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          Entering the Empire

        

      

    
    
      LEVEL 1 / SERF / ATTRIBUTES:

      
        	STRENGTH:  2

        	INTELLIGENCE: 3

        	CHARISMA: 2

        	VITALITY: 3

      

      LEVEL 1 / SERF / ELEMENTS:

      
        	FIRE: X

        	WIND: X

        	WATER: X

        	EARTH: X

        	ICE: X
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* * *

      “You ready, man?” Jake put his headset on.

      “As ready as I’ll ever be,” Miles said. “What do you think about my attributes? How should I distribute them?”

      “Who cares? You can get more in the game.”

      Miles hated the thought of starting out as a serf in Endless Empire, but he knew that he had to pay his dues before he could level up. Even though Miles wasn’t much of a gamer, Jake had persuaded his friend to join him on an adventure. Endless Empire was the hot new virtual reality RPG and it offered the ultimate escape from real life.

      Ever since Jake started playing, Miles had noticed a change in his friend’s demeanor. Suddenly, Jake was more confident, sometimes bordering on cocky. He was attracting more women and had just gotten a big promotion at work. Miles didn’t understand how a game could have changed him this much, but he was eager to test it out himself.

      “Am I even going to see you in there?” Miles asked.

      Jake was already off in his own world and didn’t hear him. Miles was a little apprehensive about leaving the “real world,” even if it was only temporary. He had seen a story on the news about a dude who locked himself in his apartment for weeks to conquer this game. It seemed to have a way of sucking people in and making them forget about reality.

      Taking a deep breath, Miles put on the headset. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest. A stat sheet appeared, the virtual letters hovering in the air before him. As a serf, he only had 10 points to distribute among his various attributes. He tried to spread them out evenly, giving a slight advantage to Intelligence and Vitality over Strength and Charisma.

      Since he was just starting, he didn’t have any of the elements (Fire, Water, Wind, Earth, and Ice) needed to level up in the game. Miles would be roaming through different territories, collecting points and power — and, hopefully, having a few virtual flings. Jake had promised him that the chicks in this game were smoking hot.

      As he pressed START, Miles saw his own character for a brief moment. He was shocked to see how poor and downtrodden he looked as a serf. His clothes were ragged and a shabby cap covered his tawny hair.

      “I definitely need to level up fast, or I’m not gonna get any chicks,” he said to himself. “Maybe I should have given myself a couple more Charisma points to start…”

      A moment later, he was standing in a field, rubbing his eyes as the bright sun bore down on him. Endless rows of a strange crop were growing as far as the eye could see. In the distance, he could make out the faint outline of a stone house on a hilltop.

      Nearby, other lone peasants were toiling in the fields. Their heads were down and nobody spoke as they dug and plowed with primitive tools.

      While Miles was squinting and trying to see everything he could, he heard a horse approach. He turned and saw a well-dressed man on horseback.

      “Have you collected your daily allotment, peasant?” the man asked coldly.

      “N-No, sir,” Miles stuttered, instinctively treating this man with respect and deference. “Not yet.”

      He quickly realized, as he glanced down at the half-filled burlap sack in front of him, that he was harvesting a crop. The prickly red fruit that he was collecting from the plants had already cut up his fingers badly.

      The man stared at him scornfully. “You’re the only peasant who hasn’t filled up a sack with fruit today! And for that, you will be punished.”

      “Punished?!” Miles asked incredulously. One minute into the game and he already felt like he was losing. “Listen, sir, I literally just got here, and…”

      “If you cannot harvest my crops, then I have no reason to offer you protection. You live on my property, don’t you?”

      “I suppose I do,” Miles muttered. If he squinted, he could vaguely make out the faint outlines of straw hovels at the bottom of the hill. That must have been where all the peasants lived.

      “How dare you disrespect me!” the feudal lord cried out indignantly. The horse kicked up its front hooves, as if he, too, was offended by the serf’s sour tone of voice. “Come with me. One night in chains will do you some good.”

      Miles couldn’t believe it. He was playing this game to achieve greatness, not to grovel at the feet of some lord. There had to be a way out of this. But he had no elemental powers yet, and he knew that until he collected them, there would be no way out of this particular scenario.

      One moment, he was standing in the field, the wind jostling red fruit from the branches of the strange plant. The next, Miles was standing in a large, dim chamber. He took a step forward and realized that his hands were chained to the stone wall behind him.

      “Sir? Lord?” he called out, his voice echoing in the darkness. “Um…anyone?”

      There was only silence. Miles began to panic. Had he made a huge mistake by talking back to the lord of the manor? But what else could he do? Maybe he should have given himself more Intelligence, so he could use his brain to think of a way out of here. Or perhaps Strength should have been his dominant attribute, so he could break through these rusty chains and escape.

      He heard the sound of faint footsteps out in the corridor. A shadowy figure entered the chamber.

      “Sir, I’m sorry,” Miles sputtered into the darkness. “Please!  I’ll never disrespect you again.”

      There was a moment of unsettling silence, then the sound of shuffling feet as the figure moved closer.

      “I’m not a sir,” a woman’s voice retorted.

      She lit one of the tapers that lined the room, and then another. The woman took shape before him. First, Miles could only see her silhouette, which was as perfect as an hourglass. Then, he could see her face, a perfect oval with refined and delicate features. After blinking a few times, he finally saw her clearly.

      “Damn,” Miles breathed.

      “I came to bring you some gruel and water,” the woman said calmly as she approached him.

      Clad in a burgundy gown that flaunted her cleavage, the woman, probably in her early twenties, was absolutely gorgeous. She had full lips and big, glittering eyes. Her breasts were full and round, like two ripe melons peeking out of her gown.

      She was holding two bowls, one with steam drifting out of it. As she held the bowl close to Miles, he nearly choked at the bitter smell of its contents.

      “What is that stuff?”

      “It’s your dinner,” she said, raising one eyebrow. “Open your mouth, peasant.”

      “Maybe instead of feeding me, you can let me out of these chains for a minute,” Miles said hopefully.

      She glared at him. “Listen, fool. You should be thanking me for keeping you alive! If it were up to my father, he would let you rot in here. He’s a cruel man.”

      “Your father?”

      “Don’t you know who I am?” she asked incredulously.

      “No, but you’re beautiful,” Miles murmured.

      She had no response, but she did smirk slightly. “I’m not fond of flattery,” she said coolly. “Now eat up.”

      Miles reluctantly accepted a few mouthfuls of gruel, and then the woman gave him some water.

      “So what’s your name?” he asked. “And why do you care about keeping me alive, anyway?”

      “My name’s Beatrice.”

      “Lovely name,” Miles said. “Now what about the second question?”

      “I’d like to hear your name first,” Beatrice said coldly.

      “I’m Miles. Pleased to meet you.”

      She looked him up and down, a mixture of scorn and pity in her eyes. “You really want to know why I’m keeping you alive?”

      He nodded.

      “Because I intend to overthrow my father, and the only way to do that is to lead a peasant rebellion. If you want to be kept alive, then you must promise to aid me.”

      Miles was impressed by this chick. Not only was she stunningly beautiful, but she was also clever and conniving. Immediately, he took a liking to Beatrice — partly because he loathed her father, who was unspeakably cruel.

      “I will aid you, Beatrice. I swear,” Miles said.

      Beatrice’s burgundy lips curled into a smile. “Very well, Miles. When the time comes, I will let you out of here.”

      “Um, can’t I go now?” he asked, pulling at the chains that bound him to the stone wall. “I promise I’ll help you when the time comes!”

      Beatrice stared him down, an inscrutable expression on her lovely face. He thought he detected a hint of lust in her dark eyes.

      “Soon,” she said, looking him up and down. It was as if she was estimating his worth. Miles wondered what Beatrice wanted from him.

      She turned around, swishing away and slamming the door to the room shut. The draft blew out all the candles, leaving Miles in total darkness.

      Frantically, he found the main menu for the game and selected PAUSE. The chamber dissolved and suddenly, Miles was back in his own living room, breathing heavily.

      He ripped off the headset and shook Jake by the shoulders.

      “Jake! I need your help!”

      Jake slowly took his headset off, fixing his hair. “Come on, Miles! Things were just getting good in there!”

      “I think I already fucked everything up,” Miles said, panting for breath. “I’m stuck in this lord’s manor, and I don’t have any way out.”

      Jake raised his eyebrows. “Dude, you need to be more patient. There’s always a way out. But if things are moving too slow, you can fast forward.”

      “Fast forward?”

      “Speed up time. You know what I mean.”

      Miles felt incredibly stupid. “Ohhh…right. I forgot that I can do that.”

      Jake laughed. “Did you even read the instructions?”

      “I’ll do that later.”

      Sheepishly, Miles got back into the game. He had totally forgotten the fact that players could speed up time, especially when nothing interesting was happening. He vowed not to bother Jake anymore.
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          Seduced by the Lady of the Manor

        

      

    
    
      After zipping through the long, uneventful night, Miles slowed time down again as Beatrice entered the chamber. Once more, she lit the candles and approached him with food and water.

      “Good morning,” she said sweetly.

      He blinked a few times and his jaw dropped as he got a better look at her. Beatrice wasn’t wearing a form-fitting gown today. Instead, she was in a thin, sleeveless frock and a bodice that pushed her breasts up, emphasizing her womanly curves. He hoped he could keep himself from getting an erection — Miles didn’t want to scare her away. After all, Beatrice was a medieval maiden, a woman who was certainly more modest than her modern counterparts.

      “Open your mouth, Miles,” she said, her voice low and seductive.

      He accepted the gruel and the water, and immediately, he felt much better. Beatrice no longer seemed like an apparition to him, a ghostly figure floating through the darkness in her white dress.

      “You look lovely today, Beatrice,” he said at long last.

      “Thank you,” she said, giggling. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

      Shit…was she flirting with him? Miles wished he had some way to impress her, but his hands were tied.

      “I know I’m just a serf, but I was wondering what your plans were for the rebellion,” he said. Miles was desperate to make conversation with her, and all he knew about this babe was that she was planning to overthrow her father. It definitely wasn’t the best topic for small talk.

      “We’ll surround him in the fields, when he’s doing his rounds,” Beatrice said, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “He won’t be prepared to fight back. A hundred men will point daggers at him, while others are looting his riches. Word is spreading of the attack; I don’t think it will be too long.”

      “You’re amazing,” Miles said. He truly was in awe of this woman. She had clearly thought this through.

      “I know,” she said, smiling and playing with one of her long golden braids. “Father taught me everything I know. And after Mother died…well, he became far more cruel and awful. I think he would have treated me better if I were his son. Instead, he’s been trying to have me married off to the highest bidder.”

      “That’s terrible! You’re worth way more than that, Beatrice.”

      “I’m glad you think so,” she sighed. “I don’t want to be treated like property. I’m the rightful heir to this manor and the surrounding land, aren’t I? And heaven knows I couldn’t bear to be married to some elderly lord.”

      “Who would you rather be married to?” Miles asked curiously.

      “A man who treats me well,” Beatrice replied. Then, her voice fading to a purr, she added, “A man who knows how to fuck me.”

      Miles was startled by her admission. “Holy shit,” he said aloud.

      Beatrice blushed. “Oh, I’m terribly sorry! I shouldn’t have said such a thing!”

      “I’m not offended,” Miles said. “And just so you know, if you ever need a little…um…release…I’m here for you.” He tugged at the chains. “Obviously, I’m not going anywhere anytime soon.”

      She playfully brushed her hand against his shoulder. “Miles, you are the sweetest thing. You’re far more interesting than all the other peasants.”

      She scrutinized him in the dark for a few moments and then, leaning close, pressed her lips against his for a brief but tender kiss. Beatrice smiled, pulling away and scurrying out of the room.

      Miles was floored by her simple act of affection. He’d gotten Beatrice all wrong. She wasn’t cold and conniving. Deep down, she was just a woman who wanted to be loved…and fucked hard. He was young and attractive, and in spite of his lowly peasant status, Beatrice was all over him.

      He had a feeling that once he helped Beatrice overthrow her father, she would marry him and elevate him to the status of Lord. Miles couldn’t believe his luck. It was as if he had jumped the queue and was headed towards victory.

      He wondered why guys called this game challenging. Apparently, all you needed to do was employ a little charm, and then it would be smooth sailing through the virtual realm.

      Miles couldn’t wait to reach Emperor status before Jake did.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The next day, Beatrice arrived in a loose rope tied around her waist. As usual, she lit the candles and offered Miles some gruel and water. Today, however, he knew that something more was going to happen between them.

      She placed the bowl on the floor and cleared her throat. “Miles, tonight is the night.”

      “For what?”

      She stared at him in disbelief. “For the rebellion, silly!”

      “Oh. Of course! So what do you want me to do?”

      “You will be released from your chains, and then you will gather with the other peasants in the field. There will be weapons for you there.”

      “I see,” Miles said. He was increasingly distracted by the soft curves of Beatrice’s breasts, which were peeking out from her robe. He wondered if she was wearing anything underneath it.

      “Are you listening to me?” she snapped.

      His eyes flew back up to her face. “Yes! Yes, of course. But Beatrice, we need to discuss details. As you may have guessed, I’m not like the other peasants. I have a purpose. A reason for being here.”

      “Oh, do you?” she asked, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. Her long, golden tresses were loose today. Miles had never seen such lovely hair before.

      “I’m going to become the Emperor,” Miles said.

      Beatrice stared at him blankly before bursting into laughter. “You? Emperor? Impossible!”

      “No, Beatrice…I’m serious,” he insisted. He felt wounded by her reaction, but he had to keep going. “I promise, if you make me your Lord after you become Lady of the Manor, I’ll take you with me. You’ll eventually become the Empress!”

      She reached out and patted him on the cheek condescendingly. “You sweet boy. That’s a nice thought. But many men have made me many promises, and none have kept them.”

      Miles licked his lips, trying to maintain his composure. “Well, just think about it, okay? I really like you, Beatrice. Besides…you saved my life. I need to repay you.”

      “Repay me by being a part of the rebellion,” Beatrice sighed.

      “Isn’t there anything else you want from me?”

      The silence that followed felt never-ending. At long last, Beatrice said, “Now that you mention it, it would be nice to have a little fun. We might die tonight, after all.”

      The way she uttered that last sentence so nonchalantly was both comical and terrifying.

      “A little fun?”

      Beatrice smiled and nodded. Without saying another word, she untied the belt of her robe and let it fall to the floor. For the first time, she was completely nude. Miles stared at her smooth, curvaceous body in the mellow candlelight. Everything about her was perfect, from her round, melon-like breasts to her slim waist to her sexy, long legs. She pushed her blonde hair back behind her ears and took a step closer to him. More than ever, Miles wished he wasn’t in chains. He would have loved to wrap his arms around her, kiss her, and push her down to the floor so he could make love to her.

      But Beatrice clearly had a plan of her own. She was calling all the shots. And with Miles bound to the wall, she could do anything she wanted to him.

      “What do you think?” she asked, spinning around to give him a view of her round bottom. Beatrice bent over and wiggled it in front of him.

      Miles groaned softly. His dick was rock hard.

      “You’re gorgeous,” he whispered. “Seriously, Beatrice. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen in my life!”

      “You’re too sweet, Miles,” she giggled. “I’ll bet you wish you could touch me.”

      “Yeah. Mind letting me out of these chains for a minute?”

      Beatrice wordlessly approached him, running her hands up and down his body. She found his hard bulge and cupped it in her hand.

      “Big dick,” she commented bluntly. “I like that.”

      Miles gulped. “Th-Thanks, Beatrice.”

      She silenced him with a kiss. He felt her tongue between his lips and opened his mouth so that she could invade it. Their tongues swirled together smoothly. Miles was intoxicated by her kiss. Beatrice broke away from his lips, and he saw that she was breathing heavily, her cheeks rosy. It looked like she was getting turned on, too.

      “Come on,” he begged. “Let me out of here and I’ll fuck you so hard, Beatrice…”

      She grinned. “You have no idea how much fun it is to listen to you beg, peasant.”

      She turned around, rubbing her bare ass against his hard cock, sliding up and down the length of his body to tease and torment him. Then she turned around again and pressed her tits against his chest.

      “This is worse than a strip club,” he muttered to himself.

      “Strip club?” she asked, perplexed.

      “Never mind,” Miles said. He didn’t have the time or energy to explain the wonders of the modern world to Beatrice.

      “I’m going to undress you,” she announced, reaching down and loosening his belt. He had no choice but to let her remove his pants and reveal his erect cock. “Oh, my! How huge you are, Miles!”

      He breathed heavily as Beatrice began to stroke his cock, running her hand slowly up and down the shaft. He would have loved to return the favor and finger her bare pussy, but Beatrice clearly loved to torture men. She had no plans to let him out of those chains.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re evil.”

      “Evil? I might make you a Lord,” she teased.

      Miles still didn’t know if Beatrice was someone he could trust. What if she was lying to him just so she could use his body? Whatever…as long as she used his body, that was fine by him.

      Beatrice kissed him again, then lowered herself onto her knees before him. Her pink lips parted and she wrapped them around the tip of his cock. As Beatrice filled her mouth with his hard dick, Miles let out a trembling moan. Somehow, blow jobs felt even better in this virtual world than they did in real life. Beatrice went from zero to sixty, and soon, she was effortlessly sliding his cock halfway down her throat, sucking him off like a porn star.

