elf. Tyche thumbed over Lily’s perky tits, her hand following down the elves curves and squeezing her tight ass.

The elf had nothing but a thong to cover her most intimate area, a thirsty ache rolled through my body at the sight of her.

The wood elf trailed a finger across my chest, “I’ve never been with a human before,” Lily gave the same treatment to Solexa, “nor with one like you.”

“I should hope not,” said Lear with disgust.

“Such insecurities,” chuckled Lily, “but I can tell you two are not like that.”

“Look we aren’t here for-” Solexa stopped mid sentence, glaring at me with disappointment as Lily’s shapely breasts stole my entire attention. 

Lily moved in closer, her hands running along my body, sneaking up my shirt. I was weak, a single touch and I wanted her. The way her golden hair fell in tresses past her shoulders, that petite body begging to be commanded, I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t want to help myself, I wanted her to help me… help me with this growing desire.

“Can’t you see she’s just trying to distract us,” Solexa whispered to me, “we have to get that flower.”

Lily slid her hand under my waistband, the tips of her fingers just barely grazing along the shaft of my hardening cock, tickling me ever so slightly, “Your friend wants it, why don’t you?” Lily pecked her lips upon Solexa’s cheek, “trust me, it will be fun.”

Lily looked into our eyes, communicating something more than just what her words were saying. Though all I cared about was what her body communicated which in my mind was; come fuck me.

“On second thought… you’re right,” Solexa placed a hand on Lily's hips, picking up on some queue that I had missed, “Perhaps the two of us should join you.”

“See,” said Tyche, “there’s no need to be going into musty old caves, not when there are moist caves just dying to have you enter inside them.”

“Allow me to show our guests to my chambers,” said Lily, “I want to enjoy them a bit more personally.”

“How dare you betray your race,” said Lear.

“No more talking,” said Tyche, placing a finger in Lear’s mouth, “why don’t you come with me and you can forget all about these outsiders.” Holding Lear under the chin, Tyche lifted and lowered Lear’s head, forcing it into a nod.

“Why the sudden change?” I asked Solexa as we crossed one of the bridges, my hand trailing along the rope railing.

“Call it a woman’s intuition,” said Solexa.

“I don’t know what that means, but okay,” I had no reason to doubt Solexa, and watching Lily’s ass shake as she walked ahead of us… I wasn’t really about to start questioning anything.

Lily’s lodgings were both simplistic and rustic, complete with all wood furnishing, vines freely growing up the trunk of the tree and entangling itself around her belongings.

Lily closed the door behind us, “Things have gotten worse since Tyche arrived.”

“I knew something was up,” said Solexa, “What do you mean?”

“It’s like the men have become possessed, only caring about sex. They won’t even let us women hunt anymore. Sex is great and all, but I miss the thrill of the hunt. I may not be as skilled as Lear, but I’m willing to help you, if it means getting the hell out of here.”

“Yeah…” I cooed, “I bet you could help us,” my words dripping off my lips.

“Don’t mind him,” said Solexa, “He’s not always this foolish.”

Oh no, it’s quite alright,” Lily, pulled me over to the bed, “Like I said, sex is great… I just need a little adventure too.” Lily reached under my pants, fiddling with my cock, “are all humans this big?”

I let out a soft sigh, “Honestly, I think it's pretty average,” not exactly sweet talk, but it’s what I said.

“Then wood elf males must just be smaller than the other races… that explains their insecurities and why they attached to Tyche so quickly.”

“Look,” Solexa twiddled her thumbs, not sure what to do with herself, “I enjoy his cock as much as anybody, but we need to get this flower.”

Lily shook her head, “In time. We elves are ritualistic creatures, we don’t hunt as a party until we bond as a unit,” she reached a hand out for Solexa, “I don’t fight alongside those I don’t trust.” Lily curled her fingers, beckoning Solexa to come closer.

“Come on, Solexa. I want to do this with you too,” I said, “for the uh… bonding as a hunting party.”

Solexa took Lily by the hand and joined the two of us on the bed. Lily had already had me undressed, her fingers teasing the head of my cock. She licked her palm and gripped my shaft, gently stroking me.

“Don’t you want to play with me,” Lily said to Solexa.

Lily pulled at Solexa’s neckline, tearing it down, Solexa’s colorful breasts spilling out. “Your skin is so pretty,” said Lily, squeezing Solexa’s tits. Solexa’s glowing yellow skin took on a soft shade of pink, increasing her sexual allure. “The other elves can say what they want, your kind is absolutely beautiful, radiant…”

“Yes she is,” I agreed, reaching between Solexa’s legs, caressing her warm pussy as Lily continued to pleasure my cock. Lily licked the tip, wrapping her lips around the girth, sucking and sucking, spit drooling out of her sweet little mouth.

Solexa's tail curled up Lily’s leg, with it she removed the only piece of clothing Lily had on, sliding her thong down those milky white elvish legs. Solexa’s tail slapped pleasantly against Lily’s little clit, making her moan, her head tossed back, her hands gripping my cock. Solexa’s tail worked its way into Lily’s tight hole stretching her open and I knew she wanted it just like the rest of us.

“Mmm,” moaned Lily, “Stretch me for that cock,” she exhaled.

Wanting more, Lily got on her knees and turned around, pressing her tight little ass into the air, reaching back and spreading herself open. “Give me that big human cock,” begged Lily, sliding a finger over her dripping clit. I saddled up behind her, my hands gripping her ass, pulling her back, sinking her down along my throbbing cock, enveloping myself in her pleasing warmth.

“Yes, fuck this pussy,” Lily gripped the sheets, holding on as I thrusted up insider of her, her body bouncing off of me with each push, holding her hips as I forced her back down, taking her deeper. I reached over Lily’s back and grabbed a fistful of hair, tilting her head back.

“More, harder,” Lily cried, fucking me back, slamming her ass against me, the wooden beams of the bed creaking.

Filled with vigor, energy pulsing through me, I fucked Lily from behind. Commanding her ass up and down the entire length of my cock. Solexa slithered her way underneath us, wrapping her long lizard-like tongue around my shaft, licking it up each time I slid out of Lily’s pussy, licking up the sweet mix of precum and juices.

Lily’s pussy tightened around my cock, Solexa’s tongue teasing her clit, making her shake and shiver. On the edge of release, I lifted myself up and plunged down into Lily, letting a warm load of cum spill out of me, filling her pussy. Cum dripping from her cunt, leaking down her thighs.

“Damn, that human cock is so good,” Lily collapsed herself down onto the bed, breathing deeply. I rolled over, arms splayed out, my cock still hard and erect.

Solexa hovered over me, sinking her wet cunt down my cock. I dug my fingers into her back, overly sensitive, barely able to take anymore. Solexa held me down and rode me until she reached her peak, slamming down on me, her knees pressed into my ribs, her tail excitedly whipping back and forth.

Lily exhaled a breath like fire, “feel that? Now it’s time for the hunt.”

Lily ran around the room, filled with a renewed, infectious energy. She got dressed and gathered her things. A bow and quiver slung over her back, an axe by her side. With a piece of ribbon she messily tied her up and out of her face, transforming herself from elvish slut into an elvish huntress. With her by my side, there was no way we couldn’t take on the cave. She painted thick black wings across her eyes, marking herself and beseeching the aid of the forest in her travels. Lily dipped her finger in the black paint, marking myself and Solexa in turn.

“For wisdom,” said Lily, marking my forehead, “and for protection,” she dragged her finger just above Solexa’s chest.

While the three of us snuck out of the village, which was rather easy to do, as most everyone was far too busy with Tyche to concern themselves with us, I thought it a good time to ask Lily about learning new abilities.

“So how does it work exactly?' Like how do you know what skills you can learn and all that?” I asked.

“That’s an odd question,” said Lily, “you just know, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t. I can conjure a few weapons but other than that, I know nothing.”

“Give me a second to think about it. I never had to put it into words before, it’s not easy… it's more intuition than anything else.” Intuition… how did everyone else have it except me.

The mountain was in view and it wouldn’t be long now until we were inside the cave, another opportunity to test my meddle, see what this magic could do. And I wanted to do more than just conjure weapons.

“It’s like this,” continued Lily, “I can see the stats, not physically see them but mentally, yet it is as clear as seeing a sheet of parchment and reading the words off it. Whatever I seek to know in regard to being a huntress is available to me. How much more experience I need to unlock an ability, how it functions all of it. All those who are born with a class aptitude can do it, it isn’t something we’re taught. Many are born with just one aptitude, a rare few more than one, and most with none at all.”

“And if you aren’t born with an aptitude, then what do you see?” I asked.

“Then you see nothing,” answered Solexa, “it doesn’t matter how much you practice firing a bow, the attacks won’t have the same energy as a classed hunter. Nor could a classless being ever hope to conjure the sort of things you do, let alone wield them effectively.”

It didn’t make sense to me, by all means I shouldn’t be able to do what I do. I wasn’t born with a class aptitude, I wasn’t born in this realm at all. And for the life of me I couldn’t ‘see’ any skills or abilities or levels. I was gifted with conjuration from consuming the essence from the Null-Cube, but according to Tyche even that did not have a certainty of working.

“Do either of you know of any other Conjurers? Perhaps one who could offer me more insight,” I said.

“It would be quite the rarity for a Lizard-folk to be born with an aptitude for conjuration. It is mostly classes based in natural magic and fast attacks that they find themselves called toward,” said Solexa.

“I’m sorry, but I only know of hunters, druids, and bards; the three classes most known to the wood elves,” replied Lily, “However the High Elves to the north are capable of learning the class.”

First things first, we had to get the flower and I had to speak with Death. If anyone could tell me more about Tyche and perhaps myself in this world, it was Death. The sun sank low in the sky, an orange glow casted over us, Solexa’s once bright skin darkened to a dullish gray. Lily crouched down before the mouth of the cave, placing a palm to the earth, reading the land.

“There’s at least a dozen, if not more inside. We might be able to take a few by surprise but a battle will break out,” Lily took a deep breath in, “it’s been too long since I’ve hunted game,” a smile stretched across her face. “What’s the layout?” Lily asked Solexa.

Solexa wracked her brain, trying to remember that night so many years ago, “about three or four large chambers, one in the center for sure, another two down the tunnels breaking off from the sides, kind of like a chicken foot shape.”

“Let’s do this thing,” bellowed Lily, taking hold of her bow. I pulled a sword out of the air and slashed it out in front of me, building my excitement for battle.

“I think I’ll just wait out here,” said Solexa, “I’m afraid I’ll just get in the way.”

Lily and I took our first steps into the dark cave, the outside world disappearing behind as we moved deeper into the tunnel. My weapon offered a bit of light, glowing in the darkness.

“You ever kill a goblin before?” I asked Lily.

“No, but I’ve hunted game far larger and ferocious. How hard could this be?”

“I have no idea, that’s what I’m worried about,” I said.

Lily slapped me on the back, “Worry has no place in a hunting party, only strength and prowess.”

The dancing glow of a bonfire in the chamber ahead casted an elongated shadow of a single goblin starring dizzily at the flames.

“Get ready, the fun’s about to begin,” Lily drew her arrow, aiming for the creature's head. I held my breath and waited for her to fire. Holding tightly to my weapon, my palms dripping with sweat. With a reverberating thwisp, the arrow took flight, nailing the goblin just above the ear, the force of the blow sent him tumbling over. The fallen goblin did not stir, but his death did not go unnoticed. Heart stopping screeching filled the caves, the sound of metal dragging on stone reached out after us.

“I’ll pick them off as they come, once they get too close… they’re all yours,” said Lily.

Two more goblins hobbled their way down the tunnel scrambling after us. Lily let her arrows fly, piercing through the shabby goblin’s leather with ease. The second zagged from side to side, a rusty sword held high above his head, closing in on us. Lily did not have enough time to prepare another arrow. The goblin jumped after her clutching her lapel, its feet planted on her chest as he hovered above the ground. I acted fast, yanking the goblin off, tossing him into the cave wall, his body bouncing off like rubber. The goblin rose to his feet in a daze, I sliced across the creature's chest, searing through his flesh. The goblin fell to his knees, holding to his organs as they spilled out of the open cavity.

Footsteps echoed through the chamber, more were on their way. We stood in the center of the chamber, the warmth of the bonfire heating our backs. Lily kept her eyes on the tunnel to the left, and I kept watch over the tunnel to the right. I could hear the arrows leaving Lily’s bow, each one followed by a pained screech. But I had to keep my attention fixed ahead, or I’d be the one hollering in pain.

A group of four goblins exited the tunnel, entering the chamber. They circled around me and instantly a goblin jumped onto my back, its claws digging in deep, tearing at my flesh. Another attacked from the front. Straining to move with added weight, I thrusted my blade forward, plunging through the goblin’s chest, purple light shining out of the hole in its back.

The goblin bit down, sinking its teeth into my neck, blood dripping down my chest, sticking to my tunic. I reached over my shoulder and gripped the goblin by the throat wrenching it off me. The goblin kicked its legs, dangling above the ground, struggling for a breath. The goblin jabbed a foot into my gut, freeing himself from my hold. Tumbling across the cavern floor the shrieking goblin scrambled for its fallen comrade’s dagger and brandished the steel.

The three goblins reoriented themselves and formed a triangle around me, keeping their distance until the next strike. A trail of dead goblins traced its way to Lily, however two managed to survive past her range. She desperately clung to her handaxe, blocking blow after blow. One of the goblins reared itself, shooting forward and headbutting Lily straight into the stomach, knocking her off her feet. Lily fell with a thud, the two goblins pounced on top of her, kicking the axe from her hand.

Lily’s screams pierced through the hollow chamber, a sound that filled me with dread. The goblins cackled madly, tearing at her clothing. Lily flailed her arms trying to fend them off. One of the goblins pinned her arms down while the other gripped her by the throat. If I waited any longer Lily would not survive. I couldn’t stand here and wait for the surrounding goblins to make their move, they knew they had the upper hand, they just had to wait long enough for their comrades to finish Lily and then they’d all come for me.

