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      Ever heard the saying, The devil and the deep blue sea?

      It’s actually a shortened version of Caught between the devil and the deep blue sea, which is the nautical version of Caught between a rock and a hard place.

      Nobody really knows where the saying came from, though one theory is that the ‘devil’ was the name for the seam around the ship that kept it watertight. If a sailor fell out of the rigging for the sails, he might hit the devil and break his back – or miss the ship, fall into the ocean, and drown.

      Good times.

      I faced my own dilemma involving a devil. Well, a devil lady. Actually, a smokin’ hot succubus named Alaria – the woman of my dreams and the love of my life. Even if she was a character in a videogame.

      My dilemma also included the deep blue sea. Specifically, the quest to kill Alaria’s evil ex-masters. Our next target would take us down into the depths of the ocean.

      So, more of a Devil IN the deep blue sea sort of situation.

      Mostly, though, the dilemma involved my job as a quality control tech on the virtual-reality videogame OtherWorld.

      It all started when the company I worked for released OtherWorld’s adult expansion pack…

      And everybody started fuckin’.

      And by everybody, I mean EVERYBODY.

      Well, 18 and over, anyway.

      Most people – at least most of our customers – loved it. LOVED it.

      And why wouldn’t they? They continued their quests in the most popular videogame on earth, but now they got to bang hot elves. And lovely dryads. And females of every race in the game.

      Including gnomes and dwarves and orcs and goblins and trolls, if you were into that sort of thing. (Which I am NOT. But no judgment.)

      And if you were a straight woman or a gay dude, you could have your fill of sausage, too.

      And everyone lived happily ever after, right?

      Ha.

      Not everyone.

      The adult expansion pack pissed quite a few people off. Mostly folks who liked to thump Bibles, carry signs, and who had nothing better to do with their time than police what other people did in the privacy of their own bedrooms. (Or videogame consoles.)

      And so the scene was set for the biggest showdown I’d ever faced, inside the game or out…

      …and I hadn’t even logged in for the day yet.
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      We were in Westek’s largest conference room for an all-hands-on-deck meeting of the quality control department. My boss, John Perkins, was addressing me and my coworkers about the new expansion pack.

      The problem was, he kept getting interrupted.

      “The good news is that monthly subscriptions are up 198% from last quarter, and we’re seeing – ”

      “SEX IS FOR MARRIAGE, NOT VIDEOGAMES!” a giant crowd yelled outside. “SEX IS FOR MARRIAGE, NOT VIDEOGAMES!”

      John looked out the conference room’s bay windows in annoyance. “For fuck’s sake…”

      “Literally,” one of my coworkers piped up, and the entire room burst into laughter.

      The first couple of protestors had shown up outside company headquarters the day after the expansion pack was announced. Within a week, the total number had increased to several dozen.

      Fearing a potential public relations disaster if they slow-walked it, Westek released the expansion pack months early, at which point the crowd outside our building swelled into the hundreds.

      I felt bad for my coworkers, who had to deal with the Bible-thumpers as they came to work in the morning and left again at night. Me? I spent four to six days at a time inside an experimental long-term immersion rig. I only had to see the self-righteous busybodies once a week at most.

      It wasn’t their physical presence that was the worst, though. Even though Westek had secured a court order and the police had cordoned off the protestors 200 feet from the building, they still had megaphones – which they pretty much used 24/7.

      They shouted dozens of different slogans, but some of my favorites (if you can call them ‘favorites’) were…

      “The sin is virtual, but Hell is real!”

      “Read the Constitution, no gaming prostitution!”

      “Don’t tempt God’s hate! Thou shalt not fornicate!”

      What the protestors lacked in creativity, rhythmic meter, and grasp of Constitutional law, they made up for in volume. As in, This one goes to 11.

      As the shouting continued outside, John grimaced and raised his voice. “As some of you have already reported, we’re starting to see protestors inside the game now. Ironic, since they have to pay for monthly subscriptions and they’re just adding to our profits. If they all started playing OtherWorld and left us alone in the real world, that would be fine by me. However, if you encounter protestors inside the game, do not engage. Do not feed the trolls.”

      “Hey!” a guy shouted out in mock indignation. Everybody knew that his QC character was a troll.

      Everyone laughed.

      John smiled. “Except for Ken over there. You can feed him. All right, people, we should probably – ”

      A new chant started outside.

      “IT’S ADAM AND EVE, NOT YOURSELVES AND ELVES!”

      “Oh, shut the fuck up!” John roared, and everybody cheered.

      He turned back to us with a hangdog look.

      “Look, guys, I know this is annoying, but everybody just soldier through. They’ll eventually get tired of it.” He paused. “I hope.”

      John didn’t have to worry about us, though. Morale had never been higher. And why not? Once they realized that they were sitting on a goldmine, Westek had shifted 90% of the QC department over to the adult servers. Now all the workers – guys and girls – could bang hot elves and get paid hourly for it. What had formerly been a cool gig had turned into a dream job.

      Although I’d been lucky enough to be doing it for months.

      After the meeting, I returned to the experimental lab and hooked myself back into my rig.

      Time to go bang a certain smokin’ hot devil lady.

      Well, at some point, anyway. There were other issues I had to solve first.

      No matter how awesome the sex was in the game, I was still on a long-term quest, and there were still all sorts of pesky little problems that went along with it.

      Like how to breathe underwater.
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      I came to inside The Blowhole.

      I know that since the adult expansion pack, that name might have a very different meaning – but it was actually just a grubby seaside bar with a décor and clientele straight out of New England in the early 1800’s.

      So, basically Moby Dick. Captain Ahabs and Queequegs everywhere, although some of them were orcs and goblins.

      I was sitting in a booth flanked by Alaria and Stig, my succubus and imp. Alaria was basically a devilish version of Playmate of the Century, with red skin, black wings, horns, and a tail. Stig looked like an anorexic grey cousin of Yoda in a nudist colony, though with no dangly bits to betray he was a boy.

      Across from us sat a shifty-looking guy in a striped sailor’s shirt and white cap, with a bushy neckbeard of black whiskers. A dozen empty beer steins filled the table between us.

      “What happened, matey?” the sailor sneered. “Not enough sleep?”

      In OtherWorld, when you signed out – even temporarily, like I had for the 30-minute QC meeting – all the NPCs (non-player characters) were programmed to ignore the fact that your avatar just sat there all dopey-eyed and non-communicative.

      On the other hand, they might make a comment like Sailor Guy… or like Stig.

      “Can’t hold his liquor,” my imp chortled as he downed his fifth – sixth? Seventh? – beer.

      Stig liked his grog, Stig did. A little too much, if you asked me.

      “He was up all night doing important things,” Alaria cooed. “Like me.”

      I looked over at my girlfriend, and she winked.

      I smiled back.

      The sailor just seemed weirded out, though.

      “Yes, well, hrmph, back to the matter at hand,” he grumbled. He pulled out a silk baggie and placed it on the table in front of him. “As I said, this is the best bet you’ve got to breathe underwater… and it’s gonna cost ya.”

      “Let me see them,” I said.

      The sailor opened the bag and spilled out seven silver rings onto the table.

      We had tried everything to breathe underwater. Special potions, magical spells, you name it. The problem was that even the best potions wore off after 30 minutes. I didn’t want to be locked in battle underwater when the potion ran out. And spells could be counteracted and broken by an enemy attack. Also not very convenient.

      No – if we were going to be underwater for days or weeks at a time, I needed something I could count on. And apparently these rings were it.

      “Salvaged from the Lost Temple of Baloq, the sea god,” the sailor said. “We found some natives out in the Dark Archipelago sellin’ ‘em. They got ‘em from the temple ruins on the sea floor a thousand feet down. Guaranteed to make ya breathe underwater.”

      I eyed him suspiciously. “For how long?”

      “As long as ya wear the ring.”

      If this guy was on the level, these rings would solve all our problems.

      …IF he was on the level.

      “How do I know you’re not just scamming us?” I asked suspiciously.

      “I ain’t a liar, boy. Go take a swim ‘n try it out. I’ll go with ya.”

      The bar was only a hundred feet from a sandy beach. It would be simple enough to go take the rings for a spin.

      “Alright… how much?”

      “A hunnert gold.”

      I nearly choked. “A HUNDRED GOLD?!”

      After purchasing a bunch of crappy half-measures, I only had 105 gold left.

      “I can’t afford three rings at that price!” I snapped.

      The sailor frowned. “Why would ya need three, matey?”

      “Are you forgetting about my friends?” I asked, irritated.

      Alaria raised one eyebrow at the sailor.

      Stig ignored us completely as he tipped his beer stein all the way back and got foam all over his face.

      “Yer a warlock, aintcha?” the sailor snorted. “I hear tell that anything that affects you affects yer demons, too.”

      “So… you’re saying I wear the ring, and they’ll be able to breathe underwater, too?” I asked suspiciously.

      “Like a fish,” the sailor grinned.

      “I don’t feel like a fish,” Stig burped.

      “He’s gotta put it on first, ya strange, wee little man.”

      “I’m not a man,” Stig said indignantly.

      Guess he didn’t mind being called ‘strange’ or ‘wee,’ though.

      “Let me try them on,” I said.

      The sailor slid the pile of rings over to me, and I went through them until I found one that fit. I selected it and read its properties:

      

      Ring of Baloq

      Grants bearer the ability to breathe underwater.

      Ability extends to all of Warlock’s demons.

      

      Okay, so the guy apparently wasn’t lying. Either that, or the game was now pushing counterfeit products with bogus stats.

      I was already wearing two rings, each with magical properties. The game would only allow me to get benefits from two rings at a time, though, so I had to remove one of them.

      My Ring of Tharos gave me +60 Intellect, +40 Stamina, and +20 Haste. I wasn’t about to take it off. So I took off my generic +4 Intellect, +6 Critical Strike ring, dropped it into one of my bags, and slipped on the Ring of Baloq.

      “Feel like a fish yet?” I joked to Stig.

      “Nope.”

      “Ya gotta get in the water first, matey,” the sailor said.

      “Alright, let’s go try it out in the – ”

      “AHH,” the sailor grunted as he held out his hand, palm up.

      “I’m not going to pay you until I know it works.”

      “An’ I’m not lettin’ you anywhere near the water wearin’ that thing, lessin’ you swim away with it. So gimme my money first, landlubber.”

      I sighed, reached into my purse, and pulled out almost all of my remaining gold. “If this doesn’t work, and you try to run off with my money, I’ll kill you.”

      “Aye, ‘tis to be expected,” the sailor said as he pocketed my money. “Let’s go try her out, then.”

      We left the bar and walked out into the sunshine down to the sandy beach.

      To be accurate, Alaria, the sailor, and I walked. Stig stumbled drunkenly.

      As the waves lapped gently at the shore, I started taking off my boots.

      “What’re ya doin’?” the sailor asked, bewildered.

      “Taking off my clothes.”

      “What, are ya gonna be swimmin’ around stark nekkers? I thought ya wanted to go questin’, not skinny-dippin’.”

      He had a point. Probably wouldn’t do to go into battle with no armor on, even if it was cloth armor.

      Okay, fine.

      I walked into the crystal-clear water fully clothed. My pants were immediately soaked through, and I felt my cloak float on the water around me.

      At least the water was warm – a nice Caribbean-style 80 degrees.

      I got up to neck level and looked back at Alaria and Stig.

      The first breath underwater always sucked – especially if you’d bought a bum spell and ended up drowning instead. As I had on a previous occasion.

      Once I’d resurrected in the nearest graveyard, I hunted down the bastard who’d sold it to me and killed him on general principle.

      I nervously sucked in my potentially last breath of air. “Here goes nothin’.”

      “Don’t die, honey,” Alaria said sweetly.

      “Yeah, don’t die, boss,” Stig echoed.

      “Really useful advice, guys,” I said sarcastically.

      I ducked my head underwater, blew out as much air as I could… fought every last survival instinct I had… and inhaled.

      Warm, salty water flowed over my tongue and down my windpipe.

      Just as I was anticipating choking to death, a warm feeling of peace came over me – and I started to breathe underwater.

      IT WORKED!

      I jumped up out of the water and shouted, “Blb blrk!” as saltwater poured out of my mouth.

      “Ya gotta get air in yer lungs, matey, if ya wanna talk topside,” the sailor said.

      I coughed out another mouthful of water, then yelled, “It works!”

      “‘Course it works.”

      “Come on in, guys, you gotta try it!”

      Alaria sighed and walked into the waves. The stiletto heels on her thigh-high leather boots magically refused to sink into the sand as she made her way over to me.

      “You know I don’t like water, right?” she asked.

      We’d had this discussion before, shortly after we first met.

      Well, shortly after I’d summoned her for the first time, anyway.

      “It’s a little tough to go after an underwater ex-master of yours if you don’t want to get wet,” I teased her.

      “Oh, I looooove getting wet,” she purred in my ear as she pressed her bikini-clad breasts against me. “You know that.”

      I did, actually.

      She liked getting wet even more than I liked getting hard – which I was doing at that precise moment.

      Especially when she grabbed my crotch and started stroking it.

      “Mmmm,” she murmured with a grin. “The elusive cock fish.”

      “See if you can breathe underwater,” I said, “and you can have all the cock fish you want.”

      She giggled, then plunged under the surface. A few seconds later, a string of silver bubbles floated up and then stopped.

      I waited for her to surface to tell me everything was okay –

      But she didn’t.

      Her long hair was just floating there like a black cloud a couple of feet underwater.

      Maybe she’s just getting acclimated…

      I checked her icon on the Action Bar that floated at the bottom of my field of vision.

      She’s not losing any hit points…

      Still, I was starting to get a little concerned. I was about to reach down into the water and haul her back up when I felt two hands undo my belt and yank my pants down.

      Then her mouth, warm and soft, wrapped around my three-quarter chubby and immediately turned it into a full-mast erection.

      O-KAAAAY!

      I guess everything’s fine down there…

      I gasped as she bobbed up and down on me for a few strokes – and then she surfaced with a mischievous look on her face.

      Her hair, which was normally a voluminous tangle of black curls, hung sleek and wet down the back of her head.

      God she was beautiful.

      Alaria spat out a mouthful of water and grinned. “Normally I swallow.”

      “I know,” I said as I pulled up my pants.

      She licked her lips seductively. “You know, I think I’m really going to like it underwater.”

      “Me too,” I said, anxious to get back down there and try some new tricks.

      I looked over at my other demon. Stig was only ankle-deep, and he eyed the water fearfully.

      “Yo, Stig, what’s the problem?” I called out.

      “Sharks, boss.”

      I looked around in alarm, then realized he was speaking hypothetically.

      “Dude, you’re so short that you’ll be underwater in two and a half feet. There’s no sharks in water that shallow.”

      “Could be landsharks.”

      We’d actually seen landsharks – or at least sharks that could propel themselves up out of the water and across a slick, rocky island – when we’d journeyed inside the sentient dungeon controlled by Deek the Dungeon Core.

      “Aye,” the sailor added unhelpfully. “Landsharks are the worst.”

      “See?!” Stig said as he pointed at the sailor.

      “You’re not helping,” I snapped at the sailor, then turned back to my imp. “That was in a dungeon. This isn’t a dungeon. There aren’t any friggin’ landsharks.”

      “That’s what you say,” Stig said grumpily.

      “Come on, chop chop. We’ve got ex-masters to kill.”

      Stig sighed the weary groan of a put-upon martyr and began to gingerly wade out.

      He was only up to his waist when a wave knocked him ass over teakettle.

      “Waggh!” he screamed as he went underwater.

      He came back up spluttering with his ears drooping down the sides of his head.

      “I HATE THIS,” he yelled.

      “Just breathe it in,” I yelled back.

      He made an angry face, then dunked down underwater.

      Once he was gone a few seconds, I gave him a thumbs-up under the surface, like I was asking, Everything okay?

      A little grey fist shot out of the water, and a single finger jutted up in response.

      Turned out it wasn’t the thumb, though.

      Good ol’ Stig.

      “Alright,” I called out to the sailor, “it works.”

      Secretly I thought, It BETTER for a hundred gold.

      But I didn’t say that. I just added, “Thanks for the ring. We’ll be going now.”

      “You’ll be needin’ a means of locomotion underwater,” the sailor called out like a used car salesman. “I’ve got just the thing for ya – a special trinket from the Lost City of Galata, 20 fathoms beneath the Sea of Good Will. I’ll give it to ya fer half off, seein’ as ya just bought – ”

      “Yeah, yeah, we’re good,” I said. “Thanks anyway.”

      Before he could say more, I submerged, breathed in, and took in the underwater world all around us.

      The sandy seafloor was a light yellow, and the water was crystal clear. I could see for a thousand feet out into deeper water, and I marveled at the sun shimmering down from the surface in glittering columns of light. Twenty feet away from us, neon-colored coral beds flourished, and bright blue and yellow fish darted in and out of hiding.

      It was truly beautiful. An enchanted underwater world.

      Speaking of beautiful, I looked over to see my succubus three feet under the surface. Her black hair drifted slowly around her face, and she smiled at me as she treaded water. Over to my left, Stig was doggy paddling awkwardly along the bottom of the seafloor.

      For the first time, I spoke out loud, testing my voice. “Hey guys, can you hear me?”

      It was a slightly odd sensation having water rushing over my vocal cords instead of air, but I sounded the same as normal. And it turned out, I could hear just as well, too.

      “Perfectly,” Alaria said.

      “Yeah, boss,” Stig agreed.

      “Awesome! We should probably – ”

      Suddenly a Caribbean-inflected voice interrupted me. “Welcome to da adult expansion pack of Othah-World!”

      I looked down to see a crimson-colored crab on the ocean floor.

      Almost instinctively, I glanced around to see whether we were about to be swarmed by snorkeling lawyers from the House of Mouse.

      Unlike Sebastian from The Little Mermaid, though, he didn’t have a fleshy little head, but he did have two large googly eyes bulging out of his shell.

      I guess it was just far enough away from the original version to not be litigation-worthy.

      As long as he didn’t start singing an obscene version of “Under The Sea.” (Insert your own lyrics here.)

      The crab continued, “You have embarked on a whole new experience in entertainment! Please confirm that you are at least 18 years of age before da fun begins!”

      Interesting way of onboarding new users.

      You would think before somebody had sex in your game, you wouldn’t want to bring up the topic of ‘crabs.’

      “Go away,” I said to the crustacean.

      “Alright! You can call me back any time for an introduction to your new world of sensual delights!”

      With that, he scuttled away across the seafloor, humming the tune of his trademark-infringing song.

      “Weird,” Stig muttered.

      I looked over to see Alaria’s reaction.

      She was frowning. “What’s an adult expansion pack?”

      I forgot – as a result of her advanced AI, Alaria didn’t react the same as other NPCs. Like Stig (who was way smarter than most NPCs but not as self-aware as Alaria) just now with the crab, most NPCs completely ignored any meta comments about the game world itself. But Alaria picked up on them, which occasionally necessitated some quick thinking.

      I decided to have some fun with it. I took her hand and put it on the crotch of my pants. “That’s an adult expansion pack.”

      “Ohhhh,” she purred. “Then I like adult expansion packs. But… why was the crab talking about your penis, then?”

      “Kinky crab.”

      “Then I like kinky crabs, too,” she murmured, and leaned in to kiss me as she slowly stroked me through my pants, definitely expanding my adult ‘pack.’

      Her lips were warm and soft, and she opened them to my tongue. It was a new, sensual pleasure kissing underwater – especially when you didn’t have to worry about drowning.

      My hands found the bare skin of her waist and traced upwards to her chest. Her voluminous breasts were ordinarily firm and gravity-defying, but now they were suspended sensually by the water, their weight buoyed. It was a whole different experience fondling her but not feeling the heavy weight of her in the palm of my hand.

      She moaned into my mouth as I gently tweaked her hardening nipple through the leather of her bikini top, and she moved her hand inside my pants and began stroking my –

      “AWKWARD,” Stig yelled from a few feet away.

      We broke off the kiss and turned to look at him with his arms crossed disapprovingly.

      “Get card out of free jail!” he snapped. “Get card out of free jail!”

      He was trying to say ‘Get Out of Jail Free Card.’ You know, from Monopoly. I’d brought up the concept after Alaria and I had a threesome with Soraiya the succubus, back in Orlo’s lair. At the time, I had promised Stig that I would let him stop me and Alaria from having sex once in the future.

      “Instead of using your ‘Get Out Of Jail Free’ card, why don’t you go have a drink in the bar instead?” I suggested. I reached into one of the bags on my belt, pulled out a silver coin, and flipped it through the water with a flick of my thumb.

      Coins flip differently through the water, I discovered. It tumbled in slow motion, somersaulting over and over as it rose and then gently fell.

      Stig snagged it like a snapping turtle gobbling up a minnow. “THANKS, BOSS!”

      Then he turned and started doggie paddling away.

      Slowly.

      Very slowly.

      “Can you go a little faster?” Alaria said crossly.

      “I’m trying!” he yelled.

      We just watched, bored and horny, as he moved through the water like the world’s slowest fish.

      A minute later, he finally reached a spot where he could walk on the sand, and he scampered up out of the surf and onto dry land.

      I turned back to Alaria. “Now… where were we?”

      “The adult expansion pack,” she said with a grin, and started stroking my erection again as we kissed.
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      Having sex underwater was a whole new world of sensual delights, indeed.

      Even something as simple as running my fingers through her hair felt completely different. Her ebony locks were suspended in a soft wreath around her face, and it felt like running my fingers through a cloud of silk.

      The water stroked our skin with gentle currents, adding to the pleasure of our hands caressing each other’s bodies.

      I thought that the taste of saltwater would interfere, but I guess my senses grew used to it and stopped noticing it, because I could taste the cinnamon and vanilla of her mouth when I kissed her.

      I undid the clasp on the front of her bra and watched with delight as her breasts were freed to float weightless.

      She tugged off her own thigh-high stilettos and slipped out of her thong, then hurriedly stripped off my cloak, shirt, pants, and boots. All our clothes drifted gently to the seafloor, where they lay undisturbed as we hovered in the water above them.

      My hardon was already raging, so I grabbed her by her dainty waist and pulled her through the water towards me. I was a little concerned that the water might take away her natural lubrication and make penetration more difficult, but I needn’t have worried – she was just as wet underwater as out. My swollen head pressed up against her lips and slipped easily inside.

      “Oh Ian,” she sighed. She wrapped her thighs around my hips and lay back in the water perpendicular to my body, just like she was lying on a bed.

      And I began to thrust.

      The sensations were wonderful, but what was amazing was watching the way her breasts moved underwater. They bobbed and jiggled like normal when we were fucking, but maybe a quarter as fast. Every time I plunged into her, her breasts would shift up and down, little shockwaves of motion rippling through her tits in slow motion. It was a hell of a lot of fun to watch.

      And her hair – it drifted around her face in a beautiful black haze as she whipped her head back and forth.

      As she got more and more into it, her black wings opened on her back. She looked even more exotic than usual – a gorgeous underwater dragon beating the water with her wings.

      I had to hold onto her a little more tightly than normal, and work a little harder against the resistance of the water, just to keep thrusting inside her. But doing so made me realize anew just how firm and sexy her ass was. Her firm cheeks filled my hands, and I squeezed them hard as I rocked inside her.

      She smiled as she ran her fingers through her hair, like she couldn’t contain her pleasure. “Mmmmm…”

      That gave me an idea.

      I put one finger in my mouth and wet it thoroughly. Even though everything was already wet with seawater, there were different levels of ‘wet’ – which was proved beyond a shadow of a doubt by the experience of being inside her.

      Once my finger was slicked down, I grabbed her firm bubble butt with my hand… and then slowly, sensually began circling the rim of her asshole.

      “Oh IAN,” she gasped.

      Seeing how much she liked that, I gently eased my lubricated fingertip inside her.

      “Oh Goddess, put it in all the way, PLEASE…”

      I slowly slid my finger inside her ass as I continued to fuck her pussy with my cock.

      Then I began to move my finger in and out, in and out.

      She went wild. She arched her back, nearly bent all the way over, and manhandled her breasts, pinching her own nipples savagely. Then she moved one of her hands down to her clit and began to pleasure herself, her hand a red blur.

      “DEEPER, DEEP AS YOU CAN GO!” she screamed.

      I plunged my finger all the way in and began to caress her deep inside. I could feel my own cock pressing against her interior wall with every thrust. I put pressure against it with the fingertip, feeling the bulge of my flesh inside hers.

      She began to come – and not just her pussy.

      I felt her asshole tighten around my finger again and again, little spasms of pleasure that were matched by the pulsings of her pussy around my cock.

      “OH MY FUCKING GODDESS!” she screamed, and thrashed back and forth, her wings beating the water like she wanted to take flight.

      Finally the contractions died away, and I took the opportunity to rest as she lay suspended in the water, gasping and moaning and slowly massaging her breasts.

      “Oh Goddess, that was good…” she murmured, then looked at me mischievously. “Okay, time for you.”

      She pulled herself off me and maneuvered until her face was even with my cock. Then she began to stroke me with her hand. I was still slathered with her juices, so her fingers felt slippery and soft as they milked my shaft.

      “I want to see something, so this might not be as fun as normal… but I’ll make it up to you later,” she cooed.

      “What are you going to do?”

      “Shhh, just watch.”

      She began to lick the underside of my cock, that super-sensitive little ridge of skin called the frenulum just below the crown. The entire time she looked up at me with merriment in her eyes, giving me the occasional wink as she stroked my staff with one hand and fondled my balls with the other.

      It didn’t feel as good as being inside her – her pussy or her mouth – but it was still pretty damn good. Alaria’s handjobs (and, I guess, tongue-jobs) felt better than a blowjob from another woman.

      Plus, I had struggled the last few minutes not to come so that I could make sure she reached orgasm. Now I just let go and enjoyed the sensations – and the show.

      Within a couple of minutes, I felt that growing sensation that let me know I was about to burst.

      “Are you close?” she asked at the exact moment I knew I’d reached the point of no return.

      She had a sixth sense about that sort of thing. Maybe a sexth sense.

      Okay, that was bad.

      “Yes,” I grunted. “Unh – UNH – ”

      She stopped licking and pumped her hand up and down my shaft, watching the head of my cock intently. I was wondering what the hell she was expecting.

      Then I came and immediately saw.

      Instead of shooting off in an arc onto her face, my jizz just sort of hung there, pearls of white liquid suspended in the water.

      She grinned like she’d seen exactly what she wanted. Before I finished, she opened her lips and in one fell swoop took my cum and my cock in her mouth and plunged down all the way on my shaft.

      “OH!” I cried out as a whole new level of pleasure suddenly intensified my orgasm.

      She bobbed vigorously up and down, her mouth pleasuring me from base to crown.

      What started off as an ‘okay’ orgasm turned into a much longer, crazier one.

      As my contractions finally subsided, Alaria slowed down and slid her mouth off me. Then, grinning, she opened her mouth and showed me what she’d sucked out of me – and swallowed it in one gulp, after which she licked her lips and grinned.

      “Mmmm… very nice,” she purred.

      “That was better than nice, that was GREAT,” I panted.

      “I wanted to see what it looked like when you came underwater,” she explained as she drifted upwards, looped her arms around my neck, and mashed her boobs against my chest.

      “Did you like it?”

      “I did – but now that I’ve seen it, you should just come inside me next time.”

      “I’ll do that.”

      She wrapped her thighs around my hips and ground her crotch into my still-hard erection.

      “You know, you’re still good to go,” she whispered into my ear. “You could come inside me now… if you want.”

      After another 15 minutes of fucking – and several screaming orgasms from her – I did just that.
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      As we got dressed, I asked Alaria about the next ex-master we were about to face. He was listed as ‘Zali’ in my quest listing, I had no idea how to pronounce it.

      “How do you say his name?” I asked. “‘Zolly’?”

      “That’s how a lot of people pronounce it, but he says it zah-LEE,” she said, putting the emphasis on the last syllable.

      “Zah-LEE,” I said mockingly.

      What a dopey name.

      I was actually pretty pumped about this one. Zali was inexplicably only a Level 40, which was MUCH closer to me (currently Level 27) than either Saykir (Level 70) or Orlo (Level 90) had been.

      Granted, an army of demon pirates had helped me kill Saykir, and a vicious bounty hunter had technically been the one to off Orlo, but… whatever. The difference between our powers would be a cakewalk compared with other villains I’d faced.

      Speaking of powers, I checked over my stats to see where I stood.

      

      Level 27

      

      Health 2450

      Mana 3000

      Intellect 216

      Stamina 181

      Armor 65

      

      Necklace of Ra’nath: +40 Intellect, +20 Stamina

      

      Shoulders: +10 Armor, + 5 Intellect

      Magical Orcish Cloak: +12 Armor, +25 Stamina, +10 Critical Strike

      Shirt: +4

      Vest: +6

      Bracers: +8 Armor, + 1 Intellect, +1 Stamina

      Pants: +6

      Belt: +4, +3 Intelligence

      Boots of the Yeti: +10 Armor, +12 Intellect, +20 Stamina

      Gloves: +5

      Rings:  Ring of Balos: Ability to breathe underwater

      Ring of Tharos: +60 Intellect, +40 Stamina, +20 Haste

      

      Trinkets: +7 Critical Strike, +5 Haste

      

      Wand of the Dead

      +50 Intellect

      +30 Stamina

      +15 Critical Strike

      

      Critical Strike: 7.0%

      Haste: 4.5%

      

      When I’d exchanged my original ring for the Ring of Baloq, I’d taken a slight hit to Critical Strike (which basically gave my spells an every-so-often chance of inflicting more damage) and Intellect, which would diminish the speed and power of my spells by a hair.

      But, hey – underwater breathing, bitches.

      I also ran through a brief refresher of my spells.

      Darkbolt – a single blast of dark energy.

      Darkfire – flames of dark energy that did damage over six seconds.

      Unholy Quintet – summon five imps to fight for me (an upgrade I’d hit at Level 26).

      Soul Suck – drain life from an enemy and add it to my Health.

      Self-Sacrifice – give some of my Health to my demons.

      Mana Conversion – trade off Health for more Mana/magical power.

      Doomsday – delayed reaction attack that did a lot of damage after 20 seconds.

      Terrify – make an enemy run away in, well, terror.

      All-Seeing Eye – an ‘eye in the sky’ that let me scout ahead.

      Invisibility – become invisible for 20 seconds.

      Hellstorm – little bat-winged demons threw burning sulfur for six seconds.

      Gravesite – create a ‘save point’ where I (or anyone in a group I was part of) could respawn instead of resurrecting at the nearest graveyard. Hugely convenient.

      As I was perusing the list, I realized something.

      “You know,” I said to Alaria, “we should make sure that my powers work underwater, otherwise we could be in for a nasty surprise when we get to Zali.”

      “That’s a good idea,” she agreed.

      I looked around the coral reef for a fish to kill. At first I was planning to skip the cute, harmless fish for something like a moray eel or a barracuda.

      Yes, I realize the goddamn fish were all made out of 0’s and 1’s on a computer server somewhere, but come on. Nobody wants to kill Dory.

      But there were no evil-looking fish around. Plus, I’d had a bad occurrence with a seemingly harmless skunk on my first day in the game, so I wasn’t interested in a repeat of that.

      I targeted a small, incredibly unlucky blue fellow and hit him with Darkbolt. Black energy blasted out of my fingertips and sent the little sucker belly-up to the surface.

      Next I targeted a grey-striped fish and Soul-Sucked him. Blue forks of lightning sparked through the water and sent him straight to the Giant Fishbowl in the Sky.

      I hit another guy with Doomsday, and he immediately bought the farm after 20 seconds.

      ‘Terrify’ sent a baby octopus squirting off into the distance on a trail of black fluid.

      Reminded me of Finding Nemo.

      Guys, you made me iiiink!

      But something went terribly, horribly wrong with Unholy Quintet.

      I was able to summon the five imps, no problem. Hot-water vents erupted from the seafloor, and the imps appeared in clouds of sand.

      But when they attacked the red fish in front of them, they basically threw little underwater farts of bubbles and steam.

      Whaaaaa?!

      The imps seemed as dumbfounded as me. They looked down at their hands like, What the hell?! and then tried firing at the fish again.

      Again, little trails of bubbles spewed out from their hands.

      The fish got hit by the fart stream, but after tumbling around and around, he sped off, none the worse for wear.

      Ohhh, that’s not good.

      That’s not good at ALL.

      The imps all looked at me and chattered in gibberish. I didn’t have to speak impish to understand the gist:

      WHAT THE FUCK, BRO?!

      Then they disappeared in little bursts of bubbles.

      I mentally ran through my other powers to check for any that relied on fire. There was only one.

      I cast Hellstorm, and a flock of little bat-winged demons appeared.

      Normally they threw a hailstorm of flaming chunks of sulfur.

      Underwater, though, those little chunks of sulfur made the water go FSSSSS, produced a million tiny bubbles, and then slowly drifted down to the seafloor like a bucketful of gravel.

      “What the HELL?!”

      “What?” Alaria asked in a bored voice.

      “All of my fire-based powers don’t work!”

      “Uh, yeah,” Alaria said like DUH. She gestured around her. “We’re underwater.”

      I stared at her. “But how do your powers work underwater, then?”

      “They don’t.”

      My confusion gave way to panic. “What do you mean, your powers don’t work underwater?”

      In answer, she summoned a fireball in the palm of her hand. There was a little spark of yellow flame, but it was quickly snuffed out and turned into a silver curtain of bubbles rising up through the water.

      “What about your fire whip?!”

      She pulled back her arm and flicked it forward. Normally a flaming strand of fire would appear in her hand and CRACK! at supersonic speeds – but all that appeared now was a limp strand of black that drifted through the water like an overcooked spaghetti noodle.

      “Your pitchfork?!”

      She flicked her arm again. Instead of a flaming weapon, a black pitchfork appeared in a shower of bubbles.

      I guess it was good that she could still produce any weapon at all, but it was sort of like stepping down from a Ferrari to a Ford Focus.

      “GOD DAMN IT!” I cried out in frustration. “Is it going to be the same way with Stig?!”

      Alaria frowned like that was the stupidest question she’d heard lately. “He’s going to be underwater, isn’t he?”

      SHIT.

      I was supposed to go up against a Level 40 Warlock with a fourth of my offensive powers gone? And with two demons who couldn’t do jack shit but poke him?

      FUCK.

      No wonder Zali was only Level 40.

      Unless he was similarly limited in his powers (hahaha, yeah, RIGHT, like the game would help me out that much), then our mission just got a lot harder.

      This was going to suck donkey balls.

      But I still had questions.

      “If you can’t do anything underwater, then how the fuck did you fight for Zali?”

      “I never fought for him.”

      “What?! What do you mean, ‘you never fought for him’?!”

      “I posed.”

      “WHAT DO YOU MEAN, YOU ‘POSED’?!”

      “Why do you keep asking me ‘what do you MEAN’ every time?” she snapped. “I mean I posed. He’s an artist.”

      WHAT?!

      “You mean – like paintings?!”

      “More like sculptures.”

      “Did he… was he, uh… did he treat you like Jastoth and Odeon?” I asked, referencing two of her most abusive ex-masters (and trying to be delicate about what Zali might have done to her).

      “No, he just made me pose.” Alaria’s eyes squinted angrily as she stared off into the distance, as though caught up in a particularly enraging memory. “The little fucker made me pose for years.”

      …huh?

      “I don’t get it,” I said, confused. “So you posed ten hours a day for a couple of years – what’s the big – ”

      “He made me stand in one fucking spot for three years straight.”

      I stared at her, astounded. “…you mean… you didn’t go to bed?”

      “No!”

      “You didn’t sit down for three years?!”

      “I didn’t MOVE for three years. AT ALL.”

      “How did you stay alive?!”

      “He fed me energy through his powers.”

      Ah. Self-Sacrifice. A warlock’s ability to raise his demons’ hit points by donating some of his own Health.

      “Why didn’t you move?” I asked.

      “Because I had a fucking collar on, and he commanded me to stay still! I had no choice but to obey!”

      Oh.

      Well, shit.

      Okay, that was pretty fucking bad.

      Alaria bared her teeth in a growl. “That little asshole… I am so going to enjoy killing him…”

      Not without your powers, you’re not, I thought glumly.

      But that was a problem for later. Right now we actually had to go find Zali.

      “Alright, let’s go get Stig and get a move on,” I said. “We’ll figure everything else out on the way.”

      I turned towards shore and started to swim.

      Damn, this is a little difficult.

      Swimming underwater in OtherWorld was a lot like doing it in real life: a lot of energy expended, but you didn’t move very fast. Not without swim fins on your feet.

      I turned around to ask Alaria if she had any tips, and saw that she was ten feet behind me.

      Not because she wasn’t trying. She was. It’s just that her wings – folded or expanded – were a huge drag on her progress. It was kind of like trying to jog into a headwind with a billboard strapped to your back.

      “It’s hard for you to swim?!” I asked incredulously.

      She shot me a dour look. “Obviously.”

      “Then how did you swim when you worked for Zali?!”

      “I told you, I posed for three years straight. There wasn’t much swimming involved.”

      FUCK!

      “Hold on, let me try Balrog,” I said.

      I cast the spell for my mount. He appeared underwater in a dark swirl of smoke –

      And immediately began to panic.

      “MWEEEEE-HE-HEEEE!” he screamed in a high-pitched horse whinny, and thrashed up to the surface.

      I kicked over next to him as he swam awkwardly towards shore. “No, Balrog, you can breathe underwater, boy!”

      “No he can’t,” Alaria said.

      I looked over to see her treading water next to me.

      “Why not?” I asked.

      “He’s not a demon. The ring won’t work on him.”

      Shit, she’s RIGHT!

      The ring only granted underwater breathing powers to my demons, not my horse.

      Even if he was a magical, nightmarish one.

      “Dammit,” I grunted, and reluctantly cast the spell to make Balrog disappear.

      Jesus, it was going to take us forever to –

      It was then that I remembered the sailor’s final words.

      You’ll be needin’ a means of locomotion underwater. I’ve got just the thing for ya – a special trinket from the Lost City of Galata, 20 fathoms beneath the Sea of Good Will. I’ll give it to ya fer half off…

      “Mother FUCKER,” I grumbled.

      “What?” Alaria asked.

      “Goddamn used car salesman sold me a Beemer, but he didn’t include the wheels,” I griped as I swam for shore.

      “…what’s a car?” Alaria asked. “And a Beemer?”

      “It’s like a wagon.”

      “Who sold you a wagon?”

      “Never mind,” I said. “Let’s just go get Stig and find out how much more I’m going to have to pay this asshole.”
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      We entered The Blowhole dripping wet. Well, I did, anyway. Once we were back on shore, Alaria used her heat-based powers to evaporate all the saltwater off her body. I didn’t feel like getting my skin burned off trying to get dry, so I just wrung out my cloak as well as I could and tromped inside the bar.

      I got a lot of pissed-off looks from the bartender, but – oh well.

      I found Stig drinking in the exact same booth, right across from the sailor. The table was now stacked with empty glasses. Stig was weaving drunkenly back and forth on his seat, and the sailor was snorting and giggling drunkenly as he finished up a dirty joke.

      “And then the barmaid told him, ‘His peg leg was longer, and a better piece of wood at that!’”

      Stig belched. “Thas wha she said.”

      “HAHAHAHA!” the sailor howled with laughter, then looked up at me as he wiped a tear from his eye. “Aye, me boyo – I see you’re back for a trinket of locomotion, eh?”

      “How much,” I said angrily.

      “Well, seein’ as you just bought a pricey item from me, and I’ve taken quite the liking to yer imp here, I’ll letcha have it for five gold.”

      “FIVE GOLD?!”

      That was going to wipe me out!

      “It’s normally ten, but as I’ve said, you’ve got a damn fine imp here who can hold his liquor. I like the cut of his jib.”

      Stig burped again. “Thas wha she said.”

      “HO HO HO HO!” the sailor roared.

      Stig’s ‘that’s what she said’ jokes weren’t really funny – but I guess they didn’t have to be when your audience was shitfaced.

      “…fine,” I growled, and plunked down my last five gold.

      The sailor raked the coins into his pocket and slid an inch-long brass carving of a dolphin across the tabletop.

      It may have looked like a tchotchke from a Key West tourist shop, but it wasn’t just a trinket – it was a Trinket with a capital ‘T.’ In OtherWorld parlance, that meant that it conferred special magical benefits upon the bearer.

      I had another trinket that give me +7 Critical Strike and +5 Haste, but I was allowed two trinkets at any one time.

      I inspected the object’s stats:

      

      Galatan Trinket of Speed

      Allows the bearer to effortlessly swim up to 6 miles an hour.

      

      Which didn’t sound like a lot, but it was basically what Olympic athletes topped out at. And the key word in that sentence was ‘effortlessly.’

      “Just keep that little doodad on ya at all times, matey, and you an’ yer demons’ll be able to swim at a mighty fine clip.”

      “Great,” I snapped as I raked the dolphin into one of my bags. “Let’s go, Stig.”

      My imp downed the last of his beer, wiped his mouth on his arm, and then took a step off the two-foot-high seat.

      And faceplanted on the ground.

      “You all right, me boyo?” the sailor asked. “That was a hard ‘un.”

      “Thas wha she said,” Stig said, still face-down on the floor.

      “HEE HEE HEE!” the sailor howled.

      I sighed, pulled Stig up off the ground, and slung him over my shoulder as I headed for the door.

      “By the by, I could charter a ship fer ya wherever yer goin’!” the sailor shouted after me.

      “NO THANKS!” I yelled back.

      When we got back out to the ocean, I stepped out into the water.

      I didn’t feel any different having the trinket on me.

      I looked at Alaria. “You feel any different?”

      She shook her head ‘no.’

      “I feel like a fish,” Stig said drunkenly from where he was draped over my shoulder.

      “No, you just drink like one,” I said as I waded into the surf.

      Once I was underwater, I sat Stig down on the seafloor and made sure he was breathing okay. Then I tried out my new swimming abilities.

      I swam five times as fast with just as much effort.

      Not bad. Not bad at all.

      Not Aquaman speeds, but definitely worth five gold – if it worked for Alaria.

      I turned back to look at her – and was happily surprised when she sped by me with a couple flaps of her wings.

      “It works!” she cried out.

      Alright. The sailor might have acted like a used-car salesman, but I had to admit that he had some good shit.

      “I wanna swim, boss,” Stig said from where he sat on the seafloor.

      “Alright, swim, then.”

      Stig held out his arms – while his ass was still planted on the sand – and make a single motion with his arms.

      And immediately toppled over onto his side.

      “Yeah, don’t think you’ll be swimming for a while, buddy,” I said as I tucked him under my arm. I turned to Alaria. “Okay, you know where this Zali character is, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “Lead the way, then.”

      She cocked one eyebrow. “We’re going to swim there?”

      “Yes we’re going to swim there! I just paid 105 gold so we could!”

      “But it’s over 50 miles away,” she protested.

      I stared at her. “WHAT?! Why didn’t you tell me that?!”

      “I just did!”

      “Why didn’t you tell me that before?!”

      “You didn’t ask!”

      “God DAMN it,” I seethed as I headed back towards the shore.

      “Are you angry at me?”

      “No, I’m just pissed at what I’m going to have to do next, that’s all.”

      I didn’t bother to even wring out my Orcish cloak. I just tromped over to the sailor’s table, dripping quarts of seawater along the way.

      The sailor grinned as I walked up. “I see you’re – ”

      “Not another word out of you,” I growled. “How much to charter a ship?”

      The sailor just sat there smirking up at me.

      “…well?!” I demanded.

      “I thought ya said not another word out of me pie-hole, matey.”

      I narrowed my eyes. “How much to charter a ship.”

      “Where ya be goin’?”

      “I…”

      I paused, then turned to Alaria, who had followed me inside the bar. “Where are we going?”

      “The Sea of Death,” she said nonchalantly, as though she were talking about the corner store to pick up some beer.

      Immediately a quest window appeared.

      

      Coooome With Me… Toooo The Sea… of Deeeeeeaaaaaaath…

      

      Now we were doing old, old, OLD song parodies. Wonderful.

      

      Book passage to the Sea of Death.

      XP: 2000

      

      “…great,” I muttered. “Just… great.”

      “Arrr, the Sea of Death! Well, I won’t be doin’ it, but I’m sure you can find a hard-up captain to ferry you that far, for… oh… 53 silver or so.”

      Coincidentally, 53 silver was exactly how much money I had left in my bag.

      53 silver and 17 bronze, to be exact.

      This damn quest was going to wipe out virtually every last cent I had.

      I wondered silently to myself, How could this situation possibly get any worse?

      Which, of course, was a complete failure of imagination on my part.

      Because that’s when Stig puked all down the back of my cloak and onto the floor.

      “BLARGHHHH.”

      I closed my eyes and just sighed.

      Of COURSE he would do that. Of COURSE he would.

      “Urp… sorry,” my imp said, smacking his lips.

      “HAR HAR – wait till ya get outside ta chum the waters, matey!” the sailor hooted.

      Suffice it to say, we weren’t welcome in The Blowhole after that.

      On the plus side, it’s awfully easy to wash imp puke off your cloak when you can swim six miles an hour.
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      And that was how we wound up on a tugboat puttering towards the Sea of Death.

      All… fucking… NIGHT.

      It was a little puttering wreck of a ship, made of weathered boards and bound up with rusted iron bands. There was a giant smokestack that continually belched a thick cloud of soot that blotted out the stars and covered me in a fine layer of grit.