      Every so often, her eyes would glance up at him, sparkling in the darkness. What a slut! Miles had to wonder if she did this to every young peasant man who got locked up by her father. He began to wonder if there really was a rebellion planned, or if Beatrice had manipulated Miles so he would let her guard down. It seemed that all she wanted was his dick.

      Her tongue swept from base to tip and back again, and soon, she was sucking his balls gently, one at a time. She let out a little gasps and sighs from time to time. Obviously, she was enjoying herself. He wondered how wet she was. He was dying to reach out and touch her pussy.

      Beatrice was hungry for his cock. She couldn’t get enough of it. No one had ever sucked him off with so much enthusiasm. Miles did everything in his power not to explode in her mouth; he wanted this magical moment to last as long as possible.

      “Miles,” she breathed after popping his member out of her mouth, “sit down.”

      “Huh?”

      “Just sit down…”

      The chains had just enough give for him to lower his body onto the floor. Once he was down, Beatrice hopped onto his lap, kissing him passionately again.

      “How was that?” she giggled.

      “The blow job? Fantastic,” he said. “You know what I want to do now?”

      “What?”

      He bit his lip. “Eat your pussy.”

      “I thought you’d never say that,” she sighed.

      “If you’ll just free me, I promise, I’ll give you the best head ever…”

      “Nice try!” she laughed. “But I think you can still eat me out while you’re in chains, Miles…”

      Miles should have known she would torture him like this. Beatrice wanted to be in total control. And even though he longed to be free again, he couldn’t deny how hot it was for this beautiful blonde to hold him captive and use his body for her pleasure.

      All he could do was lean back and let Beatrice take charge. She stood up, then instructed him to lift his head. Next thing he knew, she was lowering his pussy towards his face, enveloping him in her warmth. Lost between her legs, Miles did what came naturally to him: he extended his tongue and began to lick her flesh with feverish intensity, swirling over her soft folds in rapid circles.

      She let out a sharp gasp of pleasure and began to grind against his open mouth. Jesus Christ…this was the hottest experience of his life, by far. Miles could see nothing. But his other senses were heightened. The sound of Beatrice’s little moans of excitement, along with the heat and the taste and scent of her sweet pussy, thrilled Miles to no end. His tongue found her clitoris and, as he focused his licks on that perfect little love button, Beatrice began to squeal with delight.

      He only wished he could see more of her. The thought of her big tits bouncing, her eyes squeezed shut with ecstasy, her pretty mouth hanging open, filled him with lust.

      She was practically squeezing her thick thighs around his head as she begged for more pressure, more tongue, more everything. Miles hoped he could deliver. He was desperate to make her scream his name.

      This was the physical response of a woman who had pent-up sexual fuel to burn. Miles got the feeling that she didn’t seduce peasants all the time…she really was desperate for the touch of a man. He’d come along at just the right time.

      Beatrice settled into a rocking motion, her pussy dripping into his open mouth. His tongue swirled around her clitoris in an endless circle, and he heard her breathing grow ragged as she approached climax. Letting out a sharp cry of delight, Beatrice began to grind against his face, gushing with wetness as she came. Her entire body vibrated. In the darkness, Miles savored the taste of her flesh and her wetness. His cock throbbed, desperate for release.

      “Oh, goodness,” Beatrice sighed, pulling away from him and taking a step back.

      She covered her mouth shyly as she stared at Miles.

      “You’re good at that,” she admitted. “Thank you, Miles.”

      “You’re not so bad yourself,” he chuckled. “Hey…you mind…helping me finish up?”

      “Silly me! I almost forgot you were tied up!” she laughed.

      He was about to argue for his freedom one last time, but before he could speak, Beatrice was climbing back onto his lap and lowering her perfect pussy onto his hard rod. He stared up at her incredulously as she began to ride his dick. Once again, Beatrice proved that she had the sexual prowess of a porn actress. But there was no director, no cameras…just a helpless peasant who couldn’t escape from her lust.

      And he certainly wouldn’t try to escape, even if he could. Miles could only sit back and enjoy the sensation of her wet hole engulfing his cock over and over as he watched her tits, dripping with sweat, bounce up and down. Miles leaned forward, extending his tongue to flick it over Beatrice’s pretty pink nipple. If only he had his hands free…then he would grab those big tits and enjoy them to the fullest. Beatrice was such a tease, giving him access to her body, but only letting him touch her with his mouth and cock.

      He knew he shouldn’t complain, though. This sexual encounter would be the subject for his fantasies for years to come. Miles had never been turned on by the thought of a woman dominating him like this before; now, however, the idea of being shackled up by a nude woman would become his obsession. But could a real woman ever live up to the high standard set by this virtual vixen? Probably not.

      Beatrice was physical perfection, with those round, full breasts, that wavy golden hair, that sweet, angelic face. She was way out of his league. And here she was, bouncing up and down on his hard dick, ready to make him explode.

      “I’m getting close,” he warned.

      “Mm…I can’t wait to feel your cum inside me…” she said, biting her lower lip seductively.

      “You’re amazing, Beatrice,” he whispered.

      She lowered her pussy onto his dick one last time. He was completely buried inside her when her erupted, shooting a huge load of cum into her tight, slippery pussy. Beatrice stayed there for a moment, relishing the sensation as he filled her up with his sticky seed.

      “Maybe you are Lord of the Manor material,” she murmured. “You’ve certainly delivered.”

      Beatrice stood up. The sensation of her pussy sliding off his cock was agonizing.

      Miles was still catching his breath as Beatrice put her robe back on and fixed her hair. Then she helped him get dressed again.

      “I’ll be back tonight,” she said, her voice cool and calm once more.

      “Don’t I get a kiss goodbye?” Miles asked.

      With a reluctant sigh, Beatrice leaned down and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. Then she swept out of the chamber, extinguishing the candles as she slammed the door shut. Miles didn’t know what would happen next. Would Beatrice return for some more dirty fun? Or would he be forced into battle to overthrow her father?

      Only time would tell. Miles anxiously sped up the minutes, trying not to go too fast; he didn’t want to miss anything, especially if Beatrice returned to make love to him again.
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* * *

      “The time has come.”

      “Who are you?”

      It was a man who entered the room and unshackled Miles.

      “Come with me,” the man said. “It is time to fight.”

      Exhausted and confused, Miles followed the stranger out of the room and through a maze of dimly-lit passages. Once outside, they were joined by a group of other men. Miles saw they were all peasants. The moment had arrived; soon, Miles and these other serfs would be at war with the cruel Lord, doing everything they could to overthrow him and establish Beatrice’s power.

      A huge mass of peasants had gathered in the fields. They weren’t just men; there were women, too. All of them held primitive weapons fashioned out of wood and metal.

      Someone handed Miles a dagger. Finally, he was going to experience some real action in this game. He only hoped that he didn’t get killed in battle.

      A woman on horseback came towards them. It was Beatrice, of course. She looked majestic in a violet gown, an imperious expression on her face. At once, all the peasants fell to their knees.

      “Serfs,” she said coldly, “are you ready to give up your lives for my cause?”

      “Yes, Lady Beatrice!” they all cried.

      Miles stared, dumbfounded. It wasn’t until Beatrice pointed at him and cried, “Bow down before me!” that he realized he was supposed to be doing the same thing.

      He fell to his knees. Something didn’t feel right. Why was Beatrice treating him this way? He had made love to her…shouldn’t she have been a little kinder to him?

      But there was no time for questions. Suddenly, Beatrice was leading the mass of serfs through the fields. Miles could see they were approaching another group of peasants — those that were loyal to the current Lord. And there was the man himself, also on horseback, a sword in his hand.

      “Release your weapons!” Beatrice cried sharply. “Now!”

      At once, her loyal serfs charged towards the enemy. Miles blindly followed. He watched in horror as two men stabbed each other with daggers simultaneously. But instead of blood pouring out of them, the men simply fell, lifeless, to the ground. This was going to be a numbers game. It was all about survival. Beatrice would win if her men could simply overpower her father’s peasant army.

      Miles managed to take out three men with his weapon while evading the jabs of others. Then he saw that Beatrice’s father was riding off into the distance as fast as he could to escape the maelstrom of daggers and blades and grunting peasants.

      “Ha!” Beatrice laughed. “Goodbye, Father! Farewell, you foolish coward!”

      Rather than die in battle, he had decided it would be best to cut his losses and let his daughter take over the manor. All the remaining peasants fell to their knees before Beatrice, who dismounted from her horse and cried out, “Bow down before me, for I am your Lady!”

      “Beatrice,” Miles said meekly. His voice got her attention. “Are you going to choose a Lord among these men? You can’t rule over the land alone…”

      She smirked. “Silly Miles. Of course I can rule alone! I don’t need a Lord.”

      The way she was speaking to him, it was as if they had never made love. Miles couldn’t believe it. Why was Beatrice treating him this way?

      “Return to the fields!” she shouted. “You’re all working for me now!”

      The peasants were silent, but Miles sensed a seething rage amongst them. All of them had hoped that life would be better under Beatrice — unfortunately, she was only looking out for herself. The serfs would continue to toil in the fields; they would be no better off under Beatrice than they’d been under her father’s rule.

      Miles could only wonder what this had all been for, in terms of the game. Sure, the sex was amazing; but if he wasn’t destined to become Lord of the Manor, then why had he been called to fight on behalf of Beatrice?

      The only thing he could think of was that perhaps he was meant to collect one of his elemental powers here. But which one?

      Staring down at the ground, Miles noticed how fertile the earth was. He grabbed a clump of dirt and clasped it tightly in his fist. When he loosened his grip, he saw a small green shoot coming out of the dirt.

      
        Earth obtained. LEVEL UP!

      

      The words hovered before him and suddenly, Miles felt himself get lifted up into the air by an invisible force. Down below, the peasants and their Lady were gazing up at him, watching him float away. He was being transported to a new part of the empire. But where?

      He landed with a thud and rubbed his eyes. Somehow, the mass of dirt and the budding plant was still safe in his hand. He shoved it into the pocket of his loose tunic as he stared at his new surroundings. Wait a second…what was going on with his clothes? His ragged peasant garb was gone, replaced with a tunic and pants and heavy combat boots.

      Miles was in the middle of a barren desert. He looked to the north, shielding his eyes from the sun. Then he peered to the east and west. There was nothing to behold, as far as the eye could see.

      Suddenly, something flew by his head. He heard it land nearby and rushed over. What the hell? It was a primitive arrow.

      Miles turned to the south and gasped as he saw a group of six beautiful, dark-haired women standing about a hundred feet away from him. Bows drawn, they were staring at him, prepared to sling more arrows in his direction. But, to his amusement, they were scantily-clad, all of them showing off their bare arms and legs and plenty of cleavage in their tight silk dresses.

      “Stop! Wait! I can explain!” he cried, waving his arms at them.

      Fortunately, the women didn’t take aim with their weapons as he moved closer to them. Squinting against the brutal sun, Miles wondered what all these pretty young women were doing in the middle of the desert. Were they a mirage?

      At the end of the row, the prettiest of all the desert maidens had put down her bow and was staring at Miles with a flirtatious smile. As soon as he locked eyes with this beautiful stranger, Miles forgot all about sexy Beatrice. So what if he hadn’t become the Lord of the Manor? There would be far more places to explore and many more women to conquer in Endless Empire.
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      LEVEL 2 / SOLDIER / ATTRIBUTES:

      
        	STRENGTH:  3

        	INTELLIGENCE: 3

        	CHARISMA: 2

        	VITALITY: 5

      

      LEVEL 2 / SOLDIER / ELEMENTS:

      
        	FIRE: X

        	WIND: X

        	WATER: X

        	EARTH: UNLOCKED

        	ICE: X
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* * *

      As Miles stared at the group of women before him, he noticed that he felt…different. He hit pause and checked his stats quickly By leaping ahead in the game to a new level, he saw that he had picked up some points in Strength and Vitality. He’d also been boosted from serf to soldier. That would explain his new clothes, which weren’t anything fancy, but definitely more sturdy than the peasant garb he’d started out with.

      The highs and lows of his brief adventures toiling as a peasant farmer and serving as Beatrice’s sexual pawn still lingered on his mind, although they were fast fading from his memory. The only physical evidence that remained of his time at the manor was the clump of earth in his pocket, collected from the fields of crops. It had enabled him to level up in the game; perhaps the seedling, which could one day bear fruit, would serve him again.

      Right now, though, he needed to focus on his immediate surroundings. He was in a hot, arid desert, standing face-to-face with a bevy of dark-haired beauties holding bows and arrows. Their cold glares were even more scorching than the mid-day sun. Only the young woman to the right, clad in a pale purple dress, had a hint of a smile on her face.

      “Who are you?” one of the women asked. She was in a pale blue silk gown that looked like something out of ancient times. It was cut short enough to show off her long, tan legs. On her feet were delicate golden sandals.

      “I come in peace!” Miles cried. Wow…that was corny. But what else could he say? “My name is Miles.”

      “But you are a soldier,” the woman said skeptically. “When soldiers enter our territory, they are usually here to make war.”

      As Miles got closer to the women, he grew more and more fascinated by them. How did they survive in the desert? And how the hell were they all so beautiful?

      “I’m just passing through,” Miles explained. “Please, put down your weapons…I won’t hurt you.”

      Cautiously, the women lowered their bows. Miles stood face-to-face with the woman in blue, who appeared to be the leader. She had dark, almond-shaped eyes that peered deep into his. Up close, Miles could see that the women were wearing cosmetics — sparkling golden eyeliner, red paint on their lips, blush on their cheeks. They were all slender yet curvaceous in all the right places.

      “Actually, I might need your help,” he admitted. “I got lost, and I need to figure out how to get to my destination. By the way…what’s your name?”

      “Opal,” the woman replied. She was looking him up and down, eyeing him cautiously. Then she turned to her companions. “Should we trust him?”

      “He doesn’t seem so dangerous,” the woman in lavender piped up.

      “Amethyst, you’re far too trusting,” Opal said sternly.

      “Please,” Miles said, wiping a bead of sweat from his forehead. “I could use some water. And in exchange, I’ll…I’ll do work for you. I’ll help you with whatever you need.”

      After the women whispered to one another, they turned back to the weary traveler.

      “Follow us,” Opal said.

      Miles was relieved. Somehow, he had won their approval. They hiked through the desert towards the south until they reached a camp. Miles was shocked to see that there were no men here at all. There were only women: women cooking stew in huge vats, women hanging clothes up to dry, women chatting and giggling amongst themselves. As soon as Miles entered the camp, they stared at him, stunned. Most of the women he had met in the desert scattered, returning to their daily tasks. Only Opal remained. Miles was slightly disappointed, since he was curious about that beautiful girl in lavender, Amethyst.

      “Hey, where are all the guys?” he asked bluntly.

      Opal laughed. “Men? We don’t need them!”

      “You don’t?” Miles asked in disbelief.

      “Well…” Opal hesitated. “We don’t need men, but we do need to move our camp. Believe it or not, this didn’t use to be such a barren land. Follow me.”

      Opal led Miles into a small tent and poured him something to drink.

      “Where did you get all this stuff from?” he asked, indicating all the objects, food, and water. As far as he knew, there wasn’t anywhere to obtain provisions in this bleak landscape.

      “Traders used to pass through often. But not so much these days, since the great war. Our women must travel to the closest villages to obtain water — and those are days away,” Opal explained.

      Miles still didn’t understand what this band of women was doing in the desert.

      Opal sat down across from him at the small wooden table in the center of the tent and placed her elbows on its surface. She held her cheeks in her hands. The polish on her fingernails glittered.

      “Miles, Miles,” she said, her lips curling into a smile. “You really don’t know anything about us, do you?”

      The sleeve of her dress slid down her smooth shoulder and she quickly fixed it. Miles couldn’t quite discern Opal’s age. She must have been somewhere in her thirties — she was definitely a mature, yet still sexy, woman.

      “Tell me everything,” Miles said. He had no idea what he was doing here, and how he would level up to get to the next stage of the game. He was relying on these women to help him solve the mystery. Fortunately, his increased Strength and Vitality made him feel more prepared to face whatever challenges arose in this phase of his adventure.

      Opal laid out the history of her colony in great detail. Once upon a time, this land had been green and lush. But gradually, it began to dry up. Years of drought created a vast desert. First, the elders passed away, unable to survive the scorching heat. Then, to make matters worse, a war between tribes over dwindling resources had claimed the lives of the colony’s men and boys, all of whom had set off for battle a few years ago and never returned. Only the tribe’s women remained. The newly-formed matriarchy, led by Opal, had managed to make do so far. Unfortunately, they knew that it was only a matter of time before they had to find greener lands where they could settle. Otherwise, they were dependent on the few traders who had routes through the desert. If nothing changed, in a couple years, their colony might cease to exist entirely.

      That explanation made the picture much more clear for Miles. No wonder the women had drawn their bows the second he showed up. Strange soldiers weren’t a boon to these women; instead, their arrival must signal a threat to this tribe’s existence. Miles was pleased that he had gained the women’s trust. Or maybe they wanted something from him.

      “So what is the name of your clan?” Opal asked him.

      “I have no clan,” he said earnestly. “I’m traveling on my own.”

      “Impossible!” she laughed. “Oh, Miles…you’re such an odd fellow! Come, I’ll show you around the camp.”

