
        
            
                
            
        

    
“Fuck me!”

I did, thrusting up into her, feeling my dick moving in and out of her hot, slick walls. Sex in this game was incredible — realistic, passionate, and hot. Or maybe it was just Liana. Burying my face in her cleavage, she thrust back against me like a wild woman, her cries of pleasure filling the tent.

I gripped her hips and thrust fast and hard into her, seeing my health bar going up as we fucked. Amazing, I thought. I’m rejuvenating just from having my dick buried inside a tight wet pussy. Will this work for every woman in game?

If so, that’d be awesome. I was determined to find out.

“Yes, yes!” she cried. “Fuck me! Oh by the gods... I’m going to come!”

I tugged her corset down, freeing her left breast. It was heavy and swollen, her nipple round and ripe for sucking. I took it between my lips and pulled gently, swirling my tongue around her bud.

She cried out in pleasure, her breathy gasps filling my ears. I groaned, losing control — my hips rocked against hers and I filled her, again and again, my cock thrusting deep into her tight channel. My balls throbbed and I knew I was just seconds from coming, myself.

Claiming His Legacy: Part I

Richard/Kendrick

It wasn’t every day I ended up in a fantasy world of my own making. Especially not one as rich and detailed as Fallen Legacy.

I’d picked it up that afternoon at our local game store, the one that was just a few blocks down from my apartment. The game let you pick whatever experience you wanted, being an open world MMO. Lots of choices. You could explore at your own pace and do lots of side quests, or you could stick to the main storyline and foes your progression.

No matter what you picked, you were guaranteed one thing:

Lots of sex.

Lots of violence.

Lots of gorgeous babes at your side. Elves, humans, cat girls, pretty much any race imaginable. It was awesome.

Another great thing about Fallen Legacy was the blend of fantasy and modern day. It was one of those games where you definitely felt the influence of modernity — there were communication devices that resembled cell phones, called “communicators,” but they could be strapped to your wrist and worn as armor. In addition, many of the buildings were built in a modern style in some cities — skyscrapers and thick office buildings, paved streets, even cars and trains and buses.

But then, step out of the main city, and you’d find yourself in a quaint countryside with villages and straw-roofed abodes. You’d see a knight decked out in full plate armor and feel like you’d stepped into a world from the past. I loved the richly detailed settings, the artwork, the dense forests and vast blue seas.

There was a reason the game had been called Fallen Legacy. The idea was that you’d progress through the story as a hero who had secretly given up his legacy as a knight of the realm. Why? Simple: you had to go into hiding to avoid the wrath of Dragthorn, the powerful dragon king.

Dragthorn was your main opponent, the “big bad” at the end of things. And sure, lots of people hated the idea of a chief enemy you’d have to work through lots of little stages to fight. But that was how the game worked.

In a way, it was good to know that I had an end boss to work for, to know I had a final enemy to defeat. It gave me a goal, a thing to work toward. Without it, the game would have lacked structure.

“So you picked up a new one, Richard?” my girlfriend Jackie said, as I settled into my chair in the living room. “A new game?”

I heard the disdain in her voice. Obviously she wasn’t happy about it, not even in the slightest.

“Yeah, I did.” I sighed. If only my relationship with her was as easy as logging in.

Things had started out good with me and Jackie. We’d really clicked — we’d had chemistry. But now things were strained.

It was like we couldn’t even have a civil conversation anymore. We argued and fought all the time. Hell, it was all I could do to get her to stop bitching at me for twenty minutes when I got home from work.

That was part of the problem, too. My job sucked. I wasn’t happy. I wasn’t doing what I loved. Instead... I was working a shit job as a clerk at a dime store where no one ever came in.

I wanted a better job, a better life. I wanted to be someone, and to matter. In game, at least, I could have that.

****

When I logged in, I found myself confronted with a generic MMO character creation screen. Nothing particularly fancy or exciting, but I did like the numerous facial customizations I could make. There was a level of detail to them that made the game feel more real, and more lifelike.

I already had the sense I wasn’t just in reality anymore. I was in the world of Fallen Legacy, a place similar to our world but also somewhat new, somewhat exotic. Once I created a character — a rogue named Kendrick who I gave a small black beard to and lots of muscles — I was planted in the middle of the action.

There was a big fight going on. A village was being sacked. There were bandits and orcs on one side — apparently having teamed up — and warriors and villagers on the other.

As I entered the fray, I saw that some of the orcs, and the bandits too, were carrying off helpless maidens, probably with nefarious purposes in mind. I passed by a smoldering tent and glanced inside. There was a half-naked bandit guy, muscled and a little hairy, standing between the spread thighs of a woman. She probably wasn’t his wife — well, I knew she wasn’t his wife... but she didn’t sound like she was having a bad time.

On the contrary, the moans and gasps she gave made it sound like she was enjoying it, a lot. His cock was shuttling in and out of her pussy, which was very, very wet.

Impressive that I can see the detail of that, I thought. The designers sure did put a lot of thought into the sex part.

They’d put plenty of thought into the pillaging and violence part, too.

I continued on my way, realizing that I was only wearing [Simple Tunic] and my sole weapon was a [Rusted Dagger]. I needed to get some better armor and blades if I was going to withstand this attack.

I was, undoubtedly, going to have to team up with one side or the other. The game made it clear you didn’t have to play as the “good guys;” you could be part of the orcs or bandits if you wanted to. I just had to make that decision. Focus on personal gain and pleasure, with the orcs and bandits, or join forces with humans and villagers and save the day, offering my skills for good?

“Die, intruder!” came a voice behind me. I looked back to see a huge axe-wielding orc coming toward me.

Uh, okay. Guess I’m not going to be friendly with the orcs at this rate.

But then, to my amazement, the orc rushed past me. He collided with a human warrior, the two of them duking it out in vicious battle. Swords and axes clanged, metal hitting metal. The human was clearly far less skilled, as he cried out in pain as the orc’s axe came down on him. Soon he lay in a crumpled heap, bleeding and dead.

“You were almost toast, there,” grunted the orc, wiping his brow. He turned back to me, raising a brow.

“Yeah, well.” I looked down at myself. “I guess that’s what I get for being in the middle of battle wearing nothing but a dress.”

He smirked. “Yeah, those clothes aren’t gonna suit you. Let’s get you something better.”

Deciding I didn’t have much else in the way of better options, and the orc was presenting me with the possibility of actual armor... I followed. Plus, he’d just saved my life.

He led me through the midst of battle, dodging arrows and deflecting the oncoming blows of humans and villagers. When we finally reached safety, he showed me into a small war tent that was surrounded by standing guards.

“Here’s where we keep our supplies. You look like you’re new to this world, so you need to equip yourself properly.”

He showed me a variety of weapons and armor assembled on different stands. There was plate, leather, and cloth. Since I’d chosen the rogue class, I decided on a simple leather tunic and breeches, as well as gloves, boots, and a belt.

“How come you decided to help me out?” I asked, fastening on my new gear. The set was highlighted in green text, meaning it was normal quality, but contained a few basic bonuses: +1 to stamina and agility. The set was called [Simple Orc Leather]. “Not that I’m not grateful for the help, of course.”

The orc looked back at me, folding his arms. “It’s pretty simple. Either we recruit you or the other guys do. With the war being on, we need all the help we can get.”

“What war?”

“Between us, the orcs, and the humans. As usual, they’re trying to destroy our villages, raze our towns, and basically just make us into smoldering little piles of ash.”

“But I’m a human.”

“Sure, but you’re unaffiliated. We have plenty of humans on our side. It’s those that are on the side of the Legendary Cause that we have to worry about.”

I almost snorted out loud. “The ‘Legendary Cause?’ That’s really what they call themselves?”

“Yep.”

“So what are we? The Big Green Fighting Machine?”

The orc didn’t look amused.

“The name of our task force is the Clan. It was the simplest name we could agree on, and it seemed inclusive. We’re not opposed to bringing in other races. The important thing is just that you support the orcs regaining their territory.” He shrugged, moving over to a nearby bench to take a seat. “Besides that, you can pretty much do whatever you want.”

I finished putting on my gear and went to the weapons rack to pick a sword and dagger. I selected a [Simple Silver Sword] and [Simple Silver Dagger]. “Anything, huh?”

“Yep.”

“Meaning...”

“Pillage, loot, plunder, take maidens for your harem, build your own castle, whatever.”

I looked back at him and raised a brow. “Really?”

“Yep. We’ll even give you a stipend once you sign up for the Clan.”

Sounded like a pretty good deal. I wasn’t seeing any downsides. My own castle. Armor and weapons. A cause to fight for. Hot babes I could claim and tame.

“So what’s the catch?”

He tilted his head. “The catch?”

“Yeah, there’s gotta be one.”

“Well, the catch is that you’re signed on to us for good. Once you ally yourself with the orcs, you’re a blood brother for life. If you go against us at any point, we’ll hunt you down and kill you. Messily.”

That doesn’t sound too pretty.

I rubbed my chin, thinking. True, I hadn’t heard out the other side, but I really didn’t want to just play as a “good guy” anymore. I liked the idea of being able to do whatever I wanted, and fuck whoever I wanted. To be a bandit, a rebel, someone against the cause instead of for it.

“All right,” I said, offering my hand. “I accept.”

We shook, and then Brok’tar, as I found out his name was, led me out of the tent and over to an adjoining area. I signed the contract that sealed my destiny as a member of the Clan. One who would be well on his way to restoring his legacy.

****

Now that I had some proper gear, I joined the battle. I was a rogue, which in this game meant that I had a number of skills — some stealthy, some not. I could choose two different paths: a sneaky trickster who clung to the shadows, or a dual-wielding fencer who chose fast strikes and agile blows to deliver as much damage as possible.

I liked the idea of that, and in practice, it turned out to work well. The combat system was very action-oriented: you had to react to your enemy’s blows, and then counter with your own attacks as select buttons popped up. On my screen, it was key presses: W, U, O, N, and other random keys that allowed me to time my strikes just right.

I fought off several oncoming human warriors. They were mostly at my level, so I didn’t find myself struggling too hard with the combat. When I had killed several, I took a breather and recovered with food and drink.

I looked over, seeing a stunning sight. A beautiful woman in a form-fitting red corset — or maybe it was armor? — was fighting a human warrior. She wielded two axes, one in each hand, her breasts bouncing in a way I couldn’t not notice as she swung again and again.

She seemed quite capable. Because it wasn’t a long time before the warrior fell dead at her feet, giving the generic ‘human warrior death cry’ as he toppled.

“Nicely done,” I said, getting to my feet.

She looked back, inspecting me. She wiped her axes of the blood that had accumulated. “Do I know you?”

“I don’t think so. I’m Kendrick.”

“Liana,” she said, still looking over me with a mixture of interest and a bit of wariness. “You’re allied with the Clan?”

I nodded. “Just joined.”

She seemed to relax a little bit at that, and came over to me. “Maybe we should team up, then. We’ll kill things faster.”

I was not going to argue.

The beautiful Liana and I fought together, falling into step naturally. I was in awe of how easily she took down opponents, clearly very skilled and practiced at using her twin axes. Her outfit only enhanced her stunning, sleek beauty.

When we had finished killing, she turned to me triumphantly. “Good job. You need to heal?”

“Yeah, I have food.”

She shook her head, smirking. “No, I mean... You don’t know how healing works here in Fallen Legacy?”

“Erm... should I? I thought it was just potions and food.”

“Oh no,” she said, coming close and putting her hand on my arm. “There are plenty of other ways. For example, a kiss from a beautiful maiden will grant you a little bit of health, while doing more than that will give you greater amounts.”

I couldn’t believe it. This beautiful warrior woman was offering me... sex?

That is the whole point of the game, after all, I remembered.

She put her arms around me and smiled, her lips coming close to mine. “Let me show you what I mean.” Pressing her mouth to mine, she kissed me slow, and long, and hard, and I watched in amazement as my health bar began to rise.

The kiss lasted several moments, and when she broke away, we were both breathless.

“So we kiss and I get more health...what happens if we have sex?” I blurted.

“Maybe we should find out, Kendrick.”

****

The next thing I knew, I was walking with Liana back to the quieter part of the orcish encampment. There were a set of individual tents, I guessed for the soldiers themselves. Liana had one of her own.

Pulling me inside, she closed the flap and turned to me, looking at me with a curious combination of possessiveness and hunger. She leaned in close. “I haven’t seen a hot guy like you out here for ages.”

I couldn’t reply, because her lips were on mine, her scent and the feel of her soft skin flooding my senses. I groaned in pleasure; her kiss was strong, and hot, and her lips were velvety soft against mine.

I held her body against mine, feeling her curves. She was just the right size, fitting into my arms perfectly. I felt my cock swelling in my pants; her hand went to it, and she rubbed her fingers over my bulge.

“Now you’re going to see how a real woman fucks.”

Her words and her sudden aggressiveness surprised me, but I liked it. She pushed me back on the bed, grinning as she straddled me, her fingers going to my belt. She unbuckled me, and I lifted my hips to help her, removing my hard, throbbing shaft from its confines.

She pulled her skirt to one side, her panties next, and lowered herself down onto me. I gasped as I was sheathed in her hot, wet confines, her pussy closing and squeezing tight around my cock.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. “You’re tight.”

She held me around my neck and shoulders and cried, “Fuck me!”

I did, thrusting up into her, feeling my dick moving in and out of her hot, slick walls. Sex in this game was incredible — realistic, passionate, and hot. Or maybe it was just Liana. Burying my face in her cleavage, she thrust back against me like a wild woman, her cries of pleasure filling the tent.

I gripped her hips and thrust fast and hard into her, seeing my health bar going up as we fucked. Amazing, I thought. I’m rejuvenating just from having my dick buried inside a tight wet pussy. Will this work for every woman in game?

If so, that’d be awesome. I was determined to find out.

“Yes, yes!” she cried. “Fuck me! Oh by the gods... I’m going to come!”

I tugged her corset down, freeing her left breast. It was heavy and swollen, her nipple round and ripe for sucking. I took it between my lips and pulled gently, swirling my tongue around her bud.

She cried out in pleasure, her breathy gasps filling my ears. I groaned, losing control — my hips rocked against hers and I filled her, again and again, my cock thrusting deep into her tight channel. My balls throbbed and I knew I was just seconds from coming, myself.

“Oh shit,” I grunted, grasping her hair tight. “I’m going to come, Liana!”

“Do it!” she begged. “Fill me up!”

And with those words, she shuddered and spasmed around me, her tight wet sex clutching me. She licked the tip of my earlobe as I thrust into her and held myself deep inside, spurting a hot, thick load of my cream into her pussy. She gasped in pleasure as I came, our orgasms crashing together, bodies pressed tightly in mutual bliss.

We kissed.

As I came down from my peak, my vision began to clear again. I couldn’t believe how good it had felt, and how real. As if I was right there, smack dead in the middle of the Fallen Legacy fantasy world, having just consummated my relationship with a beautiful warrior woman.

I laid back on the bed, sighing, sated. She nestled into my arms and cuddled against me, smiling. “You sure do know how to give a girl what she needs.”

And sure enough, my health bar was back to 100+ with a well-fucked buff, giving me an additional 10% boost to all stats for 30 minutes.

Well, that’s pretty nice...

I was looking forward to starting my next adventure soon.
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I pulled her to me and put my hands on her very supple, firm ass. “Feel like getting some health back?”

She grinned at me and put her hands on my chest, holding me close. “How is it that you always know exactly what’s on my mind?”

“Guess we’re just connected like that.”

Our lips met and I kissed her rough and hard. I felt invigorated from the fight and ready to enjoy a moment together. I pulled her into a nearby soft, grassy patch and laid her down on the forest floor beneath me. The owls around us hooted, the sky starting to turn dark and cloudy. The air was humid, smelling of oncoming rain.

I pressed her into the grass and kissed her, moving my lips and tongue down her neck. She whimpered in pleasure sand spread her thighs, welcoming me closer, her hands moving all over my body. I guess fighting makes us both horny. Who knew?

I reached between her thighs and found she was wet and dripping, waiting for me to come inside her. And I was hard, throbbing, ready to penetrate. I loved this game. Where else could you have sex with a beautiful woman and restore your health to full?

Claiming His Legacy: Part II

Kendrick

I ended up rolling around in bed with Liana for a while. It was fun, just relaxing and talking. We didn’t have sex again — the first time was intense and we were both still quite sated.

I picked myself up, got dressed, and strapped my gear on while Liana did the same. I saw that she had been added to my companions screen.

There were 3 slots — presumably for 3 different party members at a time. That meant 3 harem members, assuming I could find that many women.

I felt hungry and wanted to go find food, so Liana came with me, guiding me to the nearest provisions tent. Apparently there were several places in game you could go to restock and resupply, or just have a meal if you wanted.

I took the opportunity both to enjoy the food — delicious cuts of venison, fresh bread, butter, and wine — and talk to her a bit, getting to know her. She was a rogue like me, fighting with dual axes because she liked the feel of them in her hands.

What I didn’t know, of course, was her little secret. Which she later revealed to me, as we were heading toward the battlefield again.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, noticing the odd expression she was wearing.

“Um, it’s nothing.”

“Nothing? Doesn’t look like nothing to me.”

“Well...” she bit her lip. “There’s a curse, you see. Part of the unfortunate plague that we women in Fallen Legacy have to live with.”

“What is this curse?” I asked, intrigued. I was finding out more and more about this rich, detailed game world with every moment.

“The curse is that we crave sex. We need it. Cock, specifically. Huge, thick cock, deep in our pussies.” She sighed.

Whoa. That was some serious information she’d just given me. Seriously hot.

I couldn’t help responding, of course. The urge to fuck Liana was constant, and very insistent. The swell of her ass under her skirt, the way her boobs jutted out under her corset, and of course everything she did, which was just so fucking sexy... It was hard for me to resist pushing her against the side of the wall and taking her then and there.

“I don’t get it,” I said. “I mean, what, you have some kind of insatiable sex drive or something?”

“Yes, basically. It means that we’re totally unable to think straight until it’s cured.”

“And how do you cure it?”

She sidled up to me and put her arms around my neck, whimpering. “By having sex. Please, master, I need your cock.”

She rubbed her fingers up and down my bulge between my thighs. Master? I wondered, my mind trying to wrap around her words. Is she saying what I think she’s saying?

She kissed me, rubbing her lips against mine, and her hips as well. She started to grind her body against mine, her breasts rubbing my chest.

“But Liana, we just...”

“I know, but I need it again. It’s a craving, an urge, a desperate need. If you don’t fuck me, I’ll go insane.”

I was hardly about to refuse what she was asking for, especially since the need was equally strong inside me. Whatever she was doing, whatever hormones she had triggered... somehow, I was also going crazy with the need for ex. I gripped the back of her hair and pulled her to me in a dark, rough kiss.

“Let’s go somewhere private,” I growled. “I want to be alone with you.”

She took my hand and led me to a nearby wooded clearing. There was plenty of privacy, as the spot was out of the way, with lots of dense trees around. The foliage would allow us to do what we wanted without being disturbed or seen.

“Please,” she whispered. “Take me, claim me. I want you to use me however you desire, sir.”

I pressed her against a tree branch, my hands moving over her body, feeling her through her armor. I tugged at the laces and buckles, trying to get her out of it.

It was a bit of a struggle as we were both desperate, but finally I managed to. When her clothes were off, and she was naked in my arms, I sucked on her nipple, swirling my tongue around the tender bud. I loved how eager she was and how responsive, the way she caressed my head and hair and moaned, pressing her breast further into my mouth. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please, Kendrick, suck it just like that. Gods, I’m so horny,” she moaned. “I can’t believe how much you affect me.”

I reached between her thighs, feeling her hot, wet pussy. She moaned and pressed her sex further into my hand, trying to get me inside her. “Please!”

I knew what she wanted, but I liked teasing her. I grinned. “Please what, my little slut?”

She moaned, still thrusting her hips toward me. “Please fuck me.... sir...”

I tugged my cock free, wanting it as much as she did. I rubbed my dripping tip against her hot wet sex, and slowly pressed inside, lifting her leg up so that it wrapped around my hip. I pushed into her hot wet pussy and she kissed me, moaning in desire.

“Oh fuck yes,” she gasped. “Fill me up. You’re so big.”

Of course that stroked my ego... while I started to stroke her. In and out I plunged, going deep and hard and fast, not wanting to repeat the slow, languid sex we’d had earlier. Instead I wanted a rough hard fuck, and she was as eager to do it as I was.

I felt her pussy walls squeezing me tight. It was amazing. So goddamn hot.

Her lips met mine, and we kissed as I plunged in and out of her, feeling my strength and stamina surge. More than just that, I even saw my agility score going up. It seemed like sex benefited both of us; the same was happening on Liana’s character screen, the faster I fucked her.

Sex in this game is seriously powerful, I realized. It wasn’t just an excuse for a horny gamer guy to get off — though of course it was that, too. But it was a way to get buffs, too. Just from making out with each other and having sex, we were becoming more powerful.

I stroked deep, in and out, my cock swelling inside her. I felt her getting ready to cum, her breathing growing faster, her breasts pressing into my chest, her arms tightening around me. I held her close and pressed my cock deep inside her, bottoming out inside her womb as I started to spurt. The feel of my dick splashing inside her, my cum hitting her inner walls, was enough to send her over the edge. “Fuck, yes!” she gasped. “Just like that, sir, yes!”

She held me tighter, her pussy spasming as I flooded her with my seed. I groaned, splashing my load inside her cunt. She gripped me with her hot, wet walls, sighing in pleasure as I filled her.

“Oh gods, that’s so good, master.”

She sighed in pleasure and leaned against me. I held her tightly, feeling the last of my seed spurt out inside her. As I came down from my peak, I experienced a flood of emotion, of strength, of vigor.

My buff returned: a +10 to strength, agility, and stamina. I felt stronger than ever, and ready to take on any challenge that awaited us.

It was good timing. Because just as we were putting our clothes back on, I saw that there was a troop of Legendary Cause members coming toward us. I recognized them by their insignias. They had the giant red fist that indicated the cause.

Great, I thought. Well, at least we buffed up before they came...

“Take ‘em down, boys!” called the leader of the Cause troops. “Just two, and they look unarmed!”

Yeah, just you wait. I strapped my weapons and armor back into place as fast as I could. And just in time, because it was a matter of minutes before they were upon us.

We fought them off as well as we could, considering there were about eight of them and two of us. But Liana was a skilled, quick fighter, and the buffs we’d gotten from sex helped our reflexes and attack speed.

I had the orcish weapons and armor, which helped me fight much more effectively, taking down my first assailant quickly. I did the same with the next, though he was a little more prepared than the first. Before long I had a rhythm, finding it easy to kill one mob after another, which was a good thing. Why? Simple: they were bringing in reinforcements.

I grimaced as more Legendary Cause warriors streamed down the hill and ran into our clearing, weapons drawn. Apparently we’d ended up smack dab in the middle of a pretty ugly ambush. How they’d pinpointed our location, I wasn’t sure.

One thing was sure: we were outnumbered. They just kept on coming and coming. There seemed to be no end in sight.

I stabbed and cut, using my blades as quickly as I could, dashing to and fro between enemies to dodge oncoming blows. Bright graphics filled the screen, flashes of light and magic, as spell casters form the Legendary Cause joined the fray. Part of me wondered what it would be like to have the ability to cast spells; I decided next time I played, I would try out a magic using class.

But for now, I had no spells at all, so I had to depend on reflexes and agility. I used a special command — Fast Strike — that delivered a series of blows to my nearest enemy. He was a rogue like me, fighting with one axe and one dagger, wearing tattered leathers. I struck, hitting for -13 damage, then another blow that reduced his health by another -14 points. Soon he was dead on the ground and bleeding.

I looted him and moved to the next one. My health was pretty low, too. It would have been nice to have a healer around. I made a mental note to look for one when we got to the next town.

When we had finally defeated all the mobs around us, and the reinforcements showed signs of slowing, is sighed in relief. That wasn’t easy.

Liana looked to me, dusting me off. “Are you all right?”

“Good enough. I’ll manage. You?”

She nodded. “I’ve fought worse.” She looked at me appreciatively. “You did well back there.”

“Thanks. So did you.”

Sheathing our weapons, we headed off to the nearest repair camp to fix up our gear.

****

The camp had a small fire where we could invoke the blessings of the gods, get new potions, and train our abilities. I’d leveled up and so had she, so it made sense to use this opportunity. I added a few new abilities to my cast bar, and noticed my total health and stamina increased.

I looked at my map to determine where to go next. There was a zone called Bintel nearby, a woodsy, foresty-looking spot. That seemed like our best choice, as it was designed for levels 1-15.

Since we were now level 3, I picked a nice little spot in the middle of the zone where we had a good quest hub. The questgiver, an NPC named Darla with a little question mark over her head, instructed us to kill 20 skeletal warriors haunting the woods.

“Skeletal warriors, huh? What, is this some kind of haunted area?”

Liana nodded. “The souls of dead fighters often remain within the woods. It’s a curse that has plagued the world of Fallen Legacy for many years.”

“Is there any way to undo it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I don’t know. There might be, but I wouldn’t be able to tell you how.”

I nodded. I added a note to my journal that it could be something to investigate in the future.

For now, we had to start killing skeletal warriors. We ventured into the nearby forest to find some.

Archers, swordsmen, and spear-wielders bombarded us. The nearest one, a level 3 skeleton knight, came toward me, greatsword at the ready. He slashed and cleaved, the large weapon creating a red arc in the air.

I was ready, and so I dodged the first two attacks. But then, on the third strike, he hit me. My health began to tick down with every blow, -5, -7, -3. He wasn’t doing huge amounts of damage at this level, but it was enough to start making a dent in my health.

I activated Dodge, a special ability that let me sidestep a number of attacks in a row. My character moved fast on screen, getting past one, then another, and then another of the skeleton’s strikes.

“Kendrick!” called Liana. “Help me out here!”

I moved to her side, striking the nearby skeletal archer she was fighting. Bones creaked and broke as we fought together, proving to be a high-DPS, formidable team. If only we had a healer, I thought, we’d be basically unstoppable.

Together, we took the rest of the skeletons down. My exp bar had gone up quite a bit. I had also acquired a great deal of loot and gear from the fallen mobs. Apparently skeletons were great to kill, because they dropped both coin and rare items.

I collected 40 silver pieces and 12 copper, as well as [Jouster’s Tunic] and [Longsword +2]. That looked like a basic weapon, but it would probably sell for some decent coin.

Liana and I were both a little low on health, and while food would be a fast way to regenerate, so too would a little kiss... or more.

I pulled her to me and put my hands on her very supple, firm ass. “Feel like getting some health back?”

She grinned at me and put her hands on my chest, holding me close. “How is it that you always know exactly what’s on my mind?”

“Guess we’re just connected like that.”

Our lips met and I kissed her rough and hard. I felt invigorated from the fight and ready to enjoy a moment together. I pulled her into a nearby soft, grassy patch and laid her down on the forest floor beneath me. The owls around us hooted, the sky starting to turn dark and cloudy. The air was humid, smelling of oncoming rain.

I pressed her into the grass and kissed her, moving my lips and tongue down her neck. She whimpered in pleasure sand spread her thighs, welcoming me closer, her hands moving all over my body. I guess fighting makes us both horny. Who knew?

I reached between her thighs and found she was wet and dripping, waiting for me to come inside her. And I was hard, throbbing, ready to penetrate. I loved this game. Where else could you have sex with a beautiful woman and restore your health to full?

I tugged my pants down, freeing my shaft, and prepared to impale her...
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“Oh yes, Kendrick... Claim me, make me yours. I want to serve you forever!”

“And you will,” I said, knowing that within moments, my sorceress would truly be mine, bound to me for the rest of the game. Her power would merge with me, and I would have access to her full swath of abilities, able to use her as I saw fit at any moment.


Use her... maybe that’s a thought that’s wrong, maybe I shouldn’t be thinking of her like my own property. But in reality, she is. That was the way the game was set up: the women you fucked became yours, part of your harem, in all ways.

I held her tightly and pummeled her for all I was worth, feeling her pussy clutch tightly around me. She cried out as her orgasm crashed upon her, her big, heavy tits thrusting in my face. I sucked fervently on each one, kissing and licking around her nipples, wanting her to enjoy herself for all she could.

“I am yours, my knight... my master,” she cried. “Claim me! Spurt in me! Fill me with your seed...”

Claiming His Legacy: Part III

Richard/Kendrick

“Oh gods, yes,” purred Liana, her legs wrapping together around me than ever. She fucked me back, her hips rising to meet mine with every deep thrust I gave her. By the gods, I thought, this is fucking amazing.

It was like nothing I and ever felt, the sex in this game. I didn’t even know how it was possible for me to feel it... and yet, I was.

I was feeling every inch of her tight wet pussy around me. Every press of her soft full breasts into my chest. I could hear her moans of passion and pleasure. And I felt her breath on my neck, as real as if we were actually together, having sex.

I gripped her wrists and pressed her into the forest floor. Thrusting, deep and hard and fast, going as far into her hot wet pussy as I could. The feel of her sex around me was incredible, her cunt muscles clenching me perfectly. I loved the way she moaned under me, clearly enjoying every bit of my rough fucking.

I was losing myself in it, completely in the moment. Feeling dominant and possessive, hard and in control. And she was responding in kind. Yielding to me.

“Oh shit,” I grunted. “I’m gonna cum. Gonna...”

I felt myself spurting, my load coating her inner walls, her legs tightening around me. Her body bucked and writhed beneath mine, per climax washing over her in waves of shuddering bliss.

“Intruders!”

I looked back, seeing a little brown, ugly creature running toward us. A goblin.

Why do they have to interrupt right at this second? I sighed.

Oh well, at least I got the buff.

I quickly grabbed my stuff and pulled my gear back on. “Let’s get to work —”

“Not so fast.”

A female voice resonated from behind me at the top of a peak. I looked back, seeing at the little hilltop, that there was a beautiful robed woman standing there. Her hair fell down her shoulders in long red waves. She looked directly at the goblins coming toward us and stretched her hand out. Waves of fire shot from her fingertips, engulfing the oncoming forces.

I watched as one goblin after another soon fell at her feet, cries of anguish leaving them. Their weapons and armor stayed intact, but their flesh was seared to pieces.

When the last of the goblins had died, the sorceress turned her gaze to us. “You don’t have very good luck, do you.”

“Not really. Seems like every time we settle down for a little, uh, rejuvenation...” I looked over at Liana, who was grinning at me. “We get interrupted.”

The sorceress nodded. Stepping down from her perch to approach us, I saw that she was beautiful and vibrant in her appearance, her skin healthy and her complexion clear. She looked like she was approaching the prime of life, maybe 40 or so, and was strikingly gorgeous. Her ears were slanted at the tips, so I guessed she was elven.

“Then maybe you need someone to help you with that.” Her voice was full and rich, washing over me pleasantly.

“Are you offering?”

She raised a brow. “Why not? I am looking for traveling companions, and just happened upon you two in the woods. You seem like you could use a hand.”

I nodded. “I’m Kendrick. This is Liana.”

The sorceress took my hand and shook it gently, her grip firm though her skin was soft. “My name is Dalia. Are you traveling far?”

“We don’t have much of a plan at this point,” I said. I wasn’t sure how to explain my whole goal was basically just grinding and leveling — with the sole outcome of gaining experience.

Dalia nodded. “Allow me to lead, then. I will show you what you need to find.”

I raised a brow. That was a pretty interesting offer. I wasn’t even sure how she knew what I was trying to find...

“You’re not with the Legendary Cause, right?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I am on your side, Master Kendrick.” Dalia began to walk, her steps light and quick, and Liana and I hurried to follow her.

As it turned out, she was a traveling sorceress, someone who went from one city to the next to provide her magical services. She could do a great many things; heal broken hearts, or minds; she could heal buildings as well by repairing the cracks in their foundation.

How she could do that was beyond me. Pure amazement. But still, I believed her. And when we arrived in the nearest town, Gainsburg, I saw that she was not lying at all.

Gainsburg was a small city, but badly in need of repair. Like she had suggested, the walls were crumbling and the people seemed downtrodden. Dalia’s job, then, was to move through the city one building at a time, slowly uplifting its citizens while repairing the foundation of each building.

She did this with expert care and observation, taking great pains to make sure that everyone was well. I watched as her fingers slid over the nearby citizens, tendrils of healing light shimmering from the tips. Then, she touched the head of another, helping him back to his feet after falling from a severe illness. Before long she was helping one citizen after another, and then her hands came to the buildings themselves.

I watched as she moved through one and then another, reaching to one cracked foundation and then more, her hands deftly sealing the bricks back together.

It was incredible. It was as though she was an artist, creating a masterful work. I watched in amazement, transfixed, loving every second of what I saw. There was simply no denying her talent.

Dalia then turned to me, smiling. “Well, what do you think? Are you impressed?”

Of course I was. Wildly so.

“Can you do this with people? Transform them the same way?”

She grinned. “What exactly did you have in mind?”

I decided to spell it out for her, bit by bit.

“I want to be powerful. A great, grand lord. A master. Someone who is bowed down to, who commands respect.”

I didn’t tell her, of course, I wanted to be a sexual god as well, someone who could make women do his every bidding. I had all kinds of kinky taboo fantasies, and this hot little sorceress was looking like one who might just be able to make all my wildest dreams come true.

Maybe I was a dirty little fucker. In fact, there was really no question of it. My fantasies, after all, involved being lord and dominant master over a whole harem of women. Preferably lots of gorgeous fantasy babes like in this game.

And now that I had Liana at my side, that was one conquest. Now I just needed to make one more...

Dalia looked straight into my eyes. “I can do what you request, sir. But it will take some time.”

“How much time?”

She leaned in close, her lips nearly brushing mine. “I will need to be alone with you. In a quiet room, with a bed. Where we can be by ourselves, completely.”

I nodded. “Liana, would you mind occupying yourself for a little while? Perhaps you could purchase us some new armor and weapons.”

She smiled, eager to please, and nodded.

As Liana headed off into the busy street, I took Dalia’s hand and led her to a nearby inn. We checked in, and I knew there was only one thing on her mind, just as there was on mine.

After all, this was the whole point of the game: to have sex with loads of gorgeous women. And now was the chance for me to do just that.

She moved with me into the quiet tavern room, closing the door behind us. Dalia, with her sleek figure and sweet smile, was beyond just a looker. She was insanely sexy.

She was the kind of woman I was going to take my time with and enjoy.

“So, you would like to become alpha,” she said. “A god among men. A lord of his own harem...”

I nodded. “That’s what I want, sorceress.”

She looked me over, as though she was assessing me bit by bit, trying to figure out where to start. She gazed intently at me, then placed her hand on the side of my cheek. “Then you must take me, master, and make me fully yours.”

I nodded. “That’s exactly what I want to do.”

She stepped back, disrobing, removing her shimmering gown by the straps, letting it fall down her sensuous body. I was still in shock that I was getting to do this with a virtual babe, being able to have sex with her and claim my legacy as lord and master.

But yet, it made sense. After all, that was the whole point of the game: to rule and become a god.

As Dalia stripped, standing before me naked like a beautiful, horny goddess, I marveled at my luck. Maybe things weren’t perfect in the real world.. but they were pretty damn good in game.

She moved close to me, her body shimmering in the light. I could see every ounce of perfect skin and every curve, her breasts bouncing gently as she stepped toward me. My hands caressed her body, her stomach and thighs...she was beautiful, but also fertile. It was like I could just smell the sex rolling off her...

“Fuck,” I growled, sounding like the rough, dominant alpha I so desperately wanted to be. “You smell amazing.”

“I can give you everything you want,” she purred, gazing up into my eyes. “All you need to do is name your desires, master, and I will grant them.”

“You can do that?” I asked, staring in surprise. I knew she was a sorceress, but the idea that she could command the fabric of reality itself, and change things...

“Yes. Consider me yours to command, to achieve all you desire in this life and more. I am ready to be controlled by you, sir.”

As she gazed up at me, smiling eagerly, I knew now was the time. I was going to claim Dalia for my own — officially.

I pressed her into the sheets and rubbed my fingers between her thighs, feeling her hot, slick entrance. She moaned, beckoning me to her, close, her arms going around me. She reached for my shaft, pressing the tip of my cock to her pussy.

I slid inside her easily, finding her wet and ready for me. Apparently my presence, my masculinity, had a real effect on her. I could tell; the look in her eyes was one of submission, of eagerness. She wanted me to claim her, to take her for my own. I was going to do just that.

Gripping her hips tight, I thrust forward, making her moan in raw bliss. Her legs locked around me and I fucked her, holding nothing back, giving every ounce of my spirit and energy to what we were doing now. I lost myself in the throes of passion with Dalia. Her fingers tingled with magical energy as they slid down my arms and back, her cries of passion filling the room.

“Oh yes, Kendrick... Claim me, make me yours. I want to serve you forever!”

“And you will,” I said, knowing that within moments, my sorceress would truly be mine, bound to me for the rest of the game. Her power would merge with me, and I would have access to her full swath of abilities, able to use her as I saw fit at any moment.


Use her... maybe that’s a thought that’s wrong, maybe I shouldn’t be thinking of her like my own property. But in reality, she is. That was the way the game was set up: the women you fucked became yours, part of your harem, in all ways.

I held her tightly and pummeled her for all I was worth, feeling her pussy clutch tightly around me. She cried out as her orgasm crashed upon her, her big, heavy tits thrusting in my face. I sucked fervently on each one, kissing and licking around her nipples, wanting her to enjoy herself for all she could.

“I am yours, my knight... my master,” she cried. “Claim me! Spurt in me! Fill me with your seed...”

I grunted in pleasure as her walls tightened around me, her pussy squeezing me, as if beckoning me to shoot my thick load within her womb. I gave one last hard thrust and held my cock deep within her walls, spurting and spurting, endless jets of my cream filling her. I gasped with the intensity of it, the world turning to white around me; it was as though there was nothing but me and Dalia, in that moment, and her magic was strengthening me, making me even more than I would have been, normally.

Making me legendary. A god.

I sighed in sated pleasure, my orgasm slowly fading. I settled my weight on top of her and we kissed, her gaze one of love and admiration. Slowly I removed my cock from her pussy, falling onto the bed next to her.

She snuggled into me, gazing lovingly into my eyes. “You felt it, didn’t you? That shift in power?”

I nodded. “What was that?”

“It was the change of elements. Whenever I am with someone, especially a virile and powerful alpha like yourself, I provide some of my power to them. It is simply the way of nature, something that happens without me thinking about it.”

I nodded. “So you giving your power to me, even if it’s just a little... Well, I’d feel that, right?”

“Yes.” She rubbed her fingers over my chest. “And now, on the next part of our journey, you will be stronger than ever before.”

I knew she was right. That much — that I’d be stronger — was unquestionable. I could sense the power tingling through my arms, though I wasn’t sure just how it would affect me.

For now, though, I could think of nothing but the post-orgasmic bliss of being with Dalia. Her soft body curled into mine, I drifted into a relaxing, peaceful slumber.

****

“Still playing, I see.” I heard Jackie’s disdainful voice somewhere in the background, snapping me out of my reverie of game-induced bliss. I pulled off my headset and turned to her, raising a brow.

“Yeah, I am. You got a problem with that?”

My tone must have startled her. After all, she was used to me being a soft little pushover, a guy who showed no backbone at all. Hell, that’s exactly what I had been, for many years.

“No, I just, um.... I didn’t know how long you were going to be on,” she said, her voice a little less harsh. “I wondered if you wanted to order in or go out tonight.”

“I think you should cook for me.” I sat back, giving her a challenging stare.

She raised both brows, putting her hands on her hips. “Oh, you think so, do you?”

I nodded. “Yes. And when you’re finished, you should serve me just like the hot little maid you’ve fantasized about being for years...”

Her mouth went wide. But to my amazement, instead of arguing, she came a little closer, as if seduced by my words...
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Hearing my own sexy girlfriend call me sir, like I was some kind of powerful guy in charge, gave me a thrill like no other. I gave her a nice second slap on the ass, entering her from behind. This angle gave me the chance to go even deeper, so I could really hammer her tight little pussy even harder. I gripped her big tit with one hand, taking her hair in my hand with the other for a nice tight hold. I tugged so I could get just the right angle, forcing her to take my cock in and out of her like a driving piston, making the bed shake.

“I’m gonna come, slut, gonna fucking.... shoot... oh shit.”

“Do it, baby,” she whimpered, giving me the sexiest, sultriest look I had ever seen from my girlfriend. “Fill me up. Give me that nasty, thick hot load, good and deep inside my slick little pussy.”

I groaned. I couldn’t hold back any longer — I needed to pump my seed deep inside her. With one last thrust, I drove my shaft as far as I could into her, then let go, fireworks exploding in my mind and body. I came and came, cock spurting and twitching, erupting inside Jackie’s cunt. She took every burst, her hips pushing back against mine, milking me for one shaft after the other as my virile seed splashed her womb.

Claiming His Legacy: Part IV

Richard/Kendrick

Jackie was staring at me with a totally dumfounded expression, clearly baffled by the sudden change in me. “You... you seem so different, Richard. What’s come over you?”

I grinned, coming up to her, my alpha male fire gleaming in my eyes. I knew that much was true — I was different, and she knew it as much as I did. Pulling Jackie into my arms, I kissed her soundly, and instead of resisting me, she moaned softly and kissed me back.

“Wow...Richard.” She looked up into my eyes, shocked. “You really are different. What’s come over you?”

I gripped her ass, holding her to me, my hands rough and dominant, my eyes fixed on hers. The breathlessness, the way she was responding to me, all of it was... unexpected. And totally hot.

She really is turned on by me now, I realized. She thinks I’m hot.

Something she hadn’t thought for more years now than I could count.

“Richard...”

She parted her lips, tilting her head, looking up into my eyes. “I need you to...” she bit her lip and whimpered.

“To what, Jackie?”

She leaned in close, flushed and hot. “Take me into the bedroom...fuck me...”

“Is that really what you want?”

She nodded. Looking directly into my eyes, my beautiful girlfriend showed me everything I needed to know: she was hot, and horny, and ready to fuck. All because of the game. It had changed me, and made me alpha, so that now women would respond to me in ways they never had before, including my own partner.

I growled in rage and passion, grabbing her in my arms and pulling her tightly to me. My mouth covered hers and I kissed her, roughly carrying her exactly where I wanted her: to the bedroom. I tossed her onto the bed, then climbed on top of her, pressing her into the sheets with my body.

She stiffened, stunned by my sudden power and masculinity — and then melted in my arms, her lips warm and soft against mine, her fingers curious and teasing. She reached for my belt, trying to open it, though my hands on her were distracting her.

Seeing my girlfriend spread out on the bed before me, actually wanting to have sex with me, was fucking hot. I was not used to it — not even remotely. Yet here she was, laying in the bed ready for me to fuck her.

I kissed her deeply, my hands at her buttons, undoing them one by one until the whole from tot her shirt was open. She tossed it over her head, giving me a surprising little giggle —- Jackie never giggled. Then, she was wearing nothing above her waist but a lacy white bra, which I reached behind to unlatch. Her bra came free, leaving her topless in front of me.

“Goddamn,” I said, sucking in a breath. “You look fucking hot.”

Her breasts weren’t as big or perky as some of the girls in game, but they were perky and full, and more than a handful. Burying my face in her incredibly cleavage, I sucked and nibbled at it, making her writhe under me, her fire ignited. Locking her legs behind my hips, she clung to me and gasped, arching her back. I trailed kisses down her stomach, feeling the smoothness of her skin, and then went lower.

I opened her jeans and tugged them down her thighs. I had forgotten just how beautiful my girlfriend really was. Normally I never got to see this side of her, or any side of her, for that matter.

She gasped as the fabric was freed from her legs. I tossed the jeans aside.

“Richard...what are you doing...”

“Be quiet,” I commanded, my dark, caveman side taking over. She couldn’t protest in time; I tugged her panties to one side, pressing my face into her hot, waiting pussy. She was shaved smooth, her slit juicy and shining invitingly. I lapped at her sweet, swollen little clit again and again and slid two fingers into her.

“Oh shit,” she screamed, her thighs trembling as she closed them around my head. “Don’t stop, Richard, fuck!” Her fingers went to my hair and tightened, her hips bucking as I ate her pussy.

I smiled to myself. She tasted incredible. I was going to enjoy every bit of this, and sure as hell wasn’t going to stop — not until she came, right here with my head between her thighs. As my tongue teased her sensitive clit, my fingers pumping inside her tight, wet walls, she started to babble wordlessly, making no sense at all, clutching my head as she bucked against my face.

“Oh fuck honey fuck fuck fuck don’t stop don’t stop yessssss I’m cominggggg!”

She bucked wildly, and I had to hold on tight to keep my face there, as Jackie hit the peak, then thumbed over. Her inner walls trembled on my fingers, clenching hard. She milked every last ounce of pleasure from the powerful climax flooding her. I slowed my pace, teasing her, drawing out her enjoyment, letting her recover before I plunged inside her and fucked her brains out.

I reached for my belt, fumbling with the buckle for a moment — then it was off, my pants tugged down and off, and my cock free. She grabbed me, pulling her to her as she kissed me passionately, sliding her tongue against mine.

“That was incredible,” she gasped. “You’ve never done that for me before.”

“It was for me,” I said roughly, my breath hot on hers. “I wanted to fuck you right after you came, feeling you all wet and tight...”

Before she could answer, I slid my cockhead into her folds, the touch alone nearly enough to send her into another shock of orgasms. She gave a little gasp of shock as my girth pushed slowly into her walls, sliding her open, parting her and invading her. Claiming her in a way I never had before.

I realized then, in that moment, I wanted to claim her as far more than just any woman. More than just a girlfriend. I wanted her as my wife, my right-hand woman, the one who would be at my side to carry on my name... and my legacy.

I wanted to breed her. Fuck her, pump her full of my seed, and see her swollen with my children. To see her eyes shining with love and lust on our wedding day, knowing that we would be together, fulfilled in every way possible.

To know she would hold my hand, and receive my throbbing manhood, any time I desired. To serve me.

As I sank completely into Jackie’s hot, slick folds, I felt like I was in heaven. Complete and total heaven. I grinned savagely, feeling the head of my cock hammering against her g-spot, knowing the whole neighborhood could probably hear us. I didn’t care — hell, I wanted them to. I wanted to exert my dominance over her, my claim, and I wanted everyone to know about it.

The spongy swollen head hit her at just the right angle, driving her wild. Her perfect hunt gripped me as I pounded between her thighs, panting during my thrusts. “You love this, don’t you?” I fowled. “Getting fucked good and rough is what you’ve always craved, deep down. You’re a bad, bad girl, Jackie...”

“Yes,” she whimpered, her voice thick with bliss. “Put me in my place, Richard. Remind me of the slut I am. Bring it out, like only you can.”

I’d never heard my wife talk like this, and it was pure, savage heaven. I was in my rightful place; this was exactly what sex should have felt like, for years, and was only now starting to become. The game had changed me — and now I was going to claim everything I had been missing, for years and years.

“Show me who’s in control,” she breathed, gazing up into my eyes. “Use me like the whore I am.”

Those words touched a place inside me that I had kept long dormant. Perhaps it had simply never had the chance to come out. Whatever the reason, I wanted to take control, to show her exactly how manly and wild I truly could be.

My cock slid out of her pussy with a soft wet pop as I pulled back. She whimpered in desperation, in frustration, gazing up at me wanting more.

“Don’t take it away, give me more...”

I grabbed her by the hips and twisted her, bending her over the bed, putting her perfect pale round as in the air. I smacked it hard, leaving a good red spot there. She cried out in pain and pleasure combined, her cunt juices dripping even faster and slicker from my slap. “Oh yes,” she whined. “Harder, more... give it to me good, sir!”

Hearing my own sexy girlfriend call me sir, like I was some kind of powerful guy in charge, gave me a thrill like no other. I gave her a nice second slap on the ass, entering her from behind. This angle gave me the chance to go even deeper, so I could really hammer her tight little pussy even harder. I gripped her big tit with one hand, taking her hair in my hand with the other for a nice tight hold. I tugged so I could get just the right angle, forcing her to take my cock in and out of her like a driving piston, making the bed shake.

“I’m gonna come, slut, gonna fucking.... shoot... oh shit.”

“Do it, baby,” she whimpered, giving me the sexiest, sultriest look I had ever seen from my girlfriend. “Fill me up. Give me that nasty, thick hot load, good and deep inside my slick little pussy.”

I groaned. I couldn’t hold back any longer — I needed to pump my seed deep inside her. With one last thrust, I drove my shaft as far as I could into her, then let go, fireworks exploding in my mind and body. I came and came, cock spurting and twitching, erupting inside Jackie’s cunt. She took every burst, her hips pushing back against mine, milking me for one shaft after the other as my virile seed splashed her womb.

The feel of it was so hot, so intense, I almost passed out. I couldn’t take the pleasure... but I did, and remained conscious, panting and sweating from the most incredible fuck I’d had — with my own girlfriend.

She smiled, pulling me down into the bed next to me, snuggling into my chest. She was dripping with my cum, all smiles and nuzzles, almost dreamlike. I was starting to wonder if this was real, or if I was still in the game or something. I could hardly believe it was my real life. Having kinky rough sex with my girlfriend was something I had only ever dreamed about.

“Well,” she said, looking up at me with pure adoration, “you sure did give me everything I hoped for... and more.” She traced her fingers over my chest. “And just how did you manage it? I didn’t think you had it in you...”

“I guess I have a few tricks up my sleeve,” I said, that voice of mine still as rough and deep as ever. I moved my hand over her ass and squeezed roughly, possessively. “You’re gonna be my little kitchen slut now, Jackie... I want you down there cooking and cleaning for me, and when I get home, on your knees ready to suck my cock and serve me what I need at the end of a long, hard day...”

She whimpered in pleasure at my touch, and my words, the perfect submissive housewife in every way. Fantasies of control and domination were common in women — especially ones like Jackie. Her natural fire had attracted me to her, but she had a submissive side I knew she’d been wanting to bring out for a long time.

Now she was going to get that chance.

But first...

I looked over to my blinking computer screen through the doorway, thinking about what I still needed to do in game. Unless I just give up, I thought. Maybe that’s the point here. I don’t have to do this anymore. I don’t have to play games... the game itself gave me everything I needed. Now I can focus on what matters: my wife, my life, and my legacy.

I knew, without a doubt, that what I really wanted was Jackie. To own her, claim her and make her mine, day after day, for as long as I could. Everything else seemed trivial in comparison.

“Goddamn, sir,” she sighed, stretching out her sensuous body, drawing my eyes to her form. “You really did make my day, and my night, and everything. You haven’t made me cum like that — well, as long as we’ve been together, I’m pretty sure.”

I was sure of it, too. But this sexual beast inside me wasn’t going anywhere fast, that much was for sure.

I held her close, vowing to myself that no matter what happened, I would treasure Jackie from now on, as my own, my girl, my prize.

“I want you to marry me,” I said, looking down at her directly. “I don’t want to fuck around anymore. I just want you to be mine forever, Jackie.”

She blinked up at me, her eyes growing watery with tears. “Richard, I don’t... Are you serious? You’re sure?”

“I’m completely sure, never more sure of anything in my life.”

She sucked in a breath, then nodded. “I want it too, then. In truth, I had hoped you would ask, for a long time.”

“I’m asking now. I want it more than anything.”

“And so do I.” She smiled up at me, her tears turning joyful, her eyes crinkling at the edges. “I want to give you that fantasy — because it’s mine, too. Of being in the kitchen and serving you like that. I always wanted to have that opportunity.”

“Now you will.”

I put my arms tight around her, pulling her into my chest. “You’ll be mine, in bed, in life, everywhere, in every moment. Your heart, your body — belong to me completely.”

She nodded. There was something different about her, melting and soft and submissive. I had unlocked it, it seemed, by my dominance, by the control I had exerted. By claiming my truth as an alpha male, my real destiny... I had given her what she needed, too.

And the game had helped me with that.

I had to be thankful.

I kissed her again, holding her against me, gently pumping my load in and out of her cunt with my fingers. She moaned, arching her back, responding to me just as I had hoped. Her slick folds welcomed me, and she gazed into my eyes with complete devotion, showing me all I needed to know.

Jackie was mine, and the future was mine. The game had given me my true legacy, and the world was mine to claim.
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“So damned beautiful,” I said again, leaning in close. “Can I kiss you?”

She gazed up at me, her eyes lidded with desire. “Please do, Mir. I’ve been aching for you all night.”

I put my arms around her, pulling her to my body. She pressed her hands against my chest, then wrapped them around my neck as I kissed her long and hard, sliding my tongue against her lips. She parted them for me, letting me inside.

Janise gave a moan of pleasure, holding me tight. She gasped into the kiss, her head tilting back, letting me explore her mouth with my tongue as I pleased. I let the kiss linger another few moments, then pulled away.

“Gods,” she said, breathless. “When you kiss me like that, I...I feel my head spinning.”

“Do you like it, my pretty little barmaid?”

“Mmmmm...yes.” She took my hand and guided it between her thighs, letting me feel her slick, dripping folds. “See what you do to me, Mirathen? Your strength, your passion...everything about you turns me on.”

