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Non-Violent Resolution 

by Pan 


LEVEL ZERO: 


I must have been dreaming. 


That was the only thought that made sense to me as the menu appeared in front of me. 


I hadn’t played Wyrms & Windmills for over a decade, but whenever my friends and I had decided to go hunting dragons and tilting at giants – back in my teenage years – I’d always played a bard. 


So even though I didn’t quite understand what had happened, I selected that option as soon as I saw it. 


BARD. 


Another prompt appeared, in equally huge letters: STATS. I watched blearily as a number of huge six-sided dice came crashing down, before offering me the chance to assign them to statistics. 


I felt like a building had just collapsed on me. In fact, I had a vivid memory of exactly that happening – I could so clearly see the ceiling cracking and falling inwards, a shower of dust and debris filling the classroom. 


It wasn’t just sight, either. I could remember the screaming, the shrill sound of a dozen female voices crying out. 


I could remember being crushed by the falling masonry, my lungs not able to expand, the feeling of being unable to breathe. 


I could remember how utterly and completely terrified I was, knowing that this was it.That I was about to die. 


But it hadn’t happened. Of course it hadn’t happened. If it had happened, I’d be dead. Instead, I was having a bizarre dream about having to choose my W&W class and assign six basic statistics. 


I assigned as many points as I could to charisma – typical bard build – and then strength, intelligence, and dexterity, in that order. Wisdom and constitution were my dump stats. 


Another screen appeared, this one showing a cartoonish picture of a man. The figure was wearing a cloak and holding a lute in his left hand. He looked a little like me, but not quite. Almost as though someone had run my photo through one of those AI generators. 


Some of my friends could have their faces exactly captured by the technology, but mine always came out looking slightly wrong. 


I scrolled through a few different racial options – elves, dwarves, orcs, gnomes, hoblings, wyrmkin, and the like – before returning to human. The other races also looked a little like me, but none were as close as that. 


The screen shifted to a character creator, where I had to click and drag sliders around. The options were extensive – I could make myself a hairless Adonis or as shaggy as a caveman, although the relatively high strength I’d chosen meant that no matter what I messed with, the character ended up with some impressive-looking muscles. I could also give him a variety of tattoos, scars, and other markings. 


Eventually, I settled on the design that most looked like me – a short beard and moustache, no scars, and some unobtrusive tattoos. I couldn’t find anything resembling mine; unsurprisingly, this fantasy game that I was dreaming of didn’t have a “tribal art from my hometown in New Zealand” option. 


Instead, I went with a series of black rings, which encircled both of my biceps and the base of my neck. Then I gave my character a pair of dark blue, almost black, eyes, and hair that was a dirty blond. 


My eyes had been blue, but not that blue, and the hair was more similar to what I’d had as a teenager. Ever since I’d hit thirty, I’d started balding, and once I’d turned forty some specks of grey and even white had started appearing in my hair. 


With the full head of hair – and the muscles – the character in front of me looked more like I had in my twenties. I’d been in better shape then, though not nearly as fit as the rotating figure in front of me. 


When I finished, a final screen appeared. There was a button marked CONGRATULATIONS, and a second button that read GO BACK AND CHANGE YOUR MIND. 


In real life, I had always been obsessive over making choices during character creation, min-maxing every stat that I possibly could, making sure that I’d checked every option and that I had the absolute perfect build for the character I wanted. 


But this? This was clearly a dream, and the last thing I needed was to dream of hyperfixating on the start of a video game. 


I clicked the first button. As I did, I had a strange realization – I wasn’t really ‘clicking’ them, I was just willing the button to be clicked. Almost as though I didn’t have a body, as if I was nothing but disembodied thought. 

 The menus disappeared, everything went black, and I could feel myself falling…




Non-Violent Resolution 

by Pan 


LEVEL ONE: 


“Hi!” 


I sat up. I was in the middle of a field. A forest lay behind me, and in front of me, a hill sloped gently upwards. There was nothing else around for miles. 


“Hello?” I said. 


“Hi!” said the voice again. 


It was a female voice, chirpy and young. I looked around, but there was nobody here except me. 


“Who’s there?” 


“Hi!” said the voice, a third time. 


I looked down, and was confronted by the strangest creature I’d ever seen. 


It was tiny. Just over four inches tall, a girl (or maybe a woman) stood in front of me. 


The first thing I noticed, after her butterfly wings – enormous on her tiny frame – was her revealing dress and high heels. She had light blue skin, flaming red hair and big pouty lips. 


And breasts that were disproportionately large, for her tiny frame. 


It’s possible her breasts were actually the first thing I noticed. 


“Hi!” she said, looking up at me. She had a pointed, pretty face, with lips pursed in a sultry smile. Okay, it might have just been a regular smile – I got the feeling that any smile from a creature this hot would come across as sultry. 


Her breasts were perky as hell for their size. The only part of her that didn’t look like a walking fantasy (except her size) was her long, thin tail, which was covered in scales. She had pointy ears, and her dress seemed to be made from flower petals. 


I couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to peel those petals off, one by one, unwrapping the sexy package. She reminded me of a busty, blue Tinkerbell. I wasn’t quite sure what to make of her. 


“Hi!” the strange creature said once more, grin fixed on her face. Her eyes were huge, like an anime character’s, and they had a strange sparkle in them. 


“Uh…” 


“Hi!” 


“Do you want something from me,” I said hesitantly, “or…?“ 


“Hi!” 


I scratched the back of my head. This was the strangest dream I’d ever had. I couldn’t even remember going to sleep. The last thing I’d remembered was taking my normal last-period history class. I taught history and geography at an all-girl’s school, to students who literally could not have cared less about either. 


I looked around me. Everything was so…detailed. I could see the grass waving in the gentle breeze. I could smell the earthy scent of the trees. 


“Hi!” the creature said for what felt like the fifteenth time. Her lips widened, her sultry smile becoming a huge grin, and I had the feeling that she was expecting something of me. 


“Hi,” I said back. That seemed to do it. Her face lit up – although frankly, I’d assumed she was smiling as much as she possibly could – and she fluttered into the air, until she was hovering directly in front of my face. 


“Congratulations! You’ve been chosen as an alpha-tester for the new game, Wizards & Warriors!” 


I blinked twice. Surely my subconscious was more original than that. It even had the same initials as the game I’d grown up playing. 


All of a sudden, the creature’s face turned to a sexy pout. Or, again, a normal pout. 


I scratched the back of my head. My dreams weren’t normally this…horny. 


“Bad news,” she said. “You died. Back on –” 


My eyes widened as the small winged girl’s eyes went black, and an unnatural voice came from her lips for the next word. 


“– Earth –” 


“Uh…” 


“There was an unfortunate accident, and now you’re dead.” 


After saying ‘Earth’, her voice had returned to normal, and after delivering the bad news that I’d kicked the bucket, shuffled off the mortal coil, run down the curtain and joined the bleedin' choir…her face returned to that fixed, psychotic-looking grin. 


Oh, god. She was literally a manic pixie dream girl. 


“Uh huh,” I said, not sure how to react to my own subconscious delivering the news that I’d passed away. 


“Rather than waste your capacity, the developers have offered you a chance to test Wizards & Warriors, and ensure that the game provides the best possible experience for all players!” 


The strange creature – the MPDG, if you will – moved forward, her eyes shining as she continued. 


“Due to our strict no contact policy, you and your companions are the only players on this server, and the developers have included an automatic ban system, which will remove a player after their first death.” 


She tilted her head to the side, then looked at me with an expression so comical it could have been drawn by Disney. “This means that if you die, you’ll return to your body on .” – there it was again, that disturbing voice – “and no longer be able to play Wizards & Warriors. And your companions will probably die, too!” 


I frowned. Companions? 


“Wait,” I said. “So if I die, I wake up?” 


The creature nodded. 


“That sounds pretty good to me.” 


“It is! You will return to your body, and be laid to rest.” 


For the first time since she’d started speaking, the fairy-like creature dropped her goofy expression. Her face became serious as she held up one hand, and tapped at it with the other. 


I jumped as a large black square hole appeared out of nowhere. Where there had been beautiful green grass swaying in the meadow just a few seconds ago was suddenly what I quickly identified as a screen of some kind. 


Looking closer, I could still see the grass. The screen was semi-transparent. I tried to touch it, but my hand passed right through it. 


The breeze was tickling my neck, and I suddenly realized I’d never had a dream this vivid. My night-time reveries were normally just odd collections of feelings, concepts, and images – not fully coherent stories, and never any physical sensations. It was unlike any dream I’d ever had before. 


Of course, every dream probably felt like this while I was having it. 


The screen lit up, and showed my body. Well, it showed one of my legs sticking out of the rubble. The fairy waved her hand, and the screen fast-forwarded, showing an emergency crew removing me from the wreckage. 


I had to turn away as I realized what I was seeing. They weren’t going to be able to pull me out in one piece. 


The pixie smiled at me, and her eyes were once again full of that strange sparkle. “So your job is to have fun! Explore, fight, and help test the new game.” 


“What if I don’t want to?” 


Again, the mask slipped, and a look of confusion – or perhaps frustration – appeared on her face. 


“Then you will go back to . But you would be dooming your companions.” 


I looked around. As far as I could tell, the two of us were alone in the field. 


“Companions?” 


“That’s right!” she said, her grin back again. There was something distinctly unstable about this chick. Just like every other ridiculously hot woman I’d ever met.”Everyone who died at the same time as you has been brought to Wizards & Warriors as one of your companions. Your quest is to rescue them!” 


As she spoke, the word QUEST appeared in huge blue letters in front of me, and an icon of an open scroll appeared above the pixie’s head. 


“I’m here to help you learn the ropes. Why don’t you grab that?” 


I still had absolutely no idea what the fuck was going on, but I decided to go with it. The icon was floating a few inches away from my face. 


I reached out, and grabbed the scroll. It dissolved as soon as I wrapped my hand around it, and more huge letters appeared in front of me. 


QUEST: 


Rescue your Companions. 


Your companions have been scattered across the land. You must rescue them. 


0/12 Companions Rescued. 


I frowned at the notification. The class I’d been teaching had been AP History, which meant that all of the girls in it were seniors, and it was a smaller class. 


A class of twelve, in fact. 


“This is a pretty fucked-up dream,” I muttered. 


“It is not a dream,” 


the girl said, and again I could feel the frustration creeping into her voice. 


“What is it, then?” 


"This is Wizards & Warriors, the new game from the creators of Adventures & Arcana, Blades & Brigands, Chronicles & Catacombs…” 


“It’s a fucked-up game, then,” I interrupted. I had the feeling that Wizards & Warriors was the twenty-third game that these people had created. 


The pixie let her mask slip again. She 


obviously didn’t hear comments like that very often. She flew in close – her eyes were the (relative) size of plates, and the irises were so big it was a wonder she could see through them. It was all I could do not to glance down and lose myself in her jiggling blue cleavage. 


“It’s going to be the most popular game of all time,” she said, and this time I could feel how forced her cheer was. “And you get to play it for free!” 


I decided to drop it, and turned to the forest. The trees looked so beautiful, I could’ve sworn they were real. 


But they weren’t, of course. Because if they were real, that would mean I was dead. 


“Where’s the nearest village, or town, or city, or whatever?” I asked. 


The fairy girl snapped back into what I was starting to suspect were lines that she’d said a thousand times. 


“Great question! You can access the map by accessing the OPEN MAP option.” 


I looked around. “Where’s that?” 


“In your menu!” she said. “You can access your menu by thinking OPEN MENU.” 


I closed my eyes and focused. 


“Open menu,” I said. 


Nothing happened. 


“I said ‘Open Menu’.” 


Still nothing. 


“You can access your menu by thinking OPEN MENU!” the pixie repeated, and instead of saying it aloud, I just thought the words. 


The blackness of my eyes being closed was replaced by a brightly-colored screen appeared in front of me. I tried to open my eyes, but while the menu was open, it seemed I was unable to move. 


Actually, it felt more like I didn’t have a body to move, like when I’d been creating my character. I’d chalked it up to just being a dream. 


Which this definitely was. 


There was a list of options, including INVENTORY, QUESTS, SPELLS, MAP, CHARACTER STATS, and a few others. I mentally thought MAP, and was met by a pop-up describing what the map did. 


There was a small icon beside the pop-up, and it took me a moment to realize what it was – the pixie girl who was helping me out. The even-smaller version of her seemed to have even larger breasts. She must have been a sort of tutorial of sorts, the Clippy of this world. I glanced at her, and the small icon of the blue fairy began speaking, her voice appearing directly in my head. 


”MAP: A detailed map of the lands of Wizards & Warriors. ZOOM IN. Map shows nearby creatures, towns, dungeons, and more. Quests, companions, and quest-givers are all highlighted in blue. Useful for getting a better idea of your surroundings!” 


Great. Now I knew how what the map did, but not how to access it. 


“Uh, how do I get to the map?” I asked. Well, I tried to ask – just like I couldn’t open my eyes, it turned out I also couldn’t talk while I was in the menu. 


CLOSE MENU I thought to myself, and suddenly I could feel not only the breeze, but also the warmth of the sun on my face, and the multitude of small tingles of feedback you get from your body at all times. I hadn’t noticed they were gone when I was in the menu, but as soon as I left it I was aware of their sensations once more. 


“How do I get to the map?” I repeated, and the pixie girl smiled, her eyes going glassy as she replied. 


“Great question! You can access the map by accessing the OPEN MAP option.” 


“None of the buttons are working,” I said. 


“You can access the map by accessing the OPEN MAP option,” she repeated, in the exact same cadence, and with a sigh I returned to the menu. 


This time, I felt the absence of physical feedback as soon as I entered. It wasn’t the worst sensation in the world, but it made me mildly claustrophobic, and I decided to spend as little time in the menu as possible. 


OPEN MAP, I thought, and this time the map appeared directly in front of me. 


It was an isometric map, showing the terrain from an angle. The forest was shown to the south of me, and the hill to the north. 


I mentally tried zooming in, and I could see a pink dot representing me. Strangely, the small pixie creature wasn’t appearing on the map. 


I zoomed out, but anything I couldn’t see was just black. I zoomed out again, and to my surprise, the map began to fill out – just with broad strokes. Roads, rivers – and a small town, marked as”Riverton”. 


“What’s in Riverton?” I asked, getting out of the menu. The fairy’s grin was back; this was obviously closer to the script she’d been expecting me to follow. 


“Riverton is the nearest village. It is a starting area, where players will be able to learn skills, abilities, and spells. You’ll also be able to get starting quests, and sell items.” 


“Starting quests?” 


The fairy girl nodded. “Starting quests are great for learning the rules of the game, and getting a basic understanding of your character’s abilities. They also provide you with experience points, and will let you level up!” 


“What kind of starting quests are there?” 


Her face flickered, before answering: “Starting quests are great for learning the rules of the game, and getting a basic understand…–” 


“Don’t I already have a quest?” I asked. Before she could answer, I was back in my menu. 


OPEN QUEST, I thought, and sure enough: there it was. 


Your companions have been scattered across the land. You must rescue them. 


0/12 Companions Rescued. 


“Yes,” the strange girl said. “But before taking on the main quest, you should complete some starting quests to get a feel for the game. Starting quests are great for learning the rules–” 


“Thank you,” I interrupted, and she trailed off. 


“Do you have a name?” I asked, and this time her expression was definitely one of confusion. 


“I’m here to help you learn the game!” she replied, her grin a little too forced. 


“Right,” I nodded. “Do you have a name?” 


She opened her mouth, but no words came out. It appeared she hadn’t been programmed to answer that question. 


I guess that’s why they had us testing the game. 


“What would you like to call me?” she said. 


“What do other people call you?” I asked, and it was clear that the question itself didn’t make sense to her. 


“Hi!” she said, finally. “Congratulations! You’ve been chosen as an alpha-tester–” 


I held up one hand, and she fell silent, looking at me uneasily. 


“Thank you,” I said. “I think I’ve got it from here. You can…go back to wherever you’re meant to be.” 


“I’m here to help you learn the ropes!” she said. “I’ll be here until your first kill!” 


I didn’t know why, but the way she said that made my skin crawl. 


“Thank you,” I repeated non-committally, and walked into the forest. 


As I walked, I checked my pockets. My first instinct was to pull out my phone and see if I could what the internet said about this game, but my phone had presumably been crushed… 


No. My phone was beside my bed, because right now, I was asleep. I was definitely asleep. 


No phone. All I had in my pocket was a handful of copper coins. 


Around my waist I was wearing a belt, and I could see that there was a sheathed dagger strapped to the side of it. It wasn’t much of a weapon… but then, I wasn’t much of a fighter. I’d never been in so much as a fist fight, and now here I was, apparently stuck in a fantasy game. 


I drew the bladed weapon, and immediately realized I had no idea how to use it. 


“You’ve found a dagger!” the pixie trilled, excitedly. She’d been hovering no more than a foot or two behind me. “Daggers are short blades, which can be used both to do both slashing and stabbing damage to enemies.” 


“What’s the difference?” I asked, and the pixie replied without hesitation. 


“Slashing damage is blocked by armor and shields, but does additional damage. Stabbing damage is harder to block, but does less damage overall. Daggers are good for doing high-damage sneak attacks, and for taking down heavily-armored enemies. They also can be thrown, and with certain skills, can be used to open doors and containers.” 


There was a rustling in the bushes, and I froze. 


“What’s that?” I hissed. 


“An enemy!” the pixie replied, her smile wide and her voice cheery. “You should kill it!” 


The bushes moved, and I saw something scurrying through them. It wasn’t large – about the size of a squirrel, the color of downy moss. It had six legs and a long tail, not unlike my traveling companion’s scaly tale. 


“Go on, attack it!” 


“No, thank you,” I said, and the thing disappeared. 


“Oh,” the pixie replied, not even trying to hide the disappointment in her voice. 


“What was that?” 


"That was a level one snagglepaw.' 


A notification appeared in front of me, the same color as the menus, but slightly translucent. 


NEW SKILL LEARNED: 


Identify 


LEVEL 1: You can identify creatures and characters by looking at them. 


“It would have given you experience points,” the fairy continued. I wasn’t sure if she was unaware of my new skill or if she just didn’t care. “They’re quite easy to kill.” 


“Well, thanks for the tip,” I said. 


“Any time! If you’d like to learn more about killing things, I’m here to help!” 


“Not at the moment, thanks,” I said. 


“If you’d like to learn more about killing things, I’m here to help,” she said again. I considered replying ‘Hi!’, just to throw her off, but I didn’t want to hear once more about how I’d been chosen as an alpha tester, for the new… 


I kept marching through the forest, but we didn’t even encounter another snagglepaw. As we walked, I tried to make sense of what was happening to me. Maybe this was a lucid dream. Or maybe it was a nightmare. Either way, it was pretty dull, and I was starting to get a bit bored. 


The forest wasn’t large, and my map had told me that the path that passed through it would take me straight to Riverton. The fairy didn’t say a word, and I didn’t have any questions for her. Once or twice I glanced at her, and I could tell that she was waiting for something – probably for me to kill something – but I wasn’t about to indulge her. 


It wasn’t long before we found the path, and as we continued down it, the pixie continued to follow. 


“So what do you do when you’re not helping people understand the game?” I asked. A look of confusion flashed on her face, and she didn’t respond. As we walked, she continued to silently follow me like a shadow. 


The trees rustled and creaked in the gentle breeze. Every once in a while, the sound of birdsong rang through the forest, and I was reminded that even if this was a crazy hallucination, at least it was a beautiful one. 


I looked at my map again. The road was a straight shot from here, and we were less than half an hour’s walk from the town. When I closed the menu, I heard a gasp. 


“Look!” the fairy said. “A baby snagglepaw! They’re completely defenseless.” 


I looked in the direction the fairy was pointing. Sure enough, there was a small furry creature crawling around in the bushes. It had the same six legs as the larger ‘snagglepaw’ we’d seen earlier, but this one was a much paler green, and it had huge, floppy ears. It couldn’t have been bigger than a tarantula. 


I stepped forward, and the little creature looked up at me with big, beady eyes. 


“Awww, look at him!” I cooed. 


“All you need to do is stamp on it, and you’ll get experience points!” 


“No, thank you,” I said. 


“Are you sure?” the fairy said, her eyes wide. “It’s completely helpless! There’s no risk to you.” 


I shook my head. “I’m not going to kill a defenseless forest creature” 


“You’ll gain experience points, and acquire your first combat skill!” 


“It’s not hurting anyone,” I said. 


“Exactly!” 


The pixie let out a sigh of exasperation. 


“If you’d like to learn about the killing the baby snagglepaw, then –” 


“No, thank you.” 


“– then I’m here to help. It’s the easiest experience you can possibly get!” 


“I don’t care,” I said, and walked past the helpless critter. 


“You’re being ridiculous,” the pixie said, her voice no longer cheery. She sounded downright sulky. Her fists were clenched, and in her short dress, she looked like a rich girl at prom having a temper tantrum. 