      Miles relaxed as Opal led him outside. He had detected a hint of hunger in her eyes. Perhaps she, like Beatrice, was desperate for a man’s touch.
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      The women prepared a fire-lit feast for Miles as the sun dropped towards the horizon. They sang songs, told stories, and begged for him to talk about his life. Miles noticed that Opal was quiet the entire time, although she did occasionally lock eyes with him. He could sense that she was jealous of the way all the women were fawning over him. She must have also noticed that he was fascinated by Amethyst, who was just as quiet. There was something about the young woman, probably in her lower twenties, that caught his interest.

      “There must be a reason you’re here,” a woman in a mint green gown insisted. “Are you sure you don’t have anything to trade with us?”

      Miles shrugged. “Nothing that I can think of! I travel light!”

      Other than his soldier clothes and boots and the clod of earth in his pocket, he didn’t have anything for these women, and for that, he felt terrible.

      Once the meal was over, the women scattered, cleaning up. He was disappointed to see Amethyst disappear into a tent. But Opal remained. In the firelight, she looked almost regal. Miles noticed that she was wearing quite a bit of makeup tonight, along with a beautiful golden necklace. Its pendant fell between her ample cleavage, drawing his eye to her chest. Opal clearly knew what she was doing.

      “You may sleep in my tent, if you wish,” she said, gazing at him expectantly.

      Miles smiled. “Are you sure?”

      Opal clasped his hand and led him through the darkness. Once they were in the tent, she lit a lantern suspended from the ceiling.

      “You haven’t said anything about our beauty,” Opal remarked.

      “Huh?”

      She licked her lips. “Most men who visit us comment about how beautiful we all are. You don’t have a wife, do you?”

      “No! No wife. And I’m sorry, I should have said something sooner. You’re all gorgeous,” Miles said. “I just didn’t want to offend you, you know?”

      “I’ve never met a man like you,” Opal said. “You’re very attractive, Miles.”

      She took a step closer to him. Miles felt his heart race. It wasn’t every day that a beautiful older woman put the moves on him. He knew he had to take advantage of this opportunity.

      “May I kiss you?” he asked.

      “I thought you’d never ask…”

      He stepped towards her, wrapping his arms around her shapely body and pressing his lips against hers. Miles instantly felt Opal’s grip on his body tighten. He wondered how long it had been since she’d made love to anyone.

      “Miles,” she whispered, “I don’t normally act like this when men come to town…”

      “No need to explain,” he chuckled. “Let’s just have fun.”

      It certainly was fun for him, especially since he wasn’t shackled up this time. Miles ran his hands up and down her silky dress, feeling the curves of her body through the thin fabric. She pressed her chest against him as their kiss deepened. Opal was hungry for his love. He could feel her fingers digging into his back. She slipped her hands under his tunic, caressing his bare flesh.

      He slowly pulled the tunic off, and to his shock and delight, he saw that he was far more physically fit as a soldier than he had been as a peasant. For the first time in his life, Miles had some muscles.

      “What’s so funny?” Opal asked.

      “Nothing,” he murmured. “Just keep kissing me.”

      Opal pushed him down onto the bed playfully, removing her necklace and peeling her tight dress off. Miles was pleasantly surprised to see that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. In the flickering lantern light, her tan body shone. Opal had perky, round breasts and an athletic body. She pulled her brown hair down from its loose bun, letting it cascade down her back.

      “Much better,” she breathed. “Now take off the rest of those clothes for me.”

      Miles stripped out of his boots and pants in a flash. He began to stroke his cock, getting himself nice and hard and ready for her. He sensed that there wouldn’t be much foreplay. Opal was definitely ready for the main event.

      In response, she began to play with her pussy as she stared at his dick. She ran her tongue over her lips as she pleasured herself, jiggling her clitoris back and forth with her finger. She and Miles locked eyes just as she let out a low moan of satisfaction.

      “What does a young man like you want with a woman like me?” she whispered.

      “A woman like you?” he asked, confused. “What do you mean? You’re hot as hell, Opal.”

      “Hot as hell? What does that mean?”

      He stifled a laugh. “It means sexy. Beautiful. Stunning.”

      “Oh,” she said, grinning warmly. “Thank you. You know, you do have a strange way with words, Miles. Someday, I’d like to know more about your tribe.”

      “Someday,” he echoed, his hand moving rapidly up and down his shaft. He was rock hard and ready to go now.

      Opal suddenly pounced on him, pushing him down onto the bed in the corner of the tent. She was definitely a woman of experience. Miles was pinned down, once again the prisoner of a gorgeous woman. Funny…he had expected the game of Endless Empire to be full of opportunities for him to conquer women. Not that he was complaining! Opal was on top of him, her breath hot in his ear, as she whispered, “The moment I saw you, I knew you were all mine.”

      “Ha!” he cried. “All yours? Maybe tonight.”

      Opal walked her fingertips over his bare shoulder. “Maybe tonight, and tomorrow, and the next day…who knows?”

      Miles blinked. His brain was telling him to run, but his dick was begging him to stay and let Opal give him the ride of his life. He could deal with the pesky details of escaping the camp later. One night of fun couldn’t hurt…

      Opal traced a line of kisses down his bare chest. He breathlessly watched her move closer and closer to his cock. The moment her mouth enveloped his member, Miles let out a gasp. Opal gave him a quick, wet blow job, making his cock nice and slick. But it was only a touch of foreplay designed to rev up his engines. The real games were about to begin.

      She slowly lowered her pussy onto his throbbing cock, inching her way onto him until he was buried to the hilt. Then she began to slide up and down and rock back and forth, her breasts quivering as she fucked him. Opal was no amateur. She knew exactly what she was doing here. Within a minute, she was already cumming. Miles was enthralled by Opal’s skill. She knew how to please both of them effortlessly.

      Then she lifted herself off of his hard rod and spun around, ready to ride him reverse cowgirl style. She leaned back onto his torso as she bounced up and down on his dick. He reached around her body to rest his hands on her bare breasts. Damn…Opal was flexible. And strong. She continued riding his cock and cumming again and again, her moans of agony and ecstasy echoing against the cloth walls of the tent.

      The sweat from her body dripped onto Miles. He brushed her hair to the side so he could kiss her neck, then nibble on her ears. As Opal moaned again, Miles faded into ecstasy. Trembling, he braced himself for the inevitable explosion.

      “Close,” he whispered.

      Opal hopped off his cock and, like a pro, began to suck him off again. It wasn’t long before Miles was filling her mouth with a huge load of sticky cum.

      “Fuck,” he groaned.

      Opal dabbed her lips before hopping back into bed next to him. She wrapped her arms around Miles. “You’re a wonderful lover,” she purred, kissing his cheek.

      “So are you,” he said, still trying to catch his breath. “Um…where am I going to sleep tonight?”

      “Here. With me,” Opal said softly.

      A million thoughts raced though his mind. Did Opal intend for him to stay here forever? What if he couldn’t escape her clutches?

      All he knew was that he would need to figure out how to level up and get out of this desert colony.
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      Miles sped up time and casually observed the events of the next three days. Each one was the same as the last. He spent the days chatting with the women and after the evening meal, retired to Opal’s tent, where she fucked him each night. It wasn’t a bad life, but if Miles wanted to forge ahead in the game, he had to get out of here.

      The following morning, he decided to talk to Amethyst, the one woman who seemed to be avoiding him.

      He found her sitting alone and sewing near the edge of the tribe’s camp.

      “Amethyst!” he called out.

      She glanced up, startled. Her big, beautiful eyes were as violet as her silk gown. She had on a golden headband and a matching gold locket around her neck.

      “Good morning, Miles,” she said, shyly looking back down at her lap. There was a hint of anger in her sweet voice.

      “I thought I would say hi, since you and I haven’t talked much yet,” he said.

      “Oh?” Amethyst said, biting her lip.

      Sitting close to her, Miles felt his heart flutter. Sure, Opal was hot, but there was something even more intriguing about Amethyst. From the very beginning, Miles had wanted to get to know this girl. Plus, she had the sexiest body out of all the women in the camp: perfect breasts, a doll-like waist, ample hips, shapely legs. She was every guy’s dream come true.

      “Is something wrong?” he asked.

      “Nothing’s wrong,” Amethyst replied curtly. “But everyone knows you have spending the nights with Opal. You shouldn’t flirt with every woman when you have already chosen the one you’ll wed.”

      His jaw dropped. “The one I’ll wed? Huh?”

      “Opal keeps telling everyone you’re going to be her husband someday,” Amethyst explained.

      Miles burst out laughing.

      “What’s so funny? You have been sleeping in her tent, haven’t you?” Amethyst asked, glaring at him.

      “Sleeping in her tent, sure. But that doesn’t mean we’re getting married. In fact, I’m trying to figure out a way to get out of here. Every day I stay, though, it seems to be harder to leave.”

      “You’re very odd, Miles,” Amethyst sighed. “So you didn’t promise Opal you would marry her?”

      “Never.”

      The beautiful young woman smiled. “I should have known she was lying. Opal has made such claims before when men come to our camp. I think she scares them all away…”

      Miles chuckled. “That explains a lot. She does seem to be in a rush to settle down.”

      “It’s understandable,” Amethyst said. “She had a husband who died in battle years ago. She knows what she’s missing. But some of us don’t. We have no one to miss.”

      “You’ve never a boyfriend or anything like that?” Miles asked, curious about her past.

      Amethyst shrugged. “I’ve never been loved by a man.”

      Her admission sparked his interest. Amethyst was a virgin, completely inexperienced with men. Somehow, that made her even sexier.

      But Miles had no interest in cajoling her into letting him stay in her tent, or forcing a kiss on her. He wanted her to want him. And that meant he had to prove his worth to her. Miles got the feeling that his interactions with Opal and Amethyst were crucial to his success in the game. Staying with Opal would mean remaining here forever, trapped in a vicious cycle; interacting with Amethyst, however, could mean a way out.

      “I have something that might be of interest,” Miles said, reaching into his pocket and pulling out the chunk of dirt. The tiny bud of green was still clinging to the dirt; he had been taking care to give it some drops of water every day.

      Amethyst peered at the offering. “It’s a plant…but what type of plant?”

      “It will bear fruit someday. I know there’s no water in the desert, but if you can find a way to take care of this plant, eventually, you’ll have a whole field of crops,” Miles explained.

      Her whole face lit up. “Oh! We must put it in the ground now! Near my tent…”

      Together, they dug a small whole and deposited the seedling there. Although water was scarce here, Amethyst eagerly doused the plant. Suddenly, it grew an inch, sprouting up right before their eyes.

      “Goodness,” Amethyst breathed. “It may use a lot of water, but…this crop would make us valuable. We would have something to trade. And food to eat. We wouldn’t be so reliant on other tribes to survive.”

      The magical plant continued to grow, and soon, it stood a foot tall.

      “I must repay you somehow!” Amethyst cried, wringing her hands.

      He waved his hand dismissively. “Don’t worry.”

      “No…I must!” she murmured. “What do you seek here?”

      Miles thought for a moment. “I do need some elements. Ice…water…fire…”

      “Fire!” Amethyst said. “I will give you fire.”

      “How?” Miles asked.

      “You’ll see.” She rubbed her hands together excitedly. Miles was excited to find out what Amethyst had planned for him. Whether or not she had the elemental power he needed to collect in this round of the game, he was thrilled that she was finally warming up to him.
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* * *

      That evening, as the nightly songs began, Miles felt a hand graze his shoulder. Amethyst glanced at him as she passed.

      “Goodnight, sisters!” she cried. “I’m quite tired. I think I’ll get some rest.”

      Once she was gone, Miles waited a few minutes before making his escape. She obviously wanted him to follow her.

      “Excuse me,” Miles said to the women.

      He avoided Opal’s sharp gaze from across the campfire as he slipped away from the group, taking a circuitous route so they wouldn’t see him following Amethyst.

      He entered her small tent. Amethyst was waiting for him.

      “Well, aren’t you sneaky,” he said playfully.

      “I’m glad you’re here,” Amethyst said softly. In the dim light, she looked more lovely than ever. The straps of her dress had slipped off her shoulders and her ample cleavage was on full display.

      Miles sat down on the bed next to him, eager to kiss this gorgeous woman, when she hurriedly placed her locket in his hand.

      “Here you go,” she whispered. “It’s my gift to you.”

      He glanced at the locket, wondering why she had offered it to him. It wasn’t one of the elements he needed. “Thanks,” he said, trying to be polite as he shoved it into his pocket. “I’ll hold onto this.”

      “Please do,” she replied. One look into her eyes and Miles forgot all about his disappointment. Amethyst clearly planned to give him something else tonight, too.

      “Is that why you brought me here?” he asked.

      She shook her head. “I brought you here to teach me the ways of love, Miles. You’re a man of experience, aren’t you?”

      Miles was speechless. Amethyst was so innocent, she didn’t seem to understand that he and Opal had made love every night since his arrival in the desert. Or maybe Amethyst did understand, and she simply didn’t care.

      “I guess I am,” he admitted. In the real world, Miles found dating to be difficult and tedious. But in this virtual world, beautiful women were throwing themselves at him. He couldn’t even imagine what would happen to his confidence and sexual prowess as his powers increased in the game.

      “Teach me, Miles,” Amethyst whispered. “I want you to show me what my body is for.”

      Swept away by his excitement, Miles pulled Amethyst in for a deep, passionate kiss. At first, she nervously kept her mouth closed tightly. Gradually, though, her full lips parted and she started kissing him back. He ran his fingers through her dark, wavy hair and across her back. Miles couldn’t wait to get her out of that tight dress so he could see her perfect body.

      He slipped his tongue into her mouth and she yielded to him. For the first time, she lifted her arms and tentatively wrapped them around him, her hands wandering uncertainly over his body. Miles wanted her to know that she had nothing to fear. He would take good care of her tonight.

      Pulling his tunic off, he gestured for Amethyst to remove her clothes, too. She hesitated.

      “Something wrong?”

      “I just don’t know what you’ll think when you see me,” she said, pouting. “Sometimes, Opal says that my breasts are too big!”

      Miles grinned. “Opal’s just jealous. Men love women with big tits — I mean, big breasts.” The word tits was way too crass to use around someone like Amethyst.

      “Really?” Amethyst asked incredulously.

      That was all she needed to hear. Her lavender dress fell to the floor as she showed Miles her beautiful body. He quickly tore off his pants and moved towards her again, embracing her and kissing her tenderly. He hoped Amethyst wouldn’t be terrified of his massive erection.

      His lips slid over her neck and down to her chest. He had to suck on those amazing tits. He swept his tongue in a circular motion over each of her nipples before sucking gently. Amethyst, enthralled by the sensation, gasped audibly as he stimulated her sensitive nipples.

      “W-Wow,” she breathed. “Miles, that feels wonderful…”

      “This is just the beginning,” he said, squeezing her right breast. “Just think of how good it’s going to feel when I eat your pussy!”

      Amethyst blushed. “What do you mean?”

      “Lie back and spread your legs apart for me…”

      Although she was uncertain about the terminology, Amethyst was ready and willing to learn the ropes. She obediently lay on her back and spread her legs apart. Miles couldn’t wait to run his tongue over her virgin pussy and show her what real pleasure felt like.

      He kissed her inner thighs, teasing her and getting her ready for more. She squirmed on the bed, watching him expectantly as she got more and more excited. Then, extending his agile tongue, he gently licked her delicate love button. She let out a shuddering whimper, half-shocked, half pleased by the sensation. His licks grew bolder. He swirled his tongue up and down the length of her pretty pussy before returning to the clitoris, licking back and forth rapidly. He held her trembling body still with his hot hands. Amethyst was shaking violently as she experienced true pleasure for the first time.

      Miles glanced up from between her legs as he sucked on her delicate clitoris. He saw the hills of her big, soft breasts rising and falling as she breathed heavily, and above them, her pink lips, parted as she gasped for air.

      “Oh, Miles,” she groaned softly. “That feels wonderful…”

      He swirled his tongue faster and faster over the tiny nub of pink flesh, tasting her wetness as it poured out of her pussy. Amethyst’s words descended into incoherent moans, and she began to writhe on the bed. Letting out a sharp scream, she shuddered. Miles knew he had sent her to the edge. His tongue moved furiously to bring her to climax. Amethyst squealed his name, clinging to the bed sheets as she exploded with pleasure.

      The sexy woman was still dripping with sweat and breathing heavily as Miles lifted his body and climbed on top of her. He was ready to conquer and claim this hot virgin. Now this was why he’d wanted to play Endless Empire. All his doubts about the game evaporated as he stared into Amethyst’s sparkling eyes.

      She lifted her head to kiss him again.

      “That felt so good, Miles,” she murmured. “Thank you.”

      “Can I fuck you?” he asked bluntly.

      “Do whatever you want to me,” Amethyst said. “I know you’re leaving soon, but…if you ever come back, we can do this again. You’re incredible.”

      That was the ego boost Miles needed. He slowly slid his cock into her tight, wet hole and began to fuck her, slowly and deliberately. She bit her lip, holding her breath as he thrust into her for the first time. The sensation must have been strange for her. But after a while, she began to relax and enjoy herself just as much as he did.

      “How’s that?” he murmured.

      “Good,” she breathed. “You’re big, Miles!”

      “Is that a good thing? I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “No…it’s a very good thing…”

      He began to fuck her a little faster, although their lovemaking never lost its tenderness. Miles didn’t want Amethyst to think that all men were brutish and rough. He was careful to kiss and caress her and gaze into her eyes. Amethyst wasn’t the type of woman he could fuck and forget. She was girlfriend material.