      Yay.

      Alaria was somehow able to nap despite the noise from the engine. Stig was still drunk off his ass, so it made sense why he was unconscious. At least he wasn’t puking anymore. That was a blessing.

      So it was just me and Porky Pig.

      That was my informal name for the gnome piloting the ship. His real name was Captain Gurvy. He was a pot-bellied little fellow with a giant, puffy, handlebar mustache that came off both sides of his face like twelve-inch tufts of white cotton candy. Not much else in the way of hair on his head, though.

      It wasn’t his appearance that reminded me of the famous Warner Bros. swine, though. Nor his clothes. At least he wore pants – he wasn’t porky-piggin’ it with a bare ass.

      No, he was a stutterer and nervous as fuck.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh I don’t like the Sea of Death,” he whined as he steered the tugboat by the stars. “Are you sure you buh-de-buh-de-buh have to go there?”

      I thought about that for a moment. I mean, we did have the ability to swim pretty damn fast now. Swimming ten miles wasn’t nearly as bad as swimming 50.

      “If you’d shave ten silver off the price, I might consider it,” I said. “What’s the closest thing to where we’re going?”

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh the Archipelago of Agony. And then there’s the buh-duh-buh-duh Great Reef of Blood, and the buh-duh-buh-duh – ”

      “Maybe you could let us out before we reach any areas named after pain or mutilation,” I said sarcastically.

      “Buh-de-buh-de-buh too late…”

      ‘2000 XP’ floated up into the air in front of me.

      We just completed the quest, I realized, and sat up and looked out over the water.

      Whoa.

      The crescent moon and stars didn’t provide a lot of illumination, but I could see enough by their dim light: dozens and dozens of ships’ masts in the distance, most of them tilted over at precarious 45 and 60-degree angles. Of those that still had sails, the canvas was ripped and tattered to shreds.

      A graveyard for ships.

      “The Sea of Death?” I asked uneasily.

      “Buh-de-buh-de-buh yep.”

      But why weren’t the boats sinking?

      I got my answer almost immediately when the tugboat’s propeller began to jam. The engine groaned and clanked in protest.

      “Oh buh-de-buh-de-buh no…” Gurvy moaned.

      I looked over the edge of the railing to see a thick, fibrous mat of vegetation floating on the surface of the still water, far as the eye could see.

      Seaweed.

      We were in some sort of Sargasso Sea.

      “I gotta buh-de-buh-de-buh cut the motor,” Gurvy fretted.

      He pulled a lever on his console. There was a clunking, popping, choking from the engine, and then everything died out and was quiet. Just the gentle lap of water against the tugboat’s hull.

      After a second of silence, Alaria sat up bleary-eyed from the deck. Stig just kept snoring, one leg kicking in the air like a sleeping dog having a dream.

      “Wha– what’s going on?” Alaria asked with a yawn. “Why’d we stop?”

      “I think we’re here.”

      She stumbled to her feet and took one look around. “Oh, yeah… we’re here.”

      “Good, I guess we’ll – ”

      BUMP.

      The entire tugboat vibrated a little.

      Everyone froze – except for Stig, who was still chasing flying shot glasses in his dreams.

      “What the fuck was that?” I asked.

      “It was in the water,” Alaria whispered.

      “I know it was in the water – but what was it?”

      “Buh-de-buh-de-buh I don’t know, but I’m getting out of here,” Gurvy whined.

      “Hold on,” I said. “We can’t get in the water if there’s something down there that – ”

      BUMP.

      The whole ship shuddered again – but this time, I heard a watery sound, like something breaking the surface.

      I looked over the railing just in time to see a ten-foot-long, scaly shape slither through the seaweed and then submerge.

      I had the distinct impression that I was only seeing a tiny part of whatever the curved hump belonged to.

      “Shit,” I whispered. “Sea serpents. Or… something.”

      “Oh, I buh-de-buh-de-buh hate sea serpents…” Gurvy moaned.

      I gulped. I imagined some hundred-foot-long monster gobbling us up as soon as we put a toe in the water. “Well, as long as we hang out here on the boat, nothing too bad will happ– ”

      WHAM!

      Something slammed against the hull beneath us.

      That one wasn’t a caress-and-tickle.

      That one was a full-on Fuck YOU.

      “Whazza whazzit?!” Stig yelped and jumped up into my arms.

      I turned back to Gurvy. “Hey Gurvy, get us out of… here…?”

      Other than me, Alaria, and Stig, the tugboat was empty.

      The gnome was nowhere to be seen.

      “It got Gurvy!” I cried out in dismay.

      There was a putt-putt-putt-RRRRRRRR sound, and a little round shape shot out from the rear of the tugboat.

      It looked like a washtub with an outboard motor on it, and Gurvy was piloting the rudder.

      He was so tiny, and the washtub was so small, that he looked like a peanut with a mustache inside a walnut half-shell.

      And he was hauling ass at 30 miles an hour away from the Sargasso Sea.

      “GURVY!” I yelled indignantly.

      “Buh-de-buh-de-buh BYE, folks!” he yelled as the washtub sped away into the night.

      “That little fucker,” I said, as shocked as I was angry.

      “I can hit him with a fireball if you want,” Alaria suggested.

      Suddenly a whole series of impacts rocked the tugboat.

      WHAM!

      WHAM!

      WHAM!

      Wood began to splinter, and tiny jets of water began to leak from the inside hull.

      “We have bigger problems than a cowardly gnome,” I muttered. “Alaria, can you fly us to one of those shipwrecks?”

      “You got it.”

      She grabbed me from behind, spread her wings, and flapped them mightily as we took off. I clutched Stig to my chest, and he clung to me like a frightened monkey.

      We soared away from the tugboat and circled through the air until I said, “That one – the big one that’s almost upright.”

      It was a five-master that still had shredded remnants of sails and moldy rigging. The ship’s hull looked mostly intact, but its bow was partially submerged, and the rest of the ship sloped upwards at a 20-degree angle.

      Alaria deposited me on the ship, where I struggled to keep my footing on the sloping deck. Stig leapt down from my arms like a jumpy cat and immediately went sliding across the slimy, mildewed wood.

      “Ugh,” Alaria muttered as she alighted.

      “Well, at least we’re safe up here,” I said. “Nothing’s going to – ”

      slither slither slither slither

      We all froze.

      “…what was that?” I whispered.

      “Dunno, boss,” Stig whispered back.

      “Maybe we should go to another boat,” Alaria whispered back.

      “Not yet. Let’s figure out what the hell we’re up against first, or it might just keep following us. Can you give us some light?”

      She lifted up her hand and ignited a fireball.

      Down at the submerged end of the ship, I saw something long and snake-like slither out of the water and disappear behind a raised wooden structure.

      “Fuck!” I hissed.

      Stig started running, but his feet skittered and slipped in place like Scooby Doo until he finally got some purchase and scampered back up my cloak. He reached my shoulder and huddled there, his entire body trembling.

      “It may not be BIG sea serpents, but it’s some kind of sea serpent,” I muttered.

      “We could burn the whole ship,” Alaria suggested.

      “I think it’s so waterlogged it wouldn’t catch fire.”

      “What about flying away?”

      “What if those things are everywhere out here, on every single ship? I think we ought to try to kill this one first before we accidentally stumble into a nest of them.”

      Alaria sighed crossly. “Is there anything else you want me to do besides give you advice you’re not going to take?”

      I gave her a little peck on the lips. “Sorry. Would you mind flying up above us and scouting out where it is? Maybe throw a fireball or two to flush it out?”

      She smiled ruefully. “I can do that.”

      Then she gave me a slightly longer kiss and took flight.

      I watched her circle up above us in the sky, a dark silhouette blotting out the stars.

      Alaria launched a couple of fireballs at the ship. One hit the slimy deck and fwooshed! out in a ring before expiring. But the other fireball slammed into the foremast’s tattered sails, which burst into flame.

      Guess it was dry enough to catch fire…

      Now I had a pretty good source of illumination to see by. Flickering yellow light played across the decks, sending shadows jumping every which way. Everything was better lit, but somehow creepier than it had been just seconds before.

      “B-b-b-boss,” Stig chattered right next to my ear.

      “You sound like Gurvy,” I whispered back to him.

      “IAN!” Alaria’s voice rang through the night. “IT’S NOT SEA SERPENTS!”

      “B-b-b-boss!” Stig said, more insistent.

      “Hold on, Stig – WHAT IS IT?” I yelled up into night sky.

      Stig tugged violently at my hair. “Na-na-na-na– ”

      “WHAT?” I shouted angrily at him, then turned in the direction he was pulling me –

      And immediately saw what he’d been trying to point out.

      A massive creature towered over me. It had the lower body of a snake – and by ‘snake,’ I mean something the size of a giant anaconda. But its upper body was humanoid in proportions, with arms, chest, and a head – except its skin was dark green and scaly like a reptile’s, its face looked like a miniature dragon’s, and spiny fins jutted out from both sides of its head like some kind of aquatic dinosaur.

      It also wore bronze bracers around its wrist, a chest plate on its torso, and clutched a pointed trident in one fist.

      “Na-naga,” Stig whispered.

      That’s exactly what it was – a Naga. An underwater race renowned for their intelligence, aquatic speed, and hatred of outsiders.

      “…oh,” I said, staring up dumbly into its red, bulbous eyes glinting in the firelight.

      I selected it automatically and read its stats:

      

      Naga Warrior

      Level 35

      Health: 7500

      

      Eight levels higher than me, and almost three times as many hit points.

      I can do this, I thought to myself. With Stig and Alaria’s help, I can do this.

      …maybe.

      Well, we could probably handle one – but 20 feet away, I saw another four Naga Warriors slither up over the railing of the ship.

      And out of the corner of my eye I saw my butt-ugly friend’s 15-foot-long tail slowly curling around me in a semicircle.

      “You will surrender,” the Naga hissed, its forked tongue flickering between rows of curved, inch-long teeth.

      “NOPE!” I said as I unloaded a whole mess o’ Soul Suck right in its scaly face.

      “NOPE!” Stig yelled and added to the party with a fireball.

      “AAAAGH!” the Naga roared, trying to bat away the flames flickering across its face.

      As I turned, the Naga’s giant anaconda tail whipped towards me across the slick deck.

      I immediately STOMPED the end of its tail as hard as I could and ran.

      The reaction I got was not the one I’d been expecting.

      “AAAAAAAAAA!” the thing screamed. Like, in way more pain than it had when we were torching its face and sucking out its soul.

      -1000 floated up through the air.

      What the fuck?! What did I do?

      I glanced over my shoulder and watched the Naga collapse on the deck, curl into a fetal position, and gingerly grab the end of its tail like it was holding an egg.

      Whatever had happened, he wasn’t going to be bothering me for a minute or two – which gave me time to do something crucial.

      I hid behind some kind of rotting wooden structure on the deck and immediately cast my Gravesite spell. Black energy spiraled out of my fingers and formed a tombstone on the rotting deck of the ship.

      If I was going to die in battle, I didn’t want to get transported back to the nearest graveyard – which was quite possibly 50 miles away, next to The Blowhole. So I created my own private ‘save spot.’

      This way if I died, I would come right back to the ship. No wasting another 53 silver and 14 hours getting out to this godforsaken stretch of ocean.

      As soon as the tombstone was finished, I steeled myself.

      “Ready, Stig?” I asked my imp, who was still clinging to the hood of my cloak.

      “NO,” he said decisively.

      “Then GET ready.”

      I peeked up over the edge of my hiding spot and prepared to engage in furious battle –

      Except ‘furious battle’ wasn’t exactly on the agenda at the moment.

      There were about a dozen Naga warriors 50 feet away, and they were completely ignoring me. They all crowded around their fallen brother, peering down at him. A few bent down over him as they spoke in sympathetic voices.

      “Sertus, are you alright?”

      “Damned humans. Low blow, my brother, low blow.”

      “Walk it off, Sertus, walk it off.”

      One of the Nagas noticed I was looking at him. I jerked back out of sight, then steeled myself and popped back up again –

      “Filthy mammal!” he shouted at me, then turned back to his injured comrade.

      …what the fuck?

      Alaria fluttered down next to me. “They’re Naga.”

      “Yeah, I know – but what the hell are they doing?”

      “Bein’ little bitches!” Stig called out loudly, suddenly brave.

      I immediately clamped my hand over his mouth. “Shhh! Stop that!”

      Alaria craned her head up over the barrier for a better view. “Well, it looks one of them is wounded. He’s cradling the tip of his tail in his hands.”

      “Yeah, I stomped on it when I ran away.”

      She whipped her head around to look at me. “You what?!”

      “Yeah, he was trying to wrap his tail around me, so I stomped it. What about it?”

      She snorted in amusement. “Nagas’ genitals are in the tips of their tails.”

      I stared at her. “Holy shit – you mean – ”

      “You racked him in the balls, boss,” Stig said from my shoulder.

      “Oh shit – SORRY ABOUT THAT!” I yelled at the serpent-like warriors.

      One of the standing Nagas turned around and shouted, “Cowardly human! To the Great Abyss with your apologies!”

      “I didn’t know! I was just trying to kill him, not – you know – THAT!”

      The guy whose nads I’d stomped raised one hand feebly up from the deck.

      “S’alright,” he gargled weakly.

      By now, dawn was just beginning to break over the horizon. The sun wasn’t up yet, but the sky was gradually growing lighter, and I could see the Nagas in greater detail as they stood around.

      Swear to God, it looked like a bunch of dudes on the football field standing over their buddy who got tackled bad.

      “Why are you trying to kill us, anyway?” I yelled.

      “We’re NOT!” another one of the warriors shouted back. “We’re here to take you to Zali!”

      “What?!” I looked over at Alaria in surprise. “Do you recognize these guys?”

      She shook her head. “No. Must be a new thing. Maybe they’re mercenaries.”

      “You guys work for Zali?” I shouted.

      “We don’t work FOR him – he allows us to live in his kingdom, and we protect him from the accursed enemy!”

      “Wait – so you’re NOT trying to kill us?”

      “No!”

      I was just about to ask them why the hell I should trust anything they said when a quest window popped up midair.

      

      Well Hellooooo, Zali!

      

      First ‘Sea of Love,’ now ‘Hello Dolly.’ Broadway musical humor. Cute.

      

      Go with the Naga warriors to meet the fearsome warlock Zali.

      XP: 500

      

      If I was looking for a reason to trust the Naga soldiers, an official OtherWorld quest was about as good as it got.

      “Alright, fine,” I shouted as I hit ‘Accept.’ “We’ll go with you… as long as you don’t hurt us!”

      “We should kick YOU in YOUR reproductive organs!” one of the Naga warriors shouted angrily.

      “Okay,” Stig shouted out.

      “NO,” I yelled, slapping my hand over his mouth again. “It was an accident! I’m sorry. No hard feelings, okay?”

      All the warriors looked down at their fallen comrade.

      He held up a single hand, and another Naga hauled him up to his feet.

      Uh, tail.

      Belly.

      Whatever.

      The Naga took a big breath and moved gingerly. “I’m okay. I’m okay.”

      All his snake-bros slapped him on the back.

      “What do you want us to do now?” I yelled. “Come out?”

      “No perfidy from you, human, or you die!” another Naga yelled.

      “What’s perfidy?” I shouted. “I mean, other than something really, really bad?”

      “It’s when you raise a flag of truce,” Alaria explained, “and when the other guy comes over to talk peace, you kill him.”

      “Or stomp his cloaca!”

      Alaria got a dreamy look on her face. “I love perfidy… AND stomping cloacas…”

      I seemed to remember from high school biology that the cloaca was a snake’s (or fish’s, or bird’s) reproductive chamber where it not only went to the bathroom, but also fertilized eggs.

      “Okay, no perfidy!” I yelled back at the Nagas. “And no… uh… stomping cloacas or anything!”

      “You swear?”

      “I swear!”

      “Then come out with your hands up!”

      I led the way out into the open with my hands in the air, and Alaria did the same. Stig clung to my cloak with one hand and held the other one up. All in all, we were three compliant little prisoners.

      The Nagas eyed us distrustfully as they gestured toward the water with their tridents.

      I also noticed they all kept the tips of their tails as far away from us as they could.

      Guess I couldn’t blame them. Once stomped, twice shy.
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      We dove into the water from the deck of the ship. There was the brief, slimy sensation of my body plunging through seaweed, and then we were through it.

      The water beneath us was deep – deep enough that I couldn’t see the seafloor, or coral reefs, or anything you might find along the bottom. The water itself shaded from crystal-clear to a deep, opaque aquamarine. Shafts of early morning sunlight peeked through the seaweed like sunbeams breaking through cloudy skies. Ten-thousand-strong schools of silvery fish darted about like one giant organism, and larger shapes that might have been tuna drifted lazily through the water. I saw nothing threatening – no sharks, no barracuda, no giant squid. Everything was peaceful and calm.

      I looked over at my companions. Alaria was zooming right along with slow but powerful flaps of her wings. Stig was going fast, too, with nothing more than flutter kicks. Much as I’d disliked how the sailor had kept upselling me, the five extra gold for the locomotion spell had been money well-spent.

      The dozen Naga warriors weaved through the water with slow undulations of their lower bodies. I’d seen documentaries on poisonous Australian sea snakes, and the Naga moved just like them. Which would have been super creepy if it weren’t so fascinating to watch.

      The deeper we went, the more creatures we saw: humpback whales. A pod of dolphins. Fish of all sizes and colors. And even a few sharks, though they kept their distance – probably because of the Naga.

      Eventually the light began to fade to a kind of twilight. I was pretty damn sure we were half a mile down by now, but I experienced no problems from the increased pressure. The Ring of Baloq apparently compensated for all of that.

      Either that, or the game designers were like, Fuck physics.

      After another couple of minutes, a mountain range appeared beneath us. A thousand feet below its towering peaks, I finally saw our destination: a sprawling city on the ocean floor.

      Its buildings were white with domed roofs. An elaborate three-story villa dominated the center, and included a wide-open space bigger than a football stadium that was dotted with large, indistinct shapes.

      Everything in the city was surrounded by a ten-foot wall. What the point of a wall was, I had no idea – I mean, it wasn’t any sort of a barrier, because you could just swim over it. Maybe it was a boundary marker.

      Whatever the reason for the wall’s existence, there was a hell of a lot going on outside it. There were hundreds of small skirmishes between Nagas and human-sized figures with light green skin. Unlike the Naga, their opponents had legs as well as arms. From this distance it was impossible to tell much more than that, other than the pale green foes were using swords and small shields against the Nagas’ tridents.

      A couple of miles away from the white-walled city was another town filled with dark-colored towers. It was so far away, though, that it looked like a miniature inside a snow globe.

      The fighting occurred here and there between the two cities, with small groups consisting of five or six on each side.

      “What’s going on?” I asked the nearest warrior escorting us.

      “War,” the Naga said angrily. “The sea nymphs have been encroaching on our land for decades.”

      “Nymphs?!” I asked as I squinted at the shapes battling below. “You mean, all of those fighters down there are women?!”

      “Females, yes,” the Naga sneered. “Slimy bitches from the darkest crags of the ocean floor.”

      O-kaaaay…

      Apparently the Naga didn’t have too high an opinion of their foes.

      There was another group, too, gathered right outside the white city’s walls – about two dozen figures total. But they weren’t Naga or nymphs. They were humanoid in shape, though they ran the gamut of colors and sizes, and they seemed to be carrying…

      …signs?

      An indistinct murmur wafted up from the crowd like they were chanting something, but I couldn’t tell what it was from this distance.

      “Who are they?” I asked the Naga as I pointed at the crowd outside the city gates.

      “No one knows. Outsiders who showed up a few weeks ago.”

      “What are they doing?”

      “They just stand there and shout ceaselessly, day and night.”

      “Ha – sounds like some people back where I come from,” I chuckled. “So they’re not part of your war with the nymphs?”

      “No. They pose no threat, so we ignore them.”

      “Huh.”

      We came in above the city walls like aircraft approaching for a landing – but rather than an airfield, we touched down outside the massive villa in the center of the city.

      The outside of the house was plain white stucco, with open windows dotting the curved walls. Two giant bronze doors out front were the only entrance I could see.

      “Welcome to the city of Fathmos,” the Naga said.

      It sounded like the first part of ‘fathom,’ and the ‘mos’ in ‘most.’ FATH-mos.

      “Is this Zali’s place?” I whispered to Alaria as I stared up at the house.

      She nodded, a look of hatred on her face. “This is it.”

      As though to confirm it, ‘500 XP’ floated through the air.

      The lead Naga slithered across the sandy seafloor, grabbed one of the metal hoops that served as door knockers, and rapped it several times against the bronze slab.

      Clang clang clang.

      We stood there for ten seconds in silence – and then the doors slowly creeeeaaaked open.

      I steeled myself for some horrific underwater nightmare: a slimy cephalopod… a humanoid with the head of a Great White… or maybe some Lovecraftian terror.

      So I was a little taken aback when a three-foot-tall, silver-skinned hatchetfish in a suit strolled out.

      Hatchetfish can be found in freshwater aquariums, but this guy was the deep-sea variety. Short sloping forehead, ghostly bulging eyes with no pupils, and a mouth that gaped open in perpetual surprise.

      The rest of him didn’t look like a fish, though. He had a small body with arms and legs that looked more like pencils, they were so thin. He had silvery hands with delicate little fingers. The only fin visible was at the very top of his angled head.

      He was a dapper fellow, too. His dark suit was impeccably tailored, with a violet-and-gold patterned vest and a cream pocket square. His tie was an iridescent, metallic blue that somehow went beautifully with the rest of his outfit.

      But the most striking thing about him – you know, other than the fact he was a fuckin’ hatchetfish in an Armani suit – was his mustache. It was probably composed of something like a catfish’s quills, but they had all been waxed and combined into an extremely thin handlebar mustache that curled in a loop on either side, just like Salvador –

      …Dali…

      I closed my eyes in pain.

      …artist…

      …zah-LEE…

      Motherfuckin’ OtherWorld writers.

      They’d put me up against a surrealist painter hatchetfish who dressed like a fashion designer.

      Not only did he look like Salvador Dali, he sounded like him, too.

      “My freeends!” he cried out in an over-the-top Spanish accent. “I have an-tee-cee-pated your arrival for so long! I am overjoyed to see you!”

      He walked over to Alaria with outstretched hands. One of the Naga grabbed Zali around his waist, lifted him up, and then Zali air-kissed (water-kissed?) Alaria on either side of her face, three times.

      Alaria just stood there giving him the stink-eye, one eyebrow cocked.

      “Mwah mwah mwah! A-laaaar-ee-ah, you are even more beautiful than the last time I saw you! You are an angel in a succubus’s body! My muse, my glorious muse!”

      “Zali,” she said in that tone of voice movie heroes use to greet their ridiculous arch nemesis.

      “You have brought new freends, no?” Zali asked as the Naga put him down in front of me and Stig. He did an elaborate little bow with an arm flourish. “I am Zali, and I am very pleased to meet you! Any freend of Alaria’s ees a freend of mine!”

      Stig just looked at the hatchetfish… then up at me… then back at the hatchetfish like, What the FUCK?!

      “Uhhh… you know why we’re here, right?” I asked.

      “To keel me, of course!”

      He said it like he couldn’t be more excited. Like we’d just given him a hooker, a Porsche, and a baggie of cocaine for his birthday.

      “But where are my manners? Please, come een, come een!” he cried in his manic little voice, and gestured towards his house. Then he turned towards the Naga warriors. “Thank you, Captain Sarso, and thank you to all your men, for bringing my freends to me!”

      “Will you be alright?” the lead Naga asked dubiously.

      “Of course, of course! We shall have a wonderful time before they keel me! Good day, gentlemen, and thank you for all your help!”

      The Naga bowed stiffly at the neck, then slithered off down the sandy street.

      “Come een, come een, do not be shy, mi casa es su casa!” Zali said as he walked into the foyer of his house.

      I followed him warily inside and was struck by the beauty of the place. Hallways with 15-foot-high ceilings curved away from us in both directions. Recessed lighting spotlighted paintings on the walls – parodies of the real Dali’s work, though they were beautifully done. Surreal landscapes filled with melting fish draped over branched coral, mostly.

      Stig hobbled in alongside me, looking in wonder at the artwork.

      Alaria ignored it and kept her disapproving eyes on Zali at all times.

      As soon as we were all inside, the little hatchetfish waved his hand, and a current of water pushed the bronze doors closed with a BOOM!

      Huh… interesting…

      “How did you know we were comeeng – uh, coming?” I asked.

      “A little birdee told me, hee hee!” Zali giggled as he led the way past an ornate mother-of-pearl staircase, then through a living area full of polished coral furniture done in a modernist style. “Jastoth, Odeon, Saykir, Orlo – you have keeled them all! Very impressive, very impressive!”

      He turned to my succubus. “A-laaaar-ee-ah, you must pose for me again before you keel me!”

      “No.”

      “But eet ees my last request! You must do me thees honor, my beautiful muse!”

      “No.”

      “Bah – fine,” he said grumpily.

      “Why do you hate this guy so much?” I asked her with a grin. “He’s hilarious.”

      “You’ll see,” she murmured.

      Zali turned to me. “I am eee-qually enchanted with you, my friend! What ees your name, may I ask?”

      “Ian. This is Stig.”

      “Ee-an the warlock and Steeg the eemp! So pleased to meet you both!”

      Stig just cocked his head as though he couldn’t quite figure Zali out.

      That made two of us.

      Zali turned to me. “Ee-an, I must compliment you – you have such beautiful buttocks!”

      My eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Uh – what?”

      “I admit, I sneaked a peek beneath your flowing cloak! They are pulchritudinous – so firm, so shapely! Truly they are the buttocks of a god!”

      Alaria and Stig snickered in amusement.

      “Nice buttocks, boss,” Stig said.

      “YOU shut UP,” I hissed.

      “You must let me sculpt them before you keel me! Can I feeeeel them?” Zali asked, putting out both hands in a cupping motion, like he wanted to cop a feel.

      “NO,” I snapped.

      “But they are so beautiful, they make me weeeep!”

      “Weep all you want, but no touching,” I barked.

      “Still think he’s hilarious?” Alaria whispered.

      “Bah – my life is one con-teee-nuous series of dees-appointments after another! But I shall immortalize your buttocks in art, my freend – FOR I AM ZALI!” he thundered, throwing one arm up theatrically like a bullfighter.

      He stood like that, frozen in his dramatic pose for a few seconds – and then he returned to normal and gestured for us to follow him.

      “Come, I weel show you my art. It ees my greatest accomplishment, my passion, my life. Every morning, before I take my first sheet, I – ”

      “Sheet?” I interrupted.

      “Yes, my first sheet of the day,” Zali said casually.

      “Like… a bed sheet?” I asked, confused.

      “No – sheet! You know – feeeecal matter! Feeeeces!”

      EW.

      “I am only producteef in the morning before I take my first sheet. After that I am no good! No good. As soon as it leaves my body, I mourn my sheet. I cry as I watch eet swirl down the toilet. ‘Goodbye, sheet! Have a nice treep!’”

      None of what Zali was saying should be possible, strictly speaking. Even though everybody had an end to their alimentary canals, nobody pooped in OtherWorld. They talked about things smelling like shit, but they never actually did the action. Which is why I didn’t mind the occasional dalliance down south on Alaria’s dark side of the moon, if you know what I mean. It was squeaky clean. Nothing ever came out. And the only thing that went in was me.

      Heh.

      OtherWorld was officially a shit-free zone – but to hear Zali speak, you would never know that.

      And it was somewhat horrifying.

      “The locus of my power ees my sheet! Eet is my mana – my magical essence, like that of a mage! Though weeth it I do not create magic – well, yes, I do, but not that kind of magic. No, weeth my sheet, I create art – FOR I AM ZALI!”

      Up went the theatrical bullfighter’s arm.

      “Jesus,” I muttered.

      Zali looked over at me. “Who is this Jeeeesus of whom you speak?”

      “I don’t know,” Alaria said, “but he talks about him all the time.”

      “I do not,” I grumbled.

      “Yes, you do,” Alaria said. “It’s Jesus Christ this, Jesus Christ that.”

      “JAYSUS!” Stig shouted out, sounding for all the world like a Southern televangelist yelling, Be HEALED!

      “So who ees he?” Zali asked.

      I sighed. I didn’t see myself getting out of answering this one. “Some people think he’s the son of God.”

      “Wheech one?”

      “Right?” Alaria said. “All I know is he walks on water.”

      “So he ees a mage, no?”

      “NO,” I snapped. “Can we not talk about this any mo– ”

      “Does this Jeeeesus sheet as well?”

      Oh God.

      We just went there.

      “I wouldn’t know,” I said.

      “Does he have firm, pulchritudinous buttocks like yours?” Zali asked, cupping what I assumed was Jesus’ imaginary ass.

      “I do not know, and I don’t want to know.”

      “Bah – I shall create a new work: ‘Jeeesus Takes a Sheet!’” Zali cried. “Eet shall be my master-peeeece!”

      “Can’t wait,” I mumbled.

      As we were about to exit the rear of the house into a courtyard outside, a woman walked in and bumped into me.

      “Oh!” she cried out, and stumbled backwards.

      I stared at her.

      She was beautiful – and green.

      Smooth skin the color of lime sherbet. Dark green hair the color of pine needles, but smooth and luxurious.

      A nymph!

      She was wearing a black and white French maid’s outfit that emphasized her curvaceous body.

      There was no France in OtherWorld, and they didn’t speak French, but they had apparently had French maid outfits because – duh – sexy as hell.

      As soon as she bumped into me, the nymph looked in terror at Zali, then whispered, “Forgive me,” and ran away down the hall.

      “Who is that?” Alaria asked, and I could hear that horny Break me off a piece of THAT! tone in her voice.

      “She ees my servant.”

      “She works for you?” I asked.

      Zali shrugged. “She works, yes.”

      “I thought the Naga were at war with the nymphs.”

      “They are.”

      “So how’d she get here?”

      “The captain of the guard captured her from the marauding armee, and was kind enough to give her to me to work as a domestic.”

      “So she’s a slave,” I said angrily.

      “Are we not all slaves to our obsess-ee-ons?”

      “She’s not a slave to her obsessions, she’s a slave to you.”

      Zali shrugged. “I am a warlock. What can I do?”

      “Ian freed the slaves of Abaddon,” Alaria said.

      “So I have heard!” Zali clapped me on the back. Well, more like the lower back, he was so short. “You must free the neemph after you keel me! But first – first you must see my obsess-ee-on, and then you weel understand. You weel understand everytheeng.”

      “Fine,” I muttered. “Let’s go see your obsession.”

      That was a sentence I quickly came to regret.
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      Zali led us out the back of the house and into the giant, open space that we had seen as we swam towards the city. Turns out the vast expanse was a sculpture garden.

      Just not any sort of sculpture I’d ever seen before.

      Actually, I’d never seen anything like it, except in some really messed-up anime.

      Take one part hentai… three parts regular porn… two parts sacrilegious iconography… a dash of Hieronymus Bosch… throw in some centaurs for good measure… and blend until you had a frothy mix of fucked-up-ness, served piping hot.

      Every single thing appeared to be made out of pure white marble, or some other kind of white rock.

      The vast majority of statues appeared to be succubi and incubi, although there were a few other types of mythic creatures here and there. All of the succubi and incubi had carved marble collars on them.

      Made sense, I guess. Zali was a warlock, so he would probably sculpt demons the way he wanted them – enslaved.

      The sculptures looked incredibly realistic. I’m talkin’ super realistic. Down to areola stippling ‘n shit.

      The succubi were all hot, even if their beautiful colors had been reduced to pale white. And the marble incubi were all jacked and ripped male models, with erect members bigger than a summer sausage.

      First up was the forest of tentacle porn.

      At least half a dozen pure-white succubi were held aloft in the air by giant tentacles carved out of marble.

      By the way, the tentacles were all basically freakishly long penises that curved through the air like serpents or nightmarish vines. Big bulbous heads on the ends of veiny, 20-foot-long shafts bigger around than your wrist.

      The penis tentacles were wrapped around the succubi’s ankles, wrists, and waists… and were poised to penetrate every available hole, sometimes two at a time.

      I’m talkin’ DVDA – ‘double vaginal, double anal’ for those of you who aren’t porn aficionados.

      There was also some DO, or double oral. (I don’t know if that’s actually a thing, but it was now.)

      Tentacle porn is pretty standard fare in fucked-up Japanese anime, but it’s kind of shocking to see it in 3D right next to you.

      The only odd thing (you know, other than it being a life-sized depiction of tentacle porn) was that none of the women was actually being penetrated. The tentacles were right there at the doorway, but they hadn’t gone inside yet.

      Odd.

      Next we moved on to a little regular porn to cleanse the palate.

      A single succubus kneeling in the middle of a circle of incubi, her hands on two of the guys’ schlongs, her mouth poised in front of another, about to take the swollen head between her open lips.

      A succubus in a threesome, straddling one incubus with another right behind her, about to take one cock in her pussy and another in her ass.

      An incubus standing in front of four kneeling succubi, their dainty hands and white tongues just millimeters away from his massive cock.

      A succubus on all fours, her mouth open, about to make the ‘wobbly H’ with an incubus standing in front of her and another about to penetrate her from behind.

      A succubus lying spread-eagle on a table, another succubus kneeling between her thighs, about to give her cunnilingus. Seven incubi stood around the lying women, hands gripping their junk, caught for eternity mere seconds before they were about to shower her bukkake-style.

      I noticed that with every single statue, the demons were almost at the point of penetration or touching or licking, but not quite.

      Except for the fisting section.

      Jesus, the fisting… those poor succubi… my asshole hurt just to look at it.

      Speaking of Jesus, next up was the blasphemy exhibit.

      A dozen 15-foot-tall marble crosses rose up from the sandy seafloor. They weren’t regular Christian crosses, though; the horizontal arms were raised up at a 30-degree angle, sort of like an inverted peace symbol (minus the circle around it).

      God Jr. wasn’t up there on any of them, either. Or the Good Thief. Or that other dude who made the spectacularly bad mistake of dissing Jesus right before he died. (Yeah, I wonder what happened to him in the afterlife.)

      Nope, it was all hot, naked succubi – thankfully tied to the crosses with sculpted marble ropes on their wrists and ankles rather than impaled with spikes.

      Of course, some of them were on the verge of getting impaled – just with a tongue or a marble pork sword. Yup, every single cross had two crucifixes:  some women, some men, but all arranged in a 69 position, tongues positioned over pussies, open mouths about to swallow massive cocks.

      If the Catholic church employed that kind of iconography, I’m sure they could get a whole lot more 18-29 year-old dudes into mass every Sunday. Probably a whole lot more married men, too.

      Anyway… yeah. Multiple 69s on a stick. I’m sure the Pope woulda loved it.

      Then there was the BDSM portion, with every conceivable form of bondage and light torture you could imagine. A whooooole lot of marble whips and paddles and nipple clamps in that one.

      There was a Hieronymus Bosch-inspired section with incubi being crushed between giant, disembodied asses… succubi hugging 10-foot-tall marble penises as big around as an oak tree… and incubi and succubi licking and massaging a 12-foot-tall vagina with a clit as big as a beach ball.

      And I’m not even going to go into the marble-sculpted Cleveland steamers, dirty Sanchezes, or gay porn.

      I moved through the garden in a kind of awestruck horror – both at what I was looking at, along with the fact that I was kinda, sorta uncomfortably turned on by some of it.

      Okay, a lot of it.

      Not the Cleveland steamers, though.

      Or the dirty Sanchezes.

      Or the gay porn.

      The most astounding part? Even though I’d just seen more three-dimensional porn than I ever had in my entire life, the outdoor arena was only a fourth full. There were still dozens of acres of open, sandy seafloor.

      We ended the tour next to a ‘water installation’ – a fountain you probably weren’t going to see anywhere other than on the private estate of a dirty old millionaire. A gleeful marble faun on a pedestal peed a parabolic arc right into the open mouth of a naked stone succubus. The overflow trickled down her face into a circular stone pool, where she knelt submerged up to her waist.

      Did I mention that the water was yellow-colored?

      Yeah.

      It’s the little touches that really make something ‘art.’

      How the fuck Zali got liquid to travel in a parabola through seawater was a mystery to me, but, hey, he was a warlock.

      I shuddered to think what else his powers entailed.

      Strangely enough, at the base of the faun’s pedestal was a table with a silver tray and four champagne flutes.

      “Well?” Zali asked as he picked up a champagne flute and held it up so it interrupted the airborne (waterborne?) stream of liquid, filling up the glass.

      “WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” I screamed, my eyes bugging out of my skull.

      “Geeetting you a dreenk!” Zali said affably as he held out the glass to me.

      “WHAT THE FUCK, DUDE?!”

      Zali looked around in confusion. “Who ees ‘Dude’?”

      “He means you,” Alaria said in a bored voice.

      “It’s an expression,” Stig said in an equally bored voice.

      “But I am not ‘Dude’ – I AM ZALI!” he said, throwing one hand theatrically up into the air.

      Unfortunately, it was the hand holding the glass.

      Yellow liquid splashed out in the air –

      Water –

      Whatever –

      Towards me.

      I instantly jumped back ten feet like that shit was acid, let me tell you. “AAAAAH!”

      Zali looked at the now half-empty glass.

      “Do not worry, Ee-an… I weel get you more,” he said, and topped off the glass in the faun’s eternal yellow stream.

      Then he offered it to me again.

      “I’M NOT GOING TO DRINK PEE!” I yelled at him.

      “What, you theenk this ees…?” Zali trailed off, then laughed uproariously. “No, my freend, I am a voyeur. I create… I do not partake. Thees ees champagne!” he said, pronouncing it as sham-PAHN-ya!

      “Oh HELL yes,” Stig said.

      My imp jumped up in the air like a dog, grabbed the glass out of Zali’s hand, and chugged whatever was left in the champagne flute as soon as he landed.

      “Dude, don’t drink that!” I yelled at him.

      “Oh, he ees ‘Dude’!” Zali said, as though he finally understood.

      “No, I’m Stig,” my imp said to Zali, then looked back at me. “It’s good, boss!”

      “Just – OH, GROSS!” I yelled as Alaria filled her own glass and took a sip.

      “It actually is champagne,” she told me.

      “YOU WERE WILLING TO TAKE THAT CHANCE?”

      She shrugged. “Why not? I’ve had to do it for real before, so – ”

      I threw my arms out in horror to shut her up. “OH MY GOD – ”

      “Wheech one?” Zali asked innocently as he filled up another glass. “Here, my freend!”

      “STOP – I don’t want that – STIG!”

      I looked over in horror to see Stig perched on top of the marble succubus’s head, leaning out like a gargoyle on a cathedral’s buttress, letting the golden flow of liquid splash directly into his mouth.

      “GET DOWN FROM THERE!”

      “Awwww,” he pouted, withdrawing his mouth.

      “No, no, eet ees fine!” Zali said. “Dreenk, my leetle friend, dreenk!”

      “Okay,” Stig said, and stuck his whole face into the flow.

      “Jesus FUCKING Christ!” I snarled.

      “Oh ho, thees Jeeesus sounds like my kind of god!” Zali said, and lifted a glass into the air. “Cheers!”

      I stood there in disgust and horror as Zali, Alaria, and Stig all drank.

      “You are sure you do not want some sham-PAHN-ya?” the hatchetfish asked me.

      “NO. NO, I DO NOT.”

      “Goddess, it’s just champagne,” Alaria said with a roll of her eyes.

      “WELL, I DON’T LIKE THE WAY IT’S DISPENSED.”

      “Your freend – I theenk he has a stick up his pulchritudinous buttocks,” Zali whispered loudly to Alaria.

      “Unfortunately, that’s the ONLY thing he’ll let up there,” she snickered.

      “Oooh, oooh – I should sculpt that,” Zali murmured. “Hees pulchritudinous buttocks about to be forcibly pee-nee-trated by a – ”

      “STOP!” I yelled. “Just – STOP!”

      “Fine,” Zali sighed, then smiled eagerly. “What deed you theenk of my art?”

      “Blblb-tasty,” Stig burbled through the arcing stream of liquid.

      “It’s pretty fucking perverted,” I muttered.

      “YES! YOU UNDERSTAND!” Zali cried out, his hands gesturing towards me as though I was the single soul in all of creation who really got him.

      I just arched one eyebrow and stepped back slowly.

      “What about you, my succulent muse?” Zali asked Alaria.

      She sighed. “Well…”

      “…yes…?”

      “I absolutely hated when you used to make me pose, but…”

      “…yessssss…?”

      She glowered. “I’ve got to admit, it’s pretty fucking hot.”

      “YES! HA HA!” Zali crowed.

      “Ew,” I said, wincing at her.

      “Oh, spare me, Mr. ‘I’ve Got A Pup Tent In My Pants,’” she shot back at me.

      “Haha! Meester ‘Pup Tent Een My Pants’!” Zali cackled.

      “That was just in the regular porn section!” I protested, blushing furiously. “And a little in the tentacle porn part… and maybe the crosses…”

      “I think it was most of the time, boss,” Stig offered helpfully, taking his mouth out of the parabolic yellow stream just long enough to inform me of my error.

      “YOU SHUT UP,” I yelled at him.

      Stig just shrugged and went back to drinking.

      Then a new voice I’d never heard before spoke up – a woman’s voice.

      “Zali, can I move while the imp is drinking? Please?”

      I looked around in alarm for the source of the voice. On the very last word, I realized that it was the fountain succubus statue’s lips that had moved.

      She was alive.

      “AAAAAAH!” I screamed as I stumbled away from her.

      “No, you may not move!” Zali yelled at the statue.

      Right behind me, another new voice spoke up. “Or can you at least let him fuck me?! Just for a second?!”

      A man’s deep voice added, “PLEASE!”

      I turned around to see a succubus on all fours, her ass in the air, an incubus right behind her, his engorged member poised just a millimeter away from her pussy.

      But I noticed something else for the first time.

      The succubus’ pussy was dripping wet with beads of lubrication… and the wetness had removed some of the white coloring over the lips.

      Red, wet skin shone through.

      She wasn’t carved out of marble.

      She was merely coated in some kind of white paint.

      WHAT

      THE

      FUCK?!

      “Just let him put it in me once,” the succubus moaned.

      “Just the tip!” the incubus pleaded.

      “NO!” Zali yelled.

      “Holy fuckin’ shit,” I whispered as I stared in shock.

      “YES! Ho-lee fucking sheet!” Zali whooped. “Now you understand!”

      “They’re ALIVE?! ALL of them?!” I asked in horror.

      Zali looked mystified. “Of course.”

      “I thought you SCULPTED them!”

      “I deed! I create LEEVING sculpture! FOR I AM ZALI!” he cried out as he thrust one hand into the air again.

      “How long have you had them frozen like that?!”

      Zali shrugged. “Years.”

      “YEARS?!”

      I suddenly felt horrible about every time I’d pitched a pup tent over the last 20 minutes.

      “I take back what I said about it being hot,” Alaria said. “You’re pure fucking evil, do you know that?”

      “Tee-hee!” Zali giggled, like a naughty three-year-old caught after he’d eaten all the cookies from the cookie jar.

      “I’m serious!” Alaria scowled. “To have a succubus poised on the edge of orgasm for years is cruel and unusual!”

      “You know no-theeng about art!” Zali yelled at her.

      Alaria leaned over and got right in his three-foot-tall hatchetfish face. “I WAS art, you fucking asshole!”

      Zali pouted for a second… then relented. He turned back to the succubus and incubus almost doing it doggy-style and sighed. “Alright, alright… just the teep.”

      The succubus and incubus both looked elated – and then the incubus leaned forward two inches and eased his swollen head between the succubus’s wet lips.

      They both came immediately.

      The incubus’s orgasm was pretty obvious, as you would expect, since his entire shaft engorged and deflated in split-second bursts – but I could literally see the succubus’s pussy contracting around the crown of the incubus’s cock.

      “OHHHHHHHH!” the succubus shrieked.

      “GAAAAAAAH!” the incubus roared.

      Zali started angrily stamping the ground with one foot like an ichthyoid Rumpelstiltskin. “AAAAH! You SEE?! The art ees ruined! Pull eet out, pull eet out NOW!”

      The incubus groaned and pulled out of her. Contact with the succubus’s juices had rubbed away the white paint on his cock, exposing his dark, vermillion-colored skin – but just on the swollen head.

      Of course, now there was other white stuff coming out of him, which spurted out and floated midair.

      Uh, mid-water.

      Whatever.

      The succubus was nearly crying, she was so frustrated.

      “You could at least let them finish!” Alaria shouted at Zali.

      “Bah!” he yelled as he ran over behind the faun’s pedestal. “YOU KNOW NO-THEENG ABOUT ART!”

      Alaria crossed her arms and glared at the hatchetfish. “Bastard…”

      I pointed at the doggy-style couple. “That’s what you meant by ‘posing’?”

      “Yes,” she seethed. “He made me stay still for an entire year with a cock just a quarter-inch from my pussy. Do you KNOW how fucking frustrating that was?!” she yelled at Zali.

      The little warlock poked his head out from behind the pedestal. “Tee-hee – yes, you were verrrrry upset with me! Tee-hee!”

      Zali emerged carrying a bucket of white paint with a large brush sticking out of it. Then he ran back over to the doggy-style couple and began to coat the succubus’s privates in white, adding a thick layer to her lips. He also slapped a quick touch-up on the incubus’s cock.

