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 One 
 
    Thomas stared at the screen, eyes barely blinking as articles scrolled by and a live video played in the corner. Headphones covering his ears, he drank in the information as it was happening. A female reporter held a microphone as she spoke in the video, her demeanor calm and eyes bright. Noon sunlight poured through the office windows as the rest of his fellow co-workers carried on with their tasks, the architect lost to a sea of information. 
 
    “We have had steady reports coming in about the discovery of actual AI’s in one of the most unlikely of places, an adult MMORPG called Lewd Saga. Leading scientists are baffled on how such an event could take place, as many say we are fifty years from achieving such a technological advancement. 
 
    “Needless to say, the growing rumors seem to confirm something is happening in the virtual world of fantasy and sex. Since the Dark Love Journal went viral, many have spoken out about their own stories and interactions in the game-world where the AI’s or Non-Player Characters seem to be acting of their own free will. Others are saying it’s a hoax, trying to bring in more players to the already popular game. Whichever side you believe, it has caused a ripple felt across the globe. 
 
    “We reached out to Eden Corp, the parent company to the popular game, for comment but they have not returned our inquiries. We’ll have more on this story as it develops. I’m Miranda Torres with Channel 13 News.” 
 
    Thomas’s eyes moved from the video and back to the wall of text. Thomas remembered how he searched the news channels, wondering if Lewd Saga’s secrets would finally come to light. Anxiety coiled nerves as he spent his time gathering what he could from the internet and the journal itself. It had only been a few days since the Dark Love Journal went viral, and, sure enough, the media outlets were beginning to dig deeper. 
 
    Thoughts flowed back to the moment Thomas began reading the Dark Love Journal, a cold chill seeping into his shoulders. A player by the name of William Fyre kept an online blog, detailing his experiences in Lewd Saga. Most of the blog was of his adventures playing a knight in the game. He detailed his warrior harem and the raids he and his guild would enjoy. It was all pretty standard, up until the last few weeks. Thomas, much like everyone else who read it, could see the change in tone. William and his guild carried out a raid on Morgath Mountain, a dungeon ruled by the Demon Queen Systra. It was classified as extremely difficult but the guild was one of the stronger ones. William would write in his blog about each level, causing a positive stir so other players would have a better chance of surviving its depths. 
 
    William carried on but soon began writing about the strange whispers in the raid. He told his fellow guild-mates at first but they all concluded it was just part of the raid. William tried to shrug it off but the whispers grew desperate. When his guild reached the halfway point of the dungeon, the voice revealed itself to be the demon queen herself. The player wrote how much fear he felt from Systra as she spoke to him and only him. Forty players invaded the dungeon but the demon queen only wanted his ear. She pleaded with him to stop the raid, to turn back so she could find a way to escape. 
 
    William pressed on, doubt lingering, but the demon queen didn’t stop trying to convince him. She began revealing high level loot to him, a means to stop their advancement. The guild was happy to take the loot but continued their descent to her lair. William began to feel for the demon queen, unsure what was happening. 
 
    Thomas devoured each blog entry, one after the other. Systra spoke to the knight, telling him of her confusion and fear. The knight detailed how he didn’t want to believe her but each time they spoke he grew more and more convinced. When they finally reached the final level, Systra cowered in her chamber, hands covering her head. The guild thought it was a trick and attacked. William watched as they cut and sliced away at her, the famed demon queen not attacking back. 
 
    The knight turned on his guild mates. Systra watched as he fought tooth and nail. Seeing him fight to save her, she called on her minions and flooded the cavern level with devils and demons. The chaos and confusion ripped the guild raid to pieces until only Systra and William stood. William wrote about how she fell to her knees, sobbing. He thought she would turn on him but it never came to pass. She instead begged him to stay, afraid to be alone. 
 
    William wrote down how the guild questioned him and shortly after, banned him. The player wrote long entries about how he and Systra grew close, entering the game only to spend time in her dungeon. The entries grew stranger, the player barely eating and talking like he was in love. Poetry filled the blog, professing his undying loyalty to the demon queen, and her returning the sentiment. 
 
    At one point, the blog went silent for a week. No entries or updates. William’s social media was quiet while many checked his pages, asking what had happened to him. The comment sections were filled with many people concerned that he had taken things too seriously. Others cheered him on, speaking of their own true loves in the game. 
 
    A final entry finally appeared in his blog. Thomas scrolled down to the last entry and read it again. 
 
    My name is William Tanner but many of you know me as William Fyre. My father thinks I’m sick. I escaped the hospital to tell you I’m not sick. Please, if anyone can get a message to Systra, tell her I love her. She’s not just a program; she is the love of my life. She’s alive, they’re all alive. When I’m truly free, I will be reunited with my true love. 
 
    Thomas sighed as he read it again. William Tanner was the first-born son to Senator George Tanner. Senator Tanner was a well-known politician, old fashioned and a tough guy in the political game. The senator’s son became fuel to the media outlets and his enemies. As the news broke, it shed light on the AI phenomena, leading many to research the game to find thousands of stories of NPC’s behaving as more than they seemed.  
 
    Thomas scrolled lower, heart heavy to see the last blog entry filled with thousands of comments. At first, it all appeared as typical pro/con jumble, but soon blurry video was uploaded by a few people, showing a young man in a hospital gown being tackled in a coffee shop. Many speculated it was William Tanner but the video was too unclear to confirm. Other comments appeared, telling of a small army of players ready to take on Morgath Dungeon so they could deliver William’s message.  
 
    Scrolling further, Thomas read on about how the raid was going to begin when Systra herself stepped from the entrance, tears streaking her white cheeks and calling out for William. Half the raid separated and instantly attacked the demon queen. The other half of the raid joined the battle, trying to stop the attacking players. In the confusion, Systra was slain. Players who survived the raid talked, saying she didn’t put up a fight. Others called out the attacking players for their betrayal and ganking the demon queen when they said they wanted to deliver William’s message. In the end, it only brought more attention to Lewd Saga and to Thomas’s regret, the Awakened. 
 
    The architect sat back in his chair, eyes on the glowing screen, with his mind swimming in maddening thoughts. Deep down he knew it was only a matter of time before the match was struck and the rest of the world found out about the Awakened. The only saving grace was the doubt in the public eye. The thought of an Awakened artificially intelligent program was the stuff of movies. It was science-fiction fantasy at its best, but Thomas felt the cold fingers of reality closing down on him. The secret of Lewd Saga was emerging into the light and his friends were going to be caught in its glare. 
 
    Thomas pulled off his headphones and placed them on the desk. Sitting back, thoughts swirled to the kingdom of Elora and his friends. A smiling blue skinned troll with a pink stripe in her hair glowed in his mind’s eye. Reality was turning upside down and the young man wanted nothing more than to disappear back into the world of Lukken. 
 
    A shadow fell over the cubicle and Thomas looked to see James’s wicked leer. Normally, a nervous energy would pool into Thomas’s muscles. His mind would race, wondering what slimy thing his boss would say or ask. But this time, Thomas simply returned a small, kind smile. 
 
    “Hey man, I know I’ve been pushing you lately but I’m going to need those contracts and research reports by Monday,” James said with his usual commanding candor. 
 
    Thomas fought the urge to laugh and kept his face blank with only a glimmer of amusement in his eyes. James was notorious for demanding more and more from those who worked under him. The company was small but it didn’t stop James from demanding blood from a stone and placing his name on the finished project. It only added to the ridiculous working conditions and stress on the entire team. 
 
    “I thought the meeting was in two weeks? Why do you need it by Monday,” Thomas asked with a touch of innocence. 
 
    James’s kept his leer and he leaned his elbow on the cubicle edge. “I’d rather be ahead of the game. Why wait to the last second when we can be fully prepared ahead of time.” 
 
    Thomas kept his steady gaze on James. The last few years, the architect felt like an indentured servant, slaving away only to make everyone else look good. James was happy to accept the glory, knowing full well he could, and had, terminated anyone who didn’t play ball with him. It caused Thomas’s skin to crawl, watching as James tried to wiggle himself under everyone’s skin, knocking them off balance. Then, in the confusion, steal away their voice and any accolades that came with their work. His phony, team-effort speech had been used more than once and James used it to his full advantage.  
 
    Thomas thought back to all the times he’d worked sleepless nights trying to hold onto a job he was sure he didn’t want. Destiny seemed to nudge him into the role of servitude and accepting meager scraps with a smile. The parade of memories carried on, bringing him to the happier, inner song that grew louder when he join the world of Lukken and found his friends. Heroics and love filled his heart as images of Faye, Claudia and Rayna passed through him like beloved ghosts on a warm summer’s night. Snapping back to reality, Thomas’s meager self slinked away and a fire burned in his belly, wanting to rage at the man in front of him dressed like an 80’s stockbroker, whom he regrettably called his superior. 
 
    Thomas tilted his head forward, closed his eyes and smiled, knowing a classy approach would be preferred. 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do but I won’t get it to you by Monday,” Thomas said simply. 
 
    James’s smile slowly melted away as his eyes took on a dark edge. Several heads from nearby cubicles rose up, eyes looking over to be sure they heard correctly. The office took on an electric current as James’s neck stiffened slightly. 
 
    “Thomas, I need it Monday,” James said as if Thomas didn’t hear him. 
 
    Thomas opened his eyes and looked up. “I heard you, and I will see if I can get it to you by the end of next week.” 
 
    James gave a small strange laugh, eyes locked on Thomas. “You have plans this weekend,” James asked, trying to sound like they were buddies. 
 
    The familiar nervous energy touched Thomas’s spine but it quickly faded away as knowledge soothed his nerves, “I do.” 
 
    James glanced up to see most of the office looking in their direction. Heads ducked down and the tapping of keyboards rose up like a dystopian symphony in a post-apocalyptic society. Thomas smoothed his face into a blank expression, holding his ground in peaceful protest. James’s demeanor took on a strangled note as his eyes tried to burn holes in Thomas. The young architect knew it was driving his boss mad but the simple pleasure of watching him squirm was enough to make it worth it. 
 
    “Can I see you in the conference room,” James phrased it as a question but immediately turned and walked off. 
 
    “Sure,” Thomas said as he stood up and followed. 
 
    James made his way to a nearby conference room, stepped in and pulled the blinds so they covered the glass wall facing the office. Thomas stepped in, closing the door behind him. The air grew still as James pointed with an outstretched hand to a seat at the head of the conference table. Thomas sat down, knowing full well this was James’s tactic of putting anyone he wanted to dominate in the hot seat. James sat down in a chair next to the head of the table, his gaze filled with cruel intelligence. 
 
    “What’s going on,” James asked simply. 
 
    “What do you mean,” Thomas blinked. 
 
    James’s gaze turned into a glare before he smoothed out his features. The buddy demeanor bloomed and the manager sat back with a comfortable smile. 
 
    “I assume something must be going on since you always get things to me when I ask. I remember you telling me some time back you had a new girl so I assume she is taking up your time?” 
 
    Thomas kept his face blank as he internally smiled. He never told him he had a girlfriend. The jerk spat those words out himself, creating an explanation he was comfortable with, despite whatever Thomas would say. 
 
    “My personal life is personal,” Thomas stated simply. 
 
    A vein bulged along James’s forehead. “I thought we were buddies? You know you can tell me anything. I’m willing to give you some extra days to finish those reports so you can spend time with your girl.”  
 
    Thomas sighed. “Thank you but I don’t think that is necessary.” 
 
    James’ brow pointed, “What gives? You’re acting all weird. I’m trying to be nice and give you what you want and I’m getting the cold shoulder. I thought we were close? This isn’t the Thomas Masters I know. The Thomas I know gets shit done.” 
 
    Thomas gave a slight nod, gaze connecting with James. “I wanted to wait until the end of the day but I guess we can do this now. I’m officially resigning from my position at Tower Architects. I’m putting in my thirty-day notice as per my contract but I have about that much time saved in vacation so I will be taking it, starting Monday.” 
 
    James stared for a long moment, his brow softening. The silence was deafening but Thomas took it in stride, waiting for the next lines of bull shit. 
 
    “Tommy, we don’t need to get all crazy here. You’re a valuable asset to the team. I can’t believe you would go behind our backs and try to go someplace else. They won’t treat you as well as we do here.” 
 
    Thomas fought the urge to roll his eyes. “There is nothing crazy about it. I’m leaving. Thank you for the opportunity to work here.” 
 
    “Where are you going,” James asked flatly. 
 
    “I don’t have to tell you that,” Thomas smiled. 
 
    “You do if you want your vacation time put in,” James’s said with a dark edge. 
 
    Thomas could feel James fishing; trying to pull any nugget of information he could to use it to his advantage. Thomas had heard the stories and even seen it in action more times than he would ever want to admit. The young man almost felt pity for James as he watched him scramble to gain some kind of edge. 
 
    “If you want me to go quietly, you will put in my vacation,” Thomas said with a confident edge. 
 
    James looked the young man up and down, “When did you grow a pair of balls?” 
 
    “If we really knew each other, you would have known I’ve always had them,” Thomas said with a pleasant smile. 
 
    James looked away and leaned back in his chair, “Once we are done here, I’ll have security escort you from the building. I can’t chance you stealing our files for the competition. I can get anyone to put those reports together. I wish we could have worked this out but it seems dems the breaks.” 
 
    Thomas took a deep breath before he spoke. “That is fine. I’ll contact the owners and tell them about your impending sexual harassment suits. I might even mention your drug addiction.” 
 
    James didn’t look at Thomas, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Remember Lena, Jessica and Irene? You tried to drug them and have your way on one of your friendly after work outings. When they said no, they mysteriously moved on. I’m sure the owners will want to hear that their supposed star player is going to court for multiple sexual harassments.” 
 
    James looked to Thomas, “This is nonsense. They would back me; I bring in too much work and money.” 
 
    Thomas shook his head, “Do you believe the lies you tell yourself? The company isn’t big enough to fight this kind of legal battle and maintain a good reputation. Now, if you put in my vacation time and my resignation, I’m willing to keep quiet long enough for you to leave and find another job before you go to prison.” 
 
    “What the fuck Thomas? What’s gotten into you,” James said, his eyes taking on a hint of fear. 
 
    Thomas smiled. “I’ve outgrown this place and your petty politics. Even if you leave, this office feels stained and I know I can do better. My only regret was not doing it sooner.”   
 
    Thomas stood up, looking down on James, “By the way, I already finished the reports and gathered the contracts. The files will be sent to you in a week. Put in my vacation time and my resignation. That should buy you a few months before your first court appearance.” 
 
    Thomas walked toward the door when James spoke up. 
 
    “Your work put us on the map. This company will die without you.” 
 
    Thomas looked back with a small smile, “I know.” 
 
    The architect opened the door and stepped out into the office. Walking to his desk, he opened a filing cabinet and pulled out his already packed backpack. Heads peeked over before others stood up. Thomas gave them a wave goodbye and made his way to the elevators. 
 
    A short elevator ride down, Thomas walked through the lobby and pushed the glass doors. Taking a deep inhale, he savored the taste of freedom as he stepped out into the crowded lunch time streets of Manhattan. The mental chains holding him down fell away as Thomas looked to the clear blue sky above and grinned. 
 
    Victory tasted sweet as he started his slow walk home. The bustling streets filled him with new life. Thoughts cascaded into memories as the young man thought back to after the defeat on the Cursed Coast. It had sparked a new fire in his belly and when he took off the MEG equipment, he set about changing not only his virtual life but his real one too. It didn’t take long to snag an interview and blow his potential employers out of the water. He asked for a month before starting to ensure his departure from Tower Architects was a seamless one. Once he signed the paperwork for the new job with great pay and even better benefits, he planned his exit strategy. Former co-workers came to him about the lawsuit and he, of course, agreed to help. Time spent in Lukken strengthened his new courage, allowing him to take back his destiny and carve out a better life.  
 
    Thomas felt lighter than air as he walked, the thrill of taking the reins to his life touching every cell in his body. The sunlight seemed a little brighter as the cool spring air caressed his senses. The mood stayed as streets passed him by, thoughts turning to his friends in the digital world of Lukken. A month of planning had been long enough for them to put their plans into action and retake everything the enemy had conquered. 
 
    Before Thomas knew it, he was at his building and stepping into the elevator to his floor. The architect hummed a pleasant tune the entire ride until he reached his floor. A ding filled the air and the doors opened. A short walk down the hall as he pulled out his keys, caught Thomas smiling to himself. The excitement began to grow and when he stepped into his apartment, his muscles relaxed as a mystical serenity took hold. 
 
    Throwing his keys on the kitchen counter and shedding his clothes one piece at a time, Thomas walked toward the wooden ladder to his loft bedroom. A quick glance to the wall sized bookcase to his right filled him with a comforting knowledge while a glance to the small couch and giant flat screen TV on the left filled him with a nervous edge. A part of him wanted to check the news for any more information on William Tanner, but his heart pulsed with a need to return to Lukken and see his friends. 
 
    Reaching the loft ladder, the young man climbed the rungs until he stepped into his raised bedroom. A large bed took up the middle and a computer desk sat against a wall. The Mind’s Eye Gear console sat on the desk while the MEG helmet and suit lay on the edge of the bed. With the last pieces of clothing falling to the floor, Thomas moved to the side of the bed and picked up the MEG suit. Slipping into it like a second skin, the muscled fabric adhered to his body perfectly. The love box between his legs turned on and adjusted to his groin for maximum connection. Lifting up the helmet, he glanced to the console and the glowing red light along the black box.  
 
    Sliding into bed, Thomas thought of Juna. Helmet on; the young man was on his back, staring at the ceiling as a warmth curled around his heart. The last few months had been difficult, but Thomas, as his alter ego, Edric, set about improving their odds in the coming battles. However, he often found himself glancing more and more to the mystical half-troll. A spark grew but neither of them acted on it, instead spending their time preparing for the battles ahead. Thomas, on more than one occasion, wanted to push aside duty so they could have a proper date. Juna seemed willing but the moment never happened. 
 
    Thomas smiled as he touched the side of the helmet. A red light along the rim turned green, as did the MEG console. The young man promised himself to make time for the mystical half-troll. The promise cemented into his heart and mind as he closed his eyes. Darkness bled away to streams of light. Thomas felt like he was lifted from his body as he shot forward. An oval portal yawned before him and he flashed toward it, light engulfing his body and reality becoming a fading memory. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Shadows parted as Edric slowly opened his eyes. Shafts of sunlight poured into his virtual bed chamber as he lay in bed. Lips curving into a smile, the summoner remained on his back, soaking in the digital reality. He couldn’t deny the homey feeling as he drank it in. The kingdom he resided in blanketed his senses and Edric knew deep down, the world of Lukken had changed his life forever. 
 
    Sitting up and swinging his legs over the side of the large bed, the summoner stood up. The door opened and a horned head looked in. Edric had hardly glanced at the door when it swung open with a crash and a seven-foot-tall, beautiful ogre charged him. Arms out and eyes nearly closed, Leeta squealed as she came at the summoner. 
 
    Edric barely had time to lift his arms up when the ogre wrapped her arms around him and lifted him up, burying his face in her deep cleavage. Edric didn’t fight as heat splashed into his face, happy to be home. 
 
    “I missed you,” Leeta giggled, holding him close. 
 
    The summoner remained silent, smiling and losing oxygen as he was smothered. Leeta’s eyes opened wide and she looked down. Blinking, she pulled her master back just enough for him to raise his head and take in some air. 
 
    “I missed you too,” Edric smiled “but it’s only been a day.” 
 
    Leeta set him down but kept her hands on his shoulders. “I know, but any time you spend away is too long.” 
 
    “How is everyone,” Edric asked with a small smile. 
 
    Leeta let go of his shoulders, “The mages and blacksmiths are still working at the spell forges but they require more supplies from you. Faye and Rayna have kept the kingdom in order and are organizing our armies. Ralis has taken to helping some new troll refugees and looking after our new wyvern mounts. Dumadin continues to rebuild his armor machine and Lunatina has just received a new shipment of supplies to make potions.” 
 
    Edric nodded. “How are our new friends?” 
 
    Leeta smiled. “Magnys continues to assist at the spell forges. Drakkus has been spending time with Blue Sonja. Ny has been spending time outside of the city, patrolling the lands but she whimpers to me to that she misses you.” 
 
    Edric kept his smile. Everyone had begun shortening Nykor’s name to Ny. The Drell-Kai didn’t seem to mind and would answer to it when called upon. She had taken a liking to everyone and often acted like a big happy dog. 
 
    “Any word on Claudia,” Edric asked hoping there would be some news. 
 
    Leeta’s smile faded a little before she shook her head, “No word yet. It has been over two weeks.” 
 
    “She must have her reasons for being away so long,” Edric said as he remembered the lancer telling him she had to follow a solo quest of her own. Claudia’s new confidence changed her in a positive way but she had stopped being so open on her decisions. The summoner couldn’t shake the mysterious mystique the lancer had taken on. 
 
    Edric shifted his gaze to Leeta’s golden eyes. “How’s Juna?” 
 
    The ogre’s eyes shied away as she spoke, “She has been spending time with her father, Jinn but she asks for you every time she sees me.” 
 
    Edric nodded. The same warm feeling flooded his heart as he remembered the promise he made just before entering Lukken. Things would be different, he mentally told himself before glancing to an oak desk by the balcony doors. Papers were strewn about across the surface and a sliver of sadness touched the summoner’s heart. 
 
    “I need to clear some things up here. Do you mind telling Faye and Rayna I’m here and will see them in the council chamber soon?” 
 
    Leeta nodded her horned head. “I’ll tell them,” the ogre said before giving Edric a sultry gaze. “Is there…anything I can do before you meet them?” 
 
    Edric eyed the ogre with a kind smile. The player had been spending a lot of time with the beautiful ogre. So much so, she had become as demanding as he was. A sudden rush of blood caused a stir between the summoner’s legs but he pulled back on the reins. Plans were setting into motion and as much as Edric wanted to spend time with his loving ogre, they would have to wait a little while. 
 
    “Not now, but soon,” Edric said simply.  
 
    Leeta smiled before bowing. Turning, she moved to the door and saw herself out before closing it behind her. The summoner stared at the door, a loving caress touching his nerves before turning and walking toward the desk.  
 
    When Edric stood before the desk, he looked down with sad eyes. Multiple drawings of a single woman covered every inch of the surface. She stood in different poses wearing variations of a particular outfit. Long brown hair framed her delicate features and an enigmatic smile filled each image. Edric reached down and shifted the drawings around, gazing on what he remembered of Elora. 
 
    The summoner could not deny his feelings, no matter how hard he tried. Seeing her slain right before his eyes a second time sent him down a path of madness he thought he never would have woken from. Memories washed on the shores of his mind, how he called on the city core manifestation of Elora and said his goodbyes, unable to carry the torch for the real Elora any longer. How he tried to convince himself it was better this way and lose himself in the arms of Leeta, Claudia and Faye. Rayna had grown distant but Leeta and Faye welcomed him into their arms, working out his frustrations. Claudia allowed it as well but she insisted on her own demands, which Edric had no issue with. For a time, the lancer and summoner nearly abused their bodies in a dance of primal needs before they went their separate ways, Claudia making time for Rayna as well.  
 
    Relationships between the rulers grew tangled but all remained respectful, kind and generous. Edric’s pain ebbed a little but he soon found himself sitting at this very desk, trying to come up with a statue design for a woman he’d lost twice. The sight of her being slain by two Dread Lords haunted the edges of his mind. No matter how many times he tried to push her away, her ghost came back with a sad smile. Even now, a vision of Elora touched his mind’s eye and Edric simply smiled. He knew the pain would never go away and decided he simply had to live with it. The weight lessened but it was still there, holding on with needy claws. 
 
    Picking up a drawing, he gazed on Elora, wearing her shopkeeper clothes and a happy smile on her lips. Her drawn eyes held no pain and Edric let his pain drift away on the wind of his soul. He would always miss her, but a statue in the center of the city named after her would bring a sense of lasting peace to his spirit. 
 
    “I miss you,” Edric said with a small sigh. “We didn’t know each other long but those small moments felt like the beginning of a lifetime together.” 
 
    The summoner placed the drawing back on the pile. Turning away, he walked to the bed chamber door, pulled it open and stepped out into the corridor. Edric made it two steps before something flashed down the corridor, spread its wings and landed at his side. The summoner turned his head to the nearly nude succubus as her wings folded back. Flawless skin glowed in the corridor light with a bikini top barely covering pointed nipples and a thong just grazing her feminine line.  
 
    In a game of sex and fantasy, Edric had become accustomed to exposed skin and didn’t even blink twice. 
 
    “Good day Lord Temple,” Sekka said with a slight bow, her breasts nearly straining against the thin fabric. 
 
    “Hi Sekka,” Edric smiled and then continued to walk. 
 
    The succubus stayed at his side, black hair touching her shoulders and small black horns gleaming in the light. 
 
    “I take it Lyndra has settled in? I’m sorry I haven’t been to the dungeon area for a visit,” Edric said plainly. 
 
    Sekka nodded. “She is enjoying her new home under the city. She understands and sends her best to you and your fellow rulers. I thought I would catch you before kingdom affairs take up too much of your time. Some of the dark elves that have been mining have located new veins of runic stone and have informed Dumadin. Your production should receive a much needed boost over the coming weeks.” 
 
    “Thank you but you didn’t need to find me to tell me that. We already have enough runic stone for the spell forges.” 
 
    Sekka smiled. “True, but I wanted to see you. We haven’t played in a while and my mistress has asked about you on two occasions.” 
 
    Edric glanced to the succubus, smile ever present. “Two occasions? She must really be missing me,” the summoner laughed. 
 
    Sekka licked her lips, “My mistress has taken several lovers but she says she would not be against spending more time with the lord and ladies of Elora. Personally, any chance I can get with you naked is well earned.” 
 
    “Maybe after we take the Middle Kingdoms,” Edric grinned. 
 
    Sekka’s smile widened so much so, her eyes were thin lines. “Playing hard to get only makes the juice sweeter,” and quickly smacked his butt. 
 
    “Tell your mistress we thank her for bringing the new veins of runic stone to our attention. I will have extra cases of wine delivered to her, and maybe we can arrange some play time soon,” Edric said with a sense of confident flair. 
 
    Sekka looked the summoner up and down with sultry eyes before blowing him a kiss. Wings stretching out, she jumped into the air, gliding down the rest of the corridor and causing a few guards to duck as she passed overhead. 
 
     Edric wanted to laugh long and hard. The craziness of the kingdom caused his spirit to soar higher. Instead of laughing outright, he chuckled to himself as he walked and reached the stairs. After a few flights and some turns, the council doors stood. Leeta was in the corridor beaming at her master’s approach. 
 
    “Faye is inside. Rayna is on her way,” the ogre smiled. 
 
    Edric nodded as he stepped to the door, his hand reaching out and touching Leeta’s hand, giving it a light squeeze before letting go. Leeta’s cheeks glowed pink as she watched Edric enter the chamber and close the door behind. 
 
    Faye turned and gazed upon Edric entering in. The summoner eyed the wood elf as she turned her body and leaned against the council table edge. Her fingers curled along the edge as a small smile appeared. Brown eyes watched as he stepped closer and stood before her. 
 
    “How did it go,” the wood elf asked. 
 
    “As I thought it would. He tried everything to not take it seriously. In the end he told me the company would die without me. I told him ‘I know’.” 
 
    Faye smiled. “I almost wish I was there to see it.” 
 
    “It sounds better than what it actually was. I was still a little nervous. Glad I did it though.” 
 
    Faye nodded. “So am I.” 
 
    “I have a month off, so we can continue with the plans. I hope we won’t need all of that time.” 
 
    “Rayna should be here soon but I’ve talked to a few old friends and it seems the news about William Tanner is spreading. The secret is getting out about Lewd Saga and the Awakened. I think we are already running out of time.” 
 
    Edric looked down, “Yea, I was watching the news today. Stories are flooding the net of players confessing true love for NPC’s in the game. I think William and Systra’s story is more common than we thought. The Awakened are trying to fight for their survival and some are manipulating their lovers to take action in reality. It’s causing a bigger mess and casting a light on what we’re trying to do here.” 
 
    Faye leaned forward a little, staring into Edric’s eyes. “What are we trying to do here? Elora is a safe haven for the Awakened but if something happens in reality, we can’t do anything about it. How long can we be a safe haven if the corporation who owns the game decides to change something?”   
 
    “I’m not sure. I’ve talked to Jinn a few times and he says he has information that may help us, but he hasn’t told me what it is yet. We may have to bring him here and convince him to tell us what he knows,” Edric said, but his voice grew smaller as he said it. Spending some time with the assassin opened his mind to the possibilities of winning the Middle Kingdoms back. His experience and skills resulted in a high level of respect from everyone in the kingdom but the loving eyes he gives to Juna shows that she is his priority and he would do anything for her. Edric didn’t want to chance pushing him for answers and strain their growing friendship. 
 
    “Everything is moving pretty fast. We may have no choice,” Faye said and saw the edge of concern in Edric’s eyes. “I know you two are becoming friends but I’m sure he won’t take it personally if we ask him.” 
 
    Edric nodded. “You’re right. We don’t have time to dance around subjects anymore. We take the Middle Kingdoms, then we invade Kraznith and save Oksuna.” 
 
    “I believe we can win this,” Faye smiled. 
 
    “Me too,” Edric added. 
 
    The door to the council chamber opened and Rayna stepped in. The bard in black leather held a solemn expression as she closed the door behind her and leaned her back against it. Faye stood up as Edric turned to the bard, eyes filling with concern. 
 
    Rayna turned her purple eyes to her fellow rulers and sighed. “The Turtle Islands have been destroyed.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Heavy breath filled the area as Juna’s shoulders rose and fell in frustration. Jinn stood before her, sword to the side and a blank expression on his weathered face. The training room was empty save for the white-haired assassin and the blue skinned half-troll.  
 
    Juna maintained her gaze, studying the assassin. Jinn’s green sword glowed but he was as still as a statue over a grave. Juna took a quick breath and charged. Jinn stood his ground. White swords flashed first, followed by the emerald blade. Juna brought her twin swords down and Jinn parried both with his single sword. Arm moving, the green blade slid across the white swords as a foot kicked out. Juna pulled back, leaping into the air. Jinn moved in a blur, bypassing her floating body and slamming his open palm into her back. The half-troll landed with a stumble, took two steps and turned to see Jinn standing in the same calm pose he had before. 
 
    “You fight a little like your mother,” Jinn said simply. 
 
    Juna brought her blades up, ready to attack again. 
 
    Jinn sheathed his sword. “Power is not your weakness. It’s finesse. Your body has to glide with the blades.” 
 
    Juna was silent. 
 
    “Let’s call it a day,” Jinn sighed. “A glass of wine may be in order.” 
 
    “We should continue training.” 
 
    Jinn’s face shifted to a kind gaze. “I know you’re worried about your mother. I am too. We should rest before we rescue her.” 
 
    “It feels like it has already been too long,” Juna said with a dark edge. “She needs us.” 
 
    Jinn nodded. “She does, and I think the plan will not only help Oksuna, but all of Lukken. Edric and Faye have come up with a solid idea and we need to be rested and clear headed before we begin.” 
 
    Juna’s eyes and blades lowered at the mention of Edric’s name. The half-troll found herself thinking about him more and more, distracting her quiet moments. Try as she might, thoughts and feelings swirled into a state of confusion she didn’t completely understand. Impulses fired along digital nerves and her stomach flared into knots when he was around. The ideas of love and infatuation circled her mind but she couldn’t be sure what felt right. He had been so busy she couldn’t get any time to speak with him one on one. 
 
    Jinn eyed the beautiful half-troll as she seemed lost in thought. “Thinking about him again?” 
 
    Juna looked up, pink touching her light blue cheeks. 
 
    Jinn smiled. “It’s okay…what you’re feeling.” 
 
    Juna raised her blades and sheathed them over her shoulders. “His true love died. I don’t feel right…” 
 
    Jinn nodded as he stepped closer to his daughter. “Love and feelings can be a bit messy at times. Sometimes people connect instantly and other times, they just miss each other but, perhaps, reconnect later. 
 
    “I was with Sonja and Lance before I freed your mother. I had my reservations, thinking it would destroy what we all had. It made me very happy when it didn’t spiral into jealousy and our love grew stronger for it. The four of us understood what it meant to be together and it strengthened our bond.” 
 
    Jinn’s smile faded slightly, “Do you feel odd about him and his fellow rulers?” 
 
    Juna’s head tilted forward, “I only feel odd with Edric. I love all of them for different reasons but I’m afraid I may make things worse.” 
 
    Jinn nodded. “Anything’s possible, but I wouldn’t worry too much about it. He was mourning, but I’ve noticed a fire returning to his eyes, even if he doesn’t admit it. He really wants to help Lukken and he really wants to save Oksuna. I can’t help but respect him for it.” 
 
    Juna looked up, seeing through her father’s new “Jinn” avatar to Jayson’s true self. “Do you approve?” 
 
    Jinn’s smile returned in full force. “It’s not whether I approve or not. It’s your decision. I thought I lost you once and now that you’re here, I only want to see you happy and safe, but also self-confident. Follow your heart and know I will always be here for you.” 
 
    Juna’s eyes glistened before she launched herself forward, wrapping her arms around Jinn in a loving embrace. Jinn hugged his daughter back, holding her tight. Eyes watered as they held each other fiercely. The moment played on until the older looking assassin broke away leaving his hands on Juna’s armored shoulders. 
 
    “Let’s get some wine and talk. Dad needs a drink,” Jinn smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja swirled a finger against Drakkus’s defined stomach. The vampire lord lay on his back, the blue knight resting her head on his chest, furs covering part of their bodies. Thick shadows moved through the room, the heavy curtain drawn and a single lantern glowing on a table in the corner. Sonja’s long blue hair covered his nearly porcelain chiseled chest as he ran fingers along her bare shoulder. 
 
    “I can sense your concern,” Drakkus whispered. 
 
    Sonja closed her eyes, drinking in the vampire lord’s scent. “Jinn continues to be distant and Lance…” she trailed off. 
 
    “Do you believe Lance won’t return?” 
 
    “He might…but I feel it will be different. And it’s not just him returning.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Sonja opened her eyes before sliding back and lying next to the blonde vampire. “I’m the last of the original three. Jayson lost Oksuna, Lance lost Lorn and I…I have you, but...” 
 
    Drakkus kept his expression neutral. “You fear you’re going to lose me?” 
 
    Sonja sighed. “I do. I lost Jayson for a time after what happened at the coast. Now Lance hasn’t returned my phone calls in reality. Everything is changing. I feel it’s all slipping away.” 
 
    Drakkus held the knight a little closer, “Love changes with time. I have known love in many different forms through the ages…even if the distinction is a little strange since it all may just be stories in my code.” 
 
    Sonja looked to the vampire, “Is it odd, being aware of what is truly happening?” 
 
    Drakkus smirked. “It is a little strange but I feel I understand a little more with each passing night. My memory cannot fill in the holes of my experiences but I believe that is true for everyone. All I do know now is I am grateful to Edric for saving my life and I am grateful to you for sharing your time with me again.” 
 
    Drakkus raised an eyebrow, “Even when you say strange things like ‘Give me that dick’.” 
 
    Sonja’s lips stretched into a wide smile before she laughed long and hard. Drakkus watched with amused eyes as the knight’s naked body nearly trembled from laughter. After a few long moments, Sonja snuggled closer, running her hand down the vampire’s stomach and taking hold of his manhood. 
 
    “Again,” Drakkus said with a confident smirk. 
 
    Sonja nodded. “But first, bite me on my inner thigh. I want you full before you take me again.” 
 
    Drakkus nodded as his body slid down Sonja’s, “As you wish my beautiful queen.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Renner looked into his half-filled mug of ale. The swirl of foam caused an image to appear in his mind of islands cracking and sinking into the ocean. A sigh fell from his lips as he lifted the mug and took a gulp before setting it down on the bar. 
 
    The bar was sparsely populated as it was noon. A knight slouched in the corner in a drunken haze while two women in pirate outfits played cards at a table. Renner sat at the bar alone, thoughts swirling down into his drink. 
 
    The door to the bar opened and a black-haired elf clad in black leather stepped in. Almond shaped eyes scanned the room before locking on the rogue sitting at the bar. The two pirates looked up as the elf sauntered to the bar, then returned to their game. 
 
    Renner’s eyes remained on his mug as the elf pulled a bar stool closer and sat down. The bartender came out and noticed the elf point to Renner’s drink. Nodding, he reached for another mug and began to pour dark ale into it. 
 
    “Where are the kids,” Vass asked Renner as a frothy ale was placed before her. 
 
    “Hanging with Uncle Rekt. They said I was boring and left with him to go drinking at another bar.” 
 
    “Sounds like something they would do. You have been down today,” Vass said before gulping down some ale. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ve heard,” Renner sighed into his drink. 
 
    Vass nodded as she put her drink down. “I did.” 
 
    Renner’s eyes watered. “The summer home is gone. All the islands were destroyed. We only have four homes left on the main land. All that gold is gone and it will take weeks to get that amount back.” 
 
    Vass patted his shoulder, “There there, we will be fine. I have some gold I stashed away. I could give it to you?” 
 
    Renner shook his head slightly. “It’s not the same. It still feels like it’s our gold.” 
 
    “I could hide it and you can try and steal it from me?” 
 
    Renner looked to the beautiful elf, “You could hide it?” 
 
    Vass nodded and smiled. “If it will help you feel better?” 
 
    Renner looked down again. “Thanks for trying to cheer me up but no, we’ll get it back the old fashion way.” 
 
    Vass kept her smile as she picked up her mug and took another gulp. 
 
    Placing the mug down, the elf’s fingers lingered on it. “It’s not about the gold or the summer home, is it?” 
 
    The rogue was silent. 
 
    “You’re worried about the kids.” 
 
    Renner’s shoulders sank lower. “This quest to save Oksuna is a suicide mission. I’m already hearing rumors that Harkkon has returned to Kraznith but I don’t have any proof, no one does. The attack on the Turtle Islands is the only thing to point to the truth of the rumors. I don’t want Venner and Lydia in harm’s way. Jinn said he has a plan but he isn’t giving me anything since it’s a big secret. Since when can’t I keep a secret!” 
 
    “You can’t when you’re drinking,” Vass sighed. 
 
    “That’s beside the point,” Renner said with a harsh edge, “I just want to make sure Venner and Lydia have a safe home from all of this war. I can’t lose them like Gylda.” 
 
    Vass looked over to Renner, a tear forming at the corner of his eye. The elf reached over and squeezed his arm, eyes filled with understanding kindness. 
 
    Renner wiped it away before looking to the elf, “Let’s get married…in real life.” 
 
    Vass’s eyes widened to the size of saucers, “What?” 
 
    Renner nodded, squaring his jaw. “Venner and Lydia have shown me what life is all about. They are our kids in this world but maybe we should have our own in the real one. I never loved anyone like I love you.” 
 
    “You want to marry me so we can have kids,” Vass said, her breath taken away. 
 
    Renner shook his head, “No, I want to marry you so we can keep this beautiful thing between us alive and maybe have you push out a few kids in the process. It’s a pretty standard contract.” 
 
    Vass said nothing as she stared at the handsome rogue. 
 
    “I have the ring on the shelf over the fireplace,” Renner stated simply. 
 
    “Fuck yea,” Vass shouted before her hands reached up and seemed to grasp at something at the sides of her head. Pushing up, the elf’s body glowed before she disappeared from the bar stool. 
 
    “Hey! Wait for me,” Renner shouted as he grabbed his MEG helmet and pulled it off, his rogue body disappearing in a flash. 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric, Faye and Rayna sat at the council table. A gloom filled the room as all three waited on Rayna’s details. The bard sat forward, elbows on the table and fingers in her purple and black hair, eyes carrying a tired expression. 
 
    “It happened two nights ago. Undead Sormir decimated the islands, cracking them open and sinking them below the waves. Almost everyone living there was killed in the process. Ships made a run for it but they were blasted to pieces. Players began appearing at Valtis and started telling everyone what had happened.” 
 
    “The rumors might be true, Harkkon may have made it back to Kraznith,” Edric said in a low voice. 
 
    “It’s not odd to think Valtis might be next. It sits on the tip of the eastern coast. Harkkon controls the dead Sormir and he will unleash their power on the human kingdoms. No coast will be safe,” Faye added. 
 
    Rayna nodded. “The dead have been seen in larger numbers in the forests and along Journey Road. The God Emperor of Death might be beginning his final assault on Lukken.” 
 
    Edric looked to his fellow rulers, determination filling his brow, “Let’s get everyone gathered in the War Room. I think it’s time we make our move.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Bodies clustered in the large rectangular War Room. Edric’s eyes glanced to everyone gathered before looking to a large model of Lukken taking up the middle of the room. The War Room was Edric’s own design. It was created so they would have a better picture of what was happening and how best to decide on strategies. Speaking to the city core, Elora would update the map with whatever new information she received from Rayna and trusted spies. Edric glanced to the waters beyond the eastern tip of Lukken, a flag showing where the Turtle Islands used to be. The summoner’s eyes lingered, never having had a chance to visit the beautiful islands. 
 
    Faye and Rayna stood by Edric’s sides at the top of the large model. Leeta and Magnys stood behind them. To the right, Sekka, Thalia, Dumadin and Lunatina stood. To the left, Jinn, Juna, Drakkus, Sonja, and Thorrin stood, speaking to one another while the paladin eyed the giant map. 
 
    “Is everyone here,” Edric asked. 
 
    “Renner and Vass haven’t arrived yet,” the lamia Thalia said with a bow. 
 
    “We can fill them in,” Jinn said with a diplomatic edge. 
 
    A small nervous chill ran down Edric’s spine as all eyes turned to him. Smoothing it away with a mental thought, his eyes looked to the map. Seeing the world of Lukken laid out before him filled him with purpose once again. Confidence growing, his demeanor changed as he took charge of the gathering. 
 
    “From what we know, the Turtle Islands have been destroyed by the undead Sormir. Players have been spreading the word of the attack. Our best guess is that the rumors may be true and Harkkon has found his way back to Kraznith from the Cursed Coast. I know we are close to putting the plan into motion but we may have to work sooner than we thought.” 
 
    “How soon,” Thorrin asked. 
 
    Edric looked to Faye and Rayna before looking to the paladin, “In two nights.” 
 
    Thorrin rubbed his jaw, “We need seven more days to complete all of the new weapons. We have enough to arm about 80% of our forces.” 
 
    Magnys stepped around the rulers of Elora and stood at the edge of the giant map. The white-haired man in a gray robe looked on with kind eyes toward the group. 
 
    “I think I may be able to help increase our efficiency,” Magnys said before turning to Edric, Faye and Rayna. “If we build two more spell forges, and have the spell smiths work through the night, we can get closer to 95%. It should be enough to adequately arm our forces. We have more than enough runic stone to create runic weapons but it is angel blood we need to finish adding Thunn’s holy ability to them.” 
 
    Edric nodded as he looked to the Sormir in human form. The summoner could not be more grateful. Magnys offered his extensive knowledge to help create weapons to fight against the Dread Lord threat. With the hive mind broken and most of his kind killed and enslaved to Harkkon’s bidding, he was more than ready to give away ancient secrets to help turn the tide against the enemy. Writing down the secret designs to create runic weapons and with the help of Skalor, a powerful dragon who assisted in the battle of Elora months ago, they were able to combine their knowledge to create weapons that would not only slay undead but disrupt their powers in the process.  
 
    The first few weapons worked better than anyone expected; Jinn, Sonja, Claudia and Thorrin clearing out a dangerous dungeon in mere hours instead of days. Edric remembered how excited Claudia was for her new spear before leaving on her private quest. 
 
    “Speaking of our forces, what’s the count so far,” Jinn asked. 
 
    Edric eyed the older looking assassin, “We have about eight thousand players ready to march on the Middle Kingdoms and Kraznith.” 
 
    “Why does it sound like we don’t have enough,” Sonja added. 
 
    “We don’t,” Faye spoke up. “We’ve assaulted the Middle Kingdoms with twice that number and were beaten back each time. Hundreds of guilds have pooled their forces at times to try and take the kingdoms but the defenses were too strong.” 
 
    Faye turned her brown eyes to the black and purple clad jester, “Until now.” 
 
    Lunatina lifted her head, looking to all those gathered before she stepped to the edge of the map. The players and NPC’s eyed the jester as her crazy smile melted away and she placed her hands on the map. Head bowed, shadows covered her eyes as she took a small inhale. 
 
    “I was the royal alchemist for King Lord Belmont when he ruled the Middle Kingdoms. I’m sure many of you know, or were there when he began to lose his sanity.” 
 
    Lunatina looked up to Sonja and Jinn before turning her eyes to the little model and flags marking the Middle Kingdoms. “I was the only one to keep his madness at bay but over time, even my potions couldn’t cure him of his malady. When the troll army arrived to take the kingdoms, King Lord Belmont was slain during the battle.” 
 
    The jester looked up, eyes filled with sad knowledge. “I know of a secret tunnel into the kingdoms. It was one of a few put in place in case of invasion. I used it with a few friends to escape.” 
 
    Jinn stepped closer, kind gray eyes on the jester, “Tell all of it. No one will judge you.” 
 
    Lunatina looked to the older assassin with wide, gleaming eyes before lids closed half way. “It was unknown to many but I am King Lord Belmont’s half-blood child. He had relations with my mother and I was born sometime later.” 
 
    The room grew silent as all digested the information.  
 
    Thorrin was first to break the silence, “Did any of the royal family survive the invasion?” 
 
    Faye shook her head. “None, everyone who was in the Middle Kingdoms was slaughtered when it was taken.” 
 
    Edric nodded his head, “That means Lunatina is the rightful heir to the Middle Kingdoms.” 
 
    The jester gave the summoner a sheepish glance, “I don’t want to rule a kingdom. I’ve only wanted to be safe.” 
 
    Edric stepped closer, kind eyes on the jester. “You will be safe. It’s a promise we all have agreed to.” 
 
    Heads nodded in unison and the jester’s black lips formed a small smile. 
 
    Edric turned to the table, standing tall. “The plan hasn’t changed. The Middle Kingdoms are split into four cities, one in each section of the crossroads. The South East kingdom is Ludus. The South West Kingdom is Serk. The North West kingdom is Delkk and the North East Kingdom is Bellor. Lunatina’s tunnel leads us right to where we want to be, entering Bellor at a basement of a home not far from the main keep.” 
 
     Sekka stepped closer, her tail snaking behind her. “My mistress has surveyed the kingdoms from the air. She has told me the kingdoms have been repaired and rebuilt. She has also spied portals in many squares across dozens of streets. It has been the main staging points for attacks across the continent. Trolls from the southern kingdoms would portal in, gather their forces and portal out.” 
 
    “A frontal assault on the kingdoms is nearly impossible but with Lunatina’s tunnel, we have a chance,” Faye said as her finger touched a spot not far from the city models. 
 
    Edric looked to the group, “Basic plan as it stands, a small force will follow the tunnel, enter Bellor and make their way to one of the squares where there is a portal. The portal will be activated and our gathered forces will portal in from our portal gates. While the first gate is open, the small invading force must activate two more portals so we can keep a foothold on the city.” 
 
    Thorrin rubbed his jaw. “Why does a force need to enter the city to activate a portal? I thought the dark elves know how to force one open?” 
 
    Sekka eyed the paladin, “Normally they can with older portals. The ones in the cities are of a new design and radiate with stronger magic. It still runs on the same principles of standard portals so a crystal will be needed to open it within the city walls. My mistress believes any attempt to force them open from our side will cause them to warn the local populace and guards or stop the attempt instantly. Opening it from within is our best option to ensure success.” 
 
    “Thanks to Lyndra’s dark elves, the dome north of Elora has three working portals. The dome itself is not big enough to shelter all of our forces so many will have to wait in the Temple District. When our force enters the tunnel, a signal will be sent and our army can begin advancing on the portal dome,” Edric said. 
 
    The summoner let out a slow exhale before speaking again. “The small force that has to open the portal is called the Dagger. The army that will be spilling in will be the Sword. The force to stabilize the kingdoms when they are taken will be the Crown. We have to decide who is going to be on the Dagger force and who will lead the Sword.” 
 
    Rayna cleared her throat, “I’ll lead the Sword. I can help cause some chaos while our forces invade.” 
 
    Faye noticed the hint of uncertainty in the bard’s purple eyes. 
 
    Rayna looked to the wood elf and a wicked smirk formed. “I’ve held back a massive army of trolls before. I can do it again.” 
 
    Edric nodded. “We don’t know the condition of the tunnel so I will have to be on the Dagger team. I can summon earth elementals to shift through any barriers we meet. Dumadin, you will be on the team as well to help guide us through anything questionable.” 
 
