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One

I don’t know why I clicked the ad.

I was simply hanging out in a virtual party room, waiting for a few friends to arrive. I was fully immersed in the digital world, wearing my Mind’s Eye Gear helmet and plugged into the Web-Net. We were supposed to meet around nine, have a few digital drinks and maybe plan out where we wanted to dive next. The three of us grew a little bored of the war games and wanted to try something new, and maybe a little different.

The drink in my hand gave me an instant buzz. The glass was half empty, but here in the party sectors, drinks were meant to be strong. The cool thing about drinking on the Web-Net is you get a great buzz, but no hang over effects. Kind of like synthehol from the ancient Star Trek: Next Generation show. I could pound down a dozen of these, get blitzed, and be fine for work in the morning.

The other best thing about the Mind’s Eye Gear and the Web-Net is the time dilation. Days in the digital worlds would be an hour or two in real life. People could truly enjoy themselves without the rush of the every-day rat race.

But back to my odd moment.

The ad popped up before me, which was odd because I was at a no ad party. These party servers were meant to take a break, have great conversations, meet people, and relax. My buddies hadn’t arrived yet, and the 2D screen hovered close, the advertisement glowing in my eyes.

Fight Undead and Meet Beautiful Mature Elves in your area!

Under the glowing ad was indeed a beautiful elf with long blue hair, winking at me as she held a skull in her hands. I don’t like to think I’m some drooling idiot when it comes to women, or elves, but I had to say, this ad was targeting everything I liked. I mean, if you saw some of the erotic worlds I liked to visit or create, you would shake your head in mild disgust. I mean, I’m kinky, but not enough to match many other people at this very party. But let’s put it this way, mature women don’t like to upload to the web-net. A lot of older people don’t use the web-net for fun. That meant I was out of luck in love and companionship.

I stared at the ad for a long moment, before I mentally tapped it. I wanted to see what it had to offer. Maybe peruse its content and see if it lived up to what it promised.

The party around me shifted to a lone street in some non-descript town. Before I could scout it out, brilliant bright lights appeared around me. I turned to see a massive truck coming at me, not even blowing its horn.

The next thing I knew, the truck slammed into me.

The world went dark for a moment. I laughed at the blatant use of the standard isekai plot device. I was in a dark void, but it also felt like I was falling. A blue dot appeared below me, and it got bigger by the second. I wasn’t scared. I let out a small laugh, having fallen through so many gaming worlds, it became second-nature to me. I crossed my arms and legs as I looked down at the growing blue dot.

The oval blue opening grew bigger. I waited as I fell, tapping my finger on my arm. This was a little drawn out for my tastes. I like to get to the heart and action of a game. The truck was a nice touch, but I was getting bored by the long fall.

The blue oval opened wide and I fell through. I appeared in a sapphire-blue sky as I fell. I looked up to see the hole vanish in the sunlight. I looked down to a sea of dark gray clouds.

For a tiny moment I worried about the fall. It felt incredibly real. It depended on the server, but some of them had better systems than others. By the rate of my fall, and how real it felt, this was definitely one of the better servers because of the realism.

Wind whipped at my clothes and skin. My sense of worry grew once I fell through the clouds. The world opened before me to a large city on blue waters. The whole city filled my gaze as I fell like a stone. I saw large parks, apartments, and corporate buildings. I also saw people, but there was something odd with the whole picture. The dots of people were not moving randomly. They moved in large groups, and they looked like they were chasing smaller dots.

My eyes widened as I saw single dots let out blasts of lightning and fire. The flashes looked hot and direct, exploding some of the swarms quickly and efficiently.

When I fell past a high roof of a large apartment building, the wind whipped at my face like a hard slap. What the hell? What’s going on? This felt so real, like if I hit the street, I was going to die.

“Exit,” I shouted, ready to end this experience.

No exit appeared, nor was I moved to a lobby.

Panic swelled as I fell. The street zoomed up to my eyes in an instant. I hit the street hard enough to send pain throughout my whole body. Everything turned black.

Dammit. The pain levels were high on this server. It felt like my face and every bone in my body was broken. But an instant later, I felt better. I pressed my hands to the ruined street and lifted my body. I lifted my head and looked around the small crater I made. I then looked past the edge, my eyes growing to the size of saucers.

A large gang of decaying undead zombies were running toward me. It was so real, I could smell the rot in the air and their moans getting louder the closer they came.

I leapt to my feet. I glanced around for any starter weapons or such. There was nothing. I stood in the middle of a crater, with nothing but me and the clothes I came in with.

The snarling undead sprinted at me. Hollow eyes stared like they saw my soul pulsing through my very body.

I withstood the fall, but I had no idea how the game mechanics worked. This was not some simple game wanting my credits. Something was going on and I had to figure out what it was, and fast!

I did what any true hero did in the face of such overwhelming odds, I turned and ran. It was a tactical retreat, but a retreat but none the less.  

I moved like an Olympic runner. My legs were a blur as I started to outpace the small swarm. I began to smile before I shouted, “Oh FUCK!”

I darted down a small side street as another huge swarm of undead charged at me from another direction.

The stench, my small fear of zombies (Yes, I know, zombies aren’t real, but in these game worlds, they still freak me out,) and not being able to exit the game set the worry meter to about eleven. All I had was to retreat and find the high ground.

I sprinted down the street until a side door opened. A hand reached out for me. I don’t know why, but I reached out for them. Our hands locked and the person behind the door swung me in. The door was pulled with us, slamming shut.

I stumbled into a wall, hit it, and turned around. I watched an elf woman slide a metal bar across the door and locked it into place. When she turned around, I was stunned.

“Are you alright?” the elf said as she gave me a small smile.


Two

My back was against the wall as I stood stock still. The elf that stood only a few feet away, looked at me with beautiful, long auburn hair with silver streaks. Her skin was tanned a bronze brown, with a splash of freckles across her nose and below her oval eyes. I was frozen as I stared at her light brown, almost ember-colored eyes. I couldn’t stop my eyes from looking at her body. She had a reddish dress that flowed down to her ankles. The dress was cinched around her waist. Her upper body had slender arms and shoulders, but her chest and deep cleavage gave her an hour-glass appearance.

The elf looked away shyly. “I know Possum City can be a little strange to newcomers.”

I blinked.

“Possum City? Newcomers? You mean all newcomers fall from the sky?” I asked.

She nodded. “All newcomers fall from the sky. Some say, any who fall from the sky are here to save us from the dead. Thankfully, this was only a 1st level invasion. The mages will make short work of them.”

The elf kept her gaze on me for a moment before she looked away.

“I never met a new mage. You must excuse my wonder and excitement,” she said with a small voice.

My brow creased.

“I think I’m missing something here. I just fell from the sky and I can’t seem to exit from the game.”

“Oh,” she said with a happy smile, “I can answer your questions. Let’s go up to my apartment and we can talk over lunch. I was going to make a cheese and jalapeno salad. I have enough to make two bowls.”

Before I could say anything, she rushed to my side, grabbed my hand, and pulled me with such strength, I stumbled along just to keep up.

We climbed a small set of stairs and into a main corridor. We rushed to an elevator and she pressed the button. As we waited, she didn’t let go of my hand. There was a bell chime as the elevator arrived. The metal door slid back and we stepped inside. As the elevator moved, I noticed this wasn’t a regular metal box. Art covered the walls. There was wood paneling along the bottom. The light overhead was a small lantern with a comforting glow.

When the elevator stopped on the sixth floor, the door slid open. The elf pulled me with her as she stepped out and walked down the hall.

“My name is Sylvara Hearthflame,” she said as we walked hand in hand.

“Oh, yeah, my name is Melvin Creed, but everyone calls me Mel,” I said, not having time to think of a name for this game world.

“Well, Mel, welcome to Possum City and my home. The undead raids happen from time to time, but not to worry, once the mages sweep the streets and give the all clear, the alert will be downgraded to normal. City life will resume and then you can truly enjoy it.”

I nodded with a small smile. She was being so kind, I almost forgot this was a game world.

We stopped before an apartment door with a number Sixty-Six on it.

Sylvara pressed her hand on the door and it opened instantly. She quickly pulled me in and shut the door behind me. I turned and she was against me, looking into my eyes with flames in hers.

“Sometimes, the dead get into buildings. Can never be too careful,” she said before she took a deep inhale at my neck and pulled away.

The tanned elf walked away like nothing happened.

“Please, make yourself at home, or accompany me in the kitchen,” she said as she walked away.

I needed answers, so I followed her.

When I stepped into the kitchen, I noticed hanging plants, red and white tiles, a small island, and a degree of warmth I had felt before.  I quickly surmised that this wasn’t just a kitchen, this was Sylvara’s office and home.

The voluptuous elf moved like a ballet dancer across a stage. She moved to cabinets and her refrigerator with grace and purpose. Before I could blink, all the ingredients for her salad were on the kitchen island, ready to prepare.

“Spicy, or very spicy?” she asked.

“Very spicy,” I said without thinking.

“Oooh,” she said with a glow to her gaze.

Sylvara’s hands moved with the skill of a master chef, cutting and dicing jalapenos in a drop of time.

“You had questions, yes?” she asked without looking up.

“Oh, um, yes. What did you mean all newcomers came from the sky?”

“Well, that’s a long story. Can you get the wine bottle from the rack over there, and two wine glasses from the cabinet above it?”

I moved automatically. Her voice pushed me in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time. I moved to the wine rack and picked up a bottle of red. I opened the cabinet above it and took out a pair of wine glasses. When I turned, Sylvara was next to me, a small bowl of prepared salad in each tanned hand.

“Follow me to the living room,” she ordered as she turned and led the way.

I followed without a word.

We entered her large living room. A long, comfortable couch took up the middle of the place. A coffee-table almost matched its length. There was a red loveseat to the side, a packed library took up a wall. A window was on another wall with different kinds of lanterns hanging off hooks like art pieces. On the last wall was a very large flatscreen.

The light from the gray sky was enough to give the living room a gentle glow. We sat on the couch, only a foot apart. Sylvara placed our bowls down before us. She snatched the wine bottle away. She whispered a word and the cork popped out seemingly on its own.

I put down each wineglass before us and she poured.

“Possum City used to only have humans for a long time. Then some kind space-placement misalignment happened and my people appeared here,” she began.

I lifted the wineglass up and took a sip, eager to hear more.

The beautiful elf continued, “Well, since our people couldn’t go back, we decided to stay and make the best of it. But since this displacement happened, it made the city a far stranger place.

“About twenty years after the misalignment, when my people were just getting cozy with this place, the dead began rising from the sea. They started attacking everyone, often killing, or dragging them to sea with them. Sometimes, giant undead kaiju would appear with them, destroying buildings as the dead on the streets collected the bodies.

“When they collected enough, they would vanish back into the sea. We thought everything would return to normal, but sadly, it didn’t. The dead would make random, chaotic attacks on the city.

“Of course, everyone helped with fortifying buildings, ensuring Possum City became a fortress against the undead. A threat level system was put in, level one the least and five the most. But the dead still came.

“It was not long after the city upgraded their systems when people fell from the sky,” she finished with a sultry tone and dreamy eyes.

I sipped my wine, eager to hear more, but also noticing the shift in her demeanor.

“The people who fell from the sky are mages,” she purred.

What in the god-damn turkey dinner did I get into? I just tapped a stupid ad because I was bored and maybe a little horny. I never joined a server I couldn’t exit before. This is bloody bonkers and I think I was here for the ride.

“I’m a mage?” I said stupidly.

“Yes, you are,” Sylvara said like she was going to swallow me up like a snake with an egg.

“Every person that falls from the sky are mages. They have been fighting and protecting this city as they master their mana and the elements. At least, that’s what I know about it. Some of my girlfriends have mage boyfriends and they say it’s an incredible experience.”

Sylvara moved a little closer, her gaze never wavering.

“From what I’ve heard, a mage cannot activate their mana until they connect with an element. Since every elf here in Possum City carries a natural element within themselves, it means a mage must connect with one, or more, of us,” her last words a wicked exhale as her gaze remained on mine.

I was captivated by the gravity of her words and beauty. I don’t think I ever shared such a connection with an NPC before and this server was top-tier for making everything so real, even if the premise was completely ludicrous.

“Is…is that why you brought me up here? To connect?” I asked with a shaky tone.

“I brought you up here to keep you safe from the undead and have a nice salad. Anything else that happens is purely our intentions.”

She put a hand on my thigh as she kept her wineglass close to her lips.

“Maybe we can enjoy getting to know each other?” she finished with a squeeze of my thigh and a sip of her wineglass.

Now, I know what everyone is thinking. A hot, smoking elf wants me to stay, I learn magic and protect her city while starting what seems like some kind of relationship. Normally, I wouldn’t hesitate and jump in with both feet, but something about this feels different. It feels too real, like I’m actually here and not in some virtual simulation. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I did want to put my fingers all over her. I know I’m a perv, so is everyone else on this planet, just some are better at hiding it than others.

I cleared my throat. “So, how should we proceed?”

She lifted her hand from my thigh, brought it up and snaked around my neck.

“My girlfriends tell me there is a symbol on your back I have to touch,” she said as she was closer, giving me a full view of her cleavage.

I stared, wanting to suffocate between her melons and die with a happy smile on my face, when there was an internal beep in my head.

“There you go,” she said as she slipped her hand back, making sure to touch the side of my neck before she let go.

A 2D window appeared in the edge of my gaze and a small bit of information filled the small screen.

Melvin “Mel” Creed

Fight: 1

Defend: 1

Social: 1

Health: 1

Elemental Mana Sphere

Fire: Null

I visually drank it in until I reached the “Null” part of the fire element. A sudden gasp touched the air and I looked past the 2D screen to Sylvara letting out a warm exhale.

“My girlfriends are going to be so jealous,” she said before she took another sip of her drink.

“Did we just connect?” I asked.

“I’m beginning to understand,” Sylvara smiled. “Yes, we did connect in a small way. I think as we date each other, things may go a little deeper.”

I suddenly felt it, a pulse of mystical energies deep within. I also felt something open nearby.

Sylvara put her glass down and scooped up her cheese and jalapeno salad. She then looked at me with near commanding eyes.

“Please, try the salad and tell me what you think?”

Compelled, I also scooped up the salad bowl. I took the fork and stabbed leafy greens with cubes of cheese and jalapeno. I made sure to get most of it with one stab. When I lifted the leafy parts and placed it in my mouth, heat and flavor exploded across my senses. My heart-rate increased as sweat appeared along my temples. It was delicious. How could something so simple taste so good? There were hints of a dressing. The cheese was a brie I had never tasted before. I couldn’t fight the “mmmmm” in my throat.

Sylvara watched me with hopeful eyes. “Do you like it?” she asked with bated breath.

I simply nodded as I finished it. Once I swallowed, I let out a warm exhale as the sensations remained.

“That must be the best salad I ever tasted. I want more,” I said before I shoveled another fork-full into my mouth.

I could feel Sylvara’s gaze on me as she ate slowly. She watched as I devoured her salad. When the bowl was finished, I let out a heated sigh as sweat beaded along my forehead.

“Wow,” was all I said. I never knew digital salad could taste this good.

Sylvara’s exhale quivered as she looked at me.

“How? How come you didn’t faint?” she whispered.

There was something there, between us. It filled the air. It glowed against my senses. I was burning hot, and a little sleepy, but everything was too much for me right now to simply lay down. I had so many questions, and her beauty was making my blood pump in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time.

“I doubt I would,” everything started to get a little weird.

The room began to take on glowing edges as lava poured over my heart. The air took on a hazy edge as the burning sank deeper into my soul.

“I have so…many questions,” I said before I coughed.

Sylvara’s eyes widened as she reached for me. “I made it too spicy!” she said as she grabbed my arm.

“Nah…I love…spice,” was all I said before I passed out into black, fiery flames.


Three

I dwelled in hot darkness. It wasn’t so bad. I kind of liked it. Like taking a stroll through Arizona during the summer, at midnight.

I heard a voice and I swam to it.

I opened my eyes to Sylvara’s concerned gaze and her hand on my cheek. I glanced around, seeing Sylvara sitting on the floor besides the couch as I was laid out upon it. Her hand burned against my cheek like she had a fever. Her eyes glowed a little like embers in a hearth. After a moment, I couldn’t take my eyes off hers, caught in the moment.

“Forgive me,” she whispered.

I partially sat up and she pulled her hand back. She remained on the floor, looking up at me with sad eyes.

“Nothing to forgive. I don’t know the limits of this world yet. But honestly, I love spicy food.”

“You do?” she said with fiery hearts in her eyes.

I nodded as I sat up completely.

Sylvara looked away. “I can be pushy, even fiery at times.”

“I kind of like that,” I said before my brain could think and shut me up.

She turned her gaze to me once again, a warm heat filling them.

“I sensed that about you,” she said.

I smiled at her as I glanced at the window. It was dark outside. How long was I out?

“You were out for a few hours. I let you lay on the couch. I made some calls and found out a little more about what is happening to us,” as if she read my mind.

Sylvara stood up and sat down next to me. She leaned her body next to mine, and I could feel the heat coming off her. She was close as she looked at me.

“We…connected,” she said with a warm, almost shy tone. She put her hand on my chest and continued, “I didn’t expect it to happen so fast. My girlfriend told me it happened to her with her mage. Once there is a connection, your power and skill over my element will grow with time and practice. We share a link.”

Her hand massaged my chest as she continued, “But there is something else with this connection we should explore.”

I was transfixed as she continued to massage my chest.

“We should go on a date,” she said with attentive eyes.

I fought down the urge to chuckle. Dating and love-lives were easy on the Web-Net. It didn’t matter what you looked like in real life, it was all about what you brought to the conversation and how you shaped your avatars. You would think model skins would be the sought after rage, but that’s not how it played out. On the Web-Net, everyone was allowed to let their freak flag fly, from monsters to angels. But I was conflicted in a way. Clearly the two of us felt something. I could tell she was fiery, which made sense since the fire element is on my stat screen. I wanted to be annoyed because fire always seemed to be a standard choice with isekai storylines and adventures. I wasn’t sure which element I wanted, but that didn’t mean I shouldn’t try the Fire element.

I parted my lips to say something to Sylvara, but her flatscreen turned on with a red alert triangle with a skull in it.

“The dead were easily repelled by Possum City mages. Lock down is lifted. Cleaning crews have begun their work. If you must leave your home, proceed with caution. Have a nice day.”

It replayed the same message three times before the flatscreen switched off.

Sylvara suddenly hugged me, pressing my head to her neck. She let out a warm sigh as she closed her eyes. I looked around for a moment, the moment feeling a little strange. But I gave into it. I closed my eyes and for once in a long time, I enjoyed a simple hug.

I don’t know how long we were like that. It felt so nice, but after a time, Sylvara spoke up first.

“There is the Night of Flames Festival, tomorrow night in the Fire District. Meet me there.”

I simply nodded.

An alert filled my inner gaze.

Home Dwelling Ready.

A small map suddenly appeared in my gaze.

I pulled away from Sylvara and stood up. I followed the glowing line and arrow. I stepped to her front door and opened it. Sylvara stood up and followed me. She stood behind me as I stared in disbelief.

This diabolical server put my dwelling right across the corridor from Sylvara’s apartment. This whole experience is rigged!

“How nice. You’re right across from me,” she smiled before she put her hand on my back and pushed.

The push was light as I stepped into the hallway corridor. I turned and looked at the beautiful elf as she leaned against the edge of her door. She looked me up and down with a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“Tomorrow. Dusk. Festival,” she grinned as she slowly stepped back and closed the door in my face.

I wish I could say I was shocked. I have lived so many different lives on the Web-Net, that it’s hard to keep them separate. I looked around as my pulse quickened. This was a different place and I already knew I wanted to explore it. Dating a pushy fire elf? Sign me up. I supposed dating was meant for us to get closer so my power would grow, but it wasn’t just that. I had to use it and get better at it.

I called up my stats again.

Melvin “Mel” Creed

Fight: 1

Defend: 1

Social: 1

Health: 1

Elemental Mana Sphere

Fire: Null

Hmm. Sylvara and I connected, but that doesn’t mean we connected enough for me to gain some of her fire element. The date may be the true test. We like each other, but I think we need to know if we truly like each other. With the threat of the undead gone, maybe we will have a chance.

I pushed it all away and walked toward my open apartment door. I stepped in and the door closed behind me. I glanced around my studio apartment. A kitchen was built into a wall. Thankfully there was a separate bathroom. I walked over and looked in to see a toilet, a sink, mirror, and stand-up shower. I still never understood why toilets were put into Web-Net worlds when nobody ever uses them, but I had to give a nod for the realistic touch. I turned back to my studio. I glanced at my plain bed and small closet in the wall. Yeah, this was as simple as it got. If there is dating and such, I assume I can upgrade and get furniture.

I walked over to the bed, turned and sat down. I mentally called upon my real clock. It shows me how much time has eclipsed since I entered the web-net.

0:02:32

All of that in little over two minutes. I do love time dilation. This also meant I could spend some time here, trying to get a feel for the world server. That ad appeared before me for some reason and maybe I should ride the mystery. Never know what else I will find out.

I called up a blank 2D screen.

“Creator of the game?” I asked.

Unknown.

Hmm. “How many players in the entire game?”

Classified.

They are playing it mysterious. “Currency system?”

Credits are the main currency of Possum City. As a starting mage, you start with zero credits. Credits can be earned by heroic deeds, taking jobs, or reaching milestones.

Now we’re getting somewhere. “Please explain the magic system for the server world.”

Possum City's magic system is officially called MAGE, Magical Alliance for Guardian Engagement. Mages gain degrees per element, they cap at thirteen, which is also how many elements there are. Mages must train their elements and care for each element they guard.

Each elf in Possum City carries an element within them. Once a connection is created between a mage and elf, the mage will have access to their element. To maintain a connection, the mage must become their guardian. Respect, patience, fun, and love are a few examples to maintain the connection.

I raised my brow at the word “officially.” I also noticed the AI was giving me the starter basics. I wanted to know more.

“How can I learn more about this world?”

Experience.

Fair. It was being mysterious and didn’t want to give me all the answers. I was going to have to figure out the rest on my own.

“So…what’s the unofficial meaning for MAGE?”

Magical Affairs with Gorgeous Elves.

The 2D screen collapsed into itself and vanished from my gaze.

I rubbed my chin. The AI was being a little cheeky. I didn’t close it down. It closed itself down. I’m sure there are players who try to game the system as much as they can, but as far as I could tell, this wasn’t just a magic fighting game, this was also an elf romance simulator.

My spirit felt lighter and I found myself smiling. This truly was an insane world and I was here for it.

There was a delicate knock at the door.

“Come in, please,” I said loudly.

The door swung open and Sylvara stepped in with folded sheets and a thick blanket in her hands. Her eyes lit up as she stepped closer. She held the blanket and sheets to me.

“I glanced in when the door was open before. I know living in a new city is difficult. Here, I brought you some sheets, a towel, and a blanket. Possum City can get cold at night,” she said as she looked at me with a burning gaze.

I took the stack of sheets and a blanket into my hands. “Thank you so much.”

Sylvara nodded as her hands clasped behind her and she continued to stare at me.

“I’m making some food for you, to put away in your refrigerator. I’ll bring it over when it finishes boiling. It’s a spicy soup with ground beef meatballs. Oh, um, if you need anything, you can just knock on my door. Right across the way,” she said a little awkwardly at the end as she bounced a little.

I parted my lips to thank her, but her small anxiety bouncing caused her whole body to bounce and undulate a little. She couldn’t stand still as her rather motherly form moved in a hypnotic wave. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Sylvara eyed me as she bounced and her eyes widened. She realized what was happening and planted her feet down on the floor. Heat filled her face as she looked away in sheer embarrassment.

“Forgive me. I get excited easily and, well, you saw,” she said in a very low tone.

I reached for her hand and picked it up. Both my hands massaged her fingers and palm. Sylvara looked at me until her eyes fluttered. She stood very still as I massaged her hand.

“I feel our connection,” I said softly as I focused on her hand. “That means it’s okay to be ourselves around each other. You never have to worry about being embarrassed with me.”

Sylvara didn’t blink as her eyes sizzled like hot coals. Heat came off her form in waves as she looked at me like she was going to eat me alive.

“Yo…you’re very good at that,” she said like she was trying to control herself.

I gave her a warm look and a smile. “You’re very kind helping a stranger who fell from the sky. Thank you.”

Sylvara let out a heated exhale before she slipped her hand from my hands. She checked her hair and brushed a loose strand over her long, pointed ear.

“I…will get back to the soup. I’ll be back in a half an hour,” she said as she tried to control herself.

The elf turned and walked out like a wooden soldier. When she reached her open apartment door, she slipped in and slammed it closed behind her.

“This is going to be quite an experience,” I whispered, trying not to laugh.


Four

I spent the rest of the evening putting sheets on my new bed, trying to see the strange marking on the back of my neck in the bathroom mirror, and figuring out what was next in this adventure. Sylvara came back with hot soup in the big container. She also brought some extra utensils, plates, two bowls, and a bag with enough extra food to fill half my refrigerator. I thanked her, but when I told her I would pay her back for everything, she quickly told me not to worry. Everything she brought over was a house-warming gift. She then asked if we could have some soup together and of course I said yes.

We sipped soup while sitting on the floor. She talked, telling me about the subway system and explaining how it worked. It was free to everyone in the city. Having a car of any kind was an extravagance most couldn’t afford.

After dinner was finished, she saw herself to my door.

“I had a nice time,” she said before giving me a hug and leaving for the evening.

My spirit floated as I washed the few dishes I now had. When I turned in, the sheet and blanket smelled like cinnamon, ginger, and dark honey. It instantly reminded me of her as I slowly passed out into a peaceful slumber.

When I woke up, I made a quick breakfast from the many containers of food she left. I only had one outfit and there was no BO in digital worlds. I had time to kill before our date. Still felt a little weird to call it a date, but it was part of the game so I went with it.

I saw that the one window of my studio had a fire-escape. I walked over to the window, opened it, and stepped out onto the wrought-iron platform.

A small wind flowed over me. I looked over the edge and around. I didn’t have much of a view. About five feet away from me was a brick wall. When I looked down, it seemed like an alley-way. As a matter of fact, it looked like the same alley I used to escape the undead.

The wind carried the deep scents of the city. It made me want to know more, so I climbed the metal steps upwards toward the roof.

When I climbed up the metal ladder and brought my leg over onto the roof, I took a moment to take it all in. The roof had rows of planter boxes, each one filled with a different type of vegetable and flowers. Bees hovered over the flower boxes, landing on vibrant petals.

When I stood with both boots on the roof, I spun around at the majestic buildings surrounding the small apartment building. Birds flew high in the sky as concrete and steel stood like immense works of art.

“What a view,” I smiled.

“Yes, it is,” a familiar voice came from the garden.

I lowered my gaze to Sylvara walking toward me with a basket on her arm. The look of amused shock painted her elven features.

“How did you get past me?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah, I took the fire-escape,” I grinned.

“That explains it,” she also smiled as she gave me a shy look. “We seem to be always bumping into each other.”

“Small world,” I said with a deadpan smile.

“Yes, it is,” she said as she looked away with pink glowing across her tanned cheeks. “Um, this is the communal garden. I come here often for some vegetables. I like to use them in my recipes. Would you like to help me pick a few to take?”

“Sure,” I said as I stepped closer to her.

We moved close to a tomato vine in a planter box. Surely back in reality, without any protection, birds and rats would have eaten everything in sight, but this world seemed to have some coding differences. When Sylvara glanced at me, a heat crawled up my spine. There was something there and it pulled hard on both of us. But why was it so different now? What am I missing from this strange place?

“Is something wrong?” Sylvara asked with concerned eyes.

I looked at her and then chuckled. “No. I’m just curious about the rest of the city. I’m also looking forward to this evening,” I said, unsure if she would understand.

The elf nodded. “The city should be cleaned up from the undead incursion. I could guide you around to several of my favorite places?”

Part of me wanted that. To walk around and learn about the places she liked to visit, but I could feel there was something else at play here. Another part of me wanted to know the systems here a little better without distractions, no matter how lovely they were.

“I’m looking forward to our date this evening. You will have my undivided attention, but for now, I would like to explore some of the areas of the city.”

“Oh, okay,” she said and looked away.

My heart tugged at my spirit. I took her hands into mind and she looked back into my eyes.

“I promise we will see your favorite places. I would very much like to see them together.”

“You don’t have to promise me anything. I understand you’re new here and I don’t want any distractions,” she smiled. “I will be downtown, at the festival. You won’t be able to miss it. Take the red line. I’ll be at the station entrance at dusk.”

I suddenly realized I didn’t have a cellphone. I suppose when I earned some credits, I should get one, but for now, I will have to just watch the movements of the day.

My hands slipped from hers. “See you at dusk.”

“Dusk,” she said warmly.

I made for the roof door, my heart beating harder than it should.

***

I stood before a train station entrance. I looked at the map on the wall. The train lines were all a different color, leading to different parts of the city. There were ten train lines leading to, or crossing over thirteen distracts. Some sections of train lines had a padlock symbol on them. I assumed those were places I couldn’t reach yet. When I looked at the red line, it led south only a few stops. It seemed I was on the top part of the Fire District. It was only two stops to reach the festival, the area clearly laid out on the map.

I scratched my head. The city diagram was immense. Possum City was no small city. I would have to say it was twice the size of New York City. I traced a finger over different areas, some of them dark or gray. The legend didn’t explain those areas, only adding to my confusion.

“Hi. Can I help you?” came a voice from the stairs.

I turned and saw a busty, copper-red-haired elf in a blue uniform. She looked at me with a bright smile and curious eyes.

“You’re new here?” she added with a small squint.

“Yes. You could say I fell from the sky,” I joked.

The elf’s eyes widened as her jaw dropped.

“Are you a new mage? Please tell me you haven’t met another fire elf?” she asked with unblinking eyes.

“Sorry to disappoint, but I did meet a fire elf yesterday. Why do you ask?”

The elf’s excitement drained away and she stood a straighter with her chin up.

“Forgive me, Mage. Since you met her first, she would have to decide if another fire elf can enter your harem. It’s generally frowned upon because most mages wish to gain all thirteen elements. If they take on two of the same elements, they will never reach their full potential,” she explained.

Harem? Full potential? This is getting more bizarre by the moment.

“How do you know all this?”

The elf smiled. “My best friend is dating a mage. He tells me so much. Your lives are fascinating,” she said before her eyes took a gleam. “I may not be able to join your harem, but if you want to see me on the side, this is my station. My name is Megges. I work the morning shift.”

“Thank you, Megges. But I’m only trying to get the lay of the land and figure out what to do at the Night of Flames festival tonight.”

Megges lifted a thin eyebrow. “If you’re looking to make some credits, you can help me here at the station. Some riders have brought to my attention that there is an undead skulking about in one of the tunnels we don’t use. It might have snuck down there during the last incursion. There is a bounty of two-hundred credits for strays. I can show you the tunnel for you to investigate?”

I had no idea what my fighting capabilities were in this game. Last time I checked, my Fight and Defend skills were one each. I wondered if this was one of those moments that you die and resurrect multiple times until you get it right. I did need the cash. I didn’t want to be some bum walking beside my future sugar momma. If I want to build up my life and power in Possum City, I need to start somewhere.

“Alright. Show me,” I said with some determination in my tone.

Megges turned and took the steps down into the station with me behind her. It didn’t take long for us to reach the main platform. I quickly noticed a few elves and regular people.

Megges pointed across the way to two other platforms not in use. There was a bridge over to those, but a sign standing in the way, telling people not to enter.

“Ignore the sign and take the bridge over to the other side. Some of the riders said they saw something lurking in the pair of tunnels to the right,” Megges said.

“Thank you. I’ll check it out,” I said and made for the bridge.

I pushed past the sign and took the stairs up. The bridge was over the running trains on this side. When I reached the top and crossed over to the descending stairs, I could smell old dust on everything. When my hand brushed the railing, I looked down at a layer of dust.

I reached the platform on the other side and looked around, taking careful steps along the dusty platform. There was a scent of heated, rotted meat. The platform itself was clear of anything, except a thin layer of dust and dirt. It was so odd and foreboding, considering there were a few people on the other side. An elf stared at me from across the tracks.

I focused on the task at hand, which was difficult. I was seen as some revered figure in the city, yet here I was, trying to track an undead in a dirty, unused train platform. What will happen when I develop my magic? High class parties and champagne? I would only handle real threats, not hunting zombies in a train station. At least it wasn’t a sewer.

Movement caught my attention. I moved to a pillar and hid behind it. I moved at an angle to see where the movement came from.

I stared for a long moment. I knew I saw something. Could it be my zombie?

My heart beat like a drum. The scent of low tide touched my nose as an eyeless corpse leaned against a wall. It seemed to be standing on stairs that led to the tracks. If I came at it, would it run or attack me? Will its bite turn me into a zombie? I didn’t have any kind of weapon to fight this thing. What was I going to do, knock its head off with my fist?

My heart beat a little faster as the wet, gurgling thing turned its abyssal eyes toward me. The gurgling grew a little more as it made its way up onto the platform, its black gaze squarely on me. It wasn’t afraid and it wasn’t going to run.

The pale dead thing lurched up as seaweed hung from its shoulders and hair. Ruined clothes covered its body. Wrinkled skin white skin covered its face and hands. The stench of low tide grew as it charged toward me in an instant.

“Shit!” I growled as I moved away, making sure the pillar was between me and it.

It gurgled louder as it tried to get me. The stench was overpowering. I was surprised it was hidden this long. But I had to fight back. If I ran, it would follow me to the other platform and try to take out other people there. Come on! I used to enter warrior and fight worlds without hesitation. This was a game and I needed to use everything I had to the best of my ability. I made a damn crater when I hit the street. This should be super easy.

I was light on my feet as I stepped back from the pillar. My fists were up as the undead moved from around the pillar. It let out a wet gurgle as eyeless hole stared at me.

“Bring it,” I seethed.

The dead thing gurgled loudly as it came at me.

I called up my stats just in case anything could help.
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Fight: 1

Defend: 1

Social: 1

Health: 1

Elemental Mana

Fire: Null

Fuck it. Go for broke and see if there is any change left.

I threw a punch, and in that moment, I felt it. I felt my skill envelope me and confidence bloomed.

My fist blurred out and struck the undead thing’s chest. Wet, wrinkled flesh and bone exploded. The dead thing was launched back eight feet and rolled to a stop.

I stood with my fists up and a wicked smile stabbing into my cheeks. With one punch, I felt like I was a powerhouse.

The dead thing slowly stood up. It shambled as its body was in shambles. I could see the spine, holding everything still together.

I bent my knees and lowered my center of gravity.

“Time to earn a fistful of credits,” I grinned before I shot forth like a blurry comet.

I closed the distance as I spun my body. My knee was to my chest before my foot shot forth, slamming into the thing’s spine and shattering it to pieces. The upper body fell one way while the waist down fell the other way. The moment the upper body hit the floor; my boot was above the dead thing’s head. I slammed it down without mercy, shattering it to bits and pieces.

I pulled back and looked over my handy work. The dead thing was dead…dead. Head nothing but shattered pulp, the rest of the body stopped moving instantly. It would seem they do follow some zombie rules.

I turned to see Megges moving toward me from the bridge with wide eyes. When she reached me, she glanced at the destroyed dead thing and then back to me.

“You are a mage,” she said in astonishment.

Earned 200 credits!

I sensed it after the alert appeared on my screen. I now had some money on me. It felt good, but I felt better knowing I can kick ass too.

Megges dug out a pen and a piece of paper from a uniform pocket. She scribbled on it and pressed it into my hand.

“Call me, if you and your beloved need a third,” the elf said with a sultry tone.

Beloved? I was too new to explain any kind of relationship. I didn’t want to be rude either, so I put the paper in my pocket.

Megges eyed me for a moment, her face a little flushed. She put her hand on my forearm and squeezed it.

“Fire elves love lanterns,” she said, her words carrying a deeper meaning.

I already knew that from seeing the lanterns at Sylvara’s place, but I was glad she confirmed it.

“Thank you, Megges. I feel I may be using this station a lot. If you run into any other undead or strange happenings, don’t hesitate to let me know,” I smiled with credit signs in my mind.


Five

I stepped off the train with heavy thoughts, and one bright one. This world was so strange and hypnotic at the same time. It reminded me of those very old anime series and movies. Somehow, the cities in those anime-shows tended to stand up to constant monster attacks or strange happenings. The thought of raising a family or living a normal life in such volatile and dangerous places was inconceivable. But here, it’s just part of this strange existence. I didn’t even know why the dead attacked at times. To replenish their numbers? Do the dead have a vendetta against the people, or elves, just because they are here? Maybe the arrival of the elves changed something not yet seen? There are mages here, of all kinds. They deal with the threats, and I am one of them, but I am unsure where to start? I can clearly fight like some sort of master martial artist. Was that my cheat code? I’ve read this stuff before, in Gamelit and LitRPG books. The hero always had some kind of way of being better than any other player. I hadn’t seen it much in other games. The AI systems are so advanced, they tend to lock down anyone trying to subvert game rules, or are too toxic. But this place was beyond all of that. Its premise seemed simple. Date elf women and fight undead swarm events, but that can’t be all of it, can it? Maybe it was designed to fit a niche, become some strange parody of everything from anime to hero journeys? I’m not sure. The AI tells me very little unless it’s about simple game play. I always knew I had to figure it all out, that’s part of the fun, but this system seemed much harder in a way I couldn’t describe at the moment.

Then there is Sylvara. She’s interesting, warm, nice, and beautiful. I walked toward the stairs; my mind fogged with her image. I wanted to know more about the server world, but there was a part of me that wanted to get to know the beautiful elf a little more. It wasn’t just about her body, even though she did fit my type. I have never seen elves with such hourglass figures, or enjoy food so much. I must admit, I love food, among many other things. I wanted to hold her hand again, just to feel her fingers threaded between mine. Was it the coding of the game world, or was it a random character created and I lucked out, I couldn’t say.

I climbed the stairs, my thoughts shifting to Megges. She mentioned mages often have harems. I wasn’t the star of the show type, not enough to ever have a harem. I liked romance and getting to know someone. I’m not a prude. I’ve had my share of threesomes with players and NPCs in other games, but those were mostly because my libido needed long sessions sometimes. But if a mage requires elves with different elemental connections, I may need to think on it for a time.

When I was reaching the top of the stairs, I looked up to see Sylvara’s smile. She looked at me like I was some snack to be feasted upon for hours. She was wearing a knee length dress. It was a stylish mixture of red, yellow, and orange colors. It had a V cut along her chest, once again giving me an eye-full of her tremendous tanned cleavage.

That was the moment I felt embarrassed because I was wearing the same outfit I had on when I fell from the sky, a black T shirt, black jeans, boots, and leather jacket.

I reached the top and gazed at her beautiful, smiling face.

“You look beautiful. I feel like I’m not dressed enough for this festival,” I admitted all at once.

Sylvara took one of my hands into hers, our fingers treading into a loving grasp.

“I didn’t dress for the festival. I dressed for you. It’s not a formal affair and what you have on is fine. I like you as you are,” she said as she looked me in the eyes with an impish gleam.

The evening sky twinkled with a few stars. The light began to fade away as the air took on a crispy feel. I glanced up to see the glow of warm light and music past a standing building.

“Let’s enjoy ourselves,” Sylvara said as she turned and gently pulled me along with her.

I followed as she took charge. We walked across a street and around a building. The moment we turned the corner, I could feel the magic of the festival as well as see it. Strings of lights hung between trees and light poles. A band played in the center, their music fiery and favoring a bass. People walked around to canopy tents or listened to the band. The closer we approached, the more I looked at a few pop-up tents with elves and people selling something, or painting younger faces.

When we approached, the entire festival glowed like a forge. The band was playing on a small stage before a large fountain. Steamy tendrils rose up from the fountain like the water was very hot. Fireworks went off overhead and I looked around in wonder. The detail was extraordinary. The very air vibrated with excitement. The smells of spicy food filled my nose. I looked around, taking it all in.

“You look so cute,” Sylvara said with amused eyes.

I looked at her and smiled. “I can’t remember the last time I was at an actual festival. I can feel the magic of it.”

I squeezed her hand. “I can feel it here, with you.”

Sylvara let out a giggle as she playfully smacked my chest.

“Stop. No need to flatter me.”

“It wasn’t flattery. Just the truth,” I said with a sly grin.

Sylvara eyed me like she was trying to uncover something.

“Let’s look around some more,” I said and gently pulled her along by the hand.

We stepped to pop-up tents and saw many things for sale, from fire-shaped stones to artwork. We then stepped up to the food tents. I bought some spicy kabobs and handed one to her. We took bites together and my tongue blazed with spice. We both made “mmmm” sounds before sampling everything from spicy salads to bowls of soup. The food and the festival warmed me so much, I barely felt the cool breeze.

We walked away from the food tents when three elves approached us. We stopped and I quickly noted that they all looked different, from hair styles, clothes, and body types. It seemed elves were all different and not the same except for one thing, they were all beautiful in varying degrees.

“Sylvara!” a thin elf said as she looked me up and down.

“I know,” Sylvara said as she hugged my arm like I was some prized piece of art on display. I didn’t mind it.

“Hi,” I smiled at the trio of elves.

“Oh, Mel, let me introduce you to some of my friends. Meet Karra, Tressa, and Bellas. Everyone, meet Mel,” Sylvara said warmly.

Karra looked at Sylvara as the other two couldn’t keep their eyes off me.

“Where?” Karra asked.

“During an undead incursion,” she said without further detail.

I had been around enough groups of people to tell when they wanted to talk more, but the subject of the discussion was among them. I thought I would make a quick exit so they could talk.

I spotted red glass at a pop-up and inspiration hit me.

“Excuse me, Sylvara and friends. I’ll be right back,” I said with a smile as I departed from the small group.

I was a mere ten feet away when I could hear the four instantly talk in hushed whispers. I also received an alert.

Connection Complete! Fire Element is now activated.

It was sudden as the alert faded away from my gaze. A fiery bloom filled my core, my world turning into a blazing fever. I gasped as the sudden rush of power, or was it mana? In either case, something happened that allowed me to access the Fire element. I also felt a tether bind me to Sylvara’s spirit.

I could barely comprehend what was happening as a haze took over. The next thing I knew, I was standing before a pop-up filled with different kinds of hanging lanterns. Some of them were quite exquisite. My gaze moved to each one, until I found the one I was looking for.

“Can I look at that one?” I asked.

The male elf nodded and lifted the lantern from its perch. He brought it over and gently placed it in my hands. I turned it over, the shape like a living flame. I picked it because it also had the same color shades of Sylvara’s hair, and it had a silver edge along the glass flames.

“How much?” I asked as I turned it around in my hands.

“Is it for you, or a loved one? For the fire festival, the prices change depending on your intent for any item bought here,” he asked and explained.

I smiled. “It’s for someone. She has a collection of lanterns and I didn’t see this one among it.”

I looked away. “I also like her,” I said truthfully.

The elf bowed.

“One hundred credits for you. For anyone else, it would be five-hundred credits,” he said with a happy smile.

“Deal,” I smiled.

There was no machine or card to take my credits. I felt it, my personal credits draining by a hundred, leaving me only a hundred left.

“Enjoy and good luck,” he smiled before he bowed.

I don’t know why, but I felt deliriously happy. Why would I enjoy such a moment when she is likely an NPC? Considering the number of female elves checking me out, I could date any of them, but honestly, I wanted her. I wanted Sylvara.

The fire within me cooled, but was still present. I could feel some of the fiery power moving into my limbs.

I thanked the seller, turned and walked back. It didn’t take long to see the four elven women laughing and talking. Sylvara’s friends also seemed focused on her as she spoke to them. I couldn’t make out what they were saying. When I approached, they all shut up and looked at me with happy eyes. I had the glass lantern in my hand, and the silent friend, Bellas, looked like she was trying to strangle a cute explosion. She didn’t blink as her face got really red.

“Is that?” Sylvara asked with hopeful eyes.

“It is for you,” I said and lifted it to her.

Karra’s elbow stabbed Sylvara’s side and she elbowed her back. Sylvara then lifted her hands and took the glass lantern into her hands. She looked over the colored flames with dreamy eyes.

“It’s beautiful,” she said softly.

Karra leaned closer to Sylvara. “If you need help with this one,” she whispered loud enough for me to hear.

I wasn’t sure what kind of reaction Sylvara was going to say to that, but when she nodded silently once, I knew this society had a very different approach to relationships.

“It depends on him,” Sylvara said to Karra, not bothering to hide it.

Heat ran up my neck as I tried to remain stoic. In many games I was often the center of attention. Most game worlds were like that, but this felt different, more intimate.

Sylvara cradled her lantern in one arm, while wrapping her other arm around one of my arms. She winked at her friends and all three whooped and hollered like their side just won a point in a game.

We walked away, arm in arm. She leaned her head on my shoulder as we walked along, the festival music filling our ears and surrounding us.

“I know this is happening fast,” Sylvara said with a calm tone. “My people, no matter which element they belong to, know within moments of meeting someone, if they are a match for us, and our power.

“When our hands touched, and we looked into each other’s eyes, there was the spark.”

We stopped and she turned to me, her eyes glowing like embers in the dark.

“And now that we are getting to know each other, I want more,” the last part said with emotion.

I let out a small chuckle.

Her eyes took on a heated glow.

“You mock me?” she said with an edge.

I looked into her smoky glowing eyes.

“I didn’t chuckle to mock you. I chuckled because I feel the same, and I can’t explain it. I haven’t felt like this in a long time,” I barely finished before alarms blared from speakers on poles.

“Incursion Alert! Flying undead have penetrated defenses! Shelter in place! I repeat! Shelter in place!”

In an instant, the music stopped and everyone ran in different directions. The bedlam was short as people in nearby buildings opened their doors to let people in. Others ran toward the train station.

I reached for Sylvara’s hand, ready to run toward the station a half a block away, when three fire elves slammed into us, pushing us along.

“Come on love birds!” Karra shouted.

The five of us charged together for the station in the distance. At that moment, I looked up to see black wings flapping high in the air. I counted five black and skeletal forms, making a beeline right for us.

This wasn’t a simple incursion. They were coming for me.


Six

A herd of us made for the station entrance. I glanced up again as seven of those flying things flapped toward us. Sylvara held my hand tight, fear in her eyes. Her friends ran with us, as did others from the festival.

“Another incursion so soon after the last one?” Sylvara said with panic in her eyes.

I was silent as I ran with her. The admins were writing a story, and they wanted to make sure I was included in the story. I had to give it to them, I was distracted before, but I’m not anymore.

I let go of Sylvara’s hand. She glanced back as we reached the station entrance. Her eyes were wide as I stepped backwards with affection in my eyes. She reached for me, but her friend grabbed her arm.

“He’s a mage. He knows what he’s doing,” the elf said as she helped move Sylvara deeper into the station and away from the entrance.

I gave Sylvara a wink before I turned and ran away from the entrance. Her fearful gaze caused my heart to twist in my chest, but if I was here to help defend the city, I had to show I was ready for the challenge. But there was also another part of me that hoped I had more than one life on this server.

Sirens still drowned out everything else. When I was in the middle of the street, I turned to the flying undead. They were clearer now. They were the upper half of a skeleton, from below the ribs and up. Their lower spine was like a small tail. But around them was a black aura. It extended out to not only surround the white bones, but make long bat-like wings. Darkness dripped over their form like a toxic oil. Their hands were not just bone, but also covered in long black claws.

I walked backwards as I looked up at the undead flyers now diving toward me. I called up my stats.
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Fight: 1

Defend: 1

Social: 1

Health: 1

Elemental Mana Sphere

Fire: 1

I had one measly degree in the Fire sphere, but that didn’t mean I was helpless. Considering how hard I hit one of the dead in the train tunnel, I could make short work of these things if I used my ability right. I assumed a first degree is pretty weak, but maybe it was only weak to someone who never played any RPGs.