      One hand rested on her heaving bosom, and with his other hand, he braced himself on the bed. A few more thrusts, and he would be finished.

      “Where should I cum?” he murmured.

      “Hmm?” she asked, oblivious to what he meant.

      Miles didn’t have much time to decide. He pulled out of her, stroking a few times and hovering over her chest. Those big tits were the perfect place for him to cum.

      He groaned softly as he erupted over her, long ropes of cum draping her breasts and abdomen. Amethyst sighed softly.

      “That’s all?” Amethyst asked. “I mean…that’s all there is to making love?”

      Miles laughed. “Still not satisfied, huh?”

      She blushed furiously. “Oh, no…I’m certainly satisfied!”

      “If we ever do this again, we’ll try something new. A different position…or maybe even anal.” His eyes lit up.

      “Anal,” Amethyst echoed. “I’d try anything with you, Miles. But you should get back outside. They must be wondering where you went.”

      Miles hastily dressed himself and, giving Amethyst one last kiss, headed outside. He was still drunk with passion, having deflowered such a beautiful virgin. If he was lucky, he and Amethyst could have some more fun before he moved on in the game.

      But as soon as he approached the campfire, Miles knew that their little rendezvous hadn’t gone unnoticed.

      The women were standing and facing him as he approached. Opal, as usual, was at the front of the group.

      “You belonged to me, Miles…how could you?” she asked, hands on her hips.

      “Belonged to you? I mean, we had some fun, but…where I come from, that doesn’t mean anything,” Miles said earnestly. “Besides…nothing happened. Amethyst and I were just talking!”

      Opal laughed scornfully. “Talking? We all heard her screaming your name.”

      Miles froze. “Opal, I can explain. You see, Amethyst and I made a pact earlier. I brought you all a plant that could save your tribe, and she promised me…”

      “Go!” Opal said, pointing into the distance. “You’re no longer welcome here.”

      Miles thought about Amethyst and everything he would be leaving behind here. He had hoped he could make sure the magical plant continued growing before leaving the tribe. He sincerely wanted to help them.

      “I said, go!” Opal shouted. “Go or we’ll kill you.”

      He had no choice but to run off into the night, leaving the safety of the camp and returning to the open desert. He didn’t known which way he was running. Every so often, he glanced over his shoulder to make sure that Opal wasn’t trailing after him with a drawn bow and a quiver full of arrows.

      Exhausted, Miles sat down on the bare earth. The locket fell out of his pocket.

      “Ugh…how is this gonna help me?” he muttered.

      Frustrated, he opened the golden pendant. He gasped as he revealed its contents: a small, glowing orb of fire.

      Somehow, Amethyst had managed to capture a bit of fire in her locket so she could give it to Miles. He wished he could thank her for her generosity.

      He put the locket around his neck and snapped it shut. Closing his eyes, Miles waited patiently. The floating sensation returned, and he knew he was being transported elsewhere.

      Goodbye, camp. Goodbye, barren desert. Goodbye, sexy but possessive Opal and beautiful, innocent Amethyst.

      Where the hell am I now?

      Miles scratched his head and rubbed his eyes as he stood up. He felt a loose clod of earth under his boot and nearly stumbled as he took a step forward. Fortunately, Miles caught himself just in the nick of time: he was on a winding mountain trail, and one false move would send him careening off the edge of the mountain into a ravine.

      Miles felt burdened by a heavy load. He looked down and saw that he was wearing old-fashioned clothes of a different material than his soldier’s uniform. Then he realized he had a huge pack on his back.

      Taking the pack off, he opened it up and stared in confusion at its contents. What were these glass vials full of strange-colored liquids? Some were blue, some were green, some were bright red. Why was he lugging them around on a mountain?

      A little higher up, he saw a stone house with a straw roof. It jutted out from the hillside, as if it had been built into the side of the mountain. Hopefully, someone there could explain to him where he was and what he was doing here.

      As he approached the house, he saw a face peering through the window. The young woman had golden hair and an impish smile on her face.

      The door flew open and he heard the woman cry out, “Leila, the peddler is here! Come quick!”

      Miles was surprised that someone was expecting him. But by now, nothing should have surprised him about this game. He had slipped into a new identity, a new setting, a new state of mind. Although Amethyst’s body still lingered on his mind, he was already anxious to find out more about the women who lived in this mountain house. Somehow, he knew they wouldn’t disappoint him.
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      LEVEL 3 / MERCHANT / ATTRIBUTES:

      
        	STRENGTH:  2

        	INTELLIGENCE: 5

        	CHARISMA: 4

        	VITALITY: 4

      

      LEVEL 3 / MERCHANT / ELEMENTS:

      
        	FIRE: UNLOCKED

        	WIND: X

        	WATER: X

        	EARTH: UNLOCKED

        	ICE: X
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* * *

      “A merchant? Really?”

      Just when Miles thought he was getting somewhere in the game, he found himself playing the role of traveling salesman. But as he checked his stats, he quickly realized that his Intelligence and Charisma points had been boosted, which made sense; a merchant needed to be smart and persuasive to sell his wares. There was a slight erosion of Strength and Vitality, though, which explained why Miles was completely out of breath as he scaled this mountain.

      Miles also wondered what liquid was in the vials that filled his pack. The glass containers clanked together as he hoisted the bag over his shoulder and approached the stone cottage.

      He had heard and seen a young woman inside. Miles braced himself for the unknown riddles of this level in Endless Empire and hoped he could get off this mountain sooner rather than later. The biting wind was whipping his hair and his cloak, chilling him to the bone.

      The door of the house opened slowly and a pretty face peered out.

      “What is your name, sir?” the young woman asked.

      “I’m Miles,” he said, amplifying his charm with a wide, friendly smile. He knew he was doing something right when she grinned back at him.

      “And you have…the medicine?” she said anxiously.

      “Yes. I have the medicine, miss,” he replied, even though he knew he was talking out of his ass. Hopefully, those vials were filled with medicine, and not poison.

      “Do come in!” she cried, flinging the door open and beckoning for him to enter.

      The house was tiny but neat and well-decorated, with rustic wooden furniture and colorful pictures on the walls. Miles took a closer look at the woman before him. She was a petite, dainty thing, with refined features and slender limbs. She wore a simple peasant gown and a leather bodice. Her golden hair was fashioned into a crown of braids that framed her pretty face and exposed her dainty, elfin ears.

      “Might I ask your name?” he said politely.

      “Jenny,” she replied with a smile. “It’s so wonderful to meet you, Miles! My friend and I have been waiting for your arrival for weeks! You must be famished.”

      Jenny offered Miles bread and water, and he happily accepted.

      “Where’s your friend?” he asked, chomping on the bread.

      Jenny turned around and called out, “Leila! Come here!”

      An equally adorable blonde scurried into the room. “Good morning!” she crowed. “I’m Leila!”

      “Lovely to meet you. I’m Miles. So…you’ve been waiting for…medicine…” Miles said uncertainly, hoping these women — or were they elves? — would explain to him exactly what they wanted to purchase.

      “The air is so thin up here. The medicine helps us breathe and makes us feel refreshed and invigorated!” Jenny declared.

      Miles was still getting used to the bubbly demeanor of these young women. They were nothing like the tribe of hotties he had encountered in the desert. Leila and Jenny were cute and chatty and full of energy.

      “You seem invigorated already!” Miles laughed.

      “Only because it’s not often that we meet a nice man like you,” Jenny said. “You’re much cuter than the last peddler who came to call!”

      The two blondes exchanged a knowing look and giggled. Miles was smitten. He couldn’t decide which of the two was more adorable. Of course, adorable was the key word here. While Beatrice and Amethyst had been womanly and curvaceous, Jenny and Leila were slender and girlish and innocent-looking. He wouldn’t call them sexy — they weren’t exactly his type, but he still found them charming.

      “Tell us…where have you traveled?” Leila chirped.

      Miles spent the next twenty minutes regaling them with tales of his adventures. He had taken part in a peasant rebellion before escaping to the desert, where he had lived with a tribe of mysterious women. The blondes were enthralled by his adventures.

      But after a little while, Jenny began yawning. “I’m sorry…I get so weary!” she sighed.

      “Have you two always lived up here on the mountain?”

      “We were separated from our clans when we were younger. We come from the forest. It wasn’t safe out there alone, but fortunately, Jenny and I found each other,” Leila explained. “So we made our way up here and a kind old woman took us in. This was her house. She passed away a few years ago, but we’ve been here ever since.”

      “Doesn’t it get lonely up here?” Miles asked curiously.

      “Oh, very lonely!” Leila said. “At least we have each other!”

      Miles understood why these women were so excited to see him, a young, virile man. They were isolated from the world. He had a lot of questions about how they survived, but he decided those questions would wait. Nothing in this game was quite what it seemed.

      “Besides, the mountain is much safer than the forest,” Jenny said. “Except for the winds that come every so often…and the storms…” She shuddered. “They can be frightful!”

      Leila slumped down in her chair. “Very frightful! But oh…I’m so weary. All this talk is making me sleepy! I think I’ll retire to my room for a nap.”

      She hurried away and once she was gone, Jenny turned towards Miles expectantly.

      “Yes?” he asked softly. He detected a glimmer of lust in her eyes.

      “The medicine!” she cried. “Where is it?”

      “Oh. Right!” Miles felt silly. Not every woman in this game was flirting with him!

      He opened his pack and Jenny eagerly peered at its contents. “I need the black elixir,” she said. “You do have the black elixir, don’t you?”

      Miles anxiously sorted through the glass containers. “I’m sure I do, somewhere.” There were blue liquids and red liquids and even chartreuse liquids. But there were no vials of black liquids.

      Jenny looked like she was about to cry. “You don’t have it, do you?”

      Desperate to satisfy his customer, Miles decided he would need to find her something else to purchase. Unfortunately, none of the vials had labels, and Miles was the one who was supposed to know what all these potions did. He couldn’t bear to see Jenny cry.

      “A-ha!” he shouted, triumphantly retrieving a tube of transparent pink liquid from the bag. “This should do the trick!”

      Jenny was skeptical. “But it’s not black…”

      “They must have changed the formula,” Miles said sheepishly. “Anyway, you can test it out while I’m here. If it doesn’t work, we’ll try a different one.”

      He prayed that this strange potion would cure Jenny’s ailments. If not, he had a whole bunch of other ones to try on her.

      “All right, Miles,” Jenny sighed. “I trust you.”

      He handed her the vial and she took a cautious sip. Her face crinkled up from the bitter taste. But then her expression softened and there was a dreamy smile on her face.

      “You know what? I feel better already,” she said, her voice falling to a gentle murmur.

      Miles clapped his hands together. His increased intelligence had paid off — somehow, he had picked just the right elixir to sell to these mountain maidens.

      “Perfect! Then drink up!”

      “The whole vial?” she asked.

      “If that’s how much you drank of the black elixir, then sure. Drink the whole thing.”

      “If you insist,” Jenny replied, gulping it down quickly. She wrinkled her nose again and then her eyes widened, as if in disbelief.

      “Something wrong?” Miles asked, trying to conceal his anxiety.

      “Nothing’s wrong,” Jenny said. He noticed that her voice sounded different now. It was less chirpy and perky and more…velvety. Husky. Sexy.

      “Jenny,” Miles said, “are you sure you feel all right?”

      “I feel better than ever,” she sighed, gently swaying back and forth. “Mm…better than ever…”
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      The expression on her face was vacant, as if she didn’t have a care in the world. It was almost as if Jenny was losing her intelligence. How could such a thing be happening?

      As she swished her skirt back and forth, she became mesmerized by the movement of the fabric. And Miles became mesmerized by the shifting shape of his customer’s body. Jenny’s thin, petite frame was filling out in all the right places.

      “I need to give you my money, don’t I?” she asked, giggling.

      “Nope. This one’s on the house!” Miles said. “Since I didn’t have the black elixir, of course.”

      “Really?” Jenny squealed. “Thank you so much, Miles! You really are the best!”

      Miles wondered why Jenny didn’t seem to notice her own gradual physical transformation. Didn’t she feel her bodice tightening over her swelling breasts? Didn’t she feel her skirt fanning out from her widening hips and expanding ass? As her tits grew and grew, the strings of her bodice loosened, allowing her new breasts to pour out of the top of her dress. Miles stared at the creamy, ripe, round hills of flesh that just kept growing and growing.

      Now that Miles knew what the pink potion was capable of, he realized it should never be used again. Not that the results were unpleasant — Jenny looked incredibly sexy now that she had the curves to fill out her clothes. But Miles didn’t know the extent of the potion’s effects and whether or not they would be permanent.

      At the very least, they had made Jenny forget about her ailing health. In fact, she seemed energized and vigorous.

      “I can’t remember the last time I felt this good,” she sighed, lifting her arms up and outward. Her breasts oozed out of the tight bodice, threatening to burst it open. Still, Jenny didn’t glance down at her own morphing body.

      “Jenny, maybe you should have a seat,” Miles said, pushing a chair towards her. He didn’t want her to topple forward under the weight of those expanding tits.

      “Why?” she asked dumbly. Then, glancing down at her chest, her eyes grew wide as dinner plates. “Wow! I look…”

      Miles braced himself for her wrath. He couldn’t imagine that Jenny would be happy to see what his pink elixir had done to her.

      “I look hot!” she cried, doing a little dance of excitement. “Oh, Miles…you’re the best!”

      She rushed towards him, draping her arms over his shoulders and planting a soft kiss on his lips. Miles was dumbfounded. He didn’t know how to respond to her affection; his confused erection was telling him to rip off her clothes and tell her he needed to do a “full physical examination” to make sure everything was going according to plan. But his brain was begging him to show restraint, especially since Leila was nearby. She would surely kill him if she found out what he’d done to her best friend.

      But at least Jenny was happy. She giggled like a ditzy bimbo as she sashayed around the room. Then she returned to Miles’s side, clasping his hand.

      “I need to thank you, Miles,” she urged.

      “N-No need to thank me,” he stammered, trying to maintain his composure. He wondered if there was another potion in his pack that could undo this bimbo transformation.

      “Please,” she whispered, pulling him towards a doorway. “Just for a little. I don’t know why, but I feel…really horny right now.”

      Miles let her lead him into the tiny bedroom. She closed the door and pressed her finger against her lips.

      “Leila mustn’t know,” she murmured.

      Miles was speechless. The elixir had brought out Jenny’s inner slut goddess. Before he could say anything, she was helping him out of his clothes and running her hands up and down his body. She gasped at the sight of his cock, then dropped to her knees and gazed up at him expectantly.

      “Your dick looks delicious,” Jenny sighed.

      Then, opening her pretty pink lips, she filled her mouth with his cock and began to suck it. Miles squeezed his eyes shut and let out a low groan. Damn…this woman was like a machine. She managed to fit his entire member into her tiny mouth and use her tongue to stimulate it at the same time. Meanwhile, she grasped his balls with her tiny hand, cupping and kneading them gently. He opened his eyes and stared down at her. He saw that her right tit had popped out of her bodice, a pale, round orb with a perky pink nipple. He reached down to give it a squeeze.

      “You’re so sexy, Jenny,” he said softly, brushing his fingers through her braided hair.

      “Mm…thanks…” Jenny whispered, popping his dick out of her mouth and licking her lips. “What do you think of my boobs? Are they big enough?”

      “They most certainly are,” Miles said with a chuckle.

      “Good. I just want you to like my body,” Jenny said. “Leila’s going to be so jealous when she sees me.”

      For some reason, the thought of the petite, flat-chested blonde getting jealous of her buxom friend turned Miles on even more. Maybe Jenny’s hot new look would inspire Leila to ask for the same elixir. The only thing sexier than one busty blonde was two busty blondes vying for his attention.

      “Poor Leila,” Miles murmured. “She has no idea we’re in here and you’re sucking my dick…”

      Jenny let out a muffled moan against his cock as she, too, conjured up naughty images in her head. Then, pulling her mouth away from his member suddenly, she tore off her bodice. Her dress, stretched at the seams around her ample bosom, tore easily. She threw the tattered garment across the room and, for the first time, Miles got a good look at her new body. With her voluptuous curves, Jenny may have been the sexiest woman he’d played with so far in Endless Empire. She certainly gave Amethyst, Opal, and Beatrice a run for their money.

      “Fuck my tits,” Jenny said suddenly.

      She squeezed her breasts together and Miles smirked.

      “Are you always this slutty when strange men come to call?” he asked.

      “Never,” Jenny said, biting her lower lip. “You drive me crazy, Miles. I just want your dick so bad…I want you to do naughty things to me. Things that good girls like Leila would never do!”

      “Leila doesn’t have tits for me to fuck,” Miles quipped.

      “Poor Leila, with her flat chest,” Jenny giggled. “You’re lucky you have me, Miles.” She flicked her fingers over her hard nipples, moaning softly as she pressed her breasts together.

      Miles couldn’t resist. He thrust his erect cock between those sexy breasts and began to fuck her cleavage. Jenny couldn’t be getting any pleasure out of this, but for some reason, she only wanted to serve his needs. She gazed up at him, eyes filled with longing, as he used her body like a sexy toy. Miles had never seen such flawless, pale skin, such pert and perky nipples, such symmetrical breasts…Jenny had truly become the perfect plaything for him.