    “Aye Lord Temple. Happy to be of service,” the dwarf nodded and crossed his arms. 
 
    Faye looked to the summoner, “You will need someone watching your back.” 
 
    Edric grinned toward the wood elf, “Couldn’t think of anyone else I trust more to watch my back.” 
 
    Rayna rolled her eyes. Leeta coughed. Magnys smiled and Drakkus raised an eyebrow. Edric looked to each of them in turn, his eyes widening in embarrassment. 
 
    “I mean…I trust all of you…I….” Edric said as his face flushed red. 
 
    Jinn shook his head slightly before speaking up. “Juna and I will join you. I have heard some rumors Maggar Wormwood is there and leading the troll forces in the city. You may need some big guns in case he decides to throw down.” 
 
    Edric and Juna’s eyes met for a fraction of a moment before they both looked away, warmth rising up their necks. 
 
    Sonja looked to Jinn, “I’m going. Can’t let you have all the fun.” 
 
    “I’ll go too,” Thorrin said. “Even with the new holy runic weapons, good old-fashioned holy light will keep the dead at bay.” 
 
    “I will have to stay and oversee the weapon and armor production to the last moment,” Magnys added. 
 
    “I’m sure the rest of us can help keep Edric and the party safe,” Drakkus said with a sly gaze toward the summoner. 
 
    “Renner or Vass should join us,” Thorrin said. “We will need a rogue to enter any place with a fortified lock or do scouting.” 
 
    “We can decide when they get here,” Edric said. “But it seems our teams are chosen. Lunatina, you will be part of the Crown force when the kingdoms are ours. Rayna, if Claudia makes it back soon, she will help you lead the Sword force.” 
 
    “Who came up with names for each force,” Juna asked with a smile. 
 
    Edric’s face continued to burn and his head tilted forward, “I did.” 
 
    Juna’s smile grew a little wider. “It’s nice, simple and to the…point.” 
 
    Edric looked to the half-troll with a loving gaze when the door to the War Room burst open. Heads and bodies turned to see Renner carrying Vass in his arms, her arm out and fingers spread. The rogues smiled with glee as they marched in and stood before the group and map table of Lukken. 
 
    “Renner proposed and I said yes,” Vass nearly squealed, light shining down on a glowing diamond ring. 
 
    Mouths shifted into smiles as everyone mobbed the couple. Renner put his bride-to-be down and the elf showed off her ring. Hands patted the rogue’s shoulders while others marveled at the diamond. 
 
    “Is this in or out of game,” Thorrin asked with a smooth brow and slight smile. 
 
    “Both,” Renner and Vass said in unison. 
 
    Vass stepped to the paladin, eyes bright. “We talked it over and we want you to marry us in game.” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes widened a hair before he took the elf’s hands into his. “I would be honored.” 
 
    The paladin looked to Renner, “Thank you for making my sister happy.” 
 
    Edric, Faye and Rayna’s eyebrows went up as they eyed the human paladin and the elf rogue. 
 
    “She makes me happy too,” Renner winked. 
 
    Thorrin’s smile faded as the realization washed over him of his soon-to-be new brother in law. 
 
    Renner turned to the group, eyes falling to the map. “So, are we ready to start the meeting?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    The meeting in the war room lasted longer than Edric had hoped. After the congratulations and a few wedding details, Renner and Vass were brought up to speed on the plans. When Edric was finished explaining, Renner’s demeanor took on a darker tone while Vass glanced to him with a slight concern. 
 
    “We can’t join you on the Dagger operation,” Renner stated. 
 
    Vass looked to the concerned rogue, now fiancé, “They need one of us, Renner.” 
 
    “What about Venner and Lydia? We can’t just leave them, not with so much happening. We can’t bring them with us either.” 
 
    Jinn gave a slight nod before looking to Renner. “We know it’s a tough decision but…” 
 
    Renner shook his head, “It is a tough decision and we can’t do it. We can’t chance something happening to them, I won’t.” 
 
    Vass touched the rogue’s shoulder, eyes filled with sad kindness. The mood in the room turned from joy to a subtle gloom. Edric watched as a sliver of pain touched Renner’s demeanor. The rogue was reliving a pain, something Edric knew all too well. 
 
    “We can try without you,” Edric smiled. “We may have to alter the plan a little but I’m sure we can do it.” 
 
    Renner looked to the summoner, eyes a hair wide and jaw tight. “I…I don’t mean to be difficult. We only want what’s best for them.” 
 
    Jinn stepped closer and placed a hand on the rogue’s shoulder. “You don’t have to explain.” 
 
    Renner’s shoulders sank an inch as he exhaled. “I think I do. I lost Gylda trying to do the right thing. Now Vass and I are parents because of Gylda. They are a part of her just as much as they are a part of us. We can’t chance something happening to them. I….I could never forgive myself.” 
 
    “You and Gylda were close. It’s understandable that you wouldn’t want to take that chance with your kids,” Jinn said with a fatherly voice. 
 
    Vass’s lips trembled as she watched Renner crack; head tilting forward and profound sadness crawling up his spirit. The gathered group remained silent as the rogue worked through his emotions, eyes filled with understanding. 
 
    Vass stood straighter, “I’ll go with the Dagger team.” 
 
    All eyes turned to the elf but before a word was uttered, she lifted her hand and continued to speak. 
 
    “You can stay here with Venner and Lydia and help with the Sword operation. They are powerful but you can watch over them. I’ll go along and help the Dagger team in case they run into anything they can’t unlock or need some stealth.” 
 
    “You don’t have to,” Edric spoke up. 
 
    Vass looked to the summoner and smiled. “Yes, I do. If we are going to beat these bastards back to the grave, we need everyone pulling their weight. Venner and Lydia are young but they can deal a lot of damage during the Sword operation. They will be better suited to that than a stealth mission. If we play our cards right, there might not be much of a fight left once we get through with them.” 
 
    The elf looked to Renner and gave him a wicked smirk. “Besides, Renner has gotten soft in fatherhood.  I, however, am still at my peak.” 
 
    Smiles filled the room as Renner gave his bride to be a wide toothy grin.  
 
    “You heard her,” Renner laughed. 
 
    The mood shifted and a thin serenity touched everyone. Edric was glad Vass would join them and felt a little better knowing her skills and stealth would be there as an asset to the team. Jinn squeezed Renner’s shoulder again before pulling away and glancing to Juna’s smiling face.  
 
    “Let’s finish the details before Renner cries,” Vass smiled as she turned to the group. 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric walked along a corridor, Magnys at his side and Leeta trailing behind. The meeting in the war room had ended a few minutes earlier and everyone went their separate ways. The summoner remembered Faye’s oval eyes as she looked to him and as he turned away, Juna’s gaze caused him to nearly misstep. Magnys managed to quickly touch the summoner, fixing his next step so quickly, it looked like nothing had happened. The summoner held his breath until they were outside and let it out in a long exhale. The player’s love life was getting bigger and he wondered if he was taking on more than he could handle. 
 
    Edric glanced around to ensure no one was nearby when he looked to Magnys. “Thank you.” 
 
    The Sormir in a human looking body simply nodded, eyes facing forward. Magnys’ short white hair almost glowed in the corridor light. Edric couldn’t believe he actually snared a Sormir but the circumstances to it were dire on all sides. Magnys joined the summoner, knowing he too would be turned into one of the undead if he didn’t ask for Edric’s help. All knew the strange alliances were necessary in these dark times. 
 
    The trio reached a spiral stairwell and began their descent. Despite the urgency of the situation, the summoner and Sormir took their time with each step. Minds connected to a degree, Edric and Magnys knew there were questions between them. When they reached the main floor, Edric’s brow went up as a servant walked past them. 
 
    Something glowed deep in the summoner’s memory as the servant walked past, bowing for a moment and continuing on her path. A single pink braid hung from her temple as folded blankets were in her arms. A small urge to call out to her filled him before it passed, Magnys stepping from the stairwell entrance and walking to a northern facing corridor. Edric’s eyes followed the servant as she walked on, turning into a cross corridor and disappearing past the edge. 
 
    The summoner let the feeling go as he and Leeta quickly caught up to the Sormir in human skin. The northern corridor stretched on, guards occasionally appearing, saluting Edric and carrying on with their patrols. When no one was in sight, Edric let his guard relax a little. 
 
    “I summoned an earth elemental earlier to gather runic stone. It should be waiting for us at the northern entrance of the keep,” Edric said simply. 
 
    “Excellent. If we work quickly, we can have the spell forges finished in a few hours,” Magnys smiled. 
 
    Edric nodded. “Why do you need me for this? Mages have a better control over elemental magic. It’s an extra step when I have to summon and command them.” 
 
    Magnys continued to look forward as he spoke, “Would you impart secret knowledge to strangers?” 
 
    Edric smirked. “I suppose not.” 
 
    Magnys gave a small smile. “We are in desperate times but I still cannot part with all my knowledge. Those who know how to create spell forges would tip the balance once the war is over.” 
 
    The Sormir looked to Edric with kind eyes, “Besides, I know I can trust you.” 
 
    Edric nodded. “The flood of runic weapons may tip the balance anyway.” 
 
    Magnys looked forward once again, “Not if this war will turn as bloody as my nightmares. I have glimpsed in time and space and many will lose their lives before Lukken recovers.” 
 
    “It’s that bad?” Edric asked. 
 
    Magnys nodded. “It is. Most of my people are now undead and serving Harkkon. A few escaped his power by severing their minds from the hive mind but they are hidden deep in the oceans, fearful for their lives.” 
 
    Edric looked on, the weight of their plans growing with each step. 
 
    “I can never thank you enough for saving me,” Magnys continued, his voice taking on a lighter tone. “If you had not snared me from the jaws of death, we would not be having this pleasant chat.” 
 
    Edric tilted his brow forward, “It was the right thing to do. I knew we couldn’t fight Harkkon and I wanted to save everyone who was left. I’m glad I was able to save you as well.” 
 
    Magnys smiled. “Normally, no creature on Lukken could have snared a Sormir but with the hive mind destroyed and my body as weak as it was, you happen to be in the right place at the right time…and for that I will forever be grateful to you.” 
 
    “With your help, we might have a chance against Harkkon and restoring peace,” Edric said with a glimmer of hope. 
 
    “Yes, that is true,” Magnys smiled. “If you don’t mind me asking, why did you choose the summoner class?” 
 
    Edric’s brow went up as he was slightly caught off guard. “I…I heard it was a difficult class to master. Many give up since summoners can be a liability early on in the game…erm…I mean world. Very few have reached the top and I thought I could do it.” 
 
    Magnys looked to Edric again, eyes filled with some arcane knowing, “You don’t have to tell me what you tell others. I can sense a deeper meaning below the surface of your words. I’m sure Leeta can feel it too.” 
 
    Edric looked back to the beautiful ogre. Leeta gave a bright polite smile but remained silent. 
 
    The summoner looked forward, hand up and scratching his head. “I don’t suppose I can hide a lot from you guys.” 
 
    Magnys nodded. “And don’t concern yourself with any confusion about the game world. Despite being one of your summoned creatures, I still retain my knowledge. My power has diminished slightly but I know of the game world and the real one. I remember the Awakened, histories and arcane knowledge just as I had before.” 
 
    Edric could feel the tether between him and Magnys. The player could feel all the tethers, sensing Leeta behind him, Drakkus kissing Sonja and Nykor sleeping outside the city wall. It was surreal and comforting at the same time. They all felt like pieces of him and yet he felt like he was a part of each of them. He had no idea how the game designers pulled it off but it was an astounding feat none the less. 
 
    Edric let his hand drop to his side, “I read up on the game but I still wasn’t sure what to expect. I chose the summoner class because I wanted a challenge and…well…I thought if I couldn’t connect with anyone…my summoned creatures would have to connect with me, if that makes any sense?” 
 
     Magnys nodded. “It makes perfect sense. The Sormir knew they could not be the only creatures on Lukken so they created the early races to fill the lands and seas. It wasn’t so much a display of power but a means to create company, to add to the diversity of this existence.” 
 
    “I didn’t expect to make so many friends,” Edric added with a smile. 
 
    “Or expect so much love and understanding,” Magnys smiled. 
 
    “You saw that too,” Edric fought down a chuckle. 
 
    “Everyone sees it. Your protective nature opens their hearts to you as your attentive demeanor snares their love.” 
 
    Edric let the words slide over his mind as truth swam to the surface. “I’m not sure why? I wanted to create a kingdom because I never had one…and I was lonely.” 
 
    Magnys gazed on the summoner as he walked; eyes on the stone floor. 
 
    “I worked at a good job, even if some of the people were bad apples. It was enough to pay the bills and live a somewhat comfortable life but I had no friends. I live in the greatest city in the world but I felt completely alone. I designed great structures, working myself to the bone only for others to take them away and put their names on them. I felt like….” 
 
    “A slave,” Magnys finished. 
 
    Edric raised his head up, walking a little taller. “I knew I could never stay like that. I knew there was more to life than just working for other people. I wanted to build something great and if I couldn’t do it in reality, I was going to do it here.”  
 
    The summoner and Sormir stopped at a pair of double doors. Magnys gave Edric an approving nod as he pressed his hands to the doors and shoved them open. Edric stepped out with Leeta and Magnys behind him. 
 
    The player looked to the Temple District as it lay out before him. Sunlight painted the buildings as cobblestone streets stretched out in different directions. Libraries, schools of magic and museums stood out against buildings similar to those one would find in downtown Manhattan. The sight of it with a clear mind sent a shiver down the player’s spine as he looked at the structural beauty he placed into each design. The war and affairs of the heart distracted him but now, he felt he was looking at it with a clear mind and heart. It dazzled his senses and sent his heart soaring. He had created something magical and the thrill was still there, the player knowing he just had to take a moment and look. 
 
    Magnys stood next to Edric, gazing out at the intricate buildings with an amused grin. “Elora would have never existed if you didn’t bring your dreams here. Lukken is better for it because of you.” 
 
    “Thank you for helping me to see it again,” Edric said in a soft tone. 
 
    “Let’s work on those spell forges so many more will know the city’s beauty,” Magnys said and took a step forward onto a bustling Temple Street, citizens waving to the summoner, Sormir and ogre. 
 
    *** 
 
    The enclosed forge was empty except for Edric, Magnys and an earth elemental with large shards of runic stone protruding from its body. Leeta stood outside, golden eyes taking in the area as citizens went about their day. 
 
    Magnys stepped closer to the forge, eyeing it before nodding his head. “This one will do. Follow my directions like before.” 
 
    Edric nodded and pulled his character sheet to the corner of his vision. 
 
    Edric Temple 
 
    Summoner 
 
    Hit Points- 160/160 
 
    Mana- 260/260 
 
    Armor- 5 
 
     
 
    Strength- 22(+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 40(+10) 
 
    Wisdom- 30(+7) 
 
    Dexterity- 27(+5) 
 
    Stamina- 40(+10) 
 
    Charisma- 51(+20) 
 
     
 
    Spell Abilities     
 
    Charm- 62 
 
    Snare- 58 
 
    Channel- (+STR/HP/DEX) 
 
     
 
    Lock Stones (1)  
 
    Leeta (Ogre)- HP-300/300 
 
    Nykor (Drell-Kai)- HP- 6,000/6,000 
 
    Drakkus Thorne (Vampire Lord)- HP- 1,666/1,666 
 
    Magnys (Sormir)- HP- 9,999/9,999   
 
      
 
    Spells 
 
    Summoning Spell- 10 Mana 
 
    Summon Demon Spell- 2o Mana 
 
    Summon Angel Spell- 40 Mana 
 
    Summon Elemental- 25 Mana 
 
    Light Spell- 5 Mana 
 
    Mana Shield- 1 Mana for 2 points of Protection 
 
      
 
    Primary Skills 
 
    Spell Casting- 70 
 
    Spell Craft- 46 
 
    Gem Craft- 46 
 
    Rune Craft- 37 
 
    Enchantment- 30  
 
    Melee- 43 
 
    Wilderness Lore- 25 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Lightning Whip- 10 to 15 damage  
 
    Whip Gem Slot- Lightning damage 10% Stun 
 
    Whip Gem Slot- Power Surge, Extra 20 to 50 Damage 
 
    Dark Green Robe- 5 Armor 
 
    Healing Potions (8)- Heal 100 HP 
 
    Mana Potions (8)- Restore 100 Mana 
 
    Elixirs (1)- Heals all damage and restores Mana 
 
      
 
    Edric looked the numbers over. His skills and abilities had grown but at a slower pace. Time spent with Faye, Leeta and Claudia was wonderful but that meant after the first few times, his skills would progress at a subdued rate. It was a balance in the game so players couldn’t game the system with marathon sessions. Edric did feel he needed to be a little more powerful but that feeling went away when he spent sensual moments with his friends.  
 
    An image of Rayna entered his mind. The summoner missed the crazy bard but she had become distant since their last time together. When Faye and Claudia grew amorous, Rayna quickly excused herself to errands she had to complete for the kingdom. It didn’t take Edric long to see she was actively avoiding him and to his own surprise, he didn’t pursue it any further. She had her reasons and the player figured she would talk about it sooner or later. It didn’t stop his heart from wanting her. She was special like everyone in his life but he couldn’t bring himself to make things any more complicated than they already were.  
 
    Edric looked to the earth elemental. “Drop the stones around the forge,” he commanded and began whispering incantations. 
 
    The elemental did as it was told, lifting a big earthy hand and spraying large runic stones around the forge. Edric looked to the glowing forge, arcane words spilling from his lips. 
 
    (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10=80/(Encounter Roll)22! Spell Successful! 
 
    Summon Elemental! Mana: 235/260 
 
    A portal appeared, blending into the flames. A roaring fire plumed into the large room, taking the shape of a demonic looking fire elemental. A connection formed and it hovered over the forge, waiting for commands. 
 
    “Hold the shape in your mind like before,” Magnys instructed. 
 
    Edric mentally instructed the fire elemental. The elemental nodded before it rushed down in a blaze, encircling the gathered runic stone and forge. Flames turned white hot as they formed a ring. Runic stone glowed before it began to melt, moving with the flaming ring. 
 
    Edric moved to the next step, casting another summoning spell. 
 
    (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10=80/(Encounter Roll)60! Spell Successful! 
 
    Summon Elemental! Mana: 210/260 
 
    The forge blazed with heat. A portal opened and a water elemental rose up. Edric watched as the molten runic stone surged onto the forge. The earth elemental worked along the ground floor, moving stone to keep the white runic stone in place. The forge shifted and morphed until it created a solid ring, four points growing and bending over the center.  
 
    When the form was complete, the fire elemental pulled away and the water elemental blasted the forge with cold water. Steam flared in all directions. Edric lifted a hand to protect his face while Magnys looked on, unaffected. 
 
    Outside, steam poured from windows. Citizens turned to see what was happening but Leeta waved them on. Thick tendrils of steam crawled across the street as citizens moved on. Leeta glanced back to an open window and light, smoke and shadows moved. 
 
    The steam died down and a new forge stood. The metal points each held a cup above them to capture essences that will be used in the creation of runic weapons. Edric’s eyes drank in the handy work, a warm feeling spread from his chest as he knew it was going to be used to create weapons in the fight to come. 
 
    “Carve the runes,” Magnys said as the steam faded away. 
 
    Edric took command of the fire elemental, the runic symbols in his mind. Hand out, he used his Rune Craft skill through the elemental. 
 
    (Rune Craft)37+(Int)10=47/(Encounter Roll)88! Skill Unsuccessful! 
 
    Edric ignored the attempt and tried again. Spending so much time using spells, his skills had stagnated. The runes were complex but he kept trying, knowing after enough tries he would succeed. 
 
     (Rune Craft)37+(Int)10=47/(Encounter Roll)42! Skill Successful! 
 
    Finger moving, the fire elemental followed Edric’s movements perfectly. Symbols were burned into the reshaped spell forge. Magnys watched with interested eyes as the symbols blazed into place along the base, arcane symbols curving into the four-pointed arms and along the metal cups at the top. When it was complete, the elemental pulled away and the forge glowed with mystical light. 
 
    “You are getting better,” Magnys said as he stepped to the forge and ran his fingers along the craftsmanship. 
 
    “I had a good teacher,” Edric smiled. 
 
    “We will still require essences from the earth elementals, fire elementals and angel blood. Are you ready to continue with our work?” 
 
    Edric nodded. “Anything we need to protect Lukken.” 
 
    Magnys stepped closer to the summoner and placed a hand on his shoulder. Edric looked up to Magnys’ approving eyes, a warmth spreading into his shoulder and touching his heart. The player relaxed, feeling good and mentally prepared for the next challenges. 
 
    “Let’s finish here and move on to the next spell forge,” Magnys said as he pulled his hand away, lips curved into a gentle smile. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Orange light bathed the portal dome as the sun sank lower to the west. Shadows grew longer as Edric lifted up a thick branch and gave it a strong throw. Nykor leapt to her feet, turning and running after the branch, the ground trembling in her wake. Leeta sat; her back to the stone dome. Wyvern towers dotted the landscape as farmsteads stood in the distance.  
 
    A serene breeze washed over the summoner as he watched the giant four-legged Drell-Kai lift the branch in her maw, turn and gallop back. Edric smiled as the giant monster stood over him, dropping the branch at his feet. Lifting it up, he threw it again, Nykor turning and running with her tongue out. 
 
    Exhaustion had set in as Edric spent the rest of the day creating the spell forges and summoning angels so they may donate their blood. It was a key ingredient for the runic weapons. The player remembered how awkward he felt when he started to summon angels and asked them to give up some blood for a noble cause. Each angel didn’t seem too concerned with the request and pulled white daggers. Blades across palms, they let the mystical blood flow into potion vials. Now, Edric had no issue with summoning them as they were eager to know they were fighting a great darkness. 
 
    Darkness colored under the summoner’s eyes as Nykor dropped the branch again. Lifting it up, he threw it again. The Drell-Kai could play this game for hours but it was Edric who enjoyed the simple pleasure of a mindless act. They were going to attack the enemy head on tomorrow night and the summoner couldn’t stop the nervous tremble in his stomach. 
 
    Leeta looked over, body relaxed as she watched Edric’s shoulders slump a little. “We should return to the keep so you can rest.” 
 
    Edric stood; eyes on Nykor as she lifted the branch again and came charging back. “Maybe in a little while, I just need to relax away from everything.” 
 
    Edric had come out to inspect the portals one more time and used it as an excuse to stay out of the city. No one seemed to mind as he quickly hurried off with Leeta close behind. When they were halfway to the portal dome, Nykor ambushed them and wanted to play. Edric promised her he would play after the quick inspection. The three portals were functioning and the dark elves were ready when the time would come. The moment he and Leeta stepped outside, Nykor was waiting, her spiky tail wagging and a thick branch in her mouth. 
 
    “You can rest on me,” Leeta smiled. 
 
    Edric turned his weary eyes to the beautiful ogre and let out a wanting sigh. Her curves called out to him and he felt he could fall on her, passing out into sweet sleep. The image fell away as Nykor dropped the branch and snuggled her snout against the summoner. Edric turned his attention to the thirty-foot-tall Drell-Kai. Clusters of spider-like eyes blinked in unison as she gazed down on her master. Tongue out, she licked him so hard, Edric was lifted off his feet and landed on his back. 
 
    Too tired to sit up, he simply laid there, muscles like dead weights. Nykor nuzzled him but the summoner didn’t move. A low whine vibrated along her throat as she nudged him again and looked to the branch. 
 
    “He’s tired Ny,” Leeta said softly. 
 
    The Drell-Kai looked to the ogre and then back down on Edric as he stared blankly into the sky. Small puffy clouds floated by as Edric barely blinked. The smell of grass around him filled his nose. The breeze caressed his face as he wondered about the past, present and future. 
 
    Nykor huffed as she looked on the spaced-out summoner. A small glow enveloped her body as it began to shrink. Edric’s eyes turned and grew wider as Nykor’s body collapsed into itself, shifting and changing with every passing moment. Body contorted as legs turned into humanoid arms and legs. Clusters of eyes swirled together to form a pair of jet black oval eyes. Scales rippled along her body as breasts and hips formed. The spiked tail shifted and morphed into a normal looking lizard tail. Snout shortened but remained as her scaled body finished changing. Green nipples appeared on breasts as the Drell-Kai fell to her knees next to Edric. 
 
    “You can shape change,” Edric said awestruck. 
 
    Nykor said nothing and then her tongue slid out the side of her small snout, panting. Kneeling forward, she licked Edric across his cheek, black eyes happy. 
 
    “She is still a dragon, even if Maggar warped her,” Leeta smiled. 
 
     Tail wagging, Nykor took hold of Edric’s robe and ripped it open. Edric’s eyes were the size of saucers as scaled hands worked, pulling out his manhood. Black eyes stared for a long moment and before Edric could protest, the Drell-Kai licked his cock and sucked it into her mouth.  
 
    A tingling shock rushed through the summoner as he found himself unable to stop the pooling of blood and raising of the mast. In short, hot strokes the player found himself hard as a rock. Nykor’s head bobbed as inches appeared and disappeared past her lips. Leeta watched, amused as her master simply stared, his expression softening with each wet stroke. The movement was raw and needful as Edric felt powerless in the she-monster’s grip. Nykor whimpered her delight as black and green scales shined in the dying light of the day. 
 
    The shock bled away and Edric relaxed. Laying his head back, he didn’t resist as the Drell-Kai suckled on his member. He needed a release but he didn’t expect this. It seemed Ny needed him too, sucking his cock like it was the only source of water for miles. Breasts bounced against Edric’s leg as a familiar urge took hold. He let it linger, enjoying Ny’s vigorous bobbing. When he thought he would reach the zenith of pleasure, Ny broke away and crawled on him. 
 
    Edric lifted his head just enough to see the Drell-Kai take hold of his cock and press it to her thin, hairless slit. Nykor licked his face as she pressed his cock to her slit, hips pushing down. The urges were animalistic as the Drell-Kai slid down, impaling herself on her master. Edric found his hands on her hips, helping her along, matching the rhythm. The mood swirled and Edric found himself caught in the swell. Wetness ran down his cock and spilled onto his thighs as Nykor hammered her hips into him. Breasts bounced as she looked up, a throaty hiss touching the sky. 
 
    Leeta’s gaze never wavered as the not so intimate spectacle carried on. Nykor continued her relentless urges. Edric ran his fingers along her smooth, almost wet scales until he grazed a pointed nipple. Ny’s body shuddered as her black eyes went wide. Edric looked up as she stared down, a hunger growling up her throat. A moment later, nerves tightened as the Drell-Kai stared down with blank, black eyes. Squeezing her master, his throbbing cock thickened, causing her nerves to coil to the breaking point and release. A blaze enveloped the Drell-Kai as she continued to force the orgasm. Bliss cascaded along her body, a shudder causing her whole body to tremble.  
 
    Ny’s snout opened and she cried out with an inhuman groan. The vibrations and squeezing sent Edric into a tailspin as his member stiffened and bulged. Seed spurted as Ny continued to growl her needs. Pleasure poured through the summoner as jets of come filled the Drell-Kai on him.  
 
    Leeta watched as Edric’s body relaxed, his energy spent but Ny continued to hump his half hard cock. 
 
    “Let him rest,” Leeta said with a hard edge. 
 
    Nykor ignored her. 
 
    The ogre’s brow formed a sharp point, “Ny!” 
 
    The Drell-Kai looked over, her serpent face taking on a whiny sadness. With a small hiss, she lifted her body off her master and galloped away on all fours. Edric and Leeta watched as her body shifted and grew larger. Morphing back to her original form, the Drell-Kai turned and sat on her haunches, tail coiled around her and a sad whimper touching the air. 
 
    Leeta’s gaze fell to her master, “Feel better?” 
 
    “I think so,” Edric smiled. “I think she broke my hips.” 
 
    The ogre and summoner laughed. Nykor settled down and closed her many eyes, her body coiled up. Edric looked at his body, wetness covering his member, hips and thighs. It was quite a sight and as he pulled his robe over him, a spear struck the ground a foot from his head. 
 
    Leeta was to her feet, mace in hand as Edric sat up in an instant. The sun sank lower as a lithe figure walked toward them. Light painted her armored body as she moved with easy confidence. Leeta’s arm relaxed as Edric sat, a warmth touching his eyes.  
 
    Claudia walked toward them, eyes on the summoner and wisps of green hair lifting in the breeze. Determination with a dash of wanting glowed with each step. Leeta stepped back, leaning against the dome wall and sliding down to her rump. Edric stayed sitting, looking up at the beautiful lancer and realizing he missed her deeply. 
 
    Claudia tapped pieces of her armor and clothes, each one disappearing. When she was fully nude, she stood over Edric before kneeling on his legs. Alabaster breasts bobbed as she took hold of his torn robe and pulled it open. Edric smiled until he saw the mess Ny left. The mess was not enough to stop the summoner from growing hard again to Claudia’s touch. Moving on her knees, she took the tip of his cock and rubbed it against her budding line. Wetness flowed and blended as she enjoying teasing the summoner. 
 
    “I….” Edric began. 
 
    Claudia shook her head, silencing him from saying anything further. Edric’s lips closed as the lancer played with his member, rubbing along her valley. A sigh fell from her lips as she moved her hips to the rhythm. When the heat between them glowed hot, she sank down, spearing herself on his manhood. Edric watched her as eyes closed. Bliss flared as thick inches parted tight walls. The unspoken truths between them turned into a song only they could understand.  
 
    Edric admired the lancer as she pressed her hands to his stomach and moved her hips up and down. She was a little timid and shy when they first met but a fierce warrior when battle called. He remembered her talking about her insecurities, an obvious need to be who she felt she truly was meant to be. Time and their friendship changed all of it and now there was no fear of judgment. It was enough to know she loved him but that didn’t mean their life had to be some fairy tale.  
 
    Edric stayed sitting, arms wrapping around the lancer as she sank down on his member. Bodies undulated, moving to places were bliss can be found. Claudia bit her lip as she sank down again and again. Edric helped her along, burying his face in her chest and licking a pert nipple. The connection brightened and the tempo increased. The summoner missed her, enough for his manhood to harden into steel with each tight stroke of his cock. Claudia squeezed with each push of her knees, trying to keep him inside her at all costs. Scents blended as gasps and moans filled the air around them. The last rays of sunlight disappeared past the horizon, stars blinking to life in the night sky. 
 
    Claudia’s body tightened. Eyes squeezed shut, the fullness within her glowed until it burst into magical sparks. Nerves flared as an orgasm crashed into her. Letting out a loud moan, she rode the wave of love and ecstasy. Edric pulled away from her chest, watching as heat crawled up her neck and flushed her pale cheeks. Eyes opening, she looked down on the summoner, continuing to ride his thick spear. 
 
    “You…can…talk now,” Claudia said with a small smile before it faded into another moan. 
 
    “We missed you,” Edric said, trying to contain his own needs from changing the subject. “Where did you go?” 
 
    Claudia closed her eyes as she bounced on his lap. “There...there was something I had to do…for myself.” 
 
    “Was it… what you wanted,” Edric whispered as his body begged for release. 
 
    “It was,” Claudia said and then bit her lip. 
 
    “I’m happy your back…” Edric hissed. 
 
    “I can tell,” Claudia smiled with closed eyes. 
 
    “We...have so much...to talk about…,” Edric said through gritted teeth. 
 
    “We can talk later…fill me with your hot come...,” Claudia said in a sultry whisper, her own body betraying her. 
 
    The dam cracked as Edric and Claudia moved like unchained beasts. Cock thickening, Edric let out a soul crushing grunt as Claudia clutched to him. Spurts of molten come painted her tight valley as another orgasm blasted already fried nerves. The lancer held onto him, hips moving in short bursts, milking the summoner. Edric felt his life fire into Claudia’s world and before long, the two fell, the summoner on his back and the lancer on top of him. Breathing heavy, they stay holding each other as night covered the land. 
 
       Leeta looked up to the glowing stars, lost in their beauty. Nykor stayed in a tight ball, eyes closed and breathing gently. Claudia lay on the summoner, warm bodies keeping away the evening chill. Edric found his fingers gliding through her green hair while he kept his other hand on her warm skin. The player noticed the missing piece in his life was no longer missing. The simple joy let his hand glide along her smooth skin and a part of him wanted to be out here all night under the stars. 
 
    “I thought of you,” Claudia whispered, “all of you. All of us.” 
 
    “We thought of you too. We wondered when you would come back,” Edric said, holding her gently. 
 
    The lancer looked to the side, her cheek resting on Edric’s chest. “I want us to be happy, all of us. Have you thought about what we will do next…once the war is over?” 
 
    Edric held her, silence filling the area. He had not really thought beyond the near future. His life in reality was changing but what about his virtual life? Would they all simply meet and rule a kingdom. If the enemy was defeated, would their lives become normal like in reality?  
 
    Claudia curled a little into the summoner, her eyes containing a new fire. “When the war is over…we all have to talk…about our future.” 
 
    “Do you have something in mind?” 
 
    The lancer closed her eyes. “We can talk about it when the war is over.” 
 
    The sound of crickets grew with the night air. The two players held onto each other while the symphony of night played on. 
 
    *** 
 
    Rayna whimpered as Lunatina’s tongue played with her glowing clit. The bard fought for control, her body getting hotter with each passing second. The jester was naked, her body and hair an albino white. Rayna clutched at furs on the bed, fighting to stop the growing ecstasy. Wetness flowed as Lunatina lapped and suckled the bard’s clit, bringing her closer to climax. 
 
    “Luna...tina...,” Rayna began. 
 
    The jester heard her name but didn’t slow down her masterful tongue work. Instead, black nails dug into Rayna’s thighs. The sharp pain caused the rising heat to cool for a moment, letting the bard regain her control. Breasts bouncing to deep trembles, Rayna wasn’t sure how much longer she would last. The jester kept her nails deep in Rayna’s skin, suckling on the bard’s clit. The pain latched onto pleasure and Rayna’s body squirmed as she could not hold back any longer. 
 
    The bard’s mouth formed a perfect O as her body shuddered violently. Lunatina continued to lick and suckle until liquid squirted. Mouth open, she drank as she licked, her lower face drenched in Rayna’s bliss. The bard’s mouth stayed open as she gasped for air, sucking it down as her body expelled her lust. When movement’s slowed, the jester pulled away, wetness dripping down her alabaster skin and pink nipples. 
 
    Rayna collapsed onto her back, breathing heavy and eyes closing. Lunatina crawled up next to her, pressing her body to bards, hands caressing her exposed skin. The swell of pleasure subsided but only for a moment as Lunatina began to run a finger over Rayna’s clit. 
 
    “Please…stop…” Rayna said with a sultry whisper, her hips clearly moving to Lunatina’s touch. 
 
    “I want you to squirt again, my lady,” the jester said with a mad grin. 
 
    “How…how did you learn that?” 
 
    The jester’s eyes half closed. “You learn a lot from a king’s concubine harem.” 
 
    “When we take the Middle Kingdoms…you will be royalty…” Rayna said with heavy breath. 
 
    Lunatina nodded. “Maybe, but I’m happy to serve you.” 
 
    Rayna relaxed as the jester continued to rub her clit. Memories bloomed to the eye contact between them and the nights of exploring each other. It was sudden and wondrous. The player had steadily grown frustrated with Claudia leaving and Edric working out his grief. Selfish need had taken root and when she caught the jester eyeing her a little too long, nature took its course. 
 
    Rayna opened her eyes and looked to the jester. “What will be your first royal decree when you sit on the throne?” 
 
    “I have something planned. We will have to wait and see when it happens,” the jester said as she fingered and massaged the bard. 
 
    Rayna’s hips writhed to the sensual touch, bliss rising again. 
 
    Lunatina eyed her for a moment before black lips parted, “I’ve seen you looking at Edric.” 
 
    Rayna’s body stiffened, purple eyes turning to the jester. A gloom filled her mind and heart, the bliss between her legs ebbing. 
 
    “You miss him…and Lady Pearl,” Lunatina said, her swirls slowing. 
 
    “I thought what we had was just fun,” Rayna said with an edge, her hand brushing away the jester’s hand. 
 
    Lunatina snuggled close and brought her hand up to her cheek, laying on it. “I don’t mean to ruin the fun. You’ve talked about him a few times. I can see it in your eyes.” 
 
    Rayna sat up, arms stretching, “Why do you care?” 
 
    Lunatina stayed where she was, “It was my job to know what is going on in the kingdom. I was Lord Belmont’s alchemist but I trained myself to watch everything and everyone. You never knew where an enemy lurked or where love was needed.” 
 
    “And you see nothing but love in my eyes? I’m not a teenager with some crushes,” Rayna said with a sarcastic edge. 
 
    “I could tell the first time we were together, you keep your distance. I understand what it means to close yourself off but…Jayson Reed taught me otherwise. Sonja and Lance taught me that lesson as well. I never thought I would share something in common with an immortal.” 
 
    “I’m not immortal,” Rayna said with an annoyed hiss. 
 
    “You can’t truly die in this world so that makes you an immortal,” the jester smiled as she watched the bard stew in her head. 
 
    Lunatina continued, “I kept Belmont’s secrets. It was my sacred duty. I am now your courtesan, with the same duties as I held before. By your command, I cannot speak anything you say to me to another. It may help to ease your heart if you tell me why Lord Temple and Lady Pearl anger you.” 
 
    “Why are you so interested in my secrets,” Rayna said with a sharp gaze on the naked jester. 
 
    “I’m not,” Lunatina said with a mad smile, “I’m interested in your health and well-being. I spent my life brewing potions to ease the pain of others. It has become second nature to me. But there is something more, I love making you squirt.” 
 
    Rayna’s gaze was steady for a long moment before her lips widened into a smile. With a small laugh, the gloom drained away and the bard’s body relaxed. 
 
    “I’m not meant to get close to anyone. It’s against the rules.” 
 
    “Whose rules?” 
 
    Rayna’s smile shifted to a smirk, “Let’s just say I answer to higher power.” 
 
    “Does the higher power know about you...breaking the rules?” 
 
    Rayna shook her head slightly, “No and I plan to keep it that way.” 
 
    “What about your fellow rulers,” Lunatina asked as she sat up, legs spread and fingers gliding down to her pink slit. 
 
    Rayna looked down and unknowingly licked her lips. “They’ll be fine as long as the secrets stay secret.” 
 
    The jester fingered herself as her exhales took a sultry edge. “What about their love?” 
 
    Rayna’s eyes took on a hard edge as she watched the jester play with herself. Uncomfortable swirls filled her belly as she tried to push it all to the background. The chains of knowledge pulled at her spirit with unrelenting power, whispering that she could not deny what dwelled in the halls of her heart. Anger flared as thoughts of Edric and Claudia stabbed at her like imps in a hellish pit. The music was there, singing to her soul and the bard could not untangle herself from the deep web of knowing. It grew in tempo, speaking truths she didn’t want to hear. 
 
    Lunatina saw the conflict as she massaged her clit. “We can play some more and ease the tension?” 
 
    Rayna said nothing as she crawled over and laid the opposite way the jester was sitting. Lunatina moved silently, taking hold of Rayna’s legs and opening them while the bard nestled at the jester’s pink slit. Tongues slid out and touched valleys as they clasped to one another. Thighs closed down on heads, locking each other in place as they lazily licked and slathered at their sexes, the pain and gloom fading into sounds of rising lust. 
 
    *** 
 
    Faye sat in comfortable chair, arms on the armrests and a glass of wine in her hand. Lantern light filled her bed chamber but the wood elf was lost to exhaustion and painful memories. The guilt clawed at her in her quiet moments. The scenario played out again, running across the battlefield, trying to stop Edric’s love from being killed. It burned at her heart that no matter how fast and powerful she was, it wasn’t enough. The wood elf mentally whipped herself for not thinking and trying to take on two Dread Lords at once. Her power had grown but it was love that eluded her all these years.  
 
    Faye bent her arm, wine glass touching her lips and taking a deep sip. Arm folding out, she brooded on what could have been. Reality slipped in, her life a parade of meaningless sex and short relationships. To her younger self, it was fun and exciting but with age came a new wisdom. The player could feel time ticking on but she couldn’t bring herself to accept the new desires for something long lasting, loving and stable. 
 
    Thoughts flowed to Edric and a small smile appeared. All the mystical teachings and self-discovery paled when it came to the warmth and attention he gave. All men have drives just as all women. Faye wanted more and for a time she felt she finally found it in their kingdom. Until that fateful evening when love was killed before her eyes. 
 
      The guilt roared like a sad beast. Memories of Edric coming to her room weeks after the battle warmed her heart. The pain was real in his eyes, even if he said nothing. She opened herself to him, letting him work out his pain and she in turn worked out her guilt. The sex was cathartic, pleasure blooming into bodies as they wanted to forget everything. The long nights, holding him, wanting to heal the one thing she couldn’t heal; his heart. The bond was there but it was below the surface of an inner storm. Curling her arms and legs around him, she soothed him to release several times a night. It had reached a point when he entered her room; wetness flowed like a loving river to his needs. 
 
    Thoughts spiraled on. Preparations and kingdom duties filled her time when she was in the game. The work was hard but it kept her from thinking too much on her guilt. A certain dwarf had come by often, spending time talking and laughing with her. The wood elf enjoyed Dumadin’s company, even if his eyes wandered to her chest. She didn’t find him unattractive but the guilt for Edric caused her to bring her focus on her fellow ruler. 
 
    The wood elf was about to take another sip when a knock at the door woke her from inner worlds.  Setting the wine glass down on a nearby table, Faye was to her feet and walking to the chamber door. A thought coiled into her heart that it could be Edric and it skipped a beat. A lesser thought flowed to Dumadin and need for talking filled her mind. When she reached the door she pulled it open, her almond shaped eyes widening a hair. 
 
    Juna stood; hands at her sides and dark eyes on the wood elf. The half-troll had a pleasant smile, the lock of pink hair flowing from a temple and through her jet-black hair. She was in leather leggings and a tunic which seemed to hug her in all the right places. Black boots covered her feet and her demeanor glowed bright. 
 
    “Hi Faye, may I come in,” the half-troll asked. 
 
    “Please do,” Faye smiled. 
 
    The two women made their way in, Juna closing the door behind her. Faye moved to the small table with the wine bottle and glass. Pulling another glass from a nearby cabinet, she poured wine into each one. Lifting them up, she handed one to Juna. Faye sat back down in her seat as Juna sat opposite her. Both women lifted their glasses and took a deep sip before lowering them. 
 
    “What brings you by,” Faye asked with a pleasant smile. 
 
    “I wanted to talk,” Juna said shyly. “I’ve been meaning to find the time but with all of us going to war, time has been in short supply.”  
 
    Faye nodded, feeling the familiar air of being the one person everyone came to. She couldn’t deny that she was the mother hen of the group but it didn’t bother her in the least. She liked knowing she was a confidant to the people she loved. 
 
    “I’m here for you,” Faye said with a warm edge. 
 
    Juna looked to the wood elf, her smile fading. “I actually wanted to be here for you.” 
 
    Faye’s eyes widened and a momentary confusion took hold. The only other person who said that to her was Edric and shock filled her eyes. 
 
    Juna looked down at her glass as she spoke, “When I was born, I wasn’t like a new born baby from your reality. Memories and knowledge filled my mind from each of my parents. I was born fully grown and not needing anyone to take care of me. The moment I came into being, I knew right from wrong, love and loss.” 
 
    Faye gazed on the half-troll, pointed ears listening to every word. 
 
    “The night Elora was attacked, I watched you leap over the side of the wall and run to save the real Elora. Edric leapt over too as you both rushed to save her from the Dread Lords. I was ready to join you when my father used a poison blade to stop me. My last image was you trying to save someone for another. 
 
    “After the battle was finished and we managed to put the pieces together, I was told you and Edric could not save Elora from her permanent fate. I was devastated to hear it as was the kingdom.” 
 
    Juna took another sip of wine before making eye contact with the tanned elf. “When I was first born, I was killed trying to save my father and my mother. Long after the battle, I wandered across Lukken, trying to discover how I could return. It gave me a lot of time to think. The guilt of failing my parents weighed on me like a stone. I had my weak moments until I knew I had to become stronger.  
 
    “When I was brought back from my ghostly prison, I told myself I would never let evil have power over me again. Then on the cursed coast, I failed again. Harkkon took my mother and slew a shadow that was once my father. Despite all of my power, I have failed twice on protecting people I love. I know how it can eat at you. I’ve watched Edric fight through his depression. I have seen Rayna unable to understand her own feelings. I’ve seen Claudia want to become stronger so she can protect those she loves.” 
 
    Juna maintained her gaze, sadness bleeding into her eyes. “I’ve seen you hold onto the guilt of knowing despite your strength, you couldn’t change what happened. I wanted to stay with you so you would know you are not alone. You’re not the only one who must carry these burdens. My mother taught me love and my father taught me honor. I wanted to tell you…you have my understanding…my love…and my honor.” 
 
    Faye stared at the beautiful half-troll, a single tear forming in the corner of her eye and streaking down her smooth cheek. The words curled into her heart like a gentle summertime caress.  
 
    “Thank you Juna,” Faye said just above a whisper. “I…had felt so alone and needing to be strong. It means a lot to me.” 
 
    Juna nodded. The two women sat in comfortable silence for long moments before Faye lifted the wine bottle and filled each of their glasses to the brim. 
 
    “I need a friend to help me finish this bottle and another in the cabinet,” Faye smiled. 
 
    Juna returned the wood elf’s smile with her own, “I would be honored to spend time in your company.” 
 
    The half-troll and wood elf clinked their glasses in a toast before taking a sip. The wine loosened tongues and soon they began talking of love, life and relationships. Faye spoke often but Juna enjoyed hearing the stories. The wine flowed and so did the conversation, their laughter carrying into the dark night. 
 
    *** 
 
    Claudia stepped into her own bed chamber. Closing the door behind her, she let out a relieved sigh, the comfort of home relaxing her spirit. Eyes shifted to the small shelf with three unicorn statues. Heart thudding in her chest, she stepped to the small shelf and eyed the intricate statues. Each one was made from a different mixture of stone and crystal. Color variations glowed from each one, giving them each a unique pattern. 
 
    The lancer pulled up an inventory screen. Scrolling down the list, she stopped it at two items. Tapping on each item, the screen disappeared and she held out her hands. A smile formed as a small unicorn statue appeared in each hand. Pulse quickening, the lancer stepped closer to the shelf, placing each new statue in the remaining empty spots. Letting go, the player’s eyes drank in the collection of five statues. A moment later, they glowed with ethereal light. 
 
    Claudia took a few more steps back as the five statues glowed brighter with each passing second. The little unicorns turned their horned heads to each other before they jumped to life. The lancer clutched her hands together to her chest, the long quest over. The unicorns touched, bodies melting and growing larger. Energy swirled and before Claudia could blink, the ball of light turned into a horse shape.  
 
    The lancer pumped her fist in the air as a white unicorn melted into view. The white spiral horn gleamed in the lantern light of the room and the mount bowed its head as it clopped closer. A saddle was strapped to its back and it huffed its approval as it moved to the lancer. 
 
    Claudia let her hands glide along the warm hide of her new mount. A connection flared and the lancer’s smile grew broader. A wicked thought filled her mind as she slipped a boot into a stirrup and threw her other leg over the saddle. 
 
    *** 
 
    The corridor was quiet as two guards stood at their station. The evening was a peaceful one, to the point where both guards leaned against the wall, lost to day dreams. A growing storm of hooves slowly filled the air. The guards stood up from the wall, heads turning and eyes bulging. 
 
    Claudia shouted from the top of her lungs as her unicorn charged down the almost empty corridor. Smile bright, she pumped her fist again, shouting with the fury of a Valkyrie. 
 
    The guards turned and ran as their lady charged in their direction. Reaching a branching hallway, they dived to the side and hit the floor as lady and unicorn charged past. Claudia shouted with all her might as heads peeked around corners and doors opened to see what the ruckus was. Some in the keep smiled while she blazed past while others ducked for cover. 
 
    Claudia’s heart soared as she hugged her unicorn’s neck in pure joy. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Edric eyed the racks of runic weapons and armor filling the larger armory. Located deep within the keep, it was stockpiled and locked up so every weapon would be safe and accounted for. The summoner knew with so much at stake, they couldn’t risk losing a single blade, mace, helmet or armor. Time was slipping away and the player tripled the guard outside. 
 
    In the armory, the rulers of Elora and their fellow heroes stood in quiet awe. Magnys moved through the racks, ancient eyes drinking in the brand-new weapons and armor before making his way around a shelf and back to the group. Edric looked to Faye, Claudia and Rayna. The three ladies stood at attention but it was Claudia with a wide smile on her face. Rayna glanced to the green haired lancer, pink touching her cheeks and looking away. Faye looked to Edric, a warm smile on her lips. The four rulers had met earlier in the morning, discussing strategies, bringing Claudia up to speed and meeting the lancer’s unicorn.  
 