I cracked my knuckles in turn by pressing them against each palm. I don’t think mages in this world are weak, not by a long shot. That means I was going to have a little fun.

Fire energy surged along my arms. When it reached my fingertips, I turned my palm up. Fiery energy glowed in my hand before it burst upward into a thin, welding torch. It was thin, blue at the bottom but the rest pure orange. I could feel the heat off it. At first degree, I’m sure I could have thrown small fireballs and made flame covered fists if this was amateur hour. I wanted to test it to the fullest.

Flyers darted down at me, demonic screeches now filling the air. Wings were pulled back and close to the body as clawed hands reached out for me.

I turned my hand and pointed all my fingers together. I mentally moved the intense flame, making sure it was pointed out from my fingertips. With a thought, the flame began to rotate around my pointed hand. It vanished into one side of my forearm and emerged from the other side. It spun so quickly, it became a nearly unseen disk. I pointed my other hand with a thin flame stabbing out of my middle fingertip. It spun into a disk, just like the other one. It was surreal, feeling the flame as I made my palm the anchor point.

When the dead flyers were within thirty feet of me, I decided I didn’t want to wait for them. My legs bent at the knees and I launched up with the power of a cannon blast.

My hand sliced across, my fingertips inches from the first flyer’s skull, but my flame disk sliced through with little effect. Mid-way through my swing, the skull caved in and exploded in dark magic. I barely felt it as I soared up and sliced up through another flyer. Their dark aura and skeletal body separated and shattered into a dark explosion.

From my experience in many games and RPGs, fire is the only element that is truly effective against the dead and I was going to use it to the fullest.

Gravity took hold and I began to fall. Flyers came at me from all sides, their claws aiming for me. My arms moved in blurs. My flame disks sliced away two more before my boots hit the ground hard. I looked up as I stood in a battle stance. There were three left. One in front of me and one to each side of me. They were observing me before they attacked. I wasn’t going to wait, and I wasn’t going to be a one trick pony.

My flame disks vanished as I placed my right hand over my heart. Fire flared as I closed my fingers and pulled a flame blade from my chest. I watched the dead as I mentally noticed my one degree only afforded a short sword. I was going to have to work on that.

I leapt to my right, slashing hard across, separating the flyer’s head from their neck. Their body shattered into black smoke, but there was a method to my attack. The moment I leapt right, the other two came for me too. Their claws slashed inches away from me as I beheaded their friend. I was still floating sideways as I turned, flame short sword in hand. I whipped my hand around and threw my fire blade. It shot across the short distance and through one of the flyers. The flyer screeched before it imploded. The last one was close enough for me to get a whiff of their rotting stench.

“Sorry fella,” I said as my first flame blade vanished from the back of the other dying flyer and appeared in my hand.

The dead flyer’s claws slashed just as my boots landed on the street and I slashed back.

The flyer flew past me as I had my flame blade pointed down from a slash.

Time stood still for a long second.

The flyer let out a weak screech before it imploded into shards of smoke.

An alert appeared in my gaze.

Took .2 damage!

Health: .8/1

I looked over at my arm. Claw marks were raked across it and I was bleeding a little. They were barely scratches, but it was enough to show me I was not invincible.

Sirens filled the air as the normal alerts began to die down. When I looked up from my arm, Sylvara was standing about twenty feet from me, her eyes filled with wonder and worry.

I walked toward her. She started walking toward me. We met in the middle and hugged each other tight.

What was happening to me? I’ve been here, what, a full twenty-four hours? I have feelings for a fire elf and I just defeated a squad of undead flyers who seemed to be hunting me down personally.   

Police cars screeched to a halt. Men and women came out armed with rifles and pistols. They scouted out the area as one of them approached me and Sylvara. We parted as the man in blue and gray uniform with P.C.P.D across his chest approached us with a hard stare. His pistol was at his hip, but it wasn’t holstered.

“You’re a new mage?” he asked plainly.

I simply nodded, not getting a good vibe.

“They are going to take you in for questioning,” Sylvara whispered to me.

The man in uniform, with the name badge “Sargeant Ortiz” on it, nodded.

“All new mages must be added to the registry. I assume you don’t know about how this city is run since you fell from the sky. We can give you a quick orientation, take your name and address, and then let you be on your way,” the sergeant said.

“Sargeant, I wish to accompany you and Mel to the station,” Sylvara said with a heat in her voice.

Ortiz gave her a respectful bow. “I’m afraid not. We need his full attention before we can let him go. Other officers will take you and the crowd’s statement. I promise, he will be let go in a timely manner,” he said before he turned to me. “You may travel in my car as we go to the station. It’s not far. Please sit in the back seat.”

I looked over to Sylvara. Her eyes gleamed with worry.

“It’ll be okay,” I said warmly.

She was silent for a moment.

“I’m coming to get you,” Sylvara said, a fire now burning in her eyes with determination.

I felt the heat from her gaze. This was the fiery side coming out. She was going to push her way through everyone at the police department to get to me. Fuck, my mana burned hotter along my veins.

An alert appeared in my gaze.

Fire Sphere has increased to the 2nd degree.

Shit! It all made fucking sense now. The deeper the connection, the stronger my mana became! There was a part of me that thought it may have to do with how effectively I weaved the element. That fight with the flyers would have tested any newbie just by the numbers, but not me. I only got a scratch and they are all dead again.

“Sergeant!” Sylvara said without an ounce of backing down.

Ortiz puffed his chest out and was prepared to say something when I stood between them, facing the furious fire elf. She looked up at me. I put my hands on her shoulders.

“Hey, it’s going to be okay,” I said, a feeling swirling around my heart.

Her eyes gleamed. “I had a really great time, except when the undead showed up.”

“Me too,” I smiled. “It was the first time in a long time since I went out with such a beautiful soul.”

She looked away. “And a hot body,” she added.

I tried to contain my laugh. I couldn’t.

She looked at me and smiled as I calmed down.

“He’ll be at Station Six,” Ortiz added.

“I’ll be at Station Six,” I repeated.

The fiery elf playfully smacked my chest.

“You better be, or I’m going to start shooting up police stations,” Sylvara said evilly.

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that,” Ortiz said as he turned and walked back to his car.

“I’ll see you soon,” I said as I started walking backwards.

“Yes. You will,” the fire elf said with flames in her eyes.

I walked backwards to the squad car and stepped in. Ortiz closed the door. I looked out the window to Sylvara staring at me. This was all insane, but I was here for it now.

The car started up and soon we were driving off. I turned my head to see Sylvara. In the background, with the crowds and police, two people flew down to the street and landed. White auras surrounded their forms as they seemed to talk to the cops for information of what happened.

After that, all I saw was Sylvara as she blew me a kiss in the dark evening night.


Seven

I sat in a white room with bright lighting. There was a table before me, and to my left was a one-way glass window. It looked exactly like one of those modern police procedural shows. I was ready for someone to walk in, slam a folder down in front of me and tell me how they were going to throw the book at me. I thought I was going to be here for hours. Sadly, it was only a few minutes before the door opened and a blonde wearing black shades and a dark suit came in. She took off the shades, walked over to the table, pulled the other chair across from me out, and sat down. I watched as she folded her glasses and slid them into a breast pocket.

“Can I get you anything?” she asked with a smile and bright green eyes.

“No. I’m okay,” I said, remaining relaxed.

“My name is Agent Samantha Cooper. I know your time is precious, Mr. Melvin Creed.”

“Please, call me Mel.”

She nodded and continued, “We apologize for the inconvenience. Sergeant Ortiz has taken down your name and added it to the registry of Mages. We had forty-nine before you fell from the sky. Congratulations on becoming the fiftieth.”

“Thank you,” I said, trying to be polite.

“I will get to the heart of why you’re here. We at Possum City Control like to ensure everything and everyone is accounted for. When one of your people falls from the sky, we like to get to know them. Maybe bridge a friendship to help protect our city.”

“If I may ask, if the dead are such a problem, why not evacuate the people here to somewhere inland?” I asked.

She stared at me for a tiny second before she parted her lips, “Mel, is it? There are some things you should know about this city and where we are at when it comes to surviving here. There is no inland because this is a floating city.”

One of my eyebrows went up.

Agent Cooper continued, “Over a hundred years ago, Possum City was leading our world with a new technology that could fuel such a large city. We were the first to activate a fusion core. The math indicated it could power this city for over twenty-thousand years. When we turned it on, the team and the city rejoiced in a new form of power.

The city was already self-sufficient before we turned on the core. We were the first to create and utilize vertical farms. Whole buildings were used for farming. We also were able to create energy to matter technology, turning pure energy into organic and inorganic matter. We called them EM boxes.”

“Like a replicator?” I said with very interested eyes.

“Yes, I’ve heard that term from a few mages before. Interesting, but let us continue, the EM boxes are not for public use. Since we must be very careful with energy, even with a fusion core. Needed items are created and shipped to different stores within the city. Our AI monitors what is needed by PC citizens. I could go into great depth, but there is something else we need to discuss before I let you go.

“It’s about the undead.”

I could see a grim gleam in Agent Cooper’s eyes as she continued.

“When the fusion core was turned on, there was a very large side effect. A year after operation, there was a singular pulse from the core. Because the land under the city was eroding, water stabilizers were placed under the city long before the pulse. When the pulse happened, our entire city was transported to this water world. The stabilizers not only allowed our city to float; they helped keep the city still even with moderate water turbulence.

“We didn’t know what happened, but proceeded to aid everyone in the city during this time. We had power, food, and any item we needed. What we couldn’t account for was the swarms of undead attacks. Many different kinds would randomly climb up from the depths. Sometimes we were able to repel them, other times not. It has created a haphazard and delicate situation with us fighting for our lives in this world.

“Anomalies happened during the last fifty years. A few thousand elves appeared suddenly years after we arrived here. Also, the first mages appeared, each one falling from the sky. If it wasn’t for the mages, this city would be a floating ruin.

“We get undead incursions. Some are immense swarms, like our recent one. Sometimes we get undead sea creatures of immense size attacking our city. Everyone called them kaijus and it stuck. We set up alarms and have forces to help fight the undead. Every door in the city is reinforced to stand up to normal undead humanoids. But sometimes we get specific incursions, like the dead are looking for something.

“In either case, mages have helped in repelling or stopping attacks. Your people are guardians for our people and our city.”

She took a card from her inside breast pocket of her jacket and placed it before me.

“I have been assigned to be your liaison. If you have any questions, please contact me through our AI. I know all mages are connected to our computer network systems, yet another mystery we don’t why, but have come to accept.”

There was a muffled yell from the other side of the door.

Agent Cooper smiled. “I better let you go before a certain fire elf starts burning the station down to get to you.”

I smiled. “Agent Cooper, one more thing, why are the dead attacking this city?”

Her gaze dimmed, like she was reliving a nightmare.

“We’re not sure. The one thing we do know is they killed anything living on sight. They also drag any bodies left to the sea. We’ve seen former dead citizens come back as one of them, we just don’t know why.”

I nodded as we both stood up.

“I’m sure we’ll speak soon. Enjoy the rest of your evening,” Agent Cooper said as she showed me to the door.

After we exited the room and walked around a few short corridors, we emerged into the main station lobby, with many officers moving about and one loud elf.

“I demand you let me see him! I have rights!” Sylvara shouted as her eyes burned like hot coals.

When I appeared, her gaze turned to me and instantly softened. Her whole demeanor shifted from rage, to warm delight.

I walked over to her and she launched at me. We hugged and held each other close. It felt like we were the only people in the room for a moment. Fear coiled around my spirit, all this feeling very real. Almost too real.

When we parted, she looked at me with loving eyes.

“I,” she began.

“I know,” I said with a smile. She was going to burn down the place to get to me. I knew she was spicy, but this was a whole different level.

She glanced around at the police in the lobby with a scowl. She then leaned closer to me, our faces only inches apart. Her gaze was now warm. The heat of our bodies glowed with intimate fire.

“Let’s get out of here,” she whispered.

Before I knew it, my hand was in hers. She pulled me along with her. She then lifted a hand and slammed her palm against a door, forcing it to open wide.

We made our way down the stone steps and onto the street. She pulled out her phone and tapped on it a few times.

“A robo-cab will be here to pick us up,” she said as she turned to me.

Her hands clasped onto my leather jacket lapels and she held on tight while looking up to me.

“You’re staying with me, tonight,” she whispered.

I nodded, unable to look away from her glowing ember eyes.

***

She opened the door to her place. She pulled me with her as we entered. The door closed behind us, and for some reason, I felt very small. I could feel her power. She mentioned she was a little pushy, and I believed her. There was no escape. I was doomed to be her lover, and I was the happiest prisoner in the universe.

Sylvara turned to me, a heat in her gaze and her hand gentle on mine.

“I know, to grow your power, you will love many more. My people were never shy with intimacy. We had a saying; there will be more hearts for one or one heart for many. It means our family will grow, but for now and always, I’m happy to be your first.”

I listened as her hand let go of my hand and touched my side within my jacket.

“I can be forward, direct, and unassumingly pushy. I can also smother with love. Our bodies will not hold any secrets from each other. Don’t hide your urges, especially with me. I adore a man who needs me as much as I need him,” she said with seductive flair.

I was getting hotter as blood channeled below my belt. My jeans grew uncomfortable the harder I became. She confessed everything and didn’t blink. I was always hot for pushy older women, but she was also an elf with not only a hot body, but an intelligent mind and courageous spirit. I thought I was the only one who would burn down the world for someone I loved. It was so strange to meet another who would do the same. 

Gravity pulled at us, bringing our faces and lips closer with every pulse. When our lips touched, it was like a shockwave of heat from a super nova. Our embrace remained as lips parted to invading tongues. Her taste was like a spicy fruit, succulent and hot. She moaned in her throat as her body writhed against mine. I was entranced, unable to pull away, even if I wanted to. The wick was lit and I needed more, so much more.

Our embrace grew abrasive, our clothes in the way. She grabbed my shirt as I shed my jacket. I heard it hit the floor as she pulled my shirt over her head. I was bare-chested when she pulled away from me. I watched with needful eyes as she unclasped her dress from a shoulder. An instant later, it flowed down her curvy body and puddled on at her feet.

I was mesmerized by her beauty. I visually drank in her whole form, from her beautiful face to her natural large breast that seemed to defy gravity, to her thin waist, down to her thicker thighs. Her elfhood had reddish hair around a pink slit. My gaze finally landed on her small feet. When I looked up again, she was undoing my belt and pulling hard at it. I helped her along, unable to hide how I felt any longer. Pants down, I stepped out of it as she looked at me.

“You are delicious,” she said with a hungry gleam to her eyes.

The Mind’s Eye gear tends to take in your true self. You can adjust anything once you're uplinked, but I didn’t change anything. I liked being me, even if other people didn’t like it. I didn’t try to play any social games or try to one-up others. It was a dismal social practice and why I didn’t have many friends in the first place. But the way she looked at me showed she was very happy with the result.

Sylvara moved closer and pressed her body to my side. Her hand wrapped around my erection and slowly stroked it. Her lips were close to my ear as she rubbed her body against mine.

“I’m going to enjoy milking that beautiful cock of yours. I know how frustrated younger men can get. I’ll be there to make sure you relieve yourself, in me or on me. I will love watching you come, seeing it drip from the tip as I slather my tongue against it,” she whispered.

My cock jumped from her words and touch. She was pushing every button and I wasn’t going to stop her.

“I need it between my lips, one after the other,” she whispered with needful urges.

Before I could say anything, she took her hand into mine and pulled me deeper into the living room. She gently pushed me and I sat down on the couch. She knelt between my legs; her eyes filled with a dim glow of heat.

Sylvara’s lips parted and then pressed down on my head. She gently sucked on the tip like a lollipop. Her tongue pressed against the tip slit. It was fucking dreamy. I was paralyzed as she knew exactly what she was doing.

The connection grew hotter as her lips moved down and her head began to bob a little. I could sense how she felt, and what she was doing. Her hand slipped between her thighs and rubbed her throbbing clit. She made slow circles, her soul on fire. I felt our connection further as she lovingly sucked on my cock. I also watched as plump lips moved over my veiny shaft. My willpower was already cracking. I don’t know why but I couldn’t remember the last time I got off. I think I was in a dark place and withheld self pleasure and pleasure with others, digital or real. I hadn’t had a long-term lover…since?

An iron door slammed shut on my mind. Don’t focus on the past, focus on the now. I have a beautiful elf who is lovingly sucking on my cock and I damn well wanted to enjoy it!

I became very aware of reality as her lips had moved to near the base. Her tongue played with me as her suction was enough to pull my soul through my manhood. Her head bobbed slowly as I felt her finger massaging her clit to the rhythm of her bobs.

The fire was lit, shattering my control.

“Sylvara,” was all I said.

She slipped her tongue up the length of my cock and pulled away. She grabbed her large tanned breasts and placed my cock between them. She rubbed her full cleavage along the shaft as my head appeared at the top.

“Come on my tits,” she said with a harsh whisper.

Everything in my body and mind swelled with undeniable need for release. I let out a hard grunt, followed by another. Thick spurts of white come struck her neck. She stroked my cock with her tits, thick ropes splashing on the tops of her breasts.

Sylvara let out a long, loving coo as she rubbed her clit and felt my come dripping down her tits.

“My healthy darling,” she whispered with joy.

When another few spurts came up, she continued to stroke my cock with her tits as she kissed and licked at the head of my cock.

“Mmmmmm,” she said as she lifted her face with her eyes closed.

I huffed as she stood up before me, rubbing my come on her tanned tits and dark brown nipples.

“That’s the taste I wanted since we met,” she whispered.

I glanced down to see my cock was still hard. I was so turned on; it refused to wilt.

She opened her eyes and looked down at my throbbing hard cock and licked her lips.

“My darling is still hard,” she said before she turned around.

My gaze fell to her rather plump ass. It was round and firm. She lowered her ass down on my cock. She rubbed it between her cheeks and I was blinded by my lust. My hands grabbed her, lifted her up enough for me to grab my cock and hold it straight up.

Sylvara purred in her throat as she lowered onto my head and swirled her ass. I touched wetness and felt it drip down my shaft. Pulled at her a little, and she slowly impaled herself on me. I watched and felt her sink down an inch at a time. When she reached the hilt, her tight inner world squeezed me like a vice.

“Oh,” she said like she was lost to powerful sensations.

The heat came off her body in waves. My inner demons cried out and I let them take over. I snaked one hand under her arm and grabbed at a large, wet breast. I squeezed as my other hand snacked down between her parted thighs. Fingers touched her slit with my member deep within. I searched until I found her clit. Once I found it, I began massaging it in slow circles. Wetness surged as her honey continued to flow from our snug connection.

“Ooooo, that feels so good. Keep rubbing my clit. That’s it. Oooo,” she said before her hips moved.

I felt her slide and fold her legs onto the couch. She then began to move her hips up and down, barely an inch apart. Her moans became a song to my ears as I fondled her tit and played with her clit.

“So hard. Please, stretch my pussy open anytime you want. I love how it feels. Oh gods. It feels so good,” she moaned as she bounced on my cock.

I took hold of her erect nipple between my finger and thumb. When I played with it, she moaned. When I pressed a little more on her clit with a deeper massage, her entire body trembled.

“I’m…I’m really sensitive,” she moaned as she upped the tempo a little.

I couldn’t think straight. Her whole body had me entranced. It was at this point, everything just became a jumbled mess of hot, wet pleasure.

“Be my mistress!” I blurted out.

Sylvara didn’t say anything as she kept the tempo. She continued to ride my cock for a long moment until she leaned back against my chest. She turned her head, the sides of our faces touching each other as her hips moved, two of my fingers still massaging her clit.

My eyes and spirit cooled for a moment.

“I don’t mean a mistress and sub. I mean, well, when times get difficult for either of us, we comfort each other. We can be there for each other, without limits unless we want them. I will be there to take care of you. I…want you to be there for me…when I need it,” I explained.

“I thought…I already was,” she said with a sultry exhale.

My cock thickened as she writhed on me. I looked at her with soft eyes as she looked at me with half-closed, ecstasy-filled eyes. The world took on a fuzzy hue as I was too hard to come.

The iron door of my mind shuddered, but did not open. The only thing I could confess now was that I loved older women. To some, it was a sign of weakness, something to scoff at, but for me, I didn’t care. And what it meant, right now at the moment, I was starting to wake from a very long bad dream.

Sylvara closed her eyes and her lips parted a little more. Her breathing grew deeper. A tension filled her whole body as I rubbed her clit. She upped the tempo a little more.

“That’s it. Keep doing that. I love your touch. I love you rubbing my clit,” she said with closed eyes.

I held her to me, rubbing her clit and keeping the tempo. She grew silent as all I could hear was her breathing. Time and reality slowed down to this moment. Her breathing quickened. Her body tensed before one of her legs trembled. Her hips bucked as I continued to hold her to me. She cried out from her soul as her body shuddered again, followed by another.

Wetness surged from our connection as she could hardly contain herself. I held her tight as I continued to abuse her clit. She rode her orgasms for a long moment before she began to ease down. She sat down on my lap, my cock still buried in her. She huffed as sweat covered our bodies. Small shocks ran through her like she was lost in a dream. She then lifted her hand to the other side of my head and kept me to her head as she let out shorter exhales.

“It…was beautiful, my darling,” she huffed.

I couldn’t help myself as I moved my hips, my demons pushing me to come again.

“That’s it. Keep fucking me,” she whispered before she moaned.

I pulled my hands away from her clit and breast and placed them on her hips. She upped the tempo of her bounces. She leaned forward a little, bringing her ass up and down on my standing cock.

Sylvara held me in a tight, wet vice as she punished my cock. The sight and motion overwhelmed me. I tried to keep it together as my cock thickened. I was losing my mind as she knew exactly what I wanted, what I needed.

“Come in my pussy,” she said with sultry hunger.

I lost all thought as my world turned white. Pleasure exploded, blasting any thoughts I had to glass. I think I grunted hard? I wasn’t sure where I was at the moment.

When the white faded from my soul, I felt Sylvara squeezing my cock as she tried to milk me. I felt come and honey drip from our connection. She was slow and deliberate, drawing every drop of my soul from me.

“So much come. I love it,” she said as her fingers touched our connection.

I felt her rubbing her fingers through it as she leaned her back against mine.

“I’m going to have so much fun with you, milking that impressive cock.”

I nodded as I huffed for air, still holding her to me.


Eight

Hot water spilled down our bodies. Sylvara and I stood in her rather large shower and tub. Our bodies touched as we cleaned each other off. Steamy mists filled the air as the water could not put out our fires.

“Tell me about her,” Sylvara said as she soaped up and looked at my body.

I was surprised and shocked. My lips remained sealed as I felt her delicate hands on my chest, rubbing soap across it.

We ended up in the shower after a few hours of love-making. The evening transpired with us all over her living room, in many different positions. I hadn’t come that many times, ever. We were caught in a love-lust loop that prevented us from separating. At one point, she grabbed my hand and pulled me to the shower. I thought this was the end, but I had a sneaky suspicion she only wanted me clean so she could dirty me again.

“Things between us are moving fast, aren’t they,” I said.

She nodded. “You don’t have to tell me anything if you’re uncomfortable. I’m only curious. I could tell you had this dynamic before,” she said as her soapy hand fell to my cock, took hold, and began to stroke me.

I gasped from soreness and getting harder again.

“Tell me. I’m curious,” she said again while looking me in the eyes.

I was lost to bliss growing along my cock and senses. She looked at me like she was in charge, and now, she truly was.

“Her name was Julie. I was twenty-two and she was thirty-eight. I had dated others, but they never felt long term,” I said in a small voice.

“I understand,” she said as she made long, slow strokes.

“When I met her, she showed me a whole new world. It was one where I felt I belonged. We had five years of bliss, before things changed. She had to move away and knew we couldn’t keep in touch the way we had, so she broke it off.”

Sylvara looked at me with warm eyes as she stroked me.

“I remained single for another two years, until I fell out of the sky here and met you,” I said as I began soaping her tits, using it as an excuse to touch them.

“Much to my joy,” the elf said with a gleam in her eyes.

I smiled. “And you?”

She slowly blinked as my hands massaged her large tits. I made sure to rub her nipples as they stood erect to my touch.

“I didn’t like relationships when I was younger. I liked learning, exploring knowledge, and finding recipes for cooking. It stayed with me for a long time. And when I woke up to affections and romance, I was already older. It wasn’t long after that I appeared here.

“It may take some time to explain, but when I arrived here, I felt a new magic in the air. This water world was filled with mana. It also enhanced my urges. When mages fell from the sky, I noticed they were of a certain age.

“During the years, I had interacted with a few mages. I quickly noticed I was attracted to their mana, but not those individuals personally. I was waiting, searching for a mage of my own. There is a belief among many elves here that certain prayers will bring a mage to them. I too prayed for one. I prayed for you.

“When we saw each other, and our hands touched, I knew. I wanted to take this slow, but it seems neither of us could slow it down.”

I was only a few inches taller than her, but the way she looked at me made her seem like she was much taller.

“Thank you for your honesty,” she said as she upped the tempo. “And thank you for choosing me as well.”

I was lost to her masterful touch. She stroked me like she already knew my cock. I could only assume her senses picked up on things quickly.

“Relax, my darling,” she whispered.

I felt my shoulders drop a few inches. I continued to massage soap on her tits. She looked at me like it was the most normal thing to do in the world. She even leaned her chest into my hands, ensuring I was enjoying myself.

“There will be more to discuss, but for now, I want you to come. I want you to enjoy your release. I want you to feel me, think of me, as you fuck me. I want you to let your inner self out. I want your hands to grab me. I want your cock to invade me. I want you to feel like you can do anything, because, I will be doing the same to you,” the last part of the sentence came out like a sultry warning.

My cock thickened harder. The more she stroked me, the more I felt like I was losing all control.

“I will lead you. I will play with you. I will tell you what lurks in my heart. I will dream of this meat in my hand firmly between my lips. I will suck on it like it’s my very own toy.”

Her eyes glowed and my heart quickened.

“There will be others who join us. You and I will grow our family. I want you to be strong in front of the city and beyond, but when we are close, you can push your fire into me as I moan for more.”

My willpower shattered. My cock thickened in her grasp before thick ropes of come splashed on her thigh and down her leg. She kept her gaze connected to mine, while milking my cock, my seed dripping onto her soapy feet.

“That’s my good darling,” she said as she let go. “Now do my back.”

Sylvara turned around. I was sort of stuck in bliss’s touch. I put my hands to her back and rubbed soap on it. I glanced down to her rubbing my come deeply onto her thick thigh.

“It’s you I want to rub onto my very skin,” she said as if she was reading my mind.

Dammit! I was getting hard again.

***

Dreams curled along my sleeping mind. Tendrils of empty streets colored my slumbering thoughts as moans in the distance set me on edge. I was lost as I wandered the strange streets. Everything was painted black, white, and red. The moans remained far away.

The street under me vibrated. I felt a shadow loom over me. I turned around with fire in my eyes as something massive came down on me like an armored hammer.

I woke up to a muffled moan and blissful sensations. I was on my back and didn’t bother to look down along my body, Sylvara’s lips firmly around my morning wood, moving up and down with tight power.

I tried to stay still as we enjoyed our morning. My hips began to move, pushing a little deeper and her muffled moans grew. I let out a warm exhale. She dragged her lips up to the tip before she let go. The beautiful elf moved up and took hold of my standing member. She sat on the tip and impaled herself slowly until she reached the hilt. Her hands pressed on my chest as she moaned. Her hips moved in such a way, it made my cock hard at steel.

Sylvara looked down on me with sultry eyes and a small smile. Her plump lips parted and her face looked up. She moved with urgency. The moment my hands touched her plump hips, she let out a soul-drenched moan as her entire body quivered and then shuddered hard. I helped her along as she moaned and dwelled in halls of pleasure. Her eyes were barely slits as she looked down on me, massaging my cock with a firm grip.

I had a firm hold on her when we turned as one. She was now on her back and I was over her, making slow, deep thrusts. Her hands grabbed me and tugged at me. I laid on her and nearly smothered her as my hips kept their rhythm.

“My Sero,” she whispered in my ear as she held me close.

I didn’t question it, the name, or sound, coming out with an intimate touch. Instead, I kept the steady pace, enjoying her tight warmth as she squeezed me like she never wanted me to leave.

We remained like that for a small time. She snuggled to my neck as I snuggled to hers. It felt like our souls were blending. Our individual fires were becoming one big one. My power swelled, as did my member. This wasn’t just about gaining any power. This was a romance I couldn’t describe fully. It was beyond erotic. It was sensual, ancient, maybe even primal.

My urges and need for release slammed into me. My tempo grew as we held each other. I was nearly blinded as I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“That’s it my Sero, push your seed into me. Let me hold your soul within me for a time,” she whispered in my ear.

I lost my control. I pushed deep as pleasure flooded my entire form. Soothing, indescribable words filled my ear as my hips pushed deep between her warm and loving thighs. I unleashed one again as I felt thick come flood her world and drip from our connection.

“That’s it my Sero. Let it all out,” Sylvara whispered as she milked my cock as well.

I let out another hard grunt before I pulled out, rolled off the beautiful elf, and laid on my back beside her. I huffed for air as I stared at the ceiling. My tired muscles cried out from thick soreness. My mind was fuzzy as I could barely think.

Sylvara turned onto her side and was against me. Her hand touched my chest as I huffed for air. Her oval eyes held a loving warmth as she placed her leg over my legs and rubbed herself against my hip.

“Good morning,” I smiled.

“Good morning,” she smiled like she was going to devour me.

We looked into each other’s eyes as the morning sun glowed from mostly shut curtains.

“Sero?” I asked as my mind grew a little less fuzzy.

She gave me an understanding nod.

“It’s elvish for younger lover. Considering how far apart we are in age, it seemed most fitting,” she said as she rubbed my chest.

“Is there an elvish word for older lover?” I asked.

She gave me an impish glance.

“Thira. It means lover of a certain age. It is also close to the word Thirras, which is mistress.”

I curled my arm around her shoulders, keeping her close to me.

“Would you like to call me Thira instead of mistress?” she asked

“I think I will like both, at different times.”

“Good,” she smiled.

She rested the side of her head on my chest. I kept my hand on her side, the two of us still enjoying each other’s touch.

“Things will change, for the better. As others join us, they may take on a different role. To clarify, there will be those you will call Thira, but there will be others, more like a loving aunt and lover. They will go by the name of Sora. It means wine-mother.”

Sylvara lifted her head and looked me in the eyes. “I know our customs may be as different as your customs are to us, but there is an added layer to what is happening. We are both strangers to this world. I may have lived here longer, but it is very different to anything we have both experienced. Please understand, many of us will love you, as you love us. And as a mage, we all understand what loving you will mean for all of us.”

“I understand,” I said as I held her to me and drank in her beauty. “I don’t scare easily.”

Her lip wrinkled into a smirk.

“You looked scared when we were running from the undead,” she teased.

I looked at her in faux shock.

“I wasn’t scared. My eyes were very open to find any way to escape.”

We both looked at each other for a long moment before we broke out into loving laughter.

It lasted for a time before she laid against me again. My laughter cooled off when she grabbed my dick again and began stroking life back into it. Sylvara partially sat up and looked at me as she stroked me slowly.

“Is there anything else you want to do today?” she asked innocently.

I nodded as blissed pressed on me.

“I would like to see one of the edges of the city. It will give me a better picture of what is happening here.”

She nodded.

“Alright. We’ll go after another quick one and breakfast. There is a great little diner a block away from here. They make the best eggs and pancakes.

“Now, be a good sero and come in my mouth. I want to taste you again before we shower and head out,” she said before she slid down my body and clasped her lips around my wet cock.

“Yes, Thira,” I said as pleasure embraced my senses once again.

***

A cool breeze washed over Sylvara and I as we walked from the nearby train station. The sun’s brilliance glowed along tall buildings and trees lining the streets. The air was fresh, and the scent of the sea accompanied it. It seemed to become more prominent as we made our way closer to the edge of the westside.

I looked over at Sylvara. She was wearing tight leggings, a black shirt, and a light reddish jacket. She had a coffee in her hand as she looked ahead. I sipped my coffee as I looked ahead, thinking about last night and this morning. There was no barrier between us as we took full advantage of each other. I still couldn’t believe I opened-up to her so soon, but she had a maturity I couldn’t deny. I knew she took everything I said seriously, and would never chide or tease me about it. After Julie, I was a steel trap with my emotions and my past, but with Sylvara, I felt I could be myself and she understood that completely. The age-gap between us was long, but our minds, feelings, and souls seemed to match in a way. We were becoming so close, and I kept forgetting this was all a game-world. But why did it feel so real the longer I was here?

“There it is, my Sero,” she said as I pointed with an open hand.

I sipped my coffee again as we approached a wide park filled with trees and paths snaking through green grass. Beyond it was the endless sea.

We entered the park and made our way along a small, winding path. The air slipped along our faces and hair. It felt amazing as we walked at an even pace. There were others in the park. Some people were playing with their kids. Others sat under trees. A dog chased a ball as their owner chased after them. It felt so normal, considering the city was attacked just the other day. Maybe people were trying to have a normal, relaxing morning, forgetting everything dark and foreboding, or exchanging those for a small peace of mind?

My gaze caught an elf in a white dress. She faced the breeze with closed eyes and her hands at her sides. Her golden long hair was barely in a braid. Her shoulders were relaxed as she leaned into the wind a little, her bare feet inches above the grass.

The elf opened her eyes and looked at me. She then smiled.

I smiled back and gave a nod. The elf kept her small smile before closing her eyes and facing the breeze once again.

I turned my head forward as Sylvara curled her arm around mine.  

When we reached the sidewalk, all there was a thin railing before the open ocean. We stepped onto the sidewalk and looked out at a blue sky and deep waters. I had to commend the engineers. The city didn’t bob to the waves. The city was so still, I could have sworn it was on land. The breeze turned into a wind as Sylvara’s hair whipped around. She still held me close with one arm as we both looked out.

“I brought you to the westside edge because the city is still repairing the eastside edge park. The dead crawled up from there, their feet and hands clawing up the grass and dirt. It’s unsightly,” she mentioned.

I turned my head and eyes around, soaking in the area. It was a wide view, but it wasn’t all about the view. I spotted thick, armored towers to my left and right. I didn’t see any cannons or such, but it was easy to assume they were in those towers. Considering my small talk with Agent Cooper, I knew the city wasn’t defenseless. This place had firepower, but even firepower would have a hard time against swarms, especially if they’re undead.

To be transported to an ocean world and attacked by swarms of undead was too crazy for most to handle, but the citizens seem to be used to it to some degree. But something else was nagging at me. There are a lot of buildings in a city so grand and large, but the streets weren’t as crowded as I thought it would be.

“Thira, what’s the population of Possum City?” I asked, the elvish word for mistress lover now part of my vocabulary.

“A little over a million,” she answered before she sipped her coffee.

“How many people can live here?”

She nodded. “The city can hold a little over twenty million. When it was transported to this world, the city only had two million residents. In the beginning, a lot of people lost their lives before my people arrived, and the mages. Life was still difficult for all, but the mages turned the tide, like a divine being knew our hardships and answered our prayers.”

I thought it over for a moment. To anyone else looking in, it seemed the mages were a patch over a game-mechanic problem. If I was a game creator, and had a story about a city appearing in a water world, the game-life would be too desperate. If the swarms would only get bigger, that meant the undead would always win in the end. Something else would have to be added to ensure there was some sort of balance. The logical conclusion would be, mages who function like mystical guardians. I mean, it’s not bad, but it wasn’t great. There are only fifty guardians to protect an immense city with a population of only a million? Those were good odds to make any mage a hero, or a villain hiding in the shadows, waiting to see the collapse of this game.

I noticed Sylvara lowering her gaze to the water, a somber gleam to her eyes.

“You never seem surprised or fearful with anything said about this city and the dangers we endure. From where you come from, are there always warriors ready to slay the evils that threaten all worlds?”

I looked at her with warm eyes. “I can’t speak for everyone from where I come from, but the spirit to fight evil resides in everyone, including you, and everyone here.”

Sylvara pressed the side of her head to my shoulder, while looking at the dark waters.

“I feel it, but I feel it more with you,” she sighed.

We stared out as the breeze flowed over us. Light glimmered over the water. The moment felt real and surreal. With Julie, I fell in love very quickly. But with Sylvara, it was happening at lightspeed, and deep down, I was fine with it.

“Sorry for the interruption,” said a voice from high behind us.

Sylvara let go of my arm as we turned around and looked up.

A woman with bright blonde hair and a welcoming smile floated down from the sky. She was wearing sort of normal clothes and a light jacket. Her eyes were a bright blue and her skin fair. She floated down to the sidewalk before Sylvara and myself.

“Hi! My name is Lydia Hale. Pleased to meet you,” she said as she held her hand out to me.

I quickly noticed she was talking to both of us, but her hand was out to me. It was clear she was a mage, most likely here to greet me alone. If several or more mages showed up, they would appear intimidating. I had to give it to Lydia and the other mages; they seem to have their act together.

“Melvin Creed, but please, call me Mel,” I said as I took a firm hold of her hand and shook it. I winced when she squeezed my hand harder, indicating she was much stronger than she looked.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you Mel,” Lydia said before she let go and held her hand to Sylvara. “It’s good to see you too, Sylvara.”

Sylvara shook her hand and bowed her head.

“As always, Lydia. How’s your brother?”

They let go and the trio of us stood, facing each other.

“He’s doing great. He’s getting stronger, like the rest of us,” Lydia said before turning to me.

“Mel, I’m a liaison for the MAGE Meet & Greet task force. We welcome all new mages to Possum City. I came alone so we didn’t come off as ‘YARR, another mage! Come with us!’ squad, if you get my meaning,” she grinned.

“Well thank you, Lydia,” I smiled.

“Don’t mention it,” she laughed. “For starters, is there anything you need information on, such as what we do, or what’s next?”

“I think the AI gave me some information. Agent Cooper and Sylvara filled in a little more. I do have many more questions. Maybe we can sit down somewhere and talk about it?”

Lydia nodded. “I know just the place.”

The three of us walked together, Lydia leading the way. Sylvara curled her arm around mine again, and we walked side by side.

It didn’t take long for us to leave the park and walk up a street. We turned a corner and walked a little bit more. Lydia stopped and spread out her hands upwards. I swear she wanted to do jazz hands.

I looked up at a beat-up, dive bar front. It had thick dents and cracks along the entrance wall. There were bars on the windows. The door looked sturdy enough to keep out ogres. Above it, in red neon no less, was “Pillar’s Bar: Drinks and Babes, minus the Babes.” I couldn’t stifle my chuckle.

“Joe keeps the bar open from morning to midnight. Best place for a morning drink,” Lydia said before her hand grabbed the front door handle and pulled.

The moment we walked in, I knew it was a dive bar. It had that scent of spilled beer and broken dreams. There was a long bar before us. A wall of dirty glass shelves with different kinds of liquors. To each side of the long bar were thick, Greek-like pillars. They looked like they were holding the whole place up. Signs were plastered against the walls. The floor was checkered; green and white I believe. It was hard to tell in the low light as the door closed behind us.

A man appeared from a doorway, cleaning a glass mug like the cliché bartender he looked like. He was a weathered man with kind, yet hard eyes. I assumed he was Joe, and I was sure he would have many tales locked away in that greasy haired head of his.      

“Joe!” Lydia shouted like she was seeing her best friend.

“Lydia!” Joe answered. “Keeping us safe?”

“Twenty-four seven,” Lydia grinned. “Joe, meet Mel and Sylvara.”

Joe looked at me and smiled. He was missing one of his front teeth.

“Greeting Mel,” the bartender said with a gruff nod. He then turned my Thira and bowed his head. “Good to see you again, Sylvara. I’m glad prayers have been answered.”

“Thank you, Joe. Yes, as am I,” Sylvara said with a bow. When she stood up, he glanced at me with an amused and loving smirk.

Sylvara was full of mystery and adventures. It only made me want to know her more.

“Joe, we're just going to have a couple of drinks. Put it on my tab and lock us in for a time, please.”

Joe nodded. He turned and right there between the many liquored shelves on the wall, was a bright red button. Joe slammed his fist on it. I heard something move behind me. I turned and watched as a large, flat metal bar moved across the door’s square rings behind it. It stabbed into the wall as metal locks slammed shut on the heavy door. When I turned back to the bar, Joe was right there, our faces only inches apart. I could smell his aftershave.

“The door locks to save people when the dead attack. My place will always be a shelter first, and then a bar,” Joe said like Santiago from the Old Man and the Sea.

I simply nodded.

Joe eyed me for a moment before he pulled back and stood a little straighter.

“Joe, how about some of your finest beer,” Lydia said lightly.

Joe nodded before he grabbed mugs and started putting each one under the tap. He pulled the lever as golden beer spilled into mugs.

Lydia patted the barstool next to her. I sat down with Lydia on one side of me and Sylvara on the other. Full beer mugs were placed before us.

“I'll let the three of you talk for a while,” Joe said to us as he flipped his cleaning towel over his shoulder and made for the door on his side of the bar. He quickly vanished and the trio of us were left on our own.

Lydia lifted her beer mug up and took a deep drink. She put it down on the bar and turned to me on her stool. Her blue eyes held a serious gleam before she smiled from ear to ear.

“How’s your stay here with us so far?”

I had no idea if she was kidding or not.

“Aside from the undead, it’s been wonderful,” I said and glanced back at Sylvara.

Sylvara gave me a loving glance back.

“That’s good to hear,” Lydia continued. “Some mages have awful near-death experiences from their fall, but that’s not all we need to discuss. You met Sylvara and I can feel the flame element within you. With time you will begin to feel the elements that are connected to others.

“For now, you’re doing everything right, but there is always more to do. If you called up your stat sheet, you know your only one degree in each of your stats. You can increase them through training. It takes time and dedication, but it’s essential to your path as a mage. It’s what we all go through here in Possum City.”

I sipped my beer as Lydia continued.

“Fight and Defend are simple enough. The more you fight, the better you get at it, and the more it counts. Defend is a skill like parrying or making your body hard enough to take hits, falls, and a sense of control. It’s a mixture of stamina, hardness, and will power.

“Health is simple. It simply means how much you can take before you die. We’ve measured damage to mages from point one to six. We think it can be more, but our groups of mages haven’t had anything hit harder than a six, yet. Anything above a two are often from undead kaiju attacks. Your Defend helps mitigate the damage.

“As for your Social, many of us are trying to crack that one. We believe, the more social you are, the higher it will grow. The higher the Social, the better chances of attracting an elf of equivalent element. And that’s the heart of what I wanted to get to, so listen closely.

“In this world, and for every mage, there are thirteen elements, and thirteen degrees to each element. Everything that is a mage is tied to those elements and degrees. Our power comes from courting elves, whether they are male or female. We don’t know why, but those who fall from the sky are tied to these wonderful elves.

“Connections to elves fuel our power and spells, but if either side of the relationships break off, either from no longer wanting to be together or death, we lose that element.”

Lydia’s eyes gleamed as if she was reliving a memory as she said those words. “Mel, losing a connection is like losing a part of ourselves. Elves have the power to terminate any connection, but it’s rare.”

“Because we believe in the power of connected souls. We never abandon those connections,” Sylvara added before she gulped down some of her beer.

Lydia nodded. “This city, this community, thrives on working together. There is no slavery. There are no rich and poor classes. Everyone earns their own worth, and that worth weaves together our community. We must, or the dead will overrun us.”

I nodded, soaking it all in. I began to get a better idea of how everything worked here. I still had questions.

“The undead?” I asked with a focused gaze.

Lydia gave me a grave nod, never looking away. “I wish I could tell you more then you may already know. The situation is manageable sometimes. The undead swarm up at random times. Despite the city’s defenses, they can’t stop most swarms. The city’s defenses are best against undead kaiju because they are bigger targets. I’m sure Sylvara told you, every door and window are fortified. The public shelters in place when alerts sound off.

“All mages begin defense efforts. Some attack the undead. Others are search and rescue. Each of us can use communications. Think of it as a chat room with now fifty people in that chat room.”

I raised my hand. “I know what a chat room is,” I said, trying not to sound rude.

Lydia didn’t seem to take it personal and nodded. “Well, we all can have singular chats and group chats. Some mages are always muted. It can be a mess, but when the city is attacked, we all come together. I only tell you this because you may try to communicate with someone and they may not answer you back. We’re all still human, and despite unifying goals, some of us don’t work well with others. Fair warning.”

“Got it. Humans being humans, but if I may ask, do mages get together to discuss ways to protect the city and its people?” I asked.

Lydia nodded and smiled. She reached into her light jacket and pulled out a business card. She placed it on the bar and slid it to me. I picked it up and looked it over.

The Tower

1 Conclave Square

High Spire District

“We’re having a get-together there tomorrow night. Bring Sylvara. The two of you may meet a few others who may want to spend some time with you,” Lydia said with a smile.

I slid the business card into my inner jacket pocket. I glanced over at Sylvara as she leaned close to me, her beer nearly gone.

“How about another one? Before we hit the road,” Lydia said with an endearing smile.

***

I gently pulled Sylvara from the cab. She was drunk off her ass. Who knew elves were such lightweights? Two beers and she was done for.

The moment Sylvara was out, the door closed and the robo-cab drove off. I put her arm over my shoulders as my other arm held her by the waist. We walked the short distance to the door and entered.

It took us a moment to get to the elevator. When the doors closed, Sylvara looked up at me with dreamy eyes.

“My Sero. My handsome lover, Sero. Will you be(burp!) good to me tonight?” she said as she could barely keep her head up.

“Maybe tonight we should just sleep?”

She lifted her hand and clamped her fingers and thumb to my cheeks.

“No need to worry. We process this fast. I will be awake and wanting,” she said plainly as we looked each other in the eye.

I chuckled as the doors opened to our floor. Her hand dropped as I helped her down the corridor. When we reached our doors, I opened her door and we stepped inside. I quickly placed her on the couch.

“Stay with me. I promise to be less drunk soon,” she said with sleepy eyes.

“I will. I just need to go to my place for a moment. I promise, I will be right back, Thira” I said.

She nodded as her eyes closed.

I quickly made for the door and closed it behind me when I was in the corridor.

I let out a long, exhausted exhale. This game-server is incredible. The realism and story have been holding me from the moment I got here. I placed my hand on my door and it opened. I stepped inside and the door closed behind me. Despite the depth and romance, I needed a break and get back to the real world.

I checked my reality timer. It’s only been a few seconds? I can do something else for the evening to clear my head.

I mentally called my exit. It should appear as a button or doorway.

A door appeared with an exit sign on top. I think I needed a shower from how much fun I was having in this game world. When I touched the exit door in my apartment, it shimmered and vanished.

“Hmmm,” I said as I mentally called it again.

Error

I saw the alert blinking in my gaze. I called it again. Another error appeared. I called it again. Yet another error blinked in my gaze.

What the fuck?


Nine

A cold chill seeped down my spine. I mentally summoned the exit again and it was the same result, nothing. My heart quickened. Was it a software or hardware malfunction? Is there a timed limit to the game server? Was this whole experience a trap, triggered by clicking on that strange ad?

I closed my eyes and let out a long exhale. I mentally focused, trying to slow down my heart rate and not panic. What I was experiencing was not unheard of. It made the news from time to time about syncing malfunctions. That’s why Mind’s Eye Corp put two-hour limits when you entered the Web-Net. After the time elapsed, an alert would appear, asking if you wish to continue with your link. If you didn’t touch it, thirty seconds later you were disconnected.

