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Chapter One

The voice of my personalized AI assistant chimed in my ear, “Melissa, your dinner is en route to your bedroom. Would you like me to inform your parents that you would like to not be disturbed?”

“Of course, Nancy,” I grumbled as I threw my covers to the side. “It’s not like they would come to talk to me if I asked them to in the first place.”

“I am sure that your mother is available at this current moment, Melissa,” Nancy responded.

While Nancy might not understand the intricacies of my family life, she was a reasonable conversationalist. This model was infinitely better than the last one that my dad tried to get me to use. “It’s not about if she is available or not, Nancy. She couldn’t be bothered with spending her free time with me. Besides, I would much rather eat my dinner and enjoy the rest of my night playing that game I found.”

There was a brief pause before Nancy asked, “Would you be referring to Dungeons and Dames? It is the only game I see that you have accessed in the last twenty-four hours.”

My cheeks flushed. “Do not notify my parents of that name. Hide all activity related to my Skydyve console, actually!”

“Are you not a nineteen-year-old adult? Is it necessary to hide your intentions and interests from the people around you?” Nancy asked.

“It’s one thing to be old enough to play a game meant for an adult audience, Nancy. It’s entirely different to have other people that you know find out that you play those games. Especially your family,” I practically whispered into my bedroom.

The outside edges of my door lit up a soft blue color to indicate that there was someone standing outside. I walked to the door and opened it. Jefferson, our butler, stood with a tray in his hand with the dinner my mother ordered for the family. Medium rare steak, steamed carrots, broccoli, and a small serving of homemade vanilla ice cream. It was one of my favorite nights of the month, even if it was always on the seventeenth of every month.

I knew that I was lucky to have this life. It wasn’t that I didn’t appreciate the sacrifices my parents made so that myself and my older brother had every opportunity at our fingertips… it was just that I didn’t want to be a doctor or politician, or anything that they would have been proud of.

“Thank you, Jeff,” I said with a warm smile as I took the tray from him and took a step back.

“You are welcome, Melissa. Would you like any condiments?” he asked.

The smell of the steak was intoxicating, even if I could have gone without the vegetables. “I never do, Jeff. I’ll bring the tray down later.”

For a man that was twice my age, he spoke to me as if I’d actually done something with my life. “As you wish, Melissa.”

The respect was disgusting. I hadn’t earned it from him. “Jeff, seriously, just call me Mel. You’re not going to get in trouble with my parents. It’s a nickname, just like I call you Jeff.”

“I’m afraid that I cannot do that, Melissa. Apologies, but I must excuse myself to attend other duties,” Jeff said, his tone almost robotic.

I didn’t bother responding to him as I took a step back into my room and used my foot to push the door shut. Butlers were cool back in the Victorian era, not in the late two-thousands. One would imagine that by this point in our lives, we would be beyond servants and the like. If anything, we could have a robot do the semi-demeaning work.

Then again, there was a reason I looked so forward to climbing into my comfortable Skydyve console. I had everything this world could offer at my fingertips, and yet, I wanted nothing it had to offer. No one wanted to be friends with the “snotty rich bitch” unless they thought they could get something. They didn’t even bother getting close enough to me to realize that I wasn’t that snotty. I was certainly rich, and at times, I could be a bitch. But… couldn’t normal people be bitches?

I scarfed my food down with all of the grace of a starving biker before hurrying over to my prized possession. The sleek white, metallic exterior of my Skydyve console was only the start. While I didn’t care for all of the perks that came with having rich parents, I did appreciate the fact that my dad spent almost on this console as he did his own car. It wasn’t just beautiful, it was top-of-the-line. No… better. This was one-of-a-kind. The latency between neurological signals and the game was effectively nothing. While that was only a millisecond or two edge in the game, it was still an edge my parents were willing to pay for. They might not have been around as much as any of us would have liked, but they supported my hobbies more than they had any reason to.

The one thing that made it uncomfortable for me was that I had to take off my clothes before I got in my console. The millisecond advantage came from resting in the revitalizing gel that both made it easier to have perfect contact with my body while also serving as a source of nutrients for my body to absorb while I played. Jefferson had already ensured that the gel was at the marked level since last night when I last played, indicated by the pink led that gave the gel a beautiful coloration.

Truly, there was no other console like mine. Luxury like this didn’t exist for the casual gamer, but I wasn’t a casual gamer. VR was my life. It was safe. No one could hurt me in my pod and my parents would pay anything to ensure that their daughter had the best experience money could buy. What they didn’t need to know was what I did with my time inside my Skydyve console.

I climbed into the pod and closed the glass hatch. Immediately, the life support system engaged. It wasn’t even remotely necessary from what I knew, but my parents wouldn’t let me have a VR console without one. Thanks, early two thousand’s tropes!

With a few button presses, I was soon comfortably drifting off as my consciousness left my body.

It was in that moment of nothingness that I felt true fear. It was the split-second that I couldn’t account for that made the skin on my neck crawl. The skin on my virtual neck, anyway. Relief always came shortly after my avatar popped into existence in the “living space” that acted as a hang out location as well as a replacement for the old-school menu system. I had mine set up to look like a cheap rented room that one might find in a generic fantasy game. It was my favorite genre of games, after all, and on the rare occasion that I had a guest, I didn’t want them to get the wrong impression about me. I got that enough in the real world.

I didn’t waste too much time in my room. I walked over to the door that would have led out into a tavern and was presented with a menu. While I could have added rooms that would take the place of the buttons, sometimes, old-school was cool. I selected the “games” button and tried to hide the growing anticipation as I chose Dungeons and Dames.

The game was good. All reviews pointed to it being an expansive world that was getting updates rather often to incorporate player feedback. Yet, the same reviews also went on to mention the very, very expansive array of character options. Considering that a lot of fantasy games excluded the possibility of having sex so that they could appeal to audiences of all ages, Dungeons and Dames managed to have a rather intricate open-world system with classes, skills, items, character customization options, and so much more… then again, the game was under the management of Trytide Technologies. I barely knew of them, but my parents spoke highly of that company… before Dungeons and Dames became their flagship title.

I’d barely put two hours into a character last night before I realized that I should probably start over. Unlike most games put out, there was no respec system. You either enjoyed the class and race you chose or you started over. In this game, the choices I made actually mattered. I couldn’t just skip dialogue and rush through areas hacking and slashing my way through hordes of enemies. The monsters were smart. Good gear wasn’t the easiest to find. I believe that the term used in the age of computer gaming was called “grinding”.

If only that was the only kind of grinding I intended to do…

The gameplay definitely drew me in, but it was the fact that I could… well, anyone could build any character they wanted. The game didn’t lock characters into their real-world gender like some games did. I didn’t have to be pale and skinny, even if I planned on modeling my character like myself. It was much easier to just use the stored data that the Skydyve console took when it scanned my body and basing a character around myself. Just… I wanted pointed ears and maybe a little more in the breast and butt department.

Elves were definitely the cutest character models in the game, I wouldn’t even allow anyone to fight me on that one! A smile tugged at my lips as I created a new character. The choices were seemingly endless, and while I probably could have taken a full eight hours building the perfect character, I ended up conceding that I couldn’t be absolutely perfect. My nose was a little too pointed for my taste, but of all of the elven presets, it was my favorite. Dealing with the sliders… that wasn’t my cup of tea.

In the end, my avatar was definitely recognizable as me, but the likelihood of anyone actually being able to pick me out of a crowd was slim-to-none. I wasn’t a public figure like my parents, though, I was aware that a few of our family photos circulated around the office that my dad worked in. Still, for the sake of saving hours of time changing every detail of myself using the complicated sliders, it was much easier to just not worry about people recognizing me.

The really difficult part that wasn’t supposed to take nearly as long was the class selection. There were a plethora of them, most of them being offshoots of the standard classes of rogue, ranger, fighter, druid, mage… the list went on and on, mixing elements of two classes, sometimes three or four, but always with pros and cons that made the decision so hard to make. Ultimately, I didn’t know what I wanted to play. I tried a fighter last night and it just wasn’t that fun for me. While I didn’t consider myself bad at games, I didn’t want to be expected to lead raids or guild wars. Supportive roles just fit my personality better.

But as I debated with myself back and forth for almost fifteen minutes, I saw an option that looked more interesting than it did the first seventy-six times I looked through the list of classes.

‘Bard: Relies on Charisma and Wisdom to bolster their allies and charm their enemies.’

After watching a preview video of a handsome character cheerfully singing as they buffed their team’s health and then launched into a different song that both damaged enemies in an area of effect while healing their allies, I could certainly see the appeal of a bard. It was still a supportive class, but it looked like it could still hold its own if I needed to play solo. More often than not, I did.

Before I could second guess myself yet again, I locked in the class and started the final selection process of where I wanted to start my journey. I settled on the elven kingdom. Character creation finished as I input my name, “KaraMel”. It was a silly holdover from when I was younger and playing games that weren’t as adult-focused, but coming up with new character names was never a fun experience for me. The goal was to play the game, not win a creativity contest.

The fantasy dressing room around me disappeared into black as a rush of blurred color swept over my avatar. A heavy wave of nausea washed over me as a hand placed itself upon my shoulder as I lay in a cot inside a tent. “KaraMel, please, you should rest!”

I rolled my eyes and called out, “Skip tutorial.” I already knew the controls of the game. They weren’t all too different than the industry standard, though it certainly had its nuances. Once again, another blur of color overtook my character and I was in the center of the elven city named Faeleef.

To my right was a beautiful fountain that shot up nearly thirty feet into the air before the water came sprinkling back down. The tan brick all around the fountain was showered in droplets of water, yet another reminder that the physics in this world accounted for things such as wind speed. Everything was just as real as I expected from the real-world, but of course, there were things in this world that simply couldn’t happen back home. For instance, where else would I be able to see hundreds of players scurrying around, some seeming to want to buy and sell gear, others seemingly interested in wanting to take those adventurers to the nearest tavern.

It was an adult game, after all.


Chapter Two

“Does no one want to see if two level one characters can run the first dungeon? What a bunch of little bitches. Come on, I know for a fact that a Duelist can almost solo it. If I got to the boss and had him down to a third of his health, I could definitely take it down with a little help,” a woman’s voice called out as she hopped up onto the edge of the fountain, her newbie swords in each hand as she waved them around.

I couldn’t help but take a long look at her. She looked more like a player that would end up running straight into a tavern rather than go on any sort of adventure. Her hair looked to be a base of brunette with dirty blonde highlights. It didn’t look bad, and the fact that it was tied back out of her face told me that she was a little concerned about keeping her hair out of her eyes during combat. Then again, that might just have been to show off her beautiful features, elven ears included.

“Come on, we’ll end up at level four and probably get something half decent from the boss. The boss is level three, there’s no way in hell that the dungeon is meant to be run at level five! You can’t even access his full drop list if you’re two levels above him!”

A soft chuckle escaped me as I called out to the woman, “And what’s in it for me if I healed you? Would you just run off with the loot like everyone else does in these kinds of games?”

Her sharp green eyes locked with mine as she hopped off the fountain and walked towards me, “Fuck that. I’m not an asshole, I’m just testing limits. I need to know what that boss can drop if you’re his level when he dies. I’m pretty sure he can drop blue weapons. Here’s a reminder, you won’t find those until level ten in any other situation. We’d have such an advantage!”

“If either of us could use the gear he drops,” I reminded her.

“Oh, come on, do I really have to beg you to come help me? I’ll give you all the silver we get from the dungeon, I really don’t care about it. If he drops a sword or scimitar or whatever, I’d like it. Otherwise, consider it yours. Besides, who wouldn’t want a sexy little bard following them?” she asked, pointing a sword at my character.

I glanced down and felt my lips curl into a slight smile. It was a pretty adorable outfit for a level one character. As with all things in fantasy games, higher levels meant more embellishment and such, but even the generic outfits looked good. Heck, even the stranger’s leather armor looked good on her. It left her stomach exposed, her long brunette ponytail occasionally swaying past her waist on either side as the wind whipped around us. That wasn’t even mentioning the tight leather shorts that wouldn’t realistically offer any protection in the real-world… but this was fantasy, after all.

“You sure do like the sound of your own voice,” I mumbled as I shrugged my shoulders. “Whatever, I’ll give it a shot. Just don’t whine if I’m not the best at this class, I just started playing this game last night.”

“I’ve been playing for about a week. Mostly just testing out a bunch of classes, but this one has been my favorite. It’s my third one, but I kept ending up out leveling the first dungeon. I just want to see if the boss will legitimately drop anything worthwhile or not if I’m at his level when he dies. I’m trying to avoid spoilers online, but it shows that he can drop some great early game gear, I’m just yet to find any of it,” she said. “But none of that really matters to you, now does it? You’re just wanting to play the game. So, are you going to sit around being bored until you pick a direction to wander off in, or are you going to accept my party invite and go on a real adventure?”

Her sales pitch was too good. I found myself hanging on her every word and when the party invite from “TwoBladesOneBoss” popped up, I couldn’t help but accept it.

“Fine, fine, you’ve got me. Is there something else I can call you other than your character name? That’s a mouthful and I’m just… yeah, I’m not going to repeat it,” I said.

She winked at me as she sheathed her weapons and reached her hand out to shake mine, “I’m more than a mouthful, Kara. Feel free to set my nickname to Gail, it’s my real name.”

I talked absently as I shook her hand with my right and added her to my friends list and set her nickname with my left. “Sounds good to me. I prefer Mel, but you can call me whatever makes you happy.”

“You wouldn’t like half of the things I’d want to call someone as cute as your character is,” Gail said, her eyes lingering on mine.

I didn’t miss the flirtatious tone in her voice. The fact that she was at least kind enough to not assume I was going to be her heal slut meant that she clearly knew what it was like to play a supportive role in a game like this. Then again, I also knew exactly what I was getting myself into when I locked in a support class in an adult fantasy game. If she was a guy, I’d have told her to fuck off. But I didn’t want to tell Gail to fuck off. I wasn’t stupid. I noticed that her gender registered as ‘Female [futa]’ when I added her to my friends list. So long as she didn’t act like a horny no-life creep, then I didn’t really care if Gail was a guy in real life. It wasn’t like I was looking for our potential friendship to be anything more than this game could offer us.

“Maybe you’d be surprised at what I would like, Gail. Anyway, why don’t you kill that boss and get me some gear before you start calling me your waifu or whatever?” I asked.

She chuckled and gestured to the south side of town where the warp gates were. “Lovely, I manage to find the one person brave enough to burn through this dungeon with me and they’re a gear slut.”

I glared at her. “I’m a gear what?”

“Slut. You heard me. Don’t worry, though, I’ll make sure to keep you decked out in some decent gear. I can’t have my healer buddy dying at the first sign of a mob,” she said playfully.

I almost wanted to say something smart back to her, but I couldn’t deny that the confidence radiating from her was attractive. And so, I let her lead the way down to the warp gates. The black and orange swirling portals looked intimidating at first, but Gail didn’t hesitate to launch herself into the one named ‘Redvine Forest’. Not one to be left behind, I stepped through the portal and couldn’t help but wonder what I’d gotten myself into.

Warm rays of golden sun that filtered down from above were much more noticeable than in Faeleef. The area was mostly flat, a few hills on the horizon that broke my line of sight ahead. To either side of the main path that led towards the first quest-giver on the map were dense evergreen trees with dark maroon needles. Gail veered off the main path almost as soon as we were on the other side of the portal, seemingly unphased by the beauty of the area around us.

“Do your best to avoid pulling any aggro from the mobs near the dungeon’s entrance. I’ve done this run before. If we get twenty experience before we enter the dungeon, we’ll hit level four before the boss spawns. If you don’t know, you can’t access the boss’s tier three loot unless you’re his level or below,” Gail said as she led the way through the forest.

I wasn’t familiar with this area, not in any real sense. I played through the tutorial last night, but that was all done inside the city. Fighting training dummies with a massive sword wasn’t exactly the same as trying to figure out how I was supposed to use the dagger I was equipped with to cast anything. Maybe I shouldn’t have skipped the tutorial…

“One sec, Gail. You’ve been testing the classes a bunch, right? How do I cast my spells? I thought I would have a staff or something,” I called out.

Gail stopped and turned to face me, “Oh, bards don’t need a focus for their spells. It’s all done through vocal components. Hence being called a bard. You’re essentially a singer. While it’s a lot less about the words you sing, the game does provide a few default lines for you to use to get the hang of it. The biggest part is making sure you get gear that boosts your charisma and being mindful of the tone you use. The more aggressive it is, the more your spell will be split into damaging your opponents. There’s no on or off for healing or damage, though, it’s all based on how you sing the song and what spell you’re channeling.”

“Wait… What?” I asked as I quickly opened my character skill tree. There were only three spells for me to choose from at the moment, “Fervor” that buffed attack speed and damage while also slowing enemies, “Mixed Feelings” that provided healing and damage over time to anyone in a circle that I needed to use my weapon to guide, and “Refuge” that provided a temporary boost to my party’s max health while reducing incoming damage from all enemies for a few minutes.

