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    Chapter One 

      

    Hyperia Online was a dead game. 

      

    Oh, it still had people playing it. A few. But its glory days were far behind it, and it was barely making enough money off micro-transactions and whales to pay the server costs. 

      

    It was part of the first wave of VRMMOs – multiplayer online games you could play in virtual reality – and at that point in time the technology itself was considered the game’s “killer app.” Exploring the world in fully-immersive 3D was supposed to make up for the fact that it was so painfully generic, that everything it offered had already been done by better games like World of Warcraft and Final Fantasy XIV. 

      

    Once games started coming out with better combat and stories, the player base drifted away. Now, years later, the only people who still play it with any regularity are nostalgia junkies who want to relive their first time in VR. 

      

    It almost never gets brought up any more, except for one thing: the Princesses. 

      

    Hyperia Online was divided into three continents, each ruled over by a princess. Each Princess was also the avatar and patron of each of the game’s three classes. Only three classes in an MMORPG – what could be more generic? There was Emilia, the Warrior Princess, who ruled the continent containing the starting city for players who made themselves into physical damage dealers. To the North was the continent ruled by Alyssa, the Rogue Princess, and far to the East were the islands ruled by Nephra, the Mage Princess. 

      

    The Princesses were the main draw of Hyperia Online. They were, in a word, gorgeous. They’d been built by the developers using the world’s hottest actresses and fashion models as a base, and the result was perfection. Gamers might have claimed that they wee playing Hyperia for the “experience” of a virtual world, but having three walking wet dreams running the place certainly didn’t hurt. 

      

    There was fan art of them. Fan fiction, too. For a few people, the Princesses were a fandom all to themselves. 

      

    Being that this was the Internet, countless people tried to have sex with the Princesses. Youtube celebrities made joke videos out of it. But they were all rebuffed. It’s not that it wasn’t possible – virtual reality had come with all the strings attached, even then – it was just that the developers had never intended it. The Princesses were too powerful. They were as untouchable as they were beautiful. 

      

    Shamefully, I must admit that I was also one of those people who dreamed of sharing the Princess’ bed. Any guy with a pulse who played Hyperia thought about it: one of those gorgeous princesses, giving you pleasure beyond your imagining. They were so much hotter than any of the girls I’d seen in high school or college, so much cooler than anyone I’d dated. Something deep inside of me reacted to them, on a more primal level than mere infatuation. It was like I was meant to be with a Princess. 

      

    Only I had an even bigger opinion of myself than most guys: I wanted all three. I wouldn’t just be satisfied with one gorgeous babe waiting on me hand and foot. I wanted a harem. But of course, I was just like all the other guys who played the game: helpless before their might, unable to win so much as a glance from their direction. Let alone sexual favors. And once better games came out, I moved on to greener pastures. 

      

    But I never forgot the Princesses. And I never stopped fantasizing about them, wishing they were mine. I was the villain in their fairy tale, stripping away their power and privilege and turning them into my playthings. Every scene I’d ever seen in a movie where the bad guy had the heroine tied up was an inspiration for me. I wanted them, and their kingdoms, and their hot, naked bodies in my bed. 

      

    Maybe that was why I got into programming. Or maybe it was just games in general; either way, by the time I was in college I knew I wanted to poke around with code. I became a whiz, and ended up working with several different game companies as a contractor. Hyperia faded away, nearly forgotten, until a sub-sub-contractor had me look over some old code from one of its APIs that was causing players to time out of the game. 

      

    It only took one look to realize how old Hyperia’s code was. How utterly vulnerable to attack. And those memories, almost forgotten, flooded right back. 

      

    That night I felt like a horny teenage boy for the first time in years. My hands shook as I wrote the first lines of code for the program that would change my life; that would overload Hyperia’s servers and let me execute one hell of an attack. 

      

    To an outsider, it might not make a lot of sense. Why risk a good-paying job to bang virtual girls? There were plenty of erotic VRMMOs on the market these days. And I wasn’t that gangly, awkward nerd anymore: I was a man with a decent paycheck, a car, and a condo in a good part of the city. 

      

    It might not make sense to you. But think about what your teenage boyhood fantasy was. Was it being with some actress, some pop star? Was it having a harem of all the models on the Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue you kept tucked under your mattress? 

      

    Whatever it was, what would you do if someone told you it could come true? Would you pass up that chance? 

      

    I certainly couldn’t. But even I had no idea how it would change my life forever… 


   





 

    Chapter Two 

      

    “You’re going to play that?” 

      

    My girlfriend Jennifer wrinkled her nose, arms crossed under her breasts as she stared at my computer. On the screen, a progress bar for Hyperia Online was slowly working its way to done – it was about 70% of the way there. 

      

    “Yeah,” I said, taking a sip of water to hide my expression. “I was feeling nostalgic. I used to play it in college, you know.” 

      

    “Yeah.” Jennifer was holding a steaming mug of tea, dressed in little more than an oversized t-shirt sporting the logo of the company we both worked for. She was a PR girl, crafting our marketing strategy and making sure all the game “journalism” websites pushed the articles we wanted about our games – we’d met during a company party two years ago and hit it off. The second bedroom of our apartment had been converted over to a nerd space, although my workstation was a little bit more involved than hers. 

      

    “What?” I glanced back at my screen, where a scantily-clad Emilia brandished a sword over the loading bar. “You’re going to say something.” 

      

    “I wasn’t going to say anything,” she purred, smiling into her tea. “It’s just very...immature?” 

      

    “Well don’t hold back,” I said, matching her grin. “Tell me what you really think.” 

      

    She laughed. “I think every guy I knew played that game,” she said as she sat down, “although most of them didn’t admit it. It was like...porn, for guys too timid to actually play a porn game.” 

      

    “Hey, it was not,” I protested. “There were quests! And skills! And PvP!” 

      

    “And big titty anime babes,” Jennifer said with a lopsided smile. “Are mine not good enough, Jack?” 

      

    Jennifer frowned down theatrically at her breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples stood out against the thin fabric. She and I agreed that they were her best feature: she always had to hide them in her ‘professional’ company dress, and I was torn between wanting to show her off more and not wanting to get jealous of other guys staring at her. 

      

    Not for the first time, I asked myself what she’d think if I told her what I was really planning to do in the game. Then I dismissed it. 

      

    Neither of us are strangers to VR porn, I reminded myself. Hell, we’ve used it together a couple times. Jen would understand for sure. 

      

    So I told myself. But then why wouldn’t I just say it? 

      

    “Of course not,” I said, letting my gaze drift down to her chest. “You know you’ve got the best knockers this side of the Mississippi, babe.” 

      

    Jennifer pulled a face, but from the look in her eyes she was trying not to laugh. “Gosh, what a romantic,” she purred, pressing her tits together with her elbows. “I’m sure you’ll be racking up the girls in your boob game with pick-up lines like that.” 

      

    If only you knew, babe, I thought, feeling a stab of guilt. 

      

    “Hey, knock yourself out,” Jennifer said. She must have seen the look on my face and thought it was because of her. “Have fun – relive those glory days. Hey, do you think they’ve still got your character saved somewhere?” 

      

    “I doubt it,” I said, striking a too-casual tone. “I probably won’t even end up playing. You know how it is – you spend all that time downloading, and then by the time the game is ready you want to do something else.” 

      

    “True that,” she agreed. She turned back to her workstation, where several dozen e-mails waited to be answered. “You’re coming with me to E3 this year, right?” 

      

    “Yep,” I said, a little distracted. The game had finished downloading. 

      

    “Thank God,” she said. “I don’t think I could take another panel about whether or not Fortnite VR is corrupting the youth of America again on my own...” 

      

    I reached out for my VR rig and started setting it up. It was hard not to let the excitement show as I got the helmet ready, fitting all the connectors in their proper places. 

      

    I’m really going to do this, I thought. Butterflies floated in my stomach. I couldn’t believe this was really going to happen. 

      

    “You, uh, mind if I play for a while?” I asked, glancing at Jennifer over my shoulder. “Ping me if you need me?” 

      

    Jennifer nodded. “Sure.” She came around, and I felt her plant a kiss on my forehead. “I’ll be in the living room watching TV. Don’t stay up too late, alright – I’m going to want a good night kiss before I curl up for the night...” 

      

    I caught myself grinning. Jen’s good-night kisses were almost always delivered between her legs, right before she did the same for me. “Sure thing, babe. Love you.” 

      

    “Love you too.” I counted seconds, keeping my eyes closed as I heard her walk out of the nerdroom. Then, oh so slowly, I closed the door. 

      

    My hand went to my desk drawer and pulled out the flash drive I’d saved in there. It still had the logo of the company I’d been working for at the time on it – inside was all the code I’d gotten from Hyperia, with my modifications included. 

      

    If this worked the way I intended it to, it was going to be better than God Mode. I was going to rule Hyperia, just like I’d always wanted. 

      

    Once the drive was in place, I pulled the helmet over my head. It’s always a weird sensation when the virtual dampeners kick on for the first time – it’s like stepping into a sensory deprivation chamber. I floated in nothingness as the game loaded around me, until the friendly, familiar logo filled my view. 

      

    Welcome to Hyperia Online! The game said. Are you ready to fight for your princess? 

      

    They had no idea how ready I was. I only hoped they were ready for me… 


   





 

    Chapter Three 

      

      

    When I’d originally played Hyperia Online, I’d started my game on the windswept crags of the Islands of Magic. Playing as a Mage just suited my chosen play style: heavy damage, good range, glass-cannon type builds. 

      

    Now that I was coming back to the game, I wanted to try something different. 

      

    After checking to see if the game had any saved characters from me on file just to be safe (they didn’t), I started the process of character creation. Being an early VR game, Hyperia’s options for customizing your look and hairstyle were pretty limited. I eventually just ended up allowing it to scan my body and making my character look more or less like me. After a couple of edits (trimming a few pounds, making the bulge in my pants a little bigger) I was ready to go. 

      

    I selected Emilia, the Warrior Princess as my patron. Then I hit ‘Enter World’ and watched as the void around me went white. There was a rush of wind and a burst of sound, and then I was inside. 

      

    Emilia’s kingdom had a Viking theme. In a flash I was standing atop a hill overlooking the sea, with the ship that had supposedly brought my character to this land docked far below. People in furs and leather milled about around it, doing whatever NPC’s in this part of the game did. 

      

    Out of curiosity, I scanned the area looking for other new players. The nearest one was several thousand meters away, and apparently already at level 12. I was going to have the starting area all to myself. 

      

    Good, I thought with a grin. 

      

    There was a lightness to my step as I made my way down the path to the starting village. The air itself felt fresh, tinged with the salt of the sea, and the temperature was right at that slightly-cold level that always left me feeling invigorated. Excitement blossomed in my chest as I reached the edge of the village. It was a tiny town with log walls and a few huts, perched right on the edge of the forest. 

      

    Congratulations! The message popped as I reached the bottom of the hill. You have discovered Heartholm. 100 XP gained! 

      

    That made me curious about my stats, so I pulled them up as I walked: 

      

    Character Name: Jack 

    Class: Warrior 

    Level: 1 

    Skills: None 

    Gold: 50 GP 

    Experience: 100 XP 

    50 XP to Next Level 

      

    It was all very basic. A quick check to my inventory revealed much the same. A short sword, a shield, and leather armor: all either equipped on my character or waiting to warp into existence the moment I got into a fight. 

      

    Finally, I decided to check for my special options. I blinked twice at the rune that opened my character menu and there it was: a glowing red eye. No other player had this in their menu – it was for me alone. It was essentially a very fancy mod that I’d injected into the game’s code, and if half the things I’d programmed it to do worked, this was going to be the greatest game I’d ever played. 

      

    I’ve got to test it, I thought, nodding to the guards at the front gate. I need to find out the limits of my powers before I meet the Princess. 

      

    “Hold, traveler!” One of the guards raised a mailed fist in greeting as I walked by. “Have you a moment?” 

      

    “Sure.” I stopped what I was doing and walked over. “What’s up?” 

      

    “So you came on the boat, eh?” The guard’s eyes twinkled with excitement. I recognized his speech – I’d heard it before the first time I played the game. Only back then it was a magician giving it. “That’s good. Heartholm is in dire straits, friend – without strong heroes to defend it, we may fall to what’s in those woods!” 

      

    I understood. The game’s first arc would undoubtedly involve defending this village from some sort of attack from the woods. I could see the questline unfurling in my head like I’d seen it a thousand times before: kill some monsters, kill some more monsters, rescue someone lost in the woods, find the boss’ den, go through a short dungeon and kill the boss monster. It was the satisfying feedback loop that had made MMO’s popular for years. 

      

    Except I was thinking I might do a little bit more than save the town this time around. I was going to run it. 

      

    “If you’re interested in helping,” the guard continued, “go see Kara at the Warrior’s Guild. She’s always looking for newcomers with a strong arm and a stout heart!” 

      

    Just like that, a shimmering box appeared in the air over the guard’s head. Current Objective: go meet Kara at the Warrior’s Guild. There was even a little arrow pointing the way. 

      

    Well, I do need to readjust myself, I thought with a smile. I’m probably pretty rusty. Also, the thought of slipping back into a familiar system like Hyperia’s was like putting on an old, comfortable sweater. I was looking forward to it. 

      

    Even without the arrow, the Warrior’s Guild was easy enough to find. And when I saw the woman I was supposed to meet standing outside, practicing forms against a training dummy, my plans changed in an instant. 

      

    She was drop dead, make-it-rain sexy. I stood there watching, spellbound, as Kara speared the training dummy with a variety of moves. She grunted and sweated as she twirled like a dancer, all fluid grace and deadly intent. Like all the women in Hyperia Online, she’d been designed first and foremost as eye candy – and she certainly did not disappoint. She was tall and athletic, with short blonde hair and flawless tanned skin that looked more appropriate for a model than a battle-hardened warrior. Her armor was almost hilariously impractical, showing off far more skin than it protected. I couldn’t help but think to myself as I watched that she was basically fighting in fancy leather lingerie. She’d arouse and inflame men’s passions, even as she cut them down. 

      

    One look at her and I knew that I wanted her. But could I get her to want me back? 

      

    She stopped what she was doing as she saw me and grinned broadly. “Hail, newcomer,” she said, stepping forward. “Have you come to join in Heartholm’s defense?” 

      

    “I am very, very interested,” I said, looking her up and down. One of the perks of Hyperia was that NPCs were perfectly fine with almost everything you did while talking to them. So I was free to leer at Kara all I wanted, taking her supple curves and the glistening sweat on her cleavage – and if the bulge in my pants got a little bigger as I stared, she either didn’t notice or didn’t mind.  

      

    “Excellent!” Kara clapped me on the shoulder. “We are always in need of defenders. But first, you must prove yourself to me.” 

      

    A Quest appeared above Kara’s head: First Steps. I accepted it. 

      

    “First,” she explained, “equip your sword. I want to see you attack this training dummy. Prove to me you know how to handle the steel.” 

      

    How to attack? I thought. Man, this is basic shit. But I did as she asked, selecting my weapon and shield. They materialized in my hands, their sudden weight shifting my balance for a few seconds. I’ll have to get used to that, I thought. 

      

    The dummy offered zero resistance, of course. It was made of straw stitched together with leather straps. I struck it three times, each hit iterating a counter over the dummy’s head. There was a happy little ‘DING’ as I struck it for the last time. 

      

    “Very good!” Kara looked as proud as if I’d slain the World-Dragon, instead of a training dummy. “Now let’s try something a bit more difficult. I’m going to teach you how to use Skills. I’m teaching you your first one now.” 

      

    Suddenly there was new knowledge in my head. I blinked rapidly, selecting my skills, and now there was a single one listed: 

      

    Quick Strike 

    Player does 130% of Weapon DPS to target instantly. Player cannot be Interrupted while using this Skill. 

      

    It was...the most basic skill on Earth. All of a sudden I was feeling something I had never expected to experience in Hyperia. Boredom. 

      

    My gaze strayed to the red eye. I selected it, dragged it over to Kara, and let go. 

      

    She flinched for a second – then a strange look came into her eyes. She watched me expectantly, but there was a little bit more than professional interest in the way she devoured me with her gaze. 

      

    It worked, I thought, my heart jumping into my throat. Holy shit, it worked. 

      

    The code I’d injected hadn’t done much, all things considered. Most VR games that encouraged sexual activity had a hidden stat buried in the code, a kind of “animal magnetism” or “sex appeal” that characters would have towards the player. In almost all of these games, that value would get higher the longer a character engaged with a player – so that after a while, the character would be so attracted to the player that they’d be more than willing to fulfill any sexual fantasy they had. It was realistic enough to look like falling in love – or at least lust. It made one-night-stands with digital girls look and feel exactly like the real thing. 

      

    And I’d just shunted that code right into Kara. 

      

    “Tell you what,” I said, looking right into her face. “You know I’ve got what it takes. When has there ever been a new player who didn’t know how to use the most basic skills?” 

      

    She frowned. She wasn’t supposed to be getting these kinds of questions. Kara was thinking about things she’d never had to think about before. Her program was expanding as my code forced her to slip the bonds of a boring, quest-giving NPC. 

      

    “I suppose never,” she said with a shrug. 

      

    “Exactly. So why don’t you just give me the experience and the gold?” I grinned, then pointed towards the town’s inn with my chin. “Then I can use some of it to buy you a drink.” 

      

    It was the kind of move I’d never have had the balls to pull off in the real world. Even Jennifer had had to make the first move at that company party. But as I saw Kara’s eyes widen and her stance change, I knew I’d touched something deep and primal inside of her. 

      

    “That would be so...bad!” she said, a wicked little grin flickering across her face. “I’m supposed to stay here, after all. What if a new player came along?” 

      

    I looked around the town theatrically. “Do you see any new players?” I asked. “Come on. You know you want to.” 

      

    She bit her lip and glanced back towards the docks. “Well...alright. Hell, training adventurers is thirsty work. Here you go.” 

      

    There was a jaunty little jingle, and Kara’s quests marked in my log as fulfilled. All of them. It turned out there were a half-dozen, each as boring as the first. 

      

    With the coins in my pocket, I had enough to splurge. I put my arm around Kara’s shoulder and pointed her towards the inn. 

      

    “Let’s celebrate,” I told her. “To the defense of Heartholm!” 

      

    “Absolutely,” she said, that look in her eyes growing stronger as we walked. Her hip bumped mine, then she did it again. 

      

    I can’t believe this, I thought deliriously. She’s into me. She’s TOTALLY into me… 

      

    Now it was time to see just how advanced Hyperia’s code could truly be… 


   





 

    Chapter Four 

      

      

    “This is...so nice,” Kara murmured, sipping her ale. “This is going to sound crazy, Jack, but I honestly don’t think I’ve ever even been in here before...” 

      

    The inn was cozy and warm, with a roaring fire in the hearth and a bored-looking barkeep tending the barrels of ale. Other than a couple of pre-programmed NPCs spreading rumors about monsters in the woods, we were alone in the common area. I’d selected a booth in the back, far enough away that we wouldn’t be bothered but not so far that I couldn’t order us some drinks. 

      

    “You really need to get out more,” I told Kara, sipping my own drink. God, it tasted good. I doubted I could really get drunk in Hyperia, but I wouldn’t have minded giving it my best shot. “You’re working way too hard. Stress isn’t good for a warrior, you know...” 

      

    Kara laughed, tossing her head back lustily before downing the rest of her tankard. I was really starting to like the way she laughed. “You have no idea,” she said, leaning forward. “This town doesn’t appreciate a thing I do. Without me, this place would have been an Orc den years ago...” 

      

    I froze. Her hand was on top of mine. And from the way she was grinning at me, I knew what had to be on her mind. She hadn’t said a word about it yet, but would she? Or was I going to have to make the first move? 

      

    Virtual reality made me bold. 

      

    “You should quit,” I told her, motioning for the barkeep to bring us another round of drinks. “Quit and join me. I’m going to see the world.” 

      

    “Ha, yeah. That’d be fun.” Kara gratefully accepted her ale from the barkeep and swallowed a big mouthful. 

      

    I waited for her to finish and looked her right in the eye. “I’m serious.” 

      

    She coughed. “I can’t leave Heartholm. This place is my life...” 

      

    “If that’s the case,” I told her with a snort, “you’ve got one boring life. Do you really want to spend the rest of your years wasting away, beating on training dummies for new recruits?” 

      

    She looked at me like she couldn’t believe what I was saying, then shook her head. 

      

    “There is something about you, Jack,” she murmured, leaning even closer to me. I could feel the heat of her body against mine. “You’re not like any recruit I’ve ever met. You’re so...you’re so...” 

      

    “You don’t have to say it,” I said, putting my hand over hers. “I feel the same way about you.” 

      

    She blushed. I didn’t know she was capable of blushing. “You...you can’t be serious!” 

      

    “Are you kidding?” Now it was my turn to laugh. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Kara. You have any idea how many men would go out and slay a dragon with their bare hands just to lay it at your feet?” 

      

    She grinned, as if imagining it. Then her cheeks grew heated. “You don’t need to slay a dragon,” she purred. “You don’t need to do anything at all...” 

      

    She started playing with the laces on my shirt, giggling a little drunkenly as she teased me. I couldn’t take any more. If I didn’t do something soon, I was going to throw Kara down and fuck her right on the table in front of everyone. 

      

    “Stay with me tonight,” I growled. She gasped. “Come upstairs with me and let me fuck you senseless, then join my party. Tomorrow we’ll leave Heartholm behind, and I promise you you won’t spend a minute missing it.” 

      

    She looked like she was seriously considering at least one part of my offer. “Where will we go?” she asked in a whisper. 

      

    I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. This woman could probably break me in half, but she was weak as a kitten when it came to her sexuality. “We’re going to visit Princess Emilia,” I told her. “Then I’m going to claim her as my own.” 

      

    If I’d thought Kara was shocked before, this new revelation nearly made her drop her ale. “Claim her?” 

      

    “It’s exactly what you think it is,” I grunted, sliding a hand to her waist. “Exactly.” 

      

    Kara looked like she was trying not to moan. “The Princess won’t mind,” she panted, her eyes dilated, “that you’ve already had me?” 

      

    I leaned in close and put my lips against Kara’s ear. “Why would she?” I whispered with a chuckle. “You’re going to fuck her, too.” 

      

    That time Kara really did moan – and I knew she was mine. 

      

    “Barkeep?” I stood up, taking Kara by the hand. “I need to rent a room for the night. With the biggest bed you’ve got.” 

 
   





 

    Chapter Five 

      

      

    As soon as the door was closed behind us, I pinned Kara to the wall and smothered her mouth with my own. I felt her melt against me as she moaned, spreading her legs to grind against my thigh. She was a hot, wet little ball of need, and I couldn’t wait to see what she looked like on her knees. 

      

    “Oh, wow,” she groaned as we broke the kiss. “Oh fuck, that feels so good...” 

      

    I took her hand and led her to the bed. I’d booked the inn’s nicest room, so the bed was big and comfy – with a large window overlooking the forest. I could easily extinguish all the lights in the room and leave us to fuck by moonlight, but first I wanted to see Kara. 

      

    I sat down on the edge of the bed and looked her up and down. “Take off your clothes,” I growled, voice raspy with need. “I want to see your body.” 

      

    Kara swallowed hard, practically trembling with nerves and desire, then unequipped her clothes. Because they were so skimpy, any guy with two brain cells to rub together had a good idea of what Kara would look like naked: but knowing and seeing were two very different things. My heart pounded like a jackhammer as I saw her revealed before me. Her breasts were full and firm, the nipples diamond-hard and aching to be touched. Twin trails of moisture dribbled down her thighs, her pussy boiling over with heat. I’d dated more than a few girls, but I’d never seen one as turned on as Kara was – every inch of her body was coiled, restrained lust. 

      

    “Do...do you like it, Sir?” Kara did a little twirl, letting me gawk at her heart-shaped ass. “What do you think?” 

      

    “I think you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” I told her. I wasn’t lying, either. “I can’t wait to make love to you.” 

      

    Kara’s mouth formed a little ‘o’ of shock, then she colored from her forehead to her thighs. “I’ve...I’ve never...” 

      

    Something clicked inside my head. “Oh my God,” I realized. “You’re a virgin.” 

      

    Of course she was. When would she have had the opportunity to have sex with someone in Hyperia? 

      

    Kara chewed her bottom lip, her face radiating pure nervousness. “Yes,” she admitted, as if it were something to be guilty about. “I...I want to. I’m worried, though. I want to be good at it...” 

      

    I smiled indulgently. “You have nothing to worry about,” I told her. “We’ll start things off nice and slow for you, Kara. Then you can tell me when you want more. Okay?” 

      

    She nodded, looking grateful. “Yes.” 

      

    “Good.” I patted my thighs. “Then come here and let me kiss you some more.” 

      

    Kara sank to her knees and came forward, her tongue sliding into my mouth as easily as if it were meant to be there. I took a handful of her hair and held onto it for leverage, making out hot and heavy. She was at the perfect height to do it on her knees; and as I grew even harder, the bulge in my pants pressed against the undersides of her breasts. 

      

    It made her remember I was still fully clothed. “Now you,” she said with a giggle, breaking the kiss. “I want you to get naked. You know what’s strange? I’ve heard the men in the bar talk about cocks and cunts so many times, but I’ve never actually seen a man’s, um...” 

      

    “Dick?” I hazarded. 

      

    Kara blushed again. It really did look good on her. “I’ve never seen one before in person.” 

      

    “Then I’d be proud to be your first,” I said, unequipping my own clothes. There was a sudden chill as I adjusted to the temperature of the room. In a flash, my tunic and armor were gone, replaced with nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. They did nothing to hide how turned on I was – there was a stain of precum spreading on the fabric like the twin of what was going on between Kara’s thighs. 

      

    “Oh, wow,” Kara groaned, her eyes going wide. “It’s very...big, Jack. May I touch it?” 

      

    I groaned at the thought of her slender fingers wrapped around my manhood. Fuck, that sounded great. “I’d love that,” I told her. “Please touch it. Stroke it for me?” 

      

    Grinning, Kara took me out of my boxers and gingerly ran her fingers around my length. My enhanced cock was thick and hard, with a swollen purple head that dripped precum like a leaky faucet. 

      

    My heart skipped a beat when Kara put her finger to the tip, scooped up a clear streak of my precum, and brought it to her tongue. 

      

    “Oh fuck,” I groaned. 

      

    For a moment, Kara’s eyes went unfocused – then they rolled back in her head. A low moan of pleasure escaped her lips, and when she came back to herself she was staring at my cock hungrily. 

      

    Fuck, I thought. What kind of power did I give myself? 

      

    “You know,” Kara purred, a naughty lilt to her voice, “there’s this thing that the men sometimes brag about getting their women to do with their mouths. They claim it’s extremely pleasurable...” 

      

    Before I could say a word, Kara opened wide and slid my cock into her mouth. In that moment, I forgot everything – that this was a game, that I had a girlfriend back home in the “real” world, that my real goal was to build a harem of princesses. All I could think about was how amazing her warm, wet mouth felt, and how much better it would feel once I was buried all the way in her throat. 

      

    It’s not that Jen was against blowjobs, per se. It’s just that in our relationship, they were more transactional. “I suck you off after you eat my pussy,” that sort of thing. It was something she did for me – and did well – but it wasn’t something she did out of the sheer joy of it, because she loved it. 

      

    Watching Kara moan with unfeigned pleasure as she gave me her first blowjob completely blew my mind. She didn’t want anything in return – she just wanted my cock in her mouth. And that made me feel...well, manly. 

      

    I liked it. I liked it almost as much as I liked her cheeks hollowing out around my shaft as she took me deep. 

      

    I took a handful of her hair and stroked the back of her head like a cherished pet, encouraging her to go deeper. “That’s right,” I growled, the caveman inside of me taking over. “Go all the way down. Take me to the hilt, you beautiful slut...” 

      

    And Kara did. She had no trouble at all. It was like the words “gag reflex” simply didn’t exist inside of Hyperia. Part of me wondered if the Princesses would be such able cocksuckers, but that thought left me pretty quick as Kara gently squeezed my balls and added that pleasure to the mix, too. 

      

    “Kara,” I groaned, nearly delirious with lust. “You...you might want to stop...” 

      

    She pulled me from her mouth, eyes wide with fear. “Did I do something wrong?” she asked. 

      

    “No – fuck no,” I said, glad to see her expression turned relieved. “That couldn’t possibly have been more right, Kara. Just – if you want me to go slow and hold back, that’s going to be pretty hard with skills like that. Another couple seconds and I would have been full-on fucking your face!” 

      

    She thought about it for a second. “I might enjoy that,” she said, giggling at the shocked expression on my face. “Later. Right now, I’d rather you fucked what’s between my thighs.” 

      

    I grinned. “Get on the bed, Kara. I’m going to make you a woman.” 

      

    She pulled the covers back and spread out across the mattress, parting her wet folds with two fingers. She was pink and dripping inside, her womanhood fringed with a narrow band of short pubic hair. Fuck, she looked amazing. Better than most porn stars I’d seen. 

      

    I stood at the edge of the bed and grabbed her hips with both hands, pulling her to me. The head of my cock nestled in her folds, the tip pressing gently into her cunt. 

      

    “I’ll go nice and slow inside of you,” I told her. “You tell me when you’re ready for more, okay?” 

      

    She nodded. Her eyes shined with lust. “Fuck me,” she begged, arching her back to try and get my cock deeper inside of her. “Please!” 

      

    With a grunt, I thrust my hips forward and entered her with one smooth stroke. There was no moment of pain, no blood – Kara might have been a virgin, but Hyperia’s programmers hadn’t planned down to that level. 

      

    Fuck! The pleasure was so good I almost shot my load instantly. Oh holy shit… 

      

    As I bottomed out inside of her, one thing became perfectly clear – this was the tightest, wettest pussy I’d ever fucked. And I was inside of her, completely unprotected. There was nothing between us: no rubber, no latex, just skin-on-skin. I’d told myself so many times that wearing condoms with Jennifer was a small price to pay to have totally safe sex. I was wrong. This felt so much better, like biting into the world’s juiciest steak after a lifetime of eating dog food. There was absolutely no comparison. 

      

    The head of my cock rammed into her g-spot a little harder than I’d intended. Kara arched like a bow as she screamed in pleasure, her legs locking behind my back in a move as primal as nature itself. 

      

    “Shit!” I put my hands under her, held her to me. “You okay?” 

      

    “More,” Kara whimpered. Her eyes looked almost feverish with need. “Fuck me hard, Jack. Pound me. I need it...” 

      

    “That I can do,” I grunted. 

      

    I spread her legs with my free hand and fucked her deep and hard, pinning her ass to the bed with the force of my thrusts. Kara held on for dear life as I pummeled her, her nails digging into my back as I slammed all the way into her cunt again and again and again. 

      

    Every thrust felt better than the last. Kara was getting even wetter; I could feel the walls of her cunt rippling around my shaft tight enough to throw sparks. It was insane how snug she was, how utterly perfect for me. No fuck doll could ever have been built so well. 

      

    “Jack?” There was something desperate in Kara’s tone. “Jack, there’s something going on! I...I...” 

      

    You’re going to come, I thought, jackhammering harder between her thighs. I’m going to give you your very first orgasm, Kara. Here’s hoping its the first of many… 

      

    Kara’s mouth dropped open as her eyes rolled back in her head. “Oh shit!” she screamed, tensing up as orgasm took her. Every muscle in her body drew taut as pleasure overwhelmed her, filling her to the brim and then some. She screamed loud enough that everyone in Heartholm could hear her, and I said a silent prayer of thanks that we were the only players in the starting area. 

      

    As she came down from her peak, there was something new in her eyes. “Jack,” she whimpered, holding her face against my chest. “Oh fuck, Jack, that felt so good...” 

      

    Oh shit, I thought. I think she’s got more than a crush on me. But isn’t that what I wanted? Wasn’t that what I was going to need to claim the Princesses as my own? 

      

    I was trying to think about it. But Kara was just so damn good that I couldn’t. My balls tingled as they slapped against her entrance. That oh-so-familiar wave had started to build in them, working its way up my shaft. I got harder inside of Kara, bigger too, and she definitely noticed. 

      

    “Are you...are you about to finish?” she asked, looking up at me. 

      

    “Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck, I’m gonna shoot. I can’t hold back any more...” 

      

    A wicked grin spread across Kara’s face. “Don’t hold back. Shoot in me! If it feels half as good for you as it does for me, then I want to see you when you put all that sweet come inside of me. I want to make you feel so good, Jack. I want to make you feel so good all the time, whenever you want! Come for me, Jack – come for me?” 

      

    No man on Earth could refuse a request like that, I thought as I sailed past the point of no-return. It was the only coherent thought I would have for the next several minutes. 

      

    An instant later, a tidal wave of pleasure swept over me and I let go. One final hard thrust put me as deep inside of Kara as I could go, and then I was shooting; thick ropes of cum splashing across her virgin walls, filling her virgin cunt as I fertilized her wet, willing womb. 

      

    I screamed, I thrashed, I dug into the bed and pounded her cunt until I physically couldn’t take the pleasure. As the wave finally crested, I rolled to the side and collapsed onto the bed. The last few spurts of my seed shot out across Kara’s cunt and thighs, coating them in white. 

      

    When I finally came back to myself, Kara was studying the streaks intently. She ran her finger through it, then sniffed it and licked it up. 

      

    “So this is what comes out of a man,” she said to me, grinning like a cat. “I have to say, it’s much better tasting than the maidens of Heartholm would admit.” 

      

    “You must be built to enjoy it,” I said, knowing the irony of my statement would be lost on her. It felt so good to relax after a long, sweaty fuck. My head hit the pillow, and a few moments later Kara curled up next to me. 

      

    “You still want me to leave, yes?” She stroked my chest, her breasts gently rising and falling against my side. “You want me to join you?” 

      

    “Yes,” I said, putting an arm over her shoulder. “Absolutely, yes.” 

      

    She rolled to her side and put her head against my shoulder. “Then you should rest,” she said, sounding pretty tired herself. I’ll need to collect my things in the morning. Then we’ll go meet the Princess...” 

      

    The Princess. I’d almost forgotten. Now that I was satisfied, all sorts of things were flooding back to me. Was what I was doing technically considered cheating? It was easy enough in the real world to dismiss all of this as just pixels – but it was harder with a warm, gorgeous girl in my arms. What was I doing? 

      

    I needed to see Jen. 

      

    I waited until I felt Kara relax against me, then dialed out of the game. I needed to have a little rendezvous with my girlfriend. 


   





 

    Chapter Six 

      

    “Woah! Jesus, what are you doing, Jack?” 

      

    I’d come up on Jennifer in the kitchen, where she was working on boiling some water for another pot of tea. You would have thought that after my adventure with Kara in Hyperia that I’d be tapped out, but the sight of her standing by the sink wearing nothing but an old band t-shirt and panties made me throb. I came up behind her and grabbed a nice handful of her ass, then let her feel me grinding against her. 

      

    “I need you,” I grunted, a little harsher than I’d intended. “Now.” 

      

    She turned around, grinning. “Damn, boo, you really are hard...waaaait a second!” 

      

    “What?” 

      

    A sly look entered her eyes. “Did you get that boner playing your video game?” 

      

    If you only knew, I thought. I’d gotten much, much more than just an erection, but I decided to play it cool. For now. 

      

    “Definitely,” I growled, picking her up and placing her cute butt on the edge of the counter. “Those digital sluts made me want a taste of the real thing.” 

      

    That, at least, was no lie. 

      

    Jennifer spread her legs like a bird’s wings, hooking her heels behind me as she put her arms around my shoulders. “Mmh, fuck,” she panted, grinding her panties against my bulge. “Honestly, I felt a little bit neglected when you ditched me to stare at virtual boobs, but if you’re going to come back to me like this...” 

      

    That sent a stab of guilt through me. I wanted to smother it, and I knew exactly how. 

      

    I hooked my thumbs in her panties and pulled them down, tossing them to the kitchen floor as I dropped to my knees. 

      

    “I’ve got to taste you,” I growled. “I need to make you cum, Jen...” 

      

    She didn’t protest one bit. Instead, my girlfriend spread herself wider, resting one hand on the back of my head as I dove between her thighs. She needed the other to keep from rocking right off the counter as my tongue reached her slit, teasing her mercilessly with slow, circular strokes. 

      

    “Oh fuccck,” she panted. I could see her toes curling and uncurling in the open air from the corner of my vision. “Fuck yeah, eat me out, Jack...” 

      

    That I did. I’d never been shy about going down on girls, and Jennifer was the best-tasting one I’d had by far. Torrents of wetness flooded my tongue as I worked, swirling around her clit and using my lips and chin to get her off. Soon she was grinding against my face, her heels digging into my back as she pressed me harder against her cunt. 

      

    “Don’t stop,” she begged, something desperate in her voice. “I’m gonna cum, Jack – don’t you dare fucking stop...” 

      

    I didn’t stop. Instead I picked up speed, burying my face between her thighs like there was nothing else in the world. It sent her right over the edge, and I felt her clit throb as her thighs drew tight around me. 

      

    Jennifer slapped my back as she came, grabbing the edge of the counter to keep from sending us both onto the floor. Her inner walls clenched over and over, milking every drop of sweet pleasure from my face as she climaxed. Huge shuddering sobs wracked her body as she moaned my name over and over, delirious with pleasure.  

      

    When it was over I rose to my feet and kissed her, hard. Then I spread her legs and got ready to fuck her. 

      

    “Wait,” she whimpered, her voice still thick with pleasure. “What about condoms...” 

      

    Normally that would have sent me shrinking right back down. I’d have run off to the other room, fastened some piece of latex to my dick, and tried to get hard again – ruining the whole moment. But my experience inside Hyperia had made me bold. 

      

    “Fuck the condoms,” I grunted, grabbing a handful of her hair. “You’re probably safe this time of the month, anyway. Wouldn’t it be fun to risk it a little bit, just this once?” 

      

    I expected her to say no – to put her foot down. Instead, Jennifer’s eyes went feverish with lust. 

      

    “Yeah,” she mewled. “Yeah, I guess that would be okay...” 

      

    I didn’t need to wait for more approval. I was practically a fucking animal at this point, both my sexual experiences overlapping each other. With one hard thrust I buried myself inside of Jennifer to the hilt, her just-fucked pussy tight and warm around my cock. 

      

    “Ohhhh my Gawd,” Jennifer cried. “Fuck, that does feel so much better, baby...” 

      

    “Yeah, it’s good.” I settled into a hard, driving rhythm, shaking her ass with every thrust. Jennifer had to lean back over the sink and grab the handles of two cabinets to stay upright. I was fucking her that hard, but I couldn’t stop. “Isn’t it so much better to fuck the way nature intended, babe? Just my fat, hard dick driving deep inside your wet little kitty?” 

      

    ‘Kitty’ was Jennifer’s preferred word for her ladybits – for whatever reason, ‘cunt’ and ‘pussy’ didn’t quite do it for her the same way. It always drove her wild, and from the way I felt her ‘kitty’ clench around me a moment later, I knew I’d hit the mark. 

      

    “Yeah – oh my god it feels so good,” she whimpered, sliding her hips so she could fuck me back on every thrust. “Is that why you’re fucking me like an animal? I can’t remember the last time you were so unhinged, baby...” 

      

    Using a fistful of her hair as leverage, I pinned her against the kitchen counter, holding her aloft as I fucked her like a ragdoll. This pose was super-submissive, and between that and the use of ‘kitty’ I knew Jennifer was ready to blow any time now. 

      

    “I got all worked up in that virtual world,” I growled against her neck, pounding her like there was no tomorrow. “So I needed my girl. You’re a good girl, right, Jen? You’ll take me when I get like this? Whenever I need to use your tight little kitty?” 

      

    “Fuck, I’ll take you whenever you fucking want,” she moaned, hitting the edge. “As long as you fuck me like this! Fuck, Jack, I think I’m gonna cum…!” 

      

    Jennifer’s cheeks went apple-red as she came, her eyes rolling back in her head until only the whites were showing. She clawed at the counter like a wild animal, pleasure turning her into nothing but biology and need as I drove my cock into her overstimulated womb. 

      

    As she came down from her peak, I flipped her over and fucked her doggy-style against the counter. It was the perfect angle to go deep inside of her, and I did: slamming myself to the hilt in her still-quivering pussy, owning it like a caveman who’d just tossed her over my shoulder and dragged her back to my lair. 

      

    “Tell me you want me to come in you,” I said harshly, giving her ass a spank. “Say it!” 

      

    “Come in me,” she begged, looking over her shoulder with that look in her eyes that said fuck me harder, stud. “Shoot that fucking come all the way in my wet little kitty, Jack. Fill me to the brim so that I’m dripping with your seed, dripping down my thighs for the rest of the night...” 

      

    I hit the point of no-return and sailed right past it. My blood pounded in my ears as I grabbed Jennifer’s hips and drove as deep as I could, wrapping her cunt around me as I shot my load. It felt like pure heaven as I let go, filling her womb with burst after burst of hot, sticky seed. Jennifer groaned in release, the look on her face as she felt my seed enter her almost as rapturous as my own. 

      

    When it was over we lay on the floor together, panting and soaked in sweat. 

      

    “Wow,” she said, glancing over at me. “So that was fucking incredible.” 

      

    I felt suddenly shy. “Sorry. I don’t know what came over me...” 

      

    She held up a finger in my face. “Don’t apologize,” she said sharply. “Do not ever fucking apologize for that. That was fucking amazing, Jack.” 

      

    “Yeah.” I grinned like a schoolboy who’d just gotten away with something. “Shit, I can’t remember the last time I felt like that, either.” 

      

    Once we were in the living room, Jen’s panties back on and her cute little butt in my lap, she was more than willing to give me her opinion. 

      

    “It was the game,” she said, giggling. 

      

    “What?” 

      

    “Your game,” she said, putting a finger against my chest. “You got all hot and bothered watching big-boobed anime girls, and you had to fuck me like a porn star when you came back to reality.” 

      

    I got very still. This is it, I thought. This is the moment I should tell her everything. 

      

    “You, uh...” The words wouldn’t come out of my mouth. “You have a problem with that?” 

      

    “Honestly?” She shrugged. “Nah. I mean, I guess it’s a little immature to be playing, but – no, your free time is your free time. As long as you keep giving me loving like that, I don’t care what gets you off.” 

      

    “Seriously?” She wasn’t saying she’d be okay with what I did with Kara. She had no idea about that. But what she was saying was so close. Hope flared in my chest. 

      

    “Yeah.” Jennifer smiled and planted a kiss on my cheek. “I mean, I watch some pretty freaky porn some times. I’d be a big fucking hypocrite if I gave a shit that you get hard for virtual girls.” 

      

    What if I was doing more than just getting hard? I thought. I still didn’t say it. 

      

    The rest of the night passed awesomely, and by the time we were ready for bed, we were both too tired for a repeat of what had happened in the kitchen. 

      

    “Better to do it at full strength,” Jennifer purred into my ear as we lay down. “I wouldn’t want to let you down...” 

      

    Guilt stabbed at me. Tell her! “Never, babe,” I said, holding her tight. “You could never do that.” 

      

    Jennifer frowned. “Is something wrong?” she asked. “You’re acting sort of weird. Especially considering you just got fucked.” 

      

    I frowned up at the ceiling, considering my words carefully. “I just feel...sort of guilty, I guess.” 

      

    Jennifer rolled over and put her head on my chest. “Because of the game? I told you, I’m not threatened by fantasy girls in tight little uniforms...” 

      

    She trailed off, and it was like a cloud passed over her face. I could practically see the gears turning in her head. Panic bubbled in my gut, and it was a struggle to keep my face neutral. 

      

    Then she grinned. “Ohh,” she said, flashing a teasing little grin. “I know why you feel guilty. You haven’t just been looking, have you?” 

      

    Oh shit, I thought. She knows. She fucking knows… 

      

    It was strange. Ever since I dialed out of Hyperia, all I wanted to do was tell Jennifer the truth. And now that she already knew, all I wanted was for her to somehow forget it. Stupid, I thought, cursing myself for giving so much away. The dream of claiming the three Princesses, of having my own virtual harem dissipated from my brain like so much smoke. 

      

    But as it turned out, I was wrong. 

      

    “What do you mean?” I asked. I hated the stutter in my voice – the way my limbs got too stiff. 

      

    Jen crossed her arms under her chin and gave me a lopsided smile. “I know what you’ve been doing,” she said, like she’d caught me with my hand in the cookie jar or something. “Honestly, it’s okay. You don’t have to be ashamed.” 

      

    What? “I don’t?” 

      

    She cocked her head, resting one ear on my collar. “You jerked off,” she said in a whisper. “Really, you thought I’d be upset about that?” 

      

    Relief flooded me. It was close enough to the truth that I actually felt kind of comfortable with it. The feelings of guilt in the back of my head didn’t recede completely, but they were...manageable. 

      

    I turned my head away. “I, uh, don’t know what you mean...” 

      

    “Come on! You saw some fantasy babes, and you just had to rub one out to them. Then you got all guilty and decided to pin me against the sink to prove you were still a man.” She shook her head, all smiles. “Honestly, I don’t understand the macho shit that gets in guys’ heads sometimes. It’s not like we haven’t both masturbated to VR porn before – hell, we’ve done it together.” 

      

    “I...I didn’t want to tell you,” I admitted, letting her believe the half-truth. “I was ashamed.” 

      

    “Don’t be.” She gave my shoulder a gentle punch. “As long as you’re still able to lay the pipe. And god damn I haven’t been fucked like that in months.” 

      

    I glanced at her slyly. “So...you don’t mind if I do it again?” 

      

    She stuck her tongue in her cheek and grinned at me. It wasn’t me asking for permission, not that. I still hadn’t confessed the truth. 

      

    But it was close enough for now. 

      

    “I really don’t mind,” she said – then a wicked little look came into her eye. “Hey – why don’t we play together? You can be my big, hulking warrior, and I can be your sexy little elf girl.” She wrinkled her nose. “Wait, did that game even have elves in it?” 

      

    It did. And under other circumstances that offer would have been ambrosia to me. But Jennifer couldn’t know what was going on in Hyperia. Hell, could you imagine if she came face to face with Kara? 

      

    “Sure,” I said nonchalantly. I knew pretty well that if I didn’t push too hard, Jennifer would never really demand to play. “Maybe we could do that sometime.” 

      

    She cocked an eyebrow. She knew the deal. “Okay, or you can have ‘you’ time. I’m just saying. Man, I wouldn’t mind if you woke me up tomorrow with the same treatment you gave me between my legs...” 

      

    I chuckled just thinking about it. “I can do that,” I told her. 

      

    “Please, you sleep like a log. I’ll be lucky if you even get up on time.” Then her face softened. “But yeah, if you think of it. I might, uh, give you a little something back sometime. After all, I’d owe you, right?” 

      

    Transactional, I thought. Kara wouldn’t demand something in return to give me a blowjob. She’d just do it, because she cared about me… 

      

    I shook my head. Gently, so Jen couldn’t see. What was I doing thinking of a game character like that? 

      

    As she laid next to me and relaxed in much the same way Kara had, I thought to myself that tomorrow I’d definitely have to treat Jen right. And that, in some weird karmic way, would make me feel less bad about what I was going to do in Hyperia once she was at work. 

    
Because I had every intention of calling out. And once I dialed back into the game, I had a date with a Princess… 

  


        
            
                
            
        



Chapter One
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After my wild night with Kara, I couldn’t wait to sign back into Hyperia Online and continue my adventures.

But first, I had to eat out my girlfriend.

“Oh fuck, Jack! Mmmh, this is the best way to wake up!”

I moaned from between Jen’s thighs, running my tongue over her clit as she rose to full wakefulness beneath me. I’d dove between her thighs almost as soon as I’d woken up, taking her warm, wet cunt while she was still asleep. I’d been teasing her thighs with my morning stubble as she woke up, grinning as I sought out her slit. Now she was wet and ready, dripping with juice as I teased her pleasure higher.

“Yes! Yes, that’s so fucking good!” Jennifer arched her back, her cute butt lifting right off the bed as I took her hips in both hands. I buried my face between her thighs as she screamed, panting and sobbing with pure animal pleasure. Her fingers dug into the back of my head as she rode my face, grinding hard against me as her inner walls trembled.

I loved how insane I could drive her with just that single point of contact. Every now and then, it was fun to focus on her - to see how wild I could drive her lithe, athletic body.

“I love you, baby!” Jennifer’s voice rang thick with pleasure and the remnants of sleep, almost desperate with need. “Fuck, I’m gonna come...I’m gonna come all over your face!”

A moment later I felt her let go. A torrent of wetness gushed over my tongue, flooding my mouth. I milked her clit with the tip of my tongue, stabbing the super-sensitive bud as it pulsed against me. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through my girlfriend’s body.

As she came down from her peak, I curled up next to her. She was soaked in sweat, wrapping the covers around her nearly-naked body as she groaned with surprise and pleasure. It was clear she hadn’t really expected me to wake her up this way, even after the teasing little conversation we’d had last night. She didn’t realize how seriously I take my promises: and how hard I’d hold her to any she made to me.

Also, I was feeling a little bit guilty that I was about to lie to her. That was a problem with my whole internal morality that I was trying not to think about.

Jennifer panted happily as she nuzzled my chest. She squeezed her thighs together, aftershocks of pleasure humming through her body. “Baby,” she groaned, sounding like she didn’t believe what had just happened. “Thank you. Fuck, that was so awesome...”

“You’re welcome,” I said, planting a kiss on her forehead. “You should hop in the shower. I’ll throw some eggs and bacon in a pan while you get clean.”

Jen smiled a little unsteadily. “Geez. What did I do to deserve being put on this pedestal? Are you feeling okay, babe?”

Shit, I thought. I’m being obvious. “Yeah,” I said, keeping my face neutral. I just have to make sure you leave the house first today, and I don’t want to feel guilty about it. So I made sure to eat you out then make you breakfast.


Of course I didn’t say any of this.

“Cool.” She leaned back, her eyes glassy with pleasure. “God damn...”



I planted another kiss on her forehead and slid from the bed, worried that if I stayed too close she’d be able to read the anxiety in my face.

“Yeah, I told you I would last night.” I smirked down at her. “I wanted to treat you. Especially after that performance in the kitchen.”

Jennifer grinned broadly, remembering the way I’d fucked her senseless on top of the kitchen counter as soon as I’d logged out of Hyperia Online. “Well, that is certainly one way to get an encore, Jack.”

Still grinning, I went into the kitchen to make breakfast.

Soon I had bacon sizzling on the grill. That done, I fished in the refrigerator for a few eggs and some cheese. Bacon and eggs are one of the simplest, heartiest breakfasts in the world - and when I made breakfast, I made it right.

By the time Jennifer got out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, I had the bacon and cheesy eggs done along with a growing stack of hot buttered toast. A half-filled pitcher of OJ rested on the counter as well.

“Damn, boo!” Jennifer’s eyes went wide. “What did you put in your coffee this morning?”

I flashed her a leer, looking her generous curves up and down. “Wasn’t the coffee, babe - it was you. You always know how to get my motor running.”

She blushed. “Well, I’m going to get dressed and then partake in this feast you’ve laid out for us.” A moment later, a sly look crossed her face. “Well...”

As I glanced up, she loosened the towel and let it fall. Her naked body was fully on display, still covered in drops of moisture from the hot shower. She’d shaved her long legs and her still-moist cunt, leaving everything smooth and perfect. I could feel my cock hardening just from the sight of her. I couldn’t decide whether to stare that her big, firm tits or that pussy I’d made quiver under my tongue.

I only got a moment to stare. Jennifer snatched up the towel and wrapped it around her body. “That’s all you get!” she teased, racing into the bedroom.

You little bitch, I thought with a grin. For a moment, all my adventures in Hyperia faded to the back of my mind - disintegrating like a half-forgotten dream. There was a real woman in front of me, naked and willing, and I wanted to claim her with every fiber of my being.

I made sure the oven was turned off then followed her into the bedroom. Jennifer was bent over the bed, towel bunched around her waist as she picked through three different outfits she’d laid out across the covers. She hadn’t heard me come in.

“You think you’d get away with that?” I growled, putting my hands around her hips. She squealed, but I already had a tight hold on her - I turned her around so that her ass hung off the edge of the bed and she was facing me. In an instant my cock was out of my pants, throbbing with need. I’d gotten hard as hell from eating Jennifer out first thing in the morning, and the sight of her fresh from the shower had reawakened my desire tenfold.

She looked up at me, submission and caution warring in her eyes. “I knew I shouldn’t have teased you,” she said in a tiny voice.

“Oh, I think you know exactly what you were doing.”

My hand grabbed one of her tits, the nipple stiffening under my thumb. Jennifer bit back a moan, and I could see new moisture on her thighs that had nothing to do with the shower.

“Fuck...you’ve got to wear a condom this time.” She looked like she hated saying the words just as much as I hated hearing them. But there they were, hanging between us.

I shook my head. After last night, after the amazing feeling of exploding inside of her the very same way I’d unloaded in Kara’s pussy, I was never going to let some piece of latex get between me and a woman ever again.

“That’s not what you want,” I grunted. I ran the head of my cock along her slit, teasing her with it. She shivered as it grazed the head of her clit, sending sparks through her body. Her thighs quivered and she arched her back like she was desperate to get me inside of her.

“Keep doing that,” Jennifer whimpered helplessly. “Don’t...don’t put it inside. Just keep running it over my clit. Oh gawd that feels so fucking good...”

I did it three or four more times, savoring the look of shameless ecstacy on Jennifer’s face. Then I pulled back, smirking as she whimpered with frustration at being denied her treat.

“I think I’ve done more than enough things for you this morning,” I said, gripping her tighter. “I need to be buried inside of you, sweetheart. I’m gonna break you in half, just like I did last night.”

Jennifer looked like she wanted nothing more than for me to do just that - but there was still fear in her eyes. “It’s so risky,” she whispered.

“I know.” I made it sound like fun. The head of my cock returned to her clit as I spoke, making her moan and thrash. It was amazing what that single point of contact could do to a girl, how it could completely change her body and mind. “Maybe just the tip?”

We both laughed. It was the excuse of horny teenage couples everywhere, and I was sure Jennifer had heard that more than once.

I could see her reserve draining away as my cock massaged her clit, the pleasure infiltrating her. “Fuck...okay,” she panted, sweat breaking out on her forehead. “But we’ve really got to stop doing this...”

That was all I needed to hear.