I opened my eyes and looked to the side. The time dilation and reality syncing happened instantly, but if there was an error, it would take time for the mind to adjust. The problem was the two-hour alert was real time and not Web-Net time. I’ve spent a few seconds in the game and I’ve already experienced a few days here. At this rate, it will take weeks before I get the alert and the system auto-disconnects me. I could just wait it out and see if it happens, but I knew I couldn’t stand the thought of waiting for some kind of time limit.

I pulled up a 2D screen.

“AI. Why can’t I disconnect?”

There was a small pause.

Loss of sync.

“Is it being fixed or corrected?”

Loss of sync.

This must be the worst game AI I ever interacted with. I guess I had to start lying just to see if I would get a different reaction.

“AI. I have a medical emergency. I must take my medication,” I said. I didn’t have to explain or spill my guts. I told the AI my status and implied a negative effect. It will have to bump up my request.

Another pause.

Medical records indicate no health issues or medications on file. Try again?

My brow furled. This shitty AI is talking back like it wants to go out back somewhere and have a fist fight. My earlier concern turned into irritation. A server world dev is ether fucking with me or there is a serious malfunction. Without any information being relayed, for the time being I seem to be stuck here. An image of Sylvara filled my thoughts and it suddenly didn’t feel that bad to stay a bit longer.

I suddenly remembered my Thira was on the couch in her apartment waiting for me. I rushed out of my place and into hers. The moment I came in, she was sitting up on the couch and looking at me with tired eyes.

“I seemed to have a little too much. Wine is fine, but beer hits me a little harder,” she said weakly.

I rushed to her and she gave me a small smile. She took my hand and gently tugged me. I sat down beside her and she leaned her upper body against mine. My arms circled her as she snuggled to my neck.

“I just want to curl up in the bed,” she said softly with closed eyes.

“I want to curl up with you,” I said as I held her close.

I could feel our souls and connection glowing with a fiery light. The living room grew hazier. My body began to warm and so did hers. She was honest about what she wanted from this relationship, this bond. So was I, and I didn’t wince at it. We knew others would join us, but for now, all we had was each other.

My desires grew hotter under my skin. I curled my arms under her and lifted her up. Sylvara looked at me with a warm gaze. She was not shocked at all by me picking her up. I think it turned her on a little more.

I carried the mature elf into her bedroom. I placed her down on the edge of the bed and slipped my arms out from her. She seemed to regain her wits as she eyed me. I began shedding my clothes one piece at a time. Her gaze never wavered as I fully undressed and stood naked before her.

Any problems I had would wait for another time.

I moved closer until I stood before her. She looked up at me with sultry tired eyes. The beautiful elf stood up. I took hold of her dress and pulled it up along her body. When it came up over her head, the dress fell to the floor. We stood close, our naked bodies only inches apart. The heat between us began to swirl.         

Sylvara closed her eyes and wavered on her feet. I caught her in my arms, the elf barely able to keep her eyes open.

I smiled. She wasn’t in any condition for anything right now but sleep. The loving urges were under my skin, but I also knew how to control myself. I picked her up again and placed her on the bed. I pulled up a blanket and covered her. She snuggled into the blanket, her closed eyes relaxed.

I left her side and turned off all the lights in the apartment. When I reached the bedroom and turned off the light, I could hear her light breathing. She wasn’t asleep yet, but she was close. I made my way across the bedroom and crawled onto the bed. I picked up the blanket and slipped under. As soon as I was under the warm blanket, she latched onto me, holding me close to her. She snuggled to my back. Her exhales touched the back of my neck.

“Should we have had a longer romance?” she whispered like her toes were dipping in and out of slumber’s waters.

“This is our romance,” I whispered.

She snuggled a little more against me.

“I don’t want to lose you…like I lost my world. I feared connecting to a mage for so long, but wanted it as well.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

She nodded.

“I want to show you more of what our bond, our element can do. I also want you…us…to become stronger with mana, body, and soul.”

There was a pause.

“I also want us to fuck…all the time. Don’t be shy, my Sero.”

I chuckled.

“I’m not shy. I just know this is moving fast between us. I like to take it slow too. I still find it hard to believe I must romance and take on elf lovers from other elements.”

Another long pause as she locked her leg over mine.

“It will be normal for you too…soon enough. I will guide you, my handsome Sero. I will,” she trailed off.

I turned my head slightly. She was out. Her limbs were clamped onto me from behind. I dared not move. I was tired myself. It didn’t take long for sleep to claim me; my last thoughts were on training before going to The Tower tomorrow evening.

***

I opened the roof door and stepped out into the brilliant sunlight. I winced for a moment before my eyes adjusted to the brightness. I saw the roof garden before me. When I glanced to the side, I saw a large patch of roof that was empty. It was perfect for training.

The early morning was still fresh in my mind. When I woke up, Sylvara’s arms and legs were not curled around me anymore. I slipped out of bed and looked at her. She was splayed out on the bed, breathing deeply as her closed eyes moved to dreams. I had half a mind to wake her up and enjoy the early morning in the throes of ecstasy, but I knew if I did that, I would not get any kind of training in.

I walked about twenty feet to the plain roof area. I had training on my mind since I was told what I was and what I needed to do. I doubted I could earn more power by hours of sex, or could I? Well, I wasn’t sure yet so I had to resort to normal training methods.

I stood in the middle of the area I was going to use. I remembered what Lydia told me that to become stronger I had to use my power. So, I thought I would give it a chance. First days are always the hardest so let’s get this out of the way.

My body fell into a stance. I could feel the fire element within me, burning at the edges of my soul. I let out a small exhale. I then began moving into various battle stances as I punched and kicked at the air. Yes, I felt a little dumb, but until someone showed me exactly what to do, I had to fall upon my instincts. Which was very weird because I read many progression fantasy books and there was often a montage of push-ups, pull-ups, and punching stones and trees. After a quick ten minutes of punching, kicking, and moving like a crane on cocaine, I felt nothing.

I stood there, some sweat beading on my forehead. What was I doing wrong? This was not your standard progression fantasy xianxia game world. There are undead, hot elves, hero mages, and city-tech on a water world. It’s not what anyone would expect from a game server. I mean, I’ve visited some really weird game-worlds, but none of them seemed this…mysterious.

I looked at my hands. Yeah, I was going at this all wrong. This is a mage story. I need to work with my element.

I calmed myself down as I tapped my Fire element. I looked at my hands as flames instantly engulfed them. I needed to test what I can do at second degree fire element.

My hands made arcane movements as the flames flowed with them. A long sword stabbed out one hand as the flames vanished from my other. I swung it around in quick arcs, the magical fire blade a part of me. The flame sword melted into a ball and chain. I swung it around like it was an extension of me. The flames shifted into a spear. I stabbed it out and spun around. Weapons weren’t that difficult. I had to try something else and be a little more creative.

I caused the Fire element within me to vibrate. I vibrated with it before it exploded out from me in all directions. I noted the flames only blasted out a few feet, but it was the perfect way to keep an undead from touching me. I then held out my hand and blasted out a torrent of flames like a flamethrower. I could feel the raw power within me as the element flowed with my mana.

A weakness filled me the longer I allowed the torrent to continue. I closed my hand and stopped it. There was a limit of some kind. The longer I used it, the weaker I got. I assumed the stronger I became, the longer it would last. But as time slipped away, my strength quickly came back.

I spent the next hour blasting our fire bolts, fire balls, flame weapons, effects, and finished with trying to create a flame guardian. That last one didn’t work out the way I intended, only creating a three-feet tall flame humanoid who stomped his feet. I quickly dismissed him. I huffed as I allowed my mana to regen, but I was starting to feel the change within.

An alert appeared across my gaze.

Fire Sphere has increased to the 3rd degree.

Fight has increased to the 2nd degree.

My eyes widened a little at the alerts. Training does work in this world. When Sylvara and I visit the Tower to meet the other mages, I hoped I could learn a little more on how to use my magic.

“Hey!” came a voice from behind.

I kept a neutral look as I turned around to see Lydia hovering only a foot off the ground. She eyed me with a smile, but I could tell she had something on her mind.

“Hey,” I said back.

Lydia hovered for a moment before her shoes touched the ground. She put her hands behind her back, and made a small attempt at a smile, but it came off strange, like she was trying to find the right words for what she was going to say next.

“It looks like you’ve started your training,” she said.

I looked away and nodded. I hate these kinds of conversation starters.

“I doubt you came this way just to comment on my training?” I said simply.

I could feel her gaze drop to the floor.

“Straight to the point. It’s refreshing to hear it. PC Control does use some propaganda, just to help everyone in the city not freak out to our current situation. It helps, but sometimes we all need to understand what is happening.

“What I wanted to talk about was the party at The Tower. Most of the mages in the city show up. They all have different personalities, so I wanted to tell you to be patient with some of them. I also wanted to tell you about my brother, Marcus. He’s a great guy. Don’t feel like you can’t talk to him. He loves to talk and get to know everyone.”

“Thank you. I’ll keep it in mind,” I said as I turned and looked at her, waiting for the real shoe to drop.

Lydia looked at me as her hair moved in the breeze.

“Have you tried to log out?” she asked plainly.

I nodded, seeing the darkness in her eyes.

“We’ve been here for years and haven’t been able to log out. We don’t know what is happening in the real world. Some of us have talked about this being the real world in another dimension. The elves have said the same thing for their people. We all live in harmony to a degree, but you know, it gets weird when you're trapped in a big cage.

“I wanted to clear up some of the history of this place. There are dedicated people in PC Control who are trying their best to figure a way out for everyone. With that said, since you’re new here, I wanted to tell you that some of the mages don’t seem to be in a hurry to leave. They like it here, and some of us are worried about that.”

I could see the pleading in her eyes. She was trying to see if I was one of the good guys that would keep an eye on bad players. The moment I saw it in her eyes, I knew I was going to say okay, but I had questions.

“Are you asking me to keep an eye on some of the other mages because I’m new here, and therefore, not as entrenched?”

Lydia nodded.

“I hate that I must bring this up to you. We all know how strange it is for a new mage, trying to learn how everything works here. It’s overwhelming, but there have been some concerns. As mages, we all need to succeed together, or the dead will overrun the city.”

There was still so much I didn’t know of this place and how it worked, but if she needed me to help, I would. What I couldn’t tell her was that I was going to watch her and her brother as well. Power makes people weird, but my honor was important to me.

“I’ll do my best to keep an eye out,” was all I could say.

Lydia bowed her head to me. “Thank you, Mel. I know bringing this to you may seem suspicious. I promise, me and my brother are mages of honor.”

She stood up straight and gave me a wicked smile.

“Also, you should know, many elves are invited to these parties at The Tower. We do this to increase the chance of mages meeting elves that may align with their personal tastes and possible connections. The elves are aware of why they are invited, and look forward to it. You might meet a few to help grow your power tonight.”

“I’ll be at the party with a plus one,” I said, not wanting to speculate on what may happen. I dislike being a lech in public places. Behind doors is a different matter entirely.

Lydia nodded. “See you tonight. Oh, before I go, just a little tip for all new mages, the best way to train and increase your power is in actual battle. The way you’re training helps with the easy degrees, one through four. After four, and especially after seven, gaining new degrees is much harder.

“When the dead attack, don’t try to bite off more than you can chew. Protect people on the streets first. After that, slay as many of the dead as you can. There will always be more to practice on. Marcus will tell you more when you meet him. Dress casually.”

I nodded as I watched her fly up into the sky. Lydia waved to me before she flew off.

I stood there, mentally taking it all in. The dread of being trapped here pulled at my spirit, but the thought of helping this city and its people glowed along my soul. I’m no superhero. I’m just a guy who wants to do right and love how I wish to be loved. Magic, undead, elves, a city floating on an endless ocean, it was fucking bonkers, but I know I can weather this. If I can survive relationships, society, and my own dark inner moments, I can live this new life.

I made for the roof door, opened it, and made my way down.

When I reached my door, I opened it, ready to hit the shower. I heard Sylvara’s door open behind me. I turned slightly as she stood in her silk robe.

“I was waiting for you. We can make breakfast together,” she said with warm eyes.

My heart tugged in my chest as I felt warmth fill my body.

“I was on the roof, trying to practice. I’m a little sweaty. Thought I take a shower before waking you,” I said, knowing I would tell her about Lydia’s visit later when we had a chance.

Sylvara closed her door behind her and stepped to me. She pressed her hand to my chest as she looked into my eyes.

“I need a shower too. We can do it together,” she said like I had no choice.

I couldn’t fight my hard on. I walked in with Sylvara following. We stepped into my studio. I took off my clothes as she opened her robe and shed it from her shoulders. She was naked. I finished taking my pants off while I looked at her. Her gaze fell to my stiff cock and she seemed pleased.

Sylvara was close as we stepped into my tiny bathroom. We stepped into the shower. Luckily it was big enough for the two of us. She grabbed the soap as I turned on the water. The water felt nice, but her touch felt nicer. Her hands were all over me, rubbing soap onto my skin.

When she pressed part of her body to mine and wrapped her soapy fingers around my manhood, I let out a warm exhale and a small moan.

“I love making your cock clean, and dirty,” she whispered.

I took the soap from her hand as water splashed down our bodies. I placed the bar on the soap shelf. Water washed away the soap as I cupped her tit and ran my thumb along her nipple. The fire within me grew as she stroked my manhood in the flowing streams of water.

“You put out my fires, but when I think of you, my fires burn much brighter, hotter,” she said with a dreamy whisper.

My body wanted more, so much more. I pushed her against the opposite shower wall. Our mouths mashed together in heated lust. Her legs lifted and wrapped around my waist. When the tip of my cock touched her wet pussy, my hips moved, pushing my cock into her tight world. Our lips parted as she looked at me with weak eyes.

“My Sero. My naughty Sero. Put out my fires,” she said as I pushed deeper into her.

I couldn’t help myself, my hips beginning to move, finding a rough and tender rhythm. The tempo grew as she held onto me.

“That’s it. That’s it,” she moaned in my ear as I held her against the wall, inches of my cock appearing and disappearing between us.

In that heat of the moment, I felt something. It felt like this was real. This all was reality. Even if it was a simulation, this was real. What we have is real. I want her to be happy. I wanted us to be happy.

The tempo grew as my thrusts deepened. Her moans grew louder in my ear as I kept up the pace.

“Right there. Don’t stop. I’m coming. I’m…coming!” she moaned in my ear.

Our souls dwelled close. I felt explosions shatter her nerves. Her moans continued as her hips moved with mine. Orgasm after orgasm sent shockwaves along her form. I felt her toes curl. The intensity wiped away everything, leaving only blissful ecstasy. It was too much even for me. My cock thickened and my soul pushed into her. I felt my seed flood her inner world. Honey and come dripped from our connection but I continued to push deep into her. She squeezed me like a vice, milking my cock in her.

“That’s it, my bad Sero. You made me come so much,” she whispered in my ear like a succubus.

Sylvara pulled her head back and we looked into each other’s eyes.

“Did you like it?” she whispered with concerned eyes.

I nodded with weak eyes.

She put her arms on my shoulders and curled them a little around my neck.

“When we have time, I will have to find a proper punishment for you,” she said with knowing eyes.

I simply stared as my cock was still half hard.

She continued, “You can be as bad as you wish, but always remember, I will punish you every time.”

Fuck. She was pushing all my buttons. This relationship was going to get much more complicated and I was looking forward to it.

“Yes, Thira,” I said.

Sylvara uncurled her legs and put them down. Shower water was still hitting my back as my cock slipped from her. She gently pushed me back so we could both be in the water.

“Let’s try to finish our shower. We will need our energy for tonight,” she said as she took hold of the soap again.

“Yes, Thira,” I said as I couldn’t keep my hands off her.


Ten

The cab drove away as Sylvara and I began walking. The evening sky was turning dark. A chill filled the air. We looked ahead as we walked along a wide path to a tall building in the short distance.

The Tower stood tall and alone. It was separate from all the surrounding buildings by a large green park filled with trees and grassy clearings. The building itself was made of stone, metal, and glass. It was in the shape of a medieval tower, but looked near futuristic in its current iteration.

Sylvara was in a tight black dress. I had a new red shirt with a collar. After our long shower and then breakfast, we went out to do a little shopping. Little did I know at the time, since I was now a registered mage, I received a stipend of one thousand credits a week. I received an alert informing me of it when I checked my account. With the influx of new credits, I knew I needed a wardrobe. I bought a few things, like the shirt, and a few extra pairs of black jeans. I also bought some things for my apartment. I still had plenty left over. I wasn’t sure how much I needed, so I would let it all sit and pile up until there were things I really needed.

We walked at an easy pace, Sylvara’s arm coiled around mine. I glanced around to see there were people in the park. Some were human, others were elves. Discussions around us sounded exciting.

“Not everyone is invited to The Tower. Some come to bask on the possibilities of getting invited, or revel in speculation,” Sylvara explained.

A thought occurred to me.

“You’ve come here before, to these parties at The Tower?”

Sylvara didn’t hesitate when she nodded.

“I had been praying for some time for a mage. I have a few friends who came to these parties and managed to get me an invite. The parties are fun, but I didn’t find the mage I was looking for.”

I nodded as I looked ahead.

Sylvara looked at me as we slowed down.

“I will tell you anything you want to know about my past. I have nothing to hide. As for these parties and my search? I think most mages want a harem to dominate. As you know, I’m more of a…what’s the human word for it? A switch. Yes, that’s it. I always knew I needed my mage to be a switch like myself.”

We stopped and faced each other. Her hand was in mine, our fingers entwined. I understood what she was saying. Judging from today, she wanted a sexual playmate, and I knew, that’s what I wanted as well.

“What’s the elven word for switch?” I asked.

Sylvara tilted her head as she gave me an impish look.

“There is no elven word for it. We just are. Some prefer one side to the other, but we all feel it. We all know it. I stand on the cusp. I know you do as well. Our family will be of certain degrees from one side to the next, but we all know it in our souls.”

“I don’t have to take on more lovers. I could simply train the fire element between us,” I said, trying to be reasonable.

Her oval eyes gleamed in the starlight.

“Mel, my sweet Mel. One for many and many for one. That should tell you all you need to know. Monogamy would be the death of us. We both want this,” she smiled.

“I know. I just don’t want my attention on others to take away what we have.”

Sylvara let out a loving laugh. She then touched my chest as her eyes glowed with fiery embers.

“Elves share everything. Some of our family will be submissive to you. Others, like myself, will share you like our favorite toy. You may be our mage, but we will be your family. Everything we do will flow as nature intended.”

I embraced her, our lips pressing and tongues slipping in between. Her hand grabbed one of my ass cheeks as I grabbed one of hers. I felt the flow, and it felt very nice.

When we parted, we looked at each other with a growing love in our eyes. I was falling deeper into this strange world. If an exit appeared, would I leave? Could I leave?

“If you meet one, or many elves, you don’t need my permission to take things farther. I’m sure you will know what to do. Now, let’s get in there and enjoy the party.”

She took my hand and we walked together to the main gate.

A few men and women in black stood. When they saw us, they all smiled. I didn’t expect that.

“Welcome to The Tower. Do you have an invitation?” a man asked.

Sylvara leaned closer to me. “The business card,” she whispered.

I nodded as I reached into my jacket pocket. I pulled out the card and showed it to them. The man nodded.

“Your names?” he asked.

“Mel Creed and Sylvara Hearthflame,” I said. Sylvara squeezed my hand with approval.

The man stared at me for a second. I think he was checking a list with an implant.

“Yes, you’re both on the full access list. No need to show a business card any longer,” the bouncer said as he turned, bowed, and pointed at the door with an open hand. “You’re free to enter.”

“Thank you,” I said.

Sylvara curled her arm around mine again as we walked past the bouncer. People behind the glass doors in black suits, opened a door to us. I was beginning to feel like a celebrity with all this nice treatment.

We made our way down a long, wide hallway. A pair of large doors stood open. Music and light spilled out. We walked to the entrance and stood there as I visually drank it all in.

The main party chamber was filled with flashing lights, a bar at each corner, and a DJ booth across from us. Music played, but it wasn’t thumping party music. It was a little more chill. The main floor had a dance floor, surrounded by chairs, couches, and love seats. I was stunned, not by the décor, but what was happening with the entire immense chamber. People floated together in groups, deep in conversations. Others were slicing and parrying elemental blades and shields on one side as a group of elves and people watched and cheered. Others were drinking, talking, laughing, sitting on horses made of either water or stone. The constructs moved like real, living things, the people sitting on them showing others how they obeyed their commands. Vines hung from the very ceiling, making swings for guests to enjoy. That was what I could see at the moment, as some mages talked privately with each other.

I felt like I stepped into a surreal fairy tale, or a scene from a fantasy book. Seeing the joy and happiness in others made my shoulders drop a little and my soul relaxed.

“Mel! You made it!” came a voice from the side.

Sylvara and I turned to a tall man with wide shoulders. He had platinum blonde hair, blue eyes, and a fit, strong physique. He was dressed in a yellow sweater and white slacks. He had a strong T shape about him. Beside him was Lydia. She was wearing her clothes from before. I suppose it was super casual.

“Marcus Hale,” the blonde man said as he held out his hand to me.

“Mel Creed,” I said as we shook, his hand nearly breaking mine.

When we let go, he looked at Sylvara.

“Always a pleasure, Lady Hearthflame. I am pleased you found who you were looking for.”

“As am I,” Sylvara said as she squeezed my arm.

Marcus turned his attention back to me. “Mel, I would love to talk, if you have a moment?”

Before I could answer, Sylvara slipped her arm from around mine. She stepped to Lydia.

“Lydia, shall we?”

Lydia nodded. “Love the dress,” she said as they both walked away.

“Sure,” I said to Marcus, seeing as my date gave me a chance to talk to him.

“Let’s get a seat at the bar,” Marcus smiled before he turned and led the way.

I followed, curious what he was going to say. I wasn’t sure what I expected, but I was sure he was going to talk to me about being a mage and what was expected of me going forward. But if he thought he was going to be my boss, I would very much push hard against that.

We walked through the party. Marcus looked ahead as I glanced around. Elves and humans looked at me with smiles, whispers, and winks. Hands covered mouths as pointed ears leaned in. A few cheered at me while a few others bit their lip with seductive flair. I kept my face neutral, but inside I felt like I was invited to the most exclusive party in town and the host picked me. I wasn’t much for parties. Small gatherings were fine. Julie used to say I was an old soul in a young man’s body.

Marcus led the way to a corner bar. People turned around. My senses tingled. I was starting to understand my mana. Eyes looked at me with knowledge. They were mages, and they were with their elves. One mage had three females with him. Another mage had two male elves and a female elf with her.

“Hey everyone, can we get some space?” Marcus asked.

Everyone from the corner bar stood up and walked past us. A few of them patted my shoulder.

Marcus took a seat on a barstool. “Got one for you too,” he grinned as he patted a stool next to his. I sat down, unsure if he just tried to show how much influence he had, or if he was really a nice and respected guy.

“You like whiskey?” Marcus asked.

“Yeah,” I said as I looked around at the party.

“Two whiskeys,” he said to the bartender.

I looked at the crowd in the distance. I spotted Sylvara hugging the trio of red-headed elves, one after the other. I smiled, seeing those three elves were Karra, Tressa, and Bellas. She has friends everywhere.

I turned to Marcus as two whiskeys were placed before us. We each took a glass and Marcus held up his.

“To new friendships,” he smiled.

I clinked my glass to his in a toast. We both took a long sip before putting our glasses on the bar.

“Mel, I want to say, this talk isn’t about what we do, or even what we are about. This party is for us to relax and enjoy ourselves. Lydia also told me a little about you and I knew I had to meet you in person.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Two reasons. One, you met your first elf almost the moment you arrived here. I must tell you; it takes weeks to months for a mage to meet their first. Congratulations on that.

“Second, I can already tell you make Sylvara very happy. Not every connection is perfect. It makes me happy to know you both are together.”

“Thank you. I assume the community between mages and elves is pretty tight.”

Marcus nodded. “In many ways. To form connections with not just mana, but also emotions and personalities, it’s tough. But hey, I just wanted to welcome you to our community. Life is hard here in Possum City sometimes. These are our breaks. And now you can come here anytime you want. I hate to sound like a goddamn infomercial, but we have everything here from lodging to recreation.”

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but Marcus seemed like a very nice guy. It was beyond his seemingly nice demeanor. I felt it from him, like his mana was speaking to mine. But there were questions I had. I needed to know from another mage the truth of this situation.

“Marcus, I have some questions about the undead,” I said plainly.

Marcus looked down at his drink with grim eyes.

“I had a feeling you would want to know more. I wish there was more to tell. We don’t know anything other than their need to attack us. It’s not just humanoids, which are human-like, but not human, that crawl from the depths to attack the city. We’ve had kaiju undead sea-monsters that either circled the city or stepped onto our streets. They have varied in size and type, but they all wanted our destruction.

“Sometimes it feels like they are probing for a weakness at times, like they are being directed by something. Control has no idea what is happening and only focuses on our defense. They get better after each attack, but the swarms still overwhelm us at times. Our shelters and bolted doors have been a fantastic defense, but our offense can be better.”

Marcus looked at me with strange eyes, like his courage and fear were at war with each other. The constant attacks might be putting a strain on him, on everyone. I’m new, so I haven’t endured what they have had to go through. I decided to change the subject to something a little uplifting.

“Can you tell me more about growing our power?”

Marcus’s grim eyes filled with a happy shine. He turned to me and took a deep sip of his drink.

“One of my favorite subjects,” he smiled. “I’ll try to pin it all down so it’s easy to understand. I’m sure you know about elves having elemental connections, but there is a hierarchy to who elves date and connect with.

“There are thirteen elements: Fire, Water, Air, Stone, Life, Decay, Light, Dark, Body, Mind, Space, Time, and Luck. There is an order to these elements with plenty of the early ones and they get rarer the farther you go. Fire, Water, Air, Stone, and Life are common elves throughout the city. They have the largest populations and have whole neighborhoods of their own.

Decay, Light, Dark, Body and Mind elves are uncommon and have smaller neighborhoods of their own. They often don’t even think of dating any new mages unless they proved themselves enough in their eyes.

“Then there are the legendary elves. Space, Time, and Luck are rare, with only about a dozen of each type in the city, except for Luck. Luck elves tend to appear and disappear randomly around the city. Everyone assumes when anyone is worthy enough to date them, they will appear to them.”

Marus then pointed a finger with drink still in hand, at the crowd behind me. I turned my head and was stunned by a slender elf. She had long golden hair that seemed to flow like water. She wore a silver and black dress with an hourglass design along the front. She was engaged in conversations with others who seemed star-struck by her company. She looked almost like a mythical elf, slender beyond human standards. Her features were a little elongated and tips of her long-pointed ears curled a little. Time seemed to stop as she glanced at me and winked.

Time flowed again and I turned to Marcus as he continued to adore her from afar.

“Her name is Thalyra Veyndral, a time elf. With her, I am to stop time and move between moments. It allows me to save and take out many enemies in a blink of time.”

“Such an ability should make protecting the city much easier?” I asked.

Marcus shook his head. “You would think. So far, I can only stop for about a minute of time. It takes a lot of concentration. With only a minute, I can do a lot, but the magic behind it is very taxing. It takes days for me to recover if I use it more than three times in a day. I’m dating several elves, and my spellcraft is getting better, but not good enough to protect the whole city.”

“Spellcraft?” I said with small surprise. “It felt like there are words to mana, but I can’t make them out.”

Marcus nodded. “Yes, what we do is considered spellcraft. It is important to know that early degrees are the basics to true spellcraft. Once you get the basics down, the words will start to appear from any spell you create. Mana is unique to all of us. Control has studied some volunteer elves in the beginning. They told us mana is a wavelength and a vibration. Mana is the same and different energy, at least from what Control told us and how we develop it. You have a phone, right?”

I nodded with fascinated eyes as I patted my pocket with my phone.

Marcus nodded again. “As you develop degrees within each element, you create spells. Sometimes it’s hard to remember each one, so be sure to use the spellbook app on your phone.”

What? Spellbook app? I fished out my phone and tapped it on. I looked at what few apps I have and sure enough, there was an icon that appeared to be a weathered spellbook. I tapped on it and it opened to a blank page.

“You won’t need it until about fourth degree of an element. You should start knowing and feeling the words by then. It will be easier to write them down. Oh yeah, using spells from other mage’s spellbooks will not work, even if you have the same element or elements. Just like us and our own connections, we are unique in the ways of spellcraft.”

There was a lot to unpack. A little too much for one night. This was going to be a journey of discovery in many ways. But now that I had a better idea of how things worked a little more, I felt a little more confident about it. However, there was one thing that still puzzled me, my fellow mages. With fifty of us, even with our power, it wasn’t enough for this current situation. And the more I glanced at other mages and elves enjoying the party with drinks, conversations, and dancing, the more I understood just how chaotic all of this was. It seemed like all mages were simply accepted without further investigation or vetting. I felt like all of this left too many cracks in the city’s defenses. Without a unified front, the situation may only get worse.

I woke up from my thoughts when a strong hand clamped on my shoulder. I looked into Marcus’s kind eyes.

“Mel, Thalyra is calling me over. I’ll be around, but enjoy the party. Get to know some of the other mages, and I hope you will help us with fighting any threats to the city and its people. Oh, and enjoy the crab Rangoon. Best in the city,” he said before his hand let go of my shoulder and he stood up.

I watched him go, seeing Thalyra looking at him with loving eyes and open arms. He hugged her as several mages and elves eyed them with happy eyes.

I then turned my gaze to Sylvara. She was having a grand time talking to her fellow fire elves. Some of them looked over to me and smiled. Even at a distance, I could see their blushing faces and shy smiles. I didn’t know what was being said, but I was eager to learn it later.

I stood up from my barstool. I was going to get another drink before I mingled, when I caught sight of an elf at the entrance, floating a few inches off the floor. Her features and golden hair tickled my mind with confusion. Then it hit me a brief second later. I saw her at the Westside Park yesterday.

Her golden blonde hair was tied back in a long, thick braid. Her eyes were filled with a dreamy excitement. She was wearing clothes such as blue jeans and a loose blue shirt, which seemed an odd choice for such a party. They said it was casual, but I didn’t see anyone in street-casual, which seemed to make her stand out a little more.

I watched her walk in a little more, her sneakers never touching the floor. She was literally walking on air. Her arms were to her sides, but her hands were pointed out. Her oval eyes glanced all around with two parts excitement and one part disbelief.

Before I knew it, I was walking toward her. There was a pull I didn’t understand. As I stepped closer, her glances fell on me.

Time seemed to stop for both of us. There was an attraction for sure, but there was something else I couldn’t put my finger on, aside from remembering her from the park.

Time flowed again as we walked toward each other. When we stood before each other, we were eye to eye because she was floating inches off the ground. She then leaned toward me, her lips to my ear.

“Just be my date,” she whispered.

That was the thing I couldn’t put my finger on. She was crashing the party.

“Okay,” I said, not sure why I said it, but also, I was no snitch.

She took my hand and pulled.

I wondered if my hand being pulled was a gesture attraction in this place? Either way, I went with it. She pulled me to the dance floor. Once we were on it, she let go and started dancing by throwing her arms up and down very quickly and breaking it up by shaking her fists above her head, elbows out and hips moving. I was mesmerized as I was barely doing the two-step with my gaze firmly on her. I couldn’t explain why I was stuck. My mind was fuzzy as I tried to keep up with her. I didn’t even know her name as I was engulfed by her free nature.

I was never much of a dancer. Even in the Web-Net clubs, I didn’t really dance. I could tap on dance moves and make my avatar dance, but not me personally. It was fun when everyone was performing different dances, obviously their moves were a program script. Me? I was happy to watch, but this was different. I could feel her aura sink into me as my dancing started to change. I felt freer with every passing moment. My true self started to come out. I was smiling as I was using moves, I saw other people perform. It was incredible. I never felt this free on the dance floor. My body moved like something about myself was trying to claw its way to the surface.

“Yeah. I like that,” the elf said with a bright, happy gaze.

I kept my smile as I was lost in the moment. I spun around and when I made the full circle, her hands touched my cheeks and held me in place. She floated a little higher as she looked at me with hungry eyes.

“I feel it,” she said with whimsical eyes.

“I feel it,” I said with a smoldering tone.

It was true. I did feel it, whatever it was. It was between us and it felt like I was being lifted with her.

The feeling flashed away as my heart sank down in my chest. We both turned our heads to see an elf in a dark cloak rush in from the entrance of the hall. Even at a distance, I could see her porcelain skin, dark lips, and hair like white smoke spilling from her hood. Her dark gaze met my dance partner’s gaze.

“Hey! That elf is not supposed to be in here,” another elf shouted and pointed at the cloaked elf.

“I have to go,” the elf I was dancing with flew up and toward the cloaked elf.

I turned to give chase when time stopped. I mean it literally stopped. The only reason why I knew was because a hand touched me. I began to move and quickly noticed everything was frozen around me. I turned my head to see Marcus smiling at me.

“Mel, I’ll be quick, don’t get involved with elf social politics. Most of the other elemental elves don’t like elves of the Decay element. They have felt they are part of the problem of why we are here. There is no basis for their argument whatsoever. But, since almost all the different elves tend to think that way, if we intervene, many will shun you.

“I know this from experience and seeing it with others. Interacting with Decay elves is fine, but they are not welcomed to festivals and gatherings.

“And that pair are trouble with a capital T.”

I looked at Marcus with serious eyes.

“That should be my choice,” I said sternly.

Marcus lifted his hands to chest level.

“You’re right. I lead the mages, but I don’t control anyone. It was just some advice,” Marcus said as he stepped back.

Time instantly resumed. A blonde elf wearing white clothes darted from the crowd and ran toward the cloaked elf. She clearly looked like she was going to do something to her. Everyone else watched, some with amusement in their eyes. Others looked on with annoyed or sad eyes. Sylvara was the only one running toward me.

In a fit of insanity, fire flashed around me and I whipped forward, leaving a thin stream of sparks and smoke. I was already faster than a normal person, but using my Fire element like this was new and exhilarating at the same time.

I stopped as the airy blonde elf crashed into the cloaked elf, giggling the whole time.

The blonde elf in white was nearly to the pair of elves when I stepped before her and smiled.

“Care for a dance?” I asked with dapper flair.

“Well…erm,” she said with wide eyes.

The elf was stunned by my boldness. It was enough for me to hear the other elves scramble to their feet and make a run for it.

“That decay elf is getting away,” the blonde elf in white said to me.

I turned and watched the laughing and giggling air-elf grabbed her elven friend and flew off down the entrance they came.

“Oh?” I said like I didn’t know what was happening.

I couldn’t stop a small smile as the pair made their escape. When I turned to the elf in white, she was gone. I looked around until I saw her walking back to friends and shaking her head. She glanced back at me for a fraction of a moment, before turning away. I glanced around some more, amused eyes and smiles peppering the party. It didn’t feel like the gazes and smiles were laughing at me. It felt more like they enjoyed the moment and somehow cheered me on?

An arm slipped around my arm. I turned to Sylvara as she looked at me with amused eyes.

“My bold and naughty Sero,” she said, her eyes burning with desire.

“I don’t like bullies and bully culture,” I said softly.

“I know. I liked what you did for them,” implying the pair that escaped.

I nodded and an alert filled my gaze.

Social has increased to the 2nd degree.

And there it was, numbers going up. I improved something about myself.

Sylvara’s arm squeezed my arm a little more as she looked into my eyes.

“Did…you feel something?” she asked and I knew what she meant.

“I did,” I whispered to her.

She nodded. “Then we should find them.”

I wish I could have said I was shocked. Instead, I felt our connection glow hotter. We knew what our relationship was going to be and we needed to follow through.

“I tire of this party. Take me home,” Sylvara said as she eyed me like a piece of meat at the market.

Urges growled under my skin. We were of the same mind and intent. This party had nothing left for us.

We made for the door when the elf in white I stopped earlier walked up to us. She smiled at me as she lifted a small piece of paper.

“My number,” she said with a pink across her nose.

I took the paper and looked at it.

Aurielle 606-555-2567

“It’s good to meet you, Aurielle,” I said as I put the number in my pocket. “My name is Mel, meet Sylvara.”

“Pleased to meet you both,” she said innocently. “Call me. The three of us can meet for coffee.”

“That sounds lovely,” Sylvara smiled.

“Yes. It does,” I said, the two of us caught in some weird cloud.

I turned and walked with Sylvara by my side. She laid her head on my shoulder as we walked into the corridor. I turned my head and glanced back. Aurielle was still there, watching me go like her heart was going to rip out of her chest.

“She’s still looking?” Sylvara whispered.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“Good. That will make you even more attractive in her eyes.”

As we walked out of the building, an alert appeared across my gaze.

Social has increased to the 3rd degree.

I was winning this event and I wasn’t exactly sure why?

We walked to the street. I used my cell to summon a robo-cab.

“That was quite an evening, my Sero,” she said as she moved her nose against my neck.

“Yes, it was,” I smiled as we waited.

Sylvara pulled back and looked at me.

“You were naughty before, and this evening. I will have to punish you when we get home,” she said with such a sultry flair, my pants got tighter.

“Yes, Thira,” I said as my heart raced.


Eleven

The robo-cab dropped us off at our place. I glanced back to see the driverless car drive off. I then turned my head forward as we walked to the front; her arm coiled around mine.

The walk to the elevator and the ride up was in silence. The tension between us was thick enough to cut with a knife. I felt my life changing at that moment. I was falling deeper into this world as my old life was beginning to fade away. I couldn’t explain it if I tried. It was a shift across my soul, accepting this life. But it didn’t mean there were no more questions.

When the elevator stopped and silver doors slid back to our floor, Sylvara and I stepped out, side by side. Her arm around my arm felt like lust, love, and playful control coiled around my limb. She loved being a mistress, my mistress. I could feel it as we walked, arm in arm. I allowed her to take charge of our love life because I knew it was what she wanted, what we both wanted. It was something I wanted to explore further, to see how far it would go between us. There was no embarrassment with our sex life, for me or for her. It was something beyond explanation, but something we both felt and wanted to explore.

I turned my head slightly as we walked along the corridor. I saw her blank gaze as we walked. She was hiding her intentions, or something more.

“We should have a safe word,” Sylvara said as she broke the silence.

We reached her door and stood before it, facing each other.

“How about ‘Festival?’”

Sylvara smiled and nodded.

We remained in front of her door, looking at each other. We both knew the moment we entered her place; it was over. There would be no talking, only raw primal sex.

“I wanted to say something, before the other side of myself took over,” she said with a small, feminine laugh. “I’m ready for this journey we have before us. I know what it means, and I will not sit idly by. I want us to work together to find our family and grow your power. Your mana…is intoxicating. When we left each other at the party, I felt a piece of myself was torn away. When we reunited, I felt whole. I have always been a single soul, drifting along with the strangeness of the universe and realms. When I arrived here, I didn’t fear or panic about what had happened. I embraced it. I sense, you’re going through that too.”

I nodded. “I am. It feels like I belong and I’m starting to understand why.”

We smiled at each other.

Sylvara moved closer and pressed her body to mine, her hands on my hips. Her oval eyes dripped with desire.

“I’m always hungry for you. I may play a good game, but I need you. I need us to drink this sensual pleasure together.”

“I can agree to that,” I said as our foreheads touched.

Sylvara sighed. “You can’t agree because you never had a choice,” she whispered.

She touched her front door and it opened.

“Once we enter, our lives will truly begin. I will help you find more members for our family. I will help defend us against the darkness.”

“We will become the sword that cuts through the night and brings the day,” I said, a growing heat between us.

Her eyes glimmered for a moment before they took on a wicked edge.

“My handsome Sero, how I will punish you with my desires. We will not sleep tonight,” she said with a hungry tone.

“I’m ready,” I smiled.

She took my hand and pulled me with her into her place. The door just closed behind us when I pulled her to me, spun around, and slammed her back against the wall, my body against hers. We writhed against each other as our lips smashed together with lust. Our hands were all over each other, grinding against the door.

Sylvara pulled her mouth away and gasped as I kissed and licked at her neck.

“Undress. Undress!” she said and then shouted like she was drowning.

I pulled away and grabbed at my shirt. As I shed my jacket and lifted my shirt over my head, Sylvara’s dress slipped off her body and puddled at her feet. She was naked from head to toe as I still had my jeans on. She sank her fingers into my waistband and pulled me with her.

We stepped into her bedroom before she turned around and undid my belt.

“Your punishment is you belong to me tonight. I will say when we are finished,” she said as her hand slid into my underwear and fingers wrapped around my cock.

She stroked me a little as she looked me in the eyes.

“I will use every spell in my arsenal to keep that delicious cock hard, and throbbing. From licking and sucking life back into it, to talking so dirty your ancestors will blush.”

Holy shit!

“I want to see your cock leak your precious seed. I love seeing you come. Feeling you come in me or on my skin. I want to spread it all over my body as you keep fucking me.”

“Yes,” was all I said as she squeezed me with her hand.

“Take it all off so I can remember what you looked like before we fuck each other to dawn’s early light.”

I dropped everything to the floor and stepped out of my puddle of clothes. She stroked my cock as she pressed her tits to my chest.

“Know this, my lovely Sero, no matter how my people are perceived, when my people, male or female, reach a certain age, something within us awakens. We become primal lovers who want more. Always know that when seeking others to connect. You will know this as we continue to date and bond.

“Now, I need a taste,” she finished as she knelt and licked my cock into her mouth.

She wasted no time as she sucked on me like she was trying to pull my soul through it. I couldn’t stop a moan as her head moved with a dedicated tempo. The moment took us both as I felt myself getting closer. I couldn’t stop it as her lips and tongue spoke forbidden magic.

When her hand cupped my balls and massaged them, I lost my last shred of control. My hips pushed and my cock sank into her mouth a little deeper. I felt it thicken as she moaned in her throat. Bliss flashed and I grunted hard. I spurted in her throat as she milked me with her lips. I grunted again, lost to a thick fever of pleasure clouding my mind. I let out a groan as more thick spurts landed on her tongue.

When I looked down, she looked up at me with evil eyes. I was huffing as she dragged her lips along my cock to the very tip. The tip of her tongue licked at my pee-slit like she was searching for more.

Sylvara then stood up. She pressed herself against me as her hands ran along my body.

“So thick and delicious. I want more,” she whispered.

I looked at her, my own demons rising to the top. I was still half-hard as she writhed against me.

“Me…too,” I said as I grabbed her.

I gently shoved her onto the bed. Sylvara’s eyes glowed like embers in the dim bedroom light. I was on her, kissing and licking her stomach. I moved down as I was between her beautiful legs and thighs. She lifted her upper body and leaned on her elbows. She watched with fascination as I kissed her inner thighs. I looked down at her wet slit before I buried my face between her thighs and clamped my mouth on her mound.

I heard her moan as my tongue began slathering at her cunt and clit. I closed my eyes, her taste intoxicating to my senses. I relaxed my whole body as I licked at her clit while sucking at her whole pussy. Her moans grew as I kept the tempo. A whimper touched the air and I knew I was getting closer. I stayed at it, licking and slathering as my arms curled around her thighs and holding her in place.

“My…Sero,” she whimpered as I felt her leg quivering by the side of my head.

I ignored her, staying to task as my cock was hard once again. I could feel our energies feeding off each other and turning us on more. It was beyond a spark and more like a burning sun. She grew wetter and it only enhanced the taste. She let out a deeper moan as I felt her fall to the bed. Her whole body was quivering as her moans grew.

“Sero…I can’t,” she tried to say.

I knew she couldn’t. I wanted her weakened before I unleashed my demons on her.

Her leg quivered and then her whole body shuddered hard. Her thighs clamped my head in place as I continued to force her to orgasm. Her taste changed as her whole body shuddered. I continued to lick her clit as her moans weakened. Soon, her thighs parted as she mumbled sweet nothings.

I lifted my face, her wetness dripping down my cheeks and off my jawline. I watched her as she moaned like she was in a dream world. I then set my plan into action. I crawled over her until the head of my throbbing cock touched her dripping wet pussy. Her head was to the side and eyes closed. She mumbled as her eyes fluttered a little. My hips pushed and my manhood slid between her tight walls halfway. Her eyes fluttered a little more as her moans grew.

I bent my head down and licked at her nipple. That seemed to bring her back because she moaned as she shifted her head and I felt her gaze on me. Her fingers touched and moved through my hair as my hips moved a little.

I pulled my head up and her hand slid to my cheek. We looked into each other’s eyes as my hips began sinking my cock deeper into her. Her lips parted as my hips moved back and forth. She felt amazing as I was on her, pushing to the hilt and pulling back only a few inches. Her arms embraced me. Her hips moved to mine. We snuggled to each other as our hips spoke intimately to each other.

“Mmmm. You feel so good,” she said warmly.

I kept up the rhythm and tempo. Her moans filled her throat. When her hand grabbed my ass, I slowed down. She squeezed my ass cheek, keeping the tempo to her liking.

“Just stay hard. Yes, that’s it,” she mumbled as she took control of the tempo.

There were some demons within me who wanted to rebel, but the majority fell into a hypnotic trance. She squeezed me as I stayed to her tempo, lost in growing bliss.

“Don’t come yet, my Sero. Even if I come, just stay hard,” she directed.

I was in a confused haze. All my blood wasn’t in my brain. My lizard brain listened to her commands and followed them without question. I stayed to task as her breathing deepened.

She controlled me and the tempo. I stayed exactly as she asked, lost to the dreamy sensations of our intimate song. Her breathing deepened into moans. She writhed to our intimate connection like the ocean touching land. I lifted my head to see her lips parted and her eyes half-closed. She fell into a trance as her moans grew.

I watched as my hips punished her tender inner thighs.

“That’s it. That’s…it,” she said with a weakening whisper.

I was mesmerized as her whole both writhed to my repeated invasion.

“Mel!” she moaned loudly as her whole body shuddered hard.

I was stuck in a trance as she writhed under me while squeezing my ass. She increased the tempo a little more as she violently shuddered under me. As the orgasm seemed to rip her to shreds, she slowed me down a little before picking it up again. I watched her endure a deep orgasm and she moved under me like she wanted more.

“That’s it. Again!” she shouted as another shudder slammed into her senses.

Bliss clouded my mind as my lizard brain stayed to task. She felt fantastic as a waterfall of wetness dripped from our connection.

Her body quivered as her eyes tightened.

“One…more…time,” she barely got out before her body shuddered enough to knock me off balance a little.

Her hand remained clamped on my ass cheek, keeping the tempo as she rode her third orgasm. Her body thundered with ecstasy before she collapsed on the bed. Her hand let go of my ass and my tempo grew. She murmured with eyes closed as she laid there like she was asleep.

The moment she let go of me, I felt like I was unleashed. My hips pumped hard as she whispered sweet nothings. I was blinded by my pleasure. When the match went off, my cock thickened as I let out a hard grunt. I spurted in her tight pussy, pushing my soul into hers. She moaned as I could feel my seed and her honey drip from our connection.

I lost track of time, like I wasn’t there in my body. Her telling me to hold back opened a new experience I didn’t have with anyone before. It was exhilarating and incredible. When there was nothing left to push, I pulled out and fell onto my back beside her. We were both breathing heavily as sweat now covered our bodies.

A moment later, Sylvara curled up and stood up from the bed. I looked over as she stood on shaky legs. She then left the bedroom.

I was still breathing hard as my thoughts were filled with how she felt. Everything she said before came tumbling back. She was ready and eager to do this. We both felt the same thing because I was eager to do this. I started to not care about my old life. There was something different here, a magic or dread that sunk deeper than I ever knew possible.

I looked over to Sylvara walking back with a pitcher of water and two glasses.

“We should be hydrated,” she smiled as she placed them on the nightstand beside the bed.

I sat up as she poured water into each glass. She then gave me a glass as she sat down on the edge of the bed, a glass of water in her hand.

I drank deeply as she eyed me.

“I wasn’t sure you had such control. Now I know,” she said before she took a deep sip of water.