It was all I could do not to laugh. 


“Why are you so invested in this?” I asked. 


In response, the fairy’s face went blank, her eyes glassy. I paused, waiting for her to continue – or to offer me more advice on slaughtering defenseless animals – but after a minute, it became clear that she had nothing more to say. 


“Do you have any tips for when I arrive in the town?” 


“Great question!” she said, her tone instantly shifting from petulant to cheery. “Riverton is a starting area, where players will be able to learn skills, abilities, and spells. You’ll also be able to get starting quests, and sell items.” 


I sighed. It was going to be a long walk. 


Just as I saw the edge of the forest approaching, a group of men jumped out onto the road in front of me. They were all dressed in dirty, ragged clothing, and each carried a variety of weapons, from rusty daggers to swords and shields. 


As they surrounded me, a woman emerged from the trees. She was clearly the leader: her clothing was cleaner and more intact than the rest of the gang’s, and she had a poise and confidence that the others lacked. 


And, while her proportions weren’t quite as cartoonish as my fairy companion, she was still notably busty. Whoever designed this game clearly had a thing for breasty women. 


My subconscious, I suppose. My subconscious knew how much I enjoyed a chesty lass. 


The bandit leader had long, flowing black hair and was wearing a dark, shadowy shirt and matching long pants. The shirt had the first few buttons undone, to show off her cleavage, and as she walked over to me, her hips swayed. 


“Well, well, well,” the leader said, a smug grin on her face.. “Looks like we’re not going home empty-handed tonight.” 


“Oh no!” the fairy chirped. “Bandits!” 


She didn’t sound disappointed. If anything, she sounded downright cheerful. 


Everything slowed down, and the words START COMBAT appeared in front of me, in huge letters. I hadn’t been about to murder a snagglepaw, but it was clear that I’d have to defend myself here – these bandits clearly had no qualms about attacking me. 


My hands felt clammy, and I felt a rush of adrenaline. I wasn’t sure whether the sensation was real or fake, but I was still scared. 


“Are you going to kill them?” the pixie asked, eagerly. 


“Do I have a choice?” I sighed. 


I’d expected an enthusiastic “no” in response, but to my surprise, the smiling tutorial fairy had gone silent. I turned to her – everything was still going in slow motion, and I noticed that START COMBAT? had a question-mark after it. Presumably nothing would happen until I began the fight. 


“Do I have a choice?” I repeated, and the small winged woman squirmed in response. 


“Combat is the fastest way to earn experience points,” she said, and I raised one eyebrow. 


“But I have a choice.” 


Her huge eyes were avoiding mine, and I reached out, wrapped my hand around her, and forced her to look at me. Each of my eyes were roughly the size of her head, and I could see her pupils dilating in terror. 


NEW SKILL LEARNED: 


Intimidate 


LEVEL 1: If you are in a position of power over another, you can make them bend to your will. 


100 XP GAINED: Achievement! Successfully intimidated a fae. 


“Every potential combat has a non-violent resolution option,” she admitted. “They’re harder to accomplish and they don’t offer as many experience points, but…” 


She trailed off, and I felt a strange sensation, almost like a weight being lifted off my shoulders. 


“That’s all I wanted to know,” I said, and mentally shot ‘NO’ to the letters looming in front of me. 


Everything resumed normal speed, and the bandit leader blinked twice in confusion. 


“What’s wrong?” she sneered, seeing that my hands were empty of weapons. “Scared of us?” 


“You can take them,” the fairy whispered. “They’re all unleveled bandits. You can kill all of them, collect their weapons, collect their loot…” 


I smiled, and shook my head. “Of course not,” I said, and walked towards the leader. 


“Uh, boss,” one of the other bandits whispered. “He doesn’t have a weapon. We can just–” 


“No,” the woman growled. “I want to hear him beg.” 


“I don’t want to fight,” I said. “I was just walking down the road, trying to get to the next town.” 


“Well, it looks like your trip has ended early,” the bandit laughed, and her compatriots joined her. 


“I’m sure there’s another way we can resolve this,” I replied, and continued my approach. 


The smile vanished from her face, and the other bandits stopped laughing. 


“Do you have any money? Any items? Anything you can give us?” 


“I have these coppers,” I replied, taking them from my pocket and giving them to her. “And this dagger.” 


I handed it to one of the other bandits, handle-first. 


“That’s all I have, I swear.” 


I pulled my pockets out to demonstrate that I was telling the truth. Historically, pant pockets weren’t able to go inside-out the way that modern pants are – in fact, depending on the era this game was supposed to be set, they might have even been separate garments, small bags attached beneath the clothing – but it was clear that the game wasn’t going for historical accuracy. 


‘Wizards’ being in the name was the first clue. 


“You…you can’t just walk away. That’s not how this works.” 


“What more do you want from me?” I asked, and a leer appeared on the bandit leader’s face. 


“Your lute.” 


“My lute?” 


The strange woman looked at me as though I was an idiot, and suddenly I was aware of a weight on my back. It must have been there the whole time – unlike a real strap, it hadn’t been digging into my shoulder in the slightest, so I hadn’t even noticed it was there. 


“That’s your signature item,” the fairy hissed. She looked genuinely concerned now. “You can’t just get a lute anywhere. No one in Riverton even makes them!” 


If I hadn’t already handed over my dagger, perhaps things would’ve gone differently. Perhaps I would’ve attacked, murdered the bandits, and my fairy companion could have disappeared forever, as she clearly wanted to. 


But I don’t think so. I don’t think I’m able to kill someone. Even in a ‘game’, even if they’re ‘just NPCs’. The idea of using a weapon to stab someone, to see the life fade out of their eyes… 


I don’t think I could have done it. 


I shrugged off the guitar-like instrument and held it out. 


“Here,” I said. 


The leader snatched it from my hands and held it up. 


“This will make a fine fire tonight!” he said, and the bandits cheered. 


“They’re going to burn it??” the fairy wailed, and I suddenly realized that no one else was able to hear her. “That’s an adventurer’s starting lute, they’re given bonuses to balance out the weaknesses of the Bard class! And they’re just going to BURN it!” 


“Are we done here?” I asked, suddenly feeling foolish. 


The bandit shot me a grin, and I swear there was a flirtatious tone in her voice. 


Or maybe I was just horny. 


“Now that you’re unarmed and defenseless,” she said, “what’s to stop us from striking you down, and stopping you from bringing the town guards back with you?” 


Okay, so her words weren’t flirty, but her tone definitely was. I cocked an eyebrow as I responded. 


“I won’t,” I said. “I promise.” 


“Maybe we kill you for the fun of it,” she leered. 


“Wouldn’t you rather have gold than blood?” 


I almost jumped out of my skin as a huge dodecahedron plummeted from the sky, rolling down the path towards us. No one else seemed to notice it, even as it stopped directly in front of us, taller than I was. 


RESULT: 16. +4 CHARISMA BONUS. 


SUCCESS. 


“Be on your way!” the bandit said, throwing me an unexpected wink. “And should you ever pass through Riverton Forest again, know that you’ve made a friend! No lives were lost, and we all walked away happy. That’s a feat of diplomacy not often seen.” 


I smiled back at her. 


With that, she and his compatriots left, holding my lute above them in triumph. 


“They live in a forest made of wood,” the strange hovering girl said, her voice tinged with despair. 


Before I could reply, another notification appeared. 


NON-VIOLENT RESOLUTION: 500 XP AWARDED! 

 You have leveled up!




Non-Violent Resolution 

by Pan 


LEVEL TWO: 


“You have leveled up!” the pixie said, but I could tell her heart wasn’t in it. “Congratulations! You may spend two attribute points and gain any one feat.” 


“Where do I do that?” 


The fairy let out an exasperated sigh. “You can access your character sheet by thinking ‘open character sheet’.” 


OPEN CHARACTER SHEET, I thought, and a new screen appeared in front of me. 


RACE: Human 


CLASS: Bard 


LEVEL: 2 


HIT POINTS: 31/31 


ARMOR CLASS: 10 


INITIATIVE: 10 


WISDOM: 8 


STRENGTH: 16 


DEXTERITY: 11 


CONSTITUTION: 10 


INTELLIGENCE: 14 


CHARISMA: 18 


SKILLS: Identify, Perception, Persuasion, Intimidate, Lute (requires: Lute) 


SPELLS: All minor Bard spells available. 


FEATS: None. 


QUESTS: Rescue your Companions 


I looked over the list, and realized I only had the faintest idea of how to use my skills. I dropped out of the menu. 


“Identify?” 


“That’s the skill you gained when you saw the snagglepaw!” the fairy replied, her smile returning. “You can use it to find the creature again, and kill it for an easy–” 


I cut her off. “Perception?” 


“That’s the skill that lets you look around and see what’s going on.” 


“How do I activate it?” 


“You look around,” she replied slowly, as though talking to an idiot. “And see what’s going on.” 


I looked around. There was not much going on. 


“Persuasion?” 


“The skill used for getting others to do what you want! That’s the skill you used to avoid the bandit fight. The easy-to-win, XP granting…-” 


I cut her off. “Intimidate?” 


“That makes enemies fear you, and think twice about attacking. You can also use it to command or get information out of anyone who you have a position of power over.” 


“Like you?” I asked, and for a moment, the fairy looked sad. She didn’t reply, just nodded. 


I reopened my menu to remember what my other skill was. 


“Lute?” 


“You can play it to entertain people, and earn money. And as a Bard, you have the art of bardic magic, allowing you to use it to cast spells!” she said, her cheery tone back. Then, her eyes narrowed. 


“Or, you would be able to,” she continued. “If you hadn’t just given it to bandits.” 


“Look, I–” 


“So they could burn it,” the fae continued, staring me down. For a moment I wondered if another d20 would come crashing down to see if she successfully intimidated me, but I guess she wasn’t in a position of power. 


“And which spells would I have?” I asked, ignoring her criticism. 


“Any spell that a level two Bard has access to, you have access to!” 


“But what spells are available?” 


“You have access to every spell that a level two Bard has access to,” the strange winged woman repeated, and I sighed. 


“Are there any I can cast without a lute?” I asked, and my fairy companion shook her head no, doing nothing to hide her frustration. 


Okay, yeah, even if it was to avoid combat…perhaps giving away my lute hadn’t been the smartest move. I guess that was the kind of choice one made when their wisdom was only eight. 


I perked up as I remembered: I could change that! 


“I’d like to level up my charisma and wisdom,” I said, and the fairy shook her head once more. 


“Your charisma is at eighteen. Leveling up charisma takes three attribute increases at this stage. But it’s only two to level up your strength, making it easier to defeat foes!” 


Right. In Wyrms & Windmills, ten was meant to be the stat of an average human. A charisma of eighteen was…I dunno, Barack Obama level. I was already abnormally charming – if I could just keep dumping points into it, within a few levels I would have been literally irresistible. 


“Intelligence and wisdom, then,” I said. 


My fairy guide shook her head. “Leveling up past fourteen takes two attribute increases. You could use both your attribute points on strength, making it easier to defeat foes!” 


“Why are you so invested in me getting better at fighting?” 


The pixie’s face went blank, then transformed back into that eerie grin as she began her canned response: “Great question! If you’d like to learn more about getting better at combat, I’m here to–” 


“Never mind,” I said. With a sigh, I returned to the level-up menu and put both my points into wisdom. 


I immediately felt…not ‘smarter’, exactly. There was something there, though. Something different. 


“What are feats?” I asked, and the little blue fairy perked up. 


“Feats are special abilities you can use to improve your chances at certain tasks. For example, there’s one called ‘Weapon Master’, which allows you to use any weapon you encounter, except Exotic and Class-dependent weapons.” 


“Do you have any that don’t revolve around killing?” I asked dryly. 


“Of course! There’s ‘Light Sleeper’, which makes you harder to surprise, and more likely to wake up from a state of rest. It’s perfect for someone who needs to be ready to fight at a moment’s notice.” 


I rolled my eyes. 


“Is there a list somewhere?” 


"Check FEATS,” my fairy advisor suggested, and a few mental ‘clicks’ later, I was ‘scrolling’ through a long list of potential feats. 


There was ‘Dungeon Diver’, which would help me navigate underground tunnels and dungeons; ‘Mounted Combat’, which would improve my abilities while on horseback; ‘Trap-Sight’ which would make it easier to find traps and disarm them; and ‘Animal Handler’, which allowed me to train and control beasts. 


Unsurprisingly, there was a long list of combat-related feats: ‘Arcane Resistance’ which made me immune to harmful arcane magic; ‘Fencing’, which let me duel wield one-handed weapons; and the coolest-sounding of all: ‘Spellsword’, which let me cast spells and use one-handed weapons. 


At the top of the menu were a bunch of filters. After poking around for a few moments, I found a way to sort by class. As a Bard, I had exclusive access to ‘Lute-Slinger’, which allowed me to use my lute as a melee weapon without damaging it (though I couldn’t quite understand how that would work – the wooden instrument had seemed pretty fragile); ‘Fearless Ballads’, which gave extra saves against fear-based effects; ‘Bardic Inspiration’, which allowed me to use my lute to inspire allies; ‘Effortless Grace’, which made my lute playing and dancing more graceful; and a couple others. 


Allies. That was interesting – normally these games were played in parties. I switched out of the menu. The fairy wasn’t glancing around in boredom as I explored my options, but just staring forward, smiling blankly. Only the motion of her chest let me know she was even breathing. 


After a few moments, I stopped staring at her chest. “When I get to Riverton, will I form a party?” 


I knew how these games typically started. A small group of strangers with rich backstories, meeting in a tavern, deciding to work together for a small local job, and inexplicably staying together for the next several months or years (or until the WM got bored and stopped wanting to write adventures). 


“Great question!” she said. “Once you arrive at a starting village, you will be able to interact with the locals and start taking on quests.” 


“And will I take on these quests by myself, or in a party?” 


“You can join Wizards & Warriors by yourself, create a shared realm with other players, or join our hugely-multiplayer server,” the fairy girl replied, her eyes glazed over as the words spilled out of her mouth, like she’d said them a thousand times before. “The team has worked hard to make sure that the game can accommodate all kinds of gameplay, so you can choose whether to take on the game solo or play with friends! Wizards & Warriors is intended to be enjoyed by all players in all ways!” 


I nodded. It sounded like I didn’t need a party. Although… 


“Is this a shared realm?” I asked, and the pixie smiled as she nodded. 


“You have twelve companions, scattered randomly throughout the world.” 


Bringing up my menu again, I filtered out any combat feats and looked at what was left. ‘Fast Learner’ would increase the speed at which I learned skills and spells, but only if I was actively focusing on doing so. ‘Charming’ would improve my ability to make a good first impression and persuade people to my side; ‘Diplomat’, improved my ability to negotiate with enemies and potential allies. ‘Leadership’, ‘Command’, and ‘Motivate’ improved the leadership and combat abilities of a group. That could be helpful once I started rescuing my ‘companions’, but until then… 


There were dozens of feats to choose from, and I had no idea what would help me the most. Asking my blue guide wasn’t particularly helpful; I knew that she would point me towards anything that helped me kill something, so she could stop serving her duty and disappear back to… 


I turned off the menu. 


“If I kill something…” 


She leaned forward, practically drooling with anticipation. 


“…you’ll disappear, right?” 


“That’s right!” she chirped. “I’m here until your first kill.” 


“Where will you go?” 


There it was again. That small frown, like I was asking her what was outside of space, or what thought was made of. 


“Where will you go when I kill something?” I repeated. 


When she didn’t respond, I went back to the menu and picked ‘Charming’. 


Like when I leveled up my wisdom, I could feel the change, though it was subtle. I just felt a little more confident. 


“Okay,” I said. “I’ve chosen.” 


My words broke her out of her stupor, and the pixie smiled once more. 


“Great!” she said. “Let’s test out your new skill by finding a snagglepaw…” 


“I chose ‘Charming’,” I replied, and the fairy girl’s eyes narrowed. 


“Oh.” 


She didn’t say anything more, but by the way she turned her back and started marching away from me (on the air…I still didn’t quite understand how fairy flight worked) it was clear that she was annoyed. 


I didn’t say anything either, just used the opportunity to check out her rear. Her hips were wide, and I suspected she had a round, full ass – just the way I liked 'em…but her long tail looked like it came out of the bottom of her spine, stopping her form-fitting dress from clinging to her butt. 


We walked in silence for several minutes, me staring at her long legs as she put one high-heel in front of the other. The path from the forest was completely deserted, and the trees gave way to grassy hills. The sun was beginning to set, but the fairy’s wings kept glowing brightly. While I could see the glow directly, it didn’t cast light onto anything else, or cast shadows. 


Finally, I spoke up. 


“How far is the town?” 


“About ten more minutes,” the pixie replied. “But we might be attacked by snagglepaws or other creatures.” 


I raised one eyebrow. 


“Is that likely, out here?” 


She turned back, blushing slightly. “No,” she admitted. “Unless you were to go stomping off the path! Then you might trigger a random encounter, allowing you to…–” 


“I’ll stay on the path,” I said, and the march continued. 


“Have you been to Riverton before?” I asked, and my companion froze in the air for a moment. 


“No,” she finally answered, sounding unsure of herself. 


“Then how do you know so much about it?” 


“I’m here to help you learn the ropes,” she replied. From behind, I couldn’t see her face, but her tone of voice told me that the fixed, creepy smile was back. 


“Uh huh,” I nodded. “You’ve said. And what’s your name?” 


“I’m here to help you–” 


“What’s your name?” I repeated, and the girl turned around, a strange look in her eyes. 


“I…I…” 


Again, no more words were forthcoming. 


“What happens if I kill something?” 


“You’ll gain experience points, and new combat skills! And–” 


“What happens to you,” I asked insistently, and again she froze, a look of consternation on her face. After a few seconds, she turned around and began walking once more, and I sighed and followed her. 


The ten minutes passed quickly, and soon we were entering Riverton. I stayed on the path, so there were no more random encounters – no more bandit attacks, either. Just me and my silent, confused blue helper fairy. 


Riverton was a quaint village. The buildings looked to be made of wood, with red-tiled roofs and small chimneys – the exact construction didn’t match any particular point in history, at least not that I was aware of, but I hadn’t expected it to. There was a small wall surrounding the town. The dirt road we’d followed had been surrounded on either side by fields, and there was a small unmanned gate for it when we reached town. 


The buildings were all one or two stories tall. Most of the shops appeared to be closing for the day, but there were still a few people wandering the streets, and as we entered a pair of young children ran past what was clearly the town square, laughing and playing. 


“This is Riverton!” the pixie said, her grin as wide and as fake as ever. “A starting area, where players will be able to learn skills, abilities, and spells.” 


“Yes, I know,” I said. 


“You’ll also be able to get starting quests, and sell items.” 


“What items?” I asked pointedly, and the pixie looked me up and down. 


“You’ll be able to buy items,” she began, but I interrupted again. 


“With what?” 


"If you had followed the tutorial, you’d be able to sell: 


• 1 large snagglepaw pelt 


• 1 small snagglepaw pelt 


• 4 bandit daggers 


• 4 lesser bandit outfits 


• 1 lesser bandit leader outfit.” 


As she spoke, the list appeared to me in golden letters. 


“Well,” I responded. “I didn’t. I chose the non-combat resolution. So what do I do instead?” 


“You can busk, to earn coins–” 


“No lute,” I reminded her. 


The pixie froze. But this wasn’t like the previous times I’d seen her stop and consider what I was saying. She literally froze, like a video that had been paused. I took half a step forward, but as I did, she moved at the same rate as my movement. It was more like she was an image on my glasses (not that I was wearing glasses) than an actual physical presence in the world…but earlier I’d been able to grab her, to squeeze her in my hand. 


I whipped my head to the left, and sure enough – the blue fairy stayed exactly where she was, perfectly still. 


“Hello?” 


“Greetings!” a man said. He’d been walking by when he heard my question, and was wearing the same style of clothing as the bandits, but in a less shabby, less ragged version. “You look like you’re new here!” 


“Uh, yeah,” I said, shaking my head to try to shift the pixie’s image. It was unnerving, having a frozen creature in the corner of my vision. “First time. Any suggestions for what a luteless Bard could do with himself in Riverton?” 


“A Bard!” the man said, looking impressed. “Why, I’d pay good copper to have a Bard play at my Inn. The name’s Trevorn McTavish – I own the local inn! Why don’t you come by and–” 


“I don’t have a lute,” I reminded him, the man tilted his head to the side. 


“A Bard without a lute? Why, I’ve never heard of such a thing! Bards consider their instrument to be the most precious of possessions. If they can’t play, well…” 


He let out a chuckle. 


“Well, I’ll just say…a Bard without a lute is in a sorry state indeed!” 


“So I’m learning,” I replied dryly. 


“I must be off!” Trevorn McTavish said. “But I’ll tell you what – since you’re new in town, and a little out of your depth, come by to my Inn and I’ll give you a meal on the house!” 