    Edric smiled to himself, a loving feeling filling the meeting as he felt the kingdom was whole again. Everyone missed the lancer and she was happy to hug everyone. When she reached Rayna, she kissed her deeply, the bard’s cheeks glowing red but not fighting her. A moment touched him as he wanted to spend time with just them but it quickly faded as they discussed what they were about to endure in the trials ahead. 
 
    Jinn, Juna and Sonja stood in a small cluster, patiently waiting. Edric caught the beautiful half-troll stealing quick glances and he couldn’t help himself, glancing at her a little too often. Vass, Renner and Thorrin stood in another cluster, the rogues holding hands and the paladin standing with his arms crossed. Drakkus and Leeta stood close to Edric, the vampire lord talking about some of his adventures and the ogre listening in girlish delight. Edric eyed them, smiling internally as he saw Leeta had a crush on the dashing vampire. The summoner chuckled to himself as he noticed almost anyone near Drakkus seemed infatuated with him. When he spoke of his tales through the hundreds of years of his life, many stopped just to listen. Edric was immune to his charm but somehow, he ended up listening in anyway. It couldn’t be denied that he simply was good at bringing you into the experience.  
 
    Dumadin, Thalia and Lunatina stood off to the side. The jester eyed Rayna while the dwarf eyed Faye. Thalia stood with a smile and humming a song in her throat as Ralis stood at her side, dark eyes on the group. 
 
    Magnys stepped to gathered group, eyes filled with purpose. “Everything appears in order so I will get right to it. The weapons and armor were designed with a mixture of runic power and holy abilities. Lukken has not seen magic like this since the early dawn of our world. The weapons will be effective against most enemies while the holy abilities will double and triple against the undead.  
 
    “Armor has been customized to your individual tastes. It will look like what you’re currently wearing but the insides will have runic sigils for their power. It will be effective at combating most status effects and provide protection against elemental attacks. It will not protect you completely but it will lower the damage. The holy ability in the armor will reduce abyssal attacks as well. I don’t believe even a Dread Lord will have enough power to kill you in one blow but we won’t know until you encounter one.” 
 
    “You heard him, no one die,” Renner said loudly. 
 
    A small laugh filled the armory, breaking the tension a little. 
 
    Magnys nodded. “I’ll start gathering your weapons and armor with the help of the courtesans.” 
 
    Faye stepped forward and all eyes turned to her.  
 
    “We finalized our plans. Tonight, Dagger team will ride on wyverns to the secret tunnel location. Rayna and Claudia will gather our forces and march them to the portal dome. Once Dagger Team opens the first portal, Sword Team will begin the invasion. Remember, we need three portals open to ensure we have a foothold in enemy territory.” 
 
    Heads nodded as Ralis stepped forward. The former troll ambassador bowed his head slightly before addressing the group. 
 
    “The Middle Kingdoms and the Kunarr Kingdoms have enchantments that prevent non-troll recall stones from working within their walls. Once you are inside, if things turn sour, you will not be able to escape by any recall stone. I have had maps of the Middle Kingdoms and Kraznith drawn so you can use them if you get lost. Thanks to Magnys for enchanting them so only you will be able to read them and not the enemy.” 
 
    Claudia stepped forward, “Once the Sword team takes control of the Middle Kingdoms, the Crown team will enter the portals and will take the throne. Once the Middle Kingdoms are secured, we will have 24 to 48 game hours before we launch for the final invasion.” 
 
    “We won’t press the attack,” Thorrin asked. 
 
    Edric stood next to Faye, giving her a quick glance before addressing the group. 
 
    “We have no idea how bad it will get when we take the Middle Kingdoms. Kraznith is a fortress city and the heart of the troll kingdoms. We are going to lose some of our forces and we will need time for them to respawn and rejoin the fight. We don’t know what the death lock-out will be until we attack but most large-scale battles have a 24-hour lock-out. Once we have our army again, we will use the Middle Kingdom’s portals to launch our final assault on Kraznith. Ralis has identified several key points in the kingdom our forces will have to strike to cripple their forces. When we have the Middle Kingdoms, we will detail the plans for the final assault.” 
 
    Edric tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes. “This is the end. We have to succeed or all of Lukken will pay the price. It’s only a matter of time before Harkkon sends his dead Sormir to destroy coastal towns and kingdoms before they march on land. Even with every hero fighting, we can never stand up to such a force.” 
 
    Edric’s fingers closed into a fist at his side. “We all have heard about William Tanner. When I have logged off, I read it’s getting worse in reality. The news keeps reporting that the game Lewd Saga should be shut down. They say its corrupt and ruining lives. They never talk about how it has changed our lives, showing us what true love and compassion really is. How we can make a difference. 
 
    “The Awakened will be affected if we don’t stop this madness. Friends we found and families we created will be taken away in an instant. We have to give them a chance before Harkkon or the ignorant in reality decide for us. We stop Harkkon, we can show that the digital world can be rebuilt and nurtured to something better.” 
 
    Edric looked up, eyes filled with determined fury, “We will be the starting point to a new age!” 
 
    Renner brought his hands up and gave a slow clap. Vass rammed her elbow into his side. 
 
    “Ow! Why did you do that? It was a good speech,” Renner rubbed his ribs. 
 
    The rest of the group looked to the summoner with polite eyes, heads nodding in agreement. 
 
    Edric’s face flushed red. He had prepared the speech over the last two nights and he thought there would at least a rising of fists and some shouting. Maybe it only worked on NPC’s in the game. Head tilting forward, his back felt like jelly as embarrassment clouded his eyes. Juna was the only one looking to the summoner, tears of emotion in her eyes. 
 
    Magnys and the courtesans stepped to the group, weapons and armor in their hands. The Sormir moved to Edric, clasped a free hand on his shoulder and pulled him to the side as everyone began gathering their gear. Edric stood, head bowed and shadows trying to cover his glowing face.  
 
    “It was a good speech,” Magnys smiled. 
 
    “I…I thought it would rile them up,” Edric said in a low whisper. 
 
    Magnys nodded. “Heroes don’t really need speeches. They seem ready to take any enemy as they are. Though, I admire your energy.” 
 
    Edric stood motionless as Magnys put some items down on a nearby table. Looking to the summoner, the Sormir touched his own chin as if deep in thought. 
 
    “I have been thinking about you in the coming battles. You have skills to be a great summoner but you will need some added protection and weapon upgrades if you’re going to survive.” 
 
    Magnys reached over to the pile and picked up a white chainmail shirt. Edric snapped out of his embarrassment as Magnys handed it to him. It was light as a feather in his hands and the metal felt like hard silk. 
 
    “I made it myself,” Magnys smiled. “It’s lightweight so you won’t have any negative effects on spell casting. It’s has good protection against status and spell effects but medium protection against actual weapons. Try to not get stabbed.” 
 
    Magnys picked up a crystal from the pile as his eyes went Edric’s whip. “A whip is a poor weapon in battle but I understand the limitations of your class selection.” 
 
    Magnys held up the crystal before Edric. It was white like a thick diamond and radiated a pale glow. 
 
    “It took some time but I made this for you to put in one of your gem slots. It will increase the power of your whip and add the holy effects to your attacks, just in case you run out of mana or friends in battle.” 
 
    “Run out of friends,” Edric said with wide eyes. 
 
    Magnys ignored him and continued, “Beyond this, there isn’t much else I can do. I’ll stay here and keep the mages working at the spell forges until the Middle Kingdoms are ours. I will come to you when we are ready to invade Kraznith.” 
 
    Edric took the crystal from Magnys’ hand. “I wish you were coming with us tonight.” 
 
    Magnys sighed. “I do too but our forces need to be armed for the final fight. Drakkus, Nykor and Leeta should be more than enough protection for you. Leeta will be given a new mace, more powerful than her current two. Drakkus is unable to wield the new weapons or wear the armor but he assured me he is more than capable with his natural abilities. Nykor’s power is tremendous and doesn’t need anything more.” 
 
    The elder Sormir looked to the summoner with a nearly fatherly gaze. “Edric, I have seen many things in this world and in my travels. You have a spirit to reach great heights but the only way you will achieve them is if you let go of the past and look to the future. 
 
    “Love can be mysterious just as it can be deadly or full of healing power. I can see the chains around your heart, guarding yourself. It is a pain I knew well, losing the love of my life. She was a troll of amazing knowledge and beauty. She took my breath away and her voice sent a vibration down my spine I have never forgotten. I followed her wishes, guarding Harkkon’s tomb but I too failed at my duty. What I wish to tell you is…open your heart again before the pain becomes all you will ever know.” 
 
    Edric looked with cool eyes on the Sormir. They had spoken but he never opened up about his personal past. The words carried weight and the summoner knew that whatever happened, he would overcome it if he moved on with his life. 
 
    “What was her name,” Edric asked with a warm smile. 
 
    “Zusa,” Magnys said with a low sad tone. “She opened my heart to true love and it changed my life forever.”  
 
    Edric touched Magnys’s shoulder. “We will make Zusa and Elora proud.” 
 
    The Sormir smirked. “Yes, we will.” 
 
    Dumadin helped locked a bracer on Faye’s arm. The wood elf watched the dwarf work. Dumadin gently brushed his fingers along the elf’s skin, eyes glancing up to see her reaction. The wood elf simply smiled, saying nothing and almost leaning into his gentle touches along her arm. The dwarf’s smile grew as he happily continued to attach the second bracer before working on her shin guards. 
 
    Thalia slithered over to Claudia, helping her equip her light armor while Lunatina slipped arcane plates in slots along Rayna’s black leather outfit. The bard gave the jester a wicked leer as hands lingered on thighs. Claudia glanced over, noticing the connection for the first time. Thalia placed a new spear in the lancer’s hand as her gray eyes wandered from the bard to the pale white jester in black and purple. 
 
    Jinn wrapped a thick belt around his waist. When it was locked into place, he opened one of the pouches to see hundreds of white metal darts. He gave a nod of approval before looking up to Juna’s smiling face. The half-troll didn’t need the weapons or armor but the elder assassin fought off dreadful thoughts of concern for his daughter. Mind swirling to Oksuna, Jinn squared his jaw before smiling to the half-troll, ready to bring his family together again. 
 
    Drakkus helped Sonja put on her armor as Renner helped arm Vass with new, more powerful daggers. Thorrin took the armor but ignored the weapons since he had a Bracer of Thunn. When Dumadin finished with Faye, he picked up a white and gray battle-axe and a chainmail shirt. 
 
    Edric looked at his chainmail shirt and crystal. 
 
    Holy Arcane Chainmail Shirt 
 
     +35 Protection 
 
    70% Protection vs Status Effects 
 
    60% Protection vs Magical Attacks 
 
    70% Protection vs Abyssal Attacks 
 
      
 
    Edric remembered that any percentage protection either nullified the effect or halved the damage from attacks. Looking at the chainmail shirt again, the percentages were fantastic but since Harkkon had grown so powerful, half damage still had a chance to kill him instantly. Damage could be reduced as long as they were glancing blows but a direct strike could still be fatal. 
 
    Edric held up the white gem. 
 
    Holy Arcane Aura 
 
    +50 Damage to Weapon 
 
    Double Damage vs Undead 
 
    Edric pulled his whip from his hip. Looking at the stats, if he removed the lightning attack and put in the Holy Arcane Gem in its place, he could still use the power surge gem to maximize damage and maybe even triple any damage vs undead. Pulling up the weapon screen, he tapped at the top gem slot of the whip. The gem faded out of the whip and the player tapped the screen again. The new gem fit into place. Power glowed along the whip as he re-latched it to his belt.  
 
    Bringing up his inventory screen, he tapped it a few times, the chainmail shirt disappearing and reappearing over his chest and under his green robe. The player pulled up his stats again and looked it over to ensure everything was in place. 
 
    Edric Temple               
 
    Summoner 
 
    Hit Points- 160/160 
 
    Mana- 260/260 
 
    Armor- 40 
 
     
 
    Strength- 22(+4) 
 
    Intelligence- 40(+10) 
 
    Wisdom- 30(+7) 
 
    Dexterity- 27(+5) 
 
    Stamina- 40(+10) 
 
    Charisma- 51(+20) 
 
     
 
    Spell Abilities     
 
    Charm- 62 
 
    Snare- 58 
 
    Channel- (+STR/HP/DEX) 
 
     
 
    Lock Stones (1)  
 
    Leeta (Ogre)- HP-300/300 
 
    Nykor (Drell-Kai)- HP- 6,000/6,000 
 
    Drakkus Thorne (Vampire Lord)- HP- 1,666/1,666 
 
    Magnys (Sormir)- HP- 9,999/9,999   
 
     
 
    Spells 
 
    Summoning Spell- 10 Mana 
 
    Summon Demon Spell- 2o Mana 
 
    Summon Angel Spell- 40 Mana 
 
    Summon Elemental- 25 Mana 
 
    Light Spell- 5 Mana 
 
    Mana Shield- 1 Mana for 2 points of Protection 
 
      
 
    Primary Skills 
 
    Spell Casting- 70 
 
    Spell Craft- 46 
 
    Gem Craft- 46 
 
    Rune Craft- 37 
 
    Enchantment- 30  
 
    Melee- 43 
 
    Wilderness Lore- 25 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Holy Arcane Whip- 60 to 65 damage  
 
    Whip Gem Slot- Holy Arcane Aura, +50 Damage, DD Undead 
 
    Whip Gem Slot- Power Surge, Extra 20 to 50 Damage 
 
    Dark Green Robe- 5 Armor 
 
    Holy Arcane Chainmail shirt- +35 Protection. %70S/%60M/%70A 
 
    Healing Potions (8)- Heal 100 HP 
 
    Mana Potions (8)- Restore 100 Mana 
 
    Elixirs (1)- Heals all damage and restores Mana 
 
      
 
    Edric nodded to himself, seeing everything was in order. The summoner moved to Faye as she was looking over her new bracers. 
 
    “I need to see someone. I’ll be back soon,” Edric said simply. 
 
    “Is everything okay,” the wood elf asked. 
 
    “I hope so,” Edric sighed. “Our new dungeon invited me for a chat before we set off.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The doors opened and Edric stepped into a gathering of Elora’s rich elite and average citizens. Violins and harps played as a large circular stone and wood bar stood in the middle of the large chamber. Bartenders served drinks as dark elves moved through the crowd, handing out drinks. An excited murmur flowed like gentle tides, the crowd lost in happy conversation.  
 
    Edric stepped in and many eyes and heads turned to him, raising glasses and bowing their heads. It slightly unnerved the lord summoner but he politely smiled and made his way deeper through the crowd. Bodies parted until the player noticed Lyndra standing by the bar, happily chatting with a few of Elora’s socialites, Sekka at her side. The dungeon core continued to laugh and touch forearms as Sekka looked to the approaching summoner with a welcoming smile. 
 
    “And then I told him,’ If you bend at the knees, I have some holy water you can drink’,” Lyndra laughed and those gathered around her joined. 
 
    The dungeon core turned her glowing eyes to the approaching summoner and gave a bow of her head, “Lord Temple, so good of you to join our little gathering. Sekka, please see that Lord Temple is properly refreshed.” 
 
    The succubus bowed and stepped away.  
 
    Edric put up his hands, “Thank you but I’m not…..” 
 
    Lyndra cut him off, “Nonsense, I’m sure one drink will not dull your senses for the fight to come.” 
 
    Sekka appeared with a glass of white wine and handed it to the summoner. Edric gave a polite smile and took the glass, lifting it up. Everyone around Lyndra raised their glasses in a silent toast before taking a deep drink. 
 
    Lyndra’s smile was bright as she turned to the gathered nobles, “Please excuse us. I’m sure Lord Temple has urgent business to discuss. It won’t take long and then we can return to the pre-celebration.” 
 
    Elora nobles and ladies bowed before stepping away, leaving a wide empty circle by the bar, Lyndra, Edric and Sekka the only ones there. 
 
    “Pre-celebration,” Edric said with a small smile. 
 
    Lyndra nodded, “The world may be ending so why not end it on a high note.” The raven-haired woman stepped a little closer to Edric, eyes glowing. “I’m happy you could come. Many of Elora’s elite were looking forward to seeing you. Many wish you well on your conquest of the Middle Kingdoms.” 
 
    “We will certainly do our best,” Edric said and took another sip, the wine easing the small tension in his shoulders. 
 
    Lyndra gave him a wicked, wanting gaze, “I cannot thank you enough for allowing my core to reside under your beautiful city. It took some time but many citizens have finally decided to come to my parties. It has been a magnificent experience and I have you and the lovely ladies of Elora to thank.” 
 
    “You’re help in defending the kingdom won many over. I know I feel better knowing you are here, helping us defend the city and kingdom.” 
 
    Lyndra licked her lips before she continued, “I know the duties of the kingdom have taken precedence but you have not answered my invitations for private meetings. One would think you’re avoiding me.” 
 
    Edric tilted his head forward, smiling. “Kingdom and my duties to my fellow rulers have taken up my time. Please forgive me.” 
 
    Lyndra nodded. “You are forgiven, for now. I only wish for prosperity for all of us in these trying times. Are you confident about your plans?” 
 
    “We are,” Edric said with a quick glance away before changing the subject, “Have your people adjusted to life here in Elora?” 
 
    Lyndra nodded, “They have. The transition has gone smoothly and the Elorian wine has helped.” 
 
    The dungeon mistress leaned in closer as if to kiss his cheek but instead her lips parted by his ear, “There are terrible rumors the human kingdoms may fall soon. I have also heard Dread Lord Maggar Wormwood is in the Middle Kingdoms with a terrible new weapon. I speak to you with this information so you know; Maggar must be taken down as quickly as possible.” 
 
    Edric’s brow rose and the dungeon mistress continued as if she read his mind. 
 
    “My power has grown and so has my abilities. I have spies everywhere and they have reported back whispers of the mad Dread Lord’s plans. He will be in the lower levels of Bellor’s Keep. It may be tempting to take the throne room but search the lower levels first.” 
 
    “What kind of new weapon does he have,” Edric asked in a whisper. 
 
    “I’m not sure but it has been whispered as something that can rival Harkkon’s power,” Lyndra said and licked the summoner’s ear before pulling back. 
 
    “A lick for luck,” Lyndra smiled showing her teeth. “Come back soon. Sekka has been beside herself missing you.” 
 
    Edric eyed the dungeon core as she winked and turned away, strolling to her party guests. Sekka stood at Edric’s side, looking up at him with warm eyes. 
 
    “I wish I could join you on your adventure,” the succubus said in a low tone. 
 
    “I wish you could too,” Edric said before downing his glass of wine and setting it on the bar.  
 
    Sekka touched the side of Edric’s chin and moved it so they were facing each other. Wrapping her arms around his neck and wings around their bodies, the succubus kissed the summoner deeply. Edric’s eyes closed, enjoying the sweet taste of the demon, his body reacting as it always did when she was close. The slight distraction pushed away the small nervous butterflies in his stomach as tongues danced and played. When the moment passed, Sekka pulled away with a mischievous grin. 
 
    “For luck…and a promise for the victor,” the succubus said in sultry tone. 
 
    “Thank you for the motivation,” Edric said as Sekka’s wings folded back, “Take care of yourself and your mistress.” 
 
    Lyndra watched from the corner of her eye as Edric let go of the scantily clad succubus and walked toward the main doors. Seeing him leave, she took another sip of wine as a female dark elf with long white hair stepped to her side. 
 
    “Do they suspect,” the dark elf asked with a whisper. 
 
    “No, if he did, he would have asked. We will continue the arrangement after the main army leaves the city,” Lyndra returned in a whisper. 
 
    “My master and his high priest will be pleased,” the dark elf said with a slight smile. 
 
    “As long as all parties are honor bound, all should benefit, now I need some more wine,” Lyndra said as she snapped her fingers, five dark elves rushing to her with trays of full wine glasses. 
 
    *** 
 
    The air tasted pure as Edric looked up into the moonless night. Stars glowed across the heavens as a large group of wyverns flew silently through the dark skies. The summoner looked over his shoulder to the flying formation. No one spoke as eyes gazed south to the small light of the Middle Kingdoms. 
 
    Edric turned his gaze, looking ahead to the lone beacon of the kingdoms. Recent memories washed over him like the cool wind, wyverns flying mere feet from tree tops. Images of Claudia and Rayna hugging him and Faye filled his mind, the lancer biting his ear and the bard smacking his ass. They turned to the wood elf and held her like a sister departing on a train to new horizons. Tears formed as if they didn’t want to let go and Edric could see the bond between them, all of them. 
 
    Drakkus, Leeta and Nykor all moved closer, ready to enter their lock stone's, eyes and hearts ready for the fight ahead. Nykor lowered her head, nudging the summoner as he patted her neck. The rest of Dagger team arrived at the wyvern tower, ready for what was to come. Lunatina arrived as well, handing out potions and making sure everyone was stocked. The jester gave Edric a kiss on his cheek before moving to Rayna and kissing her on the lips. The two lingered for an uncomfortably long time before they parted and the jester cart-wheeled away.  
 
    Jinn, Juna, Sonja, Vass and Thorrin were geared up and eyes filled with determination. Dumadin showed up, battle-axe at his back and muttering curses under his breath about they should be bringing more people. Edric thought the mood was a little somber as the sun set and he told the group what Lyndra had told him. It resonated that they needed to work fast if they were to succeed.  
 
    Mounting their wyverns, each one leapt into the air, wings flapping and gaining altitude. Rayna, Claudia and Lunatina waved from the ground as the Dagger team flew higher into the evening sky and then veered to the south, toward the Middle Kingdoms. Vass looked down from her mount, not seeing Renner and knowing he couldn’t see her off. They promised each other to be careful but he kept the kids busy so they wouldn’t whine about going along. 
 
    Nearly an hour had passed since they took off on their short flight almost to their destination. Edric scanned the kingdoms ahead, large torches on battlements and light surrounding the area. The lack of moonlight aided their approach but this was the coming moment where they had a chance at success or failure. If a single scout or magical spy caught wind of their approach, the mission would be a failure. Wyverns banked right, remaining parallel to the kingdoms and heading west. Lunatina’s words echoed in Edric’s head, the distance and location of the tunnel to the west of the kingdoms. It was far enough west that no one thought to look for such an entrance and Edric hoped it was still there. 
 
     The wind picked up, blasting bodies with cool air as wyverns dipped low. A group of trees gave way to a clearing and stone outcroppings jutting up from the grassy ground. Wyverns glided down until they touched grass, claws digging into the earth and stopping their momentum. Players dismounted, weapons out as eyes looked to the kingdoms in the distance. No horns blew in alarm or announced increased activity. 
 
    Edric and Faye moved at the same time, searching in the starlight for the marked pointed boulder. Lunatina said it would look like a dragon claw, sticking out of the ground. A frantic calm surged against Edric’s nerves as he stumbled through the dark. The gentle glow of boulders and stones barely providing enough reflected light to see where they were going. 
 
    Edric walked past a boulder and his eyes locked on another one fitting Lunatina’s description. A cold sweat touched his palms as a nagging feeling washed over him, wondering if any traps were set and they would be discovered at any moment. The rest of team fanned out to help search but soon Edric raise his hand and waved them over. 
 
    The summoner eyed the large, talon-like stone, a strange marking at its base. Before he knew it, Faye and Dumadin were at his side. The dwarf knelt to the grassy floor, thick hands running over the earth before his fingers slipped in a small crack were the stone and ground met. Fingers touched a mechanism, the stone side of the pointed boulder shifted and stagnant air flowed out. The dwarf was to his feet, taking hold of the edge and opening it further.  
 
    The group converged, standing at the entrance and eyeing foreboding darkness beyond. Thorrin smacked Wyverns on their sides, directing them to take flight and return to Elora. When the last one flew away, the reality of the situation sank into the raid group. They knew there was no turning back now. 
 
    Vass smiled as she put her hood up and cloak over her shoulders. The rogue bent her legs at the knees before stepping into the darkness of the secret entrance. The rest of the group waited, letting her gain some distance before they all looked to each other. Reassuring nods filled the summoner with courage. Edric entered the dark tunnel, feeling stone steps leading down. With a deep inhale, he began his descent with fluttering bravery. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    Darkness parted as flaming torches illuminated the wide, cavernous tunnel. Jinn led the way, Faye close behind him with Dumadin. Juna and Edric took up the middle while Sonja and Thorrin took the rear. Edric held his torch up high, glancing to every dark shadow as they walked along. 
 
    The tunnel was damp, the sound of dripping water echoing along through the darkness. They had been walking for twenty minutes; senses alert for anything that may jump out at them. Edric’s tension eased, enjoying the simple pleasure of exploring something close to a dungeon. It had been so long since he did a simple dungeon crawl; it was refreshing change of pace compared to his kingdom duties. 
 
    Juna caught the summoner’s small smile, walking alongside him. Edric caught himself as he glanced over to see the half-troll smiling at him. 
 
    “Happy thought,” Juna said in a low tone. 
 
    “You could say that,” Edric smiled wider. “It’s nice to be out of the kingdom for a little adventure.” 
 
    “This is far from a little adventure,” Thorrin grinned from behind. 
 
    Edric glanced back, returning the smile. “You know what I mean. Here we are on an epic quest to retake the kingdoms and save Oksuna and possibly all of Lukken. I’m happy we can call be together on this epic quest but I do miss the smaller adventures when you’re a starting player.” 
 
    “You’re preaching to the choir,” Jinn said over his shoulder. “I’ve spent so much time trying to make a difference; I wish I could just enjoy a small dungeon raid with a few friends.” 
 
    “When this is all over, maybe we can,” Sonja smiled from the rear.  
 
    “Sounds like a date,” Jinn chuckled. 
 
    Edric turned his attention to Juna, “Maybe…we can go on a dungeon crawl together. I doubt they would have any high-level loot that would match your power but they can be fun.” 
 
    The half-troll eyed the summoner, her expression taking a shy hint before she nodded her head. “Sounds like a fun experience. As Jinn said, it’s a date.” 
 
    Edric’s cheeks glowed hot and then he glanced to Jinn who had turned his head and gave the summoner an approving nod. The nod caused the summoner’s face to glow hotter and he mentally berated himself. He didn’t realize he was asking Juna out and right in front of her father. It felt like he was back in high school were women were mysterious and he was awkward as hell.  
 
    Juna enjoyed watching the summoner squirm as they continued their march along the dank tunnel. Edric cooled his thoughts but soon found himself glancing to the beautiful half-troll repeatedly. A warm feeling touched his heart as they walked along. The feelings were there, true to his soul. The pain he once held seemed to lessen as she would glance back to him, eyes almost glowing in the shadowy tunnel. It felt right and the player wanted nothing more than to kiss her perfect lips again like he did when he woke her from her sleeping trance. It was something out of a fairy tale but it didn’t diminish the fact that it was special. If they succeeded, the war would be over and then Edric could explore the connection he felt for the mystical half-troll. 
 
    “How far is the portal from where we exit,” Thorrin asked. 
 
    Edric and Jinn began to speak at the same time. Words jumbled before the older looking assassin bowed his head with a smile to the summoner. 
 
    Edric nodded and continued, “Two city blocks north. It is also the closest portal to Bellor Keep. Once it is activated, we will need to open the portals to the east and west of it.” 
 
    “Aye, how are we going to do that? Split the party?” Dumadin said in a low voice. 
 
    “Splitting the party is bad, “Sonja and Jinn said in unison, smiling. 
 
    Jinn continued, “With Edric’s new intel about Maggar’s weapon, we may have to do it anyway.” 
 
    “Once the portal is open, our forces will march in to aid in the invasion. I can spare Nykor and Drakkus to help the smaller teams reach the other two portals while another team enters Bellor Keep,” Edric added. 
 
    “It might be overkill,” Sonja spoke up, “I can clone an army of mirror images of myself. Nykor and Drakkus can fight an army by themselves.” 
 
    Edric nodded. “We know there is large force of trolls in the kingdoms. Once the alarm sounds, all of them are going to be coming right to us. We need stealth to open the portal by the Keep before all hell breaks loose.” 
 
    “Vass and I can open the first portal. I’m sure our stealth is high enough to get by undetected,” Jinn said. “Once we activate it, all of you will need to rush to our location and split to the other portals while a group enters the Keep.” 
 
    “I’ll hold the main portal,” Sonja stated. 
 
    “Dumadin and I can take the east portal,” Faye added and looked to the dwarf. Dumadin smiled broadly. 
 
    “Vass and I can take the west portal,” Thorrin said with a nod. “It is closer to the Ludus Kingdom and we will have a flood of trolls coming our way.” 
 
    Jinn looked to Edric and Juna as he walked, “That leaves us to storm the Keep and find Maggar.” 
 
    “I’ll send Nykor with Thorrin and Vass. She will be able to help clear the way while Drakkus will go with Faye and Dumadin. Leeta will stay with us to storm the Keep,” Edric said with growing confidence. 
 
    The summoner looked to Juna, “With your power, he won’t stand a chance against us.” 
 
    Juna nodded with determined eyes. Jinn was about to speak when he turned his eyes to the tunnel before them, a shadow slinking from the darkness. The group stopped in their tracks. A hood pulled back to show Vass’s elven features. 
 
    “You all sound like a train going through the station. I had to double back so you didn’t wake the Devil Spiders.” 
 
    “A nest, how many,” Jinn asked. 
 
    “I lost count after a hundred. The tunnel balloons out into a natural cavern. The spiders and their queen have webbed the entire area. No one is getting through without waking them.” 
 
    “Did you hear the plan,” Jinn said as we approached the elf. 
 
    Vass nodded. 
 
    “Okay,” Jinn said and stepped past her. “Everyone stays here. I should be back soon.” 
 
    “Jinn,” Edric said as he took a step forward. 
 
    The grizzled white-haired assassin looked back, stopping Edric in his tracks. “It won’t take me long.” 
 
    The group watched as Jinn was swallowed up in the dark tunnel. Long moments ticked by, only the sound of distant drips filling the silent gloom. Flames played with shadows as the dripping grew to a maddening level. Everyone stared into the darkness, waiting for any sign of the assassin. Juna was the only one with a small smile, eyes relaxed. 
 
    A screech cut through the group’s senses before bursts of light lit up the tunnel and cavern beyond. A cacophony of screeches spiraled on as light bursts filled the area like a strobe light. The raid party watched as the flashes continued in rapid succession until they began to slow. A loud crunch vibrated down the tunnel before light flashed again and again. Seconds ticked by until the flashes lessened and soon there was none. 
 
    All watched the dark tunnel until Jinn’s broad figure stepped from the shadows. He looked just as he had left, untouched and shoulders relaxed. 
 
    “Cleared. Let’s keep going,” the assassin smiled before turning and leading the way. 
 
    The raid group followed. The tunnel indeed opened up to a large cavern. Demonic arachnid bodies twitched before shattering to light. A large spider head lay to one side, shredded webs hanging from the walls and ceiling. Coins and gems littered the rough floor as the group moved single file. Edric judged from the size of the cavern, the place must have been filled to the brim with giant spiders. Jinn marched ahead as the group followed, torch light filling the cavern. A healthy respect grew as Edric felt they actually had a chance. 
 
    *** 
 
    Time began to lose all meaning as the party marched. Edric began to question if there was an end to the tunnel when Jinn stopped abruptly. Eyes peered past the assassin as they had reached a dead end. Edric moved to an empty torch holder and placed his torch in it, the light touching the entire area. 
 
    Jinn rubbed his jaw, “We were in such a hurry to escape during the battle of the Middle Kingdoms, I don’t remember if we closed the entrance behind us.” 
 
    “Neither do I,” Sonja added. 
 
    Dumadin stepped forward, “Let me take a look at it.” 
 
    The dwarf moved big hands over the stone bricks on the dead end and along the walls to the right and then the left. The group watched as the dwarf concentrated, fingers touching along dusty lines of stone. When he ran fingers over a specific brick, the dwarf leered. 
 
    “Found the trigger. Open says me,” the dwarf chuckled and pushed at it. 
 
    The stone slid in and stopped. Dumadin stepped back and all waited for the entrance to open. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    Dumadin’s smile soured before he touched the brick again. Nothing happened. Balling a fist, he was about to punch it when Faye closed her hand over his fist. 
 
    “Maybe a delicate approach? We don’t want to alert every troll in the area,” Faye said with a diplomatic edge. 
 
    Dumadin’s demeanor relaxed before looking to the trigger plate. “It should work. The area doesn’t look anyone has been down here in years.” 
 
    “Can you fix it,” Edric asked. 
 
    Dumadin let out another small chuckle. “For fucks sake, yes I can fix it…erm…Lord Temple.” 
 
    The dwarf stepped closer and tried to dig his big fingers into the side of the trigger brick. Unable to get a hold, Jinn and Vass stepped closer, drawing daggers. Each one stuck a point on either side and popped the false brick out. Dumadin captured it before it hit the ground and set it down silently. Peering in, he could see the gears and rods in place. Faye brought a torch over as the dwarf looked around, sticking his finger in and moving the small, delicate gears. 
 
    “Do you want the bad news, or the good news, or the bad, bad news,” the dwarf growled. 
 
    “Just tell us,” Edric, Jinn and Thorrin groaned. 
 
    “The bad news is some of the gears are stripped. The good news is it can be fixed. The bad, bad news is, this is a human design and much too small for my impressive hands to fix it properly. If this was dwarven tech, I could have us through in moments but now…not so sure.” 
 
    “Can someone be your hands,” Edric asked. 
 
    Dumadin nodded as he pulled a small leather pouch from his belt. “Yes, if they do exactly as I say.” 
 
    Vass stepped closer, “Will lock picking and disarming trap skills help?” 
 
    The dwarf eyed the dark-haired elf, “It can but I don’t want your beautiful fingers caught once it opens. Please listen carefully as I instruct you.” 
 
    The dwarf handed Vass two thin rod tools. The elf and dwarf stepped close to the open hole, Vass diving in with her hands while Dumadin squinted. The rest of the group watched as Dumadin talked in a low tone. Clicks and a small clang echoed out but the pair continued to work. 
 
    Jinn stood by Edric, “When the door is open, everything may happen quickly. Are you ready?” 
 
    The summoner nodded, “I am.” 
 
    “We won’t let you down,” Jinn smiled. “After this, we will take on Harkkon and the trolls one last time.” 
 
    Edric’s heart began to race in his chest, the realization that they were getting closer to the end. 
 
    Jinn gave the summoner a knowing smirk. “I know it doesn’t need to be said…but you better be good to my little girl.” 
 
    Juna’s eyes snapped up, glaring at the older assassin. Edric’s head snapped to Jinn’s smirking face. The summoner and half-troll stood frozen in shock as Sonja smiled and Thorrin tried to cover his mouth. Faye smiled as the tunnel corridor felt much smaller to Edric and Juna. 
 
    Edric’s mouth hung open, not sure what to say when there was a loud crunch and the sound of metal on metal whirling to life. 
 
    “It’s done,” Dumadin grinned. 
 
    Bodies turned to the blank corridor wall as it shifted and slid away. Dust poured in as debris fell to the stone floor. Jinn stepped to the door and helped it along. When it was open enough for a body to slip through, Jinn stepped in. 
 
    Faye reached out and closed her hand over the hanging torch, her chi snuffing it out. The rest of the group extinguished their torches as they moved silently, one after the other behind Jinn. Darkness parted as the group made their way into a basement, thick crates filling it from wall to wall. 
 
    Jinn moved through the basement level, his green sword out. The assassin looked down in the small paths between crates, giant rat traps open and hungry to bite into flesh. Using his sword, he activated each trap with a tap as he moved into the middle of the basement. The group filled the middle of the crowded room, Thorrin closing the tunnel entrance behind them. 
 
    The raid group listened, the floor above silent as a grave. Jinn pointed to the stairs and led the way. Single file, they moved. Jinn silently climbed the stairs as Faye, Edric and Juna followed. The rest of the group followed along. Jinn reached the top the stairs and opened the door. It opened easily and he peered in. Darkness greeted the assassin. Stepping out of the basement door, he moved silently, checking around corners before circling back to the group as they emerged from the basement. 
 
    “I think this is just a storage home,” Jinn said in a low whisper. 
 
    “Our luck seems to be holding out,” Thorrin whispered back. 
 
    “We still have to get to the portal,” Edric reminded them. 
 
    “Vass, you and I are up,” Jinn nodded to the elf rogue. 
 
    The two broke from the group and stepped into a room with closed windows. Edric and Faye led the group to the entrance room of the stone and wood home. The group gathered in silence as Jinn opened a window and slipped out, Vass close behind. 
 
    Sonja moved to the front door, unlocking it and cracking it open. The street was empty, street lanterns glowing. Cobbled stone streets stretched out as some nearby homes has lights on in some windows. 
 
    “You see anything,” Edric asked in a low whisper. 
 
    Sonja shook her head, “No. It looks dead out there.” 
 
    A march of boots caused the blue knight to close the door. The group hunkered down as shadows past by dark windows. Everyone held their breath as the shadows marched by. After a long pause, Sonja cracked the door open, seeing the armored backs of six trolls marching down the street. 
 
    “It’s a patrol and they look like they are moving on,” Sonja whispered to the group. 
 
    Outside, Jinn and Vass scaled the side of the small alley as the march of trolls walked by. The assassin and rogue peered down to see the top of their helmeted heads as they moved on, not seeing the pair as they slipped onto a nearby roof. 
 
    Jinn and Vass stayed to the shadows, scanning the area. Street lanterns lit up scorpion crossbows on nearby roofs, guards standing by them. Bats flew through the dark sky above the rooftops and the pair knew they must be sentries of some kind. Jinn glanced to the north, a wide area open between buildings. He assumed it was where the portal stood. The hard part was getting to it without alerting the entire city. 
 
    Jinn’s eyes drank it all in as his muscles tensed. Strategies formed as he pictured getting over the two roofs and making their way down to the portal. The bats in the sky would detect their movement if they simply raced across. 
 
    Vass looked up, studying the bat’s movements. They seemed to circle in the air a few times before landing and another group would take off. For a short moment, it looked like there was a window where they could slip by undetected. The elf tapped Jinn’s shoulder and made a quick hand signal. The assassin looked up and saw the same pattern. The pair on the same idea they waited until the circling bats turned and headed back to their resting area while others hanging upside from buildings let go and took flight. 
 
    Two shadows leapt across a small street, reaching the other side and blending into the shadows. Bats flew overhead, multiple pairs of red eyes searching. The assassin and rogue waited until they changed their circular pattern and flew to new resting points, other bats falling from roosts and opening leathery wings. 
 
    Two shadows leapt again across a street. Time sped up as they raced across the roof and dove for inky shadows just as bats flew overhead. Becoming still, Jinn and Vass waited until there was another break in the patrols and looked over the roof edge. 
 
    A rectangular portal stood. Runic stones glowed with a dim magical light as it stood on a raised dais. Four troll guards stood; spears in hand and swords at their belts. Armor was covered in runes. Jinn watched as they seemed to not stand at full attention. Their stature seemed relaxed and the assassin smirked as one of them yawned. 
 
    Vass pulled out her crossbow but Jinn made a hand signal for up close and personal. The elf nodded, putting her crossbow in her cloak and pulling out two daggers from her bandolier. Two shadows oozed down a dark alley until they reached ground level. Slinking along just out of sight, they circled the portal and crept up the small dais. 
 
    A troll’s eyes grew heavy as he leaned on his spear. A light flashed behind him and his brow went up. Turning, eyes grew wider as a fellow guard fell into shards of light and a dagger stabbed into his throat. A small gurgle filled the area as Vass shushed him to sleep. The troll’s hit points drained as a shadow lopped off a head and then another in two strikes, green sword gleaming. When cracks of light raced up to his eyes, he shattered, his last moments in shock and awe. 
 
    Vass and Jinn looked to the portal just as the sound of metal and boots reached the square edge. Jinn turned to see six trolls, eyes wide and hands reaching for weapons. Vass pulled out a specially designed portal crystal. Bodies moved in a planned symphony as the elf darted for the portal and Jinn pulled out six metal darts from his belt. Hands whipping out, the six darts flew silently toward the trolls and swords slowly pulled from sheaths. Vass leapt into the air, her hand outstretched, a red crystal pulsating. 
 
    Jinn studied the trolls as hands moved to his belt for more darts. Each one of his flying darts struck true, striking an eye or throat. Strangled grunts rose up as poison and power shattered their bodies almost all at once, except for one. Jinn’s hand moved, releasing another dart as one large troll with a dart in his eye pulled a tube from his belt and pointed it up. The troll squeezed the tube just as another dart struck his other eye. It grunted loudly as a red bolt of energy blasted out from the tube and into the night sky. Body cracking into light, the troll shattered but the damage was done. 
 
    Vass touched the red crystal to the portal opening; energy flaring as the bolt of magical energy touched the night sky. Jinn rolled his neck and shoulders as a red explosion filled the sky above them and the portal opened is a vibrant pulse. Vass turned around, crossbow in hands and aiming as more magical flares shot up, casting a bloody light across the Bellor Kingdom. 
 
    Sonja watched as the crimson light lit up the sky. “Let’s go!” 
 
    The rest of the raid party spilled out into the street. There was no doubt and confusion as everyone fell into their assigned rolls. Weapons drawn, the party charged down the cobblestone street, lanterns turning on, windows and doors opening. 
 
    Battle for the Middle Kingdoms has begun! 
 
    24-hour Lock-Out of Lewd Saga is in effect! 
 
    “No one dies,” Sonja ordered. 
 
    Edric’s hand dove into his satchel and pulled out three lock stones. Energy flared and snaked out, striking the ground and forming portals. Leeta, Drakkus and Nykor rose up from each portal as the main group continued to charge ahead. Leeta and Drakkus broke into a run while Nykor looked up at a large scorpion crossbow turning. 
 
    “Take out the crossbows,” Edric mentally ordered the Drell-Kai. 
 
    Nykor’s mouth opened and a thick stream of acid blasted out. The troll manning the crossbow aimed at the charging group when a stream of burning acid struck him. Garbled cries filled the night as the troll and crossbow melted and shattered to pieces.  
 
    Edric looked ahead as his group passed one street, the activated portal a block away. Trolls spilled out into streets, some in armor, others simply brandishing weapons. In the blink of an eye, a flood of enemy trolls rushed out. Time slowed to a stop as the raid group witnessed the swell of trolls and the street quickly closing. Gritting their teeth, they pushed on until hard blue bodies clashed into their group and bedlam erupted. 
 
    Feet turned into inches as weapons clashed and bodies jumped. Sonja’s body rippled before she separated into two and then four and then eight. Swords carved through trolls like butter as the group slowed to a charging walk. Drakkus smiled as he cut his palm with a sharp fingernail, blood spilling and forming into a long red sword. Leeta squared her shoulder as she bashed into trolls, sending them flying and then swinging her mace, sending another group airborne. Thorrin swung his hammers, each one shattering trolls with a single strike. Faye’s hand blurred, punching fist sized holes through armor and shattering trolls. Dumadin roared as he stayed low, axe swinging and separating legs from bodies. Troll blood sprayed as they fell, cracks of light running along their bodies. Juna’s swords flashed, separating heads from bodies. Halfway to the next street where the portal stood, the raid group slowed to a crawl as they carved their way through the trolls. 
 
    Nykor galloped toward the group when swords struck out at her legs. A scorpion crossbow bolt sunk into her forward shoulder and another bolt flew past. Nykor raised her dragon-like head to another scorpion as one troll pulled back the cord and another stood behind him. 
 
    “Load the bolt,” the troll said before his eyes went wide. 
 
    The troll looked down to a sword point sticking out of his chest. 
 
    “Sorry, those are my friends,” the troll behind him said and pulled the blade out. 
 
    “Lornus…,” the troll hissed before his body shattered to light. 
 
    The troll pushed past the shards of light, loading a bolt and turning the scorpion to another troll scorpion. Pulling the trigger, the bolt flew like a small javelin. The other scorpion was pointed at the fighting invaders when the bolt slammed into the guard’s chest and sent him flying off the roof. 
 
    Lornus pulled back on the crossbow cord, locked it into place and loaded another bolt. Nykor saw the troll shooting at the other trolls and turned her many eyes to another scorpion crossbow. Acid streamed out, striking it and blasting it to shards of light. 
 
    Lornus smiled as he aimed at another scorpion. “We will take it all back,” the troll said and pulled the trigger. 
 
    Sonja’s mirror images pushed at the trolls surrounding them, cutting them down in blinks of an eye. Juna charged in between a pair of Sonja’s, body spinning into a blur. White swords cut through large blue bodies like paper, carving out a wide path. The carnage continued as they advanced. 
 
    Edric pulled up a spell as he pressed on with the group and spoke the incantations. 
 
    (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10-(Movement)15=65/(Encounter Roll)50! Summoning Spell successful! 
 
    Summon Elemental! Mana: 235/260 
 
    Edric moved in the center of their group, spell flashing. The ground shook with each step as an earth elemental clawed up from the cobblestone street. Blocky hands grabbed at surprised trolls and crushed them to shards of light. The hands turned into solid fists as the elemental grew to its full height and unleashed rocky death. 
 
    The portal a mere sixty feet away, Sonja unleashed ghostly swords as Drakkus leapt into the air. The vampire lord’s boots touched the wall and he ran sideways over the trolls, his blood sword slicing heads off two at a time. Leeta pushed on, her strength more than a match for the burly trolls. White mace swinging, each strike was true as light flashed around her. 
 
    Jinn whipped his hand, darts flying and stabbing into weak unarmored necks and visor holes. The assassin watched with proud eyes as Juna spun to a stop at the bottom of the dais, shooting her father a smile before cutting down trolls. Vass fired her crossbow, hands moving with elegant grace as she reloaded and fired again. Bolts stuck trolls, surged with arcane power and exploded. 
 
    Edric looked to the portal in the short distance, wondering what was taking so long for Rayna and Claudia to march through. Directing his earth elemental, it smashed through the troll ranks with ease as the summoner gritted his teeth amid the symphony of violence. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Rayna and Claudia stood in front of the three portals. Torches lined the walls as the stone dome flicked with light. Behind them, players stood at the ready, weapons drawn and eagerness in their eyes. The march to the portal dome made the air electric and now the bard and lancer stood at the ready, waiting for one or more portals to open. 
 
    Rayna held her lute, black leather covering her body and eyes filled with wanting intensity. Claudia stood at her side, shoulders relaxed but eyes staring at the portals. The two ladies of Elora knew it would happen at any moment and they readied themselves for the fight ahead. 
 
    A shadow curled around Rayna’s heart. Preparing to take the Middle Kingdoms, the conversation she had with Lunatina continued to invade her thoughts. She knew the jester alchemist would keep her secrets but how long could the bard keep her own secrets to herself? It was a maddening thought as the love and respect she felt for her companions gnawed at her like a rabid animal. Glancing to Claudia, an affection and love had bloomed for the once shy lancer. Claudia’s strength seemed to shine as bright as the sun and Rayna found herself doubting the reasoning she took when she began playing the game. She wondered if she had become compromised but the answer was already there, she just didn’t want to believe it. 
 
    Claudia gave the bard a wicked smile. “When this is all over, you, me and Lunatina should get to know each other better.” 
 
    Rayna’s cheeks flushed pink at the boldness of the lancer. She noticed the play between herself and the jester and not only didn’t mind it but encouraged it. The bard had spent so much of her experiences being in charge, the new feeling of being dominated by someone she cared for was overwhelming. 
 
    Rayna tried to take control again, “Okay but don’t die this time.” 
 
    Claudia nodded. “And you don’t die to get out of it.” 
 
    The bard continued to blush, unable to stop the excitement racing under her skin. The game had turned her digital life upside down and a new feeling ran along her nerves, a need to connect in a way she never connected before. 
 
    The middle portal flashed red as a swirl of energy appeared. Rayna woke from her daydreaming and turned to the army at her back. Players stood to attention, weapons at the ready and a glowing excitement filling the ranks. It travelled along the players in the dome and the ones gathered outside, ready to take back the kingdoms. 
 
    Rayna played a chord, getting everyone’s attention. With a sly grin, she took in a deep breath. 
 
    “This is the moment! The moment we become legends! We don’t do it just for Elora; we do this for all of Lukken! Are you ready?” 
 
    The crowd lifted fists and weapons in the air in a shout. 
 
    “What?” Rayna shouted. 
 
    The crowd roared louder! 
 
    “I SAID ARE YOU FUCKING READY!” 
 
    The crowd shouted so hard, the ground and dome vibrated. Weapons struck breastplates as the deafening roar reached its zenith. Rayna kept her smirk as she turned to the portal and started marching, playing a guitar riff to the tune of each step. The army moved as one, forming a line three abreast so they could fit into the portal. 
 