I moved closer to her. We looked each other in the eyes as we sat close. I could feel her body heat glowing against mine.

“Mmmmm, that was nice,” she purred.

I finished my glass and put it down on the nightstand. I then slid my legs down as I sat behind her. She turned her head and gazed one eye at me, wondering what I was up to. All I knew was everything was fair-play. My hands slid down the smooth skin of her stomach. One hand curled against one inner thigh and pulled it open just a little. My other hand snaked down to her pussy, my fingers touching her clit before I began to massage it.

Sylvara let out a gasp as her hand shook with the glass of water in it.

“Naughty…Sero,” she whispered as she made no move to stop me.

The more she called me that, the more I wanted to do. I had no idea if that was her devious plan from the start, but I was here for it. She put her glass down on the table next to mine before her hand touched my arm, keeping it close and to task.

“Thira, watching, and feeling your orgasms is beyond words,” I whispered in her pointed ear.

“Yes, that’s it. Tell me your heart,” she whispered back as her hips moved to my touch.

“And I must confess, I do enjoy seeing my seed on your beautiful body. To see you rubbing it against your skin is a treat to my gaze.”

She pressed the side of her head to my head, her movements deepening to my fingers massaging her clit.

“I wanted a mage, and I got a man who knows the spells to make me come,” she whispered as her hips moved more to my touch.

I listened to her deep breathing and small moans. Her arm curled upwards and gently clamped onto the back of my neck. Her whole body writhed to my touch as I played with her.

“Gods above and below…I’m so close,” she moaned as her hips moved more, rubbing her clit against my fingers.

“Come, beautiful Thira. Come for me before I fuck you again,” I said with a heated whisper.

She let out a small moan before her mouth made a perfect oval. Her body shuddered against me before she threw her head back on my shoulder. Her body quivered before it shuddered again. Her hips bucked but I held her close as a loud moan escaped her parted lips.

“Fuck!” she managed before I felt a string of orgasms struck her body.

Our souls mingled as orgasms blasted her nerves to glass. I held her to me as she endured the nuclear blast of repeated orgasms. When it began to fade, she slumped against me, her eyes opening and little and closing.

I simply held her to me. The heat we shared turned into a fever. My hand let go of her inner thigh and grabbed a heavy breast. She let out a weak moan as I groped her and played with her nipple.

“Naughty…Sero,” she whispered as she lingered in a blissful cloud.

“Yes Thira, I am your naughty Sero. There will be times where I have control. Where I will make you come many times until you beg me to stop. During those times, I will fuck you hard and long, just how we want it,” I whispered to her.

She seemed to wake up a little more. She sat up and turned her upper body to me, an evil gleam to her glowing ember eyes.

“You’re learning,” she said before she turned fully and pounced onto me.

I fell back onto the bed as our lips met. We lingered in a heated kiss before her hips moved against me. She lifted her head and looked down on me with loving eyes.

“Now that our break is over,” she said before our lips touched and tongues swirled.

Break? That was just a break? She’s…I was about to say inhuman and I understand that she is not. Anyway, I couldn’t stop my cock from rising to the occasion despite the soreness.

It wasn’t long before she impaled herself on me, rose up and looked down with a demonic glow to her eyes.

“Our lessons are only beginning tonight,” she said with a sweet, horny edge as she bounced on me harder.

I felt myself smile as I was lost to this new life.

***

Sylvara and I sat naked at her kitchen table, drinking water and finishing breakfast. I was very sore and very happy at the same time. Sylvara hummed as we made breakfast together. We were close, fighting off the urges to go back to bed. It was early afternoon, and we knew, if we went back, we would lose another whole day.

Sylvara put her fork down on her plate, threaded her fingers and rested her chin on them, her eyes on me.

“I know what you want to do, today,” she grinned with all teeth.

I eyed her with a warm smile.

She continued, “I know where those elves from last night might be. I’ve seen them around. They should be easy to track.”

“Is this where I say it might be too dangerous and I should go alone?” I smirked.

“You can say whatever you want. We’re going to go in a few hours to look for them. It will give you a chance to know the elf districts a little better,” she said sweetly

“Do I have a say?”

“No,” she said as she un-laced her fingers and picked up her plate.

I watched as she stepped around the table and picked up her plate. She leaned at me enough for her breasts to be inches from my face. She picked up my plate and stood up before me in her naked glory.

“Besides, I need one more, before we go.”

“Only one more?” I asked with doubt in my tone.

“We’ll play it by ear,” she said as her pointed ears moved a little.

I laughed out loud. That was one new thing I learned about her; she likes dad jokes.

She turned and put the plates in the sink. When she turned around, she walked toward me. She knelt over a little and stroked my cock. Despite the immense soreness, it quickly stood at attention. She then stood over me before she gently sat down, making sure she impaled herself on my standing cock. When she slid down to the hilt, she pushed her chest into my face. My lips grabbed her nipple as my hand touched the small of her back.

“Maybe three more,” she moaned before she began bouncing on me.

Yeah. Maybe three more.


Twelve

It was about 3pm. Sylvara and I were on the train heading to the southside of the city. She tapped on her phone as I looked around. The train was nearly empty, with only another person dressed in a black robe sitting on the other side of the car. I was getting a little creeped out because they never moved, not an inch. It was like we were riding on a train with death hovering ominously close.

When I turned back to Sylvara, she continued to type and tap on her phone. When I hovered closer to look, she lifted a hand, pressed it to the side of my face, pushed me back a few inches, and held me there, not letting go.

“I’m almost finished. Just a few more taps, and there,” she said as she let go.

I leaned over again as she turned her phone sideways with a triangle play button on the white screen.

I created this presentation so you would better understand the elf districts in the city. I already sent you a copy to your phone, but we can look at the Ashveil District together now,” she said with a small smile.

I had so many questions, but I also wanted to know the districts, especially the one we were going to visit.

Since I didn’t say anything, I assumed my silence meant yes. She tapped the play button and the video began to play.

“Welcome to the Ashveil District, home of elves with the Decay element. Often despised by most other elemental elves, they are often blamed for the undead situation within and beyond Possum City. Factually, this is not true and has been proven many times over the years here on the floating city. But most elves continue to despise and shun these elves,” said a digitized voice.

Images of mausoleums, cemeteries, strange buildings with odd green and black fungus growing on them slipped by on the screen. The voice was AI, and Sylvara must have typed it in while we were traveling. I was glued to her phone as she put her hand on my back.

“Now, while that is the current situation, many are working behind the scenes to help them become accepted across the entire city.

“In elven culture, there are different species of elves. No matter which species of elves there were, they all created grand societies with rich cultures. They also have something in common, the belief of the great Floating City where they would bond with the element and walk among the gods.”

I didn’t blink as the digital voice said it. I was stunned for a moment. I looked up at Sylvara and she gave me a small smile.

“Keep watching,” she ordered with a knowing grin.

I looked down back at her phone and continued watching.

“The elves in the Ashveil District tend to the dead. As with any society, no matter your background, death and dying are part of living. Decay elves are very adapted to the function of caring for the dying and tending to corpses.

“If you wish to watch any more of these informative videos, please check your phone, Mel. Each district is divided into their own video. Also, my feelings for you keep growing. I thought I would be afraid of how quickly things are moving, but that feeling goes away because I feel it in my soul, in our souls.

“I believe you are the one to find our way to our new home. And even if we don’t get there, I’m happy with us just lying about naked and looking each other in the eyes.”

The video ended when it turned black. I sat up and looked at Sylvara, her hand still on my back.

“I know,” she smiled sweetly. “There is a lot to unpack there, but it’s true. My people have always dreamed of the Floating City and our part to play. That is why, when we arrived here, we didn’t panic. It was accepted by all.”

I looked at her, seeing that warm belief in her ember gaze.

“Humans are not gods,” I said.

“No, humans are not gods, but mages are something more. I understand what is happening here, and my belief is not a blanket over my eyes. Your people are just the first here. Others will come. They will fall from the sky, changing everything.

“I know this is hard to explain, or even understand, but what is happening here, within this realm and in this city, is beyond what we all have perceived before. Magic and technology are one in the same. My people know this. Some of your people know it as well.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I could have told her this was all a digital world, that none of this was real, but even the lines between everything began to blur. Was I falling for a hot cougar elf? Was I really on a floating city on a water world where the dead attack? Could I convince everyone here what was happening without coming off as a crazy person?

My heart pulsed in my chest as my mind mulled on about everything. Should I freak out, or should I just go with it?

I looked at Sylvara as she looked at me with worried eyes.

I took her hand into mine. I decided to just go with it.

“Thank you for sharing that with me. I know I will have many more questions.”

“And I will answer them the best I can, my handsome Sero,” the fire elf said as she squeezed my hand.

“Ashveil District, Cemetery Walk Station arrival in thirty seconds,” came over the train car’s hidden speakers.

Sylvara and I stood up. We walked over to a pair of sliding doors. I glanced over to the person imitating Death. They were up and standing before another pair of doors. Was Death following us?

We reached the station and the doors opened. We stepped out. I glanced around for a moment, taking in the gothic fixtures of the station. When I looked for Death again, they were gone.

I didn’t say anything as Sylvara and I walked along the station, side by side, and made for the stairs. We climbed them up into a gray sky. When I lowered my gaze and looked around, I was amazed at how beautiful this district was. We stepped out and I visually drank it all in. Everything was gothic or old building styles. Gargoyle statues lined the street in sections. There were shops for different things, but the edges of their awnings were often a colored lace, either black, white, red, or green.

I also noticed the area was devoid of people.

Sylvara took my hand and we began walking.

“I have a plan,” she announced.

“What’s the plan?” I asked as I soon began walking beside her.

“Your two girlfriends seem to be a pair. They might be living together. If that is true, they might be here because there is a lot of work here in Ashveil District. Your goth girlfriend will be working at one of the cemeteries. We just need to find someone willing to talk to us.”

I nodded. “Because they must be a pair everyone notices. Also, they are not my girlfriends.”

“Not yet,” Sylvara sang along as we walked along.

I mean, I did feel something with the air elf. It was brief, but it was there. The moment was so quick with the decay elf, I didn’t get anything. When I looked over at Sylvara, she walked with confidence, like she knew what was coming next.

We walked for almost ten minutes. The district was beautiful, except for some clumps of fungus on some of the buildings. That was a little odd. But I had to admit, I was a little out of my depth here. I was still trying to understand my abilities and spells, but the party at The Tower seemed to throw everything off. I wish I could have said the same with my time with Sylvara, but that was different, and accepted.

We turned a corner and stepped to a cemetery entrance. The salty sea air filled my nose. Wrought-iron bars stabbed up like black spears. Tombstones lined the healthy green grass. An open gate was before the old-looking cemetery like an invitation to all. Naturally, we walked right in and looked around.

The stone path weaved through freshly cut grass. I looked at a tombstone and noticed it has dozens of names on it. When I looked at the next one, there were another dozen names.

“No dead are buried here, because of the threat of a dead body rising. Every dead person is cremated. Their names are etched with their family members or friends who died here,” Sylvara answered.

I continued to inspect tombstones. This city had a depth to it I was beginning to understand.

We walked for a while until we saw a pair of pale male elves digging between tombstones. They kept working as we approached, not bothering to look our way. Shovels moved as they didn’t dig too deep. They weren’t burying a body, so why were they digging? I glanced past them to see a tombstone lying on the grass.

When we stood before them, they acted like we weren’t there. They were wearing blue and black overalls with white shirts underneath. One had short black hair while the other one had long black hair tied into a ponytail.

“Luvaen ariel thor a Sylvaen ar Morvael kael?” Sylvara said to the elves.

The pair stopped digging and leaned on the top handle of their shovels. Their eyes were filled with majestic annoyance.

I simply stood there. I think Sylvara was asking about the pair we are looking for, but they looked like they couldn’t care less.

Sylvara bowed to them.

“Mirael thoriel vaelrin. Eryan thor morvael ael.”

The pair instantly looked at each other and then at me with wide eyes. They stabbed their shovels in the ground and walked toward me. When they reached me, they bowed deeply.

“Forgive us, Vaelrin. It is rare to see your people here in our district,” the long-haired one said to me, still bowing.

“We meant no disrespect. Most who visit here treat us with disgust. We just wanted to focus on our work. Of course we will help you,” the short-haired one said.

“No need to bow. We were just curious about the pair we are looking for,” I smiled.

The pair stood up with warm smiles and attentive eyes.

“We know them,” the long-haired one smiled. “They are over in South Gate Cemetery. It’s the closest cemetery to the south edge of the city. The Morvael works there and her roommate often accompanies her. The Skyweaver often hangs from trees, you can’t miss her.”

“Vaelrin, we are honored you would consider a morvael as part of your harem. Her power will aid in the protection of the Floating City, I swear it.”

I began to understand a little more of what Sylvara said to them. The elves did see mages as mystical beings, here to change something big. I didn’t feel like some mystical mage, but something was different. I just didn’t know what.

Sylvara took my arm and we both did a half bow to the pair.

“Vaelen serae,” Sylvara said.

“Thank you,” I said next.

When we stood up, the pair bowed deeply to us.

“Let’s get going, my Sero,” she said as we turned and started walking.

I looked back to see the pair of male elves blushing pink with their heads bowed a little.

“Why are they blushing?” I asked.

“It’s because to be a thira to a sero, especially a vaelrin, is a grand honor. Everyone knows, a sero or sera, have the power in the relationship. The thira are there to please their younger lover. A position I will greatly enjoy,” she winked at me.

“You mean most elves know,” I smiled.

“Some humans as well. The Floating City is a place to share all cultures. But some humans and elves have difficulty sharing.”

I nodded.

As we walked out of the cemetery and started walking south, I looked over at Sylvara again.

“I understand that Vaelrin means Mage, but what else did you say to them?”

“I only asked them where we could find the two we were looking for. We started getting somewhere when I told them you were a mage. I expected as much. Not only do people not like to visit this district, almost all mages do not choose a morvael, decay elf, to be part of their harem.”

The layers continued to astound me. There was so much more to learn and I was vested with wanting to know more.

“I never asked. What’s the name of fire elves?”

Sylvara looked at me, her hungry gaze burning like hot coals.

“I am a Aelvahr, or emberkin. We are the ones who dance with flames. And as you know, we can be fiery.”

I placed my hand on the small of her back and turned her to me. When our fronts touched, we looked into each other’s eyes.

“Thira, you are more than any word could describe you, but feeling you is something else entirely,” I said with a flirtatious edge.

I could feel her getting warmer as she looked at me with sultry eyes. She then pulled away from me, grabbed my hand, and pulled me with her as she walked with purpose.

“We better keep going or I will find a dark place for us to fuck,” she hissed like a boiling snake.

I let out a chuckle as I picked up my step to match hers, the two of us still holding hands.

It didn’t take too long to reach South Gate Cemetery, and it was easy to find. The street ended at the gate to the cemetery. A stone path was before us as I looked out at the standing tombstones and wide view of the endless sea.

The breeze kicked up as we walked along the path. The salt air flowed over us. I always loved the ocean smell. It reminded me of good times on the beach or sitting on flat rocks by the sea edge. But as I tried to dwell on my senses, thoughts snaked into the back of my mind. I knew I only wanted to talk to the air elf, but the way Sylvara talked, we were here for much more. Our relationship was growing a day at a time, but she knows more about this than I do. I was never one to jump into things head or feet first, but this was so big, I wasn’t sure how to receive or believe it.

I gently pulled Sylvara to a stop. She turned to me as I brought up our threaded fingers and kissed the back of her hand.

“What is it, my Sero?” she asked with innocent eyes.

“It’s about us,” I said with affection. “No matter what happens, we see this to the end and beyond.”

Sylvara gave me a small nod.

“Ride or die, as your people say,” she said with a sultry tone.

“Ride or die,” I repeated.

Movement to the side caught our eye as the sun hung low in the afternoon. We turned to see an elf dressed in ripped black jeans, leather jacket, and hair tied back. She leaned against the base of a thick oak, as another elf with golden blonde hair hung upside down from a low hanging tree branch above her. The blonde elf kept pointing a single finger to the elf in black as she sat. The finger came down and touched the elf on the ground’s head. She swatted away like it was a bug.

I smiled as we started walking toward them. The distance was much longer than it looked, but as we walked closer, the elf in black turned her head toward us and frowned. The other elf vanished in the tree, but we could still see the branches moving as leaves fell to the grassy floor.

When Sylvara and I stood before the elf in black, she looked away like we weren’t even there.

“Get on with it,” she said.

“Get on with what?” I asked.

She turned and looked at me with annoyed eyes.

“Get on with telling me my kind is not allowed at the parties at The Tower,” she said.

“We are not here to tell you that,” I answered plainly.

The decay, or morvael, elf, stood up and dusted her pants. I only saw her with her cloak on before. Now, I saw her style and her beauty. Her skin was porcelain white and her hair like misty smoke. I swear, if she had a cigarette in her mouth, it would complete the look.

“Then what are you here for?”

“I’m here to talk to you and your friend,” I said honestly.

The elf looked away, not keeping eye contact.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Sylvara spoke up, “We saw you and your friend. She is up in the tree. We only wish to talk. No one is in trouble.”

“No, I’m not!” came from a voice above us.

I couldn’t hide my chuckle as I rubbed my temple. “Please come down. I promise, nothing bad will happen.”

There was no movement in the tree for a moment. Another moment later, the golden blonde elf floated down until her shoes were only a few inches off the ground.

“You should have flown off,” the elf in black said.

“I couldn’t leave your side. If they captured you, I wouldn’t know where they took you,” the blonde said with a giggle.

When she looked at me, pink touched her pale features.

“You’re here because of what we felt last night,” she admitted.

I nodded again with warm eyes. “I just wanted to be sure we felt something.”

The elf looked away for a moment. She then looked at me. Pink continued to touch her features. She lifted her arms wide and leapt at me. My arms automatically went up, and I caught her.

We held each other for a long moment, but in that moment, there was a pulse I couldn’t describe. Something between us connected, like a breeze across our souls.

“Oooh,” she said next to my ear.

I put her down, but air swirled under her feet, keeping her a few inches off the ground.

“Damn,” she said as she looked away, her face hot.

“We know it when we see it, and when we touch it,” Sylvara said warmly. She then walked over to the golden blonde elf and embraced her.

I stood there with a warm heart. This only meant the door was opened between us. There was some kind of connection, but we had to explore it.

The pair broke away and the elf with golden hair looked at me with happy eyes.

“My name is Elenya Starwind,” she said.

“Mel Creed,” I said.

“I believe you’re the first Mel I ever met,” she giggled.

“And you’re the first sylvaen I ever met,” I said.

Her eyes opened a hair as she looked me up and down. “It’s rare for a mage to learn the names of our people. They often like the benefits without the history.”

“I very much like the history and the connection,” I said.

“Elenya?” the other elf said.

We turned to her as she had a tear streak down her pale cheek. Her eyes were red as she looked at Elenya.

Elenya floated toward her and hugged her tight.

I leaned over to Sylvara, “What’s happening here? I thought we were only going to start dating?”

“Their bond is deep and things are changing now,” she whispered to me.

“It’s okay. I’m not dying,” Elenya said as she held her friend.

They broke apart and the elf in black wiped away tears.

“Sorry. It’s just difficult to see you meet a mage. I’m happy for you, but this,” she trailed off.

Sylvara took my hand and pulled me away until we were out of earshot. Elenya and her friend talked in hushed tones.

“I think you should know, there are three kinds of elves here in Possum City. There are the common kinds like fire, water, air, stone, and life. There are uncommon ones such as decay, light, dark, body, and mind. There are also legendary elements such as time, space, and luck,” Sylvara explained.

“To date an uncommon elf, you will need a fifth degree in any of the common elements or fifth degree in Social, or otherwise any elf beyond common will never give you a second glance,” said a feminine voice in my head that I never heard before.

My face screwed up as I looked at Sylvara. Her eyes widened, not sure what was happening to me.

“There’s a voice…in my head,” I said as I turned and walked off a little way so Sylvara couldn’t hear me.

“Hi and sorry! My name is Anita Isles. I am your new registered AI and here to help you as you navigate Possum City with anything you might need. All mages are routed to the net mainframe and databases to help you with any questions.”

“Anita Isles. AI. Geezuz this place is fucking bonkers. Oh! Are you the AI that refused to give me information when I asked for it!” I whispered with a heated tone.

“Yeah, sorry about that. All newcomers to Possum City gain only basic level access. Now that you are registered, you have mage-level access. Is there anything else you need to know about courting elves of the appropriate level?”

I let out a frustrated growl. “We will talk later!”

“Okay. I hope you have a pleasant visit in the Ashveil District. Bub-bye!”

I blinked. What. The. Hell.

I felt a hand touch my shoulder and I turned around to Sylvara and Elenya. Sylvara had a concerned look in her eyes. Elenya grinned.

“I’m okay,” I said as I put my hand on Sylvara’s hand on my shoulder. “I was introduced to the mage-level AI. She was a little rude,” I smiled.

Elenya looked at our hands covering each other and then looked at me with pink across her nose and cheeks.

“Wow. You two really care about each other. I thought mages were assholes. At least some of them. They don’t like my best friend,” Elenya turned and pointed at the morvael elf.

“Elenya! They already know that!” the elf said with a frustrated tone as she only stood ten feet away from us.

“Her name is Morthessa. She’s my bestie,” Elenya said as she floated.

“Don’t tell them my name!” Morthessa shouted.

“Sorry. Too late,” Elenya shrugged.

I looked at both with a raised eyebrow. I understand why they were trouble. Clearly, they have a deep friendship, but now I was interfering in it. This may have been a mistake.

“Morthessa, erian vaelrin. Veyraen thoriel saen veyraeth,” Sylvara said in a low, but direct tone.

“Why? They just take from us. This may be the Floating City, but I will not be some mage’s pet! I thought it would be different for my people here, but it remains the same, shunned, and ridiculed,” she said with pain in her tone.

I stepped past Sylvara and Elenya. I closed the distance and looked into Morthessa’s eyes. It was only a glimpse, but I saw her pain.

“Morthessa, I’m not here to take,” I said as genuine as I could.

“Sero,” Sylvara said.

Morthessa looked past me to Sylvara. I could see the disbelief in her glance before she looked at me.

“I respect relationships. I respect you.”

“How do I know this isn’t another lie? To be chosen by a Vaelrin is an honor, but I know you came for Elenya. How long before you come for me and try to push your will onto mine?”

Inspiration struck, and I smiled.

“Morthessa, what do you do here for work?” I asked.

“I clean the tombstones and mausoleums. Why?” she said with suspicious eyes.

“How about I help you with your job, tomorrow? If Elenya can hang around then so can I. I’ll show you I’m here to help. And when we’re done, there must be a place around here to grab a drink and something to eat, right?”

I then turned and looked at Sylvara and Elenya. “We can all spend the day together. Sylvara and Elenya don’t have to work, but they can all hang out. Just long enough to get to know each other a little more.”

Sylvara nodded with a small smile. Elenya giggled as she made small claps with her hands before her chin.

I turned back to Morthessa and she eyed me for a moment.

“If you think this will change my mind,” she began.

“I’m not here to change your mind about the rest of the city. I’m here to talk, work, and maybe enjoy a drink together. If you’re okay with it?”

The elf continued to eye me.

“Say yes,” Elenya whispered from behind my shoulder.

Morthessa’s shoulders sank down an inch.

“Fine,” she muttered.

I could sense and hear Elenya jumping up and down in excitement.

“It’s a date, for all of us,” I smiled.

I turned to Sylvara. I could feel her heart swelling in her chest. I doubt I was going to get much sleep tonight. Elenya was also jumping up and down.

An alert touched my gaze.                      

Social has increased to 4th degree.

I stared at the alert for a few seconds. I was beginning to understand. It was slight, barely noticeable, but it was there the whole time. Marcus was the only mage at the party who talked with me. No one else asked, or even said hi to the new guy. There must be an unseen competition between all mages, even if we are all on the same side. Adding to what Morthessa said, maybe there is more than what is being said out loud. Maybe most mages don’t understand the Social skill because they themselves don’t understand social behavior. I could go on and on, making this a case study in this world, but the truth of it was very simple. To increase a skill stat is to simply do what the skill wants to be performed. The more social I am, the more it will increase. This is probably how Marcus advanced, he just didn’t tell anyone.

Sylvara stepped past me and stood before Morthessa. The pair looked at each other, their eyes seemingly speaking more than words can say. Sylvara then pressed her head to Morthessa’s head, and the pair closed their eyes.

“Saevryn thoriel veyraeth maraen vaelyr. Ithael lumara thoriel vaeryn ael soren vael,” Sylvara whispered with a serenity to her tone.

“Mel! I can add translator functions to you, so you understand what the elves are saying, if you want it?”

I stared for a second, enjoying the sounds of their language.

Not yet. Just tell me what she said to Morthessa.

"May your troubles fade from your spirit. There is light at the dawn of a new day."

I may turn on the translator another time, but not now. I want to hear the elven language all the time. If there’s time, I may learn it, but for now, I want to dwell in its fluid beauty.

Thank you, Anita.

“Don’t mention it. Just call when you need me. I know you will always need me,” The AI said.

That last sentence came out really creepy. Anyways, I was about to walk to them when a hand touched my shoulder. I turned my head and gaze to Elenya. She was floating and looking at me with strange eyes.

“I’m looking forward to tomorrow, Vaelrin,” she giggled.

“Mel is fine,” I smiled.

She gave me a slow nod, her gaze still meeting mine.

Now that I met them, their little weird and strange behaviors were beginning to feel normal. I tended to just melt into groups myself, and this was no different.

“I look forward to seeing you tomorrow,” I smiled.

Elenya let out a little giggle. She slid her hand down from my shoulder and placed it over my heart. She closed her eyes. I did nothing but let her hear my heart beat. I’m sure elves know more about mana than I do. She then opened her eyes as wind moved through her hair.

“This will be very interesting,” Elenya said with happy eyes.

“I hope so,” I smiled, not sure what she meant exactly.

Sylvara moved to my side. She took my hand and pulled. I followed as I turned and waved at the pair of elves. When we reached the gate, we slowed and she looked over at me while we still held hands.

“You’re intoxicating,” she said with a heavy breath.

I leaned a little closer to her, our lips inches apart.

“We can make out on the train ride back,” I said with a thin grin.

Her gasp was genuine as heat flooded her features. Her hand clamped hard on mine and we walked in the direction of the station. It didn’t take long for us to get there. Her features were still pink. Her hold on me was tight. I wish I could say I wasn’t turned on myself. I could feel the tenuous connection between the three of us, but it seemed to thicken as we discussed things. I could feel the fire within me burn a little brighter.

We quickly made our way down the stairs and into the station itself. There was no charge to use it. Considering the whole situation with the undead and city lost on a water world; they weren’t going to nickel and dime the people.

There was a hanging screen above us, telling us the train was now approaching. The day was already getting close to evening time, and this area at the end of the line didn’t have many visitors.

Sylvara tapped her shoe as we waited for the train. She pulled us to where the last car was.

“There will be five stops before riders may appear on the train as we ride to get home,” she said with a hard whisper.

I looked at her. She was wearing a knee-length dress. It was a dark red under her long jacket. She didn’t have to worry about me. I was ready for what was going to come next.

The train arrived. It moved to a slow stop. The doors opened to the last car, and thankfully, it was empty. We stepped in and the doors closed. That was when urges took hold of us and our bodies.

I sat down on the long, smooth seat. I pulled down my zipper and freed my hard cock. I looked up at her as she lifted her dress to her waist. She was wearing nothing underneath and I was noticing the trend with her. She looked down at my cock with hungry eyes. She faced me as she lifted her body by her knees onto the seat on either side of me. She grabbed my cock and brushed the tip against her dripping slit. Lights flashed past dark windows as she impaled herself on me. Her long jacket was enough to cover up what we were doing. She sank down to the hilt. Her breath was hot over my face as she looked down on me with sultry eyes. My hands grabbed her by the hips and started the tempo.

Ecstasy swamped my senses. She was over me but her covered breasts were also in my face. She moved on me like a panther. I helped her to move up and down on our connection. She squeezed my cock like a vice as her eyes fluttered.

The train pulled into a train station, but we didn’t stop. The doors opened and we moaned. The doors closed and we kept going.

“Sero,” she said with a heated whisper. “Sero, come in my pussy. Let it run down my leg as we walk home,” she seethed.

“An appetizer for things to come,” I said as the tempo between us grew.

She made a hasty nod as her eyes closed and she took a deep gasp.

I let out a small grunt, the tension growing as she bounced on my lap. She let out small whimpers as I helped her keep the rhythm. Moans began to fill the train car as we held each other for dear life. Her eyes were squeezed shut as she couldn’t hold back any longer.

The train pulled into another station. She closed her mouth as moans filled her throat. Fuck. I was going to blow right there if I didn’t hold it back with every drop of willpower left.

The moment the doors closed, she threw her head back and let out the biggest string of moans I ever heard. She continued to ride me as the train pulled out the station and started to gain speed. She shuddered in my grasp as I kept her going on my rock-hard cock. She then whipped her head forward and looked at me with wicked eyes and a smile.

“Come in your Thira, my handsome Sero,” she said with such sultry need, my willpower snapped like a twig.

My cock thickened as she sank down to the hilt. I thrusted a little as pure bliss shattered my whole being. I saw stars as I groaned. She watched me with a loving smile, slightly bouncing on my cock. She milked it as I felt it drip from our connection. I let out another groan as the train moved at incredible speed to the next station.

Sylvara let out a long exhale as she slumped on and against me. We stayed like that till the next station. When no one got on or off, the moment the door closed, she pulled herself off me. As she was standing, she pulled down her long skirt as her eyes glowed with love for me. I put my cock back in my jeans. No need for anyone to see it as we try to get home.

Sylvara sat beside me and her head leaned against my shoulder.

“Next time, we will get a cab,” she said with heavy breath.

I nodded. That was fun. I was starting to truly enjoy this world.

Thirty minutes later, we made it to our station. We were disheveled and wet in places, but we were close to home. It didn’t seem to take long for us to make it into the building and to the elevator. The streets were empty, so no one saw us as we walked home. Once the elevator dinged at our floor, we stepped off with renewed energy and urges.

“Those two like you. They like us,” Sylvara said as we walked down the corridor to her place.

I sensed the connection, but I needed more to ensure the three of us wanted a relationship.

“Morthessa is more like me, a thira. Elenya might be a sora,” she said as she weaved a little.

I took her hand into mine. “What’s a sora?”

“Sora means ‘wine-mother.’ They are the teasing, affectionate, and a playful kind. An elf who pours wine, laughter, and warmth with equal measure,” Sylvara said as we reached her door. She turned to me, and put her arms on my shoulders.

I saw a joyful gleam in her eyes, like this was the beginning to something so much more. She ran her fingers through my hair and smiled, before putting her forehead to mine.

“I want wine, and you tonight,” she giggled.

“Maybe you’re a sora?” I laughed.

“Maybe I am tonight. I can switch between thira and sora.”

“I just want you,” I said as I held her by the waist.

“Then you shall, handsome Vaelrin,” she said and pulled away.

Sylvara turned and opened the door to her place. I don’t know why, but I turned my head and glanced at my door. I needed to do so much work on my apartment, it wasn’t even funny. Now that I have a paycheck, I can make it a proper man-cave. But as my gaze dropped to the floor, I spotted a small box on my welcome mat.

“Hold on,” I said as I turned to it.

The box was made of wood, finely crafted with intricate markings. There were no words carved into it. I glanced from side to side, but there was no one else here. Sylvara came back and looked over my shoulder. She smiled as he brought her lips close to my ear.

“It would seem you have an admirer. They left you a gift.”

“Could it be a trap of some kind?” my paranoia kicked in.

“I doubt it. That box design comes in different sizes, but they all mean the same, a gift to someone they admire,” she whispered.

“Did you send it?”

I felt her shake her head by my shoulder. “Take it and open it. Let’s see what your admirer has left you.”

I stared at the box for a long moment. I was getting used to this crazy world, but a gift from a stranger was very ominous. But I trusted Sylvara’s confidence. I reached down for the box as my pulse quickened as to what surprise was waiting within.
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I lifted the box up. It had a little weight to it. My first thought was that a bomb was inside.

“There’s no bomb inside,” Sylvara said as if she was reading my thoughts.

She pointed at the gold metal lock to it. “You must touch it here. Only you can unlock a box sent to you. Makes stealing them worthless. Even if someone tried to break the box, the amount of strength and power to open one would destroy it, and its contents,” Sylvara explained.

I nodded and let out a small exhale. I pressed my thumb to the lock-print. There was a beep, and the top opened by folding up and then to the sides. I looked down at a small handgun and a folded note. I lifted an eyebrow as I picked up the note, opened it and read it.

Enjoy your new SIG Sauer P365. I hope it helps keep you safe.

~Secret Admirer

“You do have a true secret admirer,” Sylvara giggled over my shoulder.

I lifted the pistol up and looked it over. I’ve been on shooting ranges, real and virtually, but this felt different. This P365 had a little weight to it and clearly it was a conceal and carry weapon. I glanced at the box again to see a pair of seventeen round magazines. The gun gift didn’t bother me as much as who the secret admirer was. Why a gun in a city with mages?

“Let’s get inside. I need a shower with you,” Sylvara said as she grabbed my belt from behind and pulled.

I stumbled into her place before the door locked. I turned around, box in one hand and pistol in the other.

“Why would someone send me a gun?” I asked plainly.

Sylvara stepped back as she shed her jacket to the floor. “It’s for your gun closet. Everyone in the city has one.”

I eyed her. “Do you have one?”

Sylvara nodded. “Come with me.”

I followed the elf into her bedroom. She moved to her walk-in closet. I was behind her and at the doorway when she turned on the closet light. She turned and I noticed another door in her closet. She touched it and the door opened. A low light came on within. I moved to her side and looked in with wide eyes.

The inner closet had a rack of weapons to one side and shelves of ammunition on the opposite wall. It was filled to the brim with various hand guns, short, and long rifles. She had two HK MP5s and an old-fashioned M-16. I then looked at her as she looked at me with adoring eyes.

“In a city with undead incursions, everyone must be prepared to defend themselves. It is required by every citizen of Possum City to be armed and prepared to defend ourselves at any time.

“Even mages will sometimes use firearms when their mana burns low,” she explained.

“Good to know,” I said as I stared at her war closet.

“Put the gun and box down. I need you in the shower with me to make sure we are both clean before we get dirty again,” she said before she kissed the side of my neck.

My trance was broken as I looked at her and smiled. We stepped out of her closet and I placed my new gift on one of her nightstands. I turned and watched as she shed the last of her clothing and stood naked. She didn’t look at me as she walked out of her bedroom. I quickly took off my clothes. When I was naked, I ran after her. Didn’t want to miss out on any shower time. I love foreplay.

I ran in just as the shower started. She stepped in and I followed her. Steam rose up as we stood close. Our lips, hands, and bodies touched. There will be very little sleep tonight and that didn’t bother me at all.

***

The sky was filled with clouds as Sylvara and I walked through the entrance of South Gate Cemetery. The air had a chilly bite as we looked around along the stone path. My thoughts were as murky as the cloudy day. I was distracted for most of the night and part of the morning, but when I had a chance to think, dark thoughts stabbed into my mind. Not only was I stuck in this virtual world, a secret admirer sent me a pistol. I must admit, things were very different here in Possum City, but I was starting to realize there was a deeper layer than the surface of a floating city on an alien planet.

Fortunately, it would all have to wait until after my date. I was here to help Morthessa with cleaning the cemetery. Sylvara joined me for company. Elenya would also be hanging out, watching us work. Afterwards, all of us were going to go somewhere for a bite to eat and a drink. I was looking forward to it.

In the distance, I noticed Elenya waving her whole arm at us. Not far from her was Morthessa with what looked like cleaning equipment, and if my eyes were not mistaken, floating drones the size of footballs.

After a minute or two, we met up with them. Elenya rushed up and hugged me. I hugged her back as she held me tight. When she let go, she slid her hands over my shoulder and side while biting her lip. She then looked at Sylvara and gave her a quick bow.

Morthessa looked at me with a small smirk.

“I didn’t think you would show up,” she said with a gleam in her eyes.

“I’m not that kind of guy. Plus, I like the idea of cleaning tombstones. Seems fun,” I winked.

Morthessa couldn’t hide her smile. She then looked me up and down.

“You always were black?”

“Yeah. Doesn’t everyone?”

She shook her head from side to side.

“Let me hold your jacket?” Sylvara said as she grabbed my jacket without waiting for an answer.

I slid my jacket off and she held it close. I could have sworn she took a deep inhale of it, catching my scent.

Sylvara then turned to Elenya. “How about we watch them work from a distance?”

Elenya nodded before she turned to me again.

“I hope you do a good job, making sure you clean everywhere. The details are what matter. And be thorough,” she said before she turned and floated to Sylvara’s side as they made their way up a short hill.

I smiled before an equipment pack was shoved into my arms. I grabbed it, seeing a tank connected to a mechanism. There was a padded, curved side, I assumed to make it comfortable to wear, and there were straps.

“Considering you’re helping me with my daily tasks, I assumed we would go a little low-tech. What you have is a power washer. Instead of connecting to a local water source, the canister and intake valve collects moisture from the air at a hyper rate. It works while you work.

“The simple nozzle handle allows you to control it. Pull the trigger and a powerful steamy jet surges from the tip here,” Morthessa said as she pointed to each part.

I wanted to make a joke, but I held strong, knowing we were on a date.

Morthessa backed up and pointed to the five flying drones. “Normally, I only have to monitor the cleaning drones, but with you here, we can get a little wet and dirty,” she said as she eyed me.

My jaw tightened, resisting the urge to make another joke. I wish she knew how much effort I was putting into this date.

“Strap on and let’s get to it,” Morthessa said with a happy smile.

I was going to have a heart-attack from holding in those jokes. I focused on getting the pack on and tightened the straps. I then held the nozzle by the handle. The drones flew away; I assumed to wash other headstones. Morthessa stayed with me as we walked over to a patch of tombstones.

“Now make sure you…”

In the span of the decay elf saying that, I decided to test the power of the equipment. I aimed the nozzle away from us and decided to give a quick pull of the trigger. At the time, I didn’t know the full power of this fully operational power washer. Water blasted out so hard that the nozzle handle slipped out of my hand with such force, it struck my chest like a hard push by a very large primate. My body is stronger, so I didn’t take any damage, but I was still knocked off my balance and stumbled back.

Part two of this comedy of errors was the nozzle-hose was whipping around like a snake experiencing seizures. Water went everywhere until the nozzle blast turned in midair and blasted me in the chest. It hurt, but I didn’t take any damage. I did get immediately soaked. In that span of a half second, my hand shot out like lightning, grabbed it, and aimed it down. I saw on the nozzle controls that it was set to continuous power. I turned the dial and the water shut off instantly.

I looked up at Morthessa as she looked at me with amused eyes before she burst out laughing. She couldn’t stop her laughter as I stood there, dripping wet. I turned my gaze to Sylvara in the distant green hill. Sylvara was standing while hugging my jacket to her chest. Elenya was on her back, laughing at the sky as she held her stomach. I then felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned my gaze to Morthessa’s amused expression.

“You don’t do anything until I fully instruct you,” she finished.

“Yes, Morthessa,” I said as I stood at attention.

She nodded. “Much better.”

We smiled at each other, the absurdity of the moment filling us.

“Let’s get to work, Vaelrin,” she said with a soft edge.

***

The sky grew darker as we finished up. I was mostly dry as I power washed my last tombstone. I yawned as I powered down the pack. I turned to Morthessa, who was walking toward me.

The five hours washing tombstones was a calming endeavor. I felt like I was tending to the sleeping dead, helping them to dream. The whole experience, aside from the first mishap, was a tranquil one. I was alone many times, just tending to the work. Morthessa often came to my side as we worked on things together. Nothing was said as we cleaned off bits of grime from many headstones, which was nice. There was no need to fill the time with talking. I knew we would do that later.

Morthessa walked up to me with her hand out. I slid the pack off my shoulders and handed it to her. A carry drone floated by us. She put my pack on it, her pack already on it. The drone flew off, most likely to store it some place for later use.

With the drone gone, Morthessa eyed me.

“I never would have thought in my lifetime a mage would do simple work to keep something of our city clean,” she smiled.

“I’m glad to disappoint,” I said trying to be clever but it sounded weird.

“No. It’s not a disappointment. You are truly a vaelrin,” she smiled.

I smiled back. “Can this vaelrin buy you a drink and some food?”

“Yes. You can,” she said with a sly tone.

Sylvara and Elenya walked to us.

“Thank the sky goddess you’re both finished. I was so bored watching you washing things!” Elenya nearly shouted.

“I thought we had some good conversations?” Sylvara smiled.

Elenya turned to her with wide eyes. “You were amazing company! Thank you for spending time with me.”

“Is there a place you suggest we get some drinks and food? Preferably a place you enjoy?” I asked Morthessa.

“I know just the place,” she nodded.

A short walk out of the cemetery and a block up, Morthessa stepped into an alley between two shops. We followed, not sure what to expect. When we were deep in the alley, a neon glow guided us the rest of the way. When we stopped, I couldn’t help but smile.

A neon sign glowed with the words “The Speakeasy Dead.” It also had a small glowing dapper skeleton next to it. The door to the place was sunken down, with a few steps leading down to it.

“I’ll do the talking,” Morthessa said cryptically before she made her way down the steps.

We followed, unsure what she meant. She knocked on the door. A peep hole slid open and two eyes looked out. They looked at Morthessa, and then us. A metal plate slid over the peep hole and the door opened. Morthessa led the way.

We walked right into a rather large bar. Tables filled the middle space. A wide bar lined the back. Booth seating lined the other walls. At some of those table and booths, morvael elves turned their gazes toward us. The place had a dive-bar smell, which told me that this was a local place. It held stories of spilled beer and broken glass. I like it already.

All of us stood not far from the entrance. I heard the door close behind us and a bar slid into place, trapping us here. I looked at the elves. All of them were wearing black, green, and gray clothes. Some had black jackets. They looked at us with suspicion. One elf put a pistol on the table. Yeah, this place was that cool.

“Vaelrin,” Morthessa said as she pointed her thumb over her shoulder at us.

The whole mood changed in an instant. A dozen elves rose up with wide eyes and happy smiles. They mobbed us, patting me on the shoulders as some talked elvish to our group. I glanced back to Sylvara bowing politely to the decay elves. Elenya was fanning her neck at the attention from male and female elves. I turned to Morthessa, watching elves talk in elvish whispers to her. We were then moved as elvish words filled the air. Some of the elves shouted to the bartender and bar staff. Others pushed us until we reached a big, corner booth. We sat down instantly as elves smiled at us. Bar staff rushed to our table with trays filled with beers, bottles of liquor, wine bottles, and a lot of bar food. French fries, fried chicken, something that looked like cooked mushrooms in buffalo sauce, and various cooked rolls.

One of the bar staff left a menu and said, “Food and drinks are on the house. Gifts from the patrons of our humble establishment,” and then walked off.

I could see all of us were a little stunned, except for Morthessa. She was cool as ice as she poured herself some whiskey into a pair of shot glasses. She pushed one to me and held up hers.

“To caring for the dead.”

“To caring for the dead,” I repeated.

We both threw our heads back and drank the shot. When we put the shot glasses down, a sudden applause erupted from the other patrons.

“Dare I ask,” I said to Morthessa.

“They think I will bond with you. No mage has taken on a morvael elf before. They fear it will affect their status in the city. To have a vaelrin here, in their eyes, is a blessed event,” Morthessa said as she poured into each shot glass again.

“I come here most evenings after work. Everyone here knows me and Elenya. It took some time for her to be accepted as my friend. But with you, they feel a change is happening.

“But that’s what they think. You did well today. Let’s drink to it, before we eat.”

“Gladly,” I said as we clinked shot glasses and threw our heads back.

The whisky hit harder than I expected. A warmth filled my bones as a haziness clouded the bar air. Morthessa brought us here, my guess, from a spark. I wasn’t sure what I felt, but there was something there.

Social has increased to 5th degree.

Well, the implications from my next Social degree just opened a whole new world. From what Anita told me, either fifth degree in a common element, or my Social skill, will allow me to date an uncommon elf and their element. But for now, I was just happy to be hanging out.  

All of us ordered something from the menu. When the server left, I glanced at Sylvara. Her eyes were glowing embers as she stared at me. I don't know what I did to turn her on, but whatever it is, I better keep doing it.

Elenya crashed into my shoulder and wrapped her arm around my neck, turning my gaze to hers.

“I’m glad you let your hair down,” she said as her face and lips were inches from mine. “I hope you keep doing it.”

“I will do my best,” I smiled.

“Elenya gets tipsy and lovey very quickly when she drinks,” Morthessa mentioned as she poured herself a whiskey on the rocks.

“Yeah. I do,” Elenya said as she brought her other hand around my neck.

“I don’t see a problem.”

“You don’t, do you?” Elenya said as she looked into my very soul.

“I liked your moves on the dance floor the other night,” I said, feeling her breath on mine.

“I liked yours,” she said as her nose touched mine.

Sylvara let out a sigh as she eyed Elenya and me. Elenya leaned in. Her lips touched mine. My eyes widened a little as her eyes took on a sultry gleam. Her tongue slid into my mouth and I did the same back. We were like that for barely a second when I touched her hand with mine. She pulled back, red-faced, and looked away as her body began to lift from her seat. I grabbed her hand again and she looked down on me, her body a foot off her seat. I could feel the air swirling under her as she looked at me with a lustful gaze. I pulled gently and she came back down. When she was back in her seat, she leaned against me.

“I hope you do that again,” she whispered in my ear.

“Do what, exactly?” I asked.

“Hold me, down or otherwise,” she said with a sultry whisper.

Heat traveled up my neck. That’s when an alert filled my gaze.

Alert! Incursion Level 2!

Shelter in place!

Arm yourself!

The alert moved across my gaze, barely lasting a second. I turned my gaze to the whole bar. The alert sounded off from loudspeakers. Morvael elves were to their feet, pulling out pistols and handguns. One pulled a shotgun from his coat.

Anita! What’s a Level Two Incursion?

“Larger than normal swarms of undead. Radar is pinging not far from your location, the South Side,” she said seriously without any kind of sass.

How high can an Incursion Alert go?

“Level 5, reserved for undead kaiju or greater threats.”

I knew we were in trouble. Everyone knew we were in trouble, especially on the South Side.

All of us at the booth slipped out and were on our feet. Morthessa pulled out a desert eagle from her jacket.

“Everyone, shelter in place. The dead will not get through the reinforced door,” the bartender said loud enough for everyone to hear.

A piece of me twitched. I couldn’t be down here, waiting for others to rescue us. My honor pressed down on me like a heavy stone. I fell from the sky to help defend this city and its people. To cower behind a door just wasn’t me. I know, in reality it’s stupid to try and take on impossible odds, but this was a virtual world as far as I knew. I had no idea if I would or could respawn, but I couldn’t let that hold me back. I glanced at Sylvara and her eyes filled with worry. She knew what I was going through. She could feel it throughout our connection.

I walked toward the door.

Morvael elves rushed to me, surround me.

“Please Vaelrin, don’t go,” one said.

“Stay and defend us?” another said.

“The dead are many. We need you,” another said as she touched my arm.

I felt awful, silly, and a little stupid, but a feeling pressed down on me. It wasn’t my honor, but something else. It was dark, heavy, and beyond my control.

Sylvara touched my arm. When I turned to her, she embraced me, her face snuggled to my face.

“I don’t want to lose you,” she whispered.

“You won’t,” I said, my bravery holding on by a thread.

She nodded against my neck, before she pulled away and turned to the bartender.

“Open the door for our vaelrin,” she said with a serious tone and a stern gaze.