“Thank you,” I said, and watched as Trevorn McTavish made his way down the street, whistling as he did. 


I could have followed him, the frozen pixie in my peripheral, but though I was hungry, it was clear that I was more than a little out of my depth. It was a good thing that I hadn’t killed that snagglepaw – I was suddenly aware of how much I’d need the help of my nameless companion to properly understand this game. 


While I waited, I popped back into my menu. I still only had the one quest – Rescue your Companions – and the same skills as earlier. As I turned my attention to each of them, I realized that they had little bars filling up. To level up, I assumed: the more I used them, the faster the bar would fill. 


Perception was already at 50%. Identify was only 15%, though. 


Lute, unsurprisingly, was at 0%. 


While I was in the menu, the sprite was gone, but when I clicked out, she was still in the same frozen position. I tried identifying her, and to my surprise it worked: 


NAME: ??? 


LEVEL: ??? 


CLASS: Tutorial Sprite 


RACE: Fae 


ARMOR CLASS: ??? 


INITIATIVE: ??? 


So not a lot of information, but definitely more than I’d had before. I wasn’t sure if the question-marks meant that I couldn’t identify the fae’s name/level/AC/initiative, or if she just didn’t have them. She’d clearly not been put in the game to do more than teach me about the first few minutes, until I stomped on a snagglepaw or stabbed a bandit in the face or whatever. 


Even with five bandits against me, a first-level (at the time) Bard, she’d seemed pretty confident that I could defeat them. Was that because they were unnaturally weak – not that anything about this game was natural, of course – or was even a level one Bard more powerful than the average Joe in this game? 


I had so many questions, but so long as she was frozen, I wasn’t going to get answers. 


One of the kids ran past me, and I tried identifying him. Just as with my tutorial sprite, a bunch of information popped up straight away: 


NAME: ??? 


LEVEL: ??? 


CLASS: Child 


RACE: Human 


ARMOR CLASS: 2 


INITIATIVE: 12 


Interesting. I popped back into my menu, and saw that my identify skill was at almost 30%. I still didn’t understand how everything worked, but at least it seemed I was doing something right. 


I spent the next few minutes identifying anyone and anything that moved – the other child was also a level zero human, although for reasons I didn’t understand, her armor class was one point higher than the boy’s. Some farmers passed by – their initiatives were lower than the children (perhaps because they were strolling, and not running) but their armor class was significantly higher. 


They were all at level one, and their class was “Farmer”. 


Each farmer past the first resulted in less and less progress on the bar. I also realized that I could identify objects – though this leveled my skill up much slower than the people did – and just as I was approaching the next level for my Identify skill, the pixie unfroze. 


“Hi!” she said, a huge grin on her face. 


“Hi,” I replied immediately, my body filling with more relief than I’d expected. “Where did you go?” 


“I see you’re getting better at the Identify skill!” she chirped. “Working on your skills is a great way to improve them, which earns you XP and allows you to level up!” 


“Where did you go?” I asked again, and the fairy shook her head. 


“I didn’t go anywhere! I’m here to help you learn the ropes. I’ll be with you until your first kill.” 


I sighed in exasperation, suddenly unable to remember why I’d been relieved when she’d returned. 


“We were talking about how I have no items and no coins,” I began, “when–” 


“Oh! Great news. Your feedback has been noted by the devs. We want to make sure that Wizards & Warriors is fun for all players, even those who make…unorthodox choices during the tutorial. As such, the game has been updated to ensure that your chosen path is viable!” 


The way she said ‘unorthodox’ made it pretty clear that she meant ‘stupid’, but I didn’t dwell on that. 


“Wait. The devs are making real-time changes to the game?” 


“That’s right!” she replied brightly. “This is an alpha test, to ensure that Wizards & Warriors is the best possible product, and we can’t do that without the feedback from our testers.” 


“So I can just suggest something and it’ll happen?” 


The fairy shook her head. "Only when you reach a point where there are no viable options, due to the…choices you make at the start of the game. Before you knew any better.” 


She gestured to the inn that Trevorn McTavish had recommended. “If you go into the tavern, you’ll have viable options going forward!” 


Part of me was tempted to see what happened if I didn’t, but it sounded like the devs were only going to correct for my particularly early mistakes. Plus, I was hungry. 


“He offered me a free meal,” I said, as I began walking towards the brightly lit building. 


“That’s probably because of your ‘Charming’ feat,” the pixie trilled. “That gives you a +3 chance of getting a bonus gift or making a good first impression when you meet a neutral or friendly NPC.” 


Before I entered the building, I remembered my Perception skill. 


I looked around. There wasn’t much going on. 


Inside the tavern there were a handful of patrons – all human, like me, and all male. Before entering, I quickly identified all of them. Two more farmers (it seemed Riverton was mostly a pastoral community, which made sense) (well, as much sense as anything in this dream was making) but there was also a Miller, a Butcher, and a Hunter. The Hunter was at level two, same as me, but that was about all I could glean from identifying them. 


Once I was done, another notification appeared in gold letters before me: Identify has leveled up! Gain 50XP. You can now identify the gender of non-player characters, and a hint of their personality. 


Gender seemed to be pretty obvious on everyone I’d met so far, but out of curiosity, I ID’d a few of the men I’d just looked at. 


Yup. All males. It also told me random details about them, things that one couldn’t normally tell about a stranger by looking at them. 


One Farmer’s father was sick; the Butcher had a wife and child, the Miller was excited for the festival happening on the weekend. The Hunter had a girlfriend, but they’d recently broken up. 


“You’ve leveled up your Identify skill!” the fairy chirped. “Leveling up skills is a great way to earn experience points and allows you to–” 


“To level up, yeah, you’ve said.” Out of curiosity, I shot my attention at the fairy. 


GENDER: Female 


This fae has been placed in your game to serve as a tutorial guide. She is a friendly and helpful NPC. 


“It says here you’re meant to be friendly and helpful,” I said. 


“That’s right! I’m here to help you learn the ropes.” 


I rolled my eyes, and approached the bar. Trevorn McTavish was serving drinks, and as I drew closer, he waved me over. 


“There’s a seat for you!” he said. “And tonight, dinner is on the house.” 


Looking around, it seemed that everyone in the tavern was eating the same non-descript meat smothered in gravy, with a few sparse vegetables on the side. 


Actually, everyone was eating the exact same meal. I narrowed my eyes as I glanced back and forth between several meals – even as the NPCs ate them, the meal didn’t seem to be disappearing or reducing…but as I stared, a small bar faded into view above the meal. 


I watched as the Butcher pierced the meat with his fork – as he pulled it back, there was clearly a chunk of food on his fork, but the meat on his plate was unaffected…except for the bar going down by about 5%. 


“I’ll have what they’re having,” I said, taking the seat at the bar that Trevorn had offered me. 


When he returned with my meal, Trevorn had a conspiratorial smile on his face. Sure enough, my meal looked identical to everyone else’s offerings, and as he sat it down in front of me, the innkeeper leaned in close. 


“I heard an interesting piece of gossip earlier tonight,” he said. “Seems that the Mayor is right sick of those bandits, holding people up just outside of town.” 


I nodded, spearing my meat as I listened. It was an odd sensation – the flesh tore away like the most tender of roasts, but when I put it in my mouth, it barely had any flavor. And, of course, the appearance of the meal was unaffected. 


“The guards are sending out a party to deal with the bandits this very night! If you wanted to join, they’re planning on attacking right before the bandits light their fires…” 


I rolled my eyes at the heavy-handed patch, but Trevorn didn’t seem to notice. 


"As a reward, every man who goes gets to pick one item from their hoard to keep.” 


“Of course they do.” 


This time, I used my fork to pierce one of the vegetables on the side of the plate. When I pulled my fork back…it contained a chunk of meat, identical to the one I’d just finished. 


“Seems like the kind of thing a Bard wanting to prove himself might be interested in!” Trevorn said, leaning back with a smile. 


As soon as he finished speaking, golden text appeared in front of me. 


QUEST: Bring the Bandits to Justice! 


Stop the nefarious, lute-looting bandits from terrorizing this small town! Reward: 600 XP, 30 copper pieces, 1 lute, +6 disposition in Riverton 


“What’s the non-violent resolution?” I asked, and Trevorn’s eyebrows twisted at my question. 


“What?” 


“Every quest has a non-violent resolution,” I said, more out of curiosity than anything. “What’s this one?” 


“I’m not sure I know what you mean,” Trevorn said, tilting his head to the side. “Those aren’t terms I’m familiar with, new friend.” 


“NPCs don’t know they’re in a game,” my fae told me. She’d been hovering silently to the side as we spoke. “The only reason I’m able to talk to you about this stuff is because I’m your tutorial sprite. Wizards & Warriors is a fully-immersive, living and breathing world – just as rich and exciting as the reality that you came from!” 


Not wanting to pick a fight, I held back from pointing out the unreality of the reused meal assets sitting in front of us. 


“Also,” McTavish continued, “If you manage to capture the bandits alive, the Mayor has promised an additional reward.” 


There it is, I thought to myself. I wondered if the devs were patching in response to my questions, or if they’d already thought of this contingency. 


“Thanks so much,” I said, throwing him a smile that I hoped was charming. “If I’m successful on my mission, perhaps I’ll be able to afford one of your rooms for the night.” 


The innkeeper returned my smile. As he wandered off to serve another of his patrons, I continued eating my virtual meal, watching the bar go down as I did. When the bar fully depleted, the plate instantly emptied. 


It wasn’t just empty, but it was perfectly washed. 


“I guess ‘doing the dishes’ isn’t a mechanic in the game,” I mused aloud. “Pity. That’s one of my favorite things to do in life.” 


A lie, of course. I continued staring at the plate, but it stayed pristine. The devs either weren’t listening, didn’t believe me, or didn’t consider this to be a high enough priority to patch. 


Pushing back my chair, I thanked Trevorn from across the bar, and made my way outside. 


At the entrance to the village, a group of guards had gathered. A skeptical man would have said that it was like they were waiting for something – or someone – to join them. 


“Hail!” I said, and the group turned to me. To my surprise, only three of them were men – the rest were women, of varying heights…and the shortest of the women clearly wasn’t human. 


I used my identify skill on her: 


NAME: ??? 


LEVEL: 1 


CLASS: Guard 


RACE: Half-elf 


ARMOR CLASS: 5 


INITIATIVE: 18 


GENDER: Female 


A newcomer to town. 


Okay, that was cool. A half-elf. Despite being almost half a meter shorter than me, she was just as busty as the other guards – they were all dressed identically, not in metal armor (this was, after all, a small village) but in sturdy leather armor. 


Sturdy leather armor that did nothing to hide the women’s cleavage, or the men’s rippling muscles. I glanced down at my own arms – I definitely had muscles (far more than when I’d been ali–…awake) but they could hardly be described as ‘rippling’. 


“You must be the new Bard!” one of the male guards said, stepping forward. 


I used my identify skill on him, too. 


NAME: ??? 


LEVEL: 1 


CLASS: Guard 


RACE: Human 


ARMOR CLASS: 7 


INITIATIVE: 12 


GENDER: Male 


His sister is also a town guard. 


I smiled, and the guards smiled back. I glanced around until I saw a woman with the same dark locks and piercing blue eyes as him, quickly identifying her. 


Her brother is also a town guard. 


“Are you two siblings, by any chance?” I asked, and the pair broke out into a smile at my perceptiveness. 


This was with identify only at level two. I couldn’t wait to see what the rest of my skills would look like when I had a chance to level them up more. 


The nine of us chatted as we made our way up to the forest. None of them had a spare weapon, but they were happy to have me along for the journey anyway. I quickly identified all of them – they were all at level one, with varying armor classes (despite wearing identical-looking armor) and initiatives. One of them collected beetles, another painted in her spare time. 


After half an hour of walking, the leader of the group put her arm up. 


“The bandit camp is just through here,” she whispered, and the guards moved into formation. I did as they did, and the woman I’d identified as having the class ’Guard Leader’ led us on, a finger pressed against her lips. 


I didn’t really have a plan, beside ‘get my lute back so I could start being a proper Bard’. As we approached, I saw the bandits that I’d encountered earlier – my lute was in their pile of firewood, the leader sharpening a blade nearby. 


I glanced at the Guard Leader, but her face was fixed in concentration. 


The bandits hadn’t seen us coming. They were completely unprepared – and if my pixie guide could be trusted (which I had no reason to believe wasn’t true) then this would be a slaughter. 


As the Bandit Leader whistled, I could see it so clearly. Her throat being cut, her life drained away before her men. The guards would be on top of them within moments, slashing their blades through the air… 


For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. Like I said, I’d never been in a fight…and aside from my great-uncle, just a few years earlier, I’d never seen a human body. 


These weren’t humans, of course. I mean, their race was listed as ‘human’, but they weren’t humans. They were NPCs, made up for the game. They weren’t real. 


But still, the thought of seeing that much blood, of seeing a person’s last few moments, and knowing that you could have done something to prevent it… 


I felt like I was going to vomit. 


“There’s always a non-violent resolution?” I whispered to the fairy, invisibly glowing on my shoulder beside me. 


“They’re harder to accomplish,” she replied softly. “And they don’t offer as many experience points…” 


“But they’re always possible, right?” 


“Yes,” she admitted, and that was all I needed. 


I put my hand on the Guard Leader’s arm. 


“Let me handle this,” I said. “Please.” 


She shot me a confused look – I’d gone from ‘accompanying the team’ to ‘taking charge’ in less than a second – but after just a moment’s pause, she nodded. 


“Of course,” the woman whispered back. “But if this goes badly, we’re there to help.” 


As I stepped forward, the other guards shot me confused looks – and the half-elf glared – but they deferred to their leader, and held back as I walked through the forest and into the bandit camp. 


“What is your plan?” my fairy companion asked, but I didn’t respond. 


As I drew closer, the leader stopped sharpening her blade, and stood. 


“Look, men!” she cried out, her voice ringing out through the night. “Our friend from earlier has returned. Here to sing us a song, Bard? It might be the last one you ever sing…” 


The rest of the bandits laughed, standing up from where they’d been relaxing. Several of them drew weapons, and – just like before – the world slowed, and START COMBAT? materalized in front of me. 


And, just like before, I thought NO at the golden words, and they disappeared as quickly as they’d arrived, leaving the bandits blinking in confusion. 


“Why are you here?” the bandit leader asked, her eyes glancing down at my empty hands. 


It was a good question. 


I entered the menu, to glance at my skills and feats. I didn’t have a plan, not really – but if there was any chance I could get my lute back without bloodshed, I needed to try. 


Identify (level 2). Perception. Persuasion. Intimidate. Lute (requires: Lute) 


Charming. 


Intimidate was my first thought, but I clearly wasn’t in a position of power. I didn’t have my lute back – yet – so that wasn’t an option to me. Perception wasn’t going to help me with a conversation. Which just left Persuasion…and Identify, of course. 


“I’m here to make you an offer,” I began, and the Bandit Leader let out a guffaw. Her teeth were white and straight, and I was again surprised by how pretty she was. 


“An offer?” she replied. “Let me guess – we give you your precious lute, and you’ll play us a song?” 


That wasn’t what I’d been thinking, but hey – it was as good a plan as any. 


“Exactly,” I said, and the Bandit Leader narrowed her eyes as she considered my offer. 


This time, I didn’t flinch as the giant dodecahedron appeared between us. It rolled, and revealed… 


A 2. 


“That’s not good,” the fairy whispered, and now it was my turn to force a smile to my face. Even with my bonus, it was clear I hadn’t passed the check. 


“Fat chance,” the Bandit Leader said, throwing her head back and letting out a laugh. Her men followed her lead – for a moment they were vulnerable, and I realized that the Guard Leader would take advantage of that. I turned to find her in the bushes, making a quick Perception check (I was standing in a forest at dusk, surrounded by Bandits and Guards) and shook my head frantically. 


“Just let them attack,” my fairy pleaded. “You don’t have the stats or the skills to deal with this. There’s nothing you can do. You rolled poorly – just let it go the way it’s supposed to.” 


It was good advice, and a wiser man would have taken it. 


But my wisdom was only ten. 


“I can’t let them be slaughtered,” I said. “She’s only…” 


I turned to the Bandit Leader and quickly used identify. 


NAME: ??? 


LEVEL: 0 


CLASS: Bandit Leader 


RACE: Human 


ARMOR CLASS: 4 


INITIATIVE: 6 


Never dates her own bandits. 


“She’s not even leveled!” I said. No wonder the fairy had encouraged me to fight this motley crew, they were ludicrously weak. 


“She’s evil!” the fairy hissed. “She’s robbing innocent people, threatening them for their money, and probably worse. Just let the guards kill her. Or hell, kill her yourself – even unarmed you can probably take her!” 


“No one deserves to die,” I snapped back, and just got a frustrated huff back in response. 


I’d spent enough time arguing with an imaginary friend, and returned my attention to the Bandit Leader, just as her laughter subsided. 


“So unless you’ve got a better offer…” 


Her stats were still slowly fading away, the tidbit of information the last of them. 


Refuses to date her own bandits. 


“How about a date?” I said, blurting the words out before I had a chance to consider them. 


This one stopped the Bandit Leader in her tracks, and out of the corner of my eye I could see my blue sprite similarly looking bewildered at what I’d just offered. 


“What?” 


“What?” 


“What?” 


The first two had been from the Bandit Leader and my fairy, but the third had come from the Guard Leader, behind me in the bushes. Fortunately, none of the bandits seemed to have heard it. 


“I can’t help but notice you’re a beautiful woman, and a strong one,” I began, and the Bandit Leader’s eyebrows shot up. 


"Go on…” she replied, and I saw a slight blush beginning to appear on her face. All of a sudden, I was very glad I’d chosen the ‘Charming’ feat. 


“And you seem like someone who prioritizes a work-life balance,” I continued. 


“I do.” 


“So, perhaps, it’s not an ideal situation for you to date any of your men? And surely, out here in the forest, there aren’t many other opportunities for you to meet a…potential suitor.” 


I was rambling. But I’d made my point, and the Bandit Leader was blushing in earnest now. 


"Go on…” she repeated, but this time it sounded like a dare. 


“Well, I could take you out tonight, on a date.” 


Again, the branches above parted to allow a twenty-sided die to crash down and determine the result of my persuasion. 


But this time, luck was on my side, and I was rewarded with a natural 20. 


“A date, eh?” the Bandit Leader said, taking a step forward, her eyes gleaming. “I don’t remember the last time I went on a date.” 


“I’ll take you to the local inn – I’m friends with the owner. We’ll eat, we’ll drink wine…and perhaps I could even play you a song.” 


The Bandit Leader’s blush was a full-on red now, and I could feel the eyes of her men upon her. 


“I could be convinced,” the Bandit Leader finally said, a grin creeping onto her face. 


I could practically feel the Guard Leader’s confusion behind me, and could only hope that she wasn’t going to attack until I could execute my plan. 


“Now, a fine woman such as yourself,” I continued, thinking on the fly – my wisdom may have been low, but my intelligence and charisma was far above average, “shouldn’t be taken somewhere without a chaperone. Just to be safe, why don’t your men accompany us to town?” 


To my surprise, the Bandit Leader’s eyes narrowed – I may have overestimated how far my critical hit would take me. Another dice rolled down, this one showing a 12. Still enough, apparently, because she didn’t argue. 


“I happen to know the entire town’s guards aren’t in tonight,” I added, and when the Bandit Leader stared into my eyes, she found nothing but truth there. 


I’d played enough Wyrms & Windmills to know how hard it was for a Perception check to detect any falsehood in a technically-true statement. 


Sheathing her weapon and grabbing her lute, the Bandit Leader took my arm in hers. “Come on men,” she roared. “Yvetten’s got a hot date in Riverton!” 


QUEST PROGRESS: Bring the Bandits to Justice! 


NON-VIOLENT RESOLUTION: 400 XP awarded! 

 You have leveled up!




Non-Violent Resolution 

by Pan 


LEVEL THREE: 


“Another level,” the blue sprite said in my ear as I led the Bandit Leader and her merry men into town, the Guards shadowing us, confused. “This time, you’ve only got one attribute point, but you can gain a new skill from the skill trees.” 


I couldn’t answer aloud – Yvetten was still on my arm, telling me about how excited she was for our date – but my tutorial fairy continued. 


“Available skills are based on class, feats, and your attribute bonuses. Your ‘Charming’ feat and high charisma has given you a lot of non-combat options.” 


I imperceptibly nodded at that, as the Bandit Leader told me about the last date she’d gone on (with the leader of a rival bandit gang) and the trouble they’d gotten into afterwards. 


“A lot of these skills you’d learn naturally, so I’d recommend choosing one that’s marked EXOTIC or RARE.” 


I popped into the menu to see what the options were. Feats seemed to give passive bonuses in specific situations, while Skills were tools that you could use more broadly. 


’Barter', for example, allowed me to haggle when buying or selling – but it looked like I’d get that automatically the first time I actually went to a merchant. 