      The entire sculpture garden began to cry out in a cacophony of pleading voices.

      “Zali, PLEASE let me fuck! It’s been three years!”

      “Let him stick it in, for goddess’s sake!”

      “Please, just let us come!”

      The warlock went back to angrily stamping the ground.

      “No, NO, NO! Do you not understand?! You are caught in a moment of temporal ecstaseee and agoneee! You want to fuck, but you cannot! You want him to pee-nee-trate you, but he cannot!” Zali dropped to his knees and held up his hands to the skies like he was begging the gods for mercy. “Oh! Eeet is suffering, yes! Oh! The humani-teee!”

      There was silence for a second.

      Then one succubus spoke up.

      “I mean, we could just fuck for, like, three minutes – then, after we come, we could go back to – ”

      “NOOOOOO! Do you not know what thees ees? ART. THEES EES ART. If you fuck, eet ees not art – eet ees fuckeeng! And we do not fuck here! We ART. No FUCKEEENG.”

      Again, there was silence…

      Until another lone succubus spoke up.

      “Could we just MOVE, then? Just for a second?! PLEASE?!”

      “QUIET! ALL OF YOU, QUIET!” Zali roared. “Thees ees leeving sculpture, not PERFORMANCE ART!”

      Immediately every collar in the garden glowed, and everyone went silent.

      “Ahhhh,” Zali sighed, closing his ghostly, bulbous eyes in relief. “Some peeeople, they just do not understand my geeee-nius.”

      “Let me get this straight,” I said in horrified amazement. “All of these statues are alive?”

      Stig jerked his head out of the stream of yellow liquid in alarm.

      “The succubi and eeen-cubi, yes. Not heem, though,” Zali said, pointing at the urinating faun.

      “Oh… phew,” Stig said, then went back to drinking.

      “But – how?!” I asked. “How do you have this many succubi and incubi?!”

      Zali shrugged. “I pay top dollar for theem.”

      “WHAT?!”

      “Yes,” he sighed as he looked around. “Art is very ex-peen-sive.”

      Somehow, it seemed even more evil that Zali not only had the mystical slaves common to all warlocks in OtherWorld, but that he had stockpiled even more by paying money for them.

      “You didn’t summon them?!”

      “No, of course not. Even a master warlock can only have seex or seven succubi or een-cubi.” He looked pained. “That would se-veeer-ly interfeeeer with my art.”

      “So how do you get all of them to obey?!”

      “They are all wearing Collars of Gorbol-eeek.”

      FUCK.

      A Collar of Gorbolik was a mystical artifact that allowed a Warlock to enslave any creature, not just demons, and not just ones he’d summoned. I had bought one for Meera, the kinky angel I’d shacked up with in Exardus. By having her wear the collar, I was able to resurrect her when she died in the Tomb of Tharos dungeon.

      And it had other uses at night that she was, uh, really into.

      I looked around in shock. The collars were different shapes and sizes, but they were all white – which meant Zali had painted them, too.

      Something else was strangely colored, too, I realized.

      “Their EYES are white!” I said in horror.

      “Yes, I put eet in their eyes, as well,” Zali said as he slapped another coat on the succubus’s pussy.

      “WHAT?! Doesn’t that fucking sting?!”

      “We’re used to getting stuff in our eyes that stings,” Alaria said nonchalantly.

      “This is – this is fucked UP!” I yelled.

      “YES – EET EES FUCKED UP!” Zali cried out as he dropped the bucket of paint and hugged me around my waist. “YOU UNDERSTAND MEEEE!”

      “Jesus, stop that,” I snarled as I tried to push the hatchetfish off me.

      “I am not Jeeesus,” Zali sniffled, overcome with emotion at finally being ‘understood.’

      “ZALI, STOP! Leave me the fuck alone!”

      He stopped hugging me and backed away. “I understand.”

      “…you do?” I asked, confused at his reaction.

      “Yes,” he said somberly. “Now eet ees time for you to keel me.”

      “…uh… okay…”

      I had to say, Saykir and Orlo and the others hadn’t taken it this well.

      “Yes, I have been an-tee-cee-pating thees moment, and now eet has finally come. Yes, I am very much looking forward to however you plan to keel me.”

      “You’re not… afraid to die?”

      “Oh no. No, I have a curious re-lah-see-un-sheep with death, you see. I do not be-leeef in it. If ever I do die, I weell not die all the way – for my work is here.” He gestured at the sculpture garden. “Thees are my cheeldren. The fruit of my loins. My immoraliteee. Art. FOR I AM ZALI!” he roared as he struck a pose.

      I stood and waited.

      When he didn’t move, I finally said, “Um… I have a request, though.”

      “Yes?”

      “If I beat you, before you die, I want you to free all of them.”

      “WHAT?!” Zali cried out.

      “I want you to let them go free and take off the collars.”

      “But they are my ART! They are my immortali-teeee!”

      “Yeah, but… the true genius of your art will be its impermanence,” I said, bullshitting for all I was worth. “If you leave it here for everybody to see, they’ll be like, ‘Yeah, I saw it.’ But if it’s gone… and all that’s left is the legend… then the legend will grow. And you’ll become, like, a god of art.”

      Zali twiddled his waxed mustache and stared off into the distance, lost in thought.

      “A god of art… yes… like Jeeeesus, no?”

      “…nnnnno,” I said. “Not like Jesus at all.”

      “ALRIGHT! You strike a hard bargain, my freend, but I bow to your prowess! Eef you de-feeeet me in battle, I shall free all my slaves, and my ART SHALL BECOME LEGEND – FOR I AM ZALI!” he shouted, thrusting one hand high into the air.

      “Yeah… a legend,” I agreed halfheartedly.

      “Alright, we shall begeeen the duel,” Zali said as he walked away from me. “Forteee feet away, no?”

      “You guys ready?” I whispered to Alaria.

      She shrugged. “I don’t have any fireballs. I’d have to get right up next to him to use my pitchfork.”

      “Shit, that’s right… but Stig can still teleport. Stig, get down from there!”

      “Okay, bossshh,” he mumbled as he tumbled drunkenly off the succubus ‘sculpture’s’ head and splashed in the pool of champagne. Then he crawled on his hands and knees out onto the sand, his stomach distended into a massive pot belly. “I’m ready… URP.”

      Once he reached 40 feet away, Zali whirled around to face me. “Do your worst, my freeend – but before we begeen, know one theeng!”

      “What’s that?”

      Zali grinned. “I have not had my sheet this morning.”

      He might not have, but everything else definitely went to ‘sheet’ after that.
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      I drew first blood.

      Well, there’s actually no blood in OtherWorld, so… first hit points.

      I blasted him with Soul Suck right out of the gate. I didn’t need to replenish my Health yet, but Soul Suck was a particularly vicious attack.

      Well… it was when other warlocks did it to me, anyway.

      Maybe not for Zali. His hit points dropped by a measly 1%.

      “Oh – that was – oh, that hurt!” Zali called out, like he was faking it just to encourage me.

      And yet he didn’t retaliate.

      I grimaced and cast Doomsday, which would take off a nice chunk of hit points in 20 seconds.

      “Oh – Doomsday! That ees a good move, my freend!” Zali said, pointing at me like I was The Man.

      Then I cast Darkfire. Despite the name, it still worked perfectly fine underwater.

      Mystical black fire apparently didn’t follow the same laws as oxygen-fueled combustion.

      Zali flapped his arms. “Oh! Oh! The pain, the agoneee! Very strateeeegic on your part!”

      Then Doomsday kicked in and took off two whole percentage points.

      “Oh! That was very damage-eeeng!” Zali called out.

      “Stop patronizing me and FIGHT me!” I yelled.

      “I did not mean to pah-tro-nize you – I am so sorreee!” Zali apologized. “Alright, alright, no more! You are a dead man, thees I swear!”

      And then he attacked.

      I think.

      At any rate, an overpowering underwater current slammed into me and sent me somersaulting backwards. I was underwater, so it was kind of a slow somersault, but it was disorienting nonetheless.

      When I finally righted myself, I couldn’t see anything. The water around me was completely clouded with sand, to the point that it was like I was in a tan-colored snowstorm/fog bank.

      But if I can’t see HIM… then he probably can’t see ME!

      I cast Invisibility and walked out of the cloud of sand.

      “Where ees he?” Zali asked loudly in a mystified voice. “Where ees EEEE-aaan?”

      He sounded like he was playing hide-and-go-seek with a two-year-old.

      “He can see you,” Alaria called out to me. “There’s, like, a you-sized hole in the sand cloud.”

      “GOD DAMMIT!’ I yelled. “I TOLD you to stop being condescending!”

      “Yes, of course, I am so sorree – damn youuuu! Damn you to the Seven Hells!” Zali raged as he shook an overly theatrical fist at me.

      I shook my head, sighed, and waded back into the fight.

      I hit him with Darkbolt. Each one took off 0.15% of his Health.

      I also hit him with Doomsday as often as I could. Every 20 seconds, he lost another 2%.

      But it was slow fucking going.

      Meanwhile, he started to hit me with the occasional attack – and not ones I was used to.

      I didn’t see anything except a slight distortion in the water, but I felt a couple of painful stings across my face like somebody had slashed me with a straight razor.

      Then the computer notified me that I’d lost 4% of my hit points!

      From an invisible fuckin’ attack!

      “What the hell was that?!” I yelled in shock.

      “Was eet too much?” Zali asked with real concern. “Forgeeve me – sometimes I get carreeed away.”

      “I just want to know what the hell you’re doing! Are you a water Warlock or something?”

      “Yes, yes – I am of the Elemental School of Warlock-eeng, weeth an eeeemphasis on Water!”

      Great.

      Saykir had mentioned different schools of Warlocks. He had served the Ung’aroth, aka the Old Gods.

      Zali apparently had control over water.

      Which was, you know, kind of a big fucking advantage when you were fighting underwater.

      “Would you like to know the names of my attacks?” Zali called out. “Just a meeenute ago, I heet you first weeth ‘Sea Blade.’ Thees is ‘Underwater Spear.’”

      He slashed one hand through the water, and it was like the Bullet Time scene in The Matrix where bullets are flying through the air at Neo, leaving wakes of distortion.

      Except, you know, underwater.

      The tips of the Underwater Spears slammed into my chest like arrows piercing my skin.

      -8% hit points.

      “And thees is ‘Sulfuric Vent-eeeng.’”

      The seafloor cracked beneath my feet, and scalding water blasted up at me, taking off 5% of my hit points.

      “Un-deeen Attack – ”

      He meant ‘Undine.’ I’d actually had sex with Alaria and an undine onboard The Revenge.

      Whatever Zali summoned, though, they weren’t looking to have sex.

      Three shimmering, humanoid shapes formed around me. The only way I could see them was because their outlines were just barely visible as they moved, and their bodies were a tiny bit darker than the surrounding water. Even though they weren’t solid, they began raining punches on me – and the punches hurt.

      -0.5% hit points – for each punch.

      Five seconds and 8% of my hit points later, the undines evaporated into the water.

      “And thees ees – ”

      “Okay, okay, I get the idea!” I yelled as I cast Soul Suck to try to replenish some of my hit points. “Alaria, get in there!”

      “Okay,” she sighed, and swam right for Zali.

      The warlock blasted her with a burst of water that ripped off her bikini top and sent her boobs jiggling beautifully in five directions at once.

      Over on the sidelines, five incubi spontaneously came.

      “OHHHHH!” they all groaned as they spurted into the water.

      I guess when you’ve had an erection for two years, even the sight of gorgeous wobbling knockers can set you off.

      What was great for them, though, was terrible for me.

      “EW!” I yelled as I tried to avoid the floating gobbets of white goo.

      The water swirled, and the gobbets started chasing me.

      “WHAT THE FUCK?!” I yelled, swimming away as fast as I could.

      Still they chased me.

      The next 20 seconds was like a miniature, porn-themed game of Pac-Man as I got chased by little white cum ghosts instead of Inky, Blinky, and Clyde.

      “WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SHIT?!” I screamed.

      I heard Zali giggling. “Tee-hee!”

      I glanced over to see him twirling one finger in the water.

      HE was doing it.

      “STOP THAT!” I yelled as I scrambled away from the little cum sprites. “THAT IS FUCKED UP!”

      “Sorree, sorree,” he apologized. As soon as he stopped swirling the water, the goo stopped moving and settled to the ground.

      Fuckin’ GROSS.

      Alaria grabbed her bikini top from the ocean floor. “You want me to attack him again?”

      “Yes!”

      She swam towards Zali again, and he blasted her chest with another wave of water that made her tits jiggle spectacularly.

      Ten more incubi groaned and shot their loads.

      “OKAY, NEW PLAN – STAY RIGHT THERE!” I yelled at her. “Stig, teleport and get in his face!”

      Stig – who was lying face-down in the sand – lifted one sad little fist and gave me a thumbs-up.

      Then he disappeared in a soot-filled burst of water.

      He reappeared right in front of Zali, standing on the sandy ocean bottom on both feet but wobbling drunkenly.

      The hatchetfish looked down at my imp.

      My imp looked back up at Zali.

      And then proceeded to puke on him.

      “BLAAAAAAH,” Stig urped.

      Actually, it wasn’t so much projectile puking as it was a murky cloud ballooning out slowly towards Zali’s crotch.

      “THAT EES DISGUSTEENG!” Zali shouted, backing away as the cloud approached him in slow motion. Then he leaned around the cloud and gave me a thumbs-up. “Very innova-teeeeve attack, though!”

      “That wasn’t an innovative – STIG, GET IN HIS FACE!”

      Stig disappeared in another blast of sooty water, then reappeared inches from Zali’s face –

      But then he and his murky cloud of underwater puke were swept away at 100 miles per hour.

      “Bleh,” Zali said. “Naughty eemp.”

      Then he went back to kicking my ass.

      I only had a limited number of tricks in my bag, and they were barely helping me stay in the fight.

      Out of desperation I tried ‘Terrify,’ even though I was pretty sure it wouldn’t work.

      Sure enough, a computer window informed me, Subject is immune to ‘Terrify.’

      But what was this?

      Zali started acting like he was scared!

      First his jaw dropped open in surprise.

      Hatchetfish sort of look perpetually surprised, so that actually wasn’t that big a change.

      The big tip-off was when he turned on his heels and ran away, waving his arms as he screamed, “Help me, help me!”

      I just stood there, stupefied.

      The computer says he’s immune!

      So what the hell is going on?!

      Zali slowed down, turned around, and bent over with laughter. “Tee-hee-hee – I am sorreee – just keeding, just keeding!”

      MotherFUCKER!

      “You want us to come down and help you, master?” one of the succubi on the Y-shaped crosses called out hopefully.

      Suddenly, all ‘keeding’ was over.

      “NO!” Zali barked. “You stay up there!”

      “Why aren’t you using your succubi and incubi against me?” I yelled.

      “NO! Absolute-lee not! If there is no fuckeeng in the art, there is no fighteeng in the art! NO, NO, A THOUSAND TIMES NO!”

      “Okay, fine, we got it,” Alaria said as she tied her bikini top back on. “No fucking or fighting with the art. Moving on.”

      We moved on, but it was just one series of humiliations after another.

      No matter what I did, Zali was just too powerful.

      He was barely even trying, yet I only managed to drop him down to 40% Health.

      He, on the other hand, reduced me to 1%.

      I was lying on the ground when he padded over to me and steepled his fingertips together.

      “Perhaps we should take a break,” he suggested kindly.

      “NO!” I yelled, my pride stung. “I came here to keel y– to KILL you, and that’s what I’m going to do! SO FIGHT ME, GODDAMMIT!”

      “As you weesh,” he sighed, and swiped one pinky finger through the water.

      I felt a slash across my throat, and everything went black.
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      The second I opened my eyes, I was back on the derelict ship in the Sargasso Sea.

      Sea of Death.

      Whatever.

      I’d forgotten and left my Gravesite tombstone on the ship’s deck – which meant that I’d resurrected here instead of one of the graveyards closer to Zali’s villa.

      “Dammit,” I muttered, and checked out my menu bar. Other players and NPCs could destroy my Gravesite markers, and I was forced to delete an old Gravesite to create a new one, so there was probably an option somewhere to get rid of a save point I didn’t want anymore.

      Sure enough, there it was in the submenu: Deactivate Gravesite. I hit the text option and a window appeared.

      

      Do you wish to deactivate your gravesite? Doing so will cause you to resurrect at the nearest communal graveyard. Accept/Cancel

      

      I hit ‘Accept,’ and the tombstone on the deck crumbled to dust.

      “Well, that takes care of that,” I muttered, then got up on the railing and dove overboard.

      It took me another ten minutes to swim back to the city. It looked exactly the same as last time: a sprawling town of white buildings surrounded by a ten-foot wall, with hundreds of skirmishes around the boundaries.

      A couple of hundred feet above the rooftops, just as I was preparing to come in for a ‘landing,’ I bumped into some sort of invisible barrier. I swam over a few feet and tried again – but nope, I couldn’t get through. All in all, I tried about a dozen places, but the city seemed to be surrounded by an impenetrable, invisible dome. The Naga warriors who had escorted us down here had probably had a way through. Either that, or someone below had temporarily turned off the barrier.

      So THAT’S why the wall around the city’s only ten feet tall.

      The wall was probably for decoration only – or maybe it was what was generating the magical barrier.

      Seeing as I had to go down to ground level and get in through a gate or doorway, I decided to check out what was happening around the city. I swam down close to one of the Naga/nymph skirmishes, and was immediately glad I did.

      The nymphs were hot. Like the servant girl back in Zali’s villa, they all had pale green skin, dark green hair, and rockin’ bodies.

      Unlike the French-maid-outfitted servant, though, the warriors wore next to nothing – a thong bikini bottom and a necklace of shells that somehow ‘magically’ stayed in place to cover their nipples. Super impractical for actual battle, but great for showing off sideboob and underboob.

      In my opinion, reality in videogames is highly overrated, at least where breasts are concerned.

      The nymphs used swords and small bronze bucklers against the Nagas’ tridents. The two sides were evenly matched – six against six – and they ignored me as they fought each other.

      After I got my fill of watching the nymphs’ breasts jiggle, I swam over to the wall and followed its perimeter until I reached the city gates.

      Which is where I found out exactly who the ‘outsiders’ were – the ones the Naga warriors had said had shown up a few weeks ago, and who shouted day and night.

      There were dozens of them, all underwater races I had never seen before. (I guess the recent changes to OtherWorld had given people more choices in creating characters, too.) Squid-faced humanoids. Blue-skinned babes (albeit in chaste, ankle-length dresses instead of the green nymphs’ barely-there shell necklaces). Crustacean people who looked like upright lobsters.

      But they all had two things in common: they were chanting and carrying signs fastened to long wooden stakes.

      Disgustingly familiar signs.

      Just because it’s in a video game doesn’t mean it’s not sin!

      Sex is for marriage, not for video games!

      Sex in video games lasts a minute. Hell lasts FOREVER.

      Actually, I strongly disagreed with that last one. The sex I had in OtherWorld lasted considerably longer than a minute.

      God is watching you, gamers!

      Sin is sin, virtual or not!

      And the perennial favorite of Bible-thumpers at NFL games:

      JOHN 3:16

      And they were all chanting in one loud voice, “GOD GAVE US SEX – NOT WESTEK!”

      Protestors.

      Great.

      My boss had mentioned in the meeting yesterday that they were starting to show up inside the game. I hadn’t seen any yet… until now.

      Lucky me.

      I sighed and walked past them toward the main gate, where two dozen armed Naga stood guard behind wrought iron bars.

      As I passed the protestors, half a dozen stepped out to offer me pamphlets.

      “Have you accepted Jesus Christ as your personal lord and savior?”

      “Here, have a tract! It tells you all about how you’re going to Hell!”

      “Sir, sir – do you realize your soul is in danger just playing this game?”

      “You do realize that you are engaged in digital prostitution, don’t you?”

      My boss had said ‘Don’t feed the trolls,’ so I ignored the Jesus freaks and marched over to the Naga commander. “I’m here to see Zali.”

      “Of course.”

      However, the Bible-thumpers didn’t like being ignored. Not at all.

      Just as the Naga unlocked the gate, the protestors began to scream at me.

      “Fornicator!”

      “Adulterer!”

      “Pedophile!”

      It was the ‘pedophile’ part that got to me.

      Somebody calling you a ‘fornicator’ made them sound like they were straight out of Massachusetts in 1750. And ‘adulterer’ was just stupid, seeing as I wasn’t married.

      But ‘pedophile’?

      Fuck YOU, ASSHOLE.

      I turned around and stared angrily at the crowd. “Who said that?”

      The crowd stopped chanting, suddenly interested in the impending conflict with a heathen (me).

      One of the crustacean people pointed a claw at his shell-plated chest. “I did!”

      “Don’t go around shouting that at people,” I snapped. “Not cool.”

      “It’s TRUE! You go around having sex with children in this game!”

      “I do NOT!”

      “Oh yeah?” Lobster Man yelled. “There are kids playing this game! Who’s to say you’re not having sex with them unknowingly?!”

      “Number one, because I’ve only ever had sex with NPCs!”

      Lobster Man stared at me blankly.

      “Non-player characters, generated by the computer? As in, NOT REAL PEOPLE?” I yelled. “What the hell, don’t you even know what you’re protesting?”

      Lobster Man tried to recover. “W-well – you probably have sex with child PNC’s – ”

      “It’s ‘NPCs,’ asshole, and NO, I DON’T! They’ve ALL been adults! And I know for a fact that anybody who registers for the adult portion of OtherWorld has to prove they’re 18 or older in three different ways – driver’s license or passport, birth certificate, and some sort of official billing notification, either to a bank or a credit card in their name. Nobody’s having sex in this game unless they’re legal adults.”

      That part was fact. Westek had gone through hell and back to make sure nobody younger than 18 could bone in OtherWorld.

      Lobster Man didn’t have a comeback for that one.

      Didn’t matter to Lobster Man. After a couple of seconds of silence, he started yelling, “PE-DO-PHILE! PE-DO-PHILE!”

      The entire crowd picked up the chant. “PE-DO-PHILE! PE-DO-PHILE!”

      Okay, that fuckin’ tore it.

      “You people are fucking idiots, do you know that?!” I yelled.

      There was a gasp from the crowd like a bunch of old church ladies clutching their pearls.

      “He said the F word!” someone wailed.

      I ignored her. “You’re paying every month to come in here so you can yell at people who don’t give a fuck what you have to say, and you’re actually making Westek RICHER in the process! You’re paying the company that put sex in the game, just so you can complain that they put sex in the game! You’re incentivizing them to KEEP sex in the game because they’re making money off of you! You do realize that, right? That’s fucking IDIOTIC!”

      The crowd all stared at me, jaws gaping like the mouth-breathers they were.

      Then Lobster Man started chanting again. “PE-DO-PHILE! PE-DO-PHILE!”

      The crowd joined him. “PE-DO-PHILE! PE-DO-PHILE!”

      Okay.

      That’s how it was going to be?

      Now the gloves were coming off.

      First off, let’s get something straight: I don’t care what people believe, so long as their beliefs make them better people and lead them to treat other human beings well.

      And there are weird, unprovable, crazy things that every religion believes. Buddhists, Hindus, Muslims, Jews, it doesn’t matter – everybody has at least a couple core tenets that are flat-out dumb. Even atheists have to completely suspend disbelief about things like the apparent ‘purposeless’ of Nature and the insane improbability of the Big Bang. Give us one free miracle, and we’ll explain the rest for free!

      And I sincerely believe there are a lot of great Christians out there. People who actually live by the Golden Rule. People who practice kindness, compassion, forgiveness, and charity. People who use their belief in God to bring out the best in themselves.

      But these assholes weren’t those people.

      No, they just wanted to use fear and shame and guilt to bludgeon others into submission.

      I grew up with evangelical fundamentalists in my family, so I know they’re obsessed with Hell. They use it as a threat to frighten the shit out of you so you’ll do what they want.

      No matter how much they talk about ‘God’s love,’ in the end, the pliers and blowtorches always came out.

      So FUCK these people.

      I’d seen a pretty great t-shirt once when I was in college, and I did my best to quote it at the top of my voice.

      “But I wouldn’t expect anything less from a bunch of idiots who believe a cosmic Jewish zombie can make you live forever if you symbolically eat his flesh and drink his blood and telepathically tell him you’re his master, so he can remove an evil force from your soul that was put there because a talking snake convinced a rib-woman to eat a magic apple!”

      If you believe in a cosmic Jewish zombie, no disrespect intended. I assume you don’t go protesting adults having consensual sex in video games.

      These assholes did, and I was trying to make them mad.

      I succeeded.

      Boy howdy, did I succeed.

      First the group went absolutely silent.

      I began to wonder if I’d confused them – if maybe I’d talked too fast, or if I was going to have to explain the insult. Which, you know, would kind of ruin it.

      Not to worry.

      They got it, alright.

      They all stared at me, their faces twisted in hatred –

      And then they rushed me, screaming at the tops of their lungs.

      Shit!

      I immediately started casting Soul Suck – my fastest spell, which had an instantaneous cast time.

      The good news was that the protestors were all Level 1. None of them had actually put any time into playing the game, after all; they were too busy protesting. So they inflicted next to no damage and had extremely low Health. They were essentially a bunch of trash mobs, just controlled by human players.

      Normally, large groups of trash mobs were dangerous. Even if they were less powerful than you, they were like slow-moving zombies: they got you in volume.

      But Level 1 trash mobs?

      It was like bringing a woodchipper to an egg toss.

      My Soul Suck spell normally lasted six seconds, but I could basically hit a protestor for one second and completely wipe him out, then immediately move on to the next one.

      So I dealt with them pretty handily. I took some damage from their crappy swords and flailing signs, but any hit points they erased out were immediately replaced courtesy of Soul Suck.

      I started mocking them to their face as I mowed them down. “You IDIOTS! You’re all Level 1, and I’m a 27! Level up before you go attacking more powerful players, you dipshits!”

      Sixty seconds later, they were all gone, dispatched to the nearest graveyard outside the city walls. They would return soon, but at least for the moment, there was silence.

      I didn’t realize how strange that was until I realized that all the Naga and nymphs had stopped fighting and were staring at me.

      There was a pause where I wondered if I was going to get rushed again, and this time by a bunch of Level 30 NPCs.

      And then all the Naga and nymphs broke into applause.

      Apparently it wasn’t just players who hated the protestors.

      I laughed and took a little bow, after which the two races of warriors went back to trying to kill each other.

      “THANK you,” the Naga commander said as he opened the iron gates.

      “My pleasure,” I said – and meant it.
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      The front doors to Zali’s villa were open, so I entered and walked around. Nobody was inside, so I exited the back and went into the X-rated sculpture garden.

      There were Zali and Alaria, both wearing little wire-rimmed sunglasses and reclining on two chaise longues. I fuckin’ hate snooty French terms, but that’s what they were – fancy little sofas with wooden frames and satiny cushions.

      During my absence, Zali had changed into an all-white suit, so he looked like a fish version of Panama Jack.

      Alaria was sunning herself completely naked. Her bikini and thigh-high leather boots lay in a pile next to the chair.

      Stig, incidentally, was nowhere to be seen.

      “What the hell?” I said as I walked in.

      “Hello, Ee-an!” Zali said with a big smile.

      “Oh, hey, babe,” Alaria greeted me cheerfully.

      “What the hell are you doing?” I asked her.

      “Just catching some sun.”

      “Naked?!”

      “No tan lines that way.”

      “I thought you hated this guy!”

      “Yeah, so?”

      “So now you’re sunbathing nude with him?!”

      She shrugged. “Might as well. Not like I’m going to kill him on my own.”

      “But naked?!”

      “No tan lines that way,” she reiterated.

      “We were waiting for you!” Zali said enthusiastically. “Now that you are here, you can keel me!”

      “Great,” I muttered. “Where’s Stig?”

      “The eemp? Heh-heh – he ees eem-bibing.”

      Imbibing?

      “STIG!” I yelled as I walked back to the urinating faun.

      There he was, perched atop the succubus’s head, gulping down the steady stream of champagne.

      “GET DOWN FROM THERE!”

      “Oh… you’re back,” Stig said with an utter and complete lack of enthusiasm.

      “Zali, can you shut off the booze?” I yelled.

      Stig’s head popped up in alarm. “What?”

      “Yes, Ee-an, I can, but do you really want to do that?” the hatchetfish asked.

      “YES!”

      “Alright – your weesh is my command!”

      Zali snapped his fingers, and the faun broke off mid-stream.

      Urinary magic, courtesy of a water elemental Warlock, I guess.

      “NOOO!” Stig howled as the stream stopped, and immediately dove face-first into the pool of champagne around the succubus’s thighs.

      “Can you drain that, too?” I asked Zali. “And fast?”

      “Of course.”

      Snap!

      The champagne drained away in two seconds flat.

      “NOOOOO!” Stig howled in agony.

      “Get out here, we have to fight,” I said crossly.

      “NOOOOO!” Stig cried out, and began licking between the succubus’s naked thighs.

      She liked it quite a bit. “Oh – OH – OH – ”

      “Stop licking her there!” I yelled.

      “NO, please don’t stop!” she pleaded.

      “But she’s wet there, boss!” Stig protested.

      “THAT’S NOT CHAMPAGNE!”

      Stig bitched and moaned (as did the succubus after Stig stopped licking her crotch), but he pulled himself out of the now-empty pool.

      “Alright,” I said, turning to Zali, “where are we going to – ”

      “Ahem,” the hatchetfish cleared his throat, and pointed behind me.

      I looked over to see that Stig had climbed the marble faun statue and had his mouth on, um, a very inappropriate portion of the goat-man’s anatomy.

      “STIG, GET DOWN FROM THERE!”

      “But I gotta suck out every last drop, boss!”

      “GET DOWN NOW!”

      Stig bitched and moaned some more, but jumped off the faun’s crotch and waddled on over.

      “Alright,” I said to Zali, “where do you want to fight?”

      “Here ees fine with me!” he said, then grew mournful. “I regret to eenform you, though, that seence you were last here, I have taken a sheet. Gone ees the magic. My powers have been deemeenished. I am sure you will beeet me now.”

      “Ugh – TMI, dude,” I muttered.

      Zali looked confused. “Tee… em eye?”

      “Don’t ask,” Alaria called out from her chaise longue.

      “Too much information,” I said. “It’s an acronym.”

      “An acro… neem?”

      “I told you not to ask,” Alaria said.

      “I don’t need to hear any more about your bodily functions!” I snapped. “Let’s just duel. On the count of three – one, two, THREE!”

      Sheet or no sheet, I was dead 30 seconds later.
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      I resurrected in a graveyard around the corner from Zali’s villa, and ran back into the house and sculpture garden.

      Alaria was still sunning herself on the chaise longue.

      “Thanks for helping out,” I snapped.

      “Sorry,” she said. She sat up and yawned, causing her massive boobs to jiggle alluringly.

      An awful lot of incubi nearby had spontaneous ejaculations.

      “OHHH!”

      “UNNNH!”

      “FUUUUCK!”

      “Okay, ready,” she said.

      “Maybe you should put on your clothes first,” I said, eyeing the little cum sprites. All I needed was more of those little fuckers floating around.

      “Fine,” she pouted, and bent over to grab her boots – which exposed her incredible ass.

      “GAAAH!”

      “OOOOH!”

      “GNNRH!”

      More spontaneous emissions.

      Great.

      Zali walked up to us out of the sculpture garden. “Eee-an! So good to see you again!”

      “Yeah… can you… do something about that?” I asked, gesturing at the little white Pac-Man ghosts hovering nearby.

      “Oh, yes, of course,” he said, and summoned a gust of water that spattered some poor succubus’s face with all the little gobbets.

      “OHHHHHHH!” she cried out as she immediately came.

      Okay, whatever, at least somebody liked that sort of thing.

      “Alright – shall we duel again?” Zali asked.

      “Yes,” I said, stepping back into my ‘this is serious’ magic-casting pose.

      “One theeng before we start,” Zali said, almost apologetically.

      “What?”

      “I fully an-tee-cee-pate you keeling me thees next time, but if you do not… perhaps it would be wise to establish a Gravesite here, so you do not have to keep resurrecting in the graveyard around the corner, no?”

      That actually was a pretty good suggestion.

      “Uh… okay,” I said. “Here?”

      “Yes, please, be my guest! Take your time,” Zali said solicitously, and twirled his waxed mustache.

      I activated the spell, and black swirls of energy spun from my fingers into a shape on the sandy ocean floor. Within a few seconds, a tombstone was standing in the sand.

      “Wonderful! Now we may begeen,” Zali said.

      And he killed me.

      I immediately came back.

      “Would you like a leetle recovery time?” Zali asked, as though concerned for my health.

      “No, I’m fine! Let’s do this!”

      And he killed me again.

      I came back again and again, and every time he slaughtered me.

      Sometimes Alaria joined in, sometimes Stig, sometimes both. Zali just blasted them a hundred feet away – and if Alaria got hit and jiggled, a couple more incubi came.

      Me? I just died.

      After my 19th death, Zali remarked in a kindly voice, “I theenk you are not so good at thees – but you are geetteeng better!”

      “Stop patronizing me!”

      “Yes, of course, of course.”

      By my 62nd death, the sun was setting, and the water far overhead was tinged a beautiful red and orange.

      When I came back, Zali held up his hands like he was surrendering. “Perhaps we should stop for the eeevening, no? You must eat and rest, and tomorrow we weel begeen again… before I have taken my morning sheet, yes? Yes. Let us go.”

      I wasn’t going to argue. I was fucking sick to death of… well, death.

      Zali escorted us up to the top floor of his villa.

      “I shall have the servant girl breeng een a meal for you. Eet shall be a lavish feast! Forgive me, I cannot join you, for I feel een-spired by our battle today in a way I have not felt for many months! I must go to my workshop and create art – FOR I AM ZALI!” he thundered as he posed, one arm up in the air.

      “Great,” I grunted. “You do that.”

      Alaria collapsed into the nearest sofa chair and draped one leg over the armrest.

      “Is there booze?” Stig asked hopefully as he looked around the room.

      “No, my leetle freend, I have no alcohol on the pree-mee-ses, other than the faun. Although I could start heem up for you again.”

      “Yah!” Stig said, his whole face lighting up.

      “NO!” I snapped. “You’ve had enough for today.”

      “Awwww,” Stig grumbled as he shot me an angry look.

      “Very well, no more sham-PAHN-ya for the eemp,” Zali said. He paused at the door and looked back at me. “I want you to know, I weell dream of you tonight, Ee-an, for you have een-spired me.”

      “Wonderful,” I muttered.

      The hatchetfish cupped his outstretched hands. “I shall dream of your pulchritudinous buttocks.”

      “Uh…”

      “I shall dream a dream of taking my magic and forcing ART inside your shapely – ”

      “GOODNIGHT!” I yelled as I forced him out of the room and slammed the door behind him.

      “Hate him yet?” Alaria asked with a smile.

      “I’m getting there.”

      There was a knock at the door.

      I flung it open, expecting Zali. “God dammit, can we just get a little… uh…”

      The nymph from earlier stood there in her French maid outfit, standing behind a cart with three silver domes on serving platters. She stared into my face with shock and trepidation.

      “Sorry,” I muttered, “I thought you were Zali. Uh, come in.”

      The nymph rolled the cart into the room.

      Alaria arched one eyebrow as she watched the nymph’s pert ass wiggle beneath her incredibly short skirt.

      “So… um…” I murmured as I watched the nymph’s ass, too. “You can just leave that anywh– ”

      The nymph whirled around to face me, her expression one of anxious lust.

      “Fuck me… please oh please FUCK ME.”

      My eyes bugged out. “Uhhh… okay…”

      Alaria grinned. “Now that’s what I call room service.”
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      “Not to pry,” I asked, “but why exactly do you want us to… um… fuck you?”

      “I’m the only person here besides that beastly little fish!” she said miserably. “Do you know what it’s like to walk around every day amongst those sculptures, and see all those beautiful bodies… those gorgeous breasts… those enormous cocks… and not be able to touch them? To USE them?! I’m going insane!”

      “You do know they’re not really sculptures, right?” I asked.

      “Of course I do!” she snapped.

      “So why don’t you, uh, ‘use’ them when Zali’s not around?”

      “Because he’s ordered them to begin shouting if I so much as touch one of them – and he’ll kill me if I do!”

      “Oh…”

      All of a sudden, something crawled out from under the bed.

      A crab with googly eyes.

      And it began talking in a Caribbean accent.

      “Welcome to da adult expansion pack of Othah-World!”

      What the hell?!

      Alaria recoiled. “How the fuck did that thing follow us all the way here?! And why is he so obsessed with your penis?!”

      My pe–

      Oh.

      The ‘adult expansion pack.’

      The crab ignored her. “You have embarked on a whole new experience in entertainment! Please confirm that you are at least 18 years of age before da fun begins!”

      “Go away and don’t come back!” I yelled at the crustacean.

      “Alright!” he said brightly as he scuttled out of the door. “You can call me back any time for an introduction to your new world of sensual delights!”

      Okay, THAT whole bit was going down in the QC report, for sure.

      Stig watched intently as the crab crawled out, like he’d never seen anything weirder in his life.

      The nymph, though – NPC that she was – ignored everything that had just happened with the crab.

      Good thing, too, because Sebastian was a fuckin’ mood killer.

      Not that the nymph was that much better at the moment, to be honest.

      “I’m so, SO unhappy here,” she wept.

      “You poor baby,” Alaria murmured. She stood up behind the nymph, reached around from behind her, and cupped her breasts in her palms.

      The nymph’s tits were already almost spilling out of the low-cut lacy top, and the added support from Alaria’s hands made them plump up even more.

      “Ohhhh,” the nymph moaned, and tilted her head back in bliss.

      The nymph’s dark green hair was piled atop her head in a messy bun. Alaria took full advantage of that fact, and began kissing the nymph’s exposed neck. Her dark red lips against the nymph’s pale green skin was the most wonderful combination of colors imaginable.

      I and my achingly erect cock were thoroughly enjoying the show.

      Someone else, however, was not.

      “Ugh!” Stig sneered. “Get out of free jail card! Get out of free jail card!”

      “It’s ‘Get out of jail free card,’ and you don’t get to use it right now,” I said crossly. “There’s tons of other rooms in this house. Go find another one.”

      “Mrrrm,” he grunted in annoyance, and waddled towards the door. Before he left, though, he jumped up on the room service cart and looked under one of the silver domes to find a platter of roast beef.

      What roast beef was doing underwater, I have no idea, but there it was.

      Stig grabbed a handful of meat with his grubby little fingers.

      I screwed up my face in disgust. “Gross, man!”

      “Chill, bitch!” he snapped, then looked around the room like he was addressing an invisible crowd. “Somebody tell that bitch to chill!”

      “Why you little – ”

      Before I could move, Stig stuffed the roast beef in his mouth, leapt down from the cart, and scampered out of the room, leaving greasy handprints behind.

      I went over and slammed the door behind him and locked it.

      Then I turned back to the show already in progress.

      Alaria had already bent the nymph over the bed and flipped up the hem of her ruffly black skirt, exposing her perfectly curved ass.

      The nymph wasn’t wearing any underwear, but there was a garter belt with satin straps framing her ass cheeks and holding up her fishnet stockings.

      Alaria knelt down behind the nymph and positioned her lips just centimeters from the woman’s ass. The nymph’s plump little pussy, completely bare and a slightly darker green than the rest of her skin, puffed out between her thighs. Her lips were already slick with her own juices.

      “What’s your name, darling?” Alaria purred.

      I knew from past experience that Alaria’s hot breath was brushing over the nymph’s lips, driving her wild with anticipation.

      “Lilandra,” the nymph moaned.

      “Well, Lilandra, my name is Alaria, and this is Ian. And we’ll be more than happy to do anything you want… but first we get to play with your body and do whatever we want.”

      “O…okay,” the nymph agreed breathlessly.

      Fuuuuck.

      My cock grew even harder.

      Alaria began to kiss Lilandra’s thighs, slowly working her way up to the nymph’s beautifully curved ass.

      Lilandra moaned and wiggled her bottom, obviously wanting more –

      Alaria plucked one of the elastic garter straps and let it go.

      SNAP!

      “OH!” the nymph gasped.

      “You don’t MOVE,” Alaria ordered. “Not unless I tell you to.”

      “O…okay,” Lilandra moaned.

      “You liked that little bit of pain, though, didn’t you?”

      “Y-yes…”

      “Mmm. Good.”

      Alaria kissed each sherbet-green ass cheek softly, gradually moving in towards the space between the nymph’s thighs.

      Then Alaria’s tongue emerged from her dark lips and delicately began to lick Lilandra’s pussy.

      “Ohhhhhh,” the nymph moaned.

      SNAP!

      “OH!” The nymph looked around. “Why did you do that?”

      “For fun,” Alaria leered, then pulled the garter again.

      SNAP!

      “OH!”

      “But that was because you moved. Now face the other way.”

      Lilandra did as she was told.

      Alaria licked up and down Lilandra’s puffy lips… then slowly eased the tip of her tongue inside the nymph’s cleft.

      “UNNNNNH,” Lilandra moaned as she grasped the bedspread tightly in both hands.

      “Ian,” Alaria said, “get undressed and show the poor girl what she’s been missing out on.”

      I took off my boots, cloak, and shirt.

      Lilandra watched me with wide eyes – though they occasionally rolled back in her head as Alaria continued to lick her.

      I paused as I was about to take off my pants. Lilandra stared expectantly straight at my crotch and licked her lips.

      “I should probably warn you,” I said glumly, “I’m not anywhere near as big as those incubus guys out there.”

      “I don’t care – I’ll take anything as long as I can have it inside me,” Lilandra moaned.

      FUUUUCK.

      That was just about the best thing she could have said to me.

      I pulled down my pants, and out sprang my stiff cock.

      “Unh,” Lilandra grunted, and licked her lips some more. “Please, please put it in my mouth – ”

      SNAP!

      “OH!” the nymph cried out.

      “You don’t get it in your mouth quite yet,” Alaria said like a prim schoolmarm. “You have to earn it.”

      “Yes, yes, I will, please let me earn it,” the nymph moaned.

      “Crawl up to the edge of the bed,” Alaria commanded.

      The nymph scurried across the mattress until her breasts were right at the edge. They looked absolutely gorgeous in her French maid’s lace top.

      “Ian, softly touch her face with your cock – but don’t put it in her mouth.”

      I walked right up to Lilandra and brushed my erection against her cheek.

      Her eyes closed in ecstasy, and she moaned. “Ohhhh… it’s so warm…”

      “Caress her with it, Ian,” Alaria ordered.

      I slowly drifted my cock across Lilandra’s soft skin, moving it from one side of her face to the other, caressing her cheek with my shaft.

      The nymph moaned and moved her head as though she wanted to take it in her mouth –

      SNAP! went the garters.

      “OH!” Lilandra cried out, her entire body jerking.

      “I told you you have to earn it,” Alaria said. “Open your mouth wide.”

      Lilandra did as told.

      “Ian, get on one side of her and put your cock between her lips – but just barely graze her skin, nothing more.”

      I did as I was told. I stood on the right side of Lilandra and placed my throbbing cock right between her open lips. The skin of my shaft lightly touched her lips, just a hint of a caress.

      Lilandra moaned and started to drool.

      FUCK that was hot.

      Her tongue reached out and licked the underside of my shaft. I gasped.

      “Are you using your tongue on him, nymph?!” Alaria growled.

      “Uhhh… yesh?” Lilandra answered, her tongue still caressing my skin.

      SNAP SNAP!

      “UNH!” Lilandra cried out.

      “I didn’t say you could do that!”

      Lilandra began to whimper like she was suffering, but she withdrew her tongue – much to my frustration, too.

      “Ian, get directly in front of her,” Alaria said.

      I did.

      “Lilandra, open your mouth wide.”

      She did.

      “Lilandra, don’t suck him and don’t use your tongue. Ian – grab the back of her head and slowly start to fuck her face.”

      I looked at Alaria. “…really?”

      Alaria winked and smiled mischievously. “Trust me.”

      I looked down at Lilandra. “Are you okay with that?”

      The nymph nodded more enthusiastically than anybody I’d ever had sex with in my entire life.

      “What are you going to do?” I asked Alaria.

      My succubus grinned. “I’m going to fuck her ass.”

      Lilandra’s eyes bugged out wide.

      “Wai, wha?” she tried to say, but I’d already slid the head of my cock inside her mouth.

      “Unnnnh,” she groaned as her eyes rolled back into her head.

      I grabbed the back of her head, clasped my fingers in her hair, and began to slowly rock in and out of her mouth.

      DAMN her tongue was soft and warm… and even though we were underwater, the sensation of being inside her mouth was even wetter than I’d expected.

      Lilandra began to moan louder, and her lips closed around my shaft as I eased it in and out of her mouth.

      I was pretty sure it wasn’t me making her moan, though – and I was right.

      The lower half of Alaria’s face was down between Lilandra’s beautiful green ass cheeks. I wanted to see what she was doing, so I immediately cast my All-Seeing Eye.

      It was a spell that I could direct like a floating camera, so that I could get an up-close view of things not directly in my line of sight.

      And wow, did I get an eyeful.

      Alaria’s red tongue was licking Lilandra’s little green asshole. Like the nymph’s pussy lips, the color was a bit darker than the surrounding skin.