      Her pink lips were curled into a smile. She was silently begging him to finish, and he knew he would have to do it fast. Leila could barge in at any moment.

      Miles plunged his cock into her cleavage a few more times and then pulled out, stroking it rapidly as he figured out where he should aim.

      “Where do you want me to cum?” he asked breathlessly.

      “Anywhere you want…”

      After a few moments of dithering, he pointed his cock at her face and shot a huge load of cum in her direction. Jenny gasped as he gave her a facial, streaking her cheeks and lips with his sticky white seed.

      But she wasn’t upset with him. Instead, she stuck her tongue out and swept up as much of the cum as she could.

      “Thank you, sir,” she said softly. “You’ve made me feel so good today.”

      Miles helped her clean herself off, and then Jenny found another dress to wear. No matter that her big tits were clearly visible through the flimsy white fabric — she was hot as hell and she knew it.

      “Are you sure Leila won’t be upset?” Miles said, coming back to reality. “You two are best friends.”

      “Who cares?” Jenny giggled. “Come, Miles…I want to make you some dinner. You’re staying the night, aren’t you?”

      “I guess so,” he said nervously. Stay the night? Part of him wanted to keep moving; but the other part of him was curious to know if he could persuade Leila to take the same pink elixir.

      As he and Jenny left the bedroom, another worried thought filled his mind. Did he even have a second vial of pink potion in his bag? Hastily, he searched and found that there was still a full vial of translucent pink liquid.

      Jenny fired up the wood stove in the corner, but she was so ditzy now, she nearly set the whole house on fire with her clumsiness. Miles intervened, helping her as she began to prepare dinner.

      Footsteps entered from another room. Then they stopped.

      “What…what have you done to her?” Leila asked. She had a look of sheer terror on her face.

      “I can explain,” Miles said. “I gave her the wrong medicine, and…”

      “The poor thing can barely walk!” Leila shouted.

      It was true. Jenny’s body may have been hot, but tits that big made more sense on sexy cartoon characters than real women. With every step she took, she struggled to stand upright. Fortunately, her big ass somewhat balanced things out.

      “You don’t like the new me, Leila?” Jenny asked, pouting.

      Leila put her hands on her hips. “I certainly don’t! You look like…like…ugh!”

      Without saying another word, Leila stormed out of the room. Miles felt terrible. He had destroyed the girls’ friendship with his bimbo potion.

      “Don’t worry about her,” Jenny giggled. “You and I can still enjoy our meal, can’t we?”

      But Leila lingered on his mind. He had to find a way to make it up to her.
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      That evening, as Jenny was washing up before bed, Miles sat in the main room of the house. He was to spend the night sleeping in here. He anxiously examined every single vial in his pack. There was no way of knowing whether or not he had the antidote for Jenny, something that could turn her back into her sweet, bright, flat-chested old self. He worried that he had destroyed the equilibrium of this virtual world by messing with one of its inhabitant’s bodies. And he still had no idea how the hell he was supposed to level up from here.

      Outside, the winds whipped violently and he heard thunder in the distance. It was a good thing that Jenny had invited him to stay the night. It wasn’t safe out there.

      “Miles,” a voice murmured.

      He spun around and saw Leila standing nearby in her loose sleeping gown.

      “Leila! I’m really, really sorry. It was an accident. I swear!”

      “An accident?” Leila asked skeptically. “Sure. You made Jenny extremely sexy by accident. We never should have trusted you!”

      “Look,” Miles said, trying to keep his cool. “I had no idea what the potion would do. And I feel terrible about it. But I don’t know if I can fix it. The best I can do is give you the same body and personality as Jenny, so you two are equals again.”

      Leila’s eyes widened. “You mean you want to give me a body like hers? Ha! So I can look like a slut all the time?! You’re crazy!”

      Miles picked up the remaining vial of bimbo juice. “Well, either way…it’s all yours, Leila. Take it or throw it away. This stuff is too dangerous for me to be carrying around.”

      She snatched the vial from him and for a moment, Miles expected her to smash it against the stone wall. Instead, Leila stormed out of the room, potion in hand.

      He wiped the sweat from his brow and slowly began to pack up his things. Miles knew he had to get out of here. Leila wasn’t happy with him, that was for sure. Not even the thought of making love to Jenny could tempt him to stick around. He had destroyed Jenny and Leila’s friendship forever.

      Only a few moments later, he heard Leila’s voice call out sweetly from her bedroom, “Miles? Can you come here?”

      This had to be a trap. He slowly made his way to her bedroom. Miles sucked in his breath at the sight before him.

      Leila had stripped out of her sleeping gown and was lying helplessly on the bed, clutching her rapidly swelling breasts. The look of fear on her face gave way to a lustful pout. Her cheeks and lips were flushed with color; her tits, just like Jenny’s, were round and big and perfectly-formed.

      “Miles,” she breathed, “I…I took the potion…”

      “Did you now?” he asked, trying to maintain his composure. He saw the empty vial on the bed next to her. “Why, Leila?”

      “I was jealous,” she said, writhing on the bed. “And I wanted you to want me just as much as Jenny.”

      Leila spread her legs apart, revealing her perfect pink pussy to him. Miles did everything in his power not to pounce on top of her and fuck her. His cock was throbbing with anticipation.

      Leila’s hand wandered to her pussy and she began to play with her delicate clitoris as she stared at Miles, her mouth hanging open. She was acting even more ditzy and lust-driven than her friend. Leila was all curves and pale flesh and soft moans as she pleasured herself with her nimble fingers while sprawled out on the bed before Miles.

      She orgasmed quickly, her entire voluptuous body quivering and quaking uncontrollably as she moaned out his name. Her loud cries of pleasure must have reverberated through the whole house, because suddenly, Jenny appeared in the doorway. She was naked after her bath.

      “Leila, what happened to you?” Jenny cried out, although to the relief of Miles, she didn’t sound too angry. Instead, her voice trembled uncertainly.

      “It was that wonderful pink medicine,” Leila sighed, twisting her body to face Jenny. “It made me feel so good…come here, Jenny.”

      Jenny lay down beside her on the bed.

      “I’m sorry I tried to steal Miles for myself earlier,” Jenny murmured.

      “And I’m sorry I got mad at you,” Leila said.

      “Friends forever?”

      “Mm…yes…”

      Miles watched, fascinated, as the two giggling bimbos embraced on the bed. But things escalated quickly. Soon, Jenny’s lips had found Leila’s and they were kissing each other tentatively. A few moments later, they were passionately making out, putting on a show for Miles. He was left speechless as he watched these busty babes locking lips, squeezing their tits together, massaging each other’s nude bodies.

      Jenny slid lower on the bed and began to flick her tongue across Leila’s bare pussy. Leila bucked and moaned and strained towards Jenny’s lips and tongue; her overpowering lust had gotten the best of her. The entire nature of the girls’ friendship changed in that moment. They had become lovers, too, and all because of that pink elixir.

      Miles stripped his pants off and began to run his hand up and down the length of his shaft as he watched the blondes put on a pornographic performance for him. Jenny was making Leila cum again, and her moans were so loud, they nearly drowned out the whipping winds outside the cabin.

      He quietly slipped towards the bed, picking up the glass vial and putting it next to the window. He noticed that the window itself was shaking violently from the impending storm. But Miles didn’t care. Instead, he focused his attention on the blonde bombshells writhing around the bed nearby. They beckoned for him to join them. He hastily took off his shirt.

      As soon as Miles was lying between them, the women started kissing and caressing his body, running their fingers over his bare cock, cooing and breathing heavily at the sight of his massive erection.

      “I get to fuck him first!” Jenny cried jubilantly.

      Leila playfully shook her head. “No…it’s my turn to fuck him! You already fucked him earlier!”

      “Ladies, please,” Miles said, melting into the bed as he watched the two women fighting over his body.

      They quickly realized that they needed to be nicer to each other while he was there. Miles would enjoy himself far more if they were performing for him rather than quarreling.

      Jenny was the first to lean in and give him a long, deep, passionate kiss with swirling tongue. Then she knelt before him, her breasts hovering over him. Next thing he knew, the bimbos were sharing a conspiratorial giggle and Jenny and Leila were each smothering him with his breasts. His head was encased in the two pairs of perfect tits, and for a brief moment, he worried that he might suffocate. At least he’d die happy…

      “You can never leave us, Miles,” Leila breathed.

      Miles struggled to extricate himself from their cleavage.

      “I’ll have to leave at some point,” he chuckled, trying to stay calm.

      Leila and Jenny pulled away to give him some air, and then Leila hopped onto his lap and began to bounce up and down on his cock. Her smooth, tight pussy felt so good wrapped around his throbbing member. And the view in front of him — her slim waist, her perfect breasts, her angelic face — was amazing.

      “What about me?” Jenny cried, nudging Leila to the side. The first blonde reluctantly hopped off his hard rod and Jenny slowly lowered herself onto his erection, inch by inch, until she had engulfed his hard cock.

      At that moment, the window flew open and a cold, gusty breeze poured in. The two bimbos screamed with terror and fled to the edge of the room, but Miles calmed them.

      “We’ll just close the window,” he said, rushing over and slamming it shut. He grabbed the empty vial and sealed it shut. Suddenly, it began to glow in his hands, an icy blue color.

      Leila and Jenny were enthralled.

      “The wind,” he murmured. “The wind must be in here. It was the next elemental power I needed.”

      He rushed out of the room, shoving the vial into his pack. He knew he had the key to reach the next round of the game.

      “Miles!” the bimbos called out in unison. “Come back!”

      Eager to leave the mountain cottage but still horny and unfulfilled, Miles was torn. Eventually, his lust prevailed. He hurried back to the bedroom where the two bimbos were waiting for him on their hands and knees, perfect asses sticking out.

      “Holy shit,” he breathed.

      “Me first!” Leila said, giggling. “I’m so wet…”

      Just a few more minutes of fun, and then Miles would have to make a discreet exit. He grabbed Leila by the hips and plunged his cock deep inside her tight, slick hole, pumping in and out rapidly. Leila loved being treated like a slut. She trembled and moaned, gasping with pleasure as he thrust in and out of her. But soon, Jenny was begging for his attention. He moved over to the other bimbo and began to pound her pussy. Or was this Leila? Suddenly, Miles realized that he could no longer tell the women apart, at least not from behind. They had identical asses, identical golden hair, identical voices.

      But he didn’t care. He was about to explode; these two sexy babes had teased and turned him on enough. He switched back to the first blonde and pumped in and out of her before erupting with a loud, long moan. His body shaking, he aimed towards her ass and draped it with a long rope of cum.

      “Shit,” Miles groaned. “That was insane. But…”

      “But what?” Leila asked, spinning around.

      “Are you leaving us, Miles?” Jenny murmured.

      “I have to go,” he insisted.

      He tried to move towards the door, but the two bimbos were clinging to him, begging him to stay. Before he started playing Endless Empire, Miles might have been susceptible to the charms of two busty blondes. Now, however, he knew that even if the sex was incredible, he had to keep moving forward through this virtual world. He didn’t want to be a merchant forever, trapped in a mountain cottage with two insatiable bimbos until the end of time.

      “Please,” he said, trying to keep cool as he put his clothes on. “I have an idea — let me see if I have another vial of pink elixir.”

      “Another vial?” Leila cried. She was practically salivating with excitement at the thought of pumping her tits up to even more ridiculous proportions.

      “Yes!” Miles said. “Just let me go out and check…”

      Jenny squealed, clapping her hands together. “That would be wonderful!”

      Once he’d escaped their clutches, Miles hurriedly gathered his things and opened the front door to the house. The icy wind poured in, along with hailstones.

      “This should be interesting,” he muttered to himself as he put his pack on his back and slammed the door behind him.

      Before he knew it, Miles found himself getting propelled by some mysterious force up the side of the mountain. It was as if a protective shield was surrounding him, creating an invisible bubble around his body. He realized that the vial of magical air was powering his flight. But where was he going?

      He saw the shifting terrain as he flew up, high and higher, and wondered why he was heading towards the top of the mountain. The sky cleared up as he moved above the storm clouds. Then the castle came into view. The massive building was crystalline and constructed entirely out of ice.

      “What the hell?” he groaned, rubbing his eyes. He landed on the ground with a dull thud. Miles was at the snowy peak of the mountain now. But who lived in this castle? And what was he doing here?

      He stood up, struggling slightly. He was wearing rusted armor that weighed him down.

      As Miles approached the massive gate in front of the castle, he heard something falling from above. He looked up just as a golden cage landed on him. He had been captured. But by who? What did they want from him?

      Two male guards in suits of metallic blue armor emerged from the shadows and dragged the cage towards the castle with Miles locked inside.

      “Your Majesty,” one of the guards called out, “I’ve brought you another trespasser.”

      “Another one?” a female voice asked, punctuating her words with a scornful laugh. “When will these fools learn not to set foot on my territory?”

      The guards dragged Miles out of the cage and lifted him off the floor. He was kicking and fighting, but he seemed to lack Strength; his actions felt futile.

      “Well, well, well,” the lovely raven-haired woman murmured as she approached him.

      For a brief moment, Miles wondered if this woman, too, could be appeased with a magical potion from his pack. But he discovered that his bag was gone. Miles was no longer a merchant.

      And this woman wouldn’t be as easy to manipulate as Leila and Jenny, that was for sure. From her dress and demeanor, it was clear that she was some kind of royalty.

      “Who do we have here?” she asked, her crimson lips curling into a smile.

      Miles had a feeling that this level of the game would be the most challenging yet. Something about this woman gave him the chills. But maybe Miles could use his charm and soften her up.

      “Another plaything for my collection?” she murmured, rubbing her hands together and eyeing him up like she wanted to devour him whole.

      Plaything? Suddenly, everything became clear. Miles had taken it for granted that at every turn in this game, he would collect hot babes, creating a virtual harem of sorts. Here, he had met his match: this woman was a powerful figure, and she apparently had a harem of her own.

      If Miles didn’t find a way out of here, he would be her prisoner for life.

    

  



    
      
        
          Chapter Nine

        

        

    
    






          Esma, The Sexy Ice Queen

        

      

    
    
      LEVEL 4 / KNIGHT / ATTRIBUTES:

      
        	STRENGTH:  3

        	INTELLIGENCE: 5

        	CHARISMA: 4

        	VITALITY: 5

      

      LEVEL 4 / KNIGHT / ELEMENTS:

      
        	FIRE: UNLOCKED

        	WIND: UNLOCKED

        	WATER: X

        	EARTH: UNLOCKED

        	ICE: X
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* * *

      The interior of the ice castle was surprisingly warm. In fact, Miles was sweating through his armor. He had been upgraded to Knight status in the game, but that promotion meant nothing to him now that he was held captive by this imperious, cold woman.

      “What is your name?” he asked, kicking helplessly as two muscular bodyguards, as ruthless and uncaring as club bouncers, held him up in the air.

      “You poor thing,” the dark-haired woman said, cackling. “You stumbled upon my castle and yet you don’t even know my name! I would be insulted, if I didn’t feel so sorry for you.”

      She was certainly a beauty, whoever she was. Tall and clad in a sparkling, form-fitting blue gown and a silver robe, the woman had waist-length black hair, icy eyes fringed with dark lashes, and full red lips. Although she clutched her robe over her chest, Miles could tell she had the kind of hourglass figure he liked.

      Intimidated but desperate to escape, Miles blurted out, “If you’re curious at all, my name is Miles. I’m on a long journey, and I would appreciate it if you let me go on my way.”

      “Miles? The name sounds familiar,” Esma said, pressing her finger to her lips playfully. “I’m Queen Esma, the ruler of this mountain and the forests below.”

      Miles wondered if he could use his charm to soften her up. Esma may have acted cold and haughty, but deep down, he imagined her to be a soft, sexy woman. At least, he hoped she was.

      If only he still had those magical liquids with him. One gulp of pink elixir could have turned Esma into a buxom and obedient sex goddess. Alas; all Miles had in his possession now was this rusted suit of armor. But he was of higher status than a merchant; his improved rank should help him curry favor with the Ice Queen, shouldn’t it?

      “Your Majesty,” he said, “if you let me go, I’ll spread the word about your kindness and beauty. I can promise you that.”

      Esma burst out laughing. “You silly boy! I don’t need the people to like me. My subjects may as well be ants — they are tiny and insignificant and worthless to me!”

      “In that case,” Miles said, voice trembling, “if you let me go, I’ll return with gifts for you. Things you never even knew existed — gold and trinkets and gemstones…”

      Esma rolled her eyes. “Such things are worthless to me, Miles. Ugh. You foolish knights make me sick. Guards, unhand him!”

      The guards let go and Miles landed on the cold floor. He sprang to his feet, armor clanking.

      “If you want to prove your worth, then you’ll have to show me what kind of knight you are,” Esma said coolly. “Come. I think you’re ready for a duel…”

      A duel? What the hell was happening?

      “Another knight foolishly trespassed yesterday,” she explained, beckoning for him to follow her down a long, frozen corridor. Huge icicles dangled from the ceilings. The towering guards trailed behind, ensuring that he didn’t escape. “This seems to happen all the time these days! Silly trespassers.”

      “And these men become your…playthings?” Miles asked, repeating a word she had used earlier. He envisioned a collection of men locked in a secluded chamber, forced to live on gruel and water, only allowed to leave their prison when the Queen was horny and desperate for a man’s company.

      “If they don’t give me what I want, then of course they become my toys,” Esma laughed.