I quickly mapped the three skills to three different comfortable hand gestures and started mumbling the words that appeared in my HUD as I tried to cast Refuge.

“You’re not going to buff shit singing like that, Mel,” Gail said, interrupting me from my singing. “I don’t want to make you feel all shy and pathetic, but you’ve got to have some confidence in your voice. Trust me, it doesn’t matter if you can sing or not in real life. Your charisma will directly impact how your voice is heard by other people. Granted, the better you sing, the lovelier the song will sound. But still, even I could belt out a pretty tune when I tried the class.”

“Maybe this isn’t the class for me, then,” I grumbled.

“You’re already in my party now. If you want to remake your character and pick a different class, you’re going to have to wait until we’ve beat this stupid dungeon. Hell, if you’re willing to stick with me through the dungeon, I’ll remake another character with you,” Gail offered.

My nose scrunched up at the thought of having to serenade Gail for the next little leg of our adventure. I hated being the center of attention and singing was a surefire way of making sure that people would notice me at some point. But Gail did put an offer on the table that did make me feel a little better.

Either she truly didn’t care about me having to sing or she was just as bored and lonely in these kinds of games as I was. If she was willing to make a new character with me, the least I could do was give this class a chance. It wasn’t like we were surrounded by a ton of other players. We were off the main path and taking a rather direct path through the forest itself.

“Fine, but please don’t make this awkward for me.”

Gail rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. “Do you really think I’m that worried about your voice? If you start shaking that ass of yours when you sing, that’s when you’re going to need to worry about me making things awkward. Until then, you’re just playing your class.”

Gail’s confidence was intoxicating. Part of me wondered if she would dare speak to me so bluntly if she knew who I was, who my parents were… the other part of me hoped that I would never tell her. Having someone speak their mind so freely was a breath of fresh air.

I couldn’t help myself, though. She might not have known it, but the invitation to tease her was on the table and I wasn’t about to let her think that I was a spineless bimbo.

I started singing again, this time following the flowing script on my screen with intention as I started slowly rolling my hips as I found the rhythm to the music that started playing as I cast the spell. Within just a few moments, I was comfortably dancing as I finished the spell and for all of a few seconds, I let myself get carried away with the incredibly brief tease.

“Fuck, that’s more like it, Mel. I couldn’t even get the max health bonus when I played a bard, good stuff. Also, I told you I would make it awkward for you if you shook that ass,” Gail said as she took a step towards me. She reached down and took my hand and brought it to her lips and gave it a gentle kiss. “That was a nice display you put on. Judge me for getting hard and I’ll make sure you don’t get a single piece of gear from the dungeon.”

“Getting hard?” I asked as my eyes naturally drifted down her body to her hips. There was a noticeable bulge in her leather shorts and while it wasn’t anywhere near as ridiculously sized as most men playing “futa” characters would make their dick, it was still a very, very tempting sight. The warmth I felt quickly building between my thighs was almost uncomfortable as I tore my eyes away from Gail’s bulge. “I’m not j-judging, but can we get back to the game?”

“Absolutely,” Gail said as she smirked at me. “But if you’d like me to return the favor, you’re not the only one that knows how to be a flirt.”

As she walked away, there was an intentional sway of her hips. It wasn’t so exaggerated that it seemed that she was trying too hard, it was more that she’d walked that walk a thousand times before and moved with practiced grace. It was hard to not trip over the vegetation beneath me as I chased after her. As much as I wanted to believe that Gail was probably a guy in the real world and that I shouldn’t let myself fall for her obvious charm, I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying the show.


Chapter Three

Gail embodied the woman I wished I could be. Confident and strong while still being sexy and incredibly sweet when she wanted to be. If not for the crude language and complete lack of tact in how she spoke, she would have been the perfect role model for me in this game.

Well, maybe not perfect. She was playing a duelist and I was playing a bard. There was a reason that she was going to be doing the majority of the work in the dungeon, but that didn’t mean I didn’t want to do my part. It just felt much nicer for my part to be helping her do what she needed to do.

“So, is there any particular order I need to use my skills in?” I called out, desperate to break the hypnotic spell her hips were casting on me.

“Refuge before a fight or when the buff drops in the middle of one unless it looks like I need heals more than I need a bit of damage reduction. Fervor is great for when I’m clearing trash mobs, but if there is an elite pack or a boss on me, it’s more likely that you’ll be using Mixed Feelings. Those two are channel spells, meaning that as long as you sing, they’ll continue to cast,” Gail said. “And whatever you have to do to keep the efficiency up as high as you had it when you cast Refuge, keep doing that and you’ll be the best healer I could ask for.”

I used the opportunity while she was speaking to scurry my way to her side so that I could finally stop feeling so bad about staring at her rear. I wasn’t usually one to actually give much thought to having sex with a stranger. That didn’t stop me from wondering how it would feel to have my ankles wrapped around Gail’s lower back pulling her into me…

The way she carried herself made her feel like she was a sort of forbidden fruit. Even though I purposefully chose an adult game, I found myself feeling uncomfortable with the sheer amount of lustful thoughts I was having. I didn’t have this problem last night when I played the game. I even skipped the tutorial with the male elf that would supposedly “blow my mind” with his “prowess”.

“I’ll do my best to keep you alive, but you better not get in there and suck. Only one of us can afford to suck if you want to finish the dungeon,” I said. It wasn’t until she giggled that I realized just how poor my wording was.

Gail didn’t leave me any time to correct myself as she leaned over to whisper, “Only if you’re offering, but let me at least get you a new set of gear first. Come on, sweetheart, I’ve got to earn that privilege, don’t I?”

“You’re such a pervert,” I mumbled as my cheeks flushed a deep shade of red. “But if you’re offering to get me a set of gear, then you better hold up your end of the bargain.”

“Hold up, did you just imply that you’re willing to suck my cock for gear? I called it, you’re a gear slut,” she said playfully.

I rolled my eyes and let out a long groan as I looked up at the thick leaves above. Anything to get my eyes off her and my thoughts away from the bulge in her leather shorts. My angst didn’t help either of our situations as my foot caught a root and I was sent tumbling to the ground.

“Well, I suppose that’s my fault as well,” Gail laughed. She reached down to offer me a hand and gestured with the other to the solid black portal ahead of us that was down a path of large, twisted roots. “I should have warned you that we were close to the dungeon.”

I took her hand and let her help me up, embarrassment mixing with the shameful blush on my already red face. “If you don’t shut up, I’m going to leave the party.”

“I doubt that, but I’ve got to let my swords do some talking anyway,” Gail said. “Seriously, all jokes aside, this dungeon is easy if you’re level five, but at level one, it’s intense. Are you sure you’re willing to be here with me for an hour or two chipping away at these enemies?”

“As much as I’m sure you’re going to find a way to make me regret it, yeah, I’m free for a while. I’ve got at least four hours, maybe longer if I decide to sleep in tomorrow,” I said.

“Yeah, I don’t think I’ll have longer than three or four hours. I’ve got work tomorrow and that’s never fun. Anyway, the real-world is gross, try to have fun in here; it’s actually a pretty legit dungeon for being a noob zone,” Gail as she walked towards the dungeon, still holding my hand.

I should have let go, but my fingers didn’t want to slip from between hers. My own body was working against me. Why was Gail so easy to follow? Why did everything in my soul scream for me to try to be a little more available to her?

Why did I feel like I couldn’t listen?

The questions were invasive, but as she stepped through the portal and pulled me in behind her, I didn’t have time to worry about what was happening with me.

A dark, musky room greeted us as we made it through the portal. It smelled of dirt and still water that’d been left for years. Stale, somehow bitter, and unnaturally weighty. Goosebumps found their way onto my arms and legs, my mostly exposed body seeming to react with a primal aversion to this cave.

“Redvine Root Cave. There’s not a lot you have to worry about as far as traps and environmental dangers, but you definitely need to keep an eye out for slimes and dire rabbits. Trust me, they may sound cute, but they’re anything but. They spawn randomly in here and usually accompany the Redvine Tangles that gave this place its name,” Gail said, thoroughly ruining the surprise of the dungeon for me.

She took her hand from mine and unsheathed her dual swords. She smirked as she looked back at me, “I hope you’re ready to sing, Mel. Keep up.”

I rolled my eyes as I cast Refuge again, but this time, I didn’t reach 100% efficiency. It was a decent 82%, but the disappointment of not being perfect lingered. If Gail cared, she didn’t make a big deal out of it as she started jogging down the tunnel into the darkness ahead. While it might not bother her, it bothered me. The holdover of my parent’s expectations of me having to be better than my “peers” did weigh me down at times. That was no excuse to not try my best, especially considering that I managed to get 100% earlier when I was showing off for Gail.

I ran down the tunnel after her and just when it felt like the darkness would be a problem, convenient red crystals started springing up throughout the dirt tunnels. A couple of crystals soon turned into entire clusters of crystals that provided an intimidating red glow to the subterranean dungeon. The sound of a creaking shriek ahead made me run just a little faster into the first chamber of the dungeon where Gail was already cutting into a Redvine Tangle. A second was quickly approaching her with a slime that slurked its way across the ground. It wasn’t vibrant and cute like many slimes I’d seen in games similar to Dungeons and Dames. It was dirt-colored with multiple rocks rolling around in its semi-transparent mass.

I pulled my dagger from my belt and held it in my right hand, pointing directly at Gail as I sang Mixed Feelings. I took Gail’s advice into account, slowing the words down and adding weight to the flowing words of the song. The tune was haunting, even to my ears, but while it was chilling, it was also strangely beautiful. The voice wasn’t entirely my own, I knew as much, but there were just enough hints of my voice to make the sounds unique to me.

Gail didn’t speak as she swung her swords and parried the creature’s attacks, blades never once stopping as she practiced her deadly dance. The sheer amount of focus it must have taken for her to read and react to the creature's attacks must have been insane, considering that they used both of their whip-like arms and the slime tried to headbutt her legs. Even as she parried the attacks from five angles, dodging some, blocking the others with either a deflecting slash or a cross guard, she still managed to weave in attacks of her own.

She talked a big game, but without a doubt, I could see that there was a reason no one wanted to try this dungeon with her at level one. Even though she blocked the attacks, they still inflicted a partial amount of damage to her. That damage tore chunks out of her health bar, but my healing song helped keep her alive while also slowly, agonizingly slowly, whittling down the enemies' health bars.

My job wasn’t to carry the party with my damage, although, I did like providing some. My job was to keep her alive, and as I stood there, singing my song, growing comfortable with the routine, a sharp pair of teeth tore into my calf and caused me to scream out in pain. Glancing down, there was a black-furred rabbit, its burning charcoal eyes staring hungrily up at me as it reared its maw back, ready to clamp down again. I jumped to the side and ran towards Gail, quickly centering my healing spell so that it would target both Gail and myself while catching most of the enemies in it.

“I’ve got a damn bunny on me, Gail!” I informed her as patiently as I could and then resumed my song. The pain in my calf faded quickly as a soothing wave of energy coursed through me, the healing almost sensual in nature. If I was being honest with myself, the temptation to get bit again just to experience the pleasure of being healed was certainly there, but I didn’t want to have my song interrupted again.

“Do your best to stab it in the eyes, it’ll back off and take a few seconds to recover. You don’t have to hit it hard, just keep it distracted. I’m almost done with this vine bitch, then I can get the rabbit’s aggro,” Gail said, her words often cut short for just a moment as she deftly dodged an attack before countering with one of her own.

I tried my best to do what Gail said, but there were more than a few reasons that I didn’t want to play a melee class. The halfhearted attempts I made towards stabbing the dire rabbit were slow and the rabbit easily dipped its head beneath my stab and then sank its teeth into my ankle. This time, I managed to keep from breaking my song, though my efficiency dropped as my tone got more frantic.

I sucked in a quick breath and took another stab at the rabbit, this time catching it square on its dirty, adorable nose. While it wasn’t in the eye, the dire rabbit still shot back and wiped its paw over its nose multiple times before it bared its teeth and lunged at me yet again. The teeth sank into my calf again, my healing song offsetting the pain as my health regenerated the wound quickly enough to keep it from being an issue, but my efficiency was dropping by the second as the rabbit kept attacking me.

Concentrating on healing, fighting, and trying to make sure that I kept an eye on Gail’s health bar was hard enough. And there she was, blades whirling around her in a flurry of motion that was hard to follow.

Another bite from the rabbit sank into my leg again, this time the teeth catching bone and causing me to scream in pain as I lunged down with my knife, sinking it into the rabbit’s eye as I jerked away from it. Immediately, I began my song again, this time with seething anger bubbling over in my voice. My health slowly recovered, but the health of the rabbit started falling significantly faster. Gail wasn’t wrong, the emotion behind the words meant far more than the song being sung as I steadied my dagger and crouched into a defensive stance, ready to counter the rabbit’s next lunge.

This was just the first room of the dungeon and I already felt like Gail was going to have more of a burden on her hands than not. I didn’t want to be useless. I wouldn’t be. I refused to be.


Chapter Four

Dagger in hand, I shot forward, changing songs briefly from Mixed Feelings to Fervor as my dagger slashed much faster than I expected it to and tore a chunk out of the rabbit’s health bar. As soon as the dagger sank into the rabbit, I returned my fingers back to the position to return to Mixed Feelings and it was hard to keep a slight smirk from tugging at the corner of my mouth as I continued to sing.

Gail cheered to herself as she finished off the first of the Redvine Tangles. “That’s what I’m talking about, Mel. I think you’re starting to get the hang of those spells. If you think you can hold that rabbit off, keep using Fervor, it really helps my damage and slows them down. I should be able to stay healthy. Just keep an eye out in case I start getting low, alright?”

I couldn’t answer her with words, instead, I switched back to Fervor and took my turn to lunge at the dire rabbit. My dagger dug into the stunned rabbit before it could recover from being stabbed in the eye the first time. The damn thing already made me mess up my song twice. That wasn’t okay. As nice as Gail had been about it, I wasn’t about to let this stupid rabbit be the reason I looked bad to her. While I might want to change classes after the dungeon was over, the last thing I’d allow myself was for Gail to see me as a bad player. She was clearly better than I was with coordination, knowledge, and skill. The least I could do was be a half-decent bard for her and let her carry me.

But even as I glanced over after steeling my resolve to help her as best I could, I saw why she asked me to use Fervor instead of Mixed Feelings. Her blades were impossibly fast, not gated by something like attack speed. It was just the weight of the weapons against her strength and dexterity and her physical ability to use them. Gail’s already incredibly fast attacks were genuinely impossible to follow as I could only see the occasional glimpse of red flashing off the side of her sword before it was in another position, striking from another angle, doing nearly twice the damage per second as she was before. I couldn’t tell which aspect of Fervor was helping more, the attack speed or the added damage, but in either case, the spell seemed overpowered when Gail was utilizing it.

With such a beautiful display of swordsmanship to further psych me up, I slashed and stabbed the rabbit over and over. Each motion came with a quickly sung syllable of the song. And yet again, I saw my efficiency dropping. It was quickly becoming clear to me that the more I attacked and the more I was attacked, the less effective my songs were.

I let out a huff of frustration as I called out, “I can’t fight and sing. It’s not going to do us any good!”

“You don’t have to, sweetheart, you’re doing plenty by just singing. Get behind me,” she called out as she swung both of her blades straight down into the second of the two Redvine Tangles, finishing it off as its body split down the middle, splinters flying everywhere. She positioned herself between the slime and me and glanced over to the dire rabbit, “To be fair, you almost killed the damn thing. Be proud of yourself, I’ve seen them take out level three fighters.”

“Bullshit,” I grumbled. I wasn’t going to let her hollow words find a hold in my mind. If she was being honest, then the people that came with her before just sucked at this game. Still, the Refuge buff had worn off and I quickly cast it again before switching back to the Mixed Feelings spell, focusing on topping Gail’s health bar off as she made quick work of the dire rabbit. The slime was last, and certainly least. It was slow enough that I had no qualms about buffing Gail’s damage as she demolished the creature.

After the combat came to a close, we received the XP drop, fully enough to get us to level two. A few items appeared on the ground beside the bodies of the enemies she’d killed, only one of which being anything more than junk to be sold to an NPC. Gail smiled at me as she gestured to the items, “Go ahead and grab what you want. I’d recommend dumping your stat points into wisdom at this level, it’ll help make your skills a lot stronger and since you’re doing great at keeping your efficiency up, I don’t think you need to worry about charisma just yet. After we get out of this dungeon, dump them into stats as you see fit, but trust me, for the sake of making these fights a little faster, let’s worry about damage.”

I nodded at her and opened my character information menu and put my two stat points into wisdom. “Sounds good enough to me. You definitely seem like you know what you’re doing.”