I had an idea to take them by surprise, I only hoped it would work. I may be restricted to only conjuring weapons, but I might not be restricted to only one. With the sword in my right hand, I charged at the goblin to my right, leaving my left exposed. I swung to attack and as I did the goblin to my left hurled forward. I snapped my left hand out, praying this would work. A second sword materialized on my left, cutting through the oncoming goblin’s arm. Its hand laying on the floor, fingers twitching around the hilt of a dagger.

I broke through the opening I created and tackled the goblins off Lily. Caught beneath my knees a sweaty mass of green flesh struggled helplessly against me. I cut across its throat, removing the vile creature's head from its shoulder. This kill… this one… I will feel no remorse over. Lily was back on her feet, exposed but still fighting. Together we faced down the remaining three goblins.

“You okay?”

Lily nodded, unable to speak yet, bruises already forming on her neck.

Haphazardly a goblin sprinted at us, no longer were they calculating their attacks. Unperturbed by a single goblin, I kicked the little bastard in the chest, sending it tumbling into the bonfire. The flames licked up its once green skin, now a bubbling ooze of black.

Acrid smoke filled the chamber, sticking to my lungs. Only wishing to preserve their lives the last two goblins cut and ran, sprinting for the cave’s exit. Lily hurled the handaxe, splitting a fleeing goblin’s head in two.

“We can’t let it escape,” I said of the last one, “Solexa’s out there.” Lily switched to her bow, pulling the string taut. First a thwisp, and then a thud.

“Taken care of,” said Lily, her voice raspy and worn out. The only thing to do now was to find that flower, and hope the goblins hadn’t trampled it out of existence.

There were three tunnels; one to the left, to the right, and one straight ahead. We chose to walk the middle path. Various sigils and symbols painted in black lined the walls of the tunnel. Each one full of swirling interconnected lines, intricately drawn out with purpose. Whatever they meant, we had no idea, but we were certain they meant something. A single brazier with low burning coals lit the chamber ahead. A single goblin sat before an altar of rocks. A branch with a single bloom and three bulbous purple fruits rested upon the altar. The goblin’s breathing slow and steady, its eyes glazed over, only the whites visible. This goblin however was more ornately dressed than the others, one that clearly held a higher position in the goblin hierarchy. The creature remained unmoved as we approached, unaware of our presence or the world around it.

“What should we do?” I asked.

“Kill it,” said Lily, as if it wasn’t even a question worth asking.

I reconjured my blade, holding it just inches from the goblins neck. “No,” I shook my head, “I don’t think we should.” I dismissed my weapon and removed the branch from the altar. “We got what we came for. Let’s just get out of here.”




Chapter 6

We returned to the village by nightfall, Tyche, along with the other wood elves were none the wiser, as they were all far too busy with one another to pay us any mind. We waited patiently until the village had quieted down and we were certain we would not be interrupted, before partaking in this strange fruit.

Solexa held the branch, plucking the purple fruits off of it. She passed one to me, I turned it over in my hand, gently squeezing it, just getting a feel for the plump fruit. Solexa handed the next to Lily. Lily similarly gave the fruit a cautious squeeze, the skin breaking a bit, juices leaking down her fingers.

“I think I’ll have to pass,” said Lily, placing the dripping fruit onto her nightstand.

“Understandable,” said Solexa, “It isn’t for everyone.”

Lily’s concern started to infect me, “Maybe… Maybe I shouldn’t either,” I said.

“But-” Solexa stopped herself, not wanting to pressure me, “Why the change of mind?” She asked.

“What if something happens, I mean…”

“Something will happen,” said Solxa, “it always does.”

“What if I can’t handle it?”

“Don’t try to handle it and you’ll be fine,” Solexa placed a kind hand on the swole of my back gently patting. As much as I tried to search my mind for a reason, I couldn’t come up with one as to why I was now nervous.

“Maybe we should fuck,” offered Lily, which to me came out of nowhere.

“What? Why would that help?” I wondered.

“Well, wood elves make love before hunting to prepare for the fight, maybe it’s the same sort of thing here. Just a suggestion,” she shrugged.

I shook my head, “No, I don’t think that’ll help.” I didn’t feel like I needed more excitement, but rather less, to calm my mind and body.

Solexa sat herself across from me, taking my hands in hers. Together we steadied our breathing, counting each breath as they passed our lips. We did this for as long as necessary, until the electric feeling of worry had passed over me and I could see clearly once again.

“Ready?” Said Solexa, lifting the fruit to her lips.

“Ready,” The tip of my tongue pressed against the purple skin of this strange fruit.

Together we took a bite, Lily watching over us. I let the bitter juices sit in my mouth for a bit, letting them absorb their way into my being before swallowing.

Barely a minute had passed and already I could feel the change come upon me. A warmth rolled over me, the sensation of being pricked with hundreds of tiny needles danced across my flesh. Yet, oddly enough, I didn’t experience it as pain or discomfort. Solexa’s lips started to curl as erratic laughter broke out between the two of us. Lily spoke, but her words quickly faded into a blunt warble of noise.

An intense gravity pressed down on me, and I had no choice but lay down. I stared at the wood ceiling. My body pinned to the ground, sinking infinitely deeper, cradled by the nothingness underneath me as an energy wrapped itself around my body like a linen cloth used in mummification. Thin delicate threads of colored light manifested out of the patterns on the wood ceiling, taking the form of a hundred strange faces. I could hear thousands of voices speaking at once, some more clearly than others.

My consciousness locked in on one singular and familiar voice, “you shouldn’t be here,” it said. I would retroactively come to know that the voice was Death’s.

“Are you god?” I asked, not knowing who, at the time, I was speaking to. I could hear my own laughter echoing inside of myself, “like in a story book? You live in the plants...”

“Yes… now why did you come here?”

“I don’t know why I’m in this world,” I said.

“Because you chose to be… or did you forget? Most forget after they’re born, I had hoped you wouldn’t.”

“No, I didn’t forget… but I don’t belong here. I’m not like the others.”

“That’s true, you don’t. Your soul is attuned to another realm. And you will struggle differently than others here. But that’s what will allow for the realms' evolution.”

“What am I supposed to do?” I asked next.

“There is no supposed to…”

I could tell the voice was becoming increasingly annoyed with me, as if I walked in on something I was not yet meant to see or know. My mind started to lift out of the cradling depths, crawling its way back into my body, shoved along by an unseen force. I didn’t want to leave, but I had no control over it.

I blurted out a final question, “Who is Tyche?”

“There’s nothing wrong with amnesiac pleasure, but you’ll be sure to forget who you are with too much of it. You’ll never be able to leave this realm then. I got what I wanted… the rest is up to you.”

Lily’s room snapped back into view, it took a moment for me to regain my focus, the world around feeling more like a lucid dream than objective reality but slowly and surely the feeling faded.

I looked down at the fruit in my hand, a bite taken out of it. I wanted to go back, to see more. I quickly took another bite and sucked on the juices. Gravity pulled down on me and stole my mind away.

“Don’t come back here,” the voice shouted and ejected me once more out of that altered state of being.

I picked myself up off the floor, swaying back and forth, off balance, placing a hand onto the bed to steady myself. Lily strained herself, complaining of my weight as she hoisted me onto the mattress.

“Was that it?” She asked.

“What do you mean?”

“You were laying there for like two minutes, took another bite, and got back up… what happened?”

I shook my head, I couldn’t explain it, not yet. But two minutes? There was no way, it felt like hours to me.

I continued to rest, nuzzled up in the crook of Lily’s body as the two of us watched over Solexa, who remained in another world. In this one she was peacefully breathing, her eyes closed. In the other, there was no telling what she was experiencing.

“She looks so calm,” said Lily, “you looked like you were trying to fight an invisible bear or something.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You kept flailing around, couldn’t you tell?”

“No, everything here… just sort of vanished…”

Jealousy gnawed at me from the inside out, the only thing comforting me was Lily’s soft hands rubbing my back. I had been rejected from that place, yet Solexa remained, and looked as if she belonged there, whereas I apparently did not.

Lily could tell something was up, knew I wasn’t really myself. Her hand tickled its way from my back and over my chest, her breasts pressed up against me. I didn’t say anything and simply let it happen. Her hand finding its way underneath my waistband, playing with the tip of my cock, as I tried to steady myself, not wanting to think about the rejection I had felt.

I let soft groans slip past my lips as Lily continued to pleasantly play with my cock, growing harder and harder the more she touched me.

“Don’t worry about it,” Lily whispered into my ear, “Just relax and let me make you feel better.” Lily turned me onto my back, my cock standing erect. She slid out of her clothing and kissed my lips. Her mouth sucking on my neck and biting sweetly into my shoulder. Her fingers dug into my chest, her hips gyrating, grinding her pussy against my thigh. My legs wet from her juices.

“Fuck me and forget all about it,” breathed Lily.

I gripped her hips, squeezing her tight ass. Lily reached between us and took hold of my cock, sliding it against her wet pussy and teasing herself. Lily tilted her head back, “Oh fuck,” she moaned, “So big,” she sank herself down the length, enjoying every inch of me.

“Yes… that’s so good,” I grunted, Lily bouncing herself up and down as I laid back, letting the pleasure soak into me. Lily grew louder as her ass slapped against me each time she forced herself back down. Solexa remained unmoved, lost in another world, completely unaware of the two of us making love right beside her. I slapped Lily’s ass again, giving it a shake.

“Gods, I love your cock,” Moaned Lily, her tongue hanging over her lips. I placed my hand on her cheek, caressing her face, such soft features. She licked my thumb and took it into her mouth sucking as her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

My cock, drenched in her juices, ached and throbbed, and I couldn’t just lie back anymore. I needed to fuck her, to take control of her and use her tight pussy and make myself cum. I may not have had any control in that other place, but here… Lily loved it when I took control and took her pussy.

I flipped Lily over, lifting her ass into the air, getting behind her, getting ready to fuck that tight pussy some more. Forget everything else… This was what was real now. And this life, this new realm, it already offered me more than what I could have ever hoped to receive in my old one. I slid my wet cock up inside of her, thrusting forward, making her body bounce for me.

“That’s right take this whore pussy,” said Lily reaching back and spreading her ass, letting me fuck her ever deeper. I forced in, Lily clenched the sheets, crumbling them up and biting down on them. With one hand on her hips, the other on the back of her head and pressing her face into the mattress, I clenched my teeth and let out my energy. Slapping my body into hers, fucking her with hard enough to forget what I experienced. The two of us now only able to communicate through grunts and moans and heavy breathing.

Our bodies dripped in sweat, the wooden bed creaking beneath us. Fucking her, watching her take it, I couldn’t hold it in anymore and Lily could tell.

“Do it,” begged Lily, “cum for me again, that’s all I ever want.” I picked up speed, making her shake. “Fuck yes, pound this pussy,” Lily cried out. My legs started to cramp but I didn’t care. I was so close… so very close. I worked the tip of my cock right on her sweet spot. Our bodies tense, holding our breath.... And then release. Cum spilled from my cock and filled her up. Tired and exhausted, I went to remove myself from her.

“No, stay in… just a little longer,” Lily gripped my thighs, not wanting my cock to exit her sweet hole.

We remained like that, holding one another, my cock resting in her pussy as it went soft. Our sweaty bodies sticking to one another, my fingers playing with her blonde hair. Suddenly, Solexa arose, she looked around the room, her head swaying back and forth. She picked herself up and frantically scoured for something. Lily and I watched her, not saying anything. Solexa rummaged through cupboards and drawers, finding parchment and a quill she scribbled onto the page. Once finished Solexa wordlessly brought her attention to the two of us. I had so many questions to ask and yet didn’t want to ask any of them, I was still hurt, my pride wounded. But I knew it wasn’t because of Solexa that I had these feelings, it was because of my own insecurity. Lily and I brought Solexa into bed with us, the three of us cuddling into one another as we fell asleep.

But I couldn’t sleep. While they settled in nicely, my mind continued to race. I got out of bed and pulled the parchment out of the drawer looking over what Solexa had written: Prepare for death or forget yourself. That was the only line written, and for whatever reason it was important enough for Solexa to make sure she remembered it.

By my very being here I thought I was prepared for death. But now I had to face the possibility that I just might not be. That when the time does come and I die in this realm, I may very well lose myself and not remain willed enough to enter into another as I pleased, while keeping how I saw myself intact. But this was a realm worth losing myself to, at least for me. And if in the end I forget everything, at least I was here and enjoyed it.

I knew if I stuck around Solexa our journey would be one of setting up for an afterlife. I didn’t want that, not now anyway. I wanted to experience the attachments of this realm, the pains and pleasures, the skills and all that. I shook Lily, “wake up,” I whispered. Lily blinked back at me.

“What is it?”

“Let’s go north, to the High Elves,” I said.

“You mean like right now?”

“Yeah, just you and me.”

“What about Solexa?” Asked Lily.

“When she wakes up, and evaluates what she experienced… she’s on a different path. Come on,” I tugged Lily out of bed. Lily got dressed and grabbed her things, which mostly consisted of hunting gear. I was going to learn conjuring and get into that tavern.

Lily allowed the stars to guide our movements, taking us north into the region of Maya Tao, home of the High Elves. The hooting of owls and chirping of crickets sang to us on our travels, keeping us connected to the natural order. Unfortunately, the natural order can get rather brutal. A loud stamping bounded toward us. Whatever it was, was no owl.

“Perfect,” said Lily, removing her bow. A beast twice the size of a bear broke into view under the moonlight, standing on two legs and roaring into the sky.

“And how is this perfect?” I asked, pulling my blade out of the aether.

“It’s rude to show up empty handed, he’ll make quite the meal,” said Lily.

“Is that all it takes to make friends in this world… meat…”

“Pretty much,” Lily drew back her bow, letting the arrow fly. But the beast, for something so large, moved so fast, dodging the arrow and lowering onto all fours. I summoned another blade in my left hand, I was going to need it.

Lily fired another arrow, the beast swatting it away with its paw.

“Damn furbeasts,” shouted Lily. “Keep him busy, while I charge up my next shot.”