I let my finger slide up and down her folds, her slick heat surrounding my hand. I slid my finger inside her, parting her swollen pussy lips, pushing deep inside. She gasped as I entered her that way, playing with her small, engorged clit.

“Kiss me again.”

His Secret World: Part I

John/Mirathen

I must have passed her a hundred times.

I’d usually go to the mall to buy a game, but she was at the next store over — TJ’s, which sold clothes. Superbly cute with pink and blue dyed hair and a serious face, she was small and petite, barely making it over the counter. She’d usually wear dark purple lipstick, making her already slender, graceful features even more enticing.

She was beautiful — there was no doubt about it. And I didn’t even know her name. I walked out of Game Refuge with my latest purchase — a virtual reality MMO called Transcendental — and glanced at her.

She didn’t look up; she was busy typing something into the computer.

I’ll go up to her, I thought. I’ll talk to her...

But I couldn’t do it. Couldn’t summon the courage. She’d reject me, think I was a weirdo, a creep.

She’d be right.

Sighing to myself, I turned away. I looked down at the Game Refuge bag my hands and pulled out my latest addition to the collection of virtual worlds I was building. Transcendental allowed you to take on the role of anyone you wanted in a futuristic (or fantasy) world that shaped itself according to player preferences. The world itself was dynamic, changing constantly, set on the plane of Mystra, a place far different from our own.

Choose your destiny, read the box description. Become who you were meant to be. Conquer the world. Obtain beautiful maidens to quest at your side — and lie with you at night. Be the champion you’ve always dreamed of...

Below the text was a picture of a knight wearing a black jacket, the fabric sweeping around his feet, a pistol in his left hand and a sword in the other.

At least I can ‘obtain beautiful maidens’ in the game world, I thought wryly, giving a last glance back to the pretty pink-haired girl. She’d never noticed me in real life. This was the best I could do.

****

I went home to my VR set and got Transcendental fired up pretty quickly. Putting on my headset, I saw that the graphics were pretty good — immersive, richly-detailed. The character creation screen allowed me to make anyone I picked, male or female. I chose male, adjusting height and hair color, physique, things like that. Eventually I had a decent-looking, rugged sort of fellow with dark hair and a hint of stubble. Nice and muscled, the way I’d be in real life if I could.

He was a warrior — so he could use one or two-handed weapons, as well as bows and guns. While the combat features hadn’t sounded extensively complex, I kind of preferred that. It put more focus on the story, which was what I wanted.

When I was finished tweaking my character, I typed in a name for him: Mirathen.

I pressed the login button and was transported to the world of Mystra.

****

The first thing I noticed about the game world was how immense the trees were. The forest itself cut across the horizon, with a line of rolling hills just beyond. From where I stood at the intro screen, I saw some other players running off in various directions, most of them heading toward an armored NPC with a silver arrow over his head.

Welcome, traveler, came a blurb of text — which I could hear, as well, in a gentle feminine voice. To collect your first quest, see Guard Regen at the stables.

Regen, I guessed, was the guy everyone was running to. I headed over to him, adapting to my new muscled body, the weight feeling strange, but good. I looked down at my armor, seeing I was garbed in simple leather with a belt and sword at my side.

The guard had me do a series of simple quests, collecting some things from around the stables, fighting off multiple bandits who were trying to steal the horses. I quickly got the hang of combat; it was like using a real sword, the sensations completely immersive; I could feel each strike as I hit my target, and each blow when they hit me.

Thankfully, my avatar was much better able to handle combat than I would’ve been in real life.

When I’d finished the intro quests, I headed out of the small enclave and into a larger adjoining town. I stopped and asked the NPC innkeeper about obtaining a horse myself.

“You’ll get one at level 10,” said a player from behind me. I turned, seeing an attractive female avatar with very large breasts covered in elaborate armor. “You just need to save up enough gold.”

“Er...how long did it take you?”

“Not long. Just did the intro quests, a bit of grinding, sold everything I got, and voila! Your own horsey.” She grinned at me.

“Sounds great. Thanks, um, Lysia.” I glanced at the glowing green text above her head, showing her name.

“No problem. Hey, if you need any help, just send me a whisper. You know how to do that, right?”

I glanced down at my UI. I saw the little chat button and clicked it. “Press this?”

“Yup. Or you can just type /w.”

“Sounds good. Thanks.”

She gave me a wave and headed off.

I wondered who the player behind her was. Were they male or female? And how did she get such a fantastic ass?

Focus, I reminded myself. You’re here to learn first. Think about getting laid later...

“Need a room for the night?” the innkeeper asked. “Or if it’s supplies you’re after, the town, Rapturehold, is just a few miles east.”

“Rapturehold? I think I’ll head there.”

“Good luck. And be on your guard — plenty of baddies out there.”

****

I set off, running on foot down the lone dirt and gravel path that led through the forest. Around me were plenty of birds, with the occasional wandering wolf or spider. Most of the aggressive mobs would only aggro if you got close enough, so I stuck to the path. I figured I’d get plenty of fighting in once I picked up the next series of quests.

Hello again, traveler, came the next tutorial screen as I approached town. Part of the Transcendental experience is that you’ll receive your own companion at level 5. You’ll complete a quest that will give you the choice: male or female. In addition to providing helpful services in terms of combat and looting, your companion provides a sense of loyalty and friendship. Romance with your companion is available if you choose.

I stroked my chin, intrigued by the idea. I wondered how many different companions I could pick from.

Guess I’ll find out in town.

After I collected another bunch of quests — most of them fighting quests, which would give me a nice bit of XP — I took my headset off, doing a bit of digging into the game manual. Apparently there were five female and five male companions to pick from. Romances did indeed prove an option, and would allow the player to initiate numerous intimate scenes — where I guessed the adult content warning came from.

There must be a lot of sex in this game, I thought, chuckling. I put my headset back on and returned to the game.

****

After returning to the woods and slaughtering numerous mobs, I was bloodied, tired, and in need of repairs. I needed to rest and get food, as well. I’d gained a huge chunk of XP, putting me just a tad shy of level 5. The max level for the game was 40, so I knew it would go fast.

I went back into Rapturehold. The place was a peculiar blend of fantasy and modern-day settings, with houses that looked almost like real-world houses, but with wooden awning and structures splatter throughout their midst. There were stone strongholds as well, including the lord of Rapturehold’s castle. I checked into one of the inns for the night, finding it a cozy, warm little spot where I could rest at the fire.

I sat down with a cup of hot cider and warmed my hands, recovering. A pretty blonde barmaid joined me, taking a seat across from me. “Anything I can get you, handsome?”

“Not just now.” I smiled, holding up my cup.

“I see you’ve been taken care of.” Her fingers came to rest against my shoulder, rubbing lightly. “If your wounds are in need of tending, come see me later. I have healing abilities as well as bartending.”

I raised a brow, nodding. “I’ll do that.”

She smiled. “My name is Janise.”

“Mirathen.” I offered my hand.

She took it, letting me clasp her small, warm hand in my own. It felt good, having an actual woman touch me, even if she was an in-game one. “I have some other abilities, too, which you might be interested in.” Giving me a wink and a very clear view of her cleavage, she bent down low to my ear. “Just let me know if you’d like to learn more.”

With that, Janise headed off to the bar again, her pert, sexy little ass swaying nicely.

And just like that, my cock started to harden. Taking in the sight of Janise’s body, petite but perfectly proportioned, I knew the developers had done it on purpose. The game had, after all, advertised sex as one of its main perks. It was suggesting now that I could take an NPC to my bed and receive any kind of pleasurable treatment I wanted from her.

Maybe I’m a pervert, but that excites me. I looked around, spotting a number of female NPCs and players, wondering just how in-depth the sexual encounters in this game went. I assumed it worked the other way for women — that they could have sex with men. There were undoubtedly gay relationships as well — I noticed two female avatars sitting intimately on the other side of the inn, one on top of the other’s lap, giggling softly and smiling as they talked.

I guess you could even get married in this game. I considered that for a moment. Having a full-on relationship? It seemed almost a bit extreme, but still tempting. Since everything felt real, right down to player and NPC interactions, it could easily become a replacement for a real-life one. I wasn’t getting laid — I couldn’t even get women to notice me. Was Transcendental going to give me the experience I had craved for so long?

Guess there’s just one way to find out.

****

I finished my cider and relaxed by the fire for a while. I gathered up my things and was starting to head over to the bar when Janise came back over.

“Hi there, handsome.” She wiped her hands off on a bar towel and set it down. “Still interested in spending some time together tonight?”

I glanced through the list of dialogue options:

1) Yes.

2) Very interested. (There was a heart symbol by this one, indicating romance.)

3) No thanks.

Well, the choice was easy. I selected option two, my avatar voicing the words for me in his deep, manly voice.

Janise smiled and held out her hand. “Follow me, then.”

She took my hand and lead me up the stairs, heading down a small hallway. The wooden floorboard creaked softly under our feet. She found a room that was empty and pushed the door open, letting us enter.

She closed it behind us and locked it. “Each of our room is equipped with warm water and baths. I can give you a warm oil massage, as well, if you would like.”

“A bath sounds nice. I need to clean my wounds — and my body, for that matter.”

She nodded, heading gin to an adjoining washroom where she started to run the tub. In Mystra, technology was fairly advanced; they had fully-equipped running faucets, stoves, cleaning equipment, and things like that. But it still had that old-world fantasy feel — just with plenty of modern conveniences. The in-game explanation was that an advanced race of humanoids, the Qatrii, had come to Mystra several hundred years ago and brought with them a great deal of advanced technology.

After Janise ran the water for me, she indicated for me to get into the steaming bath. I stripped — feeling no hesitation or anxiety now that I was buff and well-hung. Janise seemed to appreciate my form, giving a smile of approval and pleasure as she took in my naked body.

I stepped into the water and sat down. It felt nice, relaxing and soothing to my tired muscles. Some blood and dirt washed off as she set her sponge to my body, rubbing gently over my shoulders and biceps. “You’re a warrior, for sure,” she murmured appreciatively.

“Mhm.” I closed my eyes, leaning my head back. “And you? Have you worked here long?”

“About four years. After my husband died, I had to make ends meet.”

“Your husband died?”

She nodded, rubbing the sponge over my chest and abs. “A fire burned our farm down. Bandits came, too.” She looked grim at the memory. “It was the worst night of my life. I barely got out alive.”

“Wow, Janise. That’s awful.” I put my hand on hers, truly sympathetic. I can’t believe I’m feeling sympathy for an NPC, but... I am.

She smiled a little sadly. “Thank you, Mir. I wish I could bring my husband back sometimes, but I like my new life here well enough.”

“You do an amazing job making people feel welcome.”

She chuckled, her hand wandering lower until she was stroking my hardening cock gently. “Would this count as making you feel welcome?”

“Mmmm...yes. I’d like you to do anything you’re comfortable with.”

She continued to stroke up and down my length, her fingers delicate and sensuous. Then she returned to cleaning my body, ensuring that my wounds were clear of blood and dirt and ready to be bandaged. As she helped me out of the bath and tended to my wounds, applying a gentle salve, she bandaged them neatly, proving that her skills as a healer were well-founded.

Then, as she had bandaged the last of my wounds, she came to stand in front of me. “You’d like to put some clothes on?”

“Actually, I’d like to see you without yours.” I smiled, hoping I came across as suave and not a total pervert.

Janise apparently liked it, though, because she giggled softly and nodded. “I’m here to please you tonight, warrior. Anything you desire, I’ll provide.” Her hands went to the back straps of her corset, undoing them. She let the garment slide down her torso, revealing the thin white dress she wore underneath. Loosening that, she allowed the garment to fall from her shoulders, the fabric pooling at her feet. I nearly gasped out loud at the sight of her gorgeous, naked body in the soft candlelight.

“Gods,” I breathed. “You’re beautiful.”

I took her in from top to bottom. Her smooth calves and thighs were perfect in size, not too large but enough to give me something to grab onto as I plowed deep inside her. Her pussy was neatly-trimmed, shaven over the lips, which were puffy and swollen with arousal, dripping with her juices. Her hips were just the right size, her tummy nice and flat and smooth. Her tits were big, generous and pillowy, the kind I wanted to bury my face in and squeeze and suck. Her nipples were round and hard, as if begging me to do just that. And of course, with her lovely face and petite, slender features, she was every man’s desire.

“So damned beautiful,” I said again, leaning in close. “Can I kiss you?”

She gazed up at me, her eyes lidded with desire. “Please do, Mir. I’ve been aching for you all night.”

I put my arms around her, pulling her to my body. She pressed her hands against my chest, then wrapped them around my neck as I kissed her long and hard, sliding my tongue against her lips. She parted them for me, letting me inside.

Janise gave a moan of pleasure, holding me tight. She gasped into the kiss, her head tilting back, letting me explore her mouth with my tongue as I pleased. I let the kiss linger another few moments, then pulled away.

“Gods,” she said, breathless. “When you kiss me like that, I...I feel my head spinning.”

“Do you like it, my pretty little barmaid?”

“Mmmmm...yes.” She took my hand and guided it between her thighs, letting me feel her slick, dripping folds. “See what you do to me, Mirathen? Your strength, your passion...everything about you turns me on.”

I let my finger slide up and down her folds, her slick heat surrounding my hand. I slid my finger inside her, parting her swollen pussy lips, pushing deep inside. She gasped as I entered her that way, playing with her small, engorged clit.

“Kiss me again.”

I did. This time I didn’t stop at one kiss — I gave her another and another, making my way down her throat to her breasts, kneeling so I could suck on each tender, hardened nipple. I took her breasts as much as I could into my mouth, lustfully slurping on her generous tit-flesh, rubbing the heavy mounds and squeezing hard.

“Yes, warrior. Just like that. Oh, fuck,” she moaned, her fingers playing in my hair. “You’re making me so wet.”

I took her into my arms, the need to be inside her so great I could no longer resist. Carrying her to the bed, I laid her down gently, resuming my sucking at her breasts. As I did, her slender fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking its full, hard length up and down. I dripped precum, my throbbing shaft aching to plunge deep into her willing cunt. She gasped as she felt me rubbing the head of my cock against her folds. Slowly, I pressed myself inside her, allowing her to adjust to the thickness of my shaft.

“Yes,” she urged, thrusting her hips forward, trying to get me deeper inside. “Just like that. Give me more. I need you inside me.”

I watched Janise’s lips part in pleasure as she accepted the fullness of my cock. I buried myself completely inside her, groaning in pleasure. So was so wet, so tight around me. So perfect.

What a way to end a hard day, I thought. Fight wolves and bandits. Get lots of loot. Come home to a gorgeous, sexy babe practically begging me to fuck her...

And fuck her I did. I drove deep into Janise’s hot depths, making her cry out with passion on each thrust. She clutched me, nails driving into my skin as I penetrated, my cock splitting her open. “Oh gods,” she kept saying, her tongue tickling my ear. “Cum inside me, Mir. I want to feel you spurting in me, filling me up. I need it.”

The way she said it made me think that deep down, she was as lonely as I was. It made sense. She had lost her husband, her old life. Sure she had this job, tending the bar, helping and healing people, giving them the care they needed...

But I saw it in her eyes. As I fucked her, something between us connected. She understood that I was as lonely as she was. Mirathen had apparently taken on the same emotions that I, the player, John, also had. What it was in Mir’s past that gave him that loneliness, I wasn’t sure yet. But it was definitely there, as though it had transcended.

Just like the title of the game. Maybe the debs knew all along, I thought.

But I couldn’t ponder that for long. The feeling of Janise’s tight, wet walls clutching my cock was too intense. When she squeezed her pussy tight around me, her heels driving into my ass, she whispered, “Put your seed deep inside me, baby. I want it all. Fill me up — I’m begging you!”

I grunted, clutching her breasts, watching the voluminous globes kneading beneath my fingers. “Here it comes, Jan...Ohhhhh, fuck,” I groaned, plunging in deep and holding myself inside her. As I came, spurting thick, hot ropes of cum, splattering her insides, I felt her pussy spasm. She was cumming at the same time, her body wracked with spasms, an intense orgasm taking hold. She cried out over and over in pleasure, screaming my name.

She panted, breathless, gazing up at me with sheer lust and desire. “Thank you, warrior. I needed that...gods, I needed that.”

She curled up in my arms, allowing me to pull her close. I drew the blankets around us, watching the candles as they slowly flickered out.

Sleep came, restful and deep. With Janise’s soft body curled up against mine, I felt happier than I had in years.

****
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She’s your ex, warned a little voice inside me. Is this the best idea?

Right now I didn’t care. Sure, nothing was going to be permanent between me and Jen, it couldn’t be. We were like oil and water — we just didn’t work out together. But if she wanted a rough, hard fuck, I was more than happy to oblige.

She tugged my pants down, freeing my thick, hard cock. I dripped precum from my slit and she giggled, taking it with the tip of her finger and sucking it off. “Wow, you’ve grown or something, John. Jesus, your cock is big. Way bigger than I remember.”

“Probably just the...light,” I grunted, feeling her take me into her mouth. “Ohhhh, shit.”

She sucked on me hard, wasting no time in going after what she wanted. Her perfect purple lips went up and down my cock, leaving a soft trail of that gorgeous lipstick. She gazed up into my eyes, looking willing and submissive, like she wanted nothing more than to coax the cum from my balls and swallow every drop. She’d never sucked me like this before. It had always been tentative when we were together then, like she wasn’t really into it. Now she looked like she’d die if she didn’t get me to cum in her mouth.

His Secret World: Part II

John

I woke up — in my own bed this time, not the inn. No soft female body against mine. No Janise.

I’d taken off my headset and gone to bed shortly after the sex scene. It had given me lots of pleasant dreams. But it had also confirmed something important: in-game sex would never give me what real-world sex could. An actual, living breathing woman to hold during the night.

The pink haired girl from the clothing shop at the mall popped into my mind. Damn, waking up with her in my arms would be pure bliss. But I knew it was never gonna happen.

Or could it? For the first time in longer than I could remember, I felt confident. Masculine. Like I’d actually done something I wanted. I’d had sex with a gorgeous woman — even if just in game. But the boost I’d gotten from experiencing that had carried over into real life.

I showered and changed into some fresh clothes, deciding that later that day, I would go to the mall.

I would find that girl, if she was there.

And I would talk to her.

****

In the meantime, I grabbed a bowl of Rice Krispies and sat down in my VR chair again. Putting on my headset, I found myself transported to Mystra once again. I was still in bed.

Janise had risen and was quietly washing herself and humming a little tune. I rolled over, watching as she let the sponge roll softly up and down her bare arms, water glistening along her smooth skin. I burned to touch it and kiss it again, as I had the night before.

“You look beautiful doing that,” I said, smiling from my perch.

She looked back, surprised to hear me awake, then smiled. “Well, look who’s up. And thank you. You’re sweet.” She set the sponge down, dried off, then came over to me. She was topless, wearing just her skirt bottom, her gorgeous breasts swinging enticingly as she neared. She leaned over and gave me a long, sensuous kiss.

“I’ll never forget last night,” she whispered, stroking my jaw with her fingertips. “You gave me so much pleasure. You made me feel something for the first time in ages.”

“Did I?”

She nodded, smiling, that familiar sadness returning to her gaze. “After Travelen — my husband — died, I hadn’t truly made love to anyone like that. Not where it felt real. And with you, I felt cherished and honored. Even if we just met, I felt connected to you.”

“I felt that, too.” I took her hand and kissed it. “If I’m ever back in town...”

She smiled. “If you are, I’ll be the first to find you.”

****

I got dressed, donning my leather armor, and decided to go find some upgrades. The quests I’d picked up from the inn’s adventuring board had me going into higher-level zones with mobs ranging from 5-8. I needed to be better equipped.

Once I turned in one more quest, I dinged level 5, letting me go to the castle to choose my companion. As I’d expected, rows of men and women were lined up in the companion choice area, eager to be selected. I saw a range of classes: thief, fighter, mage, elementalist, ranger, guardian, monk. Monks were the primary healing class in the game — but they also had several other offensive skills, meaning you could choose a full DPS spec if you wished.

I wandered up and down the rows, my gaze meeting that of a young mage. In Transcendental, mages had healing abilities and could be a primary heal spec, but also had offensive capabilities as well. She wore a set of elaborate purple robes with a blue jewel at the center of her dress, between her breasts. Her shoulders were bare, her hair — dark as a raven’s wings — pinned partly up above her head and the rest flowing behind her. Her features were delicate and sweet. Enticing. She smiled at me, her red lips curling upward at the edges.

“Greetings, sir.”

“Greetings. What’s your name?”

“My name is Aerin.” She looked over me curiously. “And yours?”

“Mirathen. You can call me Mir, if you like.”

She nodded. “Would you like me to join you on your adventures? I can assist with healing or damage, as I am well-versed in both arts.”

Having a ranged DPS/healpet following me around sounded like a good idea, since I could function as tank/DPS, myself. She was cute — pretty, even — and I could definitely see myself pursuing the romance option with her. I nodded. “Please join me, Aerin.”

Together we walked to the consignment area, receiving some new weapons and supplies. I also signed Aerin’s contract allowing her to enter my service. She would remain with me for as long as I wished, staying by my side.

I knew we couldn’t get horses until level 10, so I led the way out to the forest. Our first quest was to fight a horde of trolls that had taken over a nearby fishing village. We ran together down to the water, Aerin following me easily. She was lithe and graceful, carrying a long silver-blue staff with a star-shaped symbol at the top.

“Careful,” I called as we engaged, the onslaught of trolls coming toward us. “Don’t take on too many at once. If you get overpowered, call me for help.”

Aerin nodded. “Yes, Mir.” She proved quite capable of holding her own; swinging the staff to one side, she fired a series of purple-blue bolts at the oncoming troll, sending him to his knees quickly.

For my part, things were more difficult. Though I’d mastered combat in the game early on, I realized that encounters were getting harder as I leveled up. I needed to use more combos to be as efficient as possible. With my newly-equipped dual longswords, I used my Furious Strikes ability. I delivered a series of swift thrusts and blows to the troll attacking me. Though I managed to sever his left arm, he still had the right one he could use to swing his club at me.

I took a heavy blow to the stomach, grunting in pain. Aerin saw my predicament and quickly came to assist. “Alaah sevorah!” she chanted, intoning in a language I didn’t recognize. A healing blue glow surrounded me, quickly mending the bruised rib I’d just gotten.

I felt invigorated, strong. Recovering fast with Aerin’s spell, I finished off the troll, then took on several more. The two of us fell into a rhythm, her alternating damage and healing while I drew aggro and DPSed. Before long, there was a bloody swath of dead trolls lying around us — and the two of us breathing hard, standing victorious at the beachside.

“Good job,” I said, giving her a brief smile. “You really helped me out back there.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” she said, returning my smile.

The sun was setting, casting a bronze-orange glow over the horizon. The water lapped at the shore’s edge, the waves white and choppy. It was getting a bit chilly so I suggested we collect what loot we could, then head back into town. The quest unfortunately required that we returned with the trolls’ scalps, which proved to be a messy job.

Even so, I didn’t mind. I removed one of the leather pouches we’d gotten in town and started adding each scalp to it. Aerin watched, looking a little green.

“You okay?” I asked, glancing up.

She nodded reluctantly. “That just, um, looks like kind of a disgusting job, is all.”

I chuckled, tossing a scalp into the pack. I cleaned them off as well as I could, but blood was inevitable. “There are worse ones.”

She leaned against her staff. “One time, I was with my father in the woods, collecting berries. We got attacked by trolls then, too. Only difference? I killed them all while he watched, and then we just left. No scalping.”

I raised a brow. “You killed them while your father watched?”

“Mhm. That was the first sign that I was gifted with magic. I just knew, instinctively, how to use it. So I protected him — both of us.”

I stood, slinging the pack over my shoulder. “That was good thinking. How old were you?”

“Only about twelve.” She fell into step with me. “Did you know you were skilled with the blade from a young age, as well?”

I’d quickly come to realize that I was making up Mir’s story as I went — but not really making it up so much as allowing him to tell it. He had a story, it was in there, part of him. I just had to step out of the way.

“I knew when I was ten that I wanted to be a warrior. There was no doubt in my mind. When bandits killed my mother and father, I had to find a way to defend my little brother. I picked up a blade and used it as well as I could. I managed to save his life, then.”

“Wow.” She walked a little closer to me, looking impressed. “That was very brave of you.”

It was then that I realized the connection I had with my character. Even if we weren’t the same person, we had both shared difficult circumstances. In real life, my parents had been killed in a car crash. In game, Mir’s parents had been killed by bandits. We were both able to cope with rough times as well as we could — I had picked myself up and continued on, going to school and getting good grades despite my grief. Mir seemed to have done the same. It was strange, thinking of my character as a living, breathing person, but in a sense he was. He was me.

By the time we made it back to town, it was dark. I checked us into an inn — a different one from before, as we now had a bit more coin and could afford better lodgings. Plus, I needed a double, since I wasn’t sure if Aerin would feel comfortable sharing a room with me at this point.

She smiled and blushed a bit when I asked her. “I would be fine doing whatever you want, sir, but ...” She nodded. “I appreciate your courtesy. Two rooms would be preferable.” The way she said it implied for now, as if in the future, she’d be open to sharing one with me.

She’d been giving me the occasional flirtatious smile, but nothing overly inviting. I figured for now I would stick to the conversation options that kept us down the romance path. I guessed it would take a while to work up to the point she felt comfortable with me in the same room, though.

Still, I knew I didn’t want to be alone that night. There were plenty of ‘opportunities’ with women offering themselves on the street, but I didn’t want paid-for sex. I wanted a connection — something like what I’d gotten with Janise.

If Aerin and I weren’t there yet, fine. But then, what was I to do?

As I sat down at the inn common room, rubbing my jaw, I reminisced about the day. I was now level 10 and could buy a horse in the morning. For now I planned to drink and relax, get some food in me, and recover before heading out to quest again tomorrow.

****

Back in the real world, I took my headset off. I needed a short break from the game. It was Saturday — a day off from work, so I figured I’d head to the mall. I grabbed my jacket and keys, driving off.

When I arrived, I headed to the pretzel stand. They had amazing choices — thick, delicious, doughy morsels either in full pretzel size or bite-sized versions. I opted for a full pretzel with cheesy dipping sauce, munching on it as I passed by TJ’s, the cute-girl clothing store.

She was there, this time with a customer instead of behind the desk. I watched her interact with him, smiling and nodding as he said something. A hint of jealous roiled inside me, but I ignored it. What right do I have to be jealous? She probably has a boyfriend anyway. As cute as she is...

“Hey, John.”

A female voice drew me out of my thoughts. I looked up, surprised. A familiar, extremely attractive woman stood before me. It was my ex, Jennifer.

Oh, great. Jennifer and I had not ended things well. There’d been fights. A lot of fights. Mostly because of my game time, as in...spending too much of it. Eventually she’d left me for some douchebag business major while we were both in college. Now, it had been two years since we’d seen each other.

“Oh, hi, Jen.” I tried to sound enthusiastic and failed.

She caught onto my tone and snorted. “Great to see you too. What are you doing at the mall?”

“Same thing you are, I presume.” I eyed the shopping bag in her hand.

Jen was super hot. I still don’t know what I’d done to get her to date a geek like me. Looking her over briefly, I saw that she was still gorgeous. With thick brown hair that fell over her shoulders, she had nice perky tits that were emphasized by the low-cut purple sweater she was wearing. Her makeup was done with purple shadows and highlights as well — showing off her favorite color. I noticed she’d added purple lipstick and hair highlights, too. It looked really fucking good on her, to be truthful.

Honestly, she wasn’t a bad person. We just didn’t see eye-to-eye on most things...or anything.

“So, uh, good seeing you, I guess.” I rubbed the back of my neck, not really knowing what to say.

“Hey, hey. Don’t run off so quick.” She took my arm, leading me over to a nearby bench. “Want to sit and talk for a bit, maybe catch up?”

I hesitated. It seemed weird she’d want to talk to me. But she did look really hot, and it’d been a while...

I shrugged. “Sure.”

****

Two hours flew by as Jen and I caught up. I was amazed at how well we suddenly clicked now. It was like no time at all had passed. We stopped into one of the mall restaurants — Faraday’s — for some milkshakes and fries. We sat together in a small booth with a window. Rain had started to come down lightly, splattering the window.

“So are you still with that girl, Lisa?” Jen asked, munching on a fry.

“Nah, we broke up.” I’d dated off and on since Jen, but nothing serious. “You still with Brad?”

“The douchebag business major, as you used to call him?” She smirked. “Nope. We split a while back.”

“Really.” I was surprised. “I thought you two would be together forever. Have little business major babies and all.”

She laughed. “Nah. Called it quits after I caught him cheating on me with some other girl.”

“Oh geez, Jen.” I put my hand over hers without thinking, genuinely sorry. “That sucks.”

She looked down at my hand, then sighed, covering it with her own. “Thanks. You’ve been really sweet this afternoon. It’s been nice having you to talk with again.”

For a minute, I remembered why we’d gotten together in the first place. We did have a spark together. Chemistry. I smiled and squeezed her hand before letting go. “Yeah, it has been nice. I’m glad we ran into each other.”

I paid the check and we headed out. As we passed through the exit, a guy leered at Jen and smacked her ass. “Hey, gorgeous. Up for some fun tonight?”

She glared at him and shook her head. “No thank you.”

“Come on. I’ll show you a good time.”

“You heard her. She said she’s not interested,” I said, instinctively bristling. I put myself between Jen and the jerk.

“Get out of the way, loser. No one asked you.”

Jen leaned into me from behind, her arm going around mine.

“I think you should apologize to my friend,” I growled. I don’t know what had gotten into me. Normally, I would’ve cowered and run — but it was almost like I was Mirathen. Unafraid of getting into a fight, if it came to that.

The dude got up off his stool. “Do what now, punk?”

Jen clutched me tighter, seeking protection — and I responded with a comforting squeeze to her arm. “Apologize to my friend. She’s not some piece of meat for you to slap and ogle.”

My voice deepened and I stood to my full height, staring the jerk right in the eye. For a split second, I was sure we were going to come to blows. But after a momentary stare-off, he lowered his posture, deflating. Looking a bit like a defeated dog. I smirked inwardly. Guess my Intimidation skills have gone up in real life, not jus tin game.

“Er... Yeah. Look...sorry, lady. I shouldn’t have done that.” The dude apologized, looking sheepishly at Jen.

She just shrugged, tugging on my arm. “Forget about it. Come on, John.”

I nodded and followed her.

When we got to my car, Jen pulled me aside and looked me straight in the eye. “Damn, what was that back there?” Her voice was soft — and full of appreciative gratitude.

“I had to protect you. I don’t know why, it was just instinct.”

“Well, it was fucking hot. Nothing like the old you.” She pressed me up against the car and leaned in close, putting her arms around my neck and whispering: “I’ve got the strongest urge to get you in the backseat of this car right now and fuck you.”

I smiled, putting my arms around her waist. Unlike the old me — nervous with women, unable to handle any kind of sexy banter — I felt confident and comfortable. “I like the way you think.”

Our lips met, Jen’s pressing urgently against mine. The heat that had been building between us from reliving our old relationship, pre-breakup, and bonding over fries, had suddenly come to a boiling point. That, plus my protectiveness over her, seemed to have triggered something inside her. She really, really wanted me — or so it seemed.

Any doubt I had was cleared up in the next moment. She took my hand and put it down the front of her jeans. “Look what you’ve done to me, John. You got me all worked up.”

I felt the wetness in her panties, my fingers rubbing over her velvety soft folds. I groaned in pleasure. “Shit, Jen. You’re fucking wet...”

“Mhm.” She licked the outer rim of my ear. “Now get me inside this car and fuck me.”

***

I wasted no time. The minute we were in the backseat together, I locked the doors and pulled down the shades over my windows. I didn’t really care who saw, truthfully — I just wanted to be inside her, and it was obvious she wanted the same thing.

She worked frantically at the buttons of her blouse, half-tearing it off once she finally got them open. She showed me her purple lacy bra, the garment barely holding in her generous, creamy breasts. They weren’t huge — just right for her body, maybe a C-cup. But they were extremely tempting and suckable, exactly like I remembered. This was totally unlike the sex we’d had before — which had been tender and pretty good. But nothing like the hard, passionate, animal fucking we were engaging in now.

“Get these goddamn clothes off,” she muttered, helping me out of my shirt, tossing it to one side of the truck. I positioned myself between her thighs, feeling them go around me as she pulled me in for another hot kiss. She moaned as my tongue invaded her mouth, dominance rising inside me. I felt like Mirathen, the warrior’s powerful spirit coming into me, as if carrying over from the game. I was strong, alpha, needing to claim my territory, my prize.

She’s your ex, warned a little voice inside me. Is this the best idea?

Right now I didn’t care. Sure, nothing was going to be permanent between me and Jen, it couldn’t be. We were like oil and water — we just didn’t work out together. But if she wanted a rough, hard fuck, I was more than happy to oblige.

She tugged my pants down, freeing my thick, hard cock. I dripped precum from my slit and she giggled, taking it with the tip of her finger and sucking it off. “Wow, you’ve grown or something, John. Jesus, your cock is big. Way bigger than I remember.”

“Probably just the...light,” I grunted, feeling her take me into her mouth. “Ohhhh, shit.”

She sucked on me hard, wasting no time in going after what she wanted. Her perfect purple lips went up and down my cock, leaving a soft trail of that gorgeous lipstick. She gazed up into my eyes, looking willing and submissive, like she wanted nothing more than to coax the cum from my balls and swallow every drop. She’d never sucked me like this before. It had always been tentative when we were together then, like she wasn’t really into it. Now she looked like she’d die if she didn’t get me to cum in her mouth.

“Mmmm, mmmmm,” she moaned, head bobbing as she sucked up and down on my big shaft, the head of my cock touching her throat. I grunted, hands tangling in her purple-brown hair as the soft locks fell over my fingers. I pushed my cock deeper into her mouth, fucking her face. I expected resistance — she’d never enjoyed giving me head before — but instead it seemed she liked it. She sucked harder, moaning in pleasure as I took control, thrusting my cock deep into her throat.

“That’s it. Good girl. Take that big cock deep in your slutty little mouth...Fuck,” I groaned. “Just like that.” My dirty talk had a definite effect on her, making her writhe in pleasure, her hand going between her thighs. She was getting really worked up, her head bobbing faster. She let go for a minute to roll her tongue around the tip of my dick, then up and down my shaft. She sucked on each of my heavy balls, letting them stay in her mouth for a minute, lewd smacking noises filling the car.

“Cum in my mouth, baby,” she whispered eagerly. “I want it. Let me taste you.”

Then she wrapped her lips around my cock again. I groaned in pleasure, feeling my balls getting hot, my load coming fast. “It’s coming, Jen. I’m gonna cum. Gonna spurt in your hot wet mouth...”

“Mmmm,” she moaned urgently, sucking harder, fingers still playing with her pussy. I watched as she grew flushed and hot, clearly about to cum herself. The sight of that — and knowing my ex was getting off just by servicing me this way — was too much. I blew my load, hot and thick inside her mouth, my cum spewing forth from my dick. It splattered her tongue and throat, and unlike the old Jen, who would have spit it out, she swallowed every drop lustfully, gazing up into my eyes with pleasure.

I saw her coming at the same time, her orgasm taking hold. She shuddered violently, her body wracked with pleasured spasms. “Mmmmmm!” she moaned around me, swallowing my cum while getting herself off. Her slick fingers slid from her pussy and she showed them to me. I took her by the wrist, licking the delicious hot juices from her hand.

She stared up at me in amazed pleasure, lying back on the seat. I helped her out of her jeans and tossed them aside, her purple lace panties sliding down her thighs. Leaving her in just her bra, I slid my still-hard cock to her entrance, slowly parting the slick folds of her pussy.

“Ohhhh yes,” she hissed, her nails driving into my shoulder blades as I entered her. “Oh my fucking god. Fuck me, John. I want to feel you ride me rough and hard. Drill me with that big fucking cock!”

I loved hearing my ex talk to me like a porn star, spewing dirty words I’d never heard from her before. She bit lightly on the tip of my ear as I started to slide in and out, the pain mingling with pleasure. I grunted harshly, feeling myself bottom out as I pressed all the way into her. She was wet and tight, her inner walls clutching me divinely.

“Holy shit, you feel so good, Jen.”

“So do you,” she gasped. “Jesus, you’re big.”

We kissed long and hard, enjoying each other’s mouths and bodies, her fingers playing over my muscles. I’d changed since she’d last seen me — I was more buff now, as I’d started working out and eating healthier. I was also more in control of my life, having gotten a job and taken charge of things. She’d changed, too — the intensity of seeing each other in this new way was crackling excitement between us, the hot, sexual energy of our connection filling the car.

I slid my cock in and out of her, feeling her slick walls clinging to me with each slow thrust. I picked up my speed a bit, seeing the need in her eyes. She moaned as my length filled her, her legs wrapping tight around me.

“You’re so different,” she whispered. “So much stronger. Sexier. I can’t believe how attracted I am to you.”

“Thanks,” I said, licking around the edge of her jaw. Then I kissed her. “You’re pretty damn sexy yourself.”

I tugged the purple lace of her bra down, taking one of her swollen nipples into my fingers. I sucked on the engorged bud, my cock driving into her in time with my slurping lips. She gasped, caressing my head, her hips thrusting forward against mine.

“Ohhh shit,” she moaned. “That’s amazing. Keep fucking me...suck my tits...ohhhh god, John! YES!”

Her walls clung tightly to my invading shaft, her breasts thrusting forward into my mouth as I massaged each one, then sucked hard on the swollen nipples. She writhed beneath me, clawing my back, sucking on my bottom lip. The car windows started to steam up, the sounds of our mingled groans of pleasure filling the hot interior. It bounced and rocked in time with my thrusts; I knew anyone passing by would know we were having sex inside.

I didn’t care.

All I could think was how amazing it felt being inside Jen, how sexy her urgent, breathy moans were, how soft and luxurious her brown-purple hair was in my fingers. I gripped hard, my thrusts dominant and forceful as I neared my orgasm. “Jen, babe...I’m gonna shoot...”

“Do it, John! Do it in my pussy! I want to feel you cum in me...ohhhhh, fuck, please do it...”

Give the lady what she wants, I thought, groaning in pleasure. “Ohhhh shit...goddamn,” I growled, clutching her hair tight, my balls slapping the wet mound of her pussy with each driving thrust. I shoved my cock in to the hilt, bottoming out inside her as I spurted hot ropes of cum, splattering her insides. Painting her womb with it. I gazed into my sexy ex’s eyes as I filled her, feeling her breath hot on my face, her nails scratching my back. She gasped, cumming at the same time I did, her inner walls clenching tight around my shaft.

“Ohhhh...holy shit,” she said, giving a soft sigh of pleasure and satisfaction. “No one’s ever made me feel that good.”

“Glad I could be the one to do it.”

She smiled, kissing me slowly and tenderly this time, her lips rubbing slowly against mine.

****

I drove Jen back to her place when we were done, realizing the full extent of what had happened. Where did this leave us? What had I really done? Fucked my ex? Was that even supposed to happen? I felt confused — but happy. The sex between us had been really, really good.

I looked over at her as I pulled into her driveway, not quite sure what to say. “So...I guess this is it?”

She nodded. “Yeah. I, um...I need some time to think. I really enjoyed tonight with you. More than I ever thought — I mean....” She bit her lip, looking as confused as I was. “I just mean...thank you, John. For everything.” She leaned in close, putting her hand on my cheek and giving me another long, slow kiss. With a last brief smile, slightly sad, she got out of the car and closed it.

She started to go, then turned back. “Hey, um...maybe call me some time?”

I smiled, feeling relieved. Whether we got back together or not was still up in the air, but I did want to remain friends if that was possible. “You bet, Jens.”

She smiled at my use of her old pet name, gazing at me a moment longer. Then she turned and went into the house.

I drove home, blown away by the events of the day. I’d gone to the mall thinking I’d just be there for a few hours...then ended up banging my ex. Defending her, even, from some creepy guy.

What was happening? Where was the old me, the one who never got laid only ended up in fights and breakups with women, not having amazing sex in the backseat of his car...

Was I turning into Mirathen, in real life?

There was only one way to find out.

When I got back home, I plugged back into the world of Mystra, returning to the inns here I’d left off. Deciding my real-world sex would have to do, since I couldn’t find any one available to bring to bed with me, I turned in for the night, letting my avatar rest up and recover.

****
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“I promise, warrior, I’ll make it worth your while.”

“Oh, I have no doubt you will...”

El’ariel leaned in close, her gentle, delicious smell infiltrating my nose. She smelled sweet, like dandelions and thick forest, like the clear sky on a spring morning. Her luxurious blonde hair filled my fingers as she pressed her lips to mine, her breasts rubbing against my chest. Her fingers played over the nape of my neck, her nails delicate, scratching lightly, just enough to make the hairs there stand up. As we kissed, she gave soft moans of pleasure, taking my hand and bringing it to her breast.

“I want you to have me,” she said, breathing hard and hot against my face. “Let me be yours tonight, warrior, in any way you wish. Use me...claim me.”

I grunted in desire and pleasure, reaching for the straps at the back of her gown. Undoing them — since I apparently had that skill in this game — I let the laces fall lose, each strap coming free as I worked the garment off her. It fell off her beautiful body, pooling at her hips. She stood to slide it the rest of the way off, revealing her perfect, graceful form to me, letting me feast my eyes on her creamy thighs. Her smooth calves and graceful feet. Her full breasts, the nipples hard little points under the thin covering of her chemise. Her firm, smooth tummy that would soon be swollen with my child. Her pussy, shaved and hairless, glistening in the firelight, wet and ready for me to invade her.

His Secret World: Part III

John/Mirathen

The next day in Mystra, it was time to get back to work. Aerin helpfully reminded me of that fact, coming in to my room with a knock on my door — before the sun was even fully up.

Apparently feeling groggy was a side-effect of going to bed too late in this game. “Argh, what time is it?” I asked, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

“Time to get going,” said Aerin cheerfully, coming right into my room. Though she apparently wasn’t ready to spend the night with me, she had no problems with coming into my room with me in a state of undress. Catching sight of the morning tent underneath my sheets where my groin was, she giggled and tossed me my armor. “Here, put this on. We need to get going!”

“Okay, okay.” I strapped on my gear and swords, and then we headed to the stables. It was time to get some horses.

We chose two steeds, one for me and one for her. Mine was a black stallion, swift and muscled; hers a sleek white mare, confident and steady. Together, we made a pretty impressive pair.

She agreed, smiling. “I think we’re doing well together, Mir. Don’t you?”

“Indeed.”

I checked through my quest log. The next stage of the game involved a bunch of grinding-style quests in a swampy area — not my favorite. But at least with the pretty mage at my side, things wouldn’t be so bad.

We rode into the damp green bogs of Elderfen, wading carefully through the thick substance. It smelled like rotting eggs, the sulfuric smell penetrating my nostrils unpleasantly. Still, there were worse things — like the oncoming orcs charging our way.

“Aerin,” I warned.

“I see them. I’m ready!”

The first few waves went down easily enough. They weren’t well-armored, giving us the chance to dispatch them quickly. It wasn’t until the second set of orcs started coming that things got more difficult.

Aerin had mastered a new set of spells, several of which had AoE capabilities. One was called Ice Storm; I saw it on her hotbar, which was located by her NPC portrait on my screen. I set it to repeatedly cast, but knew that would leave her without as much mana as she’d need to heal me.

Still, I figured my best option was to try to down as many orcs as possible — as fast as possible, until —

You have died.

Crap. My strategy didn’t work.

I sighed, staring at Mirathen’s corpse. Dying in the game wasn’t a big deal; you just took a repair penalty to your gear and revived at the nearest healing fountain. I clicked the Revive button and popped up a short distance from where we had died.

Then I clicked Summon Companion to bring Aerin back as well.

“Whew,” she exclaimed, popping back into view. “That was weird! I’ve never been brought down before.”

“Hopefully it won’t happen again. My mistake for screwing up our strategy.”

I decided to try a different tactic: aggressive heals from Aerin on me, while I would use melee AoE to take down as many orcs as possible. We headed back to the battle site, and this time I spammed my Furious Strikes and Sweeping Blows abilities, doing single and multiple target DPS while Aerin cast her Healing Waves spell.

As my health bar would go down, rejuvenating waves of healing water would flood over me, restoring my health and mending my wounds. I drove my blades into the oncoming orcs as hard as I could, rending flesh, bringing snarls of rage from their ugly lips. “Mok log’ar ok’tari!” shouted one, his axe coming close to my neck. I dodged, then retaliated with a quick strike to his left leg, severing it at the ankle.

As I took the last orc down, I stood triumphant, looking much better for wear this time. “Well,” I said, catching my breath, “that went better.”

“Seems a change in strategy was all we needed.” Aerin knelt down, inspecting something on the ground. “What’s this?” She picked up a small, yellow glowing crystal, offering it to me.

I took the crystal and inspected it. “Huh. Was he carrying this?” I asked, indicating the dead orc.

“I don’t think so. It was just...” She pointed, showing me another one. “Look. There are more on the ground here, all over.”

Sure enough, the small crystals were scattered about, littering the ground around us. I picked up a few more and put them into my pocket, thinking they might be of use for later.

Then the little quest screen popped up, indicating a new quest. Greetings, hero. You’ve just collected an item someone in town might be interested in. Look for the silver arrow showing your questgiver’s loc—

I cut the text off, rolling my eyes. Yeah, yeah. I don’t need to read tutorial stuff every time.

Mounting back up on our horses, Aerin and I headed toward the nearby elven encampment, where we needed to turn in our quests.

****

“Seems that my spells protected you,” my companion said, initiating dialogue with me. That usually meant a story point was happening — at least in terms of our relationship.

I stopped and turned back. “They did. You’ve got quite a talented healing hand.”

She grinned. “Good thing. I wouldn’t want you ending up dead again. That really sucked.”

I took the chance to examine Aerin’s new armor. It was similar to her last set of robes, though a bit less in volume. This outfit was a tight-fitting, sleek getup of purple and blue with the same encrusted jewel in the center of her chest. I noticed she had a similar one around her wrist and neck — a bracelet and necklace. I tilted my head curiously, indicating the necklace. “Is that something you wear all the time?”

She looked down, nodding. Her gaze turned a bit sad. “My father gave it to me before he died. It’s been in our family for years.”

“Oh, I see.”

“I was raised by a farmer, but it turned out I had come from a line of mages — my real parents, whom I never knew. My adoptive father was the only family I grew up with, though.” She looked down sadly. “He was the closest friend I had. When I went to study to become a mage, I wasn’t able to get close to anyone. There just wasn’t any time for it.”

“So you haven’t had any good friends since you left the academy?” I tried to imagine a life without friends and it sounded dismal, indeed.

She nodded, walking a little closer to me on horseback. “The truth is, I chose this job thinking I could accompany someone, maybe even make a friend. I feel like in you, I could find that.” She smiled hopefully. “Do you think so, Mir?”

I nodded, seeing the little heart icon by the next dialogue option I chose. “Yes, I do think that, Aerin. Very much.”

“So we’re friends?” she said, giggling softly.

“We are indeed.” I grinned. “I’m pretty sure you saved my life back there, besides.”

“I’d do it again in a heartbeat.” She smiled again; this time her eyes lingered on mine, holding my gaze. I felt something pass between us — a sense of closeness and connection, similar to what I’d felt with Janise that night.

As we made our way into the elven encampment, I headed to the area where we were supposed to turn in our quests. I also showed the crystal to one of the elven mages there, who turned it over in his hands, puzzled.

“Strange. I haven’t seen one of these since the great earthquake of 411. Usually they start appearing a few months before one.”

Aerin looked worried. “Does that mean another one is coming?”

“Possibly. I’ll show this to my geomancer friend. He may be able to tell us more.”

While the elven mage went off to conduct his business, Aerin and I headed to a nearby enclave. We decided to set up camp here for a few days since I had several quests that needed to be done in this area. Technically, it was supposed to last for at least another 5 to 8 levels.

Since we were in a tent, there was no option for separate rooms this time. I did my best to be discreet, keeping my back turned as I changed, knowing Aerin was on the other side, changing on her own bed.

As I reached for my tunic, I caught a glimpse of her bare thigh as she removed her stocking. Her skin was pale white, the color of pearl, her leg sensuous and feminine. She slid the fabric down her thigh to her calf, then delicately removed it from her ankle. Her outer robes came next, sliding from her graceful shoulders to pool at her feet. From my vantage point, I could only see her from behind, her slender bare back looking quite lovely indeed. Her hips were shapely but quite thin, like the rest of her. She had such a fragile, delicate-looking little body. Seeing her naked like that, from behind, the curve of her hips luring me in, I couldn’t help by feel myself growing hard. My cock throbbed; in game, I hadn’t had a woman for a whole two days. Apparently I’m a horny bastard in this game, I thought wryly. A whole two days without sex? I could go without for two years in real life.

Aerin started to pull on a gauzy blue robe that she wore indoors, cinching it around her waist. I finished dressing myself and turned, giving her a brief, appreciative smile. She did the same to me.

“Ready to find some food?” I asked, offering my arm.

She took it and nodded. “I’d love to.”

****

We headed down to the large tent in the middle of camp, where it looked like people were going in for dinner. There were a number of elven and human warriors, many still dressed for battle. Either coming or going, I guessed. There was another onslaught of orcs just a few miles south, so I suspected many of the adventurers and soldiers here were holding them off. There were several player characters running about, restocking and turning in quests, as well.

Aerin and I took a seat at the main table, and shortly after, we were served a delicious helping of venison stew, bread, and cheese, along with some kind of eleven vegetable dish.

It all tasted delicious. We ate side-by-side, talking and bonding. A few warriors came to sit with us, sharing tales of their adventures. The room was filled with laughter and good spirits, a fire blazing at one end of the enclave, where the cooks were spooning out bowls of that delicious stew.

When we’d finished eating I patted my belly and sat back in my chair. “I’m stuffed.”

Aerin smiled. “Not too full for a walk around the camp with me, I hope?”

My heart leapt. Was she really offering to go on a ‘date’ of sorts? Not that we could really date, but spending time together — not just questing — was a nice thought.

I nodded and took the hand she offered to me.

****

It was nice, having Aerin in my company as we took a leisurely stroll around the camp. She held my arm, leaning close against me, seemingly totally comfortable with me. I guess the bonding we’d been doing while adventuring was helping her open up. I could understand her reluctance to, given she hadn’t had a true friend since her father.

“When did your dad die?” I asked, realizing too late it might have seemed insensitive. “Sorry — I guess that’s not a very nice question.”

“No, it’s okay. I appreciate you asking me about it.” She bit her lip a little habit she had when she was thinking, I’d noticed. “It was shortly after I finished mage school. I was about twenty. He was getting up in years, and...it was just his time.”

“So he gave you that necklace before he went? Did he say what its significance was?”

“He said it came from the legacy of his family before him, and he wanted to pass it on to me. Even though I was adopted, he thought of me like his real daughter, his own flesh and blood. He told me, ‘Aerin, this amulet will bring you luck and fortunate, and bless you with greater magical powers, as well.’”

I glanced up at her mana pool and noticed that it had +10 to her normal threshold. That was from the necklace she wore — which upgraded itself with each level, being an heirloom item. Heirloom gear was pretty good for leveling, but would likely be replaced once we reached endgame.

I didn’t really want to tell her that, though — especially not now. “I’m glad you have something to remember him by.” I squeezed her shoulder.

She nodded, holding my hand a bit tighter as we walked over to a nearby stone bench overlooking a nicer part of the swampy undergrowth. It was still a dim green, the haze heavy all around us, but at least the bullfrogs were quieter here. It was almost peaceful — and the elves had placed some kind of spell on the area, reducing the sulfuric odor to pretty much nothing.

“Romantic spot, huh?” I joked.

Aerin giggled. “Do you bring all your dates to the swamp?”

So she thinks it’s a date, too. I grinned. “Only the ones I like best. Good to see how well they can endure such conditions.”

She smiled, leaning her chin on my shoulder. “Well, it is your lifestyle, and all. I’m sure we’ll be going to much worse places than Elderfen Swamp.”

“You’re okay with that?” I put my arm around her shoulders, drawing her close. “With going to all these nasty places with me?”

“Mir, I love it. Being out in the world, getting to see it all up close, adventuring, helping you fight, healing you...” She closed her eyes and smiled, looking genuinely happy. “It’s a dream come true for me. Without this, I’d still be stuck in the mages’ castle, poring over boring books all day.”

“That doesn’t sound much fun.”

“It wasn’t...” She gazed at me, her eyes lingering on my lips. I tilted her head up a little further with my finger, angling her chin.

I leaned in close, sensing that now was the time. Just one kiss...

I planted my lips against hers; her eyes fluttered closed. It was a gentle, sweet kiss, just a moment shared amongst two good friends under the shade of the bog trees.

I held her chin, tilting her head slightly so I could slide my tongue against her lips. She parted her lips for me, letting my tongue inside her mouth. She gave a soft moan of pleasure, her arms going around my neck.