The bartender eyed her for a long moment. He then nodded and moved to the bar. He reached under and pressed the mechanism button. The bar across the inside of the door slid back into the wall.

Elenya and Morthessa rushed in front of me. They stood in my way with worried eyes.

“You can’t go,” Elenya said.

Morthessa remained silent, staring at me, her eyes telling me to stay.

“I have to go,” I said warmly, feeling our connection getting closer.

Elenya looked at Morthessa. The Morvael elf glanced back at the air elf and gave her a small nod. Elenya nodded back and looked at me.

“We will let you go, if you date us, both of us?” Elenya said with wild eyes.

I smiled and gave her a nod. A connection bloomed further and a pair of connections touched my soul.  

Connection Complete! Air Element is now activated.

Connection Complete! Decay Element is now activated.

Air Element has increased to 1st degree.

Decay Element has increased to 1st degree.

Wind and decay floated across my spirit. My mana burned brighter with red, white, and green colors. I felt stronger as three elements swirled around my soul. I called up my stat screen.

Melvin “Mel” Creed

Fight: 2

Defend: 1

Social: 5

Health: 1

Elemental Mana Sphere

Fire: 3

Air: 1

Decay: 1

It wasn’t much, but it was a start.

Morthessa walked up to me, her eyes filled with dread.

“Don’t die,” was all she said, the spark between us glowing a little brighter.

“I promise I won’t,” I said with a small smile.

She eyed me, a small smile blooming across her pale features.

I stepped past her, my hand touching her arm and giving it a small squeeze. When I reached the door, and opened it. The smell of low-tide filled my nose. The dead were already here.

“Sylvara, I’ll call you and give updates. I won’t be long,” I said over my shoulder before I stepped out into the alley and closed the bar door behind me.

I heard the bar slide across, securing the door. For right now, I was on my own.

I didn’t waste any time as I started walking. Mana flowed under my skin as the stench of low tide grew stronger. It was obvious the dead were getting closer. It was also obvious I was the newest and least powered mage in the entire city. If the devs were watching me, fuck you for making it this difficult.

I emerged from the alley and looked down the street, south of my position. Streetlights glowed with downward facing cones of light. In the distance, darkness squirmed and writhed, like something massive was oozing closer. I stayed close to the alley, just to make sure I had my sides and rear protected from attack. Sirens touched my ears and I turned my gaze left, looking north.

Four modified police cars came speeding in my direction. They barely reached my location when they screeched to a halt, tires spinning to stop. I watched as they made a makeshift barrier with their cars as PCPD officers swung car doors open and stepped out with machineguns and shotguns. From four cars, eight people stepped out armed to the teeth and aiming down the street. There was no way that many officers could hold off a level two incursion? Backup must be on the way?

I spotted one of the officers. He looked familiar, until it hit me that it was Officer Ortiz. I was going to wave to him to let him know I was there when the stench of dripping rot caused me to nearly choke. I turned my head and looked south, seeing a wall of wet undead moving like a single organism. I couldn’t see beyond the wall of dead progressing closer to our position. I could make out their hollow eyes, wet bones, and decayed flesh. They didn’t make a sound as they moved closer.

“Fire!” shouted an officer.

I stepped back another step as Hell was unleashed. The air vibrated, not with just shells and bullets, but fire as well. I could see it beyond the walls, the element showing me like we were best friends. Phosphorus rounds went off with small, fiery explosions. They showed me what was happening in their instance of power. Undead bodies were ripped to pieces. Shells shattered skulls. Undead bodies collapsed as more stepped over their fallen brethren. It played spectacularly as the dead were shredded to small pieces, littering the street with smaller parts. But in those tiny visions, I could see much more. The frontline of the dead was falling a layer at a time, but many more were moving along the street. I could see how far they were, their swarm nearly endless.

I called upon my Decay element. I spun it along my mind, maybe giving me a deeper look into what was left of the dead’s minds.

Something pushed back so hard, it screamed across my mind!

I stepped back from the power of the glance. I shut down trying to see their thoughts and motivations. I needed to act.

“Reloading!” some officers shouted as others continued to fire.

If I rushed out there, I would be shot instantly. I had to help without being in the line of fire. I glanced around and noticed this alley was very narrow. I could press both hands to each side and each arm would still bend at the elbow.

I called upon my Fire element. Small flames appeared along my body. I felt lighter and more agile. With my already enhanced strength, I bent my knees and launched up into the air. I made it about three stories up when I widened my stance with my boots landing against the thin alley walls. I lowered my gaze to the street level. I was just at the edge of the two buildings. I leaned forward enough to see out of the alley. The dead marched, undeterred by the officers unleashing many rounds of ammunition. They moved like a single organism, ready to overwhelm anyone and anything in their path. Of course, I wasn’t going to let that happen without a real fight.

I pointed both of my palms at the street, fingers up. I waited like a panther in a tree, readying to unleash deadly furry. I had a sudden thought about everyone locked away in the bar. I was happy that the reinforced doors were enough to keep out the dead. If the undead flooded the area for a time, I knew I could get to them.

The advancing dead continued to push against the waves of rounds. When they came into view from my perch, flames enveloped my hands.

I was silent as I started blasting out fire bolts. My hands blurred as I pulled them back and willed firebolts out like a turret. Fire bolts rained down, and when they struck the dead, I smiled. I have seen and read many zombie movies and novels, hence why they scare me just a little bit. They were a great distraction from the world. I knew that when you use fire on the undead, they could become more dangerous, flaming corpses of dead, setting everything on fire as they killed people without mercy. But this was a game, I hoped, so I placed my bet on elemental magic I wielded. The bet paid off, me as the winner, as my fire bolts punched through bodies like they were wet paper. Heads blasted off bodies as other fire bolts slammed through wet bodies. Undead began to fall in greater numbers as I rained down fire bolts, one after the other.

The undead continued to walk into the onslaught. With the help of the gunfire and my fire bolts, we were shredding the dead to pieces. Decayed bodies fizzed as they fell. More walked into the barrages. What I added was just enough to stop them at this point, but the dead continued to push against our barrier with more bodies. My mana regenerated very quickly. What I was doing was not complicated, therefore, I assumed that the more complicated the spell or elemental use, the slower it would regenerate. Which meant, right now I could do this all night, or at least until my legs cramped. The real situation here was I couldn’t stay like this forever. I needed a better vantage point. The roof would be much better, allowing me to keep firing into the undead while I kept an eye on their numbers.

When I looked up to see how far I would have to go, I watched a cloaked figure leap across above me. Someone else was here? Another mage? I wasn’t sure but I needed to find out. I stopped my barrage of fire bolts and let flames light up my body until I was as light as a flame. I bent my knees and flashed upwards until I cleared the edge and landed on the roof. I quickly looked around, the cloaked figure gone. Shit was getting weird, but I needed to stay focused.

I rushed to the edge of the roof and looked down. The street was packed with dead people all the way to the south edge of the city. More continued to climb over the railing. There were buildings already swamped with dead around them. I only hoped their reinforced doors held long enough for us to clear this mess.

I aimed my palms at the marching dead and unleashed fire bolts once again. Fire rained down on the dead, punching through them and disturbing their ranks. They continued to look forward with hollow eyes and slack jaws. I could see they only wanted to move forward, which was weird because when I arrived, the dead were just wandering around for a while. No marching. No focus from their movements. It was bizarre as I continued to pummel them from the rooftop.

I glanced at the horde of undead making their way over the railing. It was like a river of dead over a bump. They were tightly packed together and moving as one focused force. Then I saw it, something big climbed over with them. The bump of dead grew larger before dead fell to the sides. I only saw it for a second, but it was enough. It was armored, and not a zombie. I saw segmented legs as the thing moved through the swarm to a small, four story building closer to water. There were a few lights on within as well as elves and people looking out and watching the parade of dead. My fire bolts struck dead, blasting them to pieces, but my gaze was on the large thing moving through the river of undead to the small building I was watching.

My gaze in this world was much better than my eyesight in the real world. Time slowed down as the thing moved. It was shoulder high of the dead people and pale. I couldn’t get a full look of it but it was sideways big, wide. I watched as it moved to the front doors of that building. Two large claws lifted and stabbed into the sides of the door. I could see metal bending to this creature’s power. The metal doors bent and twisted. With a quick pull, the thing wretched the metal doors off. The thing sank down as dead began to pour into the small building. Despite the loud gunfire, I heard screams. My heart quickened as I saw a light go out on the first floor.

Fuck! The dead were killing the people in that building!

I turned to the rooftops. There was a way for me to get closer. When I turned back to the police on the ground, a woman floated down from the sky as a car skidded to a halt from behind the officer’s barricade. I could feel mana. They were mages.

The woman lifted her palms as a gigantic blast of air knocked down dozens of undead. The guy that came sprinting out of the car lifted his hands. The street pulsed and shifted, barriers stabbed up ten-feet high from the end of the street and along the sides of it. The dead hit a barrier and clawed at it. The woman flew over the stopped dead. Bright light filled her eyes as she blasted down pure light. Much of the dead was vaporized on the spot. Others were blasted away, parts of their bodies crashing into other undead. I knew they could handle it, but they didn’t know about the people in the building with the invading zombies.

Without a word, I turned and started sprinting over the rooftop. Flames engulfed parts of my body as I flashed forward like a fire from a burning inferno. My mana pulsed as I flashed across rooftops in a blink of an eye. When I reached a building across from the one being invaded, I put my boot on the edge of the roof and launched into the air. Mana burned under my skin as I flashed across the street and was over the much smaller building. I was falling and if I didn’t slow myself down, I was going to break my legs. I called upon my Air element. A weak swirling of air appeared under me. I could feel I was weak with this element. To try and stop my fall was harder than I thought, but I poured my will into it. Flames along my body died instantly as I concentrated. Elenya made it look so simple as a gust of wind caught me and I floated for a moment before I fell ten feet and crashed onto the roof. I caught my breath before I rolled back to my feet. The screams were deafening as I heard the dead slam their decayed hands against doors. I rushed to the roof door and it was locked.

My boot came up and slammed into the door so hard, it bent slightly as it opened, the lock snapping off. I charged into the building and down the stairs. I made it down one level when I stopped. I was on the stairs as the dead filled the level. Their low tide stench was all I could smell as they turned and charged to attack me. My hands went up and I blasted out twin streams of flames. Magical flames slammed into the dead like fiery hammers. Bodies were shattered to dust. My mana weakened. I knew a steady use of mana would kill me. I had to switch it up. I called upon my first-degree Decay element. I hoped it was going to do what I needed it to do. I masked myself, making me seem like I was one of the dead. My eyes hollowed out. My skin turned a decayed green. I let out a moan.

The dead stopped in their tracks. They turned and returned to trying to smash doors down. This was insanity but I had to take a chance. I walked down the steps until I slipped into their group. I pushed through gently, the stench killing me. The dead were crowded close, their bodies right up against mine. I turned my intentions to my Fire element. I had third degree in Fire, but from the conversations I had, spells would eventually come to me. As I stood among the dead, my mind drifted to my Fire Element. I spoke in my head my intention. I was rewarded with fuzzy, arcane words.

I concentrated on the Fire element, but it began to take away from my Decay element. My skin was slowly turning back to normal. My eyes were coming back. Living life flowed through my body as I tried to focus on those fuzzy words. The arcane words grew a little clearer as I concentrated. The dead around me began to turn and look at me. One of them hissed just as the arcane words appeared in my mind.

“Ignis Solvar!” I said with power.

Flames appeared around me before they blasted out in all directions. The dead around me were vaporized in a blink. The flames reached the walls and in that instant of time, I stopped the spell. The flames vanished at my command. I glanced around. No zombie was left. There was an undead hand hanging off a door knob.

I turned to the dead on the stairs going down. There weren’t too many, but they looked up the stairs at me, and charged. I pointed my palms at the stairwell leading down and unleashed fire bolts. I moved to the stairs, blasting undead to ashes. I took one step after another, blasting undead with fire bolts to the heads and chests. Bodies exploded into the falling parts for some, as heads were punched through like soft clay. I continued my undead killing spree as I made my way down to the second floor. The dead were crowded from wall to wall. I also noticed that my mana was weakening a little. The spell took something out of me. I couldn’t just keep spamming the flare spell. I needed a break and let my mana recover.

My hand slipped into my jacket and I pulled out my SIG P365. It wasn’t a shotgun but I had to make do with what I had. I aimed for a head and pulled the trigger as the dead rushed me. The corridor was filled with hard noise as I pulled the trigger to my handgun and retreated a step at a time. A wet head caved in from a bullet. Another undead’s head fell off as a bullet hit its spine. Another undead lost their head, but their body continued to take another step up after me. My mana was pooling back to full strength as I gave it about thirty seconds before my handgun clicked empty. I slipped it back in my jacket as I resumed unleashing fire bolts at pointblank range. The world slowed down to moments as I blasted undead to pieces. My mana regenerated, I couldn’t perform the spell in the stairwell. I had to get into the middle of them again before they swarmed me. I was halfway up the stairs to the second floor. I glanced at the railing.

I jumped forward into the air, slammed my foot against the railing, and launched through the space between the crowded undead heads and the ceiling. When I fell and was an inch over them, I shouted “Ignis Solvar!”

Another blast of mystical flames slammed into all the dead as I fell. Bodies were destroyed as I slammed into the hard tiled floor. I rolled back to my feet, the second floor clear.

The toll of these insane acts was taking their toll on me. My mana was recovering, but my body was not recovering as fast as mana. I may have been superhuman, but I still had limitations. That said, I pushed forward. With a grunt, I rushed to the stairwell leading down to the first floor. The dead were crowded in the main hallway, slamming rotting fists and feet against doors.

I took a deep inhale, ready to start my final push, when I heard doors open behind me. I turned my head and glanced behind me to see humans and morvael elves rushing out with all manner of shotguns, machineguns, and pistols at the ready.

“Vaelrin,” a morvael elf said as he moved to my side, patted my shoulder, and made his way down the stairs.

Others followed the elf, ready to defend their homes. I couldn’t let them do it alone, so I grabbed the railing and jumped over. I fell ten feet to the floor and started unleashing fire bolts. The nearest dead to me were blasted away a pair at a time. Gunfire erupted from the stairwell above me and to the side, blasting through the dead on the first floor. Together we unleashed hell, moving at the horde and then meeting together, shoulder to shoulder. We pushed at the dead, shredding and burning them to falling bodies. We stepped over wet, rotting bodies as we pushed to the front doors. I glanced to the side, seeing a door on the first-floor broken in. I could smell fresh blood as it blended with cordite and rotting wet flesh.

“Vaelrin, there is an emergency door switch in these sea-side buildings,” a morvael elf shouted over the gunfire.

I nodded, understanding what he meant. I unleashed torrents of flames as I pushed ahead of the armed residents. I blasted undead off their feet as I pushed into the lobby. I pushed so hard into the lobby, I was surrounded by undead. I was getting exhausted, but I was never going to stop.

“Ignis Solvar!” I shouted.

Flames blasted out of my body. It turned bodies to ashes as the waves of flames struck them. I glanced around to see all the undead were turned to ash in the lobby. I then darted for the entrance as some more undead charged in. I blasted flames with one hand as I saw a red box on the wall. Dead were kept at bay with fire as I opened the see-through cover and pulled the switch down.

A light went on as hidden doors along the sides of the now missing front doors slid shut, severing an outstretched undead hand. The hand fell to the floor, no longer moving.

I was huffing for air as some of the residents approached me.

An elf spoke up, “Thank you for saving most of us, Vaelrin. We must admit, we’ve grown complacent with our situation. The front doors have withstood many incursions. We never expected them to break and allow the dead to enter our building.”

I nodded, catching my breath.

“Think nothing of it, but I have to get back into the fight,” I said as several flames appeared along my body.

Before they could say anything else, I flashed down the corridor and up the stairs. I reached the roof door again and stepped to the edge. I surveyed the area, the dead still trying to advance. When I looked further up the street, I watched two mages obliterate the dead as they advanced against them. Walls stabbed up and slammed down on dozens of the dead. The female mage pointed her hands, thick beams of light cutting through the dead, each half falling or blasted away to ash. It was only a matter of time before they reached the street below me, so I decided to help.

Fire bolts blasted out from my palms. It was like shooting fish in a barrel. Zombies fell from bolts punching through their bodies. I continued to unleash fire bolts as burning acid filled my muscles. I fought through the pain as I focused on trying to thin the impossibly large horde.

The hairs stood up on the back of my neck as I felt eyes on me. I turned to see three of the flying skeletons, like before when they attacked me at the Fire Festival, diving toward me with clawed hands out. I was about to shout out my new spell when a beam of light sliced through the first one.

Time slowed as I watched the beam of light slice through the second, and then the third in a blink. Bones fell from the sky as I followed the beam of light. I thought it was the mage that was blasting the other dead below me, but my gaze fell on a roof opposite from my location.

For a brief instant, I saw the cloaked figure across the way and on a much higher roof. The beam vanished as they closed their hand into a fist. I couldn’t see their face, shadows covering their features. For a moment we looked at each other, until the cloaked figure turned and darted away, out of sight.

I stared, unsure what to even think. Someone was following me, and in this instance, they protected me. Why? What was the motive for this? I could have defended myself, but maybe, they didn’t know.

I blinked and looked down. The pair of mages had pushed the dead back to the railing. The male mage lifted his hands up. The street rolled and launched the remaining undead back into the sea. The female mage sliced up the remaining bodies with beams of light before she floated down to the street level. The man whispered arcane words as he moved his hands in odd ways. The street was cracked and partially destroyed, but after the male mage finished his incantation, the street and sidewalk healed of all damage. It looked just as it did before, before the male mage used his power to turn it into a weapon.

The two mages met on the now empty street. They both turned their gazes toward me.

“Mage! Come down so we can chat,” the female mage smiled.

I nodded and smiled. Flames appeared along my body. I leapt over and flashed down to the street. When the flames vanished, I stood before a pair of smiling mages, our mana swirling together like we knew each other our entire lives.


Fourteen

“Hi, my name is Selene Merrik, and my fellow mage here is Caleb Vey,” Selene said with a small smile and attentive eyes.

Caleb nodded. “We saw you at the party. You didn’t stay long,” he said with a smile.

“Shush Caleb,” Selene said with a small laugh.

I looked at both mages. They seemed like very normal people. Hard to believe we were just fighting an undead invasion.

“Mel Creed,” I introduced myself. No need to say my full first name. I didn't want to get anyone confused.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mel,” Selene smiled before she turned to the building I exited out of. “Are the people okay inside?”

My heart leapt in my chest. “No. Some of the dead got in. I think there have been some deaths.”

“Ambulances and clerics are on their way,” Caleb said with stern eyes.

“Show me. I have some degrees in the Light element. I might be able to help,” Selene said quickly.

I turned around and stepped to the closed door. I shouted at the metal door, telling them the invasion was over. The people inside slid the door back open and we hurried inside. We were quickly swamped with armed citizens wanting to know more of what happened. They also informed us that two families were killed during the undead attack in their building. I wasn’t a noob in the least, but I couldn’t stop the dread weighing down on my soul. Were they real people from another world, or were they just NPCs who met their fate? It was difficult to keep them separate when your nose was filled with blood and decay. My skin crawled just being in the building.

Selene led the way. We walked into the first-floor apartment that was broken into. Bile bubbled in my stomach. The bodies of the family were unrecognizable. Chewed and pulled apart. I turned away and walked out. I made my way out of the building and tried to take in the night air, but there were corpses everywhere. Some of them were human, many others were human-like. They had small webbing between their hands. Their faces were human, but there were slits along their necks. I assumed the slits were gills, which only told me that these people once lived here.

Incursion Halted

Lock Down Lifted

Clean-up Crews and Authorities are assessing the damage

I wish I felt better when the alert moved across my gaze, but I didn’t. This whole place was beyond strange, and I wasn’t going to relax if I was ankle deep in scattered corpses. I took one step away, ready to make my way to the bar, when alerts and mana surges along my soul.

Fire element has increased to 4th degree.

Air element has increased to 2nd degree.

Decay element has increased to 2nd degree.

Defend Skill has increased to 2nd degree.

Fight Skill has increased to 3rd degree.

Health Skill has increased to 2nd degree.

Earned 2,000 credits.

Sometimes I forget this is a game. As for the 2k credits? I know I killed way more undead than that. There must be a cap so mages don’t get cocky, or take their time slaying the dead to earn a few more credits.

Sirens sounded off further up the street. I began making my way toward the bar where Sylvara, Elenya, and Morthessa were waiting. As I hopped over corpses, I glanced at myself. I was in a horrid state. My clothes were covered in dark blood and pieces of gore. I tried my best to wipe the stuff off, but it only made more smears.

I gave up when I was close to the alley. The moment I stepped in, several undead heads turned. Hollow eyes stared at me as their stench filled my nose.

Fire swirled into a flaming aura. “You should have left with the others,” I said, tired and done with this nonsense.

The undead figures made a gurgling screech as they charged. Fire swirled along my soul, brighter and holding deeper power. I lifted my hand as the undead came at me in single file. A flaming lance stabbed out of my hand, penetrating each undead in the chest in barely a blink. Their bodies went limp. I expanded the flaming lance, ripping and burning their bodies until they exploded. Burning gore plastered the walls as I stood there, my hand out. The lance sank back into my hand. I lifted my other hand, and unleashed twin streams of flames along the stone alley. I whipped them around, burning and charring what was left of the dead. When I felt I sufficiently burned away as much as I could, I let go of my control and all flames petered out. Steam rose along the alleyway, most of the gore nothing more than black ash.

I walked up to the bar entrance. I made my way down the few steps and knocked on the door three times.

“It’s Mel!” I shouted.

I heard a thick bar slide back and the door opened. Scared eyes watched me as I made my way in. The Morvael elves looked at me with wide, astonished eyes. Their smiles grew as I could see they were in awe of my presence. I didn’t want them to be. I was just a guy fighting undead. I wasn’t some holy figure, but what Sylvara said, about the Floating City in their culture, it was hard to dispute what they grew up with their entire lives.

I turned to Sylvara, Elenya, and Morthessa. The three elves looked at me with wide eyes. Elenya’s lip quivered. Morthessa looked at me before she looked away. Sylvara looked at me with a deep worry in her oval eyes.

“I’m alright. I just got a little zombie on me,” I said as every muscle in my body started to weaken.

It was difficult to stand, my mana burning dim. Weakness bled into my body. With the battle over, my mana needed to recover. My legs turned to jelly as I moved to the side, my hand clamping onto a booth. The next thing I knew, Sylvara embraced me so hard, she nearly knocked me into the booth. She snuggled to me, even though I was covered in old blood and bits of gore.

“I felt your mana,” she whispered lovingly. “I knew you were okay, but my soul felt true fear if you didn’t come back.”

“I’m here. No need to worry. We’re okay,” I whispered back.

“I know,” she said as I felt a wet tear against my cheek.

I pulled back to look at her. Steamy tears dripped from her eyes, but the pain within them spoke volumes. I lifted a finger to wipe a tear away.

“We’re okay,” I said again with a softer tone.

“Vaelrin and his wives can drink here anytime, without charge!” the bartender shouted with glee.

It broke the tension when almost every elf cheered at us. I managed to stand as we turned to the elves, all of them shouting “Vaelrin!” repeatedly.

“Wives?” Morthessa said with a tilt of her head.

“Wives!” Elenya said with stars in her eyes.

I couldn’t hide my chuckle as the cheers soon died down.

“It’s safe to leave, for now. We should get going,” I said as my muscles felt like dead weights.

The four of us made it for the door. When we stepped into the alley, everyone looked around.

“Ick!” Elenya said as she hovered inches off the ground.

I led the way with Sylvara close to me. When all four of us stepped out onto the street, a dozen more cop cars showed up, including ambulances. Morthessa broke away from our group, stepping further into the street. I watched her as she stared at the short building I just fought through. Yellow tape was being pulled along the front.

“My place!” Morthessa shouted in defeat.

I put my hand behind my head and smiled. “Yeah, that’s where things got real hairy. Something broke the front doors and allowed the dead in,” I explained.

Morthessa stared at it. I looked past her shoulder, seeing the people who lived there being loaded into buses, most likely being moved to another residence.

Elenya walked to Morthessa’s side and put her arm around her shoulder.

“It’s okay. I’ve been homeless before,” the air elf said warmly.

Morthessa turned her head and looked at Elenya with incredulous eyes.

“I know! You were sleeping on my couch!” Morthessa shouted.

Elenya pulled her arm back and held her hands to her chest, palms out.

“Sorry! I keep forgetting that,” she said with a weird smile.

I shook my head. Morthessa looked like she was going to kill Elenya, but something had to be said.

“Hey,” I began.

“You can stay with us,” Sylvara finished.

I turned to her, seeing the warm ember glow in her eyes. I knew this was what she wanted, but to me, it was happening much faster than I thought it would.

“At least until you find a new residence,” the fire elf added. “I have a guest room. You both may need to share a bed, but it will be fine with us.”

Morthessa and Elenya turned to me and Sylvara. There was a hesitation in their eyes. As far as I knew in this crazy place, I had to date them to grow our relationship and my power as a mage. How Sylvara and I met felt like kismet, but I only went on one date with Morthessa and Elenya, and it was disrupted by an undead incursion.

Morthessa looked at Sylvara. Elenya looked away as she floated. They were clearly uncomfortable.

“It’s just until you get back on your feet with a new place,” I added.

“Won’t it be tight with the three of us?” Morthessa asked with concerned eyes.

“My place is rather large. Also, Mel’s apartment is right across from mine. I could inquire with the building manager. There are many empty apartments in our building,” Sylvara said as she slipped her fingers against mine and we held hands.

“I don’t mean to be a downer, but this is moving a little more quickly than I’m comfortable with,” Morthessa confessed.

I let go of Sylvara’s hand and walked up to Morthessa. She looked into my eyes before she looked away. I decided to be honest myself.

“Morthessa, this is going fast for myself too. I would like to take our time, and not rush into anything. I learned a long time ago; there’s no need to rush anything. Sometimes, we just have to take it slow and enjoy each moment as it comes.”

She looked into my eyes again. There was something there, our thin connection, but something else. The more we looked into each other’s eyes, the more I saw real fear in her gaze. She was afraid I would take away this spark between us. I then smiled.

“We can take it as slow as we want,” I said warmly.

Elenya put her arms over my shoulder, her lips close to my ears.

“I would like that very much,” she whispered.

“Elenya!” Morthessa shouted.

Elenya looked at her friend and shrugged. She then put her hand on my hand, ruffling up my hair.

“He’s just so…dapper. I see us feeding each other ice cream as we watch a movie,” she whispered.

Morthessa growled at her friend before looking at me with hard eyes. “Fine. We’ll stay with you, but no funny business.”

“Is there wine?” Elenya asked before I could say anything.

“There is plenty of wine,” Sylvara said from behind us.

“I’ll happily stay a night or two in your place,” Elenya hummed in my ear.

“No funny business,” I said, trying to hold back my laughter as Elenya played with my hair.

Morthessa grabbed Elenya by the arm and pulled her off me. I blinked as they walked just far enough away to talk in hushed tones. I could hear them if I wanted to, but I was very tired.

“Mel,” Officer Ortiz said as he walked up to me with a smile.

I was stunned by his sudden easy-going aura and welcoming smile.

“I saw what you did, as we were fighting the dead. I also saw how you helped get the dead out of that building. I never saw a new mage act so quickly during an incursion. You have the PD’s thanks, and mine,” he said as he held out his hand to me.

I grasped his hand and gave it a firm shake.

Ortiz pulled back his hand and shook it.

“Yeah, mages do give firm handshakes,” he laughed.

I laughed too for a moment before I pointed at the small building in the distance.

“What’s going to happen to the people who lived there?”

“They’re going to be placed in new homes. Control and the Possum PD always knew living right by the water’s edge was a ticking time bomb. Most of the buildings at the water’s edge are empty, except for a few outliers. There’s plenty of space to re-home them, but the building they lived in will be studied for a time. I know Control always goes over every attack with a fine-tooth comb. Could take weeks before anyone can go in to repair the damage,” Ortiz explained.

“Thank you, Officer Ortiz,” I said.

“Hey, stop right there. Call me Benny.”

I nodded.

“Benny, I noticed something strange before the building was attacked,” I began before I told him in detail about the claws and the doors.

Benny listened intently to every word. When I finished, he nodded with grave eyes.

“I’ll hand off the info to City Control. They may come knocking on your door soon for any further questions. In the meantime, do all of you need a ride? Robo-cabs won’t show up at an incursion site.”

I looked at him with relieved eyes. I glanced back to Sylvara who nodded. Morthessa and Elenya were still arguing in whispers.

“Yeah man. That would be great,” I said as my whole body grew weaker.

***

The police car doors opened and we exited the squad car. I had sat in the front, with all three elves in the back. Elenya and Morthessa weren’t talking to each other. Sylvara seemed fine, I think. She then led the pair of elves as I said bye to Benny for us.

The drive up was interesting as Benny and I had some small talk. He told me that since there are so few mages compared to a city this large, it can be impossible for all mages to get to a location. Other mages must move to specific areas and guard them during an incursion. Those places were often vital or heavily populated. Once Control had an idea of the kind of incursion, some mages would be dispatched to the area.

My mind wondered why I wasn’t called in? I didn’t ask, since we were almost home by the time I thought about it. Now outside, Benny shook my hand again.

“Mad respect. You did what you could and that’s all that matters. If you need anything, ask for me. I’ll help you out, Mel,” Benny finished and let go.

I waved him bye as he got back in his car and drove off. When I turned around, Sylvara wrapped her arm around mine. I was hunched over with weak muscles. Plus, I was disgusting and very much in need of a shower.

The walk in was slow and plodding. Once we exited the elevator and made our way down the corridor, I wanted to lay down and sleep for a hundred hours. When we reached our apartments, I turned to Sylvara.

“Show them your place. I’ll be at my place for a bit. I need a shower,” I said in a low tone.

Sylvara eyed me, never saying yes or no. I turned away anyway. If I didn’t get in the shower, I was going to make an unhealthy mess wherever I fell.

I touched my door and it opened. I barely made it on two feet. Once the door closed, I looked at my almost empty place and headed for the bathroom. I walked in peeling clothes off me. I let them fall to the floor as I made my way into the stand-up shower. I pulled the curtain closed and turned on the hot water. I let out a low moan as the hot water hit me. It felt fantastic as I leaned my arm against a tiled wall. Gore and dried blood washed off my skin, but I still felt dirty. I thought my experience would help me with any zombie incursion, but it was obvious I was slightly out of my depth. With a few close calls, I had to temper my enthusiasm. I could have easily been swarmed by the dead and I had a sneaky suspicion I only had one life in this place. Great.

I heard the front door open to my place. It must have been Sylvara because I gave her access. I didn’t move as the hot water washed away the events of the night. I think she was checking on me, making sure I was okay. When the bathroom door opened and then closed, I turned my head to the shower curtain. Sylvara’s shadow appeared, curves and all. When a shadowy hand lifted and took hold of the curtain, she pulled it aside.

My gaze drank in her naked body. Seeing her eased my weakness, the glow of her beauty keeping me standing.

Sylvara didn’t say anything when she stepped in. Water flowed over my gaze as she moved behind me. She took hold of the soap and her hands slid between my arms and sides. She rubbed the soap over my stomach, suds starting to appear. I continued to use my arm to keep me up as she soaped up my chest from behind.

When her soapy hand moved down to my cock, she gave it firm, loving strokes. I let out a soft exhale as she stroked me.

“I know everything you witnessed was difficult to unsee. I know because we all know it, from time to time,” she said softly to my ear as she continued with her slow stroking, making me hard almost instantly.

“Sylvara,” I said, and not her title when we are close.

“Shhhh, my handsome Sero. To help undo the horrors of this place, pleasure is key. Let me take care of you. Let me help you,” she whispered.

Her strokes continued to push away the rest of the world. My focus fell to her hand stroking and massaging my member. I suddenly felt myself getting closer as she kept the steady tempo.

“I love stroking your magnificent cock. I love seeing you come. Let ecstasy ease your drained muscles. Let me help you reach that sacred place,” she whispered, each word stabbing deeper into my soul.

Hot water splashed against our naked bodies as everything fell away. It was only us in the whole universe. Sylvara’s soul further entwined into mine, and mine into hers. Pleasure and bliss pulsed against my whole spirit. She forced my cock to point down. I didn’t even look down, feeling her tempo like a song.

It struck me quick and hard. I let out a hard exhale as thick ropes of come splashed onto the soapy tiled shower floor. Sylvara continued to stroke me, milking me of more of my seed. Pleasure blinded me as my legs were turning to jelly. When she milked me of every drop, I let out another hard exhale, my entire body glowing with blissful heat.

“There we go, my Sero. Let it all out,” she said as she rubbed her body against my back.

I turned around and kissed her. Our tongues slipped into each other’s mouths and played as we stood, bodies touching. When I pulled back, I lifted my hand and touched her chin. I wanted her to look at me as I adored her.

“I am feeling better,” I said as some of my strength returned.

She continued to look up at me with glowing ember eyes. Steam filled the bathroom, the two of us shrouded in misty smoke.

“Thira,” was all I said.

“Sero,” she whispered with a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“Are we making a family?” I asked.

“Yes, we are. And you are our thread. Don’t worry about Elenya and Morthessa. With time, they will understand.”

She then let out a loving exhale as she put her arms on my shoulders.

“Others will come, but the thread will be there, for all of us,” she said with a tilt to her head and a dreaminess to her tone.

I simply looked at her in her enthusiastic cloud. I felt it bleed into me. I started to feel much better. It was like a switch turned on. Energy bled back into my muscles. I felt stronger than ever.

“I showed the others very quickly where they will be staying. I knew I had to tend to you, and now that your strength has returned, we can go to my place, or we could just stay here?” she grinned.

“They need time to adjust. It might be beneficial if we gave them their space,” I smiled.

Sylvara nodded as she leaned in for a kiss. My lips met hers and we stayed in the shower, arms and lips locked in blissful wonder.

Life is going to get very complicated very soon. Good thing I liked a little trouble with the elves I’m dating.


Fifteen

Something big moved through the darkness. I stood my ground, but sweat dripped down from my temple. Fear gripped me, but I didn’t let it take control. I lifted my hand and a burst of flames pushed back the darkness to reveal mishappened monsters with large claws. When they surged at me, I woke up.

I was nose to nose with Sylvara. Her body touched mine, her arm and leg over me. She was breathing lightly, still asleep. I moved my hand, and found it clutching her breast. Memories filled my waking thoughts, the two of us caught in several compromising positions before we both passed out. It would appear we slept like the dead while I was still holding onto her large breast.

My thoughts drifted to Elenya and Morthessa. In my life, I’ve always been monogamous. Julie was my longest relationship, and it was far from dull. We had a very active love life, with our own varied adventures. But since it ended, I explored many different things on the web-net, but dating was not any of them. The longer I was here, the more real it felt. Elenya and Morthessa felt real. Sylvara felt very real. I wish I could say I didn’t know what was going to happen next, but then I would be a liar.

Sylvara’s eyes opened slowly. She looked at me with a loving gaze before she slowly writhed against me.

“You were very eager last night,” she said with a sultry whisper. “I liked it,” she purred.

When I turned a little more on my side, she pressed her body to mine, and wrapped her leg around mine so I couldn’t get away, not that I wanted to.

“I wasn’t the only eager one,” I smiled.

She let out a soft giggle as she writhed against me. My manhood was throbbing and hard between us. She was like a snake trying to entice me closer, so she would devour me.

“Who wouldn’t be with such a young, strapping lover? I like what I see, and I love how you feel,” she whispered as she pushed me onto my back.

I looked up as she brought her knee over my hip. She gently took hold of my manhood and pressed the tip to her tight opening. With a loving exhale, she slowly impaled herself on me until she reached the hilt. Sylvara then sat up and looked at me with dreamy eyes.

“I can hardly control myself around you,” she whispered as she moved her hips a little, adjusting to my size.

“I can say the same,” I said as I touched her breast and ran my thumb along her erect nipple.

I watched as she moaned. She leaned forward, her breasts now in my face. She then began to rock, enjoying our connection. I was enjoying it too, plus the view. I wanted nothing more than to do this all day, but we did have other things to attend to.

“You’re thinking about them,” Sylvara said with her head over mine, her wavy hair spilling down like a red waterfall.

“I’m thinking about you…and them,” I admitted.

She kept the rhythm as her moans grew.

“Just be yourself…and they will want to know you too,” she moaned.

“Dating advice?” I smiled.

Sylvara let out a small laugh before moans dripped from her lips again.

“My Sero, I know you can handle yourself, but I also know, you’ve never had a relationship like we are going to have. I am your guide,” she said as she tried to hold back her moans. “The others in my place know exactly what we are going to have,” she said before her whole body tensed.

“I’m getting close,” she said just before her eyes rolled back and her whole body shuddered hard.

The beautiful elf collapsed on me, her body quivering. I held her close as she shuddered and squeezed me. It lasted for a long moment before all the tension bled from her muscles. She was dead-weight on me and I didn’t mind at all.

“You…feel…so good,” she murmured.

For a small moment in time, we were just there, our bodies connected as our souls lingered close. A moment later, my hips began to move as her honey dripped down my shaft and balls. I continued to hold her to me, my hips making short thrusts. Sylvara seemed to wake up because she lifted her head and looked at me with wicked eyes.

“My horny Sero. That’s it. Keep fucking my cunt,” she said with a warm smile and weak eyes.

I was already close, but I loved when she came first. Her hips helped my hips, and soon, I let out a hard grunt. God, it felt good, pushing everything I had into her as she helped milked me dry. When the bliss ebbed, it was my turn to collapse as I was breathing hard.

“My Sero,” Sylvara said as she ran her fingers through my hair, her gaze meeting mine in mutual affection.

Twenty-five minutes later, after long kisses and false starts to us getting up, we finally got up and out of bed. We took a not so quick shower. After that, we were dressed and walking toward the door. We left my place, crossed the hall, and walked into her place. The smell of pancakes filled my nose the moment I stepped in.

Music was playing from the kitchen. We walked to it and looked in with happy smiles.

Elenya was sliding around the kitchen with her eyes closed like a master ice-skater. She was wearing what she had last night, except for her shoes. Her bare feet never touched the ground as she slid to the stove with a spatula in hand. She flipped a pancake over in the pan before sliding over to the table, grabbing a plate off the counter. She set it down as music played from her phone. She was into it until she opened her eyes and yelped. She slid back a little before putting her hand over her chest.

“You startled me,” she said with amused eyes.

“Let me help you,” Sylvara said as she made her way deeper into the kitchen.

I smiled as I drank in the scene, Sylvara rushing to Elenya’s side as the smell of pancakes filled the whole kitchen. But when I turned to the kitchen table, I only saw three place-settings.

“Morthessa?” I spoke.

Elenya looked at me with annoyed eyes.

“She left before sunrise. Something about getting some of her stuff back,” Elenya muttered.

Alarm bells went off in my head. What if she tried to get back into the building with the police there? What if there were still some undead not accounted for? What if she got hurt?

Sylvara and Elenya must have seen my expression as they didn’t say anything as I turned and headed for the door. I stepped out into the corridor and made for the elevator. I wasn’t thinking, only moving.

After an elevator ride, I stepped out to the front of the building and hailed down a robo-cab.

The ride down to the South Side wasn’t too long. The cab wouldn’t go into the zone where the dead attacked, so it dropped me off as close as it could before I got out and walked. I knew the train wouldn’t go there either, so I made my way south.

During my walk, Sylvara’s words stewed in my head. She was right, I wasn’t use to a relationship like this. It didn’t mean I wouldn’t try. Also, don’t get me wrong, Elenya and Morthessa are beautiful. All three of them were gorgeous, but dating elves while I had elves at my side was a little weird. I suppose, since I’m stuck here, better make the most of it.

For the hell of it, I called up my web-net timer. It will show me how long I’ve been here. The longer I’m here, the closer I am to the lock out at two hours. The digital timer appeared before my gaze

0:02:52

I slowed my pace as I was stunned. It’s only been twenty seconds since I logged onto the Web-Net? This is impossible. The standard time dilation within the web-net was only days to minutes, not seconds. It’s been a week since I’ve arrived and only twenty seconds have passed in the real world? At this point, I will be here for years before I ever reach the two-hour mark and be forced to log out.

I tried to push away the existential crisis from my mind and focus on the now. A dev, or many devs controlling this game have some strange agenda. They pulled me, and what seemed like many others into it. I don’t know who is a player character or an NPC, but I couldn’t lose my shit right now. There must be a reason and I’m here to figure it out.

I woke up from my inner thoughts to the street before me. I saw a few squad cars marking off the area, but there was no tape in the way. There were other people living in the other buildings so I assumed the PCPD was here to keep an eye on a few things. I walked past them without incident and made my way further south. When I looked ahead, the whole area was different in the daylight.

Sunlight and long shadows painted the area. The gothic-style structures and artwork were plain in the morning light. The street was busier than usual. Small groups of humans and morvael elves were standing around, discussing the night's events. Others were rushing around with their morning errands. A few elves glanced at me and smiled. I smiled back. I think they knew what, or who I was. I made my way further south, seeing the building I fought zombies through in the medium distance. Squad cars surrounded it. Yellow tape surrounded the structure. People dressed in black moving about. A black van was parked very close to the building. There was no way Morthessa could…

A hand grabbed me by my arm and pulled very hard. I stumbled into the very same alley to the bar I was just at last night. I turned my head and saw a very serious Morthessa as she looked at me with hard eyes.

“They won’t let me in to gather my things,” she said with an angry, hurt voice.

I looked at her, seeing and feeling a sorrow painted across her soul. She was distraught. She looked away, trying to fight back the tears.

“I don’t know what to do. Those assholes told me it's too dangerous. They can’t tell me when it will be safe to go in. They told me the dead broke into my place. I need to get in there,” she said with a hard tone.

I turned my gaze to the roped off building.

“Come with me,” I said as I took her hand in mine.

I barely caught a surprised look from her as I looked away. We walked toward the closest cemetery and slowed to a stroll. Morthessa was beside me as we walked. I looked past her, checking out the area and forming a plan. I am a mage. I could probably just walk up to the front and say something, but if Control was there, they may tell us we can’t go in or touch anything. I don’t think that would fly with Morthessa, so we had to do it a different way.

Morthessa was silent as we walked down another path and exited the cemetery. We made our way down a west-side street to her building. When we walked closer, I could see the yellow tape, but no one was guarding the building there. We were opposite the entrance, on the other side of her residence.

I stepped onto the grass behind her building, a few trees shading us. I then turned to Morthessa. She looked at me with warm eyes. I could tell she was ready to do anything to get in there. Our connection glowed as our hearts beat as one.

“I think I can get us onto the roof. We can make our way down to your place. I just need you to hold onto me,” I said.

Morthessa nodded, not saying a word.

I turned around and bent my knees. She wrapped her arms around my neck as she pressed her body to my back. When she had a firm hold, I called upon the Air element.

I barely used my new element in the battle last night. I didn’t have any practice with it, so this might be a little challenging. I focused as I felt the breeze wash over me. A 2nd degree should be enough for me to do what I was planning to do. The breeze coiled along my body. I kept my focus as Morthessa’s grip tightened around my neck. With a powerful push, I leapt into the air ten feet. Air swirled under my feet, pushing us higher. I saw the roof edge as the wind aided our ascent. When we cleared the roof edge, the wind gave out and I landed on the roof, boots first.

I stood up as Morthessa slid an inch or two to the floor. She stepped around me with purpose, walking toward the roof door. I quickly moved to her side and then in front of her.

“We don’t know how many officers or Control agents are in the building,” I said with a low tone.

“My place is on the second floor, next to the stairs. If we run into anyone, distract them,” Morthessa said with serious eyes.

“Just distract them? This isn’t a cop-buddy movie,” I chuckled.

Her eyes weakened. “Mel, I know this building like the back of my hand. I can sneak in and out. Follow my footsteps and no one will know we were even here,” she whispered.

I parted my lips, but quickly closed them. She did know the layout better than I did. I only fought the dead; I didn’t live here.

I nodded.

Her eyes gleamed with primal affection. “Follow my every step. There are a few steps that creak. I know which ones they are,” she said before she stepped around me and made for the door. I quickly followed, my heart racing. I knew no one would really punish a mage too much, but the thrill of sneaking around always made my pulse quicken.

Morthessa opened the door and I followed. The stench was the first thing to punch me in the nose. The place reeked of low-tide rot. The walls and stairs were covered in muck and burn spots. I guess I didn’t have total control during the fight, but at least I didn’t burn the place down.

I watched Morthessa like a hawk. She moved like a master ninja. Each foot touched a step like a gentle feather. We made it to just above the second floor when we stopped mid-step. We could hear people talking. Their voices were calm, but the subject matter was a little hair-raising.

“This is part of the job I hate, bagging the dead for the incinerators. They should just condemn the building and have it dozed. The nano-mechs can build a new one in two weeks,” one voice complained.

“I’d rather be doing this than guard or sonar duty. People keep getting the shakes because of all the giant fauna that swim under or around the city. We don’t even know if the giant creatures are dead or not. Susan almost hit the alert button three times last week,” another voice said calmly.

“This whole water world gives me the shakes. At least when the satellite is up, the egg heads will have a better idea of where we are and maybe find some land.”

“I rather they find us a way home. If the incursions keep coming, or another giant kaiju destroys more than thirty percent of the city, we’re not going to last another ten years.”

I listened closely as the two men sounded like they were picking up heavy bags.

“I hope those new robots are ready soon. If we can mass produce them, we won’t be here picking up this stinking mess.”

“Androids. With them and the mages, hopefully then we can finally sleep at night.”

The two men hoisted more bags and started to walk away. Their wet footsteps went down the stairs until they faded away. That was much too much to process now. Focus on the task at hand.

Morthessa stepped quickly onto her floor with me behind her. We reached her door. It was partially open and we slipped inside.

I hesitated as I stepped into her home. Silky red curtains adorned the windows. Plush chairs and couches filled her living space. An ornamental glass coffee table took up the middle. It had black skulls for legs and a beautiful skull with flowers around it painted on the very glass. Art hung on the walls in various styles, but all of them were a version of boggy landscapes, creepy lighthouses, and misty forests. The air smelled like cloves, cinnamon, and decay. I lowered my gaze and looked at the rug. A dark stain was outlined on the floor, I assume from where the dead person came in collapsed.

As I marveled at her home, she had long vanished into her bedroom. I waited, drinking in the sights and smells of this place. There was so much history in the air. I felt at ease, like I could simply sit down and have a cup of tea.

Morthessa stepped out of her bedroom, something clutched in her hand. She stepped to me; her eyes filled with relief.

“Since you helped me get back into my place, I figured I should show you why I needed to come back,” she said as she lifted her hand and opened it.

Beauty struck me as I looked at the necklace in her hand. The pendant was almost tombstone shaped. Within it was a black rose made up of black, green, and white gems. The stem had a curving line of green gems. The petals were black with a white outline of tiny white gems. The rose itself bloomed with black gems, and some edges of white gems. It was beautiful craftmanship, like it was made with deep inspiration and emotion.

“My mother made it for me. I loved her so much. We got along like sisters at times. We shared everything. She loved to work with metal and gems. She spent a lot of time gathering the gems needed for this pendant. She finished it with a few drops of her blood in the metal.”

Morthessa stared at the pendant, her eyes filled with emotion.

“It’s the only thing I have left from her, since I arrived at this place. Other elves have told me of our purpose here, but I never felt it. I thought it was a lie to help us feel better. I think I’m beginning to understand.”

She looked up at me with wet eyes.

“Thank you, Mel, for getting me here,” she smiled.

I smiled, her emotion infecting me. “Is there anything else you want to bring?”

Morthessa shook her head. “It’s just stuff. I can always rebuild my place again, but this is priceless to me,” she said as she closed her hand over the pendant and held it to her chest, over her heart.