Lily fitted another arrow onto the string. A glow of piercing light, shone out of the arrowhead, getting bright and brighter. The beast charged for her, I threw myself in front of it. The furbeast slammed into me with all its weight.

“Just a little more,” said Lily through clenched teeth. The beast hovered over me, it’s paws bigger than my head, spittle dripping down its fanged jaws onto my face. I swung my right, slicing across its chest and readied my left.

“Don’t!” Yelled Lily.

“What do you mean don’t? I’m going to fucking die here,” the furbeast went for my face, I turned, its claws scratching the earth.

“You’ll ruin the meat… just a little longer…”

I crossed the blades in front of me, blocking blow after blow. Sweat dripping down my forehead, my arms aching, ready to give out. “Just fucking shoot it!”

Lily released her shot with a thunderous crack as the air around shattered from the speed of the attack. With pinpoint accuracy, the arrow penetrated into the furbeast’s skull, passing through and splitting the trees behind in half.

“Holy fuck, that was… amazing,” I jumped to my feet, the beast crumpled in a heap before me. “Now that’s why I want to find a teacher.” I showered Lily with adulation as she inspected her kill.

Lily took a rope out of her satchel and bound the creature up, handing one end of the rope to me, and keeping the other herself.

“I wish you had a teacher so you could conjure up a wheelbarrow or something so we wouldn’t have to drag this thing the whole way.”

My face dropped, “you serious, We’re dragging it all the way there,” the muscles in my arms already spasming from the battle.

“Unless you’ve got a better idea,” said Lily.

I did not have a better idea. I couldn’t imagine what sort of weapon might make lugging this thing around easier on the two of us. Why can’t a wheelbarrow be a weapon, just add some spikes to it and plow through things… that’s a weapon right? But apparently my magic didn’t agree with that.

By the time we made it into Maya Tao the sun had begun to rise above the horizon. Thankfully the air here was much cooler, quite refreshing after having to drag the furbeast along for miles. I was expecting a village, one akin to Lily’s, but as we made our way out of the woods we were face to face with a fifty foot stone wall that encircled a majestic kingdom that bursted with vibrant colors. Tapestries hung over the stone wall, intricately designed with fractal like patterns that gave the illusion of movement the longer you stared at them.

Two elven guards in full armor stood at attention in front of the gates.

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

“Just two adventures looking to sell their kill for a little gold, maybe spend some gold, you know, normal economy boosting stuff.”

“The only economy that needs boosting is mine,” said the guard on the right, presenting us with an open hand, fingers curling.

“I think he wants a bribe,” I whispered to Lily.

“You sure? I think he wants an arrow in the head,” she whispered back.

“What? No. what the hell is wrong with you. What happened to making friends with gifts,” I said.

“That was before they disrespected us, I say we shoot them. They’ll probably declare war on my village afterwards, but they deserve that anyway too.”

“Let’s just pay them, please…”

“We don’t have any gold, only arrows,” said Lily.

The guard cleared his throat and flitted his fingers, impatiently waiting for us to pay up. Maybe we didn’t have gold, but if Garth taught me anything it was that we had the one thing no man could pass up… the possibility of getting laid.

“Just follow my lead,” I whispered to Lily.

“Alright, you got us,” I said aloud. The guard dropped his hand and lifted his spear, angling it toward us. “Now hold on,” I said, dragging Lily with me.

“This here is one of my whores,” I slapped Lily on the behind, “And I was just looking for some new clients who might enjoy a go.”

“I am not your-” I gave Lily a subtle pinch to keep her quiet, I hated to do it, but I didn’t need her blowing our chances at peacefully entering.

“Of course if you let us in I’m sure she’ll be more than happy to repay you with something better and wetter than gold,” I said.

The guard lowered his weapon, thinking the proposition over. I twirled Lily around, showing her off to the guards, enticing them.

“Just don’t tell my wife,” snickered the guard as he opened the gates. “And you might want to check out The Quivering Quill, they’re always looking for new talent at the tavern,” the guard winked at us as we walked on by.

“Ugh,” groaned Lily, wiping her hands on her shirt, “I feel gross.”

“Me too, but we’re inside and that’s all that matters,” I said.

“And if they try to fuck me, then what…”

“Then you can shoot them,” I said.

The kingdom was even more glorious on the inside. Elvish men and women bustled about, coming and going through the mass of shops and buildings, each one more elegantly dressed than the last. We surely would have gotten stares for the way we looked in comparison, if it wasn’t for the fact that High Elves are ingrained not to rudely stare from the moment of their birth.

Not wanting to drag this beast any longer than necessary we stopped the first passerby and asked for directions to The Quivering Quill.

“Wait, we’re actually going there,” said Lily.

“Yeah, I have a pretty good hunch that someone I know might be there. Someone who will be more than happy to help us after we deliver the Furbeast.”

Lily wasn’t too keen on the idea, worried that the guards may indeed show up, but she went along with it anyway, after a bit of complaining first.

The moment I entered into the tavern Garth jolted up out of his seat, “The prodigiousness child has returned,” he bellowed, a tankard full of mead sloshing above his head, three intoxicatingly beautiful High Elves surrounded him, and on closer inspection they were all identical one another.

“I think you mean prodigal son,” I said, “Which I am not, not to you anyway,” I laughed. Garth shoved his tankard into my chest, beckoning me to drink up.

“And you brought a friend,” he said, eyeing Lily. “And meat!” He added with greater excitement. Garth motioned for a tavern aid to take the beast from us and pulled out chairs for Lily and I to join him.

“Only one more tavern to go,” said Garth, kissing the elf next to him, “after this I’m headed to the snowy mountains of Northbend.” He really believed his silly plan would work, but I admired him for that. “What about you?” He asked.

“I’m hoping to find someone to teach me more about conjuring,” I said.

“Ah, then it’s a good thing you brought us a meal because Ryder here happens to be an excellent conjurer,” Garth wrapped his arms around two of the women, practically licking their faces.

“I’m sorry but which one of you is Ryder?” I asked.

“We all are,” the three of them said in unison, their bodies phasing into a singular person.

“Clones,” said Garth, “freaking clones… and let me tell you they all live up to her name.”

“What?”

“Ryder,” he repeated.

I looked at him puzzled as ever.
Garth slapped his forehead, “Ryder… ride her…I worked all night on that joke.”

“That’s not the only thing you worked on,” added Ryder, grabbing his crotch.

Lily held her tongue, but the look on her face spoke for her. Garth took some getting used to, that’s for sure.

“Will you really teach me?” I asked Ryder, hoping so badly for the answer to be yes.

“Sure, any friend of Garth’s is sure to be a good time,” smirked Ryder.

“We aren’t here for just a good time,”Lily blurted, “we’re here for serious training.”

Both were, as far as I was concerned, true. I know Lily felt jaded toward her people for sacrificing the thrill of the hunt to remain all day in their chambers with Tyche, but even she admitted that both were a necessity for a wood elf.

“Of course not,” added Ryder, “But us High Elves and Wood Elves aren’t all that different. We both hold pleasure and practice in equally high regard.”

“Good, so long as the one is being used to aid the other then I’ve got no problem with it,” said Lily.

“I didn’t think you would. I’ve heard of the orgies of your people,” Ryder licked her lips, “Maybe you can show us a bit of that. These other high elves are woefully monogamous,” Ryder leaned forward and pressed her tits together.

“I’d be happy to,” said Lily.




Chapter 7

Ryder took me privately to her room on the top floor of the tavern. She moved about the room not saying anything until she lit a candle on her nightstand.

“Ah.. I see,” I said, watching her every movement.

Next she went into her wardrobe and pulled out some sort of ribbon.

“Of course… of course,” I mumbled

She tied her up.

“Yes, I see…”

“Before we begin,” said Ryder.

“Oh, we haven’t started yet?”

“What? No? I was just getting comfortable,” she said.

“So that wasn’t part of some ritual?”

“Why would this- Nevermind…” Ryder sat on top of the bed, legs crossed, her hands resting in her lap as she motioned for me to do the same.

“What level are you?” Ryder asked.

“That’s the thing,” I scratched my head, I don’t exactly have a level.

“Then how… how did you become a conjurer?”

“Um… from a Null-Cube,” I said, leaving out the rest of the details about my soul and all that.

“Strange,” whispered Ryder, “then we’ll start with the basics. You can already do weapons, what about shielding?”

I shook my head, “Nope.”

“Then our first spell will be an aura shield. Take a deep breath in,” said Ryder.

I did as she said.

“Now lower your eyes. Focus your mind around your body, bringing attention to your outline. Picture the ethereal light taking form all around you,” the sound of shattering glass broke through the air, Ryder’s body shielded within the light.

I took another deep breath in and then out. Seeing how the shield functioned made picturing it in my mind much easier. Another breath and then came the shattering.

“I did it!” I said excitedly.

“Don’t get too excited,” said Ryder.

“Why n-”

Ryder flourished her hands and conjured a massive two handed sword, swinging with her all her might as I rolled off the bed.

“What the hell,” I shouted.

“Stop running,” She swung again, slicing through the wardrobe.

“Stop trying to kill me.”

“I’m not. How else are we going to find out how strong your armor is,” she brought the weapon down from above her head, slamming it into my shoulder. Other than a thud I felt nothing, no pain or discomfort.

“Not bad,” Ryder dismissed her weapon.

“Alright alright, so I got the armor down, what’s next?”

“Since you don’t have levels, let’s see if you can learn something a bit more difficult. How about summoning,” said Ryder.

“Now that sounds bad ass, what do I have to do for that?” I asked.

“Take a seat, breath and focus.”

I returned to the bed and crossed my legs, relaxing into my breath. Ryder placed her hand on my forehead, her thumb over my ‘third eye.’

“I’m going to look inside of you, read your essence if you will. This will help us know what sort of familiar is most likely to come to your aid.”

Ryder’s eyes flashed a bright blue, “I see, passion is what drives you then. No stranger to the occasional outburst either though not hateful… Fire Nymph.”

“Sweet,” I said, not knowing anything about Fire Nymphs. But one could accurately guess it was some type of fire casting mage creature.

“Focus on your Nymph, the one that resides within,” said Ryder.

I did my best but after fifteen minutes nothing happened, I started to worry that I had reached my limit on what I could learn.

“Nothings happening,” I said, disappointed.

“It will. Conjure the feelings of the Fire Nymph.”

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

“It means passion, heat… let me show you,” Ryder reached into my trouser and pulled out my soft cock. “Don’t think about me… think about her.” Ryder stroked my cock as I hardened in her soft hands.

“Not enough?” Said Ryder, Conjuring a clone of herself, “how about now.” Ryder and her clone played with my dick, passing it back and forth to each other, taking turns sucking on the tip. Having their warm mouths wrapped around my cock certainly filled me with heat.

“Don’t cum,” said Ryder, squeezing my cock hard.

I held back, doing my best not to let go just yet. But having her and the clone slobber all over my throbbing cock did not make it easy.

“When she arrives, she’ll want to be soul bound with you. And there’s only one way to do that,” Ryder and her clone slipped their hands off my cock, leaving me to ache in unfulfilled desire.

A wisp of dark smoke plumed before me. Stretching out of the spark fluttered a sultry winged being, my fire nymph. A single cloth wrapped and draped around her body flowing like lava. Her wings sparkled, catching the light of the flames beneath her, her hair a golden orange.

“Master,” said the Nymph, turning to face me. Her eyes quickly darted from my face to my cock, a wry smile forming across her lips.

“Fill me master, and make me yours,” the nymph slid her fingers along the length of my cock, teasing me. I unwrapped the cloth from her body, letting it slip down onto the bed.

Ryder helped the nymph get comfortable, laying the seductive magical beauty down onto her back. Ryder and her clone each took hold of one of the nymphs' long slender legs, spreading them open. “Go on,” said the two Ryders in unison, “she’s all yours for the taking.”

“That’s right master, I am all yours,” said the nymph, grinding her hips in the most wanting of ways.

I teased my hard cock against her wet pussy, sinking the tip inside. Her pussy enveloped my cock, so wet and wonderfully warm. Really warm, as if all the heat of her passion rested within that single point on her body. The nymph wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in, her stiff nipples grazing my chest as our bodies moved up and down holding to one another.

“How does it feel, master?”

“So good,” I groaned, thrusting harder.

“I enjoy making master happy,” the nymph squealed with delight as I fucked her harder, taking her sweet pussy. I wanted to cum so badly. Ryder’s mouth had got me started, but the nymph pussy was about to finish me off.

“That’s it… cum inside me. Please master,” begged the nymph. Hearing her speak like that made it impossible to resist the urge. I gripped the sheets next to her head and worked my cock faster, my body slapping against hers. Her moans echoing in the room as Ryder and her clone watched with enjoyment. All three of them urged for me cum at once, the nymph’s pussy tightened around my cock, clamping me in, not wanting me to pull out. I forced myself in as deep as I could, cum exploding forth, filling the nymph’s pussy. I collapsed on top of her, her fingers trailing through my hair as she whispered a thanks into my ear.

“Whenever you need me… for anything, call and I shall be there,” and with that the nymph dissipated in a puff of smoke.

“Now, you really did it,” said Ryder congratulating me, her clone receding back into her. “That’s no easy spell, very high level.”

“I think that’s enough training for now,” I said, trying to catch my breath.

“Understandable. Rest up, the furbeast should be fully cooked soon.”

I nodded and hummed, closing my eyes, softly drifting asleep.

As I slept off the exhaustion I found myself deep within a dream. A rather pleasant, yet simple dream. Garth, Lily, myself, those I’ve met here in this world, all of them seated at a long table. A feast unlike any other presented before us, their voices mixing above the table, laughter joyously filling their hearts. I had friends in this world, friends that came and went, and came again. I liked it here, in this dream, but also in this realm. I was never alone here, and though I had to leave and journey on, I always found new and interesting people. Maybe I should be focusing more on what comes after this life. But honestly, for now, I just wanted to experience life here. I spent too much time wishing for death in my old life. I’m in no hurry to experience it again.