      Miles didn’t know what she was talking about. He had offered the Queen everything he could, and still, she had refused his gifts.

      They entered a huge room that was completely empty except for a long table (also made of ice) running along the side wall. If Miles hadn’t been terrified, he would have been busy admiring this majestic ice castle. It was an incredible structure. He had so many questions about Esma’s royal family, but he knew that now was not the time to ask.

      He noticed that the nearby table had a miniature version of the castle, a perfect small-scale replica. It was flanked by rows of tiny knights constructed out of transparent ice. Miles wondered how all this frozen stuff didn’t melt.

      “Are you ready to fight?” Esma asked, clasping her hands together eagerly.

      “Uh…maybe…” Miles said, quietly scanning the room for an exit.

      “What a wonderful show this will be!” Esma squealed. Suddenly, her pale eyes started glowing. She fixed her gaze on Miles. Before he knew it, a beautiful sword of ice was materializing in his hand.

      He brandished it and, after taking a few swipes at an invisible enemy, he realized that he wasn’t too bad with a weapon. In this level of the game, Miles possessed real fighting skills.

      “Guards…bring me the other knight!” Esma shouted.

      The beefy men shuffled away and soon returned, carrying a man in a rusted gold suit of armor. He was kicking violently and cursing at them. His voice sounded vaguely familiar.

      As he landed on the floor, the man ripped off his helmet.

      Miles was shocked to see his old buddy. “Jake?!”

      As Miles tore off his own helmet, he and his friend stared at each other in total disbelief.

      “Miles! What the hell are you doing here?” Jake asked.

      “I was on the mountain with these two hot blondes, and next thing I knew, I was in front of this castle!” Miles said. “What the hell are you doing here, man?”

      “I was in the forest with this smoking hot redhead and then I woke up here, too,” Jake explained.

      “No way!” Miles laughed.

      As the two men bonded, Esma silently fumed. Eventually, she cried out, “Shut up!”

      They fell silent, turning to face her again.

      “Sorry, Your Majesty,” they mumbled in unison, hanging their heads and shuffling their feet.

      “Who cares about your pretty blondes and your beautiful redheads,” Esma said. She was clearly jealous of the other women that Miles and Jake had encountered in the game. “You both belong to me now. And I demand that you two fight for your lives!”

      She conjured up a glowing sword for Jake, who murmured, “This is fucking awesome.”

      Miles wished he could be laid-back and chill about all this; Jake was pretty nonchalant about the whole situation. But Miles was so nervous, his teeth were chattering.

      “Queen Esma, please tell us — what will happen to the winner and loser of this duel?”

      “The loser — the man that is pinned to the floor and has his opponent’s sword pressed against his heart for five seconds — will become my plaything.”

      “That doesn’t sound too bad,” Jake said with a smirk.

      Esma glared at him, indicating the miniature ice knights on the table. “You must not understand…all of these toy knights were once men like you.”

      Jake and Miles stared at the figurines.

      “Shit,” Miles whispered. Apparently, Esma had the power to turn anyone into ice. “And the winner?”

      Esma licked her lips and raised her perfectly arched brows. “I’ll decide his fate once he’s victorious.”

      Jake turned to Miles. “Dude, I know we’re friends and all, but I really want to win this game.”

      “So do I!” Miles said.

      The Queen clapped her hands. “Begin, gentlemen!” She took a step back and watched as her two knights put their helmets back on and got into position.

      “Whatever happens here doesn’t mean we’re not friends in the real world, okay?” Jake said.

      “Of course!” Miles cried.

      “So don’t be too sad when I beat you…”

      Jake’s words made Miles feel more competitive than ever. He couldn’t end his journey here. He was shocked that in order to move forward in Endless Empire, he had to defeat his own friend in a pointless duel. But such was life. Miles was going to give it his all.

      But Jake made the first thrust, charging towards Miles with his sword of ice. Miles expertly dodged the weapon and pushed back. They were both expert fighters. As he gripped his weapon, Miles felt the sword begin to melt slightly. But he carried on, lunging towards Jake and trying to back him into a corner.

      Jake wasn’t going to go down without a fight. He kicked his leg out, tripping Miles, who stumbled forward, skidding across the room. Just as Jake was about to reach him, Miles launched himself back up again. The ice swords nearly broke in two as the weapons slammed into each other.

      Suddenly, Jake stumbled, falling onto the floor on his back. Miles quickly placed his foot over Jake’s torso and then pressed the sword against his heart, counting for five long seconds.

      “And the winner is Miles!” Esma cried, clapping her hands together. “Wonderful fight, Miles!”

      “Can I get a re-do?” Jake asked, standing up slowly. “I slipped…it wasn’t fair…”

      Esma’s eyes narrowed. “That was a fair fight, you fool. You think you can beg your way out of this? Goodbye.”

      With the flick of her fingers, she shot a beam of light towards Jake. From head to toe, the man turned into an ice sculpture, frozen in a shocked position. Then he shrank down into a miniature version of himself.

      Esma collected the toy knight off the floor and placed him with all the rest on the table.

      “And now, Miles,” she said softly, “your reward…”

      He took a step back. Miles didn’t trust Esma at all. One slip-up and he, too, could become a shard of ice in her little collection.

      “Am I allowed to leave?” he asked hopefully.

      “Ha! Of course not!” she cackled. “You will wait until the next knight arrives, and then you must fight him, too.”

      “Oh, great,” Miles muttered, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

      Esma clearly didn’t like his tone. “Guards…put him away!”

      As the knight was transported to the other side of the castle by the beefy guards, he took one last look at the Queen herself. Miles would have to find a way to tame this woman and stop her from turning men into ice sculptures. Otherwise, he would be trapped here forever.
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      “Yoo-hoo!”

      Miles was half-asleep when the high-pitched female voice echoed through the corridor. It didn’t sound like Esma, but what other woman lived here?

      “Can I come in?” she asked sweetly.

      “Uh…sure…”

      Miles quickly sat up on the hard bed (the mattress itself must have been made of ice) and watched as the door flew open. A lovely red-haired maiden entered with a tray of sweets. She was clad in a simple black dress and a laced-up bodice which pushed her full breasts upwards. From her ditzy giggly, Miles could tell she wasn’t a threat.

      “I brought some treats for the victorious knight!” she cried, placing the tray on his frozen bedside table.

      “I…uh…thanks,” Miles said. “Hey, would you mind closing the door?”

      She looked perplexed, slowly shutting the door. “Yes, sir. Of course.”

      “I’m Miles,” he said. “What’s your name?”

      Without even thinking, Miles grabbed a pastry off the tray and took a bite. It was piping hot and delicious — just what he needed.

      “Vivian,” the redheaded maid said. She bent over to straighten the rug on the floor, nearly exposing her ass in the process. That dress was cut extremely short. Miles wondered if she was even wearing panties.

      “Vivian, I have some questions for you,” Miles said, taking another pastry. He was glad that Esma was trying to keep him alive until the next duel; he could be stuck living in far worse conditions.

      “Go ahead,” she said, perching her slender body on the edge of his bed.

      “Well, first I want to know what Esma’s story is…why she lives in this ice castle…why she’s so cruel. Please tell me you know these things,” he said desperately.

      Vivian giggled. “I’m just a simple peasant from the forest below, but I guess I can try to explain,” she said, smoothing her beautiful auburn hair. “You see…I was captured, just like you. It happened two years ago. My sister and I were searching for food on the mountain — things have been awful in the forest, at least since the war — and I got lost and ended up here. I’ve been Esma’s maid ever since!”

      “Have you tried to escape?”

      “Oh, it’s not so bad here,” Vivian sighed. “Besides…part of my job is entertaining the knights she holds captive. And I can’t complain about that.”

      The gleam in her green eyes startled Miles. He realized that Vivian was being intentionally flirtatious. But he needed answers, first and foremost, so he pushed on.

      “So how long has Esma ruled over the people here?”

      “Nobody knows,” Vivian said, wringing her hands. Miles examined her features carefully. Vivian was a lovely young woman with smooth, pale skin and a great rack. He tried not to stare at her ample bosom as she spoke to him. “We’ve all heard stories, though. Some say that she was a witch who stole the throne from the king many years ago. She turned the king and all of his knights into ice — and the castle, too. Since then, our lands have suffered. Esma is not a kind ruler. She doesn’t care about her subjects.”

      “Fascinating,” Miles breathed. “But there must be some way to overthrow her.”

      Vivian shrugged. “She’s far too powerful! As long as she can turn anyone into ice, then no one can fight her.” Suddenly, Vivian shivered. “Oh, I mustn’t speak ill of Her Majesty — I’m better off than a lot of the women she’s captured.”

      “What happened to the other women?”

      “She turned them all into ice, silly. Just like the knights! I’m lucky — she knew I was just a harmless forest maiden, so she let me live. And she wasn’t threatened by my beauty, so she told me I could serve the knights that she kept alive.”

      Miles grinned. “That surprises me. You’re beautiful, Vivian. You could give Esma a run for her money any day.”

      Vivian’s eyes grew wide. “Really, Miles? That’s very sweet of you, sir.”

      Vivian looked down shyly. Miles began to wonder how she usually “entertained” the men. But soon, Vivian was about to give him his answer.

      She lifted herself from the bed and, twirling around, began to dance for him. Vivian was, unfortunately, not a skilled dancer. She was clumsy, coyly lifting her skirt to expose more of her creamy thighs as she batted her eyes. Then she stumbled slightly while trying to do another spin. No wonder Esma didn’t feel threatened by Vivian; the redhead may have been lovely, but she was clearly inexperienced with men.

      In spite of himself, Miles began to laugh.

      “What?” Vivian asked, hands on her hips. “I’m trying to entertain you!”

      “Come over here,” he said, beckoning her to join him onto the bed.

      She sat down next to him and he slipped his arm over her shoulder.

      “And what do the knights think of your performances?” Miles asked softly.

      “They say thank you and send me on my way,” Vivian said.

      “Does that make you happy?”

      She blinked. “Well…it might be nice if they kissed me…I haven’t kissed a man in an awfully long time!”

      “Come here.”

      Miles pulled her into his arms and pressed his lips against hers. Vivian’s cheeks were instantly flushed.

      “Like that?” he asked.

      “Like that,” she said, nodding eagerly. “Um…can I kiss you again? Just for a moment. I really should be getting back to the kitchen.”

      Miles sensed that if Esma knew what was going on in here, she would be furious. The Queen had viewed Vivian as a harmless distraction for the knights, someone to make them forget about their impending doom. But Miles knew that the redhead was full of pent-up lust just waiting to be released.

      The second kiss was deeper and more intense than the first. Miles gently slipped his tongue between Vivian’s lips as his hands slid her dress lower on her smooth shoulders. Vivian clutched his body tightly with her delicate fingers.

      It all happened so naturally. Miles barely noticed what a persuasive alpha male he’d become over the course of the game. He knew exactly what to say and do to get any woman to succumb to his charms.

      Vivian loosened her bodice and exposed more of her full breasts. With one yank, Miles ripped the garment off of her, then pulled her dress down over her chest. He hoisted her slender body onto his lap and pulled her towards him, burying his head between her ample cleavage before sucking on her perfect nipple. He pulled it gently between his teeth, eliciting a groan from the sexy maiden.

      “Miles,” she breathed. “You make me feel so good…”

      He slowly yanked off his own shirt and saw, for the first time, his enhanced muscles. As a knight, he had well-defined pecs and abs and impressive biceps. This was the body he’d always fantasized about having in real life. And as his erection swelled, he realized that his cock was far bigger now, too. Would petite Vivian be able to handle his massive member?

      He fondled her breasts, swiping his tongue up and down and around her hard, sensitive nipples. Then he flipped Vivian over onto the bed and tore the dress off her body.

      “Miles!” she gasped in protest.

      “I’m sorry,” he said sheepishly. “Should we stop?”

      “No…it’s just that I only have one dress,” she said, giggling. “But forget about that. Let’s have fun.”

      His hungry hands roamed her soft curves. Vivian may have been petite, but her body was satisfyingly voluptuous — she was rounded in all the right places. He plunged his tongue deep into her mouth as he gripped her full breasts, kneading them before letting his fingers wander over her abdomen and down to her creamy thighs. He slipped his hand between her legs and felt for her wetness. Vivian was soaking already.

      Miles sat up so he could finger her pussy properly. He plunged his fingers boldly inside her tight hole, sliding them in and out as he used his other hand to manipulate her button-like clitoris. Vivian writhed and moaned beneath his touch, her breasts quivering. Her face was flushed with ecstasy as he explored her tight pussy with his fingertips.

      Then he began to focus on her love button, moving his index finger in tight circles around the nub of flesh as his other fingers continued to move in and out of her slick pussy. Vivian may not have had much sexual experience, but her body was like a well-oiled machine, perfectly in tune with the pleasure he was giving her. Her red lips parted and she let out a long, low gasp of satisfaction. Miles moved his fingers faster and faster until the maiden was groaning loudly. She muttered his name as she came, trembling from head to toe with a blend of agony and pure pleasure.

      As Miles heard footsteps pass in the corridor, he knew he had to be quick. Vivian wasn’t supposed to be entertaining him in this way. If Esma found out that he’d broken all the rules, she would turn both of them into miniature ice sculptures.

      He ripped off his pants and his meaty cock sprang out.

      “Miles!” Vivian breathed as he hoisted her long legs over his shoulders.

      “Shh,” he whispered. “I don’t want anyone to hear us.”

      He gazed into her big, expressive eyes as he positioned his long cock at the entrance to her tight pussy. Holding her still, Miles had Vivian completely in his control. He inched his way inside her wet slit until he was buried to the hilt. Then, pulling out slowly, he began to thrust his hips, fucking her as hard and fast she could. Vivian was thrilled. She licked her lips, gasping for air as he plowed her pussy.

      In this position, Miles had complete control over her. It wasn’t long before his deep thrusts had made her cum for a second time; then a third. He closed his eyes, feeling the warmth and wetness of her perfect, tight hole. But the face of the woman who filled his mind was, for some reason, Esma. He thought of her full lips and her cold, smirking eyes, her big breasts and her perfect figure, a fabulous body she kept hidden under layers of clothing. Suddenly, he found himself fantasizing about conquering that evil ice queen, softening her up so he could fuck her like the slut she really was.

      The image of sexy Esma bending over for him, revealing her perfect ass and pussy and letting him take her, was too much to bear. A few more thrusts and Miles erupted inside Vivian’s tight hole, filling her up with his cum. His eyes fluttered open and as he saw her shining, sweaty face beneath him, he felt a little guilty for letting another woman enter his mind while he was inside her.

      “That was amazing, Miles,” Vivian said. “You’ve made me so happy.”

      “What can I say? You’re hot as hell,” Miles said with a laugh.

      The two quickly got dressed. As Vivian laced up her bodice, she stared at Miles, a dizzy smile on her face.

      “We must do this again sometime,” she said. Then, her smile turned into a dour expression. “As long as Esma keeps you alive…”

      “Don’t worry. I’ll be fine,” he said dismissively.

      Vivian blew him a kiss and grabbed the tray of sweets before rushing out the door. Miles decided that he couldn’t be complacent. He had to be brave enough to face Esma. He knew that if he discovered the source of her powers, he could destroy her. And maybe, if he was lucky, he could make his naughty fantasy about her a reality, too.
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      Late that night, Miles slipped out of his room. All along the corridor, guards stood. They were supposed to be on the lookout in case he tried to escape. But he could hear the seven-foot giants snoring and knew that he had nothing to fear.

      He sneaked past the men and wandered through the castle, guided only by the light of the candles that faintly illuminated the halls. In the darkness, the intricacies of the ice castle were incredibly beautiful.

      He heard a voice in the distance. It sounded like Esma herself. Miles was as silent as possible as he approached the room where he had defeated Jake. Poor Jake…Miles pictured his friend waking up from his virtual reality stupor and shaking his fist at Miles, who was sitting next to him on the couch, back in the real world. He was lucky that Jake hadn’t ripped off Miles’s headset as revenge.

      Or maybe Jake was somewhere else in the game now, and he could still claw his way to victory. Miles had no idea.

      He peered around the wall and saw Esma, resplendant in a long white gown, hovering over her model of the castle. She was chanting incoherently, perhaps even speaking another language. In her hand was a jagged piece of ice.

      Suddenly, her voice rose, trembling slightly. “Your Majesty, King of Ice…I will continue to do your bidding! My work will not stop until I have built up your army so that you may conquer the entire empire! I will not rest until you are Emperor and rule every mountain, valley, desert, and sea.”

      Although Esma was alone, Miles knew she was speaking to a higher power. So she wasn’t actually in control here…a greater force — this mysterious King of Ice — was using her to gain control of this swath of the empire.

      She pressed her lips against the piece of ice and it glowed a vibrant blue, as if her breath had given it life and energy.

      “Great King,” she said, her voice falling to a breathless murmur, “with this piece of ice, you have given me all the powers I need. I hope that I will be repaid handsomely for my service to you. Believe me, Your Majesty — I will ensure that chaos reigns upon the land. I’ve heard that down below, the clans are warring. They are all fools! They have weakened themselves. When the time comes, we will destroy them all.”

      With those words, Esma had revealed the master plan. Miles understood that as the tribes and clans of the empire squabbled, a mysterious force was gathering strength and preparing to overtake them all. He finally grasped his ultimate purpose in the game: Miles had to defeat these forces and become the emperor himself.