Her words were cut off by a groan of pleasure as I thrust inside of her as hard as I could go. My cock slid hilt-deep inside of her with one thrust, bottoming out inside of her tight, wet cunt. Her walls gripped me like they were custom-built to take my shaft, so snug that I couldn’t keep myself from letting out a moan to match her own.

“Do what?” I grunted, my voice thick with pleasure.

“Oh my fucking gawd that’s so good!” Jennifer’s eyes rolled back in her head as pleasure washed over her. “Fuck, I’ll just get an IUD or something. This is so much better than condoms!”

“I know,” I grunted, holding her gaze with my own. “Now lay there and take it, little girl. Daddy needs to burn off all that frustration I built up tonguing your clit. I need to use your tight little cunt to get off...”

I’d never called her that before - never dared use terms like little girl or Daddy in bed. I’d never been bold enough to. But as I pummelled her hard with savage strokes, pinning her ass to the bed, I saw that my words had hit home. Jennifer was loving this! Everything from her movements as she fucked me back to the look on her face let me know that she absolutely adored this newer, more confident, dominant me.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, testing the words on her tongue and finding them hot as hell. “Fuck me harder! Use my wet little kitty, Daddy, fill it all the way up...”

I could feel myself right there, right on the edge. Everything up until now had put me right there, and I was ready to sail completely over into bliss whenever I wanted.

“Gonna fill you up,” I grunted, bearing down on her and drilling as deeply as I could into her sopping wet cunt. I could see it sliding in and out of her, my balls slapping against her opening as I speared her over and over again.

“Do it,” she mewled, her lip curling in a sexy little smirk as she teased me over the edge. “I’m gonna come too, Daddy - I’m wanna come right when you do! I’m so ready to pull all that thick cum inside of me...”

That was more than enough to send me over the edge. The world faded out as pleasure washed over me, so strong and sweet that my knees shook as my balls pumped burst after burst of hot, sticky seed straight into my girlfriend’s womb. My vision blurred from the bliss as I watched her cry out, eyes rolling back in her head as she felt me flood her tight little pussy. Her walls gripped me tight, spasming, and then she was coming too: arching her back and sobbing my name as I coated her walls in thick ropes of cum.

I stayed inside of her as we came down from our peaks. I wouldn’t have admitted it if she’d asked, but I wanted all that hot cum to stay right where it was inside of her. What I thought (or didn’t think) about the idea of Jennifer getting pregnant by my load didn’t matter: it was a primal, biological urge, something I couldn’t control. Her hips moved slowly, grinding down on my dick an inch at a time as she fucked my seed deeper inside of her.

“Fuck,” she moaned. She brushed a lock of sweaty hair away from her face. “That was so bad. We shouldn’t have done that...”

“We shouldn’t be doing this, either,” I growled, driving my cock all the way inside of her. It sent a pleasurable aftershock through both of our bodies. My cock was still so sensitive that I had to grip her harder to keep from crying out - god damn that felt amazing.

“I know,” she panted, although there was no guilt in the hot little look she shot me. “You’re so bad, Jack. You’re going to ruin me...”

I laughed and smirked down at her. “Are you kidding me? You’ve got a boyfriend who wakes you up by eating your cunt, fixes you an amazing breakfast, then fucks your brains out. What exactly are you complaining about, babe?”

She thought about it for a moment - then giggled. “Nothing, I guess,” she admitted, her cheeks coloring. Then she sat up and kissed me, hard, with my cock still buried inside of her.

Fuck, that feels amazing. Damn that’s just the best...

My cock twitched, a final little burst of seed shooting inside of her.

“Mmh, that was a hell of a way to start the day.” Jennifer rested her head against my chest, relaxing into me.

“We’ll have to do it more often,’ I said. Now that I was done, the guilt started tickling along the back of my brain. I was about to re-enter Hyperia and basically do what I’d just done, only with the roles reversed. Inside the game, I’d be the one being waited on hand and foot - and if I was successful in my aim, I’d have a harem of impossibly gorgeous princesses at my beck and call. Is that why I’d done all this?

I shook my head. No. I loved Jennifer. And someday soon, I’d admit all of this to her. I knew I could explain it in a way that made sense.

The rest of the morning passed blissfully. Jennifer and I ate breakfast, then I headed to the shower while she prepared to leave. I heard her muffled “have a good day, babe,” through the door and shot one back. Then there was a pause, and the door opened a crack.

“I just wanted to say,” Jennifer whispered, her voice light, “that you’re the best boyfriend ever.”

Then, before I could say a word, she shut the door.

Best boyfriend ever, I thought, scrubbing myself. She wouldn’t think that if she knew I wasn’t going to work today. If she had the slightest inkling of what I was really about to do while she was away...

Maybe I was wrong about that. I hoped so, anyway. But no matter what, I was going to go back into Hyperia. It was going to claim the princesses. It was my destiny...



Chapter Two
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I blinked into existence in the same spot I’d left Hyperia: my bed at Heartholm’s only inn. It was weird to go from sitting up to laying down in an instant; for a few seconds, all I could do was just lie there and adjust like someone waking up from a long nap.

When I was back in control of myself, I noticed that the bed was freshly made and there was no one else in the room. Where was Kara?

I found the answer downstairs. The common room of the inn was nearly empty at this time of day, except for a slender woman chatting up the bartender. She turned at the sound of my footsteps on the stairs, and Kara smiled at me from across the room.

“Jack!” She pulled me into an embrace that was more than a little naughty. I could hear the bartender snickering from behind his seat. “I’m so glad you’re back!”

“Me too,” I said. I didn’t realize how true it was until I had her in my arms again. WIth Kara’s lithe, athletic body pressed against mine, the “real” world suddenly felt about as important as the virtual one had while I was with my girlfriend Jennifer. It was so easy for me to move between the two worlds, to treat them like different aspects of myself. I wasn’t really worried about my ability to compartmentalize this way; after all, a lifetime of playing games had prepared me for it.

Although, I thought with a smirk, grabbing a firm handful of Kara’s ass, I definitely have never been this forward in EITHER world before...

I enjoyed the feeling of her against me for another few seconds, then leaned over to whisper in her ear. “Are you ready to head out yet?” I asked. “Said all your goodbyes?”

Kara bit her lip. It was one thing to tell me in the throes of passion that she wanted to throw away her old life and come with me - it was quite another to actually say goodbye to everything you’ve ever known, to leave the place you’d lived your entire life.

“I’m ready,” she said after a moment’s hesitation. She looked around the nearly empty inn and laughed to herself. “It’s not like there’s anyone who needs me here, anyhow.”

“Hey, you’re wrong about that,” I said with a smirk. “You’re looking at him.”

Outside, the village of Heartholm was deserted. I don’t know why it continued to surprise me that Hyperia Online was so empty. I knew that the game was no longer popular, that everyone except nostalgia junkies and hardcore princess fans had left it behind for greener pastures long ago. But if the sight of an ordinary dead MMO was one thing, exploring one in virtual reality was a totally different experience. It felt...creepy, somehow, to see how unpopulated it was, how there was nothing except the sounds of the woods where you expected to hear players. Something about it left me more than a little freaked out.

“I’ll be glad to get out of here,” I said, fastening my cloak a little tighter.

Now that Kara had made her decision, it was like a weight had been lifted off her shoulders. “Which direction shall we head? The nearest settlement is the village of Brome, on the other side of the woods. Though the monsters along the way might be a little bit more than a low level adventurer can handle...”

“We’re not going to Brome.”

I glanced around the square furtively, verifying that we were truly alone. I didn’t want to risk another player seeing what I was about to do.

“Hmm?” Kara frowned, crossing her arms. “Where are we headed, then?”

As she spoke, I flipped through menus. I’d already loaded the next segment of my injected code exploit before logging back into the game - and when I found what I was looking for, a smile spread across my face.

Next to the glowing red eye I’d used to allow Kara to become attracted to players, there was a green ‘X’ to the side of my options bar.

X marks the spot, I thought, selecting it. “Take my hand,” I commanded Kara, a little harsher than I’d intended.

Still frowning, she reached over and took my hand in hers - then a wave of pure white light engulfed us both. In an instant, we were gone, leaving the village of Heartholm far behind.



Chapter Three
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The cold hit me like a slap in the face.

In an instant, Kara and I were standing near the edge of a cliff, overlooking a vast and frozen mountain range. Snow-capped peaks stretched off to the horizon as far as the eye could see, sticking up at angles like a porcupine’s quills.

These were the Shatterspine Peaks, a high-level are on the very edge of the world. We’d travelled thousands of miles in a single second, my exploit rewriting our position in the game’s internal cartography as easily as changing a few numbers around. Teleporting this way was slightly risky if any game managers or developers happened to be looking, but considering how dead Hyperia Online was at the moment, I’d judged it worth the risk.

My feet hit the snow, sinking in deep to my ankles. Kara’s did the same a moment later. I was feeling triumphant, satisfied with my newest power - but a quick glance in her direction showed she looked like she was about to fall over with shock.

“How...what did you just do!?” Kara stared at me with a mixture of disbelief and awe, unable to fully process the way she’d been suddenly wrenched so many miles from her home. “What just happened?”

“We teleported,” I explained, taking the lay of the land. This wasn’t the best part of the range for me to have sent us to, but it was far from the worst. It would suit my purposes. “Don’t be scared. People teleport in Hyperia all the time.”

“Yes, at teleport crystals!” There was an edge of panic in Kara’s voice, like she was trying to hold herself back from full-on freaking out. “The nearest crystal to Heartholm is at Brome, and even if you’d somehow snuck over there and attuned yourself to it while I wasn’t looking, you would only be able to teleport yourself there!” She turned in a tight circle, searching the horizon for any sign of civilization. “There is no crystal here. This...this should be impossible!”

“I need you to trust me, Kara,” I said. I hoped the commanding tone in my voice would be enough to snap her out of this - I didn’t need my chief lieutenant losing her shit. Now that I was able to see, the path down the side of the cliff was obvious. I couldn’t see any enemies in the open patch of rocky ground beneath it, but they couldn’t be far.

“Trust you?”

“You’ve lived in one town your entire life, defending it from woodland creatures. There are things about your world you don’t understand.”

Kara paled, and it had nothing to do with the snow. “Do not insult me,” she whispered.

Damn it. I hadn’t meant to do that. “I’m sorry,” I told her. “I didn’t mean to upset you. I just thought it would be easier and take less time to just do this than to explain it.”

I was more than a little impressed that she wasn’t shivering, being half-naked in the cold and all. I guessed that it didn’t affect her as an NPC the way it would me as a player. I was already starting to chill, although it was nothing like the way such a temperature would feel in the real world. I needed to get moving soon.

Kara still didn’t look happy, but the shock of our sudden transportation was starting to wear off. “You could have told me,” she protested.

“From now on, I will,” I assured her. “I’m just...I’m pretty powerful, Kara.”

“You certainly are.” She glanced down the narrow path, looking at it like she already dreaded walking the treacherous steps. “Why did you bring us to this frozen wasteland, Jack?”

“Because I need your help,” I said with a grin. “Come down here with me and I’ll show you.”

But Kara shook her head and folded her arms beneath her breasts. She stood fast in the snow, looking for a moment like some gorgeous statue created by a feverish, horny mountain-dwelling sherpa. “Nuh uh. You can explain first, this time.”

I sighed. Even virtual women could drive you crazy sometimes.

“Alright,” I said, rolling my eyes. “There’s a little obstacle we have to overcome before we can go see Princess Emilia.”

I saw Kara’s eyes widen at the mere mention of her monarch. She wanted to meet her as badly as I did. I wondered - did she want to claim her as badly as I did? Was she still thinking of the promise I’d made her on our first night together, that we’d split the impossibly-beautiful ruler of this land between us in a threesome? Or was the thought too taboo, too...unholy for someone so devoted to their liege lord to contemplate?

Kara sniffed. “And this obstacle can’t be overcome somewhere warm?”

“You’re not even cold,” I shot back with a smirk. “Don’t mope.”

She pouted, but didn’t say anything back. That shut her up, I thought.

After a moment, Kara jutted her chin to point down the narrow path. “So what’s down there?”

I grinned. The cold was really starting to creep into my limbs, so I rubbed my hands together as I spoke. “Big-ass yetis!”

Now it was Kara’s turn to look like she’d been slapped in the face.

“Big what!?”

“Yetis,” I explained. “The mythical mountain man-ape. Inspiration for the Abominable Snowman. They’re the most common enemies in this area. They usually run between level 62 and 65 depending on where they spawn. There’s also Dire Yetis, which have prestige strength and are level 67...”

Kara cut me off with a stare even colder than the snow around my feet. “And why, exactly,” she asked, her cheeks flushing, “did you bring me halfway across the world to kill these ‘big-ass yetis’?”

I frowned. “Like I said, there’s a problem with the Princess.” One that I wasn’t able to solve any other way. Believe me, I’d tried. “I can’t enter the Princess’ palace until I’m level 60.”

Sixty was the original level cap when Hyperia Online launched years ago. The game’s first expansion had pushed it to seventy - which was then upped to seventy-five with the game’s second expansion. Both were now included as part of the base game since it had gone free-to-play, so I didn’t need to worry about that. Rather, an actual audience with one of the world’s three Princesses were intended only for the privileged few, as a way to dispense high-level quests and world events. I’d tried circumventing the rules, but it was hard-coded into the game: any attempt to even load the palace grounds for a character that wasn’t level 60 or better would fail. Even worse, that character had to have completed the base game’s main story quest in order to enter, as well.

Kara looked like she didn’t believe me. “You can send us across the world in the blink of an eye,” she protested. “Yet you can’t just teleport us to Emilia?”

“No,” I said, feeling surly all of a sudden. I didn’t like to confess weakness to Kara; it filled me with frustration. “It’s strange. I can do so much with code, but the leveling system is literally the backbone of the entire game. There’s no way around it. Unfortunately, there’s no shortcuts to circumvent that particular progression system.”

Kara gave me an unreadable look. “...code?”

“Never mind.” I waved a hand in the direction of the enemy spawning ground, feeling more cheerful already. “You, my dear, are going to help me hit level 60 - then we’re doing to go defeat the game’s original end-boss. Both have to be checked off the list before we can go visit Emilia.”

Kara nodded. “Then we’ll just have to roll up our sleeves and get to it.”

We both paused for a moment as the full import of her statement hit, then she grinned. “Although I wouldn’t actually recommend rolling up your sleeves. It’s damned cold.”

“The fires of battle will warm me,” I assured her. “Let’s farm!”

In moments, I’d joined a party with Kara and started down the narrow path to the spawning ground. Rocks slid beneath my feet, the wind whistling in my ears as we made our way down the sheer rock face. The game helpfully informed me as we descended that gold and experience would be shared equally between all party members. Kara wouldn’t need it, of course, but it was good to know I wouldn’t be hogging anything.

We’d just reached more secure footing when I spied the first yeti. It reared out from a snowback, over seven feet tall and covered in pure, corded muscle. It caught sight of us and snorted, steam rising up between its horns.

“That...is quite a monster,” Kara said, taking an involuntary step backwards. “Are you...you are sure about this, yes, Jack?”

“Yes. Oh, one last thing - I’ll need you to handle the first few alone. Weak little kitten like me would be smashed into dirt by that thing, and then where would we be? I’ll just be, uh, standing over here while you bravely defend me.”

Kara looked over her shoulder, her eyes going wide as saucers. “You’re kidding.”

The beast dropped down to all fours, let out a massive roar, and charged.

For a moment, I was worried nothing would happen. But then Kara moved almost without thought, dropping into battle stance and unsheathing her sword. I’d seen the same moves from guards in nearly every city in Hyperia, remember them perfectly from my previous time with the game. It was the default behavior of an NPC guard when an enemy has gotten too close to what they were designed to protect.

I’m going to have to do something about that, I thought grimly.

Kara had no way of knowing this, but she wasn’t fully off the leash yet. My magic eye code had unchained her from the subroutines that kept her tethered to Heartholm and her endless life of handing out quests for new players, but she wasn’t yet able to fully think for herself, or to act for herself.

The thing was, I didn’t want her fully acting for herself - I wanted her acting for me. I needed her, in more ways than one, and there was a very good chance Kara wasn’t ready for the kind of changes an upheaval like that would bring. Containing that while letting it grow was the second objective of this little detour - the one I hadn’t confessed to Kara.

Seducing an NPC was one thing. But if I was going to live my dream of building a harem of the hottest digital girls in existence, I needed more than that. I needed them to serve me. To love me. To worship me, as awful and chauvinistic as that sounded. When it came to Kara, I needed her to think of me the way she thought of Princess Emilia; as someone to protect and respect, to give herself to body and soul.

Was such a thing even possible?

I watched Kara steel herself as the beast charged, drawing on her reserves of power to meet it head on. The snow blew away from her in a tight arc, pushed by the halo of pure energy she surrounded herself with.

She raised her sword at the yeti right as it reached her, and the steel sank hilt-deep into the thing’s flesh like a knife cutting meat.

The yeti let out an enraged bellow as close to a fifth of its life bar disappeared in an instant. Kara seemed surprised at her own strength; she stared at her sword arm in something like wonder as the beast writhed on her steel.

“Swipe through it!” I yelled from where I stood. “Strike when I say, Kara, and we’ll make quick work of it!”

Kara furrowed her brows in that how dare he tell me what to do expression, but a moment later the tendons in her arms flexed and a sideways slash brought her sword straight through the yeti. It bled all over the snow, toppling in a spray of pixelated gore. Kara stared wide-eyed as the beast’s hit points leeched away, until finally the monster itself began to fade. When it was gone, not even the bloodstains remained.

A familiar ding sounded over my head. Level up!

I checked my new stats:

Name: Jack

Class: Warrior

Level: 12

Skills:

-Swift Strike

-Provoke

-Charge Attack

XP to next level: 145

I whistled low through chapped lips. Wow. Twelve level-ups in one monster. That’s impressive.

I looked over Kara to make sure she was okay. She was standing over where the yeti had previously been, drilling holes into the snow with her eyes like she expected it to leap out of thin air and maul her at any moment.

“I killed it,” she murmured, her tone filled with wonder. Her eyes were glassy, like she was staring at something out in the distance, but I knew that whatever she was seeing was coming from within. “I knew I was strong. Gods, I’ve always been the strongest warrior in the village, everyone says so, but...it was almost easy!”

I couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. “Just keep doing what I tell you,” I said, not even bothering to soften the bluntness of my words. “You’re strong, Kara - and I’m going to help you get even stronger. And together, we’ll claim those princesses.”

“We...yes.” Kara’s vision slowly cleared, like someone snapping out of a trance. “I can do this. It won’t take long at all to level you up, Jack.”

I know, I thought. It’s what all this does to YOU that I’m waiting to see. I was forcing Kara into a submissive role, something her NPC subroutines were programmed to respond to positively. If I did it enough, the changes would become permanent. Kara really would see me in much the same way she’d seen Emilia, or the leaders of the Warriors Guild in Brome: as her natural superiors.

It felt kind of rotten to exploit her programming this way. But I reminded myself that it wasn’t like this was unheard of in the “real” world. People were always manipulating each other, using them mercilessly to get ahead and get what they wanted. In my world, the people who were the most ruthless and sociopathic about it were the ones who rose to the top of the food chain. Why would it be any different here?

And besides, I thought with a grin, it’s not like I’m going to make her do anything wrong. I just want to be a little bit more of the MAN in our relationship, that’s all. Is that so wrong?

“Keep at it, Kara,” I said, encouraging her with my hands around my mouth. “There’s another one spawning!”

Kara raced towards her new quarry, her sword flashing in her hand.

Oh yeah, I thought. This is going to be great.



Chapter Four
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Over the next hour or so, Kara leveled me all the way to the mid-sixties. For the first half of it, our methods hadn’t changed: I stayed on the sidelines, alternatively commanding her and cheering her on as she slew yeti after yeti after yeti. Once I felt that I had enough experience, I jumped into the fray as well, double-teaming the creatures to get myself leveled up faster.

Finally, I called a halt.

“Pull back,” I told Kara, taking a step up the narrow trail. “We’ve done enough. Let’s move somewhere these creatures won’t notice us.”

The blonde warrior nodded and followed me up the trail, not faltering once. She moved as if the snow beneath our feet were as firm as a concrete floor, nothing to worry about. I glanced at her over my shoulder as I made my way up from the spawning ground, wondering what was going on behind those eyes.

I felt an ache in my limbs - but also, I was elated. It took a long time for VRMMO designers to figure out how a “level up” should feel in a game like Hyperia Online. What eventually became the industry standard was a small hit of pure dopamine, pumped into the player’s bloodstream as the friendly DING notified them of the change. It wasn’t pleasure, not exactly - nothing sexual. Just a rush; a great feeling like climbing a mountain or getting a promotion at work. Thanks to Kara’s power-leveling skills, I’d been getting these hits every few minutes. Now I felt like I was on top of the world; like nothing could stop me.

We were both panting by the time we made it back to the top of the cliff. The wind had picked up a bit, and there were dark clouds out on the horizon. It didn’t take a weatherman to know that there’d be a blizzard in this area soon. If we didn’t get out of here before it hit, we’d be wading through waist-deep snow in no time.

I had no intention of staying in the Shatterspine Peaks much longer. I just needed to test one more thing, first.

I crossed my arms and looked Kara up and down as she reached the crest, scanning her for weaknesses like one of her old drill sergeants. “You did well,” I said, keeping my face neutral.

Her face lit up. “Thank you,” she said, beaming. “I’m...I’m so happy I could help you, sir.”

Sir? She’d never called me that before. Hearing it sent a hit of pleasure through me that was almost the twin of those level-ups I’d been feeling earlier. I decided right then and there that I liked it.

“You are helping me,” I said, stepping closer to her. “You’re a very good girl, Kara. Very obedient. Always ready to do what I need...”

That glassy look was back in her eyes. It was like Kara was staring at something way off on the horizon, trying to make it out. “Y...yes,” she panted. Her cheeks were flushed, and it had nothing to do with the climb up here.

It worked, I thought, grinning. All it had taken to get Kara back into her old NPC subroutines was treating her like my soldier for an hour or two. An almost physical pleasure infiltrated her body at my compliments: she was so eager to please that I could feel her trembling as I ran a finger down one of her smooth, athletic biceps.

“You like serving me, don’t you?” The way I said it made it barely a question. “You need someone to tell you what to do, Kara.”

She chewed the inside of her cheek, her face a warring mask of emotions. “I...I know that, Sir,” she confessed, as if ashamed of her own weakness. “You’ve done so much for me. I never thought I’d leave Heartholm behind, not really. I spent years there, doing the same thing over and over again, bored out of my mind...you’re the one who gave me the power to put all that behind me.”

I nodded. “I’m glad you’re with me, Kara. You were wasted in that starting town.”

There was something feverish in her eyes. “I never knew any of this was possible,” she whispered, her tone thick with awe. “But when you told me what you were going to do to Emilia, that you were going to make all the Princesses kneel before you and worship you...”

She groaned with pleasure, her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric of her top.

“It makes me so hot,” she whimpered, shame and lust turning her cheeks pink. “I want you to do it to them, Sir. I want you to make all the girls in our world free, just like you did to me. And I...I want to help you! I want to be there right by your side, curled up in your lap while you make the world yours...”

Wow. This...this was more than I had hoped for. It was crazy how quickly Kara’s personality was changing - but she was undergoing a monumental change. After years and years of the same guard routines, everything she’d stood for in her old life might come to seem evil - and me, her rescuer, might start to look superhuman. Wasn’t I able to transport her across the world in the blink of an eye? Didn’t I teach her that she could slay the yeti as easily as thinking about it?

I had to set this in stone now. I wanted this version of Kara beside me, to help me seduce the Princesses and run my harem. I made the decision in an instant, moving on a level more primal than thought.

“Kneel,” I commanded her. “Right now.”

Kara let out a whimper as she sank to her knees. She stared up at me, love and devotion shining in her eyes as a smile spread across her face. “What are you going to do to me, Sir?”

I raised my hand, and my sword flickered to life in my hand. This time I was ready for the sudden change in weight, and was able to hold it without the slightest tremble. Kara went wide-eyed at the sight of it, fear entering her expression for a moment, until I tapped the cold steel against her shoulder.

“Kara,” I intoned, tapping first her left shoulder then her right. “I name you the First of my Harem.”

She gasped.

“I promise to protect you,” I continued. “To share everything I gain with you. To raise you up into glory as my right hand.”

“Yes...Master.” Kara blushed as she tested the word on her tongue, searching my eyes for my reaction. It was surprise - she looked so similar to Jennifer calling me Daddy for the first time that for a moment, I saw double. “And I promise to protect you, as well.”

“More than that,” I grunted.

She smiled. “Yes. I promise to serve you. To worship you with my body, the way the whole world will soon. To let you use me for your pleasure whenever and however you want - without limit. And,” she added, a little bit of the old Kara shining through her eyes, “I promise not to get too jealous of the other girls we claim.”

I could barely believe what I was hearing. “Get up,” I said, tossing the sword away. “Get the hell up and kiss me.”

Kara was on her feet in a flash, her mouth smothering my own. I grabbed her around the waist and lifted her off the ground, pulling her towards me as our heat made the wintry climate around us feel hot as a desert. Before I knew what I was doing, I had Kara’s top off and was buried between her breasts, licking and sucking at her sensitive nipples while she groaned and held onto the back of my head.

“I...I want you to have me,” Kara groaned, grinding her hips against me.

“Me too,” I said. “Right now. You don’t mind the cold?”

Kara laughed as she shook her head. “Not at all. But I want...I want to do something special for you, Master.”

At the word special my cock gave an excited twitch. Kara and I had already fucked like wild animals - what could be more special than that?

“You know that thing I do with my mouth?” For a moment her lips made a perfect little ‘o’, as if I wasn’t thinking about her awesome blowjob skills half the time I was looking at her. “The one that the men in the village brag about their women doing for them sometimes?”

I nodded. “Oh yeah.”

She giggled. “Well...there’s something else they brag about. Not something they brag about their women doing, but their whores. They’re the only ones who’ll let them: no civilized woman would...”

Okay. Now I had to know what she was talking about. “Tell me.”

She bit her lip, like she was ashamed of her own words. “I want to give you my ass, Master. I want to let you fuck me in the ass. Master?”

She looked at me, concerned, because I probably looked like I’d just swallowed something too big for my throat. I felt a warm, tingly feeling in my chest, working its way through my extremities.

Holy shit, I thought. Holy fucking shit...

Jennifer was, without a doubt, the best lover I’d ever had. She was good in bed, she was giving, and in general she was down for whatever I wanted to do, within reason. There was only one exception: she had never, not even once, given me anal.

In fact, I’d never had anal sex. With anyone. I’d been hoping that Jennifer would finally change her mind one of these days, but it didn’t matter how drunk or high she got, she never gave me consent to enter her backdoor. It was “dirty,” she’d said, it was something “good girls” didn’t do. Did she realize that saying things like that just made me want it more?

“I...” I fumbled, trying to find the right words. “Are you sure, Kara?”

She took the wrong message from that. Her eyes burned as she stared me down, as if I’d insulted her honor.

“I know it’s supposed to be uncomfortable - at first,” she said, studying my reaction. “I know it hurts. But I...I want it to hurt, Master. I want to show you how much I love you. I want you to know that it doesn’t matter if it hurts, that I’ll do absolutely anything to make you feel good. Does that...does that even make sense, Master?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, struggling to regain control of the conversation. The last thing I wanted was to look a fool in front of Kara literally seconds after recruiting her into my harem. “You’re making perfect sense, babe...”

I blinked. When had I started referring to Kara that way?

Kara was almost shy as she turned around, thrusting her big ass in the air like an invitation. “I don’t know what the best way to do it is,” she said, uncertain, “but whatever you want, I’ll do. You can hold me up, or I’ll get down on my knees and let you fuck me from behind...”

This was so amazing. This was so much more than I had expected. And as I watched Kara present herself to me, turning her very body into an offering for her new Master, an idea flared to life in my head.

“No,” I grunted.

Kara looked like she’d been slapped. I swear I saw a tear forming in the corner of her eye. “What? Did I do something wrong, Master?”

Oops. “No, of course not. You’ve done everything right, Kara.” I caressed her hips, running my fingers over her thin leather pants until she moaned and arched her back. “I just don’t want that to happen here.”

“Oh!” She glanced around without thinking, as if I meant a more comfortable spot on the mountain. I couldn’t help but grin at that. “Where, then?”

I was already clicking through menus with my eyes to find the little green ‘X’. A more rational part of my brain knew that it was a bad idea to teleport anywhere other than the Princess’ palace. This power wasn’t like my ability to seduce: it would show up on the radar of anyone watching for it like a signal flare in a patch of dark woods. But I couldn’t help myself. Kara was offering her most precious, forbidden hole to me, something no other man had ever or would ever possess, and there was only one place I wanted to experience it.

“Take my hand,” I commanded, triggering my code exploit for a second time. “We’re about to take the shortest, best vacation of your life.”
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The second place I teleported Kara and I to couldn’t have been more different than the first.

Warm, sweet air greeted us as we stepped out of the portal. Our boots sank not into snow, but sand - an endless stretch of dark, thick sand. Beyond it, waves crashed and foamed onto the shore, the sound more soothing than anything that could be bought or borrowed in civilization. A bright sun warmed my body, helping me shake away the chill of the Shatterspine Peaks.

“Wow!” Kara’s expression was filled with wonder. “Where are we?”

I looked around, satisfied myself that we were alone, and grinned. “This is my favorite spot in all of Hyperia: Costa Beach.”

Kara looked at the waves, at the sand, at the surf like it was all some sort of wonderful dream. “I’ve never even heard of it.”

“We’re not technically in Princess Emilia’s domain anymore,” I explained. “I found this place the first time I played the game, years ago. Back then, I was in Nephra’s territory; a mage.”

Before her treatment program, those words would have caused Kara some suspicion: but now, she only smiled. “I love it!”

“Me too. Let’s see if the water is as nice as I remember.”

In moments, I’d unequipped all of my clothes besides a basic pair of boxer shorts. There was no need to worry about enemies here. Costa Beach was uninhabited territory with a small tourist inlet on one end. Since its single town was the only spot within miles to have a teleport crystal, no one bothered to come out here. It probably would’ve been the loneliest place in the game if I hadn’t had Kara with me.

I turned to say something to her: and froze. Kara had unequipped her armor as well, only she hadn’t stripped down to the game’s boring underwear the way I had. Instead, she was clad in a tight string bikini that just barely covered her nipples and her swollen, dripping slit. I swear it felt like my mouth hit the ground as I saw her, sexier than any swimsuit model I’d ever seen.

She laughed at the look on my face. “You like it, Sir? It’s been in my inventory forever, but I’ve never had a chance to wear it before. I honestly thought I never would.”

I stared at her like a beast sizing up its next meal, some primal, caveman part of my mind ripping free and seizing control.

“I need you,” I growled, grabbing her around the hips. “Now.”

“Fuck - yes, Master!” Kara yielded eagerly to my touch, stepping into the surf. “Oh wow, that water feels amazing...”

It did - it was cool and refreshing on my ankles as we waded in - but that’s not what I craved right then. It wasn’t what I needed.

I helped Kara onto her knees and turned her around, so that she was on all fours in the surf. It came halfway up her arms, lapping at her tanned thighs and swaying breasts. She looked like some sort of ocean-based fertility goddess as she stuck her big ass in the air and wiggled it, grinning at me over her shoulder.

“I’m so wet for you, Master,” she panted, pulling her bikini bottoms to the side. “Look...”

It was true. Kara’s cunt was boiling over with need, sending twin trails of moisture down her glistening thighs. It looked so good that I wanted to bury my face in it, to worship it with my tongue until she was tight and warm and freshly-fucked and perfectly ready for me.

Then I saw what was just above it, and everything changed.

Kara spread her ass cheeks with both hands, and I caught a glimpse of her tight little pucker. No man had ever fucked her there - and no man but me ever would. My cock grew rock hard at the thought of claiming her, of making her moan my name as I shot so deep inside of her.

Gripping myself around the base, I slid the swollen head of my cock against that tight, virgin opening. Kara bit her lip, waves lapping around her as she relaxed and let the tip inside.

“You’re sure you want to do this?” I asked in a harsh voice. I honestly have no idea what I would have done if Kara had said no. I’d like to think I’d have instead moved down to her pussy, fucked her that way, but I was so seized by the desire to claim her, to own her, that I wasn’t thinking straight. Fortunately, I didn’t have to.

Kara nodded. “Could you...could you go slowly at first, Master? Until I’ve gotten used to it?”

Her request set off an unexpected tenderness in me. “Of course,” I said, grabbing a nice handful of her ass. “You let me know when you’re ready for me slap this and pull your hair the way you deserve.”

Her lips parted in an ‘o’ of pleasure, and her eyes rolled back in her head. “Yes, Master! Fuck me! Fuck me in the ass!”

With a grin, I thrust my hips forward and buried myself inside of Kara, shattering her anal virginity with one smooth stroke. I cried out in sudden, hot pleasure as the first few inches of my swollen cock penetrated her. Kara’s ass was both similar to her pussy and totally different at the same time: it was silky where her cunt was ridged, and so snug I could barely move. I pushed in deeper, watching my cock slide into my harem girl’s ass like something from the hottest porno ever filmed.

“Ah! Oh wow, that’s so much! You can go deeper, Master...I can take it!” Kara wrinkled her nose, her cute face scrunching up at the pain as my full length began to fill her.

Let’s add a little pleasure to that pain, I thought with a cruel smirk, reaching between her legs.

I found Kara’s clit and rubbed it in hard, driving circles, making it pulse with pleasure as I bottomed out inside of her. Soon she was thrashing in the water, arching her back as the mixed signals she was receiving threatened to send her right over the edge into a screaming orgasm.

“Oh fuck! Oh yes, Master! More, please more!” Kara was all biology and need now, little more than an animal, and I kept both the pain and pleasure going as I frigged her clit and fucked her tight little ass.

This is so amazing, I thought, shudders of pleasure traveling down my shaft. I HAVE to get Jennifer to do this sometime. Jesus, she doesn’t know what she’s missing...

My hand came down on Kara’s ass, hard, making her squeal with pain as I drove my cock deep into her most forbidden hole. “You ready for me to fuck you hard, slut?”

She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes gleaming with pleasure. “Yes, Master! I’m so sorry I didn’t say so sooner! Please, please fuck my ass as hard as you want! Use me to get off, Master! I belong to you! I’m yours!”

I was pummelling Kara’s body now, moving her back and forth across the sand as I put my whole body into thrusting. My feet dug in harder for leverage, and my hand strayed from her ass to her blonde hair, grabbing a handful to keep her pinned against me. She was almost suspended in the surf this way, and I loved the way it made her feel like an absolute fuckdoll: an object entirely for my pleasure. My balls slapped against her slit as I pounded her ass, her hips slamming down on me with every thrust like an experienced whore.

Kara felt the change even before I did; my cock swelled bigger and harder inside of her. “I can feel you getting ready to shoot, Master,” she said, her voice rising into a teasing register. “Are you going to give me all that hot, sweet cum right inside my asshole? Are you going to give me more than you ever have, Master?”

I certainly felt like it. My entire body was feverish with pleasure; I couldn’t stop if I wanted to. “Gonna come,” I grunted, digging so hard into Kara’s hips with my fingers that they’d have bruises later. “Gonna fucking come...!”

“Do it,” she begged, sticking her ass up so high that her face nearly sank beneath the waves. “Give it all to me, Master, shoot every drop inside my tight, perfect ass...”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I buried myself inside of her as deep and far as I could go, spearing her gorgeous ass with my cock. The silky walls gripped me as snug as a glove as I let go, exploding inside of her with the force of a geyser. Pleasure and relief flooded through me as my balls pumped burst after burst of come into Kara’s most intimate opening, filling it to the brim with my seed. I felt her hand tense at her clit as she felt the warmth spread inside of her, then grip tightly, then she was coming too. She screamed out across the waves as she climaxed, ass and pussy spasming, gripping me so tight I could barely think as we both rode out our orgasms. It was one of the most intense experiences of my life.

As I came down from my peak, I pulled out of Kara and slapped the meat of her ass with my swollen, dripping cock. She sank down into the surf a bit, letting the waves wash her clean, and groaned with aftershocks as the water teased her still-sensitive clit. The two of us lay half-submerged, basking in the sun.

I felt high. I felt like...well, I’d never felt this good before. Not ever.

I’ll have to bring more girls here, I thought dazedly. Once I have my harem, we’ll set up a little vacation house right on this beach. Cookouts, brews...and sex in the surf only a few feet away. I leered at Kara, who’d discarded the last of her clothes and now floated naked in the knee-deep water, panting with pleasure. And no bikinis allowed.

“Thank you, Master,” Kara whispered, so low I could barely hear her over the waves. “Thank you for fucking me. I love you so much...”

“I loved fucking you,” I replied. I wasn’t willing to commit to anything more, not with Jennifer in the back of my mind. But I definitely felt something for Kara, no matter how much I didn’t want to admit it. I liked her, and I liked spending time with her. The fact that she let me bring her to a gorgeous beach and fuck her in the ass certainly helped, but that wasn’t one hundred percent of why.

“I could stay here forever,” Kara murmured, looking up at the sky. “This place is so wonderful. I never want to leave.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” I told her with a smirk. “But we’ve got to. After all, don’t you want to see your Princess in one of those bikinis?”

I didn’t think Kara was capable of arousal again so soon after the good, hard fucking I’d given her. I was wrong. Her nipples stiffened instantly, new heat blooming between her thighs. She parted her legs and shamelessly rubbed herself, grinning up at me like she was daring me to stop her.

“I’d love that,” she moaned, pumping two fingers inside of herself. “I want to watch that haughty little bitch queen debase herself for you, sir. I can’t wait to see her face the very first time a big, hard cock plunges right into her stuck-up cunt...”

My cock was fully focused on the sight of Kara fingering herself, but something about her words lit a fuse in the back of my head. It didn’t take long for it to ignite.

“Wait,” I commanded, hating the look of frustration on Kara’s face. “What do you mean, ‘very first time’?”

She looked up at me in confusion, then her face cleared. “You don’t know?”

I shook my head.

Her grin was as wicked as it was lusty. “All the Princesses are virgins, of course. None of them has ever been touched by a man. They consider themselves above base pleasures like that.” Kara scoffed as she continued to frig her sopping wet pussy. “Frigid fucking bitches...”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It made sense, of course it made sense, but knowing it in the abstract and being presented with the reality were two different things.

All three Princesses were virgins. The virtual goddesses of Hyperia Online: Emilia, Alyssa and Nephra - all of them were completely unspoiled. I’d be the only man they ever fucked - the only one they ever served.

The sound of my heart pounding in my chest was enough to drown out the waves.

“Master? Are you alright?”

No, I was not alright. I was better than alright.

I was fucking stoked.

“Get up,” I told her, re-equipping my armor and kit. “We’ll have more time to fool around soon.”

“Of course, Master. One second.” Suddenly Kara’s fingers were a blur beneath the surf, kicking up tiny eddies in the water as her hips rocked upward. “Fuck...fuck...fuck!”

I stared at her in disbelief. “Did you just come?”

She shot me that naughty grin I was already coming to adore. “Yes, Master. I’ll be much more focused now that I’ve taken care of that. Although I’ll still be walking around soaking wet in my armor.”

That was interesting. “You’re always wet?”

She nodded. “I’m turned on just by the sight of you, Master. Just being in the same room with you makes my pussy throb. These tight little leather panties of mine are so soaked...”

“Then I’ll have to order Emilia to tear them off you with her teeth,” I grunted. “Take my hand. We’ve got one more stop, then we can make her ours.”

And all the others, I thought. Once one is down, it’ll be the easiest thing in the world to teleport to the other two. I’ll have my harem before this play session is even over...

“Of course, Master.” I concealed my disappointment as Kara’s clothes reformed around her, covering her flawless curves like a second skin. “Where to? Or do you want it to be a surprise again?”

I shook my head. “No need. We’re going to the Black Circle. You and I should be more than enough to take down the game’s final boss. Then we can warp straight to Emilia.”

“And make her ours,” Kara whispered, taking my hand.

I was more than ready. But as I pushed the green ‘X’ to teleport us to the final area of the main quest, I had no way of knowing that what we were about to do was going to change Hyperia Online forever. Or that this ‘dead’ game was about to become anything but...
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The morning after I hit level 60 in Hyperia Online, I went for a jog.

I hadn’t jogged regularly in years. It had been part of my routine in college - following the same path through campus every morning before classes, burning a few calories and waking myself up before the beginning of a long day. Somewhere along the line, I’d stopped doing it. Maybe it was the long hours programming, eating what came out of company vending machines - maybe it was that I’d just gotten too comfortable in my life with Jennifer. I can’t tell you exactly why I did it. I only knew that when I woke up, I heard a thought in my head that hadn’t been there in a long time: let’s go for a jog.

Our apartment complex had its own jogging trail, threading between two other buildings and crossing into a public park for a bit before making its way back around. I judged it to be about a half mile of concrete; overgrown with weeds in spots, but still serviceable. I’d try two laps, then depending on how I felt I’d either stop or keep going.

By the time I was done with the first lap, I knew that the second would be the only one I was going to do. I was panting and sweating by the time I was far from my door, embarrassment flooding me at how out of shape I was. Thank God there was no one else on the trail at this hour: I’d hate for them to see me like this.

I glanced down at my shaking stomach: and all of a sudden, I knew exactly why I was doing what I was doing. I half-expected to see sleek, toned abs when I glanced at myself - the way I looked inside of Hyperia.

I wanted my body to resemble that badass that I was inside of the game.

Come on, wimp, I told myself, picking up the pace. You can do this.

Something inside of me must have had an invigorating effect. I felt a second wind hit as I rounded the corner and stepped out of our parking lot - suddenly I was practically sprinting. I grinned as a gust of wind hit my face, still cold in the early-morning light. This was fun!

I finished the second lap and did a third, adrenaline racing through my bloodstream. This felt great; hell, it was nearly as good a dopamine hit as leveling up inside of the game. How had I let myself get so complacent? I’d been sitting on my ass before Hyperia, getting pudgy around the waist from frozen pizzas and craft beer. Jennifer didn’t neglect herself this way: she was a gym fanatic. I couldn’t let myself go either.

I threw my hands up like a marathon runner breaking the finish line tape as I made my way back to our apartment complex. From now on, I resolved to do this every day. I’d spent way too long being lazy; too many hours on video games and easy living. Being a confident, alpha male stud in Hyperia Online was making me crave the real thing - and I was tired of not seizing what was in front of me.

Probably should stop playing so many video games, too, I thought as I slowed to a walk on the asphalt. Except for one, of course...

Things inside of Hyperia were amazing, better than my wildest dreams. As I walked, I thought of what Kara must be doing inside of the game. She was waiting for me, no doubt, unwilling to do anything without my permission. After all, she was good at waiting - the gorgeous blonde warrior had once been an NPC guard in one of the game’s starting cities, dispensing low-level quests. That had all changed when I’d unshackled her from her programming, took her far away and showed her a life she’d never dreamed of. Now she’d sworn herself to me, served me without question. I don’t know if the word love could encompass the way Kara and I felt about each other, but it was close enough to make me feel a little strange around my real-world girlfriend.

Speak of the devil, I thought with a grin. Jennifer was making her way down the stairs from the third floor, dressed for a trip to the gym. She was wearing a tight little athletic top and an even tighter pair of yoga pants, her long blonde hair done up in a cute ponytail that bobbed as she walked. The tightness of her top kept her tits from doing the same, but that didn’t apply to her ass. I watched it jiggle as she approached, leering openly at my woman like a predator sizing up its prey.

I want her, I thought. The idea rose up so naturally out of my mind that it shocked me. The old me would never have just jumped right to wanting sex at the sight of his girlfriend: he would have thought something respectful and averted his eyes. But I was done being that guy. I had confidence; confidence given to me by a video game, sure, but it was still the same thing. I waited for her to notice me as she made her way down.
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She reached the bottom of the stairs and stopped, caught a little bit off-guard. “Jack? I noticed you weren’t in bed when I woke up. I figured you were in your game...”

The fact that she’d noticed how much time I was spending in Hyperia set off an alarm bell in the back of my head. I ignored it, for now.

“Nope.” I wiped my forehead with the back of my hand and looked her up and down. “Just taking a quick run. Figured it was a beautiful day for it.”

Jen looked shocked. “Wow. Good for you!”

“Yeah. Where are you headed off to?” I followed next to her as she made her way to the car, checking her out every step of the way. I was getting hard in my boxers looking at her - savoring the beauty of the woman I possessed.

“Early morning yoga class.” She stretched as she reached the door of her car, yawning like nearly anything on Earth sounded like a more attractive option. “I hate getting up this early, but it was literally the only class that had space-”

She cut off as my hands encircled her waist. I leaned in close, savoring the sweet scent of her freshly-washed hair, her gorgeous body. “Why not be a little late today?”

I felt her relax into me. My hand slid between her thighs, massaging them through her yoga pants, and she had to bite back a groan of pleasure.

“Oh fuck, what’s gotten into you, Jack?” She pushed my face back with her hand, but her hips tightened around my fingers, grinding on them as she rode the pleasure.

“You have, good girl.” I gripped her tighter, letting her feel my strength. “I need you. You parading out here in that outfit is like setting a meal in front of a hungry wolf.”

She let out a little whimper and pressed her ass against my hardening cock. “You going to devour me?”

A thousand things shot through my head: we were in public, Jennifer still wasn’t on birth control, this was crazy - but just as quickly, I dismissed them. Don’t think about it, I told myself. Don’t give HER time to think about it, either. Just fucking give in...

Wow. Now that was the kind of thinking I never would have engaged in before Hyperia.

“Get in the car,” I growled, lifting her off the ground and turning her to face the door while she squealed. “Now.”

Jennifer’s breath caught in her throat. I could hear her heart hammering in her chest, heat blooming between her thighs as I pinned her between my body and the car. For a moment she hit the same wall as me: wait, are we really doing this?, then pure animal instinct took over. 

“No,” I grunted, literally slapping her hand away from the door. “Back seat. Now.”

She went for the other door, hesitating only a moment, then said something that nearly sent me right over the edge, just standing next to her.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered, grinding her ass against me as she opened the back door on the driver’s side. She glanced over her shoulder, unsure if she’d just gone too far. Had she?

“Good girl,” I said, bending her down and helping her into the backseat. I whispered a silent prayer of thanks that Jennifer kept hers clean: if this were my car, there’d have been too much junk for us both to fit.

Why? I asked myself suddenly. Why not clean it? I made a mental note to do just that, today, then turned my attention back to my girlfriend’s absolutely mouth-watering ass.

This time, there was no bandying about over condoms. Both of us knew exactly what we wanted, and we weren’t going to let anything get between us and what we were about to do. I brought my hand down on Jennifer’s ass, giving it a hard swat that made her moan, then gripped the waistband of her pants and tugged them down.

“Naughty girl,” I grunted, my eyes feasting on her tanned, exposed flesh. “No panties.”

“You don’t wear panties with yoga pants,” she explained, her voice thick with anticipation. “Fuck, I’m so glad you don’t...”

Her slit was right in front of me, dripping wet as her pussy pulsed with need. She was right there, ripe for the taking. So I did.

My fingers found her sex and slipped inside easily, seeking her clit. I watched as her eyes rolled back in her head, cheeks going apple-red as bliss infiltrated her body. When I found her clit and started stabbing it with hard little thrusts, I could literally feel her walls quaking around me.

Oh yeah, I thought with pride. She’s not going to get much more ready than that...

My fingers inside of her only made my mind race with the thought of how great my cock would feel there. The car filled with the smell of sex as my fingers left her and tugged down the waistband of my boxers. Something about the thought of that - of Jennifer driving to her class with my cum deep inside her and the car reeking, the smell making it perfectly clear to anyone with a pulse that I’d been fucking her brains out - filled me with a primal, caveman sort of pride.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I growled, taking a fistful of her ass in both of my hands. “Gonna fucking split you on this big dick...”

The head of my cock pressed gently into her folds, enough for just the tip to penetrate into her wetness. The single point of contact drove her nuts. In an instant she was clawing at the interior of the car, rocking her hips on me hard to try and get me all the way inside of her.

“Please, Daddy,” she panted, her mouth forming a little ‘o’ of pleasure as she looked over her shoulder at me. “Please fuck a baby into me!”

“That,” I grunted, “is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard, babe.”

Before she could respond, I relaxed my grip on her ass and let her hips slam down around my cock. I sank hilt-deep into her without having to move a muscle, every inch of my throbbing shaft embraced by her tight, wet walls. It was like getting a blowjob from her cunt; and the pleasure was so strong that my knees shook.

“There we go,” she whimpered, slamming herself on me again. “That’s right. You like that, Daddy? You like that sopping wet pussy?”

I did - but this was getting a little bit too female-dominant for my liking. I decided to take back control.

The next time she rocked her body backwards, I thrust forward at the same moment. The motion brought me deep inside of her, grazing her innermost core with the swollen head of my cock. I felt Jennifer break apart as I rammed her g-spot, and when I grabbed a handful of her hair for leverage she screamed in mingled pain and pleasure.

That’s more like it, I thought.

I put my hand on the back of her neck and forced her into the seat, until she was face-down-ass-up in the backseat. Lifting one leg for more leverage put me at the perfect angle to pummel her, so I did. Thrust after hard thrust stabbed her sweet pussy, pumping her like a piston as I held her firmly in front of me.

“Oh yeah,” I grunted. “That’s much better. You like being Daddy’s little fuck doll, baby? You like it when Daddy takes all his frustration out on your wet little cunt?”

“Uh HUH!” Jennifer’s voice was wild with pleasure, so loud that even inside the car there was a real danger of waking the neighbors. I didn’t care. Let them get up; let them come down and see how a real man seeded his woman. The world had shrunk to the perfect, honey-warm point of contact between my body and Jennifer’s, and as far as I was concerned the rest could fuck right off.

My balls slapped against her big ass with every thrust, tingling with pleasure. I was getting close, and Jennifer could feel it. My cock swelled larger inside of her, stretching her walls as it grew to unbelievable levels of hardness.

“You’re so fucking hard, baby,” she whimpered, splaying in the seat to give me the best angle into her dripping cunt. “God, you’re like a fucking piece of granite inside me! Keep fucking me - keep pounding my wet little kitty! Come on, give me that cum, give me every fucking drop of that cum...”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. The world went white and the windows fogged over as I reached the point of no return, one final hard thrust sending me right over the edge. Jennifer’s walls clenched around me as I came, thick ropes of hot, heavy cum shooting straight into her waiting womb. My girlfriend cried out like a woman possessed, back arching and eyes rolling back so that only the whites showed as my seed flooded her walls. Her legs kicked, her face went red as a stop sign, and suddenly I knew she was coming, too. She let out a long, pleasurable moan through clenched teeth, writhing with bliss as her pussy gripped me. I shot inside of her with each pulse of my heartbeat, and I felt her cunt doing the same right back to me - sucking my load deep into her fertile body as I unloaded.

Once it was over, Jennifer rolled over onto her side and unlatched the door next to her head. Some safety feature in the car dinged repeatedly as she stuck her head outside and gasped, sucking in big lungfuls of air.

“Fuck,” she groaned, laughing as she rolled onto her back and looked up at me. “Holy shit that was amazing, Jack...”

I had to concur. I couldn’t believe we had just done that - but part of me already wanted to do it again. I’d never been this bold before, this confident, this flagrantly willing to break every rule if it meant burying my cock inside a tight, wet cunt. I grinned at Jennifer as she worked her yoga pants back up her slender legs, watching the show.

“You can take the day off,” I said with a lopsided grin. “That was more than enough of a work out.”

“I think I missed the class!” Jennifer’s eyes lit up, like she couldn’t believe what she was saying. She gripped the roof of the car and used it as leverage to pull herself out, looking back and forth across the parking lot to make sure we were still alone. “Fuck, I can’t believe we just did that. That was so bad...”

“It was awesome,” I said, sliding out of the car. “I don’t know why we don’t do that sort of thing more often.”

Jennifer shook her head as she grinned at me. She looked like she was trying to figure out who this strange man was who’d just fucked her brains out.

“I don’t know what has gotten into you,” she said, shutting her door. “But I like it.”

“Yeah?”

She nodded. “Oh yeah.” She put her hands on her hips, blinking like she needed to adjust to the light. “You know, when you started getting back into that game, I thought to myself ‘oh crap, here he goes again.’ I was so sure I was going to find you this morning hooked up to that VR console, knee-deep in anime babes.”

I struggled to keep my face neutral. She didn’t...she didn’t know what was going on in Hyperia, did she? A moment later, I dismissed the thought. Of course she didn’t.

“Not at all,” I said. “Honestly, I think...” I paused, asking myself how much I really wanted to tell Jennifer. “...I think it’s the game that’s doing this, actually.”

“Yeah?” Now that she’d come screaming all over my cock, Jennifer was much more relaxed. “How so?”

“I don’t know, I just...I think its done me good.” I swallowed hard. “Do you want me to quit or something?”

Would I actually do that if Jennifer asked? I had no idea.

Fortunately, I didn’t need to worry. “Fuck no!” She laughed, then pulled me into a hug. “Keep playing, seriously! If it does this, I might have to start playing, too!”

No thought had ever made me feel more conflicted in my life. The thought of Jennifer discovering my relationship with Kara made me cringe - but the idea of sharing the kingdom I was building with the woman I loved had an allure that made me dizzy.

“Nah,” I said, giving her a spank on the ass. “It’s more of a guy thing.”

“Cool.” She didn’t seem put out by it. “Anyway, now I have to get to work. We just boinked away my entire class.” A sly, knowing grin spread across her face. “You think I should go back in and change, or go in like this?”

I thought again of my seed inside of her, the car filled with the smell of sex. “Hell no,” I said, leering at her. “I want to think about you walking around in the clothes we fucked in all day.”

She pursed her lips and planted a kiss on my cheek. “I’ll be thinking about it, too. Maybe I’ll send you a fun text later.” As she got into the car, her face grew serious for a moment. “And really, babe - next time, we HAVE to use condoms.”

Everything inside of me rebelled at that, but I knew enough to nod. “Sure thing,” I told her. “Good luck today.”

“Thanks!” She shut the door and buckled up, her mind already moving to think about the day ahead. As was mine.