“Does Elenya have anything here?” I asked, just to be sure since we were already here.

Morthessa let out a small laugh. “No. Elenya doesn’t have anything. She’s a free spirit. She doesn’t have a home, except with me. She always slept on my couch.”

I nodded as she wiped away a tear from her eye.

“Shall we go?” I asked.

“Yes,” she smiled.

As quickly as we came in, we quickly snuck out. We climbed the stairs, avoiding the creaky ones. When we reached the roof door, I thought we would be home free. Instead, the moment the door opened, I saw Lydia standing on the roof, staring into my eyes as a smirk stabbed into her cheek.

“I was patrolling, making sure there were no undead stragglers about, when I spied a pair breaking into a building under investigation,” Lydia said with a firmness to her tone.

Before I could say anything, Morthessa stood in front of me.

“I talked Mel into it. I needed to get back into my apartment,” the elf with dark eye-liner around her eyes said with a firmness.

Lydia’s smirk turned into a small smile. She walked up to Morthessa, took her hands into hers and looked the elf in the eyes.

“There is nothing to worry about, dear Morthessa. Even if agents or officers caught you, there would be no repercussions for something so minor. The only reason they taped off the building was to make sure no one else got hurt,” Lydia said with a kind voice before she shifted her gaze, looking past Morthessa’s shoulder and at me, “Besides, I knew you were protected by one of our own.”

I stood a little taller and gave Lydia a nod. She was being reasonable during this very dark timeline. I couldn’t help but respect her a little more.

“Now, let’s get off this roof, safely,” she said with a wink to me.

Morthessa and I followed Lydia as she moved to the edge of the roof we came up before. An arcane word flowed from her lips. A gust of wind picked all three of us up into the air. It felt so strange. The wind held us upright, gently lifting us over the edge. We floated down until we touched the street. It suddenly made me wonder, when I gained degrees in the Air element, I should be able to do the same, and more.

Lydia turned to us with a bright gaze. “Morthessa, if I may, can I speak with Mel for a moment?”

Morthessa looked at me and I gave her a small nod, letting her know I’ll be okay. She then nodded at Lydia before she stepped back and walked away. When she was out of earshot, Lydia stepped closer, her smile fading away.

“Mel, I know you’re still learning the ropes, but be careful with breaking into secure areas. City Control can get a little twitchy about mages who don’t follow the rules.”

“They don’t want any mages who go rogue?”

Lydia nodded. “We are all working together, but we don’t work for City Control. We have a relationship with the elves they don’t truly understand. They’re worried about the entire city.”

“I’ve…heard some things,” keeping it mysterious.

Lydia eyed me. “You’ve been here over a week and you’ve already heard things? Either Control is slacking, or you're very ambitious?”

“Maybe both, but I want you to know, I’m here to help defend the city, and its people.”

Lydia smiled. “It’s good to hear. Some mages are very secretive. Others enjoy their power too much. But there are only a few who want to help defend everyone against anything.

“I do think there are some things you should know. My brother and I are trying to create a coalition and academy of sorts, to better help new and older mages here in Possum City. Unfortunately, most mages rather work alone, or in small groups. We may be mages in name, but not a unified front. There is so much more we can learn and build upon if we worked together. You’re not the only one who we've spoken with. Out of the fifty mages here in the city, there are about ten who agree with us and are willing to put in the work, and that includes my brother and I.”

I nodded. “Despite this power and skill, it’s more of a competition than an alliance.”

“You understand,” she said with a nod. “We don’t expect you to welcome our idea simply because you’re new to the city. We only want you to think about it.”

I nodded again. “I will think it over. In the meantime, is there anything else I can do to help, please let me know.”

“I will,” she smiled before she leaned a little closer. “This is not common knowledge, but I’ve heard many whispers from Control about last night’s attack. Too many within Control think this was a test. The dead are not acting like random encounters many thought before. There may be a strategy to their attacks.

“Thanks to your tip, and what they gathered from their inspection of the building doors, the dead have a new weapon. It will take weeks to reinforce every possible door entrance to the city, and we don’t know the full strength of the thing that pulled apart the metal door.

“Control and the PCPD are on full alert. If there is an alert, it cannot be ignored.”

“Understood,” I said before a question stabbed into my mind. “Are their mages that do nothing when there is an incursion?”

Lydia looked away with tired eyes. “There are a few, which is frustrating. There is more than what’s on the surface. Keep your eyes open.”

I watched as she walked backwards a few steps.

“And don’t break into any more places for the foreseeable future,” she winked before she flew up into the sky with a gust of wind.

I stood there and watched her fly away. There was so much going on under the surface, it was almost too much to weed through. I may be the new guy in the scene, but I was in no position to make any changes or waves with how things were run here. I must focus on training and better understanding my elemental spells.

I turned around and saw Morthessa on her cellphone. She tapped on it a few times before she put it in her pocket. She then turned to me with dark eyes. I walked up to her just as a robo-cab drove up to us.

“The alert has been downgraded further. Robo-cabs can come down here again. So, get in,” she said.

The car door opened. She walked past me and sat down. I closed her door and made my way to the other side. I sat down and closed the door. She didn’t look at me as the car drove off.

I turned my gaze to the window, enjoying the view of the city as we drove in the direction of Sylvara’s building.

***

The elevator opened. Morthessa and I stepped out onto the floor. We walked down the corridor side by side.

“Thank you, Mel,” she said softly.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

There was an odd vibe between us, like something else needed to be said.

When we reached Sylvara’s door, Morthessa stood between me and the door. She looked at me with warm eyes.

“I get it,” she said cryptically.

There were so many things to “get.” What did she mean specifically?

I stood silent.

She stepped closer, taking one of my hands into hers. She gave it a squeeze as she looked at me with a gaze I could only describe as dangerous.

“You like older elven women?” she asked.

“I do,” I said truthfully.

“Good,” she said plainly before she turned around and knocked on the door.

It didn’t take long before the door opened to Sylvara’s small smile.

“Erian vaeril,” Morthessa said to Sylvara.

Sylvara nodded.

“Erian vaeril,” Sylvara repeated softly as she stepped aside.

All I knew at that moment was I had to learn elvish. As much as I liked hearing it, I wanted to understand it more. I wanted to know so much more about their cultures and heritages.

As we walked in, Elenya snapped up from the couch, holding a half-eaten pancake in her hands and chewing. She floated over the couch and hovered an inch off the ground. She floated toward us as she took another bite out of her pancake.

“It’s time to go. Furniture has already been ordered and should be at our place in a few minutes,” Morthessa stated.

“Cool. Where are we going to live?” Elenya said before she took another bite out of her larger than normal pancake.

Morthessa turned to me, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “There was an available unit in this building, on the second floor. Right below this one.

“I like the neighborhood,” she said as her fingers touched the zipper and inseam of my jacket. “I also like the people here.”

Elenya smiled from pointed ear to pointed ear.

Heat crawled up my neck and into my face.

“Once we’re settled in, you should be seeing us a little more often,” she said as her hand slipped away from me.

“See you around,” Morthessa addressed me and Sylvara.

With the door open, she walked out.

Elenya floated over until she was beside me. She leaned in a little closer to me.

“And you will be seeing more of me,” she whispered before she floated out, following her best friend.

I looked at Sylvara with a questioning gaze.

“What does ‘Erian vaeril’ mean?” I asked.

Sylvara stepped closer, slipping her hand into mine as she looked at me with a warm, knowing smile.

“It means he's ours,” she said with a flirty tone.

“Oh,” I said, the heat still there under my skin.

I think a lot of things are going to change very soon, and I was looking forward to it. 


Sixteen

Two weeks flew by. I spent a lot of time training and improving my place, well, when I wasn’t over at Sylvara’s place. She did help me with decorating after she soon discovered my man cave was becoming a cave. Don’t get me wrong, I usually kept my place neat and orderly, especially when company came over.

I also found out by scouring the Possum City’s internet that if I paid for it, nano-drones could build out my apartment in hours. There was something about scheduling and prices, but I was just happy at knowing I could build out my place after I saved for a while. It was also during this time I found out the building we were living in didn't have many residents to begin with. It was how Morthessa managed to get a unit right below us so easily.

Speaking of Morthessa, at this moment, I have no idea what is happening with our relationship. I’ve seen her a few times. I even spent an afternoon helping her move all her new furniture into place. She mentioned that she is a credit hoarder. Doesn’t like to spend unless she absolutely needs to. She wasn’t rich, but she was definitely well off. She was compensated by the city since they had to demolish her previous residence. She didn’t seem too moved. Her new place looked like her old place, just newer and needing some adjustments.

Once I finished moving some furniture, we sat and talked a little. Her gaze never wavered as she listened to me and my history. But once we were finished, she saw me to the door and patted my butt. I turned around to the door closing in my face. I didn’t know if she was playing hard to get, or just taking her time. So, I decided to just go with it and take our time. There was a vibe between us, a growing connection, but we didn’t act on it. I did feel some tension between us, and I had to admit, when I was lounging about, I did think about her.

Elenya on the other hand hovered close by most of the time. When I practiced on the roof, she was there, floating on her stomach as she watched me trying to increase my strength, speed, and elemental power. Which is a whole other story, but for now, Elenya drank glasses of wine a day, which seemed to soothe her anxiety. She would follow me around with slightly adoring eyes. I did try to hold her hand once, and she slipped away and said she had errands to run, and then disappeared. There is a connection there, but when I make a move, she vanishes into thin air.

And then there is Sylvara. We smile a lot. We do chores together. We go shopping together. We often sleep at her place, or should I say, we barely sleep at her place. There is a glow between us that simply makes us happy. Yeah, I know, I want to barf too, but I can’t. I always knew, when you found the right person, the dark parts of your life fade away. I hate to compare it to my previous long-term relationship, but what I have with Sylvara is blurring away the past, my past. We listen to each other. We understand the ups and downs of life. We’ve been telling each other stories of our lives for the last two weeks and it’s been mind-boggling amazing.

I think I summed up my relationships in the last two weeks, so let’s get to the meat of what’s happening to me. I haven’t learned any new spells. It’s weird because when I check my spellbook app, and only see one fire spell, it makes me want to fill the whole damn thing with spells. I did think that since Sylvara and I were doing great, our connection would fuel my Fire element by a few degrees, which isn’t the case. I have shown Elenya dazzling displays of fire weapons and controlling the Fire element before her very eyes. But, no new spells. I do have a better sense of the element, so in some way, I’m improving. As for Air and Decay, those have been different stories. The Decay element is dead to me. I’m not sure how to use it, and it’s frustrating. The Air element has been a little better. I’m still at second degree of my Air element, but I’ve managed to learn how to use the wind as a booster to my movements. I can also feather fall, but it’s not a spell. It’s just something I can do.

Which means, there is something I’m missing that I haven’t stumbled upon yet.

“Are you alright?” Sylvara asked.

I woke up, sitting at her kitchen table and wearing my robe. A cup of steamy coffee was before me. I blinked, trying to knock away the cobwebs.

“Yeah. I’m okay. Why do you ask?”

She gave me her beautiful smile. “You looked away like you had an internal monologue behind your eyes, just like the beginning credits of the Star Wars movies you spoke of before.”

I couldn’t hide my chuckle. “I’ve had a few things on my mind, not Star Wars related.”

“Wish to talk about it?” she asked.

I eyed her with glowing contentment. I was never a believer in instant love or love at first sight. I always thought it was something the card companies pushed to sell more cards. But I learned the hard way when I met my ex. Everything just connected. You could be yourself. Even if one of us tried to lie, we would both see through it. Not that either of us needed to lie. It was about trust and connection.

“I feel like I’m starting to…belong here,” I said, not sure why I said it.

Sylvara’s eyes glowed like hot coals. “It feels very good to hear it. I know this place is strange, for both of us and everyone who lives in the city, but no matter how strange it becomes, we can still find ways to be happy, and belong.”

“Yeah,” I said, my mind drifting on soft clouds.

A knock at the door broke the spell. We both got up and walked into the living room. When Sylvara reached the door, a voice came through it.

“It’s Lydia Hale.”

Sylvara opened the door. Lydia smiled as she looked at us.

“Good morning! Sorry to intrude, but I need to borrow him for about six hours,” Lydia said, pointing at me.

Sylvara simply nodded and stepped aside. I wondered why she didn’t call first?

Lydia stepped in with her hands clasped before her.

“Get dressed. There are some people I wish to introduce you to,” Lydia said, keeping her small smile.

***

It was a little weird, flying over the streets and buildings of Possum City. Lydia flew beside me. She used her Air element to fly us both. It felt like I was on an invisible swirling blanket, keeping me high in the sky.

“I talked with a few mages who are interested in a coalition of sorts. When I told them about you, they already knew who you were. It’s why they wanted to meet and I would be the one to bring you to them,” Lydia said, her voice plain as day despite the gusts of wind.

She was very skilled. Her proof was flying us both to a location.

“How did they already know me?” I asked, my voice normal over the winds. So weird.

“After the incursion on the South Side, you met Caleb and Selene. They spoke highly of you, being a newer mage and fighting like a veteran. The few people you are going to meet have been wanting to meet you, after hearing your exploits.”

I glanced down and a shiver ran up and down my spine. I don’t think I was ever scared of heights, but not having any control of my current predicament weakened my former courage with the thought of flying.

“There,” Lydia said and pointed.

I looked to where she was pointing. It was hard to believe what I was seeing, nestled between streets and buildings was a plain, concrete square, a block wide in all directions. A fence stood around it, but other than that, it was a plain cement field. The closer we flew, the more I made out three figures standing in the middle of it.

It didn’t take long to fly down to the people waiting. My legs kicked out and I landed with only a slight stumble. Great first impression. When I stood up to my full height, I took in the trio standing before me and Lydia.

The first guy had tanned skin, short brown hair, and ember-like eyes. He wore a sleeveless shirt and leather pants. His eyes were serious, but he had a small smile. He looked fit, with a swimmer’s build.

A woman stood with a lean build. Her eyes were a sky blue. Her smile was easy going. She looked to be in her late twenties, fit, and wearing a dark blue body suit.

The third person had a sophisticated look with glasses on his nose. He looked calm as he eyed me. Maybe he was trying to measure me up. He had steel-gray eyes and short, jet-black hair. He was wearing a long, black coat with a silver trim.

Lydia started introductions, “Mel, please meet Gavin Cross. He specializes with the Fire and Body Element.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Gavin said as he held out his hand.

“You too,” I said as I took his hand and shook it.

I had to say it; his hand was like an iron vice. I knew we were stronger than normal humans but I think he was stronger than anyone else here. We let go and I didn’t shake my hand, even though I really wanted to.

“Please meet Kara Wynn. She specializes with the Air and Light elements,” Lydia said.

Kara held out her hand and I shook it. Her gaze pierced my soul and I quickly let go.

“Pleased to meet you, Mel. I just have to ask, how did you fight for so long against the dead?”

“I had very important people locked away in the area. I knew I had to not only protect them, but everyone else as well.”

“You didn’t do it for attention?” the man with glasses said with a stern gaze.

My smile waned. “I’m not here for attention or glory. I just knew I had to keep fighting, or people were going to get hurt.”

The man eyed me through his glasses. “People were hurt. Two families were killed in the incursion.”

A flame boiled under my skin.

“I didn’t see you there fighting to protect them,” I shot back.

The man’s stern look faded into kind understanding.

“I was trying to ascertain if you were a mage of character, or one of ill repute. You see, there are some mages that do as little as possible, barely helping others and the city. They enjoy themselves a little too much in their power and glory, and not to what the city needs, guardians.

“I see you are a man who is eager to help all, and clearly, you’re not a doormat. Please forgive me, Mel,” the man said before he bowed deeply to me.

I simply looked at him, not sure what to think. I thought the mages of this city worked together to stop threats, but it seems not everyone is pulling their weight. I can understand why Lydia and Marcus wanted to create a true coalition of sorts.

“My name is Samuel Voss,” he said as he stood up and looked me in the eyes. “I specialize in the Dark and Decay elements. Yes, we are the only two in the city dating morvael elves. I tend to not socialize at the Tower, or with other mages, until now.”

My brow went up. All the mages here had similar elements to mine, which meant they could teach me ways to improve my own.

“Now that we’ve all met, we can come to an understanding. Mel may be new, but he can handle himself just like everyone here. The four of you can come here and train as much as you want, but for now, only tell others it’s for training if they ask. It will take time to ease other mages into what we want to accomplish. If we can cooperate here, we can achieve a true coalition,” Lydia explained.

Heads nodded.

“I always preferred ‘guild’ myself,” Samuel said with his nose lifted a little higher.

“Isn’t that just semantics?” Gavin said.

“Words, just like spells, carry power. A guild of mages functions for what we want to achieve. There are other words like conclave, order, coven, and so on, but the name guild carries a weight to it without scaring everyone else,” Samuel explained.

“This is still just beginning. I’ll talk to Marcus about it. Don’t worry Samuel, you’ll get full credit,” Lydia said.

Samuel nodded in agreement.

“Okay, let’s get to the heart of why we’re here on a training ground,” Lydia began.

“Is this the part where we use our elemental spells and power against each other to train and test each other’s skills?” I asked with a smile.

Everyone looked at me with a questioning gaze.

“No, that’s dangerous,” Kara said.

“If we used our spells and elements on each other, someone could get hurt. We’re here to help guide you through spellcraft and see how well you can use them,” Gavin said.

“It’s not like the movies,” Samuel said with a haughty tone. “It’s more like Dungeons & Dragons. You use what you know and refine it until it becomes a part of you.”

I let out a weak laugh. It seems like these three were the serious types.

“Let’s begin,” Lydia said as she lifted her hand. A small tornado appeared above her palm, swirling around.

“We can start at the basics of spellcraft. If you have a third degree or higher of an element, spells will come to you. They are personal to you, and cannot often be copied. There might be similar spells, but they are still unique to the mage.

“It may also take days to a few weeks to learn a spell, so we all must be patient with the process.

“Now, let me introduce you to my Spiked Whirlwind,” she finished before the small tornado leapt from her hand.

I watched as it flowed over us and instantly got bigger. It landed about forty feet from us. The winds of the twenty-foot tornado whipped at us. I watched as cloudy spikes stabbed out of the whirling tornado. They pointed down and shot out like spears. Each point stabbed an inch into the cement floor, the tornado still swirling.

“This spell came to me through meditation. I played with the air element in my mind and it was easier for the spell to appear. Don’t rely on luck and circumstance. Spells are crucial to your growth,” Lydia said before the tornado swirled away to nothing.

“Let’s sit,” Samuel said.

The five of us sat down, forming a rough circle. I think I was getting what they were saying. My one and only spell came to me during the fight on the South Side. Even during my trainings, I was hitting a wall. I needed to learn a new way of getting stronger or any new incursions could be my last one.

“Your Fire element is your strongest, right?” Gavin asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“The way I discovered my spells were with emotions. Pour an emotion into a flame within your mind. It must be a real one, something that speaks to you. The spell will come to you, countering anything that is provoking you with that emotion.

“For example, if you hate crowds, I mean really hate crowds, and pour that emotion into the flame, it will produce a spell to either protect you from the hatred or fear of crowds. But you must be careful. If the emotion is too strong and overpowering, you may come up with a destructive spell. Those can be hard to control. The higher your Defend Skill, the better at controlling those kinds of spells, if you get my meaning?” Gavin explained.

I nodded. “I’m getting it.”

“Good. Now, before you try it, understand that this concrete slab is for us to train and develop spells. Many spells have a hard limit of ten feet per degree. If you develop a fire storm spell, and you’re at sixth degree of the Fire element, your storm may stop at sixty feet. This limit doesn’t affect projectiles because they are focused attacks with three times the limit of your element degree. It can vary with each mage.”

I was fully focused on Gavin, every word sinking into a core memory. I was really starting to get it and understand how it all works. This was going to be very interesting.

“Try to meditate on an emotion. Pour it into the flames,” Gavin instructed.

I closed my eyes so I could focus without everyone staring at me. I searched for an emotion, something to pour into the flames. I realized something small, my distaste for zombies. The thought of being overwhelmed by the dead curled along my mind. I imagined a flame. I let it glow brighter and hotter within my mind. I poured my fear of being overwhelmed by an undead mob. The flames drank in my fear, causing the flames to grow. Before I knew it, the flames raged into an inferno and my Fire element responded as heat glowed along every nerve of my body. My skin grew hotter. I felt feverish and an incantation began to form within the flames as I stood up.

“Everyone, stand back,” Gavin said nearby me.

The mystical words were blurry, but they grew sharper the more I looked at the flames in my mind. The heat along my body was overpowering. Suddenly, when the incantation appeared across the flames, I opened my eyes wide.

I shouted, “Pyra Exuro!”

My arms shot forward as fire swirled around my hands. An instant later, a white-hot column of fire blasted out from my hands. The blast was as tall as me and much wider. I felt my mana pour into the spell. The white-hot blast nearly blinded me as flames blasted out with a thunderous vibration.

My mana weakened and I cut off power to the spell. My arms trembled as they fell to my sides. I stared at the black scorch mark about forty-feet long.

“Holy mana, you’re a fast learner,” Gavin said as he eyed me with a smile.

“It takes days to weeks to learn a spell and you created one in just a few minutes?” Kara said.

I put my hand behind my head and smiled. I scratched at the back of head, not understanding how I did it, but it felt right the whole time.

“I wish I could explain it. I didn’t even know how I created a spell so quickly,” I said.

Everyone looked at each other. They then looked at Lydia. She stared at me like she was trying to understand me. I couldn’t explain why I developed a spell so quickly. As far as I knew, I was just another mage.

“Let’s test it again,” Lydia said before she stepped past me. “Mel, please follow me.”

I turned and followed her. We walked away from the group. When we stopped, we were about sixty feet from the group. Lydia turned to me with a gleam in her eye.

“Mel, what’s your Air degree?” she asked.

“Second degree,” I answered.

“Okay, I’m going to teach you what it means to use the Air element, but I will have to ask you to trust me,” she said with serious eyes.

Concern touched my brow.

“It’s nothing insidious, but if we are going to build something together, we must start somewhere. I need to test your mana for a moment.”

She was right. We just started talking about bringing mages together. I don’t know why, but I was optimistic about this venture. I wanted to be one of the roots to make everything stronger, including myself.

Lydia lifted her hand, palm up. “To use the Air element, you must let go of everything. Let go of emotions, memories, and all the ties that bind, if only for a moment. With that feeling, channel it into the Air element and make a small tornado for me,” she instructed.

I nodded and lifted my hand, mirroring hers. I closed my eyes and felt the center of me in control. It was strange how clear it was, feeling and seeing my inner self. I was always kind of down to earth at times, and using the Air element was difficult the few times I used it. I trained with all the elements I could use, but everything I did within the Air and Decay elements were rudimentary. With Lydia’s help, I started to understand my mistakes.

Seeing and feeling my inner self as a central ball seemed easy enough to detach from. I let go of my inner self and my soul soared. It was like I cut the very strings holding me down. The wind washed over my soul and I slowly opened my eyes.

The air before me began to swirl. The thought of a small tornado filled my mind. It was the only thing there, and my commands with it. The swirling before me grew until a small tornado appeared a few feet from where I stood. I would call it more of a dust devil, but it was there, swirling fast enough to create smokey curves.

I could feel Lydia’s eyes on me.

“Now, hold on to it. Don’t let it float away. Mentally speak to it like a long-loved pet,” she said.

I looked at my little dust devil and smiled. It continued to swirl in slow circles. Lydia’s instructions sank deeper into me. Elenya’s connection appeared in the back of my mind. I felt her eyes turn in my direction, and she smiled.

“Mel, forgive me,” Lydia said before an incantation spilled from her parted lips.

Before I could snap back to normal, an incredibly strong gust of wind scooped my entire body up and tossed me into the sky. I flew up higher, my concentration gone, as was my dust devil. Panic filled my core self as I reached high enough that I could see the sea surrounding the immense city. My soul connected. I felt Elenya’s eyes widen in panic, her heart beating hard in her chest. She let out a scream as I began to fall.

I tumbled down from the sky. The panic in me swelled into a storm. My mana pulsed like an engine through my body. I turned and spread my arms and legs out, slowing my fall. I only had moments to come up with a solution. I doubted Lydia would allow me to be a red mark on the ground, but she did this so she could test me, and I understood why.

I pointed both of my arms, one hand curling along the wrist of my other hand. The city was growing bigger as I fell. I concentrated on my Air element. I felt it pulsing with my mana as I fell. With a thought, I unleashed a gust of wind, hoping it would slow my descent. I felt it for a moment, but it was far too weak to keep me from being a human pancake. I needed more, so I used every drop of concentration on my Air element and tried again.

Only a small gust of wind blasted out, barely slowing me down. I had a quick thought to just keep doing that to slow me down all the way, but that was the easy answer. I needed to be stronger. I needed to pull every drop of my Air element.

It struck me as I fell to my possible death. I let go of everything except talking to the wind.

“Thank you for being part of me,” I whispered.

I felt Elenya let out a sigh as a gust of mana filled my inner self.

Air element has increased to 3rd degree.

I whispered to the sky and it answered with fuzzy, arcane words. The more I let go of reaching my imminent demise, the clearer the words were until they came into focus.

“Aeris Alarum,” I said softly as the wind whipped at my face.

Instantly, the winds coiled under and around me. My body righted itself up as I floated down. I realized I was only thirty feet off the floor when I said the incantation. Lydia was watching me with a warm smile. The others stared at me with wide eyes, except for Samuel, who regarded me with a cool gaze.

I floated down until I touched the concrete floor before Lydia.

“Astonishing,” Lydia said as she continued to eye me.

“I thought mages don’t use spells on each other, for training or otherwise,” I said with annoyed eyes.

“We don’t, but I had to take a chance to understand something about you. I hope one day you truly forgive me,” she said with a sadness to her tone.

“What did you learn?” I asked.

“I could feel it once I let go of myself and only focused on you. I felt your connections, your bonds. We all share them with the elves we love, but this was different. You not only gained a degree in the Air element; you learned a new spell much faster than any other mage in this city.”

I shook my head.

“This is all a game. It must be easy for all mages to gain spells. There is nothing special with learning spells or gaining degrees faster than anyone else,” I said with a hard tone.

This was ridiculous. I was never a main character, even in my own life. I was the satellite to all friend groups. I was the one to support everyone else and put my own self aside. I never allowed anyone to walk all over me, but I was never the special one in any group. Julie was the only one who saw anything special within myself, and even that was never enough to keep us together. I came to terms with the person I always was, am, but this bullshit had to stop. I was stuck here. I’m interested in this new life, but I was never more than a new player to a strange game-world programmed by some psycho weirdo.

Lydia approached me with concerned eyes.

“Mel, this is something grand and amazing,” she said softly.

I backed off. Something within me was shaking. It wasn’t fear, pain, or regret. I felt stronger. Mana pumped harder from my soul. Spells lingered in my head. I felt my phone vibrate in my pants, telling me I had new spells in my virtual spellbook.

I’m just a guy, falling in love with three elves who happen to fill the empty spots in my heart. Ugh, feelings.

“Mel, I understand your feelings. It’s difficult to think any of us are special. I was a librarian before I arrived here. My brother, Marcus, was in college,” Lydia said.

“I was a landscaper with my own business,” Gavin said with a kind expression.

“I was a pilot for a major airline,” Kara said with understanding eyes.

Samuel simply looked at me, his lips sealed.

I let out a slow exhale as I eased back.

“Thanks for everyone sharing. I don’t know why I’m here. We are making the best of a somewhat bad situation. I don’t know why I’m learning spells so fast, but I don’t want it to spread across the city. If we are going to train together, we keep it between us, or I’m out,” I said, not budging on it.

Gavin, Kara, and Samuel nodded in agreement. Lydia, looked away.

“I won’t tell anyone, except my brother. He needs to know since we are spearheading this change. I promise he will keep it between us,” Lydia said.

“I’m okay with that. This change is important and I know we must work together on this,” I said, suddenly feeling a little tired.

Samuel stepped to me while talking to everyone. “Let’s call it for today, and reconvene in a few days.”

“Agreed,” everyone said, including me.

Samuel looked at me with serious eyes. “When we meet again, maybe I can help you with channeling the Decay element? Until then, simply follow the rot.”

I nodded, not sure what he meant and too tired to ask.

Lydia launched into the air and flew off. I think we knew words were useless. She warned me, but it still took me off-guard. We were going to have to work on our friendship.

Everyone said their goodbyes, but only Gavin walked with me to the train station.

“I’ll never do what Lydia did,” Gavin said before we reached the station.

I thanked him for it. Gavin seemed like a solid guy.

We said our goodbyes before I made my way down the stairs of the train station, my head fuzzy and my muscles a little weak.

***

When the elevator doors to my floor opened, I stepped out to Sylvara walking toward me. She had a small smile and was dressed for the evening with a nice coat and a black dress to her ankles.

“Going out?” I asked as I held the elevator door for her.

She nodded. “Meeting the girls for a few drinks. You and Elenya have my place for the evening,” she said as she stepped into the elevator.

I pulled my arm away from holding the elevator door and smiled at her with curious eyes.

“Remember my handsome Sero, the wine cabinet is full and our bed is always open,” she said with a sultry edge before the elevator doors slid closed.

I turned and looked down the corridor, seeing Elenya’s upper body poking out of Sylvara’s front door. Even at a small distance, she gave me a shy smile before she slipped out of view.

I walked toward the light spilling out of the doorway, wondering what trouble I was going to get into tonight?


Seventeen

I stepped into Sylvara’s place and looked over to the open window in the living room. A breeze moved the curtains as Elenya sat on the window edge with her back to me and her legs already outside. She looked over her shoulder at me and winked, before she slipped off the window ledge and fell out of sight.

I darted to the window in a blur, my eyes wide as saucers. The moment I popped my head out, she was laying on the fire-escape, giggling with her hand over her mouth. I saw the railing only after I was already in motion. She was blocking the view just enough to make it look like she jumped out a regular window. She was only three feet away, her grin from ear to ear.

“Elenya!” I scolded.

She sat up and kissed my cheek.

“Come on,” she said playfully before she stood up and moved over to the metal ladder leading up to the roof.

Before I could say anything more, she was already climbing up. Of course I followed her, just to see where this was all going. I climbed the ladder as she did. When she reached the top, she let go and hovered up and over the roof edge.

I climbed up and looked over the roof edge to see Elenya floating a few inches off the roof, her legs crossed and her happy eyes on me. On the roof before her were all kinds of crafting equipment, from little sticks and small rolls of wax paper, to string, a small candle in a little tin holder, and a bottle of glue.

“Help me with this,” she smiled.

I climbed over, not sure what this was all about. The day was nearly gone, the sun setting in the distance. I could feel the evening air floating over the whole city. From what Sylvara told me, it’s always chilly at night, and there are no seasons in this world. Warm days and frigid nights.

I sat down across from Elenya as she reached down and picked up some items. She quickly started to glue sticks to each other.

“All you have to do is hand me things, and spend time with me,” she smiled.

“I can do that, easily,” I smiled as well.

I couldn’t explain it, but her smile, and general aura, made me…happy? It wasn’t like Sylvara. She was sexy, sultry, fiery, and warm. Elenya was a little airy, mischievous, and joyful. It made an odd contrast, but I wasn’t complaining.

“I felt you…during your training,” Elenya said as she moved sticks together to make a rough squarish rectangle.

“I felt you too,” I said as I watched her.

“I didn’t know what was happening? I ran to Sylvara and told her what I felt. She told me you went to train your mystical abilities. I was so worried. Glue.”

I picked up the glue and handed it to her.

“Yeah, sorry about that. It was kind of sudden.”

“No need to apologize. I understand, as a mage, you will have many duties to the city, and to us.”

“My duties are to you, and then the city,” I smiled.

She looked up from what she was doing, heat flowing into her features. She quickly returned to her project as she finished her rectangle.

“I would ask why, but we both feel the attraction,” she said as she picked up a wax paper with one hand and glue with the other.

“Hold it,” she directed me with a glance at the stick rectangle between her thighs.

I reached down and picked it up. I watched with interested eyes as she began glueing the wax paper to the stick rectangle, covering all sides except for one on the bottom. She gently took it from my hands and laid it down between us.

“We need to let the glue dry. Don’t worry, it won’t take long,” she said.

“I’m not worried,” I smiled.

She eyed me for a moment. “You’re not bored?” she asked.

I chuckled. “Why would I be bored when we are spending time together? I like being around you. I know we haven’t had much of a chance of hanging out, but I am liking this, and looking forward to your creation.”

Elenya took a sharp inhale, like she was trying to stave off some kind of shock. Her eyes took a rosy hue as her pale cheeks were a little flush.

“Don’t worry. We’re almost done there,” she said softly as she picked up the now paper rectangle.

Elenya pulled out a marker from her back pocket and began writing on it. I craned my neck over, reading what she was writing. She was writing the same thing on each side of the paper rectangle.

“What does Vaelen serae mean?” I asked.

“It’s elvish for thank you,” she said without any further explanation.

Elenya put the marker down and quickly worked with string and the tea light. It began to dawn on me what she was crafting, but I wasn’t sure why she was doing it. When she was finished, the sky lantern was ready.

“Will you help me just a little bit longer?” she asked with warm eyes.

“Of course I will,” I said, understanding what was happening.

We both stood up. She floated as I walked to the edge of the roof. I held the floating lantern as she pulled out a small lighter. She lit the tea light. A small moment later, we let go and the lantern started floating higher. We both watched with wondrous gazes, leaning on the edge of the roof, watching her lantern float higher into the late evening sky. Stars began to twinkle from the dark sky. There was magic in the air. My spirit felt lighter.

Then, Elenya leaned her shoulder against mine. Her head leaned against the side of my head as we both continued to watch the sky lantern float even higher.

“I wanted the gods, old and new, to know my thanks,” she whispered.

“What are you thankful for?”

“Everything,” she said as she snuggled against me.

Time slowed to a crawl as we watched the lantern float until it was a small speck.

“I’m thirsty. Let’s go to Sylvara’s place,” Elenya said, floated up.

She floated over the roof edge and down to the fire escape. I called upon my Air element, despite a sense of exhaustion weighing on my muscles. I gently used the Air element to float over myself and onto the fire escape. Elenya was already inside before I climbed in through the window.

I watched as the golden blonde elf vanished into the kitchen. Before I reached the side of the couch, she came out with a full wineglass in each hand. She pushed one into my hand as I eyed her. Despite my tired self, my spirit seemed to glow in her presence.

Elenya took a deep drink before she looked up into my eyes like she was dreaming.

“Drink,” she commanded with relaxed eyes.

I took a deep sip of red wine. It was delicious, with hints of chocolate, berries, and a sliver of oak.

“Drink up, my Sero,” she said in a low, sultry tone.

My eyes widened a little, and then fell into a dreamy gleam. She truly had chosen me as her Vaelrin. Her Sero.

“You may call me Sora. It means wine-mother, but not in a way you may think. I’m like Sylvara and Morthessa are my sisters, though we are not related. We do understand that we may share a lover, if we so choose. You and I share a connection, but it will be different from that of a thira.”

Elenya’s hand touched my chest.

“Thira means older lover, and it is a respected title by our people. As your Sora, I will tend to be your mischievous older lover. I will love getting you in trouble, and getting us in trouble, if we are doing it right.”

Heat pumped throughout my body. My exhaustion melted away as her touch revitalized me in a way.

“Keep drinking, Sero,” she whispered with a wicked edge.

I lifted my glass and took a very deep drink. The wine was already swirling through me, easing away the tensions of this existence.

“That’s my good Sero. I like to see you enjoy your libations. Sit on the couch please,” she said.

I sat on the couch. She hovered before me, her gaze drinking my body. She took a long sip as her feet hovered a few inches off the floor.

“There is something you should know before things begin to unfold,” she said with a husky breath before she licked her plump lips. “Don’t let me go.”

I sipped my wine as I tried to understand what she meant. Don’t let her go ever? Don’t give up on her? Physically don’t let go? Also, the wine was really sinking into my brain.

“I…I can be…very adventurous,” she said like she was fighting some unseen force to say those very words.

I leaned back and put one arm on the back of the couch. I sipped my wine in my other hand. I wanted to say something, but I felt it between us. I could feel her perversions touch mine. It was like a second bridge connecting our souls. This connection seemed much stronger, which made my cock strain harder in my pants.

Her oval eyes looked down at the bulge in my pants. She finished her glass of wine and rolled the edge of the wineglass against her lips.

“Can I get you another glass of wine?” she asked with a whisper.

I tilted my head and wineglass to my lips, draining the last of it. When I lifted my glass up to her, she took it.

“Sero, when I come back, I want to see it,” she said cryptically, turned, and floated for the kitchen.

I smirked as the wine eased my body and spirit. Without a second thought, I reached down to my bulge and pulled down the zipper. I then slipped in my fingers, took hold of my manhood, and pulled it out. I was already getting hot as my rock-hard cock stood in all its throbbing glory.

The wine and intentions caused my hand to take hold and stroke myself. This was the freedom I only ever had with one person in my life. But I thought the magic of such freedoms was long dead, and yet, now it was coming back. I was slow with my strokes, just enjoying the moment Elenya would come back. She wanted me to be like this, walking in to see a dirty act. I know because I always enjoyed walking in on a dirty act. It was a moment to enjoy a sense of perverted fun.

Sure enough, Elenya walked back in with a full wineglass in each hand. When she came around, her eyes were filled with such heat, her hands trembled, nearly spilling precious wine.

“Oh my. You are certainly blessed,” she said and took a deep sip of her wine.

I continued with one hand, making long strokes with one hand as I looked at her. Her expression alone made me harder. I smirked as she seemed to be deeply loving the show.

She floated closer and then shifted. She hover-sat next to me, her covered breasts a few inches from my cheek. She put a wineglass down on the coffee table. When she sat back up, she held my wineglass to my lips.

“Drink, my blessed Sero,” she whispered.

I took a long sip. A rosy glow pumped into my senses. When she pulled it back, she continued to eye me.

“It must feel…so good?” she said with wicked innocent eyes.

My gaze fell to her hand between her thighs. She was wearing leggings and a tight top. She looked comfortable as she hovered near me. The more I looked, the more her fingers rubbed her mound. Her hips moved slightly, holding a wineglass in one hand and her other hand massaging herself at the sight of me.

“Yes. It does,” I said as I watched her.

A small moan dripped from her lips. She took a long sip as her other hand upped the tempo. When she pulled the wineglass back, her breathing deepened.

“Sero, promise me you’ll catch me. Promise you won’t let go,” she asked with a shallow breath.

I began to understand what she meant. I could see it as she was floating over the seat of the couch. How she never seemed to touch the ground. How she didn’t have a place of her own, or seemed to not own anything. She was a dreamer. She wanted to only be free. Understanding her became a waterfall over my mind. I could sense she wanted to be caught. If I let her slip away, she will always slip away.

“I promise,” I said, knowing I had to test our understanding.

I let go of my cock and moved to her thigh. The moment I touched her, she slipped away. She was up and moved like a sudden gust of wind, vanishing into the small corridor of the apartment.

I stood up with my dick still out. I followed her, making my way into the corridor. I saw her standing before one of the extra bedroom doors. It was open as she looked at me. She floated a few inches off the floor. She took a long sip of her wine. There was a look in her eyes that cried out, catch me. I decided I wouldn’t waste any more time between us.

I darted down the corridor. She slipped into the room. She moved to close the door, when my hand stopped it. Her eyes widened as I came in, grabbed her arm, and pulled her close. She gasped as I pressed my body against hers, her back hitting the wall. We looked eye to eye as she had nowhere to escape. She looked at me with helpless eyes, but I could also see deeper, to a succubus licking their lips. Her hips moved against me, my cock hard and pressed between her thighs, against the growing wet spot between her legs.

“Sero. Please don’t let me go,” she said, her eyes begging for more.

“I will never let you go,” I said darkly before I took hold of her wrist and pulled her wineglass to my lips.

I took a sip before I pushed her wrist with the wineglass to her lips.

“Drink, my beautiful Sora,” I said with a firm tone.

She drank as my cock moved between her inner thighs. Her hips began moving, teasing me as I trapped her.

“I’m going to close the door. When I do, you will be mine,” I said with a firm, heated tone.

Elenya’s eyes gleamed in the dim light. Her whole body writhed against me as she looked at me with innocent and hungry eyes.

“What…what will you do to me?” she said as her breathing quickened.

“Anything we want, my Sora. I want to know you. I want to hold you as I push into you. I want to know your moans, whimpers, cries, and gasps. I want to find out if your nipples are sensitive. I want to feel you as I make you come.”

“And after?” she whispered, the wetness spilling onto my shaft.

I tilted my head with a warm smile. “I want to feel you against me as we sleep. I want to see you smile. I want to drink wine with you until our clothes fall off.”

Her eyes shined with edges of joy. Her hips moved, coaxing me to take things a step farther.

A blink later, her eyes took on a devilish gleam. She ceased to float, sliding down an inch to the floor. Her hips moved against me, stroking my cock between her thighs.

“My delicious Sero, undress for your Sora,” she said with relaxed intent.

Something shifted in the air and between us. I thought I had the upper hand, ready to do anything I wanted to keep her grounded to me. Then, her whole demeanor changed like flipping an old-fashioned light switch.

“Sero, your cock feels so good. But I want to see all of you,” she said

Her hand touched my chest and pushed me away. She then drank from her wineglass as she circled her finger at me. I began to undress. My clothes were dropped or pushed to the floor. When I was completely naked, she looked me up and down like I was a piece of meat. We’re all elves like this, or just the ones I ran into?

“I like what I see,” she said as she walked over to me. That’s right, walked over!

She touched my chest and ran her hand down to my cock. She spread her fingers as she ran them along my manhood, causing it to bounce to her touch.

“I think it’s only fair to tell you what I want,” she said with a sultry tone. “Love. Understanding. For us to enjoy our bodies. I want to know how you feel about me with touches, glances, and laughter. I also want you to show how much you care, with hard surprises, strong hands, and lurid whispers.”

Elenya lifted her glass to her plump lips and drank the last of the wine in it. She then stepped away, and put the wine glass on the nightstand. She turned to me with a demonic look in her once innocent eyes.

“We will feel out our relationship. And when I want a drink with you, it will always mean more than just a drink. I am your Sora. If there are more than one Sora in our future, I will be Sora Elenya.

“Now, show me how much you feel for me,” she whispered in the dim light.

With the blood drained from my brain, I moved to her. Elenya looked up at me with innocent eyes once again. She was two different people, and I don’t know why, but it made her hotter. A fever took hold of me as I grabbed her shoulder and pushed her hard onto the bed.

Elenya landed on the bed and bounced. While she was in midair, I grabbed her leggings and pulled them off in a blur. She hit the bed and barely bounced again before my hands were on her thighs, spreading them slightly apart before my mouth closed on her tiny blonde curls and her dripping wet pink slit. A moan slipped from her lips as I licked at her cunt like a savage animal. I was so turned on; I had to lick at her or I would have come all over her stomach.

I munched on my Sora as I wrapped my arms around her legs. She tasted like ambrosia as her moans were like music to my ears. Unlike Sylvara running her fingers through my hair, Elenya didn’t. When I looked up as I slathered at her clit, she was still wearing her top as she rubbed her nipples. Her head was turned to the side and I caught a glimpse of her eyes closed. I then returned to task, licking and massaging her clit. She quivered as the concept of time was forgotten. I enjoyed her wet pussy with my tongue sliding along her clit. She let out a long, deep moan as her whole body quivered. I was then surprised with a thick squirt splashing against my mouth, chin, and cheeks. I didn’t stop, just going with it because my soul felt her soul orgasm. It was like tingling sparks we both could feel.

“Yes…yes, my Sero. Oh no… I think I’m,” she trailed off before a soul shattering moan.

Squirt once again splashed against my mouth and half my face. I drank some, feeling her soul sinking into mine.

“Oh…please. I feel…another one… so close,” she moaned as a tension filled her body.

I held her to my mouth. She almost tried to writhe and slip away, but my arms kept her in place. Her moans dimmed as her body began to shake. I continued to lick at her abused clit, wanting nothing more than to her squirt again.

She didn’t say a word this time as her body quivered. I could feel it getting closer. I could taste her thoughts, fantasies playing out of me trapping her and taking her. How she tried to escape but my hands were on her. How she would suck my cock while Sylvara and Morthessa watched. It made me so hard, I forgot what I was doing and was blasted once again. I gulped down her squirt before I lifted my head.

Elenya huffed as her body was still. I could feel the wet sensations of ecstasy dripping across her mind, body, and spirit. Her mind was also a tangled mess of emotions and pleasure. I then uncurled my arms and stood up. I crawled onto the bed and over her. Her eyes were closed as her head was on its side. Her pointed ear and tangled blonde hair glowed in my mind. She was beautiful. So beautiful, I moved my hips, the tip of my cock touching her wet pussy.

Elenya’s eyes fluttered. She turned her head and looked up at me with weak eyes. We didn’t say anything as we looked at each other.         

“Sero,” she whispered.

I took hold of her wrists and lifted them over her head. She looked at me with a sultry exhale as one of my hands clamped on her wrists over her head, while my other hand touched her covered breast. The way she looked at me was with sultry and playful fear as I pushed my cock slowly into her dripping pussy. I was slow, enjoying her squeezing me. I glanced at her fluttering eyes. I turned to her top. I massaged a covered nipple and her whole body writhed in my grip. When I was deep in her, I used a slow tempo as her hips moved to our rhythm.

“You’re…so hard,” she managed through deep breathing and soft gasps.

I continued to push and pull back. She whimpered and moaned as I played with her. I didn’t know how I was holding back. I could feel it, dancing on the line of sensual attraction. If I move too much to one side, I will truly explode.

“Please…keep fucking me,” she whined as she struggled.

I was getting so many mixed signals; my willpower was breaking. I moaned and she let out a sultry moan of her own.

“I promise…to be a good Sora. I promise,” she whimpered like she was in a fantasy of her own.

I became possessed as I pulled her shirt up to reveal large breasts and erect pinkish nipples. I bent my head and closed my lips on her nipple. The moment I sucked, she let out a desperate moan before her body shuddered hard.

It was all too much for me. I was so turned on when she shuddered in her orgasm, I lost what little control I had. My cock thickened and I grunted hard. I pushed to the hilt, my whole body bucking to push in her. I let go of her wrists and she clamped her hands on my back. One hand then moved to my head, keeping me to her tit and sucking on her nipple.

“YES!” she shouted as our bodies betrayed us.

I was lost to the velvet hues of a powerful orgasm. I couldn’t think as my hips kept working, pushing every drop of seed in her. She squeezed me, milking a little more before I collapsed on her. I was dazed as she held me to her. I was still sucking and licking her nipple.

“Very good, Sero,” Elenya huffed.

When I finally pulled myself away from her, I turned and fell onto my back. I just needed a moment, the demons within still wanting more. I turned my head to Elenya sitting up and taking her shirt off over her head. She tossed it aside and turned to me. Her hand touched my half-hard cock, and she began to stroke me.

“Sylvara told me you get hard all the time. I can feel you getting harder and bigger in my hand,” she said with a sultry smile.

I partially sat up on my elbows, her hand delicate and strong as she stroked my cock.

Her eyes took on a hazy glow. “I know you want more.”

The words hung in my mind for a moment. I then curled up to her. Our lips touched in sweet attraction. But when her tongue touched mine, I grabbed her and forced her on all fours. I moved behind her on my knees, one hand on her hip and my other hand holding my cock. I pressed the tip to her dripping slit before I slowly pushed in. The moans coming from Elenya were nearly animalistic. I held her hip with one hand before I pushed her upper body down to the bed with the other. She grabbed blankets, not trying to fight my control over her. My hips moved slowly, my dick hard as a rock as she moaned into the blankets.