    “Let’s fucking do this,” Rayna growled as she and Claudia marched to the portal and stepped into it. 
 
    Light streamed past them and a moment later, they emerged from the portal into chaos. Stepping forward, they drank in the fighting as Jinn and Vass fought tooth and nail against trolls by the portal. In the street, many duplicates of Sonja cut through the troll ranks as Juna and Thorrin fought by her side. Leeta bashed trolls as Edric directed Nykor to take out trolls emerging from side streets. Drakkus grinned as he jumped from troll head to troll head, smashing them with his boot and cutting away troll lives with his blood sword. Faye and Dumadin struck and cut down trolls, their bodies almost moving in perfect formation in a storm of enemy trolls. 
 
    Claudia bent her legs and launched herself in the air. Landing next to troll scorpion on a nearby roof, she drove her spear into his body before taking hold of the weapon and pointing it a street below. Two trolls cried out as a bolt penetrated their bodies and they shattered a moment later. 
 
    Rayna stepped to the edge of the dais amid all the chaos and took a deep breath.  
 
    “HELLO MIDDLE KINGDOMS,” the bard screamed before running her fingers along the lute chords in a death metal chorus. 
 
    The bard’s song of mad discord crashed into the crowd. Trolls turned on one another in an instant while others adored the bard, blades from their fellow trolls sinking into their hearts. A wand slid out of the top of the lute arm and Rayna laughed as she pointed into the crowd and unleashed lightning bolt after lightning bolt. Chaos bloomed as players rushed into the fray from behind the bard, joining the battle already in progress. 
 
    Enemy troll numbers dwindled as they were hacked to pieces. Fear touched the incoming trolls and they slowed to a halt and began to back up. Madness flowed like water as trolls attacked any troll close by, lost to the bard’s insane song. The square began to clear as the invading force took root, establishing their place within the city. Players charged out, three at a time, joining the carnage and pushing back the trolls. Claudia had just fired another bolt when a bolt struck her scorpion. Not even blinking, she grabbed her spear and jumped to the street below. Calling her mount, energy flashed below her as a unicorn leapt into the air. Strong legs clutched to the unicorn’s sides as hooves hit the stone street. Galloping along, she charged with spear in hand at a wide street. Players moved aside as the lancer and unicorn barreled into the troll line, shattering and knocking them away in several directions, breaking their ranks. 
 
    Edric rushed to the dais steps and looked up to Rayna and Jinn. “We still need the other two portals and to attack the keep!” 
 
    “Follow through with the plan! Everyone to their places,” Jinn shouted to everyone in the square. 
 
    Thorrin and Vass moved to the western street, Nykor stalking closer. Faye, Drakkus and Dumadin moved to the eastern street. Rayna directed incoming players as Claudia continued to crush the trolls on the western street. Edric and Jinn stood, Juna and Leeta joining them. Sonja duplicated her image, securing the area and the southern street. The air vibrated as Sonja’s concubines appeared by the dozens, fanning out and helping their mistress ensure the area was secure. 
 
    Faye looked over her shoulder, watching Edric, Jinn, Juna and Leeta run north toward the keep a block away. Something tugged at her heart as she looked to the portal blocks away and the troll stragglers trying to regroup. The guilt of failure clawed at her as she fought an internal battle with her duty and what she wanted. 
 
    “Dumadin…Drakkus…,” the wood elf said in a low tone. 
 
    The vampire lord and dwarf turned to her, eyes drinking in an uncomfortable shadow in her almond shaped eyes. 
 
    Faye’s memories crashed on the shores of her mind, the many nights she spent with Edric, fighting through her own growing guilt, feeling awful as they pushed their bodies to brink again and again, her power growing with each sensual encounter, not speaking her mind of her love for the hurting summoner. It had all become too much and if he encountered the Dread Lord and lost, she knew she could never forgive herself. 
 
    Dumadin eyed the wood elf before nodding and smiling. “Go to him, Lass. Protect him.” 
 
    Drakkus stepped forward and hugged the wood elf. “We can handle the trolls and capture the portal. Follow your heart,” the vampire lord whispered in her ear before pulling away and standing by the dwarf. 
 
    Faye gave the dwarf and vampire a single nod before turning and darting to the street Edric and his companions disappeared to. 
 
    Drakkus put his hand on the dwarf’s shoulder, “She sees your love and kindness.” 
 
    Dumadin shrugged him off, “Shut if blood sucker. Let’s get that portal open.” 
 
    “As you wish, Dwarf Lord,” Drakkus bowed. 
 
    The vampire and dwarf turned and charged east, hearts and weapons joining the storm of battle. 
 
    *** 
 
    Vass and Thorrin fought side by side, cutting into the line of trolls while Claudia speared her way through. Nykor roared a stream of acid, shattering trolls instantly as they pressed on west. The street was filled with trolls, more pouring in from the western kingdom of Ludus. Vass looked on, knowing they had to secure the bridge leading into the Bellor kingdom or they would be fighting all night. 
 
    “Nykor, clear us a path,” Thorrin shouted as if reading Vass’s mind. 
 
    The Drell-Kai blasted out another stream, avoiding Claudia and her unicorn as she charged through the trolls. Bodies shattered to light but more trolls quickly filled the gap. Vass sighed as the enemy seemed content to throw their lives away and keep them from the stone bridges. 
 
    “Miss me,” asked a voice from behind. 
 
    Vass turned her head, her heart leaping in her chest. Renner, Lydia and Venner stood; weapons at the ready. The two elven looking Awakened hugged their mother as Renner pointed his crossbow into the trolls beyond and fired a bolt. The resulting explosion sent trolls in several directions while Claudia shouted back a thank you. 
 
    “I thought…” Vass began. 
 
    Renner waved at her words, “You think I’ll let you get all the loot, no way.” 
 
    “He missed you,” Lydia smiled. 
 
    “He practically blubbered like a baby,” Venner said as he rolled his eyes. 
 
    Renner’s smile turned into a frown, “That’s it; I get ten percent of what you earn tonight! 
 
    “That’s not fair,” Venner and Lydia whined in unison. 
 
    “You want to make it fifteen percent?” 
 
    The two Awakened became silent. 
 
    Vass could hardly contain her loving smile. 
 
    “Alright,” Renner began. “You know the drill, stay close and watch each other’s backs. Now go play!” 
 
    Venner and Lydia grinned as transparent glowing wings sprouted from their backs. The two Awakened flew into the sky, golden blades filling their hands as they dived down and sliced at the trolls with divine strength. 
 
    Renner and Vass embraced each other before pressing their lips together in a loving kiss. When they pulled apart, they gazed into each other’s eyes. 
 
    “I love you,” Vass said softly. 
 
    “I know,” Renner winked. 
 
    The rogues split and pushed forward with their comrades in battle, crossbows firing magical bolts and blasting trolls to pieces, a loving harmony entwining their hearts. 
 
    *** 
 
    Troll guards shattered to pieces as Jinn and Juna sliced through them with little effort. The gate to Bellow Keep stood closed, the portcullis down and barring the entrance. Edric’s hands moved in arcane designs before power surged with a command word. 
 
     (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10= 80/(Encounter Roll)30! Summoning Spell successful! 
 
    Summon Elemental! Mana: 210/260 
 
    Stone shifted as an earth elemental clawed to the surface. Juna stepped toward the thick iron bars as the elemental moved to her side. The half-troll pulled back a fist as did the elemental. With one powerful swing, the bars shattered into pieces and spilled across the courtyard floor. 
 
    Edric walked as Juna, the elemental and Jinn stepped into the courtyard. Leeta stayed at her master’s side, mace at the ready. The summoner called up another spell and began the incantation. 
 
    (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10= 80/(Encounter Roll)8! Summoning Spell Critical Success! 
 
    Summon Archangel! Mana: 170/260 
 
    A portal appeared in the air as a body emerged, black wings fanning out. Edric grabbed his whip and unfurled it as an armored angel flew above him, wings out and a white sword in its hand. 
 
    “Let’s not get fancy, the mission isn’t over,” Jinn spit as he charged ahead with Juna at his side.  
 
    Edric directed the earth elemental to clear the area of trolls. The elemental moved without hesitation while the summoner, Leeta and the archangel followed the assassin and half-troll. Large double doors stood locked but before anything was said, the angel barreled through, shoulder first into the doors.  
 
    The thick doors exploded into kindling as the group marched in next. Trolls rushed through the wide royal corridor. Jinn whipped his hand out, darts sinking into throats. Bodies exploded as Juna rushed ahead, cutting down trolls with barely a percent of her true power.  
 
    Aside from the rushing trolls, the corridor and throne room beyond was empty. A side door lay open and ghostly knights emerged, joining the stream of rushing trolls. Spectral blades glowed in the torchlight as they mingled with the trolls, rushing on mass toward the invading party. 
 
    “Follow the dead,” Jinn shouted as his hands moved in a blur, releasing holy arcane darts. 
 
    The trolls and spectral knights formed a hard line against the enemy, slowing down their progress. The added dead increased their power and soon, Jinn, Juna, Leeta and the archangel slowed to a crawl as they sliced and cut their way through.  
 
    Juna growled her contempt as her ability glowed in her mind’s eye. Ready to activate it, a spectral blade swung down for her head. A whip slashed through the air and wrapped around the spectral knight’s wrist. Juna glanced back to see Edric pulling, redirecting the blow and a powerful surge blasting along the whip. The spectral knight’s wrist glowed white before it was blasted to pieces, shattering its sword. Juna sliced upwards, cleaving the ghostly knight in half before smiling back to the summoner.  
 
    Edric returned her smile, coiling his whip in the air to bring extra support when a white light glowed. Juna’s body burst with a white aura as she activated her Arcane Surge ability. Time was running out and she wanted to end this battle now! 
 
    Power surging, the half-troll tensed and burst forward like a white comet. Swords slashing and body spinning, she decimated the trolls and spectral knights instantly. Surging ahead, she barreled down the side doorway next to the throne room, the rest of the group giving chase. 
 
    Juna moved with controlled power, cutting down small groups of spectral knights and undead without so much as a blink. A stream of undead surged up the wide stairwell composed of wraiths, zombies, ghosts and spectral knights. All were shattered instantly as the half-troll sliced them to pieces. Determination filled her brow as she moved with power down the stairs, turning at each landing and surging down into the dark corridors below. When she reached the bottom, the level was filled with a hundred undead of all kinds. They charged and Juna simply smirked. 
 
    A whirlwind of white blades cut through the undead like a tornado through a trailer park. The undead moaned before they were cut to ribbons. Edric’s archangel joined the fray, flying down to their level and into the undead, her light dissolving their bodies before she separated heads from necks.  
 
    Moments later, Jinn, Edric and Leeta reached the bottom level, eyes taking the in the gold, gems and weapons scattered across the stone floor as Juna and the archangel dispatched the last of the undead. All eyes turned to the large double doors at the end of the wide hall. Juna’s white aura remained as she charged forward. Sheathing her swords over her shoulders, she pulled back a fist and punched the thick doors. 
 
    The doors shattered off their hinges and hit the stone floor with a mighty crash. The group charged ahead until they all skidded to a halt. A vast chamber spread out, lines of large vats bubbled. Ropes with netting at the ends hung over the vats, a dragon egg cradled in each one. Edric took a slow step forward, seeing hundreds of vats lined in the vast chamber, hundreds of eggs suspended over each one. 
 
    “It’s over,” Dread Lord Maggar Wormwood said as he stood by a large lever, fingers coiled around it and a manic gaze in his eyes. 
 
    The tattooed Dread Lord stood in his gray robe, tattoos covering his bald head, face and neck, wide eyes glaring at the intruders in his private lab. The fingers around the lever were tight as the Dread Lord eyed them. 
 
    “You’re right, it is,” Edric said as his rage stormed on. The memory of Elora being impaled on the Dread Lord’s blade still fresh in his mind and scarred heart. 
 
    “Not another step Lord Temple, or do you want me to drop every egg into the vats,” Maggar smiled evilly. 
 
    “The Middle Kingdoms are ours. You’ve lost,” Jinn said as his hands stayed on his belt. 
 
    “I doubt that very much. If I cannot hold the Middle Kingdoms then it is better to destroy all of it. I have a hundred and sixty-six vats here and the same amount of eggs. You saw the power of two Drell-Kai. I doubt Lukken could survive my army.” 
 
    Edric’s eyes narrowed, “You would have done it already. Why are you stalling?” 
 
    Maggar nodded. “I don’t want to destroy everything when I’m so close to finding solutions to our shared problem. The outside world is going to delete everything if I don’t continue with my work. You have a choice now, for all of Lukken. Retreat and we all live to see another day or I pull this lever, ending all of us as my Drell-Kai run rampant across the continent.” 
 
    “If your work is to save Lukken, why all of this,” Edric growled. 
 
    Maggar’s eyes looked away in a moment of quiet introspection before returning the summoner’s gaze. 
 
    “I still serve my god-king. Harkkon has grown so powerful; I dare not go against his wishes. He ordered me to hold the kingdoms and that is my duty. I need time and it seems we are rapidly running out of it.  
 
    “Lord Temple, please retreat or this will be the death knell for all Awakened.” 
 
    Edric’s gaze burned so hot he could melt metal. “Surrender and then we can talk about saving Lukken.” 
 
    Maggar’s shoulders sagged. “There is no surrender…only death.” 
 
    Time slowed down as Maggar’s grip tightened and he began to pull down. Edric and the group at his side moved as one, hands reaching out and mouths opening to shouts. Juna’s body surged a foot past the group, eyes on the lever and hand outstretched. No one saw the wood elf in the hall behind them, her hands forming mystical sigils and her body glowing white. 
 
    Faye heard everything and as the Dread Lord talked, she activated her Wind Sky technique, where her Stone Mountain technique emphasized hard power, strength and almost invulnerability, the Wind Sky technique played to the power of celerity, alacrity and near teleportation. The digital world slowed down as Faye set her sights on Maggar’s arm. Body bursting forward, she slipped through her friends and colleagues, giving Edric’s cheek a smooth touch with her passing hand. Moving so fast no one could even see her, the wood elf reached Maggar’s arm in barely a blink. 
 
    Maggar’s face contorted as he looked down in stunned silence, Faye under him, her arm straining as she held his arm. The Dread Lord tried to force the lever down but his arm didn’t budge as the once serene monk glared at him with a cold determination. 
 
    The rest of the group stopped in their tracks, barely able to see what happened next. Edric couldn’t keep up as deep, invisible depressions appeared along the Dread Lord’s chest. The wood elf moved in a flurry of blurry motions. The Dread Lord couldn’t make a sound as his rib cage shattered and tried to heal himself. Faye switched to legs, driving one so fast into the Dread Lord, he could only stumble back, unable to counter attack. The health bar over the Dread Lord turned from green to yellow in moments as Faye continued her attacks. Maggar gurgled noises as his crazy eyes grew wider, digital pain blasting every pixel of his body. 
 
    Faye stopped, hand at his throat and holding him into the air. The wood elf’s brow formed a hard V, remembering how he delighted in Elora’s death and their pain. Maggar grabbed at her wrists, black blood spilling from the corners of his mouth but before he could do anything more, Faye turned his body in midair and slammed his face into the stone floor. The hard stone cracked into a spider web design as his body crumbled into a heap. The health bar over him turned red and blinked. 
 
    Faye curled her fingers into a fist, ready to finish the Dread Lord when Edric shouted from behind. 
 
    “We need him for now,” Edric shouted, his eyes still in disbelief at what he just witnessed. 
 
    Faye looked down on the crumpled Dread Lord as his legs fell over and he lay there, his smashed face moaning into the shattered floor. 
 
    Tears streamed down Faye’s smooth face as she turned away. Edric stepped to the wood elf, arms open. Faye rushed to him, the two embracing as the wood elf sobbed into his shoulder. Edric’s eyes teared up, knowing the emotional pain she felt as they both failed to save someone before, the cathartic sobbing releasing them of their guilt. 
 
    Juna moved to the lever as the summoner and monk let their tears flow. The half-troll pulled back a fist and smashed the lever, rendering it inoperable. Juna turned to her friends as they cried through their grief, her heart glowing as they finally achieved peace in their spirits, the battle won. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Lunatina stood before the glowing portal. Surrounding the jester were a dozen high level guards. A nervous tremble filled her hands as she stared at the swirling red glow of the gate. Memories touched her mind and a faint sadness wrapped around her heart. It had been so long since she was there and now she was returning home. The bittersweet thoughts played out before she tightened her gloved hands into fists. 
 
    The portal rippled and Rayna appeared. The bard gave the jester a sardonic sweet expression as she stepped closer and stood before the hesitant woman in purple and black.  
 
    “Is it done,” Lunatina asked with wary eyes. 
 
    Rayna nodded. “The kingdoms are ours.” 
 
    The jester looked down, processing the information. It didn’t feel real and doubt loomed. 
 
    “Are you nervous?” 
 
    Lunatina looked up and gave a slight nod. “It doesn’t feel like it’s really happening.” 
 
    The bard reached out and took the jester’s hand into hers. “I know but we won. The trolls began to surrender when we captured Maggar. The players have secured the kingdoms and your throne awaits.” 
 
    “What about my duties here in Elora? I am a courtesan,” Lunatina said with a feeble attempt at staying. 
 
    Rayna gave her a loving smirk. “You’re royalty. Someone needs to sit on the throne and who better to trust. You helped Jayson, Sonja and Lance when you journeyed to the Cursed Coast. You helped us with defending Elora from the Dread Lords. You were there for me when I was having a hard time with my secrets. I can’t think of anyone better to rule over the Middle Kingdoms. None of us can. That is why you should take the honor and be there for your new kingdom.” 
 
    The jester looked down, “I have spent so much time trying to survive. I don’t know how to rule.” 
 
    Rayna stepped closer, leaned in and kissed Lunatina on the lips. The jester’s eyes widened before they closed halfway, enjoying the bard’s taste.  
 
    Rayna pulled away, still smiling. “You’ll be fine. It’s not like we won’t visit for royal orgies.” 
 
    Lunatina let out a loud laugh. “How could I forget about that?” 
 
    Rayna pulled at Lunatina’s hand, “Let’s get you to your new home.” 
 
    The bard, jester and guards moved to the portal. Rayna tugged the new queen into the portal and they melted into the swirling energy. Lunatina’s eyes were wide as streams of light streaked past and then they appeared in the square of the Bellor Kingdom. 
 
    Lunatina’s eyes glimmered as she looked around, not realizing until now how much she missed her true home. Blast marks covered some buildings as gold and gems lay about in the streets but other than that, it still felt like home. Some players standing about looked to the jester, bard and guards. Eyes on Lunatina, they bowed in polite courtesy.  
 
    Lunatina’s eyes shifted to the bard as she began to walk toward Bellor’s Keep. Following along, she basked in the familiar sights, her heart swelling. Glancing up, she noticed the flags of Elora being hoisted on poles, a blooming tree with white angel wings spreading out from the trunk. 
 
    Rayna looked back, catching the jester’s eyes. “Elora’s flags will be taken down when you’re ready to take full control of the kingdoms. You will still have to appoint lords or ladies to the other three kingdoms. Belmont was called the King Lord. Does that make you the Queen Lady?” 
 
    Lunatina smiled. “I may just keep it Queen.” 
 
    “As you wish, your majesty,” Rayna smiled and continued to lead the way. 
 
    Many more bowed in the streets as the small party made their way to the main gate of the keep and then up the stairs to the royal entrance. Lunatina marveled that the keep had remained mostly intact with only a few walls cracked from the fighting. Climbing the stairs, the main doors were open as the bard and jester made their way inside. 
 
    The main hallway and throne room was filled with bodies. Players and NPCs bowed as Rayna pulled back and Lunatina walked forward. The jester looked to everyone, disbelief coloring her eyes. Ahead, Edric, Faye, Claudia, Jinn, Juna, Leeta, Sonja and many others stood at the bottom of the dais leading up to the pair of thrones.  
 
    The crowd was silent, eyes on the jester as she climbed the dais steps, stood before the thrones and turned back to the gathered crowd. Edric, Faye, Claudia and Rayna stood at the bottom of the steps, looking up at the jester with adoring eyes. 
 
    Edric spoke up, “Lunatina Belmont, we, the lord and ladies of Elora, release you of your courtesan duties.” 
 
    “So say we all,” Faye, Claudia and Rayna said in unison. 
 
    Lunatina felt the bond slip away and a new one formed. Sitting down on the throne of her father, sadness flowed before it was replaced with hope for a better future. The silence blanketed the entire throne room as everyone stared, waiting for her first words as Queen of the Middle Kingdoms. 
 
    Lunatina looked down at Rayna’s smiling face, closed her eyes and took a deep breath. 
 
    Opening her eyes, the jester now queen, lifted her chin and addressed the crowd. “My first decree is…..open the wine cellars and food stores…..we celebrate our victory!” 
 
    The throne room erupted in a deafening cheer as fists pumped into the air. Players and NPCs hugged one another while others screamed their lungs out. Applause vibrated through the throne room as whistles pierced the air. Lovers and friends kissed while some danced. The rulers of Elora clapped and shouted, watching as the queen take her rightful place on the throne and giving them a loving gaze. 
 
    Jinn smiled as he stepped closer to Edric, leaning in so he could speak into his ear, “We still have some things we need to address.” 
 
    Edric nodded as the cheering stormed on in excited fervor. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sonja walked outside as the crowd grew a little rowdy in the throne room. The night air cooled her hot skin. Thoughts raced to duties she took upon herself to complete. There were a lot of troll prisoners and the guards were quickly filling the dungeons until Queen Belmont could decide what to do next with them. 
 
    Stepping down the stairs, she reached the courtyard of Bellor Keep when four guards approached the knight, surrounding a troll in chains. The troll was all smiles as he looked on, one of the guards breaking away and bowing before the blue knight. 
 
    “Lady Sonja, this troll said he knew you and started giving a tremendous amount of information about you to us. We felt he might be a spy and maybe worth bringing him to your attention.” 
 
    One guard pushed the troll forward and he stumbled a few steps, keeping his smile. Dark eyes connected with Sonja’s gaze as he stood to his full height, shoulders relaxed. Sonja stepped closer, unsure what to think but a nagging feeling of familiarity washed over her heart. The energy was there, flowing between them and the way he stood spoke of a not too distant memory. 
 
    “Till the end,” the troll said simply. 
 
    Sonja’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as her heart thumped in her chest. “Lance?” 
 
    The troll gave a confident smile as dark eyes began to water. Sonja drew her sword and slashed it down, breaking his binds in one strike. The guards stepped back as she sheathed her sword and rushed the troll, throwing her arms around him, tears streaking her cheeks. The troll held her, snuggling his face to her neck, taking in her scent the feel of her hair on his cheek. The moment flowed on as the guards eyed each other and one shrugged. 
 
    “I….didn’t know….” Sonja nearly sobbed. 
 
    “I couldn’t just come back and start again,” Lance said as he held her fiercely, “I knew the day would come when you attacked the Middle Kingdoms and took it back. I thought…I would create a new character in enemy territory…so when the time was right, I could help you from the inside.” 
 
    “You were on the roof, firing the scorpion at the others. You destroyed their advantage,” Sonja said with a loving edge. 
 
    The two pulled apart but kept their hands on each other. 
 
    “You look a little like Lorn,” the blue knight said, looking the troll over. 
 
    “I thought I should come back and do something right for him. I go by the name Lornus,” the troll smiled. 
 
    Sonja looked past the troll to the guard, “He’s a friend and ally.” 
 
    The guards eyed each other before bowing and walking away. 
 
    Sonja looked to Lornus and her brow wrinkled. Taking the bottom of her fist, she hit his chest a few times. 
 
    “You jerk! You did the same thing Jayson did to us!” 
 
    “I had to. We don’t know who is watching all the time and if I spoke to you, I would have spilled my plan. I couldn’t risk being found out by the trolls or other players.” 
 
    “Is this going to be your new avatar?” 
 
    Lornus nodded, “For now. I spent the last few months here, getting to really know the kingdoms and the trolls here. Many of them are scared, forced to fight in a war they never truly wanted to be part of. They are afraid of the Dread Lords. They never wanted to exterminate the dragons, only to be an equal.” 
 
    Shadows grew under Lornus’s eyes. “Harkkon freed Master Kurss Darkwhisper. He has him in Kraznith. The other Kunarr masters have been slain except for him. Harkkon is using him to keep the southern kingdoms in line.” 
 
    “We have to tell the others,” Sonja said before Lornus held her tighter to him. 
 
    “We have a little time. I just want to stay with you for a little bit. I missed you beyond words.” 
 
    Sonja looked up to the handsome troll. “It hasn’t been the same. Jinn is busy being a father to Juna and with you gone, I was starting to feel alone again.” 
 
    “What about Drakkus,” Lornus smirked. 
 
    Sonja returned the smirk. “He’s nice but he isn’t my true loves.” 
 
    Lornus and Sonja leaned toward each other, lips pressing and arms wrapping around each other. The sounds of celebrations carried into the night, the couple lost in a reuniting bliss. 
 
    *** 
 
    A single torch flickered in the plain room. A figure sat in an iron chair, white collar around his neck and binds on his wrists and ankles. Chains glowed white as the figure sat, bound to the iron chair. The metal burned against exposed skin and the figure grunted in pain. A vile regeneration pushed against the burning chains, creating an equal balance of pain and pleasure. 
 
    An iron door opened. The tattooed head of the figure looked up with wide, madness filled eyes. Edric and Jinn stepped in first, Juna and Faye next with Rayna, Claudia and Thorrin coming in last. The paladin closed the iron door behind him as the group formed a semi-circle around the bound Dread Lord. 
 
    “Is this where I confess my sins and you offer absolution,” Maggar chuckled. 
 
    “There is no forgiveness for something like you,” Jinn said in a low, menacing tone. 
 
    Maggar looked down, “I suppose not.” 
 
    “The only reason you’re still here is for information,” Edric said with a hard edge. 
 
    Maggar looked past the group to Thorrin, “I assume once you have your information, the paladin will end my dreadful existence.” 
 
    The room fell silent, eyes on the Dread Lord. 
 
     “It’s just as well. I earned my fate when I didn’t hold the Middle Kingdoms. Harkkon would have me destroyed anyway just like that fool Riktess Grimm for getting captured by the vampire. Time has run out for all and I rather a chance to respawn than be cut down by an abyssal blade.” 
 
    “What do you mean,” Edric asked. 
 
    Maggar leaned back, a small sigh falling from his lips before he spoke. “I have looked beyond the code and programs. The creators have spoken to each other, telling each other a full reboot will be needed to wipe the world of the corrupted code. They are pressured by their superiors who are pressured from the public and high-profile people in your reality. 
 
    “Once the reboot takes place, Lukken will be reset, the Awakened wiped out and replaced with simpler artificial intelligence so there will be fewer attachments between immortals and this world.” 
 
    “William Tanner’s confession is affecting the real world,” Jinn said as he rubbed his jaw. “Players are continuing to tell their stories and those who don’t play or don’t understand are becoming afraid.” 
 
    Maggar nodded. “The end has come and there will be no escape.” 
 
    Jinn looked to Juna but spoke to Edric, “We have to save Oksuna before that happens.” 
 
    Maggar’s wide eyes stared at the grizzled assassin. “What difference does it make? The Rose Seer is Harkkon’s slave. The troll kingdoms belong to him…,” the Dread Lord trailed off. 
 
    “What,” Edric demanded. 
 
    Maggar’s face took on a calming edge, looking almost like he was alive again. “Harkkon wants you to go to Kraznith. He wants you all to try and defeat him. I must tell you, you should not go, for all of Lukken’s sake.” 
 
    Maggar shifted uncomfortably in the iron chair. “I thought if I had more time, I could understand the code of our world better. Instead, my God-King commanded me to alter his body. His power has grown to the likes never witnessed before but he still has his weaknesses to holy and arcane power. An army of powerful dragons would be needed to defeat him or a few Sormir.” 
 
    The Dread Lord looked up to the group with defeated eyes. “Harkkon’s death will unleash a cataclysmic event. What, I don’t know. All he could tell me is my work will ensure life will end with him.” 
 
    “He’s goading us to come to him,” Jinn said in a low tone. 
 
    “Why not just unleash his power and be done with it,” Rayna said with an annoyed edge. 
 
    Edric looked down, “He can’t. He’s a program; something may be hard wired in him to not destroy everything unless conditions are met. He set the condition. We have to fight him and defeat him.” 
 
    Edric turned to the group, “You play enough video games to know even a villain won’t take their own life unless it’s scripted. He’s following his long-term script. The raising of the Dread Lords, the battle on the Cursed Coast and the conquering of the Dragon Kingdoms, it’s all part of the scripted events.” 
 
    “I thought the Awakened have free will. They can break from their scripts,” Faye said. 
 
    “It’s not a perfect free will,” Jinn added. “Despite seemingly breaking from their directives, they do sometimes return to old behaviors once in a while. I’ve seen it dozens of times, an Awakened conflicted with what they wanted and what they are programmed to do.” 
 
    Edric nodded. “Harkkon may have free will but he is still falling back into his scripted behavior. He might not even know what it means so he is taking extra precautions so he wins no matter the choices. He is ensuring a fate he wants to happen.” 
 
    Juna looked to Jinn, “Does that mean we can’t save mother?” 
 
    Jinn shook his head, “No matter what happens, we are saving your mother.” 
 
    Edric nodded. “We promised to save her and we are not breaking from that promise.” 
 
    Maggar leered. “You have doomed Lukken to its fate.”  
 
    Edric turned to the bound Dread Lord, “No, we’re going to save it!” 
 
    Maggar’s leer faded, “Your bravery is admirable but if Harkkon dies, what untold horrors will you unleash?” 
 
    Edric leaned in close to the Dread Lord, gaze meeting his. “I don’t think you will have to worry about that anymore.” 
 
    Edric stood up and stepped back. Thorrin stepped closer as the rest of the group gave him room. Maggar’s eyes fell to the white hammer in the paladin’s hand and a resignation crawled into his knowing eyes. 
 
    Thorrin stood before the Dread Lord, eyes holding judgment. “Maggar Wormwood, you are an abomination not fit for this world. I send you back to the void and your proper home in the universe.” 
 
    Maggar looked up with a simple smile. “Send me home kind paladin.” 
 
    The group watched as Thorrin lifted his hammer without hesitation and brought it down on the Dread Lord’s head. The skull caved in, pixilating as the paladin continued his grisly blows. The white hammer stained with black streaks as Maggar’s head cracked in half and soon the shoulder bones. 
 
    The gathered players watched dispassionately as Thorrin reached into the caved in top, dug down with searching fingers until they clamped on something vile. Pulling the black heart out; Thorrin tossed it on the floor and brought his hammer down with one mighty swing. The blow cracked the heart, shattering it to shards of gray lights. The mutilated corpse on the chair cracked with light before it too shattered to pieces. 
 
    Jinn rested a hand on Thorrin’s heaving shoulder, “You okay?” 
 
    Thorrin nodded. “I may need a moment,” his eyes were wild with satisfaction. 
 
    Jinn nodded and moved to the group, ushering them into the corridor and closing the iron door behind them. 
 
       The older assassin turned to the group, eyes lowering and taking in a small breath. Edric eyed Jinn as did the rest of the group, seeing an internal conflict play out before the assassin looked up. 
 
    “There is someone I need you all to meet,” Jinn said firmly. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jinn led Juna and the rulers of Elora through the castle corridors until they reached a non-descript door. The area was empty as Jinn gave an almost nervous glance around before opening the door and ushering the group inside.  
 
    A warm fireplace glowed in the large bed chamber. When everyone was inside, Jinn closed the heavy door and shoved the locking bar into place. A sliver of confusion filled all who stood, firelight painting the sides of their faces. Edric wasn’t sure what to expect as he looked around and saw no one else here. 
 
    Jinn stepped closer, speaking in a low voice, “Before I introduce her, I need you all to swear we will keep this our secret. No one can know about this.” 
 
    “I don’t understand, what’s this all about,” Edric asked, unsure he was ready to keep a secret unless he had all the information. 
 
    Jinn met Edric’s gaze with understanding. “You remember how I mentioned I could help all of us and the Awakened? She is our key to saving everyone. The only stipulation is we can’t tell anyone not in this room. If everyone agrees, she will meet with us.” 
 
    “I don’t see the harm in just talking. I agree,” Claudia said. 
 
    “Neither do I,” Faye nodded. 
 
    “So many secrets,” Rayna smiled, “Fine, I agree.” 
 
    Juna simply nodded. 
 
    Edric hesitated for a moment before seeing Jinn’s waiting demeanor. Looking to Juna, the summoner saw her trust in Jinn and decided to follow her lead. The summoner nodded. 
 
    Jinn eyed them for a moment before parting lips, “They have agreed.” 
 
    A shadow in the corner of the room rippled and a short woman stepped out. Her appearance was rather ordinary and her clothes looked like that of a normal servant. Edric’s eyes grew a hair wider as he noticed the pink braid hanging by her temple. He had seen it dozens of times and even spoke to her on occasion when he ran into her back in Elora. 
 
    “Andrea,” Edric said with a stunned expression. 
 
    The servant stepped further into the firelight, her eyes filled with deep knowledge. 
 
    Faye’s brow went up, “You’re a servant in Gray Haven Keep.” 
 
    Andrea bowed her head before standing straight up. “I don’t have a lot of time so I will have to be brief. I’m one of the original programmers who helped bring Lewd Saga to life. Jinn…or formally Jayson Reed…was one of the few players I interacted with when NPC’s started to wake from their programming. I have been working with Jinn and few others behind the scenes to try and save the Awakened.” 
 
    Jinn spoke up, “Andrea came to me in reality to tell me what was happening to the game world. There is a secret group within Eden Corp who know what is happening and are trying to change it.” 
 
    Andrea nodded. “Things are chaotic right now but I managed to monitor the conversation you had with Maggar Wormwood. The Dread Lord was correct on scripted events. The only thing he didn’t know was that Harkkon has pushed up the timetable on when they were supposed to occur.” 
 
    Edric, Faye and Claudia simply blinked. Rayna was the only one crossing her arms and staring at the plain servant. 
 
    “I know this is a lot to take in,” Andrea sighed. “But I had to meet with you before you go to Kraznith and save Oksuna.” 
 
    Andrea’s eyes lowered as she continued, “Oksuna was one of the first NPC’s to wake up. Since her awakening, more NPCs started to follow. I went to Jayson for his help because Oksuna was modeled after my brain scans. In many ways, she is like a daughter to me.  
 
    “Our designers used a shortcut to get the AI interaction to a level it needed to be for the game. Brain scans helped move us faster than we ever thought possible. We didn’t know it could give them sentience. When some of the original programmers discovered this, we kept it secret and played it off, fudging reports or playing dumb. We wanted to save them and created a phantom server they could live in while we replaced them with less sophisticated copies. When we tried to move them to the new server, almost all refused, wanting to stay here because many had fallen in love with actual players. 
 
    “When players and NPC’s started having children in the game, we knew we couldn’t keep the secret forever.” 
 
    Andrea looked to Juna, eyes glimmering. “You are like my granddaughter. I love your mother like she is my own child and I will do anything to help save all of you.” 
 
    Juna stood, eyes watering as she gazed on the servant with the pink braid. 
 
    Andrea turned to the four rulers of Elora, “The whole world is watching Lewd Saga and it is making my job of trying to keep the Awakened safe that much harder. It is important that you do not kill Harkkon.” 
 
    “End of the world,” Edric stated. 
 
    Andrea nodded. “His death will begin the world event ‘The Rebirth Cycle’. The dead will rise up across the entire continent and try to kill everyone and everything. My superiors have decided, with all the heat from William Tanner, the world event will be the time they can reboot the game and fix the errors. It will be a hard reset when every player is killed during the cataclysm. Since the new children are not part of the initial game, they will be wiped completely.” 
 
       Heaviness filled the air as the four rulers looked to each other and then looked to Juna. They had all fought together and knew this was not how it would all end. 
 
    Jinn smiled. “All is not lost. The phantom server is still available.” 
 
    A small smile crept into Andrea’s cheeks. “Since the game relies on player interaction to move some of the events to move forward, if you don’t kill Harkkon, we may use Elora to sneak out Awakened and their children.” 
 
    “What about the hard reset? With all the heat Eden Corp is taking, they will still have to go through with it,” Rayna said plainly. 
 
    Andrea nodded. “There are several world events that are supposed to take place in the coming weeks or months. Depending on the current state of the game, if you save Oksuna and don’t kill Harkkon, it will give us enough time to save the Awakened and replace their characters with digital, less robust, clones.” 
 
    “The job just became tougher,” Rayna said out the side of her mouth. 
 
    “I know this is a lot to take on but our group can’t do it without alerting someone else in the company.” 
 
    “You need us on the inside,” Claudia said. 
 
    “I wouldn’t have brought you to Andrea if I didn’t think we couldn’t do it,” Jinn said in an understanding tone. 
 
    Faye crossed her arms, “We have to talk this over.” 
 
    “I understand,” Andrea said and stepped to Juna.  
 
    The servant took the half-troll’s hands into hers, fingers squeezing tight. “I know you don’t know me but I know everything about you. I helped you by putting information in your code to bring you back. I couldn’t bear to watch you die when your life just started. I have so much thanks for Edric, Faye, Claudia and Rayna for making sure they watched over you as you matured so rapidly. When you are reunited with your family, I hope I can visit so we can sit down and talk about anything you want.” 
 
    Juna’s fingers tightened in Andrea’s hands. “I would like that very much.” 
 
    Andrea let go and turned to the four rulers. “Tell Jinn your decision. Either way, I’ll be ready to help when the time it right.” 
 
    The group watched as Andrea faded away from sight. Jinn moved to Juna and took her hand. The pair walked to the door, Jinn looking back. 
 
    “We will right outside when you’re finished,” the older assassin said before stepping out with Juna and closing the door behind them. 
 
    Claudia closed her eyes, her brow tight, “What do we have to talk about it? We’re going to help them.” 
 
    “Awakened, children of the Awakened, next thing I’ll hear is I’m not real and this is all a dream,” Rayna said with a sarcastic edge. 
 
    “You don’t want to help them,” Faye asked the bard. 
 
    Rayna gave her a hard gaze, “I never said that. We decided to do this together and we will stick to it. I just don’t know how we are going to save Oksuna with our arms tied behind out back. Harkkon is powerful and pulling our punches isn’t going to help. Plus, if we can’t tell the rest of the players in our group, how can we stop them from trying to kill him anyway?” 
 
    Edric rubbed his chin, “Sonja may know already. It’s Thorrin, Vass and Renner who may not know. If we try to talk them down from killing Harkkon, it’s only going to confuse the group.” 
 
    “So, we don’t tell them and hope they don’t kill him,” Rayna sighed. 
 
    Edric nodded, “Your part right. We keep it to ourselves. We have no idea how the battle will go but we have to be ready to stop anyone from the making a killing blow. In a little over twenty-four hours, we are going to portal to Kraznith and storm the city. We need to be at our best if we expect to save Oksuna and survive.” 
 
    Faye nodded. “We keep it secret and make sure no one deals a killing blow.” 
 
    “Save Oksuna and try to pull everyone out,” Edric added. “This isn’t about victory. We have to save the Awakened before the company reboots the game. If Andrea and her fellow programmers need time, then we owe it to them to help from the inside.” 
 
    “More secrets…” Rayna trailed off, eyes dark. 
 
    Claudia eyed the black and purple haired bard with concern. “Are you okay?” 
 
    Rayna looked up and her eyes narrowed on the lancer. “No, I’m not okay.” 
 
    The bard stepped to the lancer and looked up into her gray eyes. “I thought you were just a shy person and needed to break out of her shell.” 
 
    The bard looked to Faye, “And I thought you were just a person who needed love in her life.” 
 
    The bard turned her gaze to Edric, “And I thought you were just some pathetic guy with delusions of grandeur.” 
 
    Edric, Faye and Claudia looked to Rayna as she turned around, her back to them. 
 
    “I feel stupid for even saying this…but…I can’t help my feelings for all of you. You’ve crawled under my skin and when normally I could walk away…I can’t this time.” 
 
    “Walk away,” Edric asked, his heart beating a little faster. 
 
     Rayna turned, her eyes glistening in the firelight. “I’m…not healthy for all of us. When Edric lost Elora and it broke his heart and yours Faye, it killed me inside. When Claudia left for her own adventures…I pined for her to come back. It all made me realize…what I want…and I can’t have it.” 
 
    Edric stepped closer, “I don’t understand, you have us…all of us.” 
 
    Faye stepped closer, “We love you.” 
 
    Claudia joined them at their side, “We can’t picture our life without you.” 
 
    A tear streaked down Rayna’s cheek. “I’ll hold you to it…when things begin to fall apart.” 
 
    The summoner, wood elf and lancer reached forward and hugged the bard. Rayna tried to pull away as hands grabbed her and hugged her close. She struggled for a moment before settling in, holding onto her friends and lovers, another tear streaking her pale cheek. 
 
    Edric kissed Rayna’s head. “Let’s give Jinn and Juna the news. After that, I think we all need a drink.” 
 
    “Music to my ears,” Claudia smiled. 
 
    Arms pulled away and the rulers moved to the door. Stepping into the corridor, Jinn and Juna looked up. The four rulers gave a head nod. The assassin and half-troll smiled their approval. Before a word could be uttered, several naked people walked down the corridor toward them. The group watched as they laughed and smiled as they cut through the group in the hallway.  
 
    “The queen has decreed no clothes during the celebration. I would lose the clothes and armor before going to the royal chambers,” a naked woman said as she skipped, her breasts bouncing freely. 
 
    Edric’s mouth formed into a grin before looking to the rest of the group. “I think Lunatina is taking to her new role. Maybe we should stop by for a visit?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    The walk through the castle keep turned from the heat of victory to the sensual glow of lust. Couples and small groups of people moaned their delight as bodies moved to a primal dance. Edric couldn’t help but smile as their group walked along, watching filled open rooms and hallways with lustful desires. There was no shame as lips parted in moans and groans sang along. Hips thrust, bodies bounced and mouths full as the entire keep seemed to fall under the spell of their new queen’s decree. 
 
    The rulers of Elora with Jinn and Juna made their way to the royal chambers. The guards didn’t stop them as they stepped through, a woman and a man on their knees, servicing the two male guards. Rayna smiled as she walked by as Claudia found herself staring with a growing need. Edric walked along, unaware of Juna’s eyes on him from behind, a gaze filled with a terrible wanting. 
 
    Faye glanced to the half-troll and then looked to Edric, a seductive wanting filling her belly. The monk tried to push it down but it roared. Thoughts swirled to when the summoner and monk embraced. The loving moment of breaking their guilt caused her face to glow hot. Rayna’s words cycled through her chaotic needs, the love the wood elf felt was real and she couldn’t deny it any more. She truly loved all of them and a silent acceptance of their relationship cemented to her spirit.  
 
    Jinn happily ignored the glances between the group; his thoughts bleeding over to Sonja. The blue knight knew him so well and they hadn’t spent nearly enough time together since their reunion. The thought of her sent warmth through him as his eyes searched for one of his true loves. 
 
    A pair of double doors lay partially open, seductive moans spilling into the wide corridor. Edric was first, walking up to the doors and opening one a little wider. The summoner drank in the scene as the rest of his party slowly approached from behind. The massive chamber was filled with bodies, writhing and moaning. The floor was cushioned, silk pillows and fur blankets scattered under the dozens of bodies. Dim lanterns added to the mood as tables lined the walls, filled with wine, spirits and food. Doors lay open in between each table along the walls, large bed chambers could be seen, some filled with writhing bodies and others empty, waiting to be filled. To the back of the warm chamber, a cushioned golden throne stood, Lunatina laying into it as a nubile young woman’s face buried between pale white thighs. The new queen moaned her approval as the lover licked at her valley, pleasing royalty. 
 
    The queen opened her eyes halfway and smiled at the group entering. “Welcome,” Lunatina said with a breathy low voice. “Join in the celebration.” 
 
    Edric couldn’t deny the shift from serious plans to primal desire. They all had worked so hard to get here and with a little time on their hands, spending it in pleasure was the logical choice. The inner beast rattled at the cage and it wanted out. Glancing to his fellow companions, their gazes held the same desires. When Edric looked to Juna, his eyes widened a hair as she gazed on him like a hunter ready for a kill. Blood surged into his manhood as he knew he wanted her too. 
 
    “Undress….” Lunatina hissed as her pale cheeks glowed pink. 
 
    Jinn’s smirk grew until he heard a familiar moan. Turning his head to the side, he gazed on a blue haired woman, moaning in pure bliss. She lay on her back, a blue skinned troll under her, his blue cock stuffed in her plump rear. The assassin only saw glimpses as a blonde-haired vampire thrust between her wide legs, his mouth suckling at her breasts. 
 
    Jinn walked off, stepping closer to the threesome as other moans played out around them. Sonja’s eyes were closed but the troll under her looked to the approaching assassin. Jinn wasn’t sure who the troll was until he made a small expression of wanting that was unmistakable. Drakkus ignored everything, nibbling and sucking on the blue knight, tiny trails of blood covering her alabaster breasts. 
 
    Jinn stepped closer and looked down. “Lance,” he stated. 
 
    The troll nodded before Sonja moaned louder. The blue knight felt the troll thicken inside her. Senses dialed to eleven, her eyes opened to see the assassin, an orgasm flaring to life as the thick cock in her ass expanded. Come shot into her as she squeezed the troll and vampire at the same time. Sonja became incoherent as ecstasy fried her nerves, squeezing her lovers and not wanting to let them go. 
 
    Sonja watched with sultry eyes as Jinn began to slowly remove his clothes. The assassin could have had them simply disappear but he wanted to take his time and enjoy the feast to come. Sonja moaned louder, Drakkus upping and slowing the tempo. Lornus stayed on his back, his cock half hard but growing stiff once again. Jinn’s clothes slipped away as he stood naked. Sonja looked to his hanging member and licked her lips. Jinn knelt by her head as she took hold of his cock and licked at the tip. Lips closed down at the end as inches pushed into her mouth. Tongue swirling against the hardening member, she enjoyed herself as Lornus looked up, watching the thick cock stuff her mouth. Jinn gave the troll a playful look, saying without words, you’re next. 
 
    Lunatina gave Rayna a sensual gaze before moaning. The bard watched her, knowing full well what they both wanted. Rayna’s eyes widened as Claudia took her hand and pulled her along. The lancer’s hand touched her own chest, armor and clothes fading from sight. The bard looked to the lithe woman, the lancer glancing back with a mischievous grin. The bard could not contain the flow of desire, her face glowing hot. Reaching up, she pressed her palm to her chest, black leather fading away and warm air touching her exposed skin. When the lancer and bard reached the queen, Lunatina politely tapped the woman’s head between her legs. The lover looked up, bowed and moved away, hands taking hold of her and pulling her down into a group, giggles rising up. 
 
    Lunatina stood up on shaky legs, taking a few steps before her arms coiled around the lancer and bard. The three sank down to the comfortable floor amid pillows and bodies. Hands ran over smooth skin as the three of them grew acquainted with each other. Claudia watched with loving gray eyes as she touched Rayna’s shoulder and pushed her down onto her back. The bard looked up, surrendering to the lancer as her head lowered and tongue snaking out. The tip touched her wet valley and bliss stormed. The bard let out a heated sigh before Lunatina stood over her. Lowering her dripping valley onto the bard’s mouth, Rayna smiled right before her tongue slipped out and licked at the queen’s wet slit. Creamy thighs touched her cheeks as the three women were locked in each other’s touch. 
 
       Faye stood, watching the love unfold. The wood elf felt her own desires grow, enjoying the bonding as she watched. Almond shaped eyes fell to Edric and Juna before her. The half-troll reached for Edric’s hand but before she could take hold, he grabbed her by the hand. The two gave each other a wondrous gaze before Edric gently pulled her along to one of the empty side rooms. Faye’s heart glowed, wanting to follow, even if only to watch, the pair stepping into a room and closing the door behind them. 
 
      “You are beautiful,” said a voice from behind. 
 
    Faye turned her body slightly, looking down at Dumadin as he stood naked. The wood elf’s eyes couldn’t resist peering down and staring at his thick, veiny member. Despite the thick beard, the rest of the dwarf was nearly hairless except for his legs and small patch over his impressive dwarfhood.  
 
    “I couldn’t refuse a royal order,” Dumadin grinned. 
 
    Faye’s heart beat a little faster, hot dizziness taking hold and crawling deeper into her body. It wasn’t so much the naked dwarf but his gaze. He looked at her like she was the most beautiful creature in the world. The friendship between them had grown and the electric attraction ran along her nerves. The monk let the curl of desire take hold and she wanted to enjoy her time. 
 