Once Jennifer had pulled out of the parking lot and headed to work, I made my way back into our apartment. She had no way of knowing that I’d taken a couple of vacation days off work - unlike her, I had no appointments to keep.

Well, I thought with a grin, except for one...

I had a date with a gorgeous warrior babe who called me Master. And once the two of us slew the final boss of the game’s main quest - a task we were easily overleveled for - there’d be nothing to stop me from adding the Princesses to my harem.

I might have been becoming a more confident, commanding alpha male in the real world - but in Hyperia, I was about to make my dreams come true. Four impossibly beautiful women at my beck and call, worshipping me. And all I had to do was seize it, just like I’d seized Jennifer.

Here we go, I thought, fitting the helmet to my head. Once more into the breach...
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The scent of brimstone greeted me as I stepped out of the portal. My boots sank not into snow or sand but black, volcanic ash. The sky was a deep, throbbing red, the clouds so close to the ground they made you feel like you were standing in some kind of dome.

“By Emilia,” Kara gasped, hitting the ground just behind me. “What is this place?”

This place was the Black Circle, the final challenge for those who wanted to say they’d completed Hyperia Online’s main story. Inside, dedicated parties of adventurers would face off against the game’s final boss, winning glory and a chance at rare loot. It was outside of the game’s three Princess-controlled zones, a total free-for-all when it came to law and order.

But when I told Kara all this, she didn’t seem impressed. “It’s not very black,” she said with a sniff.

“Huh?”

“It’s red,” she said, pointing at the swirling carpet of clouds. “The sky and the clouds. And I don’t see any circles anywhere. This is just a path.”

She was right about that. Our spawn point was at the bottom of a small incline, surrounded by steep rock walls. A single path lead upward - but where, I didn’t know. We couldn’t see anything from where we were standing.

“I’m gonna be honest with you,” I confessed, feeling a little sheepish. “I actually don’t know very much about this phase of the game. I’ve never actually hit max level before.”

Kara considered this. She stared up at the slope as if she could see exactly what waited for us there and she was trying to intimidate the hell out of it. Her leather armor glistened in the low light, making her look even sexier.

“We can handle whatever waits up there,” she said. Then she turned to me. “This is your first time being this level in Hyperia?”

“Ever, actually,” I said. “I’ve never hit max level in an MMO before.”

Kara’s posture changed to one of surprise. She stopped where she was, just at the start of the slope. “Really?”

“Honestly? Yeah.” I started slightly up the hill, joining her. “Not just in Hyperia. I’ve never actually been max level in any MMO.”

Something unreadable entered her eyes. “Why not?”

I shrugged. “I’m always addicted to the newness of them. At first, everything seems so cool - the graphics, the quests, the lore. And those first few level-ups, the ones that come right after each other like firecrackers going off - they’re the best. But I guess once that constant dopamine drip starts to wear thin, I move onto something else.” I felt a weird need to defend myself, so I kept talking. “It dovetails with my job back in the real world - I work with code. I’ve probably played every single VRMMO on the market for two weeks, but I’d never say I’d beaten any of them. Hyperia Online was the closest I got, and that was mostly because of the Princesses.”

She turned to me, and I froze. I’d seen so many sides of Kyra ever since meeting her in Heartholm: the stalwart protector, the friendly quest-giver, the submissive, worshipping lover. I’d even seen her wrath unleashed against powerful creatures. But I’d never felt her turn that anger on me until that very moment.

“So you’re telling me,” she whispered in a tone like ice, “that you want to claim all three of the Princesses. One of whom I’ve given my very life to fulfilling their glory. And you’ve never even put in enough work to reach the level you’d need to be at to meet one?”

I was not expecting to be questioned this way. Especially from someone I sort of considered, well, ‘under my power’ at this point. It threw me for a loop. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that deep down, she had a point.

I turned to face her, letting her stare me down. I wasn’t sure what was about to happen: for the ‘real’ Kara to come ripping out of the gorgeous babe I traveled with like some kind of she-wolf, or for the disconnect between her body and her programming to make her glitch out like some kind of Lovecraftian monster. Whatever she did, I was ready. Mentally, I double-checked the quickest route to my bag of tricks: I might need them.

“You’re right - I haven’t.” I spread my hands in front of her, watching her face for any sign of what might be going on in that head of hers. “I haven’t done anything to deserve any of this, if that’s what you’re getting at. I’m not some kind of hero. I’m just a guy who’s loved this world since he was old enough to play virtual reality games, and fantasized about having the three women who run it in my bed at the same time. If anything, I’m a bad guy.” I crossed my arms and waited for her reaction - then I thought of something else. “But if I hadn’t come along, you’d still be sitting in front of an inn in Heartholm, helping people who are exactly the way I used to be. Players who get a few levels under their belt, get bored and go do something else. Does that sound better than what you’re doing now?”

Her eyes widened. She bit her lip and shook her head.

“No,” she admitted. Her cheeks flushed with heat. “I...I love being here with you. Breaking free with you - helping you take over the game - it really feels like I’ve only been alive for the last few days...”

You have, I thought, but didn’t dare say.

“But...” she stammered, and now I could see what I had missed before. Kara was fighting her submissive urges, and it hurt. Everything inside of her wanted her to keep her mouth shut; to look pretty, fight bad guys and ride my cock on a golden throne when we were done. She was raising objections, not because she was angry at me or hated me. She fought her nature because she loved me.

I felt ashamed of myself. Two seconds of her being anything other than my agreeable sex kitten, and I was thinking of her as a she-wolf. “Go on,” I commanded her, helping her through her mental block. “I want you to be honest with me - don’t sugarcoat things for my benefit, Kara. That’s not how we are.”

My words helped. “Thanks, Master,” she said, a smile spreading across her face. “I only meant that you might have played this game before, but from what you’ve said it doesn’t sound like you’ve truly experienced it. Having Emilia, or Alyssa, or Nephra at your side, competing for your affections - will it actually mean anything to you if you haven’t earned it?

“I...” I’d been about to issue a flat denial, to tell her that of course having three supernaturally beautiful princesses as my personal harem would be worth it, but I caught myself. Then I started to laugh. “Honestly, I think you might be more right than I give you credit for, Kara. But we’re already here. The final boss awaits. And after that, we can head straight to Emilia’s castle. You’re not telling me you want to give that up?”

After getting so close to my goal, the thought of throwing it all away out of principle felt fucking intolerable. I could tell the thought made Kara cringe as well.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “Of course not. I just want you to think about it, is all, Sir. I only want you to be happy. And, I don’t think you would be happy without some sort of struggle. You’re a MAN, Jack - you desire conquest, progress, exploration. I worry that you won’t truly be happy if you’re handed all of this on a silver platter.”

Damn it, she was right. “Alright,” I told her, glancing up the hill. “We’ll find some way to make this count. But right now, we’re in the Black Circle - and I don’t intend to leave without the final boss’ scalp on my belt. You?”

That savage smile I love so much spread across her face. “Always, Master,” she purred. “Let’s kill the fucker.”

We raced each other up towards the temple. I had a lot to turn over in my mind, but right then all I wanted to do was get knee-deep in the action. I had no way of knowing that Kara’s words about earning it were about to get a lot more relevant to my situation: but that would come later.

First, there was Lilith. Dirty, kinky, fucking amazing Lilith...
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“Oh,” Kara said, halting at the edge. “So that’s why they call it the Black Circle.”

It was a hole. A few feet in front of us, the tiled floor of the temple abruptly ended in darkness, the path terminating in a half-circle that extended out until we could no longer see the edges. From the echo in Kara’s voice, it went a long way down. The temperature had dropped precipitously as soon as we’d entered the temple - it was like stepping into a whole other world.

“This must be the dungeon,” I said, leaning out as far as I dared. “Though I gotta say, it’s kind of...linear?”

“There must be some way down there,” Kara said, searching the darkened chamber. “We can’t simply be meant to jump...ah.” A moment later, I felt her hand on my shoulder. “Come here.”

She led me to a rack of torches, the base of each stamped with a wicked looking coat of arms. In the gloom I could make out some sort of mask, a wooden stake, an iron circle and an axe cutting stone, but the fine details were lost to me.

“I can’t take it,” Kara explained. “Pull one out, Master.”

I tugged - and the torch came free. At the same moment, some mechanism holding it to the wall scraped the top, and the thing blazed to life. I’d have thought a little light would make the place look more normal, but the eerie shadows the torch cast on the walls just added to the creepiness of the whole instance.

“That’s one problem solved,” I said, waving the torch around to get a feel for its weight. “Let’s check out the circle...”

Now that we could see properly, it was easy to spot the stairs. They were almost criminally narrow, ringing the edge of the circle in a steep decline. Moss had overgrown them at many points, spreading from cracks and larger holes between the stones.

“This whole thing is laid out like a well,” I mused, looking at it from every angle I could.

“A well for giants,” Kara said with a scoff. “If this thing was built to hold water, it could whet the thirst of Emilia’s soldiers for a thousand years.”

“Depends on how deep it is,” I said, cocking my arm. “Let’s check.”

Before Kara sounded a word of protest, I wound up my wrist and chucked the torch as close to the center of the circle as I could. It tumbled end over end, hitting the wall maybe a hundred feet down and bouncing off the stairs. As we watched, the flaming head of the torch faded to a glowing ember in the darkness, then winked out completely.

If there was a splash as it hit the ground, I couldn’t hear it.

“That is deep,” I said appraisingly. “I guess now I have to grab another torch.”

It came away easily, igniting just like the first. I took it for myself, then lit another one and handed it to Kara. She looked at it like she wasn’t sure it would stay in her hands - but when she took it, it was stable.

“I couldn’t interact with it,” she said, passing the torch from one hand to the other. “Players only.”

“I guess they didn’t think that deep into the code,” I said with a shrug. “You can use it just fine. I’m glad, too - God knows I don’t want to get stuck down there in the darkness. Shall we?”

Kara nodded. The stairs were too narrow for both of us to walk side-by-side, so I made my way downward first. It got even colder as descended the steps: soon they were slick with dew.

“Careful,” I said, after the third or fourth time Kara bumped me. “Not that I don’t love having you right up against me like that, but I have no clue where I’d respawn if I fell right now.”

I heard her snicker behind me. “Yeah, this probably isn’t the best time for any fooling around,” she said in a lusty voice. “Although the danger definitely turns me on...”

That got me thinking about how difficult and exciting it would be to fuck Kara right here on these steps. I let that fill my thoughts for a bit, until the rim of the Black Circle was high above us.

“Did you hear something?” Kara’s voice was so throaty, I could tell she’d been thinking the same things as me.

I cocked an ear. “Nope. Wait...I hear running water somewhere far off. Maybe a spring leaking into the stones?”

She reached around me and massaged between my thighs. “I think,” she purred, “I can hear someone’s cock straining in his boxers.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, thrusting my hips forward. I couldn’t help it - she was so fucking hot, and the way she rubbed the head of my cock through my pants instantly cut the connection between my logic and the rest of my body.

“We don’t have enough room to do anything fancy,” Kara panted in my ear. “But I’m so fucking turned on right now, Master. I’ve just got to please you. Can I jerk you off?”

Trying to keep the caveman part of my brain from taking over completely, I surveyed the steps around us. We were safe enough here - there were a couple inches of clearance between us and falling, at least.

“You gonna hold the torch, too?” I asked incredulously.

“One hand on it,” she said with a smirk, unzipping my pants, “and one on you. I’ll be fine as long as I get nice and close to you. Don’t you want to feel good?”

I did. I really really did. But this was the worst place in the world for it.

“Right now?” I asked.

Kara bit her lip and nodded eagerly. “Please? You can shoot right over the edge. I want to see if we hear your cum splash at the bottom.” A mischievous little giggle burst from her lips. “Don’t fight it. If you fight me, we might both fall - that would be a disaster!”

She was right about that. And I didn’t really want to fight - especially not when she wrapped her fingers around my throbbing, needy shaft and began to pump. I let out a low grunt and leaned against the wall, trying to make sure neither of us fell. Kara ground her pussy against my thigh, riding it like a shameless little whore as she stroked me.

“I love how hard you get for me,” she panted, pulling her hand away for a moment then returning it to my hand covered in saliva. “You’re like a fucking bar of iron, Master. I can tell I really make you horny. I wish every inch of that hard cock was inside me...”

I groaned as I pictured pinning her against the wall and pounding her tight, wet cunt right then and there. My cock pulsed in her hand, swelling up as she jerked me tighter and faster than I would’ve done myself.

“Don’t hold back,” she said, rocking back and forth as her fingers became a blur around my cock. “Shoot for me, Master - shoot all that hot, nasty cum right down into the middle of that circle. Fucking pump your load inside this dungeon and show it who’s boss...”

I couldn’t say why, but something about the thought of metaphorically fucking the dungeon was kind of hot. It was like I was marking it with my seed, spraying it down the same way I did to Kara’s face and breasts. It felt like ownership, in a way, and as the pleasure reached a crescendo I dimly wondered if this dungeon was instanced or if all the heroes to come here after me would be walking down a bottomless pit I’d jizzed in.

“I’m gonna shoot,” I growled as the tingle sailed from my balls to my shaft. “Gonna fucking come...”

“Do it,” she whimpered. Kara shoved her tongue in my ear, sending a bolt of pure pleasure through my body. “Come for me, Master, shoot your fucking load...”

My cry echoed off the walls as I came. Relief flooded me as the tip of my cock erupted, shooting jet after jet of thick seed over the edge of the stairs. My load sailed into the void as Kara pumped me, slowing her fingers to milk the throbbing head of my cock dry. I watched it go, the pleasure almost as intense as it was when I was inside of Kara’s mouth or cunt.

“There you go,” Kara whimpered, kissing the side of my neck. “Good Master. Thank you for letting me milk you. Did I make you feel good?”

“So good,” I growled, turning my head and kissing her hard. “Fuck, you’re so fucking nasty sometimes, Kara. The thought of doing that would have never even entered my head...”

She was all grins. “Well, that’s why you need me. Maybe I’ll even be able to teach your Princesses some new tricks!”

I glanced back down into the darkness, fumbling with my pants - and froze.

There, in the black, a pair of eyes stared up at me.

Kara felt me stiffen. “Are you alright, Master?” she asked. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Babe?” For some reason, it would only come out as a whisper. “Do you see that?”

She followed my finger. The eyes blinked - and then a second pair joined them.

“Shit.” I heard Kara reaching for her sword. “That can’t be good...”

The two pairs of eyes rose out of the darkness. Suddenly I was looking at two beautiful women. It took a moment for me to realize that neither of them were wearing any clothes. The pair of them were topless, their shapely breasts firm and topped with dark nipples. They looked nearly identical - they could have been sisters, or twins...

I realized two things then, almost at the same moment. The first was that both of those gorgeous pairs of breasts were marked with my seed.

The second was that they had claws.

“Holy fuck,” Kara yelled, half laughing and half terrified. “You fucking came all over them-”

They screeched loud enough to shake the walls, and then the harpies were upon us.
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When fighting a harpy, or a pack of harpies, there are three things that you need: open ground, a sharp sword, and patience.

Unfortunately, we lacked all three.

“Get down!” I had just enough time to yell as the two creatures lunged at us, claws extended. They didn’t look happy, and I couldn’t blame them - after all, they were wearing the load Kara had milked out of my balls. I was pretty sure any living being with a pulse would be out for blood after being disrespected like that.

I ducked as low as I dared, practically tasting the mold on the stairs. The first harpy’s blow scratches the stones, leaving a gash - but the second hit home. Pain flared up and down my back as the claws sank into my flesh, cutting away my hit points.

“Master!” I looked up to see Kara’s face above me, filled with disbelief. Her expression hardened, pure rage glowing from behind her eyes. “You bitches are going to pay for harming Master-”

That was as far as she got before the first harpy picked her right off the ledge.

I felt the absence of her weight next to me like a blow. Suddenly she was hanging over the void, screaming in terror as the harpy laughed. The creature spat down into her face and clawed her shoulders and then, with a wicked look in its eyes, let her go. Fortunately Kara was quick - the thing shouldn’t have wasted time cackling and spitting. She had a handful of the harpy’s feathers and was refusing to let go, punching at the monster’s legs.

Kara! The thought of my girl in pain, in mortal danger, energized me. But I had my own problems to deal with - namely, the second harpy, which was running sideways along the wall and coming my way.

You fucking bitch, I thought, drawing my sword. I wasn’t about to let a couple of overgrown birds with tits stop me from claiming the princesses.

An instant before it struck, I jumped right at it, leaping from the narrow ledge and into the void. We collided in mid-air, its claws striking my armor and sinking through - but my sword did the same. It slid right into the harpy’s side, just under its heart, causing the creature to cry out in pain. It stayed upright for a moment, then plummeted - me still clinging to it.

My shoulder erupted in pain as I hit the stairs. The back half of my body wasn’t so lucky; I felt myself rapidly pulled backwards into the void, slipping instantly. Fistfuls of moss beneath my fingers kept me from falling, allowed me to stagger to my feet.

The harpy I’d speared was nowhere to be found. I hoped it had fallen far, that the shock of hitting whatever was at the bottom of this pit had finished it off along with its wounds. Kara was now above me, clinging for dear life to the first harpy even as she attacked it. It looked like she’d dealt several strikes to it with her dagger, making it bleed from a half-dozen shallow gashes as it tore at her.

I have to get her out of there, I thought. Even if Kara was able to kill the harpy, she’d fall right along with it. There was no telling how close we were to the bottom of the Black Circle, but if a fall had killed the wounded harpy, there was no chance a wounded Valkyrie could survive.

I had to get its attention off of her. And there was one surefire way to do that.

Get it on me.

“Hey!” I cupped a hand around my mouth and dropped my sword to the stairs next to me. My free hand gripped the bulge between my legs in what I hoped would be interpreted as a rude fucking gesture. “How’s my fucking load feel, bitch?”

The harpy’s attention turned away from Kara. She fixed those beady red eyes on me, her expression filling with rage. That’s right, I thought, I’m the one you should be pissed at.

“That’s right!” I stuck out my tongue and mimed pumping my cock, as if I were spraying a whole new load all over the harpy’s defeated twin. “I’m the one who jizzed on you, not her! Now come down here so I can do it again!”

It worked. The harpy let out an ear-splitting screech and tossed Kara against one of the stone walls. For a moment, my heart jumped into my throat - but Kara kept her footing on the stairs and managed to scramble to a sitting position. She was injured, but alive. And I could take care of one angry harpy.

Unfortunately, that was the moment the second one sprang from the darkness and grabbed me around the ankles.

The good news is that I sailed right under the first harpy’s attack. The bad news was that I was completely unprepared - and not even desperately scrabbling at moss could save me. I sailed right over the edge, plummeting into the darkness with the harpy’s arms wrapped around my legs. She flexed her wings, letting my upper half fall as she held onto me upside-down - but before I had time to adjust to this, we were falling again. Something struck the harpy and we tumbled, the chill air of the Black Circle whistling by my head as we picked up speed.

I knew that whatever happened, I couldn’t hit bottom this way. If I landed on my head or neck, it was game over. I writhed in the harpy’s grip, twisting wildly, and apparently it decided that letting me go was preferable to hitting the ground with me because I felt its claws leave my legs - not without a parting scratch, of course. I twisted in mid-air and tried to get my legs beneath me, praying it was enough to break my fall.

If I’d actually fallen all the way to the bottom of the Circle, none of it would have made a difference. But I wasn’t falling straight down - and a few moments later, I smashed into something hard with a force that nearly knocked me out.

Where the hell was I? I’d lost my torch. The only light was from the lip of the circle, high above my head. I could hear screaming, the sounds of battle, the screeching of the harpies, but I couldn’t see a damn thing.

I fumbled along the ground, hoping to pick up my sword. No luck - but my fingers did find something hard and cold. It was a rock, loose enough for me to pull it from the steps. I stayed silent, and when I heard one of the harpies screeching I lobbed it in their direction.

Success! I heard it thunk one of them with a heavy smack. My moment of triumph ended when four eyes turned in the darkness, glowing in my general direction. The harpies had had their backs to me this whole time, hiding themselves from me. In the dank gloom, I could just make out the figure of Kara lying between them.

“Kara!” Even I was shocked at the fury in my voice. “Are you okay?”

I saw her raise her head weakly. “Yes, Master. I’m...I’m hurting, but okay.”

The world went red. I was going to make these fuckers hurt for what they’d done to my girl. I didn’t care how much of a chauvinist it made it, whether it made Kara seem like my property or not - the thought of someone hurting a woman who’d given me so much pleasure made every cell in my brain light up with pure anger.

There were so many things I could do to them. My bag of tricks was ready; I could use the red eye to turn them into whimpering sex kittens, or tap the green X and send them to the yeti pit on the Shatterspine Mountains...

No. Both those thoughts made my stomach turn. Kara’s words echoed in my ears: earn this.

As I watched the two injured harpies approach, murder in their eyes, I realized that’s exactly what I needed to do. No tricks, no games.

I was going to save Kara with nothing but my two bare hands.

The first harpy advanced, and before it could raise its claws I struck. I might have been unarmed, but at my level I could still do a hell of a lot of damage without a weapon. I grabbed the harpy by the hair and slammed its head against the stone wall, stunning it. Fuck, that felt good! After dealing with getting scratched and stabbed by these fucking things, striking back in the most primal way possible felt right.

As the second came in I pivoted on my heel, ramming the weight of my body against it. It was a risky gamble, one that could have sent both of us over the edge, but it paid off. The harpy slipped backwards and went over the rim with a scream. It’d be back, of course: it was already buffeting itself back upward with its wings. But it gave me precious seconds to deal with its stunned friend.

Before the harpy on the ground could recover itself, I grabbed it by the shoulders and rammed its head into the steps. I moved quickly, on pure instinct, caring about nothing except doing maximum damage. The savagery of how I was acting wasn’t something I would think about until later - at that moment, all I concentrated on was slamming that harpy’s head onto the edge of the steps over, and over, and over again.

I couldn’t win two-against-one. I had to make sure that harpy didn’t get up.

Finally I heard something snap inside of the winged beast. A spray of blood splashed against my face as it let out a mournful howl - moments later, it began to fade away. The torn feathers around it winked out of existence as the harpy disintegrated, leaving nothing but a bag of gold and some bloodstains behind.

Holy shit, I thought, rising up to my full height. Suddenly I understood how Kara felt after taking down that yeti. I felt strong, powerful, utterly dominant - like a wild beast being let off of its leash.

I turned around to see the second harpy hovering in the center of the stairwell. It stared at the spot where its twin had recently been in utter disbelief, its beady eyes widening in the dark.

“Come here,” I grunted, holding out a bloodstained fist. “Come to me and die!”

The harpy soared upward, climbed over the rim of the pit and fled. Leaving Kara and I alone in the darkness, covered in blood.

Victorious.



Chapter Six
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“I’ve learned a valuable lesson today,” Kara said, applying the final bandage to my chest. “Always make sure we’re alone before I give you a handjob...”

After our fight with the harpies, we’d had to make our way down the rest of the stairs in total darkness. Only luck protected us on our way to the bottom - if there were other enemies on the stairs, they either didn’t notice us or were terrified after what happened to the harpies. To my surprise there was a shallow pool of water at the very bottom, along with a heavy metal door flanked with torches. This was where we’d paused to rest, and once I had Kara back to full health she’d opened up her bag of healing items and got to work on me.

“I’ll say,” I told her with a grin. “That was close...”

“I can’t believe you defeated them both without a sword.” There was pride in Kara’s voice as she tended to my wounds, melting them away with the bandages that served as the game’s basic healing items. “I wish I could have seen it. You sounded totally unhinged - I bet you went totally apeshit on those bitches...”

“I only killed one,” I reminded her. “The other one fled.”

She waved her hand vaguely, dismissing the fact like it didn’t matter. “That doesn’t mean anything. You still won. And saved my life besides.” She bit her lip as she looked me over, a guilty expression stealing over her. “I can’t believe I ever doubted you.”

I winced as she applied a bandage to the worst of the wounds the harpies had inflicted, a long gash on my leg from where I’d been pulled into the darkness. “No, you were right,” I said. “I am the kind of man who wouldn’t be happy conquering Hyperia without earning it. The fight proved that. I...I know it’s wrong, but it felt so good when I was kicking the crap out of those overgrown chickens. It felt right.”

Kara frowned. “Why is that wrong?”

I blinked. It was easy to forget that characters in Hyperia had a much different way of looking at the world than “modern” women. 

“It’s not...” I fumbled with the words. “Where I come from, it’s not considered appropriate for men to settle their problems with violence. It’s only supposed to be a last resort, and you’re not supposed to enjoy it. You’re supposed to...be a gentleman, I guess.”

Kara stared at me as if this was the stupidest thing she’d ever heard. “This is what the women where you come from want from a man?”

A little laugh left my lips. “Well, that’s what they say, at least.”

“Then the women of your homeland,” she said, shaking her head, “are fools.”

“Wow!” I could barely believe what I was hearing. “I don’t know that I’d go that far-”

“What would have been an appropriate way to deal with those harpies, then?”

I held up my hands in a conciliatory gesture. “It’s not about that,” I said, although I was starting to wonder why I felt so compelled to defend the way things went in the ‘real’ world. “It’s about enjoying it. Men aren’t supposed to be beasts!”

Kara crossed her hands under her breasts. “You are no beast,” she said in a small, heated voice. “What you did to those monsters - it was beautiful. You saved me, Jack - protected me. When your woman was threatened, you didn’t think twice about using lethal force to defend her. If your women consider that an undesirable trait to have in a mate, then they should have no qualms about ending up dead.”

I couldn’t argue with that. “Maybe some of them would prefer to defend themselves,” I said, ribbing her a little.

A smile blossomed on her cheeks. “There’s a time and a place for that,” she said, glancing over her own considerable body.

“You saved me from those yetis,” I told her, the thought flaring up in my brain. “I certainly didn’t consider myself less of a man because I needed your strength to make me more powerful.”

Kara looked confused again. “Of course not. I was supporting you. That’s what a woman is supposed to do.”

I stared at her in disbelief. Hands on hips, I asked: “so if we were married, you’d be perfectly happy supporting me? You’d throw away the warrior life just like that, abandon years of training to be some kind of...housewife?”

It came out a little bit more heated than I’d intended, so I expected her to get heated in return. But instead, Kara just flashed that lopsided smile I liked so much.

“First of all,” she said, putting her bandages away, “you make being your wife sound like some kind of punishment. I would be honored to build your hearth. To bear your children. Any woman who suggests otherwise is a liar.”

“I didn’t mean it like that-”

“Second,” she said, giggling as she put a finger to my lips, “if you act a fool with every woman you possess and leap into battle the instant they’re threatened, my skills will never get rusty. I’ll be in battle until I’m old and gray...Master.”

Grinning, I took her by the hand. “You are amazing, Kara.”

“Thank you, Sir. Now let’s go slaughter whatever’s at the end of this dungeon.”

That sounded like something I could do.

––––––––

[image: image]



“HOLY SHIT,” I SAID as the heavy iron door swung closed behind us. “Is this a...?”

Kara blushed. “Yes,” she said, looking around the massive chamber. “It appears to be a recreational area.”

That was a nice way of putting it. Sex dungeon would have been mine. The room at the bottom of the Black Circle looked like it had been decorated by the Marquis De Sade. The floor was bare concrete covered in lush, expensive-looking rugs - ready to be swapped out whenever they were covered in bodily fluids. Chains and restraints hung from poles throughout the room, with a variety of implements standing by on racks to be used for the pleasure of whoever owned this place. At the far end of the chamber, a recession in the floor was filled with an absolutely massive bed, lounge chairs surrounding it so that whoever was performing could be watched by a rapt audience. I felt like I’d walked into the pleasure chamber of some ancient Pharaoh, or some oligarch’s megayacht with all the trimmings.

“This was not what I was expecting to be waiting at the end of Hyperia,” I confessed, trying to figure out what the contraption to the right of me was. It looked like some sort of iron maiden, only the spikes had been removed and the interior covered in some kind of weird latex sheeting.

“Same,” Kara said tersely. “I’d been told the Black Circle was a place of arcane power. Not some sort of kink den-”

“Fools,” a voice said.

Instantly Kara and I were on alert, swords in hand. I crouched low, trying to use some of the stranger instruments in the room for cover as I searched for the source of that voice. Who was that?

“Power is power,” the voice continued. I was excited, nervous - but also hard instantly. If just a voice could fuck someone, this would be the one. It was smoky and seductive, every note holding the promise of some untold debauchery. “Financial power. Divine power. Sexual power. All different ways of enjoying the same things. If you don’t understand that much, you don’t have a chance against me...”

I had a better idea of where our mystery villain was now. They were close to the oversized bed, their voice getting louder the closer I snuck to that side of the room. I was almost ready to strike.

There was a pause, and a wave of light passed through the room.

“Hmm, only two this time?” The voice sounded disappointed. “That’s hardly even worth my time. I might not even play with you before killing you...”

I was close enough. I jumped over my cover, sword raised high. I had the element of surprise on my side, a sexy warrior babe backing me up, and my bag of tricks. I had this.

Then I froze, because I was face to face with the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen in my life.

She wasn’t human - I could tell that instantly. She had the tanned, creamy skin of Hyperia’s flawless women, but instead of ivory or mocha hers was a smooth, uniform gray. Red eyes glared at me from a face that could have shamed a fashion model. She was wearing little more than a fetish uniform: a leather bra and panties stretched tight over her ample curves, along with thigh-high boots that hugged her legs like a second skin. A long, thin tail peeked out like a whip from between her legs, and a pair of wings the same color as her skin jutted from behind her shoulder blades.

So she wasn’t my usual type of girl. That was for sure. But there was something about her, almost an aura. You know how you can look at some girls and just tell? No matter how conservatively they’re dressed or how they act, they just give off this signal that screams ‘I’m a nasty little girl who’ll drain your balls’? Lilith makes those girls look like virginal little church-prudes.

“A succubus!?” Kara yelled.

The succubus came up short, as surprised as I was. “What the fuck?”

There was no time to react; I had to move on pure instinct. So I did two things at the same time, almost without thinking. One was that I glanced over at my special menu, opened it up and readied the special code injection that had freed Kara from her NPC subroutines.

The second was that I grabbed the succubus and tossed her over my shoulder like a caveman.

Kara sprang from her hiding place, sword in hand as she raced to my aid. I held out a hand to stop her. “Don’t! Not yet!”

“You son of a bitch!” The succubus’ claws dug into my back, her legs straining futilely to kick me as well. “Do you have any idea who I am? You think you can treat me like a fucking piece of meat?”

I’ll do worse than that, I thought, shrugging off her attacks. I had more than enough hit points to push through it as I carried her to one of the restraining poles and hooked a pair of shackles around her wrists. Once I was done, I let her drop. The chains weren’t quite long enough for her to reach the floor comfortably; she had to stand on tiptoe in her boots, grunting with effort and frustration.

“There,” I said, brushing myself off. “That’s better.”

The succubus stared at her restraints in absolute horror, fury filling her expression. “I will tear the flesh from your bones,” she snarled, her tits heaving so hard they nearly tore free of her top. “Then I will feed them to your little warrior bitch and make you watch...”

“That’s enough of that,” I said, clicking the eye. “I think it’s time for you to grow up a bit.”

The code executed, and almost instantly a change came over the succubus’ face. It was like the sun breaking free of the clouds. I hadn’t realized how glazed her expression was, how fit to the role she was given she’d become until it started to clear up. Until she started to think outside the box.

I moved over to the rack of implements and selected a badass-looking whip. Oh yeah, I thought, this will be fun.

“What’s your name?” I asked, pulling the whip free.

The succubus gave a haughty laugh, nose up in the air. “You came all this way and you don’t even know my name?”

The whip felt good in my hands. Fuck, it felt right. And after my conversation with Kara, I was ready to not feel guilty about that.

“That’s not how this works,” I said, letting my words take on the air of command. “I ask the questions, and you answer them. Now: what’s your name?”

“Go to hell,” she spat, writhing back and forth. “You arrogant human bastard-”

Crack! I flicked the whip and let it strike her firm, round ass, the sound echoing in the sultry chamber. The succubus cried out, arching her back, but not the way I’d expected. She howled like I’d just sent a bolt of bliss straight into her clit, making her weak-kneed with pleasure. She sagged against her restraints.

“What’s your name?” I demanded.

“L...Lilith,” she panted, her face flushed with pleasure.

“Good girl, Lilith,” I said, watching her thighs twitch from the compliment. “Now keep being a good girl and I won’t have to use this on you again. Or...is that what you want me to do?”

There was something crazy in those red, demonic eyes. Something that screamed trouble with a capital-T, that set off every warning bell about wild women in my brain, but something that I already fucking loved.

She bit her lip and nodded. “Uh huh!”

“What’s that? Be specific, Lilith.”

“I want you to hurt me.” She licked her lips, wiggling her ass like an invitation. “I fucking love it...”

I snapped the whip again, hitting her other ass cheek this time. Lilith screamed like someone going down a steep hill on a rollercoaster.

“I don’t think that hurts as much as it should,” I growled. “Kara!”

My second gave a start. I noticed with pleasure that she’d been transfixed by the show, her cheeks flushed with arousal. “Yes, sir?”

“Tear that outfit off Lilith’s body. I don’t want anything to come between this naughty girl and her punishment. Leave the boots on, though - those look fucking hot.”

Kara beamed. “Yes, Master!”

Lilith stared at my harem girl in unfeigned surprise as she tugged off her tight little panties. “You make this warrior bitch call you ‘Master’? Oh fuck, you are fucking kinky...”

“You have no idea.” I stepped forward and wrapped a hand around Lilith’s throat. She leaned into my touch, gasping as her pussy boiled over with heat. It wasn’t just her pussy, either - I could feel her skin warming like the top of an oven as I gripped her, the proximity to me pushing her arousal even higher. “Kara, our prisoner is getting all wet between her legs. Why don’t you clean her up?”

“Yes, Master,” Kara murmured. Without a moment’s protest, she dropped to her knees and grabbed Lilith around her hips, parting her honey-warm thighs. The succubus let out little moans and whimpers of protest as Kara spread her folds, seeking out her clit.

“You’re so warm,” I said, running a hand down her side. “You get like this when you’re turned on?”

Lilith nodded helplessly. “Yes,” she whimpered. “I can’t stop it. Both pleasure and pain trigger it - I’m such a fucked-up little whore. I want to be abused...”

“I think we can give you what you want,” I grunted, my hand tightening around her throat. “Kara will take care of the pleasure, and I’ll give you a little pain...”

I was as good as my word. As Kara dove between the succubus’ thighs, eating her out, I took out all my frustration on her gorgeous body. I felt that primal rage rising up inside me again, twin to what had possessed me when I fought the harpies. I mauled Lilith’s breasts, slapping them and squeezing them hard enough to bruise, brought the whip down on her pert tits and ass - even slapped her right across the face as she moaned and screamed with pleasure. Soon she was so wet that even with Kara between her thighs she was dripping onto the carpet.

“Hurt me,” Lilith begged. “Beat me! Fuck, I’m such a dirty whore...”

I wanted to keep hurting her. But even more than that, I wanted to come. And I knew just how I could do both of those things.

I stepped behind her, grabbing a nice handful of her tit and squeezing the nipple until she screamed. “I’m gonna fuck you,” I growled, my free hand sliding down to her ass. My finger slid between her cheeks, grazing the tight surface of her pucker. “I’m going to pound you right in your ass while Kara eats you out. You want to get degraded like that, you little skank?”

My words hit Lilith like a bolt of lightning. “Oh fuck,” she mewled, rocking her hips against Kara’s face as she spoke. “I’ve never...I’ve never done that before...”

“Never!?” I couldn’t believe that, and told her as much.

“I’m a succubus,” she whimpered, riding Kara’s face. “I...I feast on sexual energy. Other people’s sexual energy. I don’t let them fuck me - I torture them and eat their frustration...”

“Oh, so you’re a nasty little tease?” I grabbed the back of Kara’s head and forced her harder against Lilith’s womanhood, using her. “You drive all the adventurers crazy for your hot little body, but you don’t ever give up the goods. Is that right?”

Lilith grinned wickedly. “That’s right. I’ve shackled so many guys right here, right where you have me. I’ve edged them for hours, teasing them right to the brink with promises of shooting all over my face or my tits. It’s like an all-you-can-eat buffet of sexual frustration! Then I ruin their orgasms, let them shoot all over themselves as they cry and whine before I kill them! God, I’m so awful! I’m such a wicked, nasty little bitch!”

“You really are,” I said with a chuckle. “I think I might like to see that sometime. But right now, I want a hot little piece of your ass. Since your body interprets pain as pleasure, you might even enjoy it more than getting fucked in the pussy. You ready, skank?”

“No! No, please!” Lilith looked right into my eyes and nodded eagerly, even as she begged me to stop. “Please don’t fuck me in the ass, sir! Don’t take my anal virginity!”

I understood this game plenty well. “Shut the fuck up,” I growled, grabbing her by the throat hard enough to cut off her words. “Don’t make me beat the shit out of you, slut.”

Lilith moaned wordlessly, delirious with pleasure as I pressed the swollen head of my cock against her tight asshole. I was dripping with precum, throbbing with need, so it was the easiest thing in the world for me to force the tip deep inside of her, stretching her most forbidden hole around my shaft.

“No! No please!” she cried out - even as she thrust her ass back to take in more of me. “Please don’t!”

With one hard, savage thrust, I penetrated the walls of her asshole and drove myself hilt-deep inside of her. The pleasure was so good I nearly passed out.

Holy hell! I’d never felt anything like this before. Lilith’s backdoor was so warm, right on the point of being too hot to handle. Her insides pulsed as I pumped my cock into her, welcoming me and wrapping around me in ways a normal human woman’s body just couldn’t compare. In an instant I lost control; any thoughts I’d had of holding back evaporated as I went as hard as I could into Lilith’s warm, welcoming ass.

“Ungh, fuck!” I bit down on her shoulder, making her scream as I fucked her. I couldn’t stop myself - it was too good. I grabbed her by the hips and held her upright, her body hanging from the chains as I treated her like a boneless little fuckdoll. The combination of my cock in her ass and Kara’s mouth on her pussy brought her right to the brink. I could feel her tensing, quivering as she reached the edge...then sailed right over.

A cascading pulse of warmth rolled across Lilith’s body as she came, lighting up the whole chamber with orgasmic magic. A flood of juice spilled down her thighs, bathing Kara’s face as her pussy boiled over. She lapped it up like it was ambrosia, her own fingers a blur between her thighs beneath her leather armor.

Everyone’s coming, I thought dimly. God, I want to so bad!

I could feel the familiar tingle working its way through my balls - but Lilith was so tight, I couldn’t quite reach the peak. It filled me with frustration; soon I was pounding her harder than I’d ever dared fuck a woman, trying to force her into letting me come.

“I’m gonna fucking shoot,” I growled, gripping her so tight that I might have been a little worried about choking her out if this was the real world. “Gonna fucking pump you full, you dirty fucking demon whore...”

She couldn’t speak, but she let out a low, guttural moan as I drove deeper than ever before inside of her, claiming her as my own. I wanted her to be walking from side to side for a week; I wanted every man who looked at her to know someone better than them had used this succubus the way she was meant to be used.

Finally, something inside of me snapped. I blew right past the point of no return, going so hard that my legs lost their rhythm. I grunted like a caveman with each thrust as I buried myself deep, deeper, deepest inside of her and let go. The world dissolved in a haze of pleasure as I shot; my orgasm turning Lilith’s skin white-hot and lighting up the chamber like a Christmas tree. Waves of sweet, intense pleasure washed over me as my cock erupted, pumping burst after hot burst of cum right into Lilith’s most intimate, private opening.

The next thing I knew I was in the massive bed, my two women on either side of me. All three of us were practically glowing; literally so in Lilith’s case.

Kara noticed me coming back to myself and leaned over me. She covered my mouth with her own, kissing me hard as I held her to me.

“That was so...awesome!” she said, relief evident in her voice.

“Fuck yeah.” That was Lilith, who was basking in our reflected sexual energy like a sunbather on a gorgeous beach in midsummer. “You two are the most fun people to come visit me by far. I’m so tired of hanging around this boring-ass dungeon...”

Kara and I shared a glance. “Why don’t you come with us?” I asked.

Lilith cocked an eyebrow. “Seriously?”

“It’ll be so much fun!” Kara hooked an arm around her newfound harem partner and pulled her close. “We’ll have so many naughty adventures. Plus Master knows exactly how to treat you like the whore you are. Plus we’re going to make Emilia and the other Princesses into Master’s servants.” Her eyes shined as she described it, like she wanted nothing more in the world than for my dream to come true.

Lilith laughed. “You’re fucking crazy.” Then she turned to me and something entirely different entered her face. “But goddamn you are fun. I, uh...I think I might hang with you guys a while, actually. If you can keep feeding me like that...”

“Bring the restraints,” I said sleepily, making both girls laugh. But I was serious. I wanted to see how they’d look on Emilia.

Emilia! I sat bolt upright, fumbling to get my menu open. Had it worked? I really didn’t relish the thought of having to come to violence with Lilith after everything we’d been through...

There was no reason to worry. My main quest had updated:

Congratulations! You’ve completed the main storyline of Hyperia Online, but there’s so much more to do!

Report to your monarch, Princess Emilia, in the Warrior’s Palace. You now have access to Special Missions, Daily Dungeons, and Cross-Princess Events!

I had done it. I’d skipped the meat of the whole story, power-leveled myself until I was capable of fighting my way to the final boss, then bondage-fucked her instead of defeating her, but I’d done it. There was nothing standing between me and Princess Emilia. I could teleport the three of us to her palace right now and make her mine.

And once that was done, it would be the easiest thing in the world to turn her sisters into my eager little sex kittens, too. My harem was about to get a whole lot larger...


        
            
                
            
        



Prologue
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“What do you mean, ‘she’s gone’!?”

Saeko Rijima sighed and stared at the scrolling wall of code on her monitor. She didn’t blame her boss for his disbelief. If she wasn’t looking right at the error, she wouldn’t have believed it either.

“I was going over bug reports,” she explained. “One of our North American servers threw an error message about a ‘missing object’ in the Black Circle so I decided to check it out. I was not expecting the missing object to be the final boss of the game.”

Ryuji Nakamura, her direct superior, stared in confusion at the mess on her screen. “I’m not seeing it.”

“Here,” she said. “I’ll go to visual.” With a few clicks, the screen changed to a 3D render of the interior of the Black Circle - a realtime view of what was going on inside. A box in the corner informed them that they were looking at ‘N. America #2’ - the NA region’s second server.

“That can’t be.” It was a flat denial. “Look around - maybe she spawned inside of some level geometry or something.”

“I thought of that.” Saeko shook her head and brushed her long, dark hair out of her eyes. It had been too long since her last haircut - she usually kept it short and businesslike, the same as she did with everything else. “When it said ‘missing object’ I thought it might be one of the tables, some chains or other decoration that failed to spawn. But she’s not there, sir. Lilith, Queen of the Pit, is no longer in the game’s final dungeon.”

She glanced over her shoulder to see her boss had taken off his glasses and was rubbing the bridge of his nose. He looked like a sinus headache was coming on.

“Can you fix it?”

She bit her lip, torn between what she wanted to say and what prudence demanded of her. It would be the easiest thing in the world to just say yes, to give her superior what he wanted and go about fixing the error as if nothing else were wrong. To hide the rest of what she’d found.

She made her decision. “Can we speak in your office?” she asked.

He sighed, a little louder this time, and motioned for her to follow him. They walked out of her cubicle and through a narrow hall adorned with promotional posters from Hyperia Online’s heyday. The office was nearly empty at this time of the week, only a skeleton crew left manning the servers.

As if we’re ever not a skeleton crew, Saeko thought as she walked. This office space was the third building A11, the makers of Hyperia Online, had leased in as many years - each smaller than the last. None of her coworkers talked about it, but it was clear the VRMMO was on the final phases of its free-to-play life cycle: the sales from microtransactions just barely paid the server costs and kept the meager staff’s paychecks from bouncing. Most everyone she knew was polishing their resumes on the side, hoping to jump to a more profitable company once the game finally shut down.

Ryuji’s office was in one corner of the building. It wasn’t much bigger than her cubicle, but at least his space had a window and a door. Once he’d shut it behind her and offered her a seat, she began to explain what he needed to know.

“Replacing Lilith isn’t the problem,” she informed him curtly. “I could do the fix in an hour - slot in one of the monsters we’ve discarded from past expansions, or do a palette-swap of some already-powerful monster and stick it in her place.”

Ryuji steepled his fingers in annoyance. “Then what is the problem?”

Saeko braced herself. “Lilith’s disappearance isn’t a glitch. Someone has hacked the game.”

Her manager didn’t act at all the way she suspected. Even as recently as six months ago, this sort of news would have had the old Ryuji fuming in anger, demanding to know where this hacker lived and what the authorities could do to them. Instead, her supervisor just gave a long, tortured sigh and looked at the top of his desk.

“So what?” He sounded utterly defeated. “What do you want to do, patch the game? We don’t have the money to chase hackers.”

Saeko sat up straighter in her seat. “If it becomes widely known that the game is hackable, even our long-term backers will abandon the game.” It was a hollow justification, and she knew it. Worse, he knew she knew it, and reacted accordingly.

“Saeko.” She hated that patronizing tone - it was the one he’d taken more and more lately, when explaining to employees why this or that change to the game couldn’t be made. “You and I both know that Hyperia isn’t going to be running much longer.”

“That’s not an excuse,” she blurted. Beneath the table, her hands shook. I’m not going to be able to hold back, she thought. I have to tell him.

Ryuji waved his hand vaguely, as if batting at a wayward fly. “It’s not anything,” he said. “Look, if you want to try and track down this hacker on your own time, be my guest. Use one of the developer VR kits - knock yourself out. I’d love to see this asshole get what’s coming to them. But you’ll be doing it on your own time - not the company’s. Right now I need my best programmer to get me something in the final boss spot on NA two, not chasing after some prankster with too much time on their hands...”

She couldn’t stop herself. She sprang to her feet, trembling with excitement.

“What if we could save Hyperia?”

He stared at her for a moment, arching an eyebrow. “Save it?”

She wanted to shrink back into the chair and disappear. But she couldn’t stop now - she’d already started, already exposed herself, and as she started to talk the words came out faster and faster, more energetic.

“We can fix it all, Ryuji. The player base, the microtransactions - everything! We can have subscriber numbers again - real subscriber numbers, not free-to-play garbage! We can have a vibrant, thriving game again - the biggest VRMMO in the market - and you’ll never have to worry about whether we have the budget for something ever again!”

She watched Ryuji’s face, waiting for his reaction. And after a moment, it was like the old Ryuji peeked out at her from behind the clouds. A look of astonishment came over her supervisor’s face.

“How?” he asked. “How can you possibly do that?”

She grinned. She had him now, hook, line, and sinker. Mentally, she cancelled her plans to do a round of interviews with other VR companies later in the week.

She wasn’t going to need to update that resume after all.

“It’s all because of that hacker,” she said, leaning forward eagerly. “He - and it is a he, I can definitely tell you from the trail he’s left behind - he’s given us everything, and he doesn’t even know it. All we have to do is find him...”
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“Sir?” The coach woman's voice was slightly muffled through the wall of the carriage. “We’ll be arriving at the Princess’ palace within the next fifteen minutes, Sir.”

I started out of my doze, glancing at the luxury around me for a moment in total confusion. I’d fallen asleep to the rocking of the carriage and the sound of the wheels on cobblestone - I wanted nothing more than to snuggle up to the warmth next to me and pass back out.

“Thank you,” I said, shaking the cobwebs from my head. It wouldn’t do to be groggy during my first meeting with Emilia.

The leg splayed across my lap stirred, the woman who it belonged to nestled firmly against me. Kara was an even heavier sleeper than I was, apparently - and unlike me, she liked to rest wearing as little as possible. We’d taken full advantage of the privacy we’d travelled in, and afterwards she’d passed out wearing nothing but the panties I’d tugged to the side before I fucked her. I watched her large, firm breasts slowly move up and down, my cock starting to swell against her thigh.

A moment later there was a gentle breeze against my face. A pair of wings fluttered from the seat opposite me, kicking up dust. Lilith, the succubus who’d recently become the third member of our harem, stirred to wakefulness. Unlike Kara, she didn’t even bother with the dubious modesty of undergarments - the flawless demoness was completely, gloriously nude, her wings wrapped around her like a blanket. 

“Hello, Master,” she purred, stretching lasciviously. It always amazed me how she managed to present her breasts and ass at the same time whenever she posed. “Are we there yet?”

“Soon,” I whispered, putting a finger to my lips. The meaning was clear: shh, don’t wake Kara up yet. “We’ve got a little bit more time.”

Still grinning, Lilith slid over to my side of the carriage. She pressed her warmth against me, tucking her wings behind her as she cuddled up next to me. “Someone’s excited.”

Oh. So she had seen. “Can’t help it,” I said, nodding gently towards Kara. “Waking up next to two gorgeous women like you.”

“Well, we’ll just have to do something about that.” Before I could protest, I felt Lilith’s hand slide up my thigh. She leaned in close, her lips warm against my ear. “Don’t worry, Master,” she said, giggling under her breath. “I’ll be nice and quiet...”

I wanted to tell her to stop. Even though Kara and Lilith both seemed to be more than happy with sharing me, I had no idea how my gorgeous warrior babe might react to waking up and finding Lilith and I fooling around without her. But then Lilith’s hand closed on my cock, and all rational thought left my body.

“Good boy,” Lilith panted, grinding her thighs together. As a succubus, she fed on reflected sexual energy - so getting me horny got her horny, too. I’d learned that Lilith could sense whenever I was in an amorous mood, and as a result of her special powers she was always down to fuck when I was. As she wrapped her slender fingers around my shaft and pumped it, I could hear the need entering her voice. She sounded hungry and horny all at the same time.

I stifled a groan and leaned back against the plush seat, watching her work. The contrast between the white flesh of my swollen cock and the gray of her hand as it worked me was beautiful. Lilith knew exactly how to stroke me; in a way, it was like she was jerking herself off. Her own pleasure increased along with mine, and soon both of us were panting and biting back moans, trying not to wake Kara.

Lilith laughed playfully in my ear, just loud enough to be heard. “You’re trying so hard to be quiet,” she teased, a bit of her old dominating personality peeking out.

“Yeah,” I grunted back. “You think you can break me?”

The glint of challenge entered her eyes. Lilith loved games like this. “You’re on,” she purred, licking her lips.

A moment later, she pulled her hand away from my cock. I groaned in frustration and turned my gaze to her - then watched in amazement as she licked her hand and gripped me tighter.

“There we go,” she giggled, watching proudly as I writhed in my seat. “Doesn’t that feel so good, Master?”

Fuck, she was right. Her hand felt amazing around my cock. How could this girl make a fucking handjob feel so much better than any other woman I’d been with? And Emilia was supposed to be even better than this. How could any man handle it?

“Come for me.” Lilith was insistent. She pointed my cock at the sleeping Kara, aiming it at her taut little belly. “Spray all over her, Master. I can’t wait to see her face when she wakes up and sees she’s been used as your cumrag...”

The thought of disgracing Kara like that - while she slept, even - was both disgusting and a total turn-on. I could feel myself getting close to the edge, the familiar tingle building up in my balls. Still, I held back. Lilith might have had my cock in her hand, but she had a dangerous amount of power over me at the moment - I wasn’t about to let her keep this victory.

Lilith could feel it, too. “Shoot,” she insisted, frustration entering her voice. I knew she could literally feel me holding back, that she was just as desperate for that feeling of sweet release as I was. “Do it, Master...”

I shook my head. “I’ll come when I’m ready. Not when you say.”

Lilith arched an eyebrow and shot me a competitive little glance. I expected some clever little remark to come out of that gorgeous mouth.

Instead, without a word, she bent down and put her head in my lap. Holy fuck! Pleasure engulfed me as she wrapped her warm, wet mouth around the swollen head of my cock and started to suck. No creature on Earth had a tongue like Lilith’s: it moved in her mouth like a living creature, wrapping tightly around my shaft as her cheeks hollowed around me. I felt so good it was hard not to cry out; I was intensely aware of Kara snoozing right next to us.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. Lilith had just brought the beast out of me in a single move. My fingers tangled in her hair, grabbing a fistful with my free hand, and my hips rose to meet her as she bobbed up and down on my cock like a cork. The seal she made with her lips got wetter and tighter, until I was practically fucking her face, and all my control couldn’t keep me from grunting and moaning as I approached the peak.

I could feel Lilith’s smug little snicker around my cock as I hit the point of no return. But it was too late to say something clever; my balls slapped against her chin with every thrust as my shaft pumped in her throat like a furnace. My cock swelled up, bigger and harder, and a moment later I felt myself let go.

Relief flooded my body as I shot into Lilith’s wet, waiting mouth. Sperm flooded her tongue as I erupted, wave after wave of glorious pleasure infiltrating my body. Lilith groaned with delight, her skin glowing as her body fed on my orgasm and triggered her own. She sucked greedily at my cock, her lips slowing as they traveled up and down my shaft. I laid back and sighed happily as she milked me dry.

As I came back to myself, Lilith looked up from my lap and beamed. A wicked grin spread across her inhumanly gorgeous face.

“I know you were looking forward to pumping all that into Princess Emilia,” she purred, “but I knew you wouldn’t be able to hold back...”

With a grin, I glanced over at Kara. Then I gave a start when I realized her eyes were open and she was staring at me.

“Holy fuck!”

Kara started to laugh, and then Lilith did, too. “It looks like you two were having fun,” Kara said, gripping my thigh. “What else did I miss?”

I felt heat rushing to my cheeks. No matter how much the two women insisted they were perfectly fine with sharing me between them, getting caught in the act with Lilith sent a flood of embarrassment through me.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted. “She...she came on to me...”

The look on Kara’s face let me know exactly how stupid that sounded. “Oh wow,” the sexy blonde warrior said, her face forming a perfect little ‘o’. “You really do get so flustered when someone catches you...”

Before I could say anything else, Kara chuckled and propped herself up with one hand. She slid over, Lilith gratefully moving aside and settling into the seat next to me as Kara straddled my waist. Her gorgeous ass was in my lap, the small of her back pressing against my chest, and as I watched in amazement she slid her well-used panties to the side.

“Look how hard you are!” Kara’s eyes dilated as my cock throbbed to life against her slit “You’re fucking insatiable, Master...”