“Sora, squeeze me,” I whispered a command.

I felt her squeeze me.

I upped the tempo a little, enjoying the moment as much as she was. Our souls lingered close, and our ecstasy and affection grew that much brighter.

“My good Sora,” I said, the sound of our union filling our ears.

Her moans deepened. Her body relaxed, moving to my hands and hips. She soon let out deep coos. I could sense her climax approaching with each deep thrust. She let out a weak moan. I held her hips tighter as I increased the tempo. In this moment, I was the demon lover to her. I felt her dreamy thoughts of me again, pulling her to me, taking her, playing with her. Making her mine as she let herself grow weaker to my intentions. She was much different than Sylvara. Elenya wanted to be predator and prey, of her own choosing, or mine. She was opening-up in a way she always wanted, and I couldn’t help but connect to the piece of her soul.

I woke up from our connection. She gripped blankets tight as she let out strained moans. I kept the tempo the same as I felt she liked it. And then suddenly, the moment struck hard and she shuddered. She squirted again, trenching me at the hilt and down my thighs. I didn’t care about that. I only cared about her.

“Sero…fill my pussy with your lust,” she said in a deep haze.

It didn’t take long for me to lose control. I upped the tempo a little more until the moment struck me. I thrusted deep, ropes of my seed flooding her tight inner world. I felt it from the sensations from our connection. Come leaked out with her squirt and honey.

My senses floated with dreamy bliss. She slid off my cock and fell sideways onto the bed.

“Please…hold me,” she said weakly.

I fell beside her on the bed. I reached out and curled my arms around her. I pulled her close to me and she grasped onto me, her whole-body trembling. She let out a weak sob. I held her close.

“Sero, always hold me,” she whispered.

“I will always hold you,” I whispered back.

Her small sobs turned into small laughter. We laughed as we held each other in dreamy desire.

An alert filled my gaze.

Air element has increased to the 4th degree.

Well well, that’s proof enough that deep connections aid in increasing degrees of an element. It was never about conquests. It’s always about relationships, no matter what they may appear on the surface.

“Again,” Elenya whispered.

“Again,” I smiled.

***

I woke up with a start. Elenya was in my arms when I lifted my head and looked at the shadow at the edge of the bed. I felt her before her features glowed in the dark bedroom. It was Sylvara. The elf weaved on her feet, her dress barely hanging on her.

“You both finally connected. Good,” she whispered.

I let go of Elenya and turned onto my back somewhat. Sylvara’s eyes glowed with ember light, her hunger plain as day as her gaze fell onto my manhood.

“It was a long night,” she said as she pulled up her dress, revealing her naked body. “The girls wanted to know about you, and us. We talked, drank, and laughed, but the more I talked about you, the deeper the flame burned,” she said as she tossed her dress to the floor.

I couldn’t deny my attraction to her, and her beautiful body. My manhood thickened and grew, despite the thick soreness. She climbed onto the bed, not bothered as all with Elenya right beside me. Her fingers touched my now hard cock. She then stroked me, rubbing my head against her wet slit.

“I need you, my Sero,” she said just before she impaled herself on me.

The soreness slowly vanished as she sank down to the hilt. She was on her knees, slowly bouncing on my cock with her glowing eyes on me. It was a dim light, but it was enough to show her features. Her hands touched my chest as she continued to control the tempo.

I felt Elenya wake up beside me. I glanced at her, her sleepy gaze on us. Her hand moved between her thighs, rubbing herself to us. There was no shame in her eyes as she watched us.

The sliver of oddness melted away. My hands were on Sylvara’s tits and rubbed her nipples. She continued to bounce, ecstasy coiling along her body and soul. One of her hands covered mine, her gaze filled with wicked intent.

“Welcome to our family, Elenya,” Sylvara said in a low tone.

“Thank you, Nara,” Elenya whispered.

“What does Nara mean?” I asked as I felt both of us getting closer.

Sylvara leaned over me, her gaze on mine, and our souls blending.

“Nara means kindred elder, or beloved guide. Elenya and I are now bonded as we are both bonded to you, my handsome Sero,” she said as she fell into a trance.

“It means the two of us have a lot to teach you as you get stronger, and our family grows, beloved Sero,” her eyes a dim blue as she upped the tempo with her own pearl. “I’m getting close,” she whispered.

A sensation washed over me. I was nearly blinded by it as the three of our souls blended. Loving emotions and pleasure flooded all our senses. We were lost to it as we swirled into one.

“I’m coming,” the three of us said in unison before our orgasms smashed our senses to pieces.

We didn’t blink as we became one. I…I never thought I would feel this sensation ever again. To be one with another…was intoxicating and beautiful. But to be with others, our souls combined, was beyond words.

As quickly as it came, it slowly faded away. I blinked, Sylvara laying on me and her body burning hot. I also felt a cool breeze across my soul as Elenya snuggled to us.

We all sighed at once as we drifted on rippling bliss.

***

I sat on the edge of the bed. I looked over my shoulder at the morning glow from behind a curtain, and Sylvara and Elenya holding each other as they still slept. I still should have been sleeping with them. Last night was wild, the two of them ravenous. I mean, I should say the three of us because every time I thought I was done, I wasn’t.

I wanted coffee, a whole pot of it. A ding sounded off from my pants. I reached down and slipped my phone from my pants pocket. I lifted it up and tapped it a few times on the screen. There was text from Samuel.

Meet me at the training area. 2pm. We should talk.

The screen went dark; my tired features reflected on its glassy surface.

I’m sure this was much more than just training. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I didn’t have a good feeling about it, but I couldn’t ignore it.

I let out a sigh. I’ll go to see him, but not before breakfast and a whole pot of coffee.


Eighteen

A light rain fell from the cloudy sky. It felt nice right before I took the stairs down to the train station. I noticed the water was different here, from rain to taste. Sylvara told me there are highly efficient filter systems always working to make the water pure and drinkable. I didn’t mind the taste, as we all know, water tastes different in different regions. It also felt nice against my face and skin, like it was washing away some dirt along my soul.

I made my way down to the station. I walked onto the platform and waited. My eyes glazed over as I fell further into my inner thoughts. Samuel wanted to tell me something he doesn’t want anyone else to know. It couldn’t be good. My heart sank at the thought. What was I doing here, in this world? I was forgetting my old life again, and falling deeper into this one. I was falling in love with beautiful elves. I was accepting the sheer weirdness of this virtual world, and I was losing hope that I would return to reality anytime soon.

The train arrived like a giant metal worm from the dark tunnel. The doors opened and I stepped inside. The car was empty as I sat on a bench-like seat. I looked down as my mind continued to swim with odd thoughts and memories. When I thought about last night, and this morning, I smiled. Sylvara and Elenya acted like everything we did together was completely normal and expected. Elves were free in some ways, and restricted in other ways. It was hard to decipher, but I went with it anyway. Sylvara and Elenya must have had discussions when I wasn’t around. I wondered if Morthessa was also part of those discussions? The gothic elf did make my heart pump harder at the mere thought of her. I also looked forward to running into her, and possibly another date.

My thoughts shifted to my fellow brother and sister mages. We were all guardians of the city, but we were fractured and loosely knitted together. Lydia and Marcus want to bring everyone together. I agreed with their message, but I wasn’t sure if I was on the right side. I tended to distrust anyone in power. They often hide their true intentions, and those who have power are doomed to corruption at some point. I don’t know many mages. I have no idea what their true intentions are. I don’t want to be a soldier, but I do want to learn more spells and increase my spellcraft knowledge. Maybe I’m overthinking things? Maybe I need to shut up and simply learn enough to protect people in the city, and the elves I’m falling in love with.

Lights flashed across the windows as the train sped through the tunnel. I fell into a hazy trance. I felt something on my skin, like insects climbing up from my legs and along my body. Something big loomed over me. It blocked out the light. I was sitting in the abyss as insect legs crawled over my head and on my eyes.

I woke up at my stop. There was a ding, and the doors opened. I launched myself out of my seat and onto the platform. I looked over my shoulder and at the train. Its doors closed and it sped off.

I exited the platform and the station into the light rain again. The streets were empty as I made the short walk to the block I trained at yesterday. Rain came down a little harder and I felt a drop run down my face like a tiny river. I let out a soft exhale. It felt so real. I know the Mind’s Eye Gear makes this feel real because it taps into your nervous system, but the line between this digital world and reality was a fine line at best.

I reached the training block. I made my way up a small set of stairs and walked out onto a block wide concrete slab. The wide space eased the tension in my shoulders. Seeing Samuel already out there in the middle brought the tension right back. Something about the guy bugged me. I couldn’t tell if he was intelligent or acting like he just knew everything but didn’t know much of anything? He was sitting with his legs akimbo, and a hood over his head. When I crossed the open space to him, he looked up as rain touched his face. I noticed he had that Doctor Strange look. Complete with a thin goatish beard and mustache that bled down from the corners of his mouth. The silver in his hair only added to his look. Also, he was wearing a black cloak.

“Hello Mel,” he said with a neutral tone.

“What did you want to talk about? Also, you know it’s raining, right?”

Samuel unfolded his legs and stood up. He gave me a snarky smirk.

“I like the rain,” he stated.

I eyed him. “Yeah, I like the rain too, but what’s this all about?”

“I wanted to talk to you in private, without prying eyes. Control has people everywhere, monitoring us.”

“They must have the tech to monitor us out here?” I was starting to get annoyed. I don’t like the mysterious bullshit at times.

“Not if I do this, Umbra Sphaera!”

I took a step back as mana welled up from Samuel. It was too late to do anything as a black sphere surrounded us. I glanced around. I could see out, but I wasn’t sure if anyone could look in, like a one-way mirror. I then turned my attention to Samuel with a raised eyebrow.

Samuel lifted his hands, palm out. “Nothing to worry about. It’s a Dark element sphere. It will keep out anyone trying to spy on us. Now we can talk.”

“Alright, out with it,” I said, ready to be done with this.

Samuel nodded. “The Decay element can affect the mage who wields it, especially in this place. Have you had dark dreams, or felt like something was crawling on you?”

My dreams have been so weird lately, but what I felt on the train roared into my mind.

“On my way here, I felt invisible things crawling on me. Something loomed over me, but that’s all I felt. I didn’t know what to think about it.”

“Have you experienced this before today?”

“Again, my dreams have been weird, but the crawling was today.”

Samuel rubbed his goatish beard. “It must be because of your low degrees with the Decay element. What about your Morvael? Has she felt anything?”

I shrugged. “I wouldn’t know. We haven’t seen each other lately and haven’t really talked.”

Samuel nodded. “Still dating I see.”

“What the fuck, man? What’s going on?” I said with an annoyed edge.

“I had to be sure. I have been feeling the crawling on my skin for over two weeks. My beloved, Selthria, has been having nightmares for weeks. She tells me of frightening images of monsters from the deep.

“As you know, people are whispering that the attack on the South Side was a test run. You saw something with claws open steel doors to a protected building. Whatever is doing this has an intelligence. They want to break through our defenses and claim the living. The dead have broken our defenses before, but they eventually get slaughtered by us mages and the city’s defenses. It’s almost normalized as the dead wander the streets and people stay inside, enjoying a cocktail and a book.

“But I digress. I believe something is coming, and it will not be a normal undead incursion.”

“What am I supposed to do about it? As far as anyone is concerned, I am a low-level mage here. Yeah, I fought the dead when they hit the South Side, but I barely made a dent in their numbers. The police unloaded rounds into them and that barely helped.”

Samuel gave me a knowing look. “But you can make a difference. Your ability to learn new spells can make you a voice to be heard. If you can teach others how you do it, you will become very valuable to the cause.”

My eyes narrowed. “Is that what this is about? You want to learn how I can create spells so quickly? I don’t even know how I do it, and if I did, why would I give it to anyone else?”

Samuel’s expression softened. “I apologize, Mel. I didn’t mean to offend or try to gain your knowledge. That was not my intent. My intent was any edge we can gain over this looming threat will help our mutual predicament. I have my own beloved family. We connect on so many levels, it’s hard to believe that we are part of a digital world, trapped and unable to get back to reality at this time.”

My annoyance bled away. I wasn’t sure what to feel now. I had friends, but at different times, they all said I was hard to be friends with. If I was going to be here a while, I needed to start somewhere.

“It’s okay, Samuel. I’m just not sure what I can do yet,” I said.

Samuel looked at me and nodded. “If you don’t know the trick to teach others how they can create spells quickly, I will suggest that you use that ability to its full advantage. Train as much as you can, for all our sakes. I fear something is coming, and we need to be prepared.”

The black bubble melted away. The rain touched my head and face once again.

“Training is all we can do to help hold back any dark fate that may come our way. I bid you a good day and a pleasant evening. If you wish to talk further, my number is always available,” Samuel said with a small smile.

“Okay,” I said, with my own small smile.

A black shadow stabbed out behind the mage. He sank down until he completely vanished into the stone floor. The shadow faded away to nothing.    

I stared at the spot as rain dripped off my nose and chin. He was right. I need to become stronger if I’m going to protect anyone, and I need to do it now.

I closed my eyes as connected to the Air element. It was a stronger connection, just like my connection to the Fire element. I let go of everything, feeling my soul lift into the rain and sky. Arcane words appeared before my mind’s eye. They were blurred, but grew clearer the more I let my soul soar.

When the mystical incantation formed before my mind’s eye, I opened my eyes and aimed my palms outward.

“Ventus Impello!” I shouted.

The wind moved to my power. It blasted from me with a thunderous boom! There was nothing to hit on the empty slab, but that didn’t mean I didn’t feel its power. A ding came from my phone, the spell added to my digital spellbook. With four spells total, I knew it wasn’t enough.

“I wonder if I can guide the spell to my desires?” I whispered, deep in thought.

I could feel the Air element moving through my body. A wind brushed against my spirit as I moved my hands in arcane ways. I could hear the whispers in the wind. A breeze washed over me. I wanted to know more, much more.

An image filled my mind, and I floated to it. A spell formed quickly, blurry words starting to sharpen.

“Ventus Aegis!” I said with a hard whisper.

Wind swirled around me into a pale dome. It was like Samuel’s dark dome, but mine was different. I could feel the effect. It could slow down projectiles and can disburse smoke and gasses. It wasn’t solid enough to stop an attack, but it can slow it down. A ding came from my phone once again, the spell recorded.

I readied myself to learn a new spell, when a sudden exhaustion struck me. This trick was not as simple as I thought before. It was taking its toll. Mana surged and weakened through me. Mana streamed into my mind and allowed the spells to remain within me.

When my mana sank back down into the center of my being, I took a chance. The dead ruled these oceans as far as I knew, but the crawling sensations Samuel said were real. I just wanted to know why.

I tapped on my Decay element. It wasn’t strong enough to create spells, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t utilize it. I didn’t know how to use it effectively. Gavin and Lydia showed me how to utilize fire and air, but Samuel didn’t show me how to use Decay. So, I tried to feel it out and get to know it a little more.

I stood in a trance-like stance, my mind drifting as I called upon the Decay element. At first, there was nothing. I calmed my mind and body, and drifted with the element. A rotting scent touched my nose. Before I knew it, my spirit was pulled down into a metaphorical ground. I dwelled in darkness, the worms and maggots moving through my decaying body. Voices and whispers touched my ears, but they were so far away. I mentally called out to them, but they remained so far away. The dirt around me gave away to water. I sank to the bottom of a grand sea. The light faded away before darkness consumed me once again. A glow touched the edge of my gaze. Soon, ethereal light glowed around me. My head turned slowly, taking in the glowing neon lights in the darkness. Before I could focus on the lights, something big moved over me.

I stared upwards as a monstrous thing moved through the darkness over me. Before I could sit up from my watery grave, something big and chitin stabbed through my whole chest.

My eyes opened as my body flailed. I tilted as my arms swung at nothing, before I fell on my ass. I rubbed my throbbing head. It felt like something punched my soul. It was not a pleasant experience.

Fear slithered into my thoughts. These visions were no accident. Since there are only two mages that are dating morvael elves, only Samuel and I would feel this kind of threat. Samuel was right. I must learn as many spells I can for what is to come.

I concentrated on my Fire element. I saw Lydia make a whirlwind. Why couldn’t I do that with fire?

I pushed all my rage and fear into the Fire element. I focused on a whirling fire storm. Arcane words appeared before me. They were fuzzy, but they were there. I felt their power grow as the incantation sharpened.

“Ignis Vortus!” I shouted with all my power.

A whirling fire tornado flashed to life before my eyes. It swirled into a living flame as I stared in cool astonishment. I moved my hand, pointing it a few feet to the left. The fire whirlwind followed my command instantly. It stood forty feet tall, which was the degree I had with the Fire element.

The longer I stared at it, the weaker I had become. It wasn’t from the spell, but from learning so much in a short period of time. I was pushing the boundaries of balance, and I was paying the price for it. With a thought, the flaming tornado flashed away and was gone. My legs shook. My breathing labored. I fell to my hands and knees, gulping down air. I stared at the wet concrete before me. Weakness remained in my muscles as I tried to keep myself from passing out.

I focused on the rain falling around me. I cooled my thoughts and calmed my spirit. Weakness drained the strength from my muscles, but it didn’t drain all of it. I forced myself to stand up with a hard grunt. I swayed as I tried to stand up straight. That might be enough learning new spells for today. I needed a break, but something else coiled against my spirit. I needed to inform others of what was to come, but I needed to do it in a controlled manner.

I pulled out my cellphone. I tapped at the screen and my contacts. I saw the number I wanted and I pressed the call button. The phone rang once before someone picked up.

“Mel?” Agent Cooper said with a no-nonsense tone.

“We need to talk,” I said as the rain continued to pit-pat on the concrete around me.

***

I stood at the street corner not far from the training block. The rain really started to come down, but I was too weak to care about it slowly soaking into my clothes.

A black car pulled up and a door opened.

“Get in,” Agent Cooper ordered.

I slipped into the front passenger side and closed the door. Agent Cooper was driving as we sped out onto the mostly empty streets. It was strange to see. Only robo-cabs moved along the streets, but there were never many of them. With the rain, Possum City was a ghost town.

“The vehicle is secure. We can talk,” she said as she turned down another street.

I simply told her what I knew and experienced. I told her what I saw during the South Side attack. I warned her of something big moving closer. When I was finished, she pulled over to the edge of a random street and parked by a sidewalk. She put the car in park and turned to me with neutral eyes.

“Mel, thank you for telling me what you know. I often wished many of the other mages would do the same thing. It’s difficult for City Control to prepare for threats and have everyone fight as a unified force. What I am going to tell you next is classified. Don’t tell Sylvara, Elenya, or Morthessa. It could create a panic we don’t need right now,” she said firmly.

“Then maybe you shouldn’t tell me,” I said, deadly serious.

Agent Cooper gave me a knowing smile. “I must tell you because you may be putting your butt on the frontline of this thing. All mages join any fight, one way or another, but since you were boots on the asphalt, you are on a need-to-know basis.”

I gulped.

Agent Cooper pulled out her phone and continued, “This city is no stranger to kaiju,” she said as she played a video.

I watched as some undead eel creature the length of a small skyscraper punched its head through a small building, all the while guns fired and mages unleashed mystical storms on it. Agent Cooper then swiped to another video of some undead reptile humanoid with spins along its back walk right into a seaside gun tower as it was firing missiles at it at point-black-range. She swiped it again to pale tentacles coiling around a small building and smashing it to pieces before Marcus appeared on its rubbery flesh. With a single finger, a thin beam of water sliced at the tentacles before cutting up the rest of the body.

Agent Cooper then tapped at her phone a few times and showed me a large sonar blip with a symbol of the city in the center. The big blip continued to appear some distance behind the city, following us in our wake. The agent put her phone back into her pocket and looked at me with tired eyes.

“The city has been moving since before you arrived. We’ve been trying to outrun this kaiju for weeks. Our weapons barely make a dent in any of the previous kaiju attacks. The monsters are already dead, which makes them worse to deal with. Every agent and official are exhausted by the kaiju’s pursuit. We also know the undead that swarm our city, swim from underwater land masses about a hundred feet deep. We think deep water will help stop the undead incursions, but we run into the possibility of more undead kaiju in open waters. Either way is a disaster waiting to happen,” she said with exhaustion in her eyes.

“I had no idea it was that dire,” I said, not sure what to say.

“That’s how we want to keep it until the monsters come knocking at our doors. We can’t have a city filled with frightened survivors. They need normalcy and hope.”

“What can I do to help?” I asked, a purpose filling my heart.

Agent Cooper gave me a small smile. “Keep doing what you’re doing. Learn your magic. Date those who are getting closer to you. If you become strong enough, we might have a chance.”

She stared at me. I could see the fight in her eyes. She is about to tell me something not many people know.

“We think…the reason why we are being pursued is because we are preparing to launch a small rocket into orbit, and release a satellite. I can’t tell you where it’s launching, but if this succeeds, we will have a better scanning range and understanding of where we are. It will also help us to find any land, if there is any land on this water world. Remember, this information is classified,” she said with serious eyes.

I nodded, but I knew I had to say something I was thinking for a long while.

“If the monsters and undead are using tactics and are following us, there must be some kind of intelligence behind all of this?”

Agent Cooper nodded. A dark gleam filled her eyes. “We knew that shortly after we arrived in this world. They test us sometimes, or they simply send the dead to wear us down. All of it is speculation, but we believe at one point or another, we will find out what is behind all of this. For now, we simply must protect our own for as long as we can.”

I nodded, the bags under her eyes clearly visible.

“Mel, you look like shit,” she said with concerned eyes.

“Yeah,” I said, too tired to explain what I was doing.

“I’ll take you home,” she said as she started the car again.

I sat back and turned my head to the window. Rain fell from the sky as city buildings, short and tall, gleamed with running rain water. I couldn’t look away as I fell into a dreamy state. My spirit was calm, even if it was weak. I could barely keep my eyes open.

My eyes widened a little as we passed a cloaked figure in black. They didn’t move, but they were facing the street, their face shrouded in shadow. I was too tired to care as the car drove along wet, slick streets of Possum City.

It didn’t take long before we pulled up to my building.

“Get yourself from rest,” Agent Cooper said with a small smile.

“I will,” I said as I opened the door, and then stepped out into the rainy, empty street.

I closed the door, and the black car drove off. I watched the agent go. I know this must be brutally difficult for everyone. I only had an idea of the trouble, and not the full scale. I remembered the conversation Morthessa and I overheard from those Control agents in her building, cleaning up the dead. I understood why everyone was on edge, and it unnerved me a little, but not enough to stop me.

I lurched to the front door of my building. I touched the handle and it instantly registered me. The thick metal door opened and I stepped in. The door closed behind me as I walked the corridor, the elevator in sight. I left a trail of drops from my dripping jacket and boots. My muscles weakened with every step. I pushed myself too hard, and now the consequences of actions came roaring at me.

I reached the elevator. I hit the button. I just needed to make it to my bed. But which one was my bed? All of them, or the one in my apartment? I let out a mad chuckle, clearly losing my mind as the elevator opened before me. I stepped in, the metal box losing focus. Where was I going? What am I doing?

The elevator doors opened to Morthessa. She had on a black rain jacket, and her eyes were wide.

“Mel!” she shouted with concern in her eyes.

“Hi,” I said in a deepening delirium.

Her hands reached for me. She was strong as she guided me along the corridor. This wasn’t my normal corridor? A door opened and I walked into some weird gothic palace.

“Mel,” she said again with fear in her tone.

I fell. The next thing I knew, darkness consumed me. I’m so tired. I hope I…wake up?


Nineteen

The darkness was warm and inviting. I felt like I slept in a black fire, warming my bones and relaxing my muscles. My eyes fluttered in the black flames. In the distance, a misshapen monster loomed overhead. It watched me with white, round eyes, like it was waiting for me to leave the black flames so it could devour me. To be honest with myself, I didn’t fear it. I felt I should cower or run, but those were echoes. I felt stronger, the flame and wind curling into every cell of my body.

I simply watched the monster for long moments, before I fell asleep again.

When my eyes fluttered open, I found myself in a bed I didn’t recognize. I stirred, lifted my head, and looked around. I was in a canopy bed with lace hanging down the top canopy edges. Portraits of various artworks of skulls and cloaked figures adorned the walls. The theme was dark. I sat up and rubbed my head. I thought I would feel weak. Sleeping for a long time often caused the muscles to weaken, but I felt strong, renewed. This world is so strange, but I wasn’t complaining. I felt like I could lift a small car at this point.

The door opened to the gothic bedroom. Morthessa stepped in like it was business as usual. When she saw me, she stopped in her tracks, a gasp leaking from her parted lips.

“Mel,” she said as she rushed to the bed and sat down beside me.

“Hi,” I said as I rubbed my head a little more, chasing away the cobwebs. “How long was I out?”

“Two and a half days,” she said with caring eyes. “When you almost passed out, I managed to put your arm over my shoulder and walk you to my bed. You were incoherent until your legs buckled and you fell onto my bed. You were quiet, like the dead.

“I called Sylvara and Elenya. The three of us tended to you, taking turns watching you and sleeping with you. Well, it was Sylvara and Elenya who slept by your side. I helped with feeding you honey so you didn’t waste away. I also watched you, but I slept on the couch,” she said softly.

“Sorry about that,” as I sat up fully.

“I was going to get groceries. I needed a lot of food in my new refrigerator. Never know when an incursion may happen,” she said with a nervous smile.

“I get it,” I said before I stretched my arms over my head for a moment.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“I feel great,” I said as I put my arms down. “I felt like I needed that.”

“What happened?”

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and sat beside her. “I was practicing my spellcraft. I pushed myself too far and paid the price. I must keep a balance between gaining new spells and my mana,” I explained.

“Oh,” she said with a mild tone.

“Where are Sylvara and Elenya?” I asked.

“They went to freshen up. I was making dinner before we continued to tend to you. We weren’t sure when you were going to wake up.”

“I’m surprised I didn’t wake up in a hospital?” I said out loud.

Morthessa smiled. “You don’t think we could take care of you?”

“Um, that’s not what I meant.” I really didn’t mean it that way.

“It’s okay. We know several lumaeth, light elves. We asked one to come over and heal you. They told us that you were not hurt, and you would wake up when your body was ready. They told us to simply watch you.”

“And the honey?” I asked. I was curious.

Morthessa smiled. “An old family remedy for those in a sleep that they cannot wake. Honey is a medicine. It helps in many ways and it was the only thing you could have,” she said before looking at my body. “You should be a little thinner, but you look the same as when you passed out. It’s so strange. I think your muscles are a little more defined,” she said as she ogled me.

“If you look any longer, you might have to buy me dinner,” I grinned.

Morthessa’s laugh broke the tension between us. Yes, there was a tension, and a connection. We saw something we liked about each other; it just had to unfold naturally.

The morvael elf stood up, wearing black jeans and a loose black shirt.

“Sylvara and Elenya will be down for dinner in a little while, but since you're awake, you should eat first. I already made dinner and I was just checking in on you before I finished the final preparations. Come on,” she said with a lightness to her eyes.

I stood up and followed Morthessa into the living room. I looked around to see her place was furnished already. She wasted no time making this place her home. A comfortable Victorian couch filled the middle. Plush seating surrounded it. A flat screen was bolted to the wall, but the seating arraignments looked like they were set up for conversations and discussions with visitors. It was different from her other place, and I wasn’t sure why?

The kitchen and dining area were next to each and beside large windows. An evening light filled the city beyond the clear glass. When I looked at the small dining table, food was set out in bowls as empty plates surrounded the food, buffet style. The scent of cooked food caused my mouth to water and my eyes widened a hair. I saw everything from cooked veggies, small pieces of meat slathered in a dark sauce, noodles, and a large bowl of cut fruit.

“Have a seat. I’ll get another plate setting for you,” she said as she walked into the kitchen.

I couldn’t think as I sat down and looked at the food. I wanted to eat all of it. ALL OF IT! I had to settle down or there would be a food massacre nobody wanted to see. When Morthessa put the plate and utensils down, I continued to look at the food like a wild animal.

“It’s okay if you start. You were in a coma for a few days. Of course you don’t have to wait for anyone,” she smiled.

I heard everything she said, but my hands moved automatically to the food the moment she said it was okay. My hands moved in quick blurs. I couldn’t believe my speed. When my plate was full, I started eating like a civilized caveman, not making a mess, but stuffing a lot of things into my mouth-hole.

Morthessa sat at the head of the table beside me, watching me like I was a rabid creature eating its kill in some documentary.

“My my, you are hungry,” she smiled.

I simply nodded. No talk. Eat.

She simply continued to watch me as I barely chewed my food and swallowed. I managed to glance at her as she licked her lips. It was only a moment. Her eyes widened like she caught herself and looked away, her pale face now very pink.

I slowed my eating and gulped down anything that was in my mouth. I tried to regain some composure as I sat back and looked at her.

“How…do you do this to me?” she whispered.

I was silent. I wasn’t sure what to say. The attraction was thick enough to cut with a broadsword. Our spirits dwelled in the same realm, that’s why I have access to the Decay Element, but I could tell she was trying to resist.

Morthessa looked down, and then away. “I know we’re attracted to each other. I feel it when I’m not busy, or even in my dreams. But I was never one for diving into any relationship, even in this extreme situation we are all in. I like taking things slow. Get to know each other.”

“Yeah, I get it. I was never one for rushing in either. I only had one long relationship, and it ended like most things do.”

“Were you happy in that relationship?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah. I was very happy.”

Morthessa folded her arms on the table and rested her chin on it, her hair loose and framing her pale features. She looked at the cut fruit with solemn eyes.

“I wish I knew that kind of happiness for a time. My people, or I should say myself, have a difficult experience with people and elves. From where I come from, the best my people can do is have small villages. We have no kingdoms. Only small homes or living in caves. We were called ghouls and scavengers for tending to the dead.

“But here, we have a whole territory for ourselves. The southern tip of the South Side is ours, and we defend it with our lives, and take care of each other.”

Morthessa sat up and sat back on her chair, her eyes looking at nothing.

“And now I’m here, living in lower Midtown. Never saw this coming,” she said softly before she looked me in the eyes. “Never thought I would meet someone like you.”

Heat crawled up my neck. The silence weighed on my senses. I wasn’t sure what to say. I doubted anything I said would help the situation? I had to relax, be friendly, and just see what happens. No need to rush into anything.

“Morthessa, you’re beautiful and we share a connection, but I would never push anything to happen between us,” I said, honestly.

She leaned over, her elbows now on the table. She looked at me in a way that made the blood drain from my brain.

“And you saying that only makes me want to know more about you. Sylvara gets feverish when you're around her. Elenya can’t stop talking about you. Am I to be another elf to your harem?”

I looked at her. I could feel a wave of uncertainty between us and this whole situation. I didn’t even know why I was here? Why did I press that stupid ad? Was it loneliness or I was looking for a sliver of adventure? I couldn’t say. But something I could say is, there was a warm glow here I couldn’t deny. I was caught in the gravity of something beautiful and terrifying. Do I stay? Where can I run?

As I looked at Morthessa’s beauty and spirit, I only knew one thing, I wanted to stay and find out what happens next.

I put my open hand on the table, before her and palm up. “I don’t know what this is between us, but I want to see where it goes. I want to go on more dates and see what happens,” I smiled.

She didn’t blink. Her hand twitched before she made a tight fist. Barely a second later, she reached over and curled her fingers into mine. Our connection blazed hotter as two alerts filled my gaze.

Decay element has increased to 3rd degree.

Health has increased to 3rd degree.

“The way Elenya talks about you, it’s like she’s obsessed,” Morthessa said and then laughed.

“I take it, she’s not normally like that,” I smiled.

Morthessa squeezed my hand a little. “No. She’s all about sunny days and blue skies. But now, she only talks about you,” she said as she let go of my hand and sat back in her chair. “And Sylvara…She’s incredible.”

“Yeah. I noticed that too,” I said as heat filled my face.

“She whispered to you. I heard her once when I left the bedroom, taking my break. I stood by the doorway, listening to how much she spoke to you, giving you encouragement and saying she will always be there for you. I thought, well, I’m not sure what I thought. I heard mages can be demanding and ridiculous at times. There are so many elves almost begging to be chosen by a mage, but she whispered how happy she was by your chance meeting. How she felt it the moment your hands touched and eyes locked on each other.

“I’m sorry. The concept of insta-love is so strange, and practically unbelievable. But here you both are, and it just fills my head with questions.”

“What kind of questions?” I said before I popped a strawberry in my mouth.

Morthessa let out an amused laugh.

“Like, how does it work? How can two people meet and fall in love just by seeing or meeting each other? I can believe Elenya falling instantly in love because she falls in love with everything, even a bug on the street or a leaf floating across her path, but Sylvara is so sure of herself. She seems like she knows what she wants in every situation.”

I eyed Morthessa. Her gaze truly held questions within them.

“How graphic do you want it to be?” I asked.

“Graphic,” she laughed.

“Okay, you asked for it,” I grinned before I continued, “My prior relationship was with a woman older than myself. I met Julie at a Web-Net sci-fi and fantasy convention. I was dressed in a Star Fleet uniform and she was dressed as a Battle Star Galactica uniform. We laughed as we passed each other by, but when I looked over my shoulder, she was looking at me. I don’t know why, but we both turned and started talking. We left the virtual convention and went to a digital coffee shop. We sat and talked for hours, but we both knew it, felt it.

“Flash forward, we quickly moved on to dating. The intimacy was incredible, but so were the conversations and laying in each other’s arms, just looking at each other. We played together on the Web-Net and traveled together pretty often. She wanted to see the world and I wanted to see it with her. We were together for years, until a job offer came from another country.

“When we broke up, there was no yelling or fighting. We discussed everything from visits to meetings on the Web-Net. But she felt we shouldn’t torture ourselves. She packed up her stuff and moved to Neo-Ireland. I questioned if I would ever love again, and until I arrived here, I dwelled in that place years after our break up.”

“How magical was it between you two, in the bedroom?” Morthessa asked as she threaded her fingers together before her chin.

I laughed.

“Healthy. I can never explain it, but older, experienced women always turned me on. And since we are being graphic, what do you think of a very young man like myself wanting to date you?” I smiled.

Morthessa let out a giggling laugh as she looked away for a moment. She then turned her attention to me, her gaze taking a sultry glow.

“I’m beginning to like the idea. I just don’t know what to expect because I never dated a human before. The age difference doesn’t bother me though. All elves tend to be older than most, unless you’re dating a dragon.”

“Elves date dragons?” I said with interested eyes.

Morthessa laughed. “Of course they do. In our realm, we’ve come a long way from simple kingdoms. My people, and a few others may get treated like outcasts, but the majority live in times similar to this city, except everything is powered by magic.

“But what I’m saying is, I wouldn’t have moved closer if I was repulsed by the idea.”

She leaned forward a little more, her gaze on mine.

“Since I made dinner, you have to put out,” she grinned.

I laughed so hard I nearly fell back on my chair. My hand went to my stomach. I winced, barely seeing Morthessa laughing too. The air between us was electric. When the laughing slowed, and I wiped a tear from my eye, I could see her hungry gaze.

“Mel,” she whispered before there was a knock at the door.

Morthessa’s gaze took on an annoyed glow. “Come in!” she shouted.

I stood up just as the door opened. Sylvara and Elenya’s eyes widened with joy as we gazed upon each other in an instant of time. They rushed in with food in their hands, ready to share. They put their stuff on the table and nearly tackled me outside of the dining alcove.

I stumbled back a few steps, trying to regain my balance as the pair held onto me like they were never going to let go. Elenya jabbed her head against my neck as she rubbed her body against my side as Sylvara hugged me, her gaze a burning glow.

“You’re…okay,” Sylvara said with a hint of emotion. Tiny wisps of steam rose up from the edge of her eyes, like her tears were boiling in a hot flame.

“I am,” I smiled as we were nose to nose. “Thank you for being there when I was in the coma. I could feel your warmth. I somehow knew you were there.”

“Did your muscles get bigger?” Elenya said as she snuggled against my neck like a cat in heat.

“Do they feel bigger?” I grinned.

“Yes,” she whispered as she ran her hand up and down my arm and part of my chest.

Sylvara’s eyes gleamed with affection before she let go and pulled back.

“Elenya, give him some space,” the Aelvahr elf commanded.

Elenya let out a sigh, followed by a pout. She pulled away and stood close enough to not touch me, but still be within arm’s reach. I swear, she was being the cutest brat right now and I was here for it.

Sylvara stood across from me, her eyes glowing with molten heat. I could read her mind easily. She was very happy to see me, and if there was no one around, I wouldn’t be able to escape, not that I would ever seriously try that.

Morthessa stepped to Sylvara’s side. “We should eat and enjoy the evening,” she smiled.

“Yes,” Sylvara said like she was in a trance for a moment. She blinked and was as normal as when we first met.

“Please, everyone sit,” Sylvara said as she turned and walked toward the dining table.

Elenya curled her arm around mine the moment we took a step. She eyed me like I was her prey. We walked over to the table. I sat in my seat, my plate already half-full of food. The three others sat down. Morthessa was to my left. Elenya was to my right. Sylvara sat across from me, trying to look away, a pink across her tanned cheeks.

My glaze slipped over to Morthessa. She looked at me like something alien was stirring in her soul. I had to admit, something was stirring in mine, for all three of them. My old life was turning into a faraway memory, and there was something I had to finally admit to myself.

I want to stay here. I want to help. I want to love again. 

Wineglasses were filled with red wine. Sylvara tapped her fork against a glass, making sure to get everyone’s attention.

“Please, pick up your glasses,” she said as she held up hers.

We all followed suit, lifting our glasses up.

“We don’t know what the future holds for us, and everyone here on the Floating City, but there is one thing we should toast to, even in our darkest times, there is a glow between us. It is strong enough to withstand the worst fate dealt to us, and the best as what paradise teases what our lives can be.

“Mel, you are our sword, shield, and heart of our family, current and future. I know the idea makes you uncomfortable at times, but I know it will change, as do we, with the passage of time.

“Welcome back from your restful sleep, you will not sleep as much with any of us, or all of us, in our bed.

“To our health, and our bonds.”

We all took a deep drink. I stared at Sylvara as I gulped down wine. She is not shy about anything. She has a motherly wisdom, and a spiritual succubus within her beautiful body and mind.

“Let’s eat!” Elenya said.

The moment the words left the blonde elf’s mouth, the flatscreen turned on as an alert filled it. An alarm went off from not only Morthessa’s flatscreen, but from many others beyond the apartment. We could hear it through the walls and the windows. All four of us instantly stood up as we stepped into her large living room. The alarm stopped, but a red triangle with a skull in it glowed crimson.

“Imminent Incursion! Level 4 Kaiju Threat! West Side must evacuate! Buses are on route! Board buses or shelter in train stations!” it said and repeated two more times.

My hands curled into tight fists at my side. Agent Cooper was dead on about the threat, and now it was here. I don’t know why I thought it wouldn’t be so soon. I mean, I was in a coma for a few days. I would have had a little more time to prepare if I didn’t push myself the other day. Well, I won’t cry about it. I assumed I would be contacted in some way and deployed to help fight what was coming.

“No. No. Not this!” Elenya said before she turned to me with wide, terrified eyes.

Sylvara grabbed her, and held the blonde elf in an embrace, as tears streaked down Elenya’s visible cheek.

Morthessa looked at me with worried eyes. “You can’t go. Not now. Not yet.”

“I have too,” I said, knowing deep in my heart what the stakes were.

I think Sylvara knew too as she looked at me, her soul piercing mine.

“We can defend ourselves here. Everyone will be armed to the teeth, ready to fight for our lives,” Sylvara said as her eyes flashed hot. “Sero, don’t waste your energy worrying about us, that’s what I’m here for. Aid in the fight, but be sure to come back to us,” she said with emotion filling every word.

I parted my lips, ready to say something, anything to ease the growing tension, when there was a buzz across my mind.

“Boss, Lydia Hale has taken control of several squads. You’re in Squad Twenty. Once I connect your squad, you will be able to talk to each other through the city network. You will also have live feed from different cameras across the West Side to get better angles of the threats and work with other MAGE squads,” Anita informed me.

How many squads are there?

“Twenty,” she said without emotion.

I was at the bottom, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t put up a fight.

“Lydia Hale coming in,” Anita announced.

I felt a new connection in my mind before I felt Lydia was with me.

“Squad Twenty, this is Lydia Hale. You all know each other, so it will be easier for you all to work together during the engagement. The West Side of the city is being evacuated. Something big has moved before the city to the west, still underwater. It’s faster than the city’s top speed. We believe an attack is imminent. We need you and every squad to get to the West Side.

“Gavin has a car. Kara is with him. Mel, they should be at your location in a few minutes.”

Another voice came in.

“It’s Samuel. I’m not far from the West Side. I will be there soon,” he said.

“Good. There is a designation spot for each squad. Hold your position until further orders,” Lydia finished.

“Understood,” I said across my mind to anyone listening.

“Don’t worry Mel, we all have each other’s backs,” Gavin said. I could have sworn I felt his smile.

I looked at the three elves before me.

“You’re new. You don’t have to go,” Elenya said with a small voice.

“Elenya, please. Don’t make this harder than it needs to be,” Sylvara said.

I walked up to Elenya. I hugged her. She snuggled to my neck, trying to hold back her tears. I pulled back and kissed her on the lips.

I then let go of Elenya and turned to Sylvara. She didn’t waste any time, embracing me and kissing deeply. Our tongues played as we kept our passionate embrace.

When I pulled away, I looked at Morthessa. She stared at me with concerned eyes. Her hand twitched. Her lips parted, and then closed, like she didn’t know what to say.

“I owe you a dinner date,” I said before I took her hand, lifted it up, and kissed the back of it while looking into her trembling eyes.

I let go and rushed for the door. I felt a connection that blazed deeper into my spirit. Emotions tumbled as I opened the door. I glanced back at the three of them, but I held Morthessa’s gaze for a second longer before I turned and stepped into the hallway.

A flash of rotting power stabbed into my heart. It swirled with my mana as I made for the elevator. When the elevator door opened, mana curled around my soul, thicker and stronger than before.

Decay element has increased to 4th degree.

Hope filled my spirit as I smiled, the elevator doors closing shut.


Twenty

I ran out of my building. I stopped short as Gavin’s upper body was sticking out of the black car window.

“Get in! We’re killing undead!” he shouted.

I could see Kara in the front passenger side, also using both of her hands to hurry me up. I darted for the car, opened the door to the back seat, and slipped in. I barely closed the door as Gavin slipped back in and pressed the pedal to the metal.

The black car sped off as I put my seatbelt on. Even in the car, the tension was thick. Gavin drove like a madman, turning corners so quick, I swore the care would tip over. I had a stray thought that I could have used my own spells to fly to the West Side, but that may have drained me a little before a fight like this.

Kara turned her head and looked at me. “I wish we had more time to train together. If we get through this, I would very much like to continue.”

“We will train together, after we put this undead monster down,” I said, trying to keep my courage. I knew this was going to be a tough fight. We had to stay positive.

I glanced out the window. I saw armed residents move to rooftops. I swore I saw several with rocket launchers. This was going to be a real fight. I called up my states and quickly looked them over.

Melvin “Mel” Creed

Fight: 3

Defend: 2

Social: 5

Health: 3

Elemental Mana Sphere

Fire: 4

Air: 4

Decay: 4

I let out a soft exhale. With all three elements at my fingertips, I would be able to do something other than simple clean-up. If a kaiju is going to crash into the city, maybe I can damage it enough for more experienced mages to take it down. At least, that could be the plan for now.

I tapped on my spellbook. It opened like an old book with yellowish paper. I suddenly forgot my spells and I needed to make sure I had the incantations right.

Flare

Element: Fire

Incantation: “Ignis Solvar!”

Spell Effect: A blast of flames in every direction

Range: 10 feet per degree

Scorchwave

Element: Fire

Incantation: “Pyra Exuro!”

Spell Effect: Sends a powerful wave of compressed flame forward, incinerating and blasting apart undead in its path. The heat is intense enough to burn through bone and char armor or shell.

Range: 10 feet per degree

Inferno Spiral

Element: Fire

Incantation: “Ignis Vortus!”

Spell Effect: Conjures a spiraling whirlwind of fire that scorches enemies caught within. The spiral can be anchored in place or directed forward, creating chaos in enemy formations.

Range: 5-foot radius per degree, height of 10 feet per degree

Skybound

Element: Air

Incantation: “Aeris Alarum!”

Spell Effect: Lifts the caster into the air and sustains controlled flight by shaping currents of wind beneath and around them. The caster can hover, glide, or maneuver at will, though sudden strong winds can interfere.

Range: Self (Height & distance based on degree — flight speed roughly matches running speed per degree, with max height equal to 10 feet per degree)

Gale Push

Element: Air

Incantation: “Ventus Impello!”

Spell Effect: Unleashes a sudden, forceful gust of wind that can knock enemies off balance, scatter projectiles, and clear airborne hazards like smoke or mist. Stronger at close range but can be focused for precise directional blasts.

Range: 10 feet per degree

Windward Dome

Element: Air

Incantation: “Ventus Aegis!”

Spell Effect: Creates a dome of swirling wind that deflects arrows, slows incoming projectiles, and disperses airborne toxins, ash, or smoke. The dome can be expanded or contracted at will, though expanding it reduces its defensive strength. Allies inside can move and attack freely.

Range: 5-foot radius per degree (centered on caster)

I read, and re-read my spells, mouthing the words without pushing each element into each spell. I quickly noticed how rigid spellcraft really was. When I continue to add new spells, this book will become very important. I think I can remember these spells, but what will happen when I gain more? My spellbook will be filled with pages upon pages of different spells. It will take time to find and use spells, which will cost precious moments in situations. I couldn’t worry about that now. We had a bigger problem and we could not lose. There was so much at stake, my mind needed to be a steel trap for as many spells as I could remember.

“We’re almost there,” Gavin said as he drove with his chin very close to the steering wheel.

I glanced to the side, seeing the live footage of the West Side in the corner of my eye. The feed switched to different camera points, seeing everything. White wash splashed against the railing of the walkway, the same place Sylvara and I stood, looking at the vast ocean. The towers along the West Side began to open. Rotary cannons stabbed out of those gun towers, aiming at the black sea. Other towers opened with missile silos. They had everything in place for any kaiju attack. I hope it was enough to stop the monster, or at least slow it down.

My hands began to shake as I held my cellphone. I kept forgetting this was a digital world, but at his point, it didn’t feel so digital. I felt like I was in a separate reality, ready to put my life on the line to protect people I didn’t even know if they were real or not? I wish there was more time to analyze this, but I couldn’t, not now. I needed to remain focused. I was here to help and protect. Everything else could wait until this moment was finished. When we picked up the pieces, I could decide if this was worth it, or not. But I had a glow within, telling me it was all worth it.

Kara turned to me with serious eyes. “Our comms are connected and we must work as a team. The important thing is to protect everyone, including each other.”

“Easier said than done,” Gavin snickered.

Kara gave him a hard look. “Gavin, this is no time to play around. We must take this seriously.”

“I am taking it seriously,” Gavin said as she steered onto another street. “I just want everyone to know, if I die, tell everyone I always had a great smile and personality.”

A notion crawled into my heart, squeezing it cold.

“How often do mages die during these conflicts?” I asked.

Kara and Gavin looked at each other and then Kara looked at me while Gavin looked forward.

“Best not to think about it,” Gavin said over his shoulder.

Kara nodded. “If we look out for each other, we will survive.”

I suddenly didn’t feel reassured. No matter. I know when the time comes, I will go full tilt at the problem. I had to show everyone I was an asset, and not a self-centered ego that only craves the stage.

The car sped down the empty street. When we turned again along a new corner, Gavin slowed the car, pulled to the curb, and put it in brake. I sat forward as the three of us watched buses zip by on the street before us.

Anita, I need a map of my location.