I filtered the list as she’d recommended, and was left with a much shorter list. The non-combat options included everything from ‘Tame Demon’ to ‘Elven Dancing’ to ‘Ringmaster’, which was apparently the ability to effectively run a circus. 


This game really did allow you to play it however you liked. Also, apparently demons were a thing in this world. 


After poking around for a few minutes, I decided on ‘Build Rapport’, which allowed me to quickly give off the vibes that people should trust me, let me into their secrets, and consider me a friend. I still wasn’t quite sure what I was doing, but so far I’d consistently been drawn towards the non-violent options, and I had a hunch that the new skill might synergize with ‘Charming’. 


Or maybe they’d completely overlap and I’d just wasted a new skill pick. 


When I left the menu, I was surprised to see that we were almost halfway to town. I’d assumed that when I was in my menu, time would stop, but it seemed that wasn’t the case. Everyone else had just kept living their lives as I explored options in my menu. 


I decided to assign my attribute point later, when I wasn’t in the middle of tricking the local group of bandits. Or hell, maybe I’d save it up and get that increase to charisma – it had served me well so far! 


The rest of the walk back to Riverton was fairly pleasant. Yvetten continued to excitedly prattle the whole time, and I could tell the other bandits were enjoying themselves. It was clear that they didn’t get a chance to visit town much, due to…y’know, robbing everyone who visited. 


They’d brought some bottles of brown liquid with them, and were trading songs as they walked, singing loud enough that none of them noticed the footsteps of the small battalion of guards pacing not ten meters behind us. 


As soon as we were inside the town, Yvetten turned to me, a seductive smile on her face. “So,” she said, running one hand up my arm. “What’s the plan?” 


I swallowed, feeling a blush rising up my neck. Even knowing that she was an NPC, she was undeniably gorgeous, and she was flirting with me. 


“Now!” I cried, and the guards leapt. 


There were eight of them against half a dozen unleveled bandits, so it wasn’t much of a fight. As they knocked out the bandits, Yvetten turned to me, face red. 


“Traitor!” she cried out, her face contorting into a look of pure fury as her men fell. 


I didn’t answer. Yes, I’d chosen the non-violent option, but… she’d been so excited to be on a date, it was hard not to feel bad. 


Maybe I wasn’t cut out to be a video game hero. I’d saved her life, and I was still feeling guilty. 


Before I could say anything, she reached for my lute, and I was too slow to stop her from grabbing it and smashing it over my head. 


“No!” my pixie cried, but it was too late – the instrument, apparently a vital part of being a Bard, was destroyed. And unless the devs decided to heavily retcon, I’d already been told that there was no way to get a new one in Riverton. 


Was my game over before it had begun? 


It took a few moments for me to notice the pain – it hurt, but not in the way that a real-life injury did. It was more an awareness of pain, rather than a truly debilitating feeling. I pulled up my menu, and sure enough: Yvetten’s attack had removed three of my health points. 


“Why didn’t I get a combat warning?” I asked, and my tutorial sprite – still staring sadly at the broken lute laying in front of us – answered immediately. 


“You initiated combat,” she said, not turning to face me. “When you told the guards to attack.” 


“I didn’t tell them to attack,” I said, turning to confirm that the bandits hadn’t been killed at my command. As the Guard Leader and the half-elf were tackling Yvetten to the ground, the other guards were in the process of tying up the rest of her crew, which – I assumed – meant that they were still alive. 


Also, they were still breathing. That was a pretty handy clue as well. 


“You definitely did,” the pixie said, sighing and turning from the lute. I suddenly realized that she hadn’t used her forced, chirpy voice since we’d started on this quest. “You told an armed group of guards tracking an armed group of bandits ‘Now!’. What did you expect to happen?” 


I had to admit that she had a point. 


“Come on,” the Guard Leader said, once Yvetten was trussed up as tightly as her bandits. She shot me a glare, and I mouthed ‘sorry!’ in response. “Let’s see what the mayor’s special reward is for bringing them in alive. Great plan, sir, we wouldn’t have thought of luring them back into town.” 


Either the guards were much stronger than I’d assumed, or bodies were easier to carry in this world, because each bandit was carried by a single guard – even the half-elf had no issue slinging one of the heftier men over her shoulder. Yvetten, still conscious, walked with us, her mouth in a thin line. 


I hung behind the group slightly. I had a lot of questions for my blue companion – I didn’t know how much longer I’d have her for (even if I didn’t kill something, I figured the tutorial had to end eventually) and so I wanted to learn as much as I could from the only NPC I’d met who could openly talk about game mechanics with me. 


“How do I get my health back?” 


“Recovering health can be done in one of three ways!” she exclaimed. Damn it. The creepy, overly-happy tone was back. “Sleeping in a bed or on a bedroll, eating a meal prepared by someone with a cooking skill of at least level five, or by drinking a health potion!” 


“Where do I find health potions?” 


“Health potions can be bought from most merchants. You can also craft them, or gain them from looting.” 


“Looting?” 


“When you kill something, as well as XP, you’ll get a small portion of their wealth. The body will remain where it fell until you it’s looted, at which point it will disappear.” 


That was pretty typical for games I’d played, but there was something unnerving about it in the context of a world this immersive.“ 


“So when someone is looted, their body isn’t…buried?” 


It happened again. The pixie just…froze. I was following the rest of the group, and instead of my tutorial fairy just drifting naturally in front of me, she was suddenly stationary, no part of her moving, her face completely still. 


This time it only lasted a second or two – nowhere near as long as last time – but it was still weird as fuck. 


“Different cultures have different rituals around death,” the pixie replied. “For example, in some hobling societies, it is considered a great honor to be the one chosen to loot the body of a loved one who dies from natural causes. But every culture agrees that if you are felled in combat, looting the body is the natural right of the person who killed you.” 


I nodded, but my thoughts were more on the way that the pixie had frozen than the cultural information she’d just shared. Last time she’d done that, the devs had patched this entire quest in – complete with the non-violent resolution option. Did that mean that when I’d asked a question this world didn’t have an answer for, they were writing it on the fly? Or was there some other reason that my fairy had gone all ‘uncanny valley’ for a moment or two? 


“Where did you go right before I asked that question?” I asked, but the pixie didn’t freeze. She just looked confused, and I decided to drop it. 


The mayor’s house was only a short walk away, and was easy to identify – it was the largest house in the village, and had a big sign reading MAYOR’S RESIDENCE. I guess the starter town was meant to be as idiot-proof as possible. 


That’s why we were alpha testing. I’d managed to bring a whole new level of idiot to proof against. 


When the Guard Leader cried out that the bandits had been apprehended, the door swung open and a large man with a beard rushed out. 


“Brilliant!” he said, clapping his hands together. “And not a drop of blood spilled! I’ll be damned.” 


I identified the mayor immediately: 


NAME: ??? 


LEVEL: 4 


CLASS: Mayor 


RACE: Human 


ARMOR CLASS: 11 


INITIATIVE: 18 


GENDER: Male 


Has three daughters. 


He was much higher level than everyone else in town, which I guess made sense – although if the characters in the game didn’t know about levels, maybe it didn’t. 


I had to keep reminding myself, this was a game. It didn’t need to make internal sense, it just needed to provide a fun adventure. 


Although of course this wasn’t a game, it was a dream – so it needed to make sense even less. 


“My daughter has been missing for some time,” he said, and I sighed. Another quest: go to forest, find daughter. At this rate I was going to spend half the game marching back and forth between the forest and Riverton. 


“And now, you have rescued her from those bandits!” 


He turned to the tied-up Bandit Leader, and encircled her with his arms. “I’m so glad you’re back, Yvetten!” he sobbed, and the Bandit Leader – the Mayor’s daughter – just rolled her eyes in response. 


QUEST COMPLETE: Bring the Bandits to Justice! 


300 XP awarded! 


“Thank you, guards, for freeing her from the bandits,” he said, pulling back. “These dastardly men shall spend the weekend in the stocks for what they’ve done.” 


I opened my mouth, but closed it just as quickly. I may have only had a wisdom of ten, but even I knew it was a bad idea to call a local leader out on his bullshit. 


“Untie her!” he commanded, and – mirroring Yvetten’s eye-roll – the Guard Leader did as she was told. 


“I told you,” Yvetten spat, the moment her gag was removed. “I wasn’t kidnapped, Daddy. I’m a Bandit Leader.” 


The Mayor’s grin froze, and he deliberately seemed to not hear his daughter’s words. 


“Now, who was the brave Bard who led the charge, and returned my daughter to me?” 


I stepped forward. “That would be me, your Mayor…ness…” 


He didn’t react to the fact I’d mangled his title. It seemed that a big part of being a Mayor was selective listening. Maybe that was a skill he’d leveled. 


I made a mental note to ask my tutorial fairy if NPCs had leveled skills like I did. 


”And you shall be rewarded, good sir. For saving my daughter, you get the reward that I promised.” 


He pulled a purse out from a bag I hadn’t even noticed on his hip, and tossed it to me. I pocketed it, figuring I’d go through it later…but as soon as it entered my pocket, small letters appear in front of me. 


“+8 gold pieces.” 


“Now, you’ve had a long night! Why don’t you–” 


“Daddy,” Yvetten interrupted. I swear, she looked like she was in her late twenties – and had presumably been leading a pack of ruthless (if unleveled) bandits for some time. Hearing her call this bearded older man “Daddy” was odd, to say the least. 


“Yes?” the Mayor said, obviously not happy to be interrupted. 


“I promised this man a date, in exchange for rescuing me.” 


My eyebrows shot up at Yvetten’s comment. 


“I’d insist on making good on my promise,” she continued. “It’s the least I can do, after he rescued me.” 


“Very well,” her father grumbled, before turning his attention to me. “Take my daughter out, and give her everything she wants.” 


“But sir–” 


“That’s an order, from your Mayor,” he said. 


Looking around, I wasn’t the only one who was surprised by Yvetten’s demand. The Guard Leader was frowning, obviously displeased that Yvetten was being allowed to go free, but the rest of the guards had smirks on their faces – in fact, the three male guards were practically shaking with silent laughter. 


"Of course, your…Mayority,” I said. Yvetten had a smug smile on her face as she took my arm once more, marching me towards the inn. 


Neither of us said anything as we walked, and even my fairy companion was silent. She was simply watching the proceedings, as though she’d never quite seen anything like this in her life. 


It was a feeling I could empathize with. 


Yvetten opened the door to the tavern, and the same crowd was there, in exactly the same places. Another strike against the game (/dream) for realism. Instead of sitting at the bar, as I had earlier, Yvetten took us to a table set for two that I couldn’t remember being there earlier. 


“A bottle of your finest wine,” Yvetten said, as Trevorn approached. “And dinner for two.” 


Trevorn glanced over to me, and I saw a similar smirk on his face to the one the guards had shared. 


“Right away,” he said, and left to get the food. 


Yvetten continued glaring at me, and I felt compelled to break the silence. There was one question I was desperate to have answered. 


“So,” I asked. “Have you always been the Mayor’s daughter?” 


The Bandit Leader’s face screwed up, and then she burst out laughing. “What kind of a question is that?” she asked, and I could feel the tips of my ears turning red. 


“I just mean, um…were you his daughter when I met you earlier today?” 


“You’re a strange one, Bard,” she said with a sigh, and I got the feeling it was only my Charming skill that was getting me through this conversation without a glass of wine in my face. 


Rather than continue to dig that conversational hole, I picked up the glass of wine that Trevorn had brought us and took a sip. Two things surprised me about it: 


Firstly, it tasted like wine. Like, actually like wine – the meal earlier had tasted like the idea of meat, but this tasted like a bottle of genuine, real-life red wine. 


Secondly, when I took a sip, the liquid in the cup actually went down. When I tilted it, the liquid flowed. This wasn’t a single model of ‘glass of wine’, this was dynamic water interacting with a glass. 


I filed that away under ‘things I still didn’t understand about the game’, and turned my attention back to Yvetten. 


“Why are we here?” I asked, and she tilted her head to the side. 


“Interesting philosophical question,” she asked, and I let out a chuckle. 


“No, I mean – why are we on a date?” 


Again, she took my question more seriously than I anticipated. “Because you asked me out,” she said, and I detected a hint of vulnerability in her voice. “It’s been almost a year since I had a good, hard…date.” 


My eyes widened, and for the first time I considered that if you were making a fully-immersive game, the players would want to be able to…immerse. 


No wonder the female NPCs were all so busty, and the men were so hot. This game, along with being a Wyverns & Windmills knock-off, must have been a fully-functional sex simulator. 


And the Bandit Leader’s body language was definitely making me think that was on her mind. 


“Another bottle of wine, please,” I said, and I think my high charisma was the only thing that stopped my voice from croaking as I did. 


The night passed quickly – especially as we got into the second bottle of wine. The meals that Trevorn brought us were identical to the one I’d had earlier, and even when I’d finished it, it didn’t seem that my health had increased. Apparently the cook here didn’t have a particularly high skill level. 


Conversation flowed smoothly (again, the wine helped). I learned that Yvetten had always aspired to Banditry, despite the shame it brought on her father and his position. She’d actually tried to start a crew much further away from Riverton, but this was the only territory she’d been able to hold, so she simply avoided town as much as possible. 


Her backstory didn’t quite make sense with how chronically underleveled she was, but I was distracted on other things. 


Two other things that were extremely difficult to keep my eyes off. 


Yvetten’s clothing – 1 lesser bandit leader outfit, according to my pixie’s earlier assessment – was very revealing. When she leaned in close, the cleavage she flashed was enough to make my mouth water. When she laughed (and we laughed often) her chest bounced delightfully. 


My heart was racing. Even knowing this was a dream, the fact that an insanely attractive woman was flirting with me like this was making it difficult to focus. 


I wasn’t a virgin, but also…I hadn’t had a lot of experience dating. Even with my accent, I’d always been slightly nervous around women. I was fine around my students, and even other teachers – my two longest relationships had been with coworkers – but whenever I used a dating app or went out for a drink, I was a wreck. 


So while my mind was reeling at the possibility of a hook-up, and the thought of getting to see more of her incredible body was making my mouth water, none of it quite felt real. Because it wasn’t, of course. 


Least real of all were my own ‘skills’, of sorts. My high charisma, Charming feat, and Build Rapport skill were combining to turn me into…well, more of a ladies man than I’d ever been in real life. I was joking, I was teasing, I was even reaching over and playing with her arm across the table, something I would never have had the courage to do in real life. 


And Yvetten was eating it up. 


She’d been flirty at the beginning of the night, but she was getting bolder. When we finished the second bottle of wine, she put her hand on my knee, and it slowly moved up my leg. By the time I called for the check, her hand was almost at my crotch. 


And, of course, the more drunk and horny she got, the more she blushed. Not just her face, but the ample cleavage that her lesser bandit leader outfit showed off so nicely. 


“Do you still have any rooms?” I asked. I was about as drunk as I would’ve been in real life from sharing that much wine – which made sense, my constitution of ten was perfectly average. I wasn’t at risk of blacking out or anything like that, but I was definitely a little sloppy. 


Yvetten, meanwhile, had held her alcohol much better than I. She must have had a higher constitution score, assuming NPCs had attribute scores. 


“Do NPCs have attribute scores?” I asked. Trevorn and Yvetten just shot me the same odd look, but my blue fairy sighed. 


“Yes,” she said, before her face and voice took on that cheery attitude, almost as though she didn’t control it. “When your ‘Identify’ skill reaches higher levels, you’ll be able to detect the exact stats of foes you face!” 


“Thank you,” I slurred. 


Normally I wouldn’t take a woman to bed while either of us were this drunk. Consent had always been drilled into me, and I always made sure that my first few times with a woman were while both of us were completely sober. 


If nothing else, alcohol made it harder for me to perform. 


But this was a dream, or a game. Yvetten wasn’t a real person. Besides, she’d seduced me – she’d made her intentions for the night pretty clear. 


At least, that’s what I tried to tell myself. But as soon as we got upstairs, as soon as we saw that bed, I realized…I couldn’t do it. 


Just like I couldn’t attack someone, just like I couldn’t be violent in this dream/game world – I couldn’t go to bed with someone when neither of us were fully sober. 


No matter how much both of us clearly, clearly wanted it. 


“Wait,” I said, as Yvetten approached me and started to take off my shirt. “I…I can’t do this. Not after…the wine.” 


I felt like an idiot, but the busty woman standing in front of me didn’t miss a beat. 


“Are you sure?” she purred. “You seem…interested.” 


“I can’t,” I said again, and I felt the truth in the words. “This doesn’t feel right. Not while we’re drunk” 


Yvette shrugged, and stepped back, a sly grin on her face. She opened the door and called downstairs. “Trevorn?” 


I didn’t hear a response, just that she got one. 


“Two Status Restoration Potions, please.” 


Again, I didn’t hear what Trevorn said, but Yvetten smiled at me. A few moments later, there was a knock at the door, and as she paid the innkeeper (the Mayor had her released before we’d taken her coin purse from her) I turned to my pixie in confusion. 


“Status Restoration Potions remove the effects of toxins, curses, and status effects. Alcohol, poisons, paralysis, sleep…” 


“Got it,” I said quietly as the door closed, and Yvetten returned with two bright pink potions. Before I could say a word, she chugged one and handed the other one to me. 


“I’m sober,” she said, and sure enough – she was standing straighter, her words were clearer, and her face had lost that slight flush it’d had since the first bottle of wine. 


“Drink it,” she insisted, and I did. 


It tasted like strawberries, and I suddenly realized…I’d just taken an unknown potion, given to me by a Bandit Leader who I’d just arrested and then rejected. Anything could’ve been in that bottle. 


But as soon as the last of the potion passed my lips, my own mind became clear. I hadn’t even noticed the very slight throbbing of the room, or the light-headedness that wine always gave me. 


“Oh,” I said, and Yvetten’s grin was positively wolfish. 


“Let’s try that again, shall we?” 


Before I could even answer, the Bandit Leader was on me, her lips pressed against mine. 


I didn’t need any more encouragement. My fingers pulled at her outfit, desperately unbuttoning the top half of her lesser bandit leader outfit, hungry to see what was beneath. 


Her shirt opened, exposing her bare breasts. They were just as beautiful as I’d hoped they’d be when I saw them peeking through her outfit – larger than my hands, and topped with nipples so light, I could barely tell them apart from her skin. 


She was moaning against me, pulling her top off the rest of the way, before undoing her pants. Her boots and belt came off next, and when she lowered her pants, she was standing naked in front of me. Apparently underwear wasn’t a done thing in Wizards & Warriors – not for lesser outfits, at least. 


My eyes were drawn down her body, drinking her in. She was perfect, every inch of her, and when my gaze finally met her eyes, she was blushing, her face a brilliant red. 


“You’re gorgeous,” I breathed, and she grinned as she kissed me again, her arms wrapping around my neck. 


“Bed,” she commanded, and I happily obeyed. 


“Your turn,” she breathed, and I nodded, tearing off my clothes. I, too, wasn’t wearing underwear – something that I would have noticed immediately in the real world, but here in the Land of Riverton (or whatever this place was called) the natural state was comfort, like the way I hadn’t felt my lute pressing against my back. 


Back when I’d had a lute. 


The next thing I knew, we were both naked, and Yvetten had pushed me onto the bed, her hands on my chest. 


My hand went straight to her left breast, and I gave it a squeeze, and the Bandit Leader moaned as my fingers dug into her flesh. She pressed her lips back against mine, kissing me hungrily, and her hand reached up and grabbed the hair at the back of my neck. 


“Fuck me,” she said, and her eyes widened in surprise when I shook my head. 


“Not yet,” I whispered, and began making my way down her body, my lips leaving a trail of kisses as I did. 


Yvetten moaned and bucked at my ministrations, her free hand clawing at the bedsheets. When I reached her breasts, I didn’t go straight for her nipple. Instead, I traced the outer edge, my tongue slowly circling it, and then did the same with the other. 


“Please,” the Bandit Leader said, and I smiled against her skin. 


“Not yet,” I repeated, before biting down. 


My teeth sank into the meat of her breast, and Yvetten let out a cry, her fingers tightening their grip. 


“That’s not…” 


Yvetten’s blush was back, her cheeks so red it looked like they were burning, and the rest of her body was equally flushed. She looked delicious, and I wasn’t going to deny myself a taste. 


“That’s not what I expected,” she admitted. “Most people…just want to get to the main event.” 


“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, and the Bandit Leader shook her head furiously. 


“Good girl,” I purred – a line that I would never have had the courage to say in real life – and Yvetten let out another moan, her thighs squeezing together as her whole body shuddered. 


“Don’t…don’t stop,” she said, and her hand pulled at my hair, dragging me back down to her breast. 


I obeyed, giving the other side the same treatment as I’d given the first. I bit down harder than I ever had on a partner before – something told me that Yvetten could not only handle it, but that she’d love it. 


And, if the noises she was making were any indication, she did. 