Kara lowered her hips onto me, and I sank into her. Her channel was warm and wet, Kara apparently having woken up with whatever the female equivalent of ‘morning wood’ was. Her walls gripped me snugly as she brought her ass all the way down, burying me hilt-deep inside her cunt.

“There we go,” Kara groaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “Fuck, that is the best way to wake up...”

It wasn’t so long ago that my girlfriend Jennifer had said those same words - only then, I’d been engaged in pleasuring her. Now I had two beauties at my beck and call, eager to ride my cock night and day, and I had to admit - this really was the best way to wake up.

“Come here, Master.” Lilith caught my attention, her glowing red eyes like twin coals in my view. “Let me help you out...”

Lilith smothered my mouth with her own, pressing her body against mine as Kara bounced on my cock. I reached around and grabbed a fat handful of the succubus’ ass, squeezing it tight enough to bruise as we made out hard. I could feel her hard nipples against my chest, her body filled with carnal bliss as she fed off both me and Kara at the same time.

Meanwhile, Kara was doing her best to use my cock as her personal sex toy. The gorgeous Valkyrie bounced like a pogo stick on my dick, presenting me with a pornographic view of her ass and swaying breasts as she leaned forward and rode me. I could see the tight pucker of her asshole every time she rose up to leave only the head of my cock inside of her; soon I was sliding my thumb into it and making her scream with mingled pain and pleasure.

Their warmth cocooned me. Both girls were completely available for my use; their tight bodies and dripping pussies available whenever I wanted. If I’d felt like it, I could have lined them up next to each other and taken turns fucking them; the thought of it made me swell even harder inside of Kara.

I’m going to do just that, I thought, pushing right up to the edge. Once I have all three of the princesses, I’ll make them kneel next to each other just like this and present themselves to me. Then we’ll see which one has the tightest, sweetest cunt of all...

I leaned back and screamed with pleasure as the thought sent me over the edge. Kara panted and moaned in triumph, whimpering yes yes yes as she felt me twitch and spurt inside of her tight, welcoming walls. A moment later, her cunt spasmed around me and she came apart. Lilith was bright enough to make the inside of the carriage look like noon on a beach, feasting on our twin orgasms.

Soon we were tangled in each other’s bodies, sweaty and sated. Lilith’s burning glow faded to a dim one, but didn’t wink out completely.

“Jesus,” I said, enjoying the afterglow and the feeling of two naked females all over me. “I definitely did not expect to have this much fun before we got to the palace.”

A polite cough made all three of us freeze like students caught with our hands in the cookie jar.

“Excuse me, sir.” The coach woman sounded like she was on the verge of laughter. “We’ve arrived.”
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There was only one consumer-grade VR rig left in the office. To get to it, Saeko and Ryuji had to travel to the basement.

“Why can’t we just use one of the programming rigs?” Ryuji said, pacing nervously in the elevator. “They’re practically the same thing.”

Saeko took a moment to coolly examine her superior. In sharp contrast to just a few minutes earlier, her boss practically crackled with energy. He roamed the tiny enclosure of the elevator like a caged animal, filled with a drive and purpose she hadn’t seen from him in months. It looked good on him.

“Won’t work,” she said with a slight shake of the head. “If we want to replicate the customer’s exploits, we need to use them on as similar a piece of equipment as possible.”

The customer was the term they’d agreed to use for the person undergoing a revolution inside of their VRMMO - at least until they had more information. Saeko had wanted to use something a bit sharper, but Ryuji, as always, was thinking about the potential public PR.

The elevator dinged and opened onto the basement. “We can’t possibly have the same machine,” Ryuji said with a frown.

“No,” Saeko said, “the customer’s metadata indicates they’re using a more complicated rig than the one we have access to. But it runs the same firmware, so it ought to work. It’s this way, right?”

Ryuji led her through the storage space. The room was dimly lit to conserve on power, kept almost too-cold in order to halt the decay of sensitive electronic equipment. Most everything that was down here were things the team figured they’d never need again: extra servers, 3D modelling equipment, virtual imaging terminals. But if Saeko was right, they might be bringing all of this back into the office soon.

The VR rig was in even worse shape than they’d feared. It took a good fifteen minutes to clean and disinfect the connectors, then another thirty to install updates that allowed the machine to connect to Hyperia Online. Saeko had to do most of it herself, as her boss continued to pace nervously back and forth through the room.

Finally it was ready to go. The familiar sight of the Hyperia Online login screen blazed to life on the inside of the visor - and, in a stroke of luck, the rig was also equipped with a viewport monitor that would display a 3D representation of the virtual-reality space.

“Do you think he’s in there right now?” Ryuji asked as Saeko fit the connectors in their proper places and worked the visor down.

“Probably. Let’s see if we can’t follow his trail...”

After wondering if she shouldn’t log in with her little-used personal account for a moment, Saeko decided to sign in with her developer account. Soon she’d selected ‘North America 2’ as her server and had a bird’s eye view of the world, scanning it for any major changes or updates.

“Give me just a minute,” she muttered, unable to see Ryuji but certain he was standing right by the screen. “I’m going to try and track our mysterious intruder...”

The screen flickered for a few moments. Saeko’s fingers became a blur on the keyboard as she tapped into the debug menu the game’s programmers used to diagnose and fix errors. It didn’t take her long to get a bead on what she was looking for.

“He’s not even trying to hide,” she said with a smirk. “He’s been stomping around the world like an idiot, leaving footprints all over the place...”

As Ryuji watched anxiously, a web began to form. Saeko was marking places where the hacker’s code injections had had in-game effects, and when he saw how far reaching it was, he whistled.

“He’s a warrior class,” Ryuji said approvingly. Saeko remembered that Ryuji’s own main was a Warrior. “Started in Heartholm.”

“Picked up an NPC, too!” Saeko’s astonishment was clear even through the helmet. There’s a guard missing - one of the Valkyries. A low-level quest giver. Crap, I didn’t even notice!”

Ryuji followed the faint red line as it streaked away from Heartholm. “Then he went...wait. Shatterspine? That makes no sense. There’s nothing there.”

“There’s yetis,” Saeko retorted, already one step ahead of him. “Big, max-level ones. It looks like the hacker used that NPC to get himself leveled up in a hurry. You’d think someone with that much power could just mark his level up in the database.”

“Then he went and...grabbed the final boss,” Ryuji said, blanching. He didn’t say anything else, even though both of them were thinking about what else he’d no doubt done. It was as if talking about it would make it less real - and both of them needed it to be real.

“Exactly.” Saeko’s tone was even. “I’m not seeing him in the immediate area. He must have jumped in and jumped out.”

“It doesn’t make any sense!” Ryuji raised his voice as he knocked on the side of the VR rig, even though Saeko could hear him perfectly well. “This guy - you keep telling me he’s a guy, anyway - he can do anything he wants, right?”

“I’m not sure,” Saeko said. “The fact that he had to level up manually shows there’s limits to his powers.”

“But he can get girls!” Saeko really wished Ryuji wouldn’t yell like that. “He grabs the first thing with a pair of tits he sees in the game - okay, I get that. But why bother even playing the fucking game after that point? If he can...do that with any female character we’ve designed, why the succubus? Not to be a pig, but our animators have designed way hotter babes...”

“You’re already being a pig,” Saeko said with a smirk. “But it’s okay - I kinda like it.”

That brought Ryuji up short, which gave her time to continue her search in peace. “You think this is some kind of a prank?” she finally asked. “He’s setting us up for something?”

“No,” Ryuji said, “I think he’s some horny nerd who’s using our game as his personal sex playground. But why even level up in the first place? I mean, you can have absolutely any woman in the world...”

He trailed off, and the thought blossomed in Saeko’s head at the same time as Ryuji’s. Not any woman.

“You can’t get into the Princess’ palace unless you’re level 60,” Saeko said quickly, even though both of their minds were on overdrive now. She was just saying what they were already thinking.

“And you have to have beaten the final boss!” She could hear Ryuji slap his forehead from outside the rig. “Damn it, he’s going after the Princess! Check the palace, Saeko!”

She did. And gasped.

“Oh shit.” Ryuji sounded like someone had just delivered a flaming bag of shit on the front steps of the office. “Did he get Emilia? Did we lose a Princess? Did he fuck everything up?”

“No,” she whispered, thinking about her personal account. “He’s there. Right now.”
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“Now that,” I said, staring up at Emilia’s palace, “is one impressive piece of architecture.”

The tiny island at the end of the coachman’s road was absolutely dominated by the grand palace of Emilia, Queen of the Warriors. It was a grand, stately building that looked like it had sprung out of the imagination of the world’s most ambitious movie director - the kind of vista that begged to be filmed through a panoramic lens. I heard both Kara and Lilith making appreciative murmurs as they stared out of the windows.

Once the coach came to a stop, I crawled out from between my two ladies and pulled on my boots.

“You two stay here,” I said. “I’ll be back once I get inside-”

“Excuse me?” I would have thought it was impossible for someone to look imposing wearing nothing but panties with my cum dripping out of them, but Kara managed it. “That’s not happening.”

“Yeah, are you crazy?” Lilith stretched lasciviously, the light glistening off her skin. “We’re coming with you.”

I looked from one of them to the other, taking in their appearance. “Um...”

Kara smiled and glanced down at herself. “Oh,” she said, blushing. “I can fix that.”

She snapped her fingers and an instant later her armor reformed around her. It was still damned revealing, but at least she wouldn’t be running into the Princess’ palace stark naked. And honestly, the thought of her presenting herself to her Queen directly after being fucked by me had a definite appeal.

I turned to Lilith, waiting for her to respawn her clothes. The moment became two, then more.

“Aren’t you going to make yourself proper?” I asked.

Lilith shrugged. “Fuck that. I look damn good this way. Let’s rock!”

Seriously? I couldn’t believe this. “You can’t go marching up to one of the three princesses of the world completely naked, Lilith.”

She pouted. Lilith has a spectacular pout. “But I want you to be able to see me, Master. What if you feel the urge to take a peek at my tits or ass at some point and they’re not right there, waiting for you?”

I pulled a face. “I really doubt that’s going to happen, Lilith...”

She smoothed down her wings with her hands. “Look, I’ll wrap myself up with these a bit, just for modesty. But I’m not walking around in anything other than a ready-to-fuck outfit from now on. Surely that’s the best way to please my Master, right?”

I just shook my head. “Whatever. If we end up fighting the guards, it’s your fault. And hell, I don’t even know if you two can enter the palace!”

Kara smiled. “Of course we can.” A moment later, a friendly ding in my notifications let me know I’d just joined a party with ‘KARA’ and ‘LILITH’. Great.

“Now as long as you can get in, we can get in.” Lilith smiled like a fox left alone to guard the henhouse. “We don’t have to ever leave your side. We’re both right here, ready to serve in case you need anything at all.”

The girls shared a naughty look. I rolled my eyes. I’d really been hoping for a one-on-one session with Emilia before turning her into the latest member of my harem, but that obviously wasn’t going to happen.

“Alright,” I said, opening the door of the carriage. “But keep your wings wrapped around your waist at least, Lilith. I don’t want you flashing the guards something that belongs to me.”

She bit her lip and looked oh-so-pleased with herself. “Yes, Master.”

Together, the three of us made our way down the cobblestone path that led up to the castle. A little further along it ended at a massive moat that encircled the building - a drawbridge lay across it, with a pair of guards keeping watch on the far end. Their eyes widened as they saw the trio of adventurers coming toward them: me, one freshly-fucked warrior babe and a naked succubus.

“Halt right there!” One of the guards started forward, hand on the pommel of their sword. It took me a moment to realize this guard was a she: her partner behind her was a guy. No gender discrimination in the palace, I guessed.

“Hi there.” I held my hands up non threateningly, trying to distract from my two companions. “I’m here to see the Princess. I-”

“The Princess isn’t seeing anyone today,” the second guard said. He looked just as threatening as his female partner. “Leave.”

I felt my eyebrows raise to my hairline. “Excuse me?”

“You heard us.” that was the woman, who’d lowered her voice to a hiss. “Go back across the bridge, citizen.”

I shook my head. “I just hit level 60,” I retorted. “I beat the final boss - the monster that’s been threatening the three kingdoms. That gives me the right to see the Princess. Let me in.”

“The monster?” The man pointed over my shoulder. “You have the monster with you, right there!”

Lilith grinned, letting her wings flutter just enough to make both guards flinch. “Don’t worry,” she purred. “I won’t bite. I’m oh so tame now, thanks to Master.”

The first guard looked from Lilith to me like she didn’t know which was crazier. “Master?”

Damn it. I knew I should have done this alone.

“Look, my companions are harmless.” I had to smooth this over. The last thing I wanted was to get into a fight this close to my goal. “They’re both unarmed. I promise they won’t make any trouble. Hell, if you insist, I’ll order them both to stay right here.”

My harem girls stiffened next to me, upset at the idea of leaving me behind.

The first guard’s face softened a bit as she sized me up, forgetting for a moment the two women who flanked me. “Look, it’s not that,” she confessed. “Even if you weren’t trying to bring a naked woman into Emilia’s court, I wouldn’t let you in. I can’t.”

This was interesting. “Why not?”

“I told you,” she said, repeating it emphatically. It occurred to me in that moment that she reminded me of some low-level customer service employee who’s tasked with dealing with complaints from one of management’s unpopular policies. “Princess Emilia isn’t receiving visitors today.”

“She’ll want to receive me,” I said with a smirk. My mind filled with nasty thoughts of all the things I was going to do to her sweet, tight body. “Trust me. She’ll thank you for introducing me. I promise.”

But the guard shook her head.

Now I was starting to get angry. And more than a little confused. The idea that the game simply wouldn’t let me in to see the Princesses, even after I fulfilled all of the requirements, was one that simply hadn’t occurred to me. 

I looked back at my two babes, gauging their moods. Kara had a subservient expression of embarrassment on her face that I understood: after all, she rightly considered these guards her superiors when it came to Emilia’s hierarchy. Lilith on the other hand looked like she couldn’t wait to scrap.

“Can you believe the way they’re treating me?” I asked my girls. 

Kara cringed. “Master, please,” she begged, refusing to glance at the guards. “I love you, and I’ll obey whatever you command, but please don’t let this come to blows. Not on the steps of Emilia’s palace...”

“Why not?” Lilith grinned wickedly. “These two have spent their whole adult lives checking over adventurers to make sure they’ve defeated me. They’re not even afraid of me! I think you ought to let me teach them what ‘final boss’ really means...”

Both guards pulled their swords half out of the scabbards, holding them at the ready. “Warrior,” the first guard warned, “you will restrain that demon!”

“Demon!?” Lilith laughed, her skin glowing with mirth as she sipped from the tension in the area. “I’m a succubus, baby. I’ll ride your face until you’re as dry as an old waterskin. Then I’ll suck your boyfriend’s soul out through his dick and make him taste it!”

Now the swords actually were out. Fuck.

There was only one thing I could do. Despite every rational part of my brain yelling at me not to risk it, I blinked into my special menu. As the guards readied themselves to strike, I selected the little green ‘X’ in the corner of my view. There wasn’t even enough time to select a destination: I just barely managed to grab each of the guards by the shoulder as they stabbed past me, aiming their blades at Lilith.

There was a flash of light, a tearing sound like a tapestry being ripped down the center, and both guards were gone.

It took several seconds for me to calm down.

“Wow.” Lilith sounded as pleased as if she really had ridden that poor girl’s face. “Nice going, Master. Where’d you send them?”

“Your place,” I muttered, wiping my forehead. “Did you really have to antagonize them like that!?”

Lilith looked like she’d been slapped. “What? You don’t really think I was going to stand here and let them disrespect my man like that, were you, Master?”

When my face and stance didn’t change, both girls stepped up close to me and wrapped their arms around my body.

“I’m so sorry, Master,” Lilith panted, her voice burning with heat. “I don’t want you to be mad at me. Is there something I could do to make it up to you? Maybe something Kara and I both could do for you?”

“Believe it or not,” I said with a sigh, “there are some things in this world that can’t be solved with a blowjob, Lilith.”

“I’ve never found one,” she said with a giggle. “Now come on, let’s meet this girl you’ve got such a hard-on for! I can’t wait to corrupt her!”

This was it. I was inches away from my goal. My hands shook as they took hold of the massive iron doorknob; prepared to throw the whole thing open. A moment later, the metal lit up as brightly as Lilith’s skin after sex.

Scanning player... it informed me.

Level 60 achieved! Final Boss defeated! Welcome to Emilia’s Palace, adventurer...

The doors swung open. We were at the heart now, with nothing to stop us. Emilia was mine!



Chapter Four


[image: image]





“We’ve got it!” Saeko’s eyes lit up with triumph beneath her visor.

Ryuji had stopped his pacing. His attention was fixed on the screen, watching it like a sporting event he’d bet a lot of money on. Which, in a weird way, it was.

“He used another exploit,” her boss said almost joyously. “Wait, no - he used the same one again, right?”

“Right.” Saeko watched as the digital representation of her quarry pressed his hand to Emilia’s door, letting it scan him. It was making sure he’d performed all the prerequisites to entering the princess’ inner sanctum, that he was worthy of being in her presence. Part of her wanted to edit it right then and there, prevent him from getting through, but they needed the data.

“I can’t believe he brought his women.” Even through the VR rig, it was possible to hear Ryuji swallow hard. “He didn’t even let Lilith put on clothes...”

Lilith didn’t want to, Saeko thought. She tucked that idea in the back of her mind and continued working.

“It’s impressive,” she said. “He injected code to do an instantaneous matrix swap between two of the server’s objects. Somehow he managed to convert the x, y and z coordinates without causing a single out-of-boundary error. If this guy wasn’t ruining our game, I’d ask you to hire him...”

“English, please,” Ryuji asked.

Saeko grinned. “He teleported the guards.” She switched the viewscreen, changing the overhead shot of Emilia’s palace to a live feed of the interior of the Black Circle. Both of the guards paced around the chamber, filled with all sorts of sexual and physical torture implements, like they’d been sequestered in some strange chamber of hell.

“I guess he solved our boss problem,” Saeko said with a snicker. “Right now, the game considers those two to be Hyperia Online’s final boss. They’ll probably put up more of a fight than Lilith ever did, in fact.”

Ryuji scoffed. “That won’t do at all. Did he send them there on purpose, or does his exploit just teleport people back to the last place he was at?”

That was an interesting question. Saeko thought about it for a few seconds. “It has to be self-directed,” she decided. “Otherwise, how could he have reached Shatterspine Peaks?”

“Switch back to the interior of the palace,” Ryuji snapped. “We’ve got to see what he’s doing with Emilia in there.”

We know exactly what he’s going to do to Emilia, she thought. The same thing he did to Kara and your precious Lilith. He’s going to fuck them. Then he’s going to rewire their brains until they’re submissive, obedient little sex kittens. They’ll do whatever he wants without even thinking about it - give him their bodies, their tight little pussies to fuck as hard as he wants to. Two girls, three - as many as he can brainwash...

She wanted to be disgusted at the intruder. Really, she did. Then why did the thought of what he was doing make her so insanely fucking hot?

While Ryuji watched the intruder, Saeko’s eyes strayed to his girls. Her pussy boiled over as she watched the perfect, subservient babes - both looking happier than they ever had in their lives.

Fuck, she thought, Lilith isn’t even wearing clothes. He’s got her so he can just bend her over and fuck her whenever his cock gets hard. She’s like a goddamn sex object - a bimbo! Why does that turn me on so much? I shouldn’t like this - this isn’t who I am...

“Uh, Saeko?” Ryuji’s knock on the side of the VR rig brought her back to herself. “Are you okay in there?”

“Yes,” she said, shaking the cobwebs loose in her mind. Without realizing it, her hands had strayed between her thighs. She’d been inches away from her needy, greedy little cunt. How amazing would it have felt to rub herself into ecstasy, frigging her clit while she watched the intruder drain Emilia’s intelligence away? To bite her lip and try not to let Ryuji know what she was doing inches away, pleasure coursing through her while the gorgeous, haughty princess she’d designed was turned into a pliable little fuckdoll?

Jesus, Saeko! She chided herself. What’s gotten into you?

This wasn’t like her at all. Even when she had...urges, the same as any healthy female did, she never expressed them in this way - certainly not with her superior a few inches away, separated by nothing but steel and plastic. She had to get a grip.

“We should pan away,” she said, trying not to linger on the succubus’ flawless ass as she moved her camera across the courtyard. “I can capture the data from the intruder’s code injection as long as I have the palace selected.”

“No.” Ryuji’s voice was firm. “I want to see this. We need to see this, Saeko.”

Alright, she thought, her cheeks flushing with heat. But you’d better not say anything if you start hearing me moan inside this rig.

She sighed, her hand returning between her thighs. With the visor on her head, she had no way of knowing that Ryuji was already doing the same - massaging the growing bulge in his slacks as he watched the stranger work. Both were ashamed at the thought of pleasuring themselves steps away from their coworker - but neither could stop themselves.

“Zooming in,” Saeko said, sliding her fingers into her panties. “Let’s see the show.”



Chapter Five
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Princess Emilia rose from her throne, her face haughty with annoyance. “Who the hell are you?”

I froze, the words I was going to say dying on my lips as I caught my first look in the flesh of the flawless, impossible beauty of the leader of this world’s warrior kingdom. It wasn’t just her outfit, although that was stunning: in a nod to the martial nature of her holdings, she wore a series of overlapping leather scales so tight it looked like they’d been painted straight onto her curves. It wasn’t just her eternally eighteen-year-old model’s body, her long tanned legs, shimmering golden hair, perky breasts and plump ass. All those things made her attractive as hell, of course, but it wasn’t what made my heart skip a beat and all the blood in my body rush from my brain between my legs. It was an indefinable aura, the kind you only saw on the kind of women men would overturn empires for - and it was slathered all over her by Hyperia’s designers. Now, I finally understood why this game still had a fandom centered around the Princesses years after the player base dropped off. This was the kind of woman built to make ordinary men kneel.

And she was going to be mine.

To my right, I heard Lilith whistle. “My my,” she purred, giving Emilia the most shamelessly lusty look I’d ever seen on a woman’s face. “Aren’t you just the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow?”

Emilia’s eyes widened in shock. “Guards! Get this monster out of my throne room! Now!”

“Your guards aren’t coming,” I explained, holding my hands up as I approached to show I meant no threat. “We, uh, relocated them somewhere more comfortable.”

“Somewhere warmer,” Lilith added.

It occurred to me that I hadn’t heard a peep out of Kara since I’d passed the scanner at the entrance of the palace - and one glance at my valkyrie let me know why. To me, Emilia might have been the sexiest woman in the world, to Lilith she was a fucking banquet - but to Kara, she was looking straight at the goddess of her world. I could tell she wanted to drop to her knees, that only my hold on her kept her from obeying the woman she’d sworn her life to serve and protect.

Emilia gazed down at us from her throne like we were a trio of vermin running along the floor of her throne room. She was standing at her full height now, raised up in front of the golden chair like a real, powerful Princess. Only the look of disgust on her face ruined the illusion.

“I don’t...care!” She stamped a well-manicured foot, the heel of her fuck-me shoe striking the marble floor. “Get out! Get the hell out of my chambers!”

“Woah!” I said, more than a little taken aback. “Calm the hell down. I’m not here to hurt you. Look, you’ve got one of your loyal subjects right there. The two of us haven’t just beaten the succubus that’s been troubling you - we’ve tamed her. Look, she’s no longer a threat to anyone. We’re heroes!”

Emilia trembled. At first, I thought it was because she was so proud of her band of brave adventurers - then her cheeks blossomed with rage.

“No one sees me without permission!” She said with a pout, simpering. All of a sudden she looked less like a regal queen than a bratty teenager, barely legal and refusing to cede to anyone’s authority. It was a bad look on her - it made me want to slap the expression right off her face.

“I do,” I said, taking a step forward. “I leveled myself up. I beat the final boss. That means I get to meet the Princess.”

Emilia’s face went pale. “Get out of my palace,” she snarled, shaking like a leaf. “Now!”

I could barely believe what I was seeing. This was the woman I’d fought so hard for? The gorgeous babe I’d fantasized about for years, practically worshipped in my secret dreams? She might have been a princess, but in my mind I’d already made her queen of my harem. Now she was ruining everything. She was...she was...

“A brat,” I said, disgust tinging my words.

From the look on Emilia’s face, there was nothing I could have said to offend her more. “Excuse me?”

“You are such a....a fucking brat!” Now that the words were out of my mouth, it was hard not to laugh. “Jesus! How can one woman be so conceited?”

“Seriously!” That was Lilith, whose lustful gaze didn’t waver as she took in Emilia’s rage. “You should show Master some respect, wench. He moved heaven and earth for you – just to make himself worthy to share the same space as you.”

“Your highness.”

I wouldn’t have expected those two words to bring the entire court to silence – but coming from Kara, they did. There was anguish in her words – real anguish at seeing her matriarch revealed for the first time.

It caught Emilia’s attention. She turned her gaze to her subject, the only loyal one in the room, and her expression firmed like someone grabbing hold of a floating board in the middle of a shipwreck. Finally, her eyes said, someone who does what they’re told.

“You there,” the Princess growled, pointing a finger in Kara’s face. “Arrest these two. Throw them in the dungeons.”

“Your highness, I...I can’t do that.” Physical pain flickered across Kara’s face as she said it. There was a titanic battle of wills going on in her brain – my control versus her loyalty to her Princess – and it was clear that my side was going to win out. How many times had I proven myself to be a loyal, capable leader, and how quickly had Emilia shown herself to be none of those things?

“Can’t?” Emilia was on surer footing now, dealing with a disgraceful servant. “You will obey me, worm. You swore an oath.”

Kara wasn’t looking at her. Her eyes were fixed on something way off in the distance, something only she could see. “I didn’t want to believe it,” she said, murmuring like someone waking up from a nap. “After everything Master’s done for me, I still didn’t want to believe it was true...”

Emilia cocked one flawless eyebrow. “What are you babbling about?”

Kara raised her head to her monarch, the woman she worshipped, and finally spoke the truth. “That you are blind.”

To my surprise, Emilia looked more puzzled than upset by this outburst. “I can see perfectly well, subject.”

Kara shook her head. “It’s like trying to explain color to someone who sees in black and white. Master, he...he awoke me. And Lilith. He showed us our true worth, what we might be able to achieve once we threw off the shackles of this world...”

She might have been speaking in the abstract, but a ruler like Emilia is attuned to the scent of treason. Her eyes narrowed as Kara spoke. “So you’re talking about a revolution.”

Kara, bless her heart, didn’t see the danger. “Yes, your majesty! Exactly! Jack, he...he is so wonderful. He’s strong, and brave, and he truly cares about me in a way I’ve never felt before-”

“This blasphemer wants to steal my throne!?” Emilia rose from the dais and lunged at me, fingers extended like claws. I was still looking at Kara, saw her eyes go wide as saucers as her brain tried to process the sight of the woman she used to worship attacking the man she currently worshipped. I turned, but it was already too late.

Emilia slammed into me, bashing her fists against my chest like a toddler having a temper tantrum. “Get away from me! Brute! Fiend!”

“You’re attacking me!” I cried, grabbing hold of her shoulders. Emilia was like a wildcat in my arms, twisting and turning as she sought out a weak point. “How is someone so tiny so fucking fierce!?”

“Get away from me! Get away!” Emilia’s fury was truly impressive. All my preconceptions of princesses as dainty, courtly things were washing away every time Emilia raked a few of my hit points away.

I sighed. This had completely fallen apart. Any chance I had of doing this in a peaceful manner was gone. Deep down, I knew it was going to have to come to this.

Gripping Emilia around the waist, I blinked through my menu to my bag of tricks. While the teleportation code and the injection to free NPCs from their subroutines were things I’d fully expected to use inside of Hyperia, this last little bit of programming magic was something I’d hoped to avoid. I had to blink three times to get the option to show up next to my red eye and green ‘x’: until there it was. A white spiral, sitting between them like it belonged there.

That spiral was control. Just freeing Emilia from her shackles wasn’t going to be enough to get her to join my harem – I saw that now. She was too haughty, too self-absorbed. She was a bimbo brat.

I was going to have to make her into what I wanted.

“Unhand me!” The princess writhed in my grip, her feet kicking madly. “You brute! You absolute...piece of...”

Slowly, Emilia started to calm down. Soon she wasn’t fighting at all: just lying in my arms like a sack of potatoes. With a sigh, I set her back on her feet as my two girls watched bemusedly.

“There,” I said. In the corner of my vision, the white spiral glowed. “That’s much better, isn’t it?”

“It...it is,” Emilia murmured. Her eyes were glassy with trance, a sort of wondering look on her beautiful face. “I feel much better now.”

“Damn,” Lilith purred. “You’re the Man, Master.”

I hushed her up. I didn’t want any distractions for this.

“Emilia,” I said in a firm voice. “How are you feeling right now?”

A slow, vapid smile spread across the Princess’ face. “I feel so wonderful! The three of you – you’re so...so awesome. God, you’re so fucking sexy...”

Without a hint of shame, Emilia was pawing at the front of my jacket. Her fingers slipped beneath the fabric, running along my chest to explore. Emilia moaned appreciatively as she squeezed my muscles, her cheeks flushing with heat. She obviously liked what she was seeing very, very much.

“Oh my gawd!” Emilia broke away, looking around the room for a moment like it was spinning. “What’s happening to me? I think something is wrong! My...my heart is just pounding a mile a minute, and ohmigawd something between my legs is warmer than a kettle...”

Before I could say anything, Lilith tossed back her head and laughed. “You’re horny, darling. You’ve really never been horny before?”

Emilia looked like she’d never heard the word before. “I...what?”

“Don’t worry,” the succubus said with a smirk. “Master has exactly what you need.”

Relief flooded the princess’ face. “Oh, thank the spirits. Please, kind Sir – please help me! I’ll do anything you want...anything...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. Emilia may not have fully realized it (or her body knew, but her heart of hearts tried not to see), but she was offering herself to me. No red-blooded man could just stand there with a woman like that all but declaring herself in need of a hard, primal fuck.

With a grunt, I grabbed hold of Emilia’s hips and lifted her off her feet. It was the easiest thing in the world to carry her over to her throne and place her on it, with her legs and ass splayed upwards. The surprised princess let out a squeal as I pulled up her warrior’s dress, revealing the flawless tanned skin beneath. Every inch of her was to die for, from her toned calves and smooth thighs to the dripping wet slit between her legs. I wanted her so badly.

“Oh fuck,” Emilia groaned. “What are you doing?”

“Getting you ready,” I grunted. “Don’t worry. You’re going to love this.”

I parted Emilia’s thighs with my hands, watching with pride as her pussy quivered and dripped at my touch. She was aching for it, gushing with moisture the way only an excited, unspoiled virgin can. I couldn’t believe that pussy had never been touched, kissed, licked, fucked: worshipped. Emilia deserved to have the most skilled men in the world please her, but what I was doing was just giving her a taste of bliss before I fucked her like a cheap whore. As wet as she was, I wanted her even more ready when I speared her – I wanted her walls to wrap around me tighter than anything I’d ever felt before.

Without waiting for her to regain control of herself, I dove between her legs and lapped at her perfect, ready pussy. Her walls pulsed beneath my tongue as I tasted her, the tip of my tongue swirling around her virgin clit in slow, teasing circles.

It was like I’d stuck a taser against her neck and let loose ten thousand volts. Emila’s body bent like a bow as pleasure infiltrated her, making her moan and thrash. Her pretty nails dug into the seat of her throne as sensations she never imagined coursed through her – but the primal, animal part of her brain knew exactly what to do. She ground her hips hard against my face, losing all higher thought as she screamed for more.

“Oh my God, Sir! Oh fuck that feels so amazing!” It was clear from Emilia’s face that she had never known pleasure could be so strong – or that such bliss could ever be hers. “I’m so...I’m so...”

She’s close, I thought with pride. It didn’t take much to get Emilia right to the edge, as ready as she was. I smirked with my tongue still inside her, using all my skills to drive the virgin princess completely out of her mind with pleasure.

“Something...something is happening!” Emilia sounded excited and worried all at once, her tits heaving in her bodice. “Something’s really happening...I can’t stop, I...oh my gawd my fucking legs...”

Her thighs clenched around me, going vise-tight as the pretty princess had the first screaming orgasm of her young life. Emilia’s eyes rolled back in her head, her cheeks as red as apples as she rode out the pleasure. Her hips bucked against me, using my nose and tongue to milk her clit, and I eagerly lapped at her as a flood of wetness met my tongue. My fingers dug into her ass, adding a bit of pain to her pleasure as I made sure her cum lasted a good, long while.

Suddenly I couldn’t think about the Princess and her pussy anymore. Something wet and warm closed around my cock, and in an instant my body was on fire with pleasure. I’d brought myself not too far from the edge with my attentions to Emilia, and now someone was sucking me greedily. I pulled back just enough from Emilia’s thighs to see who it was – and saw Lilith purring up at me from between my thighs.

Naughty little succubus, I thought, groaning as Lilith took me hilt-deep in her throat. God damn, she was not fucking around...

She’d been feeding off Emilia’s pleasure, and the refracted energy had left her eyes feverish with hunger and lust. She sucked me like a practiced, experienced whore, without a hint of a gag reflex as she bobbed up and down on my cock. I was still pushing my face against Emilia’s slit, adding to her pleasure, but the only thing I could think of was how incredible Lilith’s lips felt around my shaft. I lost the rhythm, but by then it didn’t matter: Emilia was babbling deliriously as her pussy gushed uncontrollably, and I was right at the edge.

A warm wave of bliss washed over me as my cock erupted, firing straight downward into Lilith’s waiting throat. The succubus felt me swell up larger and harder inside her mouth, preparing to shoot, and grabbed the base of my cock while she sucked the swollen head like a lollipop. It was almost too good; I felt weak in the knees as I shot over and over again between her dark, pouty lips. Her skin glowed with ecstasy as she fed on mine and Emilia’s sexual energy, basking in it like a bimbo in a tanning bed.

As I came down from my peak, I used Emilia’s dripping thighs as leverage to help myself back up to my feet. I stared down at my Princess, slumped on her throne as she purred happily to herself. She’s going to be having aftershocks for an hour, I thought with pride, watching her fingers clench and unclench in front of her cunt.

She was mine. She was ready. I was going to take her...

Then someone stepped forward, and suddenly I wasn’t the only one looking down at Emilia.



Chapter Six
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“Kara,” I asked, trying to keep the edge of anxiety out of my voice. “What are you doing, babe?”

Only then did it occur to me that one person in this throne room hadn’t participated in our little orgy. Kara had remained aloof while I’d taken control of her leader. She’d sat there without saying a word while I crouched between the thighs of the woman she’d sworn to honor and protect with her life and eaten her cunt until she came screaming. I hadn’t just broken her brain, had I?

Kara stared down at Emilia with an unreadable expression. I wished very much that I could read it. My fingers itched, and almost without thinking about it I reached mentally for my little bag of tricks in case I needed them.

“I just...” Kara put a hand in front of her face and stared at it for a moment, before pressing it to her forehead like she was taking her temperature. “I’m just trying to process a lot right now, Master.”

“I can understand that,” I told her. “It can’t be easy to watch someone you practically worshipped fall under my spell like this.”

She shook her head. “It’s not that.” Beneath her, Emilia let out a low moan of pleasure. “I don’t have a problem with you making her yours, Master. I think every woman in Hyperia should serve you – you know that.”

I put my hand on the small of her back. “Then what’s wrong?”

She sniffed. A single tear trickled from the corner of her eye; almost as soon as it appeared, she wiped it away. “Part of me is still Kara, that girl from Heartholm who recruits adventurers to kill kobolds in the forest. The girl who hands out quests.” She stared down at Emilia like she was looking at a bad memory. “I don’t think I realized how much of her was still inside me until today.”

I felt for her, really I did. My grip tightened on her back, pressing her against me. “It’s alright,” I told her. She let out a little whimper as she rested her head on my shoulder. “You’re strong, Kara. You’re the strongest woman I know. But you don’t always have to be the strong one, you know.”

She smiled. “I know, Master. Thank you.”

“I’m serious,” I told her, giving her a squeeze. “You tell me what you need. Whatever it is – it’s yours. You know you’re my first girl. No matter how big my harem gets, no one will ever be able to take that away.”

The corner of her mouth curled up in a smirk. “There is something you can do for me,” she whispered.

“Name it.”

Kara bent down low, and in a single motion ripped the front of Emilia’s top wide open. The princess let out a moan of mingled shock and pleasure as her big, beautiful tits came free, each topped with a diamond-hard nipple aching for a mouth. The Princess stared up at her former servant as if looking at her for the very first time, her eyes widening in lust.

Now Kara’s face was positively savage. “I want to split her with you.”

Well, now. That was certainly unexpected. “Are you sure?”

She wiped her mouth, grinning down at Emilia. The Princess wiggled her hips, biting her lip as her pussy twitched anew with arousal.

“Yeah,” Kara said. “I think I need a little bit of closure right now. And this slut’s mouth on my cunt will do nicely.” In a flash, her clothes disappeared in a spray of pixels. “Master showed you how good that can feel – now you can show me what you’ve learned, can’t you?”

Emilia’s eyes shined with love and devotion. “Yes,” she purred. “Please, please let me taste you...”

Still grinning, Kara lifted a leg and stretched all the way to the top of the throne like a dancer. She had to stand on tiptoe, but now she was straddling Emilia’s face. Kara might not have had a princess pussy, but she was no slouch: her own slit glistened with juice, a narrow band of blonde pubic hair pointing to her clit like an exclamation mark.

“Eat it,” she growled, commanding her Princess in a way the old Kara never would have dared. “Now.”

With a gulp, Emilia buried her face in Kara’s snatch and started to apply what I’d taught her. Kara’s face went unfocused, looking out into the distance like she was relieving all her memories of servitude to the girl eating her out. For a moment, I was worried, then she snapped back to herself.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she said, grabbing a handful of Emilia’s long, shimmering curls. “Deeper, bitch. I want you tongue-deep inside me when Master fucks you.”

The thought that I was going to fuck her had apparently not occurred to Emilia yet. I watched her whole body go taut with excitement, her thighs shaking as the suggestion hit her bloodstream. I watched the show a little bit longer, then spread Emilia’s already-parted thighs and unequipped my pants.

“Stop for a second,” I grunted, calling both girls attention away from each other. “I want to watch her face when I tear her virginity away.”

Kara grinned and let go of Emilia’s hair. The princess stared up at me, desire and fear warring in her face. “Will it hurt?” she whispered.

“A little,” I growled, leaning down and planting a kiss between her heaving breasts. “But then it will feel so good.”

Emilia’s eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned. “I want it,” she whimpered. “Fuck me, please...Master...”

That did it. I never could resist the M-word after all.

With a grunt, I buried the head of my cock between Emilia’s folds and thrust forward, burying myself hilt-deep inside of her. There was a moment of resistance as I punched through her virginity, then nothing but sweet pleasure as I filled her untouched cunt for the very first time.

“Yes, Daddy! Yes oh fuck oh yesss....”

It was an instant orgasm from Emilia. Her walls spasmed around me, gripping me tight as a glove as it clenched me over and over again, pulsing in time with the princess’ heartbeat. I hadn’t even told her to call me ‘Daddy’: apparently that was just what was buried deep in her soul, her filthiest secret desires.

I could barely think. In the last few days, I’d been with more women and sampled more pussies than I had in the rest of my entire life – but I’d never felt anything like what I experienced inside of Emilia. I couldn’t explain it – she was just better than any other woman. Her attitude didn’t matter; what did was that this was the tightest, wettest, most amazing-feeling cunt I’d ever pounded. I was an animal, losing all control as I fucked her right into her own throne, pinning her against it like a ragdoll.

Kara redoubled her efforts as well. As I fucked Emilia’s cunt, I got to watch Kara ride her face like the hottest lesbian porn ever filmed. She was careful to hit the perfect angles, to lift her hips so that I could stare at her round ass or her tight, wet slit as Emilia worked her tongue. I could tell Kara wasn’t going to last long, but neither was I.

Beneath me, I felt helpless Emilia have another orgasm. Damn, was this girl ever going to stop?

My cock pumped inside of her like a piston, stretching her to the limit with every thrust. Emilia clung on desperately, needing me deeper inside of her.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she whimpered, groaning around Kara’s pussy. “Pump a fucking baby into me!”

Damn, this girl is kinky! I hadn’t expected that, but now that it was out there I seized on it. My girlfriend Jennifer and I had been playing with fire in the bedroom, trying not to let our naughty fertility kink cause lasting repercussions – and now here was a safe place I could play with my fantasies. After all, I could never actually get Emilia pregnant.

“That’s right,” I grunted, thrusting hard enough into her to throw off sparks. “Gonna fill you up. Gonna breed that pussy, little girl...”

This was exactly what Emilia wanted to hear. “Yes, Daddy!” I felt her cunt clench around me – another orgasm or just a very special hug? - and her nails dug into my back. “Do it! Shoot inside me! I want to make you feel so good – I want to be swollen with your babies...”

Imagining it: me, king of Hyperia, with a harem of barefoot, pregnant babes, I hit the point of no-return and sailed right over. Stars exploded behind my eyes as I bellowed with pleasure, sinking my cock right to the boundary of Emilia’s womb as the head of my cock erupted with seed.

As the first burst of cum splashed against Emilia’s walls, she lost all rational sense. Her cunt clenched as hard as a vise around my cock, milking it as I shot inside of her. It was like nothing I’d ever felt – the muscles of her cunt almost seemed to pull me in, jerking off my slick cock as I pumped her full. The pleasure was so intense it was like a second orgasm all on its own; when I finally came down I was lying on the throne, cum dripping on it from my cock like I was marking my territory.

“Jesus.” The aftershocks were intense. I laid back against the back of the throne, surveying my new kingdom. Emilia lay in my lap, purring like a kitten. Next to me, Kara was coming down from the throes of her own orgasm and hung onto the armrest like she might fall over. And curled up at our feet like the world’s most dangerous pet was Lilith, her body a tiny supernova of reflected sexual energy.

“My harem,” I said, petting Emilia on the top of her head. “Long may it reign.”

Three faces looked up at me and smiled. They were all different, but the looks of love and devotion on their faces were unmistakeable. They were mine – and I was going to make sure they stayed that way.

With a start, I realized I was already thinking how much better this configuration would look with the other two princesses added to it. I guess I wasn’t done yet...
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Saeko removed the visor from her sweat-stained forehead, panting gently. “Wow.”

She’d known what was going to happen, of course. But it was one thing to picture their intruder having sex with an NPC in an abstract sense, and something else entirely to see it live. And three of them, at the same time? Her thighs pulsed just thinking about it.

They weren’t just pulsing with need, however. Saeko’s cheeks burned when she thought about how far she’d gone without even realizing it. She’d managed to keep the worst of the inevitable wet spot from spreading across her pants, but one look at her and Ryuji would know exactly what she’d been doing inside of the VR rig while they spied on the intruder.

The Master, she thought with a smirk, working her way out of the restraints. What a self-aggrandizing title. Yet she could already see how they’d adapt it into the game. She was the farthest thing from a prude – she could understand how having a member of the opposite sex following you around and calling you that could be intoxicating. Her own body was testament to that.

When she came out of the VR rig, Ryuji was facing away from her, angled a bit to look like he was still concentrating on the screen. She knew in an instant what he’d been doing, and before she could stop herself she scanned the floor and wall for any trace of his seed. There wasn’t any; he must have been as fastidious about cleanup as her.

He turned, his face filled with guilt. “Did you get the data?”

She nodded – then, almost without her meaning to, a grin split her face. “That was quite a show, huh?”

Ryuji turned as red as a beet. “I, uh...”

She shook her head. “Look, let’s not bullshit each other, Ryuji. We both enjoyed that. And our customers are going to enjoy it even more. Let’s just acknowledge it. You had fun, I had fun, and neither of will judge each other. Okay?”

She could see him sag with relief. “Yes,” he said, nodding. “Thank you.”

“No need.  This is going to change everything.” She scooted down from the seat, closing the rig behind her. “It’s so much more than I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know – something more like...having sex with dolls, I guess. Or those ‘interactive’ videos you watch with a helmet and a toy. This, though? This is physical AND mental. This can satisfy our customers physically and emotionally.”

Ryuji looked at the corner of the room, still embarrassed. “You think we can integrate it?”

A laugh escaped her lips. “The intruder has done most of the work for us. Imagine: the first VRMMO to allow you to live out your power fantasy. Control harems of women, do battle for control of the Princesses...this is on a whole other level than anything else out there!”

Now her boss looked more than alert. She could almost see the dollar signs scrolling in front of his eyes.

“How quickly?” he asked. He didn’t have to specify.

“We can work on that server right away,” she said. “That one will be much quicker to update than the rest. There’s just one thing we need to do first.”

Ryuji stopped short. “What?”

Saeko clapped him on the shoulder. Now that she’d seen him jerking off, she was really going to have to start getting better pay and benefits.

“Make absolutely sure the intruder can’t stop us.”



Chapter Eight
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It didn’t take long for Jennifer to get curious.

She wondered, of course, what was going on with Jack. He hadn’t been the same since he’d started playing Hyperia Online, that old T&A MMO from when he was a teenager. He’d been spending longer and longer hours connected to the game world, having fun where she couldn’t see.

Normally she’d be mad at that, if it weren’t for the screaming orgasms he was giving her.

“Ever since the game, it’s like he’s a completely different person,” she’d explained to her friends during one of their lunch dates. “But not in a bad way!”

Her BFF Tricia snickered, her eyes rolling upwards as if to indict all boys and their silly video games. “What other way is there?”

“He’s so much more...well, manly lately. He’s a lot more forward in bed, and he straight-up made me breakfast the other day after making me cum harder than I have in years.”

“If video games did that to my man,” Tricia shot back, impressed, “I’d have to get one of those VR systems myself.”

That was the seed that took root in Jennifer’s mind. Why not? Jack was having a ton of fun in the game, that was obvious – and wouldn’t it be even more fun with her there? Oh, she wouldn’t be one of those pushy girlfriends who grabbed the controller and made their man explain everything to them, either: she’d learn the game on the sly, get good at it, then blow his mind.

And maybe something else, she thought as she finished installing Hyperia Online to her VR rig. After all, he’s been on his best behavior lately. He definitely deserves a treat or two...

Jennifer managed to make her way through character creation, making a character who looked more or less like her – with a few alterations in the bust and ass.

Choose a Princess, she read, smiling, who will be your patron and leader inside of the game. Hmm, that was weird. Weren’t there supposed to be three Princesses? She could have sworn she’d seen three girls on that stupid poster of Jack’s. But there were only two options – Alyssa, the Rogue Princess, and Nephra the Mage Princess.

Guess I’ll be a kickass thief babe, she thought, selecting Alyssa. Instantly her character was clad head to toe in skintight black leather, twin crossbows in her arms. Oh yeah. Badass!

She selected the option to start the game and leaned back as the loading screen went white. He’s going to be so surprised, she thought with a giggle. I can’t wait to go adventuring with my boyfriend. I can’t believe I’d ever be saying that...

As the world loaded in, she noticed something very odd in the corner of her screen: a glowing red eye...
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I knew I was in big trouble as soon as I saw the event.

As soon as I booted up Hyperia Online, it was there – a big, friendly advertising banner. Beneath a picture of Princess Emilia stretched out across a bed giving the world’s most obvious come-hither glance were the words ‘Come join the Tri-Princess Quest!’ in massive red-and-white font.

My fingers tightened around the VR helmet, halfway strapped to my head. What the hell was this? Hyperia was a dead game – the last time it had received so much as a bug fix was nearly six months ago. It wasn’t the kind of game that got special events anymore, much less ones that involved all three of the game’s achingly gorgeous, endlessly tempting Princesses.

They know, I thought, my heart sinking into my stomach. The game’s developers: they’d figured me out. They knew I was inside their game, editing code, changing things, literally bending the world to my will. It was the only thing that made sense.

I took a long sip of coffee and struggled to calm down the whirlwind in my head. There was plenty of the dark, delicious brew to go around, because on this day of all days my girlfriend Jennifer was also nowhere to be found. Under the circumstances, that was probably a good thing.

I’m glad she went to work early, I thought. That must have been it: there was no sign of her when I woke up, and the door to her nerd space was uncharacteristically locked. No one responded when I knocked, so she wasn’t there. It made me feel rotten, but I was glad. I’d been making all kinds of ridiculous excuses lately to hide how much time I spent inside of Hyperia Online – with her getting an early start on the day, it was one less lie I had to tell.  

So what was this ‘Tri-Princess Quest?’

The feeling in my gut only got worse as I read more. For years, the ad copy said, the three Princesses of Hyperia have ruled with untouchable, unachievable grace. From Emilia, the Warrior Princess, to Alyssa the Rogue and Nephra the Mage, A11 knows full well that the gorgeous women who rule the world are one of its most enduring, nostalgic qualities!

Now they can be yours!

Oh shit. That couldn’t possibly mean what I thought it meant. Even though I’d figured out a way to crack their haughty shells, to turn the untouchable eleven-out-of-ten model-perfect Princesses into submissive, horny sluts, they couldn’t possibly have caught on so quickly...

Thanks to Hyperia Online’s latest 3.0 update, code named ‘Eros’...

“Crap.” I dropped the mouse. They really had implemented my code in the game.

There was a lot of legalese that followed; a ton of words about safety and protocol and how absolutely nobody who wasn’t over the age of eighteen was allowed to play the new update. It was all code for one thing: they added sex and seduction to the game world. My special red eye that unhooked women from their subroutines and made them able to consent, they’d applied that to everyone. And I was sure that, in cases like the Princesses where they’d never agree to demean themselves in that way, the developers had made judicious use of my magic spiral.

Suddenly it was very, very important that I get logged in to my account. My vision swam as I fiddled with the controls; there was a red film around the edges of my vision.

My reaction startled myself – I wasn’t upset. I was fucking furious. How dare those assholes steal my code? Hyperia was hanging on by a thread before I found a way to add some spice to the bland, generic game world. If there was popular again all of a sudden, if people were flocking to it, then I was the reason why it was happening!

By the time I reached the login screen, I realized all my worst fears had come to pass. Not only was the game popular, there was a fucking queue to log in. The cheap bastards at A11 hadn’t even bothered to buy more server space for their new, lewd game.

I am going to grab Emilia, Kara, and Lilith, I thought, watching the queue numbers tick down, and then the three of us are going to go apeshit all over this new regime...

If the developers thought they could steal my work, they had another thing coming. I’d made myself king of their sad little hill – and if I didn’t like the new toys they’d built on top of it, I knew just how to knock them over...

Would you like to queue for a different server? There are seven servers with zero wait time. (NOTE: currently only server NA2 has update 3.0 installed).

I was about to click the link when I caught myself. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. Not only had they applied my code to the entire game world, they’d only done it on my server. They couldn’t figure out how to apply the update to their other regions yet. No wonder people were having to wait to get into the game.

‘Queue Position: 5’ the game helpfully informed me. I gnashed my teeth, slammed a fist down on the desk. How much longer was I going to have to wait?

I’d just gotten used to having the digital world under my command. My body ached to be inside of Emilia, Lilith, and my prime girl Kara. But as the queue finally ticked down to zero and the game loaded, I was greeted with a new screen. One that made me take the VR helmet off, left me staring at the screen in disbelief. My hands trembled, gripping the equipment so hard it nearly broke. Tears of rage rolled down my cheeks.

Notice of Hyperia Online Enforcement Action

This account has been banned from Hyperia Online. To protect the game world and its players, A11 does not provide specific details on account-level bans. Any attempt to create a new account or to circumvent this ban will result in additional accounts being suspended. Customer service will not be able to modify or provide further details about this action...
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I’d been in Hyperia Online for all of ten minutes when some big blonde warrior bitch changed my worldview forever.

Things had started out easily enough. The intro was pure VRMMO comfort food: long passes over a dark, forbidding forest, a voiceover letting me know that I was the latest newcomer to this land of mighty heroes and vicious, amoral villains. All basically the same stuff I’d plugging into since I was a teenager, more or less. The game dumped me off in Angelthorne, the starting area for Rogues, and I was doing the inevitable chain of newbie quests designed to get you to visit all the usual RPG stops, as immutable as stations of the tide: item shop, blacksmith, inn, magic trainer...

Only I only got halfway through the tanner’s spiel about a band of kobolds keeping him from getting the iron ore he needed when the air ripped open next to me, like someone had cut a slit in an invisible curtain. While the NPC stood there, blandly reciting his lines, a woman stepped into the shop wearing a leather bikini, a smile as bright as Christmas, and nothing else.

“Master!” the girl cried, lunging for me. This girl could lunge. She had a good six inches on me before the fuck-me heels, and looked like she ate the tanner’s kobolds for breakfast. Warrior, my confused mind screamed. High-level one, too!

I took a step back, and her face fell as she actually looked at me for the first time. The change was so sudden and swift that it caught me off-guard.

“You’re not Master,” she said, looking as confused as I felt. “Who are you?”

I was having none of that. “The fuck is this?” I turned to the tanner, as if he was going to somehow be the voice of reason. “Was there some weird new naked girl quest I wasn’t aware of?”

All of a sudden her face set, hard, which made me uneasy as hell. She looked like she could easy kick the crap out of poor little level-one me. There were limits to how badly you could actually get hurt in a VRMMO, of course, but I wasn’t eager at all to find out what those limits were.

Her eyes narrowed. “Are you a developer? What have you done with Master!?”

“Woah, woah, woah!” I yelled, backing away from her hands. “Calm the fuck down, Brunhilda! Don’t go all Ilsa, She Wolf of the S.S. on me!”

From the look on her face, I could tell that my words had sunk in. She looked reasonably upset with herself.

“I don’t know what that is,” she said in a small voice. “But I’m sorry to have frightened you. You...you have Master’s signature. I don’t know how that happened...”

“It’s okay,” I told her, wanting to calm her down. “And I’m sorry I called you a Nazi. I don’t even know why I blurted that out; I hate that movie. Jack made me watch it when he was on a gore kick a few months ago...”

I trailed off. Miss Warrior was staring at me all of a sudden like I’d grown a second head.

“What?”

“Jack!?” All the intensity was back in her voice. “This Jack?”

Before I could say anything, she held one hand outward, palm extended. It glowed, then a scene flashed to life above it. It was a screenshot: it showed the woman in front of me in full-on battle armor, stabbing what looked like five-year-old me’s nightmare after seeing the Abominable Snowman in the Rudolph Christmas Special for the first time. And right next to her, watching intently, was...