She didn’t answer as another small screen appeared on the other side of my gaze, showing that we were two blocks away from the West Side Park. I stared at the moving buses and people walking to the train station Sylvara and I arrived at so she could show me around.

“We must wait here. Control wants to use all their new weapon systems before we commit to fighting whatever is coming for us,” Gavin said.

I could see a drop of sweat coming down his right temple.

“I wish Control could tell us what project they’re working on,” Kara mentioned.

I remained silent as it all came together. City Control must be ready to launch the rocket. That’s why the kaiju is aiming at us right now. It may not know where the rocket is, but that doesn’t mean it won't trash the whole city to stop it.

A beep in my head snapped my attention.

“All mages hold positions. The kaiju is slowly approaching the West Side. When it is in the maximum kill zone, gun and rocket towers will begin their firing sequences. Do not engage!” said someone from Control.

I watched the live feed as the gun and rocket turrets moved and aimed at the water. I glanced up at the street with the buses and people making their way east moments earlier. Now there was no one, the city streets a ghost town.

“I’m ready,” Gavin said in a low tone.

“I’m ready,” Kara said in an equally low tone.

“I’m ready,” I said softly as I wondered where Samuel was?

An uneasy silence weighed down on me. The city was lit, but eerily empty. An ocean mist billowed in, covering the streets with a gloomy haze. I thought of Sylvara, Elenya, and Morthessa. I wanted to go back to them. I wanted to protect them. I wanted to keep falling in love with them.

Alerts filled my head.

“The threat had increased speed in our direction. Activating weapon systems.”

I watched the live feed as gun towers aimed, and suddenly began spinning before flashes of light lit up before them. Even though the live feed was silent, from our location, we could hear the thunderous growl echoing off the buildings. I stared at the feed screen, torpedo missiles flashing with puffs of smoke behind them as they fired and hit the black waters. The feed switched to the ocean just as missiles struck something underwater, plumes of white erupted from the explosions. The roar of gun towers and firing missiles must have been deafening beyond the car windows. I could feel the vibrations through the car and myself. I continued to stare at explosions in the dark waters. The thing underwater seemed to slow down, but was still getting closer.

Suddenly, the feed switched to a top view. I assumed there was a drone up there, high enough to record what was happening. The explosions grew as water splashed upwards, but whatever was down there was getting closer.

“One minute to impact. All citizens of Possum City, brace yourselves,” the unknown voice said with alarm.

“Holy shit,” Gavin said.

“Remember, we work as a team,” Kara said, panicking in her tone.

They were scared. I could feel it in their voices. I could feel it in my own spirit. This wasn’t just fighting mindless zombies. This was fighting for our very survival.

The explosions in the water were getting closer. Something big and white was just under the dark waters. Its form rippled through the dark sea, but it was wide and I think bigger than a city block.

In a blink, the white thing shot forward, moving insanely fast.

“IMPACT IMMINENT!” The woman yelled into the mic with fear in her voice.

“Hold on!” Gavin said just as the thing on screen slammed into the side 

A thick rumble hit us as the city around me tilted half an inch. The city eased down to normal, but for something that big to hit such a massive city, and tilt it a little was incredible. The feed showed the thing close to the West Side Park. It lingered underwater as gun towers aimed down and unleashed hot metal death.

Energy swirled into my body and muscles. I could feel it, the deep sense of rot and decay. But it wasn’t just a single thing, but many. The stench was so overwhelming across my soul, I coughed and gagged. I was drowning in it and I couldn’t stay here any longer.

I opened the car door and stepped out.

“Mel!” Kara shouted before I closed the door.

The night air helped some, but the weight of death pushed at me. I had to see. I had to know more. I knew I was risking everything, but the weight of death was suffocating me.

“Aeris Alarum!” I shouted.

The air around me took hold. My feet lifted off the sidewalk and I was airborne. I flew up about forty-feet off over the street, the maximum height for the spell. My flight increased, flying over the street and toward the outer side of the park. I could feel Gavin and Kara coming after me. I could feel their mana getting closer. It didn’t matter, I needed to know my enemy before they came for us.

I landed on a street corner and moved to the building. I put my back to the wall and turned my head enough just to see the park. I could see the gun towers unleashing rounds by the second on the thing in the water. I don’t know if it was the Decay element within me, but I could feel the imposing rot on all my senses.

“Are you crazy?” Kara said as I felt her float down beside me.

“What do you see?” Gavin asked as he also put his back to the wall beside Kara and me.

“Nothing yet,” I whispered.

A blink of time later, thick whitewash splashed upwards. Seawater flooded the western side of the park as something lurched upwards. It crashed onto the park, a thick rumble vibrating under us and through buildings. Waterfalls fell from the monster as an armored insect-like leg slammed down, followed by several more.

I stared with wide eyes a thick white claw clamped a pincer on a gun tower and sliced it in half. Another pock-marked pincer came down on another gun tower firing under its armored underside, crushing it instantly. Explosions rocked the area. An immense pincer swung outwards and smashed into a small building, demolishing it.

I didn’t blink as I looked up at a giant, undead crab. It was almost ten storeys high, and three times across. Its shell was a pale white, but I noticed it wasn’t alone. Small, car-sized crabs were clinging to it. There must have been hundreds of them. In my gaze, the small screen showed everyone the top shell of the kaiju, gigantic curved spikes dotting it. There were more crabs clutching to the big one.

Gavin moved in front of me and looked at what I was looking at.

“Shit!” he said, speaking what I was thinking.

I nodded.

“I think the next question is, do we pull back and fight, or fight and pull back?” I said with a low tone.

“We’re the back up. We don’t have anyone else backing us up,” Gavin said as he stepped back.

I turned my head and looked at Kara. She was quiet, I think she was weighing the choices.

“We fight and pull back,” she said, her mind made up.

I smiled as I looked at Gavin.

“Yes, I’m with it,” he said with a mad smile.

“Let’s not give these monsters an inch,” I said with my own mad grin.

We all knew the stakes. If we just pulled back, it would give the enemy an unfair advantage. We needed our backs clear so we could fall back as we dropped as many of these monsters as we could.

A manic Control voice sounded off in my head.

“ENGAGE! ENGAGE!” they yelled.

“This is Lydia Hale. All mages engage!”

The candle was lit when streams of elemental energies blasted from building rooftops or from flying mages in the air. For a tiny moment I was stunned by the pure power of every mage. I watched in stunned amazement as elemental streams struck the giant crab, forcing it back about ten feet. As energies slammed into the armored shell, small crabs fell off in waves. They easily turned and landed on their many legs. Claws shined as I instantly recognized the same claws that ripped apart the doors to Morthessa’s building.

I lost all sense of myself as my magic took control. As I took control.

Balls of flames appeared in my hands as I called upon my Fire element. I lifted my hands up and threw one fireball after the other. Fireballs streaked through the air until they hit white shells and exploded. Smoke flashed, but much to my dismay, the car-sized crab’s armored bodies were only scorched.

The crabs charged.

Gavin threw back his hand as a fire spear appeared in it. He then aimed and threw it. The spear penetrated one of the crab’s alien faces and exploded. The crab fell as others climbed over their own fallen comrade.

I’m thinking too small. I needed to go big!

“Ignis Vortus!” I shouted.

A flame swirled into a fiery tornado. The crabs closed the distance quickly. When they were about thirty feet from our position, my Inferno Spiral spell smashed into their ranks. Crabs were either burnt to ash or thrown into the sea of approaching crabs. I held my hands out, controlling the spiral as Gavin blasted out a stream of fire at the charging crabs. Those that got through our attacks were met with a wind gust so strong; it sent them spiraling into the air. Kara held out her hands, blasting crabs away if they got to close.

My smile weakened. I felt it within my mana. The longer I controlled my Inferno Spiral, the weaker my mana became. I was inflicting a lot of damage on the incoming crabs, but I had to cut the spell before I was too weak to keep fighting.

“Fall back!” I shouted as my Skybound spell was still in effect.

I flew backwards into the air, as did Kara. Gavin’s form took on flames and he instantly flashed back to us. We kept moving back as the wave of crabs chased us.

“Pyra Exuro!” I shouted as I aimed my hands down at the crabs.

A blast of super-heated flames blasted out of my hands. The white flames cooked the undead crabs; many fell burning as I swept the Scorchwave across the crab front. Others lost legs or pincer claws as they were cooked. I grunted as the Scorchwave was draining a lot of my mana all at once.

I stopped the Scorchwave as I continued to float backwards.

Gavin shouted out a spell of his. He was engulfed in a ball or fire. His legs moved in a blur as he used the ball of fire to slam crabs away while burning them. He was grinning as his ball burned and sent crabs into each other.

The moment Gavin swung around us; it gave me a chance to shout out another incantation.

“Pyra Exuro!”

Flames burned white hot in my hands and blasted out. Mana boiled under my skin as I blasted crabs into burnt-out shells. When I halted the spell, I huffed as my mana weakened. I couldn’t keep doing this. More crabs came up and spread out into the streets from the park. The damage they were going to inflict would be too much if there were people in the buildings who didn’t evacuate.

Beyond our battle, I glanced up to see the giant crab stuck in the park as mages clashed with it. Some used streams of elements to keep it there, while others were up and close, using spells with water, fire, light, and many others against its armored form. I wanted to know every spell being used. I could tell each mage was specialized. Each one knew what they were doing. I was only beginning to understand what I was meant to do, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t make my mark.

I flew down to the crabs. Some pincers shot up, trying to catch one of my limbs and sever it from my body. I stayed just out of their range when I shouted, “Ignis Solvar!”

Fire churned along my body and exploded in all directions. Crabs were blasted away or burnt to the ground from my Flare spell.

Gavin’s fireball rushed to me and surrounded me, burning away any crabs just out of the forty-foot range of my previous spell.

“Nice spell!” Gavin shouted.

A massive wind gust blasted away a section of crabs as Kara flew over us.

“We’re holding them off, but I spotted undead climbing into the park. They are going to try and swarm us!” she shouted.

I glanced around and saw the waves of crabs had now split into small squads, vanishing into alleys. The crabs were only part of the equation.

Screeches filled the air as we all looked up.

Black, bat-like wings of shadow flapped as upper half skeletons filled the center of the flapping shadows. Clawed hands flashed as the flying undead shot down from the sky, directly at us.

I reacted by aiming my hands up.

“Pyra Exuro!”

I blasted out a hot thick beam of fire upwards. The beam struck several of the flying undead, turning them to ash. The only thing I had against this beam was that it was so bright, I could only see a little at what I was aiming at. Shit!

The moment the beam wore off, other undead swarmed up, a claw slashing across my chest. The pain was dull, but it was enough to register. An alert filled my eyes.
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A black wing slammed into me, knocking me away. I tumbled through the air until my legs stabbed out and my feet hit the street hard enough to bend my knees a little. I didn’t take damage, but the swarm wasn’t going to let up.

“Ignis Solvar!”

Fire blasted out of me from all directions. Some of the flying undead were turned to ash instantly. It gave me a brief moment to assess the situation. My heart nearly froze as I saw a wave of undead, climbing up and onto the street, with a few white crabs surging toward us. I turned my head to see Kara blasting away flying undead and Gavin unleashing twin streams of flames. We were already overwhelmed. We had to pull back.

I lifted a hand. “Ventus Impello!”

A gale force wind knocked all the air undead around us away, some of them smashing into nearby buildings.

“Fall back!” I shouted as I scrambled to my feet.

Gavin turned and tripped over a smoking crab claw. I darted to his side, curled my arm under his, and helped him to his feet.

“Thanks,” he grunted weakly.

Gavin was using more mana than he could regenerate. I helped him move as gurgling moans groaned in the small distance.

I felt my Skybound spell fizzle. If I wanted to fly, I had to incant the spell again.  When I glanced back, the undead zombies and crabs were getting closer.

“Get Gavin out of here,” Kara ordered as she shouted an incantation.

Clouds formed over our location. They flashed with light before thick lightning blasted down from the clouds. Undead zombies and crabs exploded from direct lightning bolt hits. The air smelled of burning rot as I helped Gavin move away from the thundering storm.

I saw Joe’s Bar a block away.

“Mel, I hate to say it, my mana is weakening. I need to sit down so I can recharge,” he said weakly.

For a tiny moment, his words weirded me out. My mana was already returning to full strength, but Gavin wasn’t regenerating as much mana as I was. I understood what was happening. Gavin and Kara were skilled mages, but I think all mages here suffered the same weakness, they didn’t regenerate as quickly as I did.

“Don’t worry. I’ll get ya someplace safe. Just rest enough to get back in the fight. We need ya,” I said as we picked up the pace.

I glanced back at Kara as she unleashed a wall of lightning bolts when several dark shapes swooped down from the cloudy night. I lifted my hand, ready to blast them out of the air when a thundering machinegun went off. Rounds slammed into the diving undead, shuddering their forms before ripping them to pieces. Parts of the undead flyers fell from the sky as my gaze shifted to a rooftop.

My eyes winded as a cloaked figure had mounted a fifty-caliber machinegun on a roof edge. The barrel smoked as the figure turned the heavy machinegun at the zombies and crabs. Light flashed from the barrel as they unleashed a storm of bullets.

The cloaked figure focused on the undead, but I was stunned because I had seen them before. They kept popping up from time to time, and now, they were firing into the undead with extreme prejudice.

I managed to get Mel to the closed, solid door of Joe’s Bar. I slammed my fist on it.

“Joe! Open up!” I shouted.

I heard something pull back behind the door before it opened. Grizzled Joe looked at me, a shotgun hanging from one hand.

“Mel? You’re a newbie! What are you doing here?” he said with a hard stare.

I helped Gavin to the door.

“Take care of him until he’s ready to get back into the fight,” I said loudly.

Joe looked at Gavin before reaching an arm out to him. Gavin took it, and looked at me with disappointment in his eyes.

“Gavin, don’t worry. Rest up and get back out here. I need you man,” I smiled.

“Will…do,” he said as Joe helped him to the half-full bar.

“Mel, if you know what’s good for you, you’ll get in here too. Let the experienced mages handle it,” Joe said over his shoulder.

“Take care of all of them,” I said, ignoring his advice. I knew I couldn’t do that, and didn’t want to be rude about it.

I helped Joe close the door behind him. When I heard it lock into the place, I turned to see Kara float down onto the street and weave on her feet. The lightning storm weakened and slowly faded away. The dead pushed on, moving toward her with outstretched hands and hollow eyes.

Fire flashed across my body as I blurred toward Kara. When I reached her, the flames died away as I grabbed her before she fell.

“Mel…I can’t,” she whispered.

“I know,” I said as the dead moved closer, despite the hail of bullets striking their bodies. “Kara, you’re gonna have to trust me.”

“I…do,” she whispered.

I wasn’t sure I could control it, but I had to, to save her.

“Ventus Impello!” I shouted.

Air swirled under my control. I scooped Kara off her feet and tossed her two feet in the air. My eyes glowed with mana as my gale push not only tossed Kara high enough for her to land and tumble on a nearby roof, but also swirled around and blasted away any approaching undead who got too close.

I turned to the approaching dead. The giant undead crab moved into view in the distance. Its pincer claws swung and crashed into a tall building, causing it to collapse unto itself. The smell of rot and mana filled the air. Giant bolts of magma and waves of water smashed into the crab, slowing its advance.

I knew I just couldn’t fight the peons when that monster was leveling the city. The longer I stay here, even with the machine gunner’s help, I will be overwhelmed in moments. I wasn’t going to let the other mages have all the fun.

My hands made arcane movements as a wall of undead stumbled and lurched toward me.

“Aeris Alarum,” I said with a hard whisper as I bent my knees and leapt into the air.

I felt the very air take hold of me as I glided forty feet into the air. I flew over the undead and occasional pale white crab as I flew toward the gigantic kaiju. Flying undead swooped down at me. I readied to blast them from the air, when bullets ripped the diving dead to pieces. I glanced over my shoulder, watching the mysterious stranger unleashing a hail of bullets at the swooping dead. I didn’t know who they were, but I had to thank them when this was all over.

I turned my gaze forward, immense white crab legs fifty feet high before me. I turned and time slowed down as I watched magic unfold before my eyes. Black orbs exploded along the face of the crab as vines stabbed up from the street and tried to wrap around giant crab legs. Beams of pure light slammed into the monster as monolith stones pushed up from the street, trying to wall off the kaiju. I stared as the monstrous crab shattered the stone barriers with a giant claw. Armored legs ripped vines away. I also saw mages weakening and falling back as others took over. The one weakness to being a mage was never conveyed to me. I understood why, what defender or guardian would share an obvious flaw or weakness. I saw that this place was like any other, afraid to show their real selves, scared of what may come. I didn’t pity anyone fighting or not. I just knew, at this moment, I couldn’t stand back any longer. Sure, I have my hang ups, everyone does, but if I didn’t try to make things better for all of us in this lost city to nowhere, no one would. And to be honest, I was ready to rain hell down on everything that clawed out of the damned ocean!

“Ventus Impello!” I shouted as loud as I could.

I knew I could only fly forty feet with my Skybound spell, but no one said I couldn’t use my Gale Push spell to get me higher. I controlled the gale force behind me. A hard blast of wind struck the back of my body and lifted me higher into the air.

“Dammit!” I shouted as I went higher than the kaiju’s armored back.

I saw everything as I floated high into the air. I turned and looked in horror, the dead climbing over the West Side Park railing like a rotting river. I then started to fall, the kaiju struggling against the magical onslaught. Thankfully, my Skybound spell was still active. When I was forty feet over it, the wind caught me and I floated down onto the smooth armored back. I grabbed a spike that was taller than me as the kaiju shifted and moved. I barely held on as it shuddered and pushed against the magical onslaught.

A shadow landed on the kaiju’s back, not far from me. I turned my gaze to it and lifted my hand, ready to unleash another spell. The darkness melted away to reveal Samuel appearing.

“I see you had the same idea!” he shouted over the noise.

I smiled. “We need to crack the shell!”

Samuel nodded. He lifted his hand and black shadows stabbed out. It reformed into a black axe. He then brought it down on the armored shell. It clanged against it loud enough for me to hear above the noise and wind.

“Not like that,” I yelled. “We need to aim our magic together at a single spot.”

Samuel nodded as he lifted his hands and made arcane gestures. I kept my hand up as I prepared a spell. I had no idea if this would work, but we had to try.

Wind whipped at us as we both aimed at a spot between us. Samuel shouted his incantation as I shouted out mine.

“Pyra Exuro!” I shouted over the wind.

Fire appeared before my hand, curled, and blasted out. It was so bright, I couldn’t see what Samuel was doing, but I trusted that he was also blasting the same spot with a spell in his arsenal.

I grunted as I tried to keep the spell going for as long as I could. A thick, white-hot beam blasted down at the crab’s back. I could see the shell beginning to glow from the heat. Maybe, just maybe we had a chance. I couldn’t hold the beam any longer. I stopped it, weakness filling my muscles and my mana burning low.

Samuel also pulled back, the mage barely holding on. The area we blasted was glowing hot, and there was a tiny crack in it. Without a word, Samuel shouted an incantation over the wind. Black shadows snaked out of his hand and stabbed into the crack. I could see the weakness in his eyes. He was pushing himself too hard. He was going to pass out at this rate.

“Samuel!” I shouted just as the crack widened.

I didn’t expect what came next.

A thin spout of green and black liquid spurted up into the air. The kaiju shifted and the foul liquid spilled toward me.

“Ventus Aegis!” I shouted.

The wind coiled around me, forming a semi-protective barrier. The foul liquid splashed away from my swirling wind shield. When I looked across to Samuel, he formed a black ball of darkness as the liquid struck it and slipped away.

“Mel,” Samuel said weakly as his barrier melted away.

The moment I saw his eyes close and he fell; I launched past the foul spout of liquid and at him. My wind barrier protected me from the splashing liquid. I reached out and caught him before he hit the armored crab’s back. He was out cold. I had to get him to safety. I turned to see the spout was no more. It became a tiny river of ooze leaking from the crack.

I leapt up into the air, carrying Samuel in my arms. When I reached the edge of the kaiju’s back, I shouted a spell.

“Ventus Impello!”

A gust of wind struck my back and sent us straight up into the air. I soared like a bullet, higher and higher. I saw a rooftop and just managed to reach the edge. I walked onto the roof and took a few steps before I fell with Samuel, both of us crashing onto the gravel rooftop. I groaned as weakness filled every muscle in my body. My mana burned low, but we had a tiny success. We can break the hard armored shell, if we combine our magic.

With what little strength I had, I pushed my body up from the rooftop floor and stood up on shaky legs. I lurched over to the side of the high roof and looked down on everything. The kaiju was pushing hard against the weakening mage attacks. I watched as mages pulled back, their mana burning low and fear in their eyes. Some continued to fight, but their attacks were dimming against the kaiju as it advanced a little more, a giant claw smashing at another building and it crashing down on itself.

I eyed the battle. Despite the heroics, our side was losing. The kaiju was heavily armored. It was using its giant claws to not only smash buildings, but also protect its crustacean face. It tanked everything mages had to throw at it.

A thought spiked into my head. Where was Marcus? I was told he was the strongest mage in the city and I didn’t see any hint of him and his power in this battle. Did he give up before it started? Was he hiding somewhere, ready to show himself when there was enough carnage? What was he doing?

I chuckled at myself. If he wasn’t going to show, then fuck him. I needed to keep fighting. I needed to help stop the kaiju and undead, even if I didn’t survive. I don’t know why I’m here, but I had to keep going, not for everyone else, but for myself.

Just as I was ready to leap from the building, something caught my eye. I glanced down at the side streets. People were shooting from windows and balconies. Others were in the street, pulling back fallen mages while others unloaded on the incoming undead. People were fighting back. They didn’t leave it to the mages or Control. They fought back because this was their home too. I could feel it, even up here.

I rushed over to the east side of the roof. I looked down at the cloaked figure in black, still at their position, now using a machinegun to fire down on the undead. Scattered people from windows, continued to shoot at the dead, muzzle flashes lighting up the area.

Something pulled at my gaze. I saw a dark red car with flames painted over the back wheel. It sped down the same street me, Gavin, and Kara were just on. The dead moved in groups, making their way deeper into the street. My eyes widened and my heart clenched as the car stopped. Sylvara stepped out of the driver’s side, a machinegun in her hands. Elenya stepped out the back seat with a rocket launcher. Morthessa stepped out with a sub-machinegun in her hands. All three elves lined up and opened fire. Bullets sprayed the area as Elenya aimed her launcher at the kaiju and pulled the trigger. The small rocket left a trail of smoke before it hit a chitin armored leg and exploded. When the smoke cleared, there was only a blast mark and nothing more. Elenya shrugged and knelt to the street. She slid another rocket into the launcher.

They came. They came to fight, just like many others. I didn’t know if I was elated or terrified. Whatever it was, I needed to get back into the fight, for them, for everyone.

I placed a foot on the edge of the roof, ready to launch myself in the air, when everything stopped. The sound stopped. Beams of magic stopped. The undead moans stopped. The giant kaiju stopped in its tracks. Smoke and wind stopped.

“Don’t join the fight just yet. We have some things to talk about,” came a familiar voice behind me.

I turned and my eyes widened. Marcus Hale was standing on the roof, his eyes glowing like hourglasses.

“We have all the time in the world,” he said with a small smile.

Twenty One

“My ability to stop time is eleven minutes, but not minutes made up by people, or even from this sun. You see, eleven minutes to the universe are years to us. Something we should always remember,” Marcus said.

I walked toward him, unsure what to think, or even say.

Marcus simply smiled. “Don’t worry. I’ve been active throughout the battle, just no one saw me. I stopped time for over two dozen times, exploring our enemy and their army. The kaiju is tough. So tough, the only two people who made a crack in it are Samuel and you. Congrats on that, it did help my examination. Also, it will help in the future.”

“You’ve been studying the battle? Then you know a way to victory?” I asked with cautious optimism.

Marcu’s smile dimmed a little as his hourglass eyes looked away.

“I have some ideas, but I don’t think you’re going to like them.”

“What do you mean?”

Marcus walked to the edge of the roof and sat down. His fingers fiddled as he looked at me.

“Mel, I’ve been watching you. I tend to explore the city while time is halted. I have many insights to people, mages, and elves in their quiet moments. I noticed your courage, bravery, and steadfastness. It’s something many of us sorely need in this city of nowhere.

“I also watched you take on and fight the dead on the South Side. Other mages would never last as long as you did, especially against such odds. You arriving here was a breath of fresh air. The many egos I must navigate is enough to make anyone quit, but I know we all can’t quit, not until we find our ways home. It’s also why I had my sister keep many other mages from you. She ensured the others wouldn’t taint your time here. We need more mages, but we also need mages who wish to perfect their spellcraft.

“There are over twenty mages content with dating a few elves and never practicing any of their spells. There are a few of us, trying to make us better against the dead of this world. I discovered, the more you use your mana, the stronger it becomes over time. I used to stop time for barely a minute. Now, I can stop time for years because I practiced and trained my mana and spells.

“You’re probably thinking, why am I telling you all this?”

“It did cross my mind,” I smiled.

Marcus nodded. “I can also peer into possible futures. It’s something only my inner circle knows. I can see events and some outcomes. It’s fluid, and no, I cannot predict the future, only see glimpses. I see my death tonight. Because of several factors, the future speaks of many different events where I die during this battle. It’s something I’ve already accepted, if it comes true. I must join this battle and die, trying to stop this invasion before the rocket takes off. The kaiju will make it to the center of the city, where it will smash and destroy nearly thirty percent of the city before a brave Control agent uses a jet back and a mini-nuke strapped to his back. He will fly up to the underside of the kaiju and set off the mini-nuke. The explosion will destroy more of the city, and the kaiju will finally fall into a smoking corpse. We will lose forty percent of our population, and nearly forty mages will die in the battle. The city will take years to recover, but it won’t. The dead will come again and pull every human and elf into the sea, while what’s left of the city floats on for thousands of years before it sinks.

“I don’t know why we’re here. Like you, I tapped on an ad and was pulled into this world. I saw the moment as it happened, when you fell to our city. But not everything is doom and gloom. I also see us winning the battle. With my death, it will rally the city to our defense. People will fight tooth and claw at the undead until they are pushed back into the sea. I saw people gathered around a mage. I saw a new kind of magic, bringing mages together to fight like the guardians we are meant to be. I want to see that future, but I must die for that to happen.”

My hands balled into fists. “Bullshit. If you can see glimpses of possible futures, there must be one where you survive to see that future. Come on man, use your Doctor Strange ability for the best possible future,” I said with an angry tone. Marcus was getting ready to accept his death and I wasn’t going to hear it. If he can think the worst, he can also think the best.

Marcus chuckled. “You do have a fire in you, don’t you? Well, one thing I did learn from my Time element is if you tell others the future, it changes to a different future. I am telling you all this to shift fate, but you may be the key to a better future. I can only give a hint, so listen carefully.

“Spellcraft is guiding individual elements for a purpose. Same elements can work together. Different elements cannot.”          

I blinked. “Is that it? That’s the riddle?”

Marcus nodded as he stood up and slid his foot across the loose gravel as he turned. “Think it over. I can give you a few minutes to figure it out as I help everyone down there with the battle.”

“Marcus, there must be another way? You don’t have to go there. Let’s figure it out,” I said with alarm.

“There is another way. I hope it happens,” Marcus said as time moved once again.

I was frozen as Marcus leapt into the air and vanished. I unfroze, darted to the edge of the high roof, and looked down. The destruction continued as the kaiju smashed another building to rubble. A few residents who were still in the building and firing on the kaiju, leapt to their deaths, but before they could hit the ground, Marcus appeared beside the four people falling, grabbed them and vanished. They appeared on the street, running in the opposite direction. Marcus vanished again.

My heart thudded in my chest as I watched Marus appear in dozens of locations around the battle at once. Each version of him had a long, thick water sword, the flat side leaning on his shoulder. They looked around as everyone who saw the many versions cheered him on. A second later, every Marcus on the street launched into the fight. His water swords sliced across undead waists and cleaved them down the middle. Many other versions of Marcus launched into the fray, slicing and blasting undead with water bolts and steady streams. Several copies of Marcus leapt up and fired off water streams so thin, I could barely see them. The kaiju lifted an armored crab claw, blocking the water beams as they cut deep into the pincer, but not through it. It gave other versions of Marcus to slash across armored crab legs. Their water swords couldn’t get through the tough chitin, but the hits were hard enough to crack a few legs.

I shifted my gaze back to Sylvara, Morthessa, and Elenya. All three were falling back as they mowed down undead. Several Marcus’s joined them, slicing undead and blasting the dead to pieces with water bolts.

I nearly leapt over the edge to join them, but something within stopped me from doing it. My heart thundered in my chest as I turned away from the battle and walked to the middle of the rooftop. Samuel was still by the edge, unconscious. Marcus was giving me the time to figure out his riddle. I was the key to turning the battle. He saw it, in his glimpses through time.

Let out a small exhale as I closed my eyes. Figure out the riddle. Figure it out. He told me spells from different elements cannot come together. Something about spellcraft or the elements cannot be brought together. There was something here I was missing. I tried to calm my mind and block out the violence below me. An image of Sylvara appeared in my mind and I had to block her too. My heart beat slowed as sorrow coiled around my spirit. No. I had to push it all away, even the people I am falling in love with. Focus on the riddle and an answer. Shit. I played so many RPGs and read so many fantasy books, I should have an idea of what Marcus was talking about. Why would he bring up different elements? Was there a way to combine different elements? Maybe that was something they never discovered. A way to combine different elements. But how? This was so frustrating. Where was the Necronomicon when you needed it? A ritual for some answers would really help right now.

My eyes widened at the thought. Marcus mentioned spellcraft and singular elements. Why can’t I combine elements? The things down there are undead. I have the Decay element. There must be a way to make it stronger. Maybe combine it with another element?

My mind raced at the possibilities. When I pushed myself to create spells, I could create three spells before I passed out. If three is the top, why not combine two spells. Create a ritual with two elements.

A distant explosion rattled me, but I pushed it away and focused. I needed to focus on the two elements to combine into a ritual. Which elements? I’ve been good with wind, but Fire has been my focus. If I combined Fire and Decay, I could maybe burn the kaiju with those elements. I know how to focus on Fire. I use my emotions and power to fuel it into a new spell. But what did Samuel say about using Decay?

“Mel!”

I opened my eyes to a haggard Samuel looking at me with worried eyes.

“Why are you still here? Shouldn’t you be in the fight?” Samuel said with concerned eyes.

“Samuel, there’s too much to explain. I need your advice again. How do you create spells from the Decay element?”

“You let yourself go. You sink into the ground of your mind and you linger there in complete stillness. That’s how you create Decay Spells. Why?”

I was about to say something when a bullet hit one of the flying undead above us, sending it over the edge of the roof. Whoever that mysterious stranger is, they are guarding me like they know me.

“I need you to watch my back. I’m going to try something that may turn the tide.”

Samuel eyed me like I was crazy.

“I need a moment. One moment and everything could change. Marcus told me this can happen and it must happen,” I said, sounding a little crazy myself.

Samuel stepped back, his eyes wild with confused concern.

I closed my eyes and let out the longest exhale of my life.

In my mind, I called upon fire. I let my rage and power chain it to me, my mana flaring with it. I tried to hold onto that as I called upon my Decay element, and sank down into the depths of my mind. I stayed perfectly still in that place, at peace as my body rotted with a fiery halo around me. I slowed my heart, my mind, my spirit. There was nothing else but the silent, peaceful darkness.

Time slowed to a halt. The tension left my body. I felt the darkness consume me as the halo of fire shrank onto me. An instant later, I blazed with green fire and power running through my veins. A fuzzy spell slowly sharpened. When I could read it, it wasn’t a spell, but a ritual incantation.

I woke up as I gasped for air. I wasn’t breathing as I stumbled back a step. Knowledge poured over my mind and my heart blazed with power.

“Mel?” Samuel said.

I ignored him as I looked down at the rooftop. There was gravel on this roof, I assumed to help regulate and absorb sunlight. I fell to my knees on the gravel and moved it around quickly with my hands.

“I need a circle,” I said.

Samuel must have fully understood what I was trying to do. He fell on his knees and moved gravel around. The entire roof had a tar with gravel embedded within it. But it also had a lot of loose gravel that escaped the tar. Samuel and I moved quickly forming a rudimentary raised circle around me. It didn’t have to be big, but enough for the ritual to work. Knowledge glowed along my thoughts, knowing the incantation required me to be within a circle when I recited the words or it would have disastrous side effects. I heard a ding in my phone, the ritual spell written in my digital spellbook, but the ritual was fully within my thoughts. Once we finished with the simple circle, I stood up, closed my eyes, and took a deep inhale.

“Ignis Atrum, Cadere Viridis Flamma.

“Ignis Atrum, Cadere Viridis Flamma.

“Ignis Atrum, Cadere Viridis Flamma!” I shouted.

Fire and rot consumed me. I wasn’t sure what was happening at first, but feeling the green fire flare across my body and form an aura, power surged through me. My body became fire and rot, bleeding and burning into each other. I had become more than my human self. Mana curled along every cell of my body as purpose struck my mind once again. I turned and darted to the edge of the roof. I placed a burning foot on the roof edge and launched myself into the air. I flew down like a burning comet, chaotic power blinding my thoughts. I concentrated on my task. I would not be stopped.

I soared down, the kaiju lurching forward, trying to break the last mages. My gaze centered on the tiny crack Samuel and I made before. It was the key to our victory. I felt a presence to the side of me and I turned my gaze. Samuel was gliding down with black wings made of shadow. He nodded at me and I nodded back. I turned my attention to the pale surface of the kaiju crab. I was coming in fast, but I also knew this power was much more than a simple spell.

When Samuel and I were forty feet from impact, Marcus appeared on crab’s back, right near the crack we made. He lifted a water sword with both hands, blade down. I opened my mouth to yell, to get him away, but it was too late.

Fate played before my eyes as he jammed the water sword into the crack, making it bigger. He then pushed the sword to the side as cracks splintered out from the main crack. When he shifted his sword, foul ichor blasted out. I landed at his side as he turned to the side before he was knocked off his feet by the surging greenish black liquid rot from the kaiju. Steam and a scream rose up from Marcus as I grabbed him and flew upwards with him in my arms. At a quick glance, every version of himself fighting the enemy vanished all at once.

“Mel,” he groaned as half his body burned from the kaiju’s blood.

I swooped up onto another roof and laid him down. I held my hand over his body, pulling away the energy or the rotting steam and into my aura. He was still disfigured across over half his face and parts of his body.

“Finish it,” Marcus whispered weakly.

I nodded and flew up into the air.

I soared up and dove down at the kaiju. The ritual was firm in my mind, but also the side effects. I only had eight minutes before the power bled away. But right now, there is plenty of time to end this.

Samuel flew over me and to the roof with Marcus. I knew he would watch over him. I landed on the back of the kaiju. I made my way to the crack with foul kaiju blood leaking from it.

“Burn away the rot,” I said as I aimed my hand at the crack and blasted out green fire.

My green flames struck the crack and ignited the kaiju blood. The blood flared into a stream of burning green fire, like adding a flame to gasoline. Cracks formed along the kaiju. Geysers of green and red flames burst from those cracks. I stayed and watched, knowing my ritual effect was burning the decay and rot. I turned to more of the spectacle. Plumes of green fire blasted out in all directions.

A second later, I launched into the air and flew around the kaiju. Green fire blasted out of its armored claws. A pair of eye stalks shriveled from the green fire. The kaiju was dead, so it didn’t feel pain anymore. There were no strange screams from it as flames burst from many cracks at once. The kaiju shuddered and finally collapsed onto the undead under it. The flames caught them too and they burned away almost instantly to ash.

When the flames didn’t get the rest of the dead, I lifted my hands and shot green firebolts. When they struck the dead, they fell into burning heaps of black ash. The green fire didn’t burn anything else, only the dead as it raged across their decaying bodies. I couldn’t hold back my smile as the dead burned away. Those that didn’t, were shot dead again, and fell to the ground. They were then burned away by my green flames.

The smaller undead crabs died with the zombies. They burned as well, their shells not tough enough to stop my burning rot flames. In moments, the undead army and kaiju vanished into ash. Except for the kaiju. The flames died around it, leaving behind an empty carapace as it laid on the destroyed street.

My mana weakened. I floated down as the flames dimmed. When my feet touched the ground, I huffed weakly. I barely turned around to the many stunned eyes of mages and people. Everyone looked at me like they saw something extraordinary.

The flames slowly vanished, and I was me again.

My body weakened. Mages rushed to me and helped me to stand. My energy drained enough that I felt like I was going to pass out. A figure pushed aside mages and reached me. Sylvara embraced me tight.

“My Sero,” she sobbed as she held me close.

“I’m okay,” I said with a weak voice.

It didn’t seem to matter as she nearly suffocated me with her embrace. When I was about to lose all the air in my lungs, she pulled back and looked at me, her hands on my arms.

I stared at the beautiful elf. A tear streaked down her cheek as her gaze burned with love. The presence, and our connection, bled strength back into my muscles. I was able to stand on my own, only if she was close.

Elenya and Morthessa were behind her. Elenya’s cheeks were streaked with tears. Morthessa’s concern glowed with understanding. I could feel the connection to the three of them and I felt stronger by the moment.

“The car?” I asked Sylvara.

“I bought that a few years ago. I prefer mass transit. The car was for special occasions,” she smiled.

I wanted to know more, but this wasn’t the place.

From the street, a figure cloaked in black rushed to us four. When they were upon us, we all turned to see the figure pulling back their hood and blonde curls spilled out as a beautiful, sun-kissed face emerged. She looked at me with wide eyes as her elven ear tips stabbed out from her blonde hair.

“You’re safe!” she said as she nearly knocked Sylvara away and hugged me.

I wriggled out of her grasp and took a few steps back. “Do I know you?”

The elf let out a small, crazed laugh. “Of course you know me. Aurielle Sunveil. We met briefly at The Tower. You don’t remember?”

My mind searched for a moment until I remembered the elf I knocked into and apologized while I chased after Elenya.

“I’ve been following you, making sure you didn’t get hurt,” she grinned like it was completely normal. Then, her smile vanished and she looked at me with serious eyes. “You caught my attention at that party. I had to know you, protect you. Did you like my gift?”

She sent me the gun! Arrgh! What is happening to me?!

“Oh, thank you for the handgun. I did put it to some use.”

“Yeah, I saw,” she smiled with obsession in her eyes.

“Uh,” was all I said as Sylvara, Elenya and Morthessa surrounded me.

“Can’t you see he’s been through an ordeal?” Sylvara said with a fiery edge.

Aurielle gave a quick nod.

“Sorry. I only came down here to ask Mel on a date, or more,” she giggled with the last part.

“When he is ready to date, he will call you,” Sylvara said, trying to keep her calm.

“A Lumaeth. Light elf. She protected you. She would make an excellent addition, don’t you think? She is fiercely protective of you. There must be a connection,” Elenya said plainly.

“I think this might be something for another day,” I said weakly.

“Of course. Rest my lord. I’m sure we can talk another time,” Auriella smiled as she stepped back into the crowd and vanished from sight.

“She’s crazy,” Morthessa said.

“I like her,” Elenya grinned.

Sylvara simply stared for a moment before turning her attention to me.

“We will take you home to rest,” she said with loving warmth.

“Yes,” I said before I turned to mages, and Samuel, floating down with Marcus. Several ambulances arrived quickly. The back of one opened as people raced over to help Marcus.

I took a few weak steps toward the moving crowd. For a glimpse, I saw flesh burned away along his side. A hand moved into view and gave a thumb’s up. I smiled, seeing Marcus getting loaded into an ambulance. I then turned to the trio, as mages looked at me in awe.

“Mel! You alright?” Samuel asked as he approached.

“Yeah. I’m okay, I think,” I said.

Samuel looked at me with strange eyes. “When the time comes, we need to sit down and talk.”

“Yeah. I think we do,” I said. Samuel wanted to know. I’m sure many others wanted to know too. It was something we would have to discuss another time.

“Let’s get you home, Sero,” Sylvara insisted.

I nodded.

When we took another step, something blasted into the air from the east side of the city. We turned to see a rocket flying into the air, lightning up the sky with its mesmerizing sight. Everyone watched as hope flew higher into the black night. I felt it. I knew everyone around me felt it. It was an extraordinary moment as it filled us with something more.

I let out a long sigh. “I’m ready to go,” I said with a small voice, alerts filling the edge of my gaze.

Fire element has increased to 5th degree.

Air element has increased to 5th degree.

Decay element has increased to 5th degree.

Light Element has been activated!

Light element has increased to 1st degree.

Fight has increased to 4th degree.

Defend has increased to 3rd degree.

Health has increased to 4th degree.

I made a weak nod. I could feel it deep within, I was getting stronger, tougher, and my mana has grown. Now I had the Light element, weird.

I’m nowhere near the top, but I'm getting closer, a step at a time.

We started walking, eyes and smiles on us as we made our way to the car in the distance, my heart lifting to the possibilities and adventures to come.              


Twenty Two

I was lying on freshly cut grass, a tombstone over my head and just within my vision as I stared into the beautiful blue sky.

It had been three days since the kaiju was defeated. Agent Cooper, and many others, led the clean-up crews. They not only removed scattered dead parts and pushed them back into the ocean, crews worked on dismantling the burnt-out kaiju crab shell. I was told the shell might be useful for the future. They could also test weapons against it to see if they could make something stronger against any future kaiju attacks. Agent Cooper also gave me a high-five for handling the kaiju, and ensured if there was anything I needed, she would handle it.

She also informed me that the satellite made it into orbit. They’ve already made scans of large sections of the world. They found small islands. We were weeks or months away from reaching them, but Agent Cooper thought the small islands might help Control figure out why we’re here, and maybe find clues for a way out of this limbo.

I knew a lot of people would now have some hope for these discoveries, myself included. I thanked her as she headed off to the dead kaiju and helped direct the work. 

I did spend a whole day with Sylvara and Elenya. They made sure I was healed and watched over, despite me feeling much better after a ten-hour sleep. When I woke up, they made sure to take full advantage of my recovery. After a full day at home, I left the next morning to get some air.

The moment I walked out of our apartment building, I was surprised to see four mages kneeling on the sidewalk before me. Hoods covered their heads as they looked at me with knowing eyes. One of them spoke, telling me they would prove themselves so they could learn what I did during the battle. They said they would be my apprentices. I quickly told them they didn’t have to do that. We could discuss it another time when I was ready. They told me they would stay until they were ready. I had to make a call to Lydia. She said she would handle it, but she told me she couldn’t handle all of it. I did something no one else discovered. I was lucky. There were rumors. A lot of people thought I was waiting to play my ace. It was bonkers. I don’t want a following. It was something I would have to handle at another time.

Speaking of mages, Marcus was making a full recovery. He called me while some mages were trying to heal him. He told me he had some scars that won’t go away, but his body was at ninety percent. He also told me we had to meet and discuss the future. Things are going to change in Possum City, and I was going to be part of it.

Gavin phoned me to tell me we needed to hang out and be bros. I was fully onboard for that. He was also doing well and thanked me for saving him.

Kara called me. She was also grateful for me helping and saving her. She also told me was ready to learn ritual magic. I told her to rest first. We can talk about all of that later. She was silent on the phone for a moment, and then agreed. I could hear it in her voice. She also knew what was happening. Everything was changing and she was ready to help make that change. 

Samuel sent me a text that said, “I will make sure you stay grounded. I also want to introduce you to my beloved’s sister. She is a Veythrin. She’s eager to go on a date with you.”

He never said thanks, and I respected him for it. We were working together for the greater good. He understood it. I understood it. We left it at that. I did ask Sylvara what Veythrin meant. She told me it was the name of elves that follow the Dark element. They are also called shadowkin by other elves. There was still so much to unpack from elven culture. They were not just simple people from a different world. They brought their culture and history with them. I was eager to learn more.

All in all, it’s been a busy three days and nights. Things calmed down enough for a date. I turned my head to Morthessa. She was on her back, beside me. Her eyes were closed as she took long, deep breaths. I think she sensed me looking at her because she turned her face to me and opened relaxed eyes.

“This is my favorite way to relax,” she said with a small smile.

I smiled.

“This is very relaxing,” Sylvara said to my right.

Past Morthessa, Elenya sat up and looked down at me. “When are we going to get a drink? I’m very thirsty.”

“When Mel and I are finished relaxing here,” Morthessa said with an annoyed tone.

Elenya lifted her arm, curled it, and landed her arm on Morthessa’s chest. Morthessa gave Elenya an annoyed stare as Elenya rested her chin on her arm and looked at me.

“I like us,” she said with warm eyes.

“I like us too,” I said with an amused smile.

Elenya’s eyes shined. “When the time is right, I want you to meet my daughter. She came with us when we arrived,” Elenya said simply.

“Daughter?” I said as I lifted my eyebrow.

Elenya nodded. “She kicked me out of her place. So, I wandered. I met my best friend,” she said as she remained half on Morthessa, much to Morthessa’s annoyed gaze. “I have nara sisters, and I’m falling for you, my handsome Vaelrin. I’m happy.”

Heat clouded my gaze as I felt all our connections. I was trapped in a world that may, or may not be a digital game. My old life was fading away and my new life felt like a grand adventure. I’m dating beautiful elves. I’m learning a new kind of magic. I’m making new friends. Life is pretty good right now.

Morthessa sat up hard, knocking Elenya off her. Morthessa’s smoke black hair moved in the breeze as her dark eyes, pale face, and dark red lips hovered over my face. She looked at me and our connection glowed.

“I need time,” she said softly. “I need to know us and our connection. But don’t ever think I’m not attracted to you. I just need to be sure we are right together.”

“No rush,” I smiled. “Maybe a few more dates, just us?”

Her smile grew a little more. “Yes, I would like that.”

Elenya stood up and looked down on us. “Let’s go!”

Morthessa and I sighed at the same time. Then we laughed a little.

The rest of us got up. I brushed off my jeans as I looked at the rows of gravestones, green grass, and perfect sky.

We then walked toward a path and then followed it, making our way out of the cemetery and heading to The Speakeasy Dead. As we walked, Sylvara curled her arm around mine. I looked at her as a feverish warmth filled us both.

“There will be many more challenges before us. Just remember, we are here to support each other, my handsome Sero,” she said softly.

“I know, my beautiful Thira. Also, please know that you have my support with our new life. I look forward to what we will achieve, within the bedroom, and beyond,” I said with a mischievous smile.

Heat rushed into her tanned skin as she eyed me like a hungry serpent.

“You won’t escape me, tonight,” she whispered.

“Neither will you,” I whispered back.

The two of us stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment before we started laughing. Elenya and Morthessa looked at us with small smiles.

We reached the entrance gate to the cemetery. I was ready for a drink to cool me down. That’s when I saw a cloaked figure partially behind a building corner. They had lightly tanned features as they stared at me. Our eyes connected for a blink of time. An instant later, they vanished from view.

It would seem my stalker is keeping an eye on me. Great. I think my dating life is far from over.

We walked across the street, shafts of sunlight stabbing through the leafy trees along each sidewalk. The air smelled like the sea. My heart lifted in my chest; I was ready for the adventures to come.


Twenty Three 

A figure dressed in black typed on a keyboard.

A massive hall surrounded the simple desk in the middle, where a figure typed away. The walls were covered in strange and beautiful murals. One wall had humans casting grand magic against hordes of skeletons. Another wall had elves weaving a community. A wall with humanoid beasts ran through streets and forests.

The halls extended into further, more obscure areas, but at the small desk, the figure typed at a simple keyboard and an ancient monitor before them. Their gloved fingers tapped, each tap an echo in the vast hall. Walls of texts reflected in their eyes. They simply stared without blinking, typing away as the echoes continued off strange murals, and down endless halls.

The End
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