“Harder,” she cried, her voice ragged. “Harder!” 


I didn’t bother answering, sinking my teeth deeper, until her moans became screams. I bit so hard that I swore I would’ve left a mark, but when I pulled back, her breasts were just as pristine and perfect as when I’d first seen them. 


“You’re a freak,” Yvetten said, and her voice was filled with admiration. 


“So are you,” I answered, and again her blush deepened, the tips of her ears turning red. 


“Now,” she said, her hand moving from the back of my head to my shoulder. “Please. Please, Bard. Fuck me. Fuck me hard, Bard.” 


“Not yet,” I teased, and was surprised when a notification appeared at my words. I mentally swiped it away without reading it – if it was urgent, I was sure that my pixie would warn me. 


Oh, shit. 


My eyes widened as I turned to the side, to see the blue pixie sitting, cross-legged, and staring in utter fascination at what I was doing. At what we were doing. 


Yvetten’s eyes were closed, so I mouthed “Go away!” at the pixie. 


She didn’t react, just kept on staring with her big, anime eyes. 


I gestured at the door, and – as though she hadn’t realized until then that I was trying to communicate with her – the blue fairy jumped with a start. 


“Sorry,” she said, before flying through the door as though it wasn’t even there. 


Only when she left did I realize she’d been blushing. 


I turned back to Yvetten, who was still writhing on the bed. Kissing my way down her stomach, I ended up between her thighs…one of my favorite places to be. 


I’ve always been a man who loved cunnilingus. That’s not easy to admit: in a society that’s so obsessed with the act of penile-vaginal sex, most men pretend like it’s a chore. But the fact is, I love eating pussy. 


And in my experience, most women love having their pussy eaten. It’s a real win-win situation. 


Before diving in between Yvetten’s legs, I first kissed one thigh and then the other. 


“Harder,” she moaned again, and – remembering that I hadn’t left a mark earlier, I allowed myself to let loose, really give it to her. 


I sank my teeth into the soft flesh of her thigh, and when she bucked, my fingers went to her lower lips, spreading them wide. She was already soaking, and the moment my fingers made contact with her pussy, she let out another cry. 


Turning, I bit her other thigh just as hard – sure enough, it didn’t even leave so much as a bruise. 


“Fuck,” she gasped, her hand reaching back to my hair and grabbing hold. “You’re a fucking animal, Bard. How are you so good at this?” 


I released her thigh and moved my head between her legs, drinking in the scent of her musky arousal. 


“You’re delicious,” I moaned, and I wasn’t exaggerating. Yvetten smelled heavenly, and the moment I pressed my tongue against her slit, I knew we were going to have a very good time together. 


My tongue darted out, tasting her, and the Bandit Leader moaned, 


I teased her with the tip of my tongue, drawing a circle around her clit before moving downwards. Every time she bucked, every time she tried to force her pussy against my mouth, I pulled away, teasing her. 


“Bard,” she growled, and I chuckled. 


“Say please.” 


“Please,” she cried. 


“Say pretty please,” I insisted, and Yvetten actually snarled at that. 


“Fucking please,” she begged. “Pretty please. Pretty please with a cherry on top.” 


“That’s more like it,” I said, and dove in. 


My tongue moved in and out of her wet slit. My fingers reached up and I pinched her clit, and the Bandit Leader bucked. 


“Bard!” she cried, and then she was cumming, her pussy convulsing around my tongue. Her grip on the back of my head tightened, and her other hand clawed at the sheets. 


I kept moving my tongue, even as she bucked, not letting her escape the sensations. As the orgasm passed, I slowed my efforts, easing her back to Earth. Or, wherever the fuck this place was. 


And when she came, I got another notification. 


If the Mayor’s daughter was anything like the other women I’d been with, she’d need a minute or two to recover. I probably had time to pop into my menu and see whatever the fuck I’d just unlocked…but I wanted to stay in the moment, so I decided to check it out later. 


“Wow,” the Bandit Leader breathed, and I pulled my face back, smiling. 


“Wow, yourself.” 


“We’re not done,” she said, her hands reaching up and grabbing her breasts. “Get over here and fuck me.” 


“You’ll have to beg a little harder than that,” I said, and Yvetten raised one eyebrow. 


“Oh do I?” 


I nodded. 


“In that case…” 


Yvetten sat up, her body looking absolutely ravishing, before sliding off the bed. Before I could ask what she was doing, she was kneeling on the floor between my knees, her fingers wrapped around my cock. 


This was the first time I’d seen my own member since getting here, and I was almost relieved to see that it hadn’t changed. It would’ve been very easy for the game to upgrade my penis to porn-star size, but I’d always been happy with my girth and length. I wasn’t huge, but I certainly wasn’t small, and I’d never had any complaints. 


So even though I was in a younger, fitter body than I was used to, the cock between my legs was still mine. 


“How about this?” she said, her mouth inches from my cock. “May I have your dick, sir?” 


The Bandit Leader’s face was a mix of a lustful glaze and an angry glare, but her tone was playful and genuine, and when she called me ‘sir’, I couldn’t help but smile. 


“Since you asked so nicely,” I said, and the next thing I knew, her lips were wrapped around my shaft. 


“Fuck,” I breathed, and she let out a laugh – a strange sensation to feel on your cock, I’ll tell you that. 


“Don’t stop,” I ordered, and Yvetten’s eyes fluttered in pleasure at my forceful tone. Again, I want to make this clear – this wasn’t what sex was like in my ordinary life. But here, with my high charisma, my muscles, my Charming feat…I felt like I was free, like I could . 


My fingers ran through her hair, and I pulled her head back. The Bandit Leader let out a moan. 


“Beg,” I said, and this time she didn’t hold back. 


“Please,” she said, her mouth opening. “Please, sir, let me suck your cock. Please. I want it. I want to suck you.” 


I didn’t say anything in response, just nodded. 


“Thank you,” she cried, and her cheeks hollowed as she began swallowing the dick she’d just begged for. The sensations were incredible – it wasn’t like the food, where it tasted like a pale imitation of a real meal. Instead, it was like the wine. It felt completely real. 


It felt real, and it felt amazing. 


Yvetten bobbed her head back and forth, taking a few inches of my length into her mouth before pulling back, and then repeated the motion. The entire time, her gaze never left my eyes, and the sight of her there, naked, sucking my cock, was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. 


I couldn’t let it last, though. If I did, I was going to end the night right there and then. So I put both hands on her head, holding her still, and then pulled back. 


“I thought–” she began, and I cut her off with a kiss. 


“Beg me,” I said again, and if Yvetten was sick of me reusing lines, she certainly didn’t show it. 


“Fuck me,” she said, and though it was only two words, she put so much want, so much pleading, so much lust, into the two syllables that I was wholly convinced. 


“Fuck me,” she said again. 


And I obliged. 


We weren’t gentle. This wasn’t lovemaking. This was the culmination of hours of sexual tension between two strangers who were desperate to fuck. 


Her fingers clawed at my back as my cock slid inside her. She was wet, soaking, and it took her no time to adjust to my size. I’d never had sex without a condom before, but the thought of finding whatever this world’s equivalent was never occurred to me. 


If this dream or game had STIs or unwanted pregnancy, it was a pretty crappy dream or game. 


I’d never fucked someone bareback before, and the feeling was indescribable. Her walls squeezed around my shaft, and I bottomed out inside her, the two of us moaning as I did. 


“Fuck,” Yvetten moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Fuck. Fuck. Yes. Harder, Bard. Fuck me harder.” 


Again, my hips began moving of their own accord, and the two of us began fucking like animals. Our lips met and her teeth bit down on my lip, hard enough that I got a “-1 HP” notification, and I let out a growl and slammed my cock all the way in. 


My hands moved to her ass, and I tested my strength by lifting her from the bed. She was lighter than I expected, and as she wrapped her legs around my waist and clung to me with her arms, I was able to keep thrusting. I carried her across the room, slamming her against the wall, the wood holding up against our combined weight and force. 


“Fuck,” the Bandit Leader moaned, as my cock pounded into her. Her pussy was a vice, squeezing my dick in a way that was almost painful. 


“Bard!” she cried, and I didn’t need a tutorial fairy to tell me what was coming next. 


“Cum for me,” I moaned. “Cum on my cock, Yvetten. Come for me. Be my good, bad girl!” 


The Bandit Leader let out a cry as she obeyed. Her nails dug into my shoulders and her eyes rolled back in her head, and her pussy convulsed around me, her orgasm making her whole body shake. 


I held her up, even as she came, and kept fucking her. I kept fucking her as her entire body shook in orgasm, as she opened her mouth and let her dirty words come out. 


“Cum for me,” she moaned. “Please, Bard. Give me your cum. Cum for me, baby. You’ve earned it.” 


And as I felt the final tremors of her own orgasm go through her body, I released inside her, and it was glorious. 


It felt like the most intense orgasm I’d ever had, my balls twitching as I shot rope after rope of cum inside the Bandit Leader, who just a few hours earlier had tried to rob me. 


No, not tried. Just a few hours earlier, Yvetten had robbed me. Now, the two of us stood there, panting, as we both recovered, and after what felt like an eternity I pulled back, to see her face. 


“That was incredible,” she said, her cheeks flushed, a sparkle in her eyes. 


“I know,” I answered, and what happened next was not at all what I expected. 


Four golden words appeared in front of me, filling my vision: 

 You have leveled up!




Non-Violent Resolution 

by Pan 


LEVEL 4: 


“Are you okay?” 


Yvetten asked, in response to the look on my face. 


“Uh huh,” I said, swiping the notification away with my mind. “Just, uh…nothing.” 


“Don’t worry,” she laughed. “I’m not going to stay the night.” 


“You can!” I blurted out immediately, and she shot me a look. 


“I’m good,” she replied flatly. “Daddy still keeps my room for me, so I’m going to stay there tonight. And then tomorrow, I’m gonna find somewhere else to go.” 


“I’m not kicking you out,” I insisted. It was important to me that she didn’t think that’s what had caused my reaction. 


“Uh, I know,” she said, bending down to pick up her lesser bandit leader outfit. My eyes dipped down to her swaying breasts, and she chuckled, before a worried look appeared on her face. 


“Oh, you didn’t think…I’m not looking to be courted,” she said. “I thought we both knew that going in.” 


“No, I…” 


I trailed off. Apparently all my charisma and Charming had left me, because I didn’t know what to say. 


I didn’t particularly want to date a Bandit Leader. Or an NPC, for that matter – I’d never been the Stardew Valley type. Having a romance with a series of 0’s and 1’s held no appeal to me. 


And I guess that’s what Yvetten was. 1’s and 0’s, or whatever digits this game was programmed in. She was just a Bandit Leader – created to be slaughtered by players within the first few minutes of the game. She’d had a ‘Mayor’s daughter’ backstory hastily programmed in when I’d let her take my lute, but she wasn’t…real. 


She was just an NPC. 


But the same logic that stopped me being able to kill ‘non-people’ was in my head here, too. Yes, she wasn’t ‘real’ – but she seemed real. She felt real…hell, she tasted real. 


I’d just had the best sex of my life with someone who wasn’t ‘real’. I’d responded to her wants and her needs, exactly like she was a ‘real’ person, and whoever and whatever had programmed her had given her extremely real-seeming emotions and reactions. 


Like right now. If she was just programmed to do whatever I wanted, why would she be running out the door so quickly? If I was the kind of guy who didn’t like to ‘hit it and quit it’ (which, if I’m being truthful, was something I’d never been particularly good at) then why would the game go against my desires and make her so clearly not want a relationship? 


I don’t think I wanted a relationship with Yvetten. Hell, at any minute I expected to wake up and return to the real world, so what did it matter? 


I didn’t want it. But not because she wasn’t real. 


At least, that’s what I told myself. 


“Cool,” I said. 


“Cool,” she replied, raising one eyebrow at the term. The Bandit Leader finished dressing, and when she was done she gave me a sly wink. 


“And hey, just because I don’t want to be courted doesn’t mean…” 


She trailed off, and – already feeling vulnerable, and a little confused about my feelings – I didn’t say anything. 


Yvetten grinned. “Next time I rob you,” she said with a slight drawl, “maybe we go for round two. How does that sound?” 


I returned her smile. 


“It sounds good,” I said, and then she was gone. 


I looked down at the bed. In real life, the sheets would’ve been stained with a combination of her juices and mine. In this world, however, it was just as perfectly made as when we’d walked in. 


“What the fuck just happened?” I whispered to the room, not expecting a response. 


Instead, the blue fairy’s head poked through the door, that involuntary manic grin back. 


“You’ve reached level four!” she said.“Congratulations! You’ve gained 1 more attribute point to assign, and have unlocked the second level of Bard spells!” 


Great. I was yet to cast a single spell – because the first thing I’d done in the game was hand away my lute – and now I’d unlocked a whole new level of spells that I couldn’t cast. 


Or had I? 


“Are there any spells that I can cast without my lute?” 


“Yes! Bard spells at this level can also be cast with iron bongos, silver tambourines, or golden bells.” 


My eyes widened at the idea of beating out a spell on a set of bongos, before shaking my head. “Are any of those instruments available in Riverton?” 


My fairy shook her head, and with a sigh, I opened my menu to see what my mid-coitus notifications had been. 


Build rapport has leveled up! Gain 50 XP. You can now befriend characters faster and more easily. 


NEW SKILL LEARNED: 


Seduction 


LEVEL 1: If someone is attracted to you, you know some of the appropriate moves to bed them. 


NEW SKILL LEARNED: 


Cunnilingus 


LEVEL 1: Your tongue is able to bring women pleasure. 


Seduction has leveled up! Gain 50 XP. You can now bed characters with less effort, and have a chance of seducing higher-level characters. 


*Cunnilingus has leveled up! Gain 50 XP. Your tongue is more skilled, and can bring greater pleasure for longer. 


It seemed that talking dirty to Yvetten – and going down on her – had unlocked whole new skills on my character sheet. And while we’d been at dinner, I must have leveled up my ‘Build Rapport’ skill without even noticing. 


We’d drunk a lot of wine. 


My skill list was much longer than it had been earlier: 


Identify (level 2). Perception. Persuasion. Intimidate. Lute (requires: Lute). Build Rapport (level 4). Seduction (level 2). Cunnilingus (level 2) 


“Why is my Build Rapport at level four?” I asked, leaving the menu. “I only have one level-up notification for it.” 


It happened again. She froze – just for a moment this time, but I knew I wasn’t imagining it. 


“You gained the skill as a level-up bonus, when you reached level three,” she explained, in a relatively normal tone. “So it was level three when you got it, and then leveled it earlier this evening.” 


I had many more questions, but I couldn’t help but address the elephant in the room. “Why are you talking like that?” 


My pixie companion tilted her head to the side, before – as though something else was taking control of her body – she suddenly stood up straight, that weird grin returning to her visage. “I’m here to help you learn the ropes!” 


I sighed, and returned to the menu. I didn’t understand my tutorial sprite in the slightest, and I was starting to think I never would. 


Seduction seemed like a useful skill – maybe for gameplay, but definitely in terms of ‘having fun’. Although…if the other party didn’t want to be seduced, did that mean Seduction was going to override their desires? 


I stared at the skill until a tooltip popped up. 


Seduction allows you to intuit what others find appealing or arousing, using your charisma bonus. 


Okay. It didn’t sound like the sex magic I’d feared it was. But just to be safe, I left the menu. The pixie was still standing there, but her grin had faded. She was just staring, but when I turned to see what she was looking at, there was nothing there. 


“When I use my Seduction power, what am I rolling against?” 


“Seduction doesn’t use roll checks,” she explained – again, speaking like she was a normal person. Or, y’know – a normal blue fairy whom only I could see. “It’s like Identify, Perception, Build Rapport, or Cunnilingus.” 


My eyes widened as the last word came out of her mouth, but she didn’t act as though it was any difference. Which, I suppose to her, it wasn’t. 


“They’re not rolled in opposition to something, like Persuasion or Intimidate. They just apply the relevant skill bonus and give you information to help you achieve your goal.” 


“What information does Cunnilingus give you?” I asked, partially because I was curious, but mostly because I wanted to see if she’d blush again. 


She didn’t, though. The blue fairy smiled – not a manic grin, just a soft smile. “Cunnilingus allows you to sense what actions and techniques would be most pleasurable for the person you’re performing oral sex on.” 


I nodded. “That makes sense.” Persuasion was oppositional – ‘do this thing that you don’t want to do’. Cunnilingus or Seduction was just being able to detect what someone liked. 


Some people would probably have used these powers without question or hesitation. But I wasn’t that guy, just like I didn’t want to have sex with someone (for the first time, anyway) while either of us were drunk. 


But it sounded like these skills passed my moral code. I could lick and fuck my way around Riverton without moral qualm. 

 I grinned. Who else was there to seduce in this game?




Non-Violent Resolution 

by Pan 


BOOK TWO: 


I smiled down at the half-elf, sitting beside me on the bed. 


She was the smallest of the town guards - her name was Tian, and her dark hair was cropped short, showing off her long, pointed ears. Despite her small stature, she had breasts that could rival any of the women she worked with…hell, any of the women in the town. 


And in just two short weeks, I’d bedded half the women in town. 


Literally. It wasn’t a big town, and I’d started to get really good at seduction. 


But Tian was the first non-human that I’d slept with. In Riverton, I mean. 


Uh, also in real life. I have only ever slept with humans, both in real life and in this dream. Or game. 


Honestly, I wasn’t sure what this was. Two weeks earlier, I’d been in a classroom, teaching AP History to a group of twelve seniors. Twelve eighteen-year-old girls who barely wanted to be there, when the ceiling had collapsed. The last thing I remembered was the feeling of debris falling on me, and the knowledge that I was about to die. 


But I hadn’t. 


Now, I was living in a strange fantasy world, as an adventurer. As a Bard. 


Well, ostensibly as a Bard. I didn’t do much Barding, if I’m being honest. 


I didn’t do much Barding, and I basically did no adventuring. 


Instead, I’d spent the last fortnight testing my skills on every woman I met. 


See, the first thing I’d done when I’d entered this world was allow bandits to steal my lute. Turns out – and yes, this shouldn’t have surprised me – a lot of what a Bard can do is pretty lute-dependent. 


I’d decided to choose the non-violent resolution option (every combat had one, I’d been told) but the devs of this ‘game’ hadn’t considered that anyone would do that, and so without even leaving the tutorial, I’d hit a dead end. 


I was an alpha tester, supposedly, for a new game called Wizards & Warriors. I know, I know, the name is incredibly derivative. Everyone knows they’re just ripping off the classic TTRPG Wyverns & Windmills, but what can you do? 


Especially if you’re dead. 


Not that I believed I was dead. Not really. But more on that later. 


So I’d hit this dead end, and the devs had reprogrammed the game, giving me a quest to get my lute back. I’d again chosen the non-violent option – long story short, the Bandit Leader smashed my lute over my head when she worked out I’d tricked her. 


Long story slightly less short: later that night, I’d taken her on a date. A date which had culminated in the two of us sharing a bed upstairs in the inn, while I had the best sex of my freaking life. 


Or… death. Or whatever. 


I’d gained a bunch of XP, I’d gained (and leveled up) two extremely sexy skills – ‘Seduction’ and ‘Cunnilingus’ – and… well, I figured I owed it to myself to really explore how far those skills could take me. 


So far, the skills had taken me through all the single ladies (all the single ladies) in town, including the Mayor’s other two daughters, two of the women in his employ (a Cook and a Housekeeper), the Baker, the Blacksmith’s daughter, the Candlemaker’s daughter, several Merchants, and the town guards. 


Including, tonight, the half-elf who was ‘new to town’. My Identify skill gave me a random piece of trivia about anyone I used it on, and that’s what it had told me about Tian. 


Over the past few hours, we’d shared a bottle of (surprisingly good) wine, and she’d told me a lot more about herself. She’d grown up in a small elven village, but always wanted to know more about her human side. Her (human) mother had died during childbirth, but she’d been from Riverton, so that’s where Tian had come. 


She’d been a guard here for just under six months, and she loved the work. The money was good, she loved her team, and the town was so peaceful, it was rarely necessary for her to draw her weapon. 


When the wine was done, I’d ordered us two Status Restoration Potions, and we’d brought them up to my room. 


Now we were sober, and Tian was smiling up at me. She was young for an elf, only eighty years old – the equivalent of eighteen or nineteen in human years. She had an adorable gap between her front teeth, and despite her impressive cleavage, her arms and thighs were toned and muscular. 


“You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?” Tian asked, and I smiled, shaking my head. I was being honest – I didn’t kiss and tell. 


“I’ve never been with…a human,” she admitted, and I nodded. 


“I’ve never been with a half-elf,” I said, and she grinned, flashing her gap at me for a moment. 


I stared into her eyes, and let my Seduction skill do its magic. It wasn’t literal magic – there was no magical coercion or control of any kind. It just told me what she found sexy, what she’d want to hear. 