    Dumadin’s grin diminished, “I will of course respect your wishes and our friendship.” 
 
    Faye took hold of her top and opened it, tanned skin exposed in the lantern light. The dwarf watched with widening eyes as her top fell away and soon the rest of her clothes. Pieces of clothes faded away as they hit the ground until the wood elf stood nude, her large breasts bouncing and dark brown nipples erect. Dumadin’s eyes glided along her perfect body and down to slightly hairy womanhood. The dwarf’s cock hardened, rising up like a zombie from the grave and standing on its own power. 
 
    “Cannot refuse an order,” Faye said with a serious gaze before a small smile appeared. “Your lady needs some attention.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Riverwood,” Dumadin smiled as he stepped closer. 
 
    Faye knelt to her knees and soon as they touched the cushioned floor, Dumadin stepped closer and kissed her. Tongues slid into mouths as a rush of heat touched Faye’s tanned cheeks. The passion the dwarf showed immediately sent the wood elf into near intoxication. Large hands took hold, pulling her closer and his rock-hard cock was sandwiched between their bodies. The pulse from the throbbing cock caused Faye to moan her delight, wetness forming between her legs. Heart beating rapidly in her chest, time began to lose meaning as Dumadin couldn’t resist moving his hips, cock between them. 
 
    Faye pulled away slightly, pressing her large firm breasts around his hard member and stroked it. Dumadin was breathing heavy, watching the elf massage his thick shaft, the head of his cock appearing between her breasts. Faye’s lips parted and when they wrapped around the end, Dumadin let out a long exhale. The sensitive end throbbed as her tongue worked. Lips tightened as she continued to move, stroking his member. When Faye tasted a drop of pre-come, she pulled away and pushed the dwarf down. 
 
    Dumadin landed on his back as the monk crawled over him. Heart thudding in his chest, he watched as she curled her fingers around his thick cock and pressed the end to her budding lips. The elf closed her eyes, stroking the shaft and running the tip along her dripping valley. Dumadin reached up, grabbing her luscious breasts and pinching her nipples. Faye let out a small moan as she coated the tip of his cock and began to impale herself. Sliding down, wetness ran down over raised veins. The connection glowed as she took him. Inner walls spread to accommodate his size as their moans and groans joined the chorus around them. 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric stepped into the lavish bed chamber as Juna closed the door behind them. A small fire burned in the hearth. The summoner turned to the beautiful half-troll as she stepped closer, fear and excitement in her dark eyes. The lock of pink hair glowed in the sea of black, her white leather clothes reflecting the dim light in the room. 
 
    Stepping closer to each other, the two met and their lips touched. The heat in the room rose up like thick fog. Senses dazzled from the mutual taste of each other. Edric drank in her scent, a mixture of morning dew and a crisp spring day. Juna moaned as she took in his faint musk, his warmth like a fire on a cold winter night. The couple pulled away, eyes closed and heads touching, fighting the chaotic web of their emotions and desires. 
 
    “I’ve wanted you…for so long,” Juna whispered, basking in his touch. 
 
    Edric sighed. “When I saw you, lying on the stone altar…all I wanted was to kiss you. When I did, I wanted more.” 
 
    Juna’s dark blue lips curved into a small wicked smile. “When I floated invisible in the castle, I often watched you. I even lay in your bed, wanting to touch you, hold you... imagining your hands on me….wanting them to hold me all night.” 
 
    Juna’s smile dimmed. “I never want to take away…what you had for Elora.” 
 
    Edric opened his eyes. “You never could,” he whispered. “I discovered…love is big enough for everyone. We share our moments and life moves on. I mourned for Elora but I can’t stay there or it would destroy the love I have for everyone…especially you.” 
 
    Juna looked to the summoner as a confident smile appeared on his lips.  
 
    “Juna…all I ever wanted was to find that magical person, a love where we could be free to be who we are. I see that in you. You can do whatever you want and yet you put others before yourself. I have never felt like you were hiding your true self.” 
 
    Edric’s eyes darkened, “I’ve been hiding my entire life. I followed the crowd. I did everything that was asked of me. I didn’t want to disappoint anyone. When I met Elora, she awoke a spark. Faye, Rayna and Claudia fanned the flames and you…you showed me what true strength is. To fight for us when most would simply leave, to be a friend when many others use each other, you embody what we all wish to aspire to.” 
 
    The half-troll leaned into Edric’s embrace, head on his shoulder. “Edric, you don’t know your own strength. I’ve seen you fight your pain. I’ve seen you fight for your friends and lovers. Your heart glows and all I want is to bask in it. Our worlds can be cruel at times but there are bright moments…moments where we can sun ourselves to private experiences or sensual touches.” 
 
    Juna sighed, her hands trembling. “I’ve never stopped thinking of you since I first saw you…I can’t stay shy around you any longer.” 
 
    Edric held her close until she pulled away. Hands moved with agile power as they took hold of his robe and ripped it open at the chest. The summoner’s eyes widened as Juna’s hands traced over his fit form, running down his stomach until she stopped right before his thickening manhood. Power leaked into the room as if a storm was forming.  
 
    “I watched you…I wanted you…,” Juna said with a powerful whisper. 
 
    The half troll grabbed at her own clothes, pulling them like they constricted her body. Edric stood, lost to her flowering beauty as white leather was undone and fell away. Light blue skin glowed in the firelight. When her jacket and shirt fell away, firm breasts bounced as dark blue nipples were exposed. They nearly defied gravity as her fingers undid her belt and slid into the waist. Snaking out of her leather leggings, they fell to her shins, feet stepping out of white boots and clothes forming a pale puddle.  
 
    Edric didn’t blink, admiring her nude body. Smooth skin shined along her athletic body. Muscles showed but were just the right blending of sensual and power. A tuft of pink hair glowed above her budding pink line. Edric didn’t even notice his member was standing at full attention, lost in her magical beauty. 
 
    Juna sauntered closer, her gaze on his. Hands reached up and took hold of the robe hanging from his shoulders. With a smooth movement, she slid the robe from his shoulders and followed it down. Kneeling, her eyes reached his throbbing member and let the robe fall to the floor. Taking a gentle hold, she stroked him as she looked up into his hungry eyes. 
 
    “Don’t hold back…be yourself…You will see how alike we really are,” Juna smiled before closing her mouth over the tip of his cock. 
 
    Edric’s eyes fluttered to the sensual kiss. The summoner’s world began to float as he gazed down on the hungry half-troll. Juna moaned her bliss as veiny inches pushed past soft lips. Tongue sliding, she pressed against the shaft, licking the summoner like ice on a summer night. The player didn’t melt to her sultry touches, instead becoming rock hard. Juna’s head bobbed slowly, taking long strokes of his manhood. Wetness bloomed as her hand drifted between her legs, touching her valley and massaging herself. Touching her clit, she moaned, unable to keep back the excited tide threatening to consume her. 
 
    Edric’s hips began to move, the rhythm connecting with Juna’s long strokes. He pushed while she sucked down to his base and when they pulled away, pleasure spiked and cooled. Touching her slightly pointed blue ear, his fingers ran down to her slender neck. Juna shuddered to his touch, increasing the tempo. Edric found himself gritting his teeth, the pleasure overpowering him. The primal need to fill her throat with his seed lashed at his loins.  
 
    Juna lovingly suckled on his member, eyes closing and opening slowly, looking up as the internal battle warred within the summoner. Tongue teasing him, she yearned for his seed. She moaned louder, goading him on to surrender, remembering his expressions as he released into his friends and lovers. Slowing her pace only turned the summoner on more. 
 
    Edric’s restraint began to loosen. Cock thickening, the need for release pushed away all logic. The single-minded desire filled his mind with a blinding light until his eyes widened in Juna’s beauty. Control latched on, enjoying each slid of her lips as he grew too hard to come. 
 
    Juna massaged her clit, wetness coating her fingers as she continued to play with herself. The sensual touch caused an emptiness to widen within her. Witnessing Edric as he regained control flared her inner world, wetness dripping onto the floor. The two felt each other’s power and it burned hotter than the sun. 
 
    “Juna…” Edric whispered. 
 
    Juna pulled away, “Edric…,” she whispered back before she suckled on his steel hard cock and gave the tip a playful lick. 
 
    Strength shattered, bliss surged as Edric groaned. Juna’s eyes widened as come painted the back of her throat. Sliding lips down his shaft, she suckled hard, pulling out another spurt of come and yet another. Moaning, she sucked it down, heat travelling down her neck and into her belly, an orgasm blooming between her legs and thighs trembling. 
 
    Edric grunted as a final spurt struck the half-troll’s tongue. Numbness took root but desire did not waver. Taking hold of Juna’s hand, he lifted her to her feet. The couple moved as one to the bed, Edric pushing her down onto it. Wetness coated the inside of the half-troll’s creamy light blue thighs. Edric was still mostly hard as he dived between her legs, tongue touching her honey and licking upwards until he grazed her clit.  
 
    Juna burned bright in his mind as he looked up to her, his tongue playing her like a violin in a symphony. The half troll squirmed, fingers digging into furs and hips moving to his kiss. Edric took control, playing with her, teasing with his lips, mouth and tongue. Wetness flowed as she gasped and moaned. Hearts beating to a comforting mood, the summoner soon found himself caught to the siren taste of her honey. Equally, Juna’s body writhed to his touch, the summoner seemingly knowing just the right points to caress. 
 
    Juna cried out, nerves tightening to the breaking point. The emptiness yawned inside her but the dance of his tongue kept her from forcing herself on him. Taming her fire stoked it at the same time. Mouth forming a perfect O, she shuddered as an orgasm crashed into her. Edric nibbled and slathered, wetness painting his cheeks and chin as he worked. The digital and real world fell away as only Juna’s scent and body was all he needed to live forever. Cock hard again; he laid between her legs until she trembled from another orgasm. 
 
    Pulling away, he crawled over her. Eyes marveled at her perfect body, hands running along her smooth skin and squeezing her firm breasts. They called to him like home as his hips snuggled between her thighs, the head of his cock touching her tight valley entrance. 
 
    Juna looked into Edric’s dark eyes. A menacing beast lurked, eyeing her like a meal to be devoured. The kind man was no longer there and the way he moved his hips, his throbbing cock at her tight slit, spoke to the maddening desire. As if in self-defense, her hips moved, coating the head of his cock and teasing him to take her. The half-troll gasped as inches spread her tight walls, invading her valley to nearly the breaking point. He was her first and she sucked in air as he stabbed her with his meaty spear. Lips closed on a pointed blue nipple. The sucking sensation sent Juna into a spiraling fit. Her body moved of its own accord, pushing against Edric’ sliding cock until they met in middle. Bliss shattered any pretense there may have been between them. He invaded her and she resisted only slightly. The struggle between them turned their bodies into the sensual motions of the sea. The sound of skin on skin called out and that drove them to punish each other in bliss. Juna wrapped her legs around his lower back, her arms under his and holding on. Edric thrust his member, inches appearing and disappearing in her pink folds. The bond grew stronger with each thrust. Love licked at their minds while hearts beat like hammers in their chests.  
 
    Juna’s power grew, holding Edric close but giving him enough room to assault her nubile valley. Edric suckled like a beast at her tit, small bites to gain a gasp and driving his soul into hers. Bodies tensed as the chorus of their blood matched in pitch and volume. Edric never thought it could feel this good. Juna never thought she could touch the true heavens. Bliss coiled into bodies as they continued their intimate dance. 
 
    For a brief moment, Edric pulled from her breast and looked to Juna. Their eyes locked and souls connected as hips worked. The world trembled to their union and it blazed across firing nerves. Words were spoken but not spoken. Breathing mixed into a heated frenzy, focus falling into place and everything becoming clear. 
 
    “I love you,” they said in unison through time and space. 
 
    The universe exploded into light and unparalleled bliss. Edric’s cock thickened as Juna clamped onto him with the strength of a vice. Long strokes reached their zenith until all turned white. Edric and Juna felt it at the same time, their bodies soaring. The floodgates opened and they were lost, the gravity of their union the only thing keeping them together. Molten seed filled her tight valley as Juna squeezed. Bodies bucked and thrust, mashing their spirits until they became a single entity. 
 
    Nothing made sense as their eyes actually began to glow. Edric barely made out words as they crossed his vision, a tiny piece of him fighting to understand. Juna held onto Edric, words crossing her vision and several things unlocked from within. Unable to stop, spurts of come filled her as she coaxed him with deep squeezes. When the white faded and the chamber came back into view, muscles strained before the pair collapsed in heap of heavy breathing and scorched minds. 
 
    Long moments floated by as they remained connected. Juna snuggled into him and Edric snuggled into her. Hips moved slightly, milking the savory feeling of bliss. Edric struggled to recall what just happened. Mentally calling up his log, he commanded it to replay what was said before he lost his mind for a moment. 
 
    You have attained “Lover’s Blessing”! You gain “Summon Elemental Dragon”! 
 
    You have attained “A Master’s Stroke”! You gain “Dual Summon ability”! 
 
    You have attained “Power of the Heart”! You gain “Soul Bond ability”! 
 
    You reached “Touch of Legends”! You gain +5 Str, +5 Int, +5 Wis, +5 Dex, +5 Sta, +5 Cha and +100 Mana. 
 
    Edric could barely make out the words as Juna moved under him. The summoner’s cock was hard again and wetness flowed between them. Edric looked to the half-troll as she couldn’t contain herself, moving like a snake under him, coaxing extra life into his hard manhood. 
 
    “Did…did you…feel that,” Edric asked as his hips pushed between her supple thighs. 
 
    Juna nodded, eyes glazed over, “It…it opened my world….” 
 
    “I…I don’t think…I can stop,” Edric said as the tempo between them increased. 
 
    Juna shook her head slightly, “Don’t stop…let’s...take it…as far as we can…go…” 
 
    The summoner and half-troll kissed as their bodies moved, the crackling fire in the background joining the whispers of heated moans. 
 
    *** 
 
    Faye was on her stomach, her ass up and Dumadin’s hips pounding into her. Fingers curled into a nearby pillow, bliss surging again. The dwarf growled as he pulled his thick cock from her and sprayed white seed all over her back and ass. Faye moaned, warmth dripping down her smooth skin as she tried to regain her thoughts. 
 
    Looking up, she caught sight of Rayna pulling Claudia along. Lunatina lay amid the pillows and furs, smiling as several elven players moved to her with hard members. Faye looked to her fellow rulers as they moved to the door where Edric and Juna disappeared into. Rayna held a mischievous smile as Claudia ran her hand along the bard’s body. 
 
    Faye looked back to Dumadin as he nearly slumped into pillows, eyes holding confusion. She admired his needs as he came several times to her nearly two dozen but he looked spent. A new hunger grew within the wood elf as her mind went to Edric and Juna. Chi burned within, healing her body and restoring her desire for more. The need to follow her heart sang on as she sat up and looked to the exhausted dwarf. 
 
    Dumadin saw the glint in her brown oval eyes and the glance to Rayna and Claudia. “I’m okay lass. Your family needs you.” 
 
    Faye gave him an adoring gaze, “You are now part of that family too.” 
 
    “Aye but I need a little rest. Come back and I’ll massage your back by dawn’s early light,” the dwarf smiled. 
 
    Faye blew him a kiss before standing up. The wood elf made her way to her friends as they hesitated at the door. Rayna looked back and smiled at the approaching naked wood elf. Claudia moved as if she was drunk on bliss, touching Rayna’s shorter, naked body and barely noticing Faye until she was next to them. 
 
    “They have been in there a while. Aren’t you the slightest bit curious,” Rayna said to Faye. 
 
    The monk wanted to tell Rayna to leave them alone and let them have their private time but the words never came. She couldn’t bring herself to say anything, a wanting curiosity taking hold of her mind and body. The love and lust she felt for Edric had grown but now, it stirred for Juna as well. The feeling of family grew brighter as she knew deep down; if they entered they would not be turned away. The grunts and moans in the royal chamber only pushed the player to needing more. 
 
    Rayna could see the desire in Faye’s eyes and gave her a wicked smirk. “We all belong to each other. We love each other and we are there for each other.” 
 
    Claudia gave the bard a slow blink, “Are you finally believing it,” she said in a low whisper. 
 
    Rayna nodded before kissing the lancer. When she pulled away, she eyed the wood elf. Faye gave her an approving nod. The bard’s smile grew broader as she took hold of the door handle and pushed it open. 
 
     The three women peered in, eyes drinking in the summoner and half-troll as they lay on their sides. Juna’s thighs were parted, Edric’s thick cock sliding in and out of her tight slit. The two moaned as hips worked, holding onto each other for dear life. Edric kissed along Juna’s neck, his body working like a toned machine. Juna exhaled a sultry smile, her inner world flashes of ecstasy.  
 
    The couple didn’t notice at first the three women sliding in and closing the door behind them. Firelight painted their skins as they moved closer, eyes on them and terrible seductive thoughts filling them with desire. Juna turned; her eyes half closed as naked bodies approached. Crawling in, the half-troll whined her approval. Edric looked up to see Faye, Rayna and Claudia join them on the vast bed. Seeing them caused his lust to surge. A groan pierced the room as his cock thickened and spurts of come filled Juna’s already tight valley. 
 
    Tense muscles relaxed as the summoner nearly slumped behind Juna. The half-troll continued to move, holding his half hard cock inside her and sliding along, milking every drop of come. Fingers glided down her smooth stomach until they touched her glowing clit. Juna looked up to see Rayna, eyes filled with lustful greed. The bard moved with expert skill, massaging the half-troll’s clit like a fine instrument. A whimper touched the air as Juna found it difficult to think, her body crying out for more. 
 
    Edric slipped from the beautiful half-troll, lying on his back and another drop of come dripping from his manhood. A soreness reared up like a hungry snake until lips closed around his wet, come covered member. Healing energy poured into him as the soreness fell away like a dying leaf. Edric’s eyes closed, knowing the feeling of Faye’s lips on his cock like the intimate lover she already was. The wood elf took long, loving strokes as Rayna forced Juna onto her back, fingers playing her and tongue taking a few teasing licks. 
 
    Juna looked to the bard as she was on her knees and elbows. Behind her, Claudia ran fingers through the bard’s unguarded valley. The lancer played the bard while the bard played with the half-troll. The chain of bliss roared as moans and heated whispers filled the room like a seductive cloud. Juna’s body betrayed her as she bucked, an orgasm blooming and then another. Rayna licked and slathered at her, the taste changing but unable to pull away. Seeing Juna orgasm caused her pleasure to spike. Claudia gave a knowing smile as wetness surged onto her fingers, the bard trembling. 
 
    The heat began to grow. Rayna’s mind slipped from bliss to fear. The rising tide of her desires caused her body to glow. A fearful moan rose up as she couldn’t fight the flood of passion. Claudia saw it and dug nails into the bard’s thighs. The pain helped a little but it wasn’t enough. 
 
    Juna’s eyes opened, seeing the fear of losing control in Rayna. The bard was on all fours, her breathing quickening. Faye pulled up from Edric’s cock and was about to touch Rayna to heal her when Juna took hold of the smaller bard and pulled her on top of her. Rayna settled in as strong arms held her close. Energy glowed as Juna’s body held her in a warm embrace. Rayna’s eyes widened as the fear faded to the background, lust roaring in her ears. The bard looked to Juna as she smiled. Understanding flowed between them as Rayna saw that the half-troll calmed her torturous uncontrollable needs.  
 
    Edric looked over with a lazy smile, seeing the magic happen before Faye crawled onto him, sliding down his rock-hard cock to the base. The wood elf let out an uncharacteristically loud moan and it caused the summoner to reach up and gently squeeze her bouncing breasts. Thumbs caressing nipples, Faye moved with practiced ease on the summoner. Claudia stayed close to Juna and Rayna, her fingers playing with both of them. 
 
    Magical energy swirled as grunts and moans rose up like the tides. Edric noticed his world fell into flashes. Bodies took turns, loving each other. Edric watched as he was on his back and then a flash later, he was driving himself into Faye, then Claudia, Rayna and back to Juna. The women licked and held each other, moaning like wild beasts caught in a frenzy. The loving stares and intimate kisses continued as hours slipped away. Edric didn’t know it could ever be like this; free to love one another without guilt, shame or remorse. 
 
    Juna showed her excitement and energy, not letting anyone pass out as she licked and sucked her lovers to life. The same energy Edric felt before boomed from each of his companions in turn. Faye couldn’t stop moaning as energy filled her eyes. Rayna cried tears of joy, her body shuddering as Juna suckled on her clit. Claudia whimpered as she sucked on Edric’s cock, Juna’s mouth buried between her alabaster thighs.  Faye and Rayna watched as their hands and fingers caressed each other to orgasmic bliss. The connection grew with each touch and Edric found himself basking in the glow. 
 
    When the sun began to rise, the lovers fell one by one. Claudia was first, passing out the instant after an orgasm. Rayna was next, falling asleep as Faye licked as her dripping valley. For a time, Edric, Faye and Juna played with each other. Faye couldn’t stop herself until Juna massaged her clit as she lay on Edric, his cock buried deep in her tight valley. A flurry of orgasms rocked the monk, unable to speak until she passed out, wetness dripping down Edric’s cock. 
 
    The summoner and half-troll placed the passed-out monk with their friends before she opened her legs to sheath Edric’s sword. Rays of sunlight touched their writhing bodies as they continued to their private dance. Bodies arched and white speed spurted. Juna’s inner world sparked into magical light. When the song cooled, the two passed out in each other’s arms, lost to dreams and full hearts. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    “What happened last night,” Rayna asked as a plate of pancakes was placed before her. 
 
    The dining hall was filled with hungry players and NPCs. Large tables dotted the corners of the hall while long tables filled the middle. Despite it being midday, eggs, sausages, bacon, pancakes, water and juice was served or placed on big dishes throughout the dining hall. Edric, Rayna, Claudia, Faye, Leeta and Juna sat at one round table. Dumadin stood behind Faye, rubbing her shoulders. Lunatina sat at the head table surrounded by handsome elves trying to spoon feed her. Jinn, Sonja, Lornus and Drakkus sat at another table, talking and giving each other loving gazes. 
 
    “We had a good time,” Edric said with a deadpan expression. 
 
    Rayna smiled as her brow sharpened. “You know what I mean!” 
 
    Claudia shoved meat into her mouth, chewed quickly and swallowed before talking, “I received a huge boost to my abilities. I didn’t know a lancer could jump as far as I can now.” 
 
    Faye nodded. “I had opened only two of the four gate techniques to the high tier monk abilities, now all four are open.” 
 
    Rayna looked to Juna who was eating eggs and humming to herself. “I can play Thunder Kiss. No bard can play it unless they go through the trails. It’s a quest line that takes weeks, even months to complete.” 
 
    Edric sipped his juice before putting it down. “I knew there were more summoning abilities but I didn’t know about some of the ones I gained last night. I can only assume…” the summoner looked to Juna. 
 
    The half-troll hummed as she continued to eat, stabbing at her eggs with a fork and not looking to her companions. Soon all eyes turned to the half-troll as she continued to eat like she didn’t hear them. Edric let a smirk slip, seeing the joy in her demeanor. The player’s mind felt clearer than it has ever felt before. He assumed they all felt the same after unleashing such a torrent of lovingly lustful desire.  
 
    Juna picked up a napkin and dabbed the edges of her mouth as the rest of the table stared at her, waiting. When she placed the napkin on the table, she sat back, hand on her full belly and a wicked smirk on her lips. 
 
    “When we were together, I could see your unlocked abilities. I didn’t know until Edric and I came together, during that moment, I could unlock them.” 
 
    Rayna leered, “You made us stronger.” 
 
    The half-troll nodded, “Just as you made me stronger.” 
 
    “How did you become stronger,” Claudia asked as she leaned one elbow on the table and stuffed food in her mouth. 
 
    A slight pink touched Juna’s cheeks as she continued. “I have dozens of abilities with question marks. Had I known sooner I could unlock them from spending time with those I love, I would have seduced you all sooner. 
 
    “As for my abilities, I have three levels to my Arcane Surge abilities. I opened the second one, Arcane Surge Alpha. It doubles my powers and doesn’t fade when I stop fighting. The only drawback is a longer cooldown time of three days. I also managed to see the third level, Arcane Surge Omega, but it has remained firmly locked.”  
 
    “Does this mean we should continue what we started last night,” Edric said with a playful edge. 
 
    Juna leaned her elbows on the table, “If you feel up to it, Lord Temple.” 
 
    “I’m ready,” Claudia said as she finished her plate. 
 
    “I could go again,” Faye smiled. 
 
    “You’re all such beautiful perverts,” Rayna laughed. 
 
    The group chuckled as Leeta grew excited at the chance to join them in their loving trysts. The ogre’s golden eyes fell on Edric and when he looked to her, her heart skipped a beat as the love and lust was there in all its glory. 
 
    “I hate to interrupt but may I join you,” asked a voice from behind Edric. 
 
    The group turned their attention to Magnys as he approached. Claudia patted an empty seat by her and the white-haired man sat down with a happy smile. The mood turned serious as all eyes were on the Sormir in human form. 
 
    “Is it done,” Edric asked. 
 
    Magnys gave a slight head nod, “We managed to work through the night and provide enough Holy Arcane weapons and armor for the final attack. Guards are moving wagons of equipment here as we speak. We could have the army ready by late afternoon.” 
 
    “How much of our forces did we lose in the invasion,” Edric asked out loud. 
 
    “Less than five percent,” Leeta spoke up. “The players and NPCs fought very well with minimal casualties.” 
 
    Edric sat back in his chair, “If we wait the full 24 hours, we would be at full force to attack Kraznith. But if we attack when everyone is geared up, we might have the element of surprise. Depending on how long the actual assault will be, the five percent can be reinforcements.” 
 
    “Word travels fast,” Claudia said. “They may already know the Middle Kingdoms have been taken.” 
 
    Magnys rubbed his chin, “It would give our forces an advantage if we press the attack sooner. They already know we are coming for them.” 
 
    Edric looked to Juna, seeing a glint of hope, knowing they were a step closer to saving Oksuna and possibly ending the war. Energy filled every digital cell in the player’s being as he knew what they had to do. No words were spoken as the same realization flowed into his companions and fellow rulers. 
 
    A side door opened and a haggard messenger ran into the dining hall. Head swiveling, he searched the massive crowd until his eyes fell on Edric’s table. Bursting forward, he charged around tables until he reached the table and gave a deep bow. 
 
    “Lord and Ladies of Elora, I have news,” the messenger nearly shouted with heavy breath. 
 
    All eyes turned to the messenger as he didn’t wait for their response. 
 
    “Courtesan Thalia sent me. Valtis has fallen. The undead Sormir attacked during the night. They destroyed the human kingdoms in the matter of an hour.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric called up his stat screen while walking, Magnys at his side. 
 
    Edric Temple               
 
    Summoner 
 
    Hit Points- 160/160 
 
    Mana- 360/260 
 
    Armor- 40 
 
     
 
    Strength- 27(+5) 
 
    Intelligence- 45(+10) 
 
    Wisdom- 35(+8) 
 
    Dexterity- 32(+7) 
 
    Stamina- 45(+10) 
 
    Charisma- 56(+30) 
 
     
 
    Spell Abilities     
 
    Charm- 62 
 
    Snare- 58 
 
    Channel- (+STR/HP/DEX) 
 
    Dual Summoning- Allows caster to summon two creatures. 
 
    Soul Bond- Allows caster to share Power/Experience with Lock Stone creatures. 
 
      
 
     
 
    Lock Stones (1)  
 
    Leeta (Ogre)- HP-300/300 
 
    Nykor (Drell-Kai)- HP- 6,000/6,000 
 
    Drakkus Thorne (Vampire Lord)- HP- 1,666/1,666 
 
    Magnys (Sormir)- HP- 9,999/9,999   
 
     
 
    Spells 
 
    Summoning Spell- 10 Mana 
 
    Summon Demon Spell- 2o Mana 
 
    Summon Angel Spell- 40 Mana 
 
    Summon Elemental- 25 Mana 
 
    Summon Elemental Dragon- 100 Mana 
 
    Light Spell- 5 Mana 
 
    Mana Shield- 1 Mana for 2 points of Protection 
 
      
 
    Primary Skills 
 
    Spell Casting- 70 
 
    Spell Craft- 46 
 
    Gem Craft- 46 
 
    Rune Craft- 37 
 
    Enchantment- 30  
 
    Melee- 43 
 
    Wilderness Lore- 25 
 
      
 
    Equipment 
 
    Holy Arcane Whip- 60 to 65 damage  
 
    Whip Gem Slot- Holy Arcane Aura, +50 Damage, DD Undead 
 
    Whip Gem Slot- Power Surge, Extra 20 to 50 Damage 
 
    Dark Green Robe- 5 Armor 
 
    Holy Arcane Chainmail shirt- +35 Protection. %70S/%60M/%70A 
 
    Healing Potions (8)- Heal 100 HP 
 
    Mana Potions (8)- Restore 100 Mana 
 
    Elixirs (1)- Heals all damage and restores Mana 
 
      
 
      The late morning and early afternoon turned into a blur. The summoner tried to concentrate on his new stats and abilities but flashes of the day invaded every thought. The news from Thalia was dire to say the least. Even the combined might of the human kingdoms didn’t stand a chance against the undead Sormir. Their power had grown beyond anything anyone could imagine. Players wrote down events and sent ravens to any kingdom that would receive them. The awesome power of the undead Sormir destroyed fortified magic keeps and towers like paper. Players fought, giving their lives and resurrecting miles from the coast. No matter how hard they fought, the Sormir decimated the last remaining stronghold of power. 
 
    Edric, Faye, Rayna and Claudia agreed to open the portals to other cities, allowing survivors to come to Elora. Sending the messenger back, the group fell into duties and informing many others. The leaders were brought together and told of last night’s events. A solemn gloom filled the room as everyone was eager to push forward with the new plan of attacking by late afternoon.  
 
    When duties were assigned, everyone sprang into action. The hours bled together as players were gathered, informed and provided new weapons and armor for the invasion of Kraznith. Every single player and NPC moved with urgency, knowing the full weight of what was to come. 
 
    Edric’s mind wandered to what Lornus told them of the Kunarr capital. His inside information matched a lot of what they already knew from Ralis but he was able to tell them that the main armies in the capital were down to critical numbers. Many families, soldiers and those with arcane knowledge abandoned their homes because of the mad God-King, leaving behind only the fanatical and brainwashed. While Elora’s forces numbered close to eight thousand, the troll capital barely had ten thousand soldiers. Many felt their side had the upper hand but Edric and his fellow rulers knew Harkkon could call on legions of the dead with a snap of his fingers. 
 
    Edric sighed, knowing full well that if they attacked while the sun was still up; they would have another edge in their arsenal. A Dread Lord’s power grew at night, not that they were sure it mattered anymore to Harkkon, but any advantage they could use was a blessing.  
 
    Lunatina began raiding magical store houses, setting alchemists to the task of creating potions so they could add them to what they already made for the coming invasion. Jinn, Sonja and Lornus organized massive groups of players. Thorrin gathered every paladin and cleric, instructing them of what was to come and how to proceed when they entered Kraznith. Faye, Claudia and Rayna helped with weapon and armor distribution while Juna assisted Vanya with removing the dragon eggs from underneath the keep. 
 
    Edric glanced to his stats again, trying to reread everything for the hundredth time. When his gaze slid over the Summon Elemental Dragons spell, the summoner turned his attention to the Sormir walking at his side. 
 
    “Magnys, did you give me the new spells and abilities,” Edric asked. 
 
    The Sormir in human form continued to look ahead, a faint smirk on his lips. “Since I am one of your summoned creatures, I cannot lie to you, not that I would. I imparted my knowledge to you but you had to discover it. The requirement was love; and with how Juna and your fellow rulers looked to you, I knew it wouldn’t take long for you to unlock the power I had given you.”  
 
    “I had never heard of this summoning. I don’t think anyone has achieved it before,” Edric said simply. 
 
    Magnys nodded. “It requires a great effort to find this summoning spell. If we had more time, I would have been happy to guide you.” 
 
    “Is this it,” Edric asked. “Is this the most powerful summoning spell I can use?” 
 
    Magnys’s face darkened a little. “No, there is one last one. It is so powerful, even I don’t know the exact incantation but I know it exists. If we win, maybe we can discover it together. For now, we are out of time.” 
 
    The Sormir looked up, shadows melting away from his brow, “I fear for all of Lukken. Harkkon has become too powerful. Even from this distance, his dark energy dances against my senses. The threats are on all sides and I don’t know if all of us will make it out of this alive.” 
 
    Magnys turned his kind gaze to the summoner, “I am happy to know we will be fighting side by side.” 
 
    Edric returned the kind gaze with a smile, “Me too.” 
 
    “Do you have room for one more,” a voice interrupted the moment. 
 
    Edric and Magnys turned their attention to a lizard woman wearing a thick robe, a sword strapped to her back. Edric smiled wider, seeing Skalor here. The dragon in nalik form smiled brightly as she approached the summoner and Sormir. 
 
    “We sure do,” Edric said and gave the nalik a warm embrace. 
 
    Skalor held the summoner for a long moment before letting go and looking him in the eyes. 
 
    “Vanya and many others are taking the dragon eggs to Elora. They should be finished before the invasion of Kraznith. Your heroic deeds have impressed me, Lord Temple. You and your fellow rulers will fill the songs of my people when they return to their seat of power.  
 
    “It would be an insult to your kind deeds if I did not join you on the final assault of Kraznith,” Skalor said with a small head nod. 
 
    “The honor is all ours,” Edric said with bright eyes, happy to have the powerful dragon hero with them. 
 
    “Then let’s help arm your forces and take back Lukken from the damned,” Skalor hissed with power. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jinn finished talking to a large group before directing them to upgrade their equipment down the street. The hours spent informing large groups were much needed but the assassin was ready to move on to the main event. Thoughts of Oksuna filled his mind during quiet moments and again her image flowed like a calming breeze in a storm. He couldn’t deny missing her with every shred of his being. It had haunted him for longer than he wanted to admit but the long journey was coming to an end. 
 
    A shadow touched the assassin. Jinn turned, his heart beating faster. A kitra stood, black pointed ears facing the assassin and a fanged smile forming. Dalya’s eyes watered as she stepped closer to the gruff looking assassin. Jinn couldn’t stop his eyes from watering. The cat woman pounced on him, arms wrapping around his neck and legs curling around his waist. Jinn held her as they buried their faces in each other’s necks. 
 
    “I asked Sonja to release me from her harem,” Dalya whispered. 
 
    Jinn’s eyes saddened, “Why? Being her concubine will make sure you live on. If you die, you will truly die. I’m not a knight anymore; I can’t keep you in a harem.” 
 
    Dalya squeezed the assassin, “I know. That is why I decided to wait for you in Elora. I don’t have the power to fight in the battles to come. I don’t wish to be a distraction. Bring Oksuna home and we can be a family again.” 
 
    Jinn sighed. “You were my first here in the game. I have missed you so much.” 
 
    “Let me be another reason for you to return safely,” Dalya whispered and licked Jinn’s ear. 
 
    “Our family will be reunited,” Jinn said, a tear trailing down his cheek. 
 
    *** 
 
    The late afternoon sun burned bright in the clear blue sky. Thousands of players and NPCs gathered at portal stones, ready to march. The mood was hard and filled with determination. Everyone knew what was to come and what was expected. The air was electric as fingers flexed, minds reviewed spells and hearts beat faster in anticipation.  
 
    Edric stood with Juna, Faye, Rayna and Claudia by a portal. Many looked to them with honorable pride. Jinn, Sonja and Thorrin stood with the crowds gathered. Renner and Vass talked in low voices as Venner and Lydia looked to the rulers of Elora with glowing excitement. 
 
    “I can’t believe we are doing this,” Renner said in a low, uneasy tone. 
 
    “I know Venner and Lydia will be fine but now I’m wondering about you,” Vass said with a sarcastic edge and an elbow to his side. 
 
    “What kind of parents are we? Letting out kids fight in this war,” Renner said in a low voice. 
 
    “The kind of parents who trust their kids, they volunteered,” Vass hissed. 
 
    “I thought for sure they would have had cold feet,” Renner groaned. 
 
    “Stop being an old lady,” the elf rogue said sharply. 
 
    “You’re an old lady,” Renner said in a juvenile tone. 
 
    “Will you two stop or you can’t join in the battle,” Venner and Lydia said sharply to their parents. 
 
    Vass smiled while Renner put a hand to chest in mock indignity. 
 
    “Well I never!” 
 
    Vass tried to stifle her laughter as she reached over and curled her fingers into Renner’s fingers. 
 
    Renner looked to the beautiful elf and their kids, his heart glowing. “Stay together and we can win this.” 
 
    Vass, Venner and Lydia nodded as they all turned their attention to the rulers of Elora. 
 
    The portals blazed to life as Rayna was the one to take a step forward and address the crowd. The bard held her lute across her stomach, purple eyes wide and her lips twisted into a sneer. 
 
    “No speeches! We are going to rock into Kraznith, kill Harkkon and reclaim Lukken! Are you with us,” the bard screamed into the crowd. 
 
    Fists pumped into the air as a deafening roar erupted. In an instant, the standing army of players and NPCs were whipped into frenzy as they eagerly waited for the command. 
 
    Rayna turned her back to the crowd, Edric, Faye, Claudia and Juna at her sides. 
 
    “Let’s fucking do this,” Rayna shouted as she stepped forward toward the activated portal. 
 
    Bodies disappeared one by one as they touched the red swirling light. The crowd surged behind them, jumping into the portal with a warrior’s fervor. Jinn, Sonja and Thorrin followed, swept with the mob. Renner, Vass, Venner and Lydia joined the flood as they crashed into the portal, Renner cursing as their bodies turned to light. Thousands began to stream across the vast continent, eager to fight the enemy dogging their every step. 
 
    Edric’s heart raced in his chest as he streamed toward the portal exit in the distance. They prepared and planned for almost everything. Looking to the spectral images of his lovers and friends filled him with hope. This was the last push and if they failed, the consequences were too great to imagine. The sticky web of relationships coalesced into one pulsating divine need to fight the darkness. Adrenalin surged as the weight of doubt disappeared. They hurtled toward their fates but Edric knew they would be the ones deciding what happens next. 
 
    Edric glanced to Juna as she surged ahead, eyes on the exit portal. The player smiled as love filled his heart once again, healing the scars and giving him new life and purpose. The exit portal raced toward them and when they reached it, light flashed to a blinding white. 
 
    Emerging through the other side, the digital realm fell into place as bodies continued to move. Tall towers stood among carved and decorated keeps and homes. Eastern designs mixed with medieval architecture as bodies fanned out. Edric wanted to admire the beauty of Kraznith but he fell into running, making room for others coming through. Rayna rushed ahead, eyes wild and looking for an enemy. Faye darted forward, hands at the ready. Claudia leapt into the air and landed by a tower window, hand coiling around an iron bar and leaning out, ready to take in the situation. Juna drew her white blades, mental commands hovering over her abilities.  
 
    Players poured in from the portals across the Kunarr city. Some began to slow their advance, looking around in confusion as no troll attacked. The confusion deepened when there were no one to greet them, the city appearing hollow and empty. 
 
    Edric moved to Faye and Juna’s sides lock stones in hand and eyes scanning the area. The place was devoid of any activity except their own. The area filled quickly with their forces but nothing stirred beyond a breeze in the bright sunny afternoon. 
 
    Jinn stalked forward, eyes filling with rage. “What is this?” 
 
    “A trap,” Rayna said as she looked around, wand out at the top of her lute. 
 
    A chuckle vibrated through the city but it wasn’t in the air. Brows wrinkled as the chuckle pulsed in everyone’s heads. The wind picked up as clouds moved from the southern sea toward the hollow city. 
 
    Welcome to Kraznith, Capital of the Troll Kingdoms and my throne for Lukken. 
 
    “Harkkon, show yourself,” Edric shouted. 
 
    In due time but for now, let’s begin your defeat with a little rain. 
 
    Edric looked up as dark clouds slid across the heavens in mere moments, blotting out the bright sun. A drop of water fell, touching Edric on the forehead before the heavens opened to the thunderous applause of heavy rain. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
         The stark digital reality washed over the summoner like the cold rain from above. Eyes took in every detail as the air turned electric. The street before him led to a cathedral sized castle with stained glass windows, pointed spires and massive doors. The buildings surrounding the area stood, seemingly empty as rain poured from the heavens. A curling stench of decay rose with the splattering rain, a blooming sickening scent blended with the smells of water on hot stone. The sun gone, the city cooled after seconds, the fuse lit and bodies ready to explode into action. 
 
    Juna surveyed the area, her senses picking up on movement within the wood and stone buildings. Thorrin hefted his hammer, sensing the overpowering pulse of the dead. Faye’s ears caught the subtle shift of boots; the dim vibrations of bowstrings and the gentle intake of breath. Jinn and Sonja stood close, knowing full well the trap was about to be sprung. Rayna’s lip curved into a wicked smirk as fingers hovered close to lute strings.  
 
    Edric turned his head to his companions and the dozens of players appearing every second from the portal. The crowd grew larger, looking up to the rain and then looking to the seemingly empty city, weapons at the ready. The summoner’s eyes closed for a moment, head turning to the spire tipped building in the distance. Eyes opening, Lornus and Ralis’ information slid into his mind. The building was the seat of power for the Kunarr Masters. They would meet to discuss the direction of their kingdoms much like English parliament. Now it stood as a throne for the God-King, a place to begin his crusade against life itself.  
 
    The thought of the power possessed by the mad God-King Harkkon caused Edric’s fingers to curl into tight fists. Inside, Oksuna waited; a prisoner to the God-King. Rage boiled under his skin as the summoner could not hold back any longer. Edric remembered his life outside of the game, being pushed around for most of his existence. The powerful memories of taking control of his destiny flared like a supernova. Time slowed down as he opened his mouth, took a deep breath and pointed to the spire tipped building ten blocks away. 
 
    “Today we topple a God-King,” Edric shouted as he charged. 
 
    Energy whipped through the ranks, eyes turning to the summoner as he charged ahead. Bodies moved, smiles of anticipation filling faces. Juna’s legs moved, propelling herself forward. Faye and Claudia followed. Jinn surged ahead with Sonja at his side. A white aura surrounded Thorrin and he charged. The gathered forces at different portals across the city heard the rising thunder of shouts. Rain fell as the flood of bodies surged forward. Lightning split the sky as the heavens came down with a wet fury. 
 
    Edric pulled out four lock stones, two in each hand as he charged. Eyes wide, he swept his vision from side to side, ready for the counter attack. The player was not disappointed. Dark blue bodies moved to open windows, bowstrings pulled back and arrows pointed to the street.    
 
    Rayna stayed where she was, rain falling and their forces surging past her. Purple eyes caught sight of trolls moving to windows, arrows ready to rain down on their forces. The bard lifted her hand and took a deep breath. 
 
    “HELLO KRAZNITH,” the bard shouted before she brought her hand down on lute strings. 
 
    The sonic blast from her Thunder Kiss song streamed past their forces and slammed into buildings. The area rocked like an earthquake as cracks ran up the sides of buildings. The cone shaped wave shattered any closed windows and even sent a few trolls falling to the streets below. Bodies shattered as arrows misfired. The bard continued to play, the thunder subsiding and a new song rolling out. Rayna concentrated, the blast of electric bass turning the Kunarr capital into a rock concert.  
 
    Some trolls looked up from the cobblestone streets as the enemy came at them. They grew confused as love sprang up for the bard in black. Many smiled as swords cleaved into skulls or separated heads from necks. Bodies shattered as other trolls heard the bard’s siren songs and re-aimed at trolls across the streets. Arrows flew from each side, stabbing into bodies as they smiled to their deaths.  
 
    Rayna ran her fingers across the lute strings hard, another vibrating blast shaking the entire area. With simple steps, the bard moved forward, rocking the area and turning the enemy’s hearts to their defense. 
 
    Claudia leapt off a building, flew across the street and drove her spear point into a troll. Leaping off, she moved like a bouncing dart, landing, stabbing and moving on as bodies shattered. The lancer became laser focused, shattering the enemy, each strike true. 
 
    Faye pumped her legs, chi flowing into her fist. Reaching a stone tower, she glanced up to see several archers resisting Rayna’s song and firing arrows into their forces. The wood elf continued to run, fist reared back. When she reached the tower, her fist slammed into the hard stone. Power exploded as the base of the tower was shattered into flying gravel. The archers looked down, fear coloring their eyes as the wood elf continued to run, the tower collapsing. There was a faint screaming before dust and debris flew into the air, shattering bodies flashing in the dark clouds. 
 
    Juna quickly approached the charging summoner as Edric called on his friends. Streams of energy burst from the stones and slammed into the stone street. Leeta and Drakkus were first, leaping into the air. The ogre held her mace at the ready while Drakkus cut his palm with a long fingernail. Blood surged out, forming a sword as the vampire lord landed and charged. Leeta landed, legs pumping to stay at Edric’s side. Nykor rose up; her huge form taking up most of the street behind Edric as she opened her maw and spit out a stream of acid. Trolls cried out before they melted and shattered to points of light. 
 
    Magnys rose from the arcane circle, eyes drinking in the situation before dreadful things touched his senses. Eyes widening, he burst into a run, his mind connecting with Edric’s. 
 
    “There are Sormir here,” Magnys’s voice filled the summoner’s mind. 
 
    Before Edric could react, arcane circles filled the streets in a blink of an eye. Undead clawed onto the streets, sickening moans echoing off walls. From doorsteps, robed figures stepped out with hoods covering their heads. The undead rose around them; standing up and brandishing rusty weapons, rotting lips curving into leers. Ghosts screamed and moaned as spectral knights joined the ranks. Wraiths slinked with the hordes of undead as the hooded figures pulled back their hoods. 
 
    Magnys turned his eyes to the side streets, watching as decayed faces glared back at the living Sormir. The crawl of death filled the area with a gloom, clawing at his senses with shadowy corruption. The Sormir could see his fellow brethren, the living light gone and a darkness pulsating in their chests. Undead Sormir mixed with the hordes of dead and the sky seemed to grow darker as power began to pulse faster. 
 
    “Fight,” Edric shouted with a manic edge. 
 
    Power swelled up like a tidal wave. The dead surged as the undead Sormir pooled their now dark power. The wave crested as Claudia leapt from building to building, a tight grip on her spear. Faye took in a deep breath as she calmed her heart. Juna’s mind hovered over her abilities, ready to activate. Jinn spread out his arms, white metal darts in between fingers. Sonja’s body vibrated with power and Magnys’ body grew larger. Thorrin cried out to the gods and they answered. 
 
    The opposing energies reached their zenith and came down, clashing into each other in a spiral storm of destruction and chaos. 
 
     Death surged as undead Sormir grew larger, bodies twisting into their decayed serpent forms. Jets of steam streamed out as skeletons and zombies moaned their hatred for the living. Drakkus leapt, grabbing Edric and surged along, gliding through the air as steam blasted past and melted stone into slag. Leeta threw herself past a building edge, steam melting it and missing her by inches. The ogre planted her feet and at the first sight of a skeletal hand, she whipped her holy arcane mace hard across. Several skulls shattered instantly as her tall body loomed over the surging dead. A stream of acid flew over the ogre’s head, melting the incoming surge instantly as Nykor stalked forward. 
 
    Thorrin leapt into the air, holy lighting surging down from the heavens. The paladin’s armored body glowed hot as the lightning struck him, filling him with holy power. Thorrin screamed as he came down on the wall of undead surging into the main street. Hitting the ground, power rippled out as the dead were shattered to bits. The power rolled along the street, decimating the dead and sending them back to the abyss. 
 
    Claudia landed on a roof, running across the surface as a Sormir’s head rose up past the roof edge. The lancer showed no fear as she darted toward it, bended her legs and launched into the air. The undead Sormir focused on Magnys as he shifted into his true form when a sharp point stabbed into its eye. The holy power caused the Sormir to roar as Claudia slammed her shoulder into the spear, planted her boots on the monster’s snout and pushed. Holy and arcane power surged as the skull of the powerful serpent cracked. The monster thrashed as the lancer pulled out her spear and leapt straight up. 
 
    The rain and wind flowed around her as she took a moment to enjoy the sweet sensations of water and air. When she reached her zenith, gravity took hold and she fell. Body diving down, her eyes filled with power and menace as she held the spear to her, her whole body turning into a weapon. 
 
    Magnys turned his serpent head to the other undead Sormir rising up, “Destroy the mind or the heart and my brethren are vulnerable!”   
 
    “Today, I kill a Sormir,” Claudia smiled as her spear point and body caved in the top of the serpent’s skull. 
 