      The first step? He would have to knock Esma down a few pegs.

      She reverently lowered the piece of ice back into the frozen castle on the table and swished out of the room silently. Miles knew that this piece of ice was what gave her the power to neutralize her enemies. Maybe he could use it to neutralize her…

      Time was of the essence, so he hastily grabbed the piece of ice and rushed down the corridor until he found himself in front of the doors of Esma’s bedchamber.

      The ice glowed fiery red in his hands. Suddenly, all of Miles’s fears evaporated. He felt stronger and more confident than ever. He flung open the huge doors and held the glowing ice aloft.

      “This is for turning my friend — and all those other innocent people — into ice cubes!” he cried triumphantly.

      Without thinking, he aimed the ice — the fourth elemental power he had retrieved in the game — at Esma, who was standing near her huge, frozen bed. The entire room glowed icy blue, and the Queen herself was obscured by shadows.

      But as soon as he pointed the ice at her, she gasped, falling back onto the bed. Everything in the room instantly transformed. The frozen bed turned into a luxurious mahogany one; the icy columns were now made of marble. The frigid room turned into a warm, inviting, well-lit room, with a fire burning in the hearth.

      “My powers,” Esma breathed, writhing on the bed. “Miles…you’ve stolen my strength…”

      “You won’t be doing the Ice King’s bidding any longer,” he said, standing over her. The ice was melting in his hand now, and soon, all that was left of Esma’s magical object was a small puddle of water on the wooden floor. Now, she had no way to communicate with her dark master, or to do his evil work.

      Esma was silent. Finally, she said, “You’ve…you’ve freed me.”

      “Huh?”

      “You broke his spell,” Esma murmured. “I don’t have to work for the King anymore!”

      Miles slowly grasped the fact that Esma wasn’t the mysterious King of Ice’s willing partner, but rather, she was just another pawn in his game, a figure who could take the blame for the King’s evil actions. She wasn’t a witch, as Vivian had suggested.

      “How can I thank you, Miles?” Esma said, reaching up to run her fingers reverently across his cheek. Her touch made him quiver with anticipation.

      “You don’t have to thank me…I should probably be going anyway…” he said.

      “Are you sure?” Esma murmured. “Because I would let you do anything you wanted to me. I haven’t felt the touch of a man in ages, Miles.”

      Miles knew that his fantasy was about to become a reality. He had stripped Esma of her powers and now, she was begging for his body. His mind raced as it tried to make sense of the situation, but his cock was swelling with excitement.

      Before he could stop himself, he was on top of Esma, caressing her body through her white gown, kissing her lips, and rubbing his erection against her. Deep down, Esma was just another virtual reality slut who needed to be controlled and conquered.

      He stood up to undress and when he faced Esma again, he saw she was already nude and sprawled out for him, her gown in a pile on the floor. Her body was exquisite. Those breasts, those hips…that ass. He’d never seen such a perfect ass before.

      Miles hopped back onto the bed and they began to kiss again. His hands hungrily explored her curvaceous form. Meanwhile, Esma began to stroke his hard shaft, sliding her hand up and down rapidly. He rolled over onto his back, helpless as she kissed his chest and abs, moving closer and closer to his erect dick. Then her plump, perfect lips enriched the tip of his cock and she began to suck, staring deep into his eyes.

      “You slut,” he groaned.

      She deep throated him like a porn star, filling herself with his manhood over and over. Then she began to lick his balls. Damn…this chick was dirty. Like Vivian, she had been cooped up in this castle for way too long.

      Her tongue swept over the length of his shaft again and without even thinking, Miles pressed her head with his hand, forcing her to go deep again. Esma submitted to his desires, sliding his cock halfway down her throat as she massaged his balls.

      “You’re good at this,” he commented in a raspy voice. “I’d like to return the favor…”

      Once Esma had gotten her fill of his cock, she pushed Miles down onto his back and straddled his torso. He felt the wetness of her slick pussy against his chest and gazed up longingly at those magnificent breasts. They were even bigger than Vivian’s, and, somehow, perkier.

      Esma wordlessly lifted herself off of him, hovering over his face. Her tight, perfect pussy was inches away from his open mouth. She sat on his face and he grabbed her body by the hips, pulling her closer so that she was grinding against his lips and tongue. Esma tasted amazing. She rocked back and forth on top of him, gushing wetness as she groaned softly. Miles couldn’t get enough of her sweet, wonderful pussy.

      Soon, she was cumming hard, screaming his name as she exploded with pleasure. Miles dug his fingers into her hips, sliding them down to squeeze her round ass. Esma slowly lifted herself from his face and fell to her hands and knees on the bed, submitting to him, as if in defeat. She thrust her ass out and waited patiently.

      Miles had conquered the Queen of Ice and turned her frozen castle back into a gorgeous stone palace. And now, he was reaping his reward. He was the victorious knight, and she was just a maiden waiting for him to fuck her from behind.

      He spanked her ass a few times, making her quiver and sigh with anticipation, before plunging his hard cock into her slippery pussy. Miles had never fucked anyone this aggressively before, but he knew she could take it. He held her body with one hand by the hip while the other reached around her torso to grasp her jiggling breast. Then he pulled her long dark hair sharply near the roots, holding it in his hand as he slammed her pussy over and over again.

      As the tension in his body rose to a feverish pitch, Miles pulled out and aimed for that sexy ass. He covered it with long ropes of cum that decorated her smooth buttocks with sticky white streaks. Esma collapsed onto her stomach, moaning incoherently into the bedsheets.

      If the game had ended here, Miles would have returned to the real world a happy man. This may have been his most satisfying sexual encounter yet. He had truly conquered this beautiful babe.

      His moment of bliss was shattered when he heard the activity throughout the castle. The clattering of armor and the sound of voices filled the halls. By undoing Esma’s spell, Miles had brought all the other knights back to life.

      “You okay?” he murmured, stroking Esma’s hair.

      “Mm…yes…” she sighed. “That was so nice, Miles. But please…don’t feel like you have to stay with me.”

      “I’m kind of surprised I’m still here,” he admitted. “Normally, after I get the elemental power, I move onto a new level in the game. I mean…a new place in the empire.”

      She rolled over onto her back and her eyes widened. “Miles…”

      “What?”

      “I don’t think you’re a knight anymore.”

      He turned around and saw his reflection in the mirror. His muscular nude body had been clothed in an ornate blue uniform decorated with medallions.

      “Then what am I?”

      Esma giggled. “I’d guess that you’re a general now!”

      “Oh,” he breathed. “You may be right.”

      “Now go out and lead your men,” she said.

      Giving her a long and passionate kiss, Miles took one last look at Esma’s beautiful body before flinging the huge wooden doors open. The knights in the hall cheered for him.

      “All hail General Miles!” they cried.

      Miles had reached the next rank in the game. He was a General who was poised to lead an army into battle. Miles was about to reach a pivotal moment in the game. If he could wrest power from the evil forces trying to take over the empire, then he would become its ruler. Content after his little fling with Esma and emboldened by his newfound strength and confidence, Miles prepared himself for the final leg of his journey.
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      LEVEL 5 / GENERAL / ATTRIBUTES:

      
        	STRENGTH:  5

        	INTELLIGENCE: 5

        	CHARISMA: 6

        	VITALITY: 7

      

      LEVEL 5 / GENERAL / ELEMENTS:

      
        	FIRE: UNLOCKED

        	WIND: UNLOCKED

        	WATER: X

        	EARTH: UNLOCKED

        	ICE: UNLOCKED
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* * *

      As General Miles boarded the ship, his men made way for him and stood at attention with shields up and daggers drawn. This response was exactly what Miles needed right now. He was shocked to see how far he’d come in Endless Empire. He was no longer a lowly merchant or a knight without a home. He had reached the top of the ranks. After this, there could only be two outcomes. One was defeat; the other, attaining Emperor status and winning the game.

      After turning Queen Esma back into a harmless (but sexy) maiden, Miles had learned that the final phase of his journey would involve a trip by sea. His subordinates informed him that a crucial battleground was a small island kingdom called Telbrexu, which had been overtaken by the Ice King’s sinister forces. There were rumors that Princess Daphne, the rightful ruler of the island, was locked in a tower, imprisoned and forbidden from communicating with anyone on the outside.

      Whoever controlled Telbrexu controlled the sea routes that connected every part of the empire. If Miles could reclaim that territory, he would become the new Emperor.

      As he examined his soldiers, he thought about Jake. He had no idea where his friend was. Miles had lost him among the crowd of knights at the castle. Whenever he returned to reality, he would try not to rub his success in his friend’s face — as long as he didn’t lose in a humiliating fashion.

      Impatiently, Miles fast forwarded through the ocean journey. His ship crossed the choppy azure waters for hours and hours. Day turned to night. As dawn approached, he spotted a craggy island in the distance.

      It was midday by the time the ship reached the shore. The men on board were all itching for a fight. But to the dismay of their General, the golden beach of Telebrexu’s western shore was completely obscured by an impenetrable army in icy blue armor. Beyond the sea of soldiers, there was a palace on a hill; that must be where the Princess was imprisoned.

      “Shit,” he muttered as he gazed at the nearly solid wall of men in armor. “They’ve got us outnumbered.”

      But Miles knew that it was too late to turn back. He and his soldiers docked the ship and made their way onto the shore, towards the enemy’s army. There was a tall, imposing figure towards the front of the group, donning shining silver armor. That must have been the Ice King himself.

      “I have come to claim this island as my own!” Miles called. “My name is Miles, and it is my duty to defeat your forces and restore peace in the empire! The days of endless war are over. I will be the new Emperor! Reveal yourself, Ice King!”

      The figure in front of him slowly lifted its helmet. Tendrils of long, honey blonde hair cascaded out. Miles saw that this wasn’t the Ice King at all. The “King” was actually a stunningly gorgeous woman, with amber eyes, full lips, and rosy cheeks.

      “Do you really want to fight me?!” she asked in disbelief, letting out a ditzy giggle.

      Miles was speechless. The woman’s armor evaporated right before his eyes, revealing a tight white tube top and a matching skirt that barely covered her smooth, tan thighs. She wasn’t an evil ruler. She was just another hot babe.

      “Who are you?” he asked incredulously.

      “Princess Daphne, the ruler of Telbrexu,” she said, her pretty lips curling into a smile.

      “I’m…I’m sorry…” Miles muttered. “I didn’t realize, miss — I mean, Your Highness…I shouldn’t have threatened you and your men.”

      Daphne giggled. “My men? I think you mean my women.”

      She snapped her fingers and the armored soldiers behind her removed their helmets in unison. Their armor disintegrated, vanishing into thin air. They weren’t men after all. Instead, Daphne was flanked by rows and rows of sexy, curvaceous women, all with long, flowing hair, tight dresses, and sparkling gladiator sandals.

      Miles heard his soldiers murmuring amongst themselves.

      “I get dibs on that blonde over there, in the red dress,” whispered one guy.

      “Oh, yeah? I get dibs on the brunette next to her!” another dude responded.

      “Silence!” Miles bellowed. “Princess Daphne, I’m afraid I don’t understand. I was sent here to defeat an evil Ice King and release you from prison.”

      “Those must have been rumors,” Daphne said dismissively. “I’m alive and well! And I must say, my ladies are thrilled that you’ve brought your men. We get awfully lonely on this island…”

      Miles sensed that there was something wrong, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. He believed that by this point in the game, he should be immune to the charms of a pretty woman. Still, there was something about Daphne’s disarming smile that intrigued him.

      “Relax, Miles,” she said to him, her voice floating through the air, light as a feather. “Come. We’ll have a feast together! We’ll show you guys a good time tonight! Oh, won’t it be grand?”

      Reluctantly, Miles beckoned for the soldiers to follow him. They eagerly rushed onto the shore, chatting up the women and even linking arms with them. Miles felt uneasy about this whole situation, though he had no choice but to follow Daphne and see what happened next.
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      Miles and his men were treated to the most decadent meal he’d ever seen. Their sexy, scantily-clad hostesses brought out endless courses of food: meat and fish and vegetables, sweets and bread and stews. The babes sat on the soldiers’ laps while they dined, kissing and flattering them, stuffing them with food until they could barely move. Miles ate lightly, even though Daphne begged for him to indulge himself.

      Every time the princess passed his chair, she ruffled his hair or whispered something flirtatious in his ear. Miles wished he could relax and give in to temptation, but he was still on guard. How could he have gotten this so wrong? Why had no one told him that this island was full of beautiful, buxom maidens?

      Although the palace was gorgeous, it seemed to be in a state of disrepair. Most notably, there appeared to be a leak in the ceiling directly above the general’s dinner plate. Every five minutes or so, a drop of water would land on the plate. He glanced up at the high ceiling, but saw no obvious hole.

      “Um…Princess…” he murmured, pointing to the droplet on his plate. “It seems you have a leak.”

      She squinted at it, then glanced up at the ceiling. “Oh. I never even noticed!” Daphne giggled, twisting a strand of hair around her index finger. “You’re very observant, Miles!”

      “Don’t you have any servants? Any men to help with repairs?” he asked, concerned.

      Before he could get an answer out of her, Daphne was scampering to the head of the table.

      “Gentlemen,” she cried, “I want to welcome you all to my humble home. As a gift for you all, my ladies and I have prepared a little performance.”

      Suddenly, music began to blast into the room. The lights shifted, and soon, the grand dining room looked more like a nightclub. All the sexy women leaped up onto the table and began to dance, putting on an erotic performance. The men were entranced by the way the babes rubbed against one another, their skirts riding up to reveal the curves of their round, firm asses.

      Daphne herself was the most beautiful and provocative of all the women. She playfully kissed and caressed one of her brunette friends as she made eyes at Miles, seducing him with her intense gaze. She was all long legs and sexy curves, a delicious dessert that Miles would gladly devour.

      The slutty babe suddenly ripped off her friend’s top. The brunette feigned shock, but soon, the two were making out again, Daphne cupping the other woman’s big breasts. She glanced at Miles as she plunged her tongue into the brunette’s mouth.

      Meanwhile, the brunette yanked Daphne’s skirt higher, revealing her smooth, round buttocks. She playfully slapped her friend’s ass a few times before getting distracted by a soldier nearby. She whispered something to the Princess before heading over to the solder and shoving her bare breasts in his face.

      Daphne’s body undulated above Miles. She fixed her skirt, playing coy as all her friends were stripping out of their skimpy clothes. But even with clothes on, Daphne had a way of dancing that was almost hypnotic. She knew exactly how to use her swaying hips and jiggling ass to capture the attention of the man watching from below.

      He was so entranced by this woman, he barely even noticed that his men were gradually pairing off with the army of bimbos and disappearing down dark hallways into shadowy chambers. One by one, the loyal soldiers fell prey to the seductive beauties. Soon, only Daphne was left, the lone babe dancing on the table solely for the General’s pleasure.

      She wiped a bead of sweat from her brow before hopping off and grabbing his hand. “Follow me,” she said, her tone soft as velvet. “I have something to show you.”

      Instinctively, he resisted. Something was telling Miles to stay put, even though he had a boner from watching Daphne dance.

      With one yank, she dragged Miles from his chair. He was surprised and impressed by her unexpected strength, and had no choice but to follow her.

      One last drop of water landed on his nose as she led him away. Before he could brush it off, the droplet slid down onto his mouth. It tasted like saltwater.

      “You really need to do something about that leak,” he murmured.

      “I’ll deal with that another time,” Daphne said dismissively. “Right now, I just want to have fun with you, Miles…and I have a nice surprise for you.”

      She led him down a maze of hallways and eventually brought him to a luxurious bedroom. The crimson canopy bed was inviting; the shimmering crystal chandelier filled the room with golden light.

      Daphne pushed him down onto the bed and continued her seductive, serpentine dance.

      “Is this your room?” he asked wondrously.

      “No. This is where you’ll stay,” Daphne said sweetly.

      “I just don’t get it,” Miles sighed. “Something’s…not right here…”

      Daphne’s tube top was slipping down over her ample chest, and she carefully adjusted it before putting her hands on her hips. Her expression was indignant. “What don’t you get, Miles? Seriously?”

      “I’m here to defeat an enemy, not have fun,” he said. “Maybe there’s someone lurking in the palace, someone you haven’t seen yet…”

      “All this talk of war and enemies bores me!” Daphne said, pouting. “Here. I have something to keep your mind free of worry.”

      She handed Miles a remote control. He stared at it blankly.

      “Uh…are we gonna watch TV together?”

      “No, silly! With this control, you can transform my body any way you’d like.” She winked. “And I mean any way.”

      He examined the controls carefully and saw that it wasn’t a regular TV remote. Instead, it had commands like “MAXIMIZE BUST” and “INCREASE LIBIDO.” Damn…she wasn’t kidding.

      Daphne stood before him, and Miles pointed the remote at her, his hand shaking.

      “You know, I think you’re perfect the way you are,” Miles insisted.

      “But the woman you secretly fantasize about is even sexier,” Daphne said. There was something odd about her statement; it was as if she could read his mind and knew about his past escapades in Endless Empire. Miles had been spoiled by all of his sexual conquests.

      “Is it reversible?” he asked.

      “Of course,” Daphne murmured. “Everything is temporary.”

      “In that case, spin around for me…”

      She dutifully twirled around, facing away from him. He pointed the remote at her ass and pressed a button, watching her butt swell up, straining against her white skirt. He pushed it again and her ass grew even more.