It didn’t even feel like I was using a skill, to be honest. It just felt like we were sexually attuned – it helped that I’d spent the last few hours Building Rapport (another skill) with Tian. Again, it wasn’t magic, just genuine bonding between two people. Getting to know each other. 


Both of those skills worked from my charisma, which was high: an eighteen. The equivalent on earth would’ve been someone like a movie star or a CEO. Someone who had a natural gift for persuasion and charm. 


Looking at Tian, I knew – instinctively – that she wanted to feel safe. I was not only a stranger in her town, but I was a human. This was her first time with someone of a different race, and she didn’t want to rush anything. 


Fine by me. I had nowhere else to be. 


“Come here,” I said, and pulled Tian onto the bed. We made out, slowly and passionately, and I could feel her relax as she lay underneath me. 


I don’t know if it was because of where I was (in a fantasy world) or because of my stats, or simply because I knew that I could have sex with half the women in town, but I felt no rush. No pressure. 


If Tian said “actually, I’m not feeling it,” that would be fine – I wouldn’t be frustrated or mad. I just wanted her to have a good time. 


And if she had a good time, I was fairly sure I’d have a good time as well. 


Every woman I’d slept with had been different. My tutorial sprite (more on her later) called these women NPCs, but even though I knew she was right, I couldn’t see them that way. I couldn’t see them as non-people, programmed entities with a pre-determined series of responses and lines. 


As we talked, as we got to know each other, they just felt like…people. They were reactive, they surprised me, they acted differently depending on how I acted. They didn’t feel like they were reading scripts, it always felt like we were having a conversation. 


The sex was no different. Every woman I’d slept with had been a unique experience. They hadn’t just programmed one, or two, or even ten different ‘styles’ into the game and called it a day. Having sex with these women felt like…well, like having sex with real women. 


The Baker, for example. She was around the age I’d been…before. When I was awake, or alive, or whatever. My new body was in its mid-twenties, and so I felt comfortable sleeping with even the eighteen-year-old characters in the game, but the Baker had been forty. 


She was the sixth NPC I’d bedded, and as all the previous ones had been clean-shaven, I assumed that was just the default in this world – or at least in Riverton, the starter town where I was testing out my seduction skills. 


Nope. The Baker, Helenn, had a full, thick bush. And when I say a thick bush, I mean it was like a fucking forest. 


The game devs hadn’t skimped on detail. The hair was thick and strong, and I’d had to use both hands to part the bushes and get my tongue to her clit. 


It had absolutely been worth it. I’d always loved the way a hairy pussy held the scent of arousal, and as Helenn had cum and cum and cum on my tongue, her musk had grown stronger with each orgasm. 


Not all the women in the game were equally orgasmic, either. The Guard Leader – a tall, busty woman called Elisan – hadn’t cum even after half an hour of going down on her, and twenty minutes of fucking. Once I’d cum, she’d needed my fingers inside her, rubbing against her g-spot for another fifteen minutes before she could climax. 


Again, not something I was going to complain about. 


On the other end of the scale, the Mayor’s Housekeeper – a gorgeous older lady with an impressive set of breasts named Jasminen – had cum the moment I’d put my mouth on her. 


Each woman was a new adventure, and I couldn’t wait to explore. 


Tian was lying under me, our lips pressed together, and I felt her relax, her muscles loosening, her body melting into the bed. 


“Are you nervous?” I asked, and she let out a breath. My brain would’ve told me not to draw attention to her nervousness, to not make her feel self-conscious…and that would’ve been the complete wrong move. 


By talking through it, I intuitively knew that she’d feel better. 


“Yeah. A little.” 


“Do you want to stop?” 


She shook her head. 


“We can go as slow as you want,” I said, and the half-elf nodded. 


“Just…don’t stare.” 


I raised one eyebrow, and she frowned. 


“Sorry, sorry. I just… I’m self-conscious.” 


I wanted to ask a question, but again – my instinct told me that would be the wrong move. So I just smiled back at her, and kept making out with the beautiful young (well, ‘young’) elf. 


My fingers ran up her thigh, and she let out a gasp. Most of the women in Riverton only owned one outfit, so all my other dates with town guards had been in their ‘uniforms’, which consisted of pants and a tunic. 


And armor, but they hadn’t worn that to the date. 


Apparently half-elves were different, however, because Tian had worn a dress. It was simple and blue, the color of the sky, and it ended a few inches above her knees. 


Her skin was green, but not in a way that made her look sickly. It was a very slight olive shade, and her hair was jet black. It looked good on her. 


Her skin was so smooth, it was hard to believe she was real. She could’ve made a fortune selling anti-aging creams on Earth, but here she was just a normal guard, trying to fit in with a group of human women. 


My hand moved up her thigh, until it was underneath her dress. 


“May I?” 


The guard let out a low moan at my words, and her blush – a deep green, the color of her lips – deepened. 


“Yes,” she moaned, her voice soft and filled with anticipation. “Please. I want you to.” 


I took my time, kissing her neck and nibbling her ears, her long fingers clawing at my back. 


As I ran my hand up her leg, I knew that she wouldn’t be wearing underwear (it didn’t seem to exist within the world of the game), and I felt a rush of anticipation. 


And then I realized what she’d been warning me about. 


It’s not that it was bad, or weird. Just…unexpected. 


As I reached her labia, my hand traveled up to find her clit, to stroke it gently, tease it a little. 


But when I reached the crest of her labia, there was no clit to be found. I tried not to react – I knew she was self-conscious, although I didn’t think that my reaction would’ve been to ‘stare’. You don’t really ‘stare’ at something you can’t see, y’know? 


And then I went slightly further, and found…a second set of pussy-lips. 


Half-elves, it seemed, had two sets of genitalia. 


“That feels so good,” Tian said, her voice breaking. “Your fingers are amazing.” 


I kept moving up until – at last – I found her clit, above her upper set of lips. She moaned as I rubbed it, her head moving to my shoulder, her mouth sucking on my skin. 


“Oh yesss,” she moaned, and then her body was shuddering and she was cumming. 


“Wow,” I said, pulling back, and she grinned. 


“That was…” she said, her cheeks glowing green. “That was…” 


“That was just the first course,” I replied, moving myself down her body. My Seduction skill told me that she’d be more comfortable if I let her remained clothed for now, which was fine by me. 


The one thing that all the women in town had in common was their generous busts. The game, it seemed, only created busty women. Whether that was because I had such a penchant for big boobs or just a coincidence, I didn’t know. 


I mean, if this was a dream, then obviously it wasn’t a coincidence. But I’d never had a dream feel this realistic, or go on for this long. 


And y’know, if you cum in a dream, you normally wake up. To messy bedsheets. So far, I’d had dozens of orgasms, and yet I was still here. 


I was starting to think this might not be a dream. Not even one of those dreams that feels longer than a dream could realistically be. 


“First course…” Tian mumbled as I pulled her dress up and began kissing her thighs. 


Both her pussies were wet, but her lower pussy was literally dripping with arousal. On her upper pussy, her clit was hard, eager for attention. 


I licked my way up her thighs, and when I was between her legs, I let my tongue trace its way along her lower lips, tasting her, teasing her. 


“Yesss,” she moaned. She was sweet and tangy, and the scent alone would’ve been enough to make me rock hard. 


Tian let out a loud moan, her body bucking. Her thighs wrapped around my head, squeezing, and she was cumming again, both her pussies convulsing as she did. 


Apparently half-elves came easily. Or maybe just this half-elf – I didn’t want to generalize. 


I continued my slow, languid pace, licking her inner thighs, occasionally letting my tongue slip up to her lower pussy, my hand working her upper pussy, giving her clit the attention it needed. 


“More,” she begged. “Please.” 


I obeyed, slipping one finger into her lower pussy and curling it upwards, pressing against her g-spot, while I moved my mouth up to attack her clit directly. 


Her body arched, her hands grabbed fistfuls of the bedsheet, and she came. 


Hard. 


“Oh, yes!” she cried. “Oh, yes. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop. You dirty human. You dirty human slave…” 


I peeked up at her at that, and my eyes must have expressed my surprise, because her blush deepened. 


“Uh, sorry,” she said. “That was…probably not okay.” 


“Okay by me,” I said with a grin, and Tian’s eyebrows shot up. A cheeky smile appeared on her face. 


I moved my tongue down to her lower lips, licking up and down the sides of her slit, while I fingered her g-spot. She was bucking, her breasts heaving, and then I slipped a second finger inside her, and she was screaming. 


“Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Oh, that feels good. You’re my little human, aren’t you? You’re my little human cockslave.” 


It wasn’t a fantasy I’d ever thought about before, but the moment she said the word ‘cockslave’ it was suddenly exactly the fantasy I wanted to roleplay. 


My cock was hard, but I wasn’t about to stop eating out this beautiful half-elf guard. I wanted to hear what other dirty fantasies she had. Apparently humans were slaves to elves in this civilization…a taboo that seemed to turn Tian on. 


I wasn’t really into submission, but so far none of Tian’s moaned comments had crossed the line for me. 


“You’re so good at that,” she moaned. “You’re such a naughty, dirty human. You’re gonna make me…gonna make me…” 


And with that, Tian was cumming again. She bucked, and I kept up the same pace, kept fingering her g-spot and working her clit with my tongue – her upper pussy was slightly sweeter than the lower opening, but they were both delicious. 


As Tian came again, another notification appeared – I mentally swiped it away, waiting for her to return to lucidity. When the orgasm passed, she was still panting. 


“Wow,” she said, staring at me with a wide smile. “That was incredible.” 


“Now it’s time for the slave to take control,” I growled, and Tian’s eyes darkened with arousal. 


“Yes, slave,” she said, her voice half-moan, half-gasp. “Yes…sir.” 


I kissed my way up her stomach, and she moaned. When I got to her chest, she was practically hyperventilating. 


“You have a beautiful body,” I said, and Tian giggled, before looking self-conscious and trying to hide her face behind her hands. I didn’t let her, taking her hands and holding them above her head. 


“You have a beautiful face, too,” I said, and leaned in to kiss her once more. Her tongue explored my mouth, enjoying the taste of both her cunts, and I kept her wrists pinned as we made out. 


“Tell me what you want, slave,” she whispered. 


I didn’t hesitate. “I want to fuck your mouth,” I said, and the half-elf let out a moan. 


“Yesss,” she moaned, and – wriggling out of my grip with a deftness that surprised me – her hand was on my shaft, stroking me. 


“This is all mine,” she growled, and the way she looked at me with a mixture of lust and domination made my cock twitch. “Your cock belongs to me. Your seed belongs to me.” 


I wasn’t used to being talked to this way. Like I said, being submissive isn’t really my thing – all the other women in town had been more than happy for me to play the dominant role – but from the half-elf, I kinda liked it. 


“Taste your cockslave,” I gasped, and she shimmied down the bed, her hand guiding my cock towards her mouth. 


She looked up at me, and her smile was both shy and mischievous. It was hot as hell. And then her tongue was on the head of my cock, swirling around, teasing. It was the best blowjob I’d had in Riverton so far…I guess half a century of experience had given her plenty of time to practice. 


Did male half-elves have two cocks? 


I ran my fingers through her hair, and her mouth opened, accepting my cock. She moaned as I filled her mouth, and her hands were on my balls, massaging them. 


“Yes,” I moaned. "Take it. 


I let out a moan as she began bobbing her head back and forth, before grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back and making her groan with frustration. 


“Who does your little human cockslave belong to?” I asked, and her eyes flashed with lust. 


“Me,” she moaned, and then her mouth was full of my dick once more, and I could feel my orgasm approaching. 


“Take your human’s cum,” I said, and Tian’s eyes widened, but she didn’t resist. “Drink it, half-elf. Swallow every last drop.” 


Tian did as she was told, gulping down my seed, her eyes were closed in pleasure as I unloaded into her mouth and throat. 


When she finished swallowing down the last few drops, the two of us collapsed onto the bed, panting. 


I don’t know if it was the extra stamina of my hero body, or just because this was a game (or a dream), but I was able to go several times in a night – something I’d rarely been able to do in the real world. So after just a few minutes of lying there, my cock was ready for round two. 


“I want you,” I said, and her eyes flashed. 


“Then take me,” she answered, her voice soft. 


“Get on all fours,” I said, and the half-elf obeyed. Her ass was toned, firm, and as I slapped her right cheek, her whole body jumped. 


“Again,” she moaned, and I obliged. 


“Who does this ass belong to?” 


“You,” Tian moaned, and I gave her left cheek a slap. “Yessss,” she moaned, her back arching. 


“Who does this pussy belong to?” I said, and before she could answer, I pressed the tip of my cock against her upper pussy. 


“You!” she gasped. “It belongs to you.” 


“What about this one?” I said, and pulled back. Tian let out a groan. “This pussy,” I said, running a finger down her lower pussy, “Who does it belong to?” 


“You,” she moaned again. “All of me belongs to you.” 


Just as I had pressed my cock against her lower pussy, and was preparing to slowly sink inside, another notification appeared. 

 You have leveled up!




Non-Violent Resolution 

by Pan 


LEVEL 5: 


I swiped the notification away – I’d leveled up thrice on my first day, then not at all in two weeks. Whatever perks came with my new level, they could wait until after I was done with the naked guard on my bed. 


Tian was still moaning, her ass still wiggling. Without another word of warning, I slammed inside her. 


“Oh, yesss,” she cried out in pleasure, her hands fisting the bedsheets. “Fuck me, cockslave. Fuck me.” 


“Yes, ma’am,” I growled. I pulled out, and Tian whimpered, and then I was slamming back inside her, and she was crying out in pleasure. 


“More!” she begged. “Please, give me more!” 


I grabbed her ass cheeks, squeezing them, and then moved my hands to her waist and began fucking her hard and fast. She was so 


wet that her upper pussy’s juices were dripping down my cock, and she was letting out these amazing little mewling sounds that turned me on like nothing else. 


“Are you gonna cum for me?” I growled, and Tian nodded, her whole body shaking as her orgasms washed over her. 


“That’s a good girl,” I said, and Tian was lost in a series of cries and screams, her body convulsing and twitching. 


“Don’t stop,” she gasped, and I obliged, slamming inside her again and again. Her muscles tightened around me, squeezing me, and she was cumming, hard. 


“Yessss,” I cried. “Cum for me. Cum for your cockslave.” 


It wasn’t long before I found my own release. I felt my balls twitch and tighten, and then – despite it only having been a few minutes since my last orgasm – I was releasing inside her. 


“That’s right,” Tian growled. “Cum inside your elf owner. Fill me up, little human.” 


I obeyed, my balls twitching as my load shot into the half-elf guard. When I was done, Tian was collapsing. Her head landed perfectly on the pillow, and there was a satisfied smile on her face. 


“Mmmm,” she moaned. 


“That was awesome,” I said, and she grinned. 


“Uh huh,” she said, before glancing down at where I was still softening inside her. “Although there’s still another pussy for you to cum inside.” 


“Oh yeah?” I said, a sly smile on my face. 


“Uh huh. The upper pussy, reserved only for the most well-behaved of slaves.” 


“I think I qualify for that,” I said. 


“Well then,” Tian said, her eyes shining with mischief, “get to work.” 


The next half-hour passed in a blur of sexual pleasure. Tian’s upper opening was tighter than the lower – not that either were even remotely loose. It only took me a few minutes to get hard again, and soon I was inside her once more. 


“That’s right,” she moaned. “Cum for me, you dirty little human. Cum for me.” 


I obeyed, shooting inside her for the third time that evening, my balls twitching, my legs shaking. This time, my orgasm triggered Tian’s, and she came hard. 


“So good,” she moaned, and collapsed on the bed. 


We lay there, the two of us, in silence, for a while. 


“So…you want to do this again?” she asked. 


“Tonight?” I asked, and she laughed. 


“No. I know you humans have your limits. But maybe another night…” 


I thought about what she was asking. So far, I hadn’t bedded any women more than once. And at the rate I was going through women, if I was looking for more, I’d have to leave Riverton. 


What was I looking for? 


For the past two weeks, I’d just been enjoying the sexual simulator I’d found myself in. Each morning I’d wake up, eat at the inn (there were different meals for different times of day, but each breakfast was identical to each other breakfast; each lunch identical to each other lunch) and then go looking for someone to seduce. 


My high charisma and my combination of feat and skills made it easy to charm someone, convince them to have a date…and once the date started, it was almost a sure thing that we’d sleep together. 


Like I said, every woman was different. Tian had been an ‘inn date’, where we just sat in the inn and shared a meal (not literally: I had learned that the food here was strictly one plate per person) and a bottle of wine. But I’d taken some women on a walk around the village, talking for hours and staring up at the incredible stars. 


The Candlemaker’s daughter and I had gone on a picnic, watching the sun set from just outside of town. We’d made love on the picnic blanket under the stars, and then gone our separate ways. The Mayor’s Cook had insisted on cooking for me – her food was significantly more flavorful than what the inn offered, though it looked identical – and we’d retired to her quarters in the Mayor’s house. 


Some of the women wanted to stay the night, others didn’t. By the way Tian was snuggling up into the blankets, it was clear that she wanted to cuddle up together. 


But did I want to see her again? 


I knew I had a main quest, to rescue my twelve companions, but so far I hadn’t even started. 


Back in the day, Wyverns & Windmills had been (somewhat clunkily) adapted into a video game, Windomorr. It was janky as hell, completely full of bugs, but it had a depth of experience unlike anything I’d ever played – you could complete the main quest, sure, or you could just wander around doing side quests, joining guilds and exploring the world. 


Hell, if you wanted to, you could just play as a trader, buying from one merchant and selling to another. 


Future games in the series had been a bit more didactic – if you didn’t start doing plot stuff, it wouldn’t let you proceed. But there had been something about Windomorr that had grabbed me, the way that you could follow the main quest on your own terms, instead of being forced. 


It seemed that the game I was stuck in, Wizards & Warriors, was more like that. I hadn’t taken a single step towards the main quest – or, indeed, done anything other than slaking my own sexual desires – but it hadn’t penalized me for it. 


Of course, it also hadn’t given me much in the way of experience for what I’d been doing either. 


“I’ll think about it,” I answered non-committally, and Tian accepted my answer without blinking. 


“M’kay,” she mumbled, cuddling up close to me. It wasn’t long until her breathing had steadied, and I knew the beautiful half-elf was asleep. 


I took the opportunity to see what the notifications were about. 


Build rapport has leveled up! Gain 50 XP. You have a better chance at befriending hostile characters, and you are able to build a deeper connection with anyone you talk to. 


Cunnilingus has leveled up! Gain 50 XP. Your tongue doesn’t tire for the first hour of oral sex you perform in an evening. 


Seduction has leveled up! Gain 50 XP. Risky seductions have a higher chance of succeeding. 


NEW SKILL LEARNED: 


Dirty Talk 


LEVEL 1: You understand the basics of roleplaying in the bedroom. 


My sexual skills had been steadily leveling up over the past two weeks: I was now at level three Identify, level five Seduction, level four Cunnilingus, and my Build Rapport was up all the way to level eight. While each new skill level reached had given me some XP, it hadn’t been enough to level up. 


Until now. 


I mentally clicked through to Dirty Talk, and read the description in full: 


“Dirty Talk allows you to use your words to increase a partner’s arousal, making her more likely to reach orgasm and increasing her satisfaction after sex.” 


It used Charisma, which was my highest stat. I left the menu and whispered for my blue fairy sprite, and she peeked her head back through the door. 


“Hi!” she said, and I beckoned for her to come closer. Other people couldn’t see or hear her, but they could still hear what I said when talking to her. 


“Hi,” I responded, my voice barely audible. I’d learned in the past week that I could speak incredibly quietly, and she could still hear me. “Does Dirty Talk roll against anything?” 


“Dirty Talk is an intuitive skill,” she confirmed, and I relaxed. Intuitive skills were what the system called stuff that just gave you bonus information – like my Build Rapport or Seduction skill. 


Check skills were ones that made you roll against something – often another player’s attribute score. If I wanted to use my Persuasion technique, I’d roll against the target’s wisdom (using my charisma bonus to boost my results). 


I’d decided that using intuitive skills to get women into bed was something I was okay with; it was basically just like being charismatic and flirtatious. But if I had to roll against something, if they were actively resisting and I had to beat their defense check, that wasn’t something I was okay with. It felt icky. 


“Thanks,” I said, and the blue sprite smiled. 


“Anytime,” she said, before disappearing back behind the door. 


I’d expected my tutorial sprite to try to goad me towards completing more missions, or quests. But to my surprise, she’d stayed completely neutral – she answered questions when I had them, but she had no agenda of her own. 


She was always with me, so we had a lot of time together. I kept on asking her questions – what had she done before being my tutorial sprite, what would she do once released. And basic stuff, y’know – what’s your name? Do you have a family? 


But even as my Build Rapport skill continued to level, I’d made no headway. She just ignored the questions, or looked confused. I hadn’t stopped trying…it had at least stopped her from taking on that creepy manic face whenever she was relaying really basic information to me. 