      First Alaria swirled her tongue all around it, then slowly eased her tip inside.

      “MMMMM,” Lilandra moaned. I could feel the buzz of her voice through my shaft, vibrating me down to my balls as I started to thrust deeper in her mouth.

      Alaria began to go deeper inside Lilandra’s ass, one inch, two inches, really filling her up with the full thickness of her tongue.

      “MMMMM!”  Lilandra screamed, the noise muffled by my cock.

      I got the Eye down right between Lilandra’s thighs, and saw that Alaria was now inserting a finger into the nymph’s dripping pussy.

      She eased one finger in as she continued to tongue-fuck Lilandra’s ass… then withdrew it and slid in two fingers.

      Then she began to thrust her fingers inside Lilandra’s pussy in time with her tongue.

      “Fuck her, Ian!” Alaria called out, though with her tongue in Lilandra’s ass, it came out sounding more like Fuh eh, Ia-uh!

      “MMMMMM!” Lilandra screamed into my cock, her forehead furrowed in bliss, saliva dribbling down her chin as I continued to pound away.

      The nymph’s ass and thighs began to shake uncontrollably, trembling and spasming.

      She was coming.

      “MM – MM – MM – MM – MM!” she moaned, each syllable matched to a different contraction of her pussy.

      Finally, as her groans began to subside, Alaria removed her face from Lilandra’s ass and said, “Okay, stop what you’re doing, Ian.”

      I slid out of Lilandra’s mouth, a long string of saliva trailing from the tip of my crown to her lips.

      “Ohhhhh,” she moaned, her head slumping down over the edge of the bed. “Ohhhhhh…”

      But Alaria was nowhere near done.

      She roughly flipped the nymph over onto her back.

      “Oh!” Lilandra gasped, then giggled. “What are you going to do now?”

      “Change places. Ian, come over here. And let’s get you out of that pesky uniform, shall we?”

      Alaria began to expertly undo the lacy ties on Lilandra’s uniform. Then, as she and I changed places, Alaria tugged the dress over the nymph’s head, leaving her completely nude except for the garter belt, straps, and fishnet stockings.

      Fuck she was hot. Her breasts were lovely mounds arching up from her chest, tipped by dark green areolas with hard nipples. Her belly was flat and lean, her waist tiny and her hips wide. Her pussy lips might have been bare, but there was a beautiful little landing strip of dark green hair above her clit.

      “This won’t do,” Alaria said disapprovingly.

      I had no idea what she was talking about. This would do plenty well for me.

      “Here – scooch over to the corner of the bed, so that your head is hanging off one side of the mattress and your ass is hanging off the other,” Alaria commanded the nymph.

      Ah – now I see what she meant. Alaria wanted both me and her to be able to do stuff with Lilandra without having to lie on top of her.

      The nymph scooted over until she was on the corner of the king-size bed. Her head was now lolling back over the edge of the mattress, and I could enter her pussy now while still standing up.

      Lilandra looked up expectantly. “What should I do now?”

      “Just lie there for a second and look pretty,” Alaria said as she slipped off her bra and thong, but kept on her thigh-high boots. “Ian, before you fuck her, I want you to tease her some more. Rub your cock along the outside of her pussy. Gradually press it into her clit harder and harder, but make her beg you for it before you slip it inside her.”

      Sounded good to me.

      “What about you?” Lilandra asked Alaria.

      My succubus smiled. “Now you’re going to pleasure me.”
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      I grabbed Lilandra’s pale green legs, spread them into a V, and settled them against my chest.

      “Oh,” she said with a big smile, and craned her neck up to see what I was doing.

      Alaria grabbed Lilandra’s hair and forced her head back down – then stepped into place so that her thighs were straddling the nymph’s face.

      “Ohhhh,” Lilandra murmured. I couldn’t see anything now but her lips and chin, which were positioned right at Alaria’s pussy.

      “Lick me,” Alaria growled.

      Lilandra’s dark green tongue darted out and began to lap at Alaria’s pussy.

      “Mmmm,” my succubus murmured with a smile, and tilted her head back. “That’s it. Ohhhh… oh yes…”

      Seeing all that, my cock was aching for a little action, so I slid it over Lilandra’s pussy.

      God she was wet. With the saliva still coating my shaft, and the juices all over her lips, I slid smooth as silk across her cleft.

      “Mmmmm,” Lilandra murmured, though the sound was muffled by Alaria’s soft flesh.

      I pressed my palm against the head of my cock and forced it down a bit, increasing the friction over the soft, firm bud of Lilandra’s clit as I slid back and forth.

      “MMMMM,” Lilandra groaned. She was getting so excited, she reached her arms around Alaria’s waist and gripped my succubus's ass cheeks firmly in her hands.

      “Oh fuck yes,” Alaria moaned, and gripped Lilandra’s head between her leather-clad thighs. It was like some kinky S&M lesbian scene – just that one hot chick was red, and the other was green.

      I slid back and forth vigorously, pressing my cock down harder on Lilandra’s clit with every stroke.

      Her thighs began to twitch and tremble again.

      “MMMM!” she screamed as her tongue lapped at Alaria’s little red clit.

      “Fuck, fuck, FUCK – ” Alaria cried out, and threw her head back as she came, too. “GODDESS, YES, FUCK, YES!”

      I stopped slipping and sliding as Lilandra’s trembling gradually returned to normal, and Alaria released her leather-clad vise grip on the nymph’s head.

      “Mmmm… that was very, very nice,” Alaria murmured with a smile, then leaned over, her breasts dangling full and heavy as she kissed Lilandra.

      The nymph and the succubus were facing different directions, so the kiss was upside down – but that made it even hotter.

      Then Alaria broke off the kiss and smiled into Lilandra’s face. “Well, you’ve definitely earned whatever you want. What would you like?”

      The nymph stared intently up into Alaria’s eyes. “Use me.”

      Fuuuuuuuck.

      Alaria looked up at me mischievously. “You heard the woman, Ian. Use her – and use her good.”

      Then Alaria crept down Lilandra’s body, kissing her chin, her neck, her collarbones, until she finally reached the nymph’s breasts. She began to lick one erect green nipple, then took it between her lips and sucked.

      Of course, now Alaria’s gigantic breasts were dangling in Lilandra’s face. The nymph greedily grabbed them with both hands and began to massage them as she sucked first one nipple, then the other.

      I was about to explode. And if I was going to come, I knew where I wanted to do it.

      I took the swollen head of my cock, positioned it right between Lilandra’s lips, and thrust inside her with one uninterrupted stroke.

      “OH YES!” Lilandra screamed.

      Well, that was encouraging.

      I began to rock in and out of her, slow at first, then faster. FUCK she was drenched, even wetter than her mouth. Just loose enough to caress every inch of my shaft. I knew I wasn’t going to last long, so I tried to do a little something extra for the nymph before I came.

      Since I was standing up, it was easy enough to change my angle so the head of my cock was rubbing up against her g-spot. I wasn’t very long by any means, but the g-spot was only a few inches inside most women on the wall of her vagina closest to her belly button, so I could reach that.

      Lilandra started to go wild. She bucked her lower body against me, slapping her ass against my crotch as my swollen head pressed firmly against her g-spot with every stroke.

      “YES! YES! YES! YES!” she screamed with every thrust.

      Alaria decided to get into the fun, too. Even as she kept sucking Lilandra’s nipple, she reached out one arm and put one fingertip on Lilandra’s clit. At first she just circled it softly, but then she rubbed directly on it, faster and faster, until her finger was just a blur. And all the while I was thrusting in and out of Lilandra, the head of my cock massaging her g-spot.

      When the nymph finally came, she came big.

      “GAAAAAAAAAAH!” she screamed.

      Her pussy gripped my entire shaft, and I felt her muscles pulse all around me.

      Not only that, but a warm jet of water flowed against my belly, distorting the seawater like air shimmering above scorching hot metal on a summer’s day.

      She’d squirted.

      That put me over the edge.

      “OH FUCK!” I groaned, and shot my load deep inside her.

      “Oh yes,” Alaria moaned as both Lilandra and I came at the same time. I knew Alaria got off on other people’s orgasms almost as much as having one herself.

      Well… maybe not almost as much. But she was obviously enjoying the show.

      I finally slowed down, panting. Alaria rolled off of Lilandra’s body and lay beside her on the bed. The nymph’s thighs and pussy were still trembling with aftershocks, and her face looked like she’d just had a religious experience.

      Not any sort of religious experience those dipshits outside the city gates would approve of, though.

      Once I pulled out of Lilandra, we all crept up next to each other on the bed and caressed each other’s bodies in post-orgasmic afterglow.

      “That was… indescribable,” Lilandra sighed contentedly.

      “It was definitely fun,” Alaria smiled.

      “Fun?! I’ve never felt like that, ever!” the nymph exclaimed.

      “Really? How many lovers have you had?” Alaria asked.

      “Not that many, actually. And only other nymphs.” Lilandra smiled at me as she cupped my balls. “Which is why I particularly enjoyed your cock. It was wonderful.”

      That’s always a nice thing to hear.

      But something was odd about what she’d said.

      “Wait – you were lesbian before tonight?” I asked. “Because earlier you seemed pretty enthusiastic about all the incubi’s, uh, packages.”

      “I wasn’t a lesbian by choice, but necessity. After the king died, our queen had to kill all the men in our land when they attempted a coup against her. So now the women just make do with fingers and tongues.”

      “There are always strap-ons,” Alaria said helpfully.

      “Oooooh, that sounds fun,” Lilandra said, wide-eyed.

      “Wait – there aren’t any men in your kingdom?!” I asked.

      “No.”

      “Then how are you going to, you know – make more little nymphs?”

      “Though she doesn’t trust any male enough to marry again, the queen is constantly trying to find a suitable mate for the princess. Once she does, our kingdom will join forces with the new army and finally crush the Naga – and Zali – once and for all,” Lilandra seethed.

      “Until then, no cock?” Alaria asked.

      “No cock,” Lilandra said sadly, then grinned and caressed my stiffening unit with her hand. “Except for me. Mmmm.”

      Not that I wanted to interrupt what was going on, but I had to ask. “The Naga said they don’t work for Zali – is that true?”

      “Yes. Zali is their patron, you might say. He built this mansion on the outskirts of our kingdom.” Lilandra’s face grew dark. “We let the little bastard live in peace, thinking he was only an eccentric, but then he went and cast his lot with the Naga. Almost overnight they constructed the city as an outpost, and ever since then those foul serpents have had a foothold on our land. That was how I came to be here in this house. The Naga captured me during a raid and offered me to Zali as a tribute.”

      “So if the nymphs get rid of the Naga, they’ll kill Zali, too?”

      “Yes – and I will finally be free.” Suddenly the nymph’s eyes went wide and she sat up frantically. “Oh no – I’ve been gone too long – I should go!”

      “Wait, what?” I asked. After all the cock-stroking, I’d been looking forward to round two.

      “Zali might be looking for me – I have to go!” she cried out as she jumped out of bed and hurriedly put on her French maid dress.

      “Well, come back if you want to do it some more,” Alaria said.

      “Oh, yes, please, can we do it again?” the nymph asked as she pinned her tangled hair atop her head.

      “Of course,” Alaria said with a reassuring smile. “I don’t think we’ll be killing Zali anytime soon, so we’ll probably be here for a while.”

      “Hey!” I said indignantly.

      “Well, do you think we’ll be killing Zali anytime soon?” Alaria asked.

      “…I don’t know,” I said grumpily. “There’s always a chance…”

      “Well, don’t kill him too soon,” Lilandra said. “Or if you do, promise me you’ll stay a week and fuck me every day!”

      “Every hour, on the hour,” Alaria laughed.

      “Mmmm, I look forward to it,” the nymph purred. She leaned over and kissed Alaria with a little tongue, then did the same to me – but stroked my cock with one hand as we kissed.

      Just as she got me going, though, she stood up and waved. “Goodnight!”

      Then she quickly let herself out and closed the door behind her.

      “Well, damn,” Alaria sighed. “I was hoping for a little more sea nymph action tonight.”

      “Me too. How did you know to tease her so much when we started?”

      “Simple – she’d been anticipating having sex for so long, it was the anticipation that drove her wild. So I just played with that and made her wait as long as possible till she got the good stuff.” Her hand drifted down to my cock and stroked it to full mast. “Speaking of the ‘good stuff,’ I’ve been anticipating it the whole last hour. Are you going to make me anticipate it any longer?”

      “You can have it only when you beg,” I teased her.

      She stared deep into my eyes and gave me the most longing look imaginable. “Then please, Ian, please, I’m begging you – fuck me. Slide that gorgeous cock inside me and fuck my brains out for as long as you possibly can.”

      With a request like that, I had to comply.

      We didn’t get to sleep until three hours later.
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      The next morning, Alaria and I awoke to a gentle knocking. When I answered the door, there was no one there – but there was a new room service cart with silver domes, a beautiful arrangement of coral and shells, and a note:

      I had a wonderful night with both of you. Looking forward to the next one.

      I looked down the hallway for Lilandra, but she was nowhere to be seen.

      I wheeled in the cart.

      “Oooh,” Alaria said as she leaned up on one elbow, “did our breakfast come with a side order of hot sea nymph?”

      “Unfortunately, no. I guess she was afraid of Zali finding out or something.”

      I lifted up the domes one by one to find an assortment of land fruits (apples, bananas, and pears), some sort of seaweed salad, and several hardboiled eggs. Whether they were from chickens or not, I had no idea.

      Out of curiosity, I checked the dinner cart from the night before, which we hadn’t touched. (Well, Alaria and I hadn’t touched it. Stig had done a pretty good job of manhandling it.)

      There was the aforementioned roast beef, some sort of tuber-looking things mixed with seaweed, and an assortment of what must have been underwater pastries. Maybe ‘sponge cake.’

      Get it?

      Because sponges, the living creatures, live in the ocean?

      …never mind.

      I wasn’t sure if the food from last night was safe to eat after sitting around for 10 hours, so we ripped into the breakfast meal. Everything was surprisingly tasty, even if it came pre-salted.

      Get it? We were in the ocean? Pre-salted?

      …never mind.

      Halfway through breakfast, Stig came staggering in. I could almost see the alcohol fumes wafting off him through the water.

      “Hey, bosh,” he slurred.

      “What the – are you drunk?!”

      “Mmmmmaybe,” Stig said, following by a Hic!

      “Dammit – I told Zali not to turn on the faun again!”

      “Maybe Stig turned him on, like he did yesterday,” Alaria smirked.

      I looked back at her with an EWWWW expression. “Stop, that’s gross.”

      She frowned. “No it’s not.” Then she smirked again. “I enjoy watching it.”

      “I don’t care, I don’t want to hear about Stig doing… that.”

      “Why? It’s okay for two women to go down on each other, but not two – ”

      “UPP-PUP-BUP!” I yelled, putting out one hand in a STOP! motion. “Don’t wanna hear about it!”

      She rolled her eyes. “I can’t believe you’re so closeminded.”

      “People can do whatever they want in private as long as I don’t have to look at it. Or hear about it. Or think about it.”

      “Bigot.”

      “No I’m not! Besides, Stig was just trying to get drunk!”

      “Maybe he likes it – did you ever think about that?”

      “I seriously doubt it.”

      “Why don’t you ask him?” Alaria said, and turned to the imp. “Hey Stiggie, would you go down on a faun if it were real and not a statue?”

      “Only if booze came out of it,” Stig said.

      “JESUS,” I said, hanging my head in despair.

      “What, does booze come of Jesus?” Stig asked excitedly. “Which part?”

      As soon as he said it, I threw up a little in my mouth.

      Alaria heard the gagging noise and asked, “What’s wrong?”

      “…just… so many images I don’t want in my head…”

      “You big weenie,” she said, and playfully slapped my ass. “Speaking of big weenies – ”

      “STOP!”

      “I was just going to say we should go down to the sculpture garden and, you know, go search for Zali amongst the big weenies.”

      I turned around to see her grinning from ear to ear, like she found all of this hilarious.

      I glared at her. “You just want to go look at all the incubi in the gay part of the sculpture garden.”

      She grinned even wider and nodded her head rapidly.

      “Ugh,” I groaned, and put my plate of food back on the cart. I wasn’t hungry anymore.

      “Oh, come onnnn… you can look at all the lesbian succubi scenes,” Alaria offered. “All that hot girl-on-girl action… the licking… the fingerbanging… the scissoring… the 69ing… dozens of beautiful women grabbing each other’s tits and sucking on each other’s nipples…”

      A smile slowly spread over my face.

      Ahhhh… my Happy Place…

      The more I thought about that, the better I felt.

      Until Alaria added, “And I’ll just look at all the hot guys stroking each other’s – ”

      “STOP!” I yelled, and clapped my hands over my ears. “CAN’T HEAR YOU! LA LA LA LA LA!”

      “And sticking their – ”

      “LA LA LA LAAAAA! CAN’T HEAR YOOOUUU!”

      Try as I might to ignore her, Alaria tortured me all the way down to the sculpture garden.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            17

          

        

      

    

    
      When we finally reached the back door of the villa, a question occurred to me that had momentarily been obscured by Alaria’s obsession with gay porn.

      “Hey,” I asked Stig, “where did you get the alcohol?”

      “Some nice people gave it to me,” Stig said, followed by a Hic!

      “‘Nice people’?” I frowned. “What nice peop– ”

      “Good morneeng, my freends!” Zali said as he strode towards us out of the sculpture garden, his arms open wide as though he wanted to embrace us all. He was looking very dapper again in an electric blue suit with a bright yellow tie and psychedelic pocket square. “I trust you slept well?”

      “Yep, Ian banged me into a Sleeping Beauty-style coma,” Alaria said nonchalantly.

      I looked at her in surprise. She just winked, smiled, and blew me a kiss.

      “Wonderful, wonderful!” Zali cried out, then elbowed me in the ribs. “Sooo… today ees the day you keel me, no?”

      “Hopefully,” I muttered.

      “I must warn you, my freend… I have not had my sheet this morneeeng!” he said in a sing-song voice.

      “…great.”

      “So, shall we conteenue our epeec battle from yesterday?”

      “Sure, let’s – ”

      “Can we look around the sculpture garden again first?” Alaria interrupted.

      “Of course!” Zali exclaimed. “There ees always time for art!”

      “NO THERE ISN’T,” I snapped, and gave Alaria the stink-eye.

      She just grinned and stuck her tongue out at me.

      “But I inseest! Let us go through the garden first!”

      “The gay part,” Alaria interjected.

      “Of course, of course, wherever you weesh!”

      “NO!” I shouted. “PREPARE TO DIE!”

      And then I hit him with Soul Suck.

      Now, I’ll admit, it wasn’t very sporting to just attack him like that – but if the alternative was to go look at a bunch of gay porn, then I was perfectly willing to be a dick.

      …wait…

      …that didn’t come out right…

      Zali, on the other hand, was amused rather than outraged by my poor sportsmanship.

      “Oh ho – treecky, treecky!” he laughed, waggled a finger at me, and then started to cast his spells.

      I was dead inside 45 seconds.

      I resurrected immediately at my gravesite, which was back inside the sculpture garden –

      Right next to a bunch of incubi with their dongs out.

      “GOD DAMMIT!” I roared, and raced back towards the villa.

      Zali met me halfway.

      “Here we go!” he cried exuberantly, and killed me again.

      And again.

      And again.

      Finally, out of sheer desperation, I reached into one of my bags for the only wild card I had: the crystal dungeon core that had once housed Alaria’s soul.

      I slammed it down into the sandy ocean floor, and pink crystal spread underneath us like ice in a sped-up documentary clip. Walls of pink crystal rose up into the air and formed a cathedral-style, sloped ceiling above our heads.

      “Oh, this place,” Alaria grunted as she looked around us. She hadn’t exactly enjoyed being a dungeon core.

      Stig just lay down in a sparkly corner for a nap.

      “What ees theees?!” Zali said, goggling at it all in wonder.

      “This is where you die,” I snarled, just like a 1980’s B-movie action hero.

      I pulled up my menu and summoned the first round of monsters – a giant slime mold and two skeletons in rusted armor.

      “WAIT!” Zali screamed, his arms outstretched.

      What possessed me to comply, I don’t know, but I hit pause on the menu bar and the three monsters just stood there, waiting.

      “What?” I called out.

      “I like eet,” the little hatchetfish said. “How much?”

      I frowned. “How much what?”

      “How much do you want for eet?”

      I stared for him as his meaning finally sunk in. “It’s not for sale!”

      “It could be,” Alaria said.

      “NO, it’s not,” I said, shooting her a look.

      “Eet ees a dungeon core, no?” Zali continued. “I could do GREAT ART weeth such a power. How much?”

      “I told you, it’s not for sale!”

      The hatchetfish twiddled his mustache. “I weel give you… one meellion gold.”

      I gulped. Hard.

      One million gold?!

      Holy sheet – uh, shit!

      That would be more than enough to pay off Varkus, the goblin mob boss who’d sent bounty hunter after bounty hunter to track me down!

      Hell, it would be over 50 times what I needed!

      You could purchase OtherWorld gold on the internet, even though my boss had forbidden me to do so to get out of Varkus’s debt. The more you purchased, the bigger a discount the black market gold farmer exchanges would give you.

      5000 gold was going for roughly $1000 these days. I had no idea how much a million gold went for – there was no way it was worth $200,000 – but I figured it had to have been worth at least half that!

      THE GAME HAD JUST OFFERED ME $100,000 TO SELL A –

      “Tee-hee, I was only joking, I do not have one meellion,” Zali tittered. “How about… 500 gold? Actually, I am not sure I have that, either… makeeng art is expeeenseeeve… how about 20 gold?”

      I stared at him.

      ASSHOLE.

      I felt like a kid who’d just been told that Santa Claus didn’t exist, and then the person who told me had just laughed in my face.

      “NO,” I snarled.

      “Oh. Well, if you change your mind, let me know.”

      And then he killed me.

      Oh, I threw some slime molds and skeletons at him first, but he defeated them effortlessly.

      I resurrected outside my dungeon, ignored the incubi dongs, and rushed back inside.

      “Tweeenty-one gold,” Zali offered as soon as he saw me.

      “NO!”

      “…fine,” he sighed, and killed me again.

      I got him up to 55 gold – in increments of one gold each time I died – before I finally threw in the towel.

      “I can’t kill him!” I told Alaria in frustrated despair. “We might as well leave, ‘cause it’s not gonna happen.”

      “Wait – no – don’t geeve up!” Zali cried out. “You are geetting so much better!”

      Alaria pecked me on the lips and smiled. “It’s okay. We can leave anytime you want… but are you sure you want to?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. “I mean, we both slept pretty well last night, if you know what I mean.”

      “Yes! Leesten to your succubus!” Zali implored me. “I have the most comfortable beds in the keengdom!”

      I weighed the possibility of spending another night with both Alaria and Lilandra. Truthfully, though, I was so fucking pissed at my spectacular failures fighting Zali that I just wanted to get the fuck out of there.

      I deactivated the dungeon core menu, and the crystal cathedral crumbled to sand around us.

      “Noooo!” Zali wailed theatrically as he held up his hands and tried to catch some of the dust.

      I smiled ruefully at Alaria. “We’ll come back, I promise… but right now, I just want to leave.”

      “Wherever weel you go?” Zali butted in. “Whatever weel you do?”

      “I’ll tell you what I’m going to do: I’m going to go find a dungeon, I’m going to grind it, I’m going to level up, and I’m going to come here and POUND your ass into the ground.”

      Zali’s eyebrows shot up, and his mustache quivered. “You weel pound it hard?”

      “…what?”

      “My ass. You said you would pound my ass eento the ground. You weel pound it HARD, no?”

      I stared at him. “I… I’m just going to keel y– KILL you.”

      The hatchetfish gasped. “You weel pound my ass SO HARD you will KEEL me?”

      “And you didn’t want to visit the gay part of the sculpture garden,” Alaria snickered.

      “NO!” I yelled. “No pounding of the ass! I just misspoke!”

      Zali shook his head sagely. “I do not think you mees-spoke.”

      “YES I DID!”

      Stig took that very inopportune moment to leap up from his drunken stupor and repeat something he’d picked up while we were doing a Christmas-related quest a while back.

      “Hump bug, hump bug, hump bug!” he cried as he jumped around, thrusting his crotch into the air and spanking an imaginary ass.

      “STOP THAT!” I yelled at him.

      “Alright,” Zali relented. “Eef I cannot change your mind, there ees a dungeon about two miles west of here… the Great A-beeess… there you can, ‘level up’ as you say, and become great and powerful at pounding asses!”

      I stared at Zali, then leaned over and whispered in Alaria’s ear. “Do you know what he’s talking about?”

      “The Great Abyss, or pounding asses?” she whispered back. “Because I happen to know a lot about both, actua– ”

      “THE DUNGEON,” I hissed. “Is it a gay dungeon? Not that there’s anything wrong with that, but – ”

      “Do you want it to be a gay dungeon?” she asked slyly.

      “NO!”

      “Awww…” she pouted.

      “Is it or isn’t it? Gay, I mean.”

      “It’s not gay.”

      I turned back to Zali. “Fine – we’ll go to the Great Abyss.”

      “And then you weel come back and pound my ass, no?” Zali asked as he wiggled his eyebrows. Or where his eyebrows would have been if fish had eyebrows.

      “NO!”

      “…maybe, yes?”

      “NO!” I yelled over my shoulder as I led Alaria and Stig out of the sculpture garden.

      “…alright… well, come back anee-time you weesh!”

      The last I saw of Zali was him standing alone and forlorn, surrounded by his forest of three-dimensional porn.

      And dongs.

      Way too many dongs.
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      We couldn’t swim up over the city walls, so we had to leave by the main gate – which brought me back into contact with some of my most favorite people in the world.

      That was sarcasm.

      The protestors were back in front of the city, waving their signs and chanting stupid slogans.

      “OtherWorld

      “Is not great

      “Sex is just to pro-create!”

      Genius. Truly.

      I led Stig and Alaria along the inside wall from the side so the protestors couldn’t see me. When we were close enough, I waved at the Naga commander. “Psst!”

      He looked over and recognized me. Seeing as I had killed a bunch of his least favorite people in the world, he did me the courtesy of slithering on over. “What?”

      “Is there a back way out of the city?” I asked.

      “No.”

      “And you’ve got some sort of shield over the city, right?”

      “Of course. Otherwise people could just swim over the wall.”

      “You wouldn’t consider turning that shield off for a few seconds so we could swim out of here, would you?”

      “No.”

      I sighed. “Then I guess we’re going out the front door.”

      The captain cocked the spiny fin over his left eye. I think it was supposed to be a Naga eyebrow.

      “Are you sure you want to do that? They’ve been waiting for you.”

      Great.

      “Are you going to turn off the shield?”

      “No.”

      “Then I’ll deal with it. Just open the gate.”

      The captain yelled, “Open the gate!” and a Naga soldier unbarred the door.

      As soon as I stepped past the wall into view, there was a collective gasp – and then the crowd started yelling, “MUR-DER-ER! MUR-DER-ER!”

      “Oh, get over yourselves,” I yelled back. “It’s a video game. You came back to life, didn’t you?” Then I was struck by inspiration. “See – you’re just like your hero now, and you didn’t even have to wait three days!”

      They did NOT like that.

      “BLAS-PHE-MY! BLAS-PHE-MY!” they chanted.

      But everything got exponentially worse as soon as Alaria stepped into view.

      There was a gasp from the crowd.

      “What is she wearing?” one granny-lady-in-training gasped.

      The answer: not much.

      “What a slut!” some other protestor yelled.

      “Thank you!” Alaria said brightly, which confused the hell out of them.

      I noticed that quite a few of the protestors were staring at her, wide-eyed and slack-jawed.

      I couldn’t tell their genders in most cases – I mean, how do you differentiate a boy Lobster person from a girl? – but I was betting they were guys. Saving up images later for their own personal spank banks once they got tired of yanking it to Song of Solomon.

      But who knows – maybe a few of them were women for whom the conversion therapy hadn’t quite stuck.

      Then Alaria saw the posters they were carrying – including one with a drawing of a bloody hand getting a nail pounded through it into a piece of wood. Beneath the gory picture were the stenciled words, Jesus cries every time you fornicate in OtherWorld.

      I don’t know why Jesus should be the only getting nailed, though.

      Thank you, thank you, I’ll be here all weekend.

      Alaria gasped, pushed her way out the open gates, and pointed at the poster. “You know JESUS?!”

      The crowd grew quieter, unsure of whether she was trolling them or not.

      She wasn’t.

      Unfortunately.

      “Tell me all about him!” she said excitedly.

      Oh no.

      I hustled through the gates and tried to pull her way. “Not a good idea, babe…”

      She wasn’t having any of it. No, she wanted to sit in on Sunday School as taught by the Westboro Baptist Church.

      “Jesus is the Son of God!” someone yelled.

      “Ian says that, too,” she yelled back, “but which one?”

      The protestors seemed stunned.

      “…what?” one of them asked.

      “Which god? There’s a whole bunch of them – and goddesses, too.” She counted them off on her hand. “There’s Jaiya the goddess of sex, Chalastia the goddess of purity – oh, and Priapon, my favorite!” she said with a naughty smirk. “He’s the god of phalluses, you know.”

      Huh.

      Did not know that.

      “His name is Yahweh!” someone in the crowd yelled.

      Others shouted,

      “Jehovah!”

      “El Shaddai!”

      “Adonai!”

      Alaria shrugged. “Haven’t heard of any of them.”

      “You slutty heathen!” somebody yelled at her.

      “Yes,” she agreed happily.

      “There is only one true God!” somebody else yelled.

      She sighed in frustration. “They all say that, but I’ve personally seen half a dozen.”

      “What kind of video game is this?!” someone screamed. “What are they teaching our children?!”

      Alaria squinted like she was confused. “What is a ‘vid-ee-oh game’? And why does Jesus hate sex?”

      “Jesus doesn’t hate sex!” one of the protestors yelled.

      “But he doesn’t want you to have it,” Alaria said, mystified.

      “Yes he does – but only inside the sacred bond of marriage!”

      Alaria made a face. “Well that just RUINS it.”

      “I’ll say,” a Lobster guy on the front line muttered, only to be smacked by his Lobster wife.

      “Sex is a holy sacrament!” one of the protestors yelled.

      “True,” Alaria agreed solemnly. “When you do it with temple prostitutes.”

      Oh boy.

      There was a gasp from the crowd.

      “You make sex dirty!” someone yelled at her angrily.

      “Yes – dirty, and nasty, and very, very bad!” Alaria giggled – then bit her lip and made a Oooooh, fuck me NOW face. “But only when it’s really, REALLY good.”

      A third of the protestors’ jaws went slack again.

      There went another deposit into the spank bank.

      “Hump bug, hump bug, hump bug!” Stig yelled out, and began to thrust his hips and spank an invisible butt again.

      Before anyone could react to Stig’s entrance into the discussion, Alaria pointed innocently at the ‘Jesus cries’ poster. “Is that Jesus getting a nail pounded into his hand?”

      “Yes!” someone shouted.

      “Even I don’t do that,” Alaria purred. “Mmmm… Jesus is a VERY kinky boy.”

      That didn’t go over very well.

      “BLASPHEMY!” one of the protestors screamed.

      It was a Lobster Lady – and suddenly she launched herself at us.

      I hit her with Terrify, which sent her screaming in the opposite direction.

      Well, THAT was a nice, non-violent way to handle things, I thought.

      Except that her protestor friends weren’t really in the mood for non-violence.

      More like some Armageddon-type shit.

      They surged forward with a group roar of rage.

      “Shit,” I muttered, and started laying on the Soul Suck.

      I immediately noticed, however, that they didn’t die as fast as last time. It was taking as much as a full six-second blast of Soul Suck to kill off just one protestor.

      Out of curiosity, I checked their Levels and saw that they ranged from Level 3 to 5.

      Holy shit, the Jesus freaks are levelling up!

      They must have taken my advice last time and started becoming more powerful for an occasion like this one.

      The entire crowd mobbed us, claws snapping, knives flashing, signs whapping.

      “Hey, what happened to ‘Turn the other cheek’?” I yelled at them.

      Guess it went the same route as ‘Love Thy Neighbor As Thyself.’

      Alaria summoned her pitchfork and poked a lot of them to death, and Stig vomited on a couple of them, which was almost as effective as Terrify.

      With my demons’ help, I could have killed them all – but I had a lot more pressing items on my To-Do List than gank a bunch of Bible-thumping prudes.

      Luckily, we had a fast-swim trinket. The protestors did not.

      They quickly faded into the distance as we swam away at Michael Phelps levels of speed.

      “Why do those people hate sex so much?” Alaria asked me. “Are they that bad at it?”

      “Some of them are,” I admitted. “But the main thing is, they believe you should only have sex if you’re married.”

      “They were serious about that?” Alaria asked, astounded.

      “Yeah.”

      “Oh… well, at least you can do oral outside of marriage.”

      “You’re not supposed to.”

      She stared at me like I was insane. “NO ORAL?”

      “No.”

      “Well, handjobs are okay then, right? Diddling each other?”

      “No, not really…”

      “NO?!” She looked aghast. “What about frottage?”

      “What is that?!”

      “It’s when you rub up against another person, fully clothed, for sexual gratification,” she explained.

      “No, I don’t think frottage is on the list, either…”

      She mouthed, Anal?

      “DEFINITELY not.”

      “Can you use strap-ons or other toys on each other?!”

      “No.”

      “Goddess! Can you at least watch each other masturbate?!”

      “You’re not really supposed to masturbate, not even alone.”

      “WHAT?!”

      “Some people say you can, as long as you don’t think about anything lustful.”

      “THEN WHAT’S THE POINT?!” she yelled, then looked at me suspiciously. “How do you know so much what they believe?”

      “I had a bunch of Jesus freaks in my family, but I was never religious.”

      “GOOD! Those people believe in a sadist! He gives you something incredibly pleasurable, RIGHT THERE at arm’s length – ”

      She gestured to her crotch.

      “ – but you’re not supposed to USE it?! Your god is worse than Zali!”

      “You have no idea. We haven’t even talked about people going to hell.”

      “Oh?” she said, interested again. “Which one?”

      “Which one what?”

      “Which hell? There are seven.”

      Oh yeah.

      I’d forgotten about that.

      “They only believe in one.”

      “Well, that’s just silly. Someone should show them the other six. They can all be quite nice, if you go at the right time of the year.”

      I didn’t want to get into it, so I just nodded and changed the conversation.
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      Half an hour later we reached the Great Abyss. It certainly lived up to its name.

      It was like if somebody sunk the Grand Canyon underwater. I suppose the Mariana Trench might be a better analogy, but I think the Mariana Trench is 40 miles wide, whereas the Great Abyss was maybe half a mile across. It had to have at least eight miles long. How deep it was, there was no telling. I could only see down a couple thousand feet before the deep blue water turned pitch black.

      There was an angled path cut into the canyon’s wall, along which intrepid adventurers journeyed into the depths.

      Hundreds of players were milling around the top ledge of the cavern, just like every other dungeon I’d ever seen in OtherWorld. Groups were trying to find tanks, healers, and damage dealers to complete their parties. After all, you needed five people to enter a dungeon, and there had to be no more than ten levels between the most experienced player and the least.

      Except, ever since the Adult Expansion Pack, the staging areas had turned into something of a meat market.

      Instead of “Have you run this dungeon before?” or “Can you tank?” you were just as likely to hear, “Wanna have sex?”

      And since I had one of the hottest women in the world at my side, I heard it a lot.

      Except it was directed at her, not me.

      Every goddamn male Warrior, Mage, and Paladin in the world came up and propositioned Alaria. The Priests and Shamans were generally too shy, and would just hang back ogling her.

      “WHOA – you wanna have sex?”

      “WOW – wanna bone?”

      “Oh my GOD, you’re so hot – wanna do it?”

      After the first 20 times, I got tired of chasing people away and let Alaria handle it. I mean, she loved the attention anyway, as long as they didn’t keep asking after the first rejection.

      “No, I’m not into guys at the moment, but thanks,” she’d say sweetly, at which point the players would usually look crestfallen and slink off.

      Of course, it wasn’t that she wasn’t into dudes. It was just our arrangement that she could bang as many women as she wanted, but no guys – an agreement that she kept to faithfully.

      On the off chance the dudes didn’t get the hint and kept bugging her – often saying something like, “Well, I’m just the guy you needed to meet, then” – she would firmly tell them, “No, thank you. Please leave me alone.”

      And if they were assholes about it (“Fuckin’ bitch” and “Lesbo” were the most common reactions), she would summon her flaming pitchfork.

      Which, unfortunately underwater, was not flaming – but it was still suitably pointy.

      “Let me be clearer: FUCK OFF,” she would roar as her wings flared out to their full wingspan, inevitably scaring the abusive ones away.

      I think that was her favorite part of all, actually – when the guys were assholes and she got to yell at them.

      I know it was Stig’s. He would join in on the fun by fwap fwap fwapping his finger through an OK sign he made with his forefinger and thumb. And then he would yell, “Fuckoff, fuckoff, fuckoff!”

      Pure insult to injury.

      He didn’t put a pause between the words, either, so it sounded like he was some sort of demented chicken chasing after them.

      Ba-kaw, ba-kaw, ba-kaw!

      Fuckoff, fuckoff, fuckoff!

      It made for great entertainment to see a Level 30 Warrior running away from an imp making obscene hand gestures.

      But after the hundredth guy hit on Alaria, I was getting tired of it. I was about to give up and just select the ‘Join a Random Group’ option when a group of four women rolled up.

      Three of them were hot.

      One of them was decidedly not.

      And they were all staring at Alaria.

      “Oh… wow,” one whispered. “Just… wow.”

      “Oh momma,” another one moaned.

      The other two just made guttural groans in the backs of their throats.

      One was a tall redhead, a human Warrior dressed like Red Sonja – and not a Brigitte Nielsen type with short hair.

      (To quote Hank Hill, the hero of that super-old animated show King of the Hill: “A brown lawn is like a pretty girl with short hair. It just ain’t right.”)

      No, she had long, flowing red locks halfway down her back. Busty and thin with va-va-voom hips, she wore a chainmail bra and panties with a giant sword strapped to her back. She would have been the hottest woman at the dungeon if it weren’t for Alaria.

      There was also a female Elf Shamaness, according to her player ID, who was pretty damn cute – a nice little body underneath a tight sheath of a dress.

      There was a blue Tiefling Hunter who was wearing almost as little as Alaria. Tieflings were half-fiends who had horns and tails, which gave her and Alaria more than a passing resemblance. She had a blunderbuss strapped to her back that looked like it had been stolen from Elmer Fudd, although somehow it only added to her sex appeal.

      The one girl I had absolutely NO interest in was a Dwarf Paladin. Not only was there the height issue (I have an extreme aversion to little-people porn), but she had short hair. Pretty face, but almost a friggin’ buzz cut.

      Hank Hill would not have approved.

      They were also all 34’s and 35’s.

      No, not their bra size – their Levels. A good 7 to 8 above me.

      But that meant I could go into the dungeon with them.

      “You guys looking for a fifth?” I asked.

      “We are if it’s you,” the redhead said to Alaria, totally ignoring me.

      “Mmmm,” Alaria giggled, and bit the tip of her finger seductively.

      “She’s my succubus,” I said. “So it’s a package deal.”

      The dwarfette looked at me coolly. “Trust me when I say that no one here is interested in your package, dude.”

      I raised one eyebrow, selected the dwarf’s stats, and checked out their group name.

      LGBTQuesters.

      How appropriate.

      Better than Dungeon Dykes or Dungeon Muff Divers, I guess.

      “Well, we’re trying to get into the dungeon,” I said, “so – ”

      “Um, hi,” the Tiefling said bashfully to Alaria.

      “Hi,” Alaria said with a seductive smile and a half-raised eyebrow.

      I might as well have not been there.

      I threw up my hands and looked around in disgust.

      “I, um… I’ve never done this before,” the Tiefling said, shyly brushing her hair back behind one horn as her blue skin blushed slightly purple, “but, um… would you like to… have sex?”

      “YES,” Alaria said enthusiastically.

      Oh HO.

      The situation had just gotten a little more interesting.

      You should have seen the Tiefling’s face. She looked like she’d just won the lottery.

      “Oh my God, can I have sex with you, too?” the redhead Warrior asked.

      “Of course!” Alaria exclaimed. “We can have a threesome!”

      The Warrior’s eyes bugged out, and she glanced over at the Tiefling. “Um… Sylvie… are you down with that?”

      “HELL yes,” the Tiefling said as she stared at Alaria’s tits.

      Never let anybody tell you that women can’t be just as horny as men.

      “Could we… could we do two threesomes with you?” the elf asked breathlessly. “I mean, after you sleep with them, maybe Hannah and I could – ”

      “You mean a fivesome?” Alaria interrupted. “Of course!”

      All four women stared at her in shock, their mouths wide open.

      The Warrior spoke to the rest of the group. “Um… is everybody down with that? I mean… it won’t be too weird?”

      “I can handle weird,” the dwarf said.

      “We did buy the adult expansion pack to try new things,” the elf said in a meek little voice.

      “I’m in,” the Tiefling said.

      “I am SO in,” the redhead agreed.

      “Ahem,” I said, clearing my throat.

      All four LGBTQuesters looked at me derisively.

      “What?” the dwarf snapped. She was definitely my least favorite of the four.

      “We’re trying to get into the dungeon,” I said.

      “So?”

      “So if you’re going to have sex with her, I want in on your group when you go in the dungeon.”

      All four women looked at me in disgust.

      “Just like a man, trying to control a woman’s sexuality,” the dwarf sneered.

      “What are you, her pimp?” the redhead asked.

      “What the fuck – you’re the ones hitting on an NPC!” I snapped.

      They all blanched and looked at Alaria.

      “Oh – you’re not a – ?”

      “Oh… oh shit…”

      Alaria frowned. “What’s an NPC?”

      “Wait a second – you’re a Warlock,” the dwarf growled. She was looking up above my head, so she was obviously checking my player stats. “So she’s what, your fucking slave?”

      “Oh no, he freed me,” Alaria said.

      “She’s not my slave, she’s my girlfriend,” I snapped.

      That took them aback.

      “Your… girlfriend?” the elf said in a forlorn voice.

      “Yes, but I can fuck whoever I want, as long as they’re women,” Alaria reassured them cheerfully. Then she asked me in a pleading voice, “Right?”

      I sighed. “…yeah… but don’t take hours.”

      Alaria kissed me hard and squealed with delight. “Thank you!” Then she turned back to the four women. “There’s a little culvert over there, away from everybody else – I mean, I don’t mind doing it in front of everybody, but – ”

      “NO SPECTATORS,” the dwarf snarled, then added, “Especially men.”

      “Okay,” Alaria agreed happily.

      “Oh my god… this is really happening…” the elf murmured in shock. “They said stuff like this happens inside the game, but it’s REALLY happening…”

      “Yes,” Alaria giggled, then asked, “So which one of you is fucking Ian first?”

      Silence.

      All four women stared at Alaria in horror.

      I almost broke out into a snort of laughter, but was able to stifle it in time.

      “We’re… lesbians,” the Tiefling said to Alaria, as though trying to explain your vegan status to a person offering you meat.

      Which, in a way, was a pretty good analogy.

      Sausage being the particular kind of meat in this example.

      Alaria turned to me excitedly. “Maybe it IS a gay dungeon! But the kind of gay you like, not that other kind of gay.”

      All the women stared daggers at me.

      “What’s THAT supposed to mean?!” they shouted.

      I held out my hands to ward them off. “Nothing, NOTHING – ”

      “I’m so happy you’re lesbians,” Alaria interrupted them with a big smile, “but one of you will need to fuck Ian if you’re going to fuck me.”

      I’ll admit, I found the entire situation hilarious, and my heart soared to know that Alaria had my back. But I’d fucked enough nuns and Duchesses while she was a dungeon core that I didn’t want to deprive her of her fun.

      “Babe,” I said, “I appreciate it, but you can go ahead and – ”

      “No,” Alaria said resolutely, “if they want to fuck me, at least one of them has to fuck you, too.”

      I grinned. That’s my girl.

      “Okay, okay,” the dwarf groaned, “we’ll take him with us in the damn dungeon.”

      “Wonderful,” Alaria said. “Are you going to fuck him, too?”

      “NO,” both I and the dwarf shouted at the same time, then gave each other the stink-eye.

      “Great – so it’ll be one of you,” Alaria said to the redhead, the elf, and the Tiefling. “Which one?”

      The redheaded Warrior held up one finger. “Can you give us a second?”

      “Of course.”

      The four women huddled in a group nearby. They were sort of whispering, but their voices grew more heated until I could catch a good deal of what they were saying.

      “Come ON, Tess, LOOK at her!” the redhead pleaded.

      “I’m looking – believe me, I’m looking!” the elf snapped.

      “Please, Tess,” the Tiefling moaned, “I haven’t gotten laid in six months, and I’ve never been with a girl as hot as her!”

      “WOMAN,” the three chicks said at one time.

      “Whatever, you know what I mean!” the Tiefling snarled.

      “NONE of us have been with a woman that hot,” the Dwarf said, “and you’re bi – ”

      “Not anymore!” the elf said huffily. “I identify as lesbian!”

      “Yeah, but you totally used to bone guys!”

      “That was back in high school before I figured things out!” the elf complained.