“For now. I’ve got no clue what the game is like after level fifteen, I keep restarting because I’m just the worst about proving people wrong about having to level past dungeons to clear them. It’s dumb. I mean, I guess you could do this dungeon a lot faster with four people and I’ve seen the weapons on the community market already, but it’s not the same as finding the gear yourself, you know?” she asked as she finished up with her own menu actions.

That made a lot of sense to me. It was the same reason that I didn’t mind the thought of being in the dungeon with her for a while. Sure, it wasn’t the most efficient way of leveling up, but it was fun. There didn’t always have to be a frantic rush to the end game where I would only be confused if I leveled as fast as possible, never really learning how to truly use my character’s skills. Then again, that was a trap I often fell into. I always assumed that getting to the late game would mean that people would want to invite me to their party and we could go have the kinds of adventures that Gail was taking me on right then.

A smile tugged at my lips as I gathered up the loot and quickly checked my inventory. “Hey, there’s a green pair of leather boots with +1 strength on them. Do you want them?”

“Yeah, sure, why not. I’m so used to getting terrible stats on the gear that I never bother picking it up to begin with,” she said.

“To be fair,” I said as I materialized the boots into my hand and offered them to her, “everything sells to an NPC for some trivial amount of money. But, that’s how I always get my start. Win, lose or draw, we’re going to walk out of the dungeon with more than we came in here with.”

She chuckled as she equipped her boots and handed me her basic pair. “Yeah, well these will fetch you a copper.”

“My inventory is huge, so yeah, I’ll take that copper,” I said, a warm smile on my lips as I took the boots more to prove a point than anything. Even the trash items in my inventory had a value of at least five copper. It wouldn’t make much sense for people to just remake characters and sell their gear to accumulate any substantial income, though.

After a brief moment of joking, I couldn’t help but glance down at her legs. The leather boots weren’t that much different than her original pair, but the leather looked like it was a slightly higher quality with their own unique scuffs. Even in starter gear, she cut an impressive figure. How much of that was just from the confidence that she carried herself with, though?

“Well, I guess there’s nothing to it but to do it. The mobs should die a hell of a lot faster now that we’re level two. We won’t hit level three until we finish the last mob before the boss room. The mobs that we have to kill in the boss room will be harder to deal with, but they’ll still be easier than this first pack of enemies. Level scaling really matters in this game,” Gail said as she led the way down into the mouth of another tunnel.

The red glow that illuminated the dungeon became more scarce. With the dim light provided by the red crystals, even the soft yellow light coming from my healing spell helped act as a way for Gail to see the enemies better. It wasn’t much more light, but any was better than none. After the first fight, I was much more aware of my surroundings and did my best to make sure that Gail was the only one drawing the attention of the enemies. Even when they would break away from her and start showing interest in me, it only took her a brief moment to dart back towards me and send one of her blades into the creature, just enough to draw its aggro before she skipped forward, her blades returning back to whichever enemy was unfortunate enough to be focused down by her attacks.

By the time we reached the entrance to the boss room, we’d managed to catch our breath and manage our stats. Gail had taken to picking up any gear labeled as leather or classified as a one-handed weapon, leaving me all of the cloth, mail, and plate armors. Most of them were white, barely better than the starter gear. I did get a new pair of “pants” that had +1 to constitution. They really didn’t classify as pants. The cloth shorts fit tight around my hips and I could feel the warm air on the bottom of my cheeks as I walked. Cloth armor was clearly more about sex appeal than any real stats, but it didn’t offer any spell casting penalties and I really wasn’t getting attacked all that often.

Still, as we looked through our inventories and made sure that we were ready, Gail grumbled under her breath, “Is it bad that I feel like I should cover you up a little when we head back to town?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, not quite sure what she was getting at.

For a second, it looked like Gail wasn’t sure if she should even elaborate, but she eventually explained, “I don’t know, I just feel like it’s a little uncomfortable to have your body so exposed. You don’t seem like the kind of person that wants all the attention that comes with being, well, gorgeous.”

“If I’m being honest, I do want the attention. I just don’t want it from every single person in this game. It’s one of those things that I know that I’m going to end up dealing with at some point. Still, if I didn’t want to play this kind of game and eventually explore the features it offers, then I could have found some other game to pass the time.”

She cocked her head to the side and let her eyes drift down my body for a moment before they slowly wandered their way back to meet my gaze. “Should I feel bad for hoping that you wouldn’t mind if I paid you a little attention? I don’t mean asking you to join my imaginary harem. Fuck, I’m not sure how else to say this without just being blunt about it. I’m enjoying playing with you, Mel. You’re easy on the eyes and pretty damn good as a player. I’m not used to having the combo. Usually, if someone is attractive in a game like this, it’s because all they do is create a character that’s just meant to be fucked. Let’s be real, guys can be creeps. I’m not too much better, but I do keep my cock in my panties unless it’s wanted. I guess what I’m asking is if you’d be interested in playing together after the dungeon. Like, maybe explore the game a little more?”

It was a little jarring for someone to speak so openly to me. Most people took my humor as a way of pushing them away and they often couldn’t say anything to me that held my interest for longer than a few seconds. I knew I was attractive. As vain as that was, I wasn’t oblivious to the reality that I was blessed with nice features. In-game, Gail only saw my character model. That was good enough for her and she wasn’t asking questions about who I was in the real world. She wasn’t asking if she could meet me and touch my breasts like more than one disgusting individual had done in the past.

If she wanted to be my friend and play the game while throwing the occasional glance at my ass, then so be it. It wasn’t like I wasn’t staring at hers earlier. I just didn’t feel anywhere near as obligated to mention that I found her equally as attractive. What good would have come of it? Maybe she would want to have sex with my avatar, but what did that really mean? Especially if I let her have me so easily. What good would that be for me? A few moments of pleasure followed by an awkward tension that would probably end up in us not talking to one another?

No thanks. I’d rather make sure she was willing to stick around if she ever intended to see what little my armor wasn’t already showing her. That didn’t mean I wasn’t hopeful that she would try to get to know me. She was a flirtatious one and I was doing my best to not show her that I enjoyed her attention more than I should.

“Yeah… I think we could play together for a while. I do think that I’m going to stick with a bard, though. I’m not sure if it’s worth starting over just because I have to sing for you,” I said somewhat teasingly.

“Awesome. I’m glad to have this conversation out of the way,” she said and opened her settings menu and let out a soft grumble. “We’ve already been at this for an hour. The boss fight is probably going to take another if we get started soon. He’s going to hit me for about two-thirds of my health per attack, but they are slow. If you can heal me after he hits me and immediately switch back to slowing him down, I should be able to avoid most of his attacks and possibly be aggressive enough to end this fight with enough time to spare for us to grab something to eat at the tavern in town.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her. We hadn’t even stepped through the door to the boss room and she was already planning on taking me out for a date to the tavern after. If we hadn’t already spent an hour in the dungeon and leveled up twice, I would have possibly just asked to go to the tavern now. We were here to play the game, though, not have a fantasy date in a fantasy world. Not even if that date sounded like exactly what I could use to unwind a little.

Gail didn’t ask if I was ready as she kicked the rickety wooden door off its hinges and ran across it, announcing our presence to the six Redvine Tangles in the room. They were slightly larger than the ones previously in the dungeon and were level four in comparison to the previous ones being level three. Gail didn’t seem to care, nor did I as I followed her into the enormous room, standing just beyond the door so that I had plenty of space to run if I needed to.

I buffed us with the Refuge spell and immediately started healing her as the initial hits of the six enemies started fracturing her health bar. Without a healer, I could imagine her having to be much more careful as she ran around the room occasionally swiping at the enemies when she could afford to take a few hits.

It didn’t take long for the first to die, and then even faster, the second died, and the third. By the time she reached the fourth, my DoT (damage over time) had already whittled them down to one-third of their health. A few swipes of her blades with my Fervor song made short work of the final three. Before I could cheer, we received another XP drop and a few scattered pieces of gear appeared near the bodies as our eyes were forcefully drawn to the end of the cave.

Out of the shadowed wall of the cave, a writhing mass of vines and roots twisted together and started forming a gargantuan ball that worked its way into the middle of the room, dangerously close to where we were standing. The roots flashed out in six directions, each one of them connecting to one of the Redvine Tangles that Gail had just cut down. The bodies were pulled into the unnatural mass and it quickly started taking shape. The vines and roots formed four long, terribly thick limbs. It dropped onto all fours as it kept growing, kept shaping itself into a hulking bearlike creature. Two black shining orbs appeared where its eyes should have been. An unnatural green flame lit up its maw and with a roar that sounded like trees snapping, the bear reared up onto its hind legs in the massive cavern.

As it slammed down, our perspectives were no longer held on the creature and we had free reign of our eyes once again. Curiously, the items on the ground disappeared before we could pick them up. I figured that much like we didn’t get experience per creature killed, the items could only be picked up out of combat.

Gail immediately charged at the boss as I stood stock still, afraid of doing anything to draw the boss’s aggro. Logically, I knew it was just a creature that was scripted to spawn after we killed the mobs in its room, but it felt like a nightmare come to life. Gail’s swords reflected the green light coming from its mouth as she called out cheerfully, “Sing for me, Mel!”


Chapter Five

While I thought she was insane for finding this moment to be anything other than terrifying, I focused my dagger on the bear and started singing, my healing spell washing over Gail while the damage barely ticked away at the level three boss. While I found it slightly strange that the boss would be lower level than its spawns, I could understand why Gail was so hellbent on fighting it at its level. This wasn’t a fight that anyone would take if they played the game casually. This fight was all about the challenge for Gail, as it seemed. The loot was probably secondary. In the short amount of time that I’d known her, I could already understand that Gail was more interested in proving her skill in any way possible.

The bear swatted its paw down at Gail as it simultaneously lunged down at her with its hellish maw. She dashed into the bear’s paw, allowing it to carry her a few feet to her left so that she would avoid the bite attack. Her health was nearly entirely wiped out from the one attack, but she didn’t seem fazed as she let out a pained grunt and kept hacking into the boss.

We’d barely dented the boss’s health bar and I was already unsure how she would be able to keep up the amount of focus it would take to keep from being one-shot by the bear.

Before her health finished regenerating, the boss reared up and slammed its massive paws down at Gail, an attack that she dodged easily by taking a few quick steps back towards me. Even though she dodged the attack, the gust of air that came from the bear carried thousands of thorns that pierced through my cloth armor and similarly left Gail bleeding from a hundred tiny cuts.

The unexpected stinging pain that came from everywhere on my body made me drop my spell for a moment. My health was low from the attack and that decreased my avatar’s ability to withstand pain. Everything ached. The bites in my calf from earlier hurt in ways that I couldn’t quite understand. I knew that Dungeons and Dames was a step above other games, but to remember wounds that were healed? The advancement was one that I wasn’t sure I appreciated as I clenched my jaw and redirected my dagger to focus my healing circle on Gail and myself, not quite catching the bear in it any longer. As I started singing, health recovered quickly enough to make the pain fade back into a minor nuisance at best.

Before I could finish healing the both of us, Gail was back on the bear, her swords causing splinters to fly from the beast. I quickly changed songs and fought back the urge to cheer her on as her swords left deeper cuts in the bear’s chest, neck, and front forearms. Even though my efficiency bar was at 87%, I noticed that the boss was barely slowed by my song. It made sense that a boss would have to be able to mitigate a fair bit of crowd control, but I hoped that the slow was enough for Gail to use effectively.

She didn’t seem to have an issue with dodging his attacks. While the swipes of his paws, the bites from his maw, and even the fireballs he spat at her seemed to be easy enough to dodge, there was no avoiding his slam attack that sent thorns scattering around the room.

Every time the bear slammed into the ground, I felt my stomach drop as I hurried to switch spells and sing my heart out to heal us. Still, the cycle wasn’t hard to figure out. Considering that this was the first boss most people would encounter in the game, it truly couldn’t be that difficult or people would never make it past the starting zone. Then again, most people never left the starting city if they were more interested in sex than adventure.

It took a while, but eventually, I noticed that Gail’s attacks were slowing. Her reaction speed was delayed. While the Skydyve console couldn’t physically tire someone out, a lot of games had fatigue tracking. Even though Gail seemed to understand how to work with the debuff, even when I was singing my Fervor song, she was barely moving at the original speed she had been earlier.

At first, that wasn’t too concerning. Not until she took a paw to her side and the bear reared up on its hind legs and opened its mouth to send a fireball her way. As low as her health was from the swipe, I knew that the fireball would kill her even if I immediately switched to Mixed Feelings to heal her. So I didn’t. I didn’t hesitate to run towards her, casting Refuge on the both of us as I came to a skidding halt in front of her weakened body as she tried to scramble back to her feet.

The vine-construct spat its fireball at Gail, but by my own design, it was going to hit me. Time seemed to slow as I watched the attack barreling towards me. It was going to hurt. Considering the damage I took from the thorn attack, it was probably going to kill me. But… the bear was down to under a tenth of its initial health bar. Gail could finish the bear. I knew she could. Even if that meant I missed out on the killing blow.

The green fireball was intensely hot. I could tell that much even though it was a few feet away from me and closing in quickly. I glanced over my shoulder and smiled at her as I switched songs to Mixed Feelings and did my best to sing the words I wanted to tell her, “And if this ends with where we began, I expect to still hold your hand and brave these lands. Just lead the way and I’ll—”

The impact of the fireball threw me from my feet and sent my body careening across the cavernous chamber. Much to my surprise, I didn’t die, but I wished I had. The searing pain radiating through every fiber of my being. The exposed skin on my body, which was most of it, was charred and sizzling. But I wasn’t dead and Gail was already making her way over towards me, using her body to block the bear from getting to me to finish me off.

“Hand-holding, eh?” Gail called over her shoulder. “Get your ass up, Mel, you’re not dead yet and this definitely isn’t the end. Sing for me, babe, you didn’t deal with me for over an hour and a half to get sent back to Faeleef empty-handed.”

I grimaced as I forced myself to my feet. It would have been easier to stay down and regenerate a little bit until the pain wasn’t as intense, but I couldn’t leave Gail to fend for herself. While it hurt to even open my mouth, I pointed my dagger at the ground between Gail and myself and started singing. Immediately, the pleasurable warmth coursing through my body made the pain lessen. With each syllable of my song, I felt the stinging, burning pain fading.

Gail nodded at me and then shot forward into the boss once again. Her blades drew the bear’s attention quickly as its health started ticking down. I walked towards Gail and kept my healing circle on both of us as well as catching the boss in the circle again. The fifteen-foot diameter was useful, but I still felt entirely too close to the bear.

Once we were fully healed, I changed songs back to Fervor and watched with growing anxiety as she chipped away at the boss’s health. Each flash of her blade sent another sliver of that red bar out of existence. Every swipe of his massive paw seemed like it would catch Gail’s tiring character, but she dove beneath the paw, launched herself into a side roll, or did her best to block the brunt of the damage with a crossguard parry.

Her heavy breathing was loud enough to hear over my song. No matter how full her health bar was or if I was singing Fervor at 100% efficiency, she didn’t seem at her best. Compared to when we first fought the enemies in the dungeon, Gail looked slow, weak, and most obviously, exhausted.

But that didn’t stop her. Nothing seemed to be able to hold her down, not fatigue, not the reality that this dungeon probably was meant to be finished at level four or five, and certainly not the fact that she had the weakest weapons she possibly could have had. Her dance continued, the slashing blades were easier for my eyes to follow but no less graceful.

The dying roar of the boss was unexpected. I was so caught up in Gail’s movements that I no longer registered how low the health bar of the bear had gotten.

Gail let her weapons fall to the ground, her shoulders and chest heaving as she desperately sucked in much-needed breaths. As soon as the combat was officially over, we were given another chunk of experience that took us to level four and almost to level five, but more importantly, came the small explosion of loot from the boss. The items that fell from the mobs before was accessible again, but before I could even glance at the types of items on the ground, Gail picked up one of the burlap bags that was glowing yellow and orange.

“Son of a bitch, we actually got something!” she cried out, the excitement evident in her voice. I watched as she opened her inventory and then let out a frustrated sigh, “Well, it’s not what I was hoping for, but you know what? I’m sure you’ll appreciate it.”

In her hand materialized a beautifully designed black and dark red lace dress. It was short and looked like it would barely pass my upper thighs, but the shimmering gold aura that radiated from the item told me that it was far more than just a cute dress.

I hesitated as I reached out for it, “Are you sure?”

“Fuck yeah I’m sure, it’s cloth armor if you want to call it armor at all. Unique items tend to look a little too slutty for me, but uh, don’t take that the wrong way. I just like to look a little more badass than sexy in these types of games. Some of the leather gear I've found has looked pretty great, but... well, you've seen how easily it tents when I get turned on. It's not like the female armor was designed to be intimidating,” Gail said.