I woke up alone in bed, without a clue as to where Lily or the others might be. Or even as to how long I had slept, though it wouldn’t surprise me if I ended up sleeping through a whole day. I really needed the rest. When I went down to the main floor of the tavern, the whole place had filled with life as I slept. Men and women all eating together, enjoying their meal and company. A bard sang softly, fiddling melodic notes out of his harp.

“You’re awake,” said Garth, putting me in a headlock from behind. “About time. Try some,” he shoved a hunk of meat into my mouth. The meat was soft and well seasoned, melting over my tongue. “Good, eh? We have you to thank for that.”

As I took a closer look, the entire tavern was enjoying a meal made from the furbeast that we had provided.

I took a seat at the table, sitting across from Garth.

“Do you really think your plan to get into World’s End will work?” I asked.

Garth shrugged, “Of course I do,” his words and actions telling two different stories.

“What if it doesn’t? Would you give up?”

“Never,” he slammed his tankard down, and that I believed.

“Well I have a plan of my own to get into the tavern,” I said.

“You do?”

“Yeah, but I might need your help.”

“Lay it on me,” said Garth.

“Where’s Lily and Ryder? I want them to hear me out too.”

“Oh, that…” said Garth. “A couple of guards were getting fresh with Lily. So Ryder brought them to the canals to teach them a little lesson.”

“They’ll be okay though, right?”

“Lily and Ryder, sure… the guards, not so much,” laughed Garth, “Eat, relax. They’ll be back soon enough.

The bar maiden served me up a big plate of Furbeast, some of the most delicious meat I’ve ever had the pleasure of tasting. And the ale wasn’t too bad either, though I didn’t drink much, I didn’t have it in me, still a bit fogged over from oversleeping. Garth and I silently enjoyed each other’s company, reclining in our chairs, letting the music wash over us as we waited for the girls to return. Now this was peace, this was where I was meant to be.

Once Lily and Ryder returned, safe and sound, it was time to go over the plan that had been burning inside of me since waking. In theory it was a simple plan, but in practice… that might be another story.

“What’s the biggest best tasting beast on the entire continent?” I asked the group.

“That’s gotta be the Mammothadon,” Said Lily.

“It’s certainly the biggest,” added Ryder.

“Why?” Asked Garth.

“Because we’re going to hunt it down,” I said. “The gift of meat has made me friends in

every  tavern I’ve been to. At this point, I don’t see any reason in even questioning it. If we can take down this Mammothadon and bring it as a gift to the World’s End Tavern, well they’d have to let us in, right?” I said, noticing how much I sounded like Garth.

“Damn, a Mammothadon. Now that’s a plan,” said Garth.

“It certainly is,” said Lily, her desire for a real hunt shining out of her like a bright light.

“And how are we going to transport something that big? I can only provide so many hands,” said Ryder.

Though we were all on board, there were a lot of details that needed working out. And after spending hours discussing it over the course of a few meals we had a full fledged plan hammered out. The Mammothadon lived all the way north, at the very tip of the continent, where the climate brutally chilled adventures right through the bone. Garth and Ryder agreed to pool their assets allowing us to pay for a ship and a crew, so long as we could find a captain at the Maya Tao Wharf willing to work with a bunch of outsiders. However, it’ll still be up to us to take down the beast. Then we sail to World’s End and hope for the best.

Before any of that however, we thought it best to practice a bit as a group first. While I didn't doubt the prowess of my group in battle, I still had a lot to learn. And we all had a lot to learn when it came to working together. We had to organize ourselves towards our strengths and cover each other's weaknesses. Garth of course would be standing at the front lines, taking the enemy head on, keeping it distracted from attacking us less armored members. Lily would keep to the rear, her best attacks came from afar, it was up to us to make sure the enemy never got too close to her. As for Ryder she agreed to save her magic to support us, so we could focus all our energy on our strongest abilities. Which left me to be the melee attack, I was to try and get around the enemy and attack from behind, going for its weakest points.

“I say we find ourselves a good ol’ fashioned quest and see what we can do,” said Garth. “I haven’t quested in years,” Garth stretched his arms high above his head, arching his back.

“It certainly shows,” I said, poking his beer belly.

Garth swatted my hand away, “You know I’ve still got it, who helped you through the Ferns.”

“And I was impressed, but this isn’t going to just be a couple of snakes, this is the real deal,” I added.

“Don’t you worry, my axe’s been itching for a real fight. Haven’t you skullbreaker,” said Garth caressing his weapon, pressing his lips to the blade as if it were a long lost lover.

“Then to the questing office we go,” said Ryder.

We made our way through the kingdom, Ryder brought us to a large blocky building which did not match the rest of the city’s architecture. It was far less dreamy, nor was it filled with color like the rest of the kingdom, but more stern and concrete.

“What the hell is this,” said Garth, tossing the piece of paper handed to him by the elven clerk into a wastebasket.

“If you want to quest for the kingdom you have to register first,” said Ryder, fishing the paper out of the trash.

“What a bunch of bureaucratic bullshit. You go to a village, a man tells you his wife’s been taken by trolls and you go kill some trolls, not this shit.”

Ryder handed the paper and a quill back to Garth, “Just fill it out. Ever since a Sorcerer sent a couple of adventurers on a quest to unknowingly find a mystic gemstone that almost led to the kingdom’s destruction, this is how we do things here.”

“Bull...” mumbled Garth, “where’s the spontaneity, the human interaction,” he continued to mutter as he begrudgingly filled out the form.

Once the paperwork was complete we were allowed to browse the questboard and choose any that suited us. Because we were a group of outsiders there was no restriction on what quest we could take. According to section twelve, if a group consists of more than two citizens of Maya Tao they may only choose quests based on their registered questing level. Something to do with wanting to keep their deaths from questing statistics down. Which also caused Garth to continue ranting, going on about how biting off more than you can chew and just barely surviving is a right of passage.

The rest of us ignored Garth and continued to browse for a quest, scouring the walls lined with parchment for something that looked both interesting and challenging.

“How about this one,” said Lily, removing the quest from the wall.

It was an offer to free a High Elf prisoner from Troll’Dar Keep, a troll prison near the mountains to the east. It came with a pretty hefty reward too.

“That’s perfect,” said Ryder, taking the quest from Lily, “The reward will definitely help pay for our journey too.”

We all agreed upon the quest as Ryder brought the parchment to the clerk and filled out the required forms. Once finished we were officially licensed to save the High Elf prisoner.

We decided to get started on our new quest first thing tomorrow morning. The rest of the day was ours to enjoy. Garth of course spent his time doing what he did best and went to the tavern for some drinking. Ryder, having not left the kingdom in quite some time, went shopping for necessary supplies, such as potions and any enchanted gear that might strengthen her magic. Which left Lily and I to keep one another company.

“So what should we do?” Asked Lily.

“There’s a new spell I learned I’ve been wanting to show you,” I said.

“Oh really? What is it?”

“I’ll let it be a surprise, but I think you’ll find preparing for tomorrow's hunt to be rather satisfying,” I said.

As of yet, Lily did not know about the fire nymph. And now that the nymph and I were bound to one another, it only made sense that if making love with me strengthened Lily for battle, then the nymph should be there as well. The nymph is after all, now a part of that connection with myself. And if taking the nymph boosted my own energy and passion and drive, I couldn’t see why it would not do the same for Lily. I felt it almost necessary to do this, to unite the three of us together.

That night Lily and I got a room for ourselves at the tavern. She of course thought it was only going to be the two of us. And in a way she was right. The nymph was not separate from me, but connected, fully as one.

“So when do I get to see that new spell?” Asked Lily.

“Right now,” I said. I took a deep breath in and focused on that passion. Doing so this time came rather easily with Lily in front of me, looking at me with excited eyes. First a puff of smoke and then appeared the nymph.

“Master! You called,” the nymph draped herself over my body, her arms and legs entangling with my own, she fluttered her wings and lifted the two of us off the ground, twirling in place.

“A- a- familiar,” said Lily.

“Yup,” I nodded, quite proud of myself, the nymph stroking my cheek.

“But that’s a mastery level technique.”

“Apparently,” I said, unable to hide my joy.

“Master, did you call me here so we can play again?” asked the nymph, her breasts pressing against me as she slid herself up and down my body, cooing in my ear.

“I did,” holding onto the swole of her back.

“Is she here to play too?” The nymph fluttered over to Lily. Twirling a strand of Lily’s hair between her fingers.

“I… um….” Lily stammered.

“I hope so,” said the nymph, “you’re so very pretty.” The nymph trailed a finger along Lily’s chest, just over her cleavage.

“Oh, thank you,” Lily blushed.

And just like that Lily was on board. But how could she not be. The nymph, her very being, enticed anyone who looked at her. Sexuality, that was part of the very essence of who she was. Not only that, but Lily saw, upon looking into the nymph’s radiant eyes, not only the nymph but a reflection of my own self as well. The part of me that Lily had made passionate love to in the past… multiple times.

“With you to help us, there’s no way we can fail our quest,” said Lily, carefully unwrapping the cloth from around the nymph.

“You’re so kind,” said the nymph, grabbing the bottom edge of Lily’s shirt and lifting it off over her head.

Watching the two of them undress one another instantly made my cock hard. Their hands felt up one another's flesh, squeezing and playing. The nymph whipped her hair out of the way, cupping Lily’s tits in her hands, lifting them to her mouth.

“Gods that’s good,” moaned Lily, clutching a fistful of the nymph’s hair, pressing her further into her cleavage. The nymph smacked her lips, suckling on Lily’s cute nipples, making them stiff as she playfully pinched each one.

Lily returned the favor, groping the nymph’s well-shaped tits, tugging them, getting rougher in ways the nymph enjoyed most.

“Oh,” said Lily, surprised as milk dripped out of the nymphs nipples. Lily gave the nymph another tug as more cream leaked from her supple breasts.

“Do you like it?” Asked the nymph. “Fire is not only an element of passion and heat, but also life.” The nymph placed her hand over Lily’s, aiding her as the two of them milked those full breasts.

I could no longer just watch. We moved onto the bed, Lily and I teasing the nymph’s tits as she squirmed beneath us, producing streams of milky cream that ran down our arms.

“You may drink of my blessing, if you’d like… accept it, and it will fill you with virile energy,” said the nymph.

I latched my mouth onto her tits, flicking her nipple with my tongue. Sucking and sucking and filling my mouth with her sweet cream, so much so, that some spilled over my lips and down my chin. I tore my shirt off, soaked with the nymph’s milk. My cock throbbed for more, filled with the nymph’s blessing sexual energy surged through my veins.

Lily, having partook in the nymph’s milk as well, felt the same energy. She clawed her way on top of me, ripping my trousers off, my cock springing out. Lily filled her mouth with milk and allowed it to spill out over me, drenching my cock in the nymph’s cream.

The two women hovered over me, both grabbing hold of my thick shaft, rolling their fingers over the tip together, coating the milk across every inch of my hard cock. I shuddered and tossed my head.

“Fuck yes, stroke me,” I begged.

The two of them giggled, “I’m so happy you enjoy it, master,” the nymph went down on me, sucking the milk off my dick. Lily joined in, flitting her tongue at the base, spitting, mixing her fluids with the nymphs.

“So,” said Lily, “who gets to ride him first?”

“Be my guest,” answered the nymph, handing my cock over to Lily. “The master and I are now bound as one. Whatever pleasure he feels, I too will feel.”

Lily held to my cock, squatting over me, teasing the head against her dripping wet pussy, flicking it in and out of her tight hole.

“Please… put it in. I need to feel that pussy,” I groaned, placing my hands onto Lily’s tight ass.

Lily sank down on my cock as I penetrated her tight pussy, stretching open to receive me. At once, both the nymph and myself, sighed in ecstasy.

Lily rode me up and down, sliding her wet pussy all the way to the tip and then slamming that wonderful ass against my thighs. The nymph placed a finger over Lily’s clit, rubbing her in just the right spot. Lily gripped my shoulders as she continued to grind on my body, letting the waves roll over her. Each time I shuddered and tensed, so too did the nymph, feeling every little sensation that I felt.

The nymph increased the speed by which she pleased Lily’s sweet little clit. Lily bucked and grinded, her tits jiggling as I thrusted up inside of her. Lily lurched forward, her arms behind my head, smothering me into her cleavage. As her pussy tightened around my cock I let out a heavy groan and shot my load of warm cum inside of her. As I did the nymph cried out, her body jolting with tiny spasms, her tongue hanging over her bottom lip.

Lily slid her sweaty body off of mine, settling between my legs. My two beautiful lovers sucked my messy and sensitive cock and then turned to kiss one another.

“Damn, I can’t wait for our quest tomorrow,” said Lily. “You are going to bring her along, right?” She asked me.

“Oh, please master, may I come?” Begged the nymph, licking her wet tongue up the length of my shaft.

“O- of course,” I shuddered, “you can come whenever you want,” I said, teasing her pussy. “Oh shit,” I yelled, jumping back on the bed.

“What is it?” Asked Lily.

“I felt that… when I touched her clit, it was like um… my clit?… I don’t know, but if felt fucking amazing.”

“Really?” Lily raised her eyebrows. She pushed the nymph onto her back and forced her legs open, licking the nymph’s clit with her wet tongue. Going at it like an animal, slapping her tongue across the nymphs pussy, moans muffled as she sucked the clit into her mouth's wet warmth.

“Fuck fuck fuck, stop… please I can’t,” this was something else, it felt better than having my cock played with. I rolled haplessly on the bed, rocking back and forth, my cock twitching and dripping precum over the edge.

Lily sucked on the nymph’s clit some more, sliding her finger into the nymph’s tight hole. I closed my eyes and let it happen, relinquishing myself to these new sensations. The nymph’s voice echoed in my ears growing louder and louder as she approached an orgasm. And just like that, so did I. My cock jerked itself up and down as it released that last bit of cum I had stored up, dripping once more down my shaft.

“Holy fuck,” I said wiping my forehead, “that was… intense.”




Chapter 8

The light of the sun shone through the window of our room. I blinked awake, Lily still asleep and cuddled next to me. I rested a hand on the curve of her hip and pressed my body against her, wishing to remain close to her warmth for just a little bit longer. And then came a pounding at our door.