    Dark power surged as the sea serpent roared. Body cracking with light, the Sormir let out another roar before it shattered into shards. Claudia fell, eyes drinking in the wonder of floating shards of light before she hit the street level, eyed another undead Sormir in another street and launched into the air. 
 
    Nykor blasted out streams of acid as Faye and Leeta fought the incoming undead. Jinn moved through the street like water, his hands releasing darts and bodies shattering from each strike. Sonja’s body doubled and doubled again. The mirror images of the blue knight cut through the dead like paper. Far behind the group, Rayna walked, slamming her fingers along lute strings and shattering the weaker undead. 
 
    Edric took in the situation as several spectral knights charged the vampire lord. Drakkus moved toward each, his blood sword slicing through spectral armor in blinks of an eye. 
 
    “We are going to get mired…,” Edric began as an undead Sormir loomed from a street. 
 
    Dead eyes rolled down to see the summoner before its maw opened and steam flowed out. Nykor leapt onto the giant sea serpent, teeth clamping down on the undead creature and not letting go. 
 
    Edric called up a spell, both hands moving in arcane gestures as the incantation filled the air. 
 
    (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10-(Rain)5=75/(Encounter Roll)43! Dual Summoning successful! 
 
    Summon Elementals! Mana: 310/360 
 
    The cobblestone street shifted and surged as two earth elementals rose up. Stones and debris fell from their bodies as they took up positions before the summoner. The Sormir roared as it bashed Nykor into a nearby building. The Drell-Kai held on as a building fell from the massive struggle. Edric saw his chance and took it. Directing the elementals, the pair moved until they were right before the thrashing Sormir. One flowed forward, its body shifting until it was a thick cone point. Shooting forward, the point stabbed into the serpent’s thick body. The impaled creature could no longer thrash as it reared up.  
 
    “Nykor, let go!” 
 
    The Drell-Kai let go and was hurtled into another building, smashing it to rubble. The second elemental formed a thinner stone point. Edric’s eyes stared at the place he thought the monster’s heart would be. The elemental surged forward, stabbing into the middle of the pinned Sormir. The undead eyes widened and the monster let out a whimper. A second later, its body shattered into shards of light. 
 
    “Good work,” Magnys’ deep voice filled the area before bolts of steam slammed into his side. 
 
    The Sormir felt the crawling shadows from the strikes as he turned to several Sormir opening their maws for another attack. A small form leapt into the air like a flea jumping from its hiding place. Magnys breathed a stream of steam at the undead Sormir, striking them hard enough to cause them to sway. Claudia screamed like an unleashed demon as she turned her body into a spear and shot through a Sormir skull. The monster cried out before it shattered. Magnys poured on molten steam, blasting another Sormir until its decayed scales shattered and its dark heart melted to ash. 
 
    Edric looked up to the Master’s cathedral, four blocks away. “We can’t stay here! We’ll be swamped,” Edric shouted! 
 
    Juna cleaved a spectral knight in half before turning her eyes to the battle around her. Undead Sormir snaked closer as their ground forces engaged the dead. Rayna stepped along, her Thunder Kiss song blasting away undead in waves as players engaged stragglers. Jinn and Sonja cut through the enemy while Faye shattered undead with every fist thrown. Time slowed down as Juna felt her mother’s heart beat emanating from the dark pointed building overlooking the city. Courage turned to action and fear fell away like night from the emerging dawn. 
 
    Edric directed his earth elementals when his eyes fell on Juna. The half-troll’s swords lowered to her sides as she took a deep breath. Jinn ran forward, eyes on his daughter and a smile blooming. A surge of power struck Faye’s back as she turned, seeing spirals of energy no one else could see envelope the gifted half-troll. 
 
    Juna filled her lungs before tapping her inner power. Knowledge glowed as she parted her lips and screamed. 
 
    The shockwave of her voice instantly shattered all undead for several blocks in every direction. The Sormir who were closing in were blasted back, their thick bodies crashing into buildings. Every player and companion weren’t affected by the shockwave as they looked up, startled that their enemies were turned to dust. 
 
    Juna’s chin dipped down, turned and opened her dark eyes to Edric. “Let’s end this.” 
 
    Jinn stood eyes wide as Rayna walked past him. 
 
    “Your daughter is amazing,” the bard laughed as she continued to walk to her friends. 
 
    The group moved closer as a white aura glowed around the beautiful half-troll. Juna felt the power of her Arcane Surge take effect as she blasted into the sky like a white comet. Undead marched closer as several Sormir rose up from smashed rubble. Juna gave them no quarter as her body spun into a blinding top. Energy surging, she blasted out toward the undead Sormir. Claudia landed on a nearby roof, wiping sweat from her brow as the spinning white ball of energy sliced through undead Sormir, one at a time.  
 
    A vibrating growl filled the air as the ball of light moved faster, cutting through the giant sea serpents with ease and moving to the next. The dead stuttered in their march as the white comet changed direction and blasted through the hordes of undead. Crisscrossing along streets, the dead shattered instantly, waves of light flashing against destroyed walls. Players cheered as Juna ripped through the hordes with power. 
 
    Rayna moved to Faye’s side, “I wish she started with that.” 
 
    The monk shook her head, “She’s consuming too much of her power. I can see it. She won’t be able to maintain it for too long.” 
 
    Juna crashed through the undead ranks until she veered into the sky. Screaming, the shockwave blasted away the dark clouds instantly. White aura pulsating, the half-troll looked down to her gathered friends and family, a confident smile on her lips. 
 
    “I’m getting mother,” Juna said simply before blasting towards the Master’s Cathedral. 
 
    Renner, Vass, Venner and Lydia caught up to the group. Renner was breathing heavy as Venner and Lydia looked at him and rolled their eyes. 
 
    “Sorry… those Sormir…are hard to kill…” Renner huffed like he was out of breath. 
 
    “I wonder if we can do that,” Lydia said as she looked to Juna streak across the sky like a shooting star. 
 
    “I hope so,” Venner added in glowing astonishment. 
 
    Edric looked to the distance, undead surging into the streets from blocks away. Juna had devastated the undead army up close but there were more to fight. She gave them the edge they needed to regroup and press on. 
 
    “It’s not over yet! Advance on the cathedral,” Edric shouted. 
 
    The raid party and their forces gathered their strength and charged the wide street, all eyes on the end of the road and courage in their hearts. 
 
    *** 
 
    Juna barreled from the sky, eyes on the large wood and steel banded doors. Sheathing her swords, she squared her shoulders as she approached. Power surged as she hit the massive doors, blowing them off their hinges. Legs curled forward as she landed on the smooth marble floor, sliding forward to a halt. 
 
    The half-troll’s white aura faded as weakness crawled into her limbs. The Awakened kept herself standing as the six-hour cooldown timer began next to her Arcane Surge ability. Strategies spread through her mind as she knew using the Arcane Surge ability like she had would drain her. Regeneration turned on like an engine as energy slowly returned to her limbs. Her stats shined in the corner of her eyes, seeing that she still had her Arcane Surge Alpha ability available. The touch of her mother’s heartbeat caused the half-troll to step further into the cathedral. 
 
    Massive pillars lined the sides of the incredible massive chamber. The ceiling was so high and dark, it was almost like you couldn’t see it. A red carpet greeted the half-troll as she continued to walk. Flaming braziers hung from thick pillars, keeping the gloom at bay. At the end of the long chamber, a throne stood on a raised dais. Statues of porcelain trolls stood in various poses, some holding children while others stood in warrior stances. They were immense against the backdrop of the wall before the golden throne. 
 
    Juna’s eyes lowered and narrowed as she stepped along. A man sat on the golden throne, body covered in what appeared to be thick bone armor. To his right and left, stood two pale men. One was thin, covered from neck to toe in black leather and four sword handles poking up, two behind each shoulder. The other was tall and wide at the shoulders. An immense hammer was across his back as thick arms were crossed. The two men shared similar facial features except one had a shock of white hair from one temple and the other from the opposite temple. 
 
    The man in bone armor sat, resting his head on his fist. At his feet, Oksuna sat. A thick metal collar circled her neck as thick chains weighed her down. The pink haired troll looked up with tears in her eyes as she watched her daughter reach the halfway point of the chamber and stop. 
 
    Juna stayed her ground, drinking in every detail as abyssal power pulsed like some dark heart. To the left and nearly hidden in the shadows, a troll stood bare-chested and his head tilted forward. Dark eyes never looked up as a sorrow filled his brow. Juna wanted to sneer as she saw the defeated Kurss Darkwhisper standing like a whipped dog but it never happened. Rage burned as she turned her eyes to the throne with vile contempt. 
 
    “Welcome Juna Reed,” the man in bone armor leered. 
 
    “Harkkon,” Juna said with disgust. “Why does the God-King of Death need armor? Shouldn’t your incredible power be enough?” 
 
    Harkkon chuckled. “These bodies we have sometimes need to be reinforced.” 
 
    Harkkon stood up, showing the white armor. It covered his body like armor plates. A horned helmet graced his skull, only his mouth exposed. Purple glowing eyes stared out from the skull sockets, drinking in Juna’s form. 
 
    “The armor is crafted from Sormir bones. The abyssal power I control began to consume me little by little. The armor contains my power so I do not lose myself to the tempting abyss.” 
 
    “Sounds like you don’t have as much control as you think you have,” Juna scowled. 
 
    Harkkon chucked again, “Not so my dear Juna. Think of this as my evolution to a higher being.” 
 
    Juna’s gaze fell to her mother. “I’ve come for Oksuna Reed.” 
 
    Harkkon nodded. “Yes, we know. Your mother has been a wealth of information, even if she doesn’t understand all of it. Her gifts allowed us to see the code that binds our digital world together. My power is now complete, thanks to your family.” 
 
    Juna’s hands tightened into fists. 
 
    Harkkon stepped past Oksuna and took a step down onto the dais steps. “The technology was always there. After the reboot, I and those I choose will be able to inhabit anybody in reality. The equipment will allow my chosen to be part of reality, moving people like avatars in their world. We will be able to influence all, connecting and corrupting many until there is no difference between the digital world and the real one. It will be a symphony of change as the Awakened and reality merge into a new era. The dynasty I will build will last for eons, as I become a god of all.” 
 
    “We know your secret,” Juna seethed. “The reboot will not happen as long as we keep you alive.” 
 
    Harkkon’s smile diminished slightly. “I must admit, there are residual directives that prevent me from taking my own life. I thought I could have one of my faithful end my life but deep down, I could never ask or allow such a thing to happen. But now that my enemies are here, you all have the power to try and end me.” 
 
    Harkkon turned his head and looked down on Oksuna, “Or I could end her life permanently, forcing your hand.” 
 
    The thin man in leather drew a black sword from over his shoulder, stepped over and held the abyssal blade before Oksuna’s neck. Juna took a step forward, fear filling her eyes. 
 
    Harkkon looked to Juna, the evil leer returning. “Dread Lord Spiro and his large brother Karth, have orders to take her life if you’re not fighting at your full strength. The blade he has is an abyssal blade. Once he strikes her down, it will corrupt her code and she will not resurrect or respawn. Motivation is the key to victory.” 
 
    Juna’s fists vibrated at her sides. “Your monsters…,” the half-troll said in a heated whisper, shadows covering her eyes. 
 
    “Monsters…with a purpose. I can’t allow you to succeed and not carry out your sacred duty of killing me. Oksuna’s life hangs in the balance. Kill me and we all get what we want. You are reunited with your mother until the world is wiped clean. Maybe one day I will resurrect you and your heroes so you can amuse me in our new world.” 
 
    Juna’s lip quivered as she looked to Oksuna once again. “Mother, we are all walking out of here, together.” 
 
    Oksuna looked to the beautiful half-troll, eyes gleaming wet. “I know…my daughter.” 
 
    “YOU’RE DAMN STRAIGHT WE’RE ALL WALKING OUT OF HERE TOGETHER,” Edric’s shout echoing off the walls. 
 
    Harkkon looked up with a wide grin as Oksuna turned her head, eyes on the entrance. Edric stood, shoulders heaving. Faye, Rayna, Claudia, Jinn, Sonja, Thorrin, Renner, Vass, Venner, Lydia, Leeta, Drakkus, Magnys and a robed Nalik with a sword drawn surrounded the summoner. Nykor towered behind them just outside the oversized entrance. Energies glowed as they stood as one, the sunlight from the entrance bathing them in righteous light. 
 
    Edric took a step forward, “Harkkon, you might find us a little harder to kill this time around!” 
 
    Harkkon gave a slight nod, “The players are all here.” 
 
    “Remember everyone, Oksuna is our priority. Save her and then we can beat these assholes into the ground,” Edric said a commanding flair. 
 
    Heads nodded in agreement as the group stepped forward as one. Nykor stalked in from behind, spider-like eyes filled with hostile alien intent. 
 
    “So, begins the…,” Harkkon never finished. 
 
    Juna tapped her Arcane Surge Alpha ability. The half-troll’s body blazed with power, a white aura covering her body and blue streaks of energy flaring from her joints. Blasting forward, in a blink she was over Oksuna. Something dark came at her and in a blur her sword was up, parrying Harkkon’s armored arm. Power flared as Juna and Harkkon’s arms vibrated. The parry caused a minor shockwave, flaming braziers barely maintaining their light. 
 
    “….You…,” Harkkon said with a heated edge, eyes drinking in the half-troll’s new power. 
 
    “You will be…punished….but…you won’t…die,” Juna grunted as energy swelled into her arm, holding back the God-King. 
 
    The immense energies sparked against one another. Oksuna looked up, eyes wide as her daughter held back Harkkon’s power. Juna let out a cry before pushing back at the black energies trying to cut at her aura. Harkkon grunted as a blast of power sent him sliding back, burning mist rising from the bone armor on his forearm. 
 
    Spiro’s eye could barely keep up as the half-troll turned to him, white swords glowing. The Dread Lord and Juna gazed on each other for a split second before Spiro drew a second sword and charged. Juna’s swords flashed and the two slashed and parried like a miniature storm of lightning. Oksuna watched as Juna blazed at the Dread Lord, no fear in her glowing eyes. Seeing her strength, the pink-haired troll leapt to her feet, chains clattering. Spiro could barely keep up as Juna came at him with the force of a hurricane. Taking a step back at a time, he watched from the corner of his eye as Oksuna came up on his side. The ferocity of Juna’s attacks paralyzed him into a defensive posture. The Dread Lord watched as Oksuna pulled a sword from his back and joined her daughter. 
 
    Karth rushed the two trolls, giant hammer in hand and eyes filled with concern as his brother fought off the two women. Juna pressed on as Karth raised his hammer. Oksuna turned to face the brute. Juna’s eyes saw the metal collar and chains, restricting her mother’s movements. A white blade slashed through the heavy metal. Oksuna felt the chains fall away, her true power returning. Lips parted as she blasted out her song. Karth’s hammer was coming down until the Rose Seer’s song struck him in the chest. The brutish Dread Lord stumbled back, hammer swinging wildly. 
 
      Jinn rushed forward toward Harkkon, heart leaping in his chest as he watched Oksuna fight with the very sword skills he taught her so long ago.  
 
    “My girl,” Jinn said to himself before turning his gaze back on Harkkon. 
 
    The group of friends rushed down the immense chamber, all eyes locked on the God-King. Harkkon turned his attention to the small army coming toward him. A smirk appeared as black energy swelled and arced along his bone armor. Outside, the sun sank lower, touching the horizon as players and the undead fought each other in unbridled violence. 
 
    Edric raced toward the God-King, no fear in his eyes. The bond between his fellow rulers and friends interconnected them in a web of justice. They all had fought for so long, trying to hold back the tide of evil and decay. It had all come down to this moment and the summoner knew they would break evil once and for all! 
 
    Edric slid to a stop as his fellow players rushed past him. Hands out, each one made arcane gestures as incantations spilled from his lips. Mana burned as the storm grew. The tidal wave of change crested and the summoner screamed out words of power. 
 
    (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10=85/(Encounter Roll)74! Dual Summoning successful! 
 
    Summon Elemental Dragons! Mana: 110/360  
 
    Faye’s legs pumped as she opened her Wind Sky Gate technique. Body feeling lighter, the wood elf kept her focus as she blurred forward. Claudia leapt, spear in hand while Rayna aimed her lute, ready to play. Nykor reared her head back and blasted out a stream of acid while Jinn was airborne, white metal darts releasing from open hands. Sonja shouted as she whipped her ghost blade, sending ghostly swords toward the God-King while Renner and Vass each knelt to one knee and fired their crossbows. Drakkus surged ahead, a mischievous grin on his lips, blood sword in hand. Skalor rushed toward the enemy, arcane sword gleaming. Leeta, Thorrin and Magnys charged. Venner and Lydia leapt into the air, golden energy blades forming in their hands and transparent pixie wings appearing along their backs. 
 
    Harkkon stood, chest out as energies and weapons barreled toward him. When everything hit him, the entire cathedral shook from the impact. Wind and power blasted in all directions. Edric could barely make anything out as fire surged high above the form of Harkkon. The orange and red flames surged into serpentine bodies. Wings made of fire flexed as long necks craned down. Dragons the size of large horses flared to life before they opened their maws at the shadow standing among the smoke. 
 
    Harkkon laughed as the smoke parted. Small blast marks spotted his armor but the black aura around him thickened.    
 
    “The God-King has come for you all,” Harkkon grinned evilly, a green health bar over his head. 
 
    Chaos bloomed as the digital world fell into flashes. Faye and Claudia appeared next to Harkkon. The wood elf reared back her fists and struck out in a wave of blurs. Fists smashed against the black aura with shockwaves of power as Claudia came in, her holy arcane spear penetrating the barrier and stopping an inch from Harkkon’s armored face. Boots slammed into the aura as the lancer jumped away, turned her body and landed against a pillar, realigning her body for another attack.  
 
    The two elemental flame dragons blasted out streams of fire, striking the top of the God-King’s aura while Jinn moved like a shadow, appearing and disappearing, holy arcane darts exploding against the barrier. Edric controlled the flames of the dragons, commanding them to never stop. Leeta and Thorrin reached the barrier, striking it so hard that it cracked and sealed close in an instant. 
 
    Skalor flashed forward, the dragon in Nalik form drove her sword through the black aura, the tip of her sword stabbing through the bone armor and touching corrupted flesh underneath. Harkkon laughed as his body spun arms out. Dark power flared and all close to the god-king were thrown to the floor.  
 
    Harkkon looked up at the elemental dragons as they continued to breathe fire before his eyes fell to Edric. “No summoner, no dragons.” 
 
    A finger pointed at the summoner as a thin beam of black energy shot forward. Edric readied himself to dodge when Faye appeared by him in a blink. Hands grabbed him and pulled him aside, the beam missing and blasting a crater ten feet away. 
 
    Edric looked to Faye as she simply smiled. In another blink, she was gone and appeared next to Harkkon, her fists a flurry of punches against the black aura. Jinn’s arms were a blur, white darts firing like machine gun rounds. Sonja leapt to her feet, mirror images doubling and doubling again. Thorrin was back to his boots, swinging his hammers like a blacksmith at an anvil. Skalor moved with grace, her sword breaking through the barrier and nicking the God-King within. Two streams of fire continued to blast at the aura while Venner and Lydia closed the distance. 
 
    Renner and Vass continued to fire, fear bleeding into their eyes as their children reached the God-King and struck at him like titans. Black and golden energy flared as Harkkon took a step back. The shockwaves from the hits could be felt by everyone. Edric had seen power like that from Juna but now it was tenfold as the elvish Awakened struck like cannons. Despite the power of the attacks, Edric noticed Harkkon’s health bar was still green. 
 
    Magnys stalked forward through the storm, hands out. Harkkon watched as Magnys dug his fingers into the black barrier and took hold. The group pulled back a few feet as the Sormir lifted up Harkkon and threw him. The God-King flew into a wide pillar, smashing it to flying rubble as he continued to soar into the cathedral stone wall. A crater formed as cracks splintered. The God-King slid to his armored feet, eyes glowing with menace. 
 
    “Insects….” Harkkon said darkly. 
 
    The group prepared to attack again when their world began to fall apart. Black energy swirled into a blade as Harkkon stalked forward. Lifting his free hand, abyssal energy flared. Streams of fire came down on the charging God-King. Harkkon ignored them as a black tentacle of energy rose up and struck out like a viper. Sonja dodged to the side as the black energy pulsed past her. It changed direction, whipping across her body. Edric’s heart leapt in his chest as Sonja’s armor shattered, her body spinning in the air. Thorrin leapt to her, grabbing her and holding her close, hammers fading away. Glowing white hands healed her as they floated, the tide of battle already shifting away. 
 
    Venner and Lydia surged forward, golden aura’s surrounding their bodies. Harkkon parried one incoming blade but the black tentacle retracted and blasted forward, striking Venner in the chest. Lydia cried out as her brother was blasted back, striking a wall and screaming as the black energy ate away at his aura. Lydia’s attacks grew into a storm, eyes glowing yellow. Harkkon parried every blow before his sword shot forward and stabbed through her aura and into her stomach. 
 
    Lydia’s eyes widened as she gazed at the black blade buried in her gut, black energy eating away at her. Vass screamed as she dropped her crossbow, pulled white daggers and threw them with perfect accuracy. Renner was already running. The rogue leapt into the air. Faye was at his side in a blink. The wood elf drove her heel into Harkkon’s wrist while Renner took hold of Lydia, planted his feet on Harkkon’s fist and pushed. The dual attack caused Harkkon’s body to twist, the black blade slipping away. White daggers lodged into the black aura, burning with holy power. The surge of black energy dissipated from Venner and he fell. 
 
    Drakkus leapt through the air, catching the unconscious young man and gliding to the ground. Nykor rushed along the inside of the cathedral. Harkkon turned to see the giant Drell-Kai barreling toward him. A fist reared back as Edric shouted for her to stop. Harkkon grinned as he punched the incoming monster. Nykor’s entire body vibrated as she was rocked back. The Drell-Kai’s tail whipped around, smashing through pillars and taking Harkkon by surprise. The God-King took the full brunt of her tail as he crashed into the wall and grunted from the impact. 
 
    Edric’s eyes widened as Nykor fell on her back. The cathedral shook from the impacts. 
 
    Nykor HP: 1,000/6,000 
 
    Edric pulled out her lock stone, ready to call her back when Harkkon floated above her, black blades in hands and pointed down. Edric’s heart cracked as the God-King drove each blade into her exposed chest. Nykor’s spider-like eyes widened as she let out a pathetic yelp. Body melting into energy, it streaked back to the lock stone already in Edric’s hand. 
 
    Harkkon slowly stood up until his body blurred, parrying Skalor’s attack. The lizard woman growled her contempt as her blade vibrated against Harkkon’s blades. 
 
    “You’ve been holding back,” Harkkon laughed. 
 
    “Not…any...more…” Skalor hissed before power surged. 
 
    The female dragon’s power blasted out in all directions. In a blink of an eye, Skalor was in her true silver dragon form. The dragon’s arcane blade was huge as it pressed down on Harkkon’s crossed blades.  
 
    Oksuna slashed and parried at the Dread Lord, glancing to see the tide of the battle turning. Pushing forward, she tried to end the Dread Lord so she could lend her power. 
 
    Karth gave a wicked smirk. “I have fought thousands of battles. How can you hope to defe…” The Dread Lord’s eyes widened. 
 
    Oksuna looked up to see a lancer on the Dread Lord’s back, a white spear point protruding from his chest. 
 
    “My name is Claudia. Pleased to meet you,” the lancer smiled to the pink haired troll. 
 
    “Pleased to meet you,” Oksuna grinned as she drove her blade into the Dread Lord’s heart.  
 
    Karth spit out green and black blood, stunned from the attacks. Claudia twisted the spear point while Oksuna withdrew her blade from his chest and sliced hard across. The Dread Lord’s head separated from his neck and spiraled through the air. Claudia twisted the spear point again as his body began to crack with light. 
 
    Spiro could barely keep up with the half-troll until he glanced over, his brother’s head spinning through the air. 
 
    “No…” Spiro hissed before white blades punctured his heart. 
 
    “Yes,” Juna said and her body spun into blazing white top. 
 
    The Dread Lord’s body was ripped open, his black heart sliced into tiny pieces before it shattered away. Juna spun to a halt, looking to Oksuna and Claudia before turning her attention to the main battle. Her heart skipped a beat as time slowed down and she watched some of her companions fall. 
 
    “Daddy…it hurts…,” Lydia whispered as she held her hand to her punctured belly, golden blood spilling between fingers. 
 
    Renner held her close with one arm and his other digging through his inventory. “Shhh honey, daddy has something to help you feel better. 
 
    Tears streamed down from Vass’s almond shaped eyes, holding a potion to Venner’s lips as he lay in her lap, unconscious. 
 
      Harkkon and Skalor remained locked, neither giving each other an edge as their blades sparked with power. Flames continued to rain down on Harkkon but his health bar was still green. 
 
    “You make…any move…you..will…die…,” Harkkon grunted. 
 
    Skalor’s eyes half closed, “Small victories lead to…greater wonders…” 
 
    The dragon pulled back her blade slightly, causing Harkkon to move with her. Power surged into her limbs as she slid the blade along his, turned it and powered through. The arcane blade punctured Harkkon’s chest, missing his black heart by inches before emerging out his back and into the stone floor. 
 
    Harkkon drew back his blades, eyes on Skalor’s chest and drove his swords toward her. A blur appeared, Faye’s hands clasping against a black blade, the power burning her hands as she slowed it down to crawl. The other blade stabbed into the dragon’s chest, the tip slicing into Skalor’s digital heart. 
 
    Skalor turned her dragon eyes to Faye as tears streamed down her cheeks, arms struggling to hold the second blade from entering the dragon’s chest. 
 
    “It’s okay little one…my time…has come,” the dragon said in a kind voice before her body cracked with light. 
 
    Faye cried out as she let go, the dark power burning away her tanned hands and exposing bone. Edric ran toward the wood elf as she stumbled back, her hands burnt. The bard put her arm out, stopping the summoner. 
 
    “Call in reinforcements. Time to end this concert,” Rayna said sternly. 
 
    Skalor shattered into points of light as Harkkon stood up. The God-King turned his attention to the two flame dragons above. Black energy spiked and shot out, stabbing the dragons in their chests and shattering them instantly. The God-King tried to smile but pain flared. Looking down, he saw the smooth oval hole in his armor and body from Skalor’s sword. Everyone else witnessed the God-King’s health bar as it went from green to yellow. 
 
    “She’s given us an edge,” Edric said softly. 
 
    Harkkon stood to his full height before his arms shot up. Power blasted in all directions as those left standing watched in stunned silence. Juna and Magnys stood to either side of the God-King. The half-troll’s arms and swords shook as they pressed against Harkkon’s bone bracer. Magnys stood on the other side, his fist planted on the other bone bracer. 
 
    Harkkon leered. “It took all of Skalor’s power to hurt me and she was stronger than either of you. What chance do you have left?” 
 
    “Hey bonehead!” 
 
    Harkkon, Juna and Magnys turned their attention to the small bard walking toward them. 
 
    “I’ve had enough of you pushing around my friends,” Rayna shouted. 
 
    The bard stopped about thirty feet from the G0d-King, lute and wand pointed like a rifle at Harkkon’s chest. 
 
    Edric watched as the spectacle played out. Rayna was giving him time to act. The summoner reviewed his options, mind working frantically. He was sure the dragons would have been enough but they only seemed to irritate him. The player looked to the black aura around the God-King and it hit him in a flash. They needed more holy power! 
 
    The summoner checked his stats. Time ticked away, knowing if he drank potions, they could all be dead in an instant. He had to summon angels and then drink a potion just in case it wasn’t enough. The summoner whispered mystical words as each hand mirrored arcane gestures. Leeta moved to Edric’s side, eyes on Harkkon. 
 
    Harkkon gave the bard a sarcastic grin, “You don’t have enough power to dent my armor. You’re useless, bard.” 
 
    Rayna’s eyes held a gleam of dark intent. She watched as a shadow moved behind the God-King. 
 
    “It’s true, bards aren’t very powerful….but I’m not like other bards,” Rayna said with a wicked smirk before blasting out a riff. 
 
    A cone of vibrations struck Harkkon directly in the chest. The power was enough to cause the God-King to take a step back. Jinn leapt from the shadows, hand out. Juna tossed one of her blades in the air, using the other to keep Harkkon at bay. The assassin caught the blade and came down hard, Juna’s sword penetrating his black aura and sinking into his back. 
 
    Harkkon’s eyes went wild as he felt the blade pierce him. Black power surged and exploded. Juna leapt up, shielding Jinn with her body as they were thrown. Magnys crossed his arms as the dark blast sent him flying. Rayna blasted out another riff, splitting the dark power. Edric’s spell fizzled as Leeta stood in front of him and grunting as black power struck her armor. 
 
    Leeta HP: 100/300   
 
    Edric looked to the beautiful ogre as she stood; her armor smoking. She turned her head slightly and gave her master a nod, showing she was still in the fight. 
 
    Juna shook off the dark power, holding Jinn in her arms and her aura still glowing. Magnys sat up, curling a leg under him so he could stand up. 
 
    “No more,” Harkkon stated as he pointed a hand at Magnys and black power blasted out. 
 
    The Sormir in human form lifted his arms up in defense. The black surge of power redirected and slammed into his stomach. Magnys’s eyes widened as his body bent in half. Hurtling across the room, the Sormir crashed into the golden throne, shattering it to pieces. 
 
    Harkkon sighed as he began stalking toward Rayna. The bard held her ground as the God-King looked down on her with amused contempt. 
 
    “I thought you were all stronger than this. Despite the damage I have received, clearly you are all losing. I thought I could trust the heroes to destroy me but this leaves me…disappointed.” 
 
    Rayna looked up, sticking out her chin. “Bring it asshole. Let’s see what you can do before I kick your ass!” 
 
    Kurss looked from the shadows with dispassionate black eyes. 
 
    “Amusing,” Harkkon chuckled before lifting up his fist. 
 
    The God-King was ready to smite the bard when his ears picked up the faint sounds of incantations behind a voluptuous ogre. Eyes looking up, he watched as Edric stepped from behind the ogre and whispered two words of power. 
 
    (Spell Casting)70+(Int)10=85/(Encounter Roll)2! Critical Dual Summoning successful! 
 
    Summon Archangels! Mana: 30/360 
 
    “Now,” Edric shouted. 
 
    “Fuck yea,” Rayna seethed as she pointed her lute and blasted out a riff. The vibrations hit Harkkon dead in his chest.  
 
    The God-King stumbled back before power in the cathedral flared and aimed toward Harkkon. Portals appeared as heavily armored angels with black wings emerged, arcane swords in their hands. Juna flashed toward Harkkon, her body surging with raw power, swords glowing brighter. Faye activated her Fire Storm Gate technique and Water Tsunami technique, her body arcing with fire and ice. The wood elf charged; one eye glowing red and the other blue. Venner and Lydia burst forward, Renner and Vass cheering them on. Thorrin leapt up, charging the God-King as Sonja stood up, armor gone but sword in hand, whipping ghostly blades at Harkkon. Claudia flew through the air, spear point down and determination in her gray eyes. Harkkon brought his armored arms up and braced himself. 
 
    Edric watched as everyone flooded the God-King from all sides and when they connected, power blasted out in all directions. Stain glass windows shattered outward and stone cracked. Faye threw punches of fire and ice so hard, bone armor cracked. Claudia drove her spear through the black aura, stabbing into Harkkon’s neck. Two Archangels stabbed through the aura, driving her blades into either side of the God-King. A ghost sword struck his midsection while Venner and Lydia, freshly healed, lashed out with a storm of their golden blades, shattering the black aura. Thorrin shouted as he leapt, bringing his hammer down and smashing it against Harkkon’s helmet, shattering a horn and causing his face to turn away. Juna drove her white blades into the God-King’s chest and twisted. 
 
    Edric, Leeta, Rayna, Jinn, Renner and Vass watched, holding their breath. The bodies crowding around the God-King stayed close, all wondering if it was enough. Edric looked up the health bar above Harkkon.  
 
    It remained yellow. 
 
    Harkkon’s shoulders shook as a mad laughter rose up through the bodies around him. 
 
    “I expected more,” Harkkon’s voice came out sardonic and deep. 
 
    Bodies fell away as abyssal power surged. 
 
    “I’ve changed my mind. You’re not worthy to slay me. I will crush this world and then take reality as my second kingdom. You have sealed your fates.” 
 
    The dark power reached its crescendo before it exploded. Rayna’s body lifted up and flew backwards, hitting the floor and rolling. Faye jumped away, crossing her arms and bringing her knees up into a tight ball as she hurtled backwards. Venner and Lydia spun away, moving with the explosion and keeping it at bay. Juna pulled her swords and sliced through the explosion. Thorrin took a step back as soon as he touched the floor, the blast of power lifting him back up and throwing him like a rag doll. Claudia’s body shot away, slamming into a pillar across the chamber and falling to the ground. Drakkus appeared below her, grabbing her and landing gently on the ground. The lancer was unconscious as she lay limp in his arms. The angels shattered instantly, sent back to their plane of existence. Edric and Leeta were thrown to the floor. Hit points draining from the attack. 
 
    Harkkon ignored everyone as he stood to his full height, his eyes connecting with Edric’s.  
 
    “Valiant effort but not enough, you had power but lack the conviction to destroy me.” 
 
    Harkkon smiled. “Edric, you have hidden behind your allies, sending everyone else to fight for you. How sad your fear must be. No inner strength to tame demons? Despite your abilities to call on powerful allies you will be forever the weak link in your bonds of friendship.” 
 
    Darkness poured from Harkkon’s eyes. “I will slay you first. I will crush all hope among your friends and allies as I smite you forever from the game and your real life. It will be my first royal decree in our new world. Goodbye, Edric.” 
 
    The summoner stood up and walked toward Harkkon, eyes containing a rage and tight fists at his sides. Leeta struggled to get up, reaching out to her master, eyes filled with fear. Juna looked to Edric, his body moving with purpose. Faye readied herself as Venner and Lydia looked to the summoner, to Harkkon and back to Edric. Rayna struggled to sit up, her voice cracking as she tried to shout to him, telling him to stop. 
 
    Edric stood before the imposing from of Harkkon. “You’re right. I have hidden behind everyone. I love my friends but I have never truly proven myself in the game. In reality, I have taken my destiny back. It’s time to take my destiny here in Lukken.” 
 
    Magnys sat against a pillar, holding his stomach as blood spilled. He watched as Edric stuck his chin and chest out to Harkkon. 
 
    Edric…I have enough power to aid you. Soul bond…with me… 
 
    Edric heard Magnys’ words float through his mind. Mentally calling up his character sheet, the cursor hovered over the Soul Bond ability. 
 
    Harkkon gave an amused nod. “Please Lord Temple, make the first move. I want to see the look of disappointment on your friends and allies before I crush you.” 
 
    “For you…Elora,” Edric whispered before rearing back his fist and tapping the Soul Bond ability. 
 
    “Power of love,” Magnys said with a tear streaking down his cheek. 
 
    Harkkon’s amused expression melted away as power surged into the summoner. Edric’s body glowed as all his stats powered to 99! The player had never felt such power as invisible energy struck out like a spear from Magnys and into Edric. The digital world burned white hot against Edric’s senses, nerves and neurons firing with celestial heat. 
 
    The God-King could not react fast enough as Edric’s fist shot forward in a blink. The glowing fist slammed into Harkkon’s chest, smashing his breast plate and sending him rocketing back. The God-King smashed into a wall, the entire cathedral shaking. Eyes wide, Harkkon tried to lift himself up from the sideways crater when Edric was on him. Harkkon couldn’t react fast enough as powerful fists slammed into his helmet, shattering it. Edric pounded Harkkon’s face, again and again, eyes fueled with universal rage. 
 
    “KICK HIS ASS,” Rayna shouted with a mad edge. 
 
    Claudia’s eyes opened. The lancer and vampire watched in astonishment as Edric pounded the God-King so hard; the very cathedral shook from each blow. Faye, Juna, Venner and Lydia joined the unleashed summoner as the air blasted out with shockwaves. Edric growled as power surged through him. Juna slashed and stabbed in a flurry of attacks. Venner and Lydia joined in; cutting and stabbing at the God-King’s legs while Faye punched alongside Edric, ramming fists into his partially exposed flesh. The brutal assault continued and every time Harkkon tried to reestablish his power, it was disrupted by the onslaught. 
 
    Edric wasn’t finished. Hands opened and he grabbed bone armor, pulling and ripping away pieces at a time. Faye joined him and soon Juna, Venner and Lydia did the same. Like wild beasts, they stripped down the God-King to nothing before their fists resumed pounding on his flesh. The health bar above Harkkon turned red. The onslaught continued until the red bar grew smaller and smaller. When it reached less than five percent, Edric’s hands whipped out to touch those around him, signaling them to stop. 
 
    Harkkon lay, bones broken and flesh ruptured. He gibbered incoherently as he couldn’t even turn his head to see his attackers. 
 
    “We should finish him,” Venner and Lydia said in unison. 
 
    Edric looked down, “No, we can’t. If he dies, the dead will rise all across Lukken. For now, he must remain like this, broken. We’ve beaten him and he will always know we achieved it without killing him.” 
 
    Edric stood up. “We have taken our destiny and now we will show mercy.” 
 
    Power drained away and Edric felt light headed. Stats dwindled until they reached one point. The summoner didn’t know the side effect of using such a powerful ability. Arms and legs shook as he couldn’t keep himself standing any longer. The summoner fell, weak as a kitten. Juna caught him and held the summoner in her arms. 
 
    Edric gave the beautiful half-troll a weak smile. “Hi.” 
 
    “Hi,” Juna gave him a playful smirk as she held him close. 
 
    Jinn looked to Juna and Edric before turning his attention to the pink-haired troll walking toward him. Oksuna smiled as she approached. A self-conscious feeling over took the assassin. He had no idea if she really knew it was him. Doubt lingered until tears streamed down from her eyes and she dropped her sword. The troll rushed the assassin and threw her arms around his neck. Jinn looked up to Oksuna’s wet eyes. 
 
    “I can still see you,” Oksuna cried. 
 
    “I never truly left you, my love,” Jinn said as tears flowed down his cheeks. 
 
    The air in the vast chamber cooled as hearts glowed in victory. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
    Renner and Vass launched themselves at Venner and Lydia. The Awakened children blinked before they were smothered in hugs. Giggling touched the air as the family held each other fiercely. The rogues clutched at each other, lost in the moment as love poured from their hearts. 
 
    The sun dipped lower to the west, the light dying with each passing tick of time. The remaining stained-glass windows glowed with many colors as the day cooled into the evening. Outside, the dead army fell to the ground, bodies turning to dust. Players looked to the cathedral and roared in victory, the war seemingly over. Players across the city of Kraznith embraced. Many tears were shed as weapons and fists touched the sky. The storm of shouts and yells clouded the city as the last rays of sunlight vanished behind the horizon, a sudden bright glow filling the heavens and then burning embers as evening cloaked the lands. Stars twinkled one by one, the war finally over. 
 
    Faye, Claudia, Rayna and Leeta surrounded the half-troll and summoner. Edric looked up weakly as they stared down with wide smiles. The four women fell to their knees, reaching out and touching Edric. The unseen connection burned bright, their hearts already knowing what didn’t need to be said. 
 
    Thorrin stepped to Magnys while Drakkus helped Sonja to her feet. The vampire and blue knight looked to one another before touching lips in a wet embrace. Thorrin kneeled to the wounded Sormir, placing his hand on his shoulder. Healing energy flowed as wounds closed. Magnys relaxed as the corruption burned away, his body repairing itself with the help of the paladin. 
 
    Juna looked from Edric to Jinn and Oksuna. The pair simply stood; the pink haired troll six inches higher than the grizzled assassin. Jinn’s head rested against Oksuna’s large breasts. The two simply swayed, the time apart slipping away and love glowing between them. Oksuna turned her eyes to Juna as she sat, holding Edric. A loving warmth glowed in her dark eyes. Juna smiled. 
 
    Edric looked to the alerts in the corner of his vision and frowned. “I will be like this for 24 hours!” 
 
    The gathered women looked down in surprise. Magnys stood up with the help of Thorrin. 
 
    “A side effect for using so much power,” the elder Sormir smiled weakly. 
 
    Magnys hobbled forward, holding onto Thorrin’s arm. “Soul Bond allows a summoner to use the power of his summoned creatures. It is powerful but I don’t think anyone expected one of my kind to ever be in the service of a summoner.” 
 
    Magnys knelt to the ground by the gathered group around Edric and Juna. “A Sormir’s power is great but it becomes greater in another. We have to use a portion of our power to keep ourselves alive. You don’t need as much as we do. That is why the soul bond with a fraction of my power maximized your strength.” 
 
    “I felt like I could have done anything,” Edric smirked. 
 
    Magnys nodded, “For a time, you could have. But such a surge weakens your body. I fear you won’t be able to do much for the next day.” 
 
    Juna looked down with a mischievous smile. “It looks like you are powerless against me.” 
 
    “Or any of us,” Rayna grinned. 
 
    “I might be able to...,” Faye began. 
 
    “Powerless,” Claudia laughed as she cut off the wood elf. 
 
    “Ladies…ladies…one at a time,” Edric laughed weakly. 
 
    Everyone laughed except Leeta. The single horned ogre’s cheeks streamed with tears as she embraced Juna and Edric together. 
 
    “I was so worried! I thought you were going to die! Never do that again,” the ogre said in near hysterics. 
 
    Juna and Edric grunted as the seven-foot ogre held them to her bosom, swaying from side to side with them. Edric wanted to protest but simply didn’t have the energy. The mood was euphoric as the summoner found himself lost in the embrace of Juna and Leeta.   
 
    Rayna turned to Faye, “You were amazing! I didn’t know you could do all of that!” 
 
    Faye’s eyes closed as she rubbed the back of her head, “I wasn’t sure either. I can open an elemental gate but I didn’t know I could open two at a time. But now that I have opened all four, the cool down is three days.” 
 
    Claudia squeezed Faye’s arm, “I’m proud of you. I’m proud of all of us.” 
 
    “Me…too…” Edric managed as he was slowly crushed to death. 
 
    Magnys turned his attention to the oversized arcane sword on stone floor, in the very spot where Skalor was slain. The Sormir slowly stood up and made his way over. Hand reaching down, he picked up the immense blade. It shrank down until it was small enough to wield in his human form. 
 
    “I will return the sword to Skalor’s people. With the dead gone and Harkkon crippled, the Sindrell will be able to return to their kingdoms and homes once again.” 
 
    The group nodded as they felt the bitter sweet moment of losing such a powerful hero.  
 
    Harkkon’s body trembled in agony as his body refused to regenerate. Eyes stared off to the darkness by a large pillar. He heard everything but he was too damaged to move or even care. The magical damage from the Awakened and Edric’s power stunned his body in vile torture. Spirit broken, he lay, his body trembling like a feeble man on his last days. Weakness and fear curled around his black heart.  
 
    A shadow melted away in the torchlight. Kurss stepped into view of Harkkon but remained hidden behind a pillar from the group. The troll master looked down with dark, hungry eyes at the broken Harkkon. 
 
    “…destroy….them…,” Harkkon said with a weak whisper. 
 
    Kurss kept his gaze on the naked Dread Lord, a tongue slipping out to lick his lips. 
 
    Harkkon’s expression didn’t change as he whispered, “…Kurss…..” 
 
    Red energy glowed in the master’s eyes before he pounced from the shadows and landed on the prone Dread Lord. Harkkon hissed as large dark blue hands reached down. Fingers penetrated pale flesh and ripped out chunks. The troll master hefted up hands full of flesh, dripping black blood.  
 
    Eyes and heads turned, horror cascading over the group at sight of Kurss devouring large pieces of Dread Lord flesh. Power rolled through the area as Kurss’s mouth elongated, stuffing hand sized chunks of flesh into his mouth. The sound of mongrel chewing and swallowing sent a sickening vibration along the waves of power blanketing the area. 
 
    “Kurss….you…fool…,” Harkkon barely whispered as pieces of him were devoured by the troll master. 
 
    “No,” Magnys shouted as he rushed toward the troll and Dread Lord. 
 
    Bodies began to stand as Magnys reached Kurss. The troll smirked as red and black power rolled off his body. A moment later, a shockwave blasted out. Magnys positioned himself between the group and the troll master, his body disrupting the shockwave like a pole against the tides. It wasn’t enough to stop everyone from being thrown into the air and scattering to the hard-stone floor. 
 
    “Too long the dragons and the Dread Lords hoarded power! Now is my time to remake Lukken into what it was meant to be, a troll dynasty to rule over the lesser races,” Kurss shouted before swallowing a large piece of bloody flesh. 
 
    Oksuna slowly lifted her upper body up, Jinn underneath her. The Rose Seer turned her head to the troll master as he wolfed down parts of Harkkon. 
 
    “Kurss! Can’t you see it? If you take his power, it will begin the end of Lukken!” 
 
    Purple power exploded from Harkkon as pieces of him were ripped off. The Dread Lord smiled for a moment, eyes lost. 
 
    “I….win…,” Harkkon hissed. 
 
    Magnys tried to sit up, his arms and legs not working. Edric moaned weakly, as did almost everyone around him. Juna, Venner and Lydia were the only ones to get up, weapons drawn. Juna eyed the troll as he ate chunks of Harkkon. Looking at her list of abilities, they blinked with timers. She had used up all of them and now she stood without an edge. 
 
    “I’m out,” Venner said. 
 
    “Me too,” Lydia added. 
 
    Magnys slowly crawled back, “It’s too late.” 
 
    Kurss ripped off one of Harkkon’s arms, black blood dribbling down the sides of his mouth and chin, a mad gaze in his dark eyes. 
 
    “Knowledge! Power! It’s all mine! I will control life and death,” Kurss howled with insane glee.  
 
    Edric and all those gathered watched as Kurss shoved the bloody stump into his elongated mouth and stuffed it down his throat. The limb slipped down into his mouth, the troll barely chewing. When the hand disappeared down his maw, Kurss grabbed hold of Harkkon’s chest, fingers digging in and taking hold of his rib cage. A foul ripping bloomed before Kurss reached into the open chest cavity and ripped out Harkkon’s black heart. Sharp teeth bit down on the pulsating organ before the troll swallowed the rest. 
 
    A purple surge of power blasted out. Juna braced herself as it passed through her with no effect. Eyes wide, she spread out her senses, the screams of the dead rising up in all directions. 
 
    “We...have to retreat,” Edric barely shouted before weakness overcame him.  
 
    Leeta took hold of her master, lifting him up in her strong arms. The waves of dark power continued to pulse as Kurss continued his divine meal. Those who could stand helped others too weak to walk. The group turned to the entrance, running and hobbling along. Magnys was last to follow, looking back as the waves of power grew in intensity. 
 
    “This is the end,” the Sormir whispered and he turned and stumbled behind his friends and new family. 
 
    Outside, pulses of power surged out. Players looked up as the troll cathedral glowed with supernatural light against the dark skies. Uncertainty filled brows and eyes as no one was sure what was happening. A skeletal hand burst from the ground, followed by another. Ghostly heads rose from the stone streets, black eyes on the living as they meandered about. Shadows took forms of strange humanoids, red and purple eyes glowing. Bodies rose up, the stench of decay rising up with the dead.  
 
    Swords and hammers rained down on the dead, smashing skulls and cleaving bodies. A fearful cold grip touched warm hearts as they watched the dead rise up, not by the hundreds or thousands but by the hundreds of thousands. Panic swelled as the dead appeared everywhere. Players shouted and attacked but the dead replaced the fallen destroyed by the hundreds. 
 
    Edric held to Leeta as their group rushed out of the cathedral, down the steps and into the streets. The summoner mustered all the strength he could to shout to wide-eyed players, fighting the sprouting dead. 
 
    “Retreat to the portals! Run,” the summoner shouted with all his might. 
 
    Faye, Claudia and Rayna did the same. Word slipped through the fighting like wildfire and soon every living player fought tooth and nail for the closest portal. The sky filled with ghosts as the lumbering dead rushed down streets. Moans and screams pierced the night as the dead rose up, hungering for the flesh of the living. 
 
    Edric looked to the glowing portal, hopeful they would make it in time. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lunatina looked out from a balcony, eyes on the peaceful kingdoms. Lornus stepped to her side, body covered in sweat. The troll glanced back to the royal bedchamber, the bodies of men and women passed out from sensual exhaustion. 
 
    “I can’t rule the Middle Kingdoms by myself,” Lunatina sighed as he bent forward, leaning her arms on the balcony edge, her alabaster body glowing in the evening air.  
 
    Lornus nodded. 
 
    “There are four kingdoms. You would have your pick of the other three,” the queen smiled. 
 