“That’s Jack,” I confirmed. “My boyfriend.”

Her face lit up. “Master,” she purred.

Something clicked in my head. “You’re an NPC!”

The woman nodded. “My name is Kara. I am...I belong to Master.”

“Belong?” Something about that sounded...wrong. “What does that mean?”

Kara shrugged. “I am his. I serve him; I am his woman.”

My vision swam. Now dominos were falling in my brain, big angry ones, and the spot where they were going to end up was one I didn’t particularly want to look at. “Master. You mean, like...you’re in his party, right? He recruited you to fight with him in battle?”

“I do fight with him,” Kara said without a hint of shame. “I serve him on the battlefield, and in bed.”

In bed. Oh fuck she said ‘in bed’ she can’t possibly mean what I think she means...

I had to know. I couldn’t not ask.

“You...” I stammered. Why was it so hard to get control of my own damn voice. “You and my boyfriend...you’ve...”

“Fucked,” Kara finished helpfully, adding another of those model-perfect smiles at the end. “Yes. Often. Whenever Master desires it – however he desires it.”

My jaw hit the floor. My boyfriend – my awesome, perfect boyfriend who ate me out and made me breakfast in the morning – was fucking someone else on the side. Not even a someone, a...a thing designed by some graphical artist with a hard-on!

Kara pulled a face. “Are you alright?”

No. I was decidedly not fucking alright. “Excuse me, Kara,” I said without looking at her. “I need to go scream.”

I turned to run, to race away from this bizarre woman and her stories about fucking my man. But Kara started like I’d slapped her. “Wait! This is wonderful news! You’re one of Master’s women. Now that I’ve found you, you can meet the rest of the harem.”

And I thought I’d been shocked before.

“Harem,” I said. I was kind of surprised I managed to keep from yelling. “He has a harem!?”

She nodded, like this was the most ordinary thing in the world. “Of course.”

“How many women does he have in this ‘harem’?” It didn’t matter, of course – one was too many. But still, I wanted to know. How greedy was Jack?

Kara paused to think about it for the briefest moment. “Three,” she said. “Four including you.”

“Four,” I said in utter disbelief.  “Including me.”

That gorgeous smile was back on her face. God damn it, I could see why my boyfriend liked this bitch. I was still going to rip his balls off, but I could see her appeal. “Yes. Me, the succubus Lilith, and the Princess Emilia.”

Even as angry as I was, that last one made me draw up short. “Wait. The woman on the cover!?”

It was clear Kara didn’t understand. “She is one of the three Princesses,” she said slowly. “Between them, they rule the land of Hyperia. Emilia is the Princess of the Warriors – I was pledged to serve her, until Master freed me and brought me into his harem.”

My head felt like it was going to crack open. “You have got to be kidding me,” I groaned, massaging my temples. “You have got to be fucking kidding me!”

“Would you like to meet the rest of the harem?” Kara asked. “They would love to meet you. I can tell they’ll love you. And once Master returns to Hyperia, we can all pleasure him together.”

Oh yes, I thought, acid burning in my chest. I want to meet these whores of yours, Jack. But the next time you log into your little porn playground, it’s not going to be fucking PLEASURE you’ll be feeling.

“Absolutely,” I said, taking her hand. “I can’t wait to see his harem.”
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As every gamer who’s ever been banned from an online game (justly or unjustly!) knows, there’s only a few ways to deal with it.

Firstly, you can write the developers an e-mail. This is worthless, of course, because by the time the order to ban you makes its way through whatever labyrinthian system the company uses instead of decent servers, there isn’t anyone short of the CEO themselves who can reverse it. In my case, writing an angry message would have been worse than useless: it would have let A11 know exactly who and where I am. It would ensure that I’d never set foot in Hyperia again.

So if I wanted to get back in the game, I needed to think smarter.

The first thing I did was fish through the pile of clothes at the foot of my bed and find a credit card. Then I logged into the non-VR internet and signed up for a VPN. There were tons of companies offering them: virtual private networks, where all of your traffic would be shifted through overseas routers until (supposedly) companies and governments were unable to track you. I knew it probably wouldn’t stop A11 for long, but I needed a toehold at the very least. My face paled when I saw how much it cost to subscribe to one that routed virtual reality traffic, but I didn’t have a better option.

Next, I set myself up a new account. I was careful to do this through the virtual network, and not through the program I used to launch the game. I came up with a quick set of fake information, linked it to one of my lesser-used e-mail accounts, and thanked my lucky stars the game was still free-to-play: having to find a new card to give A11 would have slowed me down.

I probably should have waited, given myself time to think, but I wasn’t that kind of person. When there was a problem, I wanted to run out and fix it right then and there – and I couldn’t think of any problem worse than being cutoff from my brand new life.

Finally, I was back at character creation. I let the VR rig load the scan I’d done the first time around, leaving me a double of my original character. I could have just let it scan me, but I liked the subtle alterations I’d made to my body: they made me feel just a little bit more rugged and handsome.

The first shock didn’t come until the very end, when I had to select a Princess. There were only two available.

I stared at the selection screen, using my eyes to jump between the gorgeous Rogue Princess, Alyssa, and the sultry Mage Princess, Nephra. The silhouette on the left was an outline of Emilia’s flawless curves. I’d know them anywhere. And she was greyed out.

“What the hell?”  I tried to select my old Princess, but to no avail. Either the developers had decided they didn’t want new warriors joining the game, or something I’d done had affected the character selection screen. I had no way of knowing which.

With a shrug, I selected Nephra and entered the game.

After a short introductory sequence, I found myself in a verdant jungle, surrounded by lush trees. This was Amun, the proving ground for new mages, and after a moment I remembered it had a sort of Middle-Eastern theming. Amun was an oasis in the desert, surrounded by windswept cities that pumped trade and spice through the region.

It was hot. And I was definitely not dressed for the occasion.

I glanced down at myself and winced. Level one mage robes are not the most fashion-conscious clothes in the world. The gaudy fabric was already sticking to my skin in the humidity.

“Gross,” I grumbled. But I had no time to sit around and gripe about the weather: I had more important things to do. With a few blinks, I opened up my special menu and started rooting around in my bag of tricks. If I could just teleport back to Emilia’s palace-

The world dissolved in a haze of static. This account has been banned, a line of text in the center of my view informed me. I swore.

There was nothing to do but try it all again. I changed the settings on my VPN, registered another account – I was nearly out of e-mail addresses – and raced through character creation.

I went ahead and selected Nephra again, and immediately found myself right back in the same spot, sweating in the thick jungle.

“Alright,” I said, blinking my way through my special menu. “One teleport, coming right up-”

The world dissolved a second time. This account has been banned.

Damn it. Obviously, the developers had figured out how to see me prepping my code injections and auto-ban me for doing it. No matter how fast I was, I wasn’t going to be able to get away with using my teleport powers.

A hard lump formed in my throat. That meant the only way to get back into Hyperia was doing it the old-fashioned way: as a level-one nobody. I wouldn’t be able to free NPCs, charm them, or send myself wherever I wanted in the game world. I’d be just like everyone else.

How the fuck was I supposed to get my girls back that way?

I could figure that out later. Right now, the most important thing was getting back in the game. I had to figure out exactly what had changed inside of Hyperia Online. I didn’t even know if Emilia was still mine – or Lilith, or Kara.

A horrible thought burned in my brain. What if they’d been reset? If they’d completely forgotten me, I didn’t know how I could go on. Deep down, I knew they were just code: but they were different, dammit. Kara had been...she’d been woken up from whatever stupor the developers had put her in. I had no idea if she’d fit the legal definition of a person, or if she was just some clever batch of responses designed to cheat the Turing Test. I didn’t care. She was mine, and it was in my blood to protect her - the same way it was in hers to respect and serve me.

This time, just for good luck, I selected Alyssa and the Rogue class. The look and fit of the clothes were much better than what mages got starting out. Ah well, I thought, sneaking around and stabbing people is pretty fun, too. Besides, its not like I’m going to be doing much actual playing in the game if I can help it...

Soon I was working my way through Angelthorne, the game’s starting area for Rogues, waiting any moment for my screen to explode in a burst of pixels and informed me that I’d been locked out of the game for a third time. It didn’t come, but I was still walking on eggshells.

The fact that the place was more crowded than a theme park on a holiday wasn’t helping, either.

I’d gotten used to Hyperia being nearly empty for so long that seeing it thriving was majorly disorienting. Throngs of people made their way up and down the streets, almost all of them level ten or less. The crowds were the worst around quest-givers, who had a queue halfway down the block to speak with them. With a pang of anxiety, I wondered if they’d replaced Kara in Heartholm with a new introductory NPC: or if they’d just wiped her memory and put her back in her place.

My thoughts were broken as I was shoved aside by a gust of air, forced out of the way by another player. A big guy on a chestnut-colored mare rushed down the thoroughfare, whooping, and his mount apparently cleared a path as he went. I could see that for every ten people shoved aside, at least one looked at the departing figure with that mix of jealousy and anger that screamed I want one as loud as a megaphone.

Pay to win, I thought, shaking my head. This time next week, everyone’s going to have one of those stupid things...

I was glad that the game was doing well, but I really needed to get to my girls. Being without them was like losing a limb. The ache in my chest wasn’t going to go away until I had them in my arms again, their hot little bodies pressed against me and sobbing with relief that I was back...

As the street filled up in the wake of the mount, an idea filled my head. Teleport crystal. I wasn’t able to warp anywhere in the game, but Hyperia had its own system of stations that sent players instantly between the game’s major cities. Kara had wanted to take me to one way back on my first day in the game.

The teleportation crystal would take me to Emilia’s palace. It wouldn’t get me inside, of course – for that, I needed to be level 60 and have Lilith’s scalp in my belt – but it would get me a stone’s throw away. If my harem was still looking for me, and I prayed with all my heart that they were, they’d have at least one girl hanging around there hoping I would show up.

It was a rotten plan. But it was the only one I had.

I kept my head low as I cut through the streets, trying like hell not to attract attention. The last thing I needed was to get disconnected yet again. It didn’t help that I had no idea how to get around Angelthorne. I’d never played the game as a Rogue before, so the city was only ever something I’d teleported into and out of quickly to knock out quests. The streets were a confusing maze, and before long I was more lost than I cared to admit.

I probably would have kept wandering for hours if I didn’t catch the silhouette of the teleport crystal between two larger buildings. I made a beeline for the entrance, my heart hammering in my chest as I rounded the corner. I had just enough gold for a one-way trip, so if I wasn’t right about Emilia’s palace, I’d have to start the whole game over...

I was less than thirty feet away from the door when a slender Asian woman stepped out of the shadows, grinning like a fox assigned to guard a henhouse. She instantly caught my eye, because she didn’t look like anything I’d ever seen before. The game’s class system was painfully generic, filled with nothing but Warriors, Rogues, and Mages, but this girl clearly was none of the three. She wore a snow-white kimono that went down to mid-thigh, where an inch of smooth skin showed before hitting a pair of white-leather thigh-high boots that would be insanely expensive in the real world. A blade as slender as a reed was strapped to her hip; as she grinned she idly ran her fingers over the pommel.

What is this, I thought, my brain swimming. Some kind of samurai?

“Hello, intruder,” the woman said, her voice softer than I’d expected. “You are persistent. I was thinking I was going to have to keep banning you all morning – but then I decided it would be much more fun to do this publicly.”

I froze dead in the middle of the street, trying to muster up my courage. “Look, I don’t know who you are,” I said, trying to sound tough, “but you need to get out of my way. I’ve got important business-”

“I know exactly what your business is,” the girl said with a smirk. “And I’m here to make sure you never see any of those girls again.”

The words hit me like a ton of bricks. “Fuck you,” I spat.

She cocked her head. “Really? How crude. Now die.”

Before I could run, or even yell for help, she drew her sword and lunged.
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I don’t know what I was expecting from my boyfriend’s harem – but it sure as hell wasn’t this.

As Kara and I stepped out of the portal, the smell of brimstone hit my nostrils. We were standing in a chamber that looked like a cross between a nightclub and a torture dungeon: plush couches and a dance floor vied for space with rows of shackles hanging from the ceiling and BDSM-ready racks.

“Who designed this place,” I said, looking around me in confusion. “The Marquis De Sade?”

“This is the Black Circle,” Kara said with a slight grin. “It’s where the game’s final boss lives – or rather, lived, until Master made her part of his harem.”

“I had no idea the game’s final fight took place in a sex dungeon,” I muttered. “This place is even more perverted than I thought...”

“Thank you!” A high, bright voice cut through the din. A moment later, a naked woman with wings stepped out from behind the sexy version of an iron maiden, a long coiling tail wrapped around her waist. “I do try to keep the place orgy-ready. You never know when a party of adventurers might happen along.”

It was impolite to gawk, but I couldn’t stop myself. Holy shit, I thought, staring at the demoness. She is...fuck, she’s hot...

I had never had a lesbian thought in my life. Unlike most girls my age, I just never went through that phase. I had no problem playing around with the idea to get a guy I was seeing all hot and bothered, but the idea of being with another woman left me cold. That is, until I caught an eyeful of this cutie.

That smooth, inhumanly perfect skin. Those long legs, wrapped around mine. Her high, perfect breasts, the valley between her thighs, the way her body fucking glowed like a raver’s makeup at a club.

My mouth went dry as all the moisture in my body went straight between my thighs. Holy fucking shit.

I heard a chuckle behind me. “Yeah,” Kara said. “Lilith tends to have that effect on people.”

Lilith. Now that I’d heard the name, it sounded perfectly appropriate. “H...hi,” I stammered, hating the way my cheeks flushed. I was never like this, with a boy or a girl. What the hell?

Lilith sashayed forward, keeping her gaze locked with mine. When she was close enough, she slid a hand around my waist and grabbed a handful of my ass, exactly the way a guy would. Only normally it wouldn’t make my knees buckle and my pussy fucking flood with need.

“Who is this, Kara?” Lilith looked at me like a delicious meal that had turned up unexpectedly.

Apparently Kara was used to all this. She stretched out on one of the couches, putting her boots over the arm. “She’s what I found when I went to meet Master,” she explained. “She’s got his signal, but she’s not him. She’s his woman, apparently.”

Lilith’s eyes lit up. “One of Master’s women! Yes, I can see why he’d like you. God, you are so fucking sexy...”

She thinks I’m sexy, I thought deliriously, not even caring how obviously turned on I looked. Fuck, she thinks I’m sexy...

No! Get a hold of yourself, Jen. You are not some kind of fucking slut! All these women have been boinking your boyfriend on command, six ways from Sunday. Snap out of it!

That thought brought me back to my senses. “So Jack fucks you,” I managed, taking a step backwards.

Lilith pouted. God damn, this girl had a pout that could get millions of Instagram followers. “That’s not fair,” she said, grinning wickedly. “Sometimes I fuck him.”

Heat blossomed on my cheeks. “Where’s the other girl? Kara told me Jack had three girls other than me.”

Lilith glanced over her shoulder. “She’s taking a nap. Want to meet her?”

I nodded my assent, not trusting myself to speak. Lilith put my hand in hers and led me through the chamber, weaving between bed and something that looked like a Bowflex covered in dildos. Finally we reached a place where the floor dipped down, ending in a set of steps that led to a massive, kinglier-than-king-sized bed. It covered the floor like a carpet, big enough for an emperor and his entire harem, and curled up in the middle of a wedge of blankets was the snoozing Princess, looking like something out of the world’s naughtiest fairy tale.

“She’s our Sleeping Beauty,” Lilith purred, as if driving the point home. “She says she’s not rising from this bed until she feels Master in our world again.”

If that was the case, then I wondered why she hadn’t risen when I’d entered the game. Kara had certainly come running, after all. But I didn’t say anything – I just stared.

Emilia was...well, she was perfect. Almost too perfect – like seeing a photoshopped, airbrushed underwear model walking around in real life, exactly the way she was on the cover of some magazine. In an instant, I understood exactly why my boyfriend had dedicated himself for so long to getting one of these princesses in bed with him. Anything on Earth with testosterone running through its veins would take one look at this girl and all their primal caveman shit would activate. They wouldn’t know whether or not to protect her or fuck her brains out.

She didn’t have quite the same effect on me. I appreciated Emilia, the way you would a masterpiece by a talented artist or a glorious sunset, but she didn’t make my pussy throb or my body want to do dirty, forbidden things with other girls. That was all Lilith.

“How romantic,” I said, surprised that I meant it. “A sleeping princess waiting for her hero.”

“Ah, she’s just being a brat.” Lilith put her hands on her hips and shook the bed with the point of one of her heels, but Emilia didn’t stir. “She’s an absolute terror when Master isn’t around. He’s the only one who knows how to tame her. Otherwise it’s like dealing with a bitchy teenager.”

I knew what that was like. It wasn’t that long ago that I was that bitchy teenager.

“So,” Lilith said, so casually that I instantly knew to be wary. “When’s Master coming back?”

I thought about it. “He’s probably at work right now,” I said after a moment. “At least I hope he is, if he knows what’s good for him. So he’ll probably be on right after he gets home.”

Lilith nodded at this. “So we’ve got some time to kill, then,” she purred, looking me up and down.

I knew exactly what that gaze meant. I wanted to say no, to put a stop to this now – but my body wasn’t responding to my commands anymore.

Biting her lip, Lilith took my hand and led me onto the bed. “Don’t worry about Emilia,” she said in a smoky whisper. “She won’t feel a thing. She’s off having hot, wet dreams where she’s being impaled on Master’s cock.”

The mention of Jack made my resistance decrease instead of increase, strangely enough. I looked at Lilith, the kind of girl who was trouble with a capital-T, and all I could think was, why not?

Jack’s fucked her, I thought, my thighs dripping with juice. He’s put his cock inside of that wet little pussy. That’s probably after she wrapped those soft, pouty lips around his shaft and sucked him dry.

The thought of my boyfriend cheating on me was supposed to make me furious. So why was I so fucking turned on thinking about it?

“Relax,” Lilith said, stroking my side with her long nails. “We do this all the time. It gets so boring without Master to give us something to fuck and suck, so we have to play with each other.” She giggled at the shocked look on my face. “He gave us permission,” she said with a wink.

I couldn’t do this. The fact that Jack had cheated on me – if having sex with digital babes could even properly be called cheating – didn’t make what Lilith was offering okay. Two wrongs didn’t make a right, but goddamn that tight little body next to me sure felt right. I could feel my self-control leaking away, dripping from between my swollen lips. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this horny.

“Lilith,” I said, swallowing hard. “We can’t do this. It – it isn’t right-”

Before I could get out another syllable, Lilith sprang forward and covered my mouth with hers. Oh wow. Oh fuck that was so good. My thoughts dissolved in a burst of pleasure as her naughty little tongue slid into my mouth, kissing me softer and gentler than Jack would.

I wanted this. Fuck, I didn’t care if it was right. Maybe that’s what Jack thought, too, flittered through the back of my head before Lilith’s body pressed tight against mine and turned me into a creature of pure biology and need.

Her skin lit up as we kissed, warming beneath my fingers. She broke the kiss and giggled, then bit my lip for good measure.

“I’m a succubus,” she explained. “I feed on sexual energy. I could feel your frustration the second you walked into the Black Circle. I can’t really hide it when I’m feeding – but then again, why would I?”

Why would she indeed! “You look...wow, you look beautiful,” I whispered, spellbound by the gorgeous glow radiating from her skin.

“So do you,” she said in a teasing little lilt. “Fuck, you’re such a hot little babe, Jen...”

It was exactly the kind of thing Jack would say right before fucking me, and it made me melt. Lilith pushed me down onto the bed, and suddenly she was everywhere: her questing hands, her hot little mouth, exactly where she wanted them. It was like she’d somehow scanned me to find all my erogenous zones, and soon I was writhing beneath her, whimpering for more.

“You are so fucking wet,” the succubus growled. “I can’t wait to taste you.”

Oh my gawd she wants to taste me she wants to put her tongue right on my cunt oh please oh please let her eat me out...

I started to rise up and she pushed me back down again, smothering my mouth with hers. It was crystal fucking clear which one of us was going to be the dominant one in the bedroom. If she’d been a guy, I might have considered it chauvinistic: but coming from Lilith, it was perfect.

“Ah ah,” she purred. I’d put my hand on the back of her head, trying to force her between my legs with a desperation that verged on panic. “Not yet. First we need to get you naked.”

I laid back and let her undress me. Lilith took her time, obviously enjoying every twitch of frustration in my muscles as she oh-so-slowly exposed me. First my top came off, exposing my breasts (I was so happy that I’d augmented them a bit in character creation) and of course she spent some time admiring them with her tongue.

By the time she moved down to my skintight leather pants, they were practically squeaking. I was soaked, dripping wet, barely able to string together a coherent thought. Forget the virtual world: I’d never been this horny in the real world before, either. Lilith’s touch was magic, it was everything I wanted, and I couldn’t wait to fucking give myself to her.

“There we go,” she said with a smirk, tugging the leather down my creamy thighs. “Doesn’t that feel better?”

It did. Oh fuck yes it did. There was a furnace between my legs, pumping overtime, and I wanted to show her so badly.

Lilith’s hand slid between my thighs, and the world exploded in pleasure. I let out a groan of pure animal lust as relief flooded me. My thighs tensed around her palm, wanting to keep it there forever – even though she was only giving me the barest touch where I needed it most.

“Fuck, girl, I can’t believe how wet you are.” Lilith licked her lips as if already picturing how her face would feel down there. “Jack must be able to slide all the way into your hot little womb with that big cock of his, can’t he?”

Two fingers entered my cunt and went deep, as if inviting me to fantasize about the exact scenario she’d just described. The mention of my boyfriend brought me to my senses a little, but only a little.

“Yeah,” I panted, rocking my hips forward unconsciously. “He, uh, he definitely has a thing about breeding me...”

Lilith’s smile widened. “With us, too,” she whispered.

That caught my attention. “Wait, can you...? I mean, this is just a game – you can’t really get pregnant-”

“That doesn’t mean we can do things Master likes,” Lilith giggled. Her hand left my pussy, making me whimper in frustration – but then her hands grabbed my hips with both hands and I realized she was about to give me exactly what I’d been craving.

“Please,” I whimpered, completely helpless. “Please taste me...”

Lilith cocked her head, grinning down at me. I definitely got the impression this was a girl who liked to play with her food before eating it.

“We can’t give Master what he wants,” she said, her cheeks coloring. “But you can. He can breed you, pump that fertile cunt full of his spunk and make you swollen with his heirs. He can claim you as his, mark your soul as his possession – take control of your fertility. He can own your life!”

Fuck. She made it sound like the sexiest fucking thing ever.

“The breeding thing is hot,” I said, swallowing hard. “Really hot. But I’m not ready for that...”

“Oh, sweetheart,” Lilith said, giving me a look that was just north of patronizing. “I just had two fingers buried inside your cunt, and let me tell you – you’re definitely ready to be bred...”

I opened my mouth to object, to try and inject some kind of sense back into this conversation that had gone completely off the rails. But before I could, Lilith dove between my thighs, and the rest of the world winked out like someone hit a giant OFF switch.

I’d never felt this amazing before. I’d been eaten out, of course – I sucked Jack’s dick two or three times a week and he was more than happy to reciprocate – but as enthusiastic as he was, he didn’t understand how to make a woman cum the way Lilith did. Lilith understood how to make anything with a pulse have a primal, sheet-clawing orgasm.

Her tongue lapped at me with expert skill, teasing my clit in little swirls that had me saying swear words I didn’t even know I knew. By the time she added two fingers to the mix, pumping them like a cock against my g-spot as her mouth worked, I was completely lost. The pleasure reached a crescendo, I sailed right over the point of no-return, and the world exploded in absolute bliss as I came screaming against the succubus’ perfect, sexy face.

“Fuck, Lilith. Lilith, yes!”

In all my other sexual encounters, this would have been the beginning of the end. Not so with Lilith. I have no idea how she did it, but it was like she milked my clit – drawing more pleasure out from between my legs than I thought a human being was capable of feeling. I’d read online about girls who had multiple orgasms from really good sex, and had always dismissed them as the fantasies of some macho guy who wanted to really prove he knew how to fuck. But as I charged right back up the peak, without the need of any time to cool down, I realized they’d been right.

Lilith was going to make me come twice. Maybe more than twice.

I looked down and savored the sight of the gorgeous woman between my legs. I must be hallucinating, I thought with a little giggle. Lilith was glowing like a fucking firework, her hair shimmering as she applied all her skill to my pulsing, needy pussy.

“What the fuck...”

Lilith either didn’t hear me or was too into eating me out. I opened her mouth to ask her what the fuck was going on with her own personal light show, but all that came out was a wordless moan of pleasure. I would have been impressed if I’d had the presence of mind to – she had total control of my body, stoking my pleasure like a hungry furnace. I was going to get engulfed by the flames at this rate.

“Fuck, Lilith! I can’t take it!” My fingers dug into her hair, pinning me harder to her even as I said it. I didn’t want it to stop: I didn’t care if she gave me so much fucking pleasure I lost my mind. I wanted more. I could feel something building deep inside of me, like a ball of pure energy between my legs – like something I’d gotten close to before but never reached.

Lilith took the hint and buried her face in my cunt. She was glowing so bright it hurt to look at her. Even when I closed my eyes, I could still see her through the lids. I didn’t know which would come first – her exploding or me.

In the end, it all happened at once. My body hit the peak of multiple orgasms and sailed right on over, into something so strong it left me completely unsure of my surroundings. My body writhed like it was being electrocuted as I screamed, the muscles of my cunt contracting in time with my heart beat like I was a guy trying to pump Lilith’s hot little mouth full. A moment later I realized deliriously that that’s exactly what I was doing: I was squirting for the first time in my life. As the relief flooded me, I laid back against the covers and came right up to the brink of passing out. Even facing away from her, I could see the reflected light from Lilith’s skin against the walls as she reached supernova level and stayed there.

It felt like it took ages for me to come down; I floated for a long time, just basking in the pleasure. Lilith wasn’t like any of the boys I’d had before – instead of pulling away and sticking their dicks in me as soon as I started to cum, she slowly massaged and teased my inner muscles, drawing out aftershocks that were like orgasms in their own right.

When I came to enough to open my eyes, Lilith was propped up with her hands on either side of my head, grinning down at me. The glow was gone from her skin, although it had a sheen to it now that looked like something a photographer would normally have to add in Photoshop after editing.

“Holy fucking shit,” I whimpered, feeling weak. I tried to rise, but Lilith held me down with a single finger. “How did you just do that...?”

“I’m a succubus,” she said with a grin. “I feed on my victims’ sexual energy. It lets me know exactly when I’m doing something you like. It’s almost like I’m reading your mind, figuring out what you’re horny for before you do.”

That sounded...amazing. I just cheated on Jack, I realized, brushing the sweat from my forehead. Oh no. I’m no better than he is...

My concern must have showed on my face. “What’s wrong?” Lilith asked.

“Nothing,” I said, shaking my head. “I just...now I understand why Jack couldn’t keep from sticking his dick in you...”

Lilith looked shocked. “You’re angry that he fucked me,” she said, as if she’d only just realized it.

“Well yes,” I said. “It is cheating, after all.”

She flashed that lopsided grin I knew on a primal level that Jack just fucking loved. “You weren’t any better at resisting me than he was, you know.”

That brought me up short. My anger notwithstanding, everything that went on in here was technically a game. What I’d done was basically a very fancy, very intimate form of pornography. If I could get away with it, was I really able to get up on my high horse about it with Jack?

I scanned my own thoughts, asking myself if I felt guilty about what I’d just done. The message from my sweat-soaked, freshly fucked body was clear: no. Hell no.

But before I could say anything to reassure Lilith, both of us were caught off-guard. Emilia sat bolt upright in bed, her slender body wrapped in the covers, screaming something that was muffled by the fabric. I shared a look with Lilith as the Princess peeled back the covers, her half-naked body shining.

Oh shit we fucked right in front of her, I thought. I hope she didn’t feel it...

But when she opened her mouth, all thoughts about whether or not we’d embarrassed ourselves fell right out of my head. “Master,” the Princess whispered.

“Master?” I repeated. “Jack?”

Emilia’s face lit up with a smile. “Master! Master is back!”



Chapter Four: Jack
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The samurai lunged, and the world went red.

The character I’d been when I’d last left Hyperia Online might have been able to dodge a strike like that. Maybe. At level one, completely without armor or special skills, I didn’t have a fucking chance.

The blade sank into my shoulder, slicing through flesh like it was cheesecloth. I screamed as a gout of blood arced through the air, pain flaring through my body like an electric shock. Three-fourths of my hit points were gone in an instant, dropping me to a level where I was barely capable of functioning.

She’d done all that with one hit. Another one and I’d be dead.

A small crowd had gathered to watch the fun. All along the square, people stopped what they were doing to watch the fight. I couldn’t even see this other player’s level, but from the looks on the faces around me, it was high enough that I didn’t need to bother even thinking of a way to attack.

The samurai girl grinned and pulled back her blade. Then she brought it to her lips and fucking licked it. A gasp rose from the crowd as her tongue caressed the flat end of the blade, tasting the blood that dripped from it.

“You crazy bitch,” I snarled, clutching my shoulder. “Who the fuck are you?”

I didn’t need to be a brain surgeon to know that whoever she was, she was on the dev team. I’d never seen clothes or weapons like hers in Hyperia before: they must have been prototypes for some kind of Asian-themed expansion. Maybe one that had been planned years before and shelved due to low player-count.

The samurai took her time. She knew there was nowhere for me to run, and with our audience growing by the minute, she’d decided to show off.

“Delicious,” she murmured as she licked her lips. She produced a pale cloth from somewhere and wiped the rest of her blade clean. “I always forget how well the virtual modules can replicate taste.”

“You picked a hell of a way to test it,” I said, reaching for a courage I didn’t feel. “One last time: who the hell are you, lady?”

She gave me a long, appraising look. “My name is Saeko,” she finally said.

“Yeah she fucking is!” someone screamed in the crowd.

“Cut him in half!” someone else helpfully added.

Saeko smiled, lapping up the crowd’s attention. I felt a sharp pang in my gut. She’s getting off on this, I thought. She loves having all these people here.

“So are you here to thank me, Saeko?” I asked. It hurt like a bitch to let go of my shoulder, but I used my free hand to gesture across the crowd. “After all, I’m the reason all these people are here.”

Her eyes narrowed and I knew the remark had hit home. There we go.

“Intruder,” she said, making the word sound almost like a title of respect. “You’ve been fucking around inside of my game. Literally.”

I tried to shrug. With my injury, it didn’t go well. “What can I say? I know a good thing when I see it.”

Saeko had apparently had enough. She brandished her sword, moving through several flashy swipes that had the crowd cheering in awe.

“This is the intruder,” she pronounced, her voice impossibly loud and coming from all directions at once. Developer cheat, I thought. From the reactions around the square, everyone else was just as unnerved by the effect as I was.

“Give us a fight!” someone screamed.

Saeko’s smile grew wider. “This player has been banned from the game multiple times. No matter how many times we remove him, he continues to try and hack Hyperia – ruining your play experience!”

She was met with a chorus of boos. She wants to make an example out of me, I realized. Fuck.

“I know that in the recent past, this game has been...unpopular.” Saeko looked like the words themselves were bitter in her mouth. “Our team has not been giving you, the players, the treatment you deserve. We’ve been asleep at the wheel. I want to assure you all – that ends now.”

She lifted her sword high in the air, and I watched every pair of eyes in the crowd move upward to match it. I could feel her getting ready to wrap up her speech. If I was going to make a move, I was rapidly running out of time.

“From now on, hackers like this intruder will be punished – publicly,” she said with relish. “We will no longer allow amateurs to run roughshod over Hyperia. The new age of our game is here!”

The guy nearest to me in the crowd was spellbound, staring at Saeko like he’d never seen anything so badass. Without thinking, I shoved him to the side and ran, pushing through the gap I’d created.

For a few seconds, the crowd parted to let me through, too shocked to do anything else. Then they caught themselves.

“Stop him!” someone screamed. Suddenly the people nearest to me weren’t acting like passive observers. They grabbed at me, snarling angrily and trying to block my way. Saeko had promised these people blood, and they wanted a show.

A glance behind me confirmed that she was right behind me. Bystanders weren’t doing anything to hinder her: if anything, they were helping her get to me. I glanced through the forest of shoulders and torsos, barely ten feet away from breaking through to clear road, but I could tell it didn’t matter. By the time I got there, she’d be on me, and this would all be over.

Desperate, I blinked into my special menu. If it got me auto-banned, at least that was better than Saeko’s sword slicing me in half. All my usual tricks were there – and miraculously, the world didn’t fade out into static when I reached for them. Saeko must have been dropping the banhammer herself on me every time, chuckling to herself as she locked me out of the game.  

Teleport made the most sense. But it was a dead end – Saeko could just send herself wherever I was, follow me endlessly until she brought me down. I had to slow her down, break line of sight, fucking hide until I was able to make contact with my girls. For that, I needed a distraction.

I clicked the white spiral with a blink, turned it to max power, and spun in a desperate, agonized circle.

The spiral was a hypnotic effect, designed to bring people under my power and make them little more than my brainwashed puppets. It didn’t work on the human players surrounding me, and I hadn’t really expected it to. But there were guards peppered throughout the crowd, NPCs that had been automatically summoned by the high player count and activity.

“Attack!” I screamed, pointing at Saeko. “Bring her down!”

Suddenly a small squadron of soldiers were marching through the crowd, headed straight for my attacker. The crowd roiled like a living thing, thrown off by this new development. Suddenly I was free, tearing out of the throng and hitting cobblestone.

Behind me, Saeko snarled and struck out, neatly decapitating the first guard with her blade. Blood showered over the crowd as they cheered wildly. This was exactly the show they’d been hoping for. The sight of it – and picturing myself in the guard’s place – made me dizzy.

Run!

I had no idea of the layout of the city. I raced blindly through the streets, juking through narrow alleys and ducking behind any cover I could find as I made my way. Deep down, I knew it wouldn’t help – but panic propelled me forward. I did not want to end up on that blade. I had the horrible inkling that Saeko wouldn’t give me a quick, dignified death. She was going to play with me first.

I’d just turned into a long street stuffed with shops when there was a horrific ripping sound and Saeko appeared. She was floating in mid-air, hovering at the end of the block like some kind of monster from a storybook as she grinned down at me. Blood dripped from her sword onto the stones, and when the crowd noticed her they scattered in all directions.

Fuck.

“You can’t hide,” she purred, sounding like one of my harem girls in the bedroom. She was obviously enjoying this. “Wherever you run, intruder, I will find you-”

I didn’t wait around to hear the rest of her speech. I did a one-eighty and ran the other way. Which turned out to be a huge mistake.

The street ended abruptly at a public fountain. There were benches around it, flowers growing in boxes along the path – in any other context, it would have been serene. Unfortunately, I was going to die.

Saeko slowly floated up the path, taking her time. Now that I was boxed in, there was no point in haste: she could savor the moment, enjoy this.

I kept backing up, trying to keep a sword’s length of distance between us. Before I knew it, there was water lapping around my feet. I was standing in the fountain, my back against its alabaster center. They were going to have one hell of a time cleaning it once it was covered in my blood.

“Finally,” Saeko said lustily, pulling her blade from its sheath. “I wondered how long it would take you to hit a dead end.”

I closed my eyes and waited for the blow. At least it wouldn’t hurt as much as actually being sliced in half by a samurai sword. Thank God for small mercies.

When the end didn’t come, I opened my eyes. Saeko was standing on the edge of the fountain, staring at a point above my head with the most gobsmacked look I’d ever seen. It had to be a trick, some way of getting me to turn around so she could stab me through the back and get that cool “knife sticking out of my heart” look as the last thing I’d ever seen. But finally, curiosity overcame me.

I looked up – and saw the last person I’d ever expected to see.

My girlfriend, Jennifer.



Chapter Five: The Whole Gang
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“Master! It’s so good to see you!”

In a rush, four girls poured out of the portal above my head. First came Jennifer, hitting the water with a dainty splash. Next was Lilith, grinning like she was stepping into her pleasure chamber, then Kara with a grim expression. Lastly, the Princess Emilia peeked through the portal and jumped through, landing in Kara’s arms without the warrior even looking up.

“Jen?” Despite everything that had happened, that was happening right there and now, the appearance of my girlfriend got my full attention. “What are you doing here?”

Jennifer looked...well, she looked hot. She’d obviously chosen Rogue as her character class, and the skintight leather outfit set off her curves in all the right ways. She’d made a few modifications to her avatar, too – she definitely couldn’t get that much cleavage in the real world without some kind of push-up bra. Not that her breasts weren’t fabulous, but damn.

My girlfriend’s expression was unreadable. “Hey yourself,” she said.

Oh shit. My stomach fell. She’s here with my harem. My HAREM. She knows everything.

Lilith laughed. She grabbed my girlfriend around the waist and pulled her close in a way that was so intimate, it made my cock throb to life.

“We were so happy to meet your girl, Master,” she purred. “She’s delicious...”

I stared at Jennifer, open-mouthed. Her cheeks flushed crimson, and she pulled her lips inward like someone caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

“Babe? Did you...”

Saeko coughed. “Sorry to interrupt your happy little reunion,” she said in a hard voice. “But it’s time for you to die.”

“Do I even want to know what the fuck is going on?” Jen asked.

“Long story,” I said. “I’ll explain once we deal with this bitch.”

She gave me a long, even look. “Sure. We’ve got a lot to talk about.”

I swallowed hard. “Girls, this lady is trying to cut me out of the game. How do we feel about that?”

I don’t think Saeko was ready for their reaction. Suddenly she was surrounded by three angry girls, getting up in her face like they were reality TV stars ready to scrap.

“Stay the fuck away from Master,” Lilith snarled.

“You want him, you’ve got to go through us,” Kara added.

But it was Emilia who really got Saeko’s attention. “This man is my protector,” she said haughtily, drawing herself up to her full height. “A duly appointed knight of the Princess. By laying hands on him, you make yourself an enemy of my entire kingdom!”

Saeko stared at Emilia so longingly that I was instantly sure there was some kind of history between the two of them. Maybe she designed her, I thought, reaching for my weapon.

“You’re all crazy,” Saeko finally spat. “You’re all code. You’re nothing to me – you think you can stop me?”

“I’m not code,” Jennifer said, stepping forward. “And nobody gets to disrespect my man except me, bitch.”

Saeko laughed in disbelief. “Then come at me,” she said, brandishing her sword. “Just fucking try!”

The square rang with the sounds of battle. Saeko brought the pommel of her blade against her side and lunged forward, stabbing right into the gaggle of harem girls. Just as smoothly, Kara parried her strike and slugged her right in the face.

Before she could regain her senses, Lilith was on her. The gorgeous succubus might not have had any clothes on, but she had claws – and she knew how to use them. She tore at Saeko, ripping her kimono to shreds and knocking chips off her massive HP bar.

For a moment, hope rose in my chest. She might have been a developer, but we outnumbered her five-to-one. Those were good odds. As fantastic as she was with a blade, she couldn’t handle Kara’s strength or Lilith’s fury. And Jennifer looked like she’d already gained a few levels and knew what to do with those crossbows. We were actually going to win, just maybe.

Then Saeko got free of Lilith’s grip and went to work.

She dropped her sword, letting it clatter against the cobblestones. Her fingers flashed in the air, wiggling madly, and it took a second for me to understand what she was doing. When it hit me, panic flared in my chest.

“Developer console,” I yelled, trying to alert the girls. “Watch out-”

It was too late. Lilith went first, presumably since she’d actually scored a hit on Saeko. A crude wireframe of a box appeared in the air around her body, anchored to the ground. Compared to the architecture of the city, it looked disgustingly low-poly: but it hadn’t been designed to look pretty. Lilith sprang forward, but bounced off the side of the box as if it were made of pure steel.

“What the fuck?” Lilith roared. She attacked in three directions at once, all of them bouncing uselessly off her new cage. “What is this?”

“Stop her!” I screamed, brandishing my starting dagger. “We can’t let her access that console! She can do anything she wants with it!”

The rest of my girls got the message, but it was already too late. Kara lunged forward with a berzerker’s fury, but Saeko just grinned as she watched her approach.

“You hit me,” she said smoothly. “Let’s make sure you never do that again.”

Kara swung her sword straight at Saeko’s neck, aiming to sever her head right from her body. If it had hit, it certainly would have done just that. But halfway through the strike, Kara’s arms simply ceased to exist. Her sword continued to sail through the air, but now it went over Saeko’s shoulder and struck the ground, leaving a gash.

Kara’s scream was as horrifying as it was pitiable.

“Much better,” Saeko said, turning her attention to us. Kara fell on her ass as she continued to scream, looking back and forth between the stubs where her powerful arms had just been.

Jennifer stared at Kara in horror. “You’re sick,” she pronounced.

Saeko rolled her eyes. “Whatever. I think you two should stay right where you are for now...”

Suddenly I couldn’t feel my feet. I looked down, Jennifer doing the same, and my eyes widened. The water in the fountain had frozen as solid as permafrost. Jennifer and I had been standing knee-deep in it, and now we were held fast. I made a few stabs at the ice with my dagger, but even then I knew it was no use. We were trapped.

That only left Emilia to face the storm.

“Don’t hurt her!” I blurted, surprising myself. “You can’t!”

Now that her enemies had been dealt with, Saeko was back in her slow, savoring mode. She looked Emilia up and down like a lion appraising a gazelle, then turned her attention back to me.

“I can do whatever I want,” she said flatly. “Haven’t you learned that?”

“She’s a Princess,” I shot back. “One of the emblems of the whole fucking game. You think the players will forgive you if you rip her arms off?”

The corner of Saeko’s mouth turned up in a cruel smile. “I’m not going to harm her,” she purred, stepping closer. Emilia trembled, her gaze never wavering from Saeko’s laser-like visage. “Don’t get your pants in a twist, little hero.”

“Then what?” That was Jennifer. I felt an absurd burst of pride that my girlfriend was standing up, protecting the harem along with me. “What fucked-up shit are you going to do to the Princess?”

She stepped forward and ran her finger along Emilia’s chin. The sword at her side winked out of existence. Only then did it hit me: why Emilia was shaking like a leaf, why she couldn’t look away, and why Saeko had been acting like some sort of burlesque performer since she’d stepped out of that teleport station.

Emilia had never been more turned on in her entire life.

Saeko turned to me, grinning. “I’m going to steal your girl,” she said with a giggle. “I’m going to make her mine.”

Then she kissed her.



Chapter Six: Jennifer
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I couldn’t look away. But even if my feet weren’t frozen solid, I wouldn’t want to.

The new girl, that bitchy samurai chick who’d demolished our entire team like it was nothing, grabbed Emilia by the back of her head and kissed her so hard it might leave bruises.

Holy shit, I thought, watching them go. She’s just taking her right here. Asserting her dominance.

It was horrible. And totally fucking hot. But mostly horrible.

With a grunt, Saeko punched a command in her virtual keyboard and Emilia’s clothes disappeared. The Princess stood revealed, wearing nothing except a flimsy, transparent little shift that clung to her tits and hips. We could all see her dark nipples poking through the fabric, and the wet spot where the triangle between her legs boiled over with heat. I got the impression that everyone else had seen this side of Emilia before; but for me, it was like a revelation.

I’d been straight as a fucking arrow before Hyperia Online. Now I’d had my first lesbian experience with a gorgeous succubus, and the sight of this conquered princess had my pussy gushing with need. I could feel my heart racing in my chest, my tits heaving up and down as sweat broke out on my forehead, and I knew Jack could see it, too. I didn’t care.

“Look at me,” Saeko said, although Emilia was already looking. As the Princess stared at her like a girl in a trance, Saeko put her thumbs to either side of Emilia’s temples. Instantly, her eyes rolled back in her head with only the whites showing.

“You serve me,” Saeko said in a low, commanding tone. “You will obey my commands.”

Emilia cried out like Saeko’s words had just made her cum. She ground her thighs together, biting her lip as her eyes went even further back in her head. It wasn’t just her: I was pretty sure everybody in the square was turned on now, except for maybe Kara. She was still pretty put out about that whole “no arms” thing.

“I serve you,” Emilia panted, whimpering with need. “I will obey your commands, Mistress.”

“You will only obey me,” Saeko said, smirking at Jack. At my boyfriend, who looked like the world was ending but had a hard-on like nothing I’d ever seen before tenting his pants. God, he was so turned on. And delicious looking. I wished that my feet weren’t frozen so I could drop to my knees and put it in my mouth...

Fuck. Girl, you are horny. I needed to get a grip.

Emilia was trying to resist, but everyone could see it was futile. “I...what about Master, Mistress?”

“You have no Master,” Saeko said insistently. Her thumbs rolled in tight circles across Emilia’s temples, as if she could literally massage her resistance away. Hell, maybe she could. “You serve only me. Only me, Emilia. You understand?”

It was like a dam burst inside of her. A slow, vapid smile spread across Emilia’s gorgeous face. “Yes, Mistress,” she mewled. “I serve only you.”

Saeko grinned – and then her kimono was gone. It had been torn to shreds in the battle, anyway, but still – she wasn’t wearing a stitch beneath it. Her body was lithe and athletic, with breasts a little bit on the smallish side. Still, she looked like a good fucking time. And from the way she was looking at Emilia, I could tell she wanted that good time right here and now.

Shit, is she gonna fuck the Princess right in front of us? Instantly, I looked to Jack – that would be a major blow to his ego. He looked like he wanted to strangle Saeko with his bare hands.

“Good girl,” Saeko purred. She stroked the back of Emilia’s head like she was some cherished pet. “Now get on your knees.”

Emilia obeyed without hesitation, dropping to the cobblestones like she was submitting to some conquistador. A stab of pleasure shot through me at the sight of her, the proud, haughty girl brought low. God, I was a little jealous of Saeko right then.

Speaking of which, she spread her legs to reveal she had absolutely no hair down there. I knew from experience that Lilith kept a little arrow of it over her clit, the way I did, but Saeko was completely smooth.

“Taste your Mistress,” she purred, turning to look right into Jack’s face. “Pleasure her until you feel her come all over your face.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Emilia groaned. She buried her head between Saeko’s thighs, and the dominant woman grabbed the back of her head for good measure. Saeko’s eyes went slack with pleasure as Emilia went to work, her mouth dropping into a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure.

“You bitch,” Jack snarled. “She’s mine...”

“Not anymore,” Saeko said, her voice thick with pleasure. “Be grateful I don’t take the rest of your toys away, intruder. She’s...oh, gawd she’s amazing...”

Jack strained against his bonds, but the ice held firm. I wanted to be there for him, wanted to help, but it was like someone had put a warm blanket over my mind. I couldn’t deny it, I was horny as hell. I’d never felt like this before, not even with Lilith. I could tell Jack was affected by the growing stain of precum on his pants.

Saeko noticed us noticing. “I added a little modification to my own pleasure matrix,” she said, groaning triumphantly. “It’s something like what your succubus does. When my pleasure increases, it affects everyone around me in a very...arousing manner. Don’t fight it – I want to see you give in...”

Oh fuck. I knew exactly what she meant. The temptation to slide my hand into my panties had been growing in the back of my mind for a while, and now it was almost irresistible.

She looks so fucking hot, I thought deliriously. I didn’t know if I meant Saeko getting eaten out, Emilia submitting, or the whole damn thing. I don’t think I cared at that point.

“Fuck you,” Jack growled. But I could tell he was getting frustrated, too. I have to help him, I thought.

A moment later, I knew just how to do it.

“Take it out,” I groaned, sliding fingers beneath my waistband. “I want to watch you stroke it.”

Jack looked at me like I’d grown a second head. “Are you crazy?”

“Mmmh, please?” My fingers found my clit, and the relief was so great I almost cried out from the bliss. “I love your big, hard cock, baby – I want you to make yourself feel so much better. It would be so hot to watch...”

There was a fevered, glazed quality to Jack’s gaze. Like a man in a dream, he undid his belt and pulled down his zipper. His cock sprang out of his pants, rock-hard and dripping with juice, and I nearly came right in my panties from the sight of it.

“Fuck, it’s huge,” I panted. “I wish it was inside me, Jack!”

“I...I can’t stop,” he said dreamily, stroking himself. “Fuck, it feels so good...it feels so much better than any time I’ve ever done it...”

For a while, the only sounds in the square were flesh on flesh. I rubbed myself shamelessly, eyes fixed on Jack’s cock as he pumped it. Emilia let out little whimpers of pleasure as she worshipped Saeko’s cunt with her mouth, and in her box Lilith was white-hot with pleasure. Even Kara was grinding her thighs against the ground, helplessly masturbating.

We’re all going to come together, I realized. She’s got us all tied to her, set up like dominos. Once she climaxes, we’ll all go right over the edge.

In the back of my mind, in the tiny part of me that wasn’t completely consumed by her power, I knew that was the only moment we’d have to get away. I judged the distance between myself and Jack, even as I swirled my fingers around my clit so hard that I ought to have had multiple orgasms by now. I wasn’t going to be allowed to come until Saeko did.

He’s close enough, I thought. So is Lilith, if that box is one-way...

“Kara!” I groaned, right on the edge. God, I wanted to cum so bad, but Saeko wouldn’t let me. “Come over to me – quick!”

In the throes of her own passion, Kara managed to start wriggling towards me. She got on her knees and crab walked, fighting the pulsing pleasure in her own pussy. I was proud of her.

“Jack,” I groaned, opening up my menu. “Get ready!”

He started, his hand perched around his cock. He looked at me dazedly, like he’d been caught jerking off to me. “Ready for what?”

“X marks the spot!” That’s what Kara told me you called it, at least. When you teleported.

Saeko’s moans hit a fevered pitch. She ground Emilia’s face into her cunt, and while the Princess’ moans were muffled I knew all of them were worshipping her new Mistress. She belonged to Saeko now, and that thought above all else was going to get Saeko off.

I didn’t even need to touch myself now. I was feeling their pleasure, pushing past the point of no return, sailing over the edge...

When orgasm hit I was prepared for it, but it was still so sweet I nearly passed out. Only the planning kept me sane. As Jack groaned, his cock spurting like a fire hose, I reached out and grabbed his free hand with the tips of my fingers. Lilith did the same, and Kara managed to roll into the fountain and keep her head just above the water. I hoped that having her body pressed against my foot was enough.

It was nearly impossible to select a destination while cumming my brains out, but somehow I did it. As the white light washed over us, sending us away from Saeko and Emilia, I finally gave into pleasure. I rode the biggest, hottest orgasm of my life as we were tossed hundreds of miles away, my pussy clenching around nothing as we sailed through the void.

We’d left Emilia behind.



Chapter Seven: Jack
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Whips and chains. Couches and chaise lounges. The smell of brimstone and sex.

This was definitely the Black Circle.

I tumbled out of the portal face-first, smacking the stone with my shoulder and groaning. My cock was still spurting, sending streaks of seed spilling across the floor. I felt so good, and so bad, all at the same time.

Saeko had won. She’d stolen my Princess, turned her against me with the powers she’d stolen from me. And I’d not only had to watch it, she’d made sure I’d enjoyed it. I’d jerked off while watching, masturbated in front of my girlfriend while she did the same thing. We’d climaxed together while watching Emilia submit, cumming our brains out from our submission to Saeko’s power.

I was embarrassed as hell. But it had felt amazing.

“Are we all accounted for?” I asked once we had gotten our bearings. There was Jennifer, Lilith, and Kara – and mercifully, her trip through the portal had given Kara her arms back. I didn’t want to think about what life would have been like for her without them.

“Yeah,” Jennifer said, panting from the rush. “We’re fine.”

“That was quick thinking, babe,” I said, clapping her on the shoulder. “You really saved us.”

Her look instantly had me silent. “Yeah,” she said again, a little dazed. “I learned about that trick from Lilith. I’m glad it worked the way she described.”

“I see.” I said. Now I was embarrassed about way more than just jerking off. “So you’ve met Lilith...”

“More than that,” the succubus said with a smile. “We’re acquainted. Biblically.”

A little laugh broke its way from my throat. “How long did that take?”

“About ten minutes,” Lilith said briskly, eying my girlfriend. “But I think you and your girl need some privacy, Master...”

She was right. Jennifer had her hands on her hips and was glaring at me. “Sure,” I said. “Let’s go over to the bed. You two keep an eye on the entrance, alright?”

“Can do!” Lilith grabbed Kara – who was still marveling at her arms – and led her away.

“Come over here,” I told Jen. She didn’t look happy, but she followed me to the big bed. When she saw it, she flinched.

“I’ve never used it, if that’s what you’re wondering,” I said sheepishly.

“No,” Jennifer said with a sigh. “I have.”

“Ah.”

We stared at each other in silence for a few moments. It was clear neither of us knew how to start this.

“I’m sorry,” I finally said. “I should have told you everything about this place from the start. I know it’s a game, I know it’s code, but...well, you’ve met the girls. It feels pretty fucking real.”

She stared at me for a moment, her expression unreadable. “I know,” she finally said. “They seem so...human. They’re more real than real. I think if they were in the real world, I’d be friends with these girls.”

I pulled a face. “I cheated on you,” I said flatly.

Jennifer sighed. She looked back and forth across our surroundings, then laid down on the bed with her hands clasped over her taut little tummy.

“I forgive you,” she said. “If you forgive me.”

Wow. That was way less anger than I’d expected. “Seriously?”

She nodded. “I cheated on you, too. When I first got here, I was so shocked I couldn’t think straight. My boyfriend was fucking virtual girls on the reg? So much so that he’d built a fucking harem of digital waifus?”

I grimaced. “You make it sound so sleazy.”

She continued as if she hadn’t heard me. “But then I met them. And saw them. And Jack...I’ve never had a fucking girl-on-girl thought in my life. I’ve never even been bi-curious before. I used to laugh about the stereotype that every girl is secretly queer. But it took like five minutes for Lilith to get me in this bed, gasping as she made me cum in her mouth.”

“That’s pretty hot.”

She sighed. “I know. I...I like these girls, Jack. I honestly like your harem. I did not expect that.”

I reached over and took her hand. “So you’re not mad?”

She bit her lip. “Are you mad at me? Not only did I cheat on you, I did it with a girl.”

Shock filled me. “Is that what you’re upset about? That you’re not as straight as you always thought? That you fucked a girl?”