Finally, I’m kissing Aerin. Gods, her lips felt good. We kept kissing for several moments, though it seemed like just a second. When I finally pulled away, my mage companion gazed at me breathlessly, her shining blue eyes gazing up at me in pleasure, her breaths coming hard and fast.

“Wow, Mirathen, that was —”

Before she could finish her sentence, an arrow whizzed past my head. I reacted fast, pulling her down with me. “Damnit,” I hissed. I spotted them — a trio of orcen archers. “We’ve been ambushed.”

Her eyes went wide. “They must have hit the camp —”

“Elariael, nevae’n!” An elvish female voice called out from nearby. I turned seeing a stunning beautiful elven sorceress, her fingers blazing with white light. Her fingers were outstretched toward the archers, shooting bolts of powerful magic.

The first orc took a direct hit, falling back. The second tried to flee, but she sent another bolt of magic at him, sending him spiraling to his death in the bog. The third shot an arrow at her — and missed, the shot falling helplessly at her feet. She glared — then shot a final bolt of magical energy, hitting the orc square in the chest. He flew backward and collapsed, dead.

Then she turned to us; I was still kneeling with my arms protectively around Aerin. I wasn’t sure if she was going to attack, or what....

But to my immense relief, she lowered her arms and came toward us, her golden robes shimmering. Despite the thick bog underfoot, not one shred of swamp much clung to her, her robes remaining stainless and perfectly pristine. “Are you harmed?” she asked, her voice bearing a trace of elvish accent, the sound musical and enticing.

“I’m okay. Are you, Aerin?”

My companion nodded, still looking tense and frightened, but slowly relaxing in my arms.

“We’re okay,” I said, turning back to the elvish sorceress.

“Good. I need to speak with you. I have a favor to ask.”

****

We followed the elf — her name was El’ariel — back to the camp. She requested to see me alone in her tent, and though Aerin didn’t seem thrilled by that, we didn’t have much choice. After all, El’ariel had saved our lives.

I followed the beautiful elven mage to her tent where she pulled the flap back, allowing me inside. She had changed into a smaller, simpler set of robes, this one displaying her generous cleavage quite nicely. Her hair was different too — instead of the elaborate style she’d had when we saw her at first, it hung in thick golden waves down her shoulders, pooling over her breasts.

Her robes were cut in such a way that her midriff was exposed, showing me glimpses of her perfect taut stomach and belly button. Which, I noticed, was pierced with an ornate jewel. Something elven, no doubt.

Damn. They really made the women hot in this game.

El’ariel beckoned for me to sit beside her before the blazing fire in her tent. “I’m sure you know why I’ve called you here.”

I sat, looking over at her curiously. “You saved our lives. Anything you need from me I’ll gladly provide.”

The elven sorceress looked hesitant for the first time since we’d met. “You may say that now, but the request I have is...unusual, to say the least.”

“Can’t be any stranger than anything else I’ve had to do.”

“You say that now, but...” She took in a breath, then exhaled, her hands clasping together in her lap. “I’ll just come out and say it. I need you to give me a child.”

I blinked, not sure I’d heard right. “You...what?”

“My husband is impotent. We are unable to bear offspring. My family legacy must be passed on, and I’ve gained my husband’s agreement: we need to find a suitable father for the child, one to provide strong, noble lineage.” She looked me squarely in the eye, her breasts pushing forward slightly, as it to entice me. (It was working, by the way.) “We’ve heard of your exploits, Warrior Mirathen. You’ve already gained quite a name for yourself in these parts. To have you as the child’s father would be an honor, both for me and my husband, Hildreth.”

“But...” I was stunned, hardly knowing what to say. Was she really asking me to...to have sex with her? Impregnate her? This gorgeous elven babe wanted me to do her a favor — by sleeping with her?

“I know it’s a bold, brazen request. But truly, to have you as the father...it would be —”

“It’s not bold. It’s...surprising, yes. But I’m not against the idea, not at all.”

She smiled for the first time, relaxing a little. “Well, I’m glad to hear that.”

My gaze swept over her body. Needless to say, I was more than a little turned on, my cock growing hard at the thought of spending a night of hot, sweaty passion with this beautiful woman. “So, the act of...being together, to conceive... We’d do it the normal way, yes?”

She nodded. “You and I would spend the night together. Or two...three...however many it takes until the village midwife can say for certain that I am with child.”

I swallowed hard. “And you’re sure your husband is okay with it?”

She nodded. “He has given his blessing. He’s the one who sent me to find you — he suggested you be the one for our legacy.” She rose, coming over to me gracefully and settling onto my lap. “I promise, warrior, I’ll make it worth your while.”

“Oh, I have no doubt you will...”

El’ariel leaned in close, her gentle, delicious smell infiltrating my nose. She smelled sweet, like dandelions and thick forest, like the clear sky on a spring morning. Her luxurious blonde hair filled my fingers as she pressed her lips to mine, her breasts rubbing against my chest. Her fingers played over the nape of my neck, her nails delicate, scratching lightly, just enough to make the hairs there stand up. As we kissed, she gave soft moans of pleasure, taking my hand and bringing it to her breast.

“I want you to have me,” she said, breathing hard and hot against my face. “Let me be yours tonight, warrior, in any way you wish. Use me...claim me.”

I grunted in desire and pleasure, reaching for the straps at the back of her gown. Undoing them — since I apparently had that skill in this game — I let the laces fall lose, each strap coming free as I worked the garment off her. It fell off her beautiful body, pooling at her hips. She stood to slide it the rest of the way off, revealing her perfect, graceful form to me, letting me feast my eyes on her creamy thighs. Her smooth calves and graceful feet. Her full breasts, the nipples hard little points under the thin covering of her chemise. Her firm, smooth tummy that would soon be swollen with my child. Her pussy, shaved and hairless, glistening in the firelight, wet and ready for me to invade her.

I groaned with desire, my cock bulging through my trousers. El’ariel knelt and reached for it, removing the laces of my pants and helping me free my hard length. She took my cock into her hand and stroked, sliding her delicate fingers up and down. “Mmm, you’re very big and hard, Mirathen.”

For a brief minute, Aerin’s face flickered into my mind. Would she care if I was doing this? Would I get some kind of penalty for having sex with a gorgeous elven babe, reducing my chances of getting with Aerin?

I paused the game and took off my headset long enough to do a bit of web searching. I typed in “Transcendental game romance” and came up with a list of features.

I couldn’t find what I wanted, though, so I typed in: “companion rules” as part of my search.

Scrolling to the bottom of the page, I read: “You will not receive a penalty for romantic encounters for quests or other aspects of the game. However, if you embark on a new romance with another companion, your previous companion’s approval points will be lost.”

Aha. So if I switched companions, my romance progress with Aerin would be shot. But I wasn’t doing that — just having sex as part of a quest, apparently.

I put my headset back on and was rewarded with the sight of El’ariel’s gorgeous tits in my face. Goddamn, she was hot. Emboldened by the fact I was about to have more mind-blowingly hot sex with a beautiful elven babe, consequence-free, I reached for the sides of her bra — or whatever you could call the garment that was its in-game equivalent — and tore right apart.

The fabric shredded in my hands, drawing a pleased gasp from El’ariel’s lips. Her heavy tits swung free, the full mounds providing more than a handful. I growled low in desire and pleasure, sucking on each of her hard nipples, my lips slurping lustfully at them.

As I did, she continued to stroke my cock up and down, moaning and pressing her breasts into my mouth. She cradled my head, then whispered, “I want to taste you, warrior. Let me take your heavy cock into my mouth.”

Her words were hard to say no to. I leaned back, propping my hands behind me on the seat, allowing her to wrap her lovely lips around my dick. I stroked her hair back, enjoying the view of the firelight playing over her pretty features. She sucked me slowly and teasingly, gazing up into my eyes, her own deep-brown orbs meeting mine with need and pleasure.

Her lips moved up and down my shaft, feeling amazing. She started really getting into it, her head bobbing in my lap. When I felt myself getting too close, I grunted, “You’re going to make me cum, princess. Let me take you on the bed so I can fulfill my promise.”

She smiled as I swept her into my arms and carried her over to the bed. I laid her down, feasting on her beautiful naked form. I tugged the rest of my clothing off, throwing my tunic aside and working my way out of my leather trousers. She reveled in the sight of my hard, muscled body, fingers wandering over my abs and chest. She sucked in a hard breath as I parted her thighs, lining my cock up with the entrance to her slick pussy.

“Put it in, Mir,” she gasped, guiding me firmly into her dripping slit. “Put it in all the way.”

I groaned, pushing forward with my hips. I felt her tight inner walls squeezing me, providing the perfect velvet sheath for my invading cock. Her pussy was amazing and soft around me, making me feel like I was coming home.

I thrust in deep, all the way to the hilt, filling her up. She gasped in pleasure, legs wrapping tight around my hips. “Yessss,” she hissed. “Just like that. Fuck me, my warrior. Thrust your cock in deep. Use me...my body is yours tonight.”

Her nails scratched up and down my back, her lips forming a teasing smile. I slid my cock in slowly in and out, reveling in the feel of her velvety depths. I built a rhythm, hands massing her firm tits, squeezing and rubbing my thumbs over her pointy nipples. I sucked the left one into my mouth, making her writhe and squeal in delight. Her hips thrust forward, impaling her deep on my cock.

“Ohhhh yes!” she cried, clutching me tight. “Fuck me, please! Fuck me hard! Plunge your cock deep inside me!”

Hearing the beautiful elven sorceress beg me to drill her with my cock was too much; I grunted in animalistic lust, gripping her hair and thrusting deep and hard. I fucked her relentlessly, using her as I pleased, turning her onto her stomach and entering her from behind. Seeing her gorgeous ass bouncing with every thrust brought me a new, primal sort of pleasure. I watched her pussy grip me on each slide out, then clutch tightly to my impaling cock as I entered again. I drilled her hard and fast, unrelenting, making her orgasm rise and hit her in powerful waves.

She shuddered, her beautiful body tensing in pleasure. “Ohhhh...goddess!” she screamed, clutching the bedsheets, her perfect red nails gripping tight to the cloth. Her pussy spasmed around me, her body shivering in waves of bliss.

I grunted, feeling my own climax hit. “Here it comes, El’ariel... I can hold back no longer...”

“Give it to me, Mir! Fill me with your hot, potent seed! Let me feel in you in me, so deep and hot...”

I groaned, spurting thick jets of cum directly into her womb. I knew each burst was virile and powerful, my semen splattering her insides. She would be pregnant with my child by the end of the night; that much I knew for certain. The heavy load in my balls pulsed inside her, each spurt coating her perfect inner walls, triggering another climax inside her.

She came violently, her sensuous feminine body curving in pleasure like a beautiful cat. She shuddered a final time and collapsed on the pillows, sweat gleaming off her lovely back. I fell against her, exhausted, my cock giving its last spurts deep inside her tight cunt.

She turned and smiled at me. “You know, I’ve never been fucked like that before. By the goddess...you gave me such pleasure, Mir.”

“You know that’s only the first time, right?” I grinned. My cock was still hard inside her, making her gasp.

“You...Ohhhhh, you’re still hard...”

I tightened my fingers in her hair and gave another gentle thrust, making her squeal once more in pleasure.

The night was still young, after all.

****
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Aerin moved around to face me, her fingers going to the front of her robes. They trembled slightly as she worked at her laces, slowly removing the lace from her bodice and chest piece. Slowly, her robes fell from her shoulders, revealing her full breasts and slender stomach. She let them pool at her feet, showing her body to me in all its naked glory.

“Wow,” I breathed. She was stunning: her body was petite, yet firm, her muscles toned from years of acrobatics and magical training, and from her time riding with me on our adventures. Her calves were shapely and feminine, graceful and the same pale white as the rest of her. Her thighs were creamy and smooth, rising to show the trimmed, shaven V of her pussy, which glistened in the firelight, wet and ready for me. Her tummy was firm and smooth, and her breasts full and shapely, the nipples pointing at me invitingly.

I pulled her into my arms and gazed up at her in admiration. “Gods, you’re beautiful, Aerin.”


“Let me see you,” she breathed, reaching for the laces on my tunic.

I helped her get it off, leaving me in just my trousers. I sucked her left breast into my mouth, playing with the nipple, my tongue swirling around the tender bud. She gasped with pleasure and held my head, fingers stroking down the back of my neck and shoulders. I sucked on the other nipple as well, making her wetter.

“Gods, you’re making me so hot down there.”

His Secret World: Part IV

John/Mirathen

I woke up with a beautiful, soft, naked elven body pressed against mine. El’ariel’s ass was nestled firmly against my crotch, my arms around her. I smiled and smelled deeply at her neck, breathing in her sweet scent. She smelled as fresh as the day before. Apparently elves never needed to bathe — they just smelled amazing all the time. I pulled her hair aside so I could lick gently at her neck, drawing a soft moan of pleasure from her.

“Mmmm...is it morning already?” she asked sleepily. I looked down at her pussy, which still glistened with our mingled juices, my cum leaking from her slit.

She should be good and pregnant now, I thought, grinning as memories of the previous night came back to me. I had fucked her hard, using her tight elven body every way I desired, filling her time and time again with my seed.

Quest achieved! popped up a little gold-framed box, signaling that I had successfully completed my goal. El’ariel impregnated, it read. Congratulations, warrior!

I smirked. This game is fucking awesome.

Fighting orcs. Getting loot and XP. Then banging a gorgeous elven babe and knocking her up. Could it really get any better?

My mind flicked back to Aerin, my companion. For a moment, a wave of guilt washed over me. I felt like I’d cheated on her or something. Sure, we’d just kissed, but there we were, maybe even about to do more...

And then El’ariel had swept me away. Damn.

I hope she’ll forgive me.

El’ariel shifted in my arms, letting out a happy little sigh of pleasure. My hands went to her breasts, rubbing them gently, squeezing the full orbs between my fingers. What a way to wake up. If only I could keep her. I kissed her ear and neck, murmuring, “It’s morning, indeed. And I hope a good one for you.”

“Very.” She reached back, rubbing my hip with her slender fingers. She turned in my arms, facing me, her hand coming to my face. “Thank you for last night. It was beyond incredible.” Unlike humans, her breath was perfectly fresh and delicious-smelling, even first thing in the morning, bringing to mind thoughts of dewy grass and the sunrise.

“It was.” My hand traced her shoulder, moving to her stomach. “I believe we achieved our goal, as well.”

She giggled softly. “If we didn’t, you can be sure I’ll be back to find you again soon.”

She kissed me gently on the lips.

****

Once I’d dressed and left El’ariel’s tent, I returned to my own to find Aerin getting ready. She seemed reticent, still cheerful but not quite as close as the day before. “Good morning,” she greeted me.

“Morning, Aerin.” I strapped on my gear and pack a bit awkwardly, not really sure what to say. I still wanted to romance her, and knew being with the elven mage wouldn’t affect things, but...still. I’d just fucked another woman, and here I was with the one I truly wanted. “I...um...last night...”

“It’s okay. You don’t have to tell me all the details.” She took a deep breath, then turned to me. “I’ve had a lot of time to think about it, and I’m sure you have your reasons. Besides, this is your quest, and your life. I have no right to interfere with it.”

I wondered if this was just some peculiar logic the debs had put into her dialogue options to rationalize me sleeping with other women — while still making her attracted to me. “Then, you’re okay with things between us? You and I?”

She nodded, coming over to me. “I’m grateful for what we have — whatever that is. And honestly, when you kissed me yesterday...” Her voice became softer, her lashes lowering shyly. “I liked it a lot.”

“You did?”

“Mhm.”

I lifted her chin with my fingertips and smiled. “Good, because I did too.”

For a split second, I thought I might kiss her again — but a loud horn sounded, signaling another onslaught of orcs.

“Damn,” I muttered. “These guys never give it a rest.”

Aerin giggled. “More loot for us!”

****

Now level 15, the two of us made our way out of Elderfen Swamp to the next zone, an area strewn with rocks and dark, dense sand, with craggy cliffs and lava-filled pools. Called The Deep Trench, this area supposedly had once been a haven for dwarves, who’d mined the underground caverns extensively, making a home for themselves there. But when a number of slumbering reptilian creatures had awakened deep in the bowels of Mystra, they knew they could no longer stay. And so the dwarven kingdom, Throndilan, had been destroyed in a vicious battle between the serpentine beasts and the stalwart dwarves.

Our first stop was a dig site where several dwarves were excavating an area of Throndilan ruins. “What can we do to help?” I asked.

One of the dwarves turned to me. “Aha. You’re the fellow who was on about those crystals back at the elven camp, yes?”

I nodded. “My contact there said he thought they signaled an earthquake. He was going to investigate.”

“It’s more than an earthquake, sonny. Mystra is a place where huge changes in the land frequently take place — whole structures rising up out of the earth. You know, one time, a whole city came right out of the ground!”

“A whole city?” I exchanged a look with Aerin, skeptical.

“Aye. It was called Eliset. The city of sphinxes.”

“He means the great city that was located to the south of here, about a thousand years ago,” clarified Aerin. “It was destroyed in the war of 319.”

“Lass knows her history,” agreed the dwarf.

“Well, little Miss History Expert, we’d better get going.” I smiled and turned my horse. “We have a lot of platinum to collect.”

Aerin blushed and followed me.

****

I removed my headset, deciding to leave things in the game world for the time being. It was almost eight and now Monday morning, so I needed to head into work. I brushed my teeth, grabbed a quick bite of breakfast, and drove off.

I worked at a small jewelry shop downtown, in sales. It wasn’t the greatest job ever, but it wasn’t bad.

It was about an hour into my workday when I got a huge surprise: in through the door walked the pink-haired girl from the mall. At her side was a tall, lanky guy, her boyfriend, I assumed.

My heart sank, though I hid my feelings. I needed to be professional, after all.

“Hi, can I help you?” I asked.

“Yeah, um...” The pink-haired girl looked a little overwhelmed. “My boyfriend and I are looking for a promise ring.”

“A promise ring...Okay.” I pulled aside one of the glass doors to remove a few promising items. A glistening sapphire ring, one with an ornate diamond, and one that was a little lower in cost with silver designs around the exterior. I explained the specs of each and mentioned I had other more expensive, or less expensive models, depending on what their price range was.

“Oooh, I like that one,” said the girl, pointing to the sapphire. “Can I try it on?”

“Sure.”

She did. Though she looked thrilled, her boyfriend seemed like he wasn’t much into the whole thing. He just tapped his fingers on the counter, looking bored.

“Thanks,” she said, slipping it off and smiling at me. My stomach did a flip. She was really, really pretty.

If she was my girlfriend, I’d be doting on her this whole time. Hell, it would probably get annoying.

Bored guy wandered off, looking through the various shelves and glass stacks with earrings and necklaces. The girl turned to me and offered her hand. “I’m Stacey, by the way.”

“John. It’s nice to meet you.”

“I think I’ve seen you before. Do you come to the mall sometimes?”

“Yeah. I’ve seen you at the clothing store there.”

She smiled and nodded. “Yeah.” She bit her lip, looking over me curiously. “How long have you worked here?”

“A while. Three years, I guess.”

“Wow.” She took the ring off and set it down before me. “Well, you sure know your stuff.”

I chuckled. “Thanks.”

She looked back toward the boyfriend, sighing. “I guess I’d better go round him up. I had to drag him in here in the first place. Rings are not his thing.”

“So this was your idea?”

“Yeah.” She hesitated, looking back to me. “We, um...things haven’t been that great, so, I kind of thought a ring might bring us together. I don’t know why I suggested it. Maybe it was silly...”

I couldn’t stop the glimmer of hope that rose in me. I felt guilty for wanting her and her boyfriend not to work out — not that she’d ever be interested in me, anyway. But I couldn’t deny that was my feeling.

“It’s not silly. A lot of people exchange rings to prove their commitment.”

“That’s just it. He’s...not committed. To anything but video games and porn...”

She sighed, giving me a look that was adorable, her nose crinkling up around the edges. “Why am I telling you all this? You don’t want to hear about some stranger’s problems.”

“It’s okay.” I smiled. “I don’t mind.”

She looked at me another moment, her smile coming back. “You’re sweet.” She pushed away from the counter. “Hey, um, if you’re ever at the mall again, come say hi.”

“I’ll do that.”

Giving me a wave, Stacey and her boyfriend left the shop, the bells dinging on the door as it closed behind her.

Wow. That was serendipitous. I’d actually gotten to meet her — she’d approached me, instead of the other way around.

Now if I could just work up the nerve to say hi to her at the mall...

****

A few days later, I did. I decided what the hell. If I could slay vicious orcs and impregnate beautiful maidens in Transcendental, I could at least say hi to a pretty girl at the mall. Besides, if she was with her boyfriend, it’s not like there was any chance of something happening between us.

Stacey was at the counter at TJ’s, taking a shirt off a hanger. She folded it and spotted me, smiling. “Well, hey, stranger.”

“Hey yourself.” I walked over and joined her at the counter. “Busy in here today?”

“About usual.” She set the shirt aside and looked me over. I was still wearing my work clothes — a suit and tie. “You certainly look handso...all dressed up today.” She blushed slightly, folding another shirt to busy her hands.

Was she actually nervous around me? I caught a brief glimpse of my reflection in the mirror behind her. Unlike the nerdy, scrawny look I’d sported before, I was actually kind of handsome, like she’d been about to say. I looked much better — more muscled and buff, my jaw a bit more chiseled. And in the few days since I’d last seen her, I’d started growing a bit of stubble, giving me kind of a rugged look. Guess it suited me.

“Still wearing my outfit from work. You don’t look so bad yourself, either.”

She was wearing a tight-fitting pink shirt with the TJ’s logo, one that made her small but perky tits stand out nicely. She’d paired it with some black jeans that fit snugly, showing her shapely ass and smooth, rounded hips. She was petite and cute — no, hot — and had a bit of red lipstick on.

“Thanks.” She blushed, smiling and averting her eyes.

“Well, I just stopped in to say hi. I should let you get back to work.”

“Okay. Hey, um...” She hesitated — I could see she was nervous, biting her lip cutely. “Do you think you'd want to go for coffee or something later?”

I was thrilled she’d asked, my stomach doing another one of those flips it tended to do around Stacey. “Yeah, I’d love to. Any time in particular?”

“If you can swing by again at 3, I’ll be off work then.”

“It’s a plan.”

****

I showed up as promised to pick up Stacey at 3. It was starting to snow outside, so I donned a heavier jacket. Seeing that she was wearing just her t-shirt as we headed out from the mall together, I stopped her. “Whoa, wait. You’re not going out like that, are you?”

She gave me a grim smile. “I sort of forgot my jacket at home.”

“Madness.” I removed mine and put it around her shoulders. It was a heavy ski jacket designed to withstand subzero temperatures. And with the snow coming down right now, she’d need it — as slender as she was.

She smiled and pulled the jacket tight around her shoulders. But her smile faded just as soon as it’d appeared. “Wait — what will you wear?”

“I have an extra one in my car. I’ll be fine.”

We hurried together, huddled up with her in the crook of my arm to stay warm as we went to my car. I rifled around in the back until I found my spare coat — still plenty warm. I made sure Stacey was safely ensconced in the passenger’s seat and turned the heat up.

“Geez, you’re so thoughtful,” she said, giving me an appreciative glance. “Brian never thought of stuff like that.”

“He’s your boyfriend?”

“Yeah.” She lowered her eyes. “He was.”

I pulled out of the parking lot, heading toward a small, cozy bakery/coffee shop a short way down. “You’re not together anymore?”

“No, I broke it off. I just knew things weren’t going to progress the way I wanted. He was never into the idea of the ring, anyway.”

I gave her a sympathetic look. “I’m sorry.” I wasn’t really, of course. Well...I was sorry she’d gone through a breakup, but not sorry she’d dumped the loser.

She shook her head, letting out a breath. “Don’t be. It’s for the best.”

I pulled us into the parking lot and go out first, opening the door for her. She giggled. “Wow, such a gentleman. I feel like I’m on a date or something.”

I wanted it to be a date, but I also didn’t want her to feel pressured or uncomfortable. So I just smiled and said, “I just like to treat you.”

“You sure do know how to do that.” She took my arm as we walked inside. It was warm, toasty warm. It smelled delicious. There were all manner of goodies inside: cream-filled cakes, brownies, fruit tarts, cookies, and pies. We chose a small slice of chocolate cake to share and two cups of steaming hot coffee with milk.

We picked a nice quiet spot at the side of the bakery, her sitting across from me. There was a fire blazing in the hearth. There were just a few other patrons in there. It was actually kind of romantic with the snow falling outside and the delicious sweet treat in front of us.

She forked off a bite and held it out. “Come on, you try it first.”

“What, you want me to make sure it isn’t poisoned?”

“Yep.”

She grinned as I leaned in and took the bite from her. She held her fingers under my chin, presumably to avoid crumbs falling, but her fingertips brushed my skin. It sent a small shiver through me.

“Mmmm, tastes delicious.”

“You’re a chocolate fan?”

“Yep. You?”

“Always.”

As it turned out, we had a lot in common. We both loved to play games, specifically MMOs. We both liked geeky stuff — movies and board games and superheroes. We worked similar hours and had both gone to the same college.

“So, um...are you dating anyone?” she asked, sipping her coffee.

“No.” I chose not to mention the searing hot sex I’d had with my ex, Jen — which I still didn’t really know how to feel about. “Right now I’m just flying solo.”

“Guess that makes two of us, then.”

One of the bakers came by, wiping his hand on a towel. “Can I get you or your boyfriend anything, ma’am?” he asked, addressing Stacey. “And how are you enjoying your dessert?”

“It’s delicious. I think we’re good,” she said, glancing to me.

“Yep. It’s great.” I was happy she hadn’t corrected him about the boyfriend thing, too.

“All right. You just come find me if you need anything.” He returned to the counter, leaving us alone again.

“You didn’t tell him,” I said, finishing my coffee.

“Didn’t tell him what?”

“That I wasn’t your boyfriend.”

Stacey smiled, her cheeks making delicious little dimples which I wanted to kiss. I wanted to kiss other places too — her lips, her neck...down lower, between those perky little breasts of hers...and lower, to the treasure I knew was waiting for me in her panties.

“Well, who knows,” she said, giving me a flirty wink. “That could always change.”

****

After another cup of coffee, I invited her back to my place to hang out and play cards. We spent a couple hours doing that, then I headed into the kitchen to put on some dinner. I had the ingredients for marinara sauce, so Stacey offered to help out and get the pasta ready.

While I cut things for salads, she came up behind me, leaning close against me. She wasn’t exactly hugging me, but her left arm slid around my waist and she looked up at me. “You know...you’re quite a catch.”

“Oh?” I said, trying to appear nonchalant, despite the fact my heart was racing from her closeness.

“Yep. In fact, I really need to ask a favor of you right now.”

“What’s that?”

She put her hand on mine, stilling my chopping wrist — the one that was severing vegetables — and turned my face to hers. “I’d really like it if you’d kiss me.”

“Ummm...let me think. Yeah.”

She grinned. “Didn’t think I’d have to convince you on that one...”

I leaned in, sliding my lips to hers. As we made contact, heat seared from her lips to mine, the kiss sudden and passionate in its intensity. She gave a soft sigh of pleasure, parting her lips to let me slide my tongue inside.

I set the knife down and turned to face her completely, putting my arm around her waist. Stacey leaned into me, putting her arms around my neck, holding me tight. The kiss deepened; I knew I was hard for her, having desired her for a long time. My erection brushed her thigh, but if she noticed she didn’t say anything, or didn’t mind.

When I finally broke the kiss, she pulled back and gazed at me longingly, breathless. “Wow. You sure know how to kiss, hot stuff.”

“I was only doing half the work. You’re pretty damned good at it yourself.”

She smiled at my compliment, pleased.

The rest of the time we cooked together, I could barely take my eyes off her. She was stunning. Really damn hot. And super sweet. And that kiss...

Suddenly, I knew one thing was for sure.

We were on a date, right now.

****

After dinner, I invited Stacey to come and play some of Transcendental with me. I had a second headset, so she could strap in and watch, or join if she wanted. She opted to just watch for the time being, saying she would make a character later.

I warned her there was a pretty decent amount of sex in the game, but she was okay with that. She said she liked the romance stuff as much as I did — both with male and female characters.

I thought that was cool. So together, we resumed the spot I’d left off at, where I was fighting stuff with Aerin in a place called Bladestone Gorge. We were also still working on getting more of that damned platinum.

“Gods, you sure did find a lot of this stuff,” said my companion, coming up beside me with a satchel full of shiny metal. It was raw, needing to be refined. We’d take it back to the dwarven camp for that.

“You helped, remember?”

(I’d mentioned to Stacey I was romancing Aerin and she thought the idea was pretty cool, wanting to see the whole thing play out.)

“Yeah, I guess so.” Aerin helped me secure the bags of platinum to our horses, and we headed back to camp. After turning in this next slew of quests, we were at level 20.

We chose to set up camp at the dwarven area; it was too late to head to the nearest town, which was more than a day’s worth of riding. The strong desert winds were kicking up, blowing dust and dirt all around us in sweeping storms. I beckoned Aerin into my tent; she was fine sharing one with me, now.

As I took off my leather and mail armor, Aerin came up behind me, her hand sliding over my shoulders. “You look like you’re in need of a massage.”

I wasn’t about to protest; my body ached from continual slashing and hacking, then the carving up of thick slabs of platinum. Her fingers started to work their magic — literally, as she added healing waters to her touch, soothing my aching muscles. “Damn, that feels good.”

(At this point, I switched on the vibration/sensitivity link with Stacey’s headset so she could feel what I was feeling, as Mir.)

“I’m glad, sir,” Aerin purred into my ear. As her fingers worked my shoulders, her lips danced over my neck. “If you’d like, I can help you work out some of this tension in another way, too.”

(I realized I’d reached a turning point in the romance with my companion — maybe I was finally about to be rewarded with a sex scene. As I queried Stacey about that, she just grinned and said, “I’m okay with it if you are.” She squeezed my hand.)

“Yeah, I’d like that,” I said as Mir, choosing the dialogue option with the heart symbol beside it. In response, Aerin moved around to face me, her fingers going to the front of her robes. They trembled slightly as she worked at her laces, slowly removing the lace from her bodice and chest piece. Slowly, her robes fell from her shoulders, revealing her full breasts and slender stomach. She let them pool at her feet, showing her body to me in all its naked glory.

“Wow,” I breathed. She was stunning: her body was petite, yet firm, her muscles toned from years of acrobatics and magical training, and from her time riding with me on our adventures. Her calves were shapely and feminine, graceful and the same pale white as the rest of her. Her thighs were creamy and smooth, rising to show the trimmed, shaven V of her pussy, which glistened in the firelight, wet and ready for me. Her tummy was firm and smooth, and her breasts full and shapely, the nipples pointing at me invitingly.

I pulled her into my arms and gazed up at her in admiration. “Gods, you’re beautiful, Aerin.”

“Let me see you,” she breathed, reaching for the laces on my tunic.

I helped her get it off, leaving me in just my trousers. I sucked her left breast into my mouth, playing with the nipple, my tongue swirling around the tender bud. She gasped with pleasure and held my head, fingers stroking down the back of my neck and shoulders. I sucked on the other nipple as well, making her wetter.

“Gods, you’re making me so hot down there,” she gasped, her legs parting for me instinctively. I slid my hand up her smooth inner thigh until I reached the glistening folds, my fingers parting them and delving inside.

She moaned as I played with her dripping cunt, my fingers pushing in and out of her soft wet walls. I played with her clit, then knelt, spreading her legs so I could use my tongue on it. She gasped in pleasure as I feasted on her, licking up her juices, my tongue sliding up her pussy over and over. I used my thumbs to pry her folds apart, then fluttered my tongue over her clit.

(Out of game, Stacy was squirming a bit in her chair, looking very turned on. She started giving small gasps of pleasure in time with Aerin as the sex scene progressed — and I was rock hard, too. At one point she reached over, feeling for my cock, stroking me slowly through my pants as we watched together. I groaned, leaning forward into her touch, my own hand going to her breast to squeeze.)

“Gods,” panted Aerin, “Mir, that feels amazing. Please...I need you in me, your hard cock...I need to feel it.”

I lowered my breeches, freeing the length of my swaying shaft. She gazed at it with desire, biting her lip tentatively. “Can I touch it?”

“Please,” I groaned. “I want you to.” I felt like I would burst if she didn’t.

I’d wanted Aerin from the first moment we met, but now, having sex with her in game... It felt amazing. Knowing Stacey was with me was somehow even better — as though we were sharing this moment, able to stimulate each other while enjoying the scene as it played out.

Now, as Mir, I let myself go completely. I thrust forward gently as Aerin’s soft fingers surrounded me. The trust we had built from our time together felt strong, and true, knowing there were no secrets between us. She knew everything about me and my lifestyle, how I did things, even that I had to sleep with other women for quest purposes sometimes. And she was totally okay with it.

She knelt down and licked gently around the head of my cock, sucking it tenderly between her lips. I stroked her hair, meeting her beautiful eyes as she worked me with her mouth. Her soft lips felt amazing, and though I could sense she was sexually inexperienced, she was willing to let go and give in to her desires. That alone made the sex way hotter.

I stood, picking Aerin up into my arms, kicking off my breeches. I carried her to my bed, feeling her legs wrap around me as we kissed. I set her down and laid her onto her back, wrapping my fingers in with hers. Spreading her legs, I pressed my cock to her entrance, then pushed slowly inside.

She gasped in pleasure as I filled her, her beautiful eyes so trusting and wiling as she looked up at me. “Ohhhhh,” she moaned, her pussy spreading wide to accommodate my large cock. “Ohhhh gods, Mir. It’s so big.”

“Does it feel good, Aerin?”

“It feels amazing!”

She stroked up and down my back with her small fingers, and though her nails were short, I could still feel them grazing my back as she caressed me. When I was all the way inside her, I pulled back and held her face in my hands. Another dialogue box presented itself:

1) “You’re amazing, beautiful. I’ve wanted you a long time.”

2) Say nothing and just fuck her.

I chose option 1.

She smiled up at me, then gasped as my cock touched somewhere deep and pleasurable inside her. “You’re amazing too, Mir. There’s no one I’d rather share this moment with. Please, fuck me!”

I groaned with pleasure, feeling her tight, wet walls surrounding me, welcoming me home. I plunged deep inside, building a rhythm. The fire blazed beside us in our small tent as we fucked — no, it was more than fucking. It was making love. I knew that if I was going to love anyone in this game, it would be Aerin. We shared a bond — the bond of her having saved my life, of having told me things about her past, and me doing the same with her. We were close.

I thrust deep inside, over and over, filling her with my cock. On each driving thrust, she met me with her hips, raising up so she could allow me to penetrate deeper. Her soft brown locks fell through my fingers as my grip tightened, the need to drive deep and hard into her filling me. I thrust in faster and faster, building a rhythm. Her moans and gasps got more frequent, rising in pitch — and then she was cumming, her pussy spasming around me.

“Ohhhhh fuck!” she gasped, clutching me tight. “Yes, Mir! Just like that! Oh gods, your cock is so big...you’re pushing me over the edge...I’m cumming!”

“So am I, sweetheart...so am I,” I grunted, thrusting as deep as I could. My cock spurted hot and deep inside her, filling her inner walls with my cum. It seemed endless, flooding out of her, dripping down her inner thighs and leaving a puddle on the bed.


When I had filled her completely, I pulled her into my arms, feeling sated and happy. I could tell she felt the same, snuggling into my arms with a smile. She sleepily gazed up at me and said, “I’m so tired...can I rest now, dear love?”

“Of course, sweet Aerin. Sleep now, and in the morning we’ll resume our journey.”

She gave a little purr of happiness and rested her face against my chest, falling into contented sleep.

****

I took off my headset and saw that Stacey was doing the same. She was flushed beside me, her face hot, her fingers down inside her panties. She pulled them out; they glistened with her juices. I was still very hard, my balls aching from her hand rubbing me as we watched the sex scene play out.

“Wow,” she said, exhaling slowly. “That was really hot.”

“Yeah, it was, wasn’t it?”

She glanced down at my crotch and bit her lip. “Looks like you haven’t quite finished yet.”

“Did you?”

“Yeah. I couldn’t help myself. Watching them go at it — I mean, you, and Aerin...” She giggled. “Well, was it really you?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I feel everything Mirathen feels, just like you did when we shared the link. But I’m not really him. I sort of am, but not completely...you know what I mean?”

“Yeah. Virtual reality and all.”

We shared a smile. I felt like this girl really got me.

She glanced at the clock. “Wow, it’s already eleven.”

“I should grab my keys and get you home.”

She put her hand on mine. “Actually, if it’s okay...since it’s snowing outside and all...Could I stay with you tonight?”

“Ohhh...uh, sure. I’ll make up the guest bed.”

“I meant...”

I raised a brow. “In my bed? You want to sleep with me?”

She blushed. “If it’s okay. You’ve been really sweet, and now, I’m kinda still turned on, and...I figured maybe I could help you out, you know.” She glanced down at my erection, giving me a meaningful look.

A beautiful girl I’d had a crush on for ages was offering to sleep with me and ‘help me out’ with my hard cock. There’s no way in hell I’m going to refuse that.

I grinned. “Yeah, Stacey. You can stay.”

She leaned in and kissed me.

****
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“You know, gaming with you like that, it...kind of gets me hot.”

“You mean...”

She took my hand and slid it down the front of her panties. I gasped as I made contact with the wetness of her folds. “Whoa. You — you’re not kidding,” I said.

She groaned softly, leaning in close, riding my fingers. “I told you you get me wet, hot stuff. So wet I’m just aching for you to be inside me, completely, right now.”

“Then we should make that happen.” I kissed her long and hard, pulling her into my arms. I took her up the stairs to my bedroom, setting her down on the big fluffy pillows.

She smiled up at me invitingly, pulling the t-shirt over her head. I was totally in love with those cute little tits of hers — her nipples so hard, so ready to be sucked.

So I did. My mouth went to her left breast, swirling my tongue over her nipple. She moaned and cradled my head. As I did, my cock rubbed her wet slit, her legs spreading to let me inside. She gasped as I plunged fully inside, her pussy clamping down tight around my cock. I moaned, as did she, from the intensity of the sensation.

“Ohhh...oh fuck,” she groaned, her heels driving into my ass. “Put it deep inside me, John. I want to feel it all the way.”

His Secret World: Part V
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Stacey wore a pair of old pajamas I had — a loose t-shirt that came down to just below her panties and a pair of clean boxers. She looked adorable that way. She brushed her teeth with a spare toothbrush I had and came out to the bed with me.

She snuggled into my arms. It amazed me how close we already seemed. That we’d naturally come together, drawn to one another like this. She seemed to feel the same attraction I did, and when I queried her about it, she said yes.

“I thought you were really hot the first day I saw you in the jewelry store.” She smiled at me.

“Heh. Well, I used to walk by you at TJ’s and want to come in and talk to you. But I was always too afraid, or I’d make up some excuse or something, that you were busy with a customer.”

“I wish you’d have come in anyway. But I’m glad we’ve met now.”

She rested her cheek against my chest and sighed. “You feel really good...and you smell good, too.”

“I can easily say the same thing about you.” I pulled her tightly against me. The feeling of her soft breasts through the cotton fabric, pressing into my chest, had me hard as a rock. But I tried to keep my erection away so it wouldn’t freak her out.

Still, when it brushed her thigh, she giggled and reached down, her fingers playing over my hard cock. “Someone’s still not quite satisfied, hm?”

“Well, you know. That scene earlier was pretty sexy.”

“Mmm, it was. Aerin’s hot. No wonder you wanted to woo her.”

As I contemplated the benefits of my new potential girlfriend’s bisexuality, feeling her kiss her way down my chest, Stacey tugged my boxers down, freeing my cock. Pushing me onto my back, she enveloped me in her mouth, sucking long and slow on my shaft.

I groaned in surprise and pleasure. “Stacey — oh, shit. What are you...”

She gave several long sucks and then popped free. “Wow, you taste really good. Brian wasn’t any fun going down on. But you are.”

As much as I didn’t want to think about her and her ex having sex, I could tell she’d was practiced at this; she’d obviously done her best to please her former lovers. Nothing I could do about that except ignore my jealousy and enjoy what was happening now — so I did.

“Ohhhh, goddamn,” I grunted, my hand going to the back of her head as she deep-throated me. “That feels fucking amazing.”

Stacey moaned in pleasure at my words, her head bobbing eagerly. Apparently she was as into this as I was. Her lips, perfect and pink, slid up and down my shaft, sucking hard. I thrust my hips forward without thinking; she was expertly good at this, her tongue sliding around the head of my shaft, then moving up and down the sides of it.

“Fuck,” I groaned. My fingers tightened in her hair. I started to ride her mouth, thrusting in hard and fast. She widened her lips and relaxed her throat for me, letting me thrust as deep as I wanted. I was amazed at the soft, silky feel of her mouth around my dick, her lips making lewd slurping noises around me. I loosened my grip and let her take over for a moment; she held me at the base, moving her head rapidly up and down my shaft, savoring the feeling of me inside her mouth. Her moans came more urgently and I knew she was as horny as I was.

“Blow for me, John,” she said, stroking my cock up and down fast, gazing into my eyes with a look of pure desire. “Shoot it in my mouth. I want to taste it, to swallow it.”

Before I could respond, she’d sucked my cock deep between her perfect lips once more, eagerly bobbing her head. Her smallish breasts bounced in front of me underneath my thin cotton shirt, my fingers going to them. I squeezed her hard nipples through the fabric, making her moan.

“Here it comes,” I grunted, feeling my orgasm rise. As she cradled my balls, caressing them with just the right, gentle touch, I shot a thick load of cum between her closed lips. Stacey eagerly swallowed my load, not wasting a single drop. I came so much, though, that a little bit pooled in the corner of her mouth. She wiped it with her fingertips and sucked them clean.

“Wow, you taste amazing.” She smiled at me. Watching the pink-haired girl of my dreams swallow my cum was like seeing my ultimate fantasy coming true before my eyes.

“My turn,” I said, pushing her onto her back. She giggled as I kissed my way down her neck and breasts to her firm, flat stomach, my lips moving over the slim crevices. I dipped my tongue into her belly button, then lower, spreading her pussy so I could taste her sweet juices. I licked her warm, dripping pussy lips, my tongue sliding up and down her slit until I finally delved inside.

“Ohhhh shit,” she gasped, fingers clenching in my hair. She spread her legs wider, letting me have access to every inch of her soaking wet cunt. I spread her pussy lips and licked every part I could, my tongue sliding circles around her clit, lips closing around the tender bud as I sucked it gently.

“Oh my god!” she gasped, her thighs closing tight around my head. I knew she was just inches away from cumming. As I sucked her clit, my left hand moved to her breast and played with the tender nipple, squeezing and rolling it between my fingers. The sensation was enough to push her over the edge; she came hard, bucking and writhing against my face, her legs wrapping tight around my neck. I was trapped against her pussy — and couldn’t be happier.

When she finally came down from her orgasm, I licked her slowly, more gently, knowing she would be sensitive there after cumming. I released her and moved up her body so she could pull me into a long, slow kiss.

“Mmmm,” she murmured. “I can taste myself on you.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yeah,” she grinned. Her nails moved up and down my sides and she caressed my back and shoulders. “You’re really strong, too. Just like Mir.”

I chuckled, leaning on my side next to her, propping my head up on my elbow. “He’s still got about 50 extra strength points on me.”

“Doesn’t matter,” she whispered, kissing my jaw and neck. “I think you’re super sexy.”

****

After lazing around in bed for a while, Stacey and I ordered breakfast delivery from Larry’s Pancake House. She got the glazed strawberry and I got the chocolate chip ones. Slathered in butter and syrup, they were delicious. We ate together, talking and giggling like friends about to be lovers. While I had not actually been inside her, I hoped that it wouldn’t be long before she wanted to fully consummate our relationship.

She fed me a bite of her pancake and grinned. “Want to play some more Transcendental this morning?”

“Sure.” I wiped my mouth on a napkin. “You don’t have work?”

“Not today. It’s my day off.”

“Same.” I grinned. “Guess that works out for us, huh?”

“Mhm.”

After finishing our breakfast, we headed into the game room and plugged back in. When I’d left off, Mir and Aerin were still in bed together, slowly coming to life. I slid into the persona of my character, feeling what he did.

“Mmmmm, good morning, warrior.” Aerin kissed my jaw and smiled. “You have the most comfortable arms of anyone I know.”

I chuckled. “You slept well then, my little dove?”

She stroked my face with her hands and giggled. “Little dove? That’s a new one. I think I like it, though.”

I grunted softly and leaned in close, pulling her to me. My hands went to her ass, squeezing and feeling up her nice, firm globes. I breathed in deep at her neck, inhaling her scent. She smelled delicious, like blueberries and flowers, and something totally unique to her.

“I could very happily wake up every day like this,” I confessed.

“That makes two of us.”

****

Once we got up and got dressed, it was time to head to the next zone, a spacious, airy plains location with lots of grassy hills to ride over. The horses seemed thrilled to have such open space to roam, riding swiftly through the grasses until we reached a town founded by humans several years ago: Thaalen. It was a stately place, with rows of cottages lined up along the side. It bordered the coast of the Fireblaze Sea, aptly named for the thick red and orange waves that splashed along its shores. Why the water was that color, no one knew, though some guessed it was because of rich geological structures under the surface, along with mineral content.

We picked up a bunch of quests. I’d be in this zone a long time — until level 35 or so — so it was time to get cozy and start grinding.

Aerin and I headed into the hills, where we started the laborious process of killing elementals, bandits, and wolves.

Back in the real world, Stacey picked up the manual and pointed. “Look at this. It says a second player can join any of the current quests you’re on. Want me to help?”

“We’ll need to make a character for you.” I scanned further, seeing if it said anything about friends boosting levels. “Aha. And yes, it looks like we can temporarily boost your level to mine, by joining up in the same party.”

Stacey smiled. “Well then, let’s do it!”

Going to character creation, she made a ranger, an elven female with — you guessed it — the perfect erection-inducing body, nice firm tits, sexy hips, a plump, ripe ass. Her armor was skimpy to start with, but she’d get upgrades as we went. For now, since she was getting boosted with me, she received a set of starter level 25 armor to allow her to grind with me.

Her character’s name was Faerys. She logged in and clicked “Accept” to my party invite.

“Ooooh, who do we have here?” asked Aerin, seeing our new party member, as Faerys zoned into the area with us.

“This is a friend of mine. Faerys — Fae, for short?”

Fae grinned. “You bet.” She readied her bow, nocking an arrow to it. “I’ll impress the both of you, yet.”

Aerin smiled, her keen eyes moving with interest over my real-world girlfriend’s avatar.

I took my headset off long enough to scan the manual once more. Apparently, yes, two people could romance the same companion — assuming both players were interested in that. “Threesome romance scenes are available for those players that seek them out,” read the new player’s guide. Wow. The devs thought of everything.

I put my headset back on. Time to grind. I tried to think of that in the least dirty way possible, but with the two babes flanking my avatar, it was tough.

****

Since Stacey had the whole day off, we basically just did quests with the occasional stop for another pancake or some coffee. We got into the flow of the game, spending the whole day together. Between playing our roles with Aerin at our side and the fact we were able to explore the game together, the time just flew.

I felt totally at home with her — like we really clicked, both in and out of game. I actually could see Stacey becoming my girlfriend. The fact we were so compatible — that she could spend a whole day gaming with me and have as much fun as I was — just made it all the more desirable.

I just didn’t want to fuck it up. I wanted to keep her. She was hot, she was funny, she was tons of fun to be with. She was sweet and caring. She had a mischievous side that I wanted to see more of.

Finally we hit level 35 — just 5 levels shy of max. I took off my headset and sighed. “Wow, it’s almost dinner time.”

Stacey did the same, standing up to stretch. “Holy crap, you’re right!”

As she put her arms into the air above, her body moved in a way that was sleek and catlike, her midriff exposed in the skimpy outfit she was wearing. “I should really go home and at least get a change of clothes, assuming you want me to spend another night here.” She gave me a sly grin.

“Fuck yeah.” I didn’t want to mention that I’d be happy if she just moved in right now — that’d be the freakout material I was talking about before. “I mean, if you want to.”

“I like it here. Your house is pretty comfy. Mine’s just empty.” She rubbed her fingers pensively over the back of her seat.

“Because of your ex being gone?”

“That, plus...I dunno. I just like being with you, I guess.”

I stood, going up to her and putting my arms around her. “I like being with you, too.” I kissed her shoulder, drawing a sweet, pleased sigh from her lips.

She turned to me, kissing me softly, tangling her fingers in my hair. “So does this mean we’re officially dating?”

My heart leapt at that question. “If you’re all for it, I sure am. Assuming a nerd like me qualifies to be a hot girl’s boyfriend.”

“What, you’ve stashed a hot girl away somewhere? Besides Aerin?”

I chuckled. “She doesn’t count. She’s not real.”

Stacey grinned and kissed me again. “You know, gaming with you like that, it...kind of gets me hot.”

“You mean...”

She took my hand and slid it down the front of her panties. I gasped as I made contact with the wetness of her folds. “Whoa. You — you’re not kidding,” I said.

She groaned softly, leaning in close, riding my fingers. “I told you you get me wet, hot stuff. So wet I’m just aching for you to be inside me, completely, right now.”

“Then we should make that happen.” I kissed her long and hard, pulling her into my arms. I took her up the stairs to my bedroom, setting her down on the big fluffy pillows.

She smiled up at me invitingly, pulling the t-shirt over her head. I was totally in love with those cute little tits of hers — her nipples so hard, so ready to be sucked.

So I did. My mouth went to her left breast, swirling my tongue over her nipple. She moaned and cradled my head. As I did, my cock rubbed her wet slit, her legs spreading to let me inside. She gasped as I plunged fully inside, her pussy clamping down tight around my cock. I moaned, as did she, from the intensity of the sensation.

“Ohhh...oh fuck,” she groaned, her heels driving into my ass. “Put it deep inside me, John. I want to feel it all the way.”

I tangled my fingers in her hair, marveling that finally, I was balls-deep inside the woman of my dreams, giving her so much pleasure. I had ached for this moment — dreamed of it, fantasized about it — never thought it would come true. Yet here we finally were.

My cock spread her wide, filling her inner channel. I sucked on each of her luscious breasts, my hands moving up and down her smooth skin, over her tummy and to her hips, squeezing hard. I gripped them as I rode her, plunging my cock in deep and fast, feeling her hips buck against me. She met me stroke for stroke, gasping hotly into my mouth, our tongues playing together. Her nails drove into my back and shoulders, her pussy urging me deeper. “Ohhhh yes,” she screamed. “Ohhhh fuck! I’m gonna cum!”

She gushed around me, her pussy juicing. The wetness was so intense and hot, my cock just kept sliding in and out of her channel faster and faster. Soon I was rocking into her at lightning speed, her breathy moans coming high-pitched and fast as I pummeled into her, fucking her through her orgasm. Mine was just seconds away.

I grunted. “I’m gonna cum, babe...”

“Do it in me,” she begged. “Fill me up!”

That was all I needed to hear. I plunged my thick shaft deep into Stacey’s tight pussy and held myself inside, my mushroom tip pressing against her womb. I spurted a thick shot of cum into her — and then another, and another, my load seeming huge. Even though she’d sucked me off that morning, my balls were full again. This girl had a way of making me into a sex fiend — or maybe I was just that way anyway.

She closed her eyes and count to me, her body rocking in a lasting, hard climax. She was panting for breath, her hot gasps coming against my neck as I rode her, each spurt of my seed pumping deep inside her.

I came down from my climax, relaxing, pulling out to rest my head on the pillow. She curled into me, resting her thigh over mine, guiding my hand down to her slit. I slid two fingers into her, feeling her clit pulse with her heartbeat, watching as my cum began to trickle out of her. The sight was so hot, so inviting, that I could only think about fucking a second load into her.

I flipped her onto her hands and knees and entered again, never going soft. I plunged deep inside, drawing another gasp of pleased surprise from her. I knew she wasn’t expecting this — for me to be ready to go again so soon — but she was obviously eager for it. As I rode her doggy style, she thrust her hips back against me, her pussy juicing freshly to let me slide in and out once more.

Soon I was pumping hard into her, thrusting fast and deep, her ass bouncing in time with my driving force. She started cumming again, gasping and moaning, “Ohhhh shit, baby. You’re doing it again...you’re making me —- ohhhhh, fuck!”

Her pussy spasmed around me as she climaxed, the feel of her walls convulsing making me cum, too. I grunted, pushing in deep and filling her with a second hot, thick load. I fired jet after jet, ensuring that her inner walls were thoroughly painted in my cum.

“Wow,” I said, collapsing on the bed. “You’re one hell of a wild girl in bed, Stacey.”

She smiled and cuddled into me. “You’re full of surprises yourself, hot stuff. I didn’t know you had so much stamina.” She stroked my cock, which was quickly hardening again, and giggled. “And look at you, all ready to go again.”