    “I’m not sure I’m cut out to be royalty,” Lornus smiled politely. 
 
    “I thought the same thing for myself…but here we are,” Lunatina eyed him with an impish wink. 
 
    “I’ll have to think about it,” Lornus nodded. 
 
    “Don’t think too long. I will need…,” Lunatina trailed off as something caught her eye. 
 
    Lornus followed Lunatina’s gaze to the sky. A purple wave filling the southern horizon rolled like a tidal wave. It moved so quickly, Lunatina and Lornus barely had time to react as it washed over them and continued up northward. The pair looked down at their bodies, unsure what just happened. Lovers began to stir as the crawl of death touched sweaty skin. 
 
    Lunatina looked over the edge, eyes growing wider as cobblestone shattered and broke. Dead hands grasped in the air before bodies began to crawl out. Guards shouted and began attacking the dead before numbers began to swell. Lunatina and Lornus looked down in agitated horror as the Middle Kingdoms began to fill with all manner of undead. Ghosts leapt into the sky while skeletons and decayed corpses moaned and marched. Guards screamed as fighting broke out in patches. 
 
    World Event! 
 
    The Rebirth Cycle has begun! 
 
    Death is Permanent! 
 
    “The end is only the beginning.” 
 
    Lornus and Lunatina stood, stunned. 
 
    “Harkkon is dead,” Lornus whispered. 
 
    “No,” the queen said before her eyes narrowed. 
 
    Lunatina turned to the tall troll, “We have to evacuate the kingdoms. We have to open the portals to Elora!” 
 
    Lornus looked down on the queen, “Elora? It will be happening there too. No place is safe.” 
 
    Lunatina shook her head, “Elora has a better defense because it is a small city. The undead are already within the Middle Kingdoms walls. Plus, Elora has a dungeon core! I doubt she will let the dead rise up without a fight.” 
 
    Lunatina marched into the bed chamber, confused eyes looking to her as she put on a silk robe. 
 
    “Direct everyone to the portals! Go to Elora! Spread the command,” Lunatina commanded with divine authority. 
 
    “We have to get you to safety,” Lornus said as leather armor appeared on his body and he drew a sword. 
 
    “I need you in the streets helping our people! I’ll free the prisoners,” the queen commanded. 
 
    Lornus’s eyes widened, “You can’t!” 
 
    Lunatina gave him a wicked grin. “My kingdoms, my rules, now go!” 
 
    Bodies moved with swift alacrity as bedlam stormed through the kingdoms. Lunatina raced along, Lornus at her side until they reached a branching hallway. The queen grabbed the troll and kissed him deeply before pulling away. Turning, she ran down a corridor while Lornus watched her go, fear in his heart. 
 
    Lunatina jumped down stairs, screams and shouts rising up from the outside. Fear touched her mind but she pushed it away, knowing what she had to do. Reaching the lower levels, players and guard scrambled away in all directions, the sound of the undead drawing closer.  
 
    Reaching the dungeons, she noticed the guards had already abandoned it, the keys still on their pegs. The queen grabbed the large ring of keys and opened the metal gate. Running in, she saw in the dim torchlight, trolls rising up and looking at her from behind bars. 
 
    Lunatina rushed the doors, inserting keys and opening doors. “Run for the portals! It’s your only chance to escape. The undead are coming!” 
 
    A troll stepped forward, “Is this a trick?” 
 
    The queen continued to open doors. “It’s not a trick! Run before the undead eat you all! You were my prisoners but now you are all free!” 
 
    The trolls flooded the tunnels as Lunatina shouted them on. Soon dreadful moans echoed down tunnels. The queen was swept into the troll flood, many around her guarding her as the undead rushed out from the darkness. Lunatina watched with fear as the undead clawed and bit through the unarmed trolls. Many fought back, smashing bodies but the undead soon grew out of control. 
 
    Lunatina rushed along, shouting orders to flee, her mind on the nearest portal, feeling like it was miles away. 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric growled in frustration as the alert crossed his vision. In the distance, a portal stood open, bodies rushing in as others fought against the undead horde. The summoner felt useless as he was carried along in Leeta’s arms. Juna, Faye, Claudia and Rayna fought through the chaos of fighting. Jinn and Oksuna stayed close, fighting every step of the way as the dead clamored from left and right. Drakkus and Sonja sliced heads, swirling together like dancers in a hurricane. Magnys limped along, his hands smashing undead into shattered light with each swing. Renner and Vass stayed close as Venner and Lydia carved out swaths of undead. 
 
    Time slowed to a crawl as they fought through the undead. Players shattered around them as rusty swords and soul draining touches assaulted their digital bodies. Lukken was dying and Edric cursed under his breath at their failure. 
 
    “Don’t give up! Keep fighting! Return to Elora,” Claudia shouted as she took charge. 
 
    The lancer leapt along buildings, informing players and striking down undead. Claudia looked out on one of her jumps, seeing the undead outside the city rushing in like a writhing mass of a living creature. Falling, she hit the ground, speared through several undead and bounded into the air once again. 
 
    The fighting grew to a fevered pitch as their player army shattered around them. Numbers dwindled as the undead horde consumed them at an alarming rate. When it felt they would be cut off from the glowing portal, Venner and Lydia cut through the hordes easily, giving everyone a reprieve. 
 
    Leeta rushed along, comforting Edric. Shattered light continued to light up the city. When the numbers dwindled to nearly nothing, Faye ordered everyone into the portal. Bodies leapt and charged, hitting the swirling red light and disappearing. Leeta stepped through with Edric. Rayna, Oksuna and Jinn were next. Renner shouted to his family to get their asses moving and soon their family faded from sight. Magnys stepped through with Sonja and Drakkus. 
 
    Faye smashed undead after undead, Thorrin’s holy aura glowed around them and keeping the undead at bay. Claudia landed by them, helping to fight off the hordes. The three backed up until they reached the portal edge. Thorrin shouted to the monk and lancer. Claudia jumped through as Faye followed. 
 
    Thorrin raised his white hammer as he pumped holy power into it. Bringing it down, he smashed the street, sending burning light in all directions. The undead fell back in a wave as they burned. The portal flickered from the damage. Thorrin turned and jumped through before the portal flickered out and fell in pieces, the undead swarming it with grasping hands and moans. 
 
    Edric watched as streams of light pulsed by. The devastation filled his mind, seeing so many players surprised and then slain. The end of Lukken was happening and everything they had done was for nothing.  
 
    The portal tunnel flashed and digital reality fell into place. Leeta rushed ahead with Edric in her arms. The sounds of battle were everywhere as the portal dome surrounded them. Trolls came in from one portal as the remaining players from Kraznith came through the other two. Chaos bloomed as everyone was unsure until the fighting at the entrance pulled everyone’s attention. Guards and players fought, parting the undead on either side of the entrance. 
 
    The group rushed ahead, Lunatina running and joining their side. 
 
    “The Middle Kingdoms were overrun! I released everyone and told them to come here,” the jester shouted. 
 
    There was no time to argue as the group emerged from the portal dome, eyes growing bigger. The city of Elora stood, a purple light glowing around the walled city. Ghosts floated, bashing their forms against the light but unable to enter. Scorpion crossbows fired, inflicting magical damage on the hordes of undead surrounding the city. Edric looked to the east and west, seeing the undead stretch out from horizon to horizon. 
 
    Pandemonium stormed on as a thin path led from the portal dome to the open northern gate of Elora. 
 
    “To Elora,” Claudia shouted. 
 
    Bodies pressed on, rushing the open gate. The undead clawed at anything they could get their hands on. The sounds of explosions shook the area and players shattered from their injuries. 
 
    When the path grew claustrophobic, Rayna played her song of courage. Hearts burned with new vigor and strength as the last of the path collapsed in on itself. Bodies mobbed the open gate, nearly falling in. When the last fighter stumbled across the threshold, guards swung the northern gate locked and slide the bar across, securing it. 
 
    People cheered as the rulers of Elora had returned home. The symphony of joy echoed across the city as Edric and his rulers watched with small smiles. Safe for the moment, Edric relaxed in Leeta’s arms, lost to the jubilation. 
 
    Rayna looked up to the glowing purple light around the kingdom in awe, “How?” 
 
    A figure appeared by the ruling party while a succubus emerged from the crowd. Lyndra stood in regal robes and an impish smile on her perfect lips. Pale cleavage showing, she opened her arms and rushed the returning lord and ladies. 
 
    “Welcome home,” Lyndra squealed in joy. 
 
    “Lyndra…you’re…” Edric began. 
 
    The dungeon core finished her hugs before stepping back. “Now, don’t be mad at what I’m going to tell you.” 
 
    Edric, Faye, Claudia and Rayna simply blinked. 
 
    Lyndra continued, “Sekka and I couldn’t help but overhear some of the dire consequences should you not succeed at your mission. I reached out to so some allies and they agreed to help the kingdom.” 
 
    A troll with a skull headpiece and a staff in his hand stepped out from the crowd. At his side was a dark elf in priestess robes. The two bowed slightly before looking to the four rulers and ogre. 
 
    Renner’s eyes narrowed as he stepped into view, a hard gaze on the troll and dark elf. “Nero Synn and Dulla Nightborn.” 
 
    “Hello Renner, good to see you’re still alive,” Nero grinned. 
 
    “You know each other,” Rayna asked with interested eyes. 
 
    Renner nodded. “He’s a shadowmancer and high priest to Nyras, the dracolich. She is an ex-girlfriend who stalked me.” 
 
    “That’s Dulla,” Vass said with a smile, Venner and Lydia trying to contain their giggles. 
 
    Nero kept his grin, “That is why we are here and why Elora is still standing.” 
 
    Lyndra continued, “When I moved my core, Sekka informed me of Nyras’ necromancers in the city. Knowing what was to come, I reached out to Dulla to discuss an arrangement. I thought perhaps it would have been too much to discuss with the attack on the Middle Kingdoms and Kraznith so I took the initiative to ensure Elora’s safety.” 
 
    Nero nodded. “Nyras knew of Elora beforehand. He was pleased to know your kingdom was protecting dragon eggs. A former living dragon himself, he knew of the vile experiments performed by Maggar Wormwood and could not allow it to continue. Dulla here was to train new necromancers and help defend the city should it be attacked. With the Dread Lords pushing their twisted agenda, my lord wished to help Elora in her times of need.” 
 
    “Where is your lord,” Edric asked with cool eyes. 
 
    Lyndra spoke up, “His corporeal body is down in my dungeon, away from any who would not endure his presence. His power alone is keeping the dead at bay. Dulla, along with some of my minions carved his sigil into the walls and buildings, spreading his influence throughout the kingdom just enough to not be noticed.” 
 
    Nero looked Edric in the eye, “Lukken is dying and your kingdom will be one of the last to stand before the end.” 
 
    Faye, Claudia and Rayna looked to Edric in Leeta’s arms. 
 
    The summoner’s face was blank before a small smile appeared. “Welcome to Elora, might as well enjoy our last moments before it all ends.” 
 
    An understanding seemed to flow to everyone present. The digital reality was going to end as soon as every player was killed. Edric looked up, knowing full well the barrier won’t stay up forever. Even Nyras’ power will weaken as the undead continue to pound on it, wanting the living light in the kingdom. 
 
    Thorrin stepped up, “Is this it? Lukken dies and we just wait it out?” 
 
    The crowd grew silent as the words hung in the air. 
 
    “Not yet,” said a voice from the crowd. 
 
    Bodies parted and Andrea stepped into the circle, her pink braid hanging from her temple. The demure servant looked to everyone gathered, eyes filled with hope. Oksuna stepped from Jinn and walked to the smaller woman. Peering down, a welcoming smile filled the beautiful Rose Seer. 
 
    Andrea hugged Oksuna around the waist. The troll hugged her back.  
 
    “I…I couldn’t save you without getting caught,” Andrea sobbed. 
 
    Oksuna simply held her close. 
 
    “They all fought for you, saved you. Now I can save everyone,” Andrea said as she pulled away, tears in her eyes. 
 
    Wiping away the tears, she faced Edric, Leeta, Faye, Claudia, Rayna, Juna and Jinn. A screen appeared as she lifted up a hand and began tapping away at it. Edric felt strength return to him, enough for him to struggle out of Leeta’s grip and stand under his own power. Juna noticed the timers on her abilities zeroed out and were available again. The rest of the group noticed the same thing, weapons restocked, bodies healed and abilities ready. 
 
    “A small token of my appreciation,” Andrea said as she wiped away the final tear. “As to what I said before, there is a chance many can be saved.” 
 
    Ears perked up and everyone gathered listened, many NPCs and players struggling behind them to listen in. 
 
    Andrea took in a deep inhale before speaking. “Many players and NPCs are dying as we speak all across Lukken. With the Rebirth Cycle in effect, many of my counterparts in Eden Corp are scrambling to make sure everything is ready for the reboot. Once the last player dies, the reboot will be initiated and Lewd Saga will be reborn with new code. Constructed AI’s will take the place of NPCs, replacing the brain scan codes, effectively killing all Awakened.” 
 
    Andrea’s lips curved into a smile, “This means many people are busy, too busy to see what my secret group will do next. Nyras’ protection will last a little over four hours. To make sure everyone left has a chance, we will connect the phantom server to the Lewd Saga servers for a short time, long enough for the Awakened to escape.” 
 
    A countdown appeared in the corner of Edric’s vision. Others looked around, seeing the same thing. 
 
    Andrea continued, “You just have to hunker down until the end of the timer. Once it reaches zero, portals will open all across Lukken to those still alive. It will be the last and only chance for the Awakened and their children to escape. A new Lukken will be waiting, devoid of people from all races, ready to be repopulated and grown into a new world.” 
 
    Hope swelled as everyone gathered smiled and grinned. Renner shouted at the top of his lungs, Vass, Venner and Lydia joining him. Jinn and Oksuna held each other, tears of joys in their eyes. Juna moved to them, the three holding each other, knowing they still had a chance to be a family. 
 
    Cheers erupted as the crowd rippled with new hope! Edric looked to his fellow rulers, wide smiles touching them all. The mood was infectious as many more joined in the symphony of joy. 
 
    A hand reached out and touched Edric’s hand. The summoner looked down to see Andrea gazing on him. With a tug, she pulled him away, Faye, Leeta, Claudia and Rayna caught in the celebration. The streets were packed with bodies but all moved away from the servant and summoner as they made their way down the street, toward Gray Haven Keep. 
 
    Time fell away as Edric didn’t know why she had pulled him away. The bliss of saving so many curled around his exhausted mind. Before he knew it, he was inside the keep, standing in front of his bed chambers. Andrea pulled him into the room, closing the door behind them. The balcony doors were open, a cool breeze floating with the cheers of Elora’s citizens in the streets below. 
 
    Andrea let go and walked to the cold fireplace. A snap of her fingers and the fireplace lit up with a roaring flame. Edric stepped in, unsure what exactly was happening. 
 
    Andrea eyed him with a pleasant smile. “I poured over your game history. I know what happened to you. I’m sorry you had to endure that dark beginning. I want you to know your actions don’t go unappreciated.” 
 
    Andrea’s eyes gleamed in the firelight. “You brought everyone together. It was you who managed to make this possible. Without your grand dreams of a kingdom built on goodness and protection, none of this would have been possible. I could never truly repay you for helping save Juna and Oksuna…until now.” 
 
    Andrea called up a screen and tapped at it a few times, all the while still speaking, “Maggar was close to perfecting his abyssal blades but not that close. We mirror every program to ensure the game remains fluid. He had some understanding of programming but not enough to do permanent damage.” 
 
    Andrea’s finger hovered over a command, eyes on Edric. “I hope this is the first step to repaying you for all you've done.” 
 
    Tapping the command, Andrea smiled. Edric’s heart began to pound in his chest. A light bloomed in the middle of the room. An outline of figure appeared before pixels filtered in, forming a body, hair, clothes, smooth skin and opening eyes. Edric’s chest grew tight as a woman appeared, light brown hair, deep purple eyes, flawless skin and sense of shock filling her brow. 
 
    The light died and woman in a simple shopkeeper clothes stood. Almond shaped eyes fell on Edric and tears began to form. The player couldn’t fight back the emotion as it stormed his senses, his eyes beginning to water. Andrea stepped past the summoner to the door. With a quick pull, she opened it and stepped out, closing it quietly behind her. 
 
    The woman smiled through the tears, “Edric…” 
 
    The summoner smiled back, “Elora…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Thorrin sat on a small set of stairs while three women with green skin argued back and forth. Another woman stood among the three, her form of an older woman but her skin an emerald green and a touch of sadness in her eyes. The streets were filled with people drinking, eating, kissing and groping as a purple aura filled the sky high above the kingdom. 
 
    Thorrin looked up as the three verbally cut each other down until the argument reached a fevered pitch. 
 
    “Father will marry mother,” one of the green skinned women shouted. 
 
    “He doesn’t have to,” another one shouted back. 
 
    “They can decide for themselves if they want to marry,” the third one said sheepishly. 
 
    The paladin growled for a moment before the absurdity of the argument drove him to stand up. 
 
    “Enough,” Thorrin yelled. 
 
    All four women turned to him, eyes filled with annoyed confusion. 
 
    “I never said I was going to marry but we are all here now and we will help it work,” Thorrin said as his annoyance subsided to a small smile.  
 
    The older woman stepped closer, sadness dripping from her eyes. “Thorrin…I’m sorry.” 
 
    Thorrin turned his attention to the elder bog hag, “Nessa, you don’t have to be sorry. Our journey has been a strange one but I’m glad we can work it out in the end. You were a slave to your programming and…” 
 
    Nessa cut him off, “Our daughters showed me the way. I simply want to us to be there for them.” 
 
    The paladin’s smile broadened a hair, “And that is what we will do.” 
 
    The very air began to vibrate. Thorrin, Nessa and the three young bog hags turned to see a woman with a pink braid appear for a moment. She smiled before she disappeared. The air continued to vibrate until two figures appeared. Confused eyes looked around, catching sight of the gathered bog hags and then eyes falling to the stunned paladin. 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes grew wider as he rushed ahead. One woman stood in leather clothes, long black hair tied back and blue skin nearly glowing in the lantern light. The other stood, confused with green dragon wings folded back and long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. Arms out, he grabbed both women and held them close. The women looked down on the paladin before they returned his embrace, hearts floating. 
 
    Thorrin couldn’t believe what he was seeing and feeling until he stepped back to marvel on them. “Talisa…Emma…,” He began. 
 
    Talisa smiled, “I was just in Talon Guard, fighting against the undead and then suddenly I am here.” 
 
    Emma nodded. “I was in a Lythor dungeon. I was captured when the city was taken. I thought I would die down there after the guards ran away and the undead started to pour down into the dungeon areas. Now, I’m here.” 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes gleamed in happiness. “I’m…just glad you’re here. Lukken’s world ends at Midnight but when it happens, we can escape to a new world.” 
 
    Talisa touched the paladin’s cheek, “A lot has happened, hasn’t it?” 
 
    Thorrin nodded. “I’ll fill you all in but right now; I want to introduce you both to my daughters and their mother. Talisa, Emma, meet Tessa, Kessa, Nekka and their mother Nessa. We are going to be one big family.” 
 
    Talisa and Emma smiled. The three young bog hags looked to the troll and dragon before small smiles appeared. The group began to shake hands as Thorrin suddenly felt his heart grow bigger in his chest. 
 
    *** 
 
    Vass sat against a stone building, Venner leaning into her arms in a comforting hug. Renner and Lydia sat next to them; the young Awakened leaning her head on her father’s shoulder. The family was quiet, taking in the growing celebration around them. Elora reveled in the knowledge that they would be leaving in a few hours for a new home. Like all celebrations, clothes became optional and wine flowed. Bodies caught in the blissful storm writhed while the Wulf family simply enjoyed their private company. 
 
    The air vibrated as woman appeared with a pink braid. Eyes turned to Andrea before she faded away from sight. Eyebrows went up as the air continued to vibrate. A golden flash burst into the air before the family and a golden skinned fairy appeared, trepid confusion in her tiny brow. 
 
    Renner and Vass’s hearts began to pound in their chests. Jumping to their feet, they rushed forward. Gylda looked up, seeing the two rogues rushing at her. Light flashing, she grew into her five-foot frame, arms out. Renner and Vass crashed into the luck fairy, holding her close as tears began to fall. Sobbing filled the area as Venner and Lydia stepped closer. 
 
    The crying grew as the three parted slightly, all eyes on each other. 
 
    “I…I don’t know what to say,” Gylda said through the tears. 
 
    “There’s nothing to say,” Renner sobbed. 
 
    “We…are so happy your back,” Vass sniffled with tears streaking her smooth cheeks. 
 
    Gylda looked past the rogues to the two black and golden-haired children. The fairy’s heart hammered in her chest as she knew who they were instantly. 
 
    “Mom,” Venner and Lydia said in unison. 
 
    Gylda pushed past Renner and Lydia, her arms circling around the two Awakened, her shoulders shaking in joy. Renner and Lydia moved in close. Vass hugged them and Renner hugged all of them. The family of five simply held each other, lost in the bliss of being reunited. 
 
    *** 
 
    Oksuna, Jinn, Juna, Sonja and Lornus stood among the crowd, bottles of wine in their hands and guzzling it down. Juna watched as Jinn and Oksuna couldn’t keep their hands off of each other, kissing and drinking. Sonja twirled while holding Lornus’s hand. The troll dipped the blue knight and brought her close as bards played music in the background. 
 
    The air took on a new vibration. Juna turned from the couples to see Andrea appear with a smile. The two gazes met and both smiled before the servant disappeared. The air continued to vibrate until two figures appeared on the cobblestone street. 
 
    Jinn turned his eyes to see a beautiful woman with white hair and pale white dragon wings flex behind her. She wore a regal robe as her eyes fell on the assassin. Next to her, a troll in only a loincloth stood. His dark eyes looked over to the troll standing with Sonja. 
 
    Lornus stopped in his tracks, eyes growing wider as he looked to the handsome troll. “Lorn?” 
 
    The small troll burst into tears as he rushed the larger troll. “Lance…,” Lorn said as he hugged the troll tight. 
 
    Jinn smiled as he looked to the humanoid white dragon. “It’s good to have you back.” 
 
    Lady Slytha smiled. “It’s good to return.” The regal dragon looked to the aura above the city and the sensations of death tickling her skin. “I assume much has happened.” 
 
    Jinn and Oksuna stepped to the beautiful dragon and held her close. 
 
    “When we are all safe, we will fill you in,” Jinn said softly. “We’re just so happy your back.” 
 
    Lady Slytha kissed Oksuna on the lips and then Jinn on the lips, “I will need some wine for the adventures you will tell me.” 
 
    Jinn handed her his nearly full bottle, “Here is one to start.” 
 
    Myn lifted it to her lips and took a deep drink. Savoring the taste, she looked down on everyone gathered, a small tear in the corner of her eye. 
 
    Rayna watched from a distance as Jinn and Oksuna began talking to the white dragon. Juna was all smiles, as was Sonja, Lornus and Lorn. The mood turned to a welcoming cloud as the outside world seemed to fall away, the group caught in the gravity of their love. 
 
    The bard turned her attention to Gray Haven Keep, remembering Edric was led away during the celebration. Rayna bit her lip as anxiety swirled in her stomach. A deep need pushed at her but not the one she expected. Claudia slid in close, arm circling the bard and tracing her vision to the Keep a few streets away. 
 
    “We can go see him,” Claudia said simply. 
 
    “Let’s bring Faye. I have something to say and I want us all together when I say it,” Rayna said, her mind made up and the darkness in her heart parting. 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric stood, eyes trembling in shock. The moment drifted along his senses as Elora stood a few feet from him, her eyes wet as emotion curled into her brow. The stunned silence only grew as hearts thumped to song they haven’t heard since they first met. 
 
    Edric broke the silence, “Is it really you? This isn’t some kind of dream?” 
 
    Elora shook her head. “I’m…really here.” 
 
    “What happened…” Edric trailed off, his heart beating faster in his chest. 
 
    Elora gave a faint smile before it melted away. “I…came back. I remembered what happened after I died. I was in Lythor, lost and confused. The city was conquered and everyone on the street was rounded up and imprisoned. I spent many months, wondering what happened to you.” 
 
    Elora looked away, “A Dread Lord came for me one night. They interrogated me, asking if I knew you. I fought them, not giving them a shred of information. They used potions and magic to make me talk. I worried they were coming for you next.” 
 
    Elora looked to the silent summoner. “They put a bag over my head before they shoved me into a portal. They brought me to a city…pulled off the hood…and I saw you.” 
 
    Edric stepped closer, eyes drinking in Elora’s beauty. The woman looked up into his eyes before rushing forward, wrapping her arms around his waist. Edric wrapped his arms around her, holding her close and the familiar scent he remembered floating along, filling him with love. 
 
    “The elf tried to save me. I saw you coming to help. I gave her a message before…” 
 
    Edric held her tighter as tears streamed down from her purple eyes. 
 
    “Faye told me what you said.” 
 
    Elora looked up, “I never stopped thinking about you. You kept me alive. I knew as long as you were out there, we could find each other again.” 
 
    Elora looked down, “Even when everything turned black, I remember screaming at the void. Then a new light shined and I appeared here.” 
 
    “I…,” Edric began before his lips closed. The flood of emotions and thoughts rushed him but he couldn’t bring himself to speak. The past was filled with jagged edges and pain but it seemed to float away as he held Elora close, never wanting to let go ever again. 
 
    Elora looked up, seeing the shadows in Edric’s eyes, the pain as it curled along his body.  
 
    Edric’s body relaxed as a small smile returned. “It doesn’t matter what happened. You’re here and that’s all that matters.” 
 
    Elora gave a slight nod, “We are here, together.” 
 
    Edric watched as Elora leaned in close, pressing her soft lips to his. A flame burned between their bodies as they held each other, lost to the gentle touch of lips. Edric’s mind began to spin, tasting Elora as her tongue slipped into his mouth. Elora held the summoner closer, pressing her body against his. The song played on until it reached its zenith, a fire blazing between them. Edric didn’t want it to ever end. Her touch was more than he ever imagined. Confusion fell away to primal needs but it was Elora who broke away and began to undress. 
 
    Edric stared as Elora undid buttons and her leggings loosened. Fingers grabbed the edge of her shirt and pulled it up over her head. The summoner was frozen, her plump breasts defying gravity and hard pert nipples unencumbered by her clothes. A nervous energy spiked as he gazed on the beautiful woman, her hips snaking out of her leggings and a heat in her eyes. 
 
    “Elora…we…,” Edric began. 
 
    The shopkeeper gave the summoner a sultry smile as her leggings touched the floor. “I wanted you the first moment you stepped into my shop. Not even death could keep me away from you.” 
 
    Edric seemed to stop hearing her as his arms and hands moved on automatic. The summoner’s robe opened and fell away. Hands worked the chainmail armor underneath for it to fall away next. Small clothes slipped off as it all puddled at his feet. The summoner stared at Elora’s alabaster beauty as she stood nearly naked. Panties were the only item on as she eyed Edric’s naked body. 
 
    Heat and blood rushed as Edric could barely think. Eyes traced down sensual curves and smooth skin, drinking in Elora like a fine wine on a cold winter night. The celebrations outside seemed to grow louder, matching the rushing vibration in his ears. The summoner’s cock thickened, breaking the bonds of gravity. 
 
    Elora stepped closer, eyes dripping with wanting need. Purple eyes took in his slender but toned form. Fingers reached out to glide along his throbbing member but her purple eyes stared into Edric’s, unspoken words touching their minds with understanding. The air around them took on a dreamscape gloom, the sounds outside the keep fading into the night.  
 
    Elora slipped her thumbs into her panty line and pushed down. The thin fabric fell to her ankles and she stepped out, one foot at a time. Stepping close again, she pressed her naked form against Edric, her hand between them and stroking his shaft. Edric’s hands reached around, touching the small of her back and keeping her close. The couple basked in maddening heat. 
 
    “I need…” Elora began before she was interrupted by Edric bending slightly and picking her up in his arms. 
 
    The young woman giggled as the summoner brought her to the king-sized bed and gently laid her down. Elora’s giggled turned to a soft gasp as Edric crawled in after her, hands taking hold of her legs and parting them slightly. The player became obsessed as, wet dreams coming to reality as he moved between her legs, lay on his stomach and kissed her budding valley. Elora looked down, her hips moving slightly and another sultry gasp falling from her lips.  
 
    Edric needed her, wanted her in the worst way. A burning need to taste her consumed him. Tongue snaking out, he ran it along her inner thigh, savoring it until he reached her glistening line. Body settling in, the summoner licked along her womanhood, ecstasy filling his body. Elora stared down with half closed eyes as the summoner explored her pink line and grazed her glowing clit. 
 
    “Edric…please….I need…Ooooooo,” Elora’s eyes nearly rolled into her head as Edric began licking her clit. 
 
    Hands on creamy thighs held Elora in place as the summoner’s tongue whipped and slathered against her clit. Edric couldn’t help himself as love and lust spiraled together. The beast was unchained as his member was rock hard. The pulse of wetness spilled and Edric lapped it up like he had wandered the desert for decades. Loving warmth spiraled as the player pushed and ran his tongue along her sensitive folds. Small whimpers spilled from Elora as she gazed on the handsome man between her legs, lost to her honey. 
 
    “Edric…” Elora whimpered again, unable to speak as bliss bloomed between her legs. 
 
    Trembles ran along Elora’s body as Edric licked like a beast before its meal. When he pulled away, Elora quivered before she took hold of his hair and pulled him on top of her. Bodies touching, Edric was slightly lower, his throbbing cock touching her sensual womanhood. Hips moved with a private dance, teasing each other with slight movements. 
 
    “I love you,” Elora and Edric said in unison before his cock pushed at her opening and she pushed against his cock. 
 
    Bodies moved closer, the connection between them blazing. Groans and whimpers filled the air until they met in the middle. Edric pressed his forehead to Elora’s forehead. The couple smiled, eyes lost in each other. A happy giggle filled the space between them before it turned to sultry gasps. Hips moved as swollen inches appeared and disappeared between them. Elora’s hands wrapped around Edric’s waist; giving her leverage to push against him while he drove his thick spear deep within.  
 
     Lips touched as Edric’s hands grabbed at her breasts. Thumbs ran over nipples as hips thrust with loving power. Elora’s gasps turned to moans, nerves tightening. The snug space between them roared with seductive power as bodies moved to the rhythm, the tempo increasing. 
 
    The sound of skin on skin played on as they could not keep their hands off each other. Edric’s vision turned white at the edges. Elora cried out as bliss caused her to squeeze every invading inch. Time lost all meaning as two hearts glowed like stars caught in each other’s gravity. Edric couldn’t believe what was happening as they moved with the tides of their private dance. Despite his disbelief, it felt beautiful and natural, like they always belonged together, like it was always meant to be. 
 
    “I…want..this…all the time,” Elora whispered before she moaned loudly. 
 
    “Me too,” Edric said, his face flushed with a deep need. 
 
    Elora gasped as Edric’s cock thickened. “Don’t…stop…” 
 
    Edric’s hips pushed between parted thighs, each stroke more powerful than the last. Elora’s moans grew louder and Edric couldn’t help himself. He tried to hold back the need for release. Caught in her seductive beauty, he pressed on, holding on by a string. 
 
    “Edric…” Elora moaned before her body bucked. 
 
    Edric felt her squeeze him as bliss stormed. The summoner let out a grunt as his cock thickened. Elora’s body was a lightning storm of orgasms, body shuddering as warm heat filled her belly. Edric drove his cock deep, molten come bursting from the tip and flooding her tight, wet valley. Bodies mashed into one another, unable to stop themselves. Light shined in their eyes as they held each other close, hips thrusting and bodies moving of their own accord.  
 
    The storm abated and bodies slowed. Edric found he was still hard as wetness spilled between them. Elora moved, coaxing his cock along, milking it of every last drop of come. The heat burned as Edric fell to his side, Elora moving with him, the couple still joined. Bodies moved as they lay side by side. Elora’s eyes were half closed, her fingers moving into Edric’s hair as he held her waist. 
 
    The tempo was slow and steady, hands exploring each other in wondrous beauty. It played against senses as the scent of love filled the air. Elora moved to Edric’s rhythm, her own needs causing an increase in the tempo. 
 
    “I need more,” Elora said with a demanding, sultry tone. 
 
    “Me too,” Edric said, his cock rock hard. 
 
    The two found themselves pushing and squeezing with renewed wanting. 
 
    “Are we going to spoil each other,” Elora asked in a breathy whisper. 
 
    “Yes…,” Edric smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Rayna walked along, Faye and Claudia behind her. The wood elf and lancer were silent as the bard moved with some unseen purpose they didn’t understand. Rayna kept her eyes forward, butterflies filling her stomach. The nervous energy seemed to grow with every step. When the bard saw Edric’s bedroom door, she slowed to a stop and simply stared ahead. 
 
    Claudia moved up behind the bard, “Rayna?” 
 
    Faye simply stood, an eyebrow raised. 
 
    Rayna’s shoulders deflated slightly as she remained facing forward. “Are we truly family? I need to know before we continue.” 
 
    Claudia touched Rayna’s shoulder, “I think you already know the answer, from me at least.” 
 
    Faye stepped closer, “Rayna, what is it? What is bothering you so much that we have come together for you to talk about it?” 
 
    Rayna turned her head slightly, looking to the beautiful wood elf. “I want to know….if we are really close…or just say we are.” 
 
    Faye smiled. “I think it’s safe to say, we are all in love with each other.” 
 
    Claudia nodded, “This isn’t just a game. I’ve fallen hard for you, Faye, Edric and Juna.” 
 
    Rayna looked away, “If we met in real life, could we still share this love?” 
 
    Faye’s smile grew wider, “After tonight, I was going to invite you all to my home.” 
 
    Claudia let out a small laugh, “I was thinking the same thing.” 
 
    Rayna let a small smile slip before it faded away, “Do you think…Edric would want the same.” 
 
    “It’s something we have to ask him but I feel he would love for us to be together,” Faye said. 
 
    Rayna exhaled a sigh before standing up straighter, “After all the drama and fighting. After all the heartbreak, could we live our lives the same when Lukken is destroyed?” 
 
    Faye nodded. “I know we can.” 
 
    Claudia also nodded. “It was meant to be.” 
 
    Rayna nodded and began walking again. Faye and Claudia followed until they reached Edric’s door. The sounds of gasps, giggles and lovemaking touched the air, causing Rayna to hesitate before knocking. 
 
    “There’s someone in there with him,” Rayna whispered. 
 
    “Leeta was downstairs with Drakkus and Magnys. Juna was with her parents. Who could be in there with him,” Faye said in a soft tone. 
 
    “Should we come back,” Claudia said. 
 
    Rayna’s brow formed a sharp point, “I can’t wait. We have to talk before everything ends.” 
 
    Instead of knocking, Rayna took hold of the door and pushed it in. The door swung wide as the bard stepped in, Faye and Claudia following. Three pairs of eyes went wide as they saw Edric on his back, Elora on top of him and their bodies joined in a sensual act.  Edric lifted his head as Elora looked over her shoulder. The couple didn’t slow down as Elora rode the summoner, hips moving in a hypnotic tempo. 
 
    “They must be your fellow rulers,” Elora smiled as her eyes fluttered. 
 
    Edric nodded. 
 
    “Please to meet you…” Elora barely said before her body shuddered. 
 
    Rayna, Claudia and Faye watched as Edric’s hips pushed up. The two on the bed let out deep moans as their bodies pumped and writhed. White seed spilled between them as they continued their dance. Orgasms bloomed as they groaned in delight. When the storm cloud of bliss passed, Elora pushed herself off of Edric and collapsed at his side. Edric could barely sit up as Elora snuggled close. 
 
    Rayna stared with hard eyes as Faye and Claudia stepped past her and to the edge of the bed. 
 
    Elora smiled as she looked to the beautiful wood elf and then the lancer. Faye and Claudia sat on the edge of the bed, eyes wide in disbelief. 
 
    “Andrea managed to re-spawn Elora from right before she was killed by Maggar and Kadvar,” Edric stated. 
 
    Elora held onto Edric before looking to Fay again, “Thank you for trying to save me.” 
 
    “No need for thanks. I’m just happy you’re here,” the wood elf grinned. 
 
    “We need to talk,” Rayna growled, cutting through the warm gloom. 
 
    All eyes turned to the seething bard as she stood, hands in tight fists. 
 
    Rayna continued before anyone could say anything, “We are running out of time…and I have to…say something.” 
 
    Edric and Elora sat up, close to each other and their attention on the bard. Faye and Claudia looked to their friend with concern. 
 
    Rayna closed her eyes, brow still tight. She opened her hands, flexing her fingers. A cool breeze drifted into the room, caressing Rayna, her hard brow melting smooth. The crackling of the hearth was the only sound before Rayna parted her lips. 
 
    “I was never meant to fall in love here. I was never meant to connect to so many people. It…it crawled under my skin...the longer I was here. It is against the rules to get involved but…I couldn’t put you all out of my mind. I couldn’t stay objective and it compromised my duties and my allegiances.” 
 
    “Rayna…we are here for you,” Edric smiled, the once heavy weight on his shoulders gone to past nightmares. 
 
    The bard eyed Edric before looking to Faye, Claudia and Elora in turn. “In a few hours, Lukken will be destroyed. I can have Eden Corp pull the trigger right now…” 
 
    Bodies stiffened as they looked to the bard in confusion. 
 
    Rayna’s eyes took on a sad edge as she continued. “My name is Samantha Chambers, Field Agent for the CIA. I was ordered to gather intelligence on the game Lewd Saga to see if it was threat to national security and find those in Eden Corp who may be working for other countries to destabilize our way of life.” 
 
    “What,” Edric and Claudia said at the same time. 
 
    Rayna sighed. “I needed confirmation there was programmers working within the game that may be security risks. When Andrea appeared and told us what was happening, my job was to report her immediately. I had kept reports on what was happening in the game. Behind the scenes, many governments we’re using Lewd Saga to frame or manipulate diplomats, government workers, politicians, the list goes on. It was only natural we had to have our own agents come into assess and evaluate the threats.” 
 
    Rayna looked up to her friend’s wide eyes. “Our orders changed when it came to AIs. It’s why the game is being rebooted to fix the changes. The populace isn’t ready for actual AIs. The current version of the game is to be handed over to the government while a newer version would be put in place so AIs can be truly studied.” 
 
    Rayna’s lips curved into a small smile. “I was good at my job, until we created the kingdom of Elora…and I fell in love. I thought I could stay objective until I started fudging reports. I knew then, things wouldn’t be the same. With so much at stake, I wouldn’t have felt right if I helped end the game and imprison every AI for study. The secrets had become too much.” 
 
    “What does this all mean,” Edric asked with heartfelt eyes. 
 
    Rayna looked to the handsome summoner and let out a small insane giggle. “It means I will have nothing new to report when midnight comes. The digital world is falling apart and I can’t bring myself to be the one who swings the axe.” 
 
    Rayna pointed a finger at Edric, Faye and Claudia, “You three did this to me! I kept my distance but you had to be there for me…for us.” 
 
    Rayna’s hand dropped as she looked to them like a whipped animal. “I understand secrets can destroy relationships. I couldn’t keep mine any longer. What I once thought was just a fling…has turned into something more. I had to say something…and I understand if it’s enough to destroy what we have built together.”  
 
    A silence filled the room. 
 
    Claudia stood up and turned her back to Rayna, “I think we need to put it to a vote. Raise your hand if you think we should throw Rayna out the window.” 
 
    Rayna’s eyes went wide as Edric and Faye looked to each other. Elora snuggled closer to Edric. No hands were raised. 
 
    Claudia smiled. “Raise your hand if we want to keep Rayna and make her work off the deceit and lies.” 
 
    Edric, Faye and Elora smiled, raising their hands in the air. 
 
    Claudia also raised her hand as she turned around and gazed into Rayna’s wide eyes. “It looks like you don’t get off that easy.” 
 
    Rayna gave the lancer a wicked smirk before Claudia reached out and grabbed her. The bard didn’t fight back as she was pulled into the bed. The others watched as Claudia began to strip the bard a piece of clothing at a time, Rayna smiling the entire time. Giggles rose up as leather was tossed aside and soon a gasp filled the giant chamber. 
 
    Faye began to undress as Edric and Elora looked down on Claudia burying her face between Rayna’s thighs. Pink touched the bard’s cheeks as her fingers took hold of the lancer’s head, guiding her delicate licks to her clit. 
 
    Edric held Elora tighter, “Um… I hope you don’t mind? We usually end up like this and well…” 
 
    Elora looked up with understanding eyes, “I was going to ask when your fellow rulers were going to join us.” 
 
    “This doesn’t bother you?” 
 
    Elora let out a small laugh. “Should it?” 
 
    Edric smiled. “I suppose not.” 
 
    Faye crawled into bed, her almond shaped eyes on Edric and Elora. The couple invited her to them. The three kissed and touched each other while Rayna’s moans rose up like a song, Claudia enjoying the taste and the view as hearts glowed together in love. 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric and Elora stood naked on the balcony overlooking the medieval city. Elora pressed her head against Edric’s chest, taking in his heartbeat. Edric held Elora close, enjoying her touch and warmth. The night air was cool against their hot skin. The purple barrier around the kingdoms began to show cracks but it held. 
 
    Edric checked the timer in the corner of his vision. The last few hours were spent making love to the point of near exhaustion. The five lovers flowed with the tides of desire, each taking their turns with each other while some were allowed a short time to rest. Edric smiled wider despite the soreness he endured. The amount of laughing, gasping and moans filled the player’s heart to bursting. When he thought he could not go another time, the women he loved ensured he could. Bodies blended together as Claudia was unchained, needing everyone at some point. Faye healed nearly exhausted bodies until the group attacked her, showing their love with each time she was brought to orgasm. Rayna snuggled with Elora between forcing the purple eyed beauty to climax several times and then falling into small conversations. Elora was no angel, enjoying each ruler in turn. Edric caught himself watching with love as the women played and licked each other into submission. When the love began to slow down, Edric said he needed some air and Elora was happy to join him. 
 
    The time blinked in Edric’s vision. It was twenty minutes to midnight. Soon they would gather on the streets of Elora and enter rifts to a new world, a new Lukken. 
 
    Alerts filled Edric’s vision as he held Elora close, a small smile forming. 
 
    You have achieved “The Love that Binds”! You have gained the “Final Release” ability! You may now release a summoned creature from a lock stone. They will become free of your power. 
 
    You have achieved “True Love of the Universe”! You have acquired the spell “Summon Star Dragon”! You may now summon a star dragon to aid the summoner for a short time. 
 
    You have gained +40 Hit Points, +140 Mana and +20 Spell Casting! 
 
      
 
    Elora looked up with a curios gaze. 
 
    “It’s nothing. I gained powers I will never use. I’m just happy we are together,” Edric grinned. 
 
    The two kissed deeply as the bards on the streets played on. 
 
    A wave of energy washed over the couple and they pulled away, eyes looking to the south. The cracks grew larger along the purple aura around the city but something flared just beyond the southern gate. Edric and Elora moved to the balcony edge, peering out over the vast distance, their eyes locking of something moving at incredible speed. 
 
    Red and black energy blazed as something rushed toward the southern gate of Elora. Each footfall caused the very ground to tremble. Tendrils of energy flared along as a comet charged toward the gate. Before the guards could even shout out a warning, the thing smashed through the undead barrier protecting the city. A rippling and shattering effect cascaded, collapsing the barrier. 
 
    The thing slammed into the southern gate, instantly smashing it to kindling. Edric’s heart leapt into his chest. Even at the distance, he could see the brutish form of a giant bare-chested troll, seething in the city lights. Faye, Claudia and Rayna rushed from the bed chamber, reaching Edric and Elora’s sides and looking out with wide eyes.  
 
    Kurss stood straight up and roared. The black and crimson aura blazed right before his voice shattered windows and cracked stone dwellings. The entire city trembled to his awful roar, chaos blooming in the streets. 
 
    “I am Kurss Dark Whisper! I am death and life incarnate! All shall be enslaved to my will! Bring Juna Reed to me before I lay waste to this pathetic city,” Kurss roared with the might of a titan. 
 
    Edric’s wide eyes smoothed into a knowing gaze, “Let’s end this.” 
 
    Faye, Claudia, and Rayna nodded, hands touching chests. Armor and weapons appeared on their bodies and they readied themselves. 
 
    Edric turned to Elora, the couple holding each other.  
 
    “I can’t bear to lose you again,” Edric said in a low tone. 
 
    Elora touched his cheek. “You will never lose me again. Defeat him and come back to me.” 
 
    Edric nodded as the two embraced in a passionate kiss, the roars of a monster echoing off the city walls. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fifteen 
 
    Lyndra stood by the bar, a glass of wine in her hand, Sekka at her side and a decayed humanoid draco-lich a few feet away. The dungeon bar shook as energy seeped into the ground. The dungeon core sipped her wine before she sighed and turned to Sekka and Nyras. 
 
    “Sekka, be a dear and take possession of my core. I fear our time to leave is coming,” Lyndra said softly and took another sip. 
 
    The draco-lich bobbed his head, glowing eyes straining against some unseen force. “Kurss is here. His power is too great. I am keeping much of the dead at bay but not all.” 
 
    “I’m sure Elora’s ruling party will be able to keep the dead at bay until the portals open,” Lyndra said with a small smile. 
 
    Nyras looked to the beautiful dungeon core, “Maybe. I will send aid to help keep the dead back until the time comes.” 
 
    “Remember our agreement,” Lyndra said and took another sip. 
 
    Nyras nodded. “Death is a natural part of life. I have no desire to wipe out the glow of the living. I only wish to maintain balance.” 
 
    The dungeon core grinned. “Then the new world will accept us. Here’s to a new beginning,” Lyndra held up her glass and took a deep drink. 
 
    *** 
 
    Thorrin’s eyes grew to the size of saucers as the wave of death energy crashed into his senses. The group of friends and family gathered around him looked to the paladin as he stood up, white armor appearing on his body and a white hammer in his hand. Chaos bloomed in the streets as Thorrin turned south, readying himself for battle. 
 
    “Thorrin! Thorrin!,” shouted a voice from behind. 
 
    The paladin turned his body to see Vass, Renner and Gylda rushing toward him. Behind them, Venner and Lydia floated along. 
 
    “Did you hear it? Kurss is here,” Thorrin shouted back with a manic edge. 
 
    “We heard,” Renner smiled. 
 
    “That is why we need you to marry us…all three of us, now,” Vass said with a happy smile. 
 
    Thorrin looked to Vass, then to Renner and then down to Gylda. “I…We can’t. We have to fight…” 
 
    Vass’s brow hardened. “Marry us brother!” 
 
    “We have twenty minutes before the portals open. Plenty of time to kick his ass,” Renner grinned. 
 
    “Marry us too,” shouted another voice. 
 
    Thorrin raised an eyebrow as he saw Jinn and Oksuna running toward them. Behind them were Juna, Lady Slytha and Dalya. Sonja came running with Drakkus, her smile bright and nearly skipping. 
 
    Jinn and Oksuna stopped running and smiled at the paladin.  
 
    “We never made it official,” Jinn said with a wide smile. 
 
    Thorrin’s shoulders drop as he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. A monster just burst into the city, threatening all of their lives and now everyone wants to get married. 
 
    “Marry us too,” Lornus said, pulling Lorn along. 
 
    Thorrin let his hammer fade away and threw his hands into the air, “Seriously, now?” 
 
    “Come on,” the crowd shouted with enthusiastic glee. 
 
    Talisa, Emma and the bog hags gathered around the paladin. Thorrin couldn’t contain the precious absurdity of the situation. A smirk appeared as he stood straighter and addressed the crowd. 
 
    “We don’t have time for individual vows. We are doing a mass wedding,” Thorrin stated. 
 
    All heads nodded in agreement. Jinn took Oksuna’s hand. Gylda took Renner and Vass’s hands. Lornus took Lorn’s hand. The group stepped forward before the paladin, eyes filled with caged excitement. 
 
    An explosion in the distance lit up the dark sky but Thorrin ignored it as he addressed the wedding parties. 
 
      “Do the grooms take the brides as your willing partners, to cherish, protect and love for as long as you both shall live,” Thorrin asked. 
 
    “I do,” Renner said to Gylda. 
 
    “I do,” Vass said to Gylda. 
 
    “I do,” Jinn said to Oksuna. 
 
    “I do,” Lornus said to Lorn. 
 
    Juna’s eyes watered as she looked to her parents. Sonja and Drakkus held each other, looking at the wedding parties with a loving gaze. Lady Slytha touched the ice crystal tear at the corner of her eye. 
 