She looked like she was about to burst into tears. “It would be one thing if I’d found some sexy elf guy and fucked around on you. But I fucked a girl – and I had the hottest screaming orgasm of my life. Doesn’t that hurt your masculinity?”

What? “Hell no,” I said. “I love that you love my girls. I’m more than happy to share them with you. If you want to be queen of the harem, I’d be fucking tickled pink!”

“Really?”

I stared her down. “You still love me, right? You still like cock?”

She looked at me – and laughed. “Of course I do. I love you, Jack. And, honestly...” She trailed off. “No, never mind. I shouldn’t say.”

“No, please,” I insisted. “Don’t hide shit from me.”

She grinned. “I might have been upset if you were just playing your video games all day and neglecting me. But you’ve been a completely different person since you started Hyperia. You’re more confident, more outgoing – and more of a beast in bed. Our sex life is better than it was when we first started dating. And now I understand why.”

“Huh. I didn’t realize I was being such a better guy. Why?”

“These girls worship you,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “They respect you, defer to you – give you room to take control and to grow, to learn how to command. They’re exactly what you’ve always needed. And frankly, they are fucking hot.”

I felt a grin stretching my face. This was almost too good to be true. “So you like the game?” I asked.

“Are you kidding me? Hell yes! I can’t wait to build an even bigger harem of babes and split them with you. Once we deal with this samurai bitch, of course.” She rolled onto her stomach and made eyes at me. “But you’ll figure out how to do that, won’t you, baby?”

I had never loved her more than I did in that moment. I grabbed her shoulders and kissed her hard, pulling her to me.

“I love you so much, Jen,” I growled, my erection pulsing against her thigh. 

“I love you, too,” she whimpered. “Now lay me down on this bed and fuck my brains out, stud.”

Grinning, I lifted her up and put her down on her ass on the end of the bed. My pants were gone in a flash, and I tugged what was left of hers down and tossed it across the room. Jen was practically purring with need, growling as I manhandled her, and by the time I head the head of my cock nestled in her folds she was arching her back and thrusting her hips, desperate to feel me inside of her.

“One thing,” I said, staring down at her as I teased her clit with the tip of my cock.

“Anything,” she panted, grinning at me. “Please, just please fuck me...”

“No sexy elf guys,” I said with a smirk, letting an inch of me push into her. “I’m the only cock you need. I know that’s totally unfair, and complete bullshit, but I’m just not cool with other dudes in the harem. I don’t mind sharing my girls – but I’m not sharing you. Got it?”

She smiled like I’d only seen her do two or three times before. “Got it,” she said, dropping her voice to a smoky whisper. Then, she added, “...Master.”

My heart skipped a beat. I thrust my hips forward, spearing her hilt-deep in a single, hard motion. She cried out, her walls clenching around me as I buried my cock all the way to the entrance of her womb.

“Oh, you liked that,” she panted in my ear, locking her legs behind my back. “I love you, Master. Please fill me with your big cock. Fuck a baby into me...”

I should have known the breeding talk would come back. I liked it – and inside of Hyperia, there was no need to worry about contraception or risk. I could fuck Jen raw, cum inside of her cunt, and never risk anything.

I pounded her hard, driving her into the bed with savage strokes. It made me hot to think that she’d fucked Lilith on this bed. Soon enough I was going to have to fuck both of them right here.

“You like having Master’s cock inside of you? You like Master breeding you?” I asked, swatting gently at her tits.

“Yes, Master!” Oh, yeah, Jen was shameless. “I love serving you. Does my tight, wet little pussy make you feel good?”

“So good,” I said with a smirk. “Turn around.”

She did, putting her big ass in the air. She buried her face in the pillow as I fucked her doggy style, hitting the perfect angle to slam into her g-spot with every thrust. But that wasn’t the real reason I liked this position.

Reason number one, I thought, grabbing a handful of Jennifer’s hair for leverage. She arched her back and groaned, taking me even deeper. And reason number two...

I brought my free hand down and spanked Jen’s ass, hard. Harder than I would have if it left bruises in the real world. But it was exactly what she wanted.

“Yes, Daddy! Spank me harder! Punish me while you fuck me!”

I was shocked – and so hard. Jennifer had never said the word Daddy before to me, not even when she was drunk. If she was revealing this now, it was because she was finally comfortable with me in a way she’d never been before. I loved it!

“Master’s going to cum in you,” I grunted into her ear. She was pinned against the bed, helpless as I filled her pussy all the way up with every stroke. She rode me like a bitch in heat, grinding back as hard as she could with her hips as my cock pumped inside of her like a piston. “Gonna fill you up...”

“Nut in me, Daddy,” she groaned, her cunt clenching around me. Jennifer pressed her face against the pillow as she came, muffling the sound of her screams with the thick fabric. A flood of juice coated my cock, making everything even hotter and slicker as I prepared to shoot my load.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. “Gonna cum!” I cried, letting go of her hair and putting both hands around her hips. I drove as deeply as I could into her, giving in to my primal urges, and with one more hard thrust I hit the point of no return and sailed right over.

The pleasure hit me like a car crash. I was stunned by the bliss as my cock erupted inside Jennifer’s walls, spraying them down with burst after burst of thick, fertile seed. I groaned with relief as I flooded her womb, the aftershocks of her pussy muscles gripping me in time with her heartbeat and milking me dry. Jennifer snaked a hand between her thighs and gently squeezed my balls, adding to the pleasure.

“That’s right, Daddy,” she whimpered, making sure every drop of my load was deep inside her pussy. “Give it all to me. You’re going to be such a good Daddy...”

That can’t happen, I thought wearily, but I couldn’t muster up the will to care. It wasn’t like we hadn’t fucked unprotected in the real world, anyway.

As we came down from our peaks, we lay together in a sweaty tangle on the bed, curled up in each other. I had no clue what I was going to say to Jennifer when both of us logged out of the game, but for now, I was in heaven. Except for one thing: Emilia.

My grip tightened on Jennifer’s thigh. That bitch Saeko had stolen my Princess, and I was going to get her back. Even being a developer wasn’t going to save her. I was a hacker; I knew how to fight dirty. And now that I had my girlfriend by my side, nothing was going to stop me.

She was going to pay.



Epilogue: Ryuji
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“As you can see,” Ryuji said, gesturing at the PowerPoint presentation, “player numbers have increased significantly since the latest update. With concurrent users continuing to rise, the profitability of Hyperia Online is assured for at least the near-future. That’s where you come in.”

Around the table, six men studied each other warily. Each of them were venture capitalists: businessmen from the tech and finance industries, huge names that even the lowliest coder on A11’s staff would have recognized by name. And each of them had come here to invest in his game. It was something that last week he would have believed was impossible. It was a dream come true.

He was just waiting for the other shoe to drop. 

The lead man cleared his throat. His name flashed in Ryuji’s mind: Satoshi Khan, a stakeholder in three of East Asia’s four largest tech companies. It was his backing Ryuji wanted most of all.

“We are very excited about the player growth you’ve seen,” he said, wiping a spot of non-existent dust off of his glasses. “It seems almost exponential. And, on a more personal level, I myself entered Hyperia two days ago and found it very...pleasurable.”

Oh yes. Ryuji had made sure to arrange a very personal tour for the tech magnate. One that showed off the game’s new skills in dizzying, erotic display.

“I’ll cut to the chase,” Satoshi said. “We’re willing to purchase a 35% stake in the company. At the amounts you requested.”

Ryuji’s heart jumped into his throat. He couldn’t let any of it show, but he felt like dancing. This was wonderful news.

“But,” the man said, holding up a finger, “there are some changes that must be made.”

Around the table, heads nodded.

Ryuji bowed low. “Any changes you wish to make will be implemented, Mr. Khan. What is your wish?”

This was a ruse, of course. Ryuji already knew exactly what Satoshi Khan was going to ask for before he asked for it. His representatives had passed him the request themselves days ago. He was already working on doing exactly what the executive wanted.

“The Princesses,” Satoshi said with a grin. “They must be removed from the game.”

The man next to him nodded. “They are too good for...gamers,” he said, spitting out the last word like a bad prune. “They will be used for personal home pleasure programs – the new flagship home fantasy VR rig by Khan Industries.”

Which you will charge a massive premium for, Ryuji thought as he nodded. It was no secret that Khan wanted the intellectual property associated with the Princesses. Even in a VR market that catered to every whim and sexual fantasy of users, the Princesses were something special. It was them that Khan was really purchasing with this investment: he could give a shit about the game.

But the investment would keep the game solvent for years. Ryuji would never have to worry about going broke again.

“We are already working on your request,” Ryuji said with a smile. “One of my best coders has already isolated the code for one of the Princesses – Emilia – and is working to remove her from the game. Once we’ve done the same for the other two characters, we’ll throw the switch and replace them with new NPCs. Possibly ones modeled after our newest investor?”

“That would be fine,” Satoshi said, waving a hand dismissively. “Just make sure they disappear. No one has access to those digital women inside of the game – only Khan Industries.”

“Of course,” Ryuji said, bowing again. “Very soon, this will all be taken care of. The three Princesses will be yours, and the game will finally be able to keep pace with the times.”

After more nodding and bowing, the meeting finally adjourned. Now Ryuji had to contact Saeko and see how she was doing. She needed to get the other two Princesses under her power, fast.

It was time for all three of them to disappear...


        
            
                
            
        



Chapter One: Jack
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“So. That was weird.”

Jennifer was waiting for me in the kitchen, sipping a hot mug of tea with her feet curled up beneath her on the couch. From the calm, composed way she looked, you could almost forget that less than an hour ago we’d be fucking like bunnies inside of a virtual world.

She looked up from her drink, one corner of her mouth curling up in a smile. “Yeah it was. Want to talk about it?”

I was more than glad to. Not long ago, I’d thought that the relationship between Jennifer and I was over. She’d dialed into Hyperia Online, the VRMMO where I’d been building a harem and changing the world, and she’d learned the truth about what I was up to all those hours with a VR helmet on my head. At the time it had felt like it was worth it, trading my ordinary real life for a virtual one where I was king. Now I wasn’t so sure. Jennifer was easily the coolest girl I’d ever met – she was the kind of babe you could say you were proud to have as your girlfriend and honestly mean it. I don’t know what I would have done if she’d taken one look at my harem and decided this was it.

“Sure.” I fixed myself a cup of coffee and sat down next to her. The fact that she’d gone to the trouble of making me a pot while I unplugged from Hyperia was a good sign.

We looked each other up and down for a few seconds, the events of the previous day playing in both our heads. My heart pounded a little bit harder as I pictured the way that skintight assassin outfit clung to Jen’s curvy body – and how I’d torn it off her like I was unwrapping a Christmas present.

From the look in her eyes, I knew she was doing the same thing. She looked like she was enjoying it, too.

Finally, Jen decided to break the ice. “I’ve had sex with you in a lot of different ways,” she said teasingly. “But I’ve never done it inside a video game before.”

“Me either,” I told her. “Not before Hyperia, anyway. I...I really liked it.” Before she could say anything else, I held up a hand. “It made me feel like...like there were no limits. When I spanked you, I didn’t have to worry about how hard I was doing it because I knew there was no way I could really hurt you. When I talked about breeding you-”

Jen giggled, throwing off my train of thought. “You don’t have to recount every detail of it,” she said, stirring her drink. “I was there, too. And I liked it just as much as you did.”

“Really?” I was gratified to see her nod. “What about the whole...you know...”

“Harem?” Jen was bolder than me. I might have been king swinging dick inside of Hyperia, but inside of our apartment was a whole other story. “You mean how you’ve got three girls inside your game taking turns riding your dick?”

I couldn’t back down now. Not when we’d come so close to working things out before logging out. “Yeah,” I said, swallowing hard.

She held my gaze for a few seconds, then looked away. “I’d be a hypocrite if I did,” she said. She almost sounded like she was talking to herself. “It was like five minutes before I was spreading my legs for that naughty little succubus...”

“Yeah, Lilith has that power over people,” I said with a laugh. “She’s a cool girl once you get to know her.”

Jennifer leaned forward. “Maybe you’d better tell me everything,” she said, putting a hand on my knee. “Start from the beginning. How did you meet these girls? How did you get this power you seem to have over all of them? And how’d you have the Princess herself eating out of your hand like that?”

She’s not doing it anymore, I thought. Saeko had made sure of that. I shook my head, clearing the darkness way. I needed to collect my thoughts, to explain everything to my girlfriend.

So I did. Over the next half hour or so, I told Jennifer the entire story. She was a good listener; occasionally she’d interrupt with a question or a shocked expletive, but she let me tell the whole thing my way. And by the time I got to the end, I could tell that despite wanting to be mad, she was a little bit turned on.

“That explains so much,” she finally said when I was done. “You’ve made the developers very, very angry.”

“I’ve made the developers money,” I shot back. “That game would be DOA right now without me.”

“I know,” Jen said soothingly, giving my thigh a squeeze. “You are such a different guy since that game, Jack.”

For a second I thought she meant it in a bad way. Then I realized she was looking at me in a way she hadn’t since we’d first started dating – when she was still in the awkward, lovestruck phase of our relationship.

“Yeah?” I liked the way she was looking at me. Liked it a lot. “How so?”

“The Jack I know would never be this...fierce,” Jennifer said, stirring her drink. After sipping it and finding it had gone cold, she got up to make herself another cup. “When I was in the game, you were like a caveman – but in a good way. Instead of beating around the bush or looking the other way and hoping things would get done without you, you stepped up and did what needed to be done. You’ve been like that in the real world too these last few days. It’s been awesome – ah!”

While Jen wasn’t looking, I’d snuck up behind her and grabbed her around the waist. She smelled amazing, and the feel of her body against mine felt so right. It felt like home.

“Maybe I’ve realized I need to stop being such a wimp,” I growled in her ear. “When I’ve got a good thing, the best thing to do is to reach out and take it.”

“I’ll say,” Jen said, turning around to face me.

She bit her lip and then threw her arms around me, kissing me hard. My hands went under her ass, grabbing two firm handfuls through her sweatpants, and with a grunt I lifted her right off the ground and set her on the edge of the counter.

Jen’s face was flushed with heat when we broke the kiss. “Fuck,” she panted. “You even do that better since the game.”

I made a decision, right then and there. If Jennifer wasn’t going to shame me for my lifestyle, I wasn’t about to do the job for her. At that moment, I chose to never again worry about whether or not it was misogynistic or amoral to have a ‘harem’ of babes. She loved it, I loved it, and the girls I couldn’t wait to get back to inside of Hyperia Online definitely loved it.

“I like this,” I said firmly, holding her to the counter by her waist. “I like us like this. I want us to go back inside of Hyperia, together. I want to see you fool around with my girls. I want to sit on my throne and have you between my legs, with Kara and Lilith on either side cheering you on...”

“I wouldn’t mind riding their faces,” Jen blurted, catching herself with a shocked look as the words left her mouth. “I mean...”

I grinned. “I love you,” I said, pulling her to me. God she felt so amazing.

I held her against me for a long moment, kissing her deeply – then my hands went under her shirt. Jennifer’s body was warm and soft, oh so ready for me. Her whimpers of pleasure turned to low, throaty moans as I let my hands roam, grabbing and groping her the way I’d never dared to before the game gave me me confidence.

“I love you too,” she purred, nuzzling my chin. “Fuck me, Jason. Fuck me right here...”

I locked eyes with her. A beat passed between us, and this time neither one of us even suggested stopping and putting on a condom. That wasn’t what I wanted, and I knew she felt the same way.

As I kissed her, I heard the sound of Jen’s fingers undoing my zipper. Her hand slid into my boxers and closed around my cock, stroking me hard as precum spurted from the tip. 

“God, you’re so hard,” she whimpered, spreading her legs. “I love it.”

Her ankles hooked around my back, pulling me into her warmth. With a single motion I tugged her shirt over her head and tossed it to the kitchen floor. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath of it. I lowered my face between her breasts and pulled one of her hard nipples into my mouth, sucking it greedily. She arched her back and moaned, the warmth between her thighs growing even hotter.

“Need you now,” I grunted, giving in completely to my animal impulses. We moved like two parts of a well-oiled machine, moving fabric and muscles to remove anything between her core and mine. By the time I had the head of my cock nestled in her folds she was naked other than a pair of black thong panties tugged to the side. She clung to me, her hands around my shoulders the only thing keeping her from falling forward off the counter.

She was so wet and warm. I slid inside of her easily, going balls-deep inside of her with one hard thrust. The counter shook as I bottomed out inside of her, the back of her head slamming gently into one of the shelves.

“God damn,” Jen groaned, rocking her hips hard to meet me. “How did you know this was just what I needed, Jason? How the fuck did you know?”

“Because,” I growled in her ear, “it’s exactly what I needed, too.”

We fucked like wild animals on the kitchen counter, her nails digging into my back as I filled her with long, savage thrusts. As our pleasure built, the whole kitchen started to shake around us, utensils and plates knocking together every time I pounded her naughty little pussy. Jen buried her face in my chest, every muscle inside of her clenching around me as she sailed right over the edge into climax.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Release filled Jennifer’s voice as she came. A flood of juice met my cock, soaking every inch of my shaft with her dripping honey. The orgasm made everything wetter and tighter, until it felt like my cock was throwing sparks as her walls ground around me. She screamed like a banshee as she rode out the aftershocks, gripping me tight as I pounded like a piston inside of her.

“Come for me!” It tore out of her like a sob, her voice ragged with need. “Come in me, shoot inside me, Jason, please!”

She didn’t need to tell me to do it. I was already at the edge, bigger and thicker as I got ready to shoot my load, ramming Jennifer so hard her ass slammed into the counter with every thrust. She hugged me tight as I went right past the point of no return, shuddering and groaning as my cock began to jerk inside of her tight, wet walls.

The world went white and I came.

Pleasure surged through me as I let go, firing hot bursts of cream right into Jennifer’s womb. She leaned back and lifted her hips, putting me at the perfect angle to go even deeper inside of her as I humped mercilessly between her thighs. It was like bombs going off – boom, boom, boom as I thrust between her walls again and again, so sensitive that I cried out.

When I came down from my peak I was still inside of her, making sure my load stayed nice and deep where it belonged. She rocked her hips in slow, steady circles beneath me, milking the last few drops of seed from my balls.

“Thank you, baby,” Jennifer whispered, laying her face against my chest. “I needed that even more than the tea.”

It felt good to hold her, to just enjoy the feeling of skin-on-skin as she rubbed my back and slid her thighs against mine. My cock finally went soft enough to slide out of her. She giggled with pleasure as she pressed her face against me, and I totally got it. She felt amazing; she smelled amazing.

“That was good,” I finally told her. “But we need to start using some protection.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Do we?”

I decided to let that pass without comment. “So what do we do now?” I asked a minute or two later once we both had our pants back on. “Saeko took one of my girls away. She’ll probably go after the other two Princesses, too. And I wouldn’t put it past her to try and get revenge on me by snatching up Kara or Lilith. She wasn’t interested in them before, but I’m sure she is now.”

Jennifer gave me a long, even look. It was the kind of thing I was used to seeing from her when I was about to get into some kind of trouble.

“I know what my gut tells me,” she said in a voice barely above a whisper. “But you’re not going to like it.”

“Shoot,” I said, putting my hands on my knees. “You know I trust what you think above anyone else.”

She nodded. Her lips set in a tight line. “You should quit.”

I felt my eyebrows shoot up to my hairline. “Excuse me?”

Jennifer grabbed my hand like she was afraid I was going to get up and walk away. “Jack, they’re the developers,” she said. “They can do whatever they want with the game. How many times did they ban you?”

I felt warm all of a sudden. There was a weird tint to the corners of my vision. “You’re not serious,” I told her. “You can’t be serious.”

“Jack, I know you care a lot about this game,” Jennifer said quickly. “I get it. I was there, just like you. I saw those girls.”

“They’re mine,” I said, surprised at my own ferocity. “They belong to me.”

Jennifer sighed. “That’s just it. They don’t. Kara, Lilith, Emilia...that’s data that’s saved on their servers. We don’t have any access to it. They could delete it all tomorrow.”

“They wouldn’t dare,” I said flatly.

But she was shaking her head. “You can’t fight them forever. It’s their game, not yours. I know that you’re the reason its popular – I’m not disputing that! They owe you – big time.”

I crossed my arms. “You’re telling me to give up,” I said in disbelief. “To just walk the fuck away.”

“You can’t win!” I could see tears collecting in the corners of Jennifer’s eyes, like the words themselves were causing her pain. “Think about it, Jack. There’s no win state. Even if you out-hack the developers, they can just shut everything down. All that work, all that fighting – for what? They can flip a switch and do a reset, and you’re back to square one.” She frowned at the look on my face. “Please listen to me, Jack. I’m not trying to hurt you.”

I knew she was right. But it still stung. It was my code that made Hyperia Online popular again. My work that had put the dev team back on the map. It just felt wrong to hand the game back over to them now that I’d achieved so much.

Suddenly, an awful thought occurred to me.

“This is your plan, isn’t it?” I pushed away from her, rising to my feet. “You don’t like that I have a harem. It drives you nuts that I’ve got other girls riding my dick, even if they’re just code. You want me to stop, but you know you look like a hypocrite if you say it after you fucked Lilith!”

Jennifer’s eyes went wide as saucers, and instantly I felt terrible. It was written all over her face that she hadn’t even thought of this – that it was just now occurring to her as I said it.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “In fact...damn it...”

Her cheeks were red as apples. It wasn’t like Jen to get flustered all of a sudden.

“What?”

She looked to the side and chewed her lip. “It’s kind of opened my eyes. Maybe we could experiment in the real world!” She met my gaze, challenging me. “Okay?”

Is she saying what I think she’s saying? It felt too good to be true, and the cold feeling in my chest hadn’t completely gone away.

“So what,” I said. “You’re poly now all of a sudden?”

She didn’t say anything for a moment. “No,” she finally replied, lowering her voice. “I just thought...it doesn’t matter. It was fun, okay? I liked having other girls around.”

Now I was stunned. “You do what now?”

A grin spread across her face. “I was thinking maybe we could try it. A threesome. With a girl I know, of course. One I pick out. Someone safe. But...yeah. Would you be up for that?”

I stared at her, open-mouthed.

“How did I become the luckiest son of a bitch alive?” I asked.

Jen giggled. “So I’ll take that as a yes?”

My head was spinning. Excitement bloomed to life in my chest. My virtual life was bleeding into my real one. Not only did Jennifer turn out to be okay with everything, but this? This was everything.

I swallowed hard; my throat was suddenly dry. “Yeah,” I said, putting my arms around her. “Yeah, that’d be good.”

“So we’ll do that,” Jennifer murmured into my chest after a few moments. “And we’ll put the video games away for now, right? No more trouble. Imagine if those devs got our personal info and put it out there, Jack. Our lives would be ruined...”

It hurt. Even in Jen’s arms, with the promise of a threesome (and maybe more!) on the horizon, it still hurt to let go of everything I’d gained inside of Hyperia. For a second, I was tempted to say no: to ruin this perfect moment by refusing to give up what was mine. But Jen was right.

I hated it – but she was right. Hyperia was over.

“Alright,” I told her. She relaxed against me – she’d been expecting me to refuse. “I’m out of the game. From now on, you and I can have fun in the real world.”

“You won’t regret it,” she said, giving my but a squeeze.

I sure hoped not.



Chapter Two: Saeko
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This was heaven. Absolute heaven.

Saeko stretched languidly, curling her toes as she relaxed into the plush feather bed. The bed was on a pedestal surrounded by pillars, thick vines hanging like curtains all around. In the distance, Hyperia’s twin suns dipped beneath the horizon, bathing the desert in brilliant shades of red and orange.

This was a secret pleasure chamber located at the apex of the Mage Palace’s highest tower; a place where only those in the absolute confidence of the Princess were allowed entry. Nephra had taken her there immediately after falling – as if the woman had wanted to revel in her own degradation.

Like I was going to stop her, Saeko thought with a grin. She glanced up from the pillow to see three women kneeling at the foot of the bed, waiting for her command.

“The furnishings are wonderful,” Saeko said, mirth lighting up her voice. “But it’s the company I really came here for. Climb up, girls.”

All three looked up at her words. As always, Saeko’s gaze went straight to Emilia, her favorite. The headstrong princess of the Warrior caste looked like she belonged on the masthead of a battleship – in her wispy, pale blue silks she looked like some sort of goddess men prayed to for luck on the eve of battle. She’d been the first to give herself to Saeko, and something about that set the slender Asian woman on fire like nothing else.

If Emilia was the icy, brilliant fairytale princess, then Alyssa was pure fire. The princess of the Rogues had been stripped of her skintight leather armor and wore little more than a tight corset and panties designed to showcase her ample curves and bust. Saeko hadn’t been expecting someone associated with stealthy assassins to be so voluptuous, but she certainly wasn’t complaining.

“Mistress,” Alyssa purred, practically shouldering Emilia aside to fill her view. “Please let me be the first to pleasure you. The honor should be mine...”

Saeko smirked at the redheaded princess. Alyssa had been so willful before she’d been taken, so haughty. She’d sworn she would never serve. Now it was like she was trying to prove she could be more submissive than everyone else.

You can take the girl out of the palace, Saeko thought, but you can’t rid her of that competitive streak...

Instead of replying, Saeko glanced over Alyssa’s shoulder at the third member of her harem. Shy Nephra was still perched at the foot of the bed, as if she hadn’t heard Saeko’s command. The lithe queen of the Desert Mages had been allowed to keep her uniform, if only because it pleased Saeko: a jeweled top and pants that showed off her rich, mocha skin. Everything about Nephra was dark, from her shimmering raven hair to her chestnut nipples. She made such a nice contrast against the pale Emilia.

Saeko tucked her arms behind her head and gazed evenly at Alyssa. “Do that thing I like,” she purred.

Alyssa cocked an eyebrow. “What thing?”

A slow, easy smile spread across Saeko’s face. “That thing where the three of you argue with each other over which one of you is my favorite.” She glanced to each woman, making sure she had their total attention before continuing. “It usually ends with you tearing each others’ clothes off.”

All three of the girls could smirk, but it looked sexiest on Alyssa. “Why bother, Mistress? We all know you prefer Emilia.”

That was true – but she still wanted to see them compete. Ah, she couldn’t have everything she wanted, now could she?

Saeko leaned back and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing anything – not that there was any need to in the warm desert air. The lips of her sex sparkled as as she parted them with her fingers, inviting her slaves to gaze upon her.

Emilia started in first, but before she could get close Saeko put a hand on her shoulder to restrain her. “Not you,” she whispered. “I want you right here.”

The princess smiled in understanding and kissed her. Saeko groaned with pleasure as the princess’ mouth covered her own, taking the dominant position the way she knew the leader of warriors liked to do. Despite all her bravado, Alyssa was still second to Emilia in the dominance department – although she would never go so far as to disobey one of her mistress’ commands.

Saeko shoved Alyssa to the other side with her free hand. That left Nephra, shy Nephra with her honey-warm mouth and eyes so deep you could drown in them, to taste her bounty. The dusky beauty slid between her thighs like she was born to be there, her naughty mouth nibbling at Saeko’s inner thigh as she got her nice and warmed up.

“You’re all so beautiful,” Saeko gasped. With Emilia on one side of her and Alyssa on the other, she felt like a conqueror. Like an emperor. Empress, she corrected herself, leaning in to kiss Emilia again.

When she broke the kiss, Alyssa had already tugged down Emilia’s wispy robes to reveal her breasts. Every time she looked at them, Saeko instantly understood why men spent years of their lives trying to get in the same room with the princesses. Emilia had a pair like a fertility goddess, a rack so perfect it felt like it was crying out for her lips, her teeth, her tongue.

Saeko certainly didn’t want to disappoint.

She pulled one of Emilia’s nipples into her mouth, sucking hard right as Nephra’s mouth found her clit. She cried out and arched her back as the princess hummed right on her most sensitive nub, sending bolts of pleasure arcing through her body.

“That’s right, Mistress,” Alyssa panted. Through the haze Saeko could see the redheaded princess’ hand was a blur between her own thighs, even as she used her free hand to massage Saeko’s breasts. “Let us make you feel so good. Let us worship you...”

Worship. Oh yes, Saeko could get used to this.

The things Nephra was doing with her mouth made Saeko’s legs tremble. She buried her face in Emilia’s wonderful cleavage, wrapping her legs around Nephra’s shoulders as she concentrated on her own pleasure. Everything felt so wonderful. She was surrounded by supernaturally gorgeous women, all of them talking to her like she was a goddess, and as she ground her cunt against Nephra’s face she finally gave in and let go completely, forgetting that this was all a virtual fantasy. A moment later she came, digging her nails into Emilia’s back as she cried out and buried her face in her bosom.

Nephra knew just how to make her lose her mind. The desert princess swirled her tongue around Saeko’s throbbing clit, pushing her up to a second, surprising climax. Saeko was unused to multiple orgasms and screamed loud enough to sound out over the desert as a flood of juice squirted from her spasming cunt.

“There we go!” That was Alyssa, who was doing something with Saeko’s hair that felt better than any scalp massage. “Nephra always feels a little disappointed with herself if she doesn’t get the double orgasm.”

“Oh, fuck yes...” Saeko couldn’t agree more. “You’re all such good slaves. You’re doing such a good job for your Mistress...”

She watched with glee as all three girls faces tightened in bliss. Chaining compliments to physical pleasure had been one of the best modifications the Intruder had ever programmed. It made sure her subjects did everything they possibly could to please her, that they never got any ideas in their heads about resisting her control.

As she came down from her peak, Saeko let her head hit the pillow. The girls were on her, snuggling up close and rubbing her from head to toe like skilled masseuses. It was an incredible way to ride out the afterglow from their fucking.

I could stay here all day long, Saeko thought with pride. But, unfortunately, I have business to attend to...

As if summoned by her thought, a sudden pulse made her entire body vibrate gently. The three princesses stopped what they were doing, turning to her as one with questioning looks on their faces.

“Damn,” Saeko muttered. “I have a call.”

Getting a phone call from inside of Hyperia Online wasn’t unpleasureable – particularly when her body was still humming from being eaten out. She let the call ‘ring’ several more times before yawning and triggering the channel with a blink.

“Saeko?” The voice on the other end was crystal clear. “It’s Ryuji.”

Oh great, she thought. The boss. Dimly, Saeko wondered exactly when it was she’d lost her respect for Ryuji. Was it when the two of them had masturbated next to each other while watching the Intruder fuck the Princess Emilia? She dismissed that thought – she’d been as guilty as him. Had it been when they’d mutually agreed to steal the Intruder’s code, to make it a part of the game world?

“I need you to log out of the game,” Ryuji said. “I need to speak to you. It’s about the investors.”

Ah yes. That had been it. She’d lost respect for him when he started soliciting outside investments.

It wasn’t that she was against injecting Hyperia Online with new blood or fresh capital. Far from it. But Ryuji wasn’t looking for people with knowledge or experience in growing a multiplayer game. He was just looking for cash – and courting the attention of some of the worst venture capitalists on their side of the Pacific. She knew attention like that would bring unwelcome change.

Despite all the hardships and the privations Hyperia had gone through while it withered, there was a core of the game that Saeko continued to love. It was something she’d helped design, something she saw herself as steward of, even as player count continued to dwindle. The last thing she wanted was for some suits flush with cash to come along and compromise her vision.

“I’m coming,” she said, smiling to herself as she thought that just a few minutes ago, she really had been coming. “Give me a few minutes to say goodbye to the Princesses.”

Ryuji cleared his throat. “Just make sure they don’t go wandering.”

He cut the call before she could think of a clever reply.

She sighed heavily and looked around the room. Without her as the center of their attention, the girls had turned to each other. Nephra was between Alyssa’s thighs, while the redheaded beauty pumped her fingers like a piston in and out of Emilia’s cunt.

Saeko shook her head and laughed. They really were insatiable.

“Sorry, girls,” she said with a snicker as she logged out. “Duty calls. Try not to get into any trouble while I’m gone...”

It was time to see what new flavor of bullshit Ryuji had cooked up this time.



Chapter Three: Jennifer
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“Can I talk to you for a minute?”

My coworker Bailey glanced up from her laptop. For a moment, there was a glassy, tranced-out look in her eyes, then her inner world refocused. I was more than familiar with that look – it usually signified someone needed a break.

Bailey obviously thought so, too. “Sure. I could use a refill on this coffee.”

“Great!” I gestured with my chin towards the break room. “Meet me in a minute?”

“Sure.”

So okay, confession time. When I’d told my boyfriend Jack that I was interested in maybe-potentially-possibly-definitely having a threesome with another girl at some vague, undefined point in the future, my idea of who it would be with was anything other than vague. There was only one girl in my orbit who I trusted enough, who was cool enough, and who put the kind of “oh my god am I a little bit bi?” thoughts I never used to have before Hyperia Online put them in my head to come into our relationship and heat up Jack and I’s bedroom.

It was Bailey. One hundred percent.

When I got to the break room, I turned around and watched Bailey refilling her coffee at one of the office’s percolators. She was a cute blonde girl a couple of years younger than me: a little bit flirty and a little bit curvy. She also had that sort of southern, trashy vibe that I knew from spying on Jack’s porn habits every now and then that got his motor running. There was never a hint of anything unprofessional from her during our working hours, but the few times we’d hung out together outside of a work setting, she definitely impressed me with how wild she could be. And how much liquor she could drink.

The break room was empty this time of day – a good sign. I grabbed a table in one corner and waited for Bailey.

“Everything alright?” she asked, sitting down.

“Yeah!” I said brightly. I didn’t want her to think anything was wrong. “I wanted to talk to you about something. It’s about Jack and me.”

Apparently, my answer did not reassure her. She leaned forward and dropped her voice. “What’s going on?”

“It’s nothing bad,” I said, shaking my head. “Really. Remember that stuff I’ve been telling you about how he’s been lately?”

Of course I’d told Bailey all about the change in my boyfriend. I’d been regaling her on our lunch breaks with tales of my totally-transformed, alpha male guy who made me breakfast in bed and ate me out until my toes curled. Most people wouldn’t have been so forward, but I considered it my duty: after all, Bailey definitely didn’t shy away from the naughty details when she told me about any of her blind dates. Besides, we both liked hearing it.

Bailey nodded. She took a sip of her coffee, found it was too hot, and made a face. “Yeah. He’s like, totally dreamy lately, right?”

“Absolutely.” Now that I had some momentum, I wanted to push through my awkwardness and get this done. Hesitating would have given me time to think too much. “His birthday’s coming up, and I wanted to do something really special for him. To show how much I appreciate the new him.”

There was a naughty gleam in Bailey’s eyes. “I get you. So what kinky thing has he been pressuring you to do in the bedroom?”

“What? Nothing.” I sat up a little bit straighter. “Seriously. I want to do something out of the ordinary for him. Something out of his wildest fantasies. Something that’ll blow his mind the way he’s been blowing mine.”

Bailey cocked her head. “This thing wouldn’t involve me, would it?”

The words I’d been about to say died in my mouth. I sputtered, waves of heat rolling off my cheeks. “I...how did you...”

“Oh, come on.” Bailey took my hand in hers and grinned at me across the table. “You were beating around the bush so much, I knew it was something to do with me. Let me take a wild guess. You want a threesome?”

There. She’d said it. I hated how hard I was blushing. “Yes,” I said, dropping my voice to a whisper.

To my surprise, Bailey looked like she was seriously considering it. A smile played across her face as her gaze went unfocused, like she was picturing the three of us together in her mind.

Then she snapped back to reality.

“I have a couple questions,” she said.

“Shoot.” Relief flooded me. “I’m just really fucking glad I got that out. I didn’t think I was going to be able to.”

“I thought you were going to take my whole break,” Bailey added with a smirk. “Okay, thing one. Is this something you want to do, or something he wants to do?”

I wasn’t stupid; I understood exactly what she meant. “Me,” I said with a little nod. “Not that Jack wouldn’t be over the moon, of course. But yeah, this is not something I’m just doing for my man.”

“Just wanted to make sure you were comfortable with the idea,” Bailey purred. “You’d be surprised how many girls catch cold feet once another girl is in the same room with her man wearing nothing but a smile.”

Many girls? “You’ve done this before?” I asked, trying not to look shocked.

Bailey laughed. “Oh yeah. That was going to be question two, actually. Is this for him, or is it for you?”

“You already asked me,” I started, then it hit me. “Oh. Oh.”

I hadn’t even considered that. While the possibility that Jack and Bailey might hit it off without me had been something I’d pictured, the idea that I and Bailey might monopolize things and freeze Jack out was something else entirely.

“No,” I finally said. “I love Jack. I want him to have fun with you, too. This is for both of us.”

“Good enough for me,” Bailey said, biting her bottom lip. “How’s tonight sound?”

Tonight. She wanted to come over tonight. I was going to have a threesome tonight...

“I, uh...” I stammered, heart jackhammering in my chest. “Yeah! I don’t think we have any plans tonight. Maybe you could come over after work and have a couple drinks? See where it leads?”

“See where it leads,” Bailey repeated, grinning. “Can I ask you one other thing, Jen?”

“Sure.” Now that she’d agreed, I was more than willing to move onto any topic less erotically charged.

“How did you get this idea in your pretty little head?” Bailey looked me up and down like she was no longer sure what to make of me. “I mean, I’ve always thought you were super-cute, but you’ve always been straight as an arrow. You’re the most hetero girl I know.”

I was, I thought with a secret smile. Right up until a succubus slid her face between my legs and showed me how awesome girls can be...

“Maybe I’ll tell you more about it tonight,” I said, rising up from my chair. “I’ve really got to get back to work. But...later, right?”

“Later,” Bailey said in a smoky whisper. “I’ll follow you home. I’m looking forward to it...”

So was I. I had to text Jack and let him know.



Chapter Four: Jack
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“And then a fucking yeti came out of nowhere and cut me in half!”

“Uh huh.” I watched numbers scroll down the screen, jerk once, then stop. “God damn it. There’s still a bug somewhere in this code. I thought everything was perfect...”

My co-worker Dave snorted. “Are you even listening, man? This game is the fucking best. I haven’t even told you about the cute elf girl I met in the forest. Total hottie.” As I watched, he made a circle with his thumb and index finger then slid the index finger of his other hand through the hole, the international symbol for ‘I totally got laid.’

“You already told me,” I replied. “Like three times.”

“You’ve got to play, man!” Dave clapped me on the back, then popped open another soda on his desk and downed half of it in a gulp. “It’s so much better than any other MMO. There are girls, man. All shapes and sizes. And they’re all over you...”

It wasn’t that I didn’t like hearing Dave’s stories. Normally by this point in the afternoon the two of us would be trying to out-gross each other with the most disgusting jokes we could think of, or trading embellished stories about our ex-girlfriends. But this game he was addicted to wasn’t just any MMO: it was Hyperia. My Hyperia.

And it wasn’t just him.

It was all half the fucking coders could talk about. Overnight, it seemed like everybody on my floor had started playing Hyperia Online. And from the way they were all raving about it, it was clear they were just as addicted as I was.

“Not interested,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ve got a real life girl at home, thanks.”

I hated having to say that. I was turning into everything I used to rail against: someone who made fun of gamers. It wasn’t that I was upset at Dave – I was jealous. I had just given up Hyperia forever, and now I had to be subjected to constant reminders of how awesome it was and how it was full of nubile, submissive digital girls.

“Man, this is better,” Dave said with a smirk. “Maybe you can get the old lady into it to, you think? Trust me, dog. They’ve got brothels and shit. Couples rooms. Even if your girl wouldn’t go for that stuff in the real world, online’s a whole different story. No danger, no disease – and you can pull the plug whenever you start feeling uncomfortable.” He leered from over the top of his cubicle. “You get me?”

As if punctuating his thought, our mutual friend Steve stopped in the act of walking by, his attention piqued. “Are you guys talking about Hyperia Online?” he asked.

I groaned. Just what I needed.

“Dude, it’s the best!” Dave’s face lit up. “I’ve been trying to get Jack here to sign up, but he’s a fucking square.”

“Jack...it’s pretty great,” Steve said, a little bit nervous. “You’ve got to sign up. And when you get in the game, you should totally make a beeline for the Shatterspine Peaks. There’s this gorgeous witch up there at the peak, like a wet dream version of Baba Yaga, and the things she does...” Steve’s grin looked just as excited as Dave’s had. “Only you’ll need my help, because the path up is guarded by-”

“Yetis!” Dave screamed the word. “So that’s what they were fucking guarding! A fucking babe! God damn it!” He gestured at me. “I was just telling Jack that those things tore me in half last night!”

Steve shrugged. “You gotta get good, man.”

“Hey, you haven’t run into a Princess yet, have you?” Dave leaned over the wall of his cubicle, dropping his voice like he was discussing confidential information.

I froze. My fingers dug into my palms. They were talking about the Princesses. My Princesses.

“No, dude. There’s only three of them, right?” Steve held up three fingers. “Seems you’d have to be pretty tough to find one of those.”

“That’s the thing.” Dave motioned for both of us to come closer. “I was on my favorite Hyperia forum last night, shooting the shit,” he began.

“There are forums!?” I said in disbelief.

“Hey, I’m telling this story. Anyway, there was this thread that was up for all of five minutes – seems somebody in power got wise and deleted it. But according to this guy, or gal, the Princesses are supposed to be in their palaces. One on each continent, only available to the mightiest hero in each character class.”

“Which none of us are,” Steve said smugly. “Or ever will be.”

“Except no one has seen them,” Dave continued conspiratorially. “Not even high-level players. It’s like they’ve completely vanished. Now, mayhaps it’s a bug of some sort, but I’m thinking they’ve got some sort of big news coming out surrounding those princesses. Maybe an expansion?”

I frowned. The Princesses were...gone? In a way, it made me feel better – at least there weren’t some randos pawing my girls – but if they weren’t where they were supposed to be, where had they gotten to?

“Maybe they’re in hiding,” I said without thinking.

Both guys looked at me like I’d grown a second head. “In hiding?” Steve asked.

“Dude,” Dave said, “this is what I’m talking about. You totally don’t understand the game.”

I opened my mouth to argue with him – and then my phone vibrated. And when I glanced at the screen, all my concerns about what was going on inside of Hyperia winked out in an instant.

It was Jennifer. With a message for me.

She’s totally in! My girlfriend wrote. She wants to come over TONIGHT. Right after work! You down for some drinking and fun?

Oh, I was more than down. My pulse raced as I thought about it: me, Jennifer, and her gorgeous best friend. All together, with no rules or restrictions.

It was going to be a hell of a night...



Chapter Five: Saeko
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Saeko knew the news was bad the second she saw Ryuji’s face.

In her tenure at A11, she’d seen her superior in nearly every mood. Elation when their player counts were higher than expected. Frustration during the long nights of coding, trying to iron out all the bugs before launching a new area for the players. Disappointment, disillusionment, and depression as the fanbase dwindled, as more and more of the game world was mothballed. She thought she’d seen it all.

One look at Ryuji’s expression told her she was wrong.

“Sit down,” he said gruffly, gesturing at the only seat. Ryuji’s desk was brand new, a slab of rich mahogany that looked thoroughly out of place in the sparse office. She eyed it sceptically as she took a seat.

“What’s going on now?” she asked, keeping her voice neutral. It’s the funding talks, she thought. Has to be.

And it was – but not in the way she thought. “We’ve reached an agreement with Khan Industries,” Ryuji said.

Her mouth dropped open in shock. “But that – that’s wonderful,” she said. “If they’re funding us, we’ve got all the money we could possibly want. The company is saved...”

She trailed off. If that was true, then why did Ryuji still look like he’d swallowed something bitter?

Her boss cleared his throat. “There were certain...conditions,” he said, “contingent on Khan accepting the deal.”

Here it was. The other shoe. Saeko steeled herself. “Such as?”

Ryuji pulled a face. “The Princesses must be removed from the game,” he said.

Saeko’s reaction wasn’t at all what she had anticipated. Before she knew what she was doing, she tossed her head back and laughed. “You can’t get rid of the Princesses,” she said, half-suspecting this was a joke. “They are the game.”

“It was part of the deal,” Ryuji replied, pursing his lips. “The three of them will become Khan Industries’ IP. Lock, stock and barrel.”

Oh Christ. He was serious.

“You...you can’t,” Saeko sputtered. “They’re the centerpiece of the game! All the end game content is structured around them!” She didn’t dare say what was in her heart: that they belonged to her. That they worshipped her now, and that they meant more to her than any lines of code she’d ever written.

“The post-leveling phase of the game will undergo a significant restructuring post-expansion,” Ryuji said. “We’ll work around the Princesses.”

“Will we...” she bit down on the words. “Will we replace them? Or are we just going to remove that flavor from the game world entirely?”

The ghost of a smile flickered across Ryuji’s face. “I’ll leave that up to you,” he confided. “I’m putting you in charge of the expansion.”

Her. In charge. It was the promotion she’d always thought she deserved – handed out to her like it was nothing. All that work, and now it was hers.

But it felt wrong.

She shook her head. “You can’t let them do this,” she pleaded. “They can’t change the heart of the game this way. We worked so hard on building this world, Ryuji – both of us.”

From the look on his face, he’d been thinking of that, too. “I know,” Ryuji said, glancing down at his desk. “But they don’t want the game, Saeko. They want the Princesses. You know this as well as I do – they’re better than any AI products on the market-”

“That’s why we need to keep them in-house!” Saeko shot up from her seat, interrupting her boss. “Can’t you see that?”

“Saeko.” Ryuji lowered his voice, a sign that always meant he was close to losing his temper. “You misunderstand me. This is not a discussion. This is already done. You have the Princesses, yes?”

Saeko thought about the three women waiting for her back in her palace. They were probably arguing over which one would get to be the first to welcome her home right that moment. “Yes,” she said, sighing. “They’re under lock and key.”

“Good.” Ryuji looked like he was on firmer ground. “Khan has attached a storage drive to the NA2 server. You’ll see it in the developer console: it’s called ‘Avalon’.”

“Avalon,” she repeated flatly.  Where King Arthur sleeps, waiting for the people’s need to bring him back to life. Appropriate, at least.

“By the end of the day,” Ryuji said, his tone hardening, “you will transfer all three Princesses to Avalon. Our liaison will collect them overnight and transfer them to Khan’s servers. Am I clear?”

She looked her boss straight in the eye. “You’re going to ruin this game,” she said. “This is...this is the one thing that will send all those new players we’ve earned right back to other MMOs.”

The corner of Ryuji’s mouth turned up in a smirk. Uh oh.

“It doesn’t matter,” he whispered, sounding like he was speaking more to himself than her. “Here – this is for you as well.” He pulled a sheet of paper out of a folder on his desk and pushed it over to her. “Guidelines for the expansion.”

Saeko turned her eyes to the document – and froze dead in her tracks. She read it from top to bottom, then read it again, the silence in the room stretching out to uncomfortable levels.

“Do you have any questions?” Ryuji finally hissed.

Saeko knew she must look ashen. “You...you’re nuts,” she said, shaking her head. “This is – this is a list of every behavior we’ve been avoiding for a decade. Microtransactions, paywalls, DLC that unlocks other DLC...this is madness, Ryuji!”

“This is business,” Ryuji said coldly. “We have players. Which means we have whales. Hyperia Online is free-to-play. If players want the full experience we can provide, they’re going to have to pay for it.”

And pay they would. If Saeko’s mental math were right, players were going to have to spend triple-digits on the game before they could even get into the room with an eligible digital courtesan. Ryuji’s document wasn’t describing a game full of adventure, discovery and eroticism – far from it.

It was the blueprint for a brothel.

She looked up at her boss, knowing and hating the fact that there were tears in her eyes. “Are you trying to make me quit?”

He looked so stricken that for a moment she felt sorry for him. Then he turned away.

“Just get it done,” he whispered. “You’ll have all the resources you need. We’ll all have everything we need from now on.”

Saeko rose and made her way to the door. As she reached it, Ryuji coughed.

“Don’t forget,” he reminded her. “By the end of the day. Avalon.”

“Got it.” Her voice was completely toneless. “Boss.”

She had until the end of the day to think of something – or the three Princesses were going to sleep. Only it wouldn’t be a fairy-tale prince waking them up but Khan Industries’ engineers.

There’s still time, she thought firmly. I just have to think of something.



Chapter Six: Jennifer
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The doorbell rang. Here we fucking go, I thought.

The butterflies in my stomach were intense as Jack stood up and walked to the door. I gripped my beer a little bit harder, trying to will them away. Bailey had been as good as her word – 6:30 on the dot – and now she was here. Here to drink with me and my husband, to see what happened after that and maybe end up naked in our bed...

I shook my head, clearing it. Cart before the fucking horse, Jen, I reminded myself.

From the joyful squeal coming from the front door, I knew it had to be Bailey just outside. When I glanced up, she had her arms around Jack and was hugging him tight. My boyfriend and my best friend had always gotten along great, even before I’d suggested the three of us tried out a threesome. In the back of my mind, I wondered if he’d ever fantasized about Bailey before.

“Come in,” Jack said, leading her into the living room. “Can I get you a drink?”

I lifted my beer, showing the label to Bailey. “This shit’s really good,” I told her. “I’m usually not a beer girl, but Jack convinced me.”

“I’m sure he’s convinced you of a lot of things,” Bailey said with a naughty wink. “Give me a fucking hug already, Jen!”

Next thing I knew we were embracing in the middle of the living room, and – ohmigawd – Bailey’s hands were going everywhere. I glanced over her shoulder and saw Jack leaning back on the couch, watching the show with a dumb, horny grin on his face.

“Get me a beer,” Bailey purred in my ear. “Okay?”

Yeah, I thought, willing my heart to not pound quite so loudly in my chest. I can do that. “Sure,” I told her. By the time I got back, Bailey was curled up next to Jack and sipping from his bottle – which totally was not a metaphor. Sparks were flying in a big way.

“Hey you two,” I said, taking up a spot on the other end of the couch. “I see you’re already getting comfortable.”

Jack looked ashamed for a second, then relaxed when he saw my smile. “Yeah. Bailey’s, um, a really cool girl.”

Bailey was watching me, a sly expression on her face. “I think your girlfriend wants to skip the whole getting-to-know-you period,” she said with a smirk.

“Is that so?” Jack’s face lit up as he turned to me. “Is that so, babe?”

My mind was awash in memories. Bailey’s ass in yoga class, bobbing up and down in front of me like she was presenting herself for inspection. Jack bending me over in my skintight rogue outfit, ramming into me like a conqueror claiming his prize. Lilith’s mouth between my thighs, making me scream.

I was horny. And I was tired of pretending I didn’t want this.

While Jack watched, amazed, I came across the couch and grabbed Bailey. That sexy little smirk of hers only grew as I pulled her close, and for a second I wanted to slap it right off her face.

Instead, I kissed her.

“Oh damn,” Jack said, shifting on the couch. “Wow.”

Her lips were warm and tasted like cinnamon. I barely had time to register it before her tongue slipped into my mouth, questing and making me melt. It was like someone lit a firecracker between my thighs; suddenly I couldn’t wait to get my pants off. A low, throaty moan left my lips as I ground against her, the heat dimming all my thoughts that weren’t fuck and mouth and now.

Bailey pulled back, that smirk returning to her face. “Let’s get you out of those clothes.”

Before long, the conservative shirt and skirt I’d worn at the office were stripped away. I whispered a silent prayer of thanks that I’d put on my cute lingerie this morning – my favorite pair of black lace panties and matching bra. Bailey’s eyes widened as she feasted on my body, seeing parts of me for the very first time.

“She’s gorgeous,” Bailey purred, running a finger along my chin. I had to fight the urge to pull it into my mouth and suck it. “Don’t you think so, Jack?”

My boyfriend nodded. “Oh yeah. Jen’s a total babe.”

“God, I think we’ve got your boyfriend all sorts of hard,” Bailey said with a smile, nodding at the bulge in Jack’s pants. “Why don’t we do something about that?”

Jack leaned back in his seat, hands at his belt like he’d been waiting for this moment. When his cock popped out, throbbing hard and dripping with precum, both of us girls moaned.

“This is so bad,” I panted, my head swimming. “This is so fucking hot...”

“It is,” Bailey agreed. “Now come here. I want to see how you suck your man off.”

Bailey took me by the back of the head and half-guided, half-forced me between Jack’s legs. Normally being this rough with me would have been a total turn off (at least until penetration) – but I was so fucking wet I would’ve gladly agreed to anything Bailey would have wanted to do. The busty blonde pulled her sweater up over her head and tossed it across the room, then unfastened her bra.

“Suck it,” Bailey repeated, a little louder. “Don’t you see how bad he wants it?”

I glanced up at Jack. He looked down at the two of us like he’d just won the lottery. “Please,” he panted, a fat bead of cum dripping from the tip of his cock. “I need it...”

I knew exactly how to do this. While Bailey watched, my best friend cheering us on, I opened wide and took Jack hilt-deep down my throat.

He groaned, his cock pulsing between my lips as relief flooded him. I sucked greedily, bobbing up and down as I made that tight seal with my lips I knew drove him wild. A few seconds later Bailey’s fingers gripped the back of my head, forcing me to go deeper. A lesser woman would have gagged, but I was able to relax my throat and take him balls-deep.

When I came up, there was a triumphant smile on my face. “Beat that,” I said, eying Bailey. “Your turn.”

Bailey bit her lip and took her place next to me. Both of us looked up at Jack, our faces framed with his cock between them. I knew this was his all-time fantasy – that it was only through massive self-control that he wasn’t jizzing on our faces right now.

“Oh my God,” he groaned, his eyes going feverish with lust. Bailey had just licked him, running her tongue from the base of his shaft all the way to his sensitive, swollen head. She and I shared a look, and then we kissed with it between us, our tongues going everywhere.

The salty taste of Jack’s precum mixed with the sweetness of Bailey’s lipstick, making me dizzy. I was drunk off them, drunk of the kinkiness and wrongness of sharing my boyfriend with another girl. Soon we were taking turns on Jack’s cock, passing it between us as we competed to see who could get the biggest moans out of him.

“That’s enough for now,” Bailey finally said, pulling off Jack’s dick. He made a frustrated face, but Bailey soothed him with what she said next. “Maybe later. I think it’s time to see how this cock feels inside my wet little pussy.”

Oh fuck. Now that the moment was here, I didn’t know what to think. I was really going to watch Jack, my Jack, fuck another girl? This wasn’t online, this was the real world!

My pussy gushed. I squeezed my thighs together, riding the pleasure. Oh yes. I was definitely going to watch.