“It’s that effect you have on me. But you know, woman, you’d better feed me if you want me to be able to keep this up.”

“It’s a deal.”

She planted her lips squarely on mine.

****

We went back to Stacey’s place to pick up some stuff from her house — clothes, toothbrush, pajamas, and the like. Then, on the way back to my place, we swung by to pick up a pizza and a case of beer. Then, the plan was to finish grinding out the last 5 levels and get to endgame content.

“Are you sure you don’t want to start over at the beginning?” I asked. “So you can see all the quests and zones?”

“I might sometime. I’ll make a new character, eventually. For now, I just want to play with you.”

“I take it you mean that in a non-dirty way.”

She grinned at me, holding the steaming hot pizza — which smelled delicious — in her lap. “I kinda meant it both ways, actually.”

“Oh?”

“I like playing with you in any way I can. Games, real life...” Her hand moved to my thigh as I drove, rubbing dangerously close to my quickly-hardening cock. “You get the picture.”

“Yeah, I kind of do. And you’d better be careful what you start, or you’re going to make me crash, crazy girl.”

She giggled, her fingers teasing the edge of my erection. I felt a shiver go down my spine; it was amazing how bad I wanted her, even after the incredible evening we’d spent in bed together.

Somehow I managed to finish the drive home. We sat at the kitchen counter with a couple of candles, eating our pizza and talking together. Every time we did this, it felt like a date — like we were getting closer, truly getting to know each other.

After dinner, we settled in to get the rest of the way to level 40. It only took a few more quests — we didn’t even make it to the last zone, a large snowy tundra area with tigers and yetis. I promised we’d hit that next — before we started raiding and such, we wanted to explore as much PvE content as we could.

****

As the months went on, Stacey and I kept on hanging out, going on dates and getting closer and closer. Eventually she decided to move in with me because we spent all our free time together. Thanks to my newfound confidence from playing as Mirathen, I was able to ask for a better job at the jewelry shop — getting promoted to assistant manager, then full manager. Finally I had enough of a salary that I felt comfortable supporting both me and my girlfriend, even though she kept working at the mall. She liked having a salary of her own, saying it was important to provide for herself financially.

The sex between us was really hot. We were constantly making out and finding ourselves in a tangle of limbs in bed — when we weren’t gaming, that is. Our shared passion for Transcendental, and other VRMMOs, kept our evenings interesting. Though it was nice enough just going to the bakery to chat and share a piece of cake, or hang out and play cards together.

I couldn’t believe how fantastic my life had turned out. In game, Mirathen ended up getting engaged to Aerin as I completed the romance arc; then I did one with Stacey’s character, Faerys. It was a little different since we created the dialogue ourselves, role-playing out our romance. But we were just two big nerds, at the heart of it — and eventually, we got a guild of our own, inviting them to our in-game wedding.

Which, by the way, ended up being our real-life wedding as well.

Because two years later, I put a Celtic symbol-engraved ring on Stacey’s finger and called her mine. With shining, beautiful eyes, full of tears of happiness, she kissed me on our wedding day.

****
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“Fuck me!”

I did, thrusting up into her, feeling my dick moving in and out of her hot, slick walls. Sex in this game was incredible — realistic, passionate, and hot. Or maybe it was just Liana. Burying my face in her cleavage, she thrust back against me like a wild woman, her cries of pleasure filling the tent.

I gripped her hips and thrust fast and hard into her, seeing my health bar going up as we fucked. Amazing, I thought. I’m rejuvenating just from having my dick buried inside a tight wet pussy. Will this work for every woman in game?

If so, that’d be awesome. I was determined to find out.

“Yes, yes!” she cried. “Fuck me! Oh by the gods... I’m going to come!”

I tugged her corset down, freeing her left breast. It was heavy and swollen, her nipple round and ripe for sucking. I took it between my lips and pulled gently, swirling my tongue around her bud.

She cried out in pleasure, her breathy gasps filling my ears. I groaned, losing control — my hips rocked against hers and I filled her, again and again, my cock thrusting deep into her tight channel. My balls throbbed and I knew I was just seconds from coming, myself.

Claiming His Legacy: Part I

Richard/Kendrick

It wasn’t every day I ended up in a fantasy world of my own making. Especially not one as rich and detailed as Fallen Legacy.

I’d picked it up that afternoon at our local game store, the one that was just a few blocks down from my apartment. The game let you pick whatever experience you wanted, being an open world MMO. Lots of choices. You could explore at your own pace and do lots of side quests, or you could stick to the main storyline and foes your progression.

No matter what you picked, you were guaranteed one thing:

Lots of sex.

Lots of violence.

Lots of gorgeous babes at your side. Elves, humans, cat girls, pretty much any race imaginable. It was awesome.

Another great thing about Fallen Legacy was the blend of fantasy and modern day. It was one of those games where you definitely felt the influence of modernity — there were communication devices that resembled cell phones, called “communicators,” but they could be strapped to your wrist and worn as armor. In addition, many of the buildings were built in a modern style in some cities — skyscrapers and thick office buildings, paved streets, even cars and trains and buses.

But then, step out of the main city, and you’d find yourself in a quaint countryside with villages and straw-roofed abodes. You’d see a knight decked out in full plate armor and feel like you’d stepped into a world from the past. I loved the richly detailed settings, the artwork, the dense forests and vast blue seas.

There was a reason the game had been called Fallen Legacy. The idea was that you’d progress through the story as a hero who had secretly given up his legacy as a knight of the realm. Why? Simple: you had to go into hiding to avoid the wrath of Dragthorn, the powerful dragon king.

Dragthorn was your main opponent, the “big bad” at the end of things. And sure, lots of people hated the idea of a chief enemy you’d have to work through lots of little stages to fight. But that was how the game worked.

In a way, it was good to know that I had an end boss to work for, to know I had a final enemy to defeat. It gave me a goal, a thing to work toward. Without it, the game would have lacked structure.

“So you picked up a new one, Richard?” my girlfriend Jackie said, as I settled into my chair in the living room. “A new game?”

I heard the disdain in her voice. Obviously she wasn’t happy about it, not even in the slightest.

“Yeah, I did.” I sighed. If only my relationship with her was as easy as logging in.

Things had started out good with me and Jackie. We’d really clicked — we’d had chemistry. But now things were strained.

It was like we couldn’t even have a civil conversation anymore. We argued and fought all the time. Hell, it was all I could do to get her to stop bitching at me for twenty minutes when I got home from work.

That was part of the problem, too. My job sucked. I wasn’t happy. I wasn’t doing what I loved. Instead... I was working a shit job as a clerk at a dime store where no one ever came in.

I wanted a better job, a better life. I wanted to be someone, and to matter. In game, at least, I could have that.

****

When I logged in, I found myself confronted with a generic MMO character creation screen. Nothing particularly fancy or exciting, but I did like the numerous facial customizations I could make. There was a level of detail to them that made the game feel more real, and more lifelike.

I already had the sense I wasn’t just in reality anymore. I was in the world of Fallen Legacy, a place similar to our world but also somewhat new, somewhat exotic. Once I created a character — a rogue named Kendrick who I gave a small black beard to and lots of muscles — I was planted in the middle of the action.

There was a big fight going on. A village was being sacked. There were bandits and orcs on one side — apparently having teamed up — and warriors and villagers on the other.

As I entered the fray, I saw that some of the orcs, and the bandits too, were carrying off helpless maidens, probably with nefarious purposes in mind. I passed by a smoldering tent and glanced inside. There was a half-naked bandit guy, muscled and a little hairy, standing between the spread thighs of a woman. She probably wasn’t his wife — well, I knew she wasn’t his wife... but she didn’t sound like she was having a bad time.

On the contrary, the moans and gasps she gave made it sound like she was enjoying it, a lot. His cock was shuttling in and out of her pussy, which was very, very wet.

Impressive that I can see the detail of that, I thought. The designers sure did put a lot of thought into the sex part.

They’d put plenty of thought into the pillaging and violence part, too.

I continued on my way, realizing that I was only wearing [Simple Tunic] and my sole weapon was a [Rusted Dagger]. I needed to get some better armor and blades if I was going to withstand this attack.

I was, undoubtedly, going to have to team up with one side or the other. The game made it clear you didn’t have to play as the “good guys;” you could be part of the orcs or bandits if you wanted to. I just had to make that decision. Focus on personal gain and pleasure, with the orcs and bandits, or join forces with humans and villagers and save the day, offering my skills for good?

“Die, intruder!” came a voice behind me. I looked back to see a huge axe-wielding orc coming toward me.

Uh, okay. Guess I’m not going to be friendly with the orcs at this rate.

But then, to my amazement, the orc rushed past me. He collided with a human warrior, the two of them duking it out in vicious battle. Swords and axes clanged, metal hitting metal. The human was clearly far less skilled, as he cried out in pain as the orc’s axe came down on him. Soon he lay in a crumpled heap, bleeding and dead.

“You were almost toast, there,” grunted the orc, wiping his brow. He turned back to me, raising a brow.

“Yeah, well.” I looked down at myself. “I guess that’s what I get for being in the middle of battle wearing nothing but a dress.”

He smirked. “Yeah, those clothes aren’t gonna suit you. Let’s get you something better.”

Deciding I didn’t have much else in the way of better options, and the orc was presenting me with the possibility of actual armor... I followed. Plus, he’d just saved my life.

He led me through the midst of battle, dodging arrows and deflecting the oncoming blows of humans and villagers. When we finally reached safety, he showed me into a small war tent that was surrounded by standing guards.

“Here’s where we keep our supplies. You look like you’re new to this world, so you need to equip yourself properly.”

He showed me a variety of weapons and armor assembled on different stands. There was plate, leather, and cloth. Since I’d chosen the rogue class, I decided on a simple leather tunic and breeches, as well as gloves, boots, and a belt.

“How come you decided to help me out?” I asked, fastening on my new gear. The set was highlighted in green text, meaning it was normal quality, but contained a few basic bonuses: +1 to stamina and agility. The set was called [Simple Orc Leather]. “Not that I’m not grateful for the help, of course.”

The orc looked back at me, folding his arms. “It’s pretty simple. Either we recruit you or the other guys do. With the war being on, we need all the help we can get.”

“What war?”

“Between us, the orcs, and the humans. As usual, they’re trying to destroy our villages, raze our towns, and basically just make us into smoldering little piles of ash.”

“But I’m a human.”

“Sure, but you’re unaffiliated. We have plenty of humans on our side. It’s those that are on the side of the Legendary Cause that we have to worry about.”

I almost snorted out loud. “The ‘Legendary Cause?’ That’s really what they call themselves?”

“Yep.”

“So what are we? The Big Green Fighting Machine?”

The orc didn’t look amused.

“The name of our task force is the Clan. It was the simplest name we could agree on, and it seemed inclusive. We’re not opposed to bringing in other races. The important thing is just that you support the orcs regaining their territory.” He shrugged, moving over to a nearby bench to take a seat. “Besides that, you can pretty much do whatever you want.”

I finished putting on my gear and went to the weapons rack to pick a sword and dagger. I selected a [Simple Silver Sword] and [Simple Silver Dagger]. “Anything, huh?”

“Yep.”

“Meaning...”

“Pillage, loot, plunder, take maidens for your harem, build your own castle, whatever.”

I looked back at him and raised a brow. “Really?”

“Yep. We’ll even give you a stipend once you sign up for the Clan.”

Sounded like a pretty good deal. I wasn’t seeing any downsides. My own castle. Armor and weapons. A cause to fight for. Hot babes I could claim and tame.

“So what’s the catch?”

He tilted his head. “The catch?”

“Yeah, there’s gotta be one.”

“Well, the catch is that you’re signed on to us for good. Once you ally yourself with the orcs, you’re a blood brother for life. If you go against us at any point, we’ll hunt you down and kill you. Messily.”

That doesn’t sound too pretty.

I rubbed my chin, thinking. True, I hadn’t heard out the other side, but I really didn’t want to just play as a “good guy” anymore. I liked the idea of being able to do whatever I wanted, and fuck whoever I wanted. To be a bandit, a rebel, someone against the cause instead of for it.

“All right,” I said, offering my hand. “I accept.”

We shook, and then Brok’tar, as I found out his name was, led me out of the tent and over to an adjoining area. I signed the contract that sealed my destiny as a member of the Clan. One who would be well on his way to restoring his legacy.

****

Now that I had some proper gear, I joined the battle. I was a rogue, which in this game meant that I had a number of skills — some stealthy, some not. I could choose two different paths: a sneaky trickster who clung to the shadows, or a dual-wielding fencer who chose fast strikes and agile blows to deliver as much damage as possible.

I liked the idea of that, and in practice, it turned out to work well. The combat system was very action-oriented: you had to react to your enemy’s blows, and then counter with your own attacks as select buttons popped up. On my screen, it was key presses: W, U, O, N, and other random keys that allowed me to time my strikes just right.

I fought off several oncoming human warriors. They were mostly at my level, so I didn’t find myself struggling too hard with the combat. When I had killed several, I took a breather and recovered with food and drink.

I looked over, seeing a stunning sight. A beautiful woman in a form-fitting red corset — or maybe it was armor? — was fighting a human warrior. She wielded two axes, one in each hand, her breasts bouncing in a way I couldn’t not notice as she swung again and again.

She seemed quite capable. Because it wasn’t a long time before the warrior fell dead at her feet, giving the generic ‘human warrior death cry’ as he toppled.

“Nicely done,” I said, getting to my feet.

She looked back, inspecting me. She wiped her axes of the blood that had accumulated. “Do I know you?”

“I don’t think so. I’m Kendrick.”

“Liana,” she said, still looking over me with a mixture of interest and a bit of wariness. “You’re allied with the Clan?”

I nodded. “Just joined.”

She seemed to relax a little bit at that, and came over to me. “Maybe we should team up, then. We’ll kill things faster.”

I was not going to argue.

The beautiful Liana and I fought together, falling into step naturally. I was in awe of how easily she took down opponents, clearly very skilled and practiced at using her twin axes. Her outfit only enhanced her stunning, sleek beauty.

When we had finished killing, she turned to me triumphantly. “Good job. You need to heal?”

“Yeah, I have food.”

She shook her head, smirking. “No, I mean... You don’t know how healing works here in Fallen Legacy?”

“Erm... should I? I thought it was just potions and food.”

“Oh no,” she said, coming close and putting her hand on my arm. “There are plenty of other ways. For example, a kiss from a beautiful maiden will grant you a little bit of health, while doing more than that will give you greater amounts.”

I couldn’t believe it. This beautiful warrior woman was offering me... sex?

That is the whole point of the game, after all, I remembered.

She put her arms around me and smiled, her lips coming close to mine. “Let me show you what I mean.” Pressing her mouth to mine, she kissed me slow, and long, and hard, and I watched in amazement as my health bar began to rise.

The kiss lasted several moments, and when she broke away, we were both breathless.

“So we kiss and I get more health...what happens if we have sex?” I blurted.

“Maybe we should find out, Kendrick.”

****

The next thing I knew, I was walking with Liana back to the quieter part of the orcish encampment. There were a set of individual tents, I guessed for the soldiers themselves. Liana had one of her own.

Pulling me inside, she closed the flap and turned to me, looking at me with a curious combination of possessiveness and hunger. She leaned in close. “I haven’t seen a hot guy like you out here for ages.”

I couldn’t reply, because her lips were on mine, her scent and the feel of her soft skin flooding my senses. I groaned in pleasure; her kiss was strong, and hot, and her lips were velvety soft against mine.

I held her body against mine, feeling her curves. She was just the right size, fitting into my arms perfectly. I felt my cock swelling in my pants; her hand went to it, and she rubbed her fingers over my bulge.

“Now you’re going to see how a real woman fucks.”

Her words and her sudden aggressiveness surprised me, but I liked it. She pushed me back on the bed, grinning as she straddled me, her fingers going to my belt. She unbuckled me, and I lifted my hips to help her, removing my hard, throbbing shaft from its confines.

She pulled her skirt to one side, her panties next, and lowered herself down onto me. I gasped as I was sheathed in her hot, wet confines, her pussy closing and squeezing tight around my cock.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. “You’re tight.”

She held me around my neck and shoulders and cried, “Fuck me!”

I did, thrusting up into her, feeling my dick moving in and out of her hot, slick walls. Sex in this game was incredible — realistic, passionate, and hot. Or maybe it was just Liana. Burying my face in her cleavage, she thrust back against me like a wild woman, her cries of pleasure filling the tent.

I gripped her hips and thrust fast and hard into her, seeing my health bar going up as we fucked. Amazing, I thought. I’m rejuvenating just from having my dick buried inside a tight wet pussy. Will this work for every woman in game?

If so, that’d be awesome. I was determined to find out.

“Yes, yes!” she cried. “Fuck me! Oh by the gods... I’m going to come!”

I tugged her corset down, freeing her left breast. It was heavy and swollen, her nipple round and ripe for sucking. I took it between my lips and pulled gently, swirling my tongue around her bud.

She cried out in pleasure, her breathy gasps filling my ears. I groaned, losing control — my hips rocked against hers and I filled her, again and again, my cock thrusting deep into her tight channel. My balls throbbed and I knew I was just seconds from coming, myself.

“Oh shit,” I grunted, grasping her hair tight. “I’m going to come, Liana!”

“Do it!” she begged. “Fill me up!”

And with those words, she shuddered and spasmed around me, her tight wet sex clutching me. She licked the tip of my earlobe as I thrust into her and held myself deep inside, spurting a hot, thick load of my cream into her pussy. She gasped in pleasure as I came, our orgasms crashing together, bodies pressed tightly in mutual bliss.

We kissed.

As I came down from my peak, my vision began to clear again. I couldn’t believe how good it had felt, and how real. As if I was right there, smack dead in the middle of the Fallen Legacy fantasy world, having just consummated my relationship with a beautiful warrior woman.

I laid back on the bed, sighing, sated. She nestled into my arms and cuddled against me, smiling. “You sure do know how to give a girl what she needs.”

And sure enough, my health bar was back to 100+ with a well-fucked buff, giving me an additional 10% boost to all stats for 30 minutes.

Well, that’s pretty nice...

I was looking forward to starting my next adventure soon.
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I pulled her to me and put my hands on her very supple, firm ass. “Feel like getting some health back?”

She grinned at me and put her hands on my chest, holding me close. “How is it that you always know exactly what’s on my mind?”

“Guess we’re just connected like that.”

Our lips met and I kissed her rough and hard. I felt invigorated from the fight and ready to enjoy a moment together. I pulled her into a nearby soft, grassy patch and laid her down on the forest floor beneath me. The owls around us hooted, the sky starting to turn dark and cloudy. The air was humid, smelling of oncoming rain.

I pressed her into the grass and kissed her, moving my lips and tongue down her neck. She whimpered in pleasure sand spread her thighs, welcoming me closer, her hands moving all over my body. I guess fighting makes us both horny. Who knew?

I reached between her thighs and found she was wet and dripping, waiting for me to come inside her. And I was hard, throbbing, ready to penetrate. I loved this game. Where else could you have sex with a beautiful woman and restore your health to full?

Claiming His Legacy: Part II

Kendrick

I ended up rolling around in bed with Liana for a while. It was fun, just relaxing and talking. We didn’t have sex again — the first time was intense and we were both still quite sated.

I picked myself up, got dressed, and strapped my gear on while Liana did the same. I saw that she had been added to my companions screen.

There were 3 slots — presumably for 3 different party members at a time. That meant 3 harem members, assuming I could find that many women.

I felt hungry and wanted to go find food, so Liana came with me, guiding me to the nearest provisions tent. Apparently there were several places in game you could go to restock and resupply, or just have a meal if you wanted.

I took the opportunity both to enjoy the food — delicious cuts of venison, fresh bread, butter, and wine — and talk to her a bit, getting to know her. She was a rogue like me, fighting with dual axes because she liked the feel of them in her hands.

What I didn’t know, of course, was her little secret. Which she later revealed to me, as we were heading toward the battlefield again.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, noticing the odd expression she was wearing.

“Um, it’s nothing.”

“Nothing? Doesn’t look like nothing to me.”

“Well...” she bit her lip. “There’s a curse, you see. Part of the unfortunate plague that we women in Fallen Legacy have to live with.”

“What is this curse?” I asked, intrigued. I was finding out more and more about this rich, detailed game world with every moment.

“The curse is that we crave sex. We need it. Cock, specifically. Huge, thick cock, deep in our pussies.” She sighed.

Whoa. That was some serious information she’d just given me. Seriously hot.

I couldn’t help responding, of course. The urge to fuck Liana was constant, and very insistent. The swell of her ass under her skirt, the way her boobs jutted out under her corset, and of course everything she did, which was just so fucking sexy... It was hard for me to resist pushing her against the side of the wall and taking her then and there.

“I don’t get it,” I said. “I mean, what, you have some kind of insatiable sex drive or something?”

“Yes, basically. It means that we’re totally unable to think straight until it’s cured.”

“And how do you cure it?”

She sidled up to me and put her arms around my neck, whimpering. “By having sex. Please, master, I need your cock.”

She rubbed her fingers up and down my bulge between my thighs. Master? I wondered, my mind trying to wrap around her words. Is she saying what I think she’s saying?

She kissed me, rubbing her lips against mine, and her hips as well. She started to grind her body against mine, her breasts rubbing my chest.

“But Liana, we just...”

“I know, but I need it again. It’s a craving, an urge, a desperate need. If you don’t fuck me, I’ll go insane.”

I was hardly about to refuse what she was asking for, especially since the need was equally strong inside me. Whatever she was doing, whatever hormones she had triggered... somehow, I was also going crazy with the need for ex. I gripped the back of her hair and pulled her to me in a dark, rough kiss.

“Let’s go somewhere private,” I growled. “I want to be alone with you.”

She took my hand and led me to a nearby wooded clearing. There was plenty of privacy, as the spot was out of the way, with lots of dense trees around. The foliage would allow us to do what we wanted without being disturbed or seen.

“Please,” she whispered. “Take me, claim me. I want you to use me however you desire, sir.”

I pressed her against a tree branch, my hands moving over her body, feeling her through her armor. I tugged at the laces and buckles, trying to get her out of it.

It was a bit of a struggle as we were both desperate, but finally I managed to. When her clothes were off, and she was naked in my arms, I sucked on her nipple, swirling my tongue around the tender bud. I loved how eager she was and how responsive, the way she caressed my head and hair and moaned, pressing her breast further into my mouth. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please, Kendrick, suck it just like that. Gods, I’m so horny,” she moaned. “I can’t believe how much you affect me.”

I reached between her thighs, feeling her hot, wet pussy. She moaned and pressed her sex further into my hand, trying to get me inside her. “Please!”

I knew what she wanted, but I liked teasing her. I grinned. “Please what, my little slut?”

She moaned, still thrusting her hips toward me. “Please fuck me.... sir...”

I tugged my cock free, wanting it as much as she did. I rubbed my dripping tip against her hot wet sex, and slowly pressed inside, lifting her leg up so that it wrapped around my hip. I pushed into her hot wet pussy and she kissed me, moaning in desire.

“Oh fuck yes,” she gasped. “Fill me up. You’re so big.”

Of course that stroked my ego... while I started to stroke her. In and out I plunged, going deep and hard and fast, not wanting to repeat the slow, languid sex we’d had earlier. Instead I wanted a rough hard fuck, and she was as eager to do it as I was.

I felt her pussy walls squeezing me tight. It was amazing. So goddamn hot.

Her lips met mine, and we kissed as I plunged in and out of her, feeling my strength and stamina surge. More than just that, I even saw my agility score going up. It seemed like sex benefited both of us; the same was happening on Liana’s character screen, the faster I fucked her.

Sex in this game is seriously powerful, I realized. It wasn’t just an excuse for a horny gamer guy to get off — though of course it was that, too. But it was a way to get buffs, too. Just from making out with each other and having sex, we were becoming more powerful.

I stroked deep, in and out, my cock swelling inside her. I felt her getting ready to cum, her breathing growing faster, her breasts pressing into my chest, her arms tightening around me. I held her close and pressed my cock deep inside her, bottoming out inside her womb as I started to spurt. The feel of my dick splashing inside her, my cum hitting her inner walls, was enough to send her over the edge. “Fuck, yes!” she gasped. “Just like that, sir, yes!”

She held me tighter, her pussy spasming as I flooded her with my seed. I groaned, splashing my load inside her cunt. She gripped me with her hot, wet walls, sighing in pleasure as I filled her.

“Oh gods, that’s so good, master.”

She sighed in pleasure and leaned against me. I held her tightly, feeling the last of my seed spurt out inside her. As I came down from my peak, I experienced a flood of emotion, of strength, of vigor.

My buff returned: a +10 to strength, agility, and stamina. I felt stronger than ever, and ready to take on any challenge that awaited us.

It was good timing. Because just as we were putting our clothes back on, I saw that there was a troop of Legendary Cause members coming toward us. I recognized them by their insignias. They had the giant red fist that indicated the cause.

Great, I thought. Well, at least we buffed up before they came...

“Take ‘em down, boys!” called the leader of the Cause troops. “Just two, and they look unarmed!”

Yeah, just you wait. I strapped my weapons and armor back into place as fast as I could. And just in time, because it was a matter of minutes before they were upon us.

We fought them off as well as we could, considering there were about eight of them and two of us. But Liana was a skilled, quick fighter, and the buffs we’d gotten from sex helped our reflexes and attack speed.

I had the orcish weapons and armor, which helped me fight much more effectively, taking down my first assailant quickly. I did the same with the next, though he was a little more prepared than the first. Before long I had a rhythm, finding it easy to kill one mob after another, which was a good thing. Why? Simple: they were bringing in reinforcements.

I grimaced as more Legendary Cause warriors streamed down the hill and ran into our clearing, weapons drawn. Apparently we’d ended up smack dab in the middle of a pretty ugly ambush. How they’d pinpointed our location, I wasn’t sure.

One thing was sure: we were outnumbered. They just kept on coming and coming. There seemed to be no end in sight.

I stabbed and cut, using my blades as quickly as I could, dashing to and fro between enemies to dodge oncoming blows. Bright graphics filled the screen, flashes of light and magic, as spell casters form the Legendary Cause joined the fray. Part of me wondered what it would be like to have the ability to cast spells; I decided next time I played, I would try out a magic using class.

But for now, I had no spells at all, so I had to depend on reflexes and agility. I used a special command — Fast Strike — that delivered a series of blows to my nearest enemy. He was a rogue like me, fighting with one axe and one dagger, wearing tattered leathers. I struck, hitting for -13 damage, then another blow that reduced his health by another -14 points. Soon he was dead on the ground and bleeding.

I looted him and moved to the next one. My health was pretty low, too. It would have been nice to have a healer around. I made a mental note to look for one when we got to the next town.

When we had finally defeated all the mobs around us, and the reinforcements showed signs of slowing, is sighed in relief. That wasn’t easy.

Liana looked to me, dusting me off. “Are you all right?”

“Good enough. I’ll manage. You?”

She nodded. “I’ve fought worse.” She looked at me appreciatively. “You did well back there.”

“Thanks. So did you.”

Sheathing our weapons, we headed off to the nearest repair camp to fix up our gear.

****

The camp had a small fire where we could invoke the blessings of the gods, get new potions, and train our abilities. I’d leveled up and so had she, so it made sense to use this opportunity. I added a few new abilities to my cast bar, and noticed my total health and stamina increased.

I looked at my map to determine where to go next. There was a zone called Bintel nearby, a woodsy, foresty-looking spot. That seemed like our best choice, as it was designed for levels 1-15.

Since we were now level 3, I picked a nice little spot in the middle of the zone where we had a good quest hub. The questgiver, an NPC named Darla with a little question mark over her head, instructed us to kill 20 skeletal warriors haunting the woods.

“Skeletal warriors, huh? What, is this some kind of haunted area?”

Liana nodded. “The souls of dead fighters often remain within the woods. It’s a curse that has plagued the world of Fallen Legacy for many years.”

“Is there any way to undo it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I don’t know. There might be, but I wouldn’t be able to tell you how.”

I nodded. I added a note to my journal that it could be something to investigate in the future.

For now, we had to start killing skeletal warriors. We ventured into the nearby forest to find some.

Archers, swordsmen, and spear-wielders bombarded us. The nearest one, a level 3 skeleton knight, came toward me, greatsword at the ready. He slashed and cleaved, the large weapon creating a red arc in the air.

I was ready, and so I dodged the first two attacks. But then, on the third strike, he hit me. My health began to tick down with every blow, -5, -7, -3. He wasn’t doing huge amounts of damage at this level, but it was enough to start making a dent in my health.

I activated Dodge, a special ability that let me sidestep a number of attacks in a row. My character moved fast on screen, getting past one, then another, and then another of the skeleton’s strikes.

“Kendrick!” called Liana. “Help me out here!”

I moved to her side, striking the nearby skeletal archer she was fighting. Bones creaked and broke as we fought together, proving to be a high-DPS, formidable team. If only we had a healer, I thought, we’d be basically unstoppable.

Together, we took the rest of the skeletons down. My exp bar had gone up quite a bit. I had also acquired a great deal of loot and gear from the fallen mobs. Apparently skeletons were great to kill, because they dropped both coin and rare items.

I collected 40 silver pieces and 12 copper, as well as [Jouster’s Tunic] and [Longsword +2]. That looked like a basic weapon, but it would probably sell for some decent coin.

Liana and I were both a little low on health, and while food would be a fast way to regenerate, so too would a little kiss... or more.

I pulled her to me and put my hands on her very supple, firm ass. “Feel like getting some health back?”

She grinned at me and put her hands on my chest, holding me close. “How is it that you always know exactly what’s on my mind?”

“Guess we’re just connected like that.”

Our lips met and I kissed her rough and hard. I felt invigorated from the fight and ready to enjoy a moment together. I pulled her into a nearby soft, grassy patch and laid her down on the forest floor beneath me. The owls around us hooted, the sky starting to turn dark and cloudy. The air was humid, smelling of oncoming rain.

I pressed her into the grass and kissed her, moving my lips and tongue down her neck. She whimpered in pleasure sand spread her thighs, welcoming me closer, her hands moving all over my body. I guess fighting makes us both horny. Who knew?

I reached between her thighs and found she was wet and dripping, waiting for me to come inside her. And I was hard, throbbing, ready to penetrate. I loved this game. Where else could you have sex with a beautiful woman and restore your health to full?

I tugged my pants down, freeing my shaft, and prepared to impale her...
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“Oh yes, Kendrick... Claim me, make me yours. I want to serve you forever!”

“And you will,” I said, knowing that within moments, my sorceress would truly be mine, bound to me for the rest of the game. Her power would merge with me, and I would have access to her full swath of abilities, able to use her as I saw fit at any moment.


Use her... maybe that’s a thought that’s wrong, maybe I shouldn’t be thinking of her like my own property. But in reality, she is. That was the way the game was set up: the women you fucked became yours, part of your harem, in all ways.

I held her tightly and pummeled her for all I was worth, feeling her pussy clutch tightly around me. She cried out as her orgasm crashed upon her, her big, heavy tits thrusting in my face. I sucked fervently on each one, kissing and licking around her nipples, wanting her to enjoy herself for all she could.

“I am yours, my knight... my master,” she cried. “Claim me! Spurt in me! Fill me with your seed...”

Claiming His Legacy: Part III

Richard/Kendrick

“Oh gods, yes,” purred Liana, her legs wrapping together around me than ever. She fucked me back, her hips rising to meet mine with every deep thrust I gave her. By the gods, I thought, this is fucking amazing.

It was like nothing I and ever felt, the sex in this game. I didn’t even know how it was possible for me to feel it... and yet, I was.

I was feeling every inch of her tight wet pussy around me. Every press of her soft full breasts into my chest. I could hear her moans of passion and pleasure. And I felt her breath on my neck, as real as if we were actually together, having sex.

I gripped her wrists and pressed her into the forest floor. Thrusting, deep and hard and fast, going as far into her hot wet pussy as I could. The feel of her sex around me was incredible, her cunt muscles clenching me perfectly. I loved the way she moaned under me, clearly enjoying every bit of my rough fucking.

I was losing myself in it, completely in the moment. Feeling dominant and possessive, hard and in control. And she was responding in kind. Yielding to me.

“Oh shit,” I grunted. “I’m gonna cum. Gonna...”

I felt myself spurting, my load coating her inner walls, her legs tightening around me. Her body bucked and writhed beneath mine, per climax washing over her in waves of shuddering bliss.

“Intruders!”

I looked back, seeing a little brown, ugly creature running toward us. A goblin.

Why do they have to interrupt right at this second? I sighed.

Oh well, at least I got the buff.

I quickly grabbed my stuff and pulled my gear back on. “Let’s get to work —”

“Not so fast.”

A female voice resonated from behind me at the top of a peak. I looked back, seeing at the little hilltop, that there was a beautiful robed woman standing there. Her hair fell down her shoulders in long red waves. She looked directly at the goblins coming toward us and stretched her hand out. Waves of fire shot from her fingertips, engulfing the oncoming forces.

I watched as one goblin after another soon fell at her feet, cries of anguish leaving them. Their weapons and armor stayed intact, but their flesh was seared to pieces.

When the last of the goblins had died, the sorceress turned her gaze to us. “You don’t have very good luck, do you.”

“Not really. Seems like every time we settle down for a little, uh, rejuvenation...” I looked over at Liana, who was grinning at me. “We get interrupted.”

The sorceress nodded. Stepping down from her perch to approach us, I saw that she was beautiful and vibrant in her appearance, her skin healthy and her complexion clear. She looked like she was approaching the prime of life, maybe 40 or so, and was strikingly gorgeous. Her ears were slanted at the tips, so I guessed she was elven.

“Then maybe you need someone to help you with that.” Her voice was full and rich, washing over me pleasantly.

“Are you offering?”

She raised a brow. “Why not? I am looking for traveling companions, and just happened upon you two in the woods. You seem like you could use a hand.”

I nodded. “I’m Kendrick. This is Liana.”

The sorceress took my hand and shook it gently, her grip firm though her skin was soft. “My name is Dalia. Are you traveling far?”

“We don’t have much of a plan at this point,” I said. I wasn’t sure how to explain my whole goal was basically just grinding and leveling — with the sole outcome of gaining experience.

Dalia nodded. “Allow me to lead, then. I will show you what you need to find.”

I raised a brow. That was a pretty interesting offer. I wasn’t even sure how she knew what I was trying to find...

“You’re not with the Legendary Cause, right?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I am on your side, Master Kendrick.” Dalia began to walk, her steps light and quick, and Liana and I hurried to follow her.

As it turned out, she was a traveling sorceress, someone who went from one city to the next to provide her magical services. She could do a great many things; heal broken hearts, or minds; she could heal buildings as well by repairing the cracks in their foundation.

How she could do that was beyond me. Pure amazement. But still, I believed her. And when we arrived in the nearest town, Gainsburg, I saw that she was not lying at all.

Gainsburg was a small city, but badly in need of repair. Like she had suggested, the walls were crumbling and the people seemed downtrodden. Dalia’s job, then, was to move through the city one building at a time, slowly uplifting its citizens while repairing the foundation of each building.

She did this with expert care and observation, taking great pains to make sure that everyone was well. I watched as her fingers slid over the nearby citizens, tendrils of healing light shimmering from the tips. Then, she touched the head of another, helping him back to his feet after falling from a severe illness. Before long she was helping one citizen after another, and then her hands came to the buildings themselves.

I watched as she moved through one and then another, reaching to one cracked foundation and then more, her hands deftly sealing the bricks back together.

It was incredible. It was as though she was an artist, creating a masterful work. I watched in amazement, transfixed, loving every second of what I saw. There was simply no denying her talent.

Dalia then turned to me, smiling. “Well, what do you think? Are you impressed?”

Of course I was. Wildly so.

“Can you do this with people? Transform them the same way?”

She grinned. “What exactly did you have in mind?”

I decided to spell it out for her, bit by bit.

“I want to be powerful. A great, grand lord. A master. Someone who is bowed down to, who commands respect.”

I didn’t tell her, of course, I wanted to be a sexual god as well, someone who could make women do his every bidding. I had all kinds of kinky taboo fantasies, and this hot little sorceress was looking like one who might just be able to make all my wildest dreams come true.

Maybe I was a dirty little fucker. In fact, there was really no question of it. My fantasies, after all, involved being lord and dominant master over a whole harem of women. Preferably lots of gorgeous fantasy babes like in this game.

And now that I had Liana at my side, that was one conquest. Now I just needed to make one more...

Dalia looked straight into my eyes. “I can do what you request, sir. But it will take some time.”

“How much time?”

She leaned in close, her lips nearly brushing mine. “I will need to be alone with you. In a quiet room, with a bed. Where we can be by ourselves, completely.”

I nodded. “Liana, would you mind occupying yourself for a little while? Perhaps you could purchase us some new armor and weapons.”

She smiled, eager to please, and nodded.

As Liana headed off into the busy street, I took Dalia’s hand and led her to a nearby inn. We checked in, and I knew there was only one thing on her mind, just as there was on mine.

After all, this was the whole point of the game: to have sex with loads of gorgeous women. And now was the chance for me to do just that.

She moved with me into the quiet tavern room, closing the door behind us. Dalia, with her sleek figure and sweet smile, was beyond just a looker. She was insanely sexy.

She was the kind of woman I was going to take my time with and enjoy.

“So, you would like to become alpha,” she said. “A god among men. A lord of his own harem...”

I nodded. “That’s what I want, sorceress.”

She looked me over, as though she was assessing me bit by bit, trying to figure out where to start. She gazed intently at me, then placed her hand on the side of my cheek. “Then you must take me, master, and make me fully yours.”

I nodded. “That’s exactly what I want to do.”

She stepped back, disrobing, removing her shimmering gown by the straps, letting it fall down her sensuous body. I was still in shock that I was getting to do this with a virtual babe, being able to have sex with her and claim my legacy as lord and master.

But yet, it made sense. After all, that was the whole point of the game: to rule and become a god.

As Dalia stripped, standing before me naked like a beautiful, horny goddess, I marveled at my luck. Maybe things weren’t perfect in the real world.. but they were pretty damn good in game.

She moved close to me, her body shimmering in the light. I could see every ounce of perfect skin and every curve, her breasts bouncing gently as she stepped toward me. My hands caressed her body, her stomach and thighs...she was beautiful, but also fertile. It was like I could just smell the sex rolling off her...

“Fuck,” I growled, sounding like the rough, dominant alpha I so desperately wanted to be. “You smell amazing.”

“I can give you everything you want,” she purred, gazing up into my eyes. “All you need to do is name your desires, master, and I will grant them.”

“You can do that?” I asked, staring in surprise. I knew she was a sorceress, but the idea that she could command the fabric of reality itself, and change things...

“Yes. Consider me yours to command, to achieve all you desire in this life and more. I am ready to be controlled by you, sir.”

As she gazed up at me, smiling eagerly, I knew now was the time. I was going to claim Dalia for my own — officially.

I pressed her into the sheets and rubbed my fingers between her thighs, feeling her hot, slick entrance. She moaned, beckoning me to her, close, her arms going around me. She reached for my shaft, pressing the tip of my cock to her pussy.

I slid inside her easily, finding her wet and ready for me. Apparently my presence, my masculinity, had a real effect on her. I could tell; the look in her eyes was one of submission, of eagerness. She wanted me to claim her, to take her for my own. I was going to do just that.

Gripping her hips tight, I thrust forward, making her moan in raw bliss. Her legs locked around me and I fucked her, holding nothing back, giving every ounce of my spirit and energy to what we were doing now. I lost myself in the throes of passion with Dalia. Her fingers tingled with magical energy as they slid down my arms and back, her cries of passion filling the room.

“Oh yes, Kendrick... Claim me, make me yours. I want to serve you forever!”

“And you will,” I said, knowing that within moments, my sorceress would truly be mine, bound to me for the rest of the game. Her power would merge with me, and I would have access to her full swath of abilities, able to use her as I saw fit at any moment.


Use her... maybe that’s a thought that’s wrong, maybe I shouldn’t be thinking of her like my own property. But in reality, she is. That was the way the game was set up: the women you fucked became yours, part of your harem, in all ways.

I held her tightly and pummeled her for all I was worth, feeling her pussy clutch tightly around me. She cried out as her orgasm crashed upon her, her big, heavy tits thrusting in my face. I sucked fervently on each one, kissing and licking around her nipples, wanting her to enjoy herself for all she could.

“I am yours, my knight... my master,” she cried. “Claim me! Spurt in me! Fill me with your seed...”

I grunted in pleasure as her walls tightened around me, her pussy squeezing me, as if beckoning me to shoot my thick load within her womb. I gave one last hard thrust and held my cock deep within her walls, spurting and spurting, endless jets of my cream filling her. I gasped with the intensity of it, the world turning to white around me; it was as though there was nothing but me and Dalia, in that moment, and her magic was strengthening me, making me even more than I would have been, normally.

Making me legendary. A god.

I sighed in sated pleasure, my orgasm slowly fading. I settled my weight on top of her and we kissed, her gaze one of love and admiration. Slowly I removed my cock from her pussy, falling onto the bed next to her.

She snuggled into me, gazing lovingly into my eyes. “You felt it, didn’t you? That shift in power?”

I nodded. “What was that?”

“It was the change of elements. Whenever I am with someone, especially a virile and powerful alpha like yourself, I provide some of my power to them. It is simply the way of nature, something that happens without me thinking about it.”

I nodded. “So you giving your power to me, even if it’s just a little... Well, I’d feel that, right?”

“Yes.” She rubbed her fingers over my chest. “And now, on the next part of our journey, you will be stronger than ever before.”

I knew she was right. That much — that I’d be stronger — was unquestionable. I could sense the power tingling through my arms, though I wasn’t sure just how it would affect me.

For now, though, I could think of nothing but the post-orgasmic bliss of being with Dalia. Her soft body curled into mine, I drifted into a relaxing, peaceful slumber.

****

“Still playing, I see.” I heard Jackie’s disdainful voice somewhere in the background, snapping me out of my reverie of game-induced bliss. I pulled off my headset and turned to her, raising a brow.

“Yeah, I am. You got a problem with that?”

My tone must have startled her. After all, she was used to me being a soft little pushover, a guy who showed no backbone at all. Hell, that’s exactly what I had been, for many years.

“No, I just, um.... I didn’t know how long you were going to be on,” she said, her voice a little less harsh. “I wondered if you wanted to order in or go out tonight.”

“I think you should cook for me.” I sat back, giving her a challenging stare.

She raised both brows, putting her hands on her hips. “Oh, you think so, do you?”

I nodded. “Yes. And when you’re finished, you should serve me just like the hot little maid you’ve fantasized about being for years...”

Her mouth went wide. But to my amazement, instead of arguing, she came a little closer, as if seduced by my words...
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Hearing my own sexy girlfriend call me sir, like I was some kind of powerful guy in charge, gave me a thrill like no other. I gave her a nice second slap on the ass, entering her from behind. This angle gave me the chance to go even deeper, so I could really hammer her tight little pussy even harder. I gripped her big tit with one hand, taking her hair in my hand with the other for a nice tight hold. I tugged so I could get just the right angle, forcing her to take my cock in and out of her like a driving piston, making the bed shake.

“I’m gonna come, slut, gonna fucking.... shoot... oh shit.”

“Do it, baby,” she whimpered, giving me the sexiest, sultriest look I had ever seen from my girlfriend. “Fill me up. Give me that nasty, thick hot load, good and deep inside my slick little pussy.”

I groaned. I couldn’t hold back any longer — I needed to pump my seed deep inside her. With one last thrust, I drove my shaft as far as I could into her, then let go, fireworks exploding in my mind and body. I came and came, cock spurting and twitching, erupting inside Jackie’s cunt. She took every burst, her hips pushing back against mine, milking me for one shaft after the other as my virile seed splashed her womb.

Claiming His Legacy: Part IV

Richard/Kendrick

Jackie was staring at me with a totally dumfounded expression, clearly baffled by the sudden change in me. “You... you seem so different, Richard. What’s come over you?”

I grinned, coming up to her, my alpha male fire gleaming in my eyes. I knew that much was true — I was different, and she knew it as much as I did. Pulling Jackie into my arms, I kissed her soundly, and instead of resisting me, she moaned softly and kissed me back.

“Wow...Richard.” She looked up into my eyes, shocked. “You really are different. What’s come over you?”

I gripped her ass, holding her to me, my hands rough and dominant, my eyes fixed on hers. The breathlessness, the way she was responding to me, all of it was... unexpected. And totally hot.

She really is turned on by me now, I realized. She thinks I’m hot.

Something she hadn’t thought for more years now than I could count.

“Richard...”

She parted her lips, tilting her head, looking up into my eyes. “I need you to...” she bit her lip and whimpered.

“To what, Jackie?”

She leaned in close, flushed and hot. “Take me into the bedroom...fuck me...”

“Is that really what you want?”

She nodded. Looking directly into my eyes, my beautiful girlfriend showed me everything I needed to know: she was hot, and horny, and ready to fuck. All because of the game. It had changed me, and made me alpha, so that now women would respond to me in ways they never had before, including my own partner.

I growled in rage and passion, grabbing her in my arms and pulling her tightly to me. My mouth covered hers and I kissed her, roughly carrying her exactly where I wanted her: to the bedroom. I tossed her onto the bed, then climbed on top of her, pressing her into the sheets with my body.

She stiffened, stunned by my sudden power and masculinity — and then melted in my arms, her lips warm and soft against mine, her fingers curious and teasing. She reached for my belt, trying to open it, though my hands on her were distracting her.

Seeing my girlfriend spread out on the bed before me, actually wanting to have sex with me, was fucking hot. I was not used to it — not even remotely. Yet here she was, laying in the bed ready for me to fuck her.

I kissed her deeply, my hands at her buttons, undoing them one by one until the whole from tot her shirt was open. She tossed it over her head, giving me a surprising little giggle —- Jackie never giggled. Then, she was wearing nothing above her waist but a lacy white bra, which I reached behind to unlatch. Her bra came free, leaving her topless in front of me.

“Goddamn,” I said, sucking in a breath. “You look fucking hot.”

Her breasts weren’t as big or perky as some of the girls in game, but they were perky and full, and more than a handful. Burying my face in her incredibly cleavage, I sucked and nibbled at it, making her writhe under me, her fire ignited. Locking her legs behind my hips, she clung to me and gasped, arching her back. I trailed kisses down her stomach, feeling the smoothness of her skin, and then went lower.

I opened her jeans and tugged them down her thighs. I had forgotten just how beautiful my girlfriend really was. Normally I never got to see this side of her, or any side of her, for that matter.

She gasped as the fabric was freed from her legs. I tossed the jeans aside.

“Richard...what are you doing...”

“Be quiet,” I commanded, my dark, caveman side taking over. She couldn’t protest in time; I tugged her panties to one side, pressing my face into her hot, waiting pussy. She was shaved smooth, her slit juicy and shining invitingly. I lapped at her sweet, swollen little clit again and again and slid two fingers into her.

“Oh shit,” she screamed, her thighs trembling as she closed them around my head. “Don’t stop, Richard, fuck!” Her fingers went to my hair and tightened, her hips bucking as I ate her pussy.

I smiled to myself. She tasted incredible. I was going to enjoy every bit of this, and sure as hell wasn’t going to stop — not until she came, right here with my head between her thighs. As my tongue teased her sensitive clit, my fingers pumping inside her tight, wet walls, she started to babble wordlessly, making no sense at all, clutching my head as she bucked against my face.

“Oh fuck honey fuck fuck fuck don’t stop don’t stop yessssss I’m cominggggg!”

She bucked wildly, and I had to hold on tight to keep my face there, as Jackie hit the peak, then thumbed over. Her inner walls trembled on my fingers, clenching hard. She milked every last ounce of pleasure from the powerful climax flooding her. I slowed my pace, teasing her, drawing out her enjoyment, letting her recover before I plunged inside her and fucked her brains out.

I reached for my belt, fumbling with the buckle for a moment — then it was off, my pants tugged down and off, and my cock free. She grabbed me, pulling her to her as she kissed me passionately, sliding her tongue against mine.

“That was incredible,” she gasped. “You’ve never done that for me before.”

“It was for me,” I said roughly, my breath hot on hers. “I wanted to fuck you right after you came, feeling you all wet and tight...”

Before she could answer, I slid my cockhead into her folds, the touch alone nearly enough to send her into another shock of orgasms. She gave a little gasp of shock as my girth pushed slowly into her walls, sliding her open, parting her and invading her. Claiming her in a way I never had before.

I realized then, in that moment, I wanted to claim her as far more than just any woman. More than just a girlfriend. I wanted her as my wife, my right-hand woman, the one who would be at my side to carry on my name... and my legacy.

I wanted to breed her. Fuck her, pump her full of my seed, and see her swollen with my children. To see her eyes shining with love and lust on our wedding day, knowing that we would be together, fulfilled in every way possible.

To know she would hold my hand, and receive my throbbing manhood, any time I desired. To serve me.

As I sank completely into Jackie’s hot, slick folds, I felt like I was in heaven. Complete and total heaven. I grinned savagely, feeling the head of my cock hammering against her g-spot, knowing the whole neighborhood could probably hear us. I didn’t care — hell, I wanted them to. I wanted to exert my dominance over her, my claim, and I wanted everyone to know about it.

The spongy swollen head hit her at just the right angle, driving her wild. Her perfect hunt gripped me as I pounded between her thighs, panting during my thrusts. “You love this, don’t you?” I fowled. “Getting fucked good and rough is what you’ve always craved, deep down. You’re a bad, bad girl, Jackie...”

“Yes,” she whimpered, her voice thick with bliss. “Put me in my place, Richard. Remind me of the slut I am. Bring it out, like only you can.”

I’d never heard my wife talk like this, and it was pure, savage heaven. I was in my rightful place; this was exactly what sex should have felt like, for years, and was only now starting to become. The game had changed me — and now I was going to claim everything I had been missing, for years and years.

“Show me who’s in control,” she breathed, gazing up into my eyes. “Use me like the whore I am.”

Those words touched a place inside me that I had kept long dormant. Perhaps it had simply never had the chance to come out. Whatever the reason, I wanted to take control, to show her exactly how manly and wild I truly could be.

My cock slid out of her pussy with a soft wet pop as I pulled back. She whimpered in desperation, in frustration, gazing up at me wanting more.

“Don’t take it away, give me more...”

I grabbed her by the hips and twisted her, bending her over the bed, putting her perfect pale round as in the air. I smacked it hard, leaving a good red spot there. She cried out in pain and pleasure combined, her cunt juices dripping even faster and slicker from my slap. “Oh yes,” she whined. “Harder, more... give it to me good, sir!”

Hearing my own sexy girlfriend call me sir, like I was some kind of powerful guy in charge, gave me a thrill like no other. I gave her a nice second slap on the ass, entering her from behind. This angle gave me the chance to go even deeper, so I could really hammer her tight little pussy even harder. I gripped her big tit with one hand, taking her hair in my hand with the other for a nice tight hold. I tugged so I could get just the right angle, forcing her to take my cock in and out of her like a driving piston, making the bed shake.

“I’m gonna come, slut, gonna fucking.... shoot... oh shit.”

“Do it, baby,” she whimpered, giving me the sexiest, sultriest look I had ever seen from my girlfriend. “Fill me up. Give me that nasty, thick hot load, good and deep inside my slick little pussy.”

I groaned. I couldn’t hold back any longer — I needed to pump my seed deep inside her. With one last thrust, I drove my shaft as far as I could into her, then let go, fireworks exploding in my mind and body. I came and came, cock spurting and twitching, erupting inside Jackie’s cunt. She took every burst, her hips pushing back against mine, milking me for one shaft after the other as my virile seed splashed her womb.

The feel of it was so hot, so intense, I almost passed out. I couldn’t take the pleasure... but I did, and remained conscious, panting and sweating from the most incredible fuck I’d had — with my own girlfriend.

She smiled, pulling me down into the bed next to me, snuggling into my chest. She was dripping with my cum, all smiles and nuzzles, almost dreamlike. I was starting to wonder if this was real, or if I was still in the game or something. I could hardly believe it was my real life. Having kinky rough sex with my girlfriend was something I had only ever dreamed about.

“Well,” she said, looking up at me with pure adoration, “you sure did give me everything I hoped for... and more.” She traced her fingers over my chest. “And just how did you manage it? I didn’t think you had it in you...”

“I guess I have a few tricks up my sleeve,” I said, that voice of mine still as rough and deep as ever. I moved my hand over her ass and squeezed roughly, possessively. “You’re gonna be my little kitchen slut now, Jackie... I want you down there cooking and cleaning for me, and when I get home, on your knees ready to suck my cock and serve me what I need at the end of a long, hard day...”

She whimpered in pleasure at my touch, and my words, the perfect submissive housewife in every way. Fantasies of control and domination were common in women — especially ones like Jackie. Her natural fire had attracted me to her, but she had a submissive side I knew she’d been wanting to bring out for a long time.

Now she was going to get that chance.

But first...

I looked over to my blinking computer screen through the doorway, thinking about what I still needed to do in game. Unless I just give up, I thought. Maybe that’s the point here. I don’t have to do this anymore. I don’t have to play games... the game itself gave me everything I needed. Now I can focus on what matters: my wife, my life, and my legacy.