I couldn’t help but agree with her, partially. The dress looked like something I would wear as lingerie for someone I truly wanted to impress. But… at the same time, I couldn’t deny that I wanted to see how Gail looked at me if I wore something so revealing. The cloth armor I had was revealing enough, but the dress… well, considering that the physics allowed for clothes to bunch up and move in the breeze, she would undoubtedly get a glimpse of my ass if I felt so inclined to show her.

I took the dress from her and opened my inventory and was somewhat surprised to see that it used the gear slots for my top, pants, and underwear. While it was slightly hilarious that I just realized that underwear was an official category of gear to collect that would probably have rarities and stat values, I couldn’t help but wonder if the unique item we’d just acquired named “The Sinful Succubus” was actually worth something. Considering that it added ten points to my charisma and three points to dexterity which nearly doubled my charisma score, it had to be rather rare for this level range.

“Oh, no shit,” Gail mused as she rummaged through the rest of the loot. “I was wrong. I thought the weapons would be unique or set items, but they’re just considered rare. I’m going to go out on a limb and say you wouldn’t mind me taking this axe, would you?”

Before I could even give her my approval, she’d replaced one of her starter swords with an axe. Its handle looked like a thick root with an obsidian head that looked like a piece of the boss’s eye. The head of the axe looked more like it was flowing within the confines of what an axe head should look like rather than actually being solid, and if I was honest, it looked much cooler than it had any right to look.

“I don’t mind at all. It looks so good. Are the stats decent?” I asked.

“About what you’d find in a level seven green weapon, but considering that we’re still level four, we’re going to be overpowered as—” as soon as Gail looked at me, her words trailed off. Her jaw moved a few times as if she was trying to formulate words, but all that came out were short stammers. After a few moments, she recollected herself but couldn’t tear her eyes away from me as she muttered, “Yeah… I think that outfit suits you.”

If there was ever a compliment I would have accepted from someone that was nearly a stranger, it was the fact that Gail had been rendered speechless, even if only for a moment. “Well thank you, you could have kept it for yourself if you wanted to, but, well to be fair, it boosts my charisma by a ton and has decent defense, somehow. I mean, it barely covers anything, so I don’t know how the hell it has any defense value at all. Do you mind if I grab the stuff you don’t want to sell?”

I didn’t wait for her to answer. She’d already looked at the items on the ground and I didn’t hesitate to bend at the waist as I collected the various junk to sell. That was when I felt the warmth of the cavern all around my rear.


Chapter Six

Gail sucked in a hiss of air before letting out a quiet groan, “Did you, uh… did you take off your panties?”

I shot up straight and felt my face warming as I turned to look at her, moving my left hand as nonchalantly as I could beneath the hem of the dress to brush my fingers across where my panties should have been. Except all I felt was skin. In a panic, I lost all semblance of shame and lifted my dress. I wasn’t naked beneath the dress, but the skimpy red lace thong that covered my crotch was almost non-existent.

Gail let out another groan as she turned her head to force her eyes away from my exposed hips. “Judge me for getting hard again and I’m going to get pissed.”

I quickly let the dress fall back down, my face hot with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. She wasn’t just teasing me, though. As I glanced down at her leather shorts, the bulge was back. Of all the things I could have done at that moment, of all the things I shouldn’t have done… I turned back around and returned to pick up the gear, this time fully aware that she could probably see most of my ass.

“I’m not judging you for anything, Gail. Well, nothing except calling me babe earlier,” I said as I let my body sway slightly from side to side as I grabbed the items, letting their weight pull me in either direction to give her the illusion that I wasn’t purposefully shaking my hips at her. She might be better at me when it came to playing the actual game, but it was an adult game, after all. I did have on an outfit that made me feel incredibly sexy. The least I could do was enjoy being able to make such a confident, cocky, and wonderful woman lose her mind over my body.

“So, you said we could go back to town and have dinner at the tavern, right?” I purred as I straightened back up and glanced through the items in my inventory. Aside from a copper ring with +1 to wisdom, there wasn’t anything else that was worth equipping. The rest of the armor I picked up was common and had no extra stats and I damn sure wasn’t giving up my unique armor for the sake of not wearing something as revealing.

I heard Gail’s footsteps as she approached me from behind. Her warm hands fell to my hips and she let out a quivering sigh before she leaned in to whisper in my ear, “Dinner is on you, you’re the one selling all the loot. But Mel, don’t tease me. You’re a damn good bard and I would love to play with you, but if you’re going to turn me on and make me feel like a creep for wanting more, then I won’t be able to play with you. I can’t be respectful and perpetually hard at the same time. That doesn’t work for me.”

I leaned back, my ass pressing against the bulge in her shorts as I looked up at her, “I wasn’t teasing you. Dinner is on me. I told you that one of us sucked and you got me a new set of gear. So, how about I make you a promise, Miss Badass?”

I reached up and let my fingers interlace together behind her neck, pulling myself tight against her chest as I pushed my hips harder against her. “Tomorrow, you’re going to take me on another adventure, but before you do, we’re going to find a quiet place to see if you’re as good with this sword,” I wiggled my ass against her cock, “as you are with the others.”

The soft, feminine moan that purred into my ear was enough to make me wet. It was one thing to tease her, but it was a different thing entirely to know that it was truly sinking in. “I’ll be off work at three. I’ll be on around four-thirty. Does that work for you?” she asked as her hands slid around my waist. Her fingers teased the waistband of my thong through my thin dress. “Because I’ll take you up on that offer, but if you get all weird after I do and back out of wanting to play together, that’s not going to sit well with me.”

“Four-thirty works for me. I’m free most days, but I probably should workout and enjoy myself in the real world. As far as not wanting to play anymore, that would only happen if you couldn’t keep me satisfied. Apparently, I’m a gear slut, and apparently, you know how to get gear that’ll get you laid,” I said as I pulled away from her, a teasing smile on my lips. “Or at least, I’m sure you hope you know how to get me to want to sleep with you.”

Gail let out a nervous chuckle. “I was joking earlier when I called you a gear slut, I’m sure you know that. Anyway, before I dig this hole any deeper, let’s step outside and warp back to town. I hear the Benevolent Spirit is a great tavern. Actually, I haven’t heard that anywhere, but I’ve been there enough to promise that it at least has reasonable food.”

I let her lead the way to the exit of the dungeon, the green portal with blue streaks running through it much less daunting than the black portal from earlier. After we exited, I watched her open her menu and teleport back to town. For a second, I considered logging out. I let that thought bounce around in my head for a moment as I weighed my options. Whatever was coming over me and making me feel like Gail somehow earned the privilege of having sex with me almost seemed like a desperate attempt at seeking attention on my end. Even after acknowledging that possibility, I couldn’t truly deny that.

In my personal life in the real world, I wasn’t allowed to go on so much as a date when I was in my teens. Now that I was an adult, it felt like all of the opportunities for meeting people had slipped by me. School was over, I had no reason to be around people on a consistent basis. Even back then, it was hard to speak to anyone for any length of time between our virtual classes.

Gail might be a complete stranger to me, but at least she made me feel like I was valuable to her as more than just an object. She was patient with me, obviously better than me at the game, and yet, she still seemed to enjoy my ability to play my class. If she didn’t, then clearly, she wanted me around for my body or my personality. Maybe both. Maybe it was all three.

Either way, my finger stopped hovering over the logout button as I tapped the warp button and selected Faeleef. The Benevolent Spirit wasn’t far from the portal. That much I remembered from the tutorial, even if I wasn’t willing to follow the NPC into the tavern for that “mind-blowing” experience.

Once I made it to the tavern, Gail flagged me down and was already sitting at a wooden table near the fireplace. There was a meal of what looked to be some sort of poultry on the table with steamed vegetables (as if I hadn’t had enough of those today) and two cups of wine. I joined her at the table and she smiled at me, “It was only three copper. I covered it.”

“You couldn’t even wait long enough for me to get here and pay for the meal,” I said, fighting back a giggle. “That doesn’t look good for tomorrow. Am I going to find you with some blonde elf with huge tits and a name like DickDragon69 when I come looking for you tomorrow?”

She didn’t miss a beat as she gently slapped her hand on the table in mock frustration, “DickDragon69 is a sweet guy, you leave him out of this. Just because he has to earn his silver the old-fashioned way doesn’t mean he’s any less respectable than we are! Besides, I bet he could buy you a full set of gear on his studly knight main character.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t doubt it, not with you being his most valued customer,” I chirped.

Gail smiled and shook her head, “As fun as I’m sure it would be to be a guy’s sugar momma, I’m actually not usually that interested in the sexual side of this game. People tend to get the wrong idea when they see my gender. It’s actually annoying when people assume that I’m just here to be an online sex worker.”

“Well, I didn’t assume that. The worst thing I thought was that you may be a guy in the real world, but I don’t think that much matters, not really.”

Gail tapped her finger along the edge of her cup. There was a brief moment where her brow furrowed in frustration, but that moment passed. “I hear that a lot, not surprisingly. Whether you believe me or not is up to you, but I’m not a guy, not since I turned eighteen and could legally change that. I was born male, but after two years of hormone replacement and a few cosmetic surgeries, I’d like to believe that I’m no different than other women.”

She paused to take a deep drink from her wine. She seemed like she was debating on telling me something, but I didn’t dare interrupt or pry for anything more than she felt comfortable telling me. It was obvious to me that she was opening up to me about her personal life. That wasn’t exactly common courtesy to ask about, but it wasn’t all that uncommon for people online to open up to one another about their personal lives. Heck, considering that most people I played with were within a twenty-five-mile radius due to being matched with the lowest latency players for the best possible gaming experience, it wasn’t all that impossible for us to eventually meet up in the real world if we both felt safe and comfortable with one another.

That probably wasn’t going to happen. Online friends were one thing, but there was a reason I hid away from the real-world.

Gail continued after a while, pulling me from my thoughts, “I just… well, there’s a reason this game stands out to me so much. While my sole interest isn’t sex, I’ve never been uncomfortable having a penis. Dungeons and Dames allows me to have the same anatomy I do in the real world, minus the pointed ears, and still be a really fun game. It feels wonderful to be able to log in to a game and really sell myself the fantasy that I’m in this world. I’m not forced to either pick male or female. I wouldn’t play a male character on a bet, but in a way, it doesn’t feel right to be a fully female character either. I have a dick in the real world, and if you’ll let me continue to be blunt, I damn well like having it there as well.”

“First, thank you for sharing. Really, it means a lot to me that you trust me enough to tell me anything about who you are as a person,” I said softly as I reached across the table and took her hand. “I’m looking forward to learning more about you and I hope that I can share some stuff with you at some point as well.”

“You can share as much or as little as you want. The good news is that if you’re a dude, I really don’t care either,” Gail said, a smile tugging at her lips. “The perk to being such a nerd is that I really do try to live in the moment online. As far as I’m concerned, you’re a beautiful elven bard that’s learning how to slowly use her charm to whittle down my incredible resolve. A temptress, singing her song, urging me to give in to my carnal desires—”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said as a laugh stole its way into the space between us. “You keep telling yourself that you’re not losing that resolve. Pretend like you didn’t love it when I cast my spell on you.”

“And what spell was that?” she asked teasingly.

“I wish I could think of something clever to call grinding on you, but I’ll just leave you with this for tonight,” I said as I leaned in closer to her. She leaned in as well, making it easier to whisper to her, “Tomorrow, I want you to treat me like a tavern wench in one of the rooms and throw a copper my way before we leave. I wouldn’t want to follow you around in a slutty outfit all night for free, after all.”

“From gear slut to cheap slut,” Gail mused. “I’d rather keep my coin and just know that you enjoy being around me enough that you wouldn’t want anything other than my company as payment for making your toes curl when you’re screaming my name.”

“Well, your company and some gear, obviously,” I teased. “Can’t have you thinking that I’m going to let you enjoy my body without a little something in it for me, besides the look on your face when you finish for me, of course.”

“Of course!” she responded happily. “But I should probably log out. I’ve got work tomorrow as I said, as much as I would love to stay home and play with you all day, I’ve got to be able to buy food and pay the monthly subscription to play this game in the first place.”

I nodded and watched as she opened her menu and logged out of the game without having touched the food at all. Without reading too much into it, I got the feeling that Gail just wanted to spend a little more time with me after the dungeon. The thought was nice, even if I was wrong.

I didn’t immediately log out after Gail logged out. Instead, I found my way to an NPC and sold the gear we’d picked up for a grand total of thirteen silver and ninety-four copper. It felt like more than it was when I made my way over to the auction house and scrolled through the weapons. I ended up spending ten silver on a level three sword to give to Gail that came from the same boss we’d just killed together. It didn’t feel fair for her to do all of the work and for me to get the unique item.

The smile on my lips stayed with me even after logging out of the game. Hopefully, Gail would appreciate the sentiment. Then again, I was already thinking of terrible jokes about swords and sheathes I could make when I gave her the weapon.


Chapter Seven

Leaving my Skydyve console was always a little awkward. With the press of a button, the glass hatch opened, but while I was in the gel, the machine cleaned me. Given the fact that I was never truly conscious when it happened, I wasn’t quite sure how it worked, nor did I really care. The good news was that I always smelled faintly of coconut when I got out and was never truly hungry thanks to the gel.

That didn’t mean I could just jump in bed, though. I pulled on my underwear, put my bra back on, slid my shorts on, and finally threw on the baggy t-shirt I had on from earlier. It wasn’t anywhere near as sexy as the last outfit I remembered having on but it was good enough to run the tray down to the kitchen.

I stretched the stiffness from my muscles by doing a quick warm-up routine from back in my gymnast days and then made my way over to my desk to retrieve the tray. As much as I wanted to just go back to sleep and wake up as late in the day as possible to get back to playing with Gail, I still had real-world obligations, sadly. I made my way out of my room, across the open walkway, and then down the flight of stairs that led into the living room. From there, the kitchen wasn’t far, but I did have to wonder if we needed anywhere near this amount of space. At times, my parent’s wealth felt oppressive and isolating. Then again, I was also lucky enough to not need a job or have to stress about where my next meal would come from.

As I made my way into the kitchen, I saw Jefferson chopping vegetables with ham nearby, eggs in a crate, as well as what looked to be the makings of an Italian dish segregated to the side of what I assumed to be breakfast for tomorrow.

“Meal prep?” I asked as I turned on the water and put the tray on the counter, retrieving my plate and cutlery from it and setting it in the sink to wash.

“Yes, Melissa, and I do wish you would let me take care of your dishes. That is part of my job,” Jefferson said as he continued his work.

“You’re busy, Jeff, it’s just a bit of hand washing, what’s that ever hurt? But what are you meal prepping for, is something the matter?” I asked.

“I have an appointment tomorrow with my doctor, a routine checkup, nothing too serious. As much as my daughter likes to torment me about being old-school, I do prefer seeing a human instead of referring to a medical booth,” Jefferson said. He paused his chopping for a moment, “On that note, your parents have been informed, but my daughter is going to take care of the family’s needs tomorrow. She isn’t the best cook, but she can handle the rest of my duties well enough to fill in for a day.”

“I didn’t even know you had a daughter, Jeff. You’ve been working here since I was little. How did I not know you had a daughter?” I asked, somewhat surprised by the fact that our butler for the past sixteen years had never once mentioned his own family. Then again, what did that say about me for never asking? Was I really that self-centered?

The part of me that hoped I wasn’t a bitch wanted to believe that it was just somewhat rude to ask strangers if they were married or had kids. Truth be told, Jefferson was often very formal, very rigid to the ways a butler used to be. That made enough sense, considering my parents could have paid for robots to do his job. In that way, it did feel somewhat cool to have a butler instead of being entirely reliant on technology. At least my meals were prepared by a human.

“You didn’t know because I felt it was better to not say. This isn’t the first time she’s filled in for me at your house, but you attended school during most days that she had to take a few hours from my shift. If you don’t mind a little attitude, she’s very much like you, Melissa. I know that she spends a lot of her time playing those virtual reality games as well. Don’t let her get under your skin, and absolutely do not let her use your console while she is on the job. I understand that you’re a sweet person, but tomorrow, she is on the job.”

“A little attitude I can handle,” I said, a smile forming on my lips as I thought back to Gail. If she couldn’t get under my skin, I doubted that Jefferson’s daughter could. And when he said she had a little attitude, he probably just meant that she had a little personality. Not to be too mean to Jefferson, but every time I’d ever tried to make conversation with him, he found a way to be as dull as humanly possible. “Anyway, enjoy your night. If you have any problems, do let us know.”

“Of course, Melissa. Thank you for washing your dishes, I assure you, I would have taken care of them,” he said as he moved from the vegetables to the ham, switching knives as he did.

I was more than a little excited to meet his daughter tomorrow, but that was only because I wasn’t sure when I’d ever have the chance to ask anyone that wasn’t Jefferson about Jefferson. My parents seemed to know less about him than I did, and I knew almost nothing. I finished up washing my dishes and then made my way out of the room, not really sure what else to say to Jefferson.