I popped back into the menu. 


Level 5 came with an attribute increase (I’d gotten two the first time I’d leveled up, but each subsequent level seemed to only give me one) and something I hadn’t seen before: the ability to choose a sub-class. 


I’d expected more typical Bardic subclasses: Skald, Minstrel, Troubadour. But none of my available choices seemed musical at all. As I read the options the game had picked for me, my eyes widened (metaphorically – while I was in the menu, I seemed to have no physical form at all). 


Closing the menu, I called my nameless blue companion back in for advice. 


“What’s up with these subclasses?” I asked, and just for half a beat, my blue fairy glitched. That happened sometimes – it was like when you were using a computer and your cursor would freeze. No part of her body or face moved, but if I turned my head, she remained in the exact same relative spot in my vision as where she’d frozen. 


The first time it had happened, she’d been gone for half an hour or so. Ever since then, it had only been for a moment or two each time, but it was still unnerving every time. 


”Wizards & Warriors is intended to be as immersive as possible," she explained. “We want to make sure each player has the best possible experience, regardless of what path they choose to take.” 


She’d told me about this before – basically, if you wanted to play a bad guy, you could play a bad guy. If you wanted to be the hero of Riverton, you could be the hero of Riverton. 


And if you just wanted to set up a little piece of land and be a farmer, they’d made sure that was a viable – and fun! – path. 


“The game has seen the way you’re…playing,” she said, her eyes flicking down to the naked half-elf in my bed, “and given you subclasses based on that.” 


My three options had been STUD, LOTHARIO, and – presumably as a direct result of what Tian and I had just roleplayed – COCKSLAVE. 


“I’d expected something more…y’know, Bardic.” 


Not for the first time, the blue sprite gave me a stare that was slightly too controlled, like it was taking all her efforts not to just roll her eyes and call me a moron. 


Even in just the past two weeks, it felt like she’d grown a lot. The first time I’d done something she didn’t like, my tutorial fairy had practically had a temper tantrum. Nowadays she was a lot more…constrained. 


Passive-aggressive. That’s the word I was looking for. She was a lot more passive-aggressive. 


“Your sub-class options are based on the skills you use most. So far, you haven’t leveled up your Lute skill once.” 


Ah. Yeah. There was nowhere in Riverton where one could get a new instrument, and…y’know, having a lute was a requirement of the Lute skill. 


“Instead, it’s based on the skills you have focused on. Would you like me to talk you through the sub-class options?” 


There it was again – when she asked her final question, it was like someone else had taken control of her body, and turned her into an American checkout chick. Her grin was broad, her already-enormous eyes were even larger, and her voice was this forced, tinny, overly happy tone. 


I sighed, and I felt Tian shift in my arms. 


“Yes, please,” I said, so quietly that even Tian couldn’t have heard me. 


“Okay!” she said, dropping back to her normal tone. She sounded interested – perhaps this was the first time these particular sub-classes had appeared for her. 


Maybe starting the game and immediately spending all your time getting laid wasn’t as common as I would’ve assumed it to be. 


“So, we have three options for you to choose from. STUD focuses more on your skills during intercourse: Dirty Talk, Cunnilingus, and so on. It’ll unlock a whole bunch of new positions for you, allow you to better control your orgasm, and make you much more fertile, in case you want to get your conquests pregnant.” 


My eyebrows shot up at that. I’d assumed that in this world, pregnancy was impossible. I mean, the women I was sleeping with were just code. How could we possibly bring new life into this ‘world’? 


They’d be half me, and half… NPC? 


“Each sub-class has a bunch of unique feats and perks,” the blue fairy continued. “STUD comes with a perk that will allow you to have sex twice as often, for twice as long – your stamina will be increased, and your refractory period will be reduced. It also give you feats that improve the taste of your semen, reshapes your genitals slightly to better please whoever you’re sleeping with, and lets you cum on command.” 


I’d never really had trouble reaching climax, but I supposed I could see the appeal of cumming on command. If all I planned to do was sleep with women, maybe Stud was the sub-class for me. 


“LOTHARIO,” the blue sprite continued, “focuses more on seduction and charm. You’ll have a much easier time convincing people to have a drink with you, you’ll unlock the ability to seduce women who previously would have been unavailable to you, and it vastly decreases the chances that any woman you have a one-night stand with will fall in love with you.” 


I glanced down at Tian guiltily. So far none of the other women I’d slept with had said anything about a further date, but I knew that Tian had felt like we had a special connection. I was the first human she’d slept with, and I got the feeling I was the first person she’d been vulnerable around for a long time. 


Tian was beautiful, and a lot of fun in bed. But did I want a girlfriend in this fantasy world? 


“The third option is COCKSLAVE. This is a common subclass in the Elven Empire, where other races are held as slaves. It will increase your sensitivity to sexual stimulation, decrease your ability to resist the advances of others, and – most importantly – give you a perk that means you won’t be able to cum without being commanded to.” 


I wrinkled my nose. “How is that a perk?” 


Again, my fairy glitched for several frames before responding. 


“The kind of people who choose COCKSLAVE are often the type who consider that a perk. That subclass will unlock several skills that you don’t have yet, including Bondage, Whim Anticipation, and Foot Worship.” 


“Whim Anticipation,” I said, raising one eyebrow. This game really was dedicated to appealing to players of all types. 


“It lets you guess what your partner wants. So if she wants you to spank her, or suck her toes, you’ll have a bonus chance of guessing right.” 


Yeah. Hard pass for me. 


Not that I didn’t want to please my partners. But Foot Worship, Bondage, and only cumming on command held absolutely zero appeal. 


“Each sub-class also gives you specialized quests and unique ways to earn XP,” the glowing fairy in front of me said. “STUD rewards you for trying new positions and sexual acts, LOTHARIO encourages seducing a wider range of people in a greater variety of environments, and COCKSLAVE gives you benefits for your obedience, loyalty, and submission to your owner or owners.” 


I couldn’t deny that STUD was tempting me, but frankly I was pretty happy with my performance in the bedroom so far. Being able to fuck twice as often wasn’t really a priority – by the time I was spent, so were the women I’d been sleeping with. 


“I’m leaning towards LOTHARIO,” I said. 


The blue fairy nodded. “That was what I expected. It will let you continue seducing anyone you want, and it unlocks additional non-violent combat resolution options. 


I smiled. No RPG on earth had even close to this level of flexibility. If it was a game that revolved around fighting, your only option was to fight. If it was a stealth game, you had to get good at sneaking. 


And if it was an adult game, your only option was to fuck your way through the game. 


I had to tip my hat to the Wizards & Warriors team…or my own subconscious. 


“You will choose a specialty class at level ten, which work similarly to sub-classes,” my fairy informed me, and I nodded. Returning to the menu, I selected the LOTHARIO sub-class. Two feats and three new skills populated immediately, each of them directly related to seduction. I hovered over each in turn to learn what it did. 


All three of my new skills were at level five: Flirt, Body Language, and Disguise. I clicked on the first one. 


Flirt allows you to signal your sexual intent, and in turn assess how interested a potential partner is in you. 


That sounded handy. I assumed I’d been doing that, but it occurred to me that I’d instead been leaning heavily on my Build Rapport skill. 


I’d treated all my dates in Riverton like exactly that: dates. Getting to know each other, building a connection…but as a Lothario, I could use my new Flirt skill to skip all the preliminaries, and get straight to the fun stuff. And I still had Build Rapport as an option, if that was the direction I wanted to go. It wasn’t like I’d hated the dating experience. 


I moved on to the second new skill. 


Body Language gives you the ability to understand what someone is feeling, based on the way they’re holding their body. It also improves your ability to non-verbally communicate your own intentions. 


Each of these skills were useful by themselves, but in combination…I could flirt with someone from across the room, make it clear what I thought of them, all without saying a word. 


Disguise, the final new skill explained, lets you disguise your appearance to look like a different race, gender, or class. 


Again, this one seemed out of place, and I returned to the real world…well, the game world…to get more information. 


“A number of Lothario quests revolve around seducing people who are inaccessible to most people,” the blue sprite told me. “Princesses, ambassadors, high elves. They all have their own guards and servants who watch over them, so the ability to disguise yourself allows you to gain access to them in the first place.” 


Huh. I could see how that would be handy. With a nod of thanks, I returned to the menu. 


“Feat: Dress Sense. You have an innate understanding of the local fashion, wherever you are, and know exactly what to wear to attract the attention of potential partners.” 


That would be useful. I was wearing the clothes the game had spawned me in, and I’d been meaning to do some shopping. In the real world, I’d never had much of a clue what to wear – this feat would help me blend in… or stand out (in a good way), presumably whichever of the different cultures I found myself in. 


Although I had no interest in visiting the Elven Empire. That place sounded like it was a bad time for humans. 


“Feat: Quick Escape. You always know the quickest route out of any room you’re in, and can gather your belongings and exit at a moment’s notice.” 


I left the menu. The nameless blue fairy was staring into nothingness, as she frequently did. It looked like she was deep in thought, but any time I’d ask her what she was thinking about, she’d seem confused by the question. 


“I have the feat Quick Escape,” I told her. “What does that have to do with seduction?” 


One split-second glitch later, she told me. “It’s mostly used for when husbands come home early.” 


My eyes widened as I realized what she was saying. So far, I’d only been considering the single women of Riverton. I hadn’t even considered the married women. 


All of a sudden,”QUEST" appeared in big red letters, and a familiar icon accompanied them. 


I reached up to grab it – being careful not to awake Tian – and as soon as I did, the icon dissipated. 


QUEST: 


Seduce a Spouse. 


Give a man or woman the sexual pleasure that their marriage isn’t providing. 


Reward: 300 XP + 1 Unique Item. 


“Did you do that?” I asked suspiciously, and she shook her head. 


“They’re triggered by situations you’re in,” she said. “If you see a princess, the system might generate a quest to seduce her.” 


The words were fading away above my head, and when I glanced up at them, I noticed something. 


I’d discovered in the last few days that when I glanced up and held my gaze for a few seconds, two bars appeared. The top bar was red, to represent health. It had only moved once, when the Bandit Leader had smashed my lute over my head. The bottom bar was pink, representing mana. This hadn’t shifted at all…as a Bard, I needed my instrument to do magic. I had a whole bevvy of spells, and I hadn’t been able to cast any of them. 


But now, a third bar had joined them – it was a dark blue, almost navy. 


“What’s the third bar?” 


“That’s your Reputation,” she replied. “Different subclasses gain an increased reputation in different ways – Minstrels for their songs being sung by others, Warlords by the lands they conquer, Studs by how many progeny they father. Lothario reputations are increased by sleeping with more women, and people’s perception of your sexual prowess. Reputation is the main way for a Lothario to gain XP.” 


My Reputation bar was almost entirely empty. 


“I’ve slept with like, a dozen women,” I muttered, and the sprite nodded. 


“But only in one town,” she said. “And only a few people know about it.” 


I’d been trying to be respectful. Trying not to be that guy. I’d never been one to brag about my sexual exploits. 


Admittedly, back on Earth, there hadn’t been much to brag about. 


I could continue playing the way I had, which would eventually get me the Reputation and the XP I needed…but it would take a while. 


Or, I could follow the system’s suggestions, and play the role of a Lothario. 


“As my reputation goes up, do the women get stigma for…” 


I trailed off, and the blue fairy just stared at me blankly. 


“…for sleeping with me?” 


The blue sprite looked confused for a moment. “Are you asking if the women get a negative reputation for sleeping with you?” 


I nodded. 


“No,” she said, like she didn’t quite understand what I was asking. “Sleeping with a Lothario is considered a status symbol. In fact, as your reputation increases, women may claim to have slept with you when they haven’t.” 


I smiled at that. It looked like I could boast about my conquests without hurting anyone else. 


I was just glad I hadn’t chosen STUD. Knocking women up and then leaving town…yeah, just like I didn’t want to hurt anyone, I don’t think I could bring myself to do that either. 


After a few more minutes of poking around, I closed the menu. Tian was still sleeping, snoring softly. With a yawn, I decided to follow suit. I wrapped my arms around the half-elf guard, enjoying her warmth and her smell. 


The blue fairy saw me snuggling in, and disappeared behind the door again. 


“Goodnight,” I said to the empty room, and let sleep take me. 


In the morning, Tian was gone. She’d left a note explaining that she was due on duty, and had left before sunrise. 


I read the note twice, but couldn’t detect any subtext. Nothing more about wanting to see me again, no subtle request for when I was free again…just a simple “Thank you” and a short explanation of her departure. 


I ate breakfast alone, served only by the innkeeper’s wife. Her name was Marien – she was in charge of the inn in the mornings, while Trevorn ran things at night. Marien was busty, of course, with brown hair that she tied behind her head in a tight bun. Since she was married, I’d never even considered her as a prospect, but now that I had a new class with a quest to seduce a taken woman… 


No. Trevorn was my friend. I couldn’t do that to him. 


But that didn’t stop me from glancing at her as she approached the table. Over a week ago, my Identify skill had given me a random tidbit of information about her: Marien loved to swim. It was all too easy to imagine ‘running into her’ at the river, late at night, just the two of us, her in…whatever the people of Riverton wore when they were swimming. 


My cock stirred, but I ignored it. I couldn’t just sleep with every woman I met. 


Well, apparently I could, but that didn’t make it right. 


As she brought me my food, I realized that my new Body Language skill was active. Just like Identify gave me a random piece of information that I wouldn’t know otherwise, just from the way Marien was walking, I could tell a lot about her: she was tired. She hadn’t slept well the previous night. And…she was interested in me. 


My eyes widened, and I blushed. 


“Is everything alright?” she asked, and I nodded, taking the plate from her and avoiding eye contact. 


I couldn’t just sleep with every woman in town. 


Could I? 


As I thoughtfully poked at the eggs, bacon, sausage, and bread that appeared on the plate (but only appeared on my fork as meat), my tutorial sprite sat beside me silently. 


“What now?” I asked her, and she gave me a strange look. 


“What do you mean, ‘what now’?” 


“I’m almost out of coins,” I said. “And women to sleep with.” 


Although not entirely out of women to sleep with, I thought to myself. 


“You can ask around for quests,” the pixie offered. “Most of them have some kind of coin reward. Or you can try to find another town, and start afresh." 


“Any advice on where I should go next?” 


“There are two locations within walking distance of Riverton,” she explained, her voice back to her manic tutorial-sprite tone. “The town of Tarken, or the gnomish settlement of Nalak. There are also several dungeons…” 


She broke out of her manic grin to throw me a pointed look. 


"…but since you have no weapons and no magic, I’d advise you to avoid those for now.” 


I entered my menu, and noticed that I still only had the two quests: to rescue my twelve companions… and to sleep with a married woman. 


I returned to the tavern, to discover my plate was empty. Apparently whatever action I was doing when I entered the menu, I automatically continued while I was gone. 


I didn’t remember taking a single bite, but I could still taste the meat on my lips. 


“What happens when I finish my quest?” I asked. “Does the game end?” 


The pixie shook her head. “The game only ends if you die.” 


I blinked twice, and looked at her. “Wait. You’re saying that if I don’t die, I just keep on playing for years? Decades?” 


“For as long as you want to play,” she replied. "Dying of old age doesn’t exist in Wizards & Warriors, and since you don’t have a physical body to return to… 


I took a deep breath. This was a lot to take in. 


“So unless I die in combat…I’m immortal?” 


The pixie tilted her head to the side. “Yes. Although, you could also die from a trap or poison. Or you could ask the devs to remove you from the game.” 


In two weeks, I’d had more – and better – sex than I’d ever had in my life. I had no interest in asking to be removed. So all I had to do was avoid combat, traps, and poison, and… 


“Just to be clear…in this game, I’m immortal.” 


“Well,” she said thoughtfully, “technically you’re already dead, so I don’t know if immortal is the right word for it. But functionally: yes.” 


I pumped my fist in the air. Immortality. So long as I didn’t do anything stupid, I was immortal. I would live forever, in this literal fantasy world. 


All of a sudden, I was extremely invested in leveling up. Each level had given me a slight boost in stats, and my hit points were suddenly the most valuable thing in the world. 


I checked my stats: 


RACE: Human 


CLASS: Bard 


SUBCLASS: Lothario 


LEVEL: 5 


HIT POINTS: 36/36 


ARMOR CLASS: 10 


INITIATIVE: 10 


WISDOM: 10 


STRENGTH: 16 


DEXTERITY: 11 


CONSTITUTION: 10 


INTELLIGENCE: 14 


CHARISMA: 18 


SKILLS: Identify (Level 2), Perception, Persuasion, Intimidate, Lute (requires: Lute), Build Rapport (Level 8), Seduction (Level 4), Cunnilingus (Level 3), Body Language (Level 5), Flirt (Level 5), Disguise (Level 5) 


SPELLS: All minor and moderate Bard spells available. 


FEATS: Charming, Dress Sense, Quick Escape 


QUESTS: Rescue your Companions, Seduce a Spouse. 


ITEMS: 1 gold piece, 1 lesser commoner outfit. 


Each gold was worth ten silver, and Trevorn was charging me five silver per day for room and board. It had originally been less than that, but I’d been told that there was a surcharge because my ‘guests’ were so… loud. 


I had three attribute points available to spend – I’d been saving up to dump them into charisma, but now that I knew how important ‘survival’ was, I was less interested in what would get me laid (I figured my skills would more than cover that) and more interested in something to keep me alive. 


“What’s the best way to increase my hit points?” I said, logging out of the menu and addressing my tutorial sprite. Her face took on the familiar grimace as she cheerily answered my question. 


“Hit points are governed by your constitution bonus. Having a +1 bonus on constitution will gain you one additional hit point per level.” 


Crap. I should’ve put these into constitution earlier. Unless… 


“Is that applied retroactively?” 


The blue pixie nodded, and I saw her smile falter for a second. I was starting to get the impression that she found the overly cheery role she was forced to play as uncomfortable as I felt watching it. 


I reopened the menu, and put all three of my points into constitution, bringing me up to thirteen. My hit points had jumped all the way up to 40/40…better, but still not great. Yvetten breaking a lute over my head had cost me three hit points, and even just being bitten particularly hard on the lip during sex had lost me one. 


I couldn’t imagine what being attacked by an actual warrior would do to me. 


Mentally apologizing to my tutorial sprite, I turned to her. She eyed me expectantly. 


“Tell me everything you can about staying alive in this game.” 


A look of panic appeared on her face for just a few frames, but then her face lit up, and she began to talk. 


“Great question! So first off, it’s important to know that your health…” 


For the next hour, I listened as she told me – in her chirpiest tone – all the ways to prolong life in the game. She broke down armor class (which – like Wyverns & Windmills – was a combination of your ability to avoid the blow, and how much damage your choice of outfit theoretically would protect you from). She talked about saving throws, and critical hits, and exactly how health worked. 


Health represented a pool of damage you could soak before taking permanent penalties. A Health of zero meant that you were knocked unconscious, and would be unable to fight or move. Until you hit zero, however, you would never suffer a permanent injury from a fight. 


Even if you were crushed underfoot by an elephant, unless the attack brought you below zero health, you wouldn’t break a single bone. Even if a sword swung at your unprotected hand, you wouldn’t lose a finger until your health pool ran out – at which point, you’d immediately fall unconscious. 


And then start taking real damage. 


But I was relieved to learn that characters still wouldn’t die until you hit the negative equivalent of your health. I had forty health, so I’d have to take a full eighty damage before I died. Even if my opponent stopped at seventy-nine, I’d still live…though with some pretty horrific, permanent injuries. 


She also explained that, if you were willing, there were a bunch of different ways to increase your hit points. Some required magic, some were class-based feats, and a common one was to buy special items that soaked up damage before you lost a single health. 


But most of all, it was confirmed to me that the best way to avoid dying was to avoid getting in fights. 


Whenever possible, I was going to take the non-violent resolution option. From the sound of it, even if it failed, the worst-case scenario was that you’d end up in the fight you were trying to avoid. 


Apparently the majority of players just immediately chose to specialize in combat. Squishing snagglepaws, killing bandit crews, and so on. The game had been designed with non-combat resolution skills and abilities, but the default method was assumed to be violence, every time. 


With a satisfied sigh, I thanked my sprite. Lots to chew on. 


“I’m here to help you learn the ropes!” she said, her face taking on a look that made me think she’d been programmed by someone with an unhealthy obsession with anime. 


I’d gone from having no direction (besides ‘get my dick wet as much as possible’) to having a dozen goals all at once. I wanted to earn more coins, so I could buy some actual armor – my current outfit was providing me with almost no protection whatsoever (and, I was suddenly aware, was extremely unfashionable). I wanted to try to find some of these items that could increase my health. 


And I wanted to level up as much as possible, to increase my general power – and my HP pool specifically. 