I knew, without a doubt, that what I really wanted was Jackie. To own her, claim her and make her mine, day after day, for as long as I could. Everything else seemed trivial in comparison.

“Goddamn, sir,” she sighed, stretching out her sensuous body, drawing my eyes to her form. “You really did make my day, and my night, and everything. You haven’t made me cum like that — well, as long as we’ve been together, I’m pretty sure.”

I was sure of it, too. But this sexual beast inside me wasn’t going anywhere fast, that much was for sure.

I held her close, vowing to myself that no matter what happened, I would treasure Jackie from now on, as my own, my girl, my prize.

“I want you to marry me,” I said, looking down at her directly. “I don’t want to fuck around anymore. I just want you to be mine forever, Jackie.”

She blinked up at me, her eyes growing watery with tears. “Richard, I don’t... Are you serious? You’re sure?”

“I’m completely sure, never more sure of anything in my life.”

She sucked in a breath, then nodded. “I want it too, then. In truth, I had hoped you would ask, for a long time.”

“I’m asking now. I want it more than anything.”

“And so do I.” She smiled up at me, her tears turning joyful, her eyes crinkling at the edges. “I want to give you that fantasy — because it’s mine, too. Of being in the kitchen and serving you like that. I always wanted to have that opportunity.”

“Now you will.”

I put my arms tight around her, pulling her into my chest. “You’ll be mine, in bed, in life, everywhere, in every moment. Your heart, your body — belong to me completely.”

She nodded. There was something different about her, melting and soft and submissive. I had unlocked it, it seemed, by my dominance, by the control I had exerted. By claiming my truth as an alpha male, my real destiny... I had given her what she needed, too.

And the game had helped me with that.

I had to be thankful.

I kissed her again, holding her against me, gently pumping my load in and out of her cunt with my fingers. She moaned, arching her back, responding to me just as I had hoped. Her slick folds welcomed me, and she gazed into my eyes with complete devotion, showing me all I needed to know.

Jackie was mine, and the future was mine. The game had given me my true legacy, and the world was mine to claim.
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“Do you have in mind what I do?” she murmured sexily.

“Depends. Just what do you have in mind?”

She leaned in close, lips teasing my ear. “You and me, in bed. Naked. Under the covers. Your cock in my pussy, deep.”

“Sounds good to me.” I smiled, enjoying the feel of her lips moving along my jaw, kissing softly. My hands went to her breasts, squeezing the big, full mounds under her small tight white shirt.

She pulled back and looked at me. Her expression was undeniably horny. It felt good to be wanted, to have this kind of effect on women. It took a lot more effort in real life — but as Drake, nope. No problem.

I helped Tegan get her shirt off, pulling it over her head along with the red bra. Her bare chest revealed, I kissed along her full breasts, lips tugging her pink hard nipples.

“Mmmm. That feels good, sugar.”

She caressed my hair and neck, stroking her hands over my head. I sucked on each of her tits, making her nipples nice and hard, squeezing them and looking up at her. We kissed, hot and heavy, tongues sliding together. She moaned as I took control, sliding my fingers through her hair.

Desire took control of me. I stripped off Tegan’s clothing, helping her out of her outfit until she was naked on my couch. My clothes came next; I tossed them aside, letting them pile onto the floor.

Tegan sank down to the floor, smiling up at me. “Wow, you have a big cock. Very nice...” Her painted nail slid along the shaft and swirled around the head. A trail of precum stuck to her finger. “Very very nice.” She licked some more precum off my shaft, eagerly sucking my dick into her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned. “Mmmm.”

I sat back, enjoying the sight of her on her knees, sucking my cock. She looked gorgeous, her mouth full of cock. Her lips, slightly red from her lipstick, moved up and down my big shaft. She let go of me for a moment and murmured, “I want your hot cum in my mouth.”

The Girl in the Street Part I: Capturing Tegan

It seemed like an ordinary day to me. Monday. The sun was shining. I got up early for my morning run. I lived on my own, in an apartment twenty minutes from my stepmom’s house. I was working my first job, in data analysis.

I hated it.

I forced myself into the office as always.

My co-worker, Adam, gave me a smirk. “Aren’t you looking great this morning. Did you even sleep last night?”

“Tried.” I sipped my coffee. It was black and hollow-tasting. “Not much luck.”

I looked out the office window. I knew I needed to get to work, but the view of the city transfixed me. Seeing those early morning lights, people going to work. Thinking about their hopes, their dreams. Were their lives better than mine? Or were we all living in this dead excuse for a world?

I went to my desk and sat down to begin coding. Another menial task. Creating some finance app for my already super-rich firm. Because money, money, money — that was all that mattered.

“Hey, Rich.” My boss walked up to me, her hips swaying under her tight black miniskirt. “Can you get those reports in to me today?”

“Not a problem, Ms. Jenser.”

My gaze drifted up her body as she stood before me, sorting through some files on her tablet. She was generally in a bad mood, bitchy and cranky. And completely smoking hot.

She had long black hair that fell around her shoulders and large breasts, usually hidden by a white tight blouse. She wore a black miniskirt and hose, along with a set of heels I’d have loved to see in the air while I was between her spread legs, giving her my cock.

Like that’ll ever happen.

“Okay, great.” She looked back up at me, flashing a brief smile. A rare event. “I really do appreciate all your hard work, Richard.”

“Thanks, Ms. Jenser.”

She gave me a last look, then turned and stalked off, no doubt heading to her next victim. My eyes followed the sway of her ass.

I turned back to my computer, sighing. I knew it was going to be a long day.

The one respite I had was the VRMMO on my laptop, which was open next to me. Called Darkmist, it was set in a futuristic, cyberpunk world. A lot of it was customizable; your character, class, settings, etc. I played a rogue named Drake.

Oh, and did I mention? You could have sex with female NPCs. In fact, that was kind of the goal. As you progressed, you met new girls...and half the time, they were horny as fuck for you.

I couldn’t use my VR glasses at work, but I could still play the PC version. I got a bit of coding done on my main computer, then turned to the laptop and plugged in my earbuds.

I logged into the game and saw Drake ready to go.

****

In game, my character was buff and alpha. He had a black chinstrap beard and crew cut hair. I’d customized his looks, making him kind of dark and mysterious, but also handsome. The kind of guy with that rugged bad boy thing going on.

The women in game fell for it.

Believe it or not, your appearance score could actually influence how much women liked you. I’d chatted with a game master one evening and he’d confirmed my question.

“Yes. We’ve specifically coded it so that female NPCs are more attracted to good-looking male players, and vice versa.”

“So female players have an easier time getting dates if they go for a high appearance score?”

“Correct.”

Considering how little I got laid in real life, it made sense to up my appearance score. Not that I couldn’t get laid; I just didn’t have time for it. I’d actually broken up with my last girlfriend because — you guessed it — too busy with work.

I took control of Drake and felt myself immediately loosening up. Feeling more relaxed. His life was infinitely better than mine.

The world was dim and grimy, but felt like home. Rain splattered the streets, cars driving slowly past. It wasn’t a busy, bustling sort of spread. I was in Rustbelt, a city of roughly twenty-thousand or so. Most of the residents had moved out after the first war, when implant-users and the government (strictly anti-implant) had basically destroyed half the continent.

I passed a little Chinese takeout place that said LUCKY EXPRESS in bright pink letters. Another building said GROCERIES. Unimaginative, but I guess it gets the point across, I thought with a smirk.

I headed down the street, walking past a group of people wearing long leather coats. They were all guys except for one woman. With blondish, slightly ragged hair and eyes that burned right into me with their amber-tinged implants, I was struck by how beautiful she was.

She gave me a look of slight, yet undisguised interest, her gaze sweeping over me.

I eyed her right back, then headed into the nearby bar. The joint was my usual hangout, where they served some kind of watery beer that tasted mediocre but got the job done. The job being a slight buzz that left me feeling pleasantly intoxicated before I started prowling around.

Drake was level 71; the max was 80. I thought about going out to quest, but right now I didn’t feel like it. I just wanted to hang out and relax.

“Buy a girl a drink?”

I heard a soft female voice and looked back. Surprised, I saw the face of the blonde girl from outside. She was even prettier up close. And more than just pretty...she was smoking hot.

Her outfit didn’t leave much to the imagination. She wore a thin, gauzy white top with some kind of red bra-thing underneath, but she had large full breasts that were partly exposed. Her smooth stomach was totally bare, leading to a thick leather belt, green shorts, and some kind of hosiery/leather functionality pants. They looked like garters, but I suspected they had more purpose than that. As in, she had stuff hiding in the pockets.

She wore the leather trenchcoat like her companions; it cloaked her delicate arms and fell down her back.

“What’ll you have?”

“What you’re having.” She smiled.

“Bartender? Another of these, for the lady.”

She sat down next to me. “Ooh, now I’m a lady.” I heard a slight note of tease in her voice.

“You have the air of one.” I smiled back.

Thanks to Drake’s high charm score, she didn’t take that as some kind of sarcastic insult; instead she just laughed, a smooth, musical sound I liked right away. “Well, sugar, I’ve been called many things. A slut, a harlot, a wanton woman...but ‘lady’ hasn’t been among them.”

“Well, it is now.”

The bartender served her beer and collected some coins from me. She raised her glass to mine and toasted.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Drake. Yours?”

“Tegan.”

We clinked glasses.

As we talked, with Tegan telling me some about her work (she was a leather trader), I surveyed her tight, hot body. Yeah, I was thinking about taking her back to my place and having sex with her. After all, you got points for getting laid. Did I mention that?

Yep. The game had a built-in mechanism: every time you fucked, you got what was called a Satisfaction Bonus. It bumped up your hit points, intellect, astuteness, and clarity levels. Basically it was a sexual afterglow that gave you better capability while questing or just going about basic tasks (because yep, there was a speed bonus, too).

So there was an incentive for fucking.

Not to mention, it was just fun.

****

After finishing our drinks, I invited Tegan back to my place.

She raised a brow, smiling slyly. We’d hit it off so far. “Are you in the mood for company, sugar? It’s quite late.”

“In the mood for your company, yes.”

She chuckled and took my arm as we exited. She walked with me down the street, heading toward my apartment. I reached around, pulling her against me. Her hips were slender but womanly. I ran my fingers up and down the lower part of her back; she responded by snuggling in closer to me, apparently liking my company.

“Who were those friends of yours back there?” I asked.

“Some guys I trade with. Help keep my business going.”

“You been a trader long?” I asked, pushing the button on the elevator.

“Long enough.” She looked kind of grim at that statement so I didn’t pry for more.

When we got back to my place, she stripped off her outer coat. I offered her a drink — a weird little pink concoction called voss. It was supposed to get you feeling a little buzzed, a little horny, and a little high. She grinned and accepted it from me, sitting down on the couch and patting the seat next to her.

We clinked glasses again. She took a sip of her voss. Then she set it aside and reached over, rubbing her hand up and down my thigh. “Do you have in mind what I do?” she murmured sexily.

“Depends. Just what do you have in mind?”

She leaned in close, lips teasing my ear. “You and me, in bed. Naked. Under the covers. Your cock in my pussy, deep.”

“Sounds good to me.” I smiled, enjoying the feel of her lips moving along my jaw, kissing softly. My hands went to her breasts, squeezing the big, full mounds under her small tight white shirt.

She pulled back and looked at me. Her expression was undeniably horny. It felt good to be wanted, to have this kind of effect on women. It took a lot more effort in real life — but as Drake, nope. No problem.

I helped Tegan get her shirt off, pulling it over her head along with the red bra. Her bare chest revealed, I kissed along her full breasts, lips tugging her pink hard nipples.

“Mmmm. That feels good, sugar.”

She caressed my hair and neck, stroking her hands over my head. I sucked on each of her tits, making her nipples nice and hard, squeezing them and looking up at her. We kissed, hot and heavy, tongues sliding together. She moaned as I took control, sliding my fingers through her hair.

Desire took control of me. I stripped off Tegan’s clothing, helping her out of her outfit until she was naked on my couch. My clothes came next; I tossed them aside, letting them pile onto the floor.

Tegan sank down to the floor, smiling up at me. “Wow, you have a big cock. Very nice...” Her painted nail slid along the shaft and swirled around the head. A trail of precum stuck to her finger. “Very very nice.” She licked some more precum off my shaft, eagerly sucking my dick into her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned. “Mmmm.”

I sat back, enjoying the sight of her on her knees, sucking my cock. She looked gorgeous, her mouth full of cock. Her lips, slightly red from her lipstick, moved up and down my big shaft. She let go of me for a moment and murmured, “I want your hot cum in my mouth.”

“Keep coin that, baby, and you’ll get your wish in no time.”

I put my hands to her head, guiding her mouth back onto me. She slurped on my cock, her saliva coating my shaft. My fingers ran through her hair, pushing it back from her face.

“Come up here,” I said, patting my thigh. “Get on my lap.”

She smiled and let go of me, climbing onto my lap eagerly. She straddled me, her wet pussy sliding against my thick shaft as we kissed, softly at first an then harder. I heard the rain coming down hard, spattering on my apartment roof. Good thing I’d worked hard in game to build up my gold reserves and could afford a pretty nice place.

Her hands went around my neck, lips kissing up and down my cheek. My fingers went to her pussy, coated by her warm wetness. I stuck two fingers into her, hearing the wet sound of her pussy lips as I plunged my fingers in and out.

“Ahhhh, fuck...Drake...that feels so good,” she moaned. “Do it to me, baby. I want it...”

“What do you want, you hot little thing?”

“Your cock in me. Please, Drake. I need a real man to fuck me.” She gazed into my eyes pleadingly, like it was killing her to be so horny.

I chuckled and took my thick shaft in hand, guiding it to her entrance. I slid the head up and down her wet slit, then pushed it inside her. She moaned as her wet pussy spread to accommodate me, cunt lips parting around my thickness. Soon I was all the way inside her, my cock touching deep, against her cervix.

“Ahhh!” she moaned. “Yeah, that’s it, babe. You don’t know how long it’s been...”

“Since you fucked?”

“Since I’ve been filled up with a big hot dick like yours.”

I smiled. We kissed, tongues sliding wetly against each other, and then I started sliding in and out of her. She moaned in time with my thrusts. I sucked on her breasts, tongue swirling her hard pink nipples.

“Oh yeah...ohhhhh...yes, Drake...fuck me just like that...Harder baby, harder...”

She was so wet by this time it was easy for me to thrust in and out. I held her ass and pounded her, thrusting up into her hard. I moved her onto her hands and knees, my body hovering over hers as I entered her again from behind.

“Ahhh, yeah! Fuck me!”

The room filled with the hot sounds of my cock pounding her, balls slapping her ass. “Take it, babe. Take that big cock inside you. Fuck, yeah, you’re tight...”


She squeezed her pussy around me in response. “Do it more. Harder. I need you...need your cock...”

I liked this one. She was really into it.

In and out I thrust, feeling myself getting closer to the edge. My balls were throbbing by new, feeling heavy and full.

“Fuck.” I pulled out, holding my dick. “Turn around. I want to cum on your tits...”

She quickly did as I asked, shifting positions so she was facing me, holding her huge tits in hand. She raised them up and gasped as I spurted hot jets of cum on her. “Oh yeah...so much... It feels so good.”

She took some of it onto her fingers, licking them clean. “Mmm. Tastes good...”

She came up to me and stroked my cock; just the sight of her pretty face was enough to get me hard again. I watched her hand move up and down my shaft — and then soon after her lips.

“Fuck, your mouth is hot, Tegan. That’s amazing. Suck me just like that.” I growled. “Yeah, you want this dick in you again, don’t you, slut?”

“Mmmm!”

She moaned and sucked on me hard, lips closing tight around me. Her mouth moved up and down me, head bobbing eagerly, like she was trying to suck the sperm straight from my balls.

“Lie back and spread your legs.”

She complied readily, getting on her back and opening her pretty thighs for me. I kissed up and down them, licking along her skin, my face getting near her pussy. She smelled amazing — and then I licked. She tasted amazing, too. So good. I kissed her pussy, my mouth moving up and down her wet slit. Spreading her pussy lips with my hands, I licked up and down the pink wet flesh, slurping lustfully.

“Oh god! Fuck, Drake. You’re amazing...Your mouth is so good.”

She held my head, legs squeezing around me as I ate her out. I rose up, holding gym dick and lining it up at her entrance. I impaled her, making her cry out in passion.

I leaned in close, kissing her. Her mouth was soft against mine; she smelled sweet, like strawberries, nothing like the dingy old smell that often filled these streets. Her fingers moved up and down my back, her hand gentle, pressing into me, urging me to fuck her. She gazed wantingly into my eyes. “Please...”

I held her hands and began fucking her. It felt good, connecting with her like this. For a minute I wasn’t just some rogue in the game; I was a real guy, pleasuring a woman, making her feel good. I lost sight of where the real me — Richard Kraft — and the virtual me, Drake, actually began. I was just there, pleasuring Tegan, thinking about how incredible her pussy felt around my cock.

I started fucking her, my dick sliding in and out of her tight hole. “Ohhhh....ohhhhh,” she moaned. “Yes. Yesssss... so good.”

Her tits bounced up and down as I fucked her, pussy so wet her juices coated my thick cock. “Cum inside me,” she moaned. “I wanna feel it in me.”

I pounded hard, thrusting in deep over and over. Filling her. She came on me, crying out in pleasure, her pussy spasming on my cock.

The sensation was too much, triggering my orgasm. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I thrust in deep and filled her, spurting jets of thick cum into her womb. She gasped, eyes glazing with pleasure. “Oh god...I can feel it...so much cum in me...it feels amazing!”

I groaned as I filled her.

When I was done, I pulled out and kissed her; her arms went around me, holding tight. “You fucked me, sugar. You really did.”

“Was it what you hoped for?”

“Better.”

She kissed me, smiling happily.

****

A tap on my shoulder broke into my encounter in the game world, drawing me back to reality. I took out my earbuds and turned.

It was Ms. Jenser. Standing there with her full tits...her tight little skirt...and a smile on her face.

“Thanks for getting me those reports. You did really well today, Rich.” She squeezed my shoulder briefly. “You can go home now if you want.”

“Uh...yeah...”

I was throbbingly hard in my pants — mostly from the game, but when I saw my hot boss, my hardon got bigger.

She noticed.

Her eyes went to it, flicking up my body. She apparently liked what she saw, because a tiny smile appeared at the corner of her mouth.

Then she turned, walking off, that cute butt of hers swaying side to side.

I rubbed my head, trying to forget the images of my hot boss. I was never going to fuck her, not in a million years. Hell, she was probably married.

Still, the idea of that tight body, dripping with my cum...

You’re getting carried away. Just because some babe fucks you in game, you think your boss is going to want to do the same? Not in a million years.

I packed up my laptop and put my bag on my shoulder.

Time to go home to some pizza and hopefully a long night of gaming — where I could return to Tegan’s arms and fuck her senseless.

****
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“Drake...you’re so big. So hard. I never imagined...”

“So you thought about it?”

She nodded, flushing. “Yes, I did.”

“Me too.”

She smiled up at me, licking the tip of my cock. Then she closed her lips around me, taking me into her hot mouth. I groaned as she pleasured me, lips sliding up and down my shaft, leaving it wet with her saliva and my precum.

I put my hands on her head, guiding her back and forth. I pushed her mouth deeper onto my cock, making her take me in her throat. She gagged slightly for a second, then recovered. I thought she would need to release me, but she put her hands on my butt and pulled me closer.

She slurped on my shaft, taking me deep. I groaned as my cock hit the back of her throat. I fucked her pretty mouth, pushing a stray strand of hair that had fallen from her bun away.

She released my cock and stroked me, gazing up at me with a look that could only be called undeniably horny.

I got between her legs and kissed her, making my way down her body. I kissed down her jaw and throat, to her collarbone and breasts. I sucked each of her nipples into my mouth and roughly handled her breasts. She spread her legs for me and gasped, “I need you inside me, now.”

The Girl in the Street Part II: Capturing Sara

I woke up in-game the next morning with a soft, delicious, completely naked female body snuggled in my arms. Tegan’s blonde hair was in my nose, smelling that sweet way she did, like jasmine and spice and all kinds of good things. I smiled and tightened my grasp around her, feeling her snuggle against me.

“Mmmm,” she said softly.

My hand moved down her shoulder to her waist, settling along the curve of her hip. I propped my head up on my hand, watching as the early morning sunlight streamed in through my slightly-cracked blinds. My gaze wandered to the table nearby, where I had a pistol and vibrosword.

So much for the perfect morning, I thought grimly. The sword was a reminder of just how bad things had gotten. I had to sleep with it at my bedside because of the repeated attacks.

I’d made Drake an implant on creation, which meant he had cybernetic enhancements: better vision, better speed, and mechanical improvements to his right arm to increase speed and dexterity while fighting. Of course, implants came at a cost: the government targeted you, trying to round you up and send you to internment camps if they found out your true nature.

They were banging on my door almost weekly now, and sometimes scouts made it through. Thus, the sword at my bedside table.

“What’s on your mind?” asked Tegan, rolling over and noticing my gaze. “You look troubled.”

“Nothing you need to worry about.” I kissed her softly and she returned it, smiling as she pressed her lips to mine. We kissed several times, the lip-lock soon turning passionate. My fingers explored her naked body, enjoying the silky feel of her skin. My hand went up to cup her breast, squeezing and thumbing her nipples. “Got plans for the day?” I asked, my voice gravelly with desire.

“Nothing that can’t wait...at least until I’ve dealt with this.” She grinned and reached down, hand closing over my large erection. She moved her fingers up and down, stroking my cock.

“Sounds good to me.”

Tegan got underneath the covers, her head going between my legs. I groaned as I felt her warm mouth surround my cock, taking me inside her sweet lips. The sheet rose and fell, the outline of her head bobbing as she sucked me happily, making lustful wet noises.

I guess she liked sucking cock. Mine, anyway.

My hands went to her head, pressing gently older the covers. I felt her soft hair in my hands. “Mmm, mmm,” she went, slurping on my big shaft. I smiled and closed my eyes for a moment.

“Damn, that feels good.”

Up and down she went, her mouth perfect on my cock. I opened my eyes and watched, enjoying it.

I pulled the sheet back and slipped my dick from her lips, watching as she smiled up at me. I pulled her up onto my lap and spread her legs, allowing her to straddle me. She was dripping wet, turned on by sucking me off. I put my dick to her entrance and slid inside her.

“Ohhhhh!” She gasped as my cock filled her, sliding easily inside. I took hold of her slender hips and began thrusting in and out. I fucked her hard, my cock pounding in and out. My hand went around her throat, closing gin a dominant hold.

I turned her onto her back and entered missionary position, my dick sliding wetly in and out of her. I grasped her wrists and held her down against the mattress, pinning her. The bed creaked with the weight of my thrusts. “Oh yeah, fuck me you stud,” she groaned. “Pound me hard...yeah...that’s so good,” she moaned, her tits bouncing as I drove my cock in over and over.

I sucked on her breasts, making her groan with delight and squeal as she came. My thrusts grew faster and harder, her pussy spasming around me. I drove in deep and groaned. “Here it comes!”

She held onto my shoulders tight. “Yes, fill me!”

I spurted copious jets of semen into her, filling her tight pussy with my cum. Soon her cunt was overflowing with my seed.

I breathed hard, her hands stroking my chest as my orgasm subsided. I leaned in and kissed her, her arms going around my neck and holding tight. She moaned soft into my mouth.

Then I broke the kiss, sliding out of her. I left a trail of dripping white cum leaking from her pussy as I moved to the nightstand to get dressed.

“I’m going north,” I said. “I have some business to deal with in Harksburg.” I tugged on my shirt, looking back at her. She was splayed out on the bed, legs spread, my cum leaking from her pussy. Damn, that was a hot sight. “You can crash here if you want. Unless you have some other place to stay.”

“I’d like to stay here. I’ll wait for you until you come back.”

I liked that idea.

The only thing she needed was a collar. A nice, sexy little collar around that lovely throat of hers.

I decided to table that idea for now. I wasn’t positive that she’d want to stay with me, or that we would be a long-term item. In short, that she would become part of my collection of women.

I’d just have to think about it for a while.

I strapped on my leather belt and pistol, tucking my vibroblade into its scabbard and strapping it on my back. When I was ready, I knelt down on the bed and kissed Tegan, her fingers running through my hair.

“Be careful,” she whispered. “The world is dangerous out there.”

“I know.”

I gave her breast a last squeeze and then left, setting out into the wide world of Darkmist.

***

Outside Rustbelt was a dense forest. The woods in Darkmist were richly-drawn, completely realistic. The forest floor crackled under my feet, leaves crushed beneath my thick boots. Moss grew on the jagged, leaning trees that surrounded me, light streaming in through the forest canopy.

Along the path, some outskirts residents had built houses. Right into the trees. There were leaning ladders that led up to the entryway and roofs made out of the same wood that populated the forest.

I continued along for a while, encountering some rabid wolves on the way. I dispatched them easily with my pistol and sword. I had to be careful to avoid their blood. Get too much in contact with it and you could expose yourself to a host of ugly diseases — most of which there was no readily available antidote for.

I was on my way north, heading to my family home. As I had designed Drake’s backstory, he was raised by a foster mother and father; his real parents had been killed in the war between implants and government shortly after his birth.

I reached the small shack where my stepmother lived some time later. Knocking, I waited at the door, feeling a sense of anticipation. I’d always gotten along well with her — she was kind and compassionate.

She opened the door and I was reminded that she wasn’t just those things — she was incredibly beautiful, as well. She wore a simple light purple robe and had her thick brown hair pulled up in a bun. Her bone structure was delicate, but her face held a sense of determination and reserve that came from years of surviving on the outskirts of society, as we implants had to do.

“Drake.” She pulled me into her arms in a tight hug. Her breasts — full and soft through the robe — pressed into me. To my shame, I felt my cock stirring. I’d been attracted to her for years, since coming of age — something the devs added into my backstory. They could do that, add little things here and there as they wanted. Perks of being in power, I guess.

“Hi, mom.” I kissed her cheek; her hands went to my face and held it for a moment, her forehead pressed to mine.

Then she pulled back, smiling that sad, lovely smile of hers. “I’m glad to see you.”

“Same.”

She led me into the kitchen. “Sit down. I’ll fix you some tea.”

We talked and shared tea together, catching up on old times. I hadn’t seen my stepmom for a while. All the memories of my interactions with her came back to me the minute I entered the game — that was part of the setup.

I remembered things like days at the beach with her, growing up. The first time seeing her in a bikini after turning nineteen one year home from training camp. (I’d been in the military.) Realizing I was into her, even though I shouldn’t be.

Could you blame me? Sara was not just beautiful; she was downright fucking sexy. As she got up to take our cups to the sink, I saw the outline of her hot body under her robe. For a woman approaching forty-five, she was in excellent shape, kept lean from her daily running and yoga routine. (Yes, yoga existed in Darkmist, too.) With her long brown hair, pert breasts, and shapely figure, I couldn’t ignore the bubbling fantasies I’d had of her for years.

“I’m going to be heading underground,” I told her. “I have several important tasks to complete for an implant faction.”

“Do you need my help?” Sara had access to maps, tunnel routes, and resources that I didn’t.

“Yeah, if you have time. Mainly I just need to get here...” I pulled up an image on my voxscreen, a small device attached to my wrist.

“I know that area. East of the sewers underneath Rustbelt.”

She attached her wrist to mine and uploaded the map for me. As close as we were, our bodies touched, her hip brushing mine. I watched her delicate fingers on the table, the urge to kiss them growing strong.

“There.” She shivered slightly as my hand brushed her wrist when I detached our screens. “You should have all you need now.”

“Thanks, Sara.”

She smiled up at me. Then her gaze turned worried. “Drake...”

“Hm?”

“Promise you’ll be careful.”

“You know I will.”

Her hand went to mine, sliding gently over my fingers. “I hate how every time you leave, I feel like I’ not going to see you again.”

I cupped her cheek. “I promise you will.”

In spite of my words, there were slight tears in her eyes. She really cared for me. I leaned in and kissed her — just a gentle chaste kiss on the lips at first.

Then she kissed me back, putting her arms around my neck. The kiss intensified. I wasn’t breaking away, and neither was she. She sighed softly in pleasure and ran her fingers through my hair.

When I finally broke away, I saw a look of very obvious desire in my stepmom’s eyes. She ran her hands over my chest, then lower, biting her lower lip as she stroked the bulge in my pants.

“I don’t know if we should do this...”

“I’ve wanted you for years, mom.”

She shivered at my words, her hand moving faster up and down my thick member. “Drake. I don’t know what I’m doing, but I can’t stop.”

“Then don’t.”

My hand went to the nape of her neck, curling in gentle but possessive hold as I pulled her in for another kiss. Her lips met mine, eager this time, not holding back. My fingers went to the clasp at the top of her robe, just above her neckline — and opening it, let it fall from her shoulders.

Wow. She was naked underneath, her body incredibly sexy. Still as tight as that of a much younger woman. Her breasts were large and suckable.

I leaned in and put my lips to her nipple, slurping gently on the thick bud. “Oh god, Drake,” she moaned, cradling my head. “It feels so good. I’m so wet for you...”

I reached low, my fingers finding her soaked pussy. I groaned into her mouth and slid my fingers up and down her slick folds. My index finger went in, and then my mingle finger. I began sliding them in and out, gently fucking her with them. She held tighter on my shoulders, rocking her hips forward, trying to get me deeper into her.

“Oh, Drake. Don’t tease me. Don’t make me wait...”

I picked her up in my arms and carried her over to the couch. Laying her down, I removed my belt and jacket, then my shirt and pants. When I was in just my underwear, I stripped them off and freed my hard cock.

She reached for it, stroking me while gazing up lustfully into my eyes, biting her lower lip. “Drake...you’re so big. So hard. I never imagined...”

“So you thought about it?”

She nodded, flushing. “Yes, I did.”

“Me too.”

She smiled up at me, licking the tip of my cock. Then she closed her lips around me, taking me into her hot mouth. I groaned as she pleasured me, lips sliding up and down my shaft, leaving it wet with her saliva and my precum.

I put my hands on her head, guiding her back and forth. I pushed her mouth deeper onto my cock, making her take me in her throat. She gagged slightly for a second, then recovered. I thought she would need to release me, but she put her hands on my butt and pulled me closer.

She slurped on my shaft, taking me deep. I groaned as my cock hit the back of her throat. I fucked her pretty mouth, pushing a stray strand of hair that had fallen from her bun away.

She released my cock and stroked me, gazing up at me with a look that could only be called undeniably horny.

I got between her legs and kissed her, making my way down her body. I kissed down her jaw and throat, to her collarbone and breasts. I sucked each of her nipples into my mouth and roughly handled her breasts. She spread her legs for me and gasped, “I need you inside me, now.”

I took my shaft and guided it to her entrance. My cock tip spread her pussy lips, slowly impaling her on my shaft.

“Oh god,” she gasped when I was fully inside her. I bottomed out, my cock pressing into her womb. Our eyes met and she stroked my shoulders up and down, clutching me tight. “Fuck me.”

I slid out, then pushed in, driving my cock into her, over and over. She gasped and clutched her beautiful long legs around me, holding me to her. I fucked my gorgeous stepmom, a woman I’d lusted after but been unable to have, for all these years. Maybe now, because it did feel like the last time I might see her, we’d been able to finally pass that barrier. There had always been heat and tension between us; now, it just bubbled to the surface, breaking through.

I held her wrists to the couch and fucked her hard. She gazed up at me open mouth, moaning in time with my thrusts, my cock splitting her open. I reached down and played with her clit; the minute I touched it, her orgasm burst on her, making her shudder violently.

“Oh god. I’m cumming!”

I pounded her right on through, continuing my violent thrusts. Then I turned her onto her side and entered from behind, pushing her thighs together so I could watch her pussy squeeze wetly around my cock as she took me over and over.

She had a second orgasm as I pounded her hard, holding her big tits in my hands. I thrust in deep and fast, my large shaft forcing her to spread for me. I touched her g-spot and felt her whole body shudder. She reached behind her, her arm curling around my neck. “Oh Drake! Drake! God, it feels amazing. So big. So deep inside me!”

“Fuck. Mom...Sara. I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it, baby. Cum inside me...Fill me up with that hot cum...”

I thrust in all the way and held myself inside, spurting hot jets of cum into her. She gasped and I felt her pussy flutter again. She was cumming from the feeling of my sperm inside her.

When it was over, I stayed inside, kissing her tenderly. She returned my kiss, giving a soft whimper into my mouth.

“Was it good for you, mom?”

“It was amazing. I’ve never been fucked so thoroughly.”

I smiled.

We cleaned up and talked for a while, sharing how we felt about the incident between us. I didn’t know if it would happen again. I wanted it to, but it was...spur of the moment.

I think we both knew that.

She helped me get my gear back on and strap my sword back in place. As she was helping me, I thought about the fact my sperm was in her body, possibly making her pregnant right now. My cock hardened at the thought.

She kissed me several times and then saw me to the door. “Promise me you’ll tell me when you return safely. I need to know you’re okay.”

“I will.” I squeezed her hand. “Come visit me, okay?”

She smiled. “Planning on it.”

With a last look back at Sara, I set off on my adventure once more, heading to the sewers.

****

Damn.

I took of my VR headset. I was back at home now, as Richard. I couldn’t believe I’d just had sex with such a gorgeous woman. I hoped she’d actually take Drake up on that offer and end up back at his house at some point.

For now, I had work to do. I got back to my desk and started typing, pumping out several lines of code. Ms. Jensen wanted them by the next morning — 9am sharp — so I needed to make some progress.

The afterglow of sex —even if it had been virtual — was enough to help me through my work.

Guess that satisfaction bonus carries into the real world, I thought, smirking.

****
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She was a damn fine-looking woman. And now her breasts were bared to me, completely naked...beckoning to me.

I went over to her, kneeling down so I could be at eye level with those terrific breasts. Putting my hands around her waist, I felt the tips gently, making her nipples hard. Then I sucked one into my mouth, looking up at her as I did.

She parted her lips in pleasure and stroked her hands through my hair. “You are very handsome, rogue.”

I released her nipple and grinned up at her. “Call me Drake.”

“Mmmm.”

I squeezed each breast and sucked at her nipples, swirling my tongue around them. She helped me get her skirt off, revealing a shaved, pink, and very wet pussy. I spread her cunt lips and licked eagerly, her juices filling my mouth, getting all over my lips and rugged chin.

She gasped and raised her leg, nestling her calf around my neck so that I was held tight against her pussy. She was right: her juices tasted amazing, and every slurp I took from her delicious cunt not only turned me on — it made me feel stronger and more alive than ever.

She held my hair and rubbed her horny cunt in my face, my lips finding her clit. I fluttered my tongue on it and sucked hard, making her cry out. “Oh my god.”

Her fingers clutched my hair as I plunged two fingers inside her, frigging her horny pussy hard. She came on my hand, pussy clenching and spasming. She gasped and breathed hard in pleasure, those lovely breasts moving fast up and down.

She gazed down at me with a look of lust. “I want you to fuck me.”

The Girl in the Street Part III: Capturing Ziara

It was early that morning by the time I finished my coding for Ms. Jensen. April, I reminded myself. You can call her that, you know. At least in your own head.

It wasn’t like she could hear me saying her name, anyway.

I sighed and shut my computer down, stretching. 2am, said the clock. I was tired as hell, but didn’t really feel like sleeping yet.

Maybe I can grab an hour of game time, then call it a night. I grabbed my VR headset and strapped into Darkmist.

Drake was halfway to the underground sewers of Rustbelt by the time I logged in. One of the cool things about the game was that you could program your character to travel while you were logged out, so they could cover distance even if you weren’t there.

I reached the entrance to the sewers: a dingy little metal grate that bolted shut. Thankfully I had lock picking skills as a rogue; in this case, I had to work for a while at the bolts, using some oil to loosen them. The grate was in a secluded alleyway so no one was around. A bit of steam rose up through the grate as I pulled it open, rust clinging to my hands.

I made my way down the ladder. It smelled...about like a sewer would smell. A thick, stale odor that made me cough, eyes burning, until I got used to it.

Once I was down the ladder, I flipped on my voxlight and started down the tunnel. Sara’s map made it a lot easier to navigate. I would’ve had no idea where to go otherwise.

The walls were caked with grime and some kind of mossy substance that glowed faint yellow-green. My boots trudged forth through the inch or so of water, a faint dripping sound coming from somewhere in the distance.

Sewer rats — big, mutant ones — got in my way as I passed through. I sliced through them with my vibroblade, careful once more to avoid blood. And getting bitten, as well. I’d have hell to pay if I got infected by one of these fuckers.

Forty or so minutes later, after wandering through the tunnels, I found the entrance to the implant faction leader’s hideout. I didn’t know what to expect — just that I was looking for someone named Blue. Probably a codename.

“State your business,” said the guard at the door. He was about six and a half feet tall, wrapped in layers of thick clothing, face covered by a half-mask over his mouth and jaw. He carried a large automatic rifle.

“Looking for Blue.”

“Name?”

“Drake Naal.”

The guard eyed me, then muttered something back through the open grated window of the door.

A few minutes later I heard a rustle behind the door — then it opened with a creaking sound, showing me yet another tunnel.

The guard escorted me down it, leading me to a small area where the air was a little fresher-smelling. There were some people there — all implants, no doubt. They eyed me suspiciously, but carried on about their tasks.

The guard led me to another closed door. This one was in slightly better shape. It was just solid wood...painted completely blue.

“In here,” he grunted, then knocked. “My lady, a rogue here to see you.”

The door opened a moment later and I was greeted by a black-haired woman with a dark blue veil over her face. She looked me over briefly, then gave a nod to the guard.

She stepped back to let me in.

The room was surprisingly clean and the air completely fresh and sweet-smelling. There were aquariums spread out everywhere: some with fish, some just empty with water and glass domes, as well as small ornamented rocks placed artistically throughout. The room was done in shades of blue, vivid sea-green and white, reminding me of the ocean.

The woman pulled back her veil, revealing a strikingly beautiful face. “I am Ziara,” she said in a soft but resonant voice. “Also known as Blue.”

“I can see why.” I smirked.

She led me to a small table in the middle of the room. My gaze swept over her body. She was wearing just a simple outfit: a short blue cropped top that hid generous breasts and cut off just below them, leaving her flat tummy bare. Around her waist was a tied-off skirt, cut at an angle so that part of her left thigh and hip was exposed.

She was barefoot.

And incredibly hot.

She sat down across from me at the table, tucking her legs underneath her. “You have come to help with our little problem, I surmise?”

I nodded. “You’re leading an initiative against the government.”

“Correct. But...so far we have been unsuccessful. We need more scouts.” She looked grim. “Ones that aren’t shot immediately on sight.”

“How can I help with that?”

“I need you to go here.” She spread her hands over the table and its surface shimmered, suddenly showing a detailed map of Rustbelt. “The presidential palace.”

“How am I supposed to get in?”

“You don’t have to. You just have to get close enough to the guards that you can release this.” She took out a small orb and held it out to me. “A special gas inside, when released, will influence their minds, making them friendly toward us.”

“How’d you get something like that?”

She smiled. “I created it.”

“You’re a chemist.”

“Yes. Among other things.”

I nodded.

She stood slowly, looking me over as if deciding something. “This task is going to require great subtlety and strength on your part.”

“I’m up to it.”

“There is something that can help you.”

“What’s that?”

She reached to the sides of her top, slowly unclasping them. Then she removed it, letting it fall to the side, her breasts bared to me. “If you are intimate with me, it will increase your fortitude.”

She was right. I’d get the bonus.

“I have been given a special gift. When a man makes love to me, he receives increased stamina and strength from my body.”

I raised a brow. “What, you have some kind of magical vagina juice or something?”

She chuckled. “Yes, you could say that.”

I was intrigued and more than a little turned on. She was a damn fine-looking woman. And now her breasts were bared to me, completely naked...beckoning to me.

I went over to her, kneeling down so I could be at eye level with those terrific breasts. Putting my hands around her waist, I felt the tips gently, making her nipples hard. Then I sucked one into my mouth, looking up at her as I did.

She parted her lips in pleasure and stroked her hands through my hair. “You are very handsome, rogue.”

I released her nipple and grinned up at her. “Call me Drake.”

“Mmmm.”

I squeezed each breast and sucked at her nipples, swirling my tongue around them. She helped me get her skirt off, revealing a shaved, pink, and very wet pussy. I spread her cunt lips and licked eagerly, her juices filling my mouth, getting all over my lips and rugged chin.

She gasped and raised her leg, nestling her calf around my neck so that I was held tight against her pussy. She was right: her juices tasted amazing, and every slurp I took from her delicious cunt not only turned me on — it made me feel stronger and more alive than ever.

She held my hair and rubbed her horny cunt in my face, my lips finding her clit. I fluttered my tongue on it and sucked hard, making her cry out. “Oh my god.”

Her fingers clutched my hair as I plunged two fingers inside her, frigging her horny pussy hard. She came on my hand, pussy clenching and spasming. She gasped and breathed hard in pleasure, those lovely breasts moving fast up and down.

She gazed down at me with a look of lust. “I want you to fuck me.”

“Good, ‘cause I want that too.”

She took my hand and led me over to the soft cushions of her couch. It was colored — you guessed it — a light blue and it looked very inviting. She lay down on it, on her back, spreading her legs. “Come, Drake, and fill me with that big cock of yours.”

I took my clothes off, quickly stripping and setting my weapons aside. Naked, I stroked my cock, watching the look of lust and pleasure in her eyes as she took in the sight of me. “Mmmm...that looks very good,” she murmured.

“Want to taste?”

“Mmm...yes.” She reached for me, stroking my cock, looking up into my eyes. She leaned forward and swirled her tongue round the head, then lowered her lips over me, sucking gently. She apparently liked what she was doing, because she began to bob her head, taking me deeper into her mouth. “Mmmm, mmm,” she moaned. Ziara was one hell of a hot woman, and seeing her sucking my cock was incredible.

I groaned and stroked my hands through her dark hair, feeling it swirl in my fingers, silky soft. “Yeah, just like that...fuck...feels good.”

My words encouraged her, making her suck harder. She released me and licked a long stroke up the side of my shaft, then worked me with her fist, rubbing up and down.

I smiled and got between her legs, spreading those gorgeous thighs. Taking my cock in hand, I positioned myself at her dripping wet entrance and plunged inside. She gasped and moaned, her cunt spreading to accept my large shaft. “Oh god, it’s big.”

Propping myself up on either side of her on the couch, I worked myself in and out of her, watching my thick cock slide in, then out, then back in again. I worked up a slow rhythm, teasing her at first, then growing faster. She held my strong shoulders and wrapped her legs around me. “Fuck me, Drake,” she moaned.

I happily obliged.

Pounding into her, I felt her pussy fluttering around me, her orgasm crashing hard. She moaned sweetly, her beautiful face contorting in lust. I watched her expressions change, pleasure making her lose control. Her legs clutched me, sliding up and down my sides, pulling me deeper into her.

As I thrust into her, I felt the effects she had promised. My body seemed to take on a power and life it had never experienced. I was strong and in good shape, but now I felt fucking invincible. I pounded her hard, seemingly never losing energy, making her cum over and over. I took her on her back, legs spread; then on her hands and knees, doggy-style. Then I sat down on the couch and set her on top of me, impaling her on my cock and fucking up into her sweet cunt.

As I made her cum for what had to be the fifth or sixth time, I held her hips, powering into her with long thick strokes and feeling my orgasm rise. “I’m gonna cum. Where do you want it, Ziara?”

“Inside me. Cum in my pussy!”

I groaned and thrust in hard — then held myself inside her, my cock mushrooming out in her velvety pussy. I spurt hot jets of cum into her, splashing her womb with my semen.

Her soft hands moved up and down my back, caressing me. “Fuck...that was incredible,” she gasped.

“Yeah, it was.”

I pulled out, watching the trail of white cum leak from her pussy. She kissed me long and passionately — the first kiss we’d shared, I realized. Her lips were warm against mine, her tongue hot and wet, sliding against my own. The kiss was amazing, sending sparks of pleasure through my whole body.

“So, do you feel empowered?” she asked with a smile.

“Yeah...better than I have in my whole life.”

“Good.” She leaned back against the cushion, her legs spread, still showing me the hot sight of my creampie leaking out of her. “Then you’ll be ready to do what must be done.”

If it helps us win this war, it’s worth it, I thought.

****

Ziara saw me out with soft kiss (or three) and a last embrace. I squeezed her butt and grinned. “Any chance I could come back some time for a refill?”

She gave me a sultry, seductive look from beneath her lashes. “You can come by any time you like, Drake.”

That was nice to know.

The guard gave me a funny look as I left. I’m pretty sure it was a You just fucked her, didn’t you? kind of look, but I was too busy grinning to care.

I made my way back through the sewers, navigating thanks to Sara’s map. I took a shorter exit, heading up toward the presidential palace. The president — a woman of great power — ensured that the entire land was kept under restriction. If you wanted to move up in society, you had to go through a series of difficult tests to prove yourself. Even then there were no guarantees.

I made it to the back entrance of the palace in pretty good time. As I expected, there were guards surrounding the whole place. Not good.

I took off my headset, returning to the real world. It was getting weirder, every time I came back. Going back to being Richard. It was like all the power and confidence I felt as Drake was coming with me. Instead of feeling like a loser, I felt — well, like a guy who’d just scored with a really hot underground faction leader babe who loved my cock inside her.

I checked my phone for messages while I made a snack and showered. I needed to head into the office soon. I saw that Ms. Jensen — who came in as April on my contacts — had sent me a message asking to meet.

Weird. I wonder what she wants to talk to me about.

I put on some water to boil pasta and get dinner ready for after I got home. I tossed some salad in a bowl and covered it as well. Then I dressed, shaved, and made sure I looked halfway decent.

I wasn’t as handsome as Drake, but I wasn’t bad-looking, either. I’d been pretty serious abut working out in the old days, but lately my routine had slackened aside from the occasional jog around the neighborhood.

When I was ready, I locked up and headed in to the office. April was there — but most everyone else had gone home for the night. She waved me into her office shortly after I arrived.

“Sorry to bug you so late. I just have a special project I was hoping you could help me with.”

“Sure.”

I sat down across the table from her and listened as she explained it to me. She was contracting for a top financial firm as part of our company’s outreach program and wanted me to help since I was one of the star coders. She summoned me around to the other side of her desk; I sat next to her, watching as she pulled several prototypes on her tablet.

We were sitting right next to each other, close enough I could have easily reached out and touched her. Truth was, I wanted to. April was hot. No doubt about it. But she was also my boss. For me to ask her out... I don’t know. Is that something I can ethically do?

My gaze drifted down to her enticing cleavage poking through her blouse and her sexy, slender waist. Visions of bending her over and fucking her against her desk filled my imagination. My cock began to throb, rising to a painful, full hardness in my pants. Yeah, I definitely want to ask her out. Drake sure wouldn’t have any problem with it...

After she finished her explanation, she turned to me hopefully. “Think this sounds like something you’re interested in?”

As if I could say no to her. “Sure. I’d be glad to help with that, Ms. Jensen.”

She smiled and put her hand on my arm. “Please, call me April.”

I smiled back.

Something flickered between us — attraction? Was it true? Maybe she could be interested in me, too. The way her hand lingered on my arm and her gaze swept over me, I was getting a definite I’m thinking about fucking you vibe.

“I’ll get to work on it tonight, April.”

She patted my arm, then stood and picked up her tablet. “Thanks, Rich. I knew I could count on you.”

****

Back at home, I did as I promised, coding as I scarfed down my pasta with sauce. Once I’d gotten the initial sketch of her app done, I headed in to catch a few hours of sleep.

I woke up around 2am feeling the urge to play again. I grabbed my VR headset and strapped in.

Drake was where I’d left him, still outside the presidential palace.

Okay, this orb... Ziara said I just had to throw it near them and it would release the gas.

I waited until the last patrol went by and hurled it over. The second it landed, the orb released a thick green smoke that filled the air. The guards twitched and lowered their weapons, looking around docilely.

Here goes nothing.

I went forward, figuring it had worked and they’d allow me to pass, or I’d get shot on sight.

Thankfully, nothing happened. They simply nodded to me like I was an old pal and allowed me to enter unimpeded.

Nice work, Ziara.

Inside the main gates, I was a bit lost. I figured going into the throne room was a bad idea, but there was a side room that looked like it was intended for meetings. I figured I would start there.

My goal was to find the speech President Laminast was giving in two days, detailing her plans for world reform. Which was code for killing more implants.

I would switch the speech with an altered version. The thing about her speeches — they contained mind-control properties. Whenever she spoke, trigger words would awaken impulses in anyone who didn’t have protective implants, making them do whatever she wanted. Of course, you had to be listening...but generally, everyone was, since it was mandatory by law.

So instead of killing more implants, the code words would trigger impulses in people to rebel against the government and overthrow President Laminast.

At least that was our hope.

I looked around once I got into the meeting room. There were only a few staff members there, busily involved in whatever they were doing. I snuck into an adjoining room — Aha, I thought, seeing the sign above the door. Speechwriter.

There was no one in there, but there was a small podium. On it were two finished versions of her speech.

I took out the rewritten ones and switched them.

There we go. Easy as pie.

I stepped back from the podium.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

A female voice sounded from somewhere behind me. I looked back and saw a woman dressed in standard staff attire. Red robes, cut low at the front to expose a great deal of breast, if you know what I mean.

Shit. Busted.

I didn’t have another one of those orbs. Which meant I was going to have to fight my way out of this one.

The woman took out a tiny silver pistol and began firing. I dodged her shots, rolling across the floor in her direction. I grabbed her wrist and tussled with her for a minute, then finally managed to get the pistol out of her hand.

“Not so fast.” I grinned triumphantly.

She narrowed her eyes, then reached to her wrist and pressed a button.

An alarm sounded. Guards started to rush in. Time to leave, I decided.

I rolled back, then made a dash for the window. Bursting through, glass sprayed around me as I tumbled out onto the courtyard. Shots fired around me as I sprinted down the turf as fast as I could. Thanks to Ziara’s blessing, I was able to outrun them.

***

By the time I got back to my apartment, I was bleeding badly from my left arm. I clutched it tight, cursing myself for not having brought bandages or a first aid kit.

I opened the door to my apartment and closed it behind me, grimacing. I was surprised to find Tegan still there. She looked at me in shock. “Drake!”

She hurried to my side, inspecting my wound. “Wow, you’re really bleeding. We need to take care of this.”

“Tegan?”

I heard a familiar sound from the other room. My stepmom came into the room, dressed in a simple white robe. She looked at me in surprise, then concern, joining Tegan at my side.

“What are you — ow, shit,” I hissed. “Damn. I need some ice or something.”

“You need to clean it. Come on, let’s get you in the bath.”

The two women ushered me into the bathroom, stripped me down, ran the hot water, and got me into the soaking tub.

It wasn’t long before I was relaxed and finding my eyelids drooping. I leaned my head back against the porcelain tub and fell into a light sleep.

****
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I groaned, my eyes meeting Sara’s. My stepmother gave me a flirtatious, undeniably lustful look. She leaned in and said, “We’re here to serve you, Drake. We want to make your life easier. Make you as strong as you can be, so you’re prepared for whatever comes next.”

I tangled my fingers in her hair and kissed her deeply. She moaned into my mouth, hands moving up and down my hard chest. Meanwhile, Tegan bobbed on my cock, sucking up and down my shaft, giving soft sounds of pleasure.

I was in fucking heaven. My hot stepmom and the super hot girl I’d seen in the street, now in bed with me, ready to serve my every whim.

Tegan’s mouth left my cock and she straddled me, moving her panties to the side. She slid down and impaled herself on me, gasping in pleasure. My stepmom, meanwhile, moved her hand low, squeezing my balls as Tegan rocked on my groin.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “You’re so big inside me.”

The Girl in the Street Part IV: Capturing April

“Ahhhh...”

I woke up to gentle splashing sounds and incredible pleasure in my groin. Wet lips slurped up and down my shaft. I looked down to see Tegan there, smiling up at me around my cock.

“Oh god, that feels fucking incredible.” My hands went to her head, holding gently as she sucked on my dick.

She popped her mouth free. “Welcome back. You fell asleep for a minute there.”

“Guess I was worn out.” I looked over at my arm, which still hurt but was now clean and had stopped bleeding. There was a long gash from where one of the pistol shots had grazed me.

“Come on.” Tegan held up a towel. “Let’s get you out of here. Your stepmom’s waiting on the bed.”

I gave her a look. “You two are best buddies now or something?”

She giggled. “Or something.”

Wrapping the towel around my shoulders, Tegan dried me off and walked with me into the bedroom.

Sara really was waiting.

She was lying on her side, her robe open at the front, giving me a great view of her full breasts and that shaved, smooth pussy. My already-hard cock twitched at the sight.

She noticed and smiled invitingly at me. “Glad you made it back in one piece.”

“Let me get this thing bandaged and I’ll join you.”

“Don’t worry about it. We have it covered.”