“Wake up! Enough sleeping around you two… heh, sleeping around,” said Garth. He slammed his fist against the wood door a few more times and I knew there would be no point in trying to ignore him. He won’t stop until we’ve gotten out of bed.

Lily stretched the blankets over her head, trying to block the light and the noise of the world out.

“Come on,” I said, kissing her cheek. “We shouldn’t keep them waiting.”

Lily let out a disappointed groan and stretched her arms and legs, her knuckles digging into my ribs.

“Breakfast is set, get your asses out here,” Garth shouted.

“Alright, we’re coming,” I yelled back. Pressing my palms to my eyes, trying to ward off the tiredness.

The four of us; Garth, Ryder, Lily, and I enjoyed a full breakfast of eggs and toast and roasted boar. Once we had our fill it was off to the troll prison. The prisoner was a man named Tek, the son of a high elf ambassador. Apparently his desire to win favor with his father by proving his mettle did not go so well. Trolls aren’t exactly interested in diplomatic solutions to territorial problems.

We kept our distance, the dark foreboding prison staring back at us. I suddenly wasn’t feeling so sure of myself. The black stone walls, barred windows and reaching towers stood like a scar amongst the greenery of the woods.

“It doesn’t look like the watch towers are being manned,” said Lily scouting the area. “Just two female guards armed with clubs in front of the metal doors. I can take care of them from here.” Lily pulled out her bow.

“Why is firing arrows your answer to everything,” I said.

“Because it’s what I do best, duh,” said Lily.

Ryder placed her hand out and lowered Lily’s bow, saving me the effort of having to do it myself.

“He’s right,” said Ryder, “We should hold off on the killing as long as we can. We don’t need the entire prison coming down on us from the start.”

“You said female guards, right? Just leave this to me,” said Garth, brushing his hair back. “I’ve got max charisma when talking to females of another race. You three wait here, I’ll lure the guards away from the entrance. Take them out back for a little Garth time, and then you can sneak right on in.” Garth, not sticking around for a rebuttal, took off towards the guards.

“Wait a second,” said Ryder, “Is- is that how he got me to sleep with him,” she frantically swiped her hands against her pants as if trying to clean off the irking feeling of having slept with Garth.

“I would never use my skills in a tavern,” Garth shouted back, “That was all me baby.”

Lily and I broke out in laughter as Ryder wrestled with her confusion. Still, I’ve seen Garth in action before. If this charisma matched his strength in battle I had no reason to doubt that he could handle the guards.

The three of us watched as Garth spoke to the guards, and before we knew it the two female trolls were following behind him as he led them behind a stone wall. We hurried for the entrance, the metal door screeching as Ryder and I pushed it open.

“Should we wait for him?” Asked Lily.

“I have a feeling he might be awhile,” I said. “We’ll get him on our way out. We should be fine.”

The inside of the prison was no more welcoming than the outside. Candles lit the way in, wax dripping down skulls that I feared may have once belonged to prisoners.

A big greenish blue troll sat at a desk, his hand scratching at his protruding belly as his quill scratched at the parchment before him. He looked up at us with shock.

“How the hell did you three get in here,” he said. He must have obviously known we didn’t belong here but didn’t care enough to do anything about it.

“Umm… right, we’re here to visit one of your prisoners,” I said.

“This is a troll prison, we don’t allow visitors,” said the clerk, “where are the guards?” The legs of his chair scratched the stone as he pushed back.

“No, of course you don’t,” I said. “But the ambassador was hoping you could make an

exception. We’re here to see his son Tek,” which was mostly a lie.

The clerk stopped his shifting and sank back into his seat. If he could find an excuse to continue sitting he wasn’t going to pass it up.

“Fucking High Elves,” the clerk wiped a bit of drool off his chin, eyeing Ryder. “Why would I let anyone see him.”

“Yeah, totally fuck the High Elves,” I said, “I hate them. That’s why they chose me to come here. The ambassador just wanted us to inform his son that he has been disowned for being such a miserable failure and that he deserves whatever the troll prison decides to do with him.”

I couldn’t tell whether the clerk started to believe me or simply started to care less about having to do his job.

“Why’s she here then?” The clerk pointed his quill at Ryder.

“Oh, she’s here to make sure I don’t rough the bastard up too badly and simply deliver the message.”

The clerk let out a heavy sigh. He flipped through a bunch of papers and pulled one out, looking it over. “Tek is being kept in Cell Block D, for prisoner suitable for torture. If you’re lucky you might be able to catch the show,” smirked the clerk, his pointed fangs sticking out over his upper lip. “Now leave me alone,” he handed me the parchment and waved us away.

“That was easy enough,” I said to the group as we moved beyond the clerk. The document he handed us had all the information we needed. Where Cell Block D was, where Tek was being held, it even had the torture chamber marked with a very fitting skull.

“Looks like we’re headed to the east tower, all the way to the top floor,” I said. Though we had the necessary documentation, my heart found no rest, and continued beating like a drum in my chest as we passed by troll guards. The guards gave us stern looks but said nothing, I kept the paper held out in front of me like some sort of shield, as if it could actually offer any real protection should we be found out.

“Stop shaking so much,” said Lily, “Just be cool.”

“I’m trying,” I said, the document shaking like a leaf in my hands.

The guard in front of the staircase let out a heavy cough and I nearly jumped out of boots with fright.

“You’re not trying hard enough,” whispered Lily.

The guard snickered to himself as we pushed on, climbing up the winding staircase. Our footsteps echoing up the tower.

“Shhh,” said Lily, her ears twitching. We came to a stop and listened. The voices of two trolls trailed down to meet us.

“I can’t wait to get my hands on that High Elf,” said the one.

“You do know we’re only supposed to deliver him to Nuknak The Torturer, we don’t actually get to have any fun,” said the other.

“Pfft, doesn’t mean we can’t break a rib or two before we hand him over,” said the first, followed by the sound of baton knocking against the stone.

“If theyre taking him to the torture room we can wait and ambush them there,” said Ryder.

“It’s through the corridor here,” I said, taking the next exit out of the stairwell. The hall to the torture chamber was pitch black excpet for two flickering torches all the way down at the other end. I stopped just before the metal door.

“I’ll head in, if Nuknak is in there I’ll take care of him.”

“Wait,” said Ryder, placing a hand on my chest, a glow of phantasmic light dispersed around my body granting its protection. “Okay, now go.”

I flicked my wrist and summoned up my blade, the metal door screeching as I entered the torture chamber.

Hot air hung heavy in the small chamber, sweat began to drip from my forehead, my shirt sticking to my back.

A muscular troll drenched in sweat and someone else's blood stood with his back facing me in front of a metal table, chains dangling off the edge.

“Ah, right on schedule,” growled the troll, “The last one wasn’t much of a screamer, this one better not disappoint me.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t,” I said, charging forward. I readied my sword, the point aimed at his neck. The troll turned, swinging a bonesaw, connecting his weapon with my own. The force of the blow dispersed my sword and left me unarmed.

“Nice try,” said the troll, his tongue licked at the blood that stained his tusks, “I could smell you from down the hall, filthy human.”

Lily bursted into the chamber, she threw her handaxe straight at Nuknak. The troll flourished the bonesaw, sending the axe clanking to the ground.

“Pathetic, Looks like I’ve got myself two more dolls to play with,” said Nuknak.

“Make that four,” said Ryder and her clone in unison. Each flanking him from opposite sides, conjuring shackles made of light that bound his wrists together. Lily kicked Nuknak in the chest, sending him tumbling onto the metal table.

“Hurry up, their one their way,” shouted a third Ryder from down the hall. A very smart move, using a clone to keep look out.

Nuknak struggled to break free of his bindings, tossing and turning on the table. Lily picked her axe up and rested the blade against the troll's neck.

“It’s unfortunate we don’t have more time to play,” said Lily. “I was so looking forward to hearing your screams,” In one quick motion Lily sliced the axe across the troll's throat. Dark red blood dripped down the torturer's green flesh, creating the most macabre looking christmas tree I’ve ever seen.

Ryder dissipated the clones, we gathered into the torture chamber and shut the door. Lily drew her bow and readied an arrow. The second the door reopened the guards were in for quite the shock. We could hear a low rumbling of voices, then a thud, followed by laughter. I cringed knowing exactly what that heavy thud meant. But no matter the guard would get their own soon enough.

The door creaked open, “I hope you enjoyed your appetizer, now for the main course, the High-” Lily’s arrow pierced the troll's throat.

“Fuck,” the second guard cut and ran, not caring to stick around. Tek trembled, caught in the grips of fear and shock.

Lily ran down the hall after the guard, firing another arrow, this time missing. The arrow skittered down the stairwell, tip tapping its way down.

I grasped Tek’s shoulder, “You okay? We’ve gotta get out of here.”

Tek stared blankly at me, nodding his head. A good enough response. I grabbed his hand and yanked him down the hall, Lily barrelling a head, leaping down the steps.

“Careful,” I shouted to Lily.

“He’s going to alert the entire prison,” said Lily.

“Fuck it, just head for the exit and kill on sight,” I said

“Hell yeah,” I didn’t see her, but Lily’s voice echoed with child-like joy.

I leaned over the railing, watching Lily in the heat of the chase. Damn, she’s impressive I thought to myself. I held on to that thought, a wisp of smoking pluming into a burning cloud.

“Mmm, the master still wants more?” Asked the Nymph.

“Not today, we’re in a troll prison. Can you help us escape?”

“Anything for the master,” the nymph raised her hands, fire sprouting from her fingertips, the flames illuminating her body.

“What about you? Can you do any magic, have any skills?” I asked Tek.

He silently shook his head.

“Then stay close, one way or another we’re getting you out of here.”

I ran straight into Lily as she stopped dead in the hallway, causing her shot to wildly misfire. The three guards in front of us lowered their shields and went for the opening, sprinting down the hall, spiked clubs held high above their heads. The tables quickly turned again as the nymph fluttered overhead, raining fire down from above. The trolls squealed in pain as their bodies ignited. Two fell to the ground, their flesh burning off the bone. The third continued unconcerned for his dying allies, patting out the flames licking at his shoulder.

The troll slammed his shield into Lily, knocking her flat onto her back. The nymph doubled back, a ball of flames building in her palm. I waved her off, “hold,” I shouted. The troll grinned and swung his club, going for my head. I pulled my blade out of the air, Parrying his attack. I summoned a second blade in my offhand, thrusting into the bastard’s kidney.

“Why didn’t the master want me to attack?” Asked the nymph.

“Didn’t want you burning his shield, it might come in handy,” I pried the wooden shield out of the dead troll's hands.

We had a moment to regroup. Ryder summoned a clone for us. I handed the shield to the clone and had her take the head, useful for fodder and bait. Lily and the nymph settled in behind the clone, ready to fire from afar. And I kept with Ryder and Tek in the way back, in case anyone came from the rear.

As the clone exited the east wing, two guards smashed their club down, pounding against the shield. The clone held her ground, the shield absorbing the blows, but the clone's presence in this world began to fade.

“I’m running low on magic here,” Ryder shouted from the back, “I can’t keep her up much longer.”

“Fire!” I bellowed, at the nymph, “Burn them all, forget the clone.”

“Yes master,” the nymph spread her arms out wide, a cone of flames bursting forth incinerating the clone as well the two guards.

I took the clone’s place and led the group into the prison office. The clerk turned in his chair, “shit…” His face dropping at the sight of us baring our weapons and flames. “Just go,” he raised his hands in the air, defeated. Not paid enough to risk his life.

“Thanks,” I patted the big bellied troll on the back. He mumbled something offensive and went back to scratching his belly and filling out paperwork.

“Garth! We’re leaving,” I shouted as we exited the prison. Nothing... “Garth!” I screamed again.

“Fuck, I’m coming…” Garth came skipping from behind the stonewall, in the midst of pulling his trousers up, “Didn’t even get to finish.” He buckled his belt and joined the group. “Oh, who’s this?” Garth eyed the nymph.

I waved a hand and the nymph vanished, “Sorry, she’s not for you,” I said.

“Bummer,” pouted Garth.

Ryder pulled out a vial filled with blue liquid and took a swig, handing the rest to me. I downed the bitter liquid finishing it off. Out of nowhere, Tek collapsed onto the ground, screaming and rolling in pain.

“Fuck, he’s been hit,” Garth grabbed the arrow sticking out of Tek’s leg, “One.. two..” Garth yanked the arrow out, Tek let out a blood curdling howl.

“The watchtower,” Lily pointed. Another arrow came sailing from the distance, missing. Garth scooped up Tek and heaved him up onto his shoulders taking off into the woods. I summoned up a bow, firing at the tower alongside Lily as we backed away. A troll archer fell through the air and hit the ground with a deafened thud.

Once safely settled within the cover of the woods we slowed down, though we each kept lookout, scanning in all directions.

“How bad is it?” I asked.

“He’ll live,” said Garth.

Ryder pulled out a red vial, this time opening Tek’s mouth and pouring the liquid in. Red goo dripped down his chin as he swallowed, coughing a bit of the potion up onto Garth’s armor.

“That should help the pain and bleeding,” said Ryder.

“Thank you,” said Tek, his voice a bit weak, “I think I can walk now,” Tek tapped Garth’s shoulder. “Who are you guys? How did you know I was in there?”

“You were on the quest board,” I said, “we needed a bit of practice, some gold… so here we are.”

“A quest board?” Tek looked a bit hurt and sad.

“Yeah, why?”

“Guess my father didn’t care enough to hire someone personally,” said Tek, “Just take me to the quest office so you can get your reward and we can part ways. I’ve got some thinking to do.”

“That’s the plan,” said Garth, without an ounce of sympathy.

I felt a bit awkward handing Tek over for a sack of gold, felt like I was collecting a ransom more so than doing the right thing and saving someone’s life. The whole process was very impersonal. I had to agree with Garth, this did not feel like questing or an adventure at all, just a routine. It was far more fun moving through the regions freely, finding and experiencing what naturally arose there. It was a good thing that was the last quest of that sort our group would be taking on. We were now, or so we believed, more than prepared to begin our true quest, the one we had chosen for ourselves. Even if it was a bit ridiculous.