      “Come on, Tess… please… it’s just a video game. It’s not real,” the redhead said.

      I’d have to remember that argument for the Jesus freaks.

      “Yeah, Tess,” the Tiefling urged, “take one for the team.”

      “UGHHHH… ALRIGHT, FINE.”

      “Hey,” I yelled, “I can totally hear you over here.”

      All four women turned around and glared at me.

      I scowled right back. “I don’t wanna fuck anybody who doesn’t want to fuck me, so – ”

      “Then nobody fucks at all,” Alaria announced.

      “OH MY GOD!” the redhead Warrior exclaimed, and looked at the elf. “Please, Tess! Will you just do this for ME?! For ME, Tess – FUCK HIM FOR ME!”

      “ALRIGHT!” the elf groaned. “But I get the longest amount of time with her afterwards!”

      “No problem!” the other three women agreed.

      “Alright,” the redheaded Warrior said cheerfully, “we’re all in, and Tess here is going to… um… be with your boyfriend.”

      “Great! Let’s go!” Alaria crooned, and hooked her arms through the Warrior and Tiefling’s arms as the dwarf followed, drooling.

      I was so not looking forward to seeing the dwarf in all of this. I was already having PTSD-like flashbacks to when a bunch of lady gnomes tried to gangbang me in evil Santa Claus’s workshop…

      Long story. Some other time.

      I looked over at the elf to ‘clear my palate’ from the dwarf, you might say.

      Unfortunately, the elf was looking at me like I was like chicken salad that had sat out in the sun for three days.

      “Let’s get this over with,” she muttered, and set out after the others.

      “Oh, this is going to be SO sexy,” I called out after her angrily.

      Now I understood how Stig felt about his ‘Get Out Of Jail Free Card.’

      Speaking of which –

      “Hey boss, can I leave?” Stig asked. “I don’t wanna see this.”

      “Yeah, buddy, just… stick close. I’ll probably come find you in five minutes or so.”

      “Yeah, right,” he snorted, and walked off into the crowd of players.

      I was beginning to think I should join him.

      “Are you coming or not?” the elf yelled at me.

      Probably not.

      Ba-dump-BUMP.

      I sighed and set off after the group.
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      We walked over to a much smaller mini-canyon about a quarter of a mile away from the dungeon. The walls slanted up a hundred feet above us, and there were all sorts of colorful coral growing along the slopes.

      “How about here?” the redheaded Warrior.

      “Great,” Alaria agreed.

      “I don’t know,” the elf whined a little. “Any one of those sketchy dudes could come over here and start watching.”

      “That could be fun,” Alaria suggested. “Having spectators.”

      “NO,” all four women shouted at once.

      “Alright, alright,” Alaria said, a little bewildered at their fervor.

      “I think I have a solution,” I said as I pulled out the dungeon core.

      If it was good for not killing Zali, surely it would be just as good for not getting laid.

      “What’s that?” the Tiefling asked.

      “Automatic pleasure palace,” I said as I plunged it into the sand.

      This time I thought of a more natural substance than the pink crystal of the dungeon core. Immediately a dark, polished stone surface began to spread across the sand. I had it spiral upwards in columns and arches around us like a really awesome cross between a Hindu palace and dark mahogany, until everything joined in an ornamental ceiling overhead.

      No Peeping Toms allowed.

      And because nobody likes to have sex on hard surfaces (unless there’s absolutely no other place to have it, or you’re into that sort of thing), I accessed the controls and added a bed with a comfy mattress, a plush red carpet, and various pieces of furniture.

      It all came off looking fairly nice, if I do say so myself.

      “Oh WOW,” the Warrior said in awe.

      “Holy shit, this is great!” the Tiefling cheered.

      “Not bad,” the dwarf acknowledged.

      The elf just stared nervously at the bed.

      “Good job, honey,” Alaria said to me with a wink, then turned back to the women. “Alright – who’s first?”

      “ME!” the three of them yelled, and surged forward towards Alaria.

      Suddenly a familiar face – uh, carapace – scurried out from under the bed.

      “Welcome to da adult expansion pack of Othah-World!”

      “Not AGAIN!” I yelled.

      Was I going to have to listen to this fucker’s entire spiel so he wouldn’t show up again?! He was like that old Microsoft paperclip on my parents’ computer when I was five!

      “What the fuck is the crab from The Little Mermaid doing here?!” the Tiefling cried out.

      “He’s obsessed with Ian’s penis!” Alaria shouted.

      All the women looked over at me like Whaaaaa?

      I just shook my head ‘no.’

      The crab continued talking. “You have embarked on a whole new experience in entertainment! Please confirm that you are at least – ”

      WHAM!

      The dwarf stomped the crab beneath her metal boot.

      One lone claw stuck out from beneath her toes – then clicked to the floor, unmoving.

      Oof.

      Nobody tell Ariel…

      Guess I didn’t need to put it down in the QC report anymore.

      “I fuckin’ HATE The Little Mermaid,” the dwarf growled.

      “Yeah – a woman having to give up her voice just to get a man,” the Warrior sniffed.

      “And the villain is the only woman of color in the damn movie,” the Tiefling said.

      “And why couldn’t she have fallen in love with another mermaid?” the elf protested.

      Jesus fucking CHRIST.

      I was seriously rethinking this entire situation.

      Then it got better.

      “I’d still fuck her, though,” the dwarf admitted.

      “I used to masturbate thinking about her,” the Tiefling said.

      “That was when I first knew I liked girls,” the elf sighed.

      “Remember when she got her legs?” the Warrior asked. “I used to go frame by frame through the DVD to see if I could see her cooch.”

      “Did you?” the dwarf asked excitedly.

      “No…”

      “Dammit…”

      Alaria looked around. “I don’t know what mermaid you’re referring to, but is everyone ready to fuck?”

      “YES!” they all cried out, and the games began.

      Alaria, the redhead, the Tiefling, and the dwarf all gathered into a group and began to touch each other.

      The elf sighed like the little sick girl who couldn’t go out to play and had to stay indoors to watch from the window.

      We stood shoulder to shoulder and just watched the show for a while, neither of us looking at the other.

      Alaria and the Warrior started making out first, which was awesome. They kissed sensuously, their eyes closed as they ran their fingers through each other’s hair.

      The Tiefling, meanwhile, was moaning as she massaged Alaria’s ass. Then she moved on to stroking Alaria’s tail and wings, which I knew my succubus loved. Alaria began to moan into the Warrior’s mouth.

      And the dwarf – much as I tried to ignore her in the overall picture – was just the right height to start kissing and licking Alaria’s thigh.

      Gotta say, I started to get a chubby.

      Then things got better.

      Alaria slid the metal strands holding the redhead’s chain-mail bra off her shoulders, then reached behind her and undid a clasp. The Warrior’s top slid off and hit the floor with a metallic clink – although I wasn’t paying attention to the noise. I was staring at her breasts.

      They were fucking amazing. Big and full, with perfectly round pink areola and nipples that were already hard. Alaria started massaging them, and the redhead moaned.

      Then Alaria undid the clasp of her own bra, and it slipped to the floor.

      The Tiefling, the Warrior, and the elf all gasped and drooled at what was probably the most perfect rack in all the world.

      “What? What? Lemme see, lemme see!” the dwarf complained, and jumped up on the bed to get a better look. As soon as she saw, she moaned and bit her lip. “Ooooooh…”

      Alaria let a big dollop of saliva fall from her lips onto the redheaded Warriors breasts – first the left, then the right – and began to rub it into her skin with her fingers.

      Then she put her breasts right up next to the redhead’s.

      Now, with a little lubrication, she began to slide her tits up… down… and all around the redhead’s.

      “Ohhhhh…” the redhead moaned.

      Alaria reached up and put a finger in the redhead’s open mouth. The warrior began to lightly suck, her eyes half-lidded with desire.

      With her other hand, Alaria undid one of the strands on the Warrior’s chainmail loin covering. It slid to the floor, too – revealing a gorgeous, pale pussy crowned with a tiny tuft of hair as red as the Warrior’s long locks.

      Fire crotch, indeed.

      With the hand not being sucked on, Alaria began to gently stroke the redhead’s pussy, caressing the outer lips, then slipping between her cleft.

      “OHHHHH…” the redhead groaned.

      Inspired now, the Tiefling returned to Alaria’s ass – but this time she pulled Alaria’s thong down her thigh-high leather boots. Once the scrap of clothing was gone, the Tiefling knelt at Alaria’s ass and began to rim her.

      The dwarf jumped off the bed, got right in front of Alaria, and began to lick her clit.

      And both women used their fingers to part Alaria’s nether lips and slide their fingers inside her.

      “Mmmmmm,” Alaria sighed.

      I was at 100% full wood, that was for sure, even with the presence of a little person in the scene.

      I looked over at the elf. “Hey, do you wanna maybe – ”

      Oh.

      The elf was biting her lip as she watched the foursome. One hand was clutching her left breast over her dress, and the other was between her thighs, rubbing up and down.

      When the elf glanced over at me, she didn’t look quite as averse to being with me as she had before.

      “If we do it, do you mind doing me from behind?” she asked with a wince, like she knew it was kind of rude. “I just… I want to watch them.”

      Translation: if I’ve GOT to fuck a dude, I’d rather watch hot women while I do it.

      But she was being a lot nicer than before, so I said, “Sure.”

      She smiled apologetically. “Thanks.”

      She went back to watching Alaria and the others, but she undid the front of her sheath-like dress and let it fall to the floor.

      Daaaaamn, not bad.

      She was thin and graceful, with some really nice, pert breasts.

      Too bad I wasn’t going to be able to look at them.

      But hell, at least I could feel them.

      She completely ignored me and went back to fondling her breasts and rubbing her crotch.

      Oh well.

      I stepped behind her and began to softly stroke her back, then kiss her neck.

      “…oh,” the elf said, almost surprised.

      I reached under her arms and cupped her breasts in my palms. She even moved her hands to make way for mine.

      Her tits were nice – just a handful, firm and supple.

      I began to slowly circle her hard nipples with my fingertips as I kissed up and down her neck.

      “OH,” the elf said, now like she was pleasantly surprised.

      “What?” I whispered in her ear.

      “I thought you were going to be like all the other guys I dated and just stick it in,” she murmured. “I didn’t realize you were going to… take your time…”

      I pressed my erection, which was still inside my pants, into her tight little ass. “Do you want me to just stick it in?” I whispered as I licked her ear.

      “No… no,” she sighed contentedly. “Not yet… just keep doing what you’re doing…”

      Okay, this was going significantly better than I thought it would.

      I grabbed her breasts and pressed them firmly against her chest, filling my palm with them. At the same time I bit her neck lightly.

      “Ah!” she exclaimed, like she was slightly afraid of what I might do next.

      Then I went back to softly caressing her breasts and kissing her neck.

      “Ahhh…” she sighed. “…you have remarkably soft hands…”

      I stepped back, incensed. “NO I DO NOT.”

      It was kind of a sore point.

      She looked over her shoulder, alarmed. “Don’t worry, it’s a good thing.”

      I muttered under my breath and inched back closer to her.

      She looked at me shyly as I put my hands back on her breasts.

      “Would you mind…”

      She took one of my hands and slowly guided it down her flat stomach, then between her legs.

      “…touching me here?” she whispered.

      “Sure,” I whispered back, and began to lightly run my fingers through her thatch of hair.

      “Mmmm,” she moaned, and went back to watching Alaria and the others.

      They were on the bed now. All of them had stripped down to bare skin and were in an absolutely delightful position.

      Alaria was on her back.

      The redheaded Warrior was sitting on Alaria’s face, grabbing her own tits and moaning, as Alaria’s bright red tongue lapped at the redhead’s clit.

      The Tiefling was scissoring between Alaria’s outstretched legs, sliding her wet pussy sensually over Alaria’s.

      And the dwarf was making out with the Tiefling as she fondled the taller woman’s full, shapely breasts.

      Nice.

      I didn’t even mind the little person.

      “Unnnnhhhh,” my elf moaned as I slowly circled her clit with my fingers.

      I decided to give her a little treat, and took my other hand away from her breast.

      At first I cupped one of her ass cheeks and squeezed…

      “Mmmmmm…” the elf murmured.

      Then I slid my fingers between her thighs and began stroking her wet, swollen lips.

      “Ohhhhhh,” she groaned.

      When my fingers were good and wet, I slid two of them inside her pussy – all while I circled her clit from the front.

      “OH GOD,” the elf gasped.

      She reached up, grabbed my head, and pulled me hard into her bare shoulder.

      I bit her a tiny bit more as my fingers eased deeper inside her, and caressed her little swollen bud.

      “Oh, that feels good,” the elf moaned, then craned her neck around and kissed me.

      Whoa.

      THAT was unexpected.

      Her breath was sweet, and her tongue was tiny in my mouth.

      After about 20 seconds, she pulled away and looked into my eyes.

      “Do you… do you want to… you know?” she asked shyly.

      I looked deep into her eyes and nodded.

      Then I quickly stripped off my cloak, shirt, boots, and pants.

      She kept fingering herself as she watched Alaria and the others on the bed.

      Now Alaria was on all fours and rimming the Tiefling, whose shapely ass poked up into the air.

      The Tiefling and the dwarf, meanwhile, were going down on each other in a 69. (The dwarf was on the bottom, which was perfect – I could hardly see her.)

      And the redheaded Warrior was fingerbanging Alaria from the rear and eating out her asshole, all while masturbating at the same time.

      Outstanding.

      The elf was still watching all the hardcore lesbian action as I moved up behind her and but both of my hands on her waist.

      “I’m just going to keep watching, if it’s okay with you,” she said distractedly over her shoulder.

      “Uh-huh,” I agreed, my mouth salivating as I took the tip of my cock and slowly pressed it against the elf’s pussy.

      “Oh… oh, that feels good,” the elf said, almost like she was puzzled.

      “Mm-hmmm,” I murmured as I slowly slid inside her.

      “OH MY FUCKING GOD!” the elf screamed.

      I immediately stopped, terrified that I’d hurt her.

      All four women on the bed stopped what they were doing, too, and looked over in shock.

      “It’s okay, it’s okay!” the elf called out happily. “I just – I’m fine, go back to doing your thing!”

      Alaria and the others looked at her hesitantly, then slowly went back to their licking and fingerbanging.

      “Are you okay?” I whispered to the elf.

      “I just didn’t remember it feeling that good,” she moaned over her shoulder. “Can you, like, not come for a couple of minutes?”

      I chuckled. “A couple of minutes?”

      She frowned like she was alarmed. “Can you?”

      “Shouldn’t be a problem.”

      “Oh, good. The other guys I dated always finished pretty fast, so if we could make this last a little, that would be – ”

      I started slowly rocking inside her.

      “OH MY FUCKING GOD,” she cried out.

      The foursome on the bed stopped what they were doing.

      The elf waved at them. “Still okay! Everything’s fine! Keep going!”

      Alaria and the others went back to work.

      The elf braced herself against the nearest chair. “Okay, I’m good now, you can – OH MY FUCKING GOD!” she screamed as I began to thrust fast inside her.

      Every slap of my lower abdomen against her tight little ass caused her to cry out in bliss.

      Slap slap slap slap

      “OH – OH – OH – OH – ”

      The Warrior, the Tiefling, and the dwarf were all staring at her again.

      “Are you alright?” the redhead asked.

      “It’s just – a whole lot – better than I – remembered,” the elf cried out as I slap slap slapped against her ass.

      Her fellow LGBTQuesters all stared at her.

      “It’s like – a really good – strap-on – but it’s – not hard – well, it’s hard – but it’s soft – on the outside – his skin I mean – OHHHHHH!” she screamed.

      The women all frowned and twisted their necks around, trying to get a better look. Apparently to see what the fuck I was doing to her.

      “Don’t worry, still lesbian!” the elf reassured them, then followed that up by letting her head drop and her hair swing down to the floor. “OH MY FUCKING GOD, THAT’S THE SPOT – JUST FUCKING HIT THAT – UNH, UNH, UNH, UNH – ”

      Alaria sighed. “Everyone, please stop looking at the heterosexuals.”

      “Not heterosexual!” the elf shouted, raising up one finger, though her head was still hanging down. Then she started screaming again. “OH, OH, OH, OH – ”

      “Well, quit looking at the man and woman, then, and fuck me,” Alaria commanded.

      The Warrior, Tiefling, and dwarf all looked at each other… shrugged… and went back to their lesbian-approved activities.

      “OH FUCK, I’M GOING TO COME!” the elf cried out. “DON’T COME YET – DON’T COME YET – ”

      “I won’t!” I promised.

      “OH FUCK, OH FUCK, I’M COME-EEEEEEEEEENG – ”

      She screamed nonstop for about ten seconds.

      The Warrior, Tiefling, and dwarf all went back to looking at us.

      Alaria had to gently push the Tiefling’s head down into the dwarf’s crotch, and pull the redhead’s face into Alaria’s ass, to get them to stop staring.

      Finally I eased up on the elf and slowed down. When she finally looked over her shoulder at me, her face was flushed and she was grinning from ear to ear.

      “That was GREAT. Did you come?”

      “Not yet.”

      She stared at me in shock. “You didn’t?”

      “No, I was trying to last as long as possible in case you wanted more.”

      She just stayed like that, bent over with my cock inside her, a look of extreme shock on her face.

      I thought something might be wrong, so I asked, “You okay?”

      In answer, she moved forward, sliding herself off my dick.

      Then she turned around, crushed her body against mine, and kissed me hard.

      Not bad.

      After French-kissing for a while, she backed away and grabbed my erection with her hand.

      “Can we do it again – but facing each other?” she asked shyly.

      Whoa.

      That was a long way from I’d like to watch the lesbians fucking and just pretend you’re a chick with a strap-on.

      “Sure,” I agreed.

      “Can you lift me up?” she asked.

      I lifted her by her waist into the air. She was so thin and light – and was buoyed so much by the water – that it wasn’t hard at all.

      She circled her legs around my hips and angled her crotch towards mine.

      She looked down, sort of puzzled about the mechanics. “Can you – it’s almost – ”

      I reached underneath her, grabbed the head, and eased it between her lips.

      “OHHHH,” she moaned, and her eyes rolled back into her head as her weight caused her to sink all the way down on my shaft.

      FUCK.

      Seeing her enjoy it that much was a huge turn-on.

      She looped her arms around my neck and pulled in close, her mouth right next to my ear.

      “Don’t tell Sylvie and the others,” she whispered, “but you made me remember how much I love cock. And you’re SO much better than the other guys I was with… bigger, too…”

      Hot DAMN.

      THAT was music to my ears.

      I began easing in and out of her.

      “Oh my god… oh my god,” she whimpered into my ear. “I love your cock… I love you fucking me with your big, nasty cock…”

      Well, fuck – if she wanted me to fuck her with my big, nasty cock, who was I to say no?

      I really began to thrust inside her.

      “Oh – oh – oh – oh – OH – OH – OH – OH – ” she cried out in a rising escalation of pleasure.

      She looked directly at me, and for the first time I noticed she had really pretty eyes.

      Her expression looked like she was caught somewhere between pain and pleasure.

      Every time I thrust into her, her breasts jiggled with the impact. I watched, hypnotized, as her breasts bounced across her chest, slower because of the water.

      She put her hand against my face and forced me to look at her.

      I lifted my eyebrows in a question.

      Fuck me hard, she mouthed silently.

      I didn’t have to be told twice.

      SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP

      “OHHHHHHH!” she screamed, and leaned all the way over, her back arching in pleasure, her perky tits bobbling each time I slammed inside her.

      I kept going. She pulled herself back up and kissed me hard, biting my lip and pulling it out.

      I just kept ramming into her.

      SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP

      She let go of my lip and stared into my eyes. “You’re going to make me come – again!”

      “Oh fuck,” I groaned, “you shouldn’t have said that – ”

      “Come with me!” she begged. “Come inside me!”

      “Stop saying stuff – like that – ” I grimaced, doing my best not to bust a nut right then.

      “I’m almost there – I’m almost – I’M – OH MY GOD – I’M COME-EEEEENG – ”

      “FUUUUUUCK!” I roared as I exploded inside her.

      “OH! OH! OH! OH! OH!” she screamed, her body writhing on top of me every time my cock contracted.

      Finally both of our orgasms subsided. I stopped moving inside her, and she leaned in and we kissed.

      There was applause from the bed.

      The elf and I looked over to see all four women clapping from the bed.

      “Very nice, very nice,” the Tiefling called out.

      “You’ve got, like, the best ‘O’ face ever, Tess,” the redheaded Warrior said.

      The elf shrieked and hid her face against my chest. “Oh my GOD!”

      “Not bad,” the dwarf said grudgingly.

      The elf and I laughed as she lowered her legs to the floor and I slid out of her.

      “Oh my God, my legs are shaking from coming so hard,” she gasped.

      “That’s my man,” Alaria laughed as she winked at me.

      “You should give it a try,” the elf said to her friends.

      “NO THANKS,” the dwarf and the Warrior said at the same time.

      “No, seriously – you can just do what I did at first: watch everybody else and pretend it’s a strap-on!”

      “Thanks,” I muttered sarcastically.

      She leaned over and whispered in my ear, “I wasn’t pretending it was a strap-on the second time, believe me.”

      Then she giggled and kissed me.

      Okay, that made me feel better.

      “And he’s got amazingly soft hands!” she added. “It’s basically like a woman touching you!”

      Okay, that did not make me feel better.

      “Awww,” she giggled when she saw my reaction. “It’s okay to be soft, it’s nice.”

      I guess as sort of a joke, she reached one hand down between my legs to caress me – then reacted in shock and looked down in wonder.

      “Oh my God, that’s not soft! How are you still hard?!”

      “Hot sex tends to keep me that way,” I said, happy that there was at least one area where I wasn’t just average.

      “I’ll say,” Alaria chimed in. “He can keep it up for hours, ladies.”

      “REALLY,” the elf said, looking at me in a whole new light.

      I shrugged and smiled, my ego sufficiently stroked. “We can do it again, if you want.”

      She winced and bit her lip. “I want to, but I do really want to fuck your girlfriend, too. No offense.”

      I laughed. “None taken.”

      “Thanks.” The elf kissed me on the lips, gave one more giggle, then tottered over to the bed on still-shaky legs.

      “Don’t get anywhere near me!” the dwarf said in disgust. “You’ve got his gunk inside you!”

      “I don’t mind,” Alaria purred with a seductive half-smile, and pulled the elf down onto the bed.

      “Don’t knock it till you try it,” the elf said. “His junk, I mean, not his gunk.”

      “NO,” the dwarf snarled.

      Which was fine by me. If the dwarf came anywhere near me, it would be a total boner-killer.

      The Tiefling, though, shrugged. “Why not.”

      Both the warrior and the dwarf looked at her in shock.

      “Sylvie, are you sure?” the redhead asked dubiously.

      “Relax, it’s just a fuckin’ video game,” the Tiefling said as she got up off the bed. Then she giggled. “Literally.”

      That was going to be another one of my arguments when I saw the protestors next time: Relax, it may be a video game for fucking, but it’s just a fuckin’ video game.

      “What’s a video game?” Alaria asked, puzzled.

      “Never mind,” I told her. I was too distracted by the Tiefling to come up with an explanation for what a video game was.

      The half-fiend chick walked over to me, her heavy D-cups swinging more than the elf’s.

      I was really enjoying the show when she made it weird.

      “I don’t want to make out with you, but you can fuck me from behind like Tess said.”

      “Okay,” I said, not sure how to take that.

      “Alright.” She turned around with no ado and thrust her pleasingly plump ass towards my crotch. “Just stick it in whenever.”

      I sighed, grabbed her waist, directed the head of my cock between her lips – and eased right in. She was crazy wet and looser than the elf.

      “OH,” the Tiefling said in shock.

      The elf broke off her kiss with Alaria and looked over. “What do you think?”

      “Not BAD! Cock feels a lot better than I thought it would!” the Tiefling said happily as she slap-slap-slapped her own ass against my crotch with no help from me. “His dick’s a little smaller than I’m used to – ”

      “HEY!” I snapped.

      “WHAT?!” all the women beside Alaria yelled.

      “I’m talking about dildoes,” the Tiefling yelled back, then turned around. “They’re not a threat to you.”

      “Whatever,” I said, and started to thrust into her on the downbeat, so that I was going as deep inside her as possible.

      “OH! Okay,” the Tiefling said happily. “Dildoes don’t fuck back…”

      Alaria brightened. “Oh, you like dildoes? Maybe you’ll like this, then!”

      I could already see her tail doubling up behind her.

      Oh NO.

      That was ALL I needed to compete against – her ultra-wide, ultra-long organic ‘strap-on.’

      Once the Tiefling got a look at what Alaria had to offer, my junk wouldn’t get so much as another pump.

      I sliced my fingers across my throat and shook my head ‘no’ rapidly.

      Alaria saw me and hesitated.

      Nobody else saw me, though, because all eyes were on her.

      “What?” the elf asked.

      “Uh… my fingers?” Alaria said, and held up two at one time.

      Everybody laughed.

      “You’re so funny!”

      Alaria smiled, then looked over at me.

      Thank you, I mouthed silently.

      She just grinned and blew me another kiss.

      Not that the Tiefling had much interest in me, anyway. We just settled into a nice, steady rhythm, and watched the show unfolding on the bed.

      Alaria started off slow. She began by sensually French-kissing the elf and caressing her perky breasts, occasionally pinching her nipples.

      Of course, the elf couldn’t keep her hands off of Alaria’s tits. Neither could the Warrior or Dwarf. They were all making out with one another, cupping each other’s boobs – but mostly Alaria’s, since hers were so much bigger and enticing than everyone else’s.

      Although the other women’s racks were nice indeed. The Warrior was the biggest of the group, with a size approaching E-cups – big cantaloupes, soft and pale, with bright pink nipples.

      And as much as I didn’t want to admit it, the dwarf had some nice knockers – pleasant C-cups that looked large on her smaller frame.

      Fondling progressed to licking. The women sucked on each other’s breasts, their mouths and tongues moving from one hard nipple to the next.

      So many breasts. So much variety to choose from.

      The Tiefling got so turned on, she started rubbing her clit as she rode my cock. Within seconds she was making a guttural grunting noise every time my abdomen slapped into her ass. Not only that, but her tail whipped back and forth through the air. From Alaria, I knew it was a sign she was having a good time.

      But watching all that sucking and fondling on the bed was really giving me a hankering… and the Tiefling’s D-cups were the closest within reach.

      Not to mention they swayed and jiggled really nicely every time I crashed into her ass.

      “Hey, uh, you mind if I touch your breasts?” I asked.

      “Knock yourself out,” she grunted as she continued to rub her clit, smack into my crotch, and watch the foursome on the bed.

      I reached around and cupped my hands just beneath her swinging orbs, letting the soft skin and hard nipples graze over my palms.

      Her breasts felt so good, I had to grab them and pinch her nipples.

      “Oh my GOD!” the Tiefling called out in delight. “Tess, you were right – he DOES have crazy-soft hands!”

      “NO I DON’T!” I yelled indignantly.

      “Yes you do, dude. Way softer than most chicks I’ve dated.”

      “Told you!” the elf laughed, then went back to moaning.

      I just grumbled and took out my irritation by banging the Tiefling faster and pinching her nipples harder, which she didn’t seem to mind at all.

      Alaria had started going down on the elf, who was moaning in a more sensual, drugged-out way than she had with me. The Warrior and dwarf sucked on her nipples and stroked her skin, which just added to the elf’s spaced-out groans of pleasure.

      Then Alaria inserted two fingers inside the elf’s pussy and began to stroke her in that ‘come hither’ motion.

      I knew where this was going.

      Three minutes later the elf was arching her back, screaming – and squirting right into Alaria’s delighted face.

      The Warrior and dwarf watched in amazement, their mouths agape.

      And it sent my Tiefling over the edge.

      “GAAAAAAAAH!” she screamed as she rubbed her clit furiously (schick schick schick schick) as my cock plunged deep inside her and my body slammed into her ass (slap slap slap slap!). “OH FUUUUUUUUCK!”

      Finally she gasped, “Stop… stop…”

      I did, and she pulled herself weakly off my cock. She turned around and patted my shoulder.

      “That was… that was good…” she panted. “If I ever had to fuck a guy again… I’d want it to be you.”

      High praise.

      …I think.

      As she hobbled back over to the bed, she said, “Alexandra… Hannah… you guys should really think about giving him a go.”

      “HELL NO,” the dwarf yelled.

      Feeling’s mutual, short-stuff.

      The Warrior looked at me with one raised eyebrow. “I don’t know…”

      “You’re fine with getting stabbed and punched repeatedly in the dungeons, but you’re afraid of a little wiener?”

      “Hey!” I snapped.

      “Fine,” the Tiefling said, rolling her eyes. “‘A perfectly average-sized wiener.’ There, are you happy?”

      I didn’t dignify that with a response.

      The redhead made a face. “But… I’ve never been with a guy, and I kind of wanted to keep it that way.”

      “You’re not handing in your gold-star lesbian card. Nothing’s real here – it’s all 0’s and 1’s. It doesn’t even count.”

      “It doesn’t?” Alaria asked, mystified.

      “I think it does,” the dwarf said snootily.

      “Well, nobody’s asking you,” the Tiefling said. She turned to the Warrior. “Go on. Take a walk on the wild side.”

      The Warrior frowned as she eyed my cock. “I don’t want to leave the bed.”

      “He HAS LEGS,” the Tiefling groaned. “He can WALK over here. Hey, whats-yer-name – ”

      “Ian,” I said, not sure whether I should be annoyed that they were treating me like a piece of meat – or happy that a bunch of hot lesbians were handing me around like a sex toy.

      I decided on the latter.

      “Ian, get over here and lie down on the bed.”

      I did as the Tiefling said.

      She did me a solid by pushing the redheaded Warrior on top of me so that she was straddling my waist.

      “There, just think of it like a dildo with a suction cup on the bathroom floor,” the Tiefling advised.

      “I don’t use a dildo with a suction cup on the bathroom floor,” the Warrior snapped.

      “Well, you’re going to want one after this.”

      The Warrior protested, “But what’s Alaria going to be doing? I don’t want to miss that!”

      “You won’t.” Alaria flopped on her back right next to me, shoulder to shoulder, and spread her legs wide in a ‘V’ – so wide that one crossed my stomach and pressed against the Warrior’s body.

      “Oh,” the Warrior conceded. “Okay, that’ll work.”

      “Hey, babe,” Alaria said happily, then gave me a deep kiss.

      I kissed her back just as passionately.

      Then she pulled away and asked, “Okay, so who’s going down on me first?”

      “I will, I will!” the elf, Tiefling, and dwarf all shouted, jockeying to get into line.

      The warrior grimaced a little as she reached down, took my cock between her fingertips – almost like she didn’t want to touch it – and slowly eased herself down on it.

      Then her expression changed.

      “Ohhh,” she said, like, Huh – not half bad.

      She moved back and forth experimentally.

      “Ohhhh,” she murmured, like, Actually, that’s pretty damn good.

      She wasn’t the only one who was enjoying it. Her pussy was a little loose around my cock – just the way I liked it – and very, very wet.

      FUCK she felt good.

      The redhead started grinding her body into mine and massaging her clit while she did it.

      “Oh… oh… oh…” she moaned as she moved back and forth.

      Of course, she didn’t look at me as she did it. Her eyes were on the Alaria show.

      The dwarf had taken pole position (actually, ‘pole position’ didn’t seem to fit here) on the cunnilingus, and lapped happily at Alaria’s pussy.

      All I could see was her head, so I wasn’t having any ‘little people porn’ PTSD attacks, which was good.

      Besides, my attention was on the elf and the Tiefling. Locked out temporarily from going down on Alaria, they settled for her breasts.

      The elf was on the opposite side of Alaria’s body from me, happily sucking away.

      The Tiefling had to crawl over my body to get to Alaria’s right boob – which put her swaying breasts right over my head.

      As one hard nipple brushed over my face, I reached out with my lips, latched on, and began to suck.

      “Mmmm,” she moaned as she did the exact same thing to Alaria’s tit.

      Feeling the Tiefling’s boobs earlier in my hands had been nice.

      Feeling them on my face was even better.

      Sucking on them was the best.

      All the women were moaning now. The Warrior riding my cock… the elf and Tiefling suckling on Alaria… the dwarf between Alaria’s thighs… and most of all Alaria, who was moaning loud and seductively.

      After a few moments, the elf took the dwarf’s place between Alaria’s legs.

      I was not looking forward to seeing the dwarf beside me, sucking on Alaria’s tits – but luckily for me she got behind the elf and started going down on her. A daisy-chain of oral sex, you might say.

      The Warrior’s swaying breasts were too gorgeous for me to ignore, and I reached up to grab them. They were soft and pillowy, and I loved feeling them roll around in my palms.

      The redhead seemed to like that, and clasped her hands tighter over mine as I tweaked her nipples.

      “Would you try something for me?” I asked her.

      “What?” she asked warily.

      “Would you sort of go up and down?”

      The redhead frowned, then lifted herself up a couple of inches on my shaft.

      “You mean like this?” she asked, and then plunged all the way down.

      OH YEAH.

      She got a look on her face like she’d enjoyed it even more than I had. “OH, I like THAT.”

      And then she began bobbing up and down on my cock, smacking up and down on my crotch.

      Fuuuuuuuck.

      The Tiefling took the elf’s place between Alaria’s thighs, and started using the ol’ ‘come hither’ on Alaria as she sucked her clit. Alaria was definitely enjoying it.

      The elf, apparently tiring of breasts, came around and looked in my face. “Would you mind licking me while I make out with Alexandra?” she asked.

      “Sure,” I agreed, and the elf straddled my face. I switched my hands from the Warrior’s tits to the elf’s ass, and began caressing her cheeks as I lapped greedily at her clit.

      “Ohhhh,” the elf moaned, then began French-kissing the warrior.

      I didn’t want to miss any of the visuals, so I cast my All-Seeing Eye to watch what was going on.

      Fuck it was amazing.

      I hadn’t seen anything this scorching hot since the frost elf orgies in the Northern Wastes.

      The elf was riding my face… the redheaded Warrior was riding my cock… and they were both making out sensually as they played with each other’s breasts.

      The Tiefling was going down on Alaria, who was writhing in delight on the bed.

      And the dwarf was behind the Tiefling with her face buried in the Tiefling’s –

      No, no, don’t look at the dwarf!

      All in all, it was fucking fantastic.

      And then it got even better.

      “I’m going to squirt – do you want to watch?” Alaria announced in an OH FUCK HERE IT COMES! kind of voice.

      “YES!” all the women cried out.

      The Tiefling backed off, though her hand was still a blur between Alaria’s thighs as she rubbed my succubus’s g-spot.

      Alaria reached down and rubbed her own hand over her clit in a blur, with a wet schick schick schick schick! sound.

      “OH – OH MY FUCKING GODDESS!” Alaria screamed as she arched her entire body –

      And then she was squirting all over the Tiefling’s ample breasts.

      “OH FUCK!” the redhead screamed as she came, too. I could feel the contractions around my cock.

      “FUUUUCK!” the elf cried out as she came. I could feel her contractions right against my face.

      I don’t know if the Tiefling actually came, since the dwarf had abandoned her post at the rear guard (if you know what I mean), but she was screaming, too: “Fuck yes, FUCK YES – ”

      Which set me off.

      “FUUUUUUUUUMCK!” I screamed into the elf’s pussy as I exploded inside the Warrior.

      Rather than alarm the Warrior, it seemed to turn her on, because she kept screaming even more as she bobbed up and down on my cock. “FUCK, OH FUCK!”

      And the elf seemed to like it, because she was grinding her pussy into my face as hard as she could. “FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK – ”

      And Alaria was practically bathing the Tiefling from tits to tail in her juices as she screamed, “FUCK YES, FUCK YES, FUCK YES!”

      After about five more seconds of that, everybody stopped coming – or at least they stopped screaming. There were a lot more aftershocks for the ladies. But basically everybody collapsed into one pile of bodies and moaned contentedly as we stroked every breast and ass we could get our hands on.

      The women kissed each other… and Alaria and I made out, our tongues softly sliding over each other’s, as I tasted the other women on her lips.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            21

          

        

      

    

    
      The dwarf was the first to get up from the bed – maybe because she hadn’t just had a massive orgasm to recover from.

      “Whew, that was great! Everybody ready to go dungeon diving?”

      All the other women took decidedly longer to pull themselves up from the bed.

      As the dwarf strapped on her plate armor, the Warrior put on her chainmail bikini, and the others pulled on their dresses and cloaks, the elf announced, “Uh… everybody? I think I might be bi now…”

      I grinned in a self-satisfied way. After all, I figured I had a little something to do with that.

      “You were always bi,” the dwarf announced in a bored voice.

      …okay, maybe not so much.

      The elf shrieked in indignation. “I was not! I’m a lesbian!”

      “Give me a break, Tess,” the Tiefling said. “You’re always checking out guys’ asses in the club.”

      “I am NOT!”

      All her friends looked at her.

      “Well… maybe sometimes…” the elf admitted. “But I stopped sleeping with guys back in high school!”

      The redheaded Warrior rolled her eyes. “That’s because you only slept with douchebags who sucked in bed.”

      Alaria shrugged. “Why not enjoy having sex with both men and women? I certainly do.”

      “Yeah,” the Warrior agreed, then caught herself and said defensively, “But only in video games.”

      “Not even THEN,” the dwarf snorted.

      “What in Goddess’ name is a video game?!” Alaria demanded angrily. “You all keep saying it – what is it?!”

      I just decided to make some shit up. “Back where I come from, it’s what we call when you get six naked people together and have sex. I’m assuming it’s the same for them.”

      “Does it have to be six?” Alaria asked.

      “Minimum.”

      “Oh,” Alaria said, then brightened up considerably. “Then I LOVE video games!”

      The Tiefling whispered to me, “How come she knows we’re saying ‘video game’? Any other NPC, they just ignore anything that doesn’t fit in OtherWorld.”

      I didn’t want to go into the fact that I was a QCer and Alaria was a high-level AI, so I just made more shit up. “I contacted the company, but I never heard back. It’s not that big a deal, really. Doesn’t happen very often.”

      “Oh,” the Tiefling said, and that was that.

      After everybody was dressed, I broke down the dungeon. The walls of our little pleasure palace crumbled around us –

      Revealing Stig lying on his back with a mostly empty bottle on his belly…

      …and a whole bunch of horny dudes standing in the immediate vicinity.

      Some of them were totally jerkin’ it under their robes.

      “Ugh,” I winced.

      “EWWWWWWW!” the dwarf screamed.

      “Mmm,” Alaria said with a half-smile and a raised eyebrow.

      Regardless of whether they were pulling their puds or not, all of the players scattered.

      Stig? He wasn’t going anywhere.

      “Were you assholes SPYING on us?!” the Warrior raged as she unsheathed her oversized sword.

      “No!” somebody yelled as he scrambled up the embankment.

      “There weren’t any windows!” another one cried out.

      “So we just listened in!” another one shouted.

      “That’s still technically spying!” I yelled.

      “That’s eavesdropping, bro! Totally different thing!”

      I wasn’t about to get into an argument on the semantics of ‘spying’ vs. ‘eavesdropping,’ so I just watched them scatter like cockroaches when you turned the light on.

      Meanwhile, all four LGBTQuesters turned and looked at me angrily.

      “What?!” I protested. “I didn’t know it wasn’t soundproof!”

      “Totally wasn’t,” Stig said with a liquid URRRRP. “So awkward.”

      “Where the hell did you get that bottle?” I yelled at him.

      “Friendly people.”

      “What friendly people?”

      “All those people I led back here,” Stig said with another belch, “to hear the screaming.”

      Then he began imitating us.

      “OH! OH! OH! OH! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!” he croaked out like Yoda doing phone sex.

      “STOP THAT!” I yelled at him.

      “WHAT THE HELL?!” all the LGBTQuesters yelled at once.

      I was about to kick Stig’s ass – and the women were about to kick mine – when a new threat presented itself.

      “There they are!” a voice yelled.

      We all turned to see my favorite group of Jesus freaks rounding the mouth of the mini-canyon, carrying their handmade signs.

      “What the FUCK?!” I yelled.

      “Foul-mouthed fornicator!” one of them shouted back.

      “You know them?” the Tiefling asked in horror.

      “It’s not like I want to know them,” I said. “They were outside the last city I was in, and I guess they followed me here.”

      I don’t know whether it was the dwarf’s short hair or if the protestors were reaching for the worst insult they could imagine, but the crowd began to chant, “SO-DO-MITES! SO-DO-MITES!”

      I frowned, then mentally retraced my way through everything that had happened over the last hour.

      “Actually, I can confirm that no sodomy took place. LOTS of cunnilingus and vaginal intercourse, though!” I shouted out helpfully, and was rewarded with a shudder of disgust throughout most of the crowd.

      “We’re SAPPHICS, you dumb fucks!” the dwarf yelled.

      The protestors all looked at each other in confusion.

      “Sa… phics… sa… phics…” a few tried half-heartedly.

      Guess their wheelhouse was three-syllable words.

      Two syllables?

      Just couldn’t hack it.

      I decided to help them out.

      “SAAAA-PHICS –

      “DON’T LIKE DICKS!

      “SAAAA-PHICS –

      “DON’T LIKE DICKS!” I chanted.

      The LGBTQuesters all turned on me angrily.

      “Am I lying?” I asked.

      “…no,” the dwarf admitted.

      “Look!” I said, and pointed at the crowd.

      It was impossible to miss the look of revulsion on the faces of the protestors.

      That’s when the LGBTQuesters got into it: when they saw the reaction it got.

      “SAAAA-PHICS – DON’T LIKE DICKS!” they all chanted, laughing. “SAAAA-PHICS – DON’T LIKE DICKS!”

      “You – you gays!” another protestor spat.

      “Yup!” the Tiefling shouted back.

      “Ellen DEGENERATES!” another protestor shouted.

      That elicited a gasp of horror from all the LGBTQuesters.

      “FUCK that bitch, she dissed Ellen!” the Warrior roared.

      All four women started acting as raunchy and nasty as they could.

      The Warrior made a ‘V’ with her fingers and started lapping her tongue through it.

      The elf thrust one arm over another in the universal Fuck you! symbol.

      But it was the Tiefling and the dwarf who took it to the next level.

      The Tiefling lifted up her dress, bent over, and mooned the protestors.

      There was a single, monumental gasp from the Jesus freaks –

      And then the dwarf stuck her face right in in the Tiefling’s ass and just began to wallow.

      The protestors actually screamed.

      The Tiefling saw the reaction they were getting, and began shouting, “Lick that pussy, Hannah! Stick your tongue waaaaay inside!”

      The Warrior got the idea, lifted up her chainmail bikini bottom, and began masturbating furiously.

      The elf looked over at Alaria. “Do you mind?”

      “Not at all,” Alaria said, then giggled in pleasure as the elf yanked down Alaria’s top and began sucking on her right nipple.

      Daaaaaamn.

      The protestors?

      They lost their collective minds.

      “AAAAAAAAHH!” they all screamed, and stampeded en masse away from our little canyon.

      It was way more effective than my Terrify spell.

      Well, except for the couple of laggards who stayed behind to stare at Alaria getting her tits sucked. But a couple of other protestors came back, slapped them on the backs of their heads, and dragged them away.

      “Ha-haaaa! Fuck off, you fuckin’ freaks!” the Tiefling yelled.

      “Fuckoff, fuckoff, fuckoff!” Stig yelled at them from where he lay on the ground.

      Everybody rearranged their clothing and looked around triumphantly.

      “Alright… now that we got rid of the real enemy, everybody ready for the dungeon?” the Tiefling asked.

      “That was hot!” a lone dude yelled from the top of the canyon.

      From the motion of his right arm, I was pretty sure he was jerkin’ it up there on top of the ridge.

      “FUCK YOU!” the Tiefling yelled as she whipped out her blunderbuss and blasted a hole in the cliff.

      The guy took off before he had a chance to ‘finish,’ I’m sure.

      The Tiefling glowered. “Let’s go before I have to start killing motherfuckers.”

      We set out for the dungeon without further ado.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            22

          

        

      

    

    
      As we stood in line for the dungeon, I took stock of the situation.

      First off, I looked at my group’s ID tags. Though some of my fellow male players would have probably scorned them for being over the top, I actually thought their handles were pretty fucking funny.

      Well, not the elf’s.

      Ginsbergzerker was the redheaded Warrior.

      Susan Be Anthrax was the dwarf Paladin.

      bell right hook was the Tiefling Huntress.

      And Feministaria was the elf Shamaness.

      (See what I meant about the elf?)

      Funny or not, I turned their ID tags off so I couldn’t see them. Their names were too long and complicated, and the girls didn’t even refer to each other by them. I knew them as Tess the elf, Sylvie the Tiefling, Alexandra the redheaded Warrior, and Hannah the dwarf.

      Actually, I really knew them as the three hotties I’d fucked, and the midget I wouldn’t if you paid me.

      Sorry.

      The little person I wouldn’t if you paid me.

      The other thing I already knew was that they were all 7 and 8 levels above me – 34’s and 35’s.

      Because the dungeon averaged out all the levels of the players when creating adversaries, that meant most of the monsters we faced would be 33’s and 34’s. Not good for me, but that slight discrepancy in power would help the others.

      The one trump card I held was that I was more than halfway through Level 27. I was probably going to level up pretty damn quick once we got in the dungeon – and Level 28 would bring me a new power. I hoped it was a good one and not something lame, like a passive nose-picking ability.