On the way back up to my room, I heard my dad’s voice call out from behind me, “Melissa, do you have a second?”

“I’ve got all the seconds in the world for you, Dad,” I said as I took my foot off the first stair and turned around. “What’s up?”

Even as late as it was in the evening, he still had on the majority of the suit he wore at work, minus the jacket. “I just wanted to check in with you. It feels like a rare occasion to catch you out of your room. How have things been going for you?”

While I did stay in my room more often than not, it wasn’t like I never stepped out. He was always at work and that made it quite difficult for us to ever link up. “So far, so good. I’ve been playing some games lately, that’s been pretty great. I’ve also been keeping up with my videos regarding business management, I haven’t forgotten what we talked about.”

“That is something I was going to ask about, sweetheart. I know you’re a little young, but I do want you to think about your future still. If you ever have any questions about how we run things at the company, you know that you can ask, don’t you?” Dad asked.

I nodded my head, though it was hard to keep my eyes on his. It only took a second before my eyes instinctively drifted down to the floor in front of my feet. “I know, Dad. I’m just not sure that I know enough from my studies to even consider trying to understand how a full-scale business is run.”

He reached out and put his hand on my shoulder, giving it a reassuring stroke with his thumb. “Then don’t try to understand the full scope of it, Mel. Start by asking me questions on what has you confused on the small scale and we can work from there. Sweetheart, I understand that you like doing things on your own, but don’t think that your mother and I haven’t noticed how withdrawn you’ve become.”

I bit my lip. I didn’t want to have a conversation with my dad about how uncomfortable I felt when I was in the same room as them. I didn’t want to tell him that I wanted nothing to do with running a business at the age of nineteen. I wasn’t ready for it. I didn’t want the responsibility that he seemed so eager to push onto my shoulders. I really didn’t want him to know that I’d rather play a game with a stranger than let him know that I just didn’t understand his world and didn’t know if I ever would.

But I simply nodded and mumbled, “Things have just been hard to adjust to since getting out of school, Dad. I’m trying to keep learning and the courses you bought me are helping, but it’s all still just… it’s a lot, Dad.”

“I know, sweetheart. I won’t keep buzzing in your ear about it, then. Just know that I’m available if you need someone to talk about spreadsheets and how to successfully keep up with inventory management,” he said in as warm a tone as he could.

If only he could talk to me that kindly about something I was interested in.

I headed back upstairs, not quite sure what to say to him other than, “Goodnight, Dad. I love you.”

His voice echoed from the hallway that led from the living room down to his study, “I love you too, Melissa.”

Once back in the comfort of my own room, I took off my shirt and bra before shimmying out of my shorts as well. A smile tugged at my lips as I went to my closet and took the lid off an old shoebox. Inside was one of the few lingerie-like things I owned. It was a black babydoll that was nearly transparent. In the right lighting, my nipples could be seen through it, and while I thought it was incredibly sexy, I rarely felt like wearing it. No one would ever see me in it, but it was the closest thing to the outfit that Gail gave me today.

I wanted to keep her in my thoughts all night. If I was lucky, I might even have a dream about her. A smile tugged at my lips as I pulled the babydoll on and straightened it so that the lower portion covered my hips.

“Nancy, mirror please,” I called out quietly. The quiet beep in my ear let me know that the command was registered. Seconds later, the image of a white painted wall at the back of my closet faded away, revealing the mirror behind it.

A smile tugged at my lips as I put my hands on my hips, purposefully drawing the babydoll up just enough to show the faintest glimpse of my panties. “How fast would you clear a dungeon if I was your prize, Gail?” I whispered lustfully to no one but myself. The question didn’t need an answer. The fantasy didn’t have to make sense. My panties were already growing damp as I thought about what Gail would do to me tomorrow.

It wasn’t very like me to get too turned on. It wasn’t very likely for me to act on that desire when it did happen. But tonight was different. How long had it been since I’d let my fingers slip into my panties and satisfy me in ways that I hoped Gail would soon be taking care of?

Too long.

I rushed to my bed, desperate to capitalize on the moment of lust that was overwhelming me. I didn’t want to let it pass me by this time, I didn’t want to stop thinking about Gail and what she was going to do to me tomorrow. Less than twenty hours from then, she would probably be inside me, her strong hands around my waist, her cock pumping into me with the grace and skill she’d shown in battle. Maybe more even more skill, if I was lucky.

I quickly pulled my covers over my body as I sent my left hand trailing down my chest, stopping only for a second to tease my nipple through the thin cloth of my babydoll. My breath hitched in my chest as I pictured Gail’s teeth gently biting down on my nipple. That fantasy transitioned into Gail’s hand sliding down my stomach as she let her fingers push underneath the waistband of my panties.

A sharp gasp stole out of me as my fingers brushed across my clit. The fantasy was one thing, but the physical sensation of pleasuring myself while the fantasy played out in my mind only amplified the bliss coursing through me. I bit down on my lip to keep myself quiet, not that I needed to with the soundproofing of the walls, but it felt somehow important to keep as quiet as possible as I let my fingers push deeper into my panties.

My slender fingers ran through my folds and I wasted no time in pushing the tips of my middle and ring fingers into my wet entrance. In my mind, Gail whispered, “Soaked for me, baby? Should I feel lucky that you’re hot for me or ashamed that I haven’t already taken care of you?”

“A-Ashamed,” I moaned through my clenched teeth. I wanted to be her dirty girl tonight, even if the real Gail had no clue at all. The Gail in my mind would certainly appreciate how bad I was. She would punish me for being such a desperate brat. She would make me pay her back for getting the unique item.

I sank my fingers further into my pussy as I fantasized about Gail lying on the bed next to me, her cock just inches from my lips. Her fingers pumped into me slowly as she purred, “Surely you don’t think you’re going to cum before I do, did you?”

I shook my head and leaned in, but that was where the fantasy got fuzzy for me. I’d never tasted a cock. I’d never even seen one in person. I wasn’t even brave enough to try having sex in the virtual world yet… but that was what Dungeons and Dames was supposed to help me with. What I did know how to do was focus on the motion, the often-practiced motion, even if the bananas I practiced on might have felt a little violated after the fact… My mouth opened and I took her cock into my mouth.

My fingers pumped into my pussy relentlessly as I tried to think about how long it would take Gail to finish in my mouth. I tried to last longer than her, but there was nothing I could do to keep myself from bucking my hips faster, pushing my fingers back inside myself with even more vigor than before.

I wanted to make fantasy Gail cum before I did, but fantasy Gail wasn’t real. The mess she helped me make in my panties, though, was very, very real.

My back arched from the bed as I let out a whimpering cry that split the silence in my bedroom. Warm juices rushed around my fingers and into my panties and I felt the immediate rush of shame and satisfaction burning in my cheeks as my hips came to rest on the bed again. Within seconds, I could feel the damp spot forming beneath me.

The blush burning in my cheeks wouldn’t go away, not even when I scooted over on the bed to avoid the small wet spot I made. But I didn’t take my panties off. I could get clean in the morning, but tonight, whether she knew it or not, I was Gail’s dirty girl.


Chapter Eight

The gentle vibration coming from the entire bed pulled me from the slumber I didn’t remember falling into. The last thing I recalled was… a soft groan fell from my lips as I felt just how sticky my panties were to my thighs. I didn’t think too hard about what I did last night, not quite ready to face just how much of a slut I’d been. If Gail somehow knew what I did in her “honor”, I doubted she would have to include “gear” in her nickname for me anymore.

But that thinking didn’t feel as normal as it did before. Really, what was the harm in enjoying the pleasure my body could experience? Was it really that bad to want to bring myself to an orgasm? Even if I did want Gail to be the one to do it for me, was that so bad? Sex was natural, right?

A part of me wanted to pretend that it was incredibly normal, but it just wasn’t for me. As many times as people flirted with me, as many times as I’d psyched myself up in the past to let an NPC in a VR world fuck me… I never could.

But with Gail, I didn’t think it would be so much of an issue. Truly, she was fun to be around. She made me smile. She made me laugh. She made me blush… she made me feel like I was more than just a pretty face but that I wasn’t unattractive to her either. It was the attention that I was getting in a way I simply wasn't used to. I wasn’t sure I’d ever been treated like that before. Gail made me feel like… like I might be worthy of dating for more than just my parent’s wealth or the possibility of having sex. She made me feel like I was someone that could just follow her around in the game, healing her and doing my best to help her, being appreciated for doing what I could… and maybe, just maybe, that I was worth lavishing with attention as well.

If the fantasy from last night was unrealistic, the thought of Gail being interested in dating me was even more laughable. She barely knew anything about me. The same was true in reverse. We were strangers and aside from the conversation we had while clearing the dungeon, there was no real way to tell if she would feel the same way about me today. Yesterday could have been a perfect day for both of us, but eventually, we would probably slip up and once the other saw the real version of us, it would all come crashing down.

The thoughts haunted me as I showered. I didn’t want to believe them. The nagging doubt that never went away told me that I was unlovable, that I would end up having to marry some man that my father thought would be ideal for “my future”. I didn’t want a man. I wanted Gail. Even if I found out that I didn’t, damn it, I wanted to be the one to make that decision!

“Nancy, turn the shower off, I’m finished,” I grumbled. “Also, could you send Jefferson up in ten minutes? I need my bedclothes washed.”

The shower turned off as Nancy’s voice played in my ear, “Jefferson is unavailable today due to a medical appointment. Would you like me to inform Jefferson’s substitute of your wishes?”

“Yes,” I said as I stepped out of the shower. I grabbed a towel and patted myself down, doing my best to not be too frustrated. My morning had just started and it was already shaping up to be another terrible day. Left to my own thoughts with nothing better to do, I knew I would go insane. All the money in the world couldn’t make me feel like I was worthy of attention, no matter how much stuff my parents tried to give me to fill the void that they created by ignoring me to begin with.

I wanted to hate them. I truly did. But I couldn’t. They weren’t trying to be cruel, they weren’t even neglectful. They just genuinely did not have enough time in their days to pencil their daughter in for an hour together at the park. They didn’t think that maybe it was important for them to come to the birthday parties at the venues they rented out for me and my school “friends”.

I threw the towel in the laundry basket beneath the towel rack and stormed into my bedroom. My dad had the audacity to tell me that he was available to talk business, but there was a damn good reason I didn’t want to talk to him most days. They were caretakers, not parents. Jefferson was more of a father figure than my parents were and that was only because he was paid to listen to me and try to take care of the things I wanted. Jefferson was the one that used to take me to gymnastics class. Jefferson was the one that always cooked dinner. Jefferson was…

I forced myself to stop. I had to. I took a long, deep breath as I stepped over to my dresser and put on a pair of panties and over them, a short pair of shorts that barely covered my ass. It wasn’t to try and be sexy, if anything, it was the least sexy thing imaginable. I pulled on a sports bra and then put on a pair of socks and grabbed one of my six pairs of running shoes.

Being angry wasn’t good for much, but it at least gave me the incentive to go down to our gym and run a few miles. Without the ever-flowing source of frustration that was my family life, I probably would have been a lot less fit. As I stepped out of my bedroom, I saw a feminine figure coming up the stairs and alarms started going off in my head. The only woman that should have been in the house with me was my mother, and… Jefferson’s daughter.

A wave of relief washed over me as I realized who the stranger was and waved politely at them. “Good morning. I spilled water on my bed last night and I just figure that now was as good a time as any to ask for my bedclothes to be washed.”

It was hard not to notice just how cute she looked in her semi-casual outfit. She had on a plain gray long-sleeve shirt, though the sleeves were scrunched up above her elbows. The black skirt she had on seemed comfortable and didn’t cling to her hips so tight that I would have been too worried about my dad wanting to check her out. That didn’t stop me from appreciating her long legs and confident posture.

She stopped and smiled at me. That smile faded almost instantly as her vivid green eyes met with mine. She dipped her head respectfully, leaning forward far enough that her dirty blonde ponytail fell over her left shoulder. “Good morning, Melissa. I’ll take care of that immediately. Is there anything else you would like?”

“Uh, you don’t have to bow. Actually, please don’t bow, it’s really weird. Jeff does that kind of stuff all the time and I just don’t know how to take it. He’s like, fifty-something and I’m nineteen and yet he’s acting like I somehow deserve his respect or something. And here I am, just feeling like an asshole because I still ask him to do stuff for me when I could realistically do it myself,” I ranted, treating Jefferson’s daughter as if she were my therapist.

“I’m sorry, Melissa,” she said as she straightened up, her eyes unable to meet mine for some strange reason.

It wasn’t like I was an intimidating person, I was barely a hundred and twenty pounds. She could easily take me to the ground and pin me to the floor until the cops showed up if I was to act some kind of crazy. What was truly crazy was that I yet again let my mind drift off to an extreme situation that would never happen.

“It’s okay. But, uh, yeah… Anyway, could you bring me a bottle of water to the gym after you get the bedclothes started?” I asked. “I’ll be running four or five miles, I’m not sure yet.”

“Four or five?” the woman asked and then whistled quietly. “That’s impressive. I usually get a fair bit of walking done during the day, hopefully that’s enough exercise, otherwise, I’m out of luck.”

I smiled at her and nodded, though, her eyes weren’t on me. “Oh, I didn’t catch your name. You’d think Jeff would have mentioned that before, but if he has, I don’t remember it.”

“You can call me Abby,” she said.

“Abby, got it,” I replied and stood there, unsure as to what to do next. She seemed unnaturally put off by me as if I would get her or her father fired if she made one wrong move. “Well, Abby, I uh, I think I’m going to go run. Remember, bedclothes, water, and if you’d be so kind, could you bring breakfast up to my room and set it on my desk? I’ve got to attend some virtual classes right after I freshen up from my run.”

“Of course, Mel,” Addy said as she started towards my room.

The first few steps I made towards the stairs were natural, but it wasn’t until I thought about it for a moment that I realized that I’d never asked her to call me by my nickname. Surely Jefferson wouldn’t have told her to call me Mel, especially considering the fact that she knew my name without me having to tell her. I shrugged it off, assuming that she took my friendly disposition as an invitation to be friendly as well. I didn’t mind it, just because she was filling in for our butler didn’t mean that she was any less of a human than we were. Jefferson’s behavior had me used to a much more formal approach, that was all. That would probably also explain why she seemed so nervous to deal with me. We were new people and without being too arrogant, she might not have been in houses like ours that often. It was excessive in many ways and that could be intimidating to people. That was a lesson I learned when I tried bringing friends over from my school days.

With those thoughts came the darker ones, the ones where I was reminded that those same people I tried to get closer to were the same ones that ended up making me out to be a freak. Just because I called one of the girls out for trying to steal from my mom’s purse didn’t mean I deserved to be prosecuted for standing up for what was right for the rest of my school life.

In just a few moments, I was running on the treadmill, frustrated beyond belief and doing my best to not get more aggravated by the second. If only it was a tiny bit easier to make people understand how much pain they caused me by just not letting me be normal around them. It was what made Gail such a breath of fresh air. She didn’t know a damn thing about me in real life. That made things much easier. She didn’t worry about my dad’s influence and reach in the city. She didn’t expect me to pay for food or buy her expensive gifts. If anything, it was Gail that was doing the gift-giving. She could have easily kept the unique armor we found last night for herself, if not to use, then to sell. But she didn’t. Part of that might have been that she wanted to get a good long look at my nearly nude character, but even if she did, it wasn’t like she knew that it was essentially my real-life body.

She just wanted to be around me for the sake of playing the game with someone else that could help her achieve her goals. I didn’t need to be in the spotlight of every party we might join. She could be the unrelenting badass that she was and I would happily buff her and keep her going strong. But it did help that she made me feel special to her.

Even as I huffed and puffed on the treadmill, the second mile finally ticking over seventeen minutes into the run. It wasn’t my fastest pace, but I wasn’t practicing for 10k’s anymore. I left that behind with gymnastics. That was a hobby my parents thought would help me make friends. I wasn’t good enough to earn medals and that meant I wasn’t cool enough to hang out with the snobs that made our team great at competitions in our area. It seemed like every attempt I made to make friends just backfired.

“Ahem,” Abby called out, feigning that she was clearing her throat. “Do you want me to stick this in the cupholder?”

“Just hand it to me,” I said between panting breaths.

She reached out and handed me the water and I gratefully took it and held up a finger to indicate for her to wait for a minute. I slowed down my pace to a brisk walk and downed the majority of the water. Every long stride felt like a break after the short, fast steps I had to take while running to maintain my pace while reducing the likelihood of injury. Running six times a week might not be the smartest move I could make, but it certainly helped me work out my stress.