Ryder went to the wharf alone to secure us a ship and a crew. We figured it best if she went alone. So she could deal with them, High Elf to High Elf. The rest of us of course remained at the tavern, a bit of extra gold weighing us down. A problem that Garth was more than happy to solve.

“Another round,” blurted out Garth, already on his way to drunkenness. “And get another for the bard, on us!”

The bard in the corner tipped his puffy hat and went back to strumming on his harp, doing his best to fill the crowd with a joyous ballad, though they paid little attention to him as Garth managed to become the center of attention, paying for drinks and meals.

“Did you really survive the Troll Prison,” swooned a busty Elf, crawling her way onto Garth’s lap.

“Sure did, piece of cake for an adventurer like me,” he grinned.

“If I recall correctly you remained outside the prison and just-”

“Shh- shh- shh-,” Garth shoved his hand in my face, cutting me off.

I let it go and let him have it, might as well let us all enjoy ourselves tonight, who knows what happens next.

“You were there too, right?” The Elf leaned over Garth and placed a hand into my lap, “the hero who rescued the ambassador’s son.”

“Screw heroism,” I said, removing her hand. “I did it for gold, to afford a different life. If you ask me, being a hero here seems more like a job than anything real.”

I wasn’t sure what I was exactly trying to say but I think I managed to get the essence of it down. The Elf pouted and tuned most of what I was saying out.

“I’ll be your hero,” said Garth, pulling the Elf back into his lap, kissing up her neck.

“How very wise…” came a female’s voice from behind me, her words sounding more patronizing than praising. A finger trailed across my shoulders, I turned and saw no one there, just a crowd of revelers enjoy their drinks.

“I hope you aren’t thinking about causing too much trouble now…” said the voice. I looked around once more but again saw no one. I nudged Garth, trying to get his attention but he just waved me off, going back to his new friend.

“I told you I was keeping an eye on you…”

“Tyche!” I jolted out of my chair, drawing the attention of the crowd. The looks didn’t matter, my heart raced in my chest. Why was she here, was she following me? I grabbed Lily from the other table and pulled her along up stairs, shutting the door behind us.

“Tyche is here,” I said, placing my hands on my knees, trying to catch my breath.

“Are you sure?” Asked Lily.

“Positive. She keeps telling me not to cause any trouble but I have no idea what that even means.”

“I think it means we’re on the right track,” said Lily. “It means you’re actually on your way to doing something.”

“But what am I doing? It was a question to which neither myself nor Lily had an answer. “Well… it doesn’t matter though. I’m not going to stop. I gave that up when I fumbled my way into this world.”

“Maybe that’s just it,” said Lily, “To you this is just a game you’re passing through. You’ll never be able to shake what you know. No matter what happens around you, no matter how attached to it everyone else is… you won’t be. And maybe that can be troubling.

“Maybe, but it still doesn’t matter. We’re going to the wharf, we’re killing the mammothadon and we’re getting into the tavern. We haven’t let Tyche get in our way yet and there’s no reason to believe she will any time soon.”

“Wonderful,” clapped Lily, “Absolutely wonderful speech,” she was poking fun, but in an endearing way. “If that’s settled then, how about we go back and enjoy the day.”

If I wasn’t going to let Tyche affect me, was there really any reason to think about her, worry about her. No need to give up energy worrying over something so useless, I could only control what I do and that’s it. And I was certain on what I wanted to do. As I entered into the crowd down below. Tyche remained, continuing to whisper. I paid her no mind, didn’t look for her, didn’t stop to listen. I grabbed a tankard and sat back down next to Garth.

“Tomorrow we sail,” I said, raising my tankard.

“And tonight we drink,” added Garth, clanking his tankard into mine.

As the day winded down into night, Ryder returned with all our affairs in order. We had a ship, a crew, and a captain. All willing to aid us in our exploration for the northern tip of the continent. Not even in my old life, had I traveled by sea before. I grew up in a landlocked city, all I knew was buses and trains. I just hoped I had the stomach for it.




Chapter 9

The wharf teemed with life. Burly High Elves loaded and unloaded ships, waves knocked against the docks, and I sat with my legs dangling over the edge admiring our ship and patiently waiting for the crew to finish getting everything in order before boarding.

“The Weeping Minnow,” said Ryder, joining me at the edge of the dock.

“What?”

“The ship, that’s the name… after losing her husband, Captain Marsha turned to a life on the seas. Something about the ocean and filling it with the tears of grief,” said Ryder.

“Umm… okay?” I wasn’t quite sure why I was being told all this.

“...the grieving tears of her enemies…”

“Eh?”

“She’s a pirate, I hired a pirate to take us to the northern tip,” said Ryder.

“Oh,” I shrugged, “As long as we get there, right? I don’t care if it's a pirate or a troll or whatever.”

“I’m telling you this,” continued Ryder, her feet splashing in the warm ocean water, “because, while she’s paid off the High Elf Officials and is safe here, once we’re out on the seas it may not exactly be smooth sailing. She’s a wanted criminal and a high prize for other pirates.”

“Then I suppose we’ll just have to keep our guard up. This is what we prepared for isn’t it?” I asked.

“I thought we were preparing to kill a mammothadon,” said Ryder.

I shook my head, “since I first ran into Garth it’s been adventure after adventure, with no real way of knowing what I might run into next. At this point I just kind of accepted it. Run into enemies… Friends going separate ways… it all happens and you just got to be ready for when it does.”

“Hey! You land lovers gonna sit there all day or come aboard,” shouted Garth from the main deck.

“It's a landlubber,” I shouted back, picking myself up. “Ready?” I asked Ryder, offering my hand and helping her to her feet.

“Ready,” Ryder nodded back.

“No, it’s definitely a land lover,” Garth laughed to himself.

We climbed aboard The Weeping Minnow, Garth and Lily both already settled in and waiting for us.

“Alright listen up,” boomed Captain Marsha’s voice as she sashayed her way over to our group, her back straight, her bust pushed up by a corset, long hair resting a bit messily underneath her feathered cap.

“Stay out of the crew's way, and let them do their job. And as you may have noticed I captain a crew of all females. Each one a widow like me.”

Marsha moved in front of Garth, her eyes like lasers as she stared him down.

“Any funny business and I will personally cut your cock off and feed it to the sharks, understand?” Marsha unsheathed her sword and held the blade between Garth’s legs.

Garth nervously swallowed his spit and silently nodded. I’ve never seen him without his confidence before, not a good look for him. The fact that she singled him out between the two of us surely meant that he, within ten minutes of being onboard, had tried to bed at least one crew member. Though I wouldn’t be surprised if the number was much higher than that.

“Good,” said Marsha, lowering her weapon.

I had to admit I was probably more scared of the Captain than Garth was. Though that may be hard to believe. He refused to speak to a single crew member, keeping his conversations solely amongst the group. Very out of character for someone like him, though he did continue to drink whenever the chance arrived. I however refrained from drinking, afraid the rocking of the ship would only quicken the inevitable vomiting.

All in all, I suppose we couldn’t have asked for a better day to begin our new journey. The seas were calm, the clouds offered a cool coverage from the sun, and other than the Captain, the rest of the crew welcomed us warmly. And I, unlike Garth, had no intentions of sleeping with the crew. Besides, if that desire really arised, there was always the fire nymph to help me cool off. Which as I thought about it, seemed only right to show her this peaceful part of the journey as well. Since she would surely be helping us slay the mammothadon. I wouldn’t feel right if I only brought here around when we needed help with the dirty work.

Lily had undressed down to her underwear, laying out on the deck, soaking in a few rays as the clouds passed. The sight of which was more than enough fuel to fill me with the passion needed to summon the nymph. As I began the summoning Captain Marsha rushed out of her quarters.

“Who the fuck is burning down my ship,” she shouted. “You!” Marsha grabbed my collar, shaking my entire body as the flames vanished and the nymph took form.

“Release the master,” the nymph flourished her fingertips, flames licking the air.

“Like hell, mutinous pigs,” Marsha brandished her weapon.

I gazed around the ship, searching for help. The crew went back to whistling while they worked. Garth shoved his face into a tankard. Even Lily spared only a glance before laying back down. No one was about to put themselves in front of the Captain’s sword on my behalf.

“I- I- I- wasn’t trying to burn down anything,” I said. “I just wanted to show my familiar how amazing it is out on the ocean,” I tilted my head toward the nymph.

Marsha let go of my shirt, “sorry, never had strangers on my ship before. But no flames…”

The nymph put her hands down and fluttered next to my side. It was agreed, no flames. I could understand Marsha’s over protection. We were strangers, she was in charge of the well being of the entire crew. It was best to just tow the line and arrive at the northern tip with as little hiccups as possible.

“If you didn’t summon me to burn anything, then does that mean the master wishes to play?” Asked the nymph.

“What? No. I just thought… you know… you’d want to see what we were up to or something, I don’t know. Relax on the ship with us. I don’t know anything about you, hell I don’t even know your name.”

“Master hasn’t given me a name yet,” said the nymph.

“Well, yeah but don’t you have one of your own.”

The nymph shook her head.

“How about Libby?” I asked.

“I love it! Why Libby?”

“Libby… libido… you’ve got a lot of that.”

Garth let out a haughty laugh, and I promptly told him to “shut it.”

As our group enjoyed the view of the night sky from the deck, it was a good thing we had Libby amongst us. Unfortunately my plan to enjoy sailing without any hiccups did not go so well, nor did my plan to give Libby time to just simply enjoy some company. A large crash alerted the Captain and the crew as they came flooding onto the deck. By then it was already too late. Another ship, albeit smaller than ours had kareened its way aside our own.

“All hands!” Shouted Marsha, “Yemma, run a shot across the bow. Molly, furl the masts. Somebody fucking drop anchor.”

“What the hell’s going on,” said Garth, jumping to his feet, clutching his axe.

Marsha lengthened her spyglass, peering at the ship. “The wolf-kin raiders,” said Marsha, “Half-beast, Half-man, all about to die.” Marsha held to a blade in her right hand and a blunderbuss in her left.

The sound of metal scraping against wood filled the deck as grappling hook after grappling hook sunk into the ship's railing. A gun fired back, followed by a shriek of pain. Molly collapsed onto the deck, caressing her wounded shoulder.

“Get her down below,” shouted Marsha, firing back, this time not as a warning. Lily climbed her way up to the crows nest, bow between her teeth, providing us cover from above.

Garth and I nervously ducked behind the railing, gunshots firing above us.

“Fire nymph,” commanded Marsha, “forget what I said, see those ropes? Light ‘em up.”

“I only take orders from the master,” said Libby, crossing her arms.

“Whatever she says, just do it,” I demanded, my words harsh with worry and fear.

“Yes master,” Lily fluttered over the side of the ship, burning the ropes into ash as the wolf-kin clawed their way up, sending them into the sea below.

I peered over the edge of the ship. A robed wolf-kin flourished his arms, moving in a sort of dance. Water shot up from the sea, firing like a cannon, blasting Libby out of the air. She skittered across the deck, soaked from head to toe.

“You okay?” I crawled over to Libby.

“F- f- fine,” she mumbled, her arms crossed over her body, desperately trying to bring back her warmth. She opened her palm, still determined to fight back, but could only manage a lackluster spark that quickly died out.

“Damn it,” I conjured both swords, readying myself for when the enemy boards.

The wolves lowered their planks, rushing across toward us. Lily’s arrows hit their mark with ease as they tried to cross one by one. Yet the bastards did not stop, clambering over their fallen allies they rushed the deck and found their way onboard. Garth swung his mighty axe slicing through the encircling raiders. My back against his, I thrusted my blade, sinking it into the flesh of a bloodthirsty wolf-kin. Side by side, we cut our way through leather and fur clearing the deck. Tossing the bodies overboard.

“We’ve got to take the fight to them,” said Marsha, tilting a raiders head back and cutting his throat.

Ryder multiplied herself, sending clone after clone across the plank. The rest of us safely marched behind waiting to strike. The moment we boarded them, the tides of battle shifted. The raiders saw their defeat and hurried to abandon ship. Marsha fired her gun, picking off the stragglers. I scoured the deck, searching for the caster, the one that harmed Libby. He slid his way down into a rowboat, but I refused to allow him the honor of escaping. I dismissed the swords and opted for the bow. Drawing back, I released an arrow, the force knocking him into the sea. He took control of the water, using it to propel himself onward.

“No you fucking don’t,” I released another arrow, aiming for the back of his head. The arrow of light ripped through the caster’s skull, his body floating lifelessly on the water he once commanded.

The remaining raiders surrendered, dropping their weapons, hands raised in the air. Marsha looked over the group of willing captives. Ragged and snarling wolf men looked up at her begging for mercy or pity, of which Marsha had none, not for them. However, there was one she did not dispose of.

“What is your job here? Or should I say, was your job?” Marsha asked the trembling wolf-kin. This one was no raider, but an unarmed female, her tail tucked between her legs.

“I serve the crew, in any way they desire,” she said.

“You may choose,” said Marsha, “I will allow you to head safely to the lifeboats and let chance decide whether you live or die... and you can continue to be their whore… or join my crew and sail with me and your body will forever be yours to give to who you desire.”

The captive lowered her forehead to the ground, “I choose to join you, Captain.”

Marsha sheathed her weapon and raised the women to her feet. “Now, where’s that nymph?” Asked Marsha as we returned to our ship. “Burn the remains and keep sailing.”

After our run in with the raiders we all went into separate cabins hoping to sleep off the rest of the night and put an end to the hiccups. And all was going well enough as I laid myself down on my cot, listening to the waves slapping against the hull of the ship, the sound lulling me closer and closer to sleep and then… the door to my cozy little cabin creaks open and I just want to shout at whoever it is about to wake me up. Even if it’s Lily, I just needed sleep.

But it wasn’t Lily. It was someone I did not expect at all. The female wolf-kin slunk her way into the room, her sharp fingernails dragging against the wood frame.