I glanced at Marien, who’d reentered the room to start ‘cleaning up’. At least, that’s what it would have looked like to anyone who didn’t have my levels in Body Language. My skill told me that she was quite deliberately positioning herself so that I wouldn’t have a choice but to notice her body. 


Yes, Trevorn was my friend. Well, perhaps ‘friend’ was too strong a word for it. He was the Innkeeper from whom I rented a room. He served me drinks, but it wasn’t like we’d ever shared a drink. And since I’d used Identify on him before leveling up, I didn’t even know a random bit of trivia about his life. 


No, we weren’t friends. We were just… people who were in each other’s lives. 


And if Marien was sexually satisfied, surely she wouldn’t be in here, draping herself across the table, exposing her neckline, giving me a perfect view of her cleavage. 


I smiled. I’d just discovered that if I played my cards right, I was immortal. If I played this correctly, I’d live forever. If I did stuff like completing quests, the odds were pretty good that I would never die, that I’d get to flirt and seduce my way through Wizards & Warriors forever. 


That, surely, was something worth celebrating. 


I leaned back, and tried my new Flirt skill for the first time. A huge twenty-sided die dropped through the Inn’s ceiling, and landed on the floor in front of me. I hadn’t realized Flirt was a check skill, I would’ve assumed it was intuitive. I guess this was more like Persuade than Seduction. 


19. 


I wiggled my eyebrows, and made my voice a little deeper. “Hey, Marien.” 


Her eyes flicked over to mine, and I could tell she was interested. 


“You want to know what a man like me is doing in a place like this?” 


Marien smiled. “Tell me, what’s a man like you doing in a place like this?” 


I grinned back at her. 


“You.” 


*** 


I sat in my room, naked. Marien was kneeling in front of me, her mouth around my cock, her eyes looking up at me lustfully. 


I was holding her hair bun tight as I fucked her face. She was gagging, and her spit was running down her chin. I was close to cumming, but I held off, enjoying the sensation of her warm, wet mouth. 


“Strip for me,” I commanded, and Marien shivered with pleasure as she stood to obey. 


It had been shockingly easy to seduce her. On the surface, she looked like a happily married woman… but it was clear that her husband didn’t treat her like this. And Marien’s body-language told me, loud and clear, that this was how she wanted to be treated. 


As a sex object. As a thing to be desired. 


“Your body is incredible,” I told her as her breasts came into view, and she blushed. 


“Stop it,” she said, half-laughing, and I grabbed her waist, pulling her close to me. 


“I’m serious. You’re so sexy.” 


“Trevorn never says anything like that to me,” she muttered, before leaning in and kissing me. I pulled her onto my lap. Her legs were spread, and my cock was rock-hard. She was straddling me, and I reached down between her legs, playing with her pussy as our tongues explored each other’s mouths. 


I pushed two fingers inside of her, and she moaned as I started slowly moving them in and out. 


“Oh, god,” she whispered. “I’m so wet for you.” 


I pushed in deeper, and she gasped. 


“So fucking wet,” she groaned, and I withdrew my digits, grabbing her waist and putting her in the perfect position to slide down onto me. 


She gasped as the tip of my cock pressed against her wet entrance. 


“Are you ready for me?” I asked her, and her response was to lower herself onto my lap, crying out in pleasure as she took me in inch by inch. 


Once I was fully inside of the married woman, I grabbed her by the hips and started moving her up and down, bouncing her on my cock. 


“Oh god, oh god,” she cried, her words punctuated by the sounds of her ass slapping against me. 


“You feel amazing,” I said, and she let out a moan. 


“Fuck me harder,” she pleaded, and I sped up, making sure each thrust went deep into her. 


“Oh god, I’m going to cum!” she yelled, and her pussy clenched around me as she started convulsing. I felt her orgasm on my cock, and couldn’t hold back any longer. I emptied myself into her, feeling the rush of ecstasy as I released. 


A quest notification appeared, but I waved it aside. 


We weren’t done yet. 


Marien collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily. 


“That was…that was…” 


I didn’t let her finish the sentence. Instead, I leaned in and kissed her, pushing her down onto the bed and climbing on top of her. 


She smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. 


“Ready for round two?” I asked, and her face lit up. 


“Oh, yes, please,” she murmured, wrapping her arms around me and pulling me closer. 


We spent the next hour exploring each other’s bodies. When we were done, she was exhausted – but, a side-effect of my thirteen constitution, I was still raring to go. 


“You’re insatiable,” she said, shaking her head. 


“It’s a gift,” I shrugged, and she smiled. 


“I need to get back to work,” she said, and I nodded. 


As she slipped her clothes back on, her eyes kept glancing over at me, as if she couldn’t quite believe what had just happened. 


I watched her as she got dressed, enjoying the way her body moved. 


When she was finished, she paused, and turned to face me. 


“That was amazing,” she said, and I nodded. 


“I enjoyed it, too,” I replied. 


“I… I have something for you,” she continued, a blush on her face. 


I raised one eyebrow, and her blush deepened. 


“A previous guest left it, and… well, we weren’t sure what to make of it. But… I want you to have it. As a thanks, for what you just did.” 


“What is it?” 


She hesitated, then handed me a small glass orb. It was a deep blue, and looked like it had a swirling mist trapped inside of it. 


“I have no idea what it does,” she said. “But, the last time we had a mage in here, he said that it had some sort of enchantment on it. I can’t think of anyone who’d deserve it more than you.” 


“Thank you,” I said, and she blushed again. 


“You’re welcome,” she said, and leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. “Perhaps… perhaps we could do this again some time?” 


“I’d like that,” I said, and her blush deepened. 


“So would I.” 


As she left, the door clicked shut behind her. I checked my quest notification, and sure enough: 


QUEST COMPLETED: Seduce a Spouse 


+300 Experience Points 


+1 Unique Item: The Wandering Eye. 


I looked at the small blue orb, and realized that, sure enough, the mist was (roughly) in the shape of an eye. 


“Any idea what this does?” I asked, and my tutorial sprite peered at it. 


“It’s a unique magical item,” she said, after glitching for a split second. “Magic-users above a certain level can detect what it does. Until you level up your magic” – I’m sure I wasn’t imagining her pointed tone – “the best way to discover its capabilities is to experiment with it. Or find a magic-user who can help tell you what it does.” 


I rolled the wandering eye over in my palm. 


“It’s probably safe to use, right?” 


In response, the blue fairy gave an unhelpful shrug. I sighed, and moved the blue orb to my inventory – until I had more health, I didn’t want to risk any kind of experimentation. Messing with magic felt like the kind of thing that could fry me down to negative-forty hit points in a matter of seconds. 


I’d have to find a mage to tell me what it did. 


“Are there any mages in town?” I asked, and my sprite looked at me blankly. 


“Have you met any mages in town?” she asked, and I shifted uncomfortably. 


“No,” I admitted. I hadn’t been much of a gamer, back in my… I didn’t want to say ‘life on Earth’, because that would mean accepting that I was… that I’d… 


I shook the thought off. 


I hadn’t been much of a gamer, but on the occasion I’d try something out, I’d always search online for the next step as soon as I hit adversity. I just didn’t have the patience for in-depth games. 


Well, now I was living in one. And here, there were no online forums or wikis. The only person I could ask was the nameless, generic blue sprite, and while she was often incredibly helpful, I knew I wasn’t even meant to have her any more. She should have disappeared the first time I slayed a snagglepaw. 


“300 XP,” I mused, loading up my menu. It took a bit of trial and error, but sure enough – by mentally ‘clicking’ on my level, I could see how close I was to leveling up again. Only 200 XP away. 


It was time to find some quests. 


I closed out of the menu, and looked around. The Lothario quest – while it had gotten me less XP than any of the non-violent resolutions I’d achieved so far – had been far easier, not to mention more fun. If I could get more of those, I’d be able to level up like crazy. 


“How do I get more quests?” I asked, and the blue fairy’s manic grin appeared. It seemed she only had two modes – sarcastic, or uncomfortably cheerful. 


“Starting quests are great for learning the rules of the game, and getting a basic understanding of your character’s abilities. They also provide you with experience points, and will let you level up!” 


I sighed. 


“But how do I get more quests?” 


“Starting quests are great for learning the rules of the game,” she began, but I held up a hand and she fell silent. Often helpful, but not always. 


It seemed I’d have to solve this one on my own. 











*** In the two weeks I’d been here, I hadn’t stumbled into any quests. Of course, I hadn’t really been looking for them – I’d been making my own quests, so to speak. ***
*** ***
*** And I hadn’t had the Lothario subclass. ***
*** ***
*** Walking around the village, I didn’t see any obvious indicators of quest-giving NPCs: big question-marks over their heads, or a flashing exclamation point. ***
*** ***
*** My Identify skill didn’t help, either – the random tidbits I got about people’s lives didn’t include any indication of whether or not they needed a stranger’s help solving problems with their lives, and no one’s Body Language was screaming “Help! I have a snagglepaw infestation that only you can fix.” ***
*** ***
*** After an hour of wandering, I still didn’t have any new quests – although I had exchanged flirtatious glances with several of the women I’d slept with. And several of the married women who I hadn’t. ***
*** ***
*** “What else can get me XP?” I asked my fairy, and she replied in her most irritatingly upbeat tone. ***
*** ***
*** “XP can be gained from combat, leveling up skills, completing quests, and using your skills on exotic targets.” ***
*** ***
*** I stopped suddenly, causing a farmer to stop suddenly and spill several identical-looking turnips from his hand-cart. I didn’t need the Body Language skill to see that he was annoyed with me. ***
*** ***
*** “What was that last part?” I asked, and she repeated it in the exact same cadence. ***
*** ***
*** “Using your skills on exotic targets.” ***
*** ***
*** “What does that mean?” ***
*** ***
*** “Rare targets can provide a boost to XP,” she replied, in her normal voice. I swear, it was like the sprite had two personalities fighting for dominance at all times. ***
*** ***
*** “So… using cunnilingus on a half-elf got me more XP?” ***
*** ***
*** My fairy shook her head. “No. The common races aren’t considered exotic. You’d need something like a dragon, or…” ***
*** ***
*** I cut her off with a laugh. No matter how desperate I was to level up, I wasn’t going to be eating a dragon out anytime soon. ***
*** ***
*** “Let me know if you see any exotic targets, okay?” ***
*** ***
*** “You’ll know if you see them,” she replied with a smile. Not an over-the-top manic smile, just… a friendly smile. ***
*** ***
*** It was a welcome change. ***
*** ***
*** We wandered for another half-hour before I came up with the brilliant idea of asking people for quests. If I’d been thinking more like a gamer, I probably would’ve gotten there sooner, but the world was so immersive. The idea of just walking up to people and asking if they had anything for me to do… it felt like begging. ***
*** ***
*** But everyone I asked acted like this was just a completely normal interaction; apparently the stranger in town asking if they needed help with anything was a typical way to get stuff done. ***
*** ***
*** The first few people I approached didn’t have anything, but the fourth farmer had a problem. His name was Jeremyn – he looked like he was in his early forties, with a wide girth and a receding hairline. His body language told me he was lonely, and sad, and my Identify skill told me that he loved playing darts. ***
*** ***
*** I sure hoped the tidbits would get more useful as my skill leveled up. ***
*** ***
*** “I’d be happy to help with anything,” I said, and he told me that his son had run away. ***
*** ***
*** “He’s been getting involved with some unsavory folk,” the man told me, a look of despair on his face. “He’s not a bad boy, he just… he thinks he knows everything. Thinks he’s invincible. I’m worried that…” ***
*** ***
*** He trailed off, his hunched shoulders making him look even smaller than he already was. ***
*** ***
*** “I’m sorry,” I said, and he shook his head. ***
*** ***
*** “I’ll understand if you’d rather not get involved. This isn’t the kind of problem a Bard is suited to deal with. He’s probably just a hundred feet from home, acting like he’s on the other side of the world. I just worry about him, that’s all.” ***
*** ***
*** “I’d be happy to help,” I said, and gold letters appeared in front of me. ***
*** ***
*** QUEST: ***
*** ***
*** Return the Farmer’s Boy. ***
*** ***
*** Find Jeremyn’s son and return him safely to his father. ***
*** ***
*** Reward: XP + 10 disposition in Riverton. ***
*** ***
*** I faintly recalled earning some disposition in Riverton when I’d rescued the Mayor’s daughter – it hadn’t seemed to do much for me. Although perhaps it was tied to my Lothario reputation, or had made it easier for me to sleep my way through the city. ***
*** ***
*** “Tell me everything you know,” I told him, and he launched into the story of his son. ***
*** ***
*** His name was Carym. He was eighteen years old. His mother had passed away when he was a young boy, and his father was too busy with their farm to spend a lot of time with him. Caryn had fallen in with a group of kids who liked to think of themselves as ‘adventurers’. They’d explore the forest and the plains, searching for treasure. ***
*** ***
*** “They never found anything,” the man explained, his face flushed and his voice angry. “But it didn’t stop them from believing they’d make their fortune. It was fine when they were just kids, but Caryn’s eighteen now – he needs to grow up, find a wife, settle down and have kids. I’m getting old, and I’ll need him to take over the farm.” ***
*** ***
*** Jeremyn had confronted him, and they’d had an argument. ***
*** ***
*** “That was six months ago. He hasn’t come back. No one has seen the rest of his gang in that time, either – most of the townsfolk have given up on them. But I know they’re still out there.” ***
*** ***
*** My heart sank. Jeremyn had been right – this didn’t sound like a task for a weaponless, luteless Bard. ***
*** ***
*** But it was the first quest I’d encountered… and I knew that they always had a non-violent reputation. Even if I couldn’t fuck my way out of this one, hopefully my high Charisma and the skills I’d built would be enough to get the gang out of whatever trouble they’d ended up in. ***
*** ***
*** “Where did they hang out?” I asked, and Jeremyn pointed at a patch of woods on the opposite side of town to where I’d met Yvetten. ***
*** ***
*** “Thank you,” I told him. “I’ll bring your son back to you.” ***
*** ***
*** He smiled weakly. ***
*** ***
*** “I’d appreciate it. But please – don’t do anything stupid, just because he’s my son. The last thing I’d want is for you to get hurt on his account.” ***
*** ***
*** “I’ll be careful,” I promised, and turned away, heading toward the edge of town. ***
*** ***
*** It was time to level up. ***
*** ***
*** ***
*** ***


There was no obvious indication of where the gang hung out, but I’d played enough Wizards & Warriors that the idea of ‘looking for tracks’ seemed obvious. 


Sure enough, within five minutes of peering at the ground, I got a notification: 


NEW SKILL LEARNED: 


Tracking 


LEVEL 1: You can now recognize obvious tracks and trails. 


“Nice,” I muttered, and returned to scanning the area. Almost immediately I spotted an overturned tree branch that looked like it had been trampled, and a small pile of rocks that had clearly been kicked over by someone. I didn’t know if they’d been there when I’d been looking, and I’d just – somehow – not seen them… or if gaining the Tracking skill manifested them. 


Either way, I was able to follow the tracks until I came to a large circle of trees. I used my Perception skill, to see what was going on. 


There was a crudely-made hut beside a fire pit, the embers still glowing faintly, and the area had a faint smell of smoke. Beside the fire pit was a pile of bones, and my stomach sank. Using Identify on the bones, I was relieved to learn that they were animal bones, not human bones. 


Identify has leveled up! Gain 50 XP. You can now identify a hint about common items. 


I was pretty sure my Wandering Eye didn’t count as a common item, so it didn’t seem super useful… but I’d take experience points any way I could get them. 


Well, not any way. I still wasn’t going down on a dragon. 


The sun was starting to set, but I felt confident I’d be able to find my way back. 


As I approached the hut, I heard a twig snap. 


“Hello?” I called out. 


“Who’s there?” a male voice called from behind me. I spun around – I don’t know why I’d expected the kids to be inside their tiny hut in the middle of the day. 


There was no one I could see. I tried using Identify on the foliage, but it yielded nothing. 


“Can you see anyone?” I asked. 


My sprite shook her head. 


“I’m looking for Caryn,” I called out, and after a few moments, a figure stepped out of the woods. He was dressed in a mix of leather and cloth, with a short sword at his hip. 


“What do you want with him?” the boy said, his hand resting on the hilt of his weapon. 


“His father’s worried about him.” 


“Caryn can take care of himself,” the boy said. He looked like he was barely eighteen, but I could see the resemblance to the sad-looking man I’d met in town. 


“How long have you been out here?” I asked, and the boy looked down at the ground. 


“We’re fine.” 


“I know it’s you, Caryn,” I said, and he looked up in surprise. “Your father sent me.” 


“I can’t go back,” the boy said, his shoulders slumped. 


“Why not?” 


“It’s too late,” he said, his voice cracking. “I can’t face him after what I did.” 


“What happened?” 


“I messed up,” Caryn admitted, his voice breaking. “I… we should’ve been more careful.” 


“What happened?” I asked again, but before the boy could respond, there was a rustling in the bushes. I turned, expecting another of his gang… and was met with the red eyes of a strange creature, unlike anything I’d seen before. It was the size of a wolf, with eight legs – normal, mammalian legs, not those of an arachnid. It was covered in warts, and had a long snout that looked like it was full of sharp, dagger-like teeth. 


I used my Identify skill on it, and was immediately told it was a level seven wyrden. 


Before I could say a word, everything slowed down, and the words START COMBAT appeared. 


I froze. I had no chance of defeating a savage beast – a ‘wyrden’ – that was two levels above me, even with the help of Caryn and his gang. 


But I had no skills that would help me find a non-violent resolution here – no ‘tame wild creature’ skill, or ‘speak to animals’ feat. 


With a sigh, I mentally communicated ‘NO’ to the huge letters in front of me. The wyrden paused, confused – I have no idea what level of intelligence the creature was, but it was somehow aware of my non-violent intentions. 


That was enough to give me a glimmer of hope. 


Staring the creature in its dark, red eyes, I focused on my Body Language skill. Animals entirely communicate with their bodies, of course. 


To my surprise, I got a clear message back from the beast: 


Mine. My home. My land. 


The message was accompanied by a wave of rage, and a deep feeling of loss. 


“Caryn,” I called, keeping my eyes locked with the wyrden’s. “Where’s its lair?” 


“Its lair? I think they live in the cave over there. We kill them whenever they come near, but… none of them were this big.” 


The creature let out a low growl, and my body language told me that the wyrden had lost most of its family. To the teenage boy standing beside me, and his gang – wherever they were. 


“I’m sorry,” I whispered, but the creature clearly didn’t understand. 


Right. Body language. 


I used my skill to communicate “I’m sorry,” but the creature just growled, and snapped at the air. 


Okay, so my body language skill transcended species. Did that mean… 


Flirt, Seduction, and Disguise would be no good to me here, but leaning forward, I put all my focus into combining my Body Language and Build Rapport skills, cursing myself for not leveling up Persuasion since the moment I’d gotten it. That would’ve come in handy here. 


This guy, I tried to say with my body. What a jerk. 


In response, I got overwhelming agreement. 


Kill, the wyrden replied. Take home. Eat body. 


My eyebrows shot up. Perhaps I’d built too much rapport with the wild creature. 


“Caryn, how many of you are there here?” I asked, without looking away from the wyrden. 


“Just me and Rileyn,” he replied, but I could tell from his tone of voice that he wasn’t telling me the whole story. 


I sighed. My persuasion and intimidation were low… but my Charisma was high, and the boy was clearly scared witless. 


“Caryn, find Rileyn. I’m taking you home.” 


“But–” 


“Non-negotiable.” 


My eyes never left the wyrden’s for a second, but the huge twenty-sided die that came crashing down did so where I could clearly see the result. 


10. 


Not an amazing roll… but not terrible. And when combined with my +4 Charisma bonus… 


“Okay,” the boy said, his voice a squeak. 


“And drop your weapon,” I said. To my surprise, another die landed beside the first – apparently the new request was enough to warrant a second roll. 


7. 


Even worse… but it worked. I heard the sound of metal on dirt as the boy dropped his sword. 


The wyrden watched, its eyes darting between the boy and myself. 


“We’re going to leave your land,” I communicated non-verbally. “I’m taking the humans away. Your lair will be yours. We won’t bother you any more.” 


I hoped the creature understood. It seemed like it did, but my body language skill told me it was still skeptical. Behind me, I heard the sound of the hut opening, and then Caryn’s footsteps were joined by another. 


“We’re not going to fight you,” I explained, pouring everything I could into the explanation. “We’re going to walk away, and stop the killing. Please: trust me.” 


The wyrden’s eyes narrowed, and its body-language shifted. I’d bet my bottom dollar – well, gold coin – that it had done a perception check on me… and since I was telling the truth, I’d passed. 


With a sigh, I stood up straight, and the wyrden did the same. We maintained eye-contact for a few more seconds, and I felt our rapport build again, before it turned its back and disappeared into the bushes. 


QUEST PROGRESS: Return the farmer’s boy. 


NON-VIOLENT RESOLUTION: 200 XP awarded! 

 You have leveled up!