      Next up, I looked around at my teammates.

      Hannah the short-haired dwarf was the tank of the group, which made sense because of her plate armor. She carried a battle ax and shield.

      There was something about dwarves being tanks. My friend Hodin – the guy I’d met at the Tomb of Tharos outside of Exardus, and who had helped me out on the Plains of Mor-El – was also a dwarf tank. Guess it was some sort of Napoleon complex. Or maybe they just liked a challenge.

      Alexandra the redheaded Warrior was a DD. No, not her bra size, which was actually larger. She was a Damage Dealer and carried a five-foot-long broadsword. Her chainmail bikini was just about the worst armor ever for a Warrior, but this was an MMORPG with an audience of 80% straight guys (and lesbians, as I’d found out today), and the bikini looked sexy as hell. Especially on a six-foot-tall Amazon with huge boobs.

      Sylvie the Tiefling Hunter was Damage, as well. Her blunderbuss looked slightly ridiculous, but I knew from my own experience as a Hunter (long before I worked at Westek) that the gun was probably packing some crazy abilities. For example: Explosive Shot, where the bullets could explode on impact, and Three-Way Split, where the Hunter could hit three different targets at once.

      Last up was Tess the elfin Shamaness. I hadn’t seen her in action yet (well, not in the dungeon, anyway), but she would be the Healer for the group. She was tasked with healing damage taken by the others (especially the tank) and basically keeping everyone else alive.

      Before we got into the thick of it, I needed to brief them on some things.

      “Hey, guys – ” I started.

      “We’re not guys,” the dwarf tank said snottily.

      “Okay – hey, lesbians,” I shot back.

      The group all gave me the stink-eye, but I didn’t care. At least I had their attention.

      “As a Warlock, one of my powers is I can cast a spell and create a new respawn point for the group every ten minutes. So instead of resurrecting all the way back at the beginning of the dungeon, I can set it a lot closer to some of the mini-bosses.”

      The redhead Warrior made a face like Hmmm. “That could come in handy…”

      “But I’ll have to create a group everybody joins. What do you want me to call it?” I knew I shouldn’t push their buttons any more than I already had, but I couldn’t help myself. “‘Luscious Lesbians’?”

      “‘Luscious Lesbians and One Straight Dork,’” the dwarf said.

      I gave her the stink-eye… but she wasn’t wrong.

      The Tiefling hip-checked the elf. “Newborn Bi’s,” she teased.

      “That’s just Tess,” the dwarf pointed out, “and it’s more like ‘Reawakened Bi.’”

      I wanted to shout out, By the power of My Almighty Cock! but I didn’t think that would go over so well.

      “Just go with LGBTQuesters,” the Warrior said.

      “You’ll let a straight guy in?” I joked.

      “Ah, you’re an honorary lesbian after hooking us up with that sweet love shack,” the Tiefling grinned. “AND your hot-ass girlfriend.”

      “Oh, honey,” Alaria teased me as she hugged me, “I always knew you could be a lesbian.”

      “I don’t think that’s funny,” the dwarf grumbled.

      “You don’t think anything’s funny,” the Tiefling said.

      The redhead was getting impatient. “All in favor of stopping this pointless fucking conversation and naming it LGBTQuesters, raise your hand.”

      The redhead, the Tiefling, and the elf raised their hands. I abstained – I figured it was their decision, not mine.

      “All opposed,” the Warrior said, and the dwarf tank raised her hand.

      “Majority wins,” the redhead said. “Name it LGBTQuesters.”

      “I still object,” the dwarf snapped.

      “Objection noted, you can file a complaint with the Lesbian Review Board after we do the fuckin’ dungeon,” the Warrior snapped right back. “Send us the invites, Warlock Dude.”

      I sent the invites to everyone. All accepted – except the dwarf.

      “You need to accept the invite to resurrect at my gravesite,” I said to the dwarf.

      She crossed her armor-plated arms with a clank. “No.”

      “SERIOUSLY?!” the Warrior yelled at her.

      “On principle,” the dwarf sniffed.

      “Jesus, and you wonder why we don’t invite you to game more often,” the Warrior snapped.

      “Jesus wonders why you don’t invite her, too?” Alaria asked.

      “What?” the Warrior asked, confused.

      I shook my head. “Never mind. You gu– uh, you all obviously know I’m not going to be a whole lot of help because I’m 7 Levels below you, but I have a power that lets me drain Health off my enemies and add it to my own, so at least you won’t have to heal me much, if at all.”

      “That’ll help out,” the elfin Healer said.

      “I should also let you know that Alaria and Stig aren’t going to be a whole lot of help in the dungeon.”

      “Why, because one’s drunk off his ass?” the Tiefling snorted.

      I looked down at my imp, who was lying on the sand with his ass in the air like a sleeping toddler. I sighed.

      “That, and because their powers are fire-based, so… not much use in an underwater environment.”

      “You’re sellin’ yourself really well, dude,” the Tiefling said.

      “Just trying to manage expectations.”

      “Maybe you should have told us all this BEFORE we took you on,” the dwarf griped.

      I scowled at her. “You took me on because you fucked my super-hot girlfriend.”

      The Tiefling laughed. “Even if we wipe, that was totally fuckin’ worth it.”

      The Warrior smiled at Alaria. “It was worth it if we wipe in every fuckin’ dungeon from here to eternity.”

      “Awww, you say the sweetest things,” Alaria cooed.

      “I – ” the dwarf started.

      The Warrior and the Tiefling both glared at her.

      “…yeah, okay, I totally agree on that one,” the dwarf sighed.

      “GOOD. Now let’s fucking DO this,” the Warrior snapped.

      As the group in front of us entered the dungeon, I scooped up Stig in my arms and we all stepped up to the ‘entrance.’ It was a giant blowhole in volcanic basalt rock – basically a big, black pit that plunged down deep into the cliff.

      On the other side of the blowhole was a pirate skeleton with a tri-corner hat, a peg leg, an eyepatch, and rotting clothing. The spindly skeleton of a parrot stood on his shoulder.

      “ARRR, mateys, are ye five in number?” the pirate growled, his bony jaw moving up and down with the words.

      “Five in number, five in number, arwk!” the dead parrot skeleton squawked.

      “Does Hannah have to be in your group for us to enter?” the Warrior asked me.

      “Nope, just to resurrect at the Gravesite.”

      “Yes,” the Warrior said to the pirate, “there are five of us.”

      “Then prepare to enter… the GREAT ABYSS!”

      A strong current pushed us off the edge into the mouth of the blowhole, and then a massive rush of water pulled us down into the darkness.
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      We must have been sucked 80 feet down through the darkness. Below us, a sliver of cobalt blue appeared and got larger and larger –

      And then the overpowering current suddenly stopped. We drifted down the last 20 feet through the bottom of the blowhole, and came to rest on a ledge carved into the side of the canyon cliffs.

      We were now in our own ‘instance’ of the dungeon – an exact copy on a server somewhere, which was devoted to our group alone for however long it took us to complete the dungeon.

      To our left was a giant wall of black rock that towered a hundred feet overhead. At its base was a small graveyard with rough-hewn tombstones covered in slime.

      Below our feet was a ledge maybe 20 feet wide, and which sloped gently downwards along the side of the basalt cliff. The ledge extended for hundreds of feet into the distance, maybe more.

      To our right, about half a mile away, was another sheer cliff of black rock – the other side of the Great Abyss.

      Between the two walls of the trench was nothing but water.

      Well, that and lots of sharks.

      There were hundreds of them swimming lazily through the canyon – hammerheads, tiger sharks, Great Whites. Although several were within 20 feet of our ledge, none of them seemed inclined to attack.

      “Ahhh, fuck me,” the Warrior moaned as she eyed the sharks.

      Stig came out of his drunken stupor long enough to glance up at her in a panic, then at me.

      “Don’t make me, boss!” he croaked in terror.

      “What?” I asked in confusion.

      “Don’t make me fuck her!”

      The entire group exploded into laughter. Even the dwarf found it funny.

      “Don’t worry,” I told Stig. “She doesn’t really want you to fuck her.”

      “Then why’d she say it?”

      “It’s an expression.”

      “…oh,” he said, his voice now filled with utter contempt. “One of those.”

      Stig was not a fan of my ‘expressions.’

      I explained further. “When she said ‘Fuck me,’ all she meant was ‘This really sucks.’”

      “And it DOES,” the redhead moaned.

      “What’s the problem?” I asked.

      “I absolutely fuckin’ hate sharks.”

      Not as much as a certain stoner orc I knew. Slothfart would have been shitting his pants right about now. Figuratively, anyway, since there was no ‘sheet’ in OtherWorld.

      Because of Slothfart, I was reminded of the wyverns that had populated the empty central shaft of Deek’s dungeon back in the city of Vos. My guess was the sharks were there for a purpose: to make sure nobody tried shortcutting the path we were supposed to take.

      Of course, that’s immediately what everybody else thought of, too.

      The dwarf tank stepped over to the edge of the ledge and peered down into the midnight blue depths. “What do you think’ll happen if I jump off? Won’t I just float on down to the bottom? We could skip a whole shitload of stuff.”

      “The ‘shitload of stuff’ is kind of the whole point of doing the dungeon,” the Tiefling said.

      “Yeah, I want to see what’s here,” the elf said excitedly.

      “I’m just curious,” the dwarf said.

      I pointed at the sharks. “I’m pretty sure they’ll attack you.”

      The dwarf squinted out at the man-eaters. “Might as well find out while we’re here at the beginning, right? Otherwise we’ll never know.”

      “Hannah, don’t you dare!” the Warrior snapped.

      But like most tanks worth their salt, the dwarf just jumped out fearlessly into the unknown.

      Had to give her props for that, at least.

      “ASSHOLE!” the Warrior yelled as we all ran over to the edge to see what happened.

      “That bitch is crazy,” the Tiefling muttered.

      “Bitches be crazy,” Stig agreed.

      All the LGBTQueters looked first at him, then stared angrily at me.

      “I didn’t teach him that!” I protested. Then, to take the heat off of me, I pointed down into the abyss. “Look!”

      Hannah was falling pretty slowly through the water.

      The sharks moved much faster.

      The nearest six darted towards her and started a feeding frenzy. Their teeth clanged against her armor, sounding like dozens of Bowie knives plunging through aluminum siding.

      There wasn’t any blood in OtherWorld, but if there were, I’m sure the water would have been stained crimson with it.

      We watched as her Health meter dropped precariously, hit the red –

      And then suddenly she was back on the ledge, standing behind us in the graveyard.

      “Welp, can’t go that way,” she said matter-of-factly.

      “You THINK?!” the Warrior yelled. “Don’t pull any more stupid shit like that!”

      “Fine, fine, whatever,” the dwarf said. “We ready to roll?”

      A chorus of ‘Yesses’ from the group.

      “Let’s do it, then!”

      Hannah `raced off down the ledge, and we followed along behind her.

      At first I was wondering where all the monsters were. There were none on the ledge in front of us.

      Then they started coming out of the cliff itself.

      There were holes in the cavern wall – black spots that blended in seamlessly with the basalt’s craggy surface, and which were apparently the home of some very nasty critters. We didn’t see them at all until they started coming out of the woodworks.

      Er, stoneworks.

      First it was giant moray eels. Their mottled green bodies were at least three feet wide from spine to belly, and they stretched more than 20 feet long, so there were no safe spaces on the ledge. Their round, golden eyes were the size of softballs, and their pupils stared at us with an inhuman gaze.

      And those teeth. Jesus, they were like oversized bolt-cutters.

      The first eel tore into Hannah’s armor like a can opener into a container of Chef Boyardee.

      She slammed the eel repeatedly with her axe, but the attack had taken her off-guard. And there were another three eels snaking out from the cliff straight for her.

      Tess the elven Shamaness jumped into action. Orange waves of light emanated from her fingertips like ripples on water and disappeared into the dwarf’s body, bringing our tank’s Health back up to par.

      Alexandra the redheaded Warrior raced into the fight and beheaded one of the eels with a couple of swift chops.

      Sylvie the Tiefling Hunter popped off multiple shots with her blunderbuss. Sure enough, she had Triple Shot – three of the eels took damage at the same time.

      I handed Stig off to Alaria and did what I could with Soul Suck, Doomsday, and Darkfire.

      We dispatched the eels easily enough, but they were just the start.

      Five-foot-long crabs and lobsters began pouring out of the wall like roaches out of a fumigated crack house. Along with the eels, they all put up a vicious fight.

      We made our way through, though, and collected a bunch of loot to compensate for our trouble: eel’s teeth, lobster claws, and crab legs.

      I didn’t know if it was the dungeon, or if it was because I was hanging out with people way above my Level, but the loot was significantly better than other dungeons I’d been in before. The items would go for 3 silver apiece when I sold them to a merchant – so I effectively picked up 30 silver.

      Not bad for the first five minutes of a dungeon.

      Fifty feet after the last killer crustacean, the ledge abruptly ended – right at the mouth of a giant cave in the cliff wall.

      “Uhhhh, do we really want to go in there?” Tess the elf asked nervously.

      “Unless you want to go swimming with sharks like I did,” Hannah answered.

      “Never mind.”

      “Good – let’s go!”

      We entered the cave. Nothing immediately attacked us, but about 20 feet inside, eight-foot-tall stone pillars as big around as oak trees began appearing, until we were walking through a veritable forest of them.

      It was sort of like that creepy cargo hold of facehugger pods in the first Alien movie, except they were a lot taller.

      “I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” the Tiefling muttered.

      “Are you a Star Wars fan, too?” I asked in delight.

      The Tiefling stared at me. “What?”

      “Oh,” I muttered, realizing my mistake. “It’s, uh, something everybody says a lot in the Star Wars movies.”

      “It’s also something people say when they have a bad feeling about something,” the Tiefling said condescendingly.

      “Never mind,” I snapped.

      “Princess Leia, though,” the dwarf shouted. “When she was young? DAAAAAMN.”

      Sometimes allies came from the unlikeliest of places.

      “New Hope Leia or Return of the Jedi Leia?” I called out.

      “Oh, I’d’a fucked me up those hair buns, but I couldn’t say ‘no’ to the gold bikini.”

      “Amen on the gold bikini,” Alexandra the redhead Warrior agreed. It made sense, even leaving aside the whole lesbian thing. After all, her current outfit was definitely in the same fashion vein.

      “Ohhh, Princess Leia!” Alaria cried out happily. “Ian would hit her!”

      “WHAT?!” every other woman in the group roared at the same time.

      “HIT THAT, HIT THAT!” I yelled in a panic. “She still doesn’t have all the slang down yet!”

      During the kerfuffle that ensued, nobody was paying attention to the stone columns all around us.

      So nobody noticed when the creatures emerged – at least, not until the first one clamped down on Hanna’s head, fast as a striking rattlesnake.

      “MMMRRM!” our tank screamed in a muffled voice as her helmet disappeared into the monster’s gaping maw.

      “Holy SHIT!” Alexandra yelled.

      It appeared to be a tube worm – one of those weird underwater creatures that looks like it’s mostly plant. Pale tubular bodies, usually fairly rigid, with colorful hair-like fronds at the feeding end of the stalk.

      As far as I knew, real tube worms were pretty small – half a foot long at most.

      Not this one. At nine feet long and ghostly white, its serpentine body curled around so it could strike at the ground. The base of its body was still inside the stone column, but the red-colored mouth was lined with vicious fangs.

      It sort of looked like the penis monster Dorp had summoned to freak out Tarka when we first landed on the pirate ship Revenge. Basically an albino version of it – except instead of a swollen head, it had a red Venus flytrap mouth with actual fangs.

      Total nightmare fuel. Especially for the lesbians, I was guessing.

      Although part of me wondered if they even made the connection.

      “HOLY FUCKIN’ SHIT, IT’S A BUNCH OF GIANT COCKS WITH VENUS FLYTRAP MOUTHS!” the Warrior screamed.

      I guess they made the connection.

      Wait a second –

      ‘Cocks’?

      Plural?

      I looked around and nearly shat my pants.

      The tube worms were emerging from every single stone column around us.

      The worm that had clamped down on Hanna was swinging her through the water and slamming her against the ground, while simultaneously chowing down on her head.

      “MRRRM!” she mrrrmphed as the monster swung her around. She wasn’t exactly able to mount an effective counterattack with her head in the tube worm’s mouth.

      Alexandra the Warrior tried to help Hannah out, but the redhead immediately got embroiled in a battle with two tube worms at once.

      Sylvie the Tiefling was shooting her blunderbuss as fast as she could, but the things were attacking her, too.

      Poor Tess the elf was trying to help Hannah, but the tube worm was crushing the tank’s head faster than our Shamaness could heal her.

      And me? I was just trying to keep from getting swallowed as I Soul-Sucked the lot of them.

      Alaria was smart – she had ‘flown’ up to the top of the cave. The tube worms could reach up there, but since there were so many of us down on the ground, only one or two of the worms bothered to attack her. Unfortunately, other than dart out of their reach, all Alaria could do was jab at them with her non-flaming pitchfork.

      The single good thing about the tube worms were that they woke Stig up.

      Alaria ditched him when she started flying – otherwise she wouldn’t have been able to summon her pitchfork.

      One second Stig was floating gently down through the water…

      The next he opened his eyes and was staring into the gullet of a giant tube worm.

      “AAAAAH!” he screamed, and immediately teleported out of the way as the monster tried to eat him. From there he kept reappearing and disappearing in little blurps of smoky water, thankfully distracting some of the worms.

      Hannah’s Health dropped down into the red. Two seconds later she disappeared.

      “Shit, we lost our tank!” Alexandra yelled as she lopped the head off the nearest tube worm. “Ian, can you do that respawn point?!”

      “It takes a while!” I yelled. “And I should do it away from the battle!”

      “Then retreat, motherfucker, RETREAT!”

      I ran back through the columns, dodged a dozen pale worms, and made it to the ledge outside.

      I triggered my Gravesite spell, and black shadows began pouring from my fingertips into the lacey outline of a tombstone.

      Clank clank clank clank!

      I looked over to see Hannah running down the ledge towards me, a stray lobster chasing her.

      “I’m here, I’m here!” she yelled, and ran back into the cave.

      Just then, Gravesite finished and the tombstone was done.

      Not a second too soon.

      Alexandra reappeared first. One of her eyes was bugged out, the other squinched shut, and her whole body shuddered like she’d just downed a shot of particularly nasty tequila.

      “UGH!” she yelled, then shuddered some more. “Why couldn’t it have been giant pussies? I’d have been fine with giant pussies…”

      Second up was the Tiefling, who was unhappy but not quite as grossed out as Alexandra.

      “Christ, if you’re going to put a bunch of giant penis monsters in your dungeon, that shit should come with a trigger warning,” she griped.

      Last up was the elf. She looked severely unhappy.

      “I think I’m lesbian again,” she muttered.

      Alaria fluttered in from the cave to drop down beside us.

      Stig teleported down at my feet and immediately hid behind my legs, his entire body shaking even worse than Alexandra’s.

      Guess he was a lesbian at heart, too. At least when it came to giant albino penis monsters.

      “Where’s Hannah?” the Tiefling asked, and craned her head to look inside the cave. “Is she still in there?”

      “Nope,” I said, and pointed further up the ledge.

      Clang clang clang clang!

      “I’m here, I’m here!” Hannah panted as she finally reached us.

      Alexandra the Warrior turned to me. “It’s awesome respawning so close to the action, Ian. Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome,” I said.

      Then the redhead turned pointedly to Hannah. “Are you going to join the damn group so you can resurrect here from now on?”

      “No,” the dwarf tank said crossly.

      “Well, I hope you enjoy running,” the redhead snapped.

      “I enjoy it more than compromising with the patriarchy,” the dwarf sneered.

      Oh God.

      But rather than get into another tiff, I decided to keep it light.

      “And here I thought we’d had a moment about our shared love for Princess Leia,” I said playfully.

      “We did until I heard you wanted to hit her,” Hannah snarled.

      “Hit THAT! Hit THAT!” I yelled back at her.

      “We need a plan,” the Tiefling said.

      “Duh,” the elf said.

      “Let’s not try to get through them yet,” I said. “Let’s just attack the first couple closest to us and see what the best way to kill them is.”

      “Anything not to have to run through a forest of giant cocks again,” Alexandra said as she shuddered in disgust.

      “You know, you could just think of them as giant anacondas,” I suggested.

      All four lesbians looked at me like Shut the fuck up, dude.

      “Anacondas are, like, this big around,” the Tiefling said, putting her hands out with a two-foot diameter. “THESE fuckers are like, THIS big around,” she said, and motioned like she was hugging an oak tree.

      “Size to length ratio is nothing like a snake,” the Warrior spat, “but very MUCH like a penis.”

      I snorted. “You people sure are experts about something you profess to hate so much.”

      They glared at me so hard I was afraid they were about to go Lorena Bobbitt on me.

      “Alright, alright,” I said, putting my hands protectively in front of my crotch. “Let’s go kill some penises.”

      We hung out at the periphery of the cave and focused on the closest three cock monst– uh, tube worms.

      Hannah charged in and tried to tank, but the tube worms would gang up on her and kill her fairly easily, and then we’d have to wait 45 seconds for her to reappear.

      Alexandra couldn’t get too close or the things would dart down, loop around her, and lift her up off the cave floor. Which looked pretty awesome in a Frank Frazetta ‘hot fantasy chick in danger’ way, but sucked in a ‘don’t let your teammates get killed’ kind of way.

      Not to mention every time she resurrected, she shuddered so much I thought she might have a seizure.

      It mostly fell to me and the Tiefling Hunter to try to take them down – and since I was 8 Levels lower than the rest, it was an arduous process.

      But then we discovered the secret almost by accident.

      Alexandra had just been snagged again by one of the tube worms. Trying to save her, Hannah targeted the worm and triggered one of her Paladin abilities – a super-fast sprint forward as she was encased in a golden light. It was meant to be a disorienting initial attack where a Paladin could slam into a group of enemies and knock them to the ground with little damage to herself.

      Only problem was, the tube worm lifted Alexandra out of the way too quickly.

      Hannah rushed right beneath the tentacle – and SLAMMED into the stone column.

      Which immediately cracked like an egg shell.

      Hannah staggered backwards, a little shaken but not hurt. The magical properties of her attack had shielded her from any real damage.

      “Look!” I yelled as I pointed at the dozens of cracks radiating outwards from the stone column. “What was that you just did?!”

      “Holy Battle Ram.”

      “Do it again!” I urged her.

      “I’ve got a 20-second cooldown.”

      “Then do it again as soon as you can – and in the exact same place!”

      Turns out Hannah could target the stone column just as easily as she could target the worm.

      The second time she ran into the stone column, she blasted it into gravel.

      Apparently, the big columns weren’t solid blocks of rock, but some kind of secreted material that just looked super-strong.

      The tube worm’s home fell to the ground, and inside the broken pipe we saw the bottom end of the worm – a bunch of delicate, red, feather-like appendages.

      Looked like a weak spot to me.

      “Aim there!” I yelled at the Tiefling.

      Between my Darkfire and her blunderbuss, we killed the tube worm in five seconds flat.

      As soon as we did, its tubular body withered and collapsed to the ground, depositing Alexandra back on its feet.

      And yielded up ‘Tube Worm Fronds’ worth 4 silver apiece.

      “THAT’S IT!” I yelled happily. “Take out the base, then the worm!”

      We did that column by column, worm by worm, carving a path through the center of the dungeon. Hannah would slam headfirst into a stone pillar a couple of times, knocking it down, and then the Tiefling and I would finish it off. Alexandra and Alaria would distract the tube worms on either side so that they didn’t snag Hannah after impact.

      All in all, a very efficient system. It took only ten minutes to make our way from one side of the cave to the other, where it opened back up to the outside waters and the ledge continued down the side of the cliff.

      “YES!” all of us cried out.

      High fives were exchanged all around – even between me and Hannah the dwarf.

      Unfortunately, we didn’t have any time to rest before we were attacked by Murwogs.

      Murwogs are short, humanoid fish with arms and legs. Imagine goblins, but with fish heads instead of humanoid features.

      Zali looked a little like a Murwog, except Zali dressed in flashy suits, and Murwogs ran around naked with shell necklaces.

      And Zali pontificated about art, while Murwogs went “Bah wah bleh magwa blah!”

      And Zali used elemental Warlock powers. Murwogs used pointy sticks.

      And there was only one of Zali… but there were dozens of the damn Murwog fuckers.

      They attacked us in a group, jabbing their spears at us and biting us with their fanged mouths.

      As the tank, Hannah bore the brunt of the attack – and died at least twice.

      I was beginning to suspect Tess wasn’t that great of a healer.

      Anyway, we would all have to retreat and fight off the Murwogs until Hannah came running back to us a minute later.

      “Man, doing shit on principle sucks,” she wheezed.

      “Will you just JOIN THE GODDAMN GROUP so you can resurrect closer?!” Alexandra shouted at her.

      “NO!”

      “Asshole!” Alexandra snapped, and then we would continue on plowing through the Murwogs.

      They weren’t the only new threats. Bush-sized, spiky sea urchins began showing up that could shoot their spines at us through the water. And then came the five-foot starfish that would pry the armor off Hannah and eat her like a clam.

      Not eat her clam, just eat her like a clam.

      I guess the starfish wasn’t a lesbian.

      Or maybe it just preferred octo-pussy.

      Alright, okay, I’ll stop with the sapphic mollusk jokes now.

      The horrible thing about the starfish was that when Alexandra or Hannah attacked it with their blades, they ended up hacking off one of its arms – which would then regenerate into another full-sized starfish within 30 seconds. Which meant we went from fighting one of the fuckers to dealing with four of them, all within three minutes.

      “Stop cutting them up and let US kill them!” I shouted in frustration as a fifth starfish regenerated. By ‘us,’ I meant the Tiefling Hunter and me.

      “What do you expect us to do, just stand by and watch?!” Alexandra yelled.

      “If it means not making any more of the little fuckers, then YES!”

      Stig was the one who actually figured out what to do with them. When Hannah accidentally hacked off another starfish leg and it went flying onto Stig, he screeched and tossed it off him into the air – uh, water –

      And over the side of the abyss.

      Ohhh.

      Problem solved.

      From that point onwards, we were tossing starfish over the side with abandon.

      The last one, though, was stuck to Hannah and prying off her gauntlets and greaves one by one.

      “Get the bastard off me!” she yelled.

      “We can’t!”

      She gritted her teeth. “Then just throw us both over!”

      Alexandra stared at her. “Are you sure?”

      “Just DO IT!”

      Over the side went both Hannah and the starfish.

      The sharks showed up seconds later and had a dwarf-and-starfish ‘pig in a blanket.’

      You know – pigs in a blanket – when you bake little hotdogs inside biscuit dough?

      No?

      Well, the sharks ate them anyway.

      Two minutes later, Hannah showed up huffing and puffing.

      “…alright… add me… to the fuckin’ group…” she wheezed.

      “FINALLY,” Alexandra groused. “About fuckin’ time.”

      “You keep talkin’ like that and I’m backing out,” Hannah snapped.

      Alexandra shut up, I re-sent the invite, and Hannah accepted.

      Things got significantly easier from there.

      Well, for Hannah, anyway.

      The ledge ended again and it was back into a cave. This time it was filled with softly glowing jellyfish moving serenely through the darkness.

      “Oh my gosh, that’s so beautiful,” the elf whispered.

      I agreed – until they started coming after us.

      “OW!” I yelled as the first one stung me on my face, taking off 5% of my hit points in one go. Luckily my face was the only part of my body that was uncovered.

      “AAAH!” the elf yelled, too, as she got stung on one of her bare arms.

      But worst of all was poor Alexandra in her chainmail bikini.

      “GOD FUCKING DAMMIT ALL TO HELL, YOU MOTHERFUCKING, SHIT-SLURPING AAAAAH!” she screamed as the jellyfish sent her for a respawn.

      Hannah in her full-body armor was almost completely unaffected, though. She took out the jellyfish closest to the ground while the Tiefling and I zapped those along the ceiling.

      Once Alexandra got back and we’d cleared the room, we proceeded to the final chamber, which had no exit – which meant it was probably the lair of a mini-boss.

      The only distinguishing features of the grotto were several massive, inky-black holes in the ground and ceiling.

      More blowholes? I wondered.

      Not quite.

      “What do you think is in OH MY GOD!” Hannah screamed as the nearest hole erupted with ten enormous flailing tentacles, each the size of a pine tree.

      The first mini-boss was a giant squid, complete with a gnashing beak at the center of its arms.

      Alexandra got picked up by a tentacle in another hot Frazetta pose.

      Unfortunately, it ended up with her getting stuffed face-first into the squid’s beak.

      Not quite as sexy.

      “Ian, can you do another one of those respawn points?!” the elf screamed.

      “Yeah!” I yelled.

      When I tried to cast Gravesite again, I got the customary warning:

      

      Establishing a new gravesite here will deactivate your previous gravesite. Do you wish to continue? Accept/Cancel

      

      I hit ‘Accept,’ and black energy began to flow like water from my fingertips.

      Seconds later, we had a new respawn point – and none too soon.

      The squid had grabbed Hannah. She’d hacked a couple of its arms off, which weren’t regenerating, thank god. But rather than bring her closer to its beak (which I think Hannah was looking forward to, just so she could get the chance to slam her battleax into the fucker’s mouth), the squid jerked back into its hole like a giant had just flushed a monster-sized toilet.

      That’s not an analogy, either, or a simile, or whatever my 10th-grade English teacher would have called it.

      There was an actual flushing noise as it disappeared.

      And when it went, it took Hannah with it.

      Though when the squid reappeared – this time from one of the holes in the ceiling, in some sort of magical act of cephalopod teleportation – Hannah wasn’t anywhere to be seen.

      Not grasped in its tentacles, anyway.

      “Dammit,” she muttered as she reappeared right next to me at the tombstone.

      “You alright?” I asked in shock.

      “I will be once I kill that damn thing!” she yelled, and launched herself back into battle.

      It took Alexandra a couple of minutes to retrace her way back to us – after all, she’d come from the previous Gravesite before I’d decommissioned it. During Alexandra’s absence, the squid magically flushed itself down the hole twice, killing both Hannah and Sylvie the Tiefling.

      “What’d I miss?” Alexandra called out as she ran back into the room.

      “A whole bunch of toilet bowl flushes,” Sylvie answered.

      “What?”

      “Never mind, just kill it!”

      Though the squid had a magical commode ability, it was a fairly straightforward kill. I just kept Soul-Sucking it, Sylvie kept shooting it, and Alexandra and Hannah kept hacking off its arms. Finally it was nothing but a giant beak with a bunch of wiggling stubs.

      Alexandra delivered the coup de grace by plunging her sword deep into its mouth.

      “Suck on that, you son of a bitch,” she growled.

      Unfortunately it did, pulling both her and her sword along with it, accompanied by a giant FLUSHING sound.

      “GODDAMN IT!” Alexandra yelled as she disappeared into the void.

      The monster squid didn’t reappear, though Alexandra did – by the gravesite.

      However, loot rained down from the hole in the ceiling.

      Again, not sure if it was the dungeon or the disparity in levels, but there was some bitchin’ loot for a mini-boss.

      

      Fish-Scale Shoulder Pads

      +15 Armor

      +8 Intellect

      

      I have no idea how big the fish was they used to make those shoulder pads, but it must have been huge, because those were some big honkin’ scales.

      

      Eel-Skin Vest

      +15 Armor

      +6 Stamina

      

      Whale-bone Bracers

      +12 Armor

      +3 Intellect

      +5 Stamina

      

      And two gold coins.

      Not too fuckin’ shabby.

      At first I was afraid the game wouldn’t let me wear the loot, since I was technically only supposed to wear cloth armor. But I tried out the Eel-Skin Vest and the Bracers and found I could slip them on with no problem.

      Great! Apparently, since the stuff wasn’t cured like leather, and didn’t contain metal like chainmail or plate armor, the system allowed it.

      The clothing was a decided improvement on my current garb in terms of stats, so I wasn’t going to resell it – but if I had resold it and added the amount to my haul of crab legs, lobster claws, and coinage, I was looking at 7 gold so far. And I doubted the dungeon was even a third over.

      I used to make 42 gold grinding the Tomb of Tharos seven times a day. An average six gold coins per run.

      The Great Abyss was a decided improvement, monetarily speaking.

      Once we’d gotten our loot, a wall of the cave crumbled and revealed the outside ledge again.

      Once more into the breach!

      More eels, sea urchins, starfish, Murwogs, and a few new surprises, none of them particularly noteworthy.

      The one thing that was noteworthy, though, was I hit Level 28.

      Golden letters and numerals shimmered in front of me as trumpets blared, and a window appeared:

      

      You have a new ability: Chain of Darkness.

      

      ALL RIGHT!

      

      Chain of Darkness

      2.0 seconds cast time

      Duration: 10 seconds

      -1% from current hit points Damage Inflicted per second

      Decreases damage dealt by target by 25% during duration of spell

      250 Mana to cast

      Range: 80 feet

      Cooldown: 2 minutes

      

      The description read, You can now summon a chain of demons to bind your enemies for 10 seconds, sapping the target’s current Health at 1% per second, and diminishing any damage they deal by 25%.

      SWEET. No passive magical nose-picking here, buddy.

      I checked out the icon on my Menu Bar. The picture looked like little dots forming a lasso.

      Huh…

      I cast the spell on the next Murwog that came at me. Kind of a waste, really, since Murwogs were such low-level opponents, but I wanted to see what my new spell could do.

      Basically I thrust out my hand –

      And a chain of tiny black demons came flying out of my sleeve.

      “WHOA,” I said in amazement.

      The chain flew through the air, encircled the Murwog, and wrapped around it tight.

      “Blah wah rah mawga!” the Murwog screeched.

      I ran over right next to the Murwog and peered intently at the chain.

      The demons were each about an inch long, with grinning mouths full of fangs and bulbous red eyes with tiny little black dots for pupils. They hung onto each other, hands to feet and feet to hands, in a string of 80 demons or so. As they glowed purple, the Murwog’s hit points began dropping by 1% per second.

      Like I said, no big deal on an opponent with only a thousand hit points – but this was one of the rare Class-based attacks I’d ever seen that scaled up and did more damage the more powerful your opponent was.

      I mean, the ability to take 10% off of Zali’s hit points in ten seconds – that was fucking HUGE! Chain of Darkness might be the game-changer!

      When the ten seconds were up, the little demons dissolved into smoke and disappeared. It would take another two minutes before I could summon them again.

      YES!

      Finally, a kickass power!

      Although, yes, Gravesite was a kickass power, too, and I’d just gotten it at Level 24, so I had no cause to complain – but whatever. I was a happy man.

      Not only that, but Chain of Darkness came in real handy during the next mini-boss.

      It was a Naga mage – the same type of snake-like creature that had been guarding Zali’s city. This one, though, had on an elaborate headdress instead of body armor, and held a staff with a glowing jewel at the top rather than a trident.

      As we approached him, he summoned a swarm of eels from down in the abyss.

      Turns out they were electric eels, and gave out nasty shocks whenever you got too close.

      Which was especially bad for Hannah and Alexandra.

      “AAAAH!” Hannah screamed as an eel discharged a couple thousand volts into her plate armor.

      Poor Alexandra got zapped as an eel brushed up against her chainmail-covered ass.

      “JESUS!” she screeched. “That was like electrolysis on my fuckin’ crotch!”

      “What does Jesus have to do with your crotch?” Alaria asked.

      “Absolutely nothin’!” the Warrior said as she skewered the offending eel.

      I cast Chain of Darkness at the Naga mage and took off 10% of his hit points all on my own.

      “WHOA,” Hannah said as she watched the Naga’s hit points drop. “Do it again!”

      “Can’t, I’ve got a two-minute cool-down!”

      Alexandra and Hannah set upon the mage as the Tiefling and I killed the eels.

      Two minutes later, I cast Chain of Darkness again – and was surprised to see that his overall drop in Health was less than what I’d been expecting.

      But the counter indicated that he’d still lost 10%!

      When I realized what the issue was, I could have smacked myself in the head.

      It was right there in the description: sapping the target’s CURRENT Health at 1% per second.

      If your opponent had 100,000 hit points and you called Chain of Health when he was at full strength, you would knock 10,000 points off him over 10 seconds.

      (Actually, it was more like 9500 hit points over 10 seconds. 1% of 100,000 is 1000, but 1% of 99,000 is 990, then 1% of 98,010 is 980, then -970, -961, -951, -942… you get the point. You weren’t going to get the full 1000 hit points x 10 seconds.)

      But if you waited until he was down to 20,000 Health and called the spell again, you were only going to knock off roughly 2000 hit points over ten seconds – which was 10% of his CURRENT Health, 20,000.

      Not to get too geeky in the middle of battle, but –

      Naaah, fuck it, I’m gonna get geeky.

      There’s this thing called Zeno’s paradox. An ancient Greek philosopher posited that if you shot an arrow, in a certain period of time it would fly half the distance to the target. Then in another period of time it would fly half of the remaining distance, then over another period of time it would fly another half. The problem was, if the arrow kept going half of half of half of the distance, it would never actually reach the target.

      Somebody finally solved Zeno’s paradox (I don’t know who – guess you could say he shot it down – sorry), but Chain of Darkness was actually a videogame version of it.

      If I were limited to Chain of Darkness, and only Chain of Darkness, I would never be able to kill an enemy.

      Why?

      Because even if I got him down to 1 hit point, my next ten-second attack would only take off 0.1 Health, total.

      And the attack after that would only take off 0.09 hit points.

      I would eventually be shaving off 10% of his 0.0000001 remaining Health.

      Obviously I wasn’t limited to Chain of Darkness alone – thank God – but it was an interesting conundrum.

      Chain of Darkness: ridiculously overpowered against opponents with 1 million Health… incredibly useless against opponents with only 10 hit points.

      Anyway, back to our regularly scheduled program.

      As it was, Chain of Darkness was still my most powerful attack (and would be until the Naga dropped down to less than 8,000 hit points). Every time the cooldown counter ran out, I cast CoD as fast as I could.

      Within seven minutes we’d killed the Naga, and I got more loot:

      

      Eel-Skin Pants

      +10 Armor

      + 2 Intellect

      +2 Stamina

      

      Shark-Skin Boots

      +20 Armor

      +10 Intellect

      +25 Stamina

      

      Plus I got three gold coins.

      Nice.

      This was turning out to be a very profitable dungeon.

      After dealing with the Naga mage, we continued down the ledge. Along the way there were rockslides, gaps we had to jump across, and more caves and creatures.

      Everything came to a close when we reached the bottom of the trench.

      Our ledge sloped gradually down and ended at the sandy seafloor. A quarter mile away, the other side of the trench soared straight up like a skyscraper.

      Looking up, we could see a ribbon of light-blue water high overhead – which was the sun shining through the gap between the two sides of the canyon. Other than that, we were in a realm of perpetual twilight at the bottom of the abyss.

      Creepily, we could also see the silhouettes of thousands of sharks swimming above us. The ones at the top of the canyon were so far away that they looked like grains of rice. Dozens of full-sized shadows swam just a hundred feet overhead, though they didn’t seem interested in us.

      Yet.

      The sandy bottom of the trench was filled with giant clams six feet across and four feet tall. There were hundreds of them stretching in every direction across the ocean floor. Other than that, there wasn’t much to be seen in the gloom.

      Most of the giant shells were open, revealing soft pink flesh within. And inside a few of the clams sat pearls the size of oranges.

      Holy shit… I wonder how much one of THOSE is worth?

      I wasn’t the only one overtaken by greed.

      “Whoa – what do you think would happen if I stuck my arm in there and tried to grab it?” Hannah asked.

      “Something bad,” Alexandra said.

      “I’m gonna try it anyway.”

      “Wait,” I cautioned her. “At least let me set up a Gravesite down here, just in case.”

      “Okay.”

      Once I’d deactivated the old Gravesite and established a new one a few feet away, I nodded at Hannah. “Go for it.”

      She reached her steel gauntlet inside –

      CRANG!

      The shell slammed down like a bear trap on her arm.

      I winced at the crinkling sound of metal being crushed.

      “OWWWWW!” Hannah screamed as she tried to jerk away, to no avail.

      “Serves you right for doing obviously stupid shit,” Alexandra snapped.

      Then things got worse. The clam began grinding its shell back and forth, and we heard the raspy sound of serrated shell cutting through metal.

      “AAAAAH! KILL IT, KILL IT!” Hannah screamed.

      Everyone attacked the giant clam at once – though by the time we’d almost killed it, Hannah had died.

      She popped back up at the tombstone, and got in a few rage-filled licks at the clam (that sounded dirtier than I meant it to be) before it died.

      Its heavy shell shattered, exposing the meaty flesh within.

      “Man, the irony,” I said.

      All the women looked around at me.

      “What do you mean?” the Tiefling asked.

      “A lesbian killed by a giant clam, and she was even wearing protection.”

      I knew it was bad, but I couldn’t help myself.

      The entire group groaned.

      “Do you know how offensive that is?” Alexandra snapped.

      Of all the members of the group, I wouldn’t have pegged the Warrior as the overly sensitive one.

      “Oh, come on,” I said. “Pull the stick out of your ass. Or dildo, or whatever it is you’ve got up there.”

      “OFFENSIVE!” Alexandra yelled as she pointed at me. “Another joke like that and I’m going to put you inside a giant clam!”

      “As long as it’s yours,” I snickered.

      “OH MY GOD,” Alexandra shrieked. “DO YOU EVEN KNOW HOW OFFENSIVE THAT IS?”

      I knew I shouldn’t say it, but I couldn’t help myself.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll fill it up all the way!” I howled with laughter.

      “No you won’t,” the Tiefling said drily. “Trust me.”

      “Hey!” I snapped, no longer laughing.

      “Dickhead jokes or not, at least we got this out of it,” Hannah said as she reached into the wreckage of the shellfish, picked up the pearl, and held it up for all to see.

      It immediately shattered in her hand like a glass-blown Christmas ornament hit with a BB.

      “WHAT THE HELL?!” she yelled angrily as the millimeter-thin pieces of opalescent shell drifted down to the seafloor. “It was a fuckin’ empty fake!”

      Indeed.

      It was the hollow chocolate Easter bunny of underwater jewels.

      Suddenly, a rumbling voice thundered through the water.

      “Who dares invade my underwater sanctum?”

      We all turned to see figure striding out of the gloom.

      He was dressed like a pirate – pants, shirt, boots, buccaneer’s hat, and he carried a rusted cutlass – but his skin was the prickly orange hide of a starfish. And his head was like a nightmare starfish, too.

      Imagine Davy Jones from Pirates of the Caribbean – you know, the guy with the octopus face and tentacle beard. Now, instead of a squid for a head, imagine a starfish, but all the arms are out front, twisting around like Cthulhu’s little brother. To finish it off, two angry, beady black eyes stared at us from beneath the hat’s brim.

      A window opened declaring this was Captain Quatis. He had almost a million hit points.

      Apparently, he was the final boss of the Great Abyss.

      First item on my list: cast Chain of Darkness.

      I flung the lasso of demons and they wrapped around his body. Not tight enough to constrict his movement, unfortunately – he was still able to swing his sword around. But his hit points were dropping rapidly, announced with a new golden numeral every second.

      -9750!

      -9653!

      -9460!

      -9366!

      And when he hit Hannah, the damage he inflicted was lessened by 25%.

      Chain of Darkness was awesome!

      However, Captain Quatis pulled a new trick out of his sleeve.

      When Alexandra rushed him, he grabbed her with his spiny hand, hoisted her up in the air – and threw her into the nearest giant clam.

      Which immediately SLAMMED shut on her – though with a bare arm and leg sticking out.

      “AAAAAAH!” she screamed from inside as the creature started to grind against her exposed flesh.

      It was pretty fucking horrible.

      “Got any lesbian jokes now, Warlock Boy?” the Tiefling asked angrily as she fired away at the clam.

      “No, just bad news – stop attacking the clam, and stop healing Alexandra!” I yelled at Tess the elf, who was sending orange ripples of light to the Warrior. “It’s better if you just let her die – she’ll respawn right away.”

      The Tiefling looked around. “That’s fucked up.”

      “I didn’t design the game!”

      So the Tiefling stopped shooting, and the elf stopped healing, and Alexandra continued to die…

      Very, very slowly.

      And very, very painfully.

      “WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU GUYS DOING?! SAVE ME!” Alexandra screamed in agony as the clam slowly ground down on her arm and leg.

      “Okay, new plan – get her the fuck out!” I yelled as I started Soul-Sucking the clam.

      We attacked the mollusk as Hannah tried to engage Captain Quatis. Unfortunately, without us as backup, the same thing happened to Hannah that happened to Alexandra: she wound up trapped inside a clam.

      Again.

      Irony, irony, everywhere, nor any time to think.

      Unfortunately, with our tank and Warrior out of commission, that left the rest of us as sitting ducks.

      Quatis got to Sylvie the Tiefling first, hurling her into the nearest clam.

      “NOOOO!” she screamed as the shell clamped down on her.

      I broke off my attack and retreated. “Tess, stop healing Alexandra! We’ve got to let them all die and respawn!”

      “Are you serious?!” the elf asked in horror.

      “YES, now get away from – WATCH OUT!”

      Quatis got her, too.