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, pulling the cover up to my chin like a frightened child.

Her claws tapped their way along the bed and up my legs, coming to a stop as she placed her palm over my heart, “I wanted to thank you,” she said, her furry ears pricking up, “for freeing me from the raiders.”

“Um.. well, we all helped. Are you just going around from cabin to cabin, sneaking up on people to thank them?” I asked, but also hoping she’d read between the lines.

She swept her tail across the mattress, curling it around my wrist, “No, just you,” she said.

I wrestled my hand free, wiping the tiredness from my eyes, “why me?” I let out an exasperated sigh.

“Because you killed Karr The Sorcerer… the other men aboard that ship, I could handle them, but not Karr he was truly a monster. You’re the one who truly rescued me, you’re my-”

Before she could get another word out my heart pounded in my chest, the sudden rush of adrenaline a shock to my system, jolting me awake. I threw the covers off my body, eyeing this stranger with great worry. This reaction just happened, it took over and I had no power over it. I just knew I had to get away but didn’t know why. I was starting to overheat and even removing the blankets wasn’t enough to cool me off.

“I need to get some air,” I said, pushing her aside. Which was only half true, I also needed to get away from her, I didn’t know why but I had to. My vision became blurred and reduced, the slightest movement of the ship nauseated me. I placed my hand onto the wall for balance, shuffling towards the only place I could think to go… Lily.

I entered Lily’s room and slammed the door shut behind me, waking Lily up from her slumber. Which I felt bad about, but I had to get away.

“What… is… it,” said Lily sleepily rubbing her eyes, scratching behind her cute pointed ears.

“It’s the same thing,” I said.

“What are you talking about?”

“Solexa… it’s her, the same exact thing. This all happened before,” I clutched my stomach.

“You’re not making any sense, and you don’t look so good,” said Lily, letting me slip into the bed with her. “Solexa is far away from here, I don’t get what you’re talking about. At all.”

“It’s her… but not her… it’s the same thing,” I rubbed my forehead between my thumb and forefinger, really digging into the flesh. “It’s all the same thing, and it’ll keep happening over and over again.”

Lily wrapped an arm around me, pulling me in closer, trying to offer some comfort which did little to help subdue my wild thinking.

“Do you know what samsara is?” I asked.

“No,” Lily responded.

“Me neither, not really… but where I’m from it’s the cycle of death and rebirth, at least as I understand it. But I’m experiencing that cycle here… now, not as death and rebirth but as the moments of this life. I’m stuck here, it’s the same pattern habitually reoccurring in only slightly different ways… but now I can’t even see the differences.”

The world around me started to spin, like the worst hangover one could imagine, followed by an intense blackness that dripped its way into empty space and clouded the dimensions.

“You really caused yourself a bit of trouble, didn’t you?” Tyche lifted me to my feet, my eyes meeting hers.

“What’s going on?” I asked, staring back at her. The skin that once cleaved to her bones sloughed off, melting away, dripping into the darkness until Death looked back at me.

“The patterns are very much the same. As above, so below,” spoke Death. “The cycle repeats at every level of being and non-being. You can’t end the cycle, you can only end your self,” Death handed me the same dagger that he presented me with on the first day that we met.

“Strangely enough, I don’t want to end it… I want to see this world through,” I said, handing the dagger back over.

Death let out a soft laugh, “I already know that. This won’t take you away from here,” he handed the dagger back over. “It will cut out the part of you that doesn’t belong here. It’s like you said, you aren’t a hero… you aren’t a chosen one. Cut out the now calcified remnants of your old soul, and you will have only ever been here, only ever known this realm. You will be just like the rest of them. You will no longer be burdened with being both god and man, but simply man.”

I held to the dagger, the point directed at my heart. There really wasn’t anything left to think about. I pierced the dagger through my chest, plunging it into my heart. The darkness dripped away, clearing my vision. Faint breathing filled my ears, I turned over in my bed, the ship gently rocking back and forth.

“I’m so happy I chose to give myself to you… freely… for the first time,” said the wolf-kin in bed next to me.

“Me too,” I replied, scratching behind her ear. Her body offered a soothing warmth as we cuddled, the ship rocking the two off us to sleep. As I closed my eyes I viewed my stats and levels, wondering if the raid on our ship had leveled me up any:

Class: Conjurer

Level: 28

Health: 200/200

Magic: 500/500

Skills: Conjure Weapon

Light Barrier

Summoning (Fire Nymph)

Only two more levels now until thirty. Then comes choosing a mastery and the

real fun can begin.




Chapter 10

I must have slept for an entire day, for when I next awoke the ship had already docked and the captain, the crew, everyone, had already left. Lily remained on the docks, most likely waiting for me.

“Where is everyone?” I asked, “fuck it’s cold here,” I added, rubbing my hands together.

“In town,” Lily pointed toward a few shanty buildings propped up along the shore.

“Let me guess, Garth’s at the tavern?”

“It’s the final one on his list,” Lily, grabbed hold of my hand, swinging it along with hers, “what do you say we get a drink?”

“Another tavern… another drink…”

“Another hour in the bedroom,” finished Lily.

“I can’t think of anything better than this,” I said.

Garth rushed to the door as Lily and I entered into the tavern, Ryder standing by his side. He shoved each of us a drink into our hands.

“Here we go, the final cup,” said Garth, raising his tankard.

“Don’t you have to bed a wench here too, you know, for it to count?”

“Already finished,” said Garth, “I had to go two whole days without, thanks to our prudish Captain. Didn’t take much to get the job done.”

“Very well,” I raised my tankard. “Tomorrow we shall be at World's End.”

“But today, we drink,” roared Garth, guzzling the mead in one full gulp. “Fuck, I love you guys,” said Garth, slapping me on the back.

“Yeah yeah, you too there buddy.”

“What do you say we sneak on upstairs for a little fun,” whispered Lily, pulling me aside, “Or are you still drained from playing with the wolf women last night. That’s right, can’t get one over me.”

“Well now,” Captain Marsha slithered her way between us, ale spilling out of her cup, “I certainly hope he isn’t too drained,” she tugged at my trousers. “Didn’t think I’d let you get away with your little transgression so easily did you?”

I gulped, fearing for my… cock, “But she wasn’t part of the crew. You only said no sleeping with the crew. And you made it very clear the wolf-kin would have to pass initiation before being official.”

“That I did,” said Marsha, walking her fingers up my chest, “and you still have your cock, don’t you? But you still bedded a woman on my ship without allowing your Captain to get first licks,” Marsha slid her tongue up my neck and brought her lips to mine. “But don’t worry, you can make it up to me,” she said, parting from me. “And don’t you worry either,” Marsha placed her hands on Lily’s hips, “I don’t mind sharing.”

“You little snake,” said Garth, pushing his way through the crowd. If Garth’s outburst meant he too wanted a little play time, well then forget it… at that point, I have to say, I’m out.

“Trying to sneak off with Captain, eh?”

“No- I wasn’t exactly trying to…”

“Forget it, I already tried and let’s just say she was serious about that threat. Now listen up,” Garth put me in a headlock.

Marsha leaned in and whispered into my ear, “when you’re done playing with Garth, come up stairs. Lily and I will be waiting for you. But I can’t promise we won’t start without you.” Marsha walked hand in hand with Lily, I watched the two of them bounce up the stairs. I bit my lip, feeling the pain of what I was missing out on.

“See that barbarian bastard over there,” Garth pointed to a mountain of a man sitting in the corner alone. “His tribe just pillaged one of the smaller colleges of magic. Showed me this tome he pilfered for teaching conjuration spells.”

Well in that case, I suppose Marsha and Lily could wait for me. Besides I’m sure they’re aren’t exactly bored up there together.

Garth brought me over to the barbarian’s table. I felt like a small child in the presence of its father as the barbarian stood out of his seat, his hand completely enveloping mine as we shook.

“So you’re the little mage who wants the book,” said the barbarian. “And what do you got for trade?”

I glanced over to Garth, I had nothing to trade, I only had the clothes I wore. Garth shrugged, offering no help in the matter.

“Hmmm,” the barbarian stroked his mighty beard, “How about the axe?”

“My axe… hell fucking no,” grunted Garth.

“Pfft, it’s wasted on the likes of you anyway,” said the barbarian.

“Like hell, this ain’t just some axe you swing around while howling and flailing. This is a precision instrument. What do you need an axe for anyway, just stick to your damn clubs,” Garth knocked into the table, mead spilling onto the floor.

The barbarian rose to his feet, slamming his fist down. The two of them heated up as they continued to argue with one another. And now I really wished I had just gone upstairs. As I slowly backed away, the two of them somehow came to an agreement; whoever could out drink the other would get the goods. It was such a mindless display of bravado that I had no intentions of sticking around to find out how it ends. I had much more pleasurable matters to attend to.

If Garth won, that’s great. If not, he better find some other way to help take down the mammothadon, with his bare hands if he has to, because I was not about to remedy the situation he foolishly got himself into. I continued to back away until I was out of sight, the two of them waving over a bar maiden to fill their cups. Once far enough away, I bolted up the stairs and went looking for the girls. Which wasn’t exactly too hard. By the sounds of it the two of them were already well into one another. There was no mistaking Lily’s moans.

I entered into the lust filled sight of Captain Marsha thick ass, her face buried between Lily’s legs. Lily with her back arched, hands gripping the bed sheets, moaned as her body shivered and squirmed.

“Looks like you made it,” said Marsha, sliding a finger into Lily’s pussy. “She’s all wet and ready for you,” Marsha removed her fingers, Lily’s juices glistening off them. Already in the heat of her horniness, Marsha wasted no time in removing my trousers, my cock hard at the sight of the two of them playing with each other. Marsha teased her fingers along my shaft, making my cock twitch, making me want it so bad.

“Mmm, not a bad cock,” said Marsha, giving me a stroke, “And I should know, I fucked men at every port.

Marsha opened her mouth and took my cock inside, her warm lips sliding down, taking me inch by inch. Marsha smiled up at me, my cock still in her mouth. She popped her lips off my dick, spit dangling in strands.

“Come on and fuck her,”said Marsha, yanking me onto the bed, “your captain demands it.”

“Aye aye, Captain,” I worked the tip of my dick against Lily’s dripping wet cunt. Each time my cock slid across that little clit Lily bucked her hips for more. Lily wrapped her legs around me, pushing against my back, forcing my cock into her sweet hole.

“Fuck yes,” moaned Lily, “stretch this tight pussy with your big cock.”

Marsha caressed Lily’s cheek, looking her into the eyes, “you want him to pound that pussy with that big cock, don’t you?”

“Yes, oh yes,” Lily nodded, “please… pound my tight little hole.”

I grabbed a handful of Lily’s tits, stroking my cock inside her warm wet cunt. Slowly at first but then picking up speed.

“That’s it,” said Marsha, her lips kissing Lily’s. “Give her that cock,” Marsha brought her mouth to mine, her tongue darting in. I picked up the pace, filling with lustful energy, pounding into Lily, our bodies slapping together. I wiped the sweat from my forehead, my breathing growing heavy, growling with each forceful thrust. Lily’s pussy gripped my cock, tightening, holding to it as I fucked her harder.

“Look at those perky tits bounce,” said Marsha, sucking on Lily’s nipples. Lily placed a hand on the back of Marsha's head, clutching her thick black hair.

“Fuck yes, such a tight pussy,” I groaned.

Marsha pulled me off Lily, “uh uh, don’t you dare cum inside of her.” Marsha squeezed my cock hard, really hard. “I’m the Captain here, you save that cum for me.”

“Yes Captain,” I said, shoving Marsha down onto her back. Licking up her neck and tasting her sweet lips. Lily crawled over, sucking her juices off my cock, coating her spit along my throbbing shaft.

Marsha got on all fours, presenting her ass for me to take. She reached back and spread her cheeks, her finger teasing at her wet hole.

“Give me that big cock, pound your Captain’s cunt,” demanded Marsha.

I grabbed Marsha’s thick ass, sliding my cock into her tight hole, the tip stretching her pussy wider as I sank all the way in.

“Damn Captain, you have such a good pussy,” I grabbed her hair, and wrapped it around my fist tilting her head back.

“Yes yes yes,” Marsha bounced her ass off my thighs, her thick booty jiggling so nicely for me. I gave her ass a slap, stinging the flesh. “Fuck yeah, harder,” Marsha cried out. “Fuck me like a whore.”

With one hand I pressed her face down into the mattress, the other placed on her back. The sounds of our sweaty bodies slapping into one another filled the room, mixing with Marsha cries of pleasure.

“I think she’s ready for that cum,” Lily whispered into my ear, her tongue licking, her breath warming my skin.

“Fuck yeah,” bellowed Marsha, “blow that thick load into my pussy,” she begged.

My entire body tensed, filled with the need to cum, the desire to explode inside of that warm pussy impossible to ignore or stop at this point. I slammed my cock deep into Marsha’s pussy, securing her body against mine. Allowing the cum to spray from my cock and fill her up. Lily removed my messy cock from the Captain’s cunt. Flicking her tongue along the tip, licking up the mix of cum and juices.

“Oh fuck,” I shivered, my cock so sensitive from release.

“Come on,” said Lily, jerking my cock faster, “I know you’ve got a little left for me.” I clenched my teeth, the pleasure almost unbearable. She angled my cock at her perfect tits, stroking another stream of white sticky cum out. My load splattering onto her chest, running down her tits and over her stiff nipples.

“I see why you’re so fond of this one,” said Marsha, licking her way up Lily’s tummy, up towards her thin lips. Lily closed, her eyes, humming her agreement, taking deep breaths as she settled herself.

“Do- do you want to help us take down the mammothadon?” Lily asked Marhsa, giving the Captain’s nipples a soft pinch. “I’ve seen you fight, with you we’d have a full group.”

Marsha pondered the proposition over, “what’s in it for me?” She asked. “A pirate doesn’t do a job unless the pay is worth it.”

“We’re going to present the kill to World’s End. Just think of the fucking we can do there,” said Lily.

“Hmmm, World’s End? I’ve heard the stories… if you really think we could gain entrance then you can count me in.”