I finished the water and turned to look at Abby as I handed the reusable bottle back to her. A smile wanted to form on my lips as I wondered what Gail might think about seeing me as I was, sweaty, my legs exposed, almost showing my ass. My eyes dipped down to Abby’s crotch almost instinctively and much to my surprise, there was a bulge. Maybe it was a trick of the light, but I immediately turned my head back towards the treadmill, acting like I hadn’t seen anything, because maybe I didn’t see anything. Either way, it wasn’t polite nor acceptable for me to look again or ask her if I saw what I thought I saw.

“Do you need anything else, Melissa?” she asked, her voice a little shaky.

“No thanks. I’ll be done here in about fifteen more minutes. Thank you for the water, Abby,” I mumbled.

As Abby headed out of the gym, I heard my mom’s voice call out, “Abigail! How lovely to see you, gosh, you’ve grown so much since the last time I’ve seen you. How long has it been?”

I didn’t hear Abby’s response, the two were already heading deeper into the house. But it was incredibly strange that she introduced herself to me as Abby, yet Mom called her Abigail. Something was off, whether I wanted to admit it or not. The way she seemed to go from confident when I first saw her to almost afraid of me was strange, but I could almost rationalize that. Introducing herself as Abby instead of her full name, Abigail. Surely, she didn’t get that from Jefferson, a man that refused to acknowledge me as anything other than Melissa even though I’d been calling him Jeff since I was old enough to remember calling him anything other than “our butler”. She called me Mel, though, even without being told to do so. And then, as if that wasn’t enough to make me wonder… she might have been hard underneath her skirt.

After the conversation we had in the game, it was hard to imagine that Abigail and Gail weren’t the same person. The only thing that would have made me feel any more suspicious of what I was beginning to suspect would be if she said, “Don’t judge me for getting hard again.”

Abigail… Dirty blonde, green eyes… Gail… Dirty blonde highlights with brown hair, green eyes…

There was no fucking way that Gail was Jefferson’s daughter. That wasn’t allowed. It wouldn’t be fair and I wouldn’t stand for it. But… what was the alternative? I didn’t want to jump to conclusions. Maybe it was all a coincidence but something in my gut told me that it wasn’t. If there was one bright side to the situation, I wouldn’t have to worry about Gail being a guy in real life. She truly was beautiful, even if she looked a little different than her character did in the game.


Chapter Nine

When I made it back up to my room after my run, the tray of breakfast was sitting on my desk, still steaming hot. I took a quick shower and then ate, all the while wondering if it was genuinely possible for Jefferson’s daughter to be the same woman I was so enthralled by last night. He worked nearly all day and all night. She said she would get off at three and be online by four-thirty. Maybe that was something of a choice for Jefferson, but… I would eventually find out one way or the other.

Whether it was polite or not to ask Gail about what she did for work, I needed to know. After I finished showering, I put on a comfortable pair of jeans and a simple black t-shirt. Nothing flashy, nothing sexy. If Abby was Gail, then it wasn’t like she didn’t catch an eyeful when I was running on the treadmill. Had I known then, I probably would have opted for a slightly longer pair of shorts, but I was a fan of being comfortable.

I ate my breakfast and then took the tray downstairs to the kitchen. Abby wasn’t immediately nearby, which made things a little easier for me. I didn’t stick around in the kitchen to wait on her. Instead of rinsing my dishes, I left the tray by the sink and made my way back upstairs. After doing so, it was immediately back to locking my bedroom door and removing my clothes again so that I could get into my Skydyve console. A flash of heat warmed my cheeks as I thought about last night, the things I did as I thought about a woman I barely knew.

The thoughts faded quickly as I climbed into my pod and shut the glass door. This time, I welcomed the blackness that overtook me. In my tavern room, I made my way over to the door and navigated through a few menus to get to the courses my dad bought for me. While I wasn’t all that interested in taking over the business any time soon, I knew what was expected of me and the last thing I wanted was for my parents to think that I was ungrateful and completely lazy. A little learning never hurt and being able to understand the lingo they threw around when they had company over was neat.

If nothing else, the lectures and scenarios that I participated in helped pass the time. Each class made an hour tick away. One after the other, until I was almost two days ahead of where I projected myself being for the week. Usually, I would stop after two lectures and play a game to unwind for a little bit and maybe go into a third lecture if I was feeling up for it. Today, I managed six before I finally felt that I should take a break from virtual reality. While the gel in my pod would absolutely keep me healthy, it wasn’t a long-term solution for nutrition. Of all the things I tried to care about, my body was one of my biggest priorities.

There were far too many horror stories about people that go too obsessed with virtual reality. They let themselves get drawn into their games, let themselves believe that their lives in their games were more important than their actual lives. While I personally felt that my characters had a more fulfilling life than I had at times, I wasn’t delusional enough to think that it was smart to spend all my time in a fantasy world.

I logged out of the console and got out of my pod feeling quite energized, but slightly stiff. Not even a console as expensive as mine could get rid of the discomfort that came with being completely still for hours on end. After a brief moment of stretching, I put my clothes back on just in time to hear Nancy’s voice chirping in my ear.

“Melissa, there were multiple knocks on your bedroom door at twelve-fifteen, twelve-thirty, and one o’clock. Abigail asked me to leave you a message requesting that you have lunch.”

“Thank you, Nancy,” I yawned. As uncomfortable as I expected the conversation to be, I knew that it was probably time to confront her. It was close to two o’clock and that meant that if Abigail was the same Gail from the game that she should be winding down for the evening. I made my way out of my room and down the stairs, then into the kitchen.

There was a tray of food on the table that I imagined was for me. Most days, my parents worked at their office in town, but occasionally they worked from home using their own virtual reality systems. While they weren’t gamers, the consoles were quite practical for clerical work and virtual meetings.

I made my way over to the table and sat down, looking at the well-dressed cheeseburger with a side of fries. While the patty might have been cooked last night, everything else looked as fresh as it could have for probably being on the tray for close to two hours. I wasn’t a picky eater, even if my family could afford to have Abigail go out and buy me the most expensive lunch plate in town. That was a disgusting amount of privilege and I wouldn’t dream of wasting good food just because I was too busy hiding from Abigail to eat my lunch.

Hiding from her… was that really what I was doing? It didn’t sound right to call it that, but there was no denying that I purposefully forced myself to keep going through lecture after lecture so pass the time. That wasn’t normal. I didn’t do that when Jeff was taking care of me. So… was it hiding? Probably.

“Melissa,” Abigail’s voice called out from behind me, “I’m glad to see that you’re taking a break to eat. I was starting to worry about you.”

“Yeah, I can see why you might be a little worried, Gail,” I said softly.

She let out a quiet sigh and then made her way over to the table to sit beside me. “I had no clue that my dad worked for your family. I really didn’t. Look, I understand if this changes how you feel or if you feel like me having seen you in person makes you uncomfortable. I can’t change this situation. I’ve been trying to think about how to fix it, but what can I do to fix it? Mel, you’re great. I enjoyed hanging out with you last night. I was looking so forward to getting work over with today and seeing you again. But…”

“But what?” I asked, curious as to where she was taking that line of thought.

“But I literally work as a servant. I can’t even call this a maid service. My dad really sells the butler thing, he’s watched so many movies from as far back as the mid-nineteen hundreds. I’m talking black and white, old school. The women back then weren’t treated as respectfully as I’m treated now, but there’s still an expectation,” she said as she let her hands slide forward on the table. Her chest touched against the marble tabletop and she let out another deep breath before continuing, “If not for my dad making sure that the clients I work for are above board, I’m pretty sure someone would have found out that I wasn’t born a woman and I don’t intend on having a surgery that I don’t really want for the sake of not being found out if someone I worked for chose to grope me.”

“That’s why you think I wouldn’t want to play with you?” I asked simply.

“Is that not a reasonable assumption?” she countered.

I shrugged my shoulders and reached down to grab the burger. “Look. I’m irritated that you didn’t just let me know when you first saw me. It didn’t take me long to figure it out. Just be honest with me Gail, why should there be any reason that we can’t keep moving forward like we were? I mean… for fuck’s sake, judge me all you want, but that wasn’t water on my sheets. That was you. Whether you should know that or not, I don’t know, I’m probably talking too much as it stands.”

She paused for a moment, her eyes looking up to meet mine. “That’s definitely not what I expected you to say. Uh, on either subject. But I don’t want you to get in trouble with your parents. I don’t want my dad to lose his job if someone finds out that we, uh… well, we had plans and I’m not sure if those plans would get me in trouble or not.”

“So then we keep things secret if that’s what you want. I don’t talk to my parents about much. They don’t exactly want me to pester them in the first place, I’m sure. But… we did have plans. I want to know if we still have plans, Gail. I want to know that if we follow through with those plans that you’re not going to assume it’s okay to do stuff in the real world if you have to cover for your dad again,” I said softly, unsure as to if the boundaries I had in place even made much sense.

I wouldn’t complain if she kissed me. I wouldn’t stop her if she wanted to use her hand to get me off. Honestly, that might be more enjoyable than I would want to admit. But… there were limits.

“Mel,” she started as she reached over to put her hand on mine. The warmth wasn’t that shocking, virtual reality provided very, very realistic sensations, but it was still so much different. This wasn’t a character I was interacting with, it was Gail. “Please understand that I don’t want to use you. I don’t want to abuse you. I want to get to know you. My dad might be a little on the strange side with his reenacting of what he pictures an old-school butler to be, but he raised me with old-school values. Maybe that’s a good thing, maybe it’s not, but I was raised to respect women. If you want to tell me what is okay and what isn’t, that’s not a problem for me. Communication is key, and right now, I really want to communicate that I’m sorry I didn’t say something sooner. I really am. I was going to tell you when I brought lunch up to you, but you didn’t answer the door. Mel, I just need to know what you want me to do. Do you want me to fuck off, stay around, or just give you some space and let you figure it out?”

Logically, I knew I shouldn’t have let her sweet, sweet words sway me. I should have told her to give me space like she suggested. But that wasn’t what I wanted. My emotions always got the better of me and usually, it felt horrible to let them take the wheel. But this time? I wanted what they wanted.

I leaned over and pressed my lips to hers for only a second. As I quickly pulled back, I let my tongue run over my lips while holding eye contact with her. The taste of her strawberry flavored lipstick was nice, but I couldn’t keep up the confidence any longer. My cheeks flushed as I looked straight ahead and my cheeseburger, “G-Give me a massage or something. I’ll still see you at four-thirty. Don’t be weird, but, uh, I think it would be easier to have this conversation online.”

“I understand, Mel,” she said as got off her chair and moved behind me. Her hands were gentle but firm as she started letting her fingers knead my neck and around my shoulders. “I’ll take the kiss as a good sign, then?”

“You’re in butler mode, Gail,” I said, my voice barely more than a whisper. It wasn’t that I wanted to be cold to her, but on the inside, I was losing my mind. My first kiss… it was different than I expected, but it was wonderful. It meant something to me. Even if Gail was probably confused, I couldn’t stop the warm flutters from taking over my stomach.

At least, I couldn’t stop them until I started eating. The shoulder and neck massage was a blissful experience while I was eating and I wouldn’t have dared ask Jeff to do that for me. Hell, I wouldn’t have asked anyone but Gail to do it.

There was less than an hour between Gail being finished with work. That meant I could log into the game and try not to lose my nerve as I waited for her to log in.


Chapter Ten

I didn’t want to leave Gail, but she seemed to understand that I needed to be out of the room when her dad came back to take his shift back over. She let her hands trail down my back, not quite too close to my lower back, but close enough that I almost wished I didn’t set those boundaries earlier. “Then I’ll see you soon, Mel. Seriously, I’m sorry that we had to meet like this. Last night I was dreaming that I might be able to take you out on a date if we ever did decide to take this step.”

“Don’t be sorry. Honestly, if anything, it’s kind of nice to know that you know who I am and that I know who you are. Now, I don’t have to have the uncomfortable worry that you might be some creepy dude,” I said quietly as I pushed my tray to the side.

“You know, I don’t want to sound like a bitch, but same. Seriously, I thought you were too damn cute to be real but seeing you… Oh fuck, the treadmill situation. I’m sorry about that. I really was trying to be professional, Mel, but, fuck,” she groaned as she reached around me to take the tray.

For someone that I wasn’t sure about moments ago, I felt incredibly happy that she was as close to me as she was. It was one thing to have Gail in the game shower me with attention. That version of Gail could have been anyone, but the real person? It was blissful to be recognized as attractive and still be respected by that person.

I climbed off the stool and watched her walk to the sink where she started cleaning the tray. I smiled at her and shrugged my shoulders dismissively. “Don’t worry about it. I saw it, but I tried to not pay any attention. To be completely honest with you, Gail, I didn’t put the pieces together until my mom called you Abigail. Then… Well, you called me Mel earlier before I told you it was okay to do so. I know for a fact that your dad wouldn’t tell you to call me that. After that, I was just torn about what it all meant and if I should be scared of this or not.”

“I hope it’s okay to say this, but I’m hoping that things don’t have to change. If anything, I’m hoping that maybe this can help build a little trust between us. I mean, knowing that you’re the family my dad has been taking care of for years, that’s important to me. He takes his work very seriously and has never had anything bad to say about anyone here. He did mention that their daughter, you, seemed hellbent on making him break character. That’s about the worst thing I’ve ever heard him say,” Gail said.

I smiled at her. It was sweet to hear that she was thinking positively about the situation. The possibility of Gail having been somewhere else in the house when I came down to eat was very real. In that world, would I have gotten to talk to her before Jefferson came back to take over his duties? In that hypothetical situation, I knew that my mind would end up making Gail out to be manipulative.

It was that distinction that made me realize just how much I craved having someone like her in my life. Not just for the potential good times we might have in a tavern room, but for the sake of having someone that cared about me enough to make sure I was okay. Still, I did need to let her wrap up what she was doing so that she could pass the job back off to Jeff.

“Well, I just want him to call me Mel. I call him Jeff, so I think it’s only fair. I don’t like the idea of a man his age thinking that he should have to talk to me formally,” I said as I turned and started walking back towards my room. “But I’ll talk to you another time, Abigail. It’s been nice meeting you.”

My words weren’t spoken spitefully. They weren’t meaning to make her wonder if something happened. They were chosen very carefully. Had Jefferson come a few minutes early and overheard me being sweet to her as I left the room, that might not be something he would ignore.

And so I carried on upstairs, back into my room. My mind was in a thousand places, but for once, that wasn’t a bad thing. It was easy to get lost in the fantasy of being with Gail. I didn’t take my time locking my door so that I could get ready to get into my Skydyve console. I took my clothes off and folded them neatly before placing them to the side of my pod. Then, it was back into the pod, back into my tavern room, and then back into the world of Dungeons and Dames.

I spawned in right where I logged out. It only took a second for me to remember what I was doing before I logged out. After checking to make sure that I still had the sword I wanted to give Gail, I took some time to explore the game further. I knew I had over an hour before Gail showed up and I didn’t want to completely waste my time.

It took me a few minutes to find the NPC that had information about bards. When I eventually did find the handsome NPC that I immediately recognized as the same bard from the introductory video, I didn’t hesitate to ask him, “In comparison to clerics, how efficient are bards at healing in the later stages of the game?”

He turned to look at me with his charming smile before answering, “KaraMel, let me tell you something about bards. We’re simply the best. While clerics do have stronger individual healing spells, they are healers and protectors, not the real battlefield influencing gods that we are.” His hand reached out to rest on my shoulders, his blue eyes locking with mine as he spoke softly, “If you’re questioning if you’re as useful as a cleric, then rest assured that you’re not. That would be an insult. You’re better than a cleric. You can make your allies stronger, temporarily boost their attributes, heal them, damage your enemies, and let’s not forget,” he winked at me, “our killer charms. Say, KaraMel, if your party members aren’t treating you to the great times you deserve, don’t hesitate to come see me.”

A dialogue box popped up on my screen that read, “Troy the Bard Instructor is now available for romancing.”

I rolled my eyes. I shouldn’t have expected a bard to cut through the red tape and just tell me what I needed to know. “Thanks for nothing, Troy.”

“I’m sensing sarcasm, KaraMel, I only want to make your day better. If that is information or something else, I’ll offer what I can,” he said.

It was easy to forget that NPCs were programmed to have feelings. While the depth of those feelings was limited, they still had feelings… “Look, I’m sorry, Troy. I’m just not interested in having sex with you. My party member is taking care of those needs quite well. Thank you for the advice, though. I guess I was just wondering if bards are considered good in the higher levels or not.”

“Oh,” Troy responded, a warm smile replacing the somewhat saddened expression from before, “well then let me suggest that you change your intimacy settings to ‘at my request’. As for your question, Trytide Technologies has ensured that all classes are as balanced as can be. Play styles differ, but each class under each role can fill into most parties interchangeably. A cleric may require different tactics than a bard in a group, but both classes, if played well, will be able to ensure their party’s victory.”

Hearing him talk formally was almost more disturbing than when he talked egotistically. I politely waved at him as I walked away, calling over my shoulder, “Thank you again, Troy.”