      The only thing left to me was to cast Chain of Darkness on him again and run around, trying to evade his attacks.

      Alaria finally saved me by picking me up and flying me far above Quatis’s head –

      Unfortunately, that’s when the sharks above us attacked.

      “NOOOOOO!” we both screamed as they rushed in, jaws snapping and teeth flashing.

      Swear to God, I think somebody needs to investigate whether OtherWorld can give you PTSD. If you’ve never died by shark feeding frenzy (and how could you be reading this if you had?), it is not a pleasant way to go.

      I reappeared at the Gravesite marker, trembling in my boots.

      Alaria was dead, so I summoned her with my Action Bar menu.

      Two seconds after Alaria appeared, Alexandra and Hannah materialized.

      “Wait, just wait!” I yelled at them.

      They waited long enough for the Tiefling and the elf to pop back up.

      I wanted to ask Tess if she’d switched over to heterosexual after being crushed to death by a giant clam, but I figured this wasn’t the time.

      “We need a strategy to deal with this guy,” I said.

      “I got yer strategy right here,” Hannah said, lifting her battleax. “Alex, let’s cut this fucker in half!”

      The redhead and the dwarf roared and ran straight for Captain Quatis.

      I wanted to yell at them to stop, but I have to admit, their ‘strategy’ proved to be a good one.

      With his attention divided between the two of them, Quatis didn’t know who to go after. As soon as he would make a move to grab one of the women, she would back off, and the other would dart in and inflict even more damage.

      I cast Chain of Darkness, and he started hemorrhaging hit points again.

      -4557!

      -4511!

      -4466!

      -4421!

      We kept at it, and within three minutes, Captain Quatis bit the dust.

      More accurately, Hannah’s battleax sliced him in half from head to groin.

      He peeled apart into two separate halves, which floated down slowly to the sandy ground.

      “WE DID IT!” Hannah screamed, and high-fived Alexandra.

      “FUCK YEAH!” Alexandra laughed.

      But something was wrong.

      We hadn’t been awarded any XP.

      Or loot.

      “Uh, guys…?” I said hesitantly.

      Suddenly the two halves of Captain Quatis began to move.

      Like something out of a horror movie, they got up on their arms and knees (or, I guess, on their arm and knee). There was a grotesque sucking sound, and wriggling appendages oozed out from their cores. The appendages hardened into spiky orange skin and filled in the missing halves of their bodies.

      Now we were facing two Captain Quatises, both at full Health. Half-naked, by the way, although it was literally the left and right halves of their bodies that were missing shirts and pants.

      The only good thing was that they didn’t both have a million Health. The problem was, splitting them hadn’t cut their hit points in half. Instead of 500,000, their new max was 600,000 each – which meant we’d increased the number of hit points we had to deal with by 20%.

      “Fuck, they regenerate just like the starfish earlier,” I cursed.

      “But there’s no cliffs to push them off of!” the elf moaned.

      “At least the one guy isn’t armed,” Hannah pointed out.

      Oh-so conveniently for him, the weaponless Captain Quatis plunged his hand into the sandy ocean floor and pulled out a spiked mace.

      “Great,” I muttered. “Hang back, we need a plan!”

      “We got one – FUCK HIM UUUUUUP!” Hannah roared as she darted back into battle, with Alexandra following close behind.

      This time they tried cutting him in half at the waist.

      Didn’t work out the way they intended.

      Two minutes later, after they were finished slicing and dicing, we were dealing with three Captain Quatises – one with 600,000 hit points, and two with 360,000 apiece. Another 20% increase, at least in the ones that had split.

      Not to mention our entire dungeon party was trapped inside giant clams by the end of it.

      After slow, agonizing deaths, we all respawned by the tombstone within 30 seconds of each other.

      “Would you two cut it the fuck out before we have FOUR of them to deal with?!” I yelled angrily.

      “Or, more accurately, stop cutting them the fuck up,” the Tiefling agreed.

      “Well, how do you want to handle it, then?!” Hannah shouted in frustration.

      The three Captains were advancing on us again; we didn’t have much time to figure this out.

      We’d already encountered a foe with exactly the same powers as Quatis: the starfish from earlier. They had split and regenerated when cut up, too. They’d been susceptible to my powers and the Tiefling’s bullets, but Hannah and Alexandra’s attacks had merely helped them multiply – which meant half our team’s offensive capabilities were useless.

      I looked around in desperation.

      The one truism in the game was that it always gave you what you needed to complete the mission – whether it was a volcano to throw an overpowered bounty hunter into, a flying ship full of demon pirates to come to your rescue –

      …or a minefield of traps to help with the villain.

      “The clams!” I exclaimed with glee.

      “What about them?”

      “They’re the key! Do everything you can to get the bosses inside one! Back them up, throw them in, shove them, whatever! The clam should close on them and trap them, and then Sylvie and I can fuck them up from there! But whatever you do, DON’T CUT THEM IN HALF AGAIN!”

      Hannah triggered her Holy Battle Ram and slammed into the nearest Captain Quatis, propelling him back against a clamshell. A couple of swipes with her shield later, and he fell into the bivalve’s gaping maw.

      It immediately slammed shut on him.

      CLOMP!

      “AAAAAH!” he screamed as one orange, spiky arm and leg hung out of the shell.

      “THAT’S IT, THAT’S IT!” I shouted. “Sylvie, help me!”

      The Tiefling and I concentrated all our firepower on the imprisoned Quatis, who was one of the weaker ones with 360,000 Health.

      Meanwhile, Hannah and Alexandra did their best to shove another Captain into a giant clam. I helped them out briefly by casting Chain of Darkness on the 600K Quatis, which lessened his ability to hurt them by 25%, and then I returned to pummeling the trapped one.

      Meanwhile, Tess the elf was pouring all her abilities into keeping Hannah and Alexandra alive.

      All in all, things went really well.

      Our trapped 360K guy was down to 90,000 Health and dying fast.

      Hannah used Holy Battle Ram to knock the 600K Quatis into the nearest clam, which closed on him like a steel trap.

      And now Hannah and Alexandra were free to concentrate on the final Captain Quatis.

      Just when I thought it was in the bag, everything went to shit – as it usually does in these sorts of final boss situations.

      “I call upon my brethren of the sea to come to my aid!” the final Captain Quatis roared.

      A second later, we were attacked from above by two-dozen divebombing sharks.

      “FUUUUUCK!” Alexandra screamed as one chomped down on her arm.

      “God DAMN it!” I howled as a hammerhead nearly took my head off. “Alaria, Stig, distract the sharks as much as possible! Everybody else – no matter what happens, make sure you cover Hannah so she can get that last asshole inside a clam!”

      “Heh… getting an asshole inside a clam?” the Tiefling laughed as she fired her gun. “Now that’s a lesbian party trick.”

      “Oh, come ON – how is THAT not offensive?!” I yelled at the others.

      “A lesbian said it!” they all yelled at me.

      Offensive or not, we succeed in cramming the asshole inside the clam. The shell slammed down on the last Captain Quatis – but he wasn’t dead yet.

      And sharks were going into a feeding frenzy as they rained down on us.

      “SYLVIE, FORGET THE SHARKS AND JUST FOCUS ON THE STARFISH DUDES!” I yelled. “HANNAH AND ALEXANDRA, KEEP THE SHARKS OFF ME, SYLVIE, AND TESS!”

      Hannah rushed over to the Tiefling, and Alexandra protected me and Tess. Both Warrior and Paladin slashed at the incoming Great Whites and did their best to give us cover.

      Sylvie blasted away at one of the Captains with her blunderbuss.

      Poor Tess cowered on the sand, doing her best to keep Hannah and Alexandra alive.

      And I cast spells for all I was worth – Chain of Darkness, Doomsday, Soul Suck, Darkfire.

      Despite everyone’s best efforts, we all got sent for respawn several times – but we immediately popped up at my Gravesite tombstone and leapt back into battle.

      Three minutes later, all the Captain Quatises were dead. Their orange limbs withered away to a third their normal size, and the giant clams opened back up to reveal their wilted corpses.

      As soon as the last boss expired, the sharks broke off, darted back up into the waters overhead, and resumed their languid swimming.

      “…is it over?” Tess asked hesitantly.

      Golden words appeared in the water before us:

      

      You have completed the Dungeon of the Great Abyss!

      50,000 XP

      

      “It’s over!” Sylvie the Tiefling yelled, and the rest of us whooped with joy.

      The sand in front of us began to shift, like something was rising up out of the ocean floor.

      We all crouched down, hands and weapons out, ready for one last enemy –

      But what appeared instead was a giant wooden treasure chest, sand sifting off it in tiny yellow avalanches.

      The lid creeeaaaaked open, and a golden glow shone from within.

      “Holy SHIT,” Hannah whispered as she pulled out a golden battle-ax and a pair of steel boots.

      The rest of us got quite the haul, as well.

      Alexandra scored spiked pauldrons (which thankfully did nothing to cover up her chest) and a new jewel-encrusted sword.

      Sylvie pulled out a silver rifle etched with intricate patterns and a trinket that expanded her range of attack by 20%.

      Tess the elf received a golden staff with a golf-ball-sized pearl at the top, and a belt inlaid with sapphires.

      I got some pretty awesome shit, too.

      

      Eel-Skin Gloves

      +10 Armor

      +5 Intellect

      

      Staff of the Abyss

      +60 Intellect

      +40 Stamina

      +20 Haste

      

      Talisman of the Sea Goddess

      +5% Health

      

      I was going to face a tough choice when it came to the staff. My current Wand of the Dead had less Intellect (+50) and Stamina (+30), but it had +15 Critical Strike versus the staff’s +20 Haste. The question was, was it better to cast my spells marginally faster, or to have a slightly better chance of casting a critical hit every five or six attacks?

      I would figure it out later. The one thing that was a no-brainer was the Talisman of the Sea Goddess, a trinket that increased my overall Health by 5%. I already had the Galatan Trinket of Speed, which let me, Alaria, and Stig swim much faster underwater, but my other trinket gave me only +7 Critical Strike. MUCH better to get hundreds of extra Health.

      With all this extra armor and the Chain of Darkness spell, I figured I might just be ready to face down Zali.

      With the danger over and the flush of victory upon us, the LGBTQuesters and I forgot all our past squabbles. No matter how irritated we might have been with each other before, all was forgiven.

      Especially now that they were kissing Alaria goodbye.

      With tongue.

      I watched in amusement as they made out with my succubus, one by one.

      At least Tess the elf did the same with me.

      “Thanks for everything,” she giggled into my ear.

      “You, too,” I grinned.

      “Mind if we add you to our Friends List?” Sylvie the Tiefling asked me.

      “Sure,” I agreed, and did the same with them.

      “Good job, Offensive Man,” Alexandra the Warrior said with a swat on my shoulder.

      “You too, Overly Sensitive Lesbian,” I said.

      The entire group froze and stared at me.

      “…too soon?” I asked.

      “Aaaah, we’ll led that one slide,” Hannah the dwarf said, and everybody relaxed.

      If she was willing to let it go, it appeared the rest of them were, too.

      “C’mere, you dorky breeder.” Hannah crushed me with a power hug, then slapped me on the back playfully. “I’ll fuck your girlfriend any day, just not you.”

      “And I’ll fuck your hot friends any day, but DEFINITELY not you.”

      She laughed. “It’s a deal.”

      Tess gave me googly eyes and said, “Speaking of which… you up for a repeat?”

      All the other lesbians looked lustfully over at Alaria.

      Stig just shook his head in disgust. “Ugh.”

      I took pity on my imp.

      Well, that and the dungeon had gotten my adrenaline going. I was spoiling for another fight.

      “Maybe later, if you guys are still in the area,” I said. “But right now, I need to go kill a fish.”

      The lesbians all gave me some side-eye.

      “That’s not some kind of fucked-up euphemism, is it?” Sylvie the Tiefling asked.

      “No, it’s her evil ex-master,” I said, nodding at Alaria. “He’s a walking, talking hatchetfish.”

      “Good thing it’s not a clam, or I’d be offended,” Alexandra joked.

      I gestured out at the hundreds of giant shellfish surrounding us. “Have at it – it’s a lesbian all-you-can-eat buffet.”

      “At least they’re not bearded,” Hannah whooped.

      A few more bad jokes were exchanged, and then Tess asked the magic question.

      “Guys, how do we get out of here?”

      We turned back to the ramp we had come down –

      But the sharks had taken it over as part of their territory. Hundreds of them patrolled its angled slope – not to mention there were all sorts of gaps and rockslides to contend with.

      Nope, we weren’t going back that way.

      “I think over there,” Alaria said, pointing to the opposite canyon wall.

      Sure enough, there was another ramp, unbroken and not infested with sharks. But even if there were no monsters to contend with, it was still a slog of a couple miles back up to the top.

      “Great,” I muttered.

      “Maybe we could take a little break before we go after Zali,” Alaria suggested.

      “I don’t know.”

      “Hmmmm, such a difficult decision,” Alaria said, playing at being in deep thought. She held out one palm. “On one hand, a long hike up to the top…”

      Then she held out her other palm.

      “…and on the other hand, multiple orgasms.”

      “MULTIPLE ORGASMS!” all of the lesbians cried out at once.

      “But you have to fuck Ian again,” Alaria told them.

      “Okay!” Tess said happily.

      “…alright,” Alexandra and Sylvie said with a shrug.

      “Your enthusiasm is overwhelming,” I joked.

      “Unh-unh,” Hannah said, shaking her head. “Not me.”

      “Don’t worry – you and me, we’re good,” I told her. “We don’t even have to make eye contact.”

      “Fine by me.”

      I turned and addressed the entire group. “Alright, I guess we can stay a little while longer.”

      “YAAAAAY!” all the women yelled.

      Stig did not share their eagerness. At all.

      “Ah, fuck me,” he grumbled.

      Ha – he’d picked up what the Warrior had said about the sharks!

      “That’s what she said,” I told him, which only earned me a vicious scowl. I turned back to the lesbians. “Hey, has anybody got some booze?”

      “I have some,” Hannah said as she pulled out a bottle of rum from her bag.

      “Mind if I buy it off you?” I asked. “It’s for Stig.”

      “Consider it a gift,” she said as she handed it to my imp.

      “Thank you, sir!” Stig said happily.

      I stifled a laugh at the look on Hannah’s face.

      “Hannah’s a woman, Stig,” I corrected him.

      “Oh,” he said, confused. “Uh, thanks, lady.”

      “Nobody’s ever called me that before,” Hannah said, amused. “And hopefully never will again.”

      “Alright – break out the love shack, baby!” the Tiefling whooped, and I pulled the dungeon core out of my bag.

      What followed was the best ending to any dungeon crawl, ever.
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      After another two-hour orgy, we tromped up the ledge to the top of the canyon, where a stone bridge magically appeared over the abyss. We said our goodbyes, and then Alaria, Stig, and I set off again for Zali’s villa.

      After 30 minutes of swimming, we reached the nymphs fighting the Naga.

      Past them were the protestors, who were all yelling at the guards on the other side of the city gates.

      We hung back about a hundred feet and hid behind some coral. I selected a few of the protestors and discovered, yeah, they were definitely leveling up. I spotted some 6’s and 7’s mixed in amongst the 3’s and 4’s.

      I could have probably waded in and committed another mass slaughter, but there were enough of them that it might be a toss-up. Plus, a prolonged fight would sap a good deal of my Health, and I wanted to be in top-notch shape when I went in to challenge Zali.

      As I was thinking how to get past them without having to fight our way to the gates, Stig burped – which gave me an idea.

      “Stig, I want you to try something for me…”

      After I explained my plan, Stig left the protection of our coral reef and waddled over to the protestors. Since they were all yelling at the city gates, they didn’t see him until he tugged on the hem of one of their robes. Then a few crouched down low to talk to them.

      Stig gesticulated and pointed towards the giant wall surrounding the city.

      The protestors shouted at their compatriots, and the entire crowd raced along the perimeter of the wall, out of sight.

      Once they were gone, Alaria and I walked over to Stig.

      “Good job, Stig,” I said.

      “Thanks, boss.”

      All Stig had done was tell them that Alaria and I were having sex over on the opposite side of the city wall. Of course, as good little prigs, they had to go protest it. By the time they figured out they’d been duped, we would be inside the city.

      The Naga guards opened the gates for us, and we walked through the streets until we reached Zali’s villa.

      I knocked on the bronze doors. When no one answered, I tried the handle and found out they were unlocked, at which point we entered the house and walked out back into the sculpture garden.

      The number of ‘statues’ seemed to have grown in our short absence. I saw poses I hadn’t seen before, including a row of contortionist acts where a whole row of incubi and succubi were bent over, their open mouths just millimeters away from pleasuring themselves.

      The guys didn’t have to bend over very far. But the women? They looked like human Slinkys, they were doubled over so far.

      I was pretty sure I would have remembered that if it had been here last time.

      We found Zali in the back of the garden, wearing an iridescent red suit with a cream-colored ascot.

      He was arranging two whitewashed succubi. One was on all fours with a bridle in her mouth, a saddle on her back, and a horsetail butt plug in her ass. The rider wore a cowboy hat and was naked except for some assless chaps. She was also positioned midair like she was being bucked off her ‘horse,’ with her naughty parts just a centimeter away from the dildo-shaped pommel on the saddle.

      Good God.

      Zali turned around to see us and erupted into ecstatic hand-waving.

      “My freends, you are back to keel me! Oh, I have meessed you so! Your veesit, eet inspired me to create more art! You see? Thees is the ree-sult of all that you have geeven me!” he said, flourishing his hands at the Western-inspired furry installation.

      “Uh… great,” I said, not sure whether I was turned on or repulsed.

      Probably a little of both simultaneously.

      At least it was two succubi and not incubi. That would have given a whole new meaning to ‘hung like a horse.’

      “Deed you enjoy the dungeon?” Zali asked.

      “OH yes,” Alaria sighed happily before I could answer.

      “I don’t think you enjoyed the dungeon,” I said, “so much as you enjoyed what came before and after it.”

      “Especially the coming before and after,” she smirked.

      “I see,” Zali said, confused and not ‘seeing’ at all. “Well, I am sure you have increeesed your power, no? Let us go into a less crowded area of the garden, for I am sure you are eee-ger to keel me.”

      We reached an empty area of the garden, and I turned to face Zali.

      “Alright, are you ready?” I called out.

      “I am! Let us be-geen!”

      I immediately summoned my lasso of tiny demons, which wrapped themselves around Zali.

      “Oh-ho!” he cried out. “Chain of Darkness! Con-grah-tyu-lah-see-ons, you have truly ee-volved!”

      As I continued to attack, I relished watching his hit points diminish second by second.

      -700

      -693

      -686

      -679

      Wait a second…

      Based on the damage I’d done to him in all our previous duels, his 1% deductions seemed higher than they should be. After all, he was only a Level 40.

      I selected him and looked at his stats.

      

      Zali – Warlock

      Level 45

      Health: 66,569 out of 70,000

      

      “WHAT THE FUCK?!” I screamed.

      He’d been at Level 40 just a couple of hours before!

      I mean, I’d only climbed one Level, and I’d had to go through a whole dungeon to do it!

      “Ah, I see that you finally comprehend the great gift you have gee-ven me!” Zali shouted gleefully as my Chain of Darkness ran out. “Your in-spee-rah-see-un, it has meant so much to me!”

      Fuck the inspiration –

      HOW DID HE DO IT?!

      I looked around wildly – and immediately saw new ‘sculptures’ everywhere.

      A succubus posed in a giant marble mouth, as though the teeth were about to grind her up.

      An incubus about to be buggered by a giant marble squirrel. (Yes, a giant marble squirrel.)

      Another succubus spread out on a torture rack with clothes pins on her nipples and labia.

      That’s when I realized.

      The ART!

      The little fucker is leveling up with ART!

      “Are you getting more powerful the more SCULPTURE you do?!” I bellowed.

      “Yes, absolutely!” Zali crowed.

      “God DAMN it!” I roared, and blasted the nearest art installation with Soul Suck.

      It just happened to be the giant marble squirrel.

      “NOOOO!” Zali screamed. “What are you DO-EENG?!”

      The marble squirrel split in half – from his head down to his ‘nuts,’ you might say.

      Sorry.

      A computer window appeared:

      

      The Warlock Zali has lost 0.2% of all his Experience Points!

      Zali will drop one Level if he loses another 1.8% of his Total Experience Points.

      

      Ha!

      I knew I was on the right track!

      “NOOOO!” Zali shrieked, then hit me with a wall of water that slammed me down onto the seafloor.

      Zali stomped over and loomed above me, his tiny little hands clenched angrily on his hips in a ridiculous display of pique. “The one theeng you must never do ees mess weeth the ART! I am sorry to be so re-streect-eev, but I must in-seest!”

      “FUCK YOU, DUDE!” I yelled, and blasted Soul Suck at the giant marble mouth poised to eat the succubus.

      “NOOOOO!” Zali shrieked, and pummeled me with attack after attack.

      Just slaughtered me.

      Everything went black, and I woke up at the bottom of the Great Abyss… right next to my Gravesite marker.

      “Ah, FUCK ME,” I snarled, and started the long trek back up to the top.

      Forty minutes later I reached the city. I guess most of the protestors were still looking for me and Alaria out fucking in the wilds, because there were only three outside the gates.

      As soon as they saw me, they started chanting,

      “You’re… a sinner! You’re, you’re a sinner!

      “You’re… a sinner! You’re, you’re a sinner!

      “You sin all day and you sin all night!

      “You’re goin’ to HELL – oh yes, that’s right!”

      What the hell was this, a junior high school football game?

      Ugliest fuckin’ cheerleaders ever.

      I didn’t want to fight, so I used Invisibility to brush past them. Then I entered the city gates and stomped over to Zali’s villa.

      When I got back into the sculpture garden, the hatchetfish had not only repaired the giant squirrel, he’d created a whole pack of squirrels about to bugger five other incubi.

      Alaria was sitting on top of the marble teeth and was having a conversation with the succubus gripped in the weird-ass dentures.

      “I’m fine with vorarephilia, if Zali would just let the fuckin’ mouth eat me,” the succubus complained. “I mean, that I could get into! As it is, I just hang out up here waiting, and waiting, and WAITING for a bite that never comes!”

      “That must be frustrating,” Alaria said sympathetically.

      “You have NO IDEA! If you’re going to make me get eaten alive to satisfy your vore fetish, then fuckin’ eat me alive! Am I right or am I right?!”

      “So right,” Alaria nodded.

      “Where is he?!” I yelled.

      “Oh, Ee-an!” Zali said, coming out from behind a marble squirrel. “I am so sorree – I guess you deed not de-acteevate your last Gravesite, no? Perhaps you should cast another one. I weel wait.”

      I gritted my teeth at his solicitousness, but deactivated the last tombstone and created another at my feet.

      “Good, good,” Zali said soothingly. “I am sorree to be such a martinet, but I must inseest that you not bother the art. Eet ees, after all, an ex-ten-see-on of me – FOR I AM ZALI!”

      As he shouted out his name, he raised one hand into the air theatrically.

      Fucker.

      “So,” he said, wiggling his nonexistent eyebrows, “shall we fight again? Perhaps thees time you weel keel me, no?”

      “NO,” I snapped. “We’re going. Alaria! Stig! Come on!”

      “But… but… you just got here!” the little hatchetfish wailed. “Look, look – I weel fight you weeth one arm bee-hind my back! I, I – I weel let you cast Chain of Darkness three times before I fight back!”

      “Don’t condescend to me!” I shouted at him as I marched out of the villa with Alaria and Stig in tow.

      “Please do not leeeeve me!”

      “Oh, I’ll be back,” I snarled at him. “Count on it.”

      “Alright… come keel me again soon,” he called out piteously. “Until then, I weel turn my heartbreak into art!”

      I shuddered.

      God only knows what the hell he would sculpt in our absence.

      I had to make sure the next time I faced him would be the last.
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      And so we returned to the Great Abyss and began to grind.

      I joined up with any group who would have me. Didn’t matter their level – nine above me, nine below me, I didn’t care, as long as I got in there and scored as many experience points as I could.

      The next time I saw Zali, I was going to have even more powers, and I was going to crush him.

      Unfortunately, that was going to take a lot of trips through the Great Abyss.

      On my 4th time through, I finally hit Level 29. No new powers, unfortunately.

      About my 5th time through, I started having flashbacks to my weeks in Exardus.

      What I wouldn’t have given for another group of open-minded lesbians to ease my pain…

      Unfortunately, the LGBTQuesters had already moved on, and there were no more groups of hot chicks looking to score with Alaria.

      Plenty of fuckin’ dorks, though.

      “Oh, man, your succubus is so hot, dude! Can I… you know… do it with her?”

      That was a common request.

      “Woooow… can I, like, just feel them?” several players asked as they held out their hands.

      Alaria handled those guys. Usually with her pitchfork.

      “Dude, dude – how much to bone your succubus, man?”

      I got into a couple of PVP battles over that one.

      Finally I got tired of hearing other dudes hit on her, so I used the dungeon core to set up a structure where she and Stig could hang out.

      It’s not like they were a whole lot of help in an underwater dungeon, anyway.

      “What do you expect me to do in here all day?” she complained as I walked out the door.

      “I don’t know – masturbate!”

      “…oh… okay,” she said, like That’s actually a good idea.

      “Ah, fuck me,” Stig griped.

      “Okay,” she teased as she ran after him.

      “NO!” he screeched, and jumped out of the nearest window.

      Awkward.

      I had joined one final group for the last run of the day when the group’s Druid healer asked, “Are you grinding the Abyss?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Did you grind the Pit of Kakaroth, too?”

      “The Pit of Kakaroth?” I asked, confused.

      “Yeah, it’s right on the coast, near Vixil. There’s actually three of them right in the same general area, only a day’s ride from the others. Kakaroth, Mount Nihilus, and the Forest of Wraiths.”

      I pulled up my map. There was the town of Vixil, all right, in greyed-out territory since I hadn’t visited it yet.

      I started to get excited.

      Three dungeons, all within a day’s ride of each other?!

      I could level up SO FAST!

      But there was a problem. There always was.

      If the distance from The Blowhole (where we’d bought the Ring of Baloq from the sailor) to the Great Abyss was one leg of an equilateral triangle, then the second leg went from the Great Abyss to Vixil.

      Fifty miles to get out here, 50 miles to swim to Vixil, and 50 miles over land from Vixil to The Blowhole.

      Shit.

      I didn’t really want to swim ten hours to get to Vixil.

      Alaria could fly us there in stops and starts with bits of rest in between, but that would still probably take eight hours or more, and it would wipe her out.

      “How the hell are you guys getting back to shore?” I asked. “I mean, you can’t really catch a boat out here – are you going to swim the whole way?”

      The Druid made a face and laughed. “Dolphins, dude.”

      “…dolphins?”

      “Yeah, up at the north end of the abyss, there’s a dude with a bunch of dolphins. You can hire them for one gold apiece to take you back to shore. Takes, like, four hours at most.”

      Holy SHIT!

      This was GREAT news!

      We could go back to the mainland… visit the dungeons for a week or so… Level me up substantially… maybe even get me up to Level 40… get a flying mount, come back to Zali’s, and kill the little fucker!

      YES!

      I was the happiest I’d been all day.

      Well, you know. Besides the lesbian orgies.

      I explained everything to Alaria and Stig that night as we sat around a makeshift campfire with a luminescent jellyfish tied down at the center of a bunch of rocks. It didn’t give off any heat, but when the water was 80 degrees, you didn’t really need any. However, the jellyfish did provide a soft, pink, relaxing glow.

      After I finished talking, Alaria asked dubiously, “Are you sure that’s what you want to do?”

      “I don’t see any other way to kill Zali except to get more powerful. And on land, you guys can help me with your powers, which will help me in the dungeons. You can’t really do much down here in the ocean.”

      “It’s not so bad just hanging out at Zali’s villa, you know.”

      I frowned. “I thought you wanted him dead!”

      “I do, it’s just…” She sighed. “I prefer lying out in the sun to dungeon-diving.”

      “Well, you know, if we go to these other places, there’s probably more hot lesbians looking to do orgies.”

      A little white lie. I had no idea if there were or not… although I was guessing it was closer to ‘not.’

      “Oh, well, hell then, I’m in,” Alaria said happily.

      “I’M not,” Stig grumped.

      “You just want to get drunk,” I pointed out.

      “Hell yeah.”

      “Alright, here’s the deal: you be sober during the day for the dungeon runs, and I’ll buy you as much booze as you want at night.”

      “DEAL!” my imp hooted.

      And everybody was happy.

      For a while, anyway.
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      We set out the next morning. I paid a gold apiece for me, Alaria, and Stig, and the dolphin wrangler set us up with three dolphins with saddles and bridles.

      I gotta say, it was one of the best experiences I’d had so far underwater.

      You know. Besides the lesbian orgies.

      I’d been on a jet ski once on a family vacation in Ft. Lauderdale, and it had been awesome. Roaring across the ocean… crashing through the waves… the wind whipping through your hair… gunning the motor and going airborne, then crashing back down again…

      Imagine that, but underwater.

      The dolphins were as fast as a horse on land. We darted through forests of kelp, over beautiful coral beds, and past ancient ruins of sunken cities.

      Every five minutes or so, the dolphins would need a breath – so we would break through the ocean waves, soar five feet into the air, and plunge back down into the surf.

      It was like a combination submarine/WaveRunner.

      I wasn’t the only one who enjoyed it, either.

      “This is almost as good as sex!” Alaria cried out joyfully as the dolphins leapt into the air.

      Not everyone enjoyed it that much, though.

      “AAAAAGH!” Stig screamed as he repeatedly fell out of the saddle and barely hung on to the reins.

      About four hours later, we sighted land – a craggy shoreline of rocky cliffs that stretched for miles in every direction.

      I figured the dolphins could drop us off at the base of the hundred-foot cliffs and Alaria could fly us to the top. From there I would summon Balrog, and we would continue on to the dungeon.

      That was the plan, at least, until we heard the screaming woman.

      The dolphins surfaced about half a mile out from shore. That’s when we heard her panicked shrieks.

      “PLEASE, SOMEONE HELP ME!”

      “What the hell?” I muttered, and steered my dolphin towards the sound of her screams. Alaria and Stig followed close behind.

      As we got closer, I heard wailing and crying in addition to the screams.

      Then I saw why.

      There was a narrow canyon that split one of the cliffs, only 20 feet wide at most. About halfway up, a woman was bound by her wrists, with one chain bolted to each side of the canyon.

      Except she wasn’t human.

      She was a mermaid.

      And she was exceptionally beautiful.

      Though her expression was one of terror, her features were delicate, and she had big, expressive eyes. Long, red hair cascaded down her bare back. Her body was lithe and nubile, with firm breasts covered by a seashell bra.

      She didn’t look exactly like Ariel from The Little Mermaid, but there was a definite resemblance. I’m sure my four lesbian LGBTQuesters would have loved to been there to save her.

      The iridescent green fish-half of her body writhed midair as she hung there, arms stretched painfully above her head by the chains.

      Beneath her in the waters at the mouth of the canyon, dozens of women were crying as they stared up at their friend. They were mermaids, too, I was guessing, though everything beneath their bare shoulders was covered by the waves.

      From what I could see, though, they were gorgeous. Every skin color you could imagine – deep chocolate brown, dusky tan, peach-colored pink, alabaster white – and two dozen different shades of hair.

      The dangling mermaid saw me approaching and screamed, “HELP ME, KIND SIR, PLEASE, I BEG OF YOU!”

      All the other mermaids in the water turned and began to cry out, “Please, sir – please save our friend, PLEASE!”

      “Okay, okay,” I yelled out, and guided my dolphin directly below the chained woman.

      What the fuck is going on?!

      How the hell did she get up THERE?!

      It looked like some sort of sacrifice, almost…

      But to what?

      And by whom?

      I found out the ‘by whom’ part pretty quickly.

      “GET AWAY FROM HER, BOY!” a man’s voice roared.

      I peered up to see a bunch of figures standing atop the cliff.

      Since they were a hundred feet overhead and difficult to see, I cast my All-Seeing Eye and sent it zooming straight up.

      There were about ten men on top of the cliff – rough-looking bastards with wild beards and ragged clothes.

      “Did you do this to her?” I yelled at them.

      “Aye, now go away and leave what don’t concern you!”

      “If a whole bunch of assholes chain up a woman on a cliff, I’d say that fuckin’ concerns me!”

      “You don’t know what you’re meddlin’ in, boy! You best leave now, ‘lessen you wanna be fish food!”

      At that, all the men on top of the cliff laughed.

      “What the hell did she do to you?” I shouted.

      “It ain’t what she did, it’s what she can do! Why, sacrificin’ one little fish-tart to the sea god’ll ensure we have safe fishin’ for a month!”

      As soon as he said it, all of the other men bowed their heads and muttered in hushed tones, “Blessed be its name, forever unspoken.”

      I only heard them because the Eye picked up everything they said.

      Sea god?!

      FISHING?!

      These assholes were fishermen?!

      “THAT’S what this is?!” I yelled, furious. “You’re such a bunch of gutless cowards that you’ll string up a helpless woman for some fucking make-believe god, just so you can catch some tuna?”

      “Heathen fool – we’ll see how high and mighty you are when it comes for you!” the leader roared as he and his friends ran away from the cliff.

      “Oh yeah? Well, you and your stupid god can suck a bag of dicks!” I yelled.

      “Uh… Ian?” Alaria said, her voice unsteady.

      “What?”

      All the mermaids around us screamed, “IT COMES, IT COMES!” and began darting underwater.

      Within seconds we were alone in the water. The only sounds were the waves and the shrieks of the mermaid hanging 50 feet above us.

      The dolphins began to chatter and squeak in panic, and I had to forcefully rein mine in to keep it from bolting.

      “I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” I murmured.

      About 200 feet out from the cliffs, the water boiled and frothed as something humongous began to surface.

      Water spilled off a massive head as big as a house, followed by shoulders broad enough to support one of the faces on Mount Rushmore.

      Except it wasn’t human. Not even close.

      The head looked like a cross between a snapping turtle and a shark’s – scaly skin and boxy head, but with six-foot-long daggers festooning its cavernous mouth.

      Beady, red, malevolent eyes peered out from hollows just above its upper jaw.

      “Uh-oh,” Stig muttered.

      And then the monster kept on rising.

      An arthropod’s body, big as a six-story building and covered in reptilian skin, emerged from a wash of sea foam. The tops of crab-like legs, big as construction cranes, poked up out of the water, and tentacles thick and long as redwoods erupted from the waves.

      Then it roared.

      It was like being right in front of the speakers at a Metallica concert as they piped a foghorn through it. My chest cavity literally buzzed from the rumbling in the air, and my ears were ringing afterwards.

      Not to mention the cold, damp blast of air and the smell of rotting fish that rolled over us.

      “Goddess, the stench,” Alaria gagged as she held one hand to her nose.

      Just for shits and giggles, I selected the creature as a target. Just to see.

      

      Kraken

      2,000,000 Hit Points

      

      “Ohhhhh SHIT,” I groaned.

      Twice as powerful as Orlo. Twice as powerful as the bounty hunter Shyvock.

      And there wasn’t a handy volcano anywhere to be seen, either.

      Then a computer window popped up in front of me.

      

      Better Get Kraken!

      You better hurry up if you want to save the sacrificial (mer)maiden!

      20,000 XP

      A treasure map and key

      Captain Darrow’s Pirate Belt: +10 Armor, +7 Intellect, +7 Stamina

      

      The rewards were pretty awesome – I couldn’t wait to see what was on that treasure map – but facing down this aquatic monstrosity to get them?

      FUUUUUUCK.

      “What should we do?” Alaria asked.

      “Run away,” Stig said, like it was obvious.

      “No – we’ve got to get her down from there,” I said. “Everybody, let your dolphins go!”

      “What?!” Stig gasped. “But – ”

      “Just do it! You can teleport out of here as soon as it attacks!”

      “Oh yeah,” Stig realized.

      We set our dolphins free, and they darted off parallel with the shoreline.

      The kraken wasn’t interested in them, though. Its beady little eyes were focused on the morsel suspended midair in the cavern.

      The monster began lumbering through the water towards the shrieking mermaid. The one advantage we had, apparently, was that the kraken was incredibly slow.

      “Alaria, fly on up to the mermaid and cut through her chains, then get her someplace safe.”

      “What are you going to do?” Alaria asked.

      “Distract it,” I said grimly.

      Alaria burst up out of the water with a flap of her wings and soared up towards the mermaid.

      I used the next wave to propel me toward the rocks beneath the cliff, then climbed up onto a giant boulder slick with algae.

      Far above me, Alaria was hovering by the mermaid’s chains, using her fire powers to cut through the metal links.

      The kraken roared as it stretched out one clawed hand towards the cavern.

      It ordinarily would have been out of my range of attack, its body was still so far out to sea – but as soon as stretched out its arm, it was close enough.

      “Here goes nothin’,” I muttered, and cast Chain of Darkness.

      A string of tiny demons burst out of my sleeve and swooped around the kraken, finally settling in around its wrist. The dark lasso tightened, and immediately golden numbers leapt up through the air, one per second.

      -20,000

      -19,800

      -19,602

      -19,406

      Fuck YEAH!

      Most Over-Powered spell ever.

      Just two of those hits would have destroyed Zali!

      Only problem was, it was a percentage-based attack. Chain of Darkness would only do about 7000 damage maximum to Zali.

      And even after knocking 200,000 off the kraken, the monster would still have 1.8 million hit points left.

      While the attack lasted, though, it was effective.

      The kraken howled in confusion and anger, and began scraping and biting at the strange chain encircling its arm. Which meant it wasn’t paying attention to the mermaid anymore.

      I glanced up.

      The mermaid was doing her best to be brave. She had stopped screaming and thrashing, but she was obviously still terrified.

      And Alaria hadn’t even cut through the first chain yet!

      This whole operation was probably going to be a ‘process.’

      Which meant I was going to probably ‘die.’

      A ‘lot.’

      Better head ‘em off at the pass, then.

      I triggered Gravesite, clicked ‘Yes’ to destroy the tombstone I’d left back at the Great Abyss during my last run, and began to cast my spirals of black energy. By the time Chain of Darkness had worn off, I had a brand-new respawn point on top of the boulder beside me.

      Good thing, too, because the kraken turned its beady little eyes to me.

      “Alright, motherfucker – come at me, bro!” I yelled, and cast Soul Suck.

      The spell took a pittance of hit points off the monster, but I guess my blue lightning bolt was bright and shiny and mildly annoying. Distracting, at the very least.

      The kraken heaved one gigantic fist into the air and brought it down, slow as a falling tree.

      Which is to say, pretty fast, but slow enough for me to leap out of the way at the last second.

      I dove into the water as an SUV-sized fist SLAMMED into the boulder I’d been standing on and reduced it to gravel.

      Along with my Gravesite.

      “DAMMIT!” I snapped as a computer window popped up and confirmed that my respawn point had been destroyed.

      I was the only one to blame, though. It had been pretty stupid to put a Gravesite right in the line of fire – although there hadn’t been many other options. Maybe underwater behind the boulder, but that was about it.

      According to the timer on my Action Bar, I now had… oh…

      Nine and a half minutes before I could create the next Gravesite.

      If I died, I would resurrect in the closest graveyard. Since there were fishermen, there was probably a village nearby. But it wouldn’t help Alaria and the mermaid if I respawned two miles away.

      Speaking of Alaria and the mermaid, there was a flash of movement out of the corner of my eye. I looked up to see Alaria had cut through the first chain, and now the mermaid was swinging excruciatingly by one arm. She bravely tried to stifle her screams as she jerked down to the end of the chain, but a muffled cry still slipped out of her mouth.

      It caught the attention of the kraken, which began to wade towards the cavern again.

      “Alaria, can you do something so it doesn’t pull her arm out of her socket?!” I yelled.

      “On it!” she shouted as she wrapped her legs around the mermaid from behind. She began to flap her wings, which lifted the poor girl’s weight off her shackled wrist.

      At the same time, Alaria put both her hands around the second chain and began to heat it up.

      I turned back to the kraken as I treaded water. Time to see if any of my other spells would distract it again –

      Wait, what’s this?

      The kraken began to jerk its head back and forth in the air as little black puffs of smoke popped in front of its eyes, only to reappear a dozen feet away.

      The monster looked like a cat entranced by a laser pointer.

      “Attaboy, Stig!” I cried out.

      My imp replied every time he teleported to a new spot.

      “You – ”

      whompf

      “ – owe – ”

      whompf

      “ – me – ”

      whompf

      “ – booze – ”

      whompf

      “ – boss!”

      “A whole case of it, buddy!” I yelled.

      The monster ROARED in frustration.

      The gale-force winds from its mouth must have blown Stig off course, because the little black puffs of smoke tumbled wildly off-course.

      “Ah, fuck me,” Stig yelled as he plummeted towards the ocean, only to teleport away before he hit the surface.

      I still had ten seconds left before I could cast Chain of Darkness again, so I decided to try Terrify.

      I wasn’t expecting anything to happen, truthfully. Not on something that big and ferocious.

      Lo and behold, though, the kraken flinched like it had just seen a ghost.

      Then it roared and stumbled backwards into the ocean.

      Holy shit!

      Guess that inside that monstrous, skyscraper-sized exterior was just an itty, bitty little brain.

      There was only one problem. Once it got over its fear, it was going to come back even angrier than it had been before. Thirty seconds was all we had.

      “Alaria, how we doin’?” I yelled as I watched the kraken thrash about like it was having a seizure.

      “Almost there!” she called back.

      My cooldown for Chain of Darkness ended, but I decided to keep the spell in reserve. Just in case I needed another distraction.

      Terrify was slowly counting down, though.

      15 seconds… 14 seconds…

      “Alaria, I don’t mean to hurry you, but – ”

      “Almost there!” she shouted. “What do you want me to do after I free her, come and get you?”

      “No, get her to safety first!” I yelled. “I’ll be fine!”

      …I hoped.

      Three seconds…

      Two seconds…

      One.

      The kraken stopped flailing in the water and turned back towards the cliffs.

      The scales over its beady little eyes furrowed even deeper, and it ROARED as it lurched through the water towards the cliff.

      If it had been mad before, now it was furious.

      And it was just seconds away from the canyon.

      Time to cast Chain of Darkness.

      A thousand tiny demons flew out of my sleeve and looped around the kraken’s head.

      Hit points began subtracting every second –

      -17,850

      -17,672

      -17,495

      – but this time the beast was so angry, it ignored my spell.

      It was intent on one thing, and one thing only: Alaria and the mermaid.

      The kraken stretched out one clawed hand towards the canyon.

      “ALARIA – ”

      “GOT HER!” Alaria shouted, and soared straight up into the air carrying the mermaid in her arms.

      YES!

      The kraken roared in fury as its prize slipped away.

      Insane with rage, it turned its attention to me.

      Uh-oh…

      Alaria and the mermaid might have escaped, but I hadn’t.

      Time to get the fuck out of Dodge.

      I ducked down under the water and began swimming parallel to the rocky cliffs.

      My only hope at this point was to outrun the fucker.

      I swam as fast as I could –

      And then the sunlight was blotted out from above me.

      A second later, a hand as big as an SUV crashed down into the water. Amidst a million tiny air bubbles, fingers thick as tree trunks surrounded me like a cage.

      I darted between its fingers before it could close its fist, but I doubted that little trick would work too many more times.

      My heart thudded in my chest like a sledgehammer. At this rate, the kraken wouldn’t need to crush me to kill me; I was going to have a fuckin’ heart attack.

      As the hand pulled back up out of the water, I swam as fast as I possibly could –

      And then the shadow loomed over me again, blocking out the sun.

      I darted hard to the right, away from the cliff, as the hand slammed down into the water behind me.

      Of course, now I was swimming towards the kraken.

      A fact which was only reinforced by the redwood-sized tentacle snaking through the water towards me.

      shit, Shit, SHIT –

      I just resigned myself to death. There was no way I was getting out of this one.

      And then two feminine shapes darted out of a nearby kept forest.

      Mermaids!

      Each woman grabbed one of my arms. With their tails beating powerfully, they sped me along four times faster than I’d been able to go on my own.

      The shadow loomed above us –

      But by the time the clawed hand crashed down, we were 30 feet away.

      The kraken bellowed in frustration, and its rumbling roar vibrated the very water around us.

      We were safe.

      I looked over at my companions in wonder. One was blonde with hair like spun gold and an iridescent blue lower body. The other looked Indian – brown skin, black hair, with a glittering red tail.

      When I looked at each of them in turn, both women gave me enormous smiles.

      “Thank you for saving me,” I said gratefully.

      “Thank YOU, noble adventurer, for saving our sister,” the Indian mermaid said, and kissed me on my cheek.

      The blonde did the same.

      A little more chaste than I was accustomed to, but still nice.

      The mermaids turned towards the cliffs and headed for an underwater hole ten feet in diameter. We entered, swam through a narrow passageway, and reached a much larger cave inside the rocky cliff.

      And I do mean a much larger cave.

      It was the size of a cathedral, with sloped, 100-foot-high ceilings. A dozen small holes in the ceiling of the cave let in shafts of sunlight, which gave the entire place a magical, golden glow.

      The cave had its own little beach at the far end of the grotto, where crystal-clear water lapped at yellow sands. Sitting on the shore was Alaria, surrounded by 30 gorgeous mermaids.