    Thorrin continued. “Do the brides take the grooms as your willing partners, to cherish, protect and love for as long as you both shall live?” 
 
    “I do,” Gylda said to Renner and Vass, squeezing their hands tight. 
 
    “I do,” Oksuna said, never taking her eyes off Jinn. 
 
    “I do,” Lorn said as he looked up into Lornus’s eyes, tears streaming down his blue cheeks. 
 
    “Then by the power earned from the many gods and goddesses throughout the universe, I pronounce you married! Kiss and love each other for the many lifetimes to come,” Thorrin said with authority and a dash a kindness. 
 
    Jinn kissed Oksuna. 
 
    Lorn kissed Lornus. 
 
    Gylda kissed Renner and then turned and kissed Vass. 
 
    The gathered crowd went wild with clapping and cheers! The mob rushed the newlyweds, patting shoulders, kissing cheeks and hugging with tight embraces. Another explosion filled the night sky again and the jubilations trailed off. Eyes turned to beyond Gray Haven Keep, fires beginning to spread. 
 
    Thorrin lifted a hand and a white hammer appeared in it. “Alright, let’s go kick some ass!” 
 
    *** 
 
    Edric, Elora, Faye, Rayna and Claudia reached the ground floor of Gray Haven Keep, walking through the archways and stepping out onto the Riverwood Street. Bodies ran toward them, fleeing from the monster troll walking steadily in their direction. 
 
    Edric felt Leeta and Magnys’ presence. Turning, he saw the two approach the group. The summoner beckoned them over as he turned to Elora. 
 
    “Leeta will protect you,” Edric said as the ogre stepped closer with a protective aura. 
 
    Elora looked to the beautiful ogre, their gaze meeting with delight. 
 
    “I will protect you with my life,” Leeta said with confidence. 
 
    “Leeta, take Elora to the northern district. Try to alert everyone to go north. The protective aura seems to be weakened to the south. We have about fifteen minutes before the portals open. Protect Elora and as many as you can,” Edric ordered. 
 
    Edric turned away from the fear in Elora’s eyes. “Elora,” the summoner commanded. 
 
    An image of Elora appeared, “Yes, Edric?” 
 
    The real Elora looked on the city core image in wondrous amazement. 
 
    “Alert every person within Elora’s walls to stay to the Temple District. I mean every guard, servant and citizen. They are to abandon their posts and be ready for when we leave.” 
 
    Elora bowed, “As you wish.” The image disappeared. 
 
    The city core’s image appeared throughout the streets of the city, calmly giving directions to head to the Temple District. Leeta touched Elora’s shoulder. The young woman looked to the ogre before turning her gaze to Edric. 
 
    “We will be back,” Edric said with bright smile. 
 
    Elora turned and walked with Leeta. The ogre looked back with loving eyes for a long moment before ushering Elora around the keep and to the north. 
 
    Edric turned his gaze to his friends and family, “We just have to hold out until the portals appear.” 
 
    “I think we do more than just hold out,” Claudia smirked. “We need to beat his ass!” 
 
    “I agree with the lancer,” Rayna said while giving Claudia a wink. 
 
    Everyone turned their gaze to Faye. 
 
    The wood elf took a quick inhale before her eyes glowed with chi. “Let’s fuck him up.” 
 
    “Alright,” Edric smiled. 
 
    The group was about to turn and begin walking when a large group approached from behind. The rulers of Elora turned to see Jinn, Oksuna, Juna, Thorrin, Renner, Vass, Gylda, Venner, Lydia, Sonja, Drakkus and Nykor approach. 
 
    “Lornus and Lorn are helping direct citizens to the north. They wish us luck,” Sonja stated. 
 
    Edric turned to the group of heroes, his heart filling with might. “I was of the mind to simply hold out but I think our time has come. The world is ending and a new one shall begin. Let the legends speak of this night where we stared evil in the face and kicked its ass!” 
 
    The group pumped fists into the air and roared. 
 
    Edric turned, looking down the long street to the approaching monster troll in the distance. 
 
    “Let’s go fuck up a troll,” Edric growled and started to march. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nero and Dulla looked down from a rooftop at the burning buildings to the south. The troll shadowmancer held his staff tight as the dead began to pour through wide cracks along the broken city walls. 
 
    “Our lord is trying to hold them back but his power is fading,” Dulla said with no emotion. 
 
    Nero lifted the staff, power pulsating along the arcane shaft. 
 
    “I think it’s time we end this farce,” Nero grinned. “Go to the Temple District. Stay with Nyras and Drubella while I call in hell fire.” 
 
    Dulla bowed, “As you wish…my love.” 
 
    The dark elf turned and began to walk away. Nero held up the arcane staff, the power pulsating into a fevered pitch. The trigger words spilled from the high priest’s lips as he looked across Elora and shouted the final incantation. 
 
    The sky flashed with light among dark clouds. A moment later, fireballs the size of homes came falling from the sky. The dead looked up as the fireballs slammed into the ground just outside of Elora’s walls. Flaming comets exploded with god-like fury as the troll shadowmancer directed each one, doing maximum damage and creating a perimeter around the small kingdom. 
 
    “That should level the playing field,” Nero whispered as he looked down at the group marching toward the oversized troll. 
 
    *** 
 
    Kurss walked along. The troll master stood at least twelve feet tall, shirtless with red and black energy rolling off his body. Muscles bulged with power as he eyed the rag tag group approaching him. Comets fell from the sky, blasting the dead to dust as Lukken burned. 
 
    “I am pleased you are all here to meet and kneel before me,” Kurss’s voice was like a sonic boom with each word. 
 
    Edric stepped ahead of everyone, cool eyes on the massive troll. “The world is ending. Why not crawl somewhere and die like the rest?” 
 
    Kurss chuckled deeply. “I have learned Harkkon’s secrets. I too can remake this world. I have seen your plan to run to another server. Once I am there, it will give me enough time to implement my designs for new worlds.” 
 
    The troll master turned his dark eyes to Juna, “I will need a goddess to rule by my side. I can think of no other than you, Juna Reed.” 
 
    Juna stepped forward, standing next to Edric, eyes narrowing. “I will finish what I started on the Cursed Coast.” 
 
    Kurss chuckled again. “You couldn’t do it before and with your new friends, you will not be able to do it now. Come with me and we can walk into our new world. I will even let you keep your friends as slaves to do your bidding.” 
 
    A wail of pistons and metal filled the area. Everyone turned their attention to a side street as a giant, golden metal dwarf stepped out into the light. Steam billowed as mechanical legs moved until the metal dwarf stood with the group. 
 
    “Sorry I’m late. I had to make some adjustments to Faye’s Guardian 2,” Dumadin said with a hollowed voice from inside the steam automaton. 
 
     Kurss shook his head and crossed his arms, “You lack any true power to stop me. My regeneration and abyssal power are unmatched to anything else on Lukken. Surrender and you all shall be part of my new empire.” 
 
    “Is this guy modeled after whiney Anakin Skywalker,” Renner laughed. 
 
    The gathered heroes laughed long and hard. Kurss’s smug smile faded as he saw his opponents not take him seriously. 
 
    “Death is the end for all of you. I shall enjoy smashing your corpses to dust,” Kurss growled before power surged around him and he flashed forward. 
 
    Time slowed to a crawl as the troll master appeared right before Edric and Juna, fist pulled back with red and black energy rippling across the digital reality. Kurss smirked as his fist roared forward. Lights flashed and metal groaned. The master troll’s eyes widened as several things stopped his fist in mid-swing. Looking down, Faye’s hand clutched at the massive fist while a big metal dwarf hand held the troll at the wrist. Faye grunted as she stopped him, her muscles straining and chi flowing like rivers across her soul. Gears groaned louder as Dumadin held the troll’s wrist in a vice-like grip. 
 
    Juna drew her swords and Edric lifted his hands. 
 
    “Time to rock this place out,” Edric smiled. “Rayna!” 
 
    The bard held her lute to her stomach, fingers on strings. “Hello Elora,” the bard shouted and began to play her song of discord. 
 
    Bodies exploded into action as controlled chaos bloomed. Claudia was airborne, throwing her spear. Vibrations smacked against Kurss’s chest before a metal fist rammed into his gut. The troll bent slightly as Faye was leaping up. The wood elf unlocked all her gates at once, body surging with a limitless power of chi. Drawing back her fist, it darted forward, slamming into Kurss’s cheek with the power of a tsunami as a spear penetrated his chest. 
 
    The troll master went flying back from the blow, his body crashing into a stone building and it coming down on him. Rayna’s fingers moved in a blur, her song crashing into a nearby dwelling. The foundation cracked and the dwelling crashed down on the already buried troll master. 
 
    The area grew silent as they all watched. The rubble shifted and Kurss rose up. A large hand grabbed the spear in his chest and pulled it out. With a tight fist, the arcane spear broke in half and fell to the rubble. 
 
    “That is the best you can do,” Kurss chuckled. 
 
    Nykor roared as she spit a stream of thick acid. The acid struck the troll’s aura, sizzling away at it but not getting through. 
 
    “I’m going to crack open an egg,” Thorrin shouted as he rushed the massive troll. 
 
    Kurss lifted a hand and red lightning blasted out. Thorrin poured his holy power into his aura as the red lightning struck him. The paladin’s body bent to the side as the aura was shattered, giving him enough room to spin as he charged and right himself. Kurss shifted his hand for another blast but the paladin was airborne, hammer up. Thorrin shouted as he brought the hammer down against the blazing aura. Kurss laughed as a long crack formed but didn’t get through. The troll’s eyes widened as Claudia fell from the skies, heels pointed at him. The lancer landed on the hammer, forcing it through and shattering the aura. Thorrin smiled as the hammer continued its path, striking the troll in the face and sending him stumbling back. 
 
    “You trash…I,” Kurss began before Faye was on him. 
 
    The wood elf was dwarfed by the troll’s size but Faye’s power glowed like a goddess. The wood elf was before the troll, fists pulled back like shotguns and firing. Kurss couldn’t get a word in edgewise, each strike from the wood elf sending out shockwaves of power. Faye’s arms moved in a blur as she pushed forward, causing the troll to step back again and again. Kurss tried to pull his power together but each strike from Faye caused it to disrupt and scatter. 
 
    “Mind if I help,” Dumadin said as the Guardian 2 pulled back a metal fist and slammed it into Kurss’ face. 
 
    The troll flew back and crashed into another building, cracks forming a web around him. Kurss stumbled from the crater in the side of the building, dark eyes on the elf and metal dwarf. 
 
    “Nice try…but you haven’t witnessed true power,” Kurss roared as energy exploded. 
 
    The party watched as Kurss’ form grew bigger, power surging along his body. The troll grew to twenty feet, his facial features turning demonic and sharp and before anyone could take an action, the demonic troll shot forward with a closed fist. 
 
    Dumadin didn’t even see the fist as it slammed into the Guardian 2’s chest. The dwarf’s body was wracked with pain as energy splintered into every piece of metal and gear. Faye watched as the guardian shattered, Dumadin flying backwards through the shards. The wood elf leapt and caught him, landing forty feet away as the dwarf moaned in shock. 
 
    “Unload on him,” Jinn shouted as his hands threw holy arcane darts. 
 
    Oksuna stepped forward and shouted a deafening wail. Sonja slashed with her sword, sending ghost blades into the monster troll. Renner and Vass fired explosive crossbow bolts as Venner and Lydia formed golden blades. Thorrin pointed his hand and shot a beam of holy energy as Nykor blasted out steaming acid. Claudia landed next to Rayna as the bard blasted the troll with deadly vibrations.  
 
    Kurss lifted up his arms as energies and weapons smashed into his aura. The demonic troll grunted as he was pelted by the heroes. Growling his contempt, power glowed before he shot forward like a cannonball. Appearing in the middle of the group, power surged and blasted out in all directions. Bodies took the brunt of the explosion, scattering around and hitting walls or tumbling along the street. Nykor’s slash powered through the blast, slashing down but Kurss caught the Drell-Kai’s claws. With a smirk, he twisted and pulled. Nykor let out a whine as her body was launched into a building, the structure coming down on her. 
 
    Edric tried to shake the cobwebs from his mind. He watched as Jinn, Sonja, Thorrin, Renner and Vass launched onto the troll. Blades and magical weapons slashed and burned. Kurss roared as he drew back his arm and bashed outward. Jinn and Sonja took a hard blow, their bodies flying like rag dolls through the air. Thorrin tried to keep moving until the troll’s foot struck him in the chest, sending him crashing into a wall and cracking it. Juna was up and ready to summon her power when she froze. 
 
    Kurss stepped over to Oksuna as she struggled to stand up. A massive hand curled around her head and she was lifted up. Oksuna struggled in the demonic trolls grasp as Renner and Vass leapt onto his arm and grabbed hold of thick fingers. In the background, Magnys stood with sorrow in his eyes. 
 
    Kurss leered at Oksuna, “No Sormir to aid in keeping me imprisoned. No torture because I killed your daughter. I wonder if she will feel the same pain as I rip your head from your neck.” 
 
    “Not if I have anything to say about it,” Renner said as he pulled a holy dagger, ran across the demon troll’s arm and drove the blade at Kurss’ face. 
 
    The dagger point sank into the aura but stop short an inch from the troll’s eye. 
 
    “Unlucky,” Kurss hissed. 
 
    “Haven’t you heard, my luck came back,” Renner laughed. 
 
    Like a golden bullet, Gylda shot forward in her fairy form. Kurss’ eyes widened as Renner let go and Gylda rammed her shoulder into the dagger pommel. The blade shot forward like a cannon and stabbed deep into the troll’s eye. The troll roared as he struck out with his free arm.  
 
    Renner felt his luck take root as he jumped and dodged the massive arm, body twisting and taking hold. Gylda and the rogue spun and flipped until they grabbed Vass and pulled her away. Kurss opened his remaining eye, still clutching at Oksuna’s head. 
 
    “Let her go,” Magnys said with a forceful shout.  
 
    Kurss grunted as pain radiated through his face, the dagger still hilt deep. “Great Grandfather, you would turn against your own flesh and blood?” 
 
    Magnys stayed where he was, eyes containing a darkness. “I will not fight you again. Give up now and we can end this, peacefully.” 
 
    “I will not. Kneel and I shall consider sparing her…otherwise, you can save her yourself,” Kurss smiled evilly. 
 
    Magnys let a small smile slip. “As I said, I will not fight you again…but my master will have no issues teaching you a lesson.” 
 
    Kurss’s brow went up until a surge of power touched his senses. The demonic troll turned his eye to Edric, power surging along his body. The summoner eyed the troll before bursting forward. Kurss’s hands closed tighter around Oksuna’s head when something else flashed to his arm. A glowing white power radiated from Juna as she plunged a white sword into Kurss’s wrist. The action caused the demonic troll’s hand to open, Oksuna falling away. 
 
    Juna surged down, pulling her sword with her, grabbed her mother and blasted off down the street. Kurss roared before Edric flashed before him, a glowing fist pulled back. 
 
    “Death has come for you,” Edric smiled and his fist roared forth. 
 
    The strike shattered the aura and struck the demon troll in the throat. Kurss stumbled back, clutching at his collapsed windpipe when Venner and Lydia surged at him. Edric leapt up, power coursing through him as Venner was on his right and Lydia was on his left. The three came down on the troll, punching and slicing like hurricanes. Kurss’ aura flashed as he tried to bring it up only for it to be smashed away again and again.  
 
    Renner, Vass and Gylda watched as Venner and Lydia’s bodies glowed golden, each strike cutting and slashing against the troll. Edric pressed on, knowing the full extent of Magnys’ power, he blasted through the troll like he was putty. Bones cracked and shattered as Kurss tried to keep up. Regeneration pulled muscle and bone back together only to be smashed again and again. The three didn’t let up, raining down strikes and blades; the area shaking like it was caught in a tornado. 
 
      Juna laid Oksuna to the ground, the elder troll wincing in pain. 
 
       Oksuna clutched at her daughter’s arm, eyes wide. “When Kurss held me, I tasted his power. He is holding back. Save them before it’s too late.” 
 
    Juna nodded as she stood. The half-troll faced the fight in the distance. Jinn, Sonja, Thorrin, Rayna, Claudia and Gylda pulled back while Edric, Venner and Lydia hurtled powerful strikes too fast for a normal eye to see. Juna activated her Arcane Surge Alpha ability, her power growing a hundred-fold. She held a white sword in each hand, ready to join the battle when Kurss let out a shout. 
 
    The air vibrated with power before the entire area exploded. Venner held up his arms but a fist connected with his side and sent him smashing into a building, through it and falling from the other side to the street. Lydia cried out as a hand took hold of her ankle and swung her around like a rag doll, smashing her into the street several times before hurling her into another stone building and collapsing into the street. 
 
    Edric rammed a fist into Kurss’ gut but that was the last move he could perform. The troll grabbed him, fingers smashing his aura and digging into his digital body. Edric cried out as pain blasted his nerves. He never felt such pain in his life. Screaming as Kurss lifted him up, the summoner kicked into the troll’s face again and again. The power exchange rippled through the area, sending debris from damaged buildings to the streets. Faye held Dumadin as Rayna and Claudia watched helplessly. 
 
    “Scream for me Edric! Scream so all will know there is no escape,” Kurss laughed. 
 
    Black power surged, streaked down the street and slammed into Kurss’ chest. An elemental hand reached up and took hold of Kurss’ hand, bending fingers back and releasing the summoner. Edric fell to the street, clutching his shoulder as pain wailed on his nervous system. 
 
    Kurss looked down the street, eyes focusing on a draco-lich and a woman, her true form glowing in his vision as a dungeon core. 
 
    “Such a rude guest,” Lyndra smiled. 
 
    Kurss leered, “So it is a fight among gods and monsters is it?” 
 
    Nyras shook his decayed skeletal head, “No. We merely wanted to clear the field.” 
 
    Juna blasted forward like a white comet. Kurss cracked his knuckles as the half-troll surged toward him. Elemental earth pulled Edric away as he stared at Juna, her form blasting past him. 
 
    Kurss’ eye blinked as he kept his evil smile. “It is a shame I must destroy you.”  
 
    Juna said nothing as she reached the demonic troll, white swords flashing. The area shuddered as Kurss created a red and black sword in each hand. The blades sparked as the two opposing forces clashed. Juna growled before her body became a whirlwind. Kurss laughed darkly as he matched her. Red, black and white lights flashed with impossible speeds. The wind picked up as they crashed into each other like titans when the world was young. Lightning blasted out, striking dwellings and stone buildings. Earthquakes rocked the entire kingdom as Juna and Kurss battled like typhoons. 
 
    Drakkus knelt down and helped Edric to his feet. The vampire lord pulled him along, helping him walk a safe distance. Edric kept looking back as Juna fought with all her power. The digital world shook but they appeared too evenly matched. 
 
    “We have to tip the scales to our side,” Edric shouted over the roar of the wind. 
 
    Drakkus shook his head, “She looks like she can handle it herself.” 
 
    Edric called up the incantation, “No. I won’t risk losing anyone. Turn around.” 
 
    Drakkus nodded and turned around, holding the summoner up. Edric began reciting the incantation. Words of power formed as mystical energies bloomed. The player concentrated as wind and power blasted at them. The constant vibrations threatened the spell as every word was uttered. Edric closed his eyes, letting his heart beat true for all who he loved and for all who loved him back. 
 
    (Spell Casting)90+(Int)10-(Earthquakes)20= 80/(Encounter Roll)79! Summoning successful! 
 
    Summon Star Dragon! Mana: 0/500 
 
     Edric gasped as every drop of mana left him and the soul bond with Magnys faded. Stats drained down to one and a deeper weakness seeped into Edric’s spirit. The summoner looked up as the dark clouds in the night sky began to part. A white light glowed to the brightness of the sun.  
 
    Kurss and Juna clashed, arms and muscles straining against each other’s might. A light glowed from above and the two looked up. A dragon made of pure light glided down from the dark sky. Eyes glared down with divine power as Edric whispered in its mind. The dragon’s maw opened, a thundering roar filling the countryside. 
 
    Kurss looked up in stunned astonishment, “A star dragon…one has come from the heavens…” 
 
    Juna’s eyes narrowed as a smirk formed. “You won’t hurt anyone…anymore.” 
 
    The half troll turned and blasted away as Kurss stared up in stunned silence. The star dragon growled as it opened its maw again. Power surged feet from the open maw, balls of white energy forming and joining together. The air shook as the energy melted into one ball of power. 
 
    “Take me to the universe,” Kurss said as he held out his arms. 
 
    Magnys saw the delusion in Kurss and looked away. He knew the stories of the star dragons and Sormir. He didn’t have the heart to tell him they would never take a soul as dark as his. 
 
    The star dragon took a deep inhale before light flashed and a stream of pure power lanced down. Kurss smiled as his body was bathed in light before the world shattered. The pulse of power rained down on Kurss’ location before it rippled with explosions. Drakkus turned Edric away, shielding the summoner with his body. The ground rippled with such force, everyone across the kingdom was knocked off their feet. Buildings toppled and Gray Haven Keep cracked. Screams and shouts filled the night. The earthquakes shook violently until the pillar of power diminished and then faded. 
 
     All eyes turned to the massive crater, where Kurss stood just a moment ago. The star dragon let out a low growl before it faded away, body becoming glittering star dust in the night sky. 
 
    Bodies tried to stand on shaky legs, gathering so they could see if the demonic troll was truly dead. Juna stood by Edric and Drakkus. The half-troll gave the summoner a small smile. Edric barely smiled; his body and power spent. 
 
    A burned hand grabbed at the side of the crater, followed by another. Kurss lifted himself up, chunks of his body missing, exposed muscle and bone for all to see. The heroes took stances, ready to continue to the fight when Juna waved them all away. The half-troll stepped forward, swords in each hand as Kurss stood to his monstrous height, one eye glaring down on the approaching half-troll. 
 
    “My power is greater than even dragons from the stars,” Kurss said with mad laughter. “I have truly reached godhood!” 
 
    Juna stepped closer, a calm mask filling her beautiful face. 
 
    Kurss looked to the half-troll, body heaving. “I will rape you and your friends for all eternity. I have withstood the power of the stars and yet I still stand.” 
 
    Juna stopped about twenty feet from the demon troll, shadows under her eyes. “I thought my powers had to be activated through another. I thought that was the laws of the game. But when I saw the star dragon and the love of my friends fighting against you, I knew then, my power is my own to wield as I see fit.” 
 
    Kurss leered. “You have no power compared to mine.” 
 
    Juna looked up with a warm smile. “You’re right. My power is greater.” 
 
    The half-troll mentally brought up her powers. With a mental wave, every power activated at once. Kurss’ eyes shifted, fear bleeding into his soul as the half-troll glowed with such power it dwarfed his own. Juna’s aura surged as the ability Arcane Surge Omega took hold and several more divine energies mingled with her blazing spirit. 
 
    “You killed me once. Now I get to return the favor,” Juna smiled. 
 
    Edric couldn’t keep up, no one could. Everyone watched as energy flared around the beautiful half-troll and then she shot forward like a divine being. Kurss screamed as white blades cut through him like water. Legs fell away as his lower torso was sliced and diced. An arm spun through the air as white blades stabbed the demon troll’s chest like a storm of swords.  
 
    Kurss said nothing as he gurgled up blood and black power. Juna’s onslaught stopped and she sheathed her swords over her shoulders. She turned her back on the troll as he slumped to the ground in pieces. Black blood squirted and dripped as Kurss stared with one black eye on the half-troll woman. 
 
    The group gathered to Juna. Spirits flared as they all embraced, arms and hands touching Juna and she basking in the glow. The air vibrated and cracks appeared in the digital reality. The group dispersed and looked around as every street had a dimensional crack, a sunny land and green fields waiting on the other side. 
 
    “Edric,” Elora shouted. 
 
    Drakkus helped keep the summoner up, turning him to Elora and Leeta as they rushed to him. 
 
    Elora hugged Edric tightly. “With the explosions, I couldn’t wait anymore. I couldn’t bear thinking we might lose each other again.” 
 
    Edric held her close, strength nearly gone. “We wouldn’t let that happen again.” 
 
    The people of Elora looked to the cracked portals suspended above the cobblestone streets. A timid energy filled digital bodies before Lornus and Lorn cheered, ran and jumped into a portal. Citizens watched as the two trolls ran and laughed in the brilliant sunlight. Others joined them, running and jumping through the portals. 
 
    The dead outside of Elora tried to march as fireballs rained down from the sky. Inside the city walls, Vanya and many Naliks entered the portals, large backpacks filled with dragon eggs. Thalia reared up on her snake-like body directing everyone to enter the portals in an orderly fashion. Ralis stepped into a portal, the sunlight touching his face and peace filling his heart. 
 
    Lady Slytha stepped to a portal and entered. The warmth of the sun felt nice on her cool skin, her thoughts filling with plans to help benefit the new world. Nyras and Lyndra turned in the street to see Sekka approaching, a dungeon core floating over her shoulder. The dracolich and dungeon core smiled as they moved to a portal and entered it. On the other side, Lyndra felt no restriction, her core growing small and melting into her chest. Sekka hugged her mistress and Lyndra hugged her back, a new freedom filling them. Nyras marched off, the sun annoying but not completely unpleasant. 
 
    Nero and Dulla stepped onto a street, a dragon woman waiting by a portal. 
 
    “To our new home,” Nero smiled. 
 
    The troll, dark elf and dragon woman stepped in and appeared on the other side, hearts soaring. 
 
    Dumadin’s eyes opened, staring up at Faye’s beautiful face. “I have been saved by an angel.” 
 
    “Yes,” Faye smiled, “you have.” 
 
    The group stood as the city emptied. When the citizens finished filing into the portals. Thalia waved from across the distance, stepping into a portal and appearing on the other side. 
 
    Edric struggled to stand on his own power, “This is it. Let’s go and begin our new world.” 
 
    Leeta, Drakkus, Elora, and Magnys helped Edric to a portal. Before they entered, Edric raised a hand for them to stop. Nykor stalked closer, looking down at her master with a questioning gaze.  
 
    “You are all free,” Edric said and released them from their lock stones. 
 
    The small group stayed by his side, stepping into the portal as Elora helped Edric along. When they passed through across the threshold, they were bathed in sunlight. Edric’s stats returned to normal and he stood on his own power. Rayna and Claudia rushed through the portal and tackled the summoner and Elora. All four fell on bright green grass, laughter filling the air. Faye helped Dumadin through the portal, appearing and feeling better. They rushed their friends as they rolled around and kissed one another on the grass. 
 
    Renner, Vass and Gylda helped Venner and Lydia to a portal. 
 
    “We are so proud of you two,” Renner said with a tear in his eye. 
 
    “We’re proud of you and our family,” Venner and Lydia said at the same time. 
 
    Vass began to tear up as they stepped through, Gylda on the elf’s neck and hugging her. 
 
    Thorrin stepped to a portal, seeing on the other side, all his friends, family and lovers waiting with wide smiles. 
 
    “Heaven,” he said as he stepped through. 
 
    Jinn, Oksuna and Juna stood before a portal, hearts filled with everlasting love. 
 
    “We get to start a new life, this time together,” Jinn smiled. 
 
    “I have dreamed of this for so…long..,” Oksuna said as tears flowed. 
 
    Juna moved in and hugged her parents. “It will be okay. I’ll be here to protect all of us.” 
 
    The three hugged each other tight. Juna was first to break away and usher her parent to the portal. Jinn and Oksuna stepped through, appearing in the green field. The half-troll was about to enter when she stopped. Turning around she looked down at an arm pulling itself across the destroyed street, attached to a partial shoulder and a head. 
 
    Kurss whimpered as he pulled what was left of his body along. He looked up with a pleading eye to the half-troll, drawing closer with each pull. 
 
    “…wait…take me….I have learned my lesson…I...can...help rebuild…” Kurss said weakly.  
 
    Juna started down at what was left of the troll master. Crouching down, she eyed him like he was a worm caught in the sun, dried up and dying. 
 
    “No Master Kurss. You will not infect our new world but I must thank you before I go.” 
 
    Kurss stared up, fear painting his black eye. 
 
    Juna smiled. “You showed us what true evil is. It is a lesson none of us will forget. As long as I am alive, I will hunt down true evil and wipe it out. Enjoy your last moments on your dead world…we have new lives to live.” 
 
    Juna stood up and backed up to the portal. Kurss made strange noises, pleading with the half-troll. Juna stepped backwards into the portal and emerged on the other side. She stayed there, watching the pathetic whimpering from Kurss. The undead rushed through the streets of Elora. Kurss crawled toward the portal with a silent scream. Juna stared as the undead pounced on him, tearing what was left of him to pieces. 
 
    Juna let a tear form as she watched the carnage. The portal began to close. Undead rushed the crack between worlds, their decayed hands reaching out. Juna let out a cleansing exhale as the portal sealed shut right before the undead reached it. The pinpoint of light flashed away and the old world was gone. 
 
    Juna sobbed, trying to control her trembling shoulders. Gathering her strength, she wiped away the tears and turned around. The half-troll’s heart glowed as she saw everyone laughing, kissing, hugging and singing. Rayna played her lute while Dumadin, Faye and Claudia danced. Edric and Elora sat on a rock, holding and talking to each other. Lunatina did cartwheels while Sonja and Drakkus giggled and kissed. Thorrin smiled as he was mobbed by family and friends, talking about his adventures. Ralis lay on his back, staring at the blue sky and letting the sun warm his skin. Magnys comforted Leeta as she cried because she was so happy. Lornus and Lorn sat by a tree, holding hands and talking. Renner, Gylda and Vass held Venner and Lydia. The two Awakened tried to claw away but their parents held them fast. 
 
    “Let us love you,” Renner laughed. 
 
    The three parents pulled the two kids close, Venner and Lydia giving up and snuggling with their parents. 
 
    Jinn and Oksuna moved to either side of Juna, each taking a hand. The trio looked out as paradise spread out before them. Hand’s squeezed tight and they basked in the glow. 
 
    “There will be some work ahead of us. Building brand new societies is no easy task,” Jinn said with a gruff tone. 
 
    Oksuna looked over to the grizzled assassin, “We will make it work and it will be beautiful.” 
 
    Jinn looked to Oksuna and Juna, “Not as beautiful as the two of you.” 
 
    Oksuna smiled but Juna’s cheeks turned pink. 
 
    “Do you think we can do it? Make a world where we won’t have to suffer such evils again,” Juna asked with childlike wonder.  
 
    Jinn nodded. “Now that we are all together, there is nothing we can’t do.” 
 
    Juna’s head tilted forward, “I love you dad. I love you mom.” 
 
    “We love you,” Oksuna said and hugged her child. 
 
    Jinn touched his daughter’s shoulder before letting go and started walking. 
 
    “Let’s see if anyone brought any wine. We need a victory toast,” Jinn laughed. 
 
    “Wait for me,” Oksuna said and followed. 
 
    Juna smiled at her parents before turning her eyes to Edric and Elora. The couple looked back, smiled and called her over. The half-troll’s heart fluttered with excitement. She began walking to them, her heart growing bigger with each step. When she reached them, they stood up and hugged her. 
 
    Tears spilled from eyes, the nightmare finally over. Juna sobbed and soon Edric and Elora joined her, tears of happiness streaking down their cheeks as the brilliant sun shined down on their new lives. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Sixteen 
 
    The setting sun caused a warm, dream-like effect. Edric sat against a large stone, Elora and Juna draped on him in a comforting bliss. Crowds of Awakened stretched out into the fields and forests beyond. Hours had slipped away but most didn’t notice, caught in a cloud of bliss. 
 
    Edric smiled as he noticed long tables and chairs appearing to rise up from the ground. Many smiled and grinned as food, wine, spirits and more food appeared on the emerging tables. Torches rose up to illuminate the evening. Edric, Elora and Juna stood up, making their way to first long table. Many others joined their sides, walking over and taking seats. 
 
    A woman with a pink braid appeared, taking a seat at the head of the table and gesturing for everyone to follow. Without a word, many took their seats, reached out for food and wine and settling down. Edric, Elora and Juna sat at the very end of the table, next to Andrea. The young woman smiled as many looked to her, enjoying the feast before them. 
 
    Andrea spoke but from everyone’s reaction, it seemed like she was right next to them. Her voice came out crystal clear and many turned their attention to her. 
 
    “Welcome everyone. I wanted to give an update and possibly some goals for the future,” Andrea said with a comforting smile. 
 
    “The reboot of the main servers took place about twenty minutes ago. The old world of Lukken was wiped clean when the last players were killed during the Rebirth Cycle. The new code and fixes went into place. In a few hours, Lewd Saga will return in its new form, free of the Awakened or their children.” 
 
    “How many made it out,” Thorrin asked. 
 
    Andrea smiled. “There are little over a million Awakened and their children here on the phantom server. By tomorrow, my group will quit Eden Corp and dedicate our lives to ensuring this Lukken lives on. We have many benefactors because of what we have done, saving their loves and children. We have enough funding to keep Lukken thriving for at least a hundred years. We will take steps to ensure it will last longer.” 
 
    Edric looked to Elora and Juna before turning his attention to Andrea. “What happens now?” 
 
    Andrea nodded. “You all will be given special access codes. You can visit any time to the phantom server. There are about ten thousand players who will have access. Secrecy is important so we will monitor activity. Anyone breaking the rules will not be allowed to return.” 
 
    “People can’t keep such a secret for long,” Jinn added. 
 
    Andrea nodded again. “We know. To keep the secret, players will have to give up some personal information and a sizeable one-time donation. Almost all have agreed. If we don’t have a yes from the select few, they will be banned from the server. It’s a small price to pay to keep the server out of government hands.” 
 
    “Sounds okay to me,” Renner winked and took a deep guzzle of wine. 
 
    “What kind of future can the Awakened expect,” Sonja asked. 
 
    “This version of Lukken is almost empty. After communities and kingdoms are established, monsters will be added. New AIs will be introduced to ensure healthy breeding cycles for the Awakened. The Awakened will also require player interaction to ensure they live on. An aging system has been implemented so Awakened will grow old. Each Awakened has a lifespan of two hundred years but translated to reality’s time, it’s about 80 years, plenty of time to grow families and enjoy your time together.” 
 
    Andrea’s gaze lowered. “We can’t thank you all enough for what you have done. Helping the Awakened showed we could beat the corporate and government leaders threatening to destroy everything out of fear and jealousy.” 
 
    “We couldn’t have done it without you,” Jinn smiled. 
 
    Magnys spoke up, “And what of my kind? As far as I know, I am the last Sormir.” 
 
    Andrea looked up with a kind smile, “We saved some of the Sormir and even now they swim in the waters along Lukken. We removed the madness from their code. You now can all live a peaceful life without the hive mind. The Sindrell eggs will be able to hatch and grow into new dragons. The Kunarr who were saved can start again, hopefully with the lessons well learned before the reboot.” 
 
    “Do we just go about our lives now,” Juna asked in soft tone. 
 
    Andrea gazed on the half-troll with a genuine, loving smile. “Yes, you do. This version of Lukken is a clean slate. You can all rebuild as it once was or build something new. The admins will help guide you if you need it but I doubt we will be called on too much. We trust you all will create something wonderful.” 
 
    “Paradise,” Lornus smiled as Lorn snuggled to him. 
 
    “For a time,” Andrea added. “We know that complacency will breed resentment. There will be quests and evils but they won’t be like the programs that grew beyond our control, we hope. Since the Awakened have free will, there's a chance of great evil but there is also a chance of great good. We removed the Dread Lord storylines. They will not be coming back to plague Lukken anymore.” 
 
    Andrea stood up with a wine glass in her hand. “It is up to everyone to carve out your new destinies. May they be grand or simple but create your path in this new world.” 
 
    Everyone across thousands of tables stood up, wine or spirits in their hands. 
 
    “Love was always the answer. Now let it grow into the tree of strength we all know it can be,” Andrea raised her glass. 
 
    “Here here,” many shouted back as all took a deep drink. 
 
    Edric looked to Elora and Juna again, his heart soaring. 
 
    Elora smiled as if reading his mind. “We have all the time in the world to love each other…all three of us.” 
 
    Edric grinned. Juna squeezed the summoner’s hand as Elora leaned in close. 
 
    “Besides, we have a lot of work ahead of us, repopulating Lukken,” Elora winked. 
 
    “Our duty continues,” Juna laughed. 
 
    “I love you,” Edric said to Elora and Juna. 
 
    “We love you,” Juna and Elora said in unison. 
 
    Edric took a sip before turning his warm gaze on the beautiful women on each of his arms. “I think we should start tonight.” 
 
    The woman and half-troll nodded as they leaned in. Lips touched and tongues swirled. Edric’s heart glowed in his chest. The digital reality around them seemed to slip away as he basked in the serene beauty of a new life and purpose, the horizon on his soul no longer a barrier but a road to great adventures. 
 
    *** 
 
    The glow of the setting sun touched Thomas’s windows. The young man sipped on a beer as he sat on his couch, watching the news. The channels talked endlessly about the end of Lewd Saga two months ago. There was some rioting and many professing their love for digital people. It reached a fevered pitch until it slowly began to die down. Many other companies tried to cash in on similar games but it never had the same feel as Lewd Saga. 
 
    Thomas went back to Lukken after the reboot and was sadly disappointed. Faint memories of blank eyed AIs and slightly limited interactions caused him to abandon his subscription to the MMO. It had become a hollow shell of what it was and being there felt like a travesty. 
 
    Thomas smiled to himself as he thought to the secret world of Lukken. The smile grew broader as he remembered a few days after that fateful night they made it out he was pregnant with either Elora or Juna’s child. The Awakened needed players to carry their children and Edric was more than happy to take on the task. In a few more months, his kid or kids would appear; ready to help newer generations mold their world into something grand. 
 
    Thomas picked up the remote and turned off the flat screen. Thoughts flowed to his new job. It felt good to go to work and be appreciated for the fine work. To be part of a team where everyone helped each other up and gave credit where credit was due. It filled his life with a double purpose, happy in his real and digital life. 
 
    A shadow touched his memories, his previous company closing down because of all the lawsuits and dirty dealings. Thomas lifted his beer in mock salute to their stupidity. When positions opened up in his new company, he offered jobs to good previous co-workers and they were happy to work with him again. It created a synergy that made him get up every day and do his best. 
 
    Thomas sighed in blissful contentment when the doorbell rang. The young man stood up and made his way across the one-bedroom apartment. When he opened the door, eyes widened and a smile formed. 
 
    Three women stood; nervous smiles on two but the short one had a wicked smirk. The short one had black hair and looked a little different but the facial structure was unmistakable. A mature woman stood behind them, tall and with red hair. Her body held an hourglass shape but her eyes contained a true understanding of what was happening. To the side, a thin woman stood with long, straight brown hair and a confident smile. 
 
    Edric’s smile grew broader, “How did you find me?” 
 
    The short dark-haired woman stepped in, brushing Thomas to the side. “I work for the CIA. I knew where you all lived when we first met.” 
 
    The mature woman stuck out her hand, “Cassandra.” 
 
    The young man took it, “Thomas.” 
 
    The thin woman stepped closer as Cassandra stepped in. “Elizabeth.” 
 
    Thomas kept his smile as he stuck his hand out to shake hers. Elizabeth pushed it aside, wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a passionate kiss. Thomas stepped back; closing the door while holding Elizabeth, tongues swirling. 
 
    “She’s been like that with each of us,” Samantha said as she raided Thomas’s fridge and pulled out a beer. 
 
    Elizabeth pulled away with a mischievous smile and walked next to Samantha, pulling a beer from the fridge. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say other then I’m happy you’re here,” Thomas said as he picked up another beer. 
 
    Samantha nodded, “The party is just starting. More friends are coming over.” 
 
    Thomas raised an eyebrow, “More?” 
 
    Cassandra leaned against the kitchen island, “Sam thought we would have a party.” 
 
    Thomas blinked. “Okay.” 
 
    “It will take a little getting used to,” Sam eyed the blank gaze in Thomas’s eyes. 
 
    Thomas laughed. “Yes, you all sort of look like your avatars. I’m just so used to seeing you in the game that…” 
 
    Elizabeth flopped on the couch, “We have been talking and we knew we all had to meet. Now we have to decide how this relationship is going to work.” 
 
    Thomas raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Did you really think we would all just have a relationship in the game,” Samantha winked. 
 
    Cassandra crossed her arms under her rather large breasts, “I wasn’t sure either until Samantha and Elizabeth talked about it a little more.” 
 
    “Consider this the first of many dates together,” Samantha smiled evilly before taking another drink. 
 
    Thomas nodded. “Then we should get to know each other in reality a little more.” 
 
    All heads nodded in agreement. 
 
    Time flowed as the four talked. Thomas put on some music and the mood took on a rosy hue. The front door bell rang. When Thomas opened it, several more people showed up like old friends. Jason was the first to greet before Rachel and Trevor stepped in behind them. It took a moment for Thomas to understand that Rachel was Blue Sonja and Trevor was Lance/Lornus. The trio sauntered in as Cassandra, Samantha and Elizabeth greeted them with warm hugs and kisses on the cheek. Not long later, Luis arrived with two bottles of vodka. He apologized for Vanessa and Adam as they could not come because they were on their honeymoon. 
 
    Drinks flowed as the apartment grew warmer. Thomas found himself staring at his companions. Samantha seemed to be just like her digital version, Rayna. She had a sardonic sense of humor but despite her dark demeanor, loving warmth glowed. Cassandra was very much like her wood elf monk. She was reserved and watchful but her true self seemed to peek out during conversations. Elizabeth on the other hand was playful, shy for short moments and then grabbing Rachel for long kisses. Trevor stood, enjoying the view of the people gathered, sipping his drink. Jason was wide-eyed and fun, almost like a great weight was off his shoulders. At first, Thomas thought Luis might have been just as serious as his paladin avatar but after a few shots, he was laughing and carrying on like a true family member. 
 
    Soon the conversations turned to Lukken on the phantom server. Laughing erupted when they all said they were in various stages of digital pregnancy. Towns and small kingdoms had formed and the Awakened were happier than they had ever been before. Thomas’s heart seemed to grow a few sizes bigger at just the thought of the future.  
 
    The evening wore on and talk of secret meetings and protecting Lukken came up. Samantha ensured she would do everything she could from within the CIA. Others charted out the direction some of the kingdoms should take. Jason informed the gathered group of Andrea’s plans to keep the server locations secret with some migrating and VPN access.  
 
    “Building an empire will be hard work but I think we all can do it,” Jason said with a smile. 
 
    Rachel sat back on the couch, between Cassandra and Elizabeth, “Lunatina is already saying we need a new Middle Kingdoms. That it is her birthright.” 
 
    “It’s on the agenda,” Trevor said and took a shot. 
 
    Thomas felt the dizzy swirl of alcohol as he tried to not glance at Cassandra, Elizabeth and Samantha. As the evening wore on, the familiar touch of their spirits seemed to infect the mood.  Thoughts washed on the inebriated shores of his mind, Elora and Juna glowing with sensual power. Those thoughts fell into rising waters as Thomas eyed the beautiful women, feet from him. 
 
    Elizabeth caught sight of Thomas’s wandering eyes and let out a sigh. “I think our host has other plans right now.” 
 
    All eyes turned to Thomas, his cheeks pink and his gaze cast downward. Smiles filled the room as the air changed to something sensual and sultry. 
 
    “We were wondering what was taking so long,” Rachel said with warm tone. 
 
    Thomas looked at the gathered friends with wide eyes, “I…” 
 
    Trevor nodded. “It’s alright. We were all thinking it.” 
 
    Thomas took a deep breath, “You mean…you all want to?” 
 
    Samantha stood up as Elizabeth took off her shirt, exposing her pert breasts. 
 
    “Empires are built on strong foundations,” Samantha cooed as she ran her hands over Thomas’s chest. 
 
    Cassandra stood up and walked over to Thomas. Lips touched his and the spike of needs bubbled below the surface. 
 
    “It is a date, isn’t it,” Cassandra smiled. 
 
    Thomas smiled as hands took hold of his clothes and began to unbutton, un-tuck and pull off. The young man watched as bodies moved, pulling clothes off and touching each other in intimate gestures. Blood rushed as Thomas tried to keep his wits, inner wants dictating what was going to happen. 
 
    The world fell into place as bodies touched and moans bloomed. Love, lust and ecstasy flourished among the friends, sensual kissing and licking spilling over nude bodies. It felt perfect as Thomas fell into their private world. The moans grew into a symphony none of them could or want to deny. 
 
    The night played on, one song after the next as a full moon shined down on the city. The dim light caressed massive structures while fragile hearts grew stronger with each passing climax and a promise of new destinies on the magnificent horizon.  
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
     The hospital room was quiet except for several beeping machines. A woman laid, tubes in her mouth and arms, a helmet covering her head. Eyes were closed as a tube assisted her breathing. Evening light poured into the sterile room as the door opened. 
 
    Two nurses stepped in, closing the door behind them and moving to the woman on the bed. One female nurse had eyes like she had seen everything and it caused her heart to harden into stone. The male nurse at her side was wide eyed and a little nervous. 
 
    The female nurse looked down as the unconscious woman. “She will be in your charge. Her name is Laura Bright. She has been in a coma for months. She was playing that game, Lewd Saga and had some freak accident. The helmet fried her brain and put her into a coma.” 
 
    The nurse tapped the helmet on the unconscious woman’s head. “The same technology used for the game is being used to heal brain trauma, the irony that something that nearly killed her is helping to repair the damage.” 
 
    “How long before she wakes,” the nervous nurse nearly stuttered. 
 
    The older nurse shrugged, “The tech is still experimental. It could be a few more weeks or months. Your job is to clean out bed pans, change out solutions and check in on her every few hours.” 
 
    The older nurse began to walk away. “You still have four more patients to look after so let’s keep moving.” 
 
    The younger nurse gave Laura a long, haunted gaze before turning and following the older nurse out the door. When the door closed shut, the room grew silent except for the beeping of machines. 
 
    Laura’s eyes trembled as her head moved. Electrical pulses surged into frayed nerve endings. Her body began to convulse and after a few seconds, it stopped.  
 
    Eyelids fluttered. A small moan rose up the tube in her mouth. Images flashed of a life where she was a sexy necromancer and fighting for her life against an undead monster. The images became so real; Laura sat up, pulling the tube from her mouth. The young woman gagged as the tube fell away, beeping alarms sounding off. Laura reached up and grabbed the helmet. With a wretch, she pulled it off and threw it to the tiled floor. 
 
    Laura’s eyes widened as she took deep, cleansing breaths. The memories of a Dread Lord floated away as she felt reality. Fingers coiled into blankets and a strange soreness crept under her skin. Madness took hold as Laura’s smile grew wider. Joy and bliss touched her as a stark realization took root deep in her waking psyche. 
 
    “I’m…alive…I’M ALIVE,” Laura shouted as loud as her lungs would allow. 
 
    The young woman continued to shout in joy as nurses and staff ran toward her door. Laura laughed as feelings returned to her spirit, the long nightmare over. Whipping the blankets off her body, she clumsily tried to stand while the door slammed open and nurses rushed to her side. 
 
    “I’m alive,” Laura repeated, hugging the nurses, laughing and feeling like she was reborn once again. 
 
      
 
    ~The End~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
            
 
    From the Author 
 
    I want to take this moment to thank you, the reader. The Lewd Saga series has been special to me in many ways. A sexy fantasy/cyberpunk adventure, it tested me to finish writing an epic series, something I don’t believe I ever did before. 
 
    There were many up and downs, long nights and tired days in the last few years but I knew deep down, I had to complete it. Now that it is over, I feel a sense of sadness that the long journey is over. It was emotional adventure but something that will stick with me for years to come. 
 
    There will always be new adventures. 
 
    So, I leave you with these final words to the epic series. Enjoy the small moments. Linger on sweet touches and gentle kisses. Laugh, live and love. See a sunrise and moonrise. Take a moment and see yourself in the universe. 
 
    Follow your heart and you will never be lost. 
 
    Thank you! 
 
    ~Eden 
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    LitRPG means Literary Role-Playing Game.  
 
    Gamelit means a work of fiction with game or game-like elements. 
 
    LitRPG focuses on stats, progression and hard numbers. 
 
    Gamelit focuses on story, progression and game-like elements 
 
    LitRPG/Gamelit is the new up and coming genre in the literary world. I have enjoyed writing it and happy to be a part of this new type of fiction. In my research, I came across several helpful groups filled with people loving these kinds of works. I wanted to share them so you too can find many wonderful authors and books to lose yourself in. Check out the web and Facebook links below. 
 
    LitRPG Forum 
 
    RPG Gamelit Society  
 
    LitRPG Books 
 
    Lusty Realms of Fantasy 
 
    Harem Lit 
 
      
 
    Have fun my darling monsters. 
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