While it was a strange conversation to have, I did take his advice and change my settings so that I would have to prompt NPCs for sex instead of them being able to propose the same to me. From the bard instructor, I made my way down to the crafting district of the town. The conversation with the crafting instructor would hopefully be a lot less awkward, especially without the ability to try to seduce me.

The older yet still beautiful elven woman greeted me warmly as I approached, “Good afternoon, KaraMel. Is there something I can help you create today?”

“I was curious as to how I can get started crafting at all. Are there limits to how crafting skills I can learn?” I asked.

She nodded, “I’m afraid so. You’re able to learn two crafting skills per character. Please choose wisely as it would cost quite a fair amount of Ether (the game’s premium currency) to change your mind later.”

I sighed and mumbled, “And what options do I have?”

“You can create scrolls that will temporarily increase aspects of your character’s abilities. For instance, a dexterity scroll will increase your dexterity by a small amount or an extreme amount, depending on the level of the scroll you create. The same concept applies to leatherworking, blacksmithing, alchemy, herbology, woodworking…”

She listed a couple more options, but I opened my skill menu and chose to specialize in scrolls and alchemy, which covered potion creation. If I was going to support Gail, I may as well get us every edge we might need. I lost track of time as I searched around the crafting area, buying cheap materials from various NPCs to finally create a small horde of defense and magical defense scrolls. Since only two scrolls could be active at the same time, I figured that making a lightly armored character a little tougher to damage was my best bet. Moreover, I could use some of the same scrolls and since I could heal us both… well, it was a good thought, I hoped.

It wasn’t until I got the notification that TwoBladesOneBoss logged in that I realized just how lost I’d gotten in the crafting system. Potions weren’t just limited to health and fatigue mitigation, they had a variety of interesting effects, such as some of the higher-level ones allowing a single use of a dragon breath attack. It was more than interesting, and I could only hope that Gail would appreciate the gathering of stuff I’d done.

There was so much more I could have done in the starting town of Faeleef, but that was the blissful thing about having a lot of spare time. When Gail was busy at work, I could learn the less combat-oriented part of the game. If that knowledge could help us when we got to play together, then it would certainly be worth my time. It was better than having to wait for Gail to log on so that I didn’t feel like I was abandoning her by getting to a higher level than her.

An excited smile stole its way onto my lips as I ran over to the Benevolent Spirit tavern where Gail logged out the night before.


Chapter Eleven

“There you are, I was just about to call you and ask where I should meet you, Mel,” Gail said as she opened her friends list and sent me a party invite.

I quickly accepted as I opened my inventory and started by offering her the scrolls I made, “I was just in the crafting district. Did you know about these buff scrolls?”

Her eyes lit up as she recognized the item I was handing her. “I did, but most people don’t bother making them early on. They’re helpful, but it can be a little time-consuming. Thank you so much for these, I’m sure we’ll need them later!”

My smile widened as I went back into my inventory to retrieve the sword. Extending it towards her, the sword looked as generic as it could. It was wrapped in a brown carrying cloth. As she took it and checked her inventory, she let out a quiet gasp. “You didn’t.”

“I definitely did. I kind of figured that since I had the armor and don’t really need a weapon for anything other than bonus stats, I thought you’d appreciate a replacement for that garbage newbie sword,” I chirped.

She laughed as she equipped the blade. The basic sword on her hip was replaced with a twisted vine hilt that had a large, unnaturally resilient thorn protruding from the handguard. “Yeah, that looks pretty badass. Seriously, Mel, thank you. It’s crazy to log on and have all these presents. You’d think it was Christmas or something.”

“Er, well, maybe I just enjoy being nice to you. You’ve been pretty great to me,” I said softly.

Gail smiled and came closer so that she could hug me tight. “I’ve had no reason to not be. I appreciate it, baby. But, if I’m not mistaken, we had a date. Did you want to follow through with that or would you be more comfortable just going out and questing together for a little bit? The next dungeon isn’t until level eight.”

I felt my cheeks flush as I reached down to hold her waist. I pulled her gently against me as I rose onto my tiptoes so that I could whisper into her pointed ear, “I can pay for the tavern room, Gail. Sorry if I’m slowing your leveling down, but I really, really want to see how realistic it feels to be… you know…”

“You don’t have to say it, Mel. Let’s get that room,” Gail purred, sending a pleasant tingle down my back.

I quickly turned and led my way into the tavern. Unlike last night, I was keenly aware of all the eyes on me as I walked up to the bar. I knew my outfit was incredibly revealing, but it was kind of hot to have everyone in the tavern watching me, wishing that they were the ones I would show the slightest bit of attention to. I didn’t feel guilty as I paid five copper pieces for the room key. I didn’t even acknowledge the stares as I made my way to the stairs, twirling the iron key on my finger as I glanced back at Gail.

Together, we made our way to the second floor where I unlocked a door and we stepped through a portal. I knew that the portal was meant to let us know that we were in a private instance of the bedroom, but I almost found myself wishing that the patrons downstairs could still hear me. I wanted them to know exactly what they couldn’t have. What they would never have. Gail earned the right to take my innocence.

Gail put her hands on my shoulders, spinning me around to face her. Without a word, she leaned down and pressed her lips against mine. The taste of her lips was sweet but impossible to name. As she opened her mouth slightly and pressed her tongue against my lips, silently asking permission to kiss me deeply, I hesitated for just a second before opening for her.

I wasn’t sure what to do. That wasn’t because I was conflicted or anything, but this was the second time I’d ever kissed someone. The best I could do was follow her lead, letting my tongue dance with hers. Even without a lot of experience, I knew that I wasn’t doing very much to add to the kiss, but I didn’t want it to stop either.

My hands moved back to her waist and I held her gently as I moaned into the kiss. Gail’s hands slid from my shoulders down to my upper arms. Her warm fingers curled around my slender arms as she held me in place, leaning into the kiss slightly, causing me to rock back on my heels.

Her hands quickly shifted, one moving to my back, the other to the back of my thighs. She lifted me from the ground as she broke the kiss simultaneously. “Are you sure about all of this, Mel?”

“O-Of course I am. We don’t have to rush, do we?” I asked.

She smiled down at me as she shook her head. “Why would I want to rush through this? I want you to enjoy this, baby. I want to give you just a glimpse of what I’m willing to do to satisfy you and I don’t just mean sexually. You’re worth taking my time for, Mel.”

She put me down on the bed and crawled on top of me. With our faces just inches apart, I found myself desperate to kiss her, but I still needed to talk to her. “I don’t want you to feel like this is something incredibly special. I mean, it is, but it doesn’t always need to be this way. I-It’s my first time, Gail, I think you should know that. I… I don’t just mean in the game. But I don’t want that to change what you want to do. I don’t want that to be a reason that you think I should save myself. I’m not innocent. We both know that. But I am… I am picky with sharing my body with someone else. I trust you, Gail. D-Don’t try to tell me that this isn’t what I want, okay?”

“I won’t try to convince you of anything, Mel. You’ve made it clear that this is what you want. I’m not going to lie to you and say that I don’t want you just as bad. I do want you to know that I won’t take this for granted, though,” Gail whispered.

I pressed my elbows into the bed and lifted myself up a few inches to kiss her. Her soft lips parted slightly as she let her hips rest between my open thighs. Even through her leather shorts, I could feel her warm bulge pressing against my naked inner thighs… like hell this armor should have any real defense, it didn’t cover anything.

Her hips rolled forward, pushing her cock against my core. A sharp, pleasured hiss streamed out of her as she pulled her lips away from mine. Her eyes lingered on mine for a moment before she straightened up. On her knees between my legs on the slightly uncomfortable bed, Gail let her eyes trail from my neck down towards my hips, “Would you mind if I let the lady come first?”

“N-Not at all,” I stammered as I tried to keep the inevitable blush from spreading to my cheeks. “I do feel like saying that you could just as easily let me take care of your p-penis?”

“I prefer cock, sweetheart. Penis is what a doctor calls it. Girl dick, cock, dick, anything like that… anything that you’d hate for anyone to hear you say,” she said, a smile tugging at her lips as she shuffled back on the bed. Leaning down, she looked up at me before kissing my right thigh. Her mouth parted and she let her tongue tease my sensitive flesh.

I didn’t fight the moan that asked so politely to escape. There was no one around to hear me, no one that could use my pleasured cries against me. There was only Gail, the charming, incredibly skilled duelist that was just as good with her tongue as she was with her swords. Considering that I was the boss she was trying to take down, I knew that it was inevitable that she’d get what she wanted. That was okay. I didn’t mind losing if it meant coming undone for her.

A brief, sharp pain made me cry out as her teeth sank into that same skin only to immediately retract as she moved up my thigh an inch. She sucked gently on the surface, marking me as hers. My thighs quivered in anticipation for another bite, but I didn’t know if I wanted to stop her or encourage her. It was a strange thing to have pain mixed with pleasure. The nervous anticipation of waiting for the next shock kept me on edge, kept me focused on the pleasure that was soon to be interrupted. And it was, again, and again. Each bite forced a hiss out of me before a moan followed as Gail moved to my left thigh.

The cycle began again, but I wanted to beg her to stop torturing me with bliss. My thong was drenched with my excitement. The foreplay leading up to the event left me desperate to feel her tongue’s wrath on my pussy. I wanted to tell her to just rip my panties off. I wanted to scream for her to fuck me.

But I didn’t. I stayed silent, well, as silent as I could as moans continued singing out into the room. Not just my moans, though. Gail wasn’t silent as she licked, teased, and suckled on my thighs. When I cried out in pleasure, a moan drifted out of her nose, the cute, quiet sound only further riling me up.

Just as she got close to my core once again, she smiled up at me and let her hand rest atop my panties. Her thumb casually rubbed my upper groin, just shy of touching anything too sensitive to drive me over the edge. “Are you sure you want me to do anything other than tease, baby? I’m not sure you’ll be able to handle it when things heat up.”

“S-Shut up,” I whimpered, though I clearly didn’t mean the words. “You know what I want.”

“Do I?” Gail asked, her fingertips walking their way up my panties until they reached the waistband. “Because if that was the case, I’d be a psychic. I’m just testing the waters, baby. I don’t want to hurt you, but I can’t pretend I don’t like the way you whimper when I nibble on you.”

A part of me enjoyed that she didn’t truly know what I wanted. But… she did know. I wanted her. Whatever that meant to Gail be damned, I just wanted her in this room with me, alone… intimate. “Please, Gail, dive in. I’ll let you know if something isn’t okay with me. But, I trust you.”

“And I’m not willing to betray that trust for the sake of getting myself off, baby. But I am going to take off your panties, alright? Lift your butt up if you would, babe,” she said quietly as she hooked her fingertips in my panties and lightly started pulling them down.

I did as she asked, lifting my hips slightly off the bed. The skimpy red thong was almost as red as my face as I watched them being pulled down my slender legs. Just like that, Gail was the first person to ever see me “naked” in a sexual sense. Even though I still had on the short dress and my boots, my pussy was on full display to her.

“Wow. I’m not going to lie to you, baby, seeing you this wet makes me wonder if you even came on your sheets or if you just got turned on,” she said, laughing at her own joke. It was cute, almost cute enough to make it feel natural that she was leaning down, her face getting closer and closer to my bare pussy.

I almost snatched away from her. I almost asked her to stop. It was such an instinctual reaction to not let anyone else touch my kitty but me. But I didn’t stop her. Her warm breath washed over my lips a fraction of a second before she kissed my clit. The kiss was sweet, but it was only a gesture. Her lips surrounded my sensitive bead as she let her tongue slowly swirl around it.

With each rotation of her tongue, I found myself slipping into blissful insanity. I could barely think in coherent sentences. Her warm hands moved back to my thighs and she let her fingers slowly work their way up my thighs. Her left hand made it to my pussy first, fingers gently spreading my folds as she let a single finger start blindly exploring my flower. Though she wasn’t able to see, her slow, tender touch soon found everything there was to discover about my labia.

All the while, I was doing my very best to keep my hips as still as I could. That fell apart when she ran her tongue from center to tip over my clit. My hips lifted but her hands immediately shot to my thighs and she pinned me to the bed. When that failed, I pressed shoulder blades into the bed and arched my back, desperate to try to lift my hips to apply more pressure against my aching sex. It was a failed attempt to find some semblance of control in the moment.

Gail’s tongue pulled away from my clit. Her lips twisted around my clit, rolling it slightly and drawing a pleasured cry from my lips. And then her teeth lightly raked over my bead causing just enough pain to make me press my hips into the bed but I couldn’t be pushed further down. Gail had me where she wanted me and it was clear that I wouldn’t be able to move unless I begged for freedom… or she let me up. I was hers to control.

Was that even a bad thing? What could I possibly add to the situation that Gail wasn’t already handling?

Nothing.

I sank back into the bed, relaxing as much as I physically could. “I-I’m so close, baby. So fucking c-close,” I stammered.

She pulled away from my hips just a few inches. Her eyes locked with mine, those shimmering green orbs piercing my armor as easily as they always did, “I know. I intend to keep you there.”

Gail sat up, her hands both moving to rest on my pussy. Two fingers rested on my clit, another finger pushing into my drenched entrance without so much as a moment of hesitation. Gail slowly rocked the finger inside my pussy, calling out softly, “I know that this is probably not fair, baby. I know this is your first time and you probably thought it would be all about you, but…”

Her eyes drifted down to her leather shorts and mine followed. At the tip of her bulge was a shockingly large wet, glistening stain. She looked down at me, a smirk playing on her lips, “I’m more than a little turned on right now. But, if you’re truly ready to come, just ask me, baby. Don’t forget to say please.”

I knew that my face was red as a cherry as I fought back the urge to beg for just a second. The hesitation was only as long as it took to remind myself that Gail was in complete control. “F-Fuck, Gail, please. Please let me c-come!”

The fingers on my clit started rocking back and forth feverishly as the finger inside my tight slit curled within me. A surge of ecstasy jolted through my hips. Much like a power surge, though, it was more than I could handle. My pussy clenched around the finger inside me as my body quaked on the bed. My back arched, my hips lifted from the bed, and I screamed meaningless nothings at the top of my lungs as juices poured from my pussy. The literal drip of my orgasm splattered onto the bed, a wet mess quickly forming beneath my hips.

And then, as suddenly as the pleasure came to overwhelm me and drag me over the waterfall, it stopped. Gail’s fingers pulled from my depths and I blankly stared up at her in a mixture of awe and confusion.

“Oh, don’t look so lost, baby. I gave you what you thought you wanted. It didn’t feel right, did it?” Gail asked, her voice almost taunting me.

“I-It was over so fast,” I whimpered.

She smirked at me and nodded, “It was. But it’s not over. We both know that this is only the start. Take off the dress and roll onto your stomach. Make sure your belly is over that wet spot you made, Mel. I hope you believe me when I say you’re going to enjoy this round a hell of a lot more, but let’s be honest. I had to clean your sheets earlier today. I think a little payback is in order, don’t you?”

It seemed almost wrong to lay in my own orgasm. I knew it was just a game, that in the real world, I was squeaky clean and fresh. But that didn’t make it feel any less naughty as I pulled my dress off and tossed it to the side. While it was almost comical to still have my boots on, I didn’t waste any more time as I rolled onto my stomach and obeyed her every word.

She was in control. It was better that way.

“Y-You’re going to come this time, right?” I asked, hoping that she wouldn’t keep focusing on my pleasure. It was nice, but we were… Well, we were a team. It wasn’t fair for one of us to get everything.

“Oh, you innocent little thing,” Gail purred as her hands slowly ran up the back of my thighs. Her hands didn’t stop, they didn’t tease. They knew exactly where they were going. Her hands cupped my ass, fingers lightly digging into my exposed rear. “Did you think I was going to finger you again?”


Chapter Twelve

Gail’s hands left my ass for a moment as she snatched her shorts down to her knees. She didn’t bother taking them off as she let her body fall over mine, her hands dropping onto the bed beside my shoulders. Her warm cock pressed against the curve of my ass as she whispered, “If you need me to stop at any point or if I’m being too rough, please say something, baby. I don’t want to hurt you, but you’ve got me in one hell of a mood.”

Even though I was nervous about losing my virtual virginity, I didn’t want to slow things down. I wanted her to be rough if that was what would feel good for her. It was clear that she knew what she was doing. I could only trust her to do right by me. After the experience we shared, I felt pretty comfortable putting my safety in her hands, “I’ll tell you, baby.”

Her left hand lifted from the bed as she reached down between our bodies. I felt her knuckles graze across my ass as she pulled her heated shaft down the seam of my rear. Her throbbing crown pressed against my wet entrance for only a second before Gail was inside me.

There was no pain. I was always warned that taking something thick and long would be painful. But there was none. Only pleasure. As she slowly, carefully sank deeper into my pussy, I let my head fall to the bed as my body went limp. Every ridge of her cock slipping through my folds, every beat of her heart that caused her shaft to throb within me, and every single inch that disappeared into my body left me feeling disappointed. Not in the bliss. Not disappointed in losing my virginity. But disappointed that not a single person on the planet told me just how much I was missing out on.