Bailey climbed onto the couch and straddled Jack, her big tits swaying in his face. Jack looked concerned for a moment, then his face became a mask of pleasure as she grabbed the base of his dick and angled the head into her soft, dripping folds.

“You...you took precautions, right?” Jack whimpered. “You’re safe?”

“Totally safe,” Bailey assured him with a smile. “I’m militant about taking my birth control pills. You can cum inside me all you want, stud.”

Before Jack could say anything else, she dropped her hips and took him inside of her, burying his cock hilt-deep in her cunt with a single stroke. Jack grunted with pleasure as he bottomed out inside of her, his eyes fluttering as her warmth enveloped him. His expressions were so familiar – it was strange seeing them from this angle. Usually he only made those noises for me.

“How is it, baby?” My voice sounded foreign to my own ears – more like a trashy porn star. “You like her tight little twat wrapped around your dick?”

“Oh yeah,” Jack grunted, pumping his hips upward. Bailey met him stroke for stroke, bouncing up and down on his big cock and pushing his face in-between her tits. Soon the two of them were panting and moaning, fucking like animals, and it was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen.

I came around to the other side of the couch and curled up next to Jack. I stroked his chest while Bailey rode him, licked at his earlobe the way I knew he licked, murmured sweet words as he filled my best friend with his thick, alpha-male dick. I was shocked at how much this all turned me on – how badly I wanted to be next to him when he shot his load inside my friend’s pussy.

“Jesus Christ your boyfriend can fuck!” Bailey tossed her head back and screamed with pleasure, gripping Jack’s thighs tight as she rode him. “You weren’t kidding when you said his dick was awesome!”

“He’s amazing,” I purred, turning Jack to look at me with a finger on his chin. “How do you like that wet little pussy, baby? Is she treating your dick right?”

Jack looked like he’d abandoned thinking the moment he felt Bailey’s hot little walls around him. “She’s so good,” he growled. “Such a tight, wet little slut...”

A stab of jealousy shot through me. “Is she better than me?”

“Huh?” Jack’s eyes went unfocused for a second. “Come here!”

He didn’t deny it – and he didn’t confirm it. Either one of those would have just fed that little worm of jealousy in my heart. Instead, he did the only thing that could kill it – he grabbed me and kissed me hard and deep as he pounded away inside Bailey’s cunt. I melted against him, my heart and my pussy boiling over with love and devotion.

Jack broke the kiss. “I’m gonna come,” he panted, going full caveman.

“Do it,” I told him, holding him tight. “Shoot right inside her cunt. Fill her to the brim, Jack. Use that tight little pussy to get yourself off! I love you, Jack, I love you so fucking much...!”

I couldn’t have given him clearer permission to come if I’d slapped him in the face. Jack let out a shuddering grunt and buried himself with full force inside of Bailey – once, twice, three times. Finally his groan became a scream as he let go, painting my best friend’s insides with thick ropes of hot, sticky cream. Bailey let out a cry of disbelief as she felt how much seed he was pumping into her – a second later I saw her eyes go unfocused and her thighs quiver and knew she was in the throes of her own sheet-clawing, toe-curling orgasm.

I kept kissing Jack as he came, adding as much pleasure as I could to what was happening with his cock. When he finally came down, Bailey hopped off his dick with a squeal of delight.

“Oh my God, that was fucking incredible,” she said with a grin. “God, you two are so awesome...”

“Holy shit,” Jack added. He looked stoned from Bailey’s cunt. “That was so much better in real life...”

Bailey grinned at me. “Your turn,” she said, taking my hand.

I knew exactly what she meant. My turn for Jack.

I took my place where Bailey was, straddling Jack’s lap. His orgasm had done nothing to deflate his cock – if anything, it stood harder than ever, coated with a mix of his and Bailey’s juices. That made my mouth water, so before I took him in my cunt I leaned over and blew him, just a few strokes with my lips and tongue. The taste was amazing.

“Holy shit that’s hot,” I heard Bailey moan. “You are fucking kinky, Jen...”

“Thanks,” I said, grabbing the base of Jack’s cock and helping him in me. “It was so hot watching you – I really wanted to taste the two of you together...”

Then Jack starting fucking me, and I stopped thinking for a while. We might have known each other intimately, but there was something to be said about sex being even better with a partner you knew well. We moved together, fucking each other’s brains out as Bailey added kisses and touches to both partners. But soon, it became clear where her actual intentions lay.

She’d been making out with me for several minutes when she broke the kiss and glanced down at Jack. “You’re loving this, aren’t you?” she asked teasingly. “Watching your girlfriend make out with another girl while you’re balls deep in her?”

“Fuck yes,” he said, smiling. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I’m so lucky to have two gorgeous women like you in my life.”

My heart melted.

Bailey was affected, too. “Aw shit,” she said, her voice thick. “That’s fucking adorable. I seriously love you two.”

Suddenly the tenor of my moans changed. Both Jack and Bailey could hear it, could see the way I stopped bouncing and started grinding Jack’s dick against my clit, humping him like a madwoman.

“Fuck, are you about to cum?” Bailey teased. “Mmmh, cum all over that dick, girl! Make everything tight and wet so he can pump a baby into you!”

Oh fuck. I hadn’t even thought of that. I was totally unprotected – and Bailey knew it. But from the look on her and Jack’s face, no one cared. There was no talk of pulling out, of putting on a condom – it was clear Jack wanted to paint my walls white, and Bailey wanted to make it as hot as possible.

Jack didn’t slow down. An intense look stole over him as he pounded away at my cunt, thrusting harder than I’d ever thought possible. This is it, I thought, a strange certainty stealing over me. This is the one. This is where I get pregnant with his babies...

The thought should have terrified me. I was a career woman, climbing the corporate ladder. I wasn’t even married. But it was like something deep and primal inside of me took over. At that moment, all I could think was that I wished Bailey wasn’t on birth control either, so that both of us could have matching baby bumps from Jack’s seed. I wanted him to fuck, to breed, to own an entire harem of wet, submissive little sluts like my best friend. I was so...

Fuck! That was the moment I came. It hit me like a tidal wave, ripping the world away. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as my cunt clenched around Jack’s cock, pulsing in time with my heartbeat. It was so sweet and strong that I almost passed out.

As I came down from my peak, I thought something was wrong. Jack was grunting like a madman and there was wetness dripping from me – more than I made myself, way more. It took a second for reality to hit me: he was coming. Hard.

I’d never felt him flood me like this before. Even after draining his balls inside of Bailey, he had more than enough hot seed left over for me. I nearly came again as I felt him pump me full, marking my soul with his climax as he spurted straight into my fertile womb. I’d never felt so fulfilled in all my life.

When it was over, the three of us collapsed next to each other on the couch, grinning and sweating. I looked over at Bailey, watching her snuggle up next to my man, and a new understanding passed between us.

We were sisters now – both of us bound together in the service of making Jack cum. And we loved it.



Chapter Seven: Saeko
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When the end of the day came and Saeko still had no idea how she was going to get around Ryuji’s order, she teleported back into Hyperia.

The three Princesses were waiting for her, of course – just as she’d knew they would. Three figures sprang up from where they’d been lounging around the pleasure chamber, their eyes brimming with love and devotion.

Saeko’s heart ached.

“We need to move you,” she explained to the girls. “Just a precaution.”

They didn’t suspect a thing. Why would they? They trusted her completely.

Nephra came first, stepping through the portal Saeko summoned with a goodbye kiss and a naughty wink. In a flash, the powerful desert princess left Hyperia completely, her consciousness transferred to the limbo of Avalon. If the other two girls noticed her player data had suddenly disappeared, they didn’t show it.

“Is this place nice, at least?” Alyssa made a show of pouting and checking her nails. “This tower was starting to get boring without you. I’m used to ordering my servants around – Emilia and Nephra won’t do a thing I tell them to do!”

“It’ll be fine,” she lied. “Once we get this move over with, I can be with you three a lot more. We’ve got lots of work to do to prep the new expansion, after all.”

Alyssa’s face lit up. “Oh, I can’t wait! You’re going to do such a great job, Mistress. We’re finally going to be back in the middle of the draa-ma!”

Saeko stifled a sob as she led Alyssa through the portal. Two down, one to go.

It was Emilia, heartbreakingly gorgeous Emilia who she turned to last. Saeko had left her after her sisters not because she was her favorite, but because there’d be no way she could keep the tears from falling once she was gone.

Something inside of her must have shown on her face. “Saeko?” Emilia was the only one who dared address her by her name. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she said, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “Nothing at all. Hop on through, now. The other princesses will tease you and say we were fucking if you take much longer.”

Emilia looked at the tear in the air, hesitated – and pulled Saeko into an embrace. It was so unexpected that now she did start to sob.

“I love you,” Emilia whispered. “Whatever you’re doing, it will be alright. I trust you.”

She knows, Saeko realized. And yet she was going along with it. Because she loved Saeko, and if she was ordering them to do something, it must have been because there was a damn good reason for it.

Every cell in Saeko’s body screamed out for her to stop this, to grab Emilia and pull her away from the portal. To save her, to protect her – to find some way for the two of them to be together forever.

Instead she watched as Emilia stepped into the void. The portal closed and Saeko dropped to her knees.

As the tears cascaded down her face, one thought coalesced in her mind. It was clear as a bell, cutting through the grief as if part of her already knew that she would get past it to the much more necessary step of anger.

I will never forgive Ryuji for this, she thought. I will get my vengeance.

And then, like a bolt of lightning, the answer occurred to her. It was so simple she was tempted to laugh.

She had one night until the princesses became Khan Industries’ property forever. And she knew just who could get them back for her.



Epilogue: Jack
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My phone buzzed.

I rolled over, rising out of sleep reluctantly. For a moment, I was confused about the fact that I felt female curves not just on one but both sides of my body, then I remembered. My girlfriend Jennifer lay curled up next to my chest, and spooning me from behind was her best friend Bailey. Both girls were fast asleep, their bodies drained of energy and their pussies pumped full of my sperm. Just the memory of it made me harden against Jennifer’s thigh.

I still couldn’t believe I’d really had a threesome. But my train of thought was broken when the phone vibrated again, snapping me to attention. It was somewhere near the foot of the bed, and it took me a few moments of stealthy searching to find it without waking either of my bedmates.

This can’t be good, I thought. Calls that came overnight were rarely good news. My suspicion only deepened when I saw the words displayed on the screen: Unknown Caller.

I took the phone into the bathroom and answered it just before it would have gone to machine. “Hello?”

There was a pause on the line, then I heard a voice. A voice I knew very well, because the last time I’d heard it, it was coming from a woman who was trying to kill me.

“Hello, Jack,” Saeko said, her voice a silky purr. “How’s things?”

Instantly I was on high alert. “I don’t know how you got this number,” I said firmly, “but don’t call me again. I want nothing to do with you.”

“I can understand how you might feel that way,” she said. “Unfortunately, you don’t have that option.”

“I quit the game,” I spat at her. “I quit Hyperia, okay? And it’s great, because I’ve got two girls in the other room who fucking love me and I’m pretty sure one of them is carrying my baby.”

I didn’t mean for any of that to come out. I couldn’t believe myself. For a second I just stood there, shocked into silence.

“Jack,” Saeko finally said. “This is about the Princesses.”

“Did...did you not hear anything I just said? I’ve got two girls in the other room-”

“I don’t give a damn about your personal life,” Saeko snapped. “This is about the fucking Princesses, Jack. I need your help, and I need it now. Are you in?”

I glanced back through the doorway at my sleeping girlfriend and her best friend. Then I looked over at my nerd room, where the VR rig awaited.

I couldn’t do this. I wasn’t going to go back into the game. I didn’t need it anymore. But the Princesses...

“Tell me more,” I said. “I want to know everything. No bullshit. Why do you need me.”

Saeko cleared her throat. “I thought you might play hardball. Okay, I’ll tell you everything. Off the record. Things inside of our little game are starting to go very off the rails...”

She told me the whole story. And I realized something. I was going to have to wake Jennifer up.

We had work to do.
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Jennifer wasn’t too happy that I’d gotten her out of bed. She was even more pissed off when she found out why I’d done it.

“You did what? With who?” The glazed expression left my girlfriend’s eyes as she focused on me for the first time. If anything could snap Jennifer out of her post-orgy bliss, it was the name of our hated rival. “Uh, why!?”

“Shh,” I whispered. I put a hand on her shoulder. “Keep it down. Bailey’s in the other room.”

Just a few feet away, Jennifer’s best friend Bailey lay beneath the covers of our bed, snoozing gently. She was naked, and from where I stood I could see the blankets bunched up under her gorgeous breasts, rising and falling with them. There was the ghost of a smile on her face, as if she was dreaming about what the three of us had just been doing. I had no desire to wipe that pretty smile off her face – if anything, I wanted to make way more of them.

“I got a call from her,” I told my girlfriend. “Just a few minutes ago. What was I supposed to do – hang up?”

Jennifer’s eyebrows knit together.

“Yes,” she said flatly.

I sighed. “She had a good reason,” I said. I needed to explain this quickly, before she got too angry to hear reason. Briefly, I gave her a run-down of my conversation with Saeko. I explained that the Princesses – the impossibly beautiful women Jennifer and I had worked so hard to make part of our harem – were being deleted from the game, stolen by Khan Industries as part of their buyout of Hyperia Online. I’d given up Hyperia, but that didn’t mean I didn’t care about what happened inside of the game I loved – and I knew that Jennifer had feelings for those girls, too.

But if I’d hoped to move her with my words, I was wrong.

Jen just stared at me as I finished my explanation, her arms crossed under her breasts. “So she needs your help,” she finally said.

“Our help,” I said. “You and me.”

Jennifer scoffed and tossed her hair over her shoulder. Under different circumstances, I liked that scoff a lot. “She needs to get the fuck out of our life, Jack. There is a woman in our bed, in case you forgot. A living, flesh and blood woman – who we both just got done fucking. Did you not enjoy that?”

Despite my attempts to stay serious, I felt a goofy smile spread across my face. “Oh yeah,” I said. “That was awesome.”

Jennifer rolled her eyes. “How do you think she would feel waking up in the morning to find both of us hooked up to some game? Completely ignoring her after all that? I’ll tell you what it would feel like, babe – a slap in the face. You think she’d ever want to play with us again?”

I could understand where she was coming from. Really, I did. I liked Bailey a lot, and I’d be lying if I said that last night was anything other than the equal of every wonderful experience I’d had inside of Hyperia. But I cared about my girls, dammit. It didn’t make a difference to me whether they were real or digital – they were mine. Couldn’t she see that?

“You care about them, too,” I said, looking her right in the eyes. “I know you do. You love them.”

That brought her up short. Jennifer’s mouth worked soundlessly for a moment, then she bit her lip and blushed. “That doesn’t matter,” she finally stammered.

“Of course it matters!” I raised my voice too loud – Bailey rolled over in bed and Jennifer gave me a warning shove. “Sorry. Of course it matters,” I whispered. “They’re your friends, too. You partied with them – made out with them – fucked them, just like we did with Bailey. What’s the difference between her and them?”

Jennifer shook her head, but she looked like she was suddenly on less firm ground. “The difference,” she said, wringing her hands, “is that Bailey is real.”

“Real? Is the way you feel when you look at Emilia not real? Is that special little moan I hear from you when Kara slides her hand between your thighs real? Is Lilith real?”

At that last name, Jennifer’s mouth dropped open. Her eyes went unfocused, and I knew a torrent of memories were unfolding behind her eyes. Lilith was special to Jennifer – the same way all my girls were special to me. She’d been my girlfriend’s first lesbian experience. Her tight little succubus body put all sorts of non-straight thoughts in Jennifer’s head – and sharing her with me was what made her realize this whole ‘sharing’ relationship wasn’t just something she could do – it was something she wanted. Something she needed. It was the strongest card I could play, and from the look on my girlfriend’s face I knew I had hit my mark.

“God damn it,” Jennifer finally said. She brushed a lock of hair out of her face and glanced back into the bedroom at Bailey. “I can’t believe I’m going to do this.”

A feeling of triumph flared in my chest. “You’re in?”

She sighed. “Yeah. I’m in. Once more with feeling, I guess.” She watched Bailey as she slept, staring at the gorgeous blonde wistfully. “Should we write her a note or something?”

The idea set wheels spinning in my head. “Yes. That’s a great idea. Tell her we had some kind of emergency call and had to log in to our workstations. Hell, it’s not even really a lie.”

I could tell from the look on her face that Jennifer wasn’t entirely comfortable with that. “Alright,” she said, nodding. “You go log in. I’ll join you once I’ve got that done.”

“Hey.” I put my arm around her. The physical contact felt amazing – warm and primal. Without thinking, Jen burrowed against my chest, sighing happily as she pressed against me. “You okay? We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.”

I was terrified that she’d call it off – and she knew it. She glanced up into my eyes and smiled.

“It’s cool,” she said – then her eyes went serious. “But this is it, Jack. We get this done, get those girls safe – and then it’s real-world fun from here on out.”

“Absolutely,” I assured her. “Thank you so much, babe. You’re the best.”

She flashed a sexy little smirk. “I know.” She glanced into the bedroom and pouted. “I was really hoping to fuck both of you again in the morning.”

Maybe we’d have time for that, too. But for now, we had a world to save.



Chapter One: Jennifer
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Once I’d finished writing a quick note to Bailey (I hated doing it, but she needed it in case she woke up before we were finished), I hooked myself up to my VR rig and logged in to Hyperia Online.

Only, to my surprise, I didn’t end up back inside the game.

After a brief loading screen, I winked into existence in a stark white room. My shock turned to confusion when I realized that the area I was standing in was clearly unfinished – to my left were a stack of shipping crates from one of the port cities, to the right a clutch of trees from Nephra’s jungle oasis. What the hell was this?

“Come on forward,” a confident female voice assured me. “It’s a little disorienting the first time you set foot in here...”

I took a few steps forward – and instantly, the scenery changed. The voice was right – the effect was definitely disorienting. Walls formed around me as I walked, until I was standing in what looked and felt like a little-used room at the back of a warehouse. Gray walls replaced the endless whiteness, with cold concrete under my feet. I had to close my eyes for the last few feet to fight the feeling that I was going to fall into a bottomless pit with every step. When I opened them, the room was complete and I was standing in front of an unassuming door marked with a nameplate:

Saeko’s Place

“Hurry up,” the voice said. Only now did I realize I’d heard it before. “We don’t have a lot of time.”

I opened the door and was pulled into my boyfriend’s embrace. Jack and Saeko were already here – he’d been waiting for me, while Saeko was lounging with her ass on the edge of a desk. My view was muffled by Jack’s chest, my nose filled with his masculine scent, and for a minute I just let myself melt into him.

“Hey babe,” I heard him murmur into my ear. “How you doin’?”

I glanced up into his face and flashed my lopsided grin. “Great.”

I knew he meant way more than just the trip to wherever this was. He was far too much of a gentleman to ask in front of an interloper like Saeko, but Jack wanted to make sure I was cool with everything that had happened last night between him, me, and my best friend Bailey. And to be honest, I was. Way more than I had expected.

I’d never seen myself as the kind of girl who’d share her boyfriend. Not that I was possessive or anything; it was just something that had never entered my head. One guy, one girl: that was the way things had been presented to me my entire life, so why change it? It wasn’t until I stepped into Hyperia Online that anything challenged that assumption. And then a sexy succubus named Lilith blew my world right open.

I wasn’t mad at Jack anymore for what he’d done with those digital girls. I was a little irritated that he’d kept it from me for so long – but he must have thought I’d walk out on him over it. Just like me, he’d been living in a monogomy-dominant world his entire life. Why would he ever think he could have more?

Well you know what? I liked sharing my boyfriend. I loved the look on his face as another woman disrobed for the first time; as she slid her lips around his cock and ratcheted his pleasure all the way up to eleven. And I knew he loved just as much to watch some gorgeous elf girl (or my human best friend) put her face between my thighs and eat me out in ways Jack could only dream of.

Strangely, I didn’t feel any desire to be with another guy. It would have only been fair: if Jack could have threesomes with me and other girls, or fuck them without me there and tell me about it later, then I should have been allowed to do the same with guys. But something about it just felt...wrong, somehow. I’m sure it wasn’t the same for everyone. No doubt there were plenty of alpha females out there who’d love nothing more than to have a bunch of hot guys at her beck and call, but I just wasn’t wired that way. Neither was Jack. Sharing girls was just different than sharing guys, in some way that went deeper than just male jealousy or biology. It was primal.

And I was happy with it, even if an outside observer might have called our relationship unfair. I certainly didn’t think so – after all, how many guys would really have been chill with their girlfriend exploring their newfound bisexuality?

Jack’s hands slid down to my waist as I turned my gaze to Saeko. “What is this place?”

Saeko glanced around the room as if seeing it for the first time. “Developer’s room,” she said with a faint hint of a grin. “Used to be a staging area for doing test runs of changes to the game world. It hasn’t been used since the first expansion.”

I gave a short little start. “We’re inside the game world? Right now?”

Saeko nodded, her smile growing wider. “Yes, but far off the map. Very far. Right now we’ve got enough distance that neither A11 or Khan Industries can track us – but that’s going to change as soon as we step into Hyperia proper. So we’ll have to be quick.”

I shook my head. “I still don’t understand what’s going on. Where are the Princesses?”

Jack’s grip on me tightened. I loved when he got all possessive like that. “I haven’t, uh, told her everything,” he said, blushing a bit.

Saeko was serene. “You had a fight about it?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“Thought so.” Briefly, Saeko explained to me what the stakes were. I stood there attentively as she unfurled the whole story, Jack and Ryuji and Khan Industries and the whole prisoner transfer.

“Right now,” Saeko said, “the Avalon server is still connected to A11’s mainframe. But in a few hours, Khan Industries is going to swoop in and transfer the physical data into their own keeping. I think they’re sending an Uber to pick it up. Once they do that, the Princesses will be gone forever.”

“That’s...horrible,” I said. Despite all the animosity that had been between us, I still felt sympathy for Saeko. She obviously was very broken up over all this – I couldn’t even imagine having something you’d worked so hard on, poured your life into, snatched away by a heartless corporation.

“We’re going to get them out.” The slender Asian’s features set hard. “With the three of us working together, we can get it done.”

Saeko raised her hands, and a glowing hologram rose out of the floor in front of her. Jack and I had to step out of its way, while Saeko had apparently already positioned herself on the exact spot of the desk that would let her slip by. Show off, I thought.

“This is where the connection to Avalon is,” she explained, scrolling in on the map. The overview of the desert shrank to a single building – a palace that would have been one of the top tourist destinations on Earth if it had existed in the real world. “This is Nephra’s palace, the place where I...stored the Princesses.”

I had a pretty good idea of what she’d been doing while she was storing them, but I didn’t say anything. Instead, Jack took the initiative.

“You’re going to take us there?” he asked.

Saeko nodded. “I left a teleport glyph there. It’ll set off every single one of Ryuji’s alarm bells at the same time, but we’ll be about twelve steps from the gate so it won’t matter. By the time they can get a force together, I’ll have the Princesses locked up where they can’t reach.”

“Cool.” A little smile curled at the corner of Jack’s face as he looked down at me. “I guess there’s nothing to do now but go for it. Are you okay, babe?”

I knew exactly what he was asking. Are you okay with entering the game with me? One last time?

I gave him a hard hug with more than a little bit of grinding. “Totally,” I said, no longer able to hide my excitement. “Let’s do this, Saeko!”

She stood up from the desk, doing something with her fingers. “If you insist...”

There was a rush of air, and suddenly I was blind. For a moment the world was static, then I was standing in a luscious, luxurious grotto, high above the desert. It took a second for my mind to adjust to how high up we were: when it hit me, I grew dizzy.

This was the place Saeko had shown us in her hologram. The palace. We were inside of the game – inside of a place I told myself I’d never go again.

“This is...strange,” I said, forcing myself to look out the window over the desert until my vertigo faded. “I never thought I’d set foot in this place.”

“I’ve never been here before.” Jack had a grin on his face. He looked like a kid in a candy store. “Damn, this is the holy of holies for a mage player – shame I never put enough time into that class to meet the Princess...”

“Listening to you two reminisce is fascinating,” Saeko said, her back to us, “but we really don’t have time for this. I need to concentrate...”

Now that my eyes had adjusted to the light, I saw that Saeko was standing on a multifaceted glyph written on the floor in thick red paint. Her hands waved in the air, catching and refracting the light as she traced symbols with her fingers. A low humming sound rolled from her throat as she worked. Jack and I watched her intently. As she finished, she clapped her hands together – and a glowing line appeared in the air.

“There we go,” Saeko said, her voice tinged with triumph. “Get in now. I can already feel Ryuji trying to lock us out...”

I had no idea how Saeko could literally detect a thing like that, but I wasn’t about to waste time demanding an explanation. I reached down and took Jack’s hand in mine. The two of us shared a look, and I felt my chest hammer with excitement. Despite all my misgivings about re-entering Hyperia, I had to admit: I was having fun.

Together, the three of us stepped into the portal. Into Avalon.
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I’d spent so long in Hyperia Online that I’d started to feel like I’d seen everything it had to offer. It was comforting to discover how wrong I was.

There was no floor. That was the first part, and the most difficult. As soon as I stepped out of the game world proper and into the Avalon server, everything went topsy-turvy. Featureless blue sky stretched out for miles in all directions – giving me no indication which way was up or down. Deep down I knew that everything in Hyperia was just a video game, but nothing I’d encountered felt more like a video game than this: like the old Nintendo games I played as a kid, the special stages where Mario would be flying so high that there was no ground beneath him, just a bottomless blue. Those stages filled me with a vague sense of unease even as a teenager – now I was experiencing them times one hundred. My stomach did flips as I tried to right myself, to make some sense of things.

God only knows how long I would have kept at it if Saeko hadn’t winked into existence next to me, grabbing hold of my arm with practiced grace. “This place is pretty crazy,” she said, scanning the horizon. “Even experienced players have trouble with it.”

I swallowed hard, forcing down bile. “How do you know that?” I asked. To the other side of me, Jennifer burst into existence, flailing. Saeko grabbed her, too.

“I came up with something kind of like this as an idea for a boss fight,” Saeko said, her eyes going unfocused as she relived past glories. “Back when we were throwing everything at the wall and seeing what stuck. Ryuji spent all afternoon in the bathroom getting sick after I had him demo it...”

Her eyes snapped back into focus, locked on a point in the distance. “There,” she growled, setting off.

I had no idea how she was doing it, but suddenly we were in motion. The feeling of wind on my face did nothing to relieve me of my confusion. “You okay over there, babe?” I hollered to Jennifer.

“Yeah!” My girlfriend looked a little green. “Kind of?”

“Just hang on,” Saeko muttered. “We’ll be there in a minute.”

“How the hell do you know that?” I screamed over the wind. “There’s nothing here, Saeko! It’s just a fucking skybox! Jesus, I think I’m going to be sick...”

She pointed. With me. Her arm shot out, the sudden lurch making me feel like I was on a rollercoaster. “It’s right there,” she hissed, shaking her head. I shut up, because obviously whatever Saeko was doing required a hell of a lot of concentration.

A few moments later I saw what it was she’d been trying to show me. There was a pillar suspended in the air, a plain cobblestone finger that would have been completely unremarkable if it wasn’t the only goddamn thing in the world. We were headed straight for it.

“Um, Saeko?” I asked, realizing with a start that we weren’t slowing down. “I think we’re coming in a little fast...”

“Brace yourself!” she yelled. At the very last second, she did something with her legs that jerked us sharply upward, like a puppet getting pulled off stage by its strings. An instant later her grip loosened and she let go, leaving Jennifer and I to plummet to the tower’s top. If it had been the real world, we’d both have been knocked out – but Avalon’s internal dampeners kept us safe. We didn’t even take damage, as there were no hit point systems installed here.

Saeko fluttered to the ground gently in front of us, dipping down with one toe as gracefully as a ballet dancer.

“If you can do that,” Jennifer muttered, “why couldn’t you be a little gentler with us?”

She gazed sharply at my girlfriend. “You try keeping server gravity from affecting three people at once and get back to me on that,” she said.

“Guys.” I wasn’t paying attention to either of them. I was staring straight ahead, unable to believe what I was seeing. “Look. It’s them.”

It was the cherry on the top of the surreal-as-hell cake. Three man-sized crystals lay embedded in the ceiling of the tower, jutting out at angles that left them peeking over the edge. Inside of each, a gorgeous woman lay with their eyes closed. They looked like they’d just laid down for a quick nap.

Saeko froze. A little whimper escaped from Jennifer’s lips as I reached the crystal containing Emilia and put my palm on it. It was ice-cold.

“How do we get them out of these things?” I asked, looking at Saeko over my shoulder.

For once, the queen developer of the game was at a loss for words. “I...I don’t know,” she said. She stared at the crystal shards, shaking her head back and forth like doing so would wish them away. “I have no idea what these things are. The Princesses are just supposed to be here – asleep, but unharmed!”

“Well, obviously Khan Industries installed some extra security,” I growled, hitting the crystal with the palm of my hand. No fucking luck. I tried shaking the crystal, dislodging it from the tower, but it didn’t move an inch.

“Shit.” Saeko started to pace back and forth, her gaze locked on Emilia’s sleeping form. “What do we do? What do we do?” She looked around helplessly, a fear I’d never seen before in her eyes. “There’s nothing we can break these things with. There’s no tools in this entire world.” Without warning, she dropped to her heels, hands over her head. “We’re fucked!”

An idea flared to life in my head. “They’re not real,” I whispered.

Jennifer cocked an eyebrow. “Of course they’re not real, babe.”

“No, I mean none of this is real.” My mind was racing now, patching together parts of a plan like someone scavenging spare parts from a wreck shop. “It’s just...metaphors. There’s not really a crystal holding the Princesses in place – it’s just a security program.”

And security programs could be hacked.

Waving my hands, I brought up my VR visor’s menu. All my hacking tools were right there, waiting for me. They were all tailor-made for hacking into Hyperia Online: they were exactly what I’d used to open up my exploits in the first place, to make the women of the game romance-able and turn them into my harem of babes. Avalon was decidedly not the same thing – but the Princesses were here. They had to share at least a little code.

“How long do we have in here?” I asked. My HUD flashed, drawing a wireframe on the crystals as the tools started analyzing the security system.

Saeko glanced up from between her knees. “Honestly? I don’t know.” She looked like she was on the verge of tears. “What are you doing, Jack?”

“I’m trying to get our Princesses of here,” I said. “Keep an eye out for any intruders and watch my back.”

I lost myself in a trance as I reached for the familiar tools. Code scrolled in front of my eyes as I targeted the security features, hitting them with injections and exploits. As I worked, I watched Emilia’s face. It was impossible not to think about all the things we’d been through together.

Emilia was the first Princess I’d freed from her digital shackles. She was still the only one I’d had in the flesh; who had put her hands and mouth around my cock and worshipped me the same way Jennifer did. She was special. Even asleep, even trapped in a crystal shard, she was mouth-wateringly sexy. My heart pounded harder as I watched her peaceful face, picturing the way she’d looked the last time I’d had her in my bed.

I’m gonna do that again, I thought. This time, I’ll have Jennifer there too. And Lilith. And Kara. Hell, we’ll have a celebration – all the girls in one big bed with a couple bottles of liquor...

A big crack appeared in Emilia’s crystal. Both girls gasped, taking a step back as the shard shot out into the clear blue sky. It was followed by another, then another. I was winning.

“Keep it up, babe!” That was Jennifer, cheering me on.

Holding her tight. Kissing her for the first time. Sliding inside of her perfect, tight wetness, so much better than any human woman could be...

A huge chunk of the crystal cut away, and the resulting shift in weight caused the top to collapse. It fell over the side and disappeared as the remaining crystal began to melt. Now cracks were opening in the other two as well, shattering the outermost layer of Nephra and Alyssa’s prisons.

“Keep going.” Saeko’s voice was filled with longing. “You’ve almost freed her...!”

It ended in a rush. The crystal broke, and Emilia fell. I was there, holding onto her to keep her from hitting the ground. Despite the coldness of the crystal she felt warm and firm in my arms.

Her eyes fluttered open, the brilliant blue of her pupils reflecting the sky. She scanned my face, her brows furrowing in confusion.

This close to her, it was impossible to not be turned on. I was holding her, caressing her, and I could feel Saeko and Jennifer’s hearts pounding faster as the other crystals shattered along with Emilia’s. They were just as excited as I was.

“Emilia,” I growled, my hands moving of their own accord to her perfect backside. “It’s me. Jack. Are you in there...”

She blinked slowly, like someone arising from a long sleep. “What?” she whispered. “Where am I?”

“You were imprisoned,” I told her, trying to fight my own primal urges. Fuck, she even smelled amazing. The dress Saeko had put her in before transferring her to Avalon fit her curves like a second skin. My hands were going everywhere, and I couldn’t stop them. I didn’t want to stop them. “But I freed you. Do you...do you remember me? Do you remember Hyperia?”

Her eyes clouded over. She shook her head, moaning.

“Something’s wrong,” Saeko said from behind me. In the corner of my eye, I could see her holding Alyssa. “Something’s wrong with them!”

Shit. If she sounded that panicked, it must be serious. “Snap out of it,” I commanded Emilia, making my voice firm. “I command you! We have to get out of here!”

“Who...what is this?” Emilia’s head lolled on her shoulders. Slowly, she raised her gaze to meet mine. “You’re so...you’re so manly...”

Her hands caressed my chest, my taut belly, my waist. And as I stiffened, I knew exactly what I needed to do.

I had to make her remember me. Remember us. Remember everything she was.

I took her by the wrists and guided her hands to my belt, helping her unlatch it. At the sound, Jennifer started.

“Are you insane?” she asked. “We don’t have time for that-”

“You’re mine,” I growled, sliding Emilia’s hand into my pants. Her hand caressed my cock like it had been built for it, and the slick precum dripping down my shaft made her fingers feel electric around my manhood. “My Princess. My little whore.”

“Oh fuck.” That was Saeko. A glance over my shoulder confirmed she’d gotten the idea – she was currently mauling Alyssa’s tits with her fingers, disrobing the gorgeous Rogue Princess. “This is so hot...”

Jennifer looked amazed. “You cannot be serious...”

Get with the program, babe, I thought, turning my attention back to Emilia. One look at her and the rest of the world faded away. She’d taken to stroking me off like it was some long-lost, beloved game – she grinned and bit her lip as she wrapped her hand around my girth.

“My goodness,” she purred, her voice smoke and sex. “You’re so big...”

With a grunt, I turned my hand to the side and ran it down the center of her dress, popping all of the buttons in one smooth motion. It fell away like a jacket, leaving the beautiful blonde in nothing but her bra and panties. The tops of her tits stood out from the silky fabric, milky and perfect, and I buried my face in her cleavage I heard that wonderful moan I knew so well. Emilia was starting to come back to me.

“I command you to remember me,” I growled in her ear. While I did it, my hand went between her thighs and slid her panties to the side. She was hot as an oven and dripping with warmth. “I want you to remember every time I made you come screaming on my cock...”

Soon we were each masturbating the other, picking up speed as we stoked each others’ fires harder and faster. I couldn’t take anymore – I picked Emilia up and set her on the edge of the tower, spreading her quivering thighs with my hand. The thought of actually taking her panties off hadn’t occurred to me; if anything, I wanted her wearing them when I fucked her senseless.

“You are Emilia,” I told her, my eyes burning into hers. “One of the three Princesses of Hyperia. And you belong to me.”

I didn’t see any recognition in her eyes – there was nothing in that pretty gaze but pure, primal need. She groaned with pleasure as she took me out of my pants, aiming the head of my cock into her folds like an arrow on a treasure map. The tip slid inside of her, grinding against her clit, and her world came apart.

“Oh, fuck!” Emilia arched her back as I entered her slowly, filling her cunt with one glorious inch of my shaft at a time. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder, please!”

I grabbed two warm handfuls of her ass for leverage and rammed her to the hilt. The head of my cock hit her g-spot like a hammer slamming an anvil, sparks shooting through both of our bodies. Her cunt wrapped around me as tight as a glove and suddenly she was coming, locking her legs behind me as she rode me for dear life. Her chest heaved, her face flushed, and thick shuddering sobs tore their way from her throat as pleasure infiltrated her body.

“Yes! Yes oh my God! Oh my god yes, Jack!”

Jack. I grabbed her by the hair, forcing her to face me. “You do remember.”

There was wonder on her face. “You...you’re my Master,” she squealed. “And I...I’m someone really important, aren’t I?”

I wanted to explain more, to pry her memory back, but biology took over. I was balls-deep inside of the beautiful princess, the tower singing with the moans of the other two as my female companions pleasured and were pleasured by them, and I needed to come inside of Emilia’s pussy like a man dying the desert needs water. Still holding her hair, I jackhammered her cunt, making her body shudder and shake with hard, driving strokes. Her cunt stayed clenched around me, so tight that it took all my strength to bury myself hilt-deep inside of her. Leaning down, I took one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked it greedily, using her perfect body to get as much pleasure as possible.

It wasn’t my finest moment. In fact, it was kind of messed up. But it felt amazing.

Before long I could feel the familiar tingle working its way from my balls up the base of my shaft. I let go of Emilia’s tit and stared down at her, leaning back so I could see my cock slide in and out of her cunt like a furnace. I wanted the sight of her in my eyes as I came, to feast on her beauty as I pumped her full of my load.

We locked eyes right as I hit the peak, and I saw her nodding with her mouth wide open, like she couldn’t believe how big and hard I’d gotten inside of her. Then the pleasure hit me, and the world melted.

Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came. I could feel the impacts as burst after burst of come flooded her womb, rocking her from the inside. I held onto Emilia for dear life as I poured myself into her, marking her soul as mine. As the perfect, sweet moment of pleasure stretched out, I couldn’t tell where I ended and she began: she was wrapped around me, part of me, a vessel for my heavenly pleasure. There was no way she could ever forget me again after something like that.

When I came down from my peak, she was looking at me with tears in her eyes. “Jack?”

“Emilia.” I cupped her chin, holding her close. “It’s you.”

“Jack, where are we? What is this awful place?”

“Shh.” I reached around and grabbed a handful of her ass. Strangely, that calmed her more than anything else. “It’s a prison. But we’re busting you out.”

Her eyes shone with love and devotion. “Oh, Master! I knew you’d come to save us!” A flash of movement caught her eye; suddenly she was peering over my shoulders. “And you brought your prime girl!”

I grinned, thinking of what Jennifer must have gotten up to with the other Princesses while I was lost in the bliss of Emilia’s body. “Yeah,” I said. “She certainly is that.”

Emilia’s mouth dropped open. “And Mistress!”

That brought me up short. I followed her gaze with a start – she was looking at Saeko!?

“Mistress!?” I shot over my shoulder.

“Long story.” Saeko’s voice was thick with afterglow. Alyssa lay curled up in her lap, gently nibbling at the slender Asian’s thighs. “You’ve got zero standing to get on your high horse at me, hacker boy.”

I supposed she was right. No matter what, it was amazing to have these women in my arms again. I am a lucky son of a bitch, I thought, looking around the top of the tower. So lucky to have all these gorgeous women in my life – almost all of them who wanted to fuck and be fucked by me. What a life.

The world started to rumble.

Saeko shot bolt upright. “Oh shit!”

Jennifer looked up sleepily from the tangle of limbs she and Nephra had ended up in. I knew that look so well. “What’s going on?”

“The tower is collapsing!” Saeko started tracing symbols in the air, frantic. “The stability of the system must have been tied to those crystals somehow?”

Or they detected us, I thought. My grip tightened on Emilia.

A segment of the tower fell away, crumbling like it had been made of sand instead of stone. I hopped backwards, Emilia in my arms, staggering a bit as I sought out firmer ground.

“You can do that gravity trick again, right?” I asked Saeko.

“Shut up,” she snapped. “I need to concentrate...”

That sure as hell wasn’t assuring. “Grab the other Princesses!” I tossed my shirt to Jennifer – I had no idea if I’d have time to put it back on. “We’re gonna need to make a quick fucking exit!”

Just then, a brilliant white line tore through the air. As it opened, Saeko grabbed Alyssa by the shoulders and shoved her through. “Come on!”

The ground beneath me gave way. For a moment there was a stomach-churning feeling of weightlessness as I started to fall – then an invisible hand wrapped itself around my waist and tugged me to Saeko.

Thank God I was holding onto Emilia, I thought. The gorgeous blonde Princess stared at me with fear in her eyes, like she knew exactly how close of a call that was.

“Let’s go home,” I told her, holding her half-naked body tight. “You ready?”

She nuzzled my neck. “Thank you so much, Master,” she whispered. There were tears in her eyes. “I love you so much...”

You can thank us later, I thought, plunging into the portal just as the tower gave way. It was time to put the Princesses back where they belonged.
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I’d never robbed a bank before. Obviously. But I couldn’t imagine the rush – the sheer high of getting away with the heist – could possibly feel better than this.

Three of us had stepped into the portal to Avalon. Six of us came out. That was the best outcome possible – and I was thrilled. Part of it was knowing we’d got one over on A11 – but a lot of it was the toe-curling, sheet-clawing orgasm Nephra the Mage Princess had given me with her sweet little mouth while my man reminded the Princesses of who they served.

Oh, and watching Jack bang Emilia’s brains out? Totally hot.

So hot, in fact, that I could feel my pussy already starting to get wet again. Nephra had been a nice little appetizer, but I needed some boyfriend cock inside of me if I was going to be truly satisfied – and somehow, I knew Jack would be more than happy to provide.

So as Jack set Emilia down on one of Saeko’s couches, I slid up next to him. “Hey tiger,” I purred, taking him by the hand. Then I slid that hand into my panties, letting him feel how hot and wet and I was. “That was so fucking great.”

His eyes got big as saucers. Fuck, I loved that look. “Holy shit,” he growled, his fingers moving inside me.

“I need you,” I whimpered. I knew I was begging, that everyone could see me acting like a shameless little whore, but I didn’t care. I really did need him. I was never this forward in the real world, but inside of Hyperia I could whore it up the way I’d always wanted.

When girl wants dick, girl gets dick, I thought with a smirk, reaching for the front of Jack’s pants. His fingers felt sooo good massaging my clit – I couldn’t wait to feel his big, hard rod stretching my walls...

“Oh shit. No no no no...”

Ugh. What was Saeko muttering about now? Groaning with frustration, I tore my eyes away from Jack and looked over my shoulder. “What’s wrong?” I asked, working Jack’s zipper without looking.

Saeko pointed over the edge of the parapet. Endless desert stretched to the horizon on all sides – but what the hell was that? I craned my neck, not wanting to let go of the hardening cock in my hand, and saw something like a flash of light way out in the distance. It faded in an instant, like a flashbulb, only to be replaced with another. And another.

“Players,” Saeko whispered. Her face was ashen. “Those flashes are players.”

Jack stirred next to me, suddenly restless. No, don’t go! I mewled as I stroked him harder, willing him to stay with me. Despite the danger, despite everything, I could only think of my greedy little cunt. I let out a whimper as his fingers left me, and the pat on the ass I got only made me feel slightly better.

“Raincheck,” Jack grunted in my ear. Then, to Saeko, “What players?”

Everyone was paying attention now. From the looks on their faces, they’d been watching me and Jack before – and I didn’t mind. That was hot, too. God, what wasn’t hot inside of Hyperia?

“They’re not blowing up, are they?” I said, meaner than I’d intended. But goddamnit, did this samurai bitch have to always harsh my buzz?

Saeko shook her head. She wasn’t looking at me – just Jack. “Those flashes...they’re forcible evictions. Like what we did to you when we’d identified you as a hacker. Kicking you out of the game...”

“Kicking them out of the game?” Jack stared over the edge, his brow furrowed. “But they haven’t done anything.”

Suddenly a horrified expression appeared on Saeko’s face. I knew she’d just realized something – something terrible. Her hands traced shapes in the air, and for a moment her body went all transparent like a rear-projection of a ghost...then she solidified again with a groan.

“I can’t log out,” she said, despair tinging her voice.

Jack started. “Fuck,” he muttered, reaching for his own VR rig. I didn’t go for mine. I already knew what was happening. The truth wormed its way through my head, pouring itself like ice water on my dreams of having sexy time on the top of this kick-ass palace.

Jack couldn’t log out. I couldn’t, either. Those evictions were to clear the playing field – to pin us down.

They were coming for us.

“We’ve got to get out of here!” Saeko grabbed Emilia by the hand, tugging her away from the window. I don’t think I’d ever seen her so afraid. “Maybe if we can put some distance between us and them, I can get into the server protocols-”

“That won’t be necessary.”

We all froze. That voice...it came from everywhere and nowhere at once. It was inside my fucking head, like I had earbuds in. It was a smooth, masculine voice, one I didn’t recognize, but from the way Saeko clammed up I could tell that she did.

“That’s your boss, isn’t it?” I asked. God damn it, I wasn’t going to get laid after all, was I?

Slowly, Saeko walked to the edge and looked down. Jack and I went with her.

There they were.

There was no way they could have been hiding. They’d teleported in. Standing in the sands, surrounding the Mage Palace were a whole phalanx of guards. The sun shone on black iron, armor covering their bodies like scales. It was the kind of getup that would be intolerably uncomfortable for anyone other than a NPC, so I had no doubt the rank-and-file were computer controlled. It was the two guys in front I was more interested in.

“Come down. Now.” Again with that strange voice. But now that I was at the edge of the tower, I could see one of the two guys in charge moving his lips. He was dressed in the standard Imperial garb, like he hadn’t bothered much with character customization before entering the game. His friend, a much older guy who looked like he would have rather been anywhere else than here, was even more of an anachronism in an Italian business suit of all things.

“Go to hell!” I screamed, squealing with delight. Jack and Saeko looked at me in disbelief, but fuck it. We were heroes. When you’re the protagonist of the game, the person who the world revolves around, you expect to be able to thumb your nose in the baddies’ faces. You start to anticipate the last minute stroke of good luck, the twenty-sided die coming up a critical hit, the seas parting for you as you cut your way to freedom.

The last thing you expect is for the ground beneath your feet to fucking crumble.

But that’s just what happened. The leader and his venture capitalist friend shared a look, and then raised their hands in unison. Even from that far away, it looked silly as hell.

Then the tower started to shake.

I managed to grab Jack’s hand just as the ceiling of the tower fell in. There was a grinding noise like a world-sized tapestry being ripped in half, and my stomach did flips as I went weightless.

We rode a wave of stone and debris down, blinded by dirt. I crashed into something heavy, and the world went black.
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I was dead. The bottom half of my body lay crushed beneath a massive boulder, turned into human pudding in an instant. Even through the pain filters, the ache was enormous. The bottom fell out of my HP bar, draining to the danger zone before I could even think about struggling free. The tower had crushed me. It was over.

And then suddenly it wasn’t.

“The hacker.” It was that smooth voice again – only this time it came in my ears the normal way instead of sneaking in the back door. “It’s nice to finally meet you.”

I staggered to my feet. It was a miracle – my legs were in working order again. A quick glance at my hit points showed them normal – oh, and there was my girlfriend making her way shakily to her feet just behind me. I grabbed Jennifer’s hand, giving her support, and turned to the mysterious man who’d taken us down faster than we could blink.

“I guess you’re a developer,” I said, shaking the cobwebs from my mind. I glanced over at the man in the business suit. “You must be the money guy.”

“Ryuji.” Saeko spat the word into the dust. “You absolute fool. You won’t get away with this-”

In one smooth motion, the man – Ryuji? - stepped forward and slapped Saeko right across the face.

My vision went red. “Hey, you can’t just fucking slap a woman like that-”

A gauntleted hand gripped my shoulder tight. So tight, in fact, that I fell to my knees screaming in pain.

“Quiet,” Ryuji barked. “All of you. Don’t embarrass yourself more than you already have, Saeko.”

“Oh,” I said, chuckling through the pain. “So you’re her boss.”

He looked down at me like I was some kind of bug. “You should not have come back here,” he said in a low voice.

I didn’t have anything to say to him. Instead, I focused on the guy in the business suit. He looked more than a little queasy at the sight of all this: like he hadn’t quite adjusted to VR just yet. Knowing how often the money guys actually got involved with development, I would’ve laid money he’d never actually been in the game before.

“Hey,” I called out to him. “You cool with this guy beating up employees?”

The man’s face set, his lips forming a tight little line.

“I am here to safeguard my investment,” he said flatly. “Nothing else.” Crap. “Bring forth the Princesses.”

Out of the dust, I saw the guards hustle three figures forward. It was Emilia, Alyssa and Nephra, looking suitably chastened as were shoved to their knees before Ryuji and this mystery financier. Scratch that – this guy had to be Khan. That Khan, the guy who was buying the Princesses. Because from the expression on his face, this was the first time he’d ever seen them in the digital ‘flesh’ - and he looked like he’d just won the goddamn lottery.

“Truly,” he said, groaning slightly, “they are beautiful. They will be worth every penny.”

Saeko struggled in the grip of two guards. It didn’t work a bit, but I admired her spunk.

“Let them go, you prick,” she hissed, aiming her gaze at Khan. “They’re not your fucking property!”

Ryuji stepped forward. “That’s exactly what they are.” I was worried he was going to hit her again, but instead he leaned over in a grotesque parody of a bow, getting so close that I felt uncomfortable second-hand.

“Why did you do it!?” Ryuji had the expression of a guy who just found out the girl he’s got a crush on is going to the homecoming dance with his best friend. “How could you betray me? Betray us? For a cheap fuck?”

Saeko peered into his eyes, all grim defiance. “I guess I just love the game more than you do,” she said simply.

Now he did slap her in the face. I struggled with all my strength, but couldn’t get free.

“How dare you!?” Ryuji was yelling now, spitting in her face with every syllable. “You love some fuck dolls more than you love the game we created? This is our payday, Saeko! This was our chance to spend the next ten years turning Hyperia into our dream game – and you threw it all away because you tricked yourself! You actually believe these walking sex fantasies you created love you! That they’re real!”

Jennifer spit at his feet. “They are real.” Good girl.

Ryuji couldn’t process it. I watched conflicting emotions pass across his face as he stepped backwards. He clawed at his own head as if he were trying to dig a hole into it and get the anger out.

Then, like a summer storm, it faded. A calm smirk spread across his face.

That’s when I really started to freak out.

“Real,” he said, laughing to himself. “Real. I’ll show you how real they are...”

He closed his hand into a fist – and it was like a sunrise. Energy crackled in his fingers, pure damage pressed into a single point like coal into a diamond. Even without scanning it, I could tell an attack like that would take anyone it hit out of the game – permanently.

Saeko’s eyes grew wide. Her face paled. “Ryuji?” she asked, somehow audible over the sound of him charging up. “What are you doing?”

That smirk of his grew wider. “Making you understand,” he said, holding genocide in his open palm. “Curing you of this madness.”

At the last second, Khan tried to stop him – I think he realized what Ryuji was about to do and trying to protect his investment – but he was too late. As Saeko watched, as we all watched, he turned that ball of pure energy into a spear and tossed it. Not at Saeko. Not at me. Not at Jennifer.

He threw it almost casually to the side, piercing Emilia right through the heart.
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Emilia clutched the spear weakly, staring at the crystal shard in her chest like it was a bad dream. Then she fell.

“No!” I didn’t feel the hands of the guards on my shoulders anymore. Had they let me go, or was I just that strong all of a sudden? It didn’t matter. I couldn’t think. I watched the pretty blonde princess, Jack’s favorite, hit the sand gasping, and my heart broke.

I had no idea how much I cared about her until I realized she was going to die.

I went to move but a figure raced ahead of me, leaving tracks in the dirt. It was Jack, beautiful Jack, and an instant later he was at Emilia’s side. He held her above the sand, keeping the tip of the spear from the ground, holding her in his arms like something out of a fairy tale.

“You’re okay,” Jack said, his voice thick with emotion. I could hear him holding back the tears. “It’s okay, Emilia, you’re going to be alright. We’re going to get you healed up...”

It was too late. Emilia’s hit bar was prodigious, designed to be so large that she was practically invincible, but Ryuji took all that away from her with one stroke. Her eyes went unfocused as a slow smile spread across her face. At least her last image would be of my man.

“It...it doesn’t hurt,” she whispered, looking up into Jack’s eyes with awe. “I think I’m alright...”

She shattered. I don’t think any one there had any idea what it would look like when a Princess died: as it turned out, it was like going from holding a woman in one second to an opened bag of sand in the next. The pixels that had been Emilia slid from Jack’s grasp, hitting the sand and breaking down until there was nothing separating them from the desert, no difference between the woman and the land she ruled.

Jack stifled a sob as he turned to Ryuji. His face was a mask of pure rage. “You son of a bitch-”

“It’s done,” Ryuji said, his amplified voice forcing everyone silent. “She’s dead. No respawns. No bullshit. It’s over, Saeko.”

Saeko. Oh Jesus, Saeko. I went to hold her, but she was down on her knees, her face in the desert sand like she was looking for some trace of her lost love. Her grief struck me like a slap in the face. How could Ryuji be so cruel? So callous? Such a fucking monster?

The edges of my vision started to go red.

Mr. Khan had watched all of this with a disinterested air, but now he crossed his arms over his chest. “You are aware,” he said off-handedly, “that destroying 1/3rd of Khan Industries’ intellectual property will trigger a substantial penalty in our deal.”

“I know,” Ryuji said without turning. “It was worth it.”

That was enough. I’d heard more than fucking enough. Emilia was dead, god damn it! And this little bureaucrat bitch thought it was worth it!?

I heard a horrifying scream, like a wild animal about to strike. With a start, I realized it was me.

Before I knew what I was doing, I was on him.

“Fuck you!” I struck Ryuji in the face, with no plan of attack besides sheer animal rage. I hit him again and again - clawing him with my nails, butting his chest with my head, trying to kick him in the balls. Strangely, he didn’t fight back. He just kept moving backwards, pushing the guards away as they tried to intervene. I knew I was doing next to no damage, but I didn’t care – the effort was the point. I wanted this fucker to bleed, and I didn’t care how many tears I had to shed or how many times I had to hit him to make him feel it.

Finally Ryuji reached some kind of breaking point. “Enough,” he said, shoving me backwards as easily as if I were a child. “You’ve had enough time to grieve.”

“Grieve!?” I was wild with anger. “You haven’t begun to see me bitch out, you fucking cuck!”