After our bit of fun we went down to the tavern to get the rest of the group. Garth was passed out, his body on top of the barbarian’s, who was also equally unconscious. I grabbed a pitcher of cold water from the bartender and doused Garth, slapping him awake.

“Get the hell up, you lazy shit,” I said, my palm smacking against his cheek.

“Fuck…” groaned Garth, “Did I win?”

“No, you both lost,” I struggled, heaving him up to his feet.

“He’s still out. Hah! The book is ours,” said Garth, at first reveling in victory and then clutching his head in pain.

“Forget the book. You were out cold, this isn’t the time for making enemies.”

“Fine, but I still won.”

“Whatever.”

Ryder handed Garth an energy potion, forcing him to guzzle it down and cure his hangover. We would have to travel the rest of the way by foot. While the five of us were in charge of slaying the beast, Marsha had her crew caravan behind, tasked with loading up the kill and hauling it back to the ship. The crew didn’t come along to risk their lives for us, they were paid to do a simple job and that’s all they expected to do.

We marched through the snowy hills of the north. I kept close to Libby, basking in the warmth that radiated from the small fires she held in her hands. Lily kept ahead, using her skills as a hunter to track down the beast. Seeing the signs that the rest of us were blind too.

We came to a stop near a cave nestled into the mountainside. The heavy winds whipped our bodies with brutally cold air. I sure did miss the climate of the south. Even the swamps were a better alternative to this.

“This is the place,” said Lily. Heavy growling rolled out of the cave and over each one of us. Whether our chills were from the cold or the roaring beast, it was hard to say. “We’ll have to draw him out. If we go in, no doubt the beast will just barrel right over all of us at once.”

“Leave that to me,” said Ryder, conjuring up a clone. Ryder commanded her clone into the cave. Connecting her mind with the clones, watching through its eyes as it headed inside.

“So…?” Wondered Garth, tapping his foot impatiently.

After about ten minutes Ryder snapped out of the connection, the beast still safely in the cave.

“Fuck it’s huge,” Ryder scratched the top of her head.

“I know,” said Garth, smirking.

“What happened?” Asked Marsha, her blunderbuss twirling around her finger, ignoring the innuendo.

“It- it just stepped on me, like nothing, like an insect,” said Ryder, “let me try again.”

This time she summoned up two clones. Hopefully this time the plan doesn’t fail. The last thing we needed was Ryder draining herself of magic before the fight even had a chance to begin.

The two clones marched their way into the cave, marching to their death. After a few minutes one clone came sprinting out of the cave. The earth shook as the monstrous beast followed behind. The moment the clone exited into the daylight the mammothadon reared itself onto its hindlegs, bringing its hooves crashing down, shattering the clone into bits of light that dispersed into nothingness.

Garth lifted his axe above his head, roaring into the air, filling himself with a warrior’s rage. Garth slammed his axe into the beast's ankle, forcing its attention upon him.

“Positions!” Shouted Garth, taunting the beast further into the open. Lily and Libby kept their distance. Firing from afar. Arrows pierced into the creature’s thick hide, hardly a concern for a beast this big.

“Fucking hell, that thing is huge,” I said, sprinting behind the beast, taking up the rear, blades in both my hands. I stabbed into its hindlegs, the beast bucked, shaking me off with ease, sending me tumbling through the snow.

“Get up,” Marsha yanked me by the wrist, firing her blunderbuss, aiming between its eyes.

The beast lowered its head, swinging its mighty tusks, lifting Garth into the sky and knocking him off his feet.

Libby sent a blast of fire at the beast, incinerating large patches of fur, the smell of burning flesh wafting through the frigid air. While Garth scrambled to his feet, trying to regain his position, the mammothadon focused down Libby. Opening its maw, the beast howled, a breath of frost freezing over the land, reducing the incoming flames into pitiful puffs of smoke. The freezing breath crept its way through Libby’s body, stunting her casting. Without her warmth casting spells was going to be a real issue for Libby.

My first reaction was to run to Libby’s side, but I couldn’t. I had to stick to the plan, we all knew what was at stake here. I had to find a way to slice my way through, hit it where it's most vulnerable, but getting close was no easy task. Ryder sent in a clone to taunt the beast before it could do any more damage to the rest of us, granting Garth enough time to get back on his feet and take the lead.

“Is that all you got,” roared Garth, he twirled his axe, distracting the beast and forcing it to face away from the group.

“It’s useless,” said Lily.

“Just keep firing,” commanded Marsha.

At this rate we’d be here for weeks trying to slowly tire the thing out, that is if we didn’t all get killed first. Libby’s warmth returned, her wings fluttering once again, allowing her to take flight but her magic remained weakened by the frost.

“Libby! Can you fly me up top?” I asked, pointing to the back of the beast.

“I can try,” said Libby, dizzily flying towards me, scooping me up in her arms, my legs dangling as we lifted into the air together.

The mammothadon slashed its tusks through the air, trying to swat Libby and I out of the way. Libby weaved and dodged, moving with a dancer’s grace.

“Just a little closer,” I said.

The beast stood on its hindlegs, kicking its hooves, focusing down the two of us. Garth whipped his axe out in front. Impaling the beast, the axe lodging into its chest, red blood spotting the white snow. The beast flicked a hoof out forward, Garth crossed his arms, taking the full brunt of the blow.

“Now!”

Libby released me, sending me falling through the air, tumbling as the frigid winds whipped past me. I flashed my blades away, conjuring two ice pickaxes, piercing them into the side of the beast, holding on for the life of me. I climbed my way up. Wrenching the one axe free, stabbing into its hide, followed by the next... all the way until I was on the creatures back.

“Fuck yeah,” shouted Garth, “go for the throat.”

“What do you think I’m trying to do,” I said, struggling to keep my balance.

I crawled on all fours, slowly moving my way toward the beast’s head. Chasing down Garth, the mammothadon lunged forward, headbutting the side of the mountain. I lurched forward, frantically trying to grab hold of something…. Anything. I wrapped my arms around its thick tusk, my body swinging freely.

“How you doing up there buddy?” Asked Garth.

“You’re blocking my shot,” cried out Lily.

“Cut me a fucking break,” I yelled back.

“Just cut its throat,” said Ryder.

“I’m gonna cut yours,” I took a deep breath in, my lungs burning.

“Whoa, no need for that,” added Marsha.

With whatever strength I still had left I pulled myself up, holding to the tusk with my legs. I conjured up the largest two-handed sword one could imagine while in a state of fear and panic. Using my body’s momentum I swung myself off the tusk, slamming the sword deep into the mammothadon’s neck. The weight of my body pulling down on the blade, dragging the sword across the beast’s neck, ripping open a wide gash. My grip loosened, slipping and sipping until the weapon dispersed back into nothingness.

“Get up,” roared Garth, grabbing hold of my wrist, dragging me through the snow as the beast wobbled to and fro. The earth quaked as the beast crashed to the ground.

“We did it,” I broke into laughter, looking up at Garth.

“Yeah we did,” Garth pulled me to my feet and embraced me, his armor so cold it chilled my bones.

My job was done. Now it was up to Marsha to command her crew to haul the kill back to the ship. My body sore and aching, I crawled on top of the mammothadon, cuddling up into its warm fur.

“Carry.. Carry me to the ship,” I said, pointing in the wrong direction. Closing my eyes, slipping into the darkness. “Don’t- don’t wake me up… okay?”




Chapter 11

As per usual I managed to sleep entire days away. Which is one of the perks of being an adventurer. Almost get yourself killed and then enjoy as much time as you’d like relaxing into nothingness. But the hard work was done, the quest we had set for ourselves for the most part completed. Now to let Marsha sail us to World’s End where I can finally spend the rest of my days suspended in eternal relaxation and lust filled fantasies. And do it with all those who joined me on this journey.

Marsha docked our ship, the lone island of World’s End was a beautiful tropical paradise. No worries, no monstrous beasts, no overly ambitious heathens doing whatever it takes to carve out a piece of the world for themselves. Whatever the citizens of World’s End were before arriving here didn’t matter. Whether they were ruthless assassins or fearless heroes they all had one thing in common. They were over the hustle and wanted to just enjoy the delights that life had to offer.

We had a meeting with Magistrate Nex, who was incharge of deciding whether we were worthy of joining the community. The five of us stood in an almost empty room, nothing but a chandelier gently swinging from the ceiling over a mahogany desk to keep us company. Nex walked in, his long black robes flowing behind him.

“First, I would like to thank you all for the gift you brought us,” the Magistrate moved to his desk, and fiddled with something in the drawers. “But that alone does not grant one residence. It is not your deeds that determines your place here, but your heart.”

We all watched silently, the nerves causing me to shake as Nex pulled out a jade green dagger.

“So…. Who would like to be first,” said Nex, the dagger twirling between his fingers.

Garth stepped forward, “I’ve been waiting far too long for this moment.”

“Very well,” Nex stepped in front of Garth, looking him up and down. He cut the front of Garth’s shirt, revealing his chest. Next he pressed the blade against his exposed flesh, slicing down, blood dripping onto the floor. Nex placed his hand onto the wound, the Magistrate’s eyes rolled into the back of his head, the whites glowing a bright blue.

Nex snickered while caught in some type of trance, “drinking… fucking…” his voice echoed. “Go… join the fun…” said Nex, the lights returning back into his eyes, shoving Garth out of the room.

“Who’s next,” said Nex moving between each of us. He stopped at Marsha and yanked her forward, cutting her blouse open, dragging the dagger across her flesh. “Pillage… Queen of the Seas…” Nex removed his hand from her chest. “Go back to your ship. There’s no gold here, no title to achieve… this will never be your home.”

“But-” Marsha put her hands up trying to get a word in as Nex pushed her out of the room.

“Looks like your next,” Nex said to Ryder. Ryder grimaced as the dagger pierced her soft flesh. “Intellegent… skilled… There’s nothing here to learn, go back to your kingdom, go back to your books.” Ryder surrendered to his judgement, her shoulders stooped as she willingly left.

“Only two left. It’s not looking so good for your group,” said Nex.

“Let's just get this over with,” said Lily, as strong as she tried to sound, I could sense a weakness in her voice, a worry.

Nex sliced across her chest, “lust… the hunt… There’s no beasts to tame, no trophies to claim. Go back to the woods.”

“Wait!” I interjected, trying to pull Nex off Lily as he pushed and shoved her. Lily, speechless, looked to me for help.

“Off,” shouted Nex, slapping my hands away, “my judgement is final,” he shoved Lily out of the door and slammed it shut.

“And one remains,” smirked Nex.

Nex grabbed my collar, yanking me in. “Let’s see who you really are,” Nex slashed his dagger across my chest, the pain shocking my entire body. He placed his open palm on the wound, blood coating his fingers. I looked into his eyes as they glossed over. The world swirled dizzily around the two of us. My entire life laid out before me.

Lily… moaning, her warmth wrapped around me as we made love in the trees. Garth putting me in a headlock, his laughter filling my ears. Solexa, her tongue tracing over my flesh. A boar bleating, a cup of tea.

The human kingdom of Steelshire, the kingdom I grew up in. The stone towers fading, Nex standing before me, his face morphing into another’s, one that I’ve seen somewhere before, some time before but couldn’t place where or when.

“It’s time for your evaluation…”

“My evaluation…”

I blinked my eyes open, Nex kneeling on my chest, cutting off my breathing.

“You don’t belong here, who are you?” He held the dagger to my throat. My eyes went wide with fear. The point of the dagger pressing into my neck, a drop of blood trickling down. The reality of two seperate lives funneled into me, each one fighting for its place within me.

“Neat little artifact, isn’t it?” He said of the dagger pressing the point ever harder.

I grabbed Nex’s wrist, removing the dagger from my neck. I bucked my hips and twisted, flipping Nex underneath me, wrenching the dagger out of his hand.

“I wouldn’t know.. Never seen it before in my lives,” I said, pressing the blade against his throat, “I know where I belong, I don’t need your judgement,” I sliced the jade dagger across his neck, spilling his blood, my sleeves soaking up his draining life force.

A void ripped open in aether, shadows of a far away world flashed inside it. I lifted the Magistrate’s body and shoved him through the portal. I looked the dagger over, and then chucked it into the void, the tear sealing itself up, closing permanently.

I had no reason to rush out of the chamber, as far as being in any danger goes. Nobody here would even remember the Magistrate existed. I ran to make it back to the ship in time to meet up with the others. The people I belonged with and to.

“What happened?” Asked Lily, the wound on her chest still trickling blood. “Did Nex throw you out too?”

“Who?” I questioned, having never heard that name before.

“What?” Asked Lily, confusion settling on her face.

I looked around the ship, “Captain, where to next?”

“Wherever you like,” said Marsha, “got enough gold from the kill to sail practically anywhere.”

“How about the bedroom?” I offered, smiling.

“Fuck, you know you don’t need any gold for that,” laughed Marsha.

“And that’s why it’s my favorite activity,” I said, taking hold of Lily’s hand. “We’ll be waiting for you… whenever you're ready, come join us.”

“Oh, I’m gonna come,” laughed Marsha.

“Not if I come first,” I yelled back, Lily racing behind me toward our cabin.

I ripped Lily’s clothes off, pushing her down onto the bed. The scar on her chest sealing itself shut, vanishing as if it never existed. I cupped her perfect tits in my hands, bringing her nipples to my mouth, sucking and licking.

“Fuck,” moaned Lily, her fingers running through my hair.

I spread her legs open and settled between them, slapping my hard cock against her clit. “Let’s finish before Marsha gets here,” I whispered.

“You’re so mean,” laughed Lily, pressing against my back, sinking my cock deep into her tight cunt.

“I don’t see you slowing down any,” I said, thrusting harder and harder.

“Oh fuck,” Lily’s tits bounced as I pounded her sweet hole. “Then you better hurry up and cum inside me,” Lily whispered back.

“Not a problem,” I gripped her soft flesh, and clenched my teeth, “I’ve been practicing.”

“I don’t think that’s something to brag about,” said Lily, wrapping herself around me, our two bodies becoming one.
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