      Then he zapped her waistline, shrinking it until it was inhumanly tiny. He lengthened her legs. Then he had her face him again and zapped her breasts. The two orbs of flesh grew bigger and bigger under her skin-tight tube top. He heard the seams of her shirt pop rapidly.

      The garment was torn off her body by the relentless pressure of those gigantic tits. They bounced and jiggled as they were freed from their fabric prison. But Miles wasn’t quite satisfied. As long as this was all temporary, he didn’t mind pushing her body to the limits…

      Soon, her breasts were so big, she nearly fell over. She clutched her chest, and the look on her face was one of pure bliss. Miles must have pressed the button that increased her libido, too; she had slipped her hand under her skirt and was massaging her pussy.

      “How do you like me now?” she cooed.

      Miles was speechless. He dropped the remote from his limp hand and pulled her body on top of his. The two enormous breasts pressed against his face, nearly suffocating him. His mouth found her hard nipples and he tenderly sucked on them. He felt her bare pussy grinding against his thighs.

      “Shit,” he groaned. “Shouldn’t princesses wear panties?”

      “Not when we have sexy men over,” Daphne murmured. “Why are you still wearing so many clothes, Miles?”

      She stood up and shimmied out of her skirt, turning to give him a view of her magnificent ass. Daphne bent over, fingering herself. She had the prettiest pussy he’d ever seen, and the most absurd waist-to-hip ratio, too. She looked like a caricature of a woman.

      Miles slowly stripped his clothes off and massaged his cock. By this point, he had forgotten all about the prospect of going into battle. Who needed war when there were hot princesses begging to be fucked? All over the palace, his men were enjoying themselves with Daphne’s lovely ladies. Should an enemy attack at this moment, the men would be far too distracted and horny to fight.

      But he didn’t care. Not one bit. It was as if he had been rendered useless by his lust.

      Daphne lay down on the bed beside him and he climbed on top of her, pinning her down as he kissed her full lips. His tongue plunged deep into her mouth as his hands roamed her smooth, sexy curves. Then he kissed her bare chest, burying his head between her breasts before moving down to her smooth abdomen. He stroked his tongue against her soft folds of flesh, massaging her whole pussy with tight, agile licks. Miles found her clitoris and ran his tongue in circles around the bud of flesh. Daphne moaned his name, her body writhing sexily on the bed.

      As he ate her pussy, his elbow bumped the remote control once, then a second time. His head was still buried between her silky thighs when he heard the sound of other women moaning loudly nearby.

      Miles lifted his head and saw that that Daphne had been cloned. There were three of her, all writhing together on the huge bed. He glanced at the remote’s buttons and realized he must have hit the “COPY” command twice.

      Even though he was only eating the original Princess’s pussy, her two clones, equally buxom and sexy, were responding as if they, too, had a man’s hot, agile tongue between their legs. He began to lick Daphne’s clitoris again, rolling his tongue feverishly over her love button until he heard the sound of all three women cum simultaneously.

      He glanced up, his eyes glazing over when he saw the three pairs of massive, heaving breasts before him. Through their pink, full lips, the sexy babes begged him for more.

      Miles sat up on the bed and before he knew it, the vixens were pushing him against the wall. One of them shoved her tongue in his mouth, distracting him with a deep, intense kiss, while the second Daphne began to stroke his cock rhythmically with her delicate fingers. The third knelt before him, squeezing her big tits together and putting on a seductive show.

      Miles leaned back, closing his eyes as a plump pair of lips encircled his erect member and one of the trio of beauties began to suck him off. He had no idea if it was Daphne or one of her sexy clones, and he didn’t care. He opened his eyes and saw that the babes were switching off, taking turns blowing him. Six lustful eyes gazed at him, long lashes trembling. This experience was so hot, that Miles forgot what he was even doing here in this palace on this remote island.

      One of the princesses climbed onto his lap and slowly filled her pussy with his hot, throbbing cock. Miles, completely helpless by this point, could only lean back and stare at her quivering, bouncing breasts, which completely filled his field of vision. A few thrusts and she switched off with her clone; then, it was the third babe’s turn to please him. The two princesses who weren’t rhythmically bouncing up and down on his dick made sure to kiss his neck and caress his muscular body. They were serving him in any way they could, catering to every desire.

      Miles had never expected a hot foursome to be in the cards, even in the virtual realm. Suddenly, he had no idea how he’d made do with just one hot woman in the past. Everything was so much better multiplied by three: three hot, tight pussies to fuck; six massive breasts to play with; three pairs of lips whispering naughty words to him simultaneously. Miles was in heaven right now.

      As one of the beauties fucked him, she squeezed her pussy muscles tightly, expertly enhancing his pleasure. As her soft moans filled the room, the General’s vision clouded up. She landed on his cock one last time and he thrust his hips as he shot a huge load of sticky seed into her tight, wet hole.

      “Fuck,” he groaned.

      Miles noticed that he felt a little off. He quickly checked his stats and gasped as he saw that his escapades had completely drained him of his Vitality. He felt absolutely lifeless.

      “You’re the best, Miles,” Daphne murmured as she slid her pussy off of his cock. She grabbed the remote and pressed a button. Her clones vanished instantly.

      “Wait! No!” he cried playfully. “Where’d they go?”

      “Aren’t you happy enough with me?” she asked, letting her fingers drift over her torso, as if to say, Look how hot I am!

      “Oh, of course I’m happy…let me just get your body back to normal so you can fit back into your clothes,” he said, snatching the remote from her.

      Daphne looked worried as he scanned the buttons.

      “I guess I’ll just press ‘DEFAULT’ and see what happens…”

      He took aim and pushed the button, just as Daphne opened her mouth to protest. Suddenly, her amber eyes turned to black. Her tanned flesh grew paler and paler by the moment. Her ample curves shriveled into nothingness.

      “What the fuck?” Miles breathed. “How can I undo this?”

      Daphne was a hologram now, an ominous, translucent specter looming over him. She still looked like a woman, but now, she wasn’t sexy — she was ghastly and terrifying.

      If this was her default mode, then that meant Daphne wasn’t a real woman. And if Daphne wasn’t a real woman…

      Miles still couldn’t make sense of the situation. All he knew was that he needed to find his men so they could get out of here before it was too late.
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      He pushed past the ghostly figure and into the corridor. Turning around, Miles saw that she was rushing after him, gliding noiselessly through the air. His heart pounded as he called out for his soldiers.

      Immediately, they emerged (in various states of undress) from various nooks and crannies throughout the palace, with shadowy figures racing behind them in hot pursuit.

      “They’re not real women!” Miles said to no one in particular. “They were a trap, designed to lure us to stay!” He knew that he must have undone the spell by switching them back to their default states of being.

      He and his men rushed to exit the palace, but to his horror, the doors were sealed shut, blocked by sheets of ice.

      “It was him! The King of Ice!” he cried.

      Slowly, everything began to make sense. The evil force had created an army of beautiful women, led by a fake princess, to persuade Miles and his army that all was well on the island. The women had seduced the men in order to distract them, going so far as to make the men’s wildest fantasies come true.

      But by undoing the spell, Miles had turned the babes into monsters who were hellbent on destroying him. A battle had already broken out between the men, some of whom had been smart enough to grab their weapons, and the floating, ghostly women.

      Miles rushed into the dining room, a trio of wailing women behind him. Just as he entered, he felt a droplet of water hit his head. Glancing up, he realized that there was a whole section of the palace he hadn’t explored. Up there, he might find the answers he needed.

      He pushed past the floating creatures and made his way to the palace stairs, dodging daggers as he went. Slipping into the shadows, Miles fled, unnoticed.

      He reached the top of the stairs and then went up another flight. Trying to catch his breath, he froze. He could hear someone crying. But it wasn’t like the wailing of those evil creatures.

      This sounded like a real woman.

      Miles cautiously approached a wooden door. He banged on it. “Open up!”

      “I can’t…it’s locked…” the woman, who had a familiar voice, lamented.

      Miles may have had his Vitality sucked out of him during that hot foursome, but he still had his Strength.

      “Stand back!”

      He drew his arm back, clenching his hand into a tight fist and slamming it into the door. A few skilled punches and the door split in two.

      Miles stepped inside and saw a familiar woman standing before him. Wait…how could it be? She had honey-colored tresses, bright amber eyes, and sexy curves — just like Daphne. Oh, no…what if she was another one of the Ice King’s evil tricks?

      “Who are you?”

      She wiped her tear-streaked cheeks. “I’m Princess Daphne! Who are you?”

      “I’m General Miles. I came to rescue you…”

      “Miles,” she breathed. “I was hoping that someone like you would arrive. I’ve been locked up here for ages! The only thing keeping me alive was the hope that someone would save me!”

      So this was the Princess! The beautiful but distraught woman in the long pink gown certainly fit the image of royalty better than her scantily-clad imitator.

      “In fact,” she went on, “I was saving all my tears.”

      “Uh…what?”

      Princess Daphne picked up a wooden bucket that was full of water.

      “See? All I do up here is weep!”

      “And why were you saving the tears?” Miles asked, taking a step back. This chick had been by herself so long, she was obviously starting to lose her mind.

      Daphne pointed at the floor. “See that tiny hole? It’s right above the dining room. Every time I heard people down there, I would drop some water! I knew that someone would notice the ceiling was leaking eventually.”

      “You’ve heard people down there before?”

      “Oh, all the time…generals and their men would come from all over the Empire, and then they would leave,” she sighed. “They were tricked into thinking that nothing was wrong here!”

      “Well, I had no intention of leaving until I figured out what was going on,” Miles said, careful to omit details about his rendezvous with the three carbon copies of Daphne herself. “And your plan was brilliant. I had a feeling I would find something up here because of your teardrops falling on my head!”

      “Miles,” Daphne said, staring at him intensely. “You’re wonderful. You’ve saved my life!”

      With those words, she rushed towards him, embracing him and dropping her bucket on the floor in the process.

      Before he knew it, Daphne was kissing him with passion. Miles was dumbfounded.

      “What was that for?” he asked.

      “For rescuing me.”

      “Well, we’re not exactly safe yet,” he said. “My men are still fighting the Ice King’s forces downstairs.”

      “What are we going to do?” Daphne asked, wringing her hands anxiously.

      Miles knew that it was up to him to save the day. A thought flickered through his mind. He briefly checked his stats and his elemental powers. The one element he still needed was Water.

      He grabbed the bucket in one hand and Daphne’s hand in the other. “Come on! Let’s go.”

      “Why are you bringing my tears along?” she asked with a giggle.

      “I think they may be the key to getting us out of here.”

      They hurried downstairs together. The men were still fighting valiantly, although it seemed that the supernatural creatures just wouldn’t die, no matter how many daggers pierced their holographic hearts.

      Miles rushed to the palace’s entrance and poured the bucket of tears against the wooden door, the water sloshing out. Immediately, the ice melted and the doors flew open. Almost simultaneously, the eerie floating monsters evaporated.

      With his Princess in tow, Miles rushed out of the palace. His men followed.

      Just as they escaped, the palace itself began to crumble. Miles and his army stood back and watched it collapse. Just like that, the evil Ice King’s grip on the island of Telbrexu ended.

      Daphne sighed deeply as she watched her home disintegrate into a pile of rubble.

      “I’m sorry,” Miles said, squeezing her hand. “I didn’t mean to destroy everything.”

      “No, it’s fine,” she murmured. “I want to leave this island and start a new life elsewhere It’s no longer my home.

      “But aren’t you the ruler?”

      “All of my subjects fled when they had the chance. There isn’t even anyone left but me…”

      “We will go together then.”

      Daphne rested her head on his shoulder; he brushed his fingers through her long hair.

      At that moment, the triumphant words flashed before the General’s eyes: “EMPEROR STATUS ACHIEVED!”

      Immediately, his men fell to their knees, bowing before the new ruler of the Empire. They felt honored to be in his presence. Princess Daphne, too, knelt in front of him, gazing up with shining eyes.

      He couldn’t deny that the surge of power he’d felt upon being promoted to Emperor was enhanced by Daphne’s affectionate, sweet smile. If this beautiful woman wanted to leave the island with him, he was more than happy to enjoy her company. And, even though he felt guilty for letting the thought of sex fill his mind yet again, he knew that making love to the real Princess would be far more satisfying than his foursome with her clones.

      Of course, Miles hoped he would get the chance to revisit the other women he’d met over the course of the game. There was Beatrice, the Lady of the Manor, who would undoubtedly be aroused by the Emperor’s new status. Then there was Amethyst, the voluptuous brunette whose innocence he had claimed — although he wouldn’t mind having another romp or two with her. And then there were Jenny and Leila, those irresistible blondes living high up on the mountain. He knew there were even more women, but his mind was racing and he couldn’t recall their names.

      Then again, the game might be ending soon. In that case, Miles would be forced to return to the real world, where he didn’t have magical breast expanding elixirs, superhuman strength, or an army of loyal soldiers flanking him at all times. But he did have confidence now — a shit load of it, too. Miles would never get nervous approaching women at the gym or the local coffee shop now that he’d experienced life as an Emperor.

      He gazed out at the wide blue ocean, then back at his beautiful companion. Whatever happened next, Miles was ready for it.
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        Bimbo Kingdom: LitRPG Erotica

        In this erotic fantasy novella, Liam enters the world of Kingdom's Crown, a virtual reality RPG that promises its players a boost in masculinity and alpha male confidence. The quest to claim the crown and become the ruler of Everlyand is a daunting prospect, but Liam has three mysterious tools he can use to complete his mission, as well as a trusty guide named Desiree. The brainy blonde has the know-how to help Liam win the game. But Liam also wants to meet some sexy chicks, and he knows jealous Desiree will only get in the way of his fun.

        

        At every turn, Liam encounters new challenges and even hotter women. A cave-dwelling monster morphs into a deliciously curvaceous brunette babe when Liam frees her from a magic spell. In the forest, he has a raunchy threesome with two ditzy maidens before discovering that the busty vixens aren't what they seem. And in Silver Valley, Liam faces the most dangerous temptation of all: a village populated by sex-crazed, empty-headed bimbos and advanced technology that allows him to turn any one of them into his ideal woman.

        

        Liam reaches his final destination with one tool left and one final enemy to neutralize in his quest for the crown. But after Desiree falls victim to a bimbo curse and morphs into a vapid, hot babe, Liam knows he only has one shot to rescue her and save the kingdom from an evil and mysterious leader...

        

        This is a 20,000-word novella that contains explicit erotic encounters, magical bimbo transformations, and elements of LitRPG.
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        Trophy Wife Camp

        When Natasha and her husband Sean move to the idyllic Summer Oaks, she immediately notices something odd about their new hometown. Every single woman she encounters is a hot trophy wife. From busty blondes to beautiful brunettes to stunning redheads, she discovers that every housewife in Summer Oaks is equally empty-headed and curvaceous.

        

        Natasha soon uncovers the reason for all the sex-crazed, gorgeous women: a mysterious “Training Center” where new female residents go to learn how to fit in. Hoping to solve the mystery of her neighbors' bimbo transformations, she visits the center. But after witnessing another woman’s bimbofication process and beginning her own training, Natasha gives in to her fate. Like all the other housewives, she is destined to become the ultimate trophy wife...
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        10 Sexy Breast Expansion Stories

      

      
        This naughty collection of short stories features 10 sexy tales about ordinary young women whose bodies are completely transformed. Flat-chested women become hot, busty babes with insatiable libidos.

        These stories contain explicit sexual encounters and explore the themes of breast expansion and bimbofication.
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        The Doll Factory: 4 Bimbofication Stories

        This sexy short story collection features 4 naughty tales about ordinary women who transform into curvaceous living dolls.

        In Real Doll, Lucy is jealous of the sex doll her boyfriend received as a gift. Desperate to win back his affections, Lucy wishes that she could be a little more like his love doll. Next thing she knows, her body starts transforming. For the first time in her life, Lucy develops voluptuous curves, a high sex drive, and a ditzy personality. Soon, she’ll be the perfect living sex doll for her boyfriend (and his attractive friends) to play with.

        In The Mannequin shy, plain-looking Alice knows exactly what type of woman her crush prefers: busty, ditzy, and plastic. Of course, Alice could never be that kind of girl…or at least that’s what she believes before she stumbles into The Mannequin Shop. The shopkeeper promises that Alice will take the form of whichever doll she purchases. Soon, Alice finds herself transforming into an impossibly seductive, voluptuous bimbo.

        In Bimbo Doll, Teresa doesn't expect her boyfriend to surprise her with a gift on his birthday. Of course, Aiden has his reasons for giving her the busty love doll: he knows that his girlfriend would love to be a curvaceous vixen for a night. Once Teresa fits herself inside the hollowed-out doll, they will become one, transforming her into an impossibly sexy woman.

        In Becoming Barbie, Cassie is a brilliant physics major, but she's tired of her boring, plain looks. She'd gladly give up her intelligence to become a sexy, living doll. And after discovering a strange infomercial on TV, Cassie orders some pills that promise to make this dream come true. The pills transform Cassie's body, but they also have some interesting side effects...
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* * *
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        Thanks for reading!

        

        For a FREE bonus story and updates on my latest releases, join my mailing list.

        Subscribe here!

        

        Explore my full catalog on Amazon Author Central:

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.com (US)

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.co.uk (UK)

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.de (Germany)
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