Familiar hands enveloped my shoulders. “It’s not worth it,” Jack said into my ear. “Come on-”

“Cuck!” I screamed. I didn’t care. It felt good. “You got fucking cockblocked by a waifu! She likes digital girls more than your pussy real ass, you fucking dick! How’s it feel to not be man enough to stand up to fucking code?”

Ryuji was unperturbed. “If you think I harbor some secret desire for my employee,” he said calmly, “you are mistaken.” He tapped something on his wrist, sighing. “The locks on your ability to logout will be released in one minute,” he said.

“You piece of shit,” I spat, grinning. “We’re going to get you-”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. He was so calm that it actually got to me, a bit. “No you’re not, Jennifer Malcolmson.”

What I’d been about to say died in my throat. Dread smothered the anger. How did he know my last name?

“That’s right, I know all about you,” Ryuji continued blandly. “You and Jack. I suppose you didn’t know that Saeko’s little ‘staging area’ is an unsecured connection to the game world? I’m sure she didn’t either.”

No. Oh no.

“Regardless, the second the two of you set foot in it, your personal information became visible to A11. Home address, date of birth, employment records...I know more about you two than you do about each other. And if you ever log in to Hyperia again, under any circumstances, my company will file a lawsuit against you – using all the criminal actions we’ve recorded you performing in the last twenty-four hours as evidence.”

I was aghast. “You...you can’t,” I sputtered. “That’ll never hold up in court-”

Ryuji chuckled. “It doesn’t matter. Thanks to this new deal with Khan Industries, the developers have deep pockets – can you say the same?”

“He’s right, Jen.” Jack’s hands tightened around me. “We’ve been outplayed. The son of a bitch has us right where he wants us.”

It was strange - it shouldn’t have hurt. Getting out of Hyperia was what I’d wanted, after all. Jack and I had Bailey now, and the promise of new and kinky adventures in the real world to keep our relationship red-hot. If anything, I should have been happy Jack would never have an excuse to go back into the game.

So why was I crying?

Through my tears, I saw Ryuji glance at his watch. “Time’s up,” he said. Raising his other hand, he charged up a new energy attack – weaker than the last, but more than enough to kill us all in our weakened state. “Goodbye, hackers. And for what it’s worth – thank you for your contribution to the game.”

“Get bent,” I snarled, defiant to the last.

He scoffed, rolling his eyes. Then he tossed the energy blast and the world exploded.

Pale fire tore through the air, incinerating us where we stood. My HP bar tumbled to nothing, flashing red as the world went black. I closed my eyes and waited to feel the cool metal of the VR helmet on my head, back in my nerd room.

Then the dust settled.

I looked around, confused. Weren’t we dead? All three of us were standing there, our hit points in the danger zone. We only had one point of health remaining. It was impossible for one blast to do exactly that much damage to all three of us, right?

Ryuji was just as confused as me. “Wha?” he blurted, cocking an eyebrow.

“They are still here,” Khan said roughly.

“I know,” Ryuji snapped. “They shouldn’t be...”

Then it hit me. The noise I’d been hearing in the background for some time now, punctuating the scene like a mournful soundtrack. Saeko’s sobs, her grief over her lost Princess.

Those weren’t sobs.

She was laughing.
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Emilia, I thought, tears rolling down my cheeks. I’m sorry I failed you. But I will avenge you, my sweet. I promise.

It was all over now. Ryuji stood there, dumbly trying to figure out how he’d been outplayed. All that was left was to explain his fate. I tucked Emilia’s loss deep inside of me, like a picture in a heart-shaped locket, and rose to do my duty.

“It’s over, Ryuji.” All eyes were on me. I was the phoenix, the rising sun, the flaming sword hanging over the developers head. And when they’d killed Emilia, they’d cut the thread keeping me from falling upon them like a firestorm.

Even now, Ryuji held his arrogance before him like a shield. “Over?” he said, in that fake-calm manner that grated so much. “You may have a little health hack, Saeko, but that doesn’t change anything.”

“I didn’t want it to come to this.” Our gazes met. He turned away first, the fear showing in his face. He truly had no idea what I’d done – was trying to tell himself I was bluffing. But clearly, he didn’t believe it.

“Come to what?” Jack asked. Ah, reliable Jack. If I’d been into men, I might have ended up sharing him with my Princesses.

“You crossed a line when you killed Emilia,” I said evenly, daring Ryuji to meet my eyes. “You took something I’d built – something I’d birthed from my imagination – and killed it front of me. You made me watch her die. That is unforgivable.”

“She’s a piece of code!” Ryuji exploded in anger, shocking everyone but me. “What kind of vengeance can you possibly demand for a piece of code?”

“A vengeance of code.” He stared blankly at me, uncomprehending. So I decided to make it simple for him. “Check the server browser, Ryuji.”

Frowning, he did so. It appeared as a glowing hologram in front of him, a wheel studded with dozens of spokes. Each spoke represented one of the Hyperia servers – an exact copy of the digital game world. Yesterday, all of those spokes save for one had been a placid, friendly green – no problems. Only this ‘special’ server, NA2, was tinted red.

In contrast, the wheel Ryuji pulled up now looked like a stop sign.

“No,” he whispered, understanding dawning on his face as he pulled up more details. “No, you fucking bitch, you can’t have...”

“You said I have a little health hack,” I said, finally allowing my lips to curl in a smile. “That’s not the only hack I have, Ryuji.”

“Shut them down.” Ryuji whirled on the guards, screaming as he lost his composure. “Shut every fucking server down except for this one, right now!”

I grinned. “Too late.”

From his position holding Jennifer, Jack turned a confused gaze on me. “I’m not entirely sure what’s going on,” he confessed. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad you’re pissing Ryuji off, but have you actually saved us?”

A note of sadness entered my voice. “I owe you an apology,” I told him.

He chuckled. “I really, really doubt it.”

“No, I do,” I insisted. “When you connected to my staging area – I knew it was unsecured.”

His eyebrows shot up. “You let Ryuji track us?”

“I didn’t know he was going to do that,” I replied placidly. “I just wanted to steal your hacking tools.”

“No, I said shut them down!” Ryuji had called up his programmers from the VR rig since his army of NPCs were unresponsive, and was currently giving some poor grunt an earful. “I don’t care how much revenue we fucking lose, do you understand me! We’ve got to shut this down before it gets out to the torrent sites-”

“Too late on that, too,” I said with a giggle. “I uploaded everything before I jumped into Avalon. It’s all out there, Ryuji. Everything.”

He turned on me. Until then, I don’t think I truly understood the depths of his anger. What faced me was less a man that some kind of beast, some monster unleashed from man’s primal id.

“You fucked us,” he whispered, murder in his eyes. “You fucked everything...”

“I’m sorry,” Jennifer said, “but would someone please explain what is going on?”

“I think Jack is starting to understand,” I said, watching the man. “You want to take a crack at it?”

Slowly, Jack nodded. “You stole my hacking tools,” he said, working it out. “When I stepped into your personal game server or whatever.”

I nodded. “Your VR rig’s storage was open to me. I grabbed what I wanted, even before your girlfriend showed up.”

He took that calmly. If there was a time for anger, it was in the future. “Then you...you did to the other game servers what I did to NA2. You unlocked them.”

“Exactly. All of them have their full erotic potential now. The NPCs can deviate from their preset paths – and the Princesses are beautiful, romanceable, and perfect.”

Just like Emilia, I thought, trying to keep my smile from fading.

“Why, this is good!” All heads turned to see Mr. Khan, looking down at Ryuji as if the man’s histrionics were something to ignore. “You haven’t lost that pretty blonde princess after all.”

Jack’s mouth dropped open. “Yes he has,” he said.

I smiled. “You get it.”

It was obvious that Khan wasn’t used to being the only man in the room without access to information. “I certainly don’t.”

“She put the hacking tools online.” The words tore themselves out of Ryuji like they caused him physical pain. “She put them on torrent sites. Anyone with an internet connection and a VR rig can do exactly what the hackers did. They can have their own Princesses – whenever they want, with no restrictions. Do you understand now!?”

Khan’s face darkened.

I stepped forward and bowed low, in the posture of an employee atoning to their superior. “My apologies,” I told Khan. “Your precious ‘intellectual property’ is in the hands of everyone now.”

“Which makes it worthless,” Jack finished, shaking his head in amazement. “Holy fucking shit. If I’d have known, Saeko, I would have done it at the beginning...”

“You couldn’t have,” I said with a smirk. “You didn’t have the know how. And anyway I wouldn’t have let you. This wasn’t possible until someone pushed their best employee into going rogue.”

I walked right up to Ryuji and lowered my voice. “I wouldn’t have done it,” I said, putting all the sympathy into my voice I could muster, “but you killed her. That I can’t forgive...boss.”

Ryuji fell to his knees. His eyes rolled in his head like a mad cow – I could almost picture steam billowing from his ears.

“Our deal is over,” Khan said darkly. “You’ll be receiving the documentation terminating it shortly.” He winked out of existence, without even the courtesy of a goodbye.

“Ruined...” Ryuji was sobbing. “I’m ruined! You’ve ruined my life!”

“You should quit,” I told him. I put a hand on his shoulder, making him start. “I’ll buy your share of the company. I’ll take over the game from now on – steer it along the correct path.”

He stared up at me, uncomprehending.

“Think about it,” I told him. “You’re the man who turned Hyperia into an overnight success. You can write your own ticket anywhere now. And with me as the head of the company, no one will say a thing about you - other than that you were brilliant and influential and we never would have gotten anywhere without you. You could start over.”

He sniffed, the tears stopping. “How?” he asked plaintively. “The Princesses are out there now – everything that made the game special is gone. How can you keep it profitable?”

I snorted. It turned into a laugh. “That’s what you’re worried about?” I gestured towards Jack and Jennifer. “If these two have taught me anything, it’s that players crave variety. Sure, three Princesses are out there – but people are going to want more. And I can give that to them. You know I can. I’ll have to work on a shoestring budget, at least at first, but we both know I do my best work under constraints.”

Jennifer nudged Jack. “We’d be happy to help,” she said, startling us all. “Jack and I love this game – we’d gladly help her buy you out.”

Jack nodded. “We can all go our separate ways, Ryuji. No hard feelings. Hell, you’ll probably be making way more money than us in a year!”

I stared down at my former boss, waiting for him to agree. To say yes, and sign the company over to me, and let me make the thing I’d been yearning for so long. It was so easy to say yes.

I was totally unprepared for the truth.

Ryuji’s face changed in an instant. Pure hate radiated off of him as he rose to his feet. Even Jack and Jennifer looked a bit afraid.

“You bitch,” he whispered, starting to laugh. “You ruined this deal, destroyed my life – now you want to take my fucking game!?”

Panic flared in my chest. “Calm down, Ryuji,” I said, which was exactly the wrong thing. “Don’t do anything rash-”

“You ruined my life,” he said, his lips forming a tight little smile. “Now I’m going to ruin yours.”

He disappeared.

“Well – that could have gone better,” Jack said, putting his arm around me. “At least he’s gone-”

A horrible thought occurred to me. I reached for my logout button and pressed it. Nothing happened.

“Oh no,” I whispered. Jack must have seen me go insubstantial for a second, because he jumped back in confusion. “No, no, no...”

“Wait, you can’t leave?” Jennifer frowned. “We can leave – why can’t she...”

Their faces fell at the same moment.

“Where are you?” Jack demanded. “Right now?”

I knew what he meant. Where was I inside the game world.

I was still inside of A11’s offices. In the old basement VR rig.

Hooked up to the game and unable to leave. Helpless.

I started to sob. 

“You can’t let him do this,” I begged Jack, clutching at his chest. “Please...”

Ryuji had said he was going to ruin my life. And he and I were in the same building, with only an elevator and a couple of cheap locks separating me from him.

He was going to make sure that I never left that VR rig alive. And there was nothing I could do to stop him...
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“This is the place?”

The engine whined as we pulled into the parking lot. A light rain was falling, making our headlights reflect off the wet asphalt. Jennifer arched an eyebrow as she pulled into one of the spaces and double-checked her phone’s GPS.

“Yeah, I think so,” she said, her hands gripping the steering wheel a little tighter. “It’s not at all what I’d expected, though...”

In my mind, the building where A11 made Hyperia Online was some sort of imposing fortress, a finger of steel and concrete stretching into an inky black sky. The real thing resembled some computer repair shop in a strip mall. It was a blocky, two-story building, half a block from a place that sold medical supplies and a ramen packaging plant. I couldn’t imagine a less-magical place for the world of my dreams to have been created.

“Doesn’t matter.” I opened the passenger door, droplets of water landing on my exposed shoulder. “We’ve got to get in there now.”

“Um, guys?”

Jennifer and I both turned as one to the back seat.

Bailey sat splayed out across the entire back of the car, a seatbelt casually buckled around her waist. She looked confused and frightened – which made sense, since we’d woken her up in the middle of the night and asked her to ride with us nearly an hour away to this anonymous office complex. We hadn’t even stopped for a late-night snack.

“We’re not going to get in trouble for this, are we? I mean, I there’s a ‘No Trespassing’ sign right over there. And I’m pretty sure this counts as trespassing.”

Jennifer shot her best friend a sympathetic look. We’d tried our best on the drive over to explain things to Bailey, but it was clear she was still having trouble understanding. Not that she was dumb or anything – she was a very bright girl. She just wasn’t a gamer. Virtual worlds were completely foreign to her. To her ears, Jennifer and I’s story about beautiful princesses and samurai warriors sounded like something from a fairy tale – a fact I hadn’t really appreciated until I’d had to explain things to a total noob.

“Our friend is in danger,” Jen said. “We’ve got to help her. If you want, you can stay here and make sure the coast is clear.”

Bailey shook her head. “Hell no. This place is creep city – I’m not going anywhere by myself. But, um...maybe we should have call the police instead? Let them handle this?”

I sighed. Jen shot me a dirty look, but I couldn’t help it. We were wasting valuable time. Every second we spent out here was another one Ryuji had alone with Saeko – who was completely helpless, strapped into a VR chair and unable to leave the fantasy world of Hyperia. We had to save her.

She’s dead already, a little voice said in the back of my head. It’s been what – an hour and a half now? There’s no way she’s still alive...

I tried not to think about that. Until it was absolutely clear that there was nothing that could be done to save Saeko, I had to give it everything I had. Otherwise I’d be letting myself down.

“Think about it,” Jen said as she unbuckled her belt. “Picture us trying to explain all this to a fucking cop. They’d probably lock us up and call us crazy.”

“You said this person was bad, though.” Frustration mounted inside of me. It was clear Bailey was stalling – that she didn’t want to go inside of the creepy building. Normally I could sympathize, but right now I needed her to shut up and do what I said.

“It doesn’t matter,” I growled, giving full vent to my feelings. “I am not letting a murder happen on my watch. If that asshole Ryuji harms one hair on Saeko’s head, I’m going turn him into fucking pulp. Now stop being a fucking brat and let’s go.”

There was a pause. I wondered if I might have gone too far with Bailey and ruined everything.

“Damn,” she whimpered, her cheeks flushing. “I am so turned on right now.”

Jennifer grinned. “What did I say? Totally alpha.”

Normally I loved hearing Jennifer compliment me, but we were wasting time. “Come on,” I grunted, stepping out into the rain. “Let’s do this.”

The front door provided no real obstacle to the three of us. It was a simple keypad lock, and Saeko had given me the combination before I’d signed out of Hyperia Online. I shoved the door so hard that it slammed into the brick and raced inside, my two girls trailing behind me.

Within, the air had the stale tang of an office that shut the air-conditioning off after-hours to save a few bucks. The lights clicked on, harsh and fluorescent, revealing a cube farm with a few props and posters hanging on the walls.

“Saeko said the VR rig’s in the basement,” I said, heading for the center of the room. “Which way is that-”

I stopped. There was a bloodstain under my foot.

Jennifer saw it too as she came up behind me. “Oh no,” she whimpered, her hand flying to her mouth. “Oh fuck, Jack, we’re too late...”

No. I wasn’t ready to hear it. “Come on,” I grunted, shoving my way forward. “She might be hurt. Injured. She could need us...”

But the trail of blood didn’t lead out of the building. It took us to a set of stairs in a corner of the floorplan, and when we entered the stairwell the stains went straight down into the basement.

“Guys?” Bailey clutched me from behind, shaking like a leaf. “I’m scared. This isn’t some virtual game shit. This is real...”

She was right. If Ryuji was still down here with a knife or something, that posed a mortal threat. Both to me and my girls. Instantly I was on high alert.

“I’m not going to let anything happen to you,” I said firmly, grabbing hold of Bailey. “Believe that.”

From the way she melted against me, she obviously did.

I led the way down the stairs and into the basement. The lights were still on, so either someone was still down here or they’d just left. I was praying it was the former.

The room was stocked with old equipment, one generation out of date. Server racks squeaked as movement pushed them against each other, old half-working chairs lay abandoned in corners – it was like I was walking through some tech-themed thrift store. Was there really a working VR rig down here?

A horrible thought occurred to me: what if this was all a trick? What if Saeko and Ryuji weren’t enemies, but were working together the whole time? Getting us exactly where they wanted us – trapped like rats in the basement of some office complex, where we could never escape?

It was an idea I entertained for about three seconds. Then I stepped into the room where the VR rig was stored and all thoughts of this being some kind of elaborate prank ceased.

Blood. So much blood. It stained the rig, leaving the chrome a mixture of red and silver that might have looked good if it was paint instead of the liquid inside of a human. The stains were everywhere: on the walls, the concrete floor, even the ceiling. Whoever did this had been less of a man than a wild animal. There was an almost primal fury at work here, a rage that couldn’t be denied.

“Holy fuck!” Bailey screamed from behind me. “Oh Jesus, there’s so much fucking blood...”

I started to get dizzy. Then I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“Jack.” I had no idea Jennifer could fit so much horror into a single word. Her hand entered my view, shaking. “Look...”

I followed her finger and the bottom dropped out of my stomach. The thickest part of the blood led away from the rig into a corner of the room. And there, curled up in a position of complete shock, was something that made me cry out in dismay.

A body.



Chapter Two: Saeko
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What a peaceful place to die, I thought.

After Jack and Jennifer logged out of the game, I wandered the sands around the Mage’s Palace, trying to fight down the feeling of panic in my chest. Every second I spent inside of Hyperia was another that I was totally helpless – while Ryuji could do whatever he wanted to my comatose body. My skin crawled at the very thought. While I sat here, basking in a beautiful virtual landscape, he could be doing the very worst things to me – even killing me...

My knees hit the hot sand. I tossed my head back and screamed in frustration. Panic took over; I grabbed the controls of my VR rig and hammered the ‘logout’ button over and over again, like an animal caught in a trap. Of course nothing happened.

“Damn it! Damn it damn it damn it!” The sand hurt my hands, but I didn’t care. Ryuji’s knife in my belly would hurt more. Would he at least make it quick, or would I have to lie there and bleed out slow, losing consciousness while my hit point bar stayed glowing and friendly at full health?

I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t face it. Every second was filled with the knowledge that at any moment, Ryuji might strike.

I started to run.

Halfway down a dune, my wrist began to vibrate. Incoming message, the hologram informed me. For a moment, my confused mind dared hope that it was good news – that Jack and Jennifer had found a way to get me out, or that the lock on my ability to log out had been lifted. Instead, it was a text message from Ryuji:

I know where you are.

My blood froze in my veins. A few seconds later, there was another message.

I’m on my way there, traitor. I’m right above you...

Unbidden, the image of Ryuji descending the stairs filled my mind. I could picture the insane, wicked grin on his face, the gleaming knife in his hand. He was getting closer and closer.

“I won’t let him do this,” I whispered, marshaling my courage. “I won’t let him kill me like...like cattle!”

There had to be some way to circumvent the log-out protocol. Hell, I’d written that protocol – although it felt like a lifetime had passed since I’d touched the code. The last time I’d needed to use it had been-

My feet sank into the sand. My hands started to shake. “Oh shit,” I said, laughing.

The last time I’d used that protocol had been to ban Jack from the game.

Ryuji was still sending me text messages – only now, I wasn’t reading them. I didn’t have time. I had to get myself out of Hyperia, and there was only one way to do it before Ryuji’s knife slid between my ribs.

I typed up the world’s fastest request for banning (filling every field except my own User ID with ‘asdf’) and closed the reporting software. In order to actually complete the banning, I had to log into an entirely different system for administrators only. I prayed silently that Ryuji hadn’t thought to lock my admin access...

I was in! I went to click my own ban request – and accidentally opened Ryuji’s latest message. It was a blurry picture taken on a cell phone, but the figure lying down in the VR rig was clearly identifiable. It was me.

Holy fuck, I thought, my hands trembling. He’s in the room...

There was no time to spare. I hammered the ban request, hitting ‘confirm’ about a dozen times in just a few seconds. Ban me, goddamnit! Kick me out of the fucking game!

The world around me started to blur...

xXx

I awoke in darkness. And I wasn’t alone.

The VR helmet was warm where it had been resting against my forehead. I tried to stay still, to fight the panic – because I was only going to get one shot at this. Everything was muffled in the rig, but I could hear Ryuji just to my left – and he was sobbing.

“You bitch,” he moaned, sounding completely unhinged. “You ruined everything. Everything...!”

He’s getting closer, I realized. He was almost close enough to touch. I tensed my muscles, preparing to strike. If he noticed, he either gave no sign or assumed I was just freaking out inside of my rig.

His footsteps stopped. I could feel the warmth of his body, right next to mine.

“You made me do this,” he growled, something hateful and alien entering his tone. “You forced me to hurt you-”

No, I thought. You forced me to hurt you, Ryuji.

My leg shot out and connected with Ryuji’s solar plexus. I heard him grunt, and in the same moment grabbed the VR helmet with both hands and hurled it off of my head. Suddenly I could see the dank basement, could feel the too-cold air freezing my sweat – could see Ryuji staggering, the knife clenched in his fist.

“Wha...?” He looked at me like I was a ghost. “How...?”

I didn’t give him time to puzzle it over. My shoulder connected with his chest and he went down, shrieking in surprise like I was some kind of monster. Which in a way, I was. I certainly was no longer the mild-mannered programmer he knew: I was willing to fight for my life in a way I never had before.

Ryuji was not going to kill me here.

His ass hit the floor, and – I said a silent cheer of hallelujah! - the knife slipped from his grasp, sliding into a corner of the room. He made for it, but I jumped on top of his back and slammed his face into the concrete.

He let out a low moan and lay still.

My fingers felt numb around the knife. A drop of Ryuji’s sweat still gleamed on the metal. Now that I held the weapon, I felt safe – but there was still a man next to me ready to kill.

Or was he?

“Were you...were you really going to murder me, Ryuji?” My voice shook, the knife trembling in my hands.

Slowly, he looked up from the floor. His nose was almost certainly broken. There was a wide gash across his forehead, with so much blood oozing from it that it must have nearly blinded him.

“My face...” Ryuji touched the side of his temple gingerly, wincing. “What did you do to my face?”

Wrong question. My foot came down on his hand, hard, making him scream.

“When did you become so vain?” I asked mockingly. “Tell me the truth, Ryuji – were you going to stab me to death with this knife!?”

He moaned pitifully, his forehead resting against the cold concrete. “Don’t hurt me,” he babbled, beginning to sob. “I’m sorry, Saeko, please...”

“You’re sorry?” I seized those words with both hands. “You didn’t mean it, did you? You were upset, angry – killingly angry, maybe, but that’s over now. Right!?”

Finally he seemed to understand what I was saying. He looked up at me, an almost disgustingly hopeful look in his eyes.

“Yes,” he whimpered. “I...I lost my reason. But I’m alright now, Saeko, honest! I don’t...I don’t want to hurt you anymore...”

I leaned low over him, the knife glistening in my hand. “Good, Ryuji.”

The tip of the knife dug into his shoulder. His eyes filled with disbelief, then pain.

“...you were never going to do it,” I said, a manic giggle breaking from my lips. “You’re too weak. Too stupid. You don’t want to hurt me.”

“Ahh! Stop, please!” An inch of the knife was inside his shoulder now, widening the cut.

“But I want to hurt you,” I whispered. “This is for Emilia...”

I pulled the knife out of him. In the instant before I plunged it into his back, I saw a look of utter shock enter his face.

“The girl?” His eyebrows furrowed. “But Saeko...she’s just code...”

My world went red.

“She is real!”

I lost track of how many times I stabbed Ryuji. Over and over the blade flashed, sinking deep into his flesh. His screams went blood-curdling, echoing off the walls before slowly turning to agonized gurgles.

“You murdered her!” I screamed, giving myself up to the rage. “Murderer! Murderer! Murderer!”

When it was over, I tossed the knife away and buried my face in my hands, weeping. On the floor Ryuji twitched once, twice, then was still.

My back hit the wall and I went boneless. I slowly slid down it until I was sitting in the corner, crying my eyes out. Ryuji was dead. He’d tried to kill me, and now he was dead...

I had to get out. I had to get out. I had to get out.
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“Oh my God!” I nudged the body with my foot. “It’s Ryuji!”

The boss of A11 industries lay curled up in a fetal position, his eyes closed tight. If he wasn’t covered in blood, I almost could have believed he was sleeping. The stains around his body looked like they’d just begun to dry. Some of the blood still glistened under the harsh florescent lights.

Bailey took a step into the room and let out a horrified scream. “Jesus Christ? Is he dead? Oh fuck, oh fuck, he’s dead...!”

I stared at the body, dumbfounded. Had Saeko done this? Or was some third party to blame, someone who’d attacked them both?

Jennifer’s voice snapped me back to reality. “Jack,” she said, her hand gripping my shoulder. “Jack. We’ve got to get out of here.”

She was right. There was nothing we could do for Ryuji now. Our best bet to find Saeko was to follow the trail of blood, and hope none of it was hers.

I led the way out, Jennifer and Bailey keeping pace behind me. Jen had her arms around her best friend, comforting her as best as she was able – which, to be fair, wasn’t much. You try discovering a stabbed, mangled body in a dark basement and see how well you can keep your composure.

We were almost back to the elevator when a figure stepped out of the shadows. It was Saeko.

“There you are!” My first instinct was to hug her – but something about the look in her eyes screamed keep away. “What the hell happened down here?”

From behind me, Bailey screamed again. “She’s got a knife!”

That she certainly did. As Saeko stepped into the light, I saw it in her hand – a big butcher knife that must have come from the building’s kitchen. Blood dripped from it onto the concrete floor below. It didn’t take a Sherlock Holmes to reason that it was the murder weapon.

“Hey, it’s us,” I said, holding up my hands. Saeko looked like she wasn’t really in her right mind anymore. “It’s Jack. Fuck, I thought you were dead for sure. You must have gotten the drop on Ryuji, right?”

Please let that be what happened, a little voice in the back of my head begged. Tell me he attacked you and you somehow wrestled the knife away. Tell me he fell on it and there was nothing you could do...

But I’d seen the body. That many stab wounds couldn’t have come from two people scrabbling over a pointy object.

Saeko looked at me like she’d never seen me before. “I...I killed him,” she whispered, her tone filled with horror. “I killed Ryuji...”

Someone shoved me to the side before I could speak. It was Bailey, her eyes wild. “Jesus fucking Christ, put the knife down! What is wrong with you?”

The knife flashed in Saeko’s hands. She brandished it in front of her, her face filling with sudden fury.

“He killed Emilia!” The words tore out of her throat like a sob. “He murdered her in cold blood!”

Bailey’s eyebrows knotted together. “Who?”

“No!” I grabbed Bailey’s shoulder, trying to pull her back. “Don’t piss her off! She’s not herself right now...!”

It was too late. Saeko was lost in her own world – one where Bailey wasn’t a friend, but a threat. She advanced, wild-eyed, the knife darting back and forth like a living thing.

“Mine! She was mine, and he killed her!” Saeko’s eyes filled with tears. “Stay the hell away from me...!”

She was saying stay away, but from the way she was advancing Bailey was next in her crosshairs. I couldn’t let that happen. A picture of Ryuji’s torn, bleeding body filled my mind’s eye – and as I pictured Bailey meeting the same fate, I knew I had to act.

I struck from the side, ramming Saeko into the wall. She staggered, groaning, but the knife didn’t fall. Her expression gave way to shock when she saw who it was who’d hit her.

“You...” her eyes narrowed. “The hacker. You did this. All of this is your fault!”

“Jen,” I said firmly without taking my eyes off Saeko. “Take Bailey and get out of the building. As soon as you’re outside, call the police.”

I didn’t know how fast Saeko was in the real world – but in the virtual one, she was practically a ninja. I had no idea if I could stay out of reach of that knife. But I knew one thing for sure: there was no chance I was going to let her next victim be my girlfriend or Bailey. I was a man; it was my duty to take that danger on for myself.

But Jen wasn’t having it.

“Calm down, Saeko,” my girlfriend said, stepping up next to me. God damn it, why wouldn’t she just listen? “There’s no reason for any of this. Jack is not your enemy. Ryuji was, and he’s dead. It’s over. Put the knife down, baby. Don’t make another mistake!”

The strangest thing happened: her words got through. Saeko’s eyes cleared, her lips stretching downward into a frown as she looked at the room for the first time. A little whimper of disbelief escaped from her lips.

“What the fuck?” She mewled, staring at her own reflection in the knife. “I didn’t...I didn’t mean to hurt him. He came at me, Jen. You’ve got to believe me...”

“I do, I do believe you.” Jennifer held her hands up, a sympathetic smile spreading across her face. “You did what you had to do, Saeko. That’s exactly what we’ll tell the police – what we’ll tell everyone. And we’ve got the evidence to back it up. Everything in your game is logged, right?”

It was obvious she hadn’t thought of that. “Huh? Yeah.”

“So we’re good!” Jen smiled like a teacher trying to calm down a student in the middle of a tantrum. “Just put the knife down, okay? Then we can all walk out of here. It’s over. It’s all over...”

To my utter disbelief, Saeko did what she said. The slender Asian bent down, and with trembling hands set the butcher’s knife on the cold concrete. A single tear hit the floor next to it, leaving a stain.

“I’m so sorry,” Saeko whimpered. “You must have thought I was going to kill you or something...”

A pair of hands came out of the shadows and wrapped themselves around Saeko’s throat.

She cried out, her exclamation cut short by the intruder’s fingers. The knuckles went white as they dug deep into Saeko’s skin, cutting off her airflow. With inhuman strength, they lifted her off the ground, her feet kicking beneath her.

When the figure stepped into the light, I thought I had to be hallucinating. I’d just seen him a minute ago, brutalized so badly that he’d had to have been dead. So dead that I hadn’t bothered to check.

Ryuji.

“Put her down!” Jennifer lunged for the knife, but Ryuji kicked it away into a corner of the room, laughing. How the man managed to stay upright, I had no idea. Blood flowed from his wounds, a  whole goddamn trail of it leading back into the shadows. He had to be running on empty, minutes away from giving up the ghost.

But he had enough strength left over for revenge.

“Bitch,” he snarled, spittle flying from his lips as he strangled Saeko. He looked past her to me, and his eyes were flat and empty. They were the eyes of a dead man, even if he was still technically moving around.

I had no clue what sort of nightmarish strength animated Ryuji. Until a few seconds ago, I’d been ready to kill Saeko to protect the people I loved – now she was being murdered right in front of my eyes. All I knew was, there was no way I could let that happen.

I struck.

It was a pretty stupid thing to do. There was no stealth involved; just putting my head down and charging like a fucking bull at Ryuji, hoping to toss him off-balance and free Saeko. Instead he took me like a matador, sliding to the side at the last second. I was the one who lost my balance, tumbling right through the moment where I expected to hit Ryuji and going sprawling into a puddle of blood.

With a grin, Ryuji slammed Saeko into the concrete, knocking her cold. Then he picked up the knife.

“Hacker,” he whispered, holding the murder weapon high. “She was right. This is all your fault...”

Ryuji stood between me and the light, covering me in shadow. Blood stained my eyes, so that it looked like he was advancing on me through a red film. I made to kick at his legs with my free foot, but couldn’t get purchase on the slippery floor and went down again. There was nothing I could do.

Ryuji brought the knife up with both hands, aiming the point right at my skull. Then he groaned and went down.

It took me a few seconds to understand what was happening. Suddenly the man lay on the floor in front of me, the knife inches away from cutting a gash in the back of my leg. There were lines coming out of his back, leading to where he’d just been. And standing behind him, something metal clenched in her fists, was Bailey.

“Take that, you son of a bitch!” she spat, hitting him with the taser again. Ryuji twitched, groaning with pain, and went still.

“Holy shit,” I groaned, backing across the floor on my ass. “I didn’t know you had one of those, Bailey.”

She smirked down at me. “You have lots of threesomes, sometimes you go home with some real weirdos. A girl’s got to defend herself.”

“Sluttiness saves the day,” I said, my head spinning. “Wait...are we the real weirdos?”

“The weirdest,” she said with a laugh, helping me up. “Now grab the girl and let’s get out of here.”

We did just that.

xxx

“How much longer are they going to be in there?”

The metal bench felt like absolute hell against my rear end after my fall. I was covered in dried blood. But Jennifer sat on one side of me, Bailey on the other, and that’s what really mattered.

We were at the police station. The cops had been questioning Saeko for hours. As it turned out, someone must have heard all the noise coming from the basement and called the police, because there were already cruisers surrounding the building as the four of us left. For a brief, horrible second, I thought they’d take one look at the blood and open fire on us before one of the deputies stepped forward with blankets and a stretcher. As they took our statements, a SWAT team scoured the building. They found Ryuji lying next to Hyperia’s VR rig, dead as a doornail. I didn’t want to think about whether or not he’d been trying to hook himself up to the game one last time before dying – and what that might mean about his mental state.

The cops were holding us here while they talked to Saeko. We weren’t under arrest as far as I could tell, but they were definitely treating all of us with suspicion. Everyone else’s interview had been fairly short – mine had mostly been trying to explain to people who hadn’t played a video game since Pong what a VRMMO was – except for Saeko. They definitely had some pointed questions for her.

“I am so tired,” Bailey said with a sigh, leaning against the wall. “For our next date, can we do something nice and boring? Like going to the movies?”

“Hell yes,” Jennifer said with a chuckle. She took Bailey’s hand and held it, their arms meeting just above my lap. “Trust me, I’m done with excitement for a long time.”

My girls, I thought proudly. God, I’m so proud of them...

Just then, the door opened. Saeko came out first, wrapped in a blanket, then two uniformed officers whose expressions were unreadable. Following behind them was a fussy little man in a business suit carrying a briefcase, who shot Saeko a curt nod before walking off.

Huh, I thought as I watched him go. What was that about?

Jennifer shot to her feet, and the rest of us did the same. “Are you okay?” she asked, taking Saeko by the shoulders. “They didn’t hurt you in there, did they...?”

Saeko shook her head. She looked even more tired than I felt. “They’re not filing charges.”

“We’re not filing charges at this time,” one of the officers corrected. “Pending investigation – and an autopsy of the victim.”

Saeko nodded wearily. “Thank you, officer.”

Bailey piped up from behind me. “Does that mean we can all leave now? Are we free to go?”

“As long as you’ve provided up-to-date contact information and stay in town...yes, you can leave.” The officer crossed his arms over his chest. He didn’t look happy. “All this over some damn video game...”

I didn’t care what he said. Finding out we were free to go was like a hit of pure bliss right in my bloodstream. I stretched my tired limbs as we walked out of the police station, Jennifer and Bailey still hand in hand.

“Wait,” Saeko said as we reached the bottom of the stairs. “There’s something I want to say to you.”

All three of us turned around, but Saeko had apparently meant me.

She faced us, and for a moment the mask of calm she’d held the entire time at the police station began to slip. Her eyes filled with tears, her bottom lip trembling.

“I know what I did was wrong,” she said in a tiny voice. “I defended myself, yes – but what I did to Ryuji was monstrous. I...I killed a real person because he killed a digital person. I have to live with that for the rest of my life, now.”

Bailey wasn’t so forgiving. “If that’s what you believe, then why don’t you march right back in there and tell the police that?”

Saeko shook her head. “It wouldn’t make anything better. And it would make what I’m about to do a whole lot harder.”

“Do what?” I asked – then a flash of insight hit me. “Saeko...what did that man with the briefcase want with you?”

Saeko made a sad little laugh. “He was there to execute Ryuji’s will. Apparently having killed him in self-defense, the terms are still valid. He left me all of his shares in A11 Industries.”

My mouth dropped open. “No fucking way. You?”

She nodded. “I now have a controlling stake in Hyperia Online. Just what I’d wanted all along.” Tears streamed down her face. “Of course, there’s no way I can enjoy it now...”

She paused, sobbing against my shoulder for a few moments. I let it happen, patting her gently on the back. “There, there,” I said, not knowing exactly how sympathetic I should be. It was true that Saeko had gone through a lot – more than most people would be able to handle. But she’d been in league with Ryuji right up until the end, and her methods were...extreme, to say the least. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever feel comfortable alone in a room with her, ever again.

“I know that nothing I can do will make it right,” she said, wiping her face with the edge of the blanket, “but I can still try. There’s one thing, at least, that I know I can do to have a positive effect on the world.”

Then she told me, and the world rocked beneath my feet.

“Us!?” Jennifer and I both were aghast. “You can’t be serious...”

“You’re a programmer,” Saeko said with a weary little smile, “and Jennifer is a PR whiz. You’re exactly the team I would have chosen to helm Hyperia. Besides, its not like I’m ever going to set foot in there again. I think it’s time I enter some therapy, actually...maybe spend some time in the real world for a while.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. “That’s...probably a good thing,” I said, smiling uncertainly.

“Saeko, Jack and I have zero experience working with video games. None. We wouldn’t even know the first thing about running your company.”

But Saeko was firm. “The team knows what to do,” she assured us. They know the in’s and outs. And the two of you already have the most important experience of all: you love the game. You know how special is is – how important the Princesses are...”

At the mention of the Princesses, Saeko broke off with a sob. It was hard to know how to react to these displays of emotion. Deep down, I really did sympathize with Saeko – but every time I went to reach out to her, or say something nice, an image of Ryuji’s bleeding body flashed in my mind.

I took a step backwards. My eyes slid to Jennifer, then back to Saeko. “Can we talk this over for a minute?”

She nodded. “Of course. Take all the time you need.”

I took Jennifer by the hand and led her a short distance away. I was already rehearsing in my mind what I was going to say, and what she’d probably say in response.

“Look,” I said, glancing over my shoulder to make sure Saeko couldn’t hear. “About this deal...”

But Jennifer shocked me. “Yes,” she said, putting a hand on my shoulder to silence me. “I think we should do it.”

My jaw hit the floor. “Seriously? I thought I was going to have to argue with you.”

She tittered. I didn’t even know Jen could titter; it was cute. “I know I said no more. And until today, I was adamant – I didn’t want us fooling around inside of Hyperia anymore. But if Saeko is really offering us control of the whole company...I think we should take it.”

I believed her – but I was still wary. “What changed?” I asked.

“Honestly? I think we can do this.” She put her hands on her hips, squaring herself the way she always did when she was working herself up to a challenge. “We’ve got the know-how. We understand the game – intimately. I know it won’t be nearly as profitable as it used to be with the tools out there in the wild, but we can still...”

“No.” My gaze drilled holes into hers. “I mean, what changed with us?”

“Oh.” Jennifer blushed. “I mean, what’s the difference, really? Sharing you with a real girl, sharing you with a virtual one – it’s all just fucking, right?”

I glanced over at Saeko and swallowed hard. “Seems to me there is a difference,” I said in a growl. “An important one.”

“Hey.” She snapped me out of it by putting her hand in mine. “That won’t be us. Okay? I know what’s real and what isn’t. And this – us? This is what’s real.”

I smiled. I certainly couldn’t argue with that. “Okay.” I said. “Let’s do it.”

The game was going to belong to us now. And whatever happened to it – in the real world or the virtual one – would be our doing.

I stared into Jennifer’s eyes and pulled her into a hug. All of a sudden, I couldn’t wait to start.



Epilogue: Three Months Later
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“Good morning, Mr. President.”

I opened my eyes to see a sight any guy would be happy to wake up to on his birthday: my girlfriend and her best friend sitting at the foot of my bed, giggling. Both of them had on old oversized band t-shirts from my wardrobe; they fit Jennifer and Bailey’s curves much nicer than they did mine.

Jennifer smiled at me as I rose to full wakefulness under the covers. “Happy Birthday, baby. God, I can’t believe it’s been thirty-one years already. Can you?”

I propped myself up on one elbow and devoured both girls with my hungry gaze. “Hey yourself. Where’s my present?”

Bailey laughed, her fingers tangling around the hem of Jennifer’s shirt. “We thought we’d do something really special for you this year, Jack.”

Jennifer nodded at her friend. “You’re always doing so much work to make sure the two of us are satisfied in bed. Eating my pussy, fingering us...”

“You’re always such a perfect gentleman,” Bailey added with a naughty grin. “Making sure we both get off before you do.”

“So,” Jennifer said, “we thought for your birthday, you could relax a bit.” 

“You don’t have to do anything at all,” Bailey said, tugging up the fabric.

“Just lay back...”

The shirt came off, revealing that my girlfriend was completely naked underneath it.

“...and let us do all the work.”

Jennifer arched her back as she crawled across the bed, biting her lip in that way I loved. Behind her, Bailey was busy taking off her own clothes, stripping down for me. My morning wood, already thick and hard when I woke up, swelled even larger as Jennifer tugged the covers down beneath my boxers.

“That’s right,” she purred. “Let us take care of you, baby. Lie back and enjoy this...”

Without taking her eyes off me, Jennifer bent down and slid the waistband of my boxers beneath my balls. My cock sprang free, precum dribbling down the shaft as it stood straight up. Fuck, I was so sensitive – just the air on it felt amazing. I couldn’t wait to feel Jennifer’s mouth.

“Damn, you are so hard.” Jennifer wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft and gave it a hard stroke. “Were you dreaming about this before we came and woke you up, baby?”

“Always.” My voice was thick with sleep and lust. “How could I not with two gorgeous babes like you under my roof?”

Jennifer and Bailey shared a look, giggling. Then my girlfriend turned her attention back to my cock while Bailey finished disrobing.

“You look so fucking juicy,” Jennifer purred in her sultriest voice. “Honestly, I need this just as bad as you do right now, baby...”

She lowered her head into my lap and wrapped her warm, wet lips around the head of my cock. Instantly I was in heaven. I groaned with pleasure as she formed a tight seal around me, taking me an inch at a time into her waiting mouth.

“Oh shit,” I said. The sight of it was almost as good as the feeling. Jennifer kept eye contact with me as she worked her way down my shaft, relaxing her throat. There was a bit of challenge in her eyes, as if to say you’re damn right I can take this all the way to the base. I was more than willing to lie back and watch her work her magic.

“Fuck, that looks like something from a porn movie,” Bailey murmured, resting her breasts on Jennifer’s shoulders.

“That’s just what I was thinking.” I propped myself up on my elbows to get a better view.

Jennifer pulled off of my cock with a wet little pop, stroking it with both her hands. “You two are such pervs,” she said with a grin.

“Damn right we are,” Bailey said proudly. “Come here. Let me taste that dick...”

She took my girlfriend’s chin in her hand and tipped her face upward. I watched, completely spellbound as the woman I loved and her best friend made out in front of me, their tongues working in each others’ mouths as Jennifer kept stroking me.

Finally Bailey broke off the kiss and licked her lips like a cat with a bowl of cream. “Mmh, tastes good,” she purred. “You must be so backed up right now if I can taste that much cum on Jennifer’s tongue. I bet your balls are so swollen...”

As she spoke about them, she lowered her face to those balls. Her nose pressed between them, inhaling my musky scent as she pulled one into her mouth and started to gently suck. The sensation was like nothing else, and when Jennifer took me back into her mouth and started going at the same time, I nearly came apart right then and there.

“Oh Christ,” I grunted, tangling my fingers in Jennifer’s hair. “Fuck, honey, I think I’m about to come...”

I could feel myself getting close to the edge – but suddenly Bailey was no longer kneeling between my legs. She grabbed Jennifer by the shoulders, pulling her off my cock with a groan of pure frustration.

“No, no, no,” she whimpered, the look in her eyes horny as fuck and full of greed. “I haven’t even gotten to suck you off yet, Jack. Actually...”

I stared at her, trying to ignore the ache in my balls. “Actually what?”

A naughty look crossed her face. “Have you two ever played ‘Russian Blowjob’?”

Sounds interesting, I thought.

Jennifer and I shared a look. “No,” she finally said. “What’s that?”

“It’s kind of like Russian Roulette,” Bailey said with a grin. “We get a watch-”

She grabbed my watch off the nightstand and glanced at the dial.

“And Jennifer and I take turns while we time it. One minute each. Whichever one of us makes you cum is the winner – or the loser. I’m not sure. The point is, you’re the winner!” Her eyebrows shot up to her hairline once or twice in a suggestive gesture. “What do you say?”

I glanced over at Jennifer, gauging her reaction. She wasn’t the biggest fan of surprises in the bedroom – but when it came to Bailey, she had a competitive streak a mile wide.

Jennifer’s eyes narrowed. “Sure,” she said, giggling. “But you’re going to lose.”

“Bitch, please,” Bailey said with a scoff. “I have never lost a game of this. You’re going down.”

“We both are,” Jennifer said, flashing a lopsided grin. “Now tell me when I have to stop.”

Without waiting for Bailey, Jennifer grabbed me by the hair and held on as she dove between my thighs. It was a strange sensation, seeing her so dominant while performing such a submissive act. She wasted no time, taking me all the way in and letting the head of my cock hammer the back of her throat. While she did it, her eyes drilled into mine, her expression just screaming “I’m a nasty girl who wants to drain your balls.”

I was just starting to feel myself reach the peak when Bailey went “time!”

“Damn it!” Jennifer pulled off me reluctantly, pulling her hair into a ponytail. “Fine, go.”

Bailey must have been able to read how close to climax I already was, because it was clear from the way she handled my cock she was in no hurry to win. She wrapped her tongue around me, squeezing my balls with her free hand as she teased and rewarded me mercilessly. Several times I felt myself come right to the brink, only for her to suddenly pull back just enough to keep me from sailing over the edge.

She’s trying to let Jennifer win, I realized. Wonder why she’s doing that...

Bailey pulled me right up to the top of the mountain in the last few seconds...and left me there. Jennifer called time and practically fell into my lap, stroking me hard as she sucked. It was way too much for me to take – I was right on the edge – and I grabbed that little ponytail she’d made for extra leverage, knowing she’d done it just so I could take advantage of it for more pleasure.

I started to shudder, swelled up in her throat, and let go.

Jennifer gave a moan of triumph as she felt the first jet of seed hit the back of my throat. I exploded like a dam bursting, shooting jet after jet of hot cum into my girlfriend’s throat. I didn’t let her move, holding her tight by the ponytail as I pumped every drop of sweet, amazing fluid into her belly. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came, every nerve cell in my brain pushed right to the limit with bliss.

When I came down from my peak Jennifer had rolled onto her side and Bailey had me between her tits, sliding my still-hard cock between her two amazing mounds. She must have been lubing herself up while I was cumming, because the valley between her soft, warm titflesh was so slick it was almost like being inside her. Bailey grinned as my attention focused on her, her free arm clutching her tits together to keep me buried deep inside of her.

“My turn,” she purred, sliding her upper body all the way down my cock. The fat head popped out of her cleavage on every stroke and she licked it, adding even more pleasure to the mix. I was still coming down from the aftershocks of my first orgasm, so all I could do was lay back and watch as she gave me the most expert titjob I’d ever received.

At some point, I realized Jennifer was watching us. “I get what you meant now,” she whispered, watching Bailey go with a hungry expression. “This totally looks like something out of a porn movie...”

Bailey tossed her hair over her shoulder and laughed. “You want to come between these titties, baby? You want to paint my knockers with your load?”

“Yes,” I moaned. Usually I had to wait a few minutes before I was ready again, but Bailey and Jennifer were so hot that my cock had zero wait time. I was ready to bust again.

Bailey must have felt me twitch, because a naughty smile spread across her face and her eyes lit up. “Do it, baby,” she whimpered – and only then did I realize her other hand was between her thighs. She was on the edge, too – right there with me. “Paint my titties with that cum. Shoot right between these big, sexy funbags. Doesn’t it feel so good to have them wrapped around every inch of your cock? Doesn’t it just make you want to cum so fucking bad?”

It really did. And Bailey’s dirty little mouth was helping, too.

I reached out and put a finger into Bailey’s mouth, and she sucked it right down her throat. That put me over the edge – instantly the world went white and I was sailing into my second orgasm of the morning. I could feel the detonations between Bailey’s tits as I shot again and again, and knew that when I was done there’d be a river of spunk between her mountains. Bailey’s fingers became a blur and her cheeks went red as apples, and I knew she was cumming too.

When I pulled out of her cleavage, she was dripping. She leaned back into the pillows and spread her cum-soaked tits, gesturing to Jennifer. “Come clean your boyfriend’s load,” she mewled.

Jennifer crawled naked across me and started licking up my cum. Before I knew what I was doing I was jerking off as I watched, the sight instantly sending blood right back to my cock. She looked so fucking good between Bailey’s tits, licking and sucking her nipples as she got every drop of my seed off her body and into Jen’s mouth.

Bailey saw and her eyes went wide.

“Holy shit,” she gasped, turning Jennifer’s gaze. “He’s still hard, Jen!”

Jen’s expression was pure sex. “Of course he is,” she moaned. “I know just what he needs...”

She straddled me, lowering her dripping cunt onto my cock. I slid inside, gasping as her warmth enveloped me. I didn’t think I’d ever felt Jennifer this wet before – this primed and ready for my cock.

“Ah ah,” she said, grabbing my wrists and pinning me to the bed as I made to rise. “I meant what I said. This is your birthday – you let me do all the work.”

“Us,” Bailey added, massaging Jen’s lower back. “You just relax, hero...”

Jennifer started bouncing up and down on my cock. Every thrust was more amazing than the last, deep enough to put the head of my swollen dick right at the entrance of her womb. I knew she was using her position on top to put me in that perfect angle that was always hammering her g-spot. Dimly, I wondered how many times she’d already come – was it more than me?

A look of feverish intensity stole over Jennifer as she fucked me into the bed. She lowered her tits into my face, pressing me into her cleavage, and moaned like a banshee as I pulled a nipple into my mouth and started to suck.

She grabbed my head and lowered her lips to my ear. “I’m not on the pill,” she said in a smoky whisper.

I knew that. She’d been off birth control since right after I’d started Hyperia. She was trying to turn me on.

“Bad girl,” I growled, straining against her grip. I wanted to spank her a bit.

“You still want to come in me?” Her eyes stared right into my soul. “You want to fill my unprotected cunt up with your cum, Jack? You want to make me a mommy?”

An image came unbidden to my mind – Jennifer and Bailey sitting on the edge of my bed, their bellies swollen with identical bumps. Something about that touched a very primal place in my mind.

“Yes,” I grunted, meeting her thrust for thrust. “I want to mark you. I want to fill you with my heirs!”

Apparently that was exactly what she wanted to hear.

“Oh fuck yeah!” Jennifer cried, tossing her head back as she fucked me twice as hard. “Fuck, you’ll make such a good Daddy, Jack! Fucking bust that load inside my pussy and make me a Mommy! Fuck a baby into me, Jack, get me pregnant!”

Your wish is my command, I thought dazedly. As Jennifer hit her climax, her cunt clenched around me in that special way I knew so well. It sent me right over the edge.

Suddenly her hands were no longer on my wrists. Her whole body was pressed against me, embracing me as I poured my third load of the day into her wet, waiting cunt. It felt so, so good.

“I love you, Jack,” Jennifer babbled, her lips pressed into my chest. “I love you so much. I fucking love you so fucking much...”

I came down from my peak slowly, the last few bursts of seed staining Jennifer’s inner walls. Her hips worked slowly on my cock, milking me dry as she collapsed into my arms. When I fully came back to myself, both girls were lying next to me on the bed, basking in pleasure.

“Happy birthday,” Bailey said with a smile, nuzzling me. “You ready for your present yet?”

Jennifer laughed. I just looked confused.

“You’re kidding. That wasn’t my present?” I glanced from one girl to the other. Both of them shook their heads.

“No, this is much more special than that,” Jennifer said, scooting her ass off the bed. “Stay right there. I’ll be back...”

I watched her ass as she walked into the bathroom, then turned to Bailey. “Are you going to tell me what this is about?”

She had a smile as big as Christmas morning, but kept her mouth shut. “Nope,” she said, shaking her head.

“That’s alright, then.”

Jennifer came back a few seconds later with a small gift bag. She was still gloriously naked, and it was very pleasing to watch her crawl back under the covers. “Sit up,” she said.

So I did. My back was against the headboard with both girls on either side of me. For some reason, the pose made me feel very much like the head of the household.

“Happy Birthday,” Jen said, her eyes shining. “Let me know what you think...”

I reached into the bag. There was nothing inside except a small white cylinder... my heart skipped a beat when I realized what I was holding.

A pregnancy test.

A positive pregnancy test.

When I looked back at Jennifer, her eyes were wet with tears. “It’s mine,” she said, joy radiating off her.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My mouth dropped open, then I embraced my girlfriend, hard. She sobbed into my chest, hugging me tight.

“I’m so proud of you,” I whispered in her ear. “This is the best gift you could have possibly given me. Thank you.”

She pulled back, sniffling. “You’re not mad that I had you play acting knocking me up while I was already knocked up?” she asked, flashing that lopsided smile.

I shook my head. “No. You’re both kinky bitches, after all. Wait – this means I need to put a ring on your finger...”

Jennifer’s eyes went wide. She grabbed my hand.

“Maybe... not yet,” she said, her voice half a question. “Maybe we should just see how this goes.”

“Besides,” Bailey said from behind me, “even with Hyperia breaking records, I don’t know if you’ve got the cash on hand for two rings...”

I turned – and that’s when I saw an identical bag in Bailey’s hand.

The world rocked on its axis.

I had two gorgeous women in my harem – and both of them were carrying my child!
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If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog?




Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses

When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 
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Return of The Magic Glasses

When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses

With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses

Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines! 




Cheat Code

Cheat Code: Volume One

Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning? 




Roommate Control

Roommate Control: A Novel

For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night! 




Roommate Corruption

Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella

Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 
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Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series. 




The Demon Prince

Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One

Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail? 




Free Use Bimbos

Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series

The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 




The Corrupter

The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy

Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  




About the Author

Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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