The full sensation in my core stole my breath. The weight of her hips pressing against my ass told me that she was fully inside me. That seemed so impossible as I thought back to the multiple times I’d seen her bulge. She wasn’t small. She wasn’t average. She had a big cock, not huge, but big. Large enough to make me wonder how my body could even take something that size.

She thrust into me without pulling out, causing my body to grind against the wet bed beneath my stomach. Her lips pressed against my neck and she whispered, “Is this too much?”

“I-It’s not enough, G-Gail,” I stammered, even as I was trying to tease her.

“That’s what I like to hear,” she said before kissing my neck again. Her left hand returned to its place by my shoulder. I could feel her cock shifting inside me as she alternated shifting her weight from one arm to the other briefly, long enough for her to kick off her leather shorts.

And then it started.

Gail’s hips slowly lifted away from mine, her “girl dick” pulling out of me, the same ridges teasing my folds from another angle. Then she thrust into me again, this time filling my pussy with her cock in what felt like an instant. She pulled out again, this time quickly, then sank back into me incredibly slowly. Then came the long, slow, rhythmic strokes.

The pace was sensual and sweet, with Gail planting gentle kisses on my neck as she moaned quietly into my ear. My own moans flowed freely, occasionally being interrupted by a gasp when she thrust into me a little harder than I expected. But the pleasure only continued to build, continued to chip away at my worries and fears about this moment.

I wasn’t afraid of Gail leaving me and acting like she’d never met me after this. I wasn’t afraid that when she came that I would somehow be less of a human. I just wanted her to enjoy herself. My body wasn’t aching. I wasn’t in pain. And… even if I was, would my healing spell still work?

That silly thought sparked another, one that I felt obligated to try. I slid my hand underneath the feather pillow and then bent my fingers into position to start casting Fervor. As soon as the first notes of my moaning song sang out, I felt Gail’s hips crash into mine, the weight behind her stroke amplifying significantly as she let out a loud groan.

“I’m trying to ease you into it, Mel. I didn’t even know you could cast right now,” she groaned as she let her hips grind against my ass.

“I told you that I’d let you know if it was too much,” I said, interrupting my spell. “But if I’ve got to shove you down and ride you while trying to sing, I’ll do it, Gail. I want you to finish in me. I want you to enjoy me. Fuck, baby, I want to enjoy being enjoyed.”

I didn’t wait for her to respond, instead, I just continued to sing. The words were easy to repeat by now, my subtle variations to the standard spell only serving to provide a little flair here and there. But as soon as Gail started thrusting into me again, the words were replaced with moans. Strangely enough, the efficiency of the spell didn’t drop at all.

Her strokes weren’t nearly as gentle this time. Gail slammed into me and pulled out with enhanced speed only to drive herself back into me once again. Each motion of her hips brought with it a rush of adrenaline and ecstasy. The two swirled together to concoct an intoxicating, addicting bliss that I wanted more of.

Gail put her hands on my upper back as she held me down on the bed, her strong arms not something I could fight against, not that I wanted to. It was in that lack of choice that I found myself truly free to enjoy the moment. For once, it seemed like Gail was focusing on what felt good to her. That concept felt good to me, but the physical sensations being fucked into oblivion provided was a well-received perk.

Instead of the soft moans from earlier, Gail was letting out low, lustful groans between her labored breaths. With each hard pump of her hips, the bed shook, its wooden headboard smashing loudly against the wall of the tavern. With each crash of the bed into the wall, I felt my entire body shifting on the bed. The warm, wet juices from my earlier orgasm seemed like nothing compared to the ridiculous wetness I felt all along my thighs and down onto the bed beneath my hips… again.

It felt good to be used by a woman that seemed to be fanatical over me. Maybe it was just my imagination that made me think that she cared so much about me, but for once, I didn’t believe I was over-thinking something.

My pussy clenched around her shaft, but that didn’t do anything to stop her from pulling out and slamming back into me over and over. She did moan loudly as she kept pumping into me, though. The wet smack of her soaked hips crashing into my ass sang out with the repetitive thumping of the bed against the wall, the cacophony of lewd noises accumulating more members to its choir by the second. My moaning “song”, if it could be called that, mingled with the more primal moans and grunts that came from a lust-stricken Gail.

I felt the warmth of my orgasm building again, yet this time, it wasn’t overpowering. It grew quicker than I would have liked, but that was because I never wanted this moment to end.

Gail’s hands shot to my hips. Her already powerful arms bolstered by my spell made it all-too-easy for her to snatch my hips off the bed, my knees naturally falling into place under me as she viciously pounded into my pussy. With each thrust, she pulled me onto her cock, the heavy impact making my ass and thighs sting.

I tried to keep singing, I desperately tried to hold onto my spell, but the fire in my core was fully stoked and there was nothing I could do to put it out. My jaw dropped as a mind-numbing inferno of pleasure ignited throughout my entire body. My toes curled as the tingling sensation worked its way from my outer limbs up to my core where everything accumulated together. The end result was the loud, wet splash of my juices squirting around Gail’s cock and onto her thighs and the bed.

Gail threw her head back as she let out a euphoric cry and slammed herself into me. There was a moment of stillness. The only sounds in the room were each of our desperate gasps for air as we both felt the bliss of the other. And then came Gail’s soft, quivering moan as her cock throbbed within my depths. Hot streams of cum flooded into my pussy as I let my entire body relax. Gail’s tight grip on my hips held me in place as her thick shaft twitched inside me a few last times.

She relaxed her grip on my hips and leaned on me, pushing my hips back down into the bed. The sticky mess beneath me wasn’t nearly as disgusting as it probably should have been. It was only natural. It came from my body, right? It was only a game, right?

But it felt real. Not just the part about laying in my orgasm, but the entire thing. If that was what an orgasm could feel like when brought about by actually having sex, then my fingers were terrible imitators. I didn’t want to masturbate anymore. I wanted Gail.

She laid on top of me and put her hand around my waist, her fingers sliding along my slick stomach, “Roll onto your side, baby. I want to stay here for a little while if that’s okay?”

I let her tug me onto my side, doing my best to help her as I fought to gather my thoughts. It was strange but incredibly pleasant to have Gail’s softening cock still inside me. I pressed my ass lightly against her hips to see if I could feel her cock shifting inside me. I could. I could also feel the cum trickling out of my well-fucked pussy and down my thigh. It didn’t matter. Once again, I was Gail’s dirty girl, except this time there was no hiding it.

“It’s more than okay, Gail,” I purred. “But I thought you wanted to play the game today. Wasn’t that the goal? Have sex and then go on an adventure?”

Her left hand roamed up and down my side, down to my hip, and then back up. Gail’s soothing touch left goosebumps behind after a few passes. “It was the goal, but I also thought that I would be taking things very slow with you. I thought we’d have a long few hours of getting to know every inch of one another before we got comfortable enough to go all the way.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle quietly. “You’re not wrong. I thought that I would chicken out, really. I was scared that by the time we got to this point, I would just log out and do my best to figure out how to ask you to give me more time. I wasn’t sure if I would just insist that we go level up or not.”

I turned my head to look back at her, a smile forming on my lips. “But then you logged in and I saw you. You didn’t try to pressure me into this situation and you gave me every chance to walk away. That only made it easier for me to make up my mind. If anyone was going to take my virginity, even though this is just a game, I wanted it to be you. Who knows, maybe I’ll even let you take it in real life.”

“Let’s not get too hasty. The game is one thing and I can’t tell you how much I loved every second of this and spending this time with you. But in the real world? Baby, I don’t want you to feel pressured there. I don’t want you to think that all I want is sex. Hell, we’re not even dating yet, and don’t think I’m the kind of woman that’s okay with being friends with benefits. Someone like you deserves to be treated well. You don’t deserve to be a casual fuck buddy. I don’t know if I’m what you’d consider girlfriend material, but I’m submitting my formal application for the position if you’re hiring,” Gail said.

“Don’t you think you’re a little overqualified for the position?” I asked. “Really, Gail, is that what you want? To be with the reclusive socially awkward chick that you met yesterday?”

There was a pause as she draped her arm over my stomach and pulled me tighter against her. “It is. Look, everything starts somewhere. I’m not stupid. I know that this is moving fast, but I’d rather fly at a hundred-fifty miles an hour with the windows down having the time of my life than wonder what would have happened if I got in the vehicle. We’re both smart enough to know what we want. I want to see where this goes, Mel. Why should we care what other people think about our relationship? What matters is that we’re happy. So, would this make you happy?”

“What kind of question is that?” I grumbled. I put my hand on top of hers and interlaced our fingers. There was no denying the awkward nature of having a conversation like this while our hands were both on the aftermath of our passionate, if not rough, sex. “Of course it would make me happy to be with you. Fuck it. I want this, Gail. You’re right. Better to crash and burn in a blaze of glory than to keep living my life hiding in my room.”

I paused for a second before shrugging my shoulder, “Well, actually, I think I’d like to keep hiding in my room for the most part. Seeing you here, though, that’s good enough for me, for now. One day, I think I’d like for this to move into the real world, but there’s no reason we can’t date in both worlds, is there?”

“Of course not, baby,” Gail cooed as she leaned in to kiss my cheek.


Epilogue

I pointed my staff at the ground where Gail stood in a group of four of our other guild members. My favorite song, Tainted Sanctuary, flowed from my lips, my charisma score high enough to make my voice carry a decidedly angelic tone. The ground around the behemoth of a wyvern turned black as glowing white tendrils infused themselves in my allies’ gear, increasing their armor and granting them healing over time buff while I sang.

On either side of me were two more guild members, one a ranger, the other an arcanist. This was the fourth raid this week, and this was the third time it looked like we would succeed it. Gail’s dual Magma Scimitars eviscerated the wyvern’s thick scaled foreleg and immediately, the ranger started firing at the weak opening. Our knight smashed his mace against his shield and launched nearly fifty feet in the air, his mace turning into a divine bolt of lightning as he crashed down onto the wyvern’s head, fully capturing its attention. That gave our rogue time to slip beneath the wyvern and rip into its soft underbelly.

Our guild worked well together. Each one of us knew our place in the group and with Gail’s leadership, we were comfortably in the top five guilds in the entirety of North America. With Gail as our guild master, it was all too easy. Well, not easy, we were just good. All of us.

The wyvern managed to send its icy breath in my direction, but I twirled my staff, activating its ability to empower one ability, and quickly changed songs to Refuge. The damage reduction buff was increased to invulnerability for half of a second, but that was more than enough time. Gail taught me well. Our ranger and arcanist never stopped attacking, never lost faith in my ability to deflect the attack. Considering that my staff cost the guild most of its funds and made this raid possible, I’d say the gold was well spent. After all, this staff came from this wyvern. We’d get one eventually, and when we did, we’d be rich enough to afford to upgrade our cleric’s shield.

After the ice attack, I knew that we had a ten-second window while the beast hunkered down into its ice armor to regenerate some health. That was more than enough time to switch to Fervor, increasing the entire party’s damage to not only mitigate the wyvern’s healing but to also finish the boss off.

It seemed easy, but we’d been fighting it for nearly two hours. This latest content expansion was brutal and there were many, many more already announced. I saw two yellow beacons of light emitting from the pile of loot that erupted from the wyvern, and as usual, we let Gail pick all of the important loot up.

“Harkin, it’s your lucky day,” Gail called out as she turned to the rogue. “We got the Shard of Epifriol! Here you go, man.”

Our rogue scurried over to Gail literally bouncing up and down as he waited for Gail to hand him the dagger. Once he had it, he spoke in his incredibly feminine voice, “Thank you so much, Gail, but are you sure? I mean, my weapons are just fine, we can sell it and then use that money to get Jazz’s shield?”

“You are too sweet, Harkin. I don’t want to sound mean here, but the dagger isn’t high on the tier list of weapons from this boss. It should still be a great damage boost for you, provided you don’t mind switching it up and using the Ice Flash ability to get some crowd control. That should make your weak point damage insane if you can use it right. Besides, isn’t it just higher in raw stats?” Gail asked, never failing to make me feel like I knew nothing about any other class than my own.

“Well, uh, thank you so much!” Harkin chirped as he equipped the dagger, replacing the feather-like blade he previously had with the sapphire bladed dagger.

“Did we get anything else worthwhile?” Devote, the paladin, asked.

“The other unique item was, well, it’s the cloth lingerie outfit. It’s not better than my wife’s armor, but, look guys, don’t make me spell this out. I’d like to hold onto this for Mel if that’s alright. The rest of the loot is going into guild storage for everyone to look at. I’ll price out what we might want to sell versus divvy up, and then we can vote on selling or keeping those items. Sound good?”

We all called out, “Aye!”

It was silly, but it was something that our swashbuckler insisted on and after knowing her for eight months, it was hard to not pick up on some of her eccentricities.

After that, our guild members left the party rapidly leaving only the two of us in the instanced dungeon. Gail smiled at me, holding out her hand with the golden item in it. “Milady, if you’d like to take this back to our castle, I’d love to carry you into the Queen’s chambers where I would enjoy shackling you to the wall and…”

“Baby, you know we’ve got to have dinner with my parents tonight. That’s in half an hour,” I said as I wished that we did have time for her to “punish” me. My fingers idly wandered to the intricate gold and diamond collar she crafted. It took her a lot of grinding her crafting skills, but she certainly got her time and money’s worth out of it. My jaw ached just thinking about sucking her… I couldn’t think about that. Not when we were about to go see my parents.

“So, log out and get dressed?” I asked.

Gail nodded and opened her menu, not huffing about not getting to have sex before we had to log out. It was certainly a common occurrence nowadays. Then again, everything was different now.

I logged out of the game and opened my pod. Clambering out, Gail stood opposite of me, her cock hanging limply between her legs. “We’ve still got twenty minutes, baby,” she purred.

I couldn’t help but giggle as I closed my pod and turned around to put my hands on the glass. “Fine, but when I get pregnant, don’t act like you’re shocked.”

“Baby, you think I’d be shocked? What do you think I’ve been trying to do?” Gail asked as she approached me from behind, her hands on my waist as her rapidly hardening cock pressed against my slick entrance.

I pushed back against her, forcing her cock into my needy slit. A quiet groan slipped from my lips. Even after a month of being married to her and finally giving her my virginity, it was still hard to take her. “F-Fuck, I don’t know, but you better hurry up if you want to have me again tonight.”

“In-game or out?” she asked as she slowly pumped into me, her hips building into a faster rhythm quickly.

“Both,” I moaned as I pushed against my Skydyve console to drive her into me harder. My fingers instinctively bent as I sang quietly, blurring the lines between our worlds for a second. A hot blush spread across my face as I realized what was happening.

Gail simply chuckled and gave my ass a light slap before leaning in, “It’s okay, baby. Sing for me.”

The End


Message from the Author

If you enjoyed this novella, please consider leaving a review. They help boost the visibility of these stories which directly helps make it clear that you guys want more of this sort of content. If steamy transgender novellas are your thing, consider joining my mailing list to be notified of new releases.

If you want to support me in other ways and be able to talk to me directly about what’s going on in my world, what I’m up to, and what I may be doing next, I recommend you check out my Patreon.

If you enjoyed this story, you may enjoy the VR sissification novellas set in the same world a few decades before these books take place:

It’s Just a Game

Skylar didn't know what to expect when he and his game development team got the offer to test out the latest VR tech. It wasn't even out yet, and it was supposed to be able to recreate physical sensations. In 2023, that was unheard of.

His excitement turned into festering uncertainty when he found out that the creators, Howard and Jessica, thought he was a woman and programmed his console accordingly. Fixing that mistake would have cost him another week and that was too long to wait.

If only he knew what would happen once he experienced being in a woman's body for the first time…

Just Play the Game

Max desperately wanted to play the latest game from the original developers of the Skydyve console “Entering the Dark”, but to do that, he’d have to leave the safety of his apartment. In 2030, the PC gaming culture was slowly dying and Max knew that he’d have to change eventually, but was this the time?

In the end, he decided to take the chance by going to a local VR cafe so that he wouldn’t have to find a way around getting a VR license. With the added perk of being able to play with people from the cafe, Max headed out into the unforgiving world that’d always bullied him for his feminine appearance and mannerisms. This time would have to be different, wouldn’t it?

It wasn’t until he partied up with a reckless but skilled woman from the cafe that Max realized the kind of experiences he’d been missing out on. But not everything was peaches and cream. If he wanted to keep playing with her, she had a strange request. She wanted Max to become a female in-game. If not for the fact that he was a stranger to her, Max would have said no in an instant. But… Airy was the first person he’d actually wanted to play with in years. There was no way he could say no to her request. If he knew what would have come from that single, all-important decision, he might have had second thoughts…
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