Tegan laid me back on the bed and grabbed some antiseptic and bandages. After cleaning the wound and applying the medicine, she carefully wrapped and tied off the bandages.

I sighed and leaned back into the pillows. “Thanks. It already feels better.” The medicine I’d purchased was high-strength, from a doctor friend of mine. It was already kicking in, making the pain almost nonexistent.

Sara curled up against my chest, kissing me softly. “We were worried about you.”

I stroked her hair, gazing down into her beautiful eyes. “I didn’t think you’d come to my house this soon.”

She shook her head sadly. “I had no choice. Things got dangerous out in the countryside. The government...they’re hunting us down now.”

My hand squeezed hers reassuringly. “I promise, mom, I’m going to do everything in my power to stop them from taking us.”

“If anyone can, it’s you.”

Tegan shared my stepmom’s worried look. They were both implants, like me. If there was a huge roundup as the president was threatening, we’d all be taken to internment camps.

I wasn’t going to let that happen.

Tegan’s hands stroked down my stomach toward my cock, which was still hard. “Are you saying they’re coming here now?” she asked, looking to my stepmom.

Sara looked at her grimly. “I don’t know. They could be.”

I switched the president’s speech. That’s in two days. If we can just make it two days...

I shivered as Tegan’s hand closed around my cock. “I’m just worried, is all,” she said softly.

Sara smiled and squeezed her shoulder. “We’re safe here. Drake’s apartment is sealed tight.”

I nodded in agreement. “This is the best place for us to be. Unless you want to head underground to the sewers.”

Tegan grimaced. “Not really.”

Her head moved low, toward my groin. “What I really want is this.”

She slurped my hard dick into her mouth and began servicing me. I groaned, my eyes meeting Sara’s. My stepmother gave me a flirtatious, undeniably lustful look. She leaned in and said, “We’re here to serve you, Drake. We want to make your life easier. Make you as strong as you can be, so you’re prepared for whatever comes next.”

I tangled my fingers in her hair and kissed her deeply. She moaned into my mouth, hands moving up and down my hard chest. Meanwhile, Tegan bobbed on my cock, sucking up and down my shaft, giving soft sounds of pleasure.

I was in fucking heaven. My hot stepmom and the super hot girl I’d seen in the street, now in bed with me, ready to serve my every whim.

Tegan’s mouth left my cock and she straddled me, moving her panties to the side. She slid down and impaled herself on me, gasping in pleasure. My stepmom, meanwhile, moved her hand low, squeezing my balls as Tegan rocked on my groin.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “You’re so big inside me.”

“Yeah, that’s it. Squeeze his cock with your pussy. Take it deep,” my stepmom moaned. She licked her way down my chest, then kissed my abs hungrily.

“Damn. I never thought I’d have the two most beautiful women on the planet having sex with me at the same time.”

My stepmother grinned.

Tegan was too busy bouncing up and down on top of me, taking my hard cock inside her. “Oh fuck...I’m cumming,” she moaned. I felt her pussy clenching me, spasming around my cock. I grabbed her hips and pounded her hard, reaching orgasm myself. I spurted her pussy full of hot cum, feeling my release spilling out inside her.

When I had finished, she slid off me and fell down to the bed, exhausted. My stepmom meanwhile was cleaning my cock with her tongue; I eagerly responded, getting hard again in a matter of minutes.

She lined herself up over me — but not her pussy. She aimed her tight little pucker over my cock, then took me slowly inside her.

“Oh, fuck.” I was going inside my stepmom’s ass, filling her up inch by inch. Soon I was all the way inside her, watching as her open-mouthed look of pleasure turned to one of complete bliss.

I turned her onto her side, lining my cock up again, and slid easily inside her. I started fucking her tight little ass hard, rocking the bed with my thrusts. My balls slapped her ass, hands squeezing her breasts. “Oh yeah, fuck me, Drake. Fuck your mom’s tight ass....Oh, so good!”

Her cries of pleasure filled the air. I pounded her hard, drilling into her tight butt. I couldn’t believe I was inside Sara’s ass...screwing her like this...but god, it was fucking hot. Watching my dick spread her ass cheeks.

“Ahhh, fuck,” I groaned, pushing in deep and spurting hot cum into her. I released fully into her ass, my seed spilling deep into her.

When I was done, I pulled out and she turned back, kissing me. I relaxed onto my back and sighed. “Damn. That was amazing.”

“Yes it was,” she agreed, smiling at me and curling into my chest.

Tegan did the same, and soon my two girls and I were asleep.

****

I took my VR headset off and sighed. Damn, that was hot. I wished for a second I could have a hot girl (or two!) in my bed like that.

I looked over at my empty bedside, the pillow where another person would’ve been just...empty.

It was almost 6am now, so I got up and went for a run. It let me clear my head, thinking through some of the situations in game. Drake had finished Ziara’s mission; whatever was going to happen now, it needed to happen fast. Two days game time would pass quickly; I’d have to log in before things progressed too far.

In terms of real life...

I had made good progress on the app.

After my run, I went home to finish my prototype. I added a bit more code and submitted it to April.

She messaged me back as I was driving in to work to thank me. See me in my office?

Okay, I wrote back.

When I got there, she was in a meeting with someone. I waited outside, tapping away on my phone. I was excited as all hell to get back into Darkmist, but real life needed to come first.

April’s meeting ended and her contact walked out. He was a guy in dark glasses and a suit, giving me a brief glance before disappearing down the hallway.

“Come on in,” April said, beckoning me inside. She looked fantastic today, wearing a dark red skirt and blouse set, her cleavage showing (as usual). “That was my connection with the other firm. I told him about your progress. They’re very pleased.”

“Great.” I set my phone down on her desk, showing her the prototype. “Then they’ll be more pleased after this first iteration.”

She went through it, testing it out, her expression turning more and more impressed. “Wow. You’ve done great work here.”

“As long as it benefits the company, that’s what I care about.”

She smiled, looking up at me. “Want to grab lunch with me?”

Surprised, I nodded. “Sure.”

We chatted as we walked the hallway to the adjoining dining area. There were in-house chefs at our company, so no real need to venture out on the town. I was struck by how less stressed and bitchy April seemed these days. In fact, she seemed downright pleasant.

She sat across from me, repeatedly playing with her necklace and swirling her finger around her water glass, laughing at all my dumb jokes and giving me flirty smiles. If I didn’t know better, I’d guess she was attracted to me.

After we ate, she gave me a quick hug. “I really, really appreciate everything you’ve done.”

“Anytime.”

Her hands lingered on my shoulders, her face hovering close to mine. Her gaze fell to my lips for a moment, then flicked back to my eyes. “See you soon,” she murmured.

Then she walked off, her sexy ass swaying.

****

I logged back into the game a short time later. Drake was still in bed. Tegan had wandered off somewhere, while mom was in the kitchen making breakfast.

I came up behind her and slid my arms around her. “Morning.”

She smiled. “Morning yourself.”

I kissed along her cheek and neck, feeling her press her ass back into me, making my already-stiff cock even harder. “Got plans for the day?”

“Just cleaning this place up for you. You haven’t exactly been the tidiest creature on earth, you know.” She gave me a playfully chiding look.

“Yeah, I know.” I squeezed her breasts, then released her and went to check my messages. I saw one from Ziara, requesting to meet.

I messaged her back, asking if she could come to my place. It was too dangerous for me to venture back out into the streets with the palace guards still looking for me.

She agreed.

A few hours later she showed up, dressed in her usual blue attire. This time she wore a sweeping gauzy robe. As she removed her veil, she took in the design of my apartment, nodding once as if in approval.

I escorted her into the kitchen. “What’s our progress?”

“Your mission went well. Influencing the guards allowed our men to get inside. We’ve tapped several of them now; when the president makes her speech, things will get...interesting.”

She tapped her fingers together and grinned.

I checked my watch. The hours were counting down. We had roughly one day before the speech happened.

I asked Ziara if she wanted to remain here. Technically, my house was the safest place. Even better than the sewers. “Any guards that are on to you will know to look for you. They’ve likely been tracking you for some time.”

“How would they not know of your apartment?” she asked, frowning.

“Because I installed cloaking devices. The house doesn’t appear on any maps. Technically, you can’t even see it unless I invite you in or give you the key.”

She nodded, thoughtful. “That is wise. Yes...I will remain here.”

While the three girls talked in the kitchen, I went into the living room to set up the TV. We’d watch the broadcast from there.

The day passed uneventfully. We sat around talking. Some of Ziara’s guards came by. I spent time preparing my weapons in case of an attack. None of us really knew what to expect. There was an air of tension all around.

When night came, I set Ziara up in the living room on our spare cot. Tegan opted to sleep in there as well, on the couch. I chose Sara to come into bed with me, needing her presence and comfort.

I took her slowly, my cock sliding in and out of her warm pussy from behind. She gasped and held tightly to my hip, reaching behind, as I rolled her nipples between my thumbs. Our lovemaking was slow and tender at times, then fast and hard at others. I felt her fear and tension melt away into pure desire and love for me. As I pounded into her, I let her take my anger and frustration at being caged up like this, not knowing what was going to happen, feeling like a caged animal. I fucked her hard and released inside her, our bodies sweaty and tangled together.

She curled up in my arms and kissed me. “Whatever tomorrow brings, just know that I love you.”

“I love you too.”

****

The president’s speech began at 8am sharply the next morning. The four of us were gathered around, watching tense anticipation.

As President Laminast began talking, her mouth moved strangely, as if the words on her page were sinking into her brain and altering it. I gave Ziara a look.

“The same power that we used on the orb. Mind-altering. She doesn’t really know what she’s saying.”

“Smart.”

Things went smoothly. She continued her speech, implanting the suggestions we had hoped. Rather than bringing in a new era of pain and suffering for implants, she stated that the government was going to allow free travel and easing of laws that forbade us from going about our lives normally. Hopefully, we could do this again for the next speech..and the next...and the next.

For her meetings, too.

“Now that we have you on our side, and we know you’re so good at getting into the palace, we’d like to continue utilizing your skills,” said Ziara, eyeing me hopefully.

“You know it.”

The speech ended and everyone clapped. I gave a sigh of relief.

****

“So, mission successful?”

Tegan walked into the kitchen where I was preparing some coffee.

I grinned. “Seems so.”

She came up and put her arms around my shoulders. “I should probably go. I do have things to trade, after all.”

“Okay. You know you can come back here any time, though.”

She kissed me and smiled. “I plan on taking you up on that offer.” She pulled on her leather trenchcoat and gave me a last look. “Thanks for making the streets safe again, by the way.” Then she was gone.

Ziara left shortly after, as well. She gave me a grateful hug and kissed my cheek. “You’ve done well for us all, Drake. You have my deepest thanks.”

“Anytime, Ziara.”

When everyone was gone and it was just me and Sara left in the house, I sat down at the kitchen table with her. “Are we really free?”

She nodded. “You did it.”

“I thought it would be harder. Some kind of resistance.”

She looked out the window for a moment, her expression darkening a bit. “Just because this part was easy doesn’t mean we won’t have challenges in the future.” She looked back at me. “But as long as we’re together, we can handle anything.”

I kissed her hand and nodded. “That much is true, for sure.”

****

Back in the real world, I took off my headset, hearing my phone buzz. I picked it up and answered. “Hello?”

“Hey you.” It was April. “Are you busy tonight?”

“Not really. Just hanging out at home.”

“Any interest in coming over to my place for dinner?”

My heartbeat quickened. “Yeah, that’d be great.”

She gave me directions. I showered and changed clothes, making sure I was shaved and clean. I couldn’t believe April was really inviting me over. Her tone of voice had been...sultry, even sexy. Was she still flirting with me? Could she really want me?

The hard bulge in my pants as I drove to her house told me I sure as hell wanted her.

She greeted me at the door wearing just a simple white dress that hugged her lovely figure perfectly. She smelled sweet and fresh, like she’d just gotten out of the shower.

“Come on in.” She hugged me, looking happy to see me. She was wearing a pair of white heels that matched her dress.

I followed her into the dining room, carrying the bottle of wine I’d brought. “Something smells amazing.”

She smiled. “You like paninis, I hope.”

“One of my favorites.”

“Spinach, ham, and my special spread.”

Before I could bite my tongue, I said, “That’s not the only thing I’d like spread.”

Shit.

She looked back at me, not missing a beat. “Well, if you play your cards right, you just might get lucky,” she fired back sexily.

The meal began with the two of us flirting back and forth. She let me sit at the head of the table and sat right next to me, continually brushing my thigh with her hand or leaning forward so I got a great view of her cleavage. Yeah, she wants me.

At one point her hand brushed my crotch, feeling my hard bulge. I reached for her wrist and held it there. “Does this interest you?” I asked in a low voice.

“Very much.” She looked back right into my eyes, her gaze hooded with lust.

I leaned in and kissed her, feeling brave. The whole thing with Drake in-game, plus the general sense that April was into me, had given me a sense that I could take things forward.

She kissed back. Hard. Her hands went around my head and held me steady as we made out passionately right there at the table. Our mutual desire for one another built to a climax and I pushed the plates and tablecloth aside, things rattling. I didn’t care; neither did April.

I sat her on the table edge and continued to kiss her as I removed her dress. I slid it down her shoulders, our lips still locked as we heatedly undressed each other. She took off my shirt and threw it aside; when I got the dress down her waist, she leaned back so she could slide it the rest of the way off, leaving her in just bra and panties.

“Holy shit, you’re hot,” I murmured.

“I could say the same for you.” She gave me an appreciative look, her hand running down my abs, going straight to my cock.

She reached into my pants and gasped as she felt me, running her fingers up and down my length. “Wow. You’re big.”

I wasn’t quite as well endowed as Drake, but I was pretty decent in the size department. I smiled and kissed her several times, making my way down her neck and breasts, pushing her bra up so I could suck her nipples. She let her head fall back and bit her lip, sucking in a breath of pleasure.

“Damn, that feels good,” she murmured.

“That’s the idea.”

I squeezed her breasts together, playing with her nipples, then kissed down her front, gently removing her panties. Her pussy was shaved bare and smooth; she spread her legs for me, letting me kiss up and down the delicious pink flesh. I moaned into her cunt as I slurped lustfully on her.

She groaned in delight and held my hair as I ate her out, my tongue swirling inside her. I toyed with her clit and she came, thrusting her pussy into my face. “Oh, fuck...Richard...oh my god. That feels so good...I’m cumming! Oh shit...I’m cumming...”

Her juices flooded my face as I licked her through her orgasm, then stood. We kissed hotly for several moments as I slid my hard cock to her entrance. In one swift move, I pushed inside her, impaling her tight pussy on my dick.

She gasped. “Oh god, it’s big!”

I eased myself in and out, trying to let her get used to my size. When she had spread around me enough, I began drilling into her, fucking her hard, all my pent-up passion for her surfacing. I had wanted April bad, for years and years — now I was finally inside her, giving her the fucking of her life.

The table thudded under the weight of my thrusts. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deep inside her. She came, her mouth open in pleasure as she gazed into my eyes. “Oh god, Rich. I’m cumming again...”

“Fuck. I am too...”

I thrust in deep several times, then pulled out, holding my cock in hand. She sighed in pleasure, pussy still clenching as I spurted thick jets of semen onto her stomach and tits. God, she looked hot like that, my sexy boss covered in dripping white cum.

My cum.

****

We went at it a second time, heading into the living room where I took her from behind. When we’d thoroughly sated each other, we collapsed on the couch, my cock still embedded in her pussy.

“Damn, I’ve wanted to fuck you a long time,” I said.

“Me too.”

“Really?”

She grinned. “Yeah. I had a thing for you for a long time. I just never had the courage to tell you.”

“Then I guess it goes both ways.”

She nodded and kissed me.

“Say...how about that dinner we never quite got to?” she asked, stroking her hand up and down my chest.

“Sounds like a plan. But you better watch those fingers. Never know what you might start.”

She gave me that devilish smile. “That’s kind of the idea...”

****
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Elyndra

Renegar

I held Elyndra’s sexy body against the wall, pinning her, trapping her with my weight. Her legs were spread around me. She took me deep, legs spread, wrapped around me, angles changing, slow then fast. Every time I sped up, she ground her hips in time with me; when I slowed down, she did as well.

“Gods yes, Renegar. I’ve been waiting for you to be inside me. Be in me...fuck me...give me that thick cock, love.” She cooed in my ear, all breathless and sexy. I couldn’t believe I was fucking my queen, a woman I had long lusted after, yet never though I would be inside.

As I pressed into her, she worked her hips and muscles around me, making it feel like she was stroking me the same way I stroked her.

The rush of it all went to my head. I couldn’t believe I was now king, that Elyndra’s soft body would now be mine whenever I wished. I grabbed her hips, stroking into her hard and deep, each thrust making her moan.

“Yes....yes...” she gasped. I had the sense she hadn’t been fucked like this in a long time, if ever. I sucked hard on the big swollen nipple; I massaged it between my fingers, heightening her pleasure.

“Renegar...you’re making me cum...” Her breathing grew harder and faster.

His Rightful Throne: Part I

“Will there be anything else, sir?”

The maid waited at my bedroom door, holding the washing basin.

“No thank you, Greta. That’s all.”

She bowed her head and left.

I lay back in my bed, putting my hands behind my head. I tried to come to terms with the fact that all this was mine. The expensive burgundy curtains over my window. The vast room, the fireplace and the hearth. The richness of it — gold trim, fine rugs, a wardrobe filled with garments for a prince.

For a king.

That, apparently, was what I was, now.

It had started the night before. At my usual quarters (those of a knight) I received a knock. A squire was there, holding a piece of parchment.

He explained to me that the old king was dead, and as he had no heir, I was the inheritor of the throne.

“What?” I’d asked, dumbfounded. “How can this be?”

“Simple,” said the squire. “In his will, King Garvan designated you be his heir, since he has no living sons.”

“But he has daughters...a wife...”

“Which you will also inherit.”

The way the squire said this, he had a slight lascivious gleam in his eye. I ignored it for the moment and asked, “Are you sure? Why wouldn’t they get the throne?”

“The king requested you.”

And that was the end of it; no arguing. I was now King of Tharval, the land I’d grown up in. A rich, forested country with fertile fields that came to harvest every year. This place was in my blood, and I wasn’t going to leave.

I’d just never expected to be king.

****

I’d arrived at the palace that night, greeted by Elyndra (the king’s wife) and his daughter, Lia.

Both were exceptionally beautiful. Elyndra was approaching forty and in excellent shape for her age; I’d heard she fenced and practiced hand-to-hand combat, as well as going for regular running practice around the courtyard. Consequently, she was very fit.

Her daughter was the same. Though Lia had not been born of the king and queen (as she’d been adopted), she was every bit the royal in her own way. Her adopted mother’s hair was a deep blonde, while Lia’s was red. Both wore tight-fitting corsets and gowns, very finely decorated. Elyndra greeted me with a warm handshake and a brief kiss on my cheek.

“I’m so glad it’s you,” she said, tears in her eyes — presumably from her husband’s death. “That he chose you.”

“I am too, Lady Elyndra.”

“Please, just call me Elyndra.”

I took in the sight of her. This close, it struck me just how attractive she was. Her cheeks held a warm glow and her skin was smooth. Under the corset her breasts swelled; her hips trim at the top and flaring, giving way to her shapely bottom and heels. Thankfully, the queen was versed in fashion and had chosen garments that suited her figure, not the usual frumpy noble clothes that hid a woman’s curves.

We had met many times; as one of the most respected knights in the realm, I frequented the king’s social gatherings. Elyndra and I had always gotten along well, becoming close friends. Lia had always been more reserved, but beautiful. Always polite, but somewhat distant toward me as well.

Elyndra took me into a side room in the throne area, sitting me down to talk. She asked me about my life, catching up, sorting out that I did not have a female companion or really much property to speak of except for my estate, armor, and some heirloom possessions.

Then her tone changed, becoming less businesslike and warmer. “I wanted to say...it’s very good to see you again, Renegar.”

I suddenly felt very aware of my tall, muscular frame as we sat together. There were a few guards about, but otherwise we were totally alone. She was very small in comparison to me, and I liked the feeling of protectiveness I had for her. Elyndra was now my charge, and I would ensure her safety and well-being.

“It’s good to see you as well, Elyndra.”

“I have come to trust you as a very dear friend over these years. Wouldn’t you say you felt the same?”

“Most certainly.”

Her hands took one of mine. She held it gently, fingers stroking over my knuckles. “You understand...I mean, you’ve read the will, haven’t you? That my husband left?”

“No, I have not.”

Her eyes widened briefly, a flush coming to her cheeks. She nodded. “Very well. Then I’ll need to explain. Garvan designated that...as heir to the throne, as king, you should receive all his property.”

“Meaning...?”

“All of it,” she said, “including me and Lia.”

“Well, of course.” I frowned, puzzled. “I intend to protect the both of you, to make certain you’re cared for.”

She bit her lip, looking around. She took my hand and led me down the hall. When we reached an empty bedchamber — presumably hers — she took me inside and closed the door.

“You’re not understanding, Renegar. Garvan wanted more than just for us to be your friends...”

She peeled the sides of her dress down, exposing her shoulders and breasts, the nipples just beginning to poke through. I saw that they were hard points, my eyes going wide in surprise. “He meant that you should have us both, to use for your pleasure. I am now yours in every sense of the word.”

She said this in a soft, sultry voice, the sensuous sound of it drawing me in.

“You mean...Lia too?”

“Yes.”

“You’re my wife, now?”

She gazed up at me, a look in her eyes I had never seen before. Her breathing grew faster, her breasts moving up and down in time with it. She took my hand and placed it on the left mound; my fingers instinctively kneaded it. My cock, I was suddenly aware, was fully hard, throbbing for the king’s wife.

My wife, now.

Elyndra was old enough to be my mother. I was sure she had often thought of me as a long-lost son. For the two of us to be together felt forbidden, somehow. The age difference made it hotter.

My thumb rolled over her nipple. I could hardly believe this was happening. “You’re really mine?” I asked softly, in amazement.

“Yes, Renegar.” She drew her dress the rest of the way down, fully exposing her upper body. Her breasts swung free, heavy and beautiful, bigger than I had ever expected. The nipples were dark and puffy, the tips hard. “All yours, completely. My love. My lord.”

I almost groaned out loud hearing her call me my lord. I knew then and there I would have her, fucking her that night thoroughly, and well. And many nights after.

****

Elyndra

The amazement in Renegar’ eyes was clear as I explained to him that he was now, for all purposes, my husband.

I could not deny the wetness in my pussy or the thrill in my belly. I had been attracted to him a long time, before Garvan’s death. To have him here now,

His fingers on my nipple felt heavenly. Yet I trembled beneath his touch. What he didn’t know was that Garvan hadn’t touched me this way...not in years, for sure.

We were close. I detected a slight musky, vanilla scent about him. It was pleasing and I drew in closer. He put his arm around my waist. I remembered how much I trusted him. Thank you, Garvan, I thought silently, sending a grateful prayer to my dead husband.

He had chosen a capable, powerful...and, dare I say it, quite appealing young knight to take his place.

Renegar’s face was handsome, admiring my body as I displayed it for him. I had never been gazed at with such open desire. My sex grew wetter with every second. “Renegar...I...”

His fingers tilted my chin up, his face moving close to mine. He smiled. “Trust me, Elyndra. As you always have.”

I closed my eyes. Moments later his lips touched mine. I savored the exquisite feel of his kiss. My lips responded to his, lingering, our faces moving together. His lips opened mine, the tip of his tongue following. I put mine to it.

His kiss grew firmer. His tongue entered my mouth more fully, warmth washing over to me. My mouth closed tighter to his tongue, sucking gently. I felt his hands at my dress, palms clenching the fabric and pulling it higher. The sleek fabric easily raised into clumps within his strong fists. Without thinking, my hands moved to his — then stopped. They came to his shoulders and gripped him tightly.

He broke the kiss and gazed at me with renewed hunger. I look down, seeing his hands taking the sides of my exposed panties and sliding them down my legs. They slipped easily over, though the crotch stuck for a moment. I saw the wet stain inside it. My thin white panties pooled atop my satin nobles’ slippers, his hand lifting and bringing the panties under, clearing to one side. He did the same for the other, my nakedness displayed for him, pussy bare.

He knelt at my sex, breathing in deep. “You’ve shaved here.”

I bit my lip and nodded. I had anticipated this moment, thinking I would have to give myself to him...that I wanted to give myself to him. I would have been lying to say I didn’t.

He stood and his hands went to his trousers, tugging them down without unlacing. His thumbs hooked the waist, eyes burning mine — then with a few tugs, he cleared them over his bulge, his thick cock bouncing into the open. My eyes went instantly to his hard dick; it dripped precum, looking thick and menacing. Almost trunk-like. I imagined it inside me and my pussy flooded. I had to bite back my moan.

The he raised me up, standing between my legs. He lifted my left thigh and curled it around his strong waist. He pressed me against the door and I felt his strength, his need. His hips worked between mine. My feet dangled in my slippers. “Oh....Ohh...” My voice sounded breathless and faraway. He pressed me into the wall. I jerked my legs higher, bringing them further around his back. We maneuvered in each other’s arms until he managed to get lower under me, his hand going to his cock. He guided it to my pussy, his voice a deep growl.

“How long have you wanted this, Elyndra?” His shaft rubbed up and down my slit. This side of him surprised and excited me; I had never seen it before. “How long?” he demanded.

“Ahhhh....”

“Tell me.”

I gazed into his eyes, hearing the desperation in my own voice. I ached for him to put his cock in me. “Too long...Years, Renegar. Years.”

His cockhead pushed past my drenched lips, the sensation of his hardness inside my pussy making me legs feel rubbery around his waist. I held him tighter and moaned, “Ohhhhh....” I could feel he was huge. So huge, it felt like he was splitting me open.

He was inside his queen’s pussy, fucking her. Moving inside her. His hard flesh penetrating my soft flesh. I felt my walls close around him, holding and massaging his cock. “Ohhhh gods,” I moaned, clutching his strong shoulders and back. What we were doing felt so wrong — like I was cheating on Garvan — and yet he was dead. “Oh gods. Fuck me, Renegar. Fuck me.”

****

Renegar

I held Elyndra’s sexy body against the wall, pinning her, trapping her with my weight. Her legs were spread around me. She took me deep, legs spread, wrapped around me, angles changing, slow then fast. Every time I sped up, she ground her hips in time with me; when I slowed down, she did as well.

“Gods yes, Renegar. I’ve been waiting for you to be inside me. Be in me...fuck me...give me that thick cock, love.” She cooed in my ear, all breathless and sexy. I couldn’t believe I was fucking my queen, a woman I had long lusted after, yet never though I would be inside.

As I pressed into her, she worked her hips and muscles around me, making it feel like she was stroking me the same way I stroked her.

The rush of it all went to my head. I couldn’t believe I was now king, that Elyndra’s soft body would now be mine whenever I wished. I grabbed her hips, stroking into her hard and deep, each thrust making her moan.

“Yes....yes...” she gasped. I had the sense she hadn’t been fucked like this in a long time, if ever. I sucked hard on the big swollen nipple; I massaged it between my fingers, heightening her pleasure.

“Renegar...you’re making me cum...” Her breathing grew harder and faster.

“Cum for me, Elyndra. Cum on your king’s cock...”

“Yes,” she breathed. “That’s what you are. My king...my lord...oh, gods...”

Her whole body shook with violent spasms. Her pussy clutched me tight. Her nails drove into my back. “Yes....YES...OH GODS....FUCK ME...Ohhhhhh....” I kept on thrusting as she came, her orgasm long and loud, feeling as satisfying to me as it was to her.

I groaned, continuing to stroke in deep with long, powerful thrusts. “Fill me, lover,” she whispered. “Fill me with your hot cum.”

I groaned and pushed to the deepest depths, as far as I could go. I felt my cock bottoming out inside the woman I had so wanted — the woman who could have easily been my mother. After several twitching spurts, my dick pumped a thick load of cum into her, filling her.

She gazed into my eyes as I lowered her down from the wall. Still inside her, I carried her to the bed. My cock softened inside her. We kissed slowly and lovingly, as lovers would, her hands caressing the back of my neck.

As her gentle touch massaged me, a felt a strange tremor go through my body. A surge of power filled me...something different. Cold, yet warm at the same time, deep in my chest.

Elyndra noticed. She smiled.

“What was that?” I asked.

“Your lineage. The king, when he claims the throne officially, gains new powers. The powers of the revenant, the oldest order of knights in the land.”

“The revenant?”

“Yes.”

“What is that?”

“A magical knight, bound by darkness, blessed with gifts of shadow and frost.” Her hand touched my chest. “You’ll feel it within you, claiming hold, growing as you train each day.”

This news surprised me, but I was too lost in the pleasure of Elyndra’s touch to think much about it now. I simply wanted to bask, to enjoy what I had.

And now I had her.

***

Elyndra left some time in the night, quietly slipping out of bed. I caught just the glimmer of her shadow, seeing as she slipped her robe about her body and applied her makeup. Seeing I had one eye open, she glanced back and blew me a kiss.

I knew she had business to deal with — something political, most likely — and had to leave early. She’d left instructions with the maid for my breakfast, as well as some other items she wanted me to look at.

My life had been good before — as a knight, I had plenty of things most people wouldn’t have — but it was now amazing.

And the first thing I planned to do was find out just what this revenant business was all about.
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Elyndra

Elyndra rubbed my shaft against her cheek. She worshipped it, cradling my balls, sucking on each one with her pretty mouth. For the first time, I realized her old clothes were gone: she was now wearing what could only be described as a slave girl’s clothes. Her breasts pushed out from the skimpy top, the thin white fabric barely covering her big breasts. The bottom barely covered her pussy, and her ass was almost completely exposed. She was barefoot and no other clothes otherwise. Around her wrists were two golden clasps.

“Elyndra...” I groaned. “Gods, it feels good... but... do you remember what happened?”

“What do you mean, my lord?”

“The sorceress....earlier.”

She simply stared at me, then shook her head. “I only know one purpose: to serve you, my master. To give you my body and my mind. To be yours completely and utterly. Yours to claim and to use...”

I realized she had also done her makeup — or had it done in such a way — as to look completely....sexual. Slutty. Like her sole purpose was to be fucked and impregnated by her lord and master.

Me.

My balls throbbed again. The desire to fuck her was too great. I groaned and picked her up, carrying her to the bed. I pressed her into the sheets, tugging up the flimsy excuse for panties or loincloth or whatever you would call the thing she was wearing — and saw that she was dripping wet. Wetter than I’d ever seen her. I plunged my cock deep into her hole, entering thickly, parting her swollen pussy lips like butter.
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Renegar

I dreamed of a frozen lake.

On the lake was a suit of armor. The gauntlets held a sword. I knew I had to get to it...to claim it...

That it was mine.

But something else happened in that dream. A man with a beard and thick leather armor, grinning malevolently, got to the sword first.

Claimed it. And in my dream, he took Elyndra and Lia, stealing them from me. Capturing them, holding them hostage. Stealing my throne.

Mine.

****

I awoke in a rage, cold sweat dripping down my face. My chest heaved. The room was dark save for a tickle of light coming in through the window.

Elyndra’s soft body was curled next to mine. I looked over, seeing the smooth curve of her naked back underneath the covers. She was sleeping quietly, her breathing rhythmic and even.

As I settled back into the pillows, the dream began to fade, though not the sense of unease it brought.

Weeks had passed and I had quickly settled into life at the castle. As king, I had many responsibilities — ensuring the lands were cared for, that our serfs were fairly paid and had appropriate shelter and infrastructure; that the town was functioning as it should, with tax issues taken care of. The job was far more involved than I had ever expected. I started to itch for the feel of my sword in my hands again.

Revenant.

Elyndra had told me; I had sought information. Sorting through the books in Garvan’s library, I had found a thick tome on an ancient band of knights. An order of holy warriors that had turned to dark magic. The revenants could wield powerful frost spells, imbuing their weapons with icy cold, or the red blood magic of anguish.

I had begun practicing my new powers, training with a specialist Elyndra had recommended.

While Lia was still distant, Elyndra and I had quickly warmed to our new relationship. My new wife was faithful and loving, eager to serve me in every way possible. She seemed desperate for my attentions, letting me take her time and again, having her body as much as I wished. I was all to ready to fill her with my cock as often as the opportunity came.

If only I could forget that man. That guy in my dream... Something about him gives me a bad feeling.

There was nothing familiar about that figure, but I felt like I knew him. A sense of loathing came over me as I thought of him. That he’d tried to steal what was mine.

A knock came suddenly on the door. “My lord,” said Greta, pushing inside, “I am sorry to disturb you. There’s been an attack at the front gates.”

Elyndra stirred, puling her robe about her shoulders. I got to my feet as well, buckling on my coat. “An attack?”

“Yes, just moments ago, my king.”

“Who is it?”

“I’m not certain.”

I frowned at this news. “Send for the guard.”

Elyndra followed close behind as I headed for the stairs, buckling on my sword. As we neared the bottom, she suddenly clutched my arm. “Wait...Ren. I have a bad feeling about this.”

I turned to her, frowning. “A bad feeling?”

“I...I was dreaming. A nightmare.”

That was strange. “You, too?”

She nodded, biting her lip. She leaned in close, putting her arms around me. “I’m worried about you. In the dream, you...I was taken from you...We were forced apart.”

“Then...” I knew Elyndra had the power of foresight. “It wasn’t just a dream, love. It was a vision.”

I held her close, rubbing my hand over her back comfortingly. “I promise, I’ll be careful. Whatever happens, nothing will separate us.”

“Promise...”

“I promise.”

She gazed up at me. I kissed her hard on the mouth. Her tongue met mine and she gave a soft moan. My fingers threaded through her hair.

I realized in that moment I was in love with her.

“Your majesty!” I heard my chief guard’s voice behind me. “Get down — there’s a sorceress —”

He was cut off by an explosion of blinding white-blue light. We were thrown back to the wall, shivers of cold racketing through my body. I crashed against the wall, pain roaring through me.

I heard a female voice, laughing. The laugh was harsh and cruel. “There will be no more majesty... no more king. At least not this pathetic lout.”

The smoke cleared and I saw a woman in a dark dress. It flowed over her shoulders. At her side was a bearded man.

The man from my dream.

“Gideon will take the throne... It is his birthright.”

The bearded man smiled, climbing toward my throne, ascending the stairs as though he belonged there.

“NO!”

I grabbed my sword, lunging for Gideon’s form. I knew only one thing: this man wouldn’t have my claim. He turned, snarling, and fought me. Our swords clashed. The brittle ice of the revenant suddenly filled me, power imbuing my weapon. Gideon stumbled back, stunned by the force of the blow.

“Renegar!” I heard Elyndra call, her voice pleading and desperate.

I turned to Gideon — and seized the chance. I plunged my sword into his chest, his eyes going wide in shock.

“How dare you!”

The sorceress’ voice rang out. The whole room was suddenly filled with cold — and then another huge explosion.

The image I saw was Gideon’s face, drained of blood, and the sorceress holding Elyndra.

“She will never be the same...”

I heard the faint voice in my ears, the voice of the sorceress. “Because of what you did, I will change her forever...” She gazed at me coldly. “And you.”

Everything went black.

****

When I woke up, I felt warmth at my groin.

I groaned. It was good warmth. Like...lips.

Sucking my cock.

I opened my eyes to find my queen’s head bobbing at my lap. She was taking my cock deep in her throat, her whole face practically wrapped around me. The sight alone sent a throb through my balls.

“Elyndra...”

She opened her eyes, smiling up at me. “You’re awake, master.”

“Yes, I...what happened?” I rubbed the back of my head. I realized the pain was gone. “The sorceress... what did she do?”

She simply gave me that same smile, not understanding. “Sorceress? What do you mean, my lord?”

“The woman who was here...”

I looked around. We were in my bedchamber again. Everything was calm and quiet. No sorceress. No slain guards. No chaos.

Just Elyndra’s warm, pouty pink lips wrapped around my dick.

She was slurping on me again, taking me deep in her mouth. I tried to think...to focus on what had happened...but it was getting blurrier by the second. All I could think of was the incredible pleasure I was feeling.

She took me out of her mouth and held my shaft, licking from base to tip. “I want you to cum in my mouth, sir. I want to taste my lord’s cum and swallow it. Please give me your sweet cum...I love your cock.”

She rubbed the shaft against her cheek. She worshipped it, cradling my balls, sucking on each one with her pretty mouth. For the first time, I realized her old clothes were gone: she was now wearing what could only be described as a slave girl’s clothes. Her breasts pushed out from the skimpy top, the thin white fabric barely covering her big breasts. The bottom barely covered her pussy, and her ass was almost completely exposed. She was barefoot and no other clothes otherwise. Around her wrists were two golden clasps.

“Elyndra...” I groaned. “Gods, it feels good... but... do you remember what happened?”

“What do you mean, my lord?”

“The sorceress....earlier.”

She simply stared at me, then shook her head. “I only know one purpose: to serve you, my master. To give you my body and my mind. To be yours completely and utterly. Yours to claim and to use...”

I realized she had also done her makeup — or had it done in such a way — as to look completely....sexual. Slutty. Like her sole purpose was to be fucked and impregnated by her lord and master.

Me.

My balls throbbed again. The desire to fuck her was too great. I groaned and picked her up, carrying her to the bed. I pressed her into the sheets, tugging up the flimsy excuse for panties or loincloth or whatever you would call the thing she was wearing — and saw that she was dripping wet. Wetter than I’d ever seen her. I plunged my cock deep into her hole, entering thickly, parting her swollen pussy lips like butter.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, shuddering as my cock sank into her. Gods. She orgasmed right there. Her body was claimed with shudders, wracked with spasms. Her pussy milked me, holding me tight.

I almost came, too. I held to whatever tiny thread of control I had, gritting my teeth, forcing myself not to release yet.

As her shudders faded, I began fucking her. I used slow stokes at first, keeping my climax at bay. My cock sawed into her, making wet noises as I thrust. My arms were on either side of her, her round, tight ass bouncing with my thrusts. I watched my dick split her open. Everything about her looked made for sex.

“Yes...Renegar...fuck your queen...your slave...use my body. Use me. Fuck that tight pussy. It’s your pussy, master.... Yours forever.”

She had changed, somehow. I couldn’t figure it out. Her voice was different, breathier. Her tits were bigger. Her ass, too. Her pussy was wetter. Her body seemed to mold perfectly to mine. Her hair was fuller and blonder. I turned her onto her back and entered her again, seeing the gaze of pure lust in her eyes.

She had been completely sexualized — by the sorceress, I guessed. Which meant her memories must have been altered as well.

She squeezed my cock with her cunt. I gasped. “Elyndra...yes...do it like that. Milk me...milk your master’s cock.”

Master? I was baffled at my own words. Where did that come from?

She was giddy with pleasure, though. She did just as I asked, wrapping her legs tight around me, her pussy clenching em tight. She had me in such a perfect, warm, wet grip as I slid in and out of her that I knew I couldn’t hold my orgasm off much longer. “Yes, master. Anything to please you.”

She gasped as I held her down, pinning her wrists to the mattress, watching her breasts bounce. I tore the rest of the skimpy bra off, making her naked tits sway wildly. I sucked the nipples into my mouth, slurping hard on them. She squealed with pleasure, pussy juicing fresh around me.

I knew in that moment that things had changed, because of the spell.

And that I was changed, too.

****

Elyndra

“Oh gods...yes...yes!” I heard myself screaming, my body wracked with spasms of pure bliss. My master’s cock deep inside me, I felt complete. He began to spurt, sending thick ropes of cum into my womb. Perhaps making me pregnant. The thought was so intense I felt a second climax overcome me. “Yes, master. Fill me! Fill me up! Make me pregnant!”

He liked that, I could tell. His body shuddered again,a deep growl coming from his throat. His cock twitched again and he pinned me to the mattress totally, making me feel powerless and helpless, my pussy defenseless against his battering cock. As he came he kept on fucking me, his cock nudging my innermost depths, my legs turning to jelly.

Finally he was finished cumming, what seemed like hours later, his long cock giving its last hot bursts. I had never felt so used, so taken, so thoroughly fucked. His body had changed — I don’t think he even knew it. He was handsomer than ever, stronger, too. His muscles had grown, his jaw becoming harder and more chiseled. I rubbed my hands over his strong back, feeling the rippling sinew.

He drew in my tit to his lips and sucked on it for a long time, then released with a pop. “You are mine, are you not, Elyndra?”

“I am yours, master. My lord. Always.”

Even though my husband had granted me to him, I felt different now...there were no more worries or troubles. I didn’t have to concern myself with matters of the castle; a great weight had been lifted off me. All I had to do was serve Renegar as he wanted. Allow him to use my body however he pleased. To be available for him at all times. My only goal in life was getting fucked and bred: I knew that, now.

His hand swept down over my body, my nipples stretching with the pressure of his touch. His cock began to rage again, giving a throb inside me. I gasped as I felt him coming to life again. He’d always had stamina, of course...but nothing like this.

“You’re hard again already, master.”

“Yes.” His voice was a deep, dominant growl. He flipped me over and skewered me again on his hard cock, plunging deep inside me, making me whimper. His entries were even and slow at first, then grew faster and harder. Soon he was driving into me, maline me buck and wroth under him, my back arching. My king’s cock felt so good...I wanted it inside me forever. I felt another orgasm welling inside me — with one fierce thrust, he made the dam burst, sending me over the edge.

“Oh gods,” I moaned. My fingers clutched the sheets. I couldn’t even speak, all I could do was babble mindlessly in lustful passion. The hard, big cock that filled me consumed my thoughts. He was in so hard and deep. He split and invaded his queen’s pussy with relentlessly thrusts. I felt him cumming again, making me milk his cock with my pussy, my body wanting to cling to him. Wanting him in me...forever.

Each spurt of hot cum drew a gasp from me and a groan from him. Our mingled cries filled the bedchamber. I was sure the whole castle could hear us, or would, if the walls had not been made of stone.

When he finally slowed, he turned me toward him, holding my throat and kissing me hard and hot. I wrapped my legs around him, rubbing my calves up and down his strong body. He massaged my breasts, and we languidly relaxed in each other’s company, basking in the quiet pleasure of the moment.

He held me tightly to him, and I felt his rhythmic breathing, feeling cared for and loved. Knowing I could trust solely in him, my lord and master, for everything. he was my faith...the center of my world. As it should be.

“My body belongs to you,” I whispered. “My heart and my soul.”

He caressed my ass cheeks, kneading them with his strong hands. He felt the swell of my breasts, the shape of my legs, the soft warmth of my wet sex. Every touch from his marvelous hands reminded me of how perfect life was now.

If only I could shake the feeling there was something I had to remember...

“Yes,” growled Renegar softly. “You exist to serve me, my slutty queen. Your body is mine to use...and I intend to use it all day.”

I knew he would hold true to his promise, and my pussy quivered at the thought.
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Lia

Renegar

I wanted him to claim my pussy. To fill it with his cock. To fuck me into oblivion.

He picked me up in his arms, taking me into his bedroom. He smiled as he opened my corset and removed my slight, skimpy skirt — clothing I would never have worn normally, but which had been chosen for me recently.

Everything seemed so different after the other night. That attack on the castle...

It was blurry. I could remember barely anything. One minute I had been in my room, reading a tome on magic.

The next I was being escorted to a changing area to switch clothes — to ones more pleasing for my lord and master.

The very thought of dressing in a way that would entice him turned me on. My pussy juice as he stripped me bare, revealing my smooth thighs and stomach. I quivered under his hard stare.

“Please be gentle,” I begged.

“You’re a virgin?”

I nodded. “I’ve...I’ve never been with a man before.”

Though as I said it, I instantly regretted my foolish, fearful attitude. “That is...sir, my lord...my master. I will do anything to please you...even if it hurts me.”

He smiled at my submissiveness and caressed my body with his fingers. He was so gentle, yet his touch ignited me, simmering passion in my sex and my heart. “Lia, I know that giving yourself to me is a gift. I know you wish to please me. I think it will be pleasing for you, too...”

He sucked my nipple into his mouth and a fire lit inside my pussy. I felt wetness flooding me and gasped, tingles of pleasure soaring through my body. “Ohhhhh....” I was so sensitive, his every lick and suck of my nipples sent me to a new height of pleasure.

His Rightful Throne: Part III

Renegar

“You are the protector...the protector.”

The voice echoed in my mind. The dream was vivid. This time there was no bearded interloper trying to take my throne. Instead, a ghostly light wavered in the distance, summoning me.

It heralded an entrance. A doorway. Some threshold I had to cross...a gateway I had to enter...

But before I could reach it, I woke up.

Sleep faded from me and I was returned to the present. Elyndra’s soft body was nestled into mine. Unlike the first night we had spent together, she was now naked except for the two golden slave clasps around her wrists. I felt over them, the metal cool and hard under my fingers.

The sorceress. She must have placed these here.

If I could take them off, would she return to her former self?

More importantly, did I want her to?

I studied the design. Even if I did want my slutty queen to become her old self again, I wouldn’t have been able to get the clasps off. They were sealed all the way around, with no visible keyhole in sight.

My fingers wandered lower, moving over the swell of her ass to the wet pussy I had been in just hours earlier. She had been so wet for me, wetter than I could ever remember. Her tits had bounced up and down as she rode me, then swayed as I took her on her hands and knees. I had filled her pussy, her ass, and her mouth, countless times. My cum overflowed from all my slut wife’s holes, spilling out and staining the bed.

She looked sexy as hell.

I felt my cock stirring to life.

I admired her firm, taut body. For her age, Elyndra was a beautiful woman. My thoughts turned briefly to Lia; I remembered what her adopted mother had said.

You can have her, too. She is yours, just as I am.

Elyndra began to stir, turning over to face me. She smiled as she saw I was awake. “Master, I see you’re coming to life...” Her fingers moved to my cock, stroking gently over the tip, then taking it into her hand. She kissed down my neck and chest, getting between my legs to take me into her mouth. I groaned as I felt her warm, wet mouth envelope me.

“Suck my cock, Elly. Suck it hard...like the good little slut you are.”

She responded immediately to my words, giving a moan and increasing her suctioning motion. Her wet lips moved up and down my dick. I touched her throat, feeling the tip of my cock against it. Soon my shaft glistened with her saliva and she released me, moving up to kiss me, then straddling me.

I guided myself into her and she gasped. As always, she was completely wet, so much that the entry which was once somewhat difficult was now easier than ever. Her pussy had conformed, shaped to fit just me. Made for my cock. She ground her hips gently on top of me, and I took the moment to savor the sight of her.

“Ohhhh baby you’re so big inside me,” she gasped. “Every time, you just feel bigger than before.”

I could have sworn my cock size had grown. It felt like it, being inside her, my dick throbbing, pulsing. Needing to fill her with sperm. I held her hips, pushing upward as she met my thrusts. “Ohhhh yes, lover. Fuck me like a whore. I’m your whore...Yours, master...”

Hearing her dirty words made me fuck her harder. Her hungry pussy engulfed the thick rod she had taken inside her. Her breathing was rapid, her tits bouncing as I fucked my new bimbo slave queen.

Her sole purpose is to exist for your pleasure. For you to use. To take as often as you want, whenever you want...

The words came from somewhere otherworldly, filling my ear. I knew they were true.

I pulled her tight against me, ramming her hard with my thick cock. She squealed higher and higher, over and over, as I pummeled into her. I felt her spasming around me, her pussy milking me as she came. I groaned and moments later, pumped her full of thick, hot sperm, my dick twitching inside her.

I kissed each of her sexy breasts, sucking on the pert nipples. Then I licked my way up the side of her smooth neck, squeezing her tits in my hands. “I love you, my pretty slave. My slut queen,” I murmured, fondling her hair with my fingers. I felt a deep affection for her.

She returned it, gazing lovingly into my eyes. She basked int he bliss of our mutual orgasms, grinding gently on my cock. “I love you, master. My lord...my king. I shall always be yours.”

****

It was midday before I got out of bed. Elyndra and I had lain there for a while, just enjoying each other’s bodies. I liked feeling her soft form against me. Knowing she was mine.

As I made my way down the hall, I passed Lia. She was sitting at the window sewing. She looked up at me with a bright, uncharacteristic smile.

“Hello, my lord. May I do anything to please you today?”

My eyes swept down her body. I realized suddenly that she was dressed differently... Much differently than her usual conservative attire. Her breasts were pushed up by a tight blue corset, her bottom half covered by a skimpy skirt much like the one Elly had worn. My new step-sister, or ward, or... second wife, however I was to think of her, was dressed like a complete slut.

This is familiar. I guess the sorceress got to her too.

As I took in the sight of Lia, who had never really appealed to me all that much before, I was suddenly aroused. Her flowing brown hair fell over her shoulders in waves. Her lips were red and full, looking pouty and lovely. It was like someone had cast a spell on her, making her beautiful.

I knew, then, that I wanted her.

****

Lia

My king came toward me, taking my shoulders into his strong hands. He tilted my face up toward him. He leaned in and kissed me, making me feel light-headed.

I couldn’t understand what was happening. Men normally never appealed to me, and certainly not int he way Ren was now. I clutched to his shoulders, tight, for support, feeling his tongue part my lips. Eagerly I opened, my tongue sliding against his, a breathy moan escaping me.

“Please,” I breathed. “Take me, my lord. Use me. I am yours...”

What had come over me? Words like this weren’t the kind I spoke. Yet here I was, ready to give myself to him, body and soul...eager for it.

I wanted him to claim my pussy. To fill it with his cock. To fuck me into oblivion.

He picked me up in his arms, taking me into his bedroom. He smiled as he opened my corset and removed my slight, skimpy skirt — clothing I would never have worn normally, but which had been chosen for me recently.

Everything seemed so different after the other night. That attack on the castle...

It was blurry. I could remember barely anything. One minute I had been in my room, reading a tome on magic.

The next I was being escorted to a changing area to switch clothes — to ones more pleasing for my lord and master.

The very thought of dressing in a way that would entice him turned me on. My pussy juice as he stripped me bare, revealing my smooth thighs and stomach. I quivered under his hard stare.

“Please be gentle,” I begged.

“You’re a virgin?”

I nodded. “I’ve...I’ve never been with a man before.”

Though as I said it, I instantly regretted my foolish, fearful attitude. “That is...sir, my lord...my master. I will do anything to please you...even if it hurts me.”

He smiled at my submissiveness and caressed my body with his fingers. He was so gentle, yet his touch ignited me, simmering passion in my sex and my heart. “Lia, I know that giving yourself to me is a gift. I know you wish to please me. I think it will be pleasing for you, too...”

He sucked my nipple into his mouth and a fire lit inside my pussy. I felt wetness flooding me and gasped, tingles of pleasure soaring through my body. “Ohhhhh....” I was so sensitive, his every lick and suck of my nipples sent me to a new height of pleasure.

His lips moved to my stomach and then lower, hands spreading my thighs. I watched as he took his thick cock out, stroking the hard shaft up and down. It twitched, dripping salty precum. My pussy clenched at the sight of it; part of me deeply wanted to take it into my hand, into my mouth. Into my pussy.

But Ren had other plans. He dipped his head between my thighs, licking up and down my slit. I gasped and gripped his hair with my fingers. “Oh gods....gods...that’s so good...master....”

He kept on licking, feasting on me, making wet slurping noises as he ate my cunt. “Eat me, master...eat my cunt...lick it just like that...this pussy that is yours...belongs to you...” I heard myself gasp, dirty words leaving my mouth that I would never have dreamed of saying. Not before... Before whatever change had come over me.

He sucked a tender place in my pussy into his mouth and I shuddered, feeling a violent spasm come over me. The most powerful sensation in my life. Was this what orgasm felt like? If so, I wanted to have one all the time...forever.

Then my master’s cock was at my pussy, slowly pushing inside me, penetrating my depths. I gasped as he filled me inch by inch. He met some resistance at my barrier, easing himself in with a smile. “Good girl, Lia...you’re doing so well, taking your master’s cock...”

It hurt briefly, but the pain only lasted an instant, and then he was in me. Fucking me. Pushing his huge dick in and out of me, making squelching noises inside my pussy. It was amazing. Wonderful. The best feeling in my life. With every thrust, I knew I was where I should be: serving my master with my body, giving myself to him. Becoming his slut...his slut princess. His to take and use as he wished. To fuck and pump full of cum. To make me pregnant if he so wished.

That thought was incredibly enticing, as well.

“Fill me with your cum, master...” My voice sounded dreamy and lusty. “Put it all over my body. My breasts...my pussy...my mouth...I want it everywhere.”

****

Renegar

Hearing Lia say she wanted my cum all over her body sent a thrill through my whole body. It pulsed throughout me. I needed her....wanted her... her pussy. Her tits. Her body. Her soul. I needed to claim her and possess her. I pumped her hard with my cock, pushing into her over and over, driving us both to the edge. I was hard as stone, her legs closing around me. She held me tight. Her pussy was stretched, filled with my meat. Her pussy was tighter than anything. I gazed into her eyes, seeing her open mouth as pleasure overcame her, hearing her moans of lust...

I pushed in deep and felt her cumming around me. Her pussy spasmed. My cock twitched in her and our mingled groans filled the room. I was breeding her, filling my ward’s tight cunt with my sperm. I felt the twitch of her womb and knew she was experiencing the same powerful feelings I was.

“Yes...filling me so full, master...” her voice was breathy and slutty like Elyndra’s had been. It amazed me. What spell had overtaken them? Made them into these...bimbos?

Not that I was complaining. On the contrary, I loved it.

****

As the days passed, I took Elyndra and Lia in turn, inviting one or the other to my bedroom depending on my mood. Lia was more eager and youthful, Elly more mature and experienced. Lia was fun and energetic, taking me on adventures into the countryside, showing me her secret spots and favorite places. Elly was someone I could spend hours with in conversation. Or simply lie on her lap, letting her stroke my hair, feeling tended to and loved. Much like a mother with her son.

Of course, we were not mother and son, as I was often reminded. Usually when in the throes of passion, when she was bent over my work desk as I plunged my cock deep into her, her body wracked with orgasmic spasms. Her sexy voice calling my name. “Yes, my lord...fuck me...fuck your queen...your slut queen belongs to you...her pussy is yours...”

“Yes, it is.” I grunted, clenched her hair in my fingers, and filled her with my cum.

****

I fought many battles, conquering neighboring villages and territories. My skills as a revenant increased. Soon I was wielding my magical abilities with a grace and ease I had never expected. I felt strong. I felt powerful. I was in control of my destiny.


The last dilemma I had to face was deciding what to do about Lia and Elly. Did I go after an answer regarding their state as sexualized bimbos, or did I simply accept it as the way things were? Including my own status as a hyper-sexualized alpha male, with bulging muscles and a raging hardon that wouldn’t quit?

The problem was that things had never seemed better. Both of my women were happy; kept full of cum, holes available, dressed in slutty clothes I or one of the servants chose. Sometimes I would bend Elly over and fuck her right there in the throne room, her gasps filling the high, arched walls.

Sometimes I would do it with Lia, leaving her spent and draped over my throne, her pussy leaking my cum, the slutty skirt pooled around her ankles.

I gave them plenty of orgasms. They never had a worry in their lives. But to ask either of them to do more than fuck...at this point, it seemed incomprehensible. We were so solidified in our roles, seemingly unable to break out of them, that the mere thought of going after the sorceress and trying to undo her spell seemed impossibly difficult.

Not just for them, but for me as well.

So things continued as they had. The kingdom flourished.

If I had doubts about Elyndra’s commitment to her new role, they were assuaged one night as we lay together in bed. “I love you, my lord,” she whispered. “More than anything in this world. I wish to serve you...but even without the spell I’ve been placed under, I still would want things to be this way.”

I looked down at her in surprise. “You know about the spell?”

She nodded. “I figured it out — pieced it together from what you said and what I read in your notes.”

I was amused she’d read them. “I didn’t know you looked at anything on my desk. I thought it didn’t matter to you.”

“I only did it because I was concerned, when you were talking about making an alliance with the flame legion.”

I nodded, stroking her hair. “Then you know about the sorceress. You know what she did. And you’re still okay with it?”

She nodded, kissing me. “I want to please you and serve you for the rest of my life, my master. My lord, my king.”

As we made love again that night, my heart settled, feeling satisfied and complete.

I was the protector.

The guardian.

The king.

My dream meant what had come true: I had claimed my legacy, my throne.

My rightful throne.

****
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“Sir...would you like me to...give you something a little special, as part of your massage?”

His brow perked. “You mean...?”

My hand slid downward, coming to the large tent in his trousers. Gently I cupped it, stroking up and down. “I can relieve this for you, sir.”

He let out a soft sigh of arousal and nodded. “I’d like that, Sarah.”

Feeling encouraged and excited, I unlaced his trousers and freed his heavy swinging cock. Taking it in my hands, I stroked him slowly up and down, relishing the feel of his thick manhood. He watched me, a slight smile at his lips. I wanted and deed the hot thick cum I knew was waiting inside his large, full balls. My pussy began to tingle uncontrollably, and I felt wet in my silk panties.

I leaned forward, my lips coming close to his manhood. “Are you certain, master?”

“Yes, Sarah. Do it.” His voice had turned low and rough, sending shivers down my spine.

My lips pressed against his swollen cock, spreading out and sliding down the broad mushroom head. They fastened over his surging cock, trapping him in my hot, wet mouth. He groaned as my tongue rolled warmly over the knob, my salvia bathing his cockhead in loving strokes. I sucked, and sucked hard, my tongue probing his slit, trying to taste more of his delicious precum.

His World to Claim: Part I

James/Borian

Have you ever wanted something so badly you could taste it?

That’s how I felt about Thalia Qivre.

An elven fire mage in the VRMMO Kingdom Wars that I played on a daily basis, Thalia was incredibly beautiful. With long, dark brown hair that fell to her lower back and a curvy, sexy figure, it was all I could do to keep myself from tearing her clothes off when I saw her in game.

Kingdom Wars was a lot of fun. I’d picked it up a year ago or so and started playing daily. You could design your own character, male or female, and pick a class. I’d picked flame warrior, a special class using both fire magic and hand-to-hand combat. You could get married, have a family, and conquer territory. The objective was basically to grow your empire as much as you could, claiming as much land as possible while fighting off enemy nobles trying to seize your property.

So far I’d managed to obtain a small castle and spent most of my time working on building up my area. I had a lumber yard, a stone quarry, a forge, and a training area for my army. I played a character named Borian, of noble lineage.

My empire was small, but growing.

Thalia had only appeared a few days ago. As part of the main story quest line, I had to travel to a nearby forest — Shadowthorne. It was there that Thalia joined my party and guided me through the wooded area, using her fire magic to decimate our enemies.


Yet I could never have her. She was promised to an elven lord and gently declined my offer of intimacy.

In game, you could sleep with anyone you wanted, basically. And of course...the sex was detailed and graphic, as you controlled your actions as the player. I’m not going to deny that was one of the reasons I picked up Kingdom Wars in the first place. After all, the subtitle was: Conquer your enemies. Conquer your women. And it had a picture of sexy, scantily-clad elf girl on it.

I went back to my castle after completing the quest in Shadowthorne, feeling dejected.

“Is something the matter, my lord?” asked my housekeeper, Sarah. A human female about thirty-two years of age or so, Sarah was quite attractive in her own right. Had she been part of the real world, she would’ve been considered a milf. Sarah wore tight-fitting cloth garments — usually a white blouse top with a nice, simple skirt that showed off her smooth thighs and calves. On her feet were a pair of heeled slippers, accentuating her legs even more.

The game’s artists and designers had clearly known their audience well. The women in this game were hot, hot, hot.

With long blonde hair that fell around her shoulders in waves, Sarah often wore a kind smile and had pert, full breasts. She came up to me and leaned against the desk where I sat, looking at me with concern.

“No, nothing...nothing really.” I didn’t know how to tell her about Thalia. Hell, it seemed trivial, considering all the troubles we were faced with at the castle. A shortage of supplies, delivery paths cut off by bandits with a chokehold on our routes. Interior rooms in need of repair. An onslaught of bad weather, making our crops withered and dry.

We had issues bigger than my inability to fuck one hot elf mage girl.

She put her hand on my shoulder. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. Thank you, Sarah. I appreciate your concern.”

She stepped up behind me and set her other hand on my shoulder. She started to massage me, her hands feeling amazing. I was tired after a long day of fighting and Sarah’s massage felt very good. I leaned back into her hands, giving a soft groan of pleasure. “Damn, you’re good at that.”

She smiled. Her lips were near my ear as she said, “I’m glad you’re enjoying it. If there’s anything else I can do for you, just tell me.”


I looked through the dialogue tree, noticing that I had a range of options. Any time you wanted to progress to a sexual choice, you just had to click the dialogue box that had a little heart by it.

I saw a few answers there:

1) “Nah, I’m good, thanks.”

2) “What did you have in mind?” (Heart icon.)

3) “I have to get back to work soon, but thanks for the offer.”

I chose number 2. “What did you have in mind?”

Her breath was on my neck as she replied: “Perhaps you’d like a massage that’s a bit more...sensual and relaxing.”

I chuckled and opted for the next line: “That sounds great.”

****

Sarah

I led Borion by the hand upstairs to his bedroom. Then I instructed him to lie down on his four-poster bed, requesting that he take his shirt off. I knew that was the best way to administer a massage to his worn, tired muscles.

He did, removing the white linen garment and setting it aside. I was instantly struck by the power of his body. His sinewy form was sleek and masculine, inciting deep feelings of desire in me immediately. My gaze wandered down his face to his body, and then to the large bulge in his groin. I tingled with desire as I rubbed the hot oil into my hands, then got up on the bed beside him.

“Please, sir, lay on your stomach. That will give me the best position.”

He did.

I straddled his waist, sliding my legs over his waist. My pussy was in contact with his lower back, the touch immediately inflaming my lust even more. I knew it was wrong to want my own lord of the house this way; he was technically my employer. But I had wanted him since I took this position at his castle, tending to his home.

My fingers kneaded his strong back muscles, rubbing up and down, pressing in, my thumbs rolling over his skin. He groaned softly into the pillow. “That feels good, Sarah.”

“I’m glad, sir.”

I knew, of course, that I was just an NPC, designed to help him. The game’s creators had instilled in me memories of my home, of my family, and of my life before coming here. But the love...the desire that I felt for Borion, the player...

I didn’t think they had intended that. Or had they?

Either way, it didn’t change the tingling in my pussy as I continued to rub his strong body. He shifted onto his back and I massaged his pecs and abdominal muscles as well. I noticed the look in his eyes as I did so; it was hooded, his eyes fixing on me, watching my movements with interest. More than one time his eyes went to my breasts, which I unthinkingly pressed together, hoping to excite him more.

As my hands moved down further along his body, I felt the rising of his cock, the bulge pressing into me. I knew I was taking a chance in asking him this, but I couldn’t help myself. My hands drifted to a halt just above his belt.

“Sir...would you like me to...give you something a little special, as part of your massage?”

His brow perked. “You mean...?”

My hand slid downward, coming to the large tent in his trousers. Gently I cupped it, stroking up and down. “I can relieve this for you, sir.”

He let out a soft sigh of arousal and nodded. “I’d like that, Sarah.”

Feeling encouraged and excited, I unlaced his trousers and freed his heavy swinging cock. Taking it in my hands, I stroked him slowly up and down, relishing the feel of his thick manhood. He watched me, a slight smile at his lips. I wanted and deed the hot thick cum I knew was waiting inside his large, full balls. My pussy began to tingle uncontrollably, and I felt wet in my silk panties.

I leaned forward, my lips coming close to his manhood. “Are you certain, master?”

“Yes, Sarah. Do it.” His voice had turned low and rough, sending shivers down my spine.

My lips pressed against his swollen cock, spreading out and sliding down the broad mushroom head. They fastened over his surging cock, trapping him in my hot, wet mouth. He groaned as my tongue rolled warmly over the knob, my salvia bathing his cockhead in loving strokes. I sucked, and sucked hard, my tongue probing his slit, trying to taste more of his delicious precum.

I felt a pulse in his cock — it was so thick and so hard. Just having it in my mouth sent lustful shivers through me. “Mmmm,” I moaned around him.

His hands went to my head and pressed down, forcing him deeper. I took him as a deep as I could, wanting to please.

He started fucking upward into my mouth, grunting pleasure. “Yes, that’s it. Just like that...that’s perfect, Sarah. Your wet mouth is so good on my cock...take it deep.” His hand fisted in my hair, his fingers on my neck making me quiver. I sucked strongly on him, feeling his silky fluid oozing onto my tongue.

He reached down for my breasts, his hands squeezing. I gave another moan and sucked harder on his cock. He pulled down the front of my shirt and exposed my hard nipples. He pulled on them, sending pleasure shocks through my cunt. Warm moans came from my throat; I loved what I was doing, and how he was responding.

“I’m going to cum,” he grunted. “Get ready, Sarah. I’m going to fill your pretty mouth and I want you swallowing every drop.”

He held me down on his cock, forcing it deep in my throat. I moaned as the thick hot semen burst powerfully between my lips, pooling on my tongue. Long ropes pulsed through his throbbing dick, gathering into my hot sucking mouth.

“That’s it, good girl,” he encouraged. “Now swallow. Take it all into your belly.”

“Mmmmm,” I moaned again, swallowing his hot, sweet seed down my throat. I loved the thought of his virile cum pooling in my stomach. I gave soft moans of contentment as I sucked, my pleasure only going higher as I fed from my lord and master’s spurting cock.

I was truly in heaven.

****

James/Borion

As I pulsed deep into Sarah’s hot mouth, I groaned in amazement and pleasure. I could not believe I was getting the best blowjob of my life from an NPC — but she was amazing.

I stroked my fingers through her hair as I watched her clean the remnants of my sperm from her lips and fingers. She smiled at me as my cock wilted, the tension in my balls finally eased. “Was it good, master?”

“It was very good, Sarah. You’re incredible.”

She straightened, cupping her breasts invitingly. “Then perhaps you’d like to use other parts of my body, as well. You know they are all available to you, at all times.”

I marveled. Had the designers programmed this? That my housekeeper would be a super sexy, sluttified milf, ready to get fucked in all her waiting holes? I thanked whoever made this game, silently, in that moment.

“That’s good, Sarah. I’d like to rest now, but in a short while, I’d like to have you again.”

She gave my cock a last kiss and then slid off the bed, nodding compliantly. “Of course, sir. Simply ring for me when you’re ready.”

She bowed, pulling up her top and straightening it, and then disappeared from my room.

Wow, I thought. That was fucking hot.

****

Back in the real world, I pulled off my headset. I felt like I had just gotten an actual blowjob, not just a virtual one. The realism of Sarah’s lips, her voice, her mouth...all of it felt so real.

I realized I missed her. I’d wanted to ask her to stay with me in my bed that night. I not only craved sex, but companionship and love as well. I wanted to conquer women, and also to have them in an emotional way.

I looked around my quiet bedroom, feeling the sense of sadness that often came with logging out of the game. I had shelves of books and old video games, a console in one corner, my bed in the other. I had a work desk and my drawers with my clothes. But in real life, I didn't have any hot babes begging to suck my cock or serve me. If only.

I got up, stretching and heading into the kitchen. I put some canned soup into a pot and began cooking. If you could even call it that.

While the soup heated, I flipped through my work schedule. I was employed at a small tech firm in downtown Boston. I’d need to show up at eight the next morning, so I couldn’t spend too much time in game.

I had a meeting with my boss tomorrow, too. Her name was Laura Gale, and she was incredibly attractive. I was surrounded by hot women in real life, but completely unable to get with any of them.

I guess that’s why the game appealed to me so much. Not only was I strong and sexy there, I could fuck any girl I wanted. Have all the property and wealth I wanted. I was just a fucking god, plain and simple.

“Not like real life,” I muttered, flipping on the TV. With my canned soup, I watched the news, trying to forget how pathetically boring things were in reality.

****

Monday morning came, and with it, my appointment with Laura. I dressed as nicely as I could, wearing my suit and tie. I wasn’t overweight or unattractive, just nothing special. I wasn’t the kind of guy who had loads of personality and muscles and shit. I was just your average programmer, so I felt a little intimidated when I walked up to Laura’s door.

“Come in,” she answered, as I knocked.

“You wanted to see me?”

She nodded, turning from her laptop to face me. She was wearing a tight skirt and blouse with heels, looking sharp — and hot. I saw the line of cleavage between her blouse, giving just a hint of the lacy bra underneath. She pulled a sheet from her desk and slid it over to me.

“This is the project I’d like you to start working on. We’ll be prototyping several apps — all designed to boost revenue by at least seventy percent. At the end of the fiscal year, that is.” She gave me a brief smile. “Think you’re up to it?”

“Of course. Anything for you, boss.”

She laughed.

We chatted pleasantly for a while. Laura was not just pretty, she was also likable. I knew she probably had a husband, but I couldn’t resist flirting with her a bit. To my surprise, she actually flirted back. Maybe all my time hitting on women in Kingdom Wars was giving me a boost to my conversational skills.

Finally I picked up the page and headed back to my desk to start working. For a little while, I even forgot about Thalia, and how totally unobtainable she was...unless I could find some way to get her to want me.

As I flipped open my laptop, the computer version of Kingdom Wars beckoned to me, the little gold castle icon just calling my name. I put on my headphones and decided to play a little while, or at least leave it running in the background until I could give it my full attention.

Plain and simple, I was addicted.

****
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“I conquered your castle.” My hands massaged her shoulders more firmly. “And now I’m going to conquer you.”

She tilted her neck up further and I saw a slight shiver go through her.

She wanted me as much as I did her; I could tell from the dilation in her pupils, the way her breasts pushed out toward me. “My husband...”

“What about him?”

She closed her eyes briefly and when they opened, she seemed pained. “He never makes love to me. Never appreciates me.”

“Then he’s an idiot.”

I threaded my fingers into her hair and leaned in, kissing her softly yet firmly. As our lips met, she resisted just the slightest bit, then melted into my kiss.

Her hands came up to clasp my shoulders. She returned the kiss whole-heartedly, her tongue meeting mine, lips opening to allow me inside. To my surprise, her hand went to my cock and rubbed up and down beneath my leather trousers.

I broke the kiss and looked at her. “You did this to me, Lysara.” I pressed my cock further into her hand.

With a lust-filled gaze, she kissed me again and smiled. “Glad to see I haven’t lost my touch.”

“Never.”

I took her breasts into my hands, filling my palms with the smooth, round globes. She slid the straps down from either side and showed me her pert, tight, hard nipples. I sucked them into my mouth one at a time, then released each one with a pop.

“Let’s go to my bedroom,” she said in a husky voice.

His World to Claim: Part II

James/Borian

“Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Yesssss....”

Sarah’s breathy voice hissed in my ear as I caressed her ass. We were lying on my bed again, in-game, and this time her crotch was grinding into mine, our bodies locked together. We were making out, kissing heavily, our tongues sliding together. I had summoned her to my room that night, thinking we were just going to talk...

But things were heating up between us.

I gazed down at Sarah’s sexy body. She had chosen a black widow corset that hugged tight to her perfect body, her curves hugged wonderfully by the sheer fabric. Her breasts pushed through the bra cups, tit-flesh barely contained. I squeezed them together, pulling the cups down to let her breasts swing free. I sucked on the big, puffy nipples that were now hard points.

“Oh gods,” she moaned, caressing my head, pushing her breast deeper into my mouth. “Oh gods.”

“What do you want, Sarah?” I asked softly, lips at her ear.

“I want you, Borian...I want you inside me.”

I smiled and slapped her ass, making her squeak. “You want what?”

“Your...your cock, sir. Your cock inside me...in my pussy.”

She gasped as I slid her panties to the side and inserted my finger. She was dripping wet, completely soaked. I had no idea my housekeeper was such a horny little slut, but I loved it.

“You ask so nicely.” I removed my aching, full cock, my balls loaded and ready. I slid the head of it against her wet slit, and then pushed inside, parting her dripping pussy lips.

She gasped at my entry and took me into her body. Our eyes met, and then our lips. She kissed me hard and passionately, fingers caressing my hair as she moaned into my mouth. I pushed gently up and down with my hips, my cock pushing inside her and then sliding out, getting her accustomed to my length and width.

“You’re so big,” she gasped, my hands fondling her tits.

I switched our positions, laying her on her back. My hands went to her panties and took hold of the sides. Her knees bent up, her sexy heels digging nastily into my mattress. Rrrriiipppp went the fabric as I tore her panties apart.

Sarah gasped, her pussy now exposed to my full view. I tossed the shredded panties aside. Pulling her legs into the air, I parted them and moved them slowly out to each side, spreading her wide open. Her hot, went cunt was there for me, inviting, framed by her garters. I leaned forward, my large, thick knob nestling between her sexy wet folds again. I pushed forward and forced her to take my invading cock, her dripping labia spreading for me.

“Oh gods,” she moaned again, at my second invasion. “So hard. So big...ohhhhhhh....”

“I’m going deep, Sarah. Very deep.”

Mercilessly, I forced my long, thick cock deep into her. I rolled my hips, stirring her pussy inside, my cock nudging her womb.

“Ohhhh gods, oh my....oh fuck,” she moaned loudly, cumming hard on me. Her hips bucked as I held her spread open, her body thrashing as she came. She gripped my cock hard with her cunt, clearly loving every minute of her powerful orgasm. She gazed up at me and something in her eyes suddenly shook me.

It wasn’t just lust I saw there...

It was almost...

Love.

But she was just an NPC, I reminded myself. she was programmed to fuck me, to let me use her body for my own pleasure.

Wasn’t she?

She wouldn’t be able to feel real love or attachment. All she could feel was what the designers made her feel.

Or is it? I held myself inside her, feeling her pussy clench me, her gasps slowing as my thrusts did as well.

She gave me a breathless smile and stroked my face and arms. “Don’t stop, sir. I love you being inside me, your big dick spreading me open.”

Her words brought me back to the moment. I leaned down, kissing her, then began to slide in and out again. Feeling the incredible, hot, wet tightness of her pussy urged me on; I needed to cum, and I would soon.

She flex and fucked me back, expertly working her tight cunt around me. Her eyes glowed with desire, her breasts bouncing with my pace. Even though I knew the next day would bring war, and violence, I could take comfort in this moment. In Sarah’s body.

“Here it comes,” I groaned, my balls slapping her pussy mound as I felt my sperm rising. “I’m going to fill you, Sarah.”

“Yes!” she cried. “Fill me, master. Spurt your hot seed into my pussy...fill me deep.”

I buried myself to the hilt inside her, flooding her tight channel with a massive load of my cum. Sarah squealed in pleasure as I spurted, convulsing underneath me, having another orgasm. I just kept on shooting, filling her steaming pussy with my milky, thick seed. We, together, savored our climax with a long, hot kiss, my cock still twitching within her.

“Fuck,” I groaned, pulling out of her, lying on my back on the bed beside her. “That was incredible.”

“Yes, it was, master.” She curled up against me and I pulled the covers over both of us. She kissed my neck and shoulder, happily snuggling in my arms.

The dialogue tree was gone. I guessed that Sarah had been designed to go to sleep at this point. Her breathing grew soft and rhythmic against me, and I knew she had.

I looked down, seeing my cum dripping out of her pussy. For the moment I had forgotten completely about Thalia. Though I still wanted her, Sarah’s soft body in mine was not just good enough — I was starting to prefer it.

What’s happening to me? I wondered. Am I falling in love with an NPC?

I sighed, letting myself drift off to sleep, knowing I would find no answers tonight.

****

When I woke up (in game), I sifted through my quests. I had to obtain supplies for our castle — and the only way would be to drive off the bandits choking our supply routes. I prepared as well as I could, dressing in full armor. With my fire magic, I would be able to stand against them as well as anything.

I set off later that day, packed with supplies and a fresh horse. I checked my current stats.

Borian Quinn

Fire Knight

Hit Points: 19000

Armor: 14339

Mana: 15223

Strength: 10

Intelligence: 19 (+1 to skills)

Charisma: 14 (+2 to charm)

Wisdom: 15 (+1 to spells)

I was equipped with a Fire Saber of the Dragon, Armor of the Radiant Knight, and a sacred amulet blessed by the River God, Halperin.

The first ring of bandits was waiting for me. I took out the first few without problems. Arrows whizzed by me at top speed, swords slicing through the air. A bandit rushed me, blade swinging; I managed to strike back at him right in time, our blades colliding with a clang. I summoned a flare of fire magic, forcing it into his chest. A blaze of fiery light exploded, and the bandit collapsed backward, his front armor charred.

The battle continued. Several of my men came in as reinforcements. Swords clanged around me as I thrust my blade into more bandits, taking out as many as I could.

“Sir,” came one of my men, riding up to me on horseback. “There’s another patrol spotted on the horizon.”

“More bandits?” I wiped my brow, which was caked with sweat and blood.

He shook his head. “Not bandits. Lord Viscarl’s men.”

Viscarl was a neighboring lord who owned a large amount of land nearby. I’d had few encounters with him, but they’d all been unpleasant. We weren’t openly hostile — or at least, we hadn’t been, until now.

I frowned. “They’re headed this way?”

“Yes, and their attack banners are showing.”

Attack banners were an in-game method of displaying your intention toward an enemy: namely, that you were on the offensive.

Damnit, I realized. He knows we’re in a weakened state and he’s using the opportunity to try to take me down.

“Get your men to reconvene on the hill. We’re going to have to make a strategic defense effort.”

****

As ordered, my men got together on the hill, preparing to fight. I saw Viscarl’s troops advancing quickly and knew we needed to defend heavily.

Thanks to a group of mages I had summoned recently, I had magical means of backing up our military might. That was one thing I knew Viscarl didn’t believe in; he’d often scorned magic every time I mentioned it.

As the troops of our enemy approached, my mages got into alignment. Soon swords were flying and shards of light were scattering forth from the mages’ staves. My archers volleyed arrows, paladins and warriors from the other side advancing with blades drawn.

“Fight to your last breath!” I called. “Give them no room for advancement!”

Unlike in real life, my instincts in game world battle were sharp and powerful. I knew just how to swing my blade and cast the right spell. When I had finished my sweeping strikes, enemies littered the battlefield, along with gear and weapons.

I knew we were nearing victory. I decided to use the opportunity to seize Viscarl’s castle. If he wanted a fight, he would get one.

“Orders, sir?” asked my commanding officer.

“Press on. We’re taking the fight to the enemy.”

****

By the end of the day, we had sacked Viscarl’s castle and the large stone structure was now in our possession.

I smirked to myself, thinking how easy it had been. Though no doubt my enemy had assumed he’d be the victor, taking me by surprise, I was now the one who’d won.

I sent my men to collect supplies and take back as much as they could to our main castle. We’d driven Viscarl’s men out of the tower, and the count himself was nowhere to be found.

I pushed open the heavy wooden doors leading to his throne room, expecting to find someone inside.

“Viscarl? Where the hell are you?” I bellowed.

Instead of the count, I was greeted by the sight of an extremely attractive noblewoman dressed in a flowing long dress. The upper portion hugged her breasts perfectly, pressing them upward in a pleasing fashion so that her cleavage showed. Her neck was also bare, exposed, her blonde-brown hair pulled into a bun with slender locks of hair falling down on the sides.

“If you’re here to find my husband, he isn’t present.” Her voice was graceful and elegant, like her.

Her husband. Then...she’s the lady of this manor. Queen Lysara. I had only heard rumors of her beauty; now that I saw it firsthand, I understood why they spoke of her in such awe.

“I see that, my lady. And yes, I was here to find your husband. But if he isn’t here...you’ll have to answer for him.”

I approached her, seeing the slight straightening in her shoulders and pushing out of her breasts. Her lips parted slightly; there was fiery challenge in her eyes.

“And just what do you wish me to answer, my lord?”

“I’m taking control of the castle. If you have anything to say for yourself, now would be the time.”

Her eyes flared briefly, then a slight submission came to her stance. She gave a slight nod and turned, showing me her elegant back, the smooth muscles glimmering beneath her gown straps. “I had a feeling it was a matter of time. I told Viscarl not to attack, knowing you would have an answer...and it seems I was right.”

“An answer?”

“In the form of counterattack.”

I smirked. “It seems the lord’s wife knows me better than he does.”

She turned to me and my dialogue options surprised me.

1) Do you expect him back tonight?

2) I’d like to have you for myself. I think that’s a fair conquest, considering I’m now lord of this manor. (Heart symbol.)

3) Take Queen Lysara right there. (Heart symbol.)

I chose option two.

She chuckled at my reply, the challenge coming back to her gaze. “Oh, you would, would you?”

“Indeed.” I came close to her, setting my hands on her shoulders. “You’re very beautiful, as I’m sure you know.”

“And what makes you think you deserve me?” She gazed up at me, and I thought I detected the slightest hint of flirtation in her tone.

“I conquered your castle.” My hands massaged her shoulders more firmly. “And now I’m going to conquer you.”

She tilted her neck up further and I saw a slight shiver go through her.

She wanted me as much as I did her; I could tell from the dilation in her pupils, the way her breasts pushed out toward me. “My husband...”

“What about him?”

She closed her eyes briefly and when they opened, she seemed pained. “He never makes love to me. Never appreciates me.”

“Then he’s an idiot.”

I threaded my fingers into her hair and leaned in, kissing her softly yet firmly. As our lips met, she resisted just the slightest bit, then melted into my kiss.

Her hands came up to clasp my shoulders. She returned the kiss whole-heartedly, her tongue meeting mine, lips opening to allow me inside. To my surprise, her hand went to my cock and rubbed up and down beneath my leather trousers.

I broke the kiss and looked at her. “You did this to me, Lysara.” I pressed my cock further into her hand.

With a lust-filled gaze, she kissed me again and smiled. “Glad to see I haven’t lost my touch.”

“Never.”

I took her breasts into my hands, filling my palms with the smooth, round globes. She slid the straps down from either side and showed me her pert, tight, hard nipples. I sucked them into my mouth one at a time, then released each one with a pop.

“Let’s go to my bedroom,” she said in a husky voice.

***

Leading me upstairs past the smooth red pillars of stone and marble, Lysara showed me into the bedroom where she undoubtedly slept with Viscarl. I could not deny the secret thrill at the idea of fucking his wife in his own marital bed.

She looked at me and closed her eyes for a moment, saying, “Oh gods. I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“Believe it.”

I put my hand to her chin and tilted her face up to me, kissing softly along her neck and jaw. She clasped my arms, helping me remove my shirt and trousers. I helped her out of her gown as well.

When we were naked together, we took in each other’s bodies. She kissed her way down my chest and stomach, her passion ignited. Whatever reservations she had about sex with me were apparently overridden by her need to get fucked.

Fucked by a conquerer.

I smiled as her lips engulfed my shaft. She took me into her mouth, my cock hard and throbbing between her full, enticing lips. She surrounded my manhood with her tongue and sucked on the spongy knob. Seeing her do it was intensely exciting. I held her hair in my hands and pressed down, pushing my cock deeper into her throat. She moaned around me, her nipples hard points that I squeezed and tugged with my fingers.

“Mmmm,” she said. Her head bobbed at my groan as she sucked.

She made small noises as she took me down to her throat. I felt my balls growing hot and heavy, the excitement of battle still strong within me. I groaned and held her hair, saying, “I’m going to cum, Lysara.”

She slid her mouth off me and stroked my hard cock up and down. “Do it on my breasts. Splatter them with your thick, hot seed.”

I groaned as my semen spurted onto the lovely queen’s full tits, painting her with my white fluid. She looked sexy as hell like that, bathed in her conquering master’s seed.

I was still hard as a rock. “Lie back,” I commanded, taking my cock in hand. “Spread your legs for me.”

She did.

I beheld the sight of her dripping wet cunt. “Look how wet I am for you,” she moaned, spreading the lips of her pussy. She opened the pink, puffy flesh wide — and I leaned forward, inserting my cock into her tight, hot channel.

“That looks amazing,” I groaned, my eyes glued to the sight of her body taking in my thick shaft. I pushed in farther, her pussy clenching wetly around me. She gasped and her arms wrapped around my neck, her legs going around my hips.

“Fuck me, Borian. Give it to me hard.”

I was all too willing.

I started sliding in and out of her, slow at first, building up to a rhythm that would take us both to the edge. As each inch of me sank into her, deeper between my conquered queen’s legs, I felt a swell of pleasure, knowing that I was inside my enemy’s wife.

She was mine now, mine to have and to keep and fuck as I wished. I told her as much, growling it out.

“You’re mine, Lys. Mine forever.”

She gazed up at me submissively, mouth open in pleasure, taking shorter and faster breaths. My cock pounded her tight channel hard and fast. They were the kind of penetrations that powered us both near our orgasms; her nails scraped into my back as my tip touched deep in her pussy, feeling her womb. She gasped with each thrust and cried, “You’re so deep in me. Oh gods. I can feel you, every time.”

I bit her neck in response, a possessive, primal move that came right out of the depths of me. She cried out in pleasure and surprise, driving her nails harder into my skin.

“Fuck me, my lord. My master!”

“I am your master now. Forget Viscarl. Your husband is a weak, pathetic fool,” I snarled.

“Yes...yes, he is!”

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, Borian!”

“And your pussy? Your mouth? Your ass?”

“All yours. All the time. Whenever you want me!”

She climaxed then, her pussy quivering and spasming around me. I continued stroking into her, hard, long, and strong. Her pussy squelched lewdly and wetly on my cock. Feeling my balls throb, I grunted, pressing deep inside her, her screams of pleasure filling my ears.

“Here it is...take it, Lys. Take my hot cum inside your cunt.”

“Give it to me, my lord. Give it all to me! Fill me! Put your baby into me!”

I grunted in pleasure at the thought of knocking her up. Pulsing deep jets of sperm into her, I filled my queen’s tight channel, ensuring that her womb was fully bathed with my cum.

We gasped together, panting, staring into one another’s eyes.

I knew then, that in this game, I was a conquerer.

And I didn’t want to leave.
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When we returned to his castle he took me directly to his bedchamber. It was lit with soft candles and the bed had a veil over it, making it enticing and romantic. He took me to the bed and began to undress me, removing my gown from my shoulders, taking the straps down one at a time. I let him kiss me...no, I kissed him back just a fervently. I leaned into his hands as he massaged my breasts. He bared them and fondled them, seeing my nipples harden, tugging on the long tips. He kissed them and sucked at them, bringing tingling and wetness between my legs. I knew that when he took down my slim white panties, I would not stop him then either.

“I want you, Thalia,” he murmured, caressing me, kissing me like I was a cherished possession. “I have for years.”

“Then you shall have me, my lord. I am yours.”

As I said it, I knew I had been lying before...to myself and to him. It would not just be one night. It would be this night...and the next...and the next. I could not tell him no.

His World to Claim: Part III

James/Borian

I woke up that morning in my own bed, in the real world... without any sexy female bodies curled against me.

Had I been in game, it would’ve been different.

I lay there, stretching onto my back, thinking about how I could change things. If I’d learned anything from Kingdom Wars, it was that I was master of my own destiny. I just had to go and conquer it.

I thought about Laura, my hot boss. What was stopping me from asking her out? Fear of workplace consequences? Sure, but I was willing to take that risk. The worst she could do was say no.

I looked through my contacts and found her number. I dialed her up.

****

A short while later, I had a date with Laura for that night — and since it was Saturday, the whole day to play Kingdom Wars.

I put some meat in the slow cooker to start dinner for that night with the two of us, and then strapped on my headset.

Back in the game world, I’d received a message from Thalia Qivre, to my surprise. She asked for my help, requesting that I give her assistance with a nearby elven village.

I showed up on horseback that afternoon, a small band of men with me.

“You requested my services?”

She turned to me, nodding. Her beautiful elven body was decked out in a shimmering red-orange robe with gold accents. Long brown hair fell down her shoulders. I did not notice the elven band of commitment on her finger, making me wonder why.

“Yes, Lord Borion. Thank you for answering so quickly.”

Together we rode to the village, and she explained the situation. We quickly developed a plan of attack; I would send my men in on the left flank, while she and her warrior-mages would stage a surprise attack, silently hitting the enemy from the other side.

There was a fierceness to Thalia that compelled me. When she entered battle, it was as though she was in a trance. Her eyes took on a relaxed but focused clarity, seeming to zero in on her target. It was as if her mind was simply no longer in this world, but in another, one we could not see. One that was free and simple — where magic reigned supreme.

I envied her that, and told her so when the battle was won. She gave me a brief smile which was oddly a bit sad. “Strange to hear you say that, Lord Borion. I would have thought if anyone should be envied, it is you, for your massive control of so many castles.”

“Control is only so useful. If you have no one you truly love in your life, it is a poor substitute.”

She nodded, leading the way into her village. A few elven commoners greeted us, some giving me wary glances. As we reached the tall gates of the main enclave, her betrothed came out — a good-looking, if somewhat haughty sort of fellow, long silver-gray hair flowing down his shoulders. He greeted her with a kiss. Inside, I boiled with envy, but kept my feelings to myself.

“You should join us for the evening meal,” said Halcoron, her betrothed. “We’d love to hear your adventures.”

****

I did as requested, trying to play the best guest I could. Every time Halcoron’s hand would come down on Thalia’s shoulder or he would look at her a certain way, my envious feelings came back. It frustrated me to see her with someone else, to think she was the one thing I could not have.

But I ate their offered meal with as much grace as I could muster, chatting and talking with enthusiasm. Feigned or not, it apparently worked because they both seemed pleased with me.

At the end of the meal, Halcoron excused himself to talk with some of the other elven nobles. I retreated to the back balcony to smoke my pipe and think.

Thalia joined me a short time later, coming up behind me and speaking softly. “You seem troubled, my lord.”

I took a draw on the pipe, keeping my back to her. “You could say so.”

“Have we not pleased you as our guest?”

I sighed, snuffing out my pipe and turning to her. “No, Thalia. It’s not that. You’ve been the most gracious host imaginable.”

“Then...”

She gave me the most heartbreakingly puzzled and lost look, her beautiful eyes filled with dismay at the thought I wasn’t happy. I realized I had to be totally up front with her.

“In truth, it’s...hard for me, my lady. Hard for me to be here, with you and your betrothed.”

“Hard...why?”

“Because I’ve always had feelings for you. From the very beginning, you were first in my thoughts.” I set my hand on the balcony and looked away, unable to meet her eyes while I poured my heart out. “Every time he touches you, or kisses you...it pains me.”

I looked up when she was silent for a moment, seeing the same conflict I felt mirrored in her eyes. “Since you are being honest with me, my lord, I shall do the same for you.”

I raised my brow.

She leaned in close, her fingers brushing mine. “I have felt the same pull. You are powerful, controlling, a dominant king who takes what he wants. Halcoron is...different. Gentler and more passive. I love him in my own way, but...he is not you.” Her hand came up to my cheek and cupped it. “In my heart, I want to know you that way. More...intimately.”

“Then you’re saying, what? You want to just sleep with me?”

Her eyes glimmered with sadness. “If I were not betrothed to him, I would want that, yes.”

“And you still do...”

She nodded slightly.

Knowing this, I couldn’t stop myself. I knew she didn’t want to cheat on Halcoron, but the thought she was attracted to me gave me some kind of reckless boldness. I took her face in my hands and lifted her lovely eyes to meet mine, then kissed her on the lips.

At first she stiffened at my kiss, her shoulders tense. After a moment of our lips together, though, she became softer, her resistance melting. She clutched my shoulders, returning the kiss, allowing my tongue to enter her mouth.

She gave a soft moan as my arms came around her, clutching her tight. I squeezed her breast with my hand, the roughness and dominance she had picked up on coming out immediately. I rubbed over the pert nipple with my thumb; it was barely covered with the gauzy material of her gown.

When I finally broke the kiss, she looked dazed and breathless. “Gods... my lord...I...was not expecting that. Not at all.”

“Come to bed with me, Thalia. One night. No consequences. No one else will know.”

I saw the warring temptation and desire to remain faithful in her gaze. “How can you be sure?”

“Because it’s our secret.”

As I said that, choosing the dialogue option, I saw a bar come up:

Charm Score 18+ — Persuasion Successful

Apparently my charisma was high enough that I was able to seduce the elven noblewoman I was crushing on so badly.

****

Thalia

I thought I could resist the powerful, charming Lord Borian, but there was no way. He was simply too handsome and overwhelming in his ability to sweet-talk me. Before I knew what was happening, I was taking his hand and following him back to his horse. He was bringing me back to his castle and I wasn’t even resisting.

I told the elven attendant I would not be back until the next day, or later, that I was leaving for a late night meeting. Though it pained me to lie and be secretive, Borian’s desire for me was winning out.

I had not been kissed like that in years...if ever.

My arms went around his strong body as he rode us toward the castle. I felt his strength and dominance in the fine muscles of his chest. He was not a weak-willed man, like Halcoron; he knew what he wanted and how to take it. I could not deny the powerful attraction I felt for that...for him.

When we returned to his castle he took me directly to his bedchamber. It was lit with soft candles and the bed had a veil over it, making it enticing and romantic. He took me to the bed and began to undress me, removing my gown from my shoulders, taking the straps down one at a time. I let him kiss me...no, I kissed him back just a fervently. I leaned into his hands as he massaged my breasts. He bared them and fondled them, seeing my nipples harden, tugging on the long tips. He kissed them and sucked at them, bringing tingling and wetness between my legs. I knew that when he took down my slim white panties, I would not stop him then either.

“I want you, Thalia,” he murmured, caressing me, kissing me like I was a cherished possession. “I have for years.”

“Then you shall have me, my lord. I am yours.”

As I said it, I knew I had been lying before...to myself and to him. It would not just be one night. It would be this night...and the next...and the next. I could not tell him no.

Because deep down, I wanted this as much as he did.

His fingers moved to my panties and slid them down, and then he kissed reverently along my thighs, his mouth on the inner part of them, making me shudder. His finger moved to my clit and rubbed over it with slow circles and tender, gentle ministrations. I felt myself getting closer to the edge and knew he would make me orgasm many times that night. He kissed me there, in my wet pussy lips, and then sucked my clit into his mouth. I grabbed his hair and cried out my pleasure, feeling his face thrust against me, his lips feasting hungrily from me, making slurping wet noises. I spread my legs for him, putting one up on the bed, my pussy thrusting against his strong jaw. He cradled my ass in his hands, holding tight to support me.

Halcoron would never do this, I thought. Even if he wanted...would I let him?

Not after tonight. It was only Borian, now...he was the only one I wanted.

He carried me onto the bed and laid me down gently. Removing his clothes, he showed me his muscled torso and chest, his throbbing cock coming into view as he removed his trousers. The sight made my pussy clench and my heart pound. I watched in anticipation as he grasped his cock and guided it into me.

“Mii,” I hissed in elvish, surprising myself with the lustful quality of my voice. “Tiliir al lirinio luumin.”

He smiled at me. “Meaning...?”

“Yes...I want your big, throbbing cock inside me.”

He chuckled at my words.

He started fucking me. I watched in amazement as his huge shaft filled me up. He filled my pussy, his slow and rhythmic insertions driving me to pleasure. He cradled me in his arms and then his hold turned dominant, his hands fisting in my hair. I saw the drive, the need in his eyes, to possess and to claim. I knew he would fill all my holes tonight, and every other night. I would let him, willingly.

I was ready to give him everything he wanted. “Yes, Borian. My lord. My love.... Claim me! Make me yours!” My nails drove into his back, my breasts bouncing wildly as he fucked me. He sucked on each one, feasting on my nipples, licking and sucking the swollen buds. He squeezed them in his hands, his large, strong hands, and then he started to power into me again.

He turned me onto my hands and knees and entered me from behind. I never had liked being taken like this before, but for him I not only wanted it, I loved it. I would let him use me any way he wanted. I was his whore...his little elven whore, ready to be fucked by her master.

“Oh gods,” I groaned. I reveled in the feel of him along the walls of my pussy, engorged inside me.

He made me cum, once and then a second time. He spread my legs and entered me from so many positions I lost count... from behind, on my back, on my stomach, both of us on our sides with him behind me, holding my breasts and thrusting upwards into me...

I came and came. Soon my body was a shuddering, sore mass of pleasure, and all I could think was how strong and relentless his cock was, pistoning into me like that.

“Thalia,” he groaned. “I’m going to cum.”

“Fill me, my lord. Give me all your hot, virile seed. Make my womb bathed in it...put your hot warmth inside me...”

He groaned and spurted into me, hot jets filling my pussy. I clenched around him, milking him hard, draining every drop from his large, heavy balls. When he was finally spent, he rolled off me and cradled me in his arms, letting me rest, his lover’s hands soothing my flaming body.

I knew there would now be no man in my bed but Borian.

****

James/Borian

After I came inside Thalia, I felt not only just exhausted, but happier than ever. She was my conquest, too. I kissed along her ear, cradling her breasts, enjoying the way she had yielded to me so readily. “Will there be more nights like this?” I asked.

“As many as you wish, my lord.” She reached behind herself and caressed my hip and thigh. “I have never been fucked like that.”

“Not Hal...?”

She smirked. “He couldn’t hold a candle to you.” She turned in my arms and faced me, nuzzling into me. “I am yours...yours to fuck whenever you want.”

Happily ever after, indeed.

****

I took off my headset, feeling good about things. I had feared Thalia would never be obtainable — NPC or not, her programming had made her loyal to her betrothed. Or so I thought, anyway.

Apparently it’d been worthwhile to put so many points into my charisma score.

Make a mental note to invest more points in that in the future, I told myself with a smile, going to check on the roast.

Laura arrived some time later, bringing a bottle of wine. She greeted me with a kiss on the cheek and a smile, looking stunning.

“I love your dress,” I told her in earnest, taking in the sight of her delicious backless red dress and her matching heels.

“Thanks. I wore it just for you,” she said, winking at me.

“Really?”

I followed her into the kitchen, where her nose was leading her.

“Mhmm....wow, something smells amazing.”

I served up plates of the roast beef stew I’d prepared. I could cook when I wanted to. “It’s my mom’s recipe.”

We sat at the candle lit table and began to eat, sharing soup and bread. “Really?” she asked. “Your mom’s?”

“Yeah. She used to make it for me a lot when I was a kid. It’s great for cold nights.”

She nodded in agreement, apparently enjoying the soup a lot. She ate two bowlfuls with relish, making me feel pretty good about my cooking.

After dinner we went and sat in front of the fire under a blanket together, talking. Laura was pretty amazing. It was clearly a date... a fact that was confirmed when she reached over and took my hand, squeezing gently.

“You’re a pretty great guy, James. I really like you.”

I smiled. “I like you too.”

I realized that in real life, I was hardly the dominant, conquering hero I was in game. But really, that’s what made it so great. I could be an alpha male master in Kingdom Wars, and a smooth-talking, charming kind of guy in real life. The game world gave me the freedom to be myself in reality, while expressing my most dominant desires in virtual realms.

Of course, if Laura and I ever ended up in bed together...

Odds are, that dominant side would come out again.

****
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Eloisa

Josh/Barridan

“Are you going to...”

“Fuck you?” he asked, smiling. “Yes. I’m going to fuck you good and hard.”

I quivered with lust at his statement, running my fingers up and down his biceps. He spread my legs, his tongue running up and down the wet folds of my pussy, making me moan. His head worked between my spread thighs; I felt myself approaching the cliff as his tongue lashed my clit. I gasped in ecstasy and clutched the mattress tightly.

Suddenly he rose up, positioning his big, hard cock at my entrance. I moaned sharply as he filled me, entering me easily up to a point. But then he reached some resistance as his cock sliced deeper than any other man before — including my husband.

“You’re big,” I gasped. “Bigger than I’ve ever taken.”

Claiming His Destiny: Part I

Josh/Barridan

I arrived at work as usual that morning, bored out of my mind.

My job was in programming. It paid the bills, but wasn’t exactly thrilling.

As I wandered down the halls of Ricktor Corp., taking in the sight of my co-workers hunched like drones over their desks, I sighed internally. Would things ever change?

“Hey, man.” My pal Jason turned as I sat down in my desk, preparing for another long grind. “You heard of this game?”

He pushed over a small box to me. The cover had a picture of a sexy fantasy girl in skimpy armor and read, Path of Destiny.

“Nah, haven’t picked it up yet.” I was a pretty avid gamer, and usually kept up with the latest releases. Trouble was I hadn’t had time lately.

“You should. It’s pretty awesome.”

We were about to talk more about that, when our sexy blonde boss walked by. About 5’3”, Brooke Jennings was the hottest woman in the office. She drew eyes everywhere she went — and all of us guys had a crush on her. Probably some of the women, too.

“Damn,” muttered Jason. “What a milf.”

“I know. Have you seen those high heels?” I let out a soft, low whistle. “For being almost thirty-five, she’s fucking gorgeous.”

Brooke paused for a moment in her steps, making me fear she had heard me. But I saw her go over and talk to another guy in the line of cubicles, her tight ass swaying.

I couldn’t help picturing my hands all over that ass...

and being deep inside it, as well.

“Anyway, you should really try this game.” He waved the box at me again. “You can do all kinds of things. Quests, raids, getting married, have a family...” He grinned.

“Meaning...”

“All the perks that go with getting married and having a family.”

“Like?”

He pointed toward the image of the hot girl on the cover. “Sex. With girls like this.”

My eyes boggled. “Players, or NPCs?”

“Players if you want, assuming they agree. But NPCs as well.”

“So sex is just part of the game?”

“Yep.”

“Huh.” I took the box again, holding it in thought. “Well, maybe if I get a chance.”

He chuckled.

****

The end of the workday rolled around. It was just a handful of us left in the office, including Brooke, who was walking around making sure everyone was doing okay.

“Everything all right, Josh?”

I looked back, taking in the sight of her. God, she was hot. I couldn’t help but stare at her thighs, where her skirt had been pulled up slightly as she leaned against my desk. My eyes wandered up her body, lingering on her full hips and slim waist, over her full, round breasts and sweet pink lips. I imagined my cock between those lips...being serviced, sucked, deep-throated.

Get a grip, man.

“Yeah, I’m doing great. Thanks for checking.”

Her legs parted slightly, giving me an even better view of her creamy, smooth inner thighs. “Josh, I really want you to know, if you ever want to talk to someone, you can confide in me. Anything...work, personal, you name it. I’m here for you.”

I blinked in surprise. “Uhh...wow, Ms. Jennings. That’s really nice of you. Thanks.”

“Brooke,” she corrected, leaning in toward me. “And I mean it. You’re one of our best employees, and I want you to know how much I appreciate your work.” Her hand went to my shoulder and squeezed, her breasts swaying perilously close to my face. I caught a whiff of her sweet, fruity perfume and shampoo scent.

“Thanks, Brooke. Really.”

She smiled, giving me a long, deep look. I wondered just what was going on here. Surely...she wasn’t giving me a signal, was she?

My eyes flicked to the spot between her legs again, and then I silently cursed myself. Was I so damn horny I couldn’t stop ogling my boss for five seconds?

The throbbing bulge in my slacks suggested that yes, that was exactly the case.

****

I decided to take my frustrations out on the game when I got home. I normally would have just looked at porn, but Jason had said you could have sex in the game. That was definitely an attractive feature to me.

The character on the front was dressed in a kind of standard fantasy outfit, the kind of bra and panties type of getup that was popular with a lot of male developers and artists. I wondered if she was someone you could have sex with.

Well, let’s log in and find out, I decided.

Path of Destiny was pretty great-looking. With vivid landscapes — forests, seascapes, mountains, and deserts — the minute I logged in, I was shown a huge range of areas to explore. I headed to the character creation screen, making a male human about my age, with bigger muscles. I typed in the name “Barridan,” which I thought sounded appropriate.

I chose fighter as my class, getting equipped with some basic armor and longswords.

The game’s style was a blend of fantasy and modern, with cyberpunk influences thrown in. There were your basic sword, axe, mace, and hammer choices for weapons, but you could also own a rifle or pistol, usable for certain classes. The armor selections — some of which I browsed through — were both fantasy-styled and more modern, with a few sleek black leather outfits I really liked. Level 60, I thought glumly, seeing the restriction. Oh well. Time to get grinding.

And a grind it was. Though you could quest, I found the game actually went faster in terms of leveling if I just focused on killing monsters. But then after I got a few levels in, slaying as many kobolds and crabs as I could, I found dynamic events — helping fight off invading bandits, collecting items for local farmers. Things like that.

Eventually I made my way to one of the farms, spotting a very buxom, attractive blonde woman who was planting seeds in the field. She smiled and turned to me. “Greetings, adventurer.”

“Greetings.”

“Are you in need of some respite? Our family home is open to all who require.”

I noticed my energy bar was getting low and decided to take her up on the offer. “Sure. Some food would be good.”

“Of course.” She set her things down and escorted me into the house. I couldn’t help but notice she was...well, stacked, to put it bluntly. Her breasts were big and full, pushing out from her corset, while the skirt that fell around her hips gave enough view of her creamy thighs to immediately send a charge to my groin.

Yeah, I was getting hard in game, at the idea of fucking a virtual woman. But she was a hot virtual woman.

She led me into the house, which smelled delicious, like fresh-baked bread and cooking meat. She showed me to a seat at the long table where she set out a plate with delicious lamb, bread, cheese, and wine, lighting some candles for me as well.

“Aren’t you having any?” I asked through a mouthful of bread, which was flaky and soft and buttery. Delicious.

“I’ve already eaten, hero.” She smiled invitingly.

“What’s your name?”

“Eloisa.”

“You’re a great cook, you know.”

She blushed. “I am glad you’re enjoying it.”

We talked for a while, getting to know each other. She scooted a bit closer at one point in the meal and brushed her fingers lightly over mine. “If you’d like to stay the night to rest and recover your stamina, you’re more than welcome. And...I’d be happy to provide company for you as well.”

“Company?” I asked, gulping down my wine in surprise.

“Mhm.”

“As in...”

“I am available to share your bed, hero.” She lowered her eyes demurely. “If you’d like to have me.”

Would I...

“Uh, yeah. Yes, I’d definitely like to have you.”

She looked pleased, her pretty smile returning. “Very well, then. Let me just clean up the table.”

She rose, taking the dishes and things into the washroom. My eyes followed the sway of her perfect hips under that tight skirt. Maybe it was the meat, the still-present rush of battle in my veins, or some combination... but I felt the intense desire to grab her, bend her over, tear her skirt up, and plunge my hard cock right into her wet, waiting cunt.

Instead, though, I headed upstairs. I changed out of my armor and washed, putting on a pair of soft linens Eloisa had laid out for me. I sat back on the bed to wait for her, my cock throbbing in my pants.

****

Eloisa

My life as a farmer’s wife was simple. When my husband was home, I helped him tend the crops, taking care of our property. Now he had died, and I was left alone to my own resources.

Thankfully I had been able to take care of things on my own, but that hadn’t taken care of the loneliness.

Now, having a strong young hero like Barridan come into my life... The loneliness was starting to fade.

I had an itch. An itch that needed to be scratched. One I was ashamed to admit to anyone — yet was deep within me. When my husband and I had been together, he had satisfied it, coming to me nightly with his large, hung shaft, filling me well, giving me the life-giving cum that I needed.

Now he was gone, but Barridan was here, waiting for me.

I dressed in the most inviting clothes I had: a revealing slim white linen top and panties, showing as much of my body as possible. I covered myself with a slim shawl and made my way to his bedroom.

I knocked on the door and heard him say, “Come in.”

Seeing him sitting on the bed there ignited my desire. He looked so handsome and strong, capable and composed. “You remind me of my husband,” I said softly, not thinking.

“Your husband?”

“Yes. I...he died a few years ago.”

“I’m sorry.”

I stood in the doorway feeling embarrassed for a moment.

Barridan seemed to sense my feelings and beckoned, holding out his hand to me. “Come here, Eloisa.”

Everything about him seemed like Jasind, my now-dead husband. His voice, his body, his posture. For a moment I thought I was seeing a ghost.

Then he spread his legs wider as I sat down on his lap, feeling his fingers stroke my hair, and I caught a glimpse of his cock.

He was more than just well-hung — he was enormous. Seeing the thick bulge there excited me in a way I hadn’t felt in years. He kissed me and tangled his fingers through my hair, making me moan. He took my hand and pressed it to the enormous hard-on throbbing in his pants.

“See what you do to me?” he said in a soft, growling voice. “You made me this way.”

Lowering his linen trousers, I saw the full size of his shaft. It made me tremble with both fear and anticipation; the cock was easily as big as my wrist, just in girth. My eyes moved up and down the veiny, pulsing shaft and huge purple head. My breath came in short gasps as I realized this massive organ would soon be inside my pussy.

His fingers closed over my breast. “Are you wet for me?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Very wet.”

“Let’s see.”

His massive hand reached down into my panties, feeling the wetness of my pussy. I gasped as his fingers inserted into me.

“Mmm, yes you are.”

I rubbed over his cock as he manipulated his skillful fingers inside my pussy.

“You look like you need some relief,” he whispered to me. “Why don’t we just get these off...” He slid off the panties, getting them off my legs one at a time. He tossed the soaking wet garment to the floor. His fingers rubbed up and down my sleek, shaven pussy, his lips kissing up and down along the sides of my neck.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, sliding my arms around his strong shoulders. I spread my legs wider for him. He sucked my nipples hard, making my pussy juice even more. I felt like I was in a trance, giving myself up to the capable warrior who had shown up at my doorstep, as if fated to do so.

The gods have blessed me, I realized.

He lashed the rubbery tips of my nipples with his tongue, making them feel amazing. I twitched and moaned under his caress. My hand worked up and down his huge cock, feeling the massive meat throbbing between my fingers. I loved every second of it.

He set me down on the bed and laid me back with surprising gentleness. For such a battle-hardened warrior, his touch was tender. He kissed his way down my body, freeing me of my remaining clothing. He took his off as well, exposing his hard muscled chest, abs, and biceps. His hard cock swung free as he tossed aside his linen trousers.

“Are you going to...”

“Fuck you?” he asked, smiling. “Yes. I’m going to fuck you good and hard.”

I quivered with lust at his statement, running my fingers up and down his biceps. He spread my legs, his tongue running up and down the wet folds of my pussy, making me moan. His head worked between my spread thighs; I felt myself approaching the cliff as his tongue lashed my clit. I gasped in ecstasy and clutched the mattress tightly.

Suddenly he rose up, positioning his big, hard cock at my entrance. I moaned sharply as he filled me, entering me easily up to a point. But then he reached some resistance as his cock sliced deeper than any other man before — including my husband.

“You’re big,” I gasped. “Bigger than I’ve ever taken.”

He nodded and worked his way in and out slowly until I could accept his huge shaft inside my pussy. Back and forth he went in long, slow strokes, filling me time and again. Soon he worked into a rhythm, his hips thrusting over me, his powerful body sending me into shudders. I came and came, sent into one orgasm after another, my whole body breaking into powerful contractions.

****

Josh/Barridan

I felt Eloisa’s pussy clenching around me as she came, milking me tight. To my amazement, my stamina seemed endless; I just kept fucking her, turning her onto her hands and knees, plunging my hard cock inside her. Jason hadn’t been lying when he said the sex was one of the best features in this game. At one point I pulled out of her and she took me into her mouth, sucking and slurping on my hard cock, slick with both our juices.

I turned her finally onto her side, entering her from behind, my cock slicing deeply into her. She moaned in passion and clutched the sheets, calling my name. “Oh, Barridan...Barridan...” She came so many times I couldn’t believe it.

I thrust in deep and held myself, burying my face in her sweet hair and skin. She smelled amazing, so good and comforting, her tits soft as warm pillows under my hands. I spurted hot jets of cream into her, filling her with my seed.

When I was done I pulled out, watching her sex still quivering with our combined fluids. I laid back on the pillows and sighed in satisfaction; she soon juiced me, curling up into my arms.

“It was so good,” she murmured softly before drifting off to sleep. “Better than I’ve ever had...”

I smiled. I was glad to have brought Eloisa pleasure.

****

The in-game sexual release brought me an enormous amount of relief in the real world, as well. I found that I could think more clearly and function better. Even my job didn’t seem so bad, now that I knew I could easily find relief within the game, both in terms of killing monsters and leveling up — and sexually.

“So?” asked Jason one day when we were at the office. “What’d you think of it? Did you play it?”

I smirked. “Yeah, I did.”

“And?”

“Pretty awesome,” I said, my eyes wandering to Brooke, who smiled at me. “Pretty damn awesome.”

Now, if I could just find a way to get her into bed with me...
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“Wowwwww.” Althea smiled in obvious glee and watched as her elven fingers tried to wrap around the entire girth of me, but could not. “You’re really big.”

Before I could answer, she took me into her mouth, sealing her lips over me in a tight hold. “Unnnhhh,” I groaned, the luxurious feel of her mouth instantly sending thrills of pleasure through me. “Damn, that feels amazing.”

“Mmmm,” she murmured, mouth stuffed full of cock. Up and down her lips went, gazing up into my eyes all the while. I saw the dim blue glow of magic that many elves sported in this game; a remnant of their time in a primitive land they’d inhabited before coming to our world.

Her tongue rolled around the bottom side of my shaft, her hand stroking the part that was outside her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down and she gave gentle moans as she sucked. As she pulled back, her lips remained tightly sealed; then she moved forward again, taking me deep into her mouth and throat.

Seeing her mouth going up and down my cock like that was the most erotic sight of my life. I put my hand on her hair, groaning and pressing deeper into her. Saliva was building around the corners of her lips, some running down to drip onto her breasts. I reached for her top, tugging it open roughly, letting her full mounds spill out.

Claiming His Destiny: Part II

Josh/Barridan

I woke up feeling the soft body of Eloisa against me.

I realized I was in game. I had put my headset on at some point during the night and was now Barridan again, living my life in the world of Path of Destiny.

And what a way to wake up. Feeling her soft, sexy body against mine was delicious and wonderful, the way her hips moved against me, her pussy — still wet from our long night of fucking — rubbing gently against my hardening cock.

I slid forward — and inside her warm sheath, her pussy welcoming me eagerly. She gasped softly as I began to move back and forth. I pinned her arms behind her back, my groin moving slowly back and forth. Her hot, sexy cunt took me perfectly.

I turned her onto her stomach and held her hands behind her, positioning myself above her so I could grind deeper into her. Her gasps soon rang out as she got closer to orgasm. I heard her cry out in a breathy moan as she spasmed around me, her pussy clenching my cock tightly as her climax took her. I thrust in deep and came, filling her with my cum, spurting it deep in her womb.

We lay together for several moments, my cock giving its last twitches inside her. Then I withdrew slowly, my thick shaft slipping out of her.

As I lay on my back, recovering, she turned and smiled, sliding down the sheets. Her head went to my crotch and she took me into her mouth to begin sucking on me, cleaning me off, licking up and down my shaft. She stroked me up and down, her soft fingers encircling my shaft and stroking.

“Do you have another load for me, hero?” she asked between licks. “I need a nice dose of your hot seed before I start my day.”

She brought her full breasts to my cock and rubbed them along side, the nipples forming an enticing circling motion as she did. I squeezed them, making her body shiver with sudden pleasure.

“C’mere,” I said, pulling her up on my lap. I guided my cock between her legs, pressing into the soft wet flesh of her pussy. We gazed into each other’s eyes as she began to grind on top of me, moaning in pleasure as I thrust up into her with my cock, my balls slapping her wet mound.

“Ohhhhh, ohhhhhh.....” she moaned.

I turned her onto her back and entered her again, spreading her legs wide. I liked this view, seeing my thick shaft thrusting in and out of her as she took me so well. “Mmmmm, keep going....harder...yessss, just like that,” she moaned. So different from the soft, sweet, sad version she had been last night, now she was intense and engaged, clear enjoying what I was giving her.

“Ahhhhh, ahhhhh, ahhhhh!” she cried, her back arching as she came — and so did I, pulsing deep inside her. I filled her with a second creamy load, feeling her pussy clench tight around me.

What a way to wake up...

****

Eloisa saw me off, packing a delicious meal for me and providing extra rations. I had a summons in the south to follow; word was that the war effort was suffering and in need of powerful heroes to help fight back encroaching orc forces.

“Be careful, my hero,” said my sexy farm girl, resting her hands on my chest and leaning in for a long kiss. “I want to see you back alive.”

“And I plan on coming back alive,” I said, smiling.

I set off into the woods again. On my way I encountered more bandits, taking them out fairly easily. It struck me that I hadn’t gotten to any elites; most of the mobs I’d faced had been easy enough to take out, so I hadn’t really been tested. I alternated between a whirlwind attack and a series of fast thrusts of my dual-wielded long blades, as well as a health regeneration ability that allowed me time to recover.

Eventually I made it to the front. Orcs were coming in on all sides. They were vicious, too. I checked out my current weapon score:

Revenant Longblade of Destruction

+2 Fiery Damage

+4 to Strength

I had two of those, dual-wielded. My armor was chainmail — not the best, but not awful either. I needed some upgrades, regardless.

“You’re here to fight?” asked a supplier at the front, turning back to me with a gruff look.

“Yes. I need new armor.”

He quickly outfitted me with a better set of protective gear, including gloves, helm, and chest. They were standard issue Regent Army gear, with gold and green outlines and the single golden leaf design embedded in the middle. Not bad looking, I decided.

I was level 15 now. Shortly after acquiring a horse, I made my way to the front, spotting a serious-looking elven woman on horseback. She was slim and attractive, with flowing blonde-white hair that was pulled into a ponytail. She gazed out at the onslaught, where soldiers were doing battle: elves, orcs, and humans, locked in vicious swordplay.

She turned at my approach. “You’re Barridan, right?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“I’m Commander Lockleaf.” Her eyes swept over me briefly, then turned back to the fray. “We’ll be heading in shortly.”

We waited at the front, not talking much. I got the feeling she wasn’t one for small talk. Then, when the signal was given through a charge thrown up into the air, we headed to battle.

I fought at Commander Lockleaf’s side, doing my best to keep up with her. She was a formidable warrior, using dual-wielded, curved elven blades that she bore with excellence. Soon there were piles of fallen orcs around her, blood seeping from the thin, sliced cuts that quickly took them down.

Her face was a mask of beautiful determination. She knew what she was there for, and she was going to fulfill her duty. I realized that fighting beside her, I was getting hard, both with the thrill of battle and with the sight of this gorgeous elven woman doing what she was so clearly skilled at. Underneath her armor, her breasts were medium-sized but round and full, and her ass was just the right shape and size as well, complimenting her toned body perfectly.

When we pushed the orcs back, it was clear the battle was won. Breathing heavily, orcish blood splattering her face and armor, Lockleaf turned back to me. “You’ve done well.”

I heard a tiny note of approval in her voice, which made me gleam with pride. I nodded in acknowledgement.

“Let’s go back to the encampment.”

****

We headed back to the tents, where we both changed our gear into something more comfortable. Commander Lockleaf went to attend a meeting for the higher-ups, while I waited in my tent, sharpening my swords.

Strange how the orcs took us by surprise when we got over the hill, I thought, ruminating over the battle. It was like they knew our plans before we did.

“Knock, knock.” I heard a soft elven female voice outside my tent.

“Come in.”

It was Commander Lockleaf. She gave my tent a brief sweep with her eyes, then looked directly at me. “Are you busy?”

“Of course not. Pull up a seat.”

She nodded and did so. She sat with her legs slightly apart in a way that was both swaggerish and a little hot. She was wearing a tight-fitting linen top and a pair of leather breeches which hugged her sexy ass nicely.

“It looks like we have a snitch.”

“Oh?”

“Someone in our ranks feeding info the orcs. That’s how they knew to ambush us when we got over Lost Peak.”

I frowned. “That’s exactly what I was just thinking.”

She looked grim. “Somehow, we’re going to have to ferret out whoever’s doing it. Any ideas?”

“You’ll have to do plenty of counts at night...make sure all our men are accounted for.”

“Which we already do.” She sighed. “I guess I’ll have to ask the mages. Maybe they can use some kind of spell to track our guys...make sure no one’s sneaking off where they shouldn’t be.”

I nodded, trying to keep my eyes off the Commander’s ample bosom.

She must have noticed. She gave me a smirk. “Like what you see, hm?”

“Sorry. I know I shouldn’t, Commander.”

“Call me Althea.” She crossed her legs, leaning back and propping her hands up, giving me an even better view of those perky tits. “And really, don’t apologize. I find it flattering.”

“You do?”

“Yes.” She spoke in that direct way she had, but her voice was a little softer, more...seductive and enticing. “It’s been a long time since a man looked at me that way. Especially a capable warrior like you.”

“I find that hard to believe. You’re incredible beautiful, if I may say so.”

She shrugged. “Out here, no one notices. I’m always covered in armor anyway.” Her eyes flicked over my body with interest, lingering on my groin. “I know you were hard out there on the field.”

Her forthcomingness stunned me. “You could tell?”

“Yes.” She rose, coming toward me and sinking down to her knees in front of me. “And from what I saw, you should be pretty proud of what you have in there, because it is very large.” Boldly, she put her hand to my crotch, rubbing up and down my growing erection. “Nice.”

“Commander...Althea...” I hesitated. “Are you sure?” I wasn’t sure if sleeping with my commanding officer was the best idea. Though I sure as hell wanted to.

“Positive.” She undid the straps of my leather pants and removed my cock, stroking me up and down. “Wowwwww.” She smiled in obvious glee and watched as her fingers tried to wrap around the entire girth of me, but could not. “You’re really big.”

Before I could answer, she took me into her mouth, sealing her lips over me in a tight hold. “Unnnhhh,” I groaned, the luxurious feel of her mouth instantly sending thrills of pleasure through me. “Damn, that feels amazing.”

“Mmmm,” she murmured, mouth stuffed full of cock. Up and down her lips went, gazing up into my eyes all the while. I saw the dim blue glow of magic that many elves sported in this game; a remnant of their time in a primitive land they’d inhabited before coming to our world.

Her tongue rolled around the bottom side of my shaft, her hand stroking the part that was outside her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down and she gave gentle moans as she sucked. As she pulled back, her lips remained tightly sealed; then she moved forward again, taking me deep into her mouth and throat.

Seeing her mouth going up and down my cock like that was the most erotic sight of my life. I put my hand on her hair, groaning and pressing deeper into her. Saliva was building around the corners of her lips, some running down to drip onto her breasts. I reached for her top, tugging it open roughly, letting her full mounds spill out.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned again, not letting me go for a minute. As she sucked, I played with her soft, swaying tits, tugging gently and then cupping them, squeezing the nipples with my fingertips. She locked eyes with me and took my cock all the way into her throat, the head of rubbing against the soft membrane. I groaned, sucking in my breath.

Her pace increased. She licked the tip of me with her tongue and then plunged down once more. This time I didn’t let her go, my hands holding her head fighter in place as I thrust in and out of her mouth. I was so close. One deep thrust and I felt a surge of semen from my balls, which grew hot, throbbing with need. “Fuck,” I growled, spurting thick jets of cum into my hot elven commander’s mouth, filling her to overflowing. My seed began to trickle from her lips as she moaned, swallowing deeply all the cum that I gave her. She pushed against my thighs, making room as I came and came, jetting out thick propulsions of sperm.

“Gods,” she gasped. “That was immense. You have so much cum, I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Is that a compliment?”

She licked her lips and fingers, sucking down the rest of my white seed eagerly. She smiled and said, “Definitely.”

Althea stood up and removed the ties from her breeches. Sliding them down her smooth hips, she showed me her delicious bare pussy and creamy thighs, the sight enough to bring me to full hardness again almost instantly. Not that I had ever gone soft. (Perks of being a warrior, maybe...)

She giggled at the sight of my freshly-swaying cock. “Ready to go again, hmmm?”

“I told you, you’re gorgeous.”

“Glad you think so.” She smiled, a hint of something more in it this time...as if she truly appreciated my compliment. She stroked my cock some more, then leaned in to kiss me, hand still closed around my shaft. She moved onto my lap, the outer lips of her perfectly shaved pussy rubbing against my cock. Her juices coated me; I was amazed how wet she was.

“You’re this turned on for me?” I asked, surprised, feeling up and down her slipper cunt.

“Barridan,” she said, her lips just inches from mine, “You’re the most formidable warrior I’ve fought next to in years. You’re handsome...you’re powerful...you have everything I want. Yes, you make me very, very wet.” She rubbed her smooth lips up and down, hips grinding as she spoke. “I want you to do it all to me. Your tongue, your fingers...your huge cock inside all my holes...” She lifted up, and then tilted my cock back, positioning it right below her dripping slit. In one fluid movement, I slid into the incredible, velvety embrace of her pussy, buried deep inside. She gasped as I filled her, and our mutual groan of delight filled the inside of my tent.

She kissed me again, stifling another moan, her arms wrapping around my neck as she held me inside. Her cunt squeezed me gently, my hands going to her ass, squeezing the incredible full globes. Her body was small, yet she took me perfectly.

She rocked back and forth, up and down, making my cock slide in and out of her. The friction was intense, sending ripples of pleasure through me — and her, too. Her head fell back and she shuddered, open-mouthed, a powerful orgasm taking her. “Ohhhhh....ohhhhh gods.....” My cock bumped against her clit and I knew what she was feeling was pure bliss.

I took her ass in my hands and lifted, guiding her over to the bed. I laid her down and parted her legs, sliding my thick shaft in and out of her from this new position. She moaned and spread her legs wider, letting me have better access to her depths. “Yesssss....just like that...fuck me!”

Her hands went to my arms and squeezed tight, nails driving into my biceps, gripping me hard. Soon the tent filled with the sound of my balls slapping her wet pussy mound as I filled her over and over, my thick cock sending her into one orgasm after another. I watched the bounce of her sexy full breasts, squeezing her nipples and making her squeal with delight. I massaged and held them, enjoying the way my ministrations added to her pleasure. Her pussy juiced around me even more.

“Fuck,” I groaned, realizing it was my turn to cum. “I can’t hold back any longer.”

“Cum inside me. Fill me...fill me, warrior. Give me your thick, hot cum, Barridan, fill my pussy with it!”

Her words had the intended effect. I gave several hard thrusts, then pushed in and held myself against her womb, feeing her cunt muscles milk me. Torrents of sperm erupted from my cock, spurting out inside her.

When I had completely filled her, the two of us lay together, gasping, kissing gently. Her hands gripped me, sliding up and down my back, caressing me. The hardened warrior front she put up when we were fighting together was gone. Now, in bed, she seemed different. Softer, more submissive, calmer...more relaxed.

I liked this side of Althea, I decided.

****

I couldn’t stay in the game world forever. I had work to do — lots of it. I took my headset off, reminiscing about my sexy elven warrioress, the battle, and the task we had ahead of us in determining who was leaking our info.

“Doing all right?”

Brook was behind me, giving me a curious smile.

I turned and nodded. “Yeah, just taking a short break.” I cracked my knuckles. “Back to work now, though.”

She rubbed her fingers gently against the desk, as if in thought. “You know, Josh, I was wondering..if you aren’t doing anything this Sunday, would you like to come over for dinner?”

“Dinner?” I gulped. I thought she had a husband. Why was she asking... “Um...you mean, you and your husband, or ...?”

She smiled. “I’m not married.”

“Oh.” My heart lurched — and my cock, too. Down, boy.

“So...if you’re interested, it would just be a nice quiet affair. You and me. Some candles...nice music... and I make a mean meatloaf casserole.”

“That sounds amazing, actually.” I was shocked my boss was basically asking me out...or maybe she wasn’t. Was it just to be friendly? Try not to get ahead of yourself.

“So we’re on?” Her left thigh slid partly to one side, opening, showing me a glimpse of her incredible inner thigh, the creamy skin exposed and smooth. “Seven o’clock, maybe?”

“Yeah, that sounds great.”

“Perfect. I’ll text you directions.” She gave my shoulder a quick squeezed and turned, starting down the hall toward her office again. Her sexy ass swayed, giving me the best view of my life. “Oh, and Josh?” she asked, turning back with a coy smile.

“Hm?”

“You might want to bring a change of clothes. In case you decide to sleep over.”

I stared in shock. Sleep over...as in...

My boss wants to have sex with me?!

No, it can’t be. I’m reading this all wrong.

Unless I wasn’t.

By the way she swayed her hips and gave me those little sexy glances, I could swear she wanted to do just that.

****
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She was damn hot. My cock stirred to life, and suddenly all I could think of was getting inside that tight, hot elven pussy.

She started to put her clothes back on but I got up, going over to her to stand behind. “Wait.”

She paused in mid pull, her panties almost around her smooth hips. I put my hands on those hips and slid the panties back down; she allowed me to remove them again. “I need another taste...”

I rubbed gently between her legs and felt that she was wet again. She gave a soft sigh of pleasure. I loved knowing I had this effect on her.

“Mmmmm,” she whispered. “What are you doing, my warrior....”

“Making you feel good,” I said, kissing along her ear. I kept those kisses up, kneeling down and taking her sexy ass in my hands, putting a kiss on that greenleaf tattoo.

She glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled. Her fingers caressed my hair as I kissed my way lower, my fingers traveling up her smooth inner thigh. I rubbed in slow circles, then watched as she parted her legs, giving me better access to her soft, wet pussy, the dripping lips incredibly soft, like velvet.

Claiming His Destiny: Part III

Josh/Barridan

It was seven o’clock Sunday night.

I was going to Brooke Jennings’ house.

She wasn’t married.

She had been flirting with me.

In all likelihood, I would very well be getting laid that night.

Before leaving, I had grabbed a bottle of wine, some fresh-baked rolls I’d made myself, and a pack of condoms — which I stuffed into my pocket. Yeah, I’m prepared for the important stuff like that.

Does Brooke really like me that way? I wondered, driving down the Anaheim interstate, my hands gripping the wheel a little tightly. Is she really into me? I thought I was just an underling.

It seemed so strange that my hot, sexy female boss could be into me, a veritable peon at my workplace. But still...all the signals were there. The flirty glances. The offer to have dinner. The open door if I wanted to talk — to confide in her.

I guess we’ll find out, I decided, taking a deep breath.

Traffic stalled to a halt, so while I waited, I texted Brooke to let her know I’d be delayed. She replied with this:

Get here whenever you do. I’ll be waiting.

XO

Brooke

I grinned. As I sat in traffic, realizing we were coming to a standstill, I decided to whip out Path of Destiny and my headset. Seeing as we were just sitting there, I had nothing else to do — and plus, every time I played the game, I seemed to level up in real life. Or at least just get really lucky, like I had with Brooke.

Maybe in some weird way, the game world was transferring its benefits over to reality...

****

As I logged in, I picked up right where I’d left off — in my bed int he tent at the elven encampment, Althea’s soft, lithe body curled perfectly in my arms.

She was sleeping soundly and happily, and my hands were full of her breasts.

I smiled to myself, remembering the night before. Damn, she was hot in bed, I thought. Who would have thought the stone cold elven commander was a firebrand?

My eyes wandered down her body, fixing on the small greenleaf tattoo just above her left ass cheek. My fingers traced it and I heard her breathing pause.

“Wondering about that, are you?” she murmured.

“Yeah. It’s nice.”

“I got it after my first real victory, when I became a lieutenant.”

“When was that?”

She rolled over, her eyes glowing faint blue as she chuckled. “Probably before you were born.”

“Right.” In game, elves had lifespans far beyond humans, ranging between a thousand to ten thousand years. No one really knew if they were able to die.

“Don’t feel too bad. You can’t help being human.”

She patted my arm and got up. As she did, the covers slid down her body sensuously, outlining the sleek curves of her figure. She was damn hot. My cock stirred to life, and suddenly all I could think of was getting inside that tight, hot elven pussy.

She started to put her clothes back on but I got up, going over to her to stand behind. “Wait.”

She paused in mid pull, her panties almost around her smooth hips. I put my hands on those hips and slid the panties back down; she allowed me to remove them again. “I need another taste...”

I rubbed gently between her legs and felt that she was wet again. She gave a soft sigh of pleasure. I loved knowing I had this effect on her.

“Mmmmm,” she whispered. “What are you doing, my warrior....”

“Making you feel good,” I said, kissing along her ear. I kept those kisses up, kneeling down and taking her sexy ass in my hands, putting a kiss on that greenleaf tattoo.

She glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled. Her fingers caressed my hair as I kissed my way lower, my fingers traveling up her smooth inner thigh. I rubbed in slow circles, then watched as she parted her legs, giving me better access to her soft, wet pussy, the dripping lips incredibly soft, like velvet.

I nudged her further apart and put my tongue between those lips, licking up and down. She gasped as I began to eat her, consuming her delicious dripping juices, licking up and down her slit with my tongue. I pried her velvety cunt lips open and licked the soft inner flesh; it was pink and perfect. Her juices flooded my chin and jaw as I sucked greedily at her pink pussy.

“Mmmmm, yes! By the gods...that feels so good...yes, just like that!” she gasped, clutching me tight. I continued to lick her, feasting on her, and then she started to shudder, her lovely, voluptuous body shivering in waves of pleasure. I licked along the outer part of her clit and she cried out sharply, her orgasm intensifying.

“Oh gods, Barridan. It’s so good...yes...like that! You’re making me cum!”

She panted above me, breasts moving fast with her breathing. I stood and took her in my arms, leaning around — she turned her head for a kiss, wrapping her arm around my neck. We locked lips hotly, libidos rising, mutual passion enflamed. My cock rubbed up and down her wet slit, and I slowly entered her, pressing between those incredible pussy lips I had just eaten. She gasped at my penetration; “Oh fuck,” she moaned. “You’re so big.”

Inch by inch I filled her, sheathing my cock in her soft, wet cunt. When I was buried deep, our tongues dancing together, she gave me a brief squeeze with her pussy, milking my cock, sending flares of pleasure throughout my body.

Holding her this way, my hands on her full tits, I started to fuck her, penetrating slowly and deeply from behind. We gazed into one another’s eyes and I felt a connection — that in some way, through battle and mutual admiration, we were able to give each other what we needed. I was able to give her pleasure and to show her how sexy and beautiful she was...

And she gave me confidence, submission, and her body. She yielded. I sensed that was something she didn’t do often with other men.

My thick cock slid in and out of her, and from the gasps and moans of pleasure she gave, I could tell she loved it. Her pussy squeezed tight around me, the pink flesh sucking at my shaft like another mouth. I had her bent over the side of the bedside table, and was fucking her in long deep strokes. My tent was secluded to one side of the camp, so I doubted anyone would hear us — but if they did, I didn’t care.

“Ahhhh, fuck! Ahhhh, gods!” she moaned. “Fuck me!”

I pounded her deep and hard, dominance rising, as well as the need to cum. I thrust in faster and stronger, feeling her spasm around me. “Ohhh gods, I’m cumming again...” she cried.

“I am too.”

“Do it inside me...pump me full of it!”

I groaned and thrust in deep, holding myself inside her wet, tight walls. Pulses of sperm shot out of my dick, coating her pussy with my seed. I didn't pull out until I had thoroughly saturated her with my cum, ensuring her insides were good and splattered.

We stood together like that for a few minutes, catching our breath. My hands moved over her tight ass a last time, admiring the soft elven flesh. I hoped there would be future times with Althea Lockleaf; she was one of the hottest fucks of my life. But more than that, she was a sexy, powerful warrior, and she stirred both my heart and mind. I respected her...felt a connection, even.

****

We parted ways at the front of my tent. She gave me a last kiss, now fully dressed in her armor, holding my face in her hands for a long time. She gazed into my eyes and pressed her forehead to mine. “Be safe, warrior. I will never forget the night we spent together.”

“Nor will I.”

She gave me a brief, slightly sad smile, then turned and headed to her waiting horse. I watched her lovely elven form grow distant; the wind whipped her hair as she rode off, once more on her way to battle.

I leaned against these ice of my tent, knowing there was work still to be done. I was level 18 now — that battle had given me a good bit of experience — and could head into more challenging areas.

****

I arrived at the Regent Army Mage Tower later that day. I had to fight my way through more orcs; most of the mobs I encountered at this point were either orcs, a tall race of viking warriors called Norda, and ravenous sheep.

Yes, even the sheep wanted to kill you in this game.

I was pretty worn out by the time I stabled my horse for the night and found a room at the tower. There was guest losing — plenty of weary travelers like myself needing a place to stay. In exchange, it was expected that you’d do a favor for one of the mages.

I heard a knock on my door later that evening after I had washed up and cleaned my armor.

“Yes?”

The door opened — and in walked a stunningly beautiful woman wrapped in a fine white robe, the borders outlined in a vivid red color. It showcased her slender white shoulders, her vivid black hair falling in luscious waves down her shoulders. She sported a pair of gold earrings that framed her delicate features perfectly.

Wow, I thought, my gaze sweeping down over her full breasts, cleavage amplified just right by the dress. My cock stirred. Is every woman in this game insanely hot, or am I just a horny bastard?

“Greetings, Warrior Barridan,” she said. “My name is Isiila. I’m the lead magister of this quarter.”

“Greetings, my lady.”

She closed the door behind her, her eyes sweeping my form. “As you know, it is expected that travelers taking lodge here must do a certain favor requested by one of our mages. In this case, that is me...and I need a favor of you.”

I was pretty much ready to anything for this sexy, stacked mage. “What would that be?”

“I need you to bring me the pelt of the orc chieftain’s wolf.”

****

Honk, honk.

I realized traffic was moving again — back in the real world — and quickly removed my headset. Damn, I thought. Just when things were getting interesting.

But then, I had another sexy woman waiting for me in real life...so getting a move on was imperative. I gunned the engine to life and started forward, traffic resuming speed again.

I got to Brooke’s about forty-five minutes late, but she didn’t mind. She greeted me with a sexy smile and a kiss on my cheek. “Thanks for the rolls and the wine. That’s sweet of you.”

“What can I say? I wanted to impress.”

“And you have.” Her gaze moved over my body and took in my suit. “You look very nice, Josh.”

I wasn’t some kind of buff athlete spending hours in the gym, but I did take care of myself and try to keep a fairly healthy diet. As a result, I wasn’t too bad looking. I appreciated her compliment and smiled, feeling a little more confident thanks to my time in game.

“So, what would you like to listen to?” she asked. My gaze followed the sway of her ample butt as she led the way into the kitchen. She was wearing a kimono-style dress that wrapped her up like a present. One I really wanted to unwrap.

The kimono was dark brown with gold border and gold leaf emblems emblazoned on the body of it. In some way it reminded me of Althea, and I smiled fondly.

“Jazz is always good.”

“Coltrane?”

“Even better.”

She put on some soft saxophone music and started assembling our plates. She’d cooked meatloaf as she mentioned — it smelled absolutely heavenly. “Come sit down,” she beckoned, setting her hand on my arm and leading me over to the table. “Let me serve you.”

“Are you sure? I can help.”

“It’s okay. I want to.”

Her sultry, soft tone and the way she caressed my arm made all thought of arguing go out of my head completely.

I swear... this woman is into me. And I’m one hell of a lucky guy if my instincts are right.

We had an amazing dinner, talking and laughing with the sexy music playing in the background. The wine helped put me at ease — and probably Brooke, too, though she always seemed at ease anyway. As she gazed at me from across the candlelit table, she had never looked more desirable. The soft flickering light framed her face, highlighting her perfect round breasts encased in the slim-fitting dress. I knew she saw me looking when at one point, she smirked into her wine glass, making a breathy sound.

“They’re real, you know.”

“Uhhhhh...I....”

“It’s okay.” She laughed. “I don’t mind you looking. I find it kind of flattering actually.”

“It’s just...you’re so beautiful, you know. It’s hard for me not to appreciate everything about you.”

She smiled and for the first time since I had known her, actually seemed kind of shy. “That’s really sweet. I don’t hear that very often.”

“You don’t?” My eyes went wide. “But you’re the talk of every guy in the office. We’re all attracted to you.”

She blushed. I thought that was cute.

After dinner, she invited me to dance. We stood cheek-to-cheek; my hands went to the smooth curve of her back and rested there. She gave a soft sight of pleasure and rested her cheek against mine, soft against hard, smooth against stubbled.

“This is really nice,” she murmured. I could smell the sweet fragrance of her perfume.

“Yes, it is.”

Her tits pushed into my chest and she held me a little closer. “Can I confess something to you?”

“What’s that?”

“I kind of have a crush on you.”

My mind reeled. “You have a crush on me?”

“Yes...I have since you first started working for us.”

“But you’re insanely hot, and I’m...average.”

She pulled back, gazing into my eyes sincerely. Her pretty blonde hair framed her face beautifully in that moment. “You’re not average, Josh. You’re really hot...” Her hand squeezed my bicep for emphasis. “You’re super smart. You always know how to take care of any problems that arise. Plus, you’re just always so relaxed and confident. Not many of the guys I know are like that.”

It seemed it should be the other way around, that I should be telling her this...but it wasn’t.

“Well, Brooke, truth is...I kind of have a crush on you, too.”

She brushed my lips with her fingers. “Since we’ve now admitted our mutual attraction, is it okay if we kiss?”

I smiled. “Definitely okay.”

We leaned in to one another and our lips met. At first it was just a soft, tender kiss, like two lovers meeting for the first time. She pulled away, eyes glistening with desire...and then I moved in for another. She responded with a soft moan, my fingers threading into her hair as I kissed deeper. My tongue brushed over her lips and she responded, allowing me in, our tongues dancing together.

As the kiss deepened, my hands moved down Brooke’s sexy body to her ass, cupping the firm globes in my hands. My god, what an ass. It was perfect, shapely, warm, just the right size...an ass made for fucking. She gave little moans of pleasure as I squeezed it, rolling the heavy globes in my hands.

I broke the kiss and gazed into her eyes. “You seem to have seduced me, my dear.”

“That was the plan,” she murmured sexily. “Now come upstairs with me. I have a surprise for you.”

****

I waited in Brooke’s bedroom, sitting on her bed, while she did something behind her closed bathroom door. My heart raced in anticipation. “Okay...close your eyes...I’m coming out now.”

I heard the door open and covered my face with my hands.

Soft footsteps came toward me and then I heard, “You can open now.”

I lowered my hands and gasped at the sight before me. Brooke had changed from the kimono into a set of stunning black lacy lingerie, a bra and panty set. “Holy....wow, you look amazingly hot.”

She blushed again and trembled slightly. “You’re sure you really like it?”

“Uhhhh....yeah, I really, really do.”

I saw that she was shy — again, surprising, but I guess in private people are always different. The cool, calm demeanor was gone — she actually seemed nervous. I beckoned her over to me, taking in the stunning sight of her body in that lingerie. The lacy edges of the panties framed her thighs and pussy perfectly, while the bra held her pendulous, swaying mounds in a way that I just found fucking irresistible.

She walked into my arms and I put my hands on her hips, gazing at her, just taking in the sight of her sexy body. In that moment, holding her, I felt a sense of control and dominance rising in me, just as I did when I was in game. My fears vanished. The look in her eyes told me everything I needed to know: she wanted me, and I wanted her.

“You’re an amazing woman, Brooke.” I stroked her hair back and smiled. “Now, are you ready for me?”

“Yes,” she whispered, fear and anticipation mingling in her eyes. “I want to feel your body against mine.”

We kissed, lips pressing together as my tongue feathered deep into her hot, welcoming mouth. My hands moved over her body, and hers over mine, exploring and feeling. I turned and allowed her onto the bed, lying her down in the middle, propping her head up on an assembly of pillows. Lying there in her gorgeous lingerie, displayed provocatively before me, Brooke looked incredibly hot. Her gorgeous makeup and sultry red lipstick only served to make her whole getup even sexier.

She spread her legs for me and smiled invitingly, seemingly more at ease.

I reached into my pocket for the condoms, glad I had been prepared. As she saw me start unwrapping one, she raised a brow. “What are you doing?”

I smirked. “Using protection.”

She put her hand on mine. “Don’t. I want to feel you inside me...all the way. No barriers.”

“But...are you sure?”

“I trust you, Josh. I know you wouldn’t do anything to endanger me.”

That, plus I don’t exactly get laid often, so the chances of me getting an STD are pretty low. “I’m clean, just fyi.”

“I figured.” She smiled. “So am I.”

We kissed again and I tossed the condom aside. My cock was ragingly hard in my pants, her hand moving up and down my bulge, massaging it. “Mmmm, you’re packing quite a bit in here, aren’t you...”

She unzipped me and removed my cock, stroking up and down the hard shaft with a look of sheer lust. “Wow...so big. So hard. I can feel you throbbing in my hand.”

I was almost shaking with desire as I stared at my sexy boss, her legs spread for me. She moved her panties to the side, guiding me toward her. Her knees drew up and I could smell her delicious, warm, womanly scent. There was a long wet stain in the crotch of her panties as they cupped her sex snugly.

Her eyes went wide as I guided my cock to her entrance, the thick, bulbous head pressing against her sopping cunt. Inch by inch, my shaft pressed into her, parting her pink, slick labia, making her spread around me, forcing her open to take me.

“Mmmmmmhhhh,” she moaned, gasping as I filled her halfway, about four inches inside her. Her fingers dug into my arms.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yesssss....” she hissed in pleasure, eyes going to where our bodies joined. “But I want you deeper...”

I rocked my hips back and forth a bit, teasing her, then inching a bit further into her. Soon all eight inches of me were inside her, the thickness and girth filling her beautifully. Our eyes locked, her lips parted as I leaned in to kiss her. Her sensual, full lips pressed against mine, my tongue darting into her mouth.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. “Fuck me!”

I started sliding in and out of her, my thick cock parting her wet, moist channel perfectly. She was velvety wet and hot around me, clutching my shaft tight with her sopping cunt. I fucked her hard and heard her calling out, “Josh, Josh,” and “Fuck me! Yes! Just like that! Ohhhhhh god!”

She came hard around me, body shuddering, her beautiful long legs clutching me as I thrust into her. Our gasps and groans of pleasure filled the air, my fingers clutching her hair tightly. We gazed into each other’s eyes and kissed as my cock jerked and spasmed inside her, filling her with hot jets of semen.

“Mmmmm....yes,” she gasped. “I can feel your cum in me...it’s so hot, so sexy....so good.”

Her fingers drove tightly into me as we kissed again. I was still hard inside her. She gazed at me in amazement. “You haven’t gone soft...”

I grinned. “I plan to keep you up all night, babe.”

****
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I removed my shirt and reached for my trousers, pulling them down my legs one at a time. As my hard, swinging cock was freed, her eyes went to it, widening. She bit her lip and I saw the moist, shaven pink slit between her thighs grow wetter. “You’re so big...I don’t know how I’ll ever fit all of you inside me.”

I guided her to the bed and laid her down on it, kissing my way down her body. “I’ll be slow and careful.”

“No...I want you to be rough and hard.”

Her words surprised me, but I saw the look in her eyes: one of pure desire. She wants it rough and hard... very well.

I spread her legs and nudged myself against her entrance, my cock sliding up and down against her wet lips. Inch by inch, I parted her folds, pressing inside her slowly — insistently. She gasped and drew her legs up, trying to relieve the pressure of my advancing shaft. I pinned her hands to the mattress and gazed down at her.

“Now I’m going to have you, as many times as I wish.”

Claiming His Destiny: Part IV

Josh/Barridan

I woke up feeling Brooke’s incredibly soft body nestled tightly into mine. I smiled. Her hair tickled my nose. Her butt was resting against my groin, where my cock was already starting to stir.

What a way to wake up. My hot boss in my arms...yeah, I could get used to this.

It was almost weird to think of her that way, as my boss. Now that we’d slept together, how would that change our relationship?

“Mmmmm, I see someone’s awake this morning,” she purred, sliding sensuously over to face me. She smiled at me and stroked my cock under the covers, gently massaging my stiffening prick with her smooth, warm hand.

“Waking up with a beautiful woman in my arms has that effect.”

She giggled. Giving me a kiss on the nose, she dove under the covers, her mouth moving down over my chest and stomach. The second I felt her hot, wet mouth envelope my cock, I groaned in pleasure.

Wow. Yeah, this IS the way to wake up.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned around my cock, her lips — so deliciously soft — rolling around my swollen head, spreading out and sliding down over my shaft. I felt her tongue rolling warmly over the enflamed knob, her saliva lovingly bathing my cockhead as it oozed precum. I raised the covers and watched, seeing her eyes flick to me as the tip of her tongue probed at the slit of my dick, trying to get more of my syrupy precum.

“You taste so good,” she purred, licking up and down the side of my shaft. Then she took me into her mouth again, humming lustfully around my dick, a pulse going through my steel-hard cock as I fed her more of the sweet nectar she craved.

“That’s it....suck it out of me,” I groaned, putting my hands on her hair. “I’m going to cum soon, Brooke.”

“Mmmmm.” She sucked possessively at my cock, as if wanting more than anything to extract every drop from me and swallow it right down. I groaned at the thought of it, of seeing my boss swallowing my cum. Her hands caressed my balls, making the shaft throb and pulse, her fingers jacking me harder and faster. As her soft breasts rubbed my thighs, that was all it took to send me over the edge.

“Ohhhhhh fuck,” I groaned, the first thick rope of cum spurting out of my cock as I bucked into her mouth.

“Mmmmm!” moaned Brooke once more, deep in her throat, my hot, thick cum spurting powerfully against her tongue and mouth, sliding around and finally coming to pool on her tongue. I shot rope after rope, watching her pretty throat working as she swallowed every drop down.

“Delicious,” she purred, licking her lips and fingers clean. She smiled at me. “Thanks for starting my day off so sweetly.”

Oh yeah. I could tell Brooke and I were going to get along really, really well.

****

While she headed into the bathroom to take a shower, I seized the opportunity to check my messages and things. Since Brooke said she needed some time to get ready (as we were going out for breakfast), I decided to steal a moment to log in to PoD. I picked up where I had left off, at the mage tower, receiving Isiila’s request: retrieving the orc king’s pet wolf pelt.

“Sounds easy enough,” I said, slipping comfortably once more into the role of Barridan. “So all you need is this pelt?”

“Yes. But it won’t be quite that simple.”

“Why not?”

She came toward me, looking over me briefly before passing to stand by the window. She was really beautiful, her long black tresses cascading down her back. I wanted to put my fingers through them and feel their silky texture.

“The orcs, as you know, are savage. The wolves even moreso. You will have to be brave, indeed, and quick on your feet.” She turned to me, looking over me thoughtfully. “Do you think you’re up for the challenge?”

“Yes, my lady. I will do as you ask.”

She smiled slightly, seemingly pleased by my show of confidence. “Whether you are just foolish or brave...or some combination of the two...I do not know. But I admire your willingness to take on this difficult task.”

She came to me and took my hand, placing hers inside it. Blue magic hummed and glowed from her skin, and her eyes glowed as well — the same glow that Althea’s had. Perhaps whatever magic was inside the elves was the same that mages possessed, some primal force that had existed since before the world began.

“Ellar, lianii, althò,” she intoned, her voice sounding resonant and full. I felt a shimmering energy pass over me, and a sense of strength and fortitude. My stats, I noticed, had increased — all of them — by +2.

“This spell will protect you from harm and bolster your offensive capabilities.” She closed her hand tight around mine, then leaned in, lips at my cheek. She pressed a soft kiss to my skin.

“And that?”

“That,” she said, pulling back with a smile, “was just for luck.”

****

I set off for the orcish encampment. As I expected, it was heavily patrolled on all sides. Being a warrior, I didn’t try to do any stealthy tactics; I just approached from one side, blades drawn, and issued a challenge to the commander.

He glared at me, and so did the wolf at his side.

A battle ensued. Locked in confrontation, my blades whisked to and fro as I battled the orcish band. War growls and grunts came at me, the curved, jagged edges of their swords meeting mine with loud clangs. The orc chieftain came directly at me, crying, “Lok naash grith ta!”

I didn’t think that was a friendly greeting, so I just said, “Yeah, same to you.”

After several minutes of trading blows, I gained the upper hand, sending him sprawling backward with a boot to the chest. I lopped off his left arm — and then his head. Finally, I took out the wolf, dispatching it with a mighty blow.

I stood panting by the lakeside, orcish bodies strewn around me, blood seeping into the dirt.

I was wounded, but the lady’s magic had kept me safe. I had felt it — a strong, subtle presence, giving me strength and fortitude. It almost seemed like I could hear her voice whispering to me through the trees.

Tying a bit of cloth around my bleeding left arm, I gathered up the heavy body of the wolf and started about skinning it.

****

I returned to the mage tower, bloodstained and fatigued, but triumphant. I dragged the heavy wolf pelt up the stairs to Isiila’s quarters, knocking on her door.

She opened it and stared at me in surprise. “Come in, please.”

Carrying the wolf pelt inside, I turned and faced her. “I did what you asked.”

I tossed the heavy coat to the floor, the dark fur splaying out before her feet.

She gazed at it for a moment, then turned up to me again, a smile lifting the corners of her pretty mouth. “So you did. Well done.”

I grinned.

A look of concern came into her eyes as she spotted the wounds streaked across my arms and the tourniquet on my shoulder. “You’re hurt.” She led me over to the bed, sitting me down. “Let me tend to you.”

Though I protested, she was determined to make sure I was fully healed. She gently stripped me out of my armor, acquiring a soft cloth and a bowl of treated water with ointment. It stung at first, but her touch was gentle as she pressed it to my wounds, cleaning them.

“So what is that pelt for?” I asked.

“A spell,” she answered, still gently tending to my wounds. “I have a certain charm spell I need to cast, and that pelt will come in handy.”

“Charm, eh?” I smiled. “You have plenty of that already.”

She blushed and gave me a brief teasing look. “So you’re a flirt, are you?”

“Hard not to, with a beautiful woman like you putting her hands all over me.”

She finished bandaging me and stood, surveying her handiwork. Then her tone changed, becoming softer and more provocative. “Since you mention that...I would like to offer you a gesture of gratitude.”

“Oh?” I raised a brow. “And what might that be?”

She went to her door, closed it and then locked it. She turned back to me — and her hands went to the sides of her gown, reaching for the straps. Slowly and sexily, she lowered them down her pearly-white shoulders, revealing the fullness of her breasts, which spilled out as she lowered the gown just to the tops of her nipples.

“I’d like to offer you me for the night.”

I stared in shock. Was she really...

“You mean...as in...”

She sauntered over to me, hips swaying enticingly. “As in, my body is yours for the night, warrior. You can have me however you wish, as many times as you please.” Her fingers stroked down my face to my jaw, her perfect nail running along the hard line of it. “And seeing the large bulge in your trousers you’ve been sporting this whole time, I suspect that will be many times, indeed.”

Man, I love this game, I thought — as Josh. But then I was right back to my in-game persona... and all too ready to accept Isiila’s enticing offer.

***

She slid the robe the rest of the way down her torso, revealing her hot, incredibly sensual body. She had delicious, perfect curves, but was slender at the same time, giving me just enough to put my hands on. I leaned in and put my hands on her hips, kissing along her neck, eliciting soft mews of pleasure from her lips.

“I’ve wanted to give myself to you from the first moment, Barridan,” she purred. “But I knew we needed to seal our bargain first.”

“And so we have,” I said, massaging her firm, heavy tits in my hands. She leaned into my touch and seemed to enjoy it greatly, caressing my head and hair, leaning in close to me.

She gave a little moan as I sucked her nipple into my mouth, laving my tongue over the hardening point of it. “Mmmm, that feels good,” she murmured. Her body was soft beneath my touch.

I undressed her the rest of the way, sliding the robe down her sexy ass and down her smooth, sensual legs. I caressed each calf and foot with my fingertips, marveling at the delicacy of her body. “You’re really beautiful.”

“Thank you, warrior. Now that you have seen me, let me see you.”

I removed my shirt and reached for my trousers, pulling them down my legs one at a time. As my hard, swinging cock was freed, her eyes went to it, widening. She bit her lip and I saw the moist, shaven pink slit between her thighs grow wetter. “You’re so big...I don’t know how I’ll ever fit all of you inside me.”

I guided her to the bed and laid her down on it, kissing my way down her body. “I’ll be slow and careful.”

“No...I want you to be rough and hard.”

Her words surprised me, but I saw the look in her eyes: one of pure desire. She wants it rough and hard... very well.

I spread her legs and nudged myself against her entrance, my cock sliding up and down against her wet lips. Inch by inch, I parted her folds, pressing inside her slowly — insistently. She gasped and drew her legs up, trying to relieve the pressure of my advancing shaft. I pinned her hands to the mattress and gazed down at her.

“Now I’m going to have you, as many times as I wish.” My voice turned to a low, dominant growl.

She started to answer, but was cut off by a long, sharp moan as I began to plow her depths. I slid my thick cock in and out of her, plunging deep inside, then lifting my hips and sliding back out. I watched her gorgeous, pale body trembling and shuddering beneath mine, wracked with a powerful climax. Her mouth was open, black hair splayed against the pillow behind her. Her lips were so red, so vivid and beautiful. Her graceful, delicate features turned to a look of pure passionate bliss as she came.

“Oh gods, fuck me!”

Her pussy clenched tight around me as I pounded her into the mattress, sawing my thick cock in and out of her tight, wet cunt. Our groans filled the room, her fingers clutching me.

“Yes....yes!” she screamed in passion, legs holding tight around me, their silky softness a stark contrast to my muscled physique. “Oh gods, yes!”

“Fuck,” I groaned. “I’m going to cum.”

“Do it in me....fill me! Fill me, Barridan!”

I grunted and pushed deep into her, pulsing my cockhead at the back of her womb. Thick jets of semen erupted from me, spurting out over her wet, slick womb, filling her with my seed.

She kissed me long and hard, arms wrapped tight around me.

“Use me, warrior...use me rough and hard, all night long.”

****

I logged out of the game, smiling. Wow, that was pretty hot.

And so was the sight that greeted me. Brooke had changed into a tight little dress and t-shirt that highlighted her ample bosom, showcasing her perfect tits. She was giving me that come fuck me look and leaning against the bathroom doorway, one arm propped against the frame.

“Thinking happy thoughts?” she asked, raising a brow.

“Mmmmhm...mainly about you.” I got up and went to her. She put her arms around my neck and kissed me, gently and soft at first, and then harder.

“Mmmm, you taste good,” she whispered, rubbing her hands over my shoulders, then moving one low over my chest and stomach, lingering on my groin. “And I see you have been thinking happy thoughts.”

I grinned. “How badly do you want breakfast?”

“As in...”

“What you’re doing is tempting me to throw you to the bed and make love to you for the rest of the day.”

She sighed in pleasure and caressed the back of my neck. “If that’s what you want to do...I’m just fine with it.”

****

Brooke and I, needless to say, did not make it out of bed that way... or for most of the week. We continued our torrid romance, eventually moving in together. We are now engaged, with plans to start a family.

As for Perfect Destiny, I continued my travels throughout the land, ultimately getting to level 60 and acquiring my own castle. I chose the ending that allowed you to keep obtaining more women...and would often go back and revisit those I had bedded before. Each one was different. Althea remained one my favorites, along with Eloisa and Isiila.

They were always happy to see me. But then, that worked both ways.
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