      My succubus crouched by the red-headed mermaid she’d saved, focused intently on something – but when she saw me start to emerge from the water, she cried out, stumbled to her feet, and ran through the water.

      “Ian – I’m so sorry!” she cried out as she crashed into me and hugged me tight. “I tried to come back for you, but you’d already disappeared underwater – but Oceana said that her sisters were going to save you, so we came back here – are you okay?”

      “I’m fine,” I reassured her, and kissed her deeply.

      There was a murmured Awwwww from the mermaids, and they all slapped their tails repeatedly in the water – which was applause in Mermaid World, I guess.

      Alaria and I laughed and looked around at all the beautiful faces beaming up at us.

      “Where’s Stig?” I asked.

      “I don’t know – I didn’t see him,” Alaria said.

      I checked my Action Bar. The imp’s icon was fully lit, meaning he was alive and well… somewhere.

      I would go and find him after we returned to the surface. Hopefully he had found a bottle of rum somewhere and was enjoying a much-deserved reward.

      “Is… ‘Oh-she-yah-na’ the one you saved?” I asked Alaria.

      “Yes,” a lovely voice called out, and I looked over to see the red-headed mermaid lying on the sandy beach, smiling up at me. “Thank you, brave adventurers. I owe you both my life.”

      “It’s okay. We were happy to help.”

      “I and my sisters are forever in your debt.”

      “No, no,” I said, waving one hand in the air. “That’s not necessary – ”

      Then I noticed that she still had iron manacles around her wrists. A short length of chain hung from each, ending in the distorted links that Alaria had melted through.

      “I was trying to get them off just now,” Alaria explained, “but I think they’re enchanted. I’m afraid to cut them off with fire – I might burn her arms.”

      “Huh… let me take a look,” I said, and walked over and knelt down beside the mermaid.

      It was hard to keep my eyes on the manacles. Oceana was very beautiful, and her gorgeous breasts were just barely covered by the scalloped seashells over her nipples. The only thing holding the shells in place, it seemed, were strands of silver chain.

      I forced myself to concentrate on the iron shackles.

      If I had been a Rogue, I would have had the lockpicking skills necessary to undo them… but I wasn’t a Rogue.

      I sighed. “I can’t unlock them. I guess we could go try to find those fishermen and get the key from them – ”

      All the mermaids cried out as one.

      “Oh no, no no no no no,” Oceana said, shaking her head vigorously. “No, I could never ask you to put yourself in harm’s way again.”

      I smiled wryly. “After the kraken, I’m not worried about a bunch of fishermen. How the hell did they catch you, though? From what I saw just a couple of minutes ago, you guys should be able to outswim them easily.”

      “Their fishing nets,” Oceana explained. “At night, we can’t see them. I got tangled last night and they caught me.”

      “Shit… and they were planning to give you to the kraken so it would leave their ships alone?”

      “Exactly. They worship it as a sea god, even though it is nothing more than a stupid beast. They believe that if they offer me or my sisters up as a sacrifice, it will leave them alone.”

      “Fuckin’ assholes,” I muttered, then pointed at her manacles. “Can you swim okay with those on?”

      The mermaid looked downcast. “I… yes, of course.”

      “They’re too heavy,” one of the other mermaids called out.

      “She’ll be weighed down,” another said.

      “She’ll become an easy target for the kraken and other predators,” a third said.

      The redheaded mermaid tried to shush them, but she didn’t contradict what they said.

      I looked over at Alaria. “I guess we have to go after the fishermen, then.”

      Oceana said, “We brought you here to this grotto, thinking perhaps that the dead human might help.”

      I looked at the mermaid in alarm. “…dead… human?”

      Had I just stumbled into some sort of fucked-up horror side-quest?

      Oceana pointed at the rear of the cave.

      There in the gloom was a shadowy shape slumped over on the sand.

      I swallowed and walked towards it.

      As my eyes grew accustomed to the shadows, I saw what it was.

      A skeleton in pirate clothes.

      It lay slumped over on its side, its skull bleached white and not a speck of flesh on its bones. Its linen shirt and trousers were little more than rags, but two things about it were relatively untouched by time: the eel-skin belt around its waist, and the corked bottle beside it with a rolled-up piece of parchment inside.

      One of the items triggered a memory.

      Eel-skin belt…

      The quest!

      I reached down and took hold of the belt, which was unfastened. It came away easily in my hands.

      ‘20,000 XP’ appeared before me in golden script, along with a computer window:

      

      You have received Captain Darrow’s Pirate Belt: +10 Armor, +7 Intellect, +7 Stamina

      And a treasure map and key!

      

      Treasure map? What treasure –

      Ah.

      I reached down, uncorked the bottle, pulled out the parchment, and unrolled it.

      On its tattered surface was a crude drawing of a coastline. In the area that was supposed to be water there was a giant skull, then a dotted line, several ships, and an ‘X’ right in the midst of them.

      Huh.

      I knew that it was my reward for the quest, but I turned back to the mermaids anyway. “Um, I found a treasure map… I don’t want to take it if you guys need it…”

      “We have no need of a map, kind sir,” Oceana said. “We have everything we want in the waters off this cove.”

      Must be nice.

      “Do you know where this is?” I asked, showing her the parchment. Alaria looked over my shoulder in curiosity.

      Oceana frowned and pointed at the bottom-most right area of the map, the farthest point away from the ‘X.’ “It seems that we might be here… there is the canyon where the fishermen bound me.”

      I glanced down. Sure enough, there was a gap drawn into the rocks.

      “Do you know where this skull is? Or the ships?”

      “No,” Oceana said. “We live our entire lives nearby. None of us have ever been that far from home.”

      Oh well. Guess I’ll have to figure it out later.

      Not knowing what else to do with the map, I placed it in one of my bags and went back to continue my search of the former Captain Darrow.

      Around his neck and beneath his rotting shirt, I found a tiny chain looped through an iron skeleton key.

      “I found something!” I shouted.

      All the mermaids exclaimed in excitement as I ran over and tried to put the key in the lock.

      But the key was too big for the tiny holes in the manacles. It wouldn’t fit.

      “Haven’t seen that happen to you since the frost elves,” Alaria teased.

      “Ha ha,” I said darkly, not laughing.

      The mermaids all sighed unhappily, the sound of deflating hope.

      “It’s alright,” the redhead said with brave resignation. “I can just… learn to live with it…”

      “We’ll go get the key from the fishermen,” I promised her as I dropped the key in my bag.

      “Isn’t there anything you can do besides that?” Alaria asked. “I mean, you didn’t have a key when you freed all those slaves in Abaddon.”

      “That was different,” I said. “I had a – ”

      A magical staff.

      Which I had never sold or given away.

      “Holy shit,” I muttered as I rummaged in my bags until I found it: the Scepter of the Servant.

      It was a staff I’d gotten when I defeated Alaria’s first evil ex-master – and which I’d used not only to summon the Goddess Chalastia (a one-time thing), but also unlock the bonds of thousands of slaves in the mines of Abaddon.

      Could it unlock the mermaid’s shackles?

      Only one way to find out.

      I brought the ivory scepter over to the mermaid and gently touched it to one of her manacles.

      A golden wave of light passed over the iron, and it popped! open.

      “YAAAAAY!” the entire throng of mermaids cheered, and slapped their tails in the water approvingly.

      I grinned and touched the scepter to the other manacle, which popped open just as easily.

      “Thank you again, noble soul,” the mermaid said, her eyes tearing up as she rubbed her wrists. “I owe you more than I can ever repay.”

      “We were happy to do it,” I said. “But we should probably get going.”

      “And forfeit your reward?” she asked, surprised.

      “Uh, we already got it,” I said, holding up the eel-skin belt I’d pilfered off the captain.

      The mermaids tittered.

      “That is not an adequate reward for what you have done!” Oceana laughed.

      “…okay… what did you have in mind?”

      “A tittyfuck,” Oceana said, serious as could be.

      I stared at her.

      “…a what?”

      “A tittyfuck,” all the mermaids repeated at the same time.

      I just stared at them, flabbergasted.

      Alaria jumped in to help. “We’ve done that before, babe – it’s where you put your hard cock between my tits and – ”

      “I know what a tittyfuck is,” I snapped. “I just – we can’t do that!”

      “Why not?” Oceana asked, perplexed.

      “Yeah, why not?” Alaria asked.

      “Because!”

      “Are you chaste and religious?” Oceana asked.

      “Oh HELL no,” Alaria reassured her.

      “Then what’s the problem!”

      “Because we saved you to save you, not to get a tittyfuck!” I exclaimed.

      Alaria shrugged. “Seems fair to me.”

      “It is very fair,” Oceana agreed. “Unless you don’t like tittyfucking.”

      “I like tittyfucking just fine,” I said, growing more and more uncomfortable with the conversation. “I just – ”

      “We can do oral, if you prefer,” Oceana said. “We were planning to do that to your lovely companion.”

      All the mermaids nodded.

      “Oh HELL yes!” Alaria said happily.

      “NO!” I shouted.

      “You do not find us… attractive enough to tittyfuck?” Oceana asked sadly.

      All the other mermaids looked like their dog had just died, too.

      “No, no, you’re all beautiful, it’s just – ”

      “He’s a goody-goody,” Alaria explained. “He doesn’t want you to fuck him unless you really, really want to fuck him.”

      “Oh, that’s all?” Oceana asked, then gave a huge smile. “Well, we really, really want to tittyfuck you, then.”

      All the mermaids nodded vigorously.

      “I… well… okay,” I said, giving up.

      I mean, who was I to deny a bunch of mermaids their celebratory tittyfuck?

      “YAAAAAY!” all the mermaids cheered, and began slapping their tails on the water.

      A reclining ovation, you might say.

      A familiar voice called down from above. “Hey, boss!”

      I looked up to see Stig peering down through one of the holes in the ceiling.

      “Stig! Are you okay?”

      “Yeah. What’s going on down there?” he asked warily.

      I was about to answer when Oceana beat me to it.

      “Tittyfucking!” she cried out.

      “Ah, fuck me,” Stig muttered.

      “Alright!” Oceana agreed.

      “NO,” Stig snapped.

      “I do not understand,” Oceana said to me, confused.

      “It’s – never mind,” I told her. Then I turned back to Stig. “Hey, uh, can you wait for us up there? Maybe an hour?”

      Stig groaned. “AGGGHHHHH…”

      “Or you can come down here and get tittyfucked,” Alaria said.

      “NO.”

      “I’ll make it up to you tonight when we get some booze,” I promised him.

      “You better,” Stig grumbled, then disappeared from the blowhole.

      Once he was gone, I looked down at the mermaids.

      “Well… shall we begin?”

      “Let’s,” Oceana said, and reached behind her neck to untie her bra.

      And that was how I came to experience my first mermaid tittyfuck orgy.
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      The first thing the mermaids did was remove their little shell bras. That alone was worth the kraken-fighting price of admission.

      Oceana was first. She undid the silver strings holding her shells in place and then let them fall from her breasts.

      Nice.

      Her breasts were medium-sized, maybe a large C-cup. Her cleavage was dusted with freckles, and her areolas were a light pink. Her nipples weren’t hard yet – just soft and relaxed, barely visible above the rest of her skin.

      I went to three-quarters chubby just by watching her.

      One by one, the other mermaids removed their bras, and my boner grew exponentially harder.

      There were little breasts… big breasts… perky ones… pendulous ones… firm ones… round ones… teardrop-shaped ones…

      And in every skin tone imaginable. Peach-colored skin with rose-colored areolas… bronze-colored with dark chocolate… slightly tan with medium brown… ebony skin with even blacker tips… and the size of their areolas ranged from dimes to three inches in diameter.

      Judging by how flat their nipples were, though, none of the mermaids were aroused yet.

      Unlike me.

      My cock was straining through my pants by the time they were all topless.

      “Lie down,” Oceana ordered me gently. “Both of you.”

      Alaria and I looked at each other, and then we both lay back on the soft, sandy shore.

      The mermaids crawled up to us, four and five apiece, and began removing our clothes. My boots and shirt were the first to go, and I felt soft female flesh pressed warmly against me as the mermaids tugged at my clothes.

      “Ohhhhhh,” I heard the mermaids beside Alaria murmur appreciatively.

      “Hold on for a second,” I whispered to Oceana and the other mermaids tugging at my clothes. I craned my neck to see what was going on, and Oceana and the others looked, too.

      The mermaids attending Alaria had just taken off her top, and her breasts wobbled beautifully across her chest as they stayed mostly upright in the air. Her dark red nipples were already rock hard.

      I watched with erotic delight as the nipples on every single mermaid began to stiffen and grow erect.

      They were getting aroused just by looking at Alaria’s tits.

      The nearest mermaids reached out tentatively to touch her breasts, but paused and looked at her with bashful eyes.

      Alaria encouraged them with a smile. “Go ahead.”

      Their tiny feminine hands caressed her skin, cupped her tits in their palms, and gently pinched her nipples.

      “Mmmm,” Alaria sighed, closing her eyes.

      “Ohhhh,” the mermaids moaned, and began to glide their hands down her toned stomach and firm, thin arms.

      Two mermaids tugged off her thigh-high leather boots and cast them aside. And then the Indian mermaid who had saved me from the kraken looped her fingers through the top of Alaria’s thong and slowly pulled it down around her thighs.

      “Ohhhhh,” all the mermaids moaned as the first sight of Alaria’s little thatch of hair came into view.

      Then, as her pussy lips became visible, they began to groan even louder.

      “OHHHHH…”

      Alaria just smiled and raised her ass so the Indian mermaid could completely remove the thong. Then she spread her thighs wide, her legs butterflied out to the sides.

      “OH!” all the mermaids gasped, enraptured.

      The Indian mermaid gazed down at Alaria’s pussy with a look of disbelief and utter longing. “It’s so beautiful…”

      I agreed, but I’d long ago grown used to it. I guess if you were a mermaid, you didn’t see that many human lady parts.

      “May I?” the Indian asked, her eyes half-lidded with desire.

      “Of course,” Alaria whispered.

      The Indian mermaid closed her eyes in rapture… lowered her lips slowly to Alaria’s pussy… and kissed her once, lightly, like she might kiss someone on the cheek… except slower. More sensual.

      Her lips made a wet little kissing sound: mm-mwa.

      Alaria’s stomach rippled with a contraction, and she murmured appreciatively. “Mmmm…”

      The mermaid kissed her again, just brushing her lips against Alaria’s nether ones. Caressing her.

      “Ahhh…” Alaria sighed.

      The Indian mermaid began to kiss her labia more… and then she stuck out her small, pink tongue and began to stroke Alaria up and down, wetting her lips.

      “Oh yes…” Alaria murmured.

      The Indian mermaid’s tongue began low, down near Alaria’s ass… slowly moved upwards, parting the cleft of her pussy… and then sank all the way inside my succubus.

      “OHHHHH,” Alaria moaned, arching her back.

      The Indian mermaid’s tongue withdrew and began to circle the little red bud of Alaria’s clit, moving around it slowly… then over it… until finally the Indian took Alaria’s clit between her lips and began to softly suck.

      “OH GODDESS,” Alaria cried out.

      That was all the other mermaids could stand.

      They began to slowly touch Alaria’s entire body at that point… moving sensuously and softly…

      Caressing her arms…

      Kissing her mouth…

      Cupping her breasts…

      Sucking her nipples…

      Rubbing their breasts along her belly… the outsides of her thighs…

      Two mermaids even took Alaria’s toes in their mouths and began to suck.

      “OH GODDESS!” Alaria cried, her eyes squeezed tight, as her entire body began to shudder and tremble.

      She was coming.

      And as she moaned, all the mermaids moaned as well, their hands and lips and mouths and tongues and breasts touching Alaria everywhere they could.

      If I had to guess, I would say the mermaids themselves were coming, just from the pleasure they were giving Alaria.

      Holy FUCK.

      I watched, entranced, until I felt an insistent tug at my pants.

      I looked up to see Oceana fumbling with my belt, her face overcome with lust, her nipples diamond-hard as she bit her lip.

      Her eyes met mine.

      “I can’t wait anymore,” she whispered, and undid my pants.

      My cock sprang out, hard as a rock.

      “OH,” she gasped.

      All the mermaids who had been watching Alaria looked over to see what was going on.

      “OH!” they all cried out as they just stared at my jutting member.

      Then they all stared at each other, as though communicating silently.

      For a moment I wondered if maybe they weren’t used to seeing human male parts, either, and weren’t exactly happy with it –

      But that theory was laid to rest as Oceana frantically fumbled to get my pants off and then laid down between my thighs.

      The other mermaids began caressing me, running their fingers through my hair, lightly touching my chest, my abs, my arms.

      It was sensual, feminine heaven.

      But apparently my cock was all for Oceana, because no one else was touching it.

      She started off like the Indian mermaid, gently kissing my balls first…

      Mm-mwah.

      Then she moved up to the base of my shaft. Another kiss.

      Mm-mwah.

      Another kiss along the center of my cock, maybe an inch higher.

      Mm-mwah.

      My cock twitched. I wanted her so badly just to take me in her mouth… but she was taking her time, instead.

      She moved up to the frenulum, that super-sensitive ridge of skin just beneath the crown, and began to kiss it, her hot breath and soft lips driving me wild.

      Mm-mwah.

      Mm-mwah.

      Mm-mwah.

      I was in anticipation overload, wanting more, needing more –

      She slowly began to lick.

      Her little pink tongue caressed me, wetting me down, first one side of my shaft, then the other. Then she began to lick me like an ice cream cone – big, long, wet strokes from my balls all the way up to the tip of my cock.

      Fuck, this was KILLING me!

      “Please…” I moaned. “Please, take suck me…”

      She smiled and took pity on me.

      Her petite hand encircled my shaft at the base…

      Angled me away from my belly…

      She paused, her pink lips just about to touch the swollen head of my cock.

      fuck, Fuck, FUCK –

      And then she slid her hot, wet mouth down over my skin.

      “UNNH,” I groaned as she took me all the way inside her mouth, deepthroating me until her nose was against my stomach.

      She pulled out to the tip, then began to slowly move up and down, her silky wet tongue caressing my entire shaft.

      Meanwhile, six or seven other mermaids were doing things straight out of a sex dream.

      Big, full breasts dangled in my face, slowly moving across my cheek, trailing one hard nipple down my skin to my lips, where I latched on and sucked.

      Soft hands stroked every inch of my body.

      Wet mouths closed around my nipples, tickling me with their tongues.

      Other wet mouths licked my feet – which was odd at first, then incredibly erotic as they began to suck my toes like Oceana was fellating my cock.

      I was lost in a dream of feminine sensuality, every inch of my body pleasured by soft female skin, and breasts, and tongues, and mouths.

      And then I felt Oceana withdraw her mouth.

      I looked down in disappointment, and saw her smiling at me as she sat up between my legs.

      I was confused until two other mermaids – one Asian, one Hispanic – leaned over and began to suck on Oceana’s nipples.

      Oceana closed her eyes in ecstasy, and gently cradled the mermaids’ faces as they lapped all over her breasts, making them glisten with wetness.

      Then, once they had finished, Oceana leaned back down over my crotch… positioned her dangling breasts on either side of my cock… and pressed her tits together with her hands on either side, totally enveloping my shaft.

      And then she began to move up and down.

      “Oh God,” I groaned, as the wet, soft skin of her breasts caressed my cock from base to tip.

      She smiled at me, keeping eye contact the entire time, as she moved up and down.

      Something happened about 30 seconds in, though.

      Her face began to get pinker… her chest above her breasts began to grow flushed… and she stared at me with half-lidded eyes overcome with desire.

      Then she started to tittyfuck me faster, the swollen head of my cock popping out of the top of her cleavage.

      “Yes… yes… yes… yes…” she began to grunt rhythmically as she slid up and down on my cock.

      The other mermaids were moaning louder now. Breasts pressed in me from all sides. Two tongues at a time found their way into my mouth, one mermaid on each side of my body as they French-kissed me. Women pressed their tits against my body, sliding up and down me wetly, moaning as they did so.

      Soft voices whispered in my ears:

      “…don’t come…”

      “…please don’t come yet…”

      “…I want you to fuck my tits first…”

      “…I want you to come all over me…”

      I did my best to hold back.

      Oceana’s grunts turned into loud moans. “YES… YES… YES… YES…”

      And then her moans turned into a scream.

      “YES – OH – Y-Y-YES – OHHHHHHHHH – ”

      Her expression twisted into a gorgeous, contorted ‘O’ face, and she screwed up her eyes like she was in pain as her entire body trembled on top of me.

      “YESSSSSS!” she screamed.

      Off to my side, she must have set off Alaria, because my succubus screamed, too.

      “OH GODDESS, YES!”

      That, in turn, set me off.

      I couldn’t hold it in anymore.

      “FUCK!” I roared, my lower back arching, and I came.

      I’m usually not a big shooter, but I’d been holding back on this load for a while, and white jets of cum splashed halfway up my belly.

      You would have thought I’d just shot out chocolate and champagne, the mermaids moved so fast.

      The four closest nearly fought each other to lick it off my stomach and belly, with the grand prize being my cock. The winner, a beautiful Mediterranean-looking mermaid, bobbed her mouth up and down on me, milking me with her lips, trying to drain me of every last drop.

      Meanwhile, Oceana tumbled off me to the sand, her entire body trembling, her eyes only halfway open, her pale skin flushed deep pink.

      Immediately another mermaid took her place at my cock.

      She was black, with lovely breasts tipped with hard, puffy nipples.

      “It’s still hard,” she whispered. “Do you think you can go again?”

      I looked deep into her beautiful brown eyes and nodded.

      She grinned, dangled her tits on either side of my cock… placed her hands to the sides of her breasts to squeeze them together… and then began to move up and down.

      Two minutes later, she came, too.

      One by one, all the mermaids crawled on top of me and tittyfucked me senseless.

      I got to experience the entire tittyfucking spectrum.

      Little breasts where they basically ran their firm nipples over my shaft…

      Medium breasts where I could see the head of my cock poking out of their cleavage…

      And giant voluminous tits where my cock was entirely swallowed whole.

      One by one they ravished me with their chests…

      And one by one they reached orgasm, screamed and shuddered, and fell off to the side, completely sated.

      Often the ones who had just come would switch places with the mermaids around Alaria, moving between her thighs and kissing and licking her pussy.

      Alaria came so many times I lost count. I stopped keeping tabs around ten or twelve, and that was fairly early on.

      I finally couldn’t take any more. I’d held on for 29 more tittyfucks after the first time I came with Oceana, and I couldn’t hold out any longer.

      “I’m going to come really soon,” I moaned to Oceana. “I can’t hang on much longer.”

      “Has everyone gotten to pleasure themselves with Ian?” she called out.

      All the mermaids murmured in the affirmative – and then one voice spoke up.

      “I haven’t.”

      Alaria slid over next to me and whispered in my ear, “Mind if we skip the titties? Oral’s been great, but I need you inside me now.”

      “I’m not going to last long,” I gasped.

      “I’m not, either,” she smirked as she rolled over on top of me, positioned her thighs, and slid me right in.

      Holy fucking FUCK!

      As erotic as the last couple of hours had been – as fun and sensual as all the oral sex and breasts caressing my cock – there was absolutely nothing that could compare with the feeling of Alaria’s pussy.

      Or of looking deep into her eyes as I came inside her.

      “FUUUUUCK!” I screamed as I grabbed onto her back and dug in my fingers.

      “OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OH GODDESS, OH FUCK!” she screamed as she ground her crotch against me.

      I felt her contractions squeeze around my shaft –

      And felt a warm trickle of fluid wash over my crotch.

      She’d squirted as she came.

      We screamed and grunted and groaned a few seconds more, and then she collapsed on top of me, entirely spent.

      “YAAAAAAY!” all the mermaids screamed, and slapped their tails against the water.

      Another reclining ovation.
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      We were all lying around afterwards in post-orgasmic bliss when I asked Oceana a question.

      “Where are all the mermen?”

      She made a face. “We don’t like mermen that much.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because they’re soooo concerned with their hair,” one mermaid complained.

      “And how beautiful they look,” another one chimed in.

      “And how muscular they are.”

      “And they don’t have the best parts of human males,” Oceana smiled as she stroked my cock.

      Which made me start to get hard again – but I was still curious enough to ask, “You have your… uh, ‘pleasure centers’ between your breasts, right?”

      There was no visible difference between their breasts and human women’s, but I’d seen ample evidence that tittyfucking was a LOT more pleasurable for mermaids.

      “Oh yes,” Oceana said.

      All the mermaids nodded and smiled.

      “And the mermen don’t have cocks?”

      “No.”

      “Then how do you have an orgasm with them?”

      “We don’t,” Oceana said dourly. “Rarely, anyways.”

      “They could use their hands and their tongues,” the Indian mermaid muttered, “but they won’t.”

      “They’re too busy flexing their muscles and rubbing lotions into their hair,” another mermaid griped.

      “If they don’t have cocks, and you don’t like having sex with them, then how do you have mer-babies?”

      “Oh my Goddess, Ian,” Alaria groaned.

      “What?”

      “Talking about having babies? Seriously? You’re totally ruining the mood.”

      I’d forgotten that babies were a buzzkill for Alaria. In fact, they were probably her biggest fear. Krakens weren’t even a close second.

      Actually, marriage probably was…

      “Oh yeah. Sorry.”

      “No, it’s alright,” Oceana said, mistaking my apology and totally unaware of how uncomfortable my succubus was about the topic. “We become uncontrollably lustful during mating season, and that’s when we have sex with the mermen. Even though it’s not particularly pleasurable for us.”

      I frowned. “How do they…?”

      “Fertilize us? By entering our cloaca.”

      Cloaca… why does that sound familiar?

      Oh yeah – like the Nagas’ naughty bits in their tails.

      Seemed to be a recurring theme amongst underwater denizens with fish- and snake tails.

      “You can… fuck us there if you wish,” Oceana said hesitantly, reaching down to the base of her scaly bottom half. “We don’t really enjoy it, but if you want to – ”

      “NO! No, I’m good, tittyfucking is great!” I said hurriedly.

      I had no desire to expand my repertoire to fish-fucking, too.

      All the mermaids sighed in relief, so I guess we were all on the same page.

      “So, the mermen… fertilize you… and then you have mer-babies?” I asked.

      Alaria huffed in indignation, but didn’t say anything to stop me.

      “Yes,” Oceana answered. “After mating season, we go our separate ways from the males and raise our young on our own.”

      I looked around the cave. “Why aren’t there any kids around, then?”

      “Mating season is only once every 20 years. We’re about to enter it in a couple of days. That’s why we were so… enthusiastic today,” she said with a smile as she continued to stroke my cock. “After mating season, we will give birth and raise our young.”

      Holy crap, what luck!

      I’d stumbled into a bunch of young, horny sea-babes right before they became preggo.

      “And then you have the babies, and they swim around with you?”

      “Yes.”

      “What about the kraken, though?”

      “What about it?” Oceana said as she leaned over to kiss my cock.

      The other mermaids were stirring, too, watching lustfully.

      “Uhhh…” I murmured, finding it hard to keep my train of thought. “You guys can outrun the kraken, right?”

      “Oh, yes. Easily.”

      “What about your babies?”

      “Newborns can swim even faster than us.”

      “Oh,” I said, surprised. “Then the only ones who have anything to worry about are the fishermen, then.”

      “I suppose.”

      “What’s the kraken going to do to them?”

      She shrugged. “Destroy their boats. Maybe their village.”

      I stared at her. “It’s going to destroy their village?!”

      “Maybe. If it gets bored. It won’t do it just because I didn’t get sacrificed,” she said tartly.

      Despite what barbaric assholes the fishermen had been, I didn’t feel so good about leaving a gigantic aquatic monster around to slaughter a village. Especially if there were women and children.

      “Maybe we should…” I started to say, then stopped as I got an incredible idea.

      “Maybe we should what?” Alaria asked warily, thinking I was about to go the Kill the kraken route.

      I turned to Oceana as she kissed up and down my shaft. “Could I ask you a favor?”

      She looked up at me in surprise.

      “You saved my life – I would do anything for you.” She winced. “Do you… want to go inside my cloa– ”

      “NO! No, I’m good with oral and tits. But I have an idea, and it will only work with your help.”

      “Anything for you,” Oceana whispered, keeping eye contact as she started to lick my cock.

      “Uhhhh… I’ll ask you about it later,” I murmured, unable to take my eyes off her.

      The other mermaids gathered around and began to touch me and Alaria.

      “Thank GODDESS,” Alaria grumbled, and seized a mermaid boob in each hand. “Less talking and more fucking.”

      There was a lot more fucking after that. And not much talking until it was over.
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      And that was how we wound up speeding towards the Sea of Death, accompanied by mermaids and chased by the kraken.

      The mermaids had signed on right away – mostly because Alaria and I had saved them, but also because my plan would potentially remove the kraken from their lives forever. Which meant no more sacrificial offerings by asshole fishermen.

      After we finished our orgy, Alaria and I retrieved Stig (who was NOT happy about his lack of promised alcohol).

      “Soon, I swear,” I said. “But there’s no place to get it out here except from those asshole fishermen, and they’d probably try to kill us.”

      “They can kill you as long as I get my booze,” Stig grumbled.

      Then the three of us went back into the water, where Oceana and several other mermaids grabbed me and Alaria by our arms and spirited us away through the water. They could swim even faster than the dolphins had.

      “This is weird,” Stig muttered as he rode on the back of a mermaid, holding her pigtails in his tiny hands like reins.

      “Trust me, it’ll all be worth it,” I called back to him.

      We found the kraken at the bottom of a reef far out to sea.

      When visible from head to toe, it was even more terrifying that what I’d glimpsed near the shore. Imagine a king crab’s body – a Guinness Book World Record motherfucker with a leg-span of six feet or more. Now slap some octopus tentacles on there between the legs. Now put a humanoid torso on top of that, along with a snapping turtle’s head, and cover everything in snakeskin.

      Now scale all of that up to a hundred feet tall.

      Yeah.

      Fucked up.

      Although the kraken was fairly chill at the moment. Its hit points had completely regenerated back to 2 million, and it was just kind of milling around aimlessly.

      Time to rile it up again.

      “Hey, ugly!” I yelled as I zapped it with Soul Suck.

      The kraken immediately roared in fury and started after us.

      Our mermaid rides took off through the water, hauling ass (or fin?) and keeping us about a hundred feet ahead of the kraken.

      Every so often the kraken would get bored and lose interest, then kind of stop and wander off. So I would zap it with Soul Suck to make it mad enough to follow us again.

      That continued for almost four hours – zapping, running, zapping, running.

      And then we came to Zali’s underwater city of Fathmos.

      You should have seen the Naga and the nymph soldiers’ expressions as the kraken came up over the ridge. All the fighting around the city stopped, and then every single Warrior ran for the hills.

      The religious protestors, too. They just scattered like cockroaches and fled the city gates.

      I wasn’t exactly sure if my plan would work, but there was no backing out now.

      “Swim up above the city!” I told the mermaids. “There’s an invisible force field over it, so you’re going to have to aim pretty high – but make sure you go directly above the center!”

      The mermaids followed my orders and swam up over the center of Fathmos.

      The kraken followed us right up to the city wall. Then it tried to walk over the wall and found it could not.

      The kraken seemed puzzled, like a puppy encountering a pane of glass for the first time. It tapped lightly at the shield with one of its segmented legs, then harder – but all its efforts were rebuffed.

      Then it seemed to lose interest and began to wander away again.

      “Drop me off down by the wall!” I ordered.

      “Are you sure?” Oceana asked worriedly.

      “Yes!”

      She set me down by the city’s curved white wall.

      “Now get out of here!” I ordered as I cranked up my spells.

      Soul Suck zapped one of the kraken’s tentacles. The monster howled and turned back towards me.

      “Come onnnnn!” I yelled at it, channeling Heath Ledger as the Joker. “Hit me! I WANT you to hit me!”

      Unlike Batman, the kraken didn’t hesitate.

      One of its tentacles lashed straight out at me –

      And slammed THROUGH me against the wall.

      I died immediately, but because my last Gravesite had been destroyed on the shoreline, I resurrected in Fathmos’s graveyard.

      When I came to, I could see the kraken towering over the city.

      The section of wall its tentacle had hit was reduced to rubble.

      And because of that, the shield was down. I could tell because the kraken was entering the city, its gargantuan crab legs destroying building after building as it advanced.

      My plan had worked.

      “HA!” I crowed as I raced through the streets towards the breach in the wall.

      All that was left now was to lure the kraken to Zali’s villa – have it destroy the sculpture garden, thereby reducing the hatchetfish’s hit points –

      And I would finally be able to kill Zali!

      YES!

      As I raced by the villa, Zali came out of his front door, alarmed.

      “Eee-an, what ees happening?” he cried out.

      I laughed as I sped by. “You’re about to go DOWN!”

      Zali looked up at the kraken advancing through the city streets. His jaw dropped open, his face looked terrified –

      And then he did something completely unexpected.

      The little fucker shot up through the water like Mighty Mouse.

      “I weel save you, Eee-an!” he cried out as he raced towards the kraken.

      WHAT?!

      Ah shit, now I just felt bad.

      “Wait!” I cried out. “What are you doing?!”

      “I weel save you! I weel save you all!” he shouted.

      Yeah… not gonna happen, dude.

      Zali was more powerful than me, yes, but there was no way he could take out a 2 million hit point monster on his own.

      Oh well.

      Maybe the kraken would save me the effort of killing him myself.

      Zali zoomed straight towards the kraken’s upper belly, a guppy heading for a Great White.

      The kraken looked down at the tiny creature approaching and ROARED.

      Zali sped right to the monster’s middle – and stopped.

      “I teeckle your belly!” he yelled, and began to wiggle one finger against the kraken’s stomach.

      …whuuuuut?

      The kraken looked down in confusion. I think it was just as surprised as I was at the change of events.

      “I teeckle your belly!” Zali shouted again, now wiggling all his fingers against the kraken’s stomach.

      And then…

      Amazingly…

      The kraken began to snort.

      And chuckle.

      And giggle.

      It was a monster’s laughter, so it sounded more like HRR-HRR-HRRRR, but it was definitely laughing.

      “Yessss, you are a good kraken, no? I teeckle your belly, I teeckle your belly!” Zali said in the same voice you’d use playing with a puppy.

      And the kraken loved it. It was tossing its head back and forth happily, and waved its tentacles like it was having the time of its life.

      The kraken wasn’t the only one who loved it, either.

      The Naga warriors all emerged from their hiding places in the town and gave the warlock a standing ovation.

      I came to a halt directly below Zali and the kraken.

      “What the FUCK, man?!” I yelled angrily.

      Zali looked down from 50 feet above me. “What ees wrong, Eee-an? I have saved you! I have saved Fathmos, no?”

      “You weren’t SUPPOSED to save me or Fathmos! I brought that thing here to wreck your fucking garden!”

      “Well, that ees not very nice,” Zali sniffed.

      “‘Very NICE’?! I’m trying to KILL you!”

      “Ohhhhh – I see!” Zali said, and burst out into a grin. “Your plan ees very clever, I must admeet. Well done, Eee-an! Well d– ”

      Only problem was, he’d stopped tickling the kraken’s belly.

      It wasn’t entertained any more.

      And its sights centered on me – the annoying little pest who’d been zapping it the last four hours.

      The monster lifted up one colossal crab leg and brought down the pointed tip right on my head.

      Dead.

      Immediately.

      I came to in the graveyard and raced back out into the street to find an even weirder scene.

      “No, no, bad kraken!” Zali scolded the monster. “We must not keel Ee-an!”

      The kraken looked abashed, like it had done something wrong.

      “Awww… you are a good kraken, no?” the warlock relented, and began rubbing its fingers on the kraken’s belly again. “I teeckle your belly, I teeckle your belly!”

      The kraken started chortling again and waving its tentacles happily.

      If Zali wanted to play with his new pet, then he could distract the kraken and I would go after him. Fine by me.

      I threw out my hand. Fifty tiny demons flew out of my sleeve, and Chain of Darkness wrapped around Zali.

      -750

      -743

      -735

      Wait – what the fuck?!

      Last time his damage had been in the 600’s!

      I checked his stats again. Don’t tell me the little bastard –

      

      Zali – Warlock

      Level 48

      Health: 72,772 out of 75,000

      

      GOD DAMMIT!

      He’d leveled up AGAIN!

      “Eee-an, what are you do-eeng?!” Zali called out plaintively.

      “KEEELING YOU!” I shouted.

      Of course, now that Zali was distracted, the kraken wasn’t getting tickled anymore.

      I was watching for its crab legs – but I didn’t see the giant tentacle that snaked around the buildings behind me.

      WHOMP.

      Dead again.

      I resurrected and ran back to the kraken.

      “Eee-an, Eee-an, let us stop thees pointless fight-eeng!” Zali called down. “Come een-side my garden and I weel show you my new sculptures, no?”

      “NO!” I yelled in frustration as I continued to attack him.

      Kraken leg again.

      WHOMP.

      I came to in the graveyard and ran as fast as I could down the street –

      And saw the villa on my left, completely unguarded.

      YES!

      I darted inside and raced through it to the sculpture garden.

      I started blasting the first sculpture I came to, a ten-foot-tall penis with a disembodied hand jacking it off.

      “Yes, yes, destroy it!” the motionless succubi and incubi cheered me on.

      “Blast it to dust!”

      “Free us, PLEASE!”

      I was more than happy to oblige.

      The giant marble penis shattered into rubble.

      I got some sympathy pains in my balls, but I moved on to the next sculpture.

      And then I heard Zali’s voice screaming as he swam frantically overhead. “Eee-an, Eee-an, NO! I cannot allow you to destroy my art!”

      “TOO BAD!” I yelled as I hit a giant puckered marble asshole with Darkfire.

      That’s when Zali let loose on me.

      Dead.

      Again.

      I came back at least 20 more times and tried a variety of ways to defeat the little warlock: attacking him. Attacking his sculpture. Trying to get the kraken to kill him.

      And no matter what, I failed.

      Every. Single. Time.

      Death by Zali.

      Death by kraken.

      Death by giant puckered marble asshole falling over on top of me. (I don’t want to talk about that one.)

      Finally I gave up.

      “You win,” I called out dejectedly. “I’m leaving.”

      “Stay, Eee-an! Stay and play weeth the kraken, no?”

      “No,” I grumbled, and walked out through the ruins of the city wall.

      All around me, Naga warriors were applauding Zali.

      The nymphs grudgingly stood there waiting for the Naga to finish.

      Then, as though realizing they all had work to do, they picked up their weapons and started fighting each other again.

      I slogged my way through the groups of fighting soldiers until I reached Alaria, Stig, and the mermaids waiting at the edge of the battlefield. They all watched sympathetically as I trudged over, utterly dejected.

      “Well, that was a colossal waste of time,” I muttered. “And I do mean colossal.”

      “Sorry, honey,” Alaria said as she brushed back my hair.

      “Yeah, sorry, boss,” Stig said, then added, “Where’s my booze?”

      “Soon,” I growled.

      “At least you removed the kraken from our shores,” Oceana said sweetly. “It seems to have found a new home.”

      I looked behind me to see the kraken rolling around like a puppy on the seafloor outside the ruined walls of the city, as Zali swam above it and ‘teeckled’ its belly.

      “…yeah,” I muttered. “Great.”

      “What should we do now?” Oceana asked.

      “I’m going back to land and tackle those other dungeons,” I said. “If you don’t mind, could you take me back?”

      “Of course.”

      “Is there anything that would make you feel better in the meantime?” Alaria asked.

      I thought for a second.

      “Another tittyfuck orgy wouldn’t hurt,” I said.

      “YAAAAAY!” all the mermaids cheered.

      “Ah, fuck me,” Stig griped.

      “Alright,” Oceana said.

      “NO!” he yelled, and scampered away across the battlefield.

      “Where are you going?!” I yelled after him.

      “To find some BOOZE!”

      “Stig – ” Alaria called angrily.

      “No, let him go,” I told her. “I promised him something to drink and I can’t deliver, so… just let him go find some on his own.”

      “But we need to go back to shore,” Alaria pointed out.

      “Not necessarily,” I said with a smile as I pulled the dungeon core out of my bag.

      I hastily set up a building big enough to house me, Alaria, and 30 mermaids comfortably.

      Tittyfuck Palace, you might say.

      I felt better very soon thereafter.
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      After Alaria and the mermaids got their fill, I went out to find Stig. He had somehow found a bottle of rum again.

      “Where did you get that?” I asked, more Ho hum than usual. I mean, this was about the fifth time he’d done it. It would have been more unusual if he hadn’t found booze. Apparently Fathmos had free alcohol dispensaries for needy imps.

      “Nice people,” he scowled at me as he took another swig.

      I didn’t say anything else and let him keep drinking as we went back to the mermaids. After all, I still owed him, and I hadn’t made good on my debt yet.

      We spent the night inside Tittyfuck Palace. More naughtiness ensued, but I used the dungeon core to build Stig his own little wing far away from the action. He was so drunk when I tucked him into bed that I doubt he heard anything that happened afterwards.

      The next morning, after one last orgy, I broke down Tittyfuck Palace using the dungeon core. The mermaids swam us back to shore, and we all said our goodbyes. I summoned my horse Balrog, and then Stig, Alaria, and I set off for the Pit of Kakaroth.

      It took us the rest of the day to reach the seaside town of Vixil, an odd little village where all the homes and shops were carved into mountainous stone cliffs. The Pit was about a mile away and it was getting dark, so we decided to save it for tomorrow.

      We found an inn and stocked up on supplies – including lots of alcohol so Stig didn’t have to keep accepting handouts from strangers. After letting him suck down three bottles of wine during dinner as a reward for taking on the kraken, we holed up for the night and awoke bright and early to tackle Kakaroth.

      The Pit was a half-mile-wide hole in the rocky cliffs, with a single dirt path that spiraled down into the depths of the earth. Imagine Dante’s Inferno and the Nine Circles of Hell, but without the flames or people swimming in poop (yes, that’s a real thing – Dante was fucked up).

      But just like the Inferno, there were monsters.

      Lots and lots of monsters.

      I grinded the dungeon four or five times with different groups of adventurers. Sadly, no hot lesbians who were DTF.

      But I got a lot out of it. First, the stuff I kept:

      Cowl of Darkness: +20 Armor, +20 Intellect, +10 Stamina, +5 Critical Strike, +5 Haste

      Enchanted Silk Shirt: +10 Armor, +10 Intellect

      Cloak of the Pit: +15 Armor, +20 Intellect, +15 Critical Strike, +10 Haste

      Wand of the Dark Spiral: +70 Intellect, +50 Stamina, +10 Critical Strike, +10 Haste

      The Hood and the Wand were the best. Even though most of my cloaks had hoods in them, the Cowl was the first true head armor I’d found, and I got a corresponding bump in protection because of it. It worked well with the Cloak of the Pit – the Cowl just sort of magically attached itself to the Cloak and formed one seamless piece of clothing.

      The Wand was even better. After the Scepter of the Servant, I’d won the Wand of the Dead back at the Tomb of Tharos. Then I’d gotten the Staff of the Abyss, which would have given me a boost to Intellect and Stamina – but only if I sacrificed my Critical Strike stats.

      The Wand of the Dark Spiral solved all of that. Extra Intellect, extra Stamina, and both Critical Strike and Haste at the same time.

      I got some other stuff, too, but none of it had stats better than what I’d gotten in the Great Abyss, so I just sold it outside the dungeon.

      When you factored in the sales plus the 91 gold I’d gotten in loot, I’d made over 125 gold in one day.

      Fuckin’ A.

      It almost made me wonder if maybe I should put off killing Zali for a while, grind dungeons, and try to make back the money I owed Varkus Gark, the goblin mob boss I was in debt to.

      The original amount had only been 4000 gold. Unfortunately, the last I’d heard, I owed him 13,000 gold in penalties and interest. That had been back in the city of Vos when I’d fought the bounty hunters Zoran, Sketterex, and Cirra.

      That had been weeks ago. God only knows how much I owed now.

      If you have no morals and want to get into a very lucrative business, become a goblin loan shark in OtherWorld. You’ll clean up.

      Besides the money, another nice thing happened: I leveled up to 30.

      Now, normally at Levels that are multiples of 5, I get a new demon.

      (Don’t get excited. The story doesn’t have a happy ending. At least for me, anyway.)

      I’d gotten Stig when I’d started out, Alaria at 5, Dorp at 10, Blutus at 15, and Fugly at 25. At Level 20 I’d bought my horse, Balrog. When you get a new mount every 20 levels, you don’t get a demon.

      Other than Alaria and Stig, my track record with demons was middling at best.

      I’d been a complete asshole to Dorp when Alaria dumped me, and trying to apologize to him later hadn’t repaired our relationship. He’d walked away and never looked back. I couldn’t blame him for that.

      Blutus left to go take watercolor classes or get into musical theater or something. And Fugly had flown off after a school of flying fish, never to be seen again.

      That’s the chance you take when you free your demons.

      I missed having all those guys around. Well, at least their abilities. I’d never really bonded with them the way I had with Stig and Alaria. But with Dorp’s illusions, Blutus’s brute strength, and Fugly’s acid attacks, I would have been one powerful mofo by now. Might’ve even been able to beat Zali.

      So I was looking forward to my next demon for sure.

      When the You can now summon a new demon! window popped up, I waited until we were out of the dungeon. Then I went out on the seaside cliffs, pulled out my Warlock grimoire, and cast the spell to create the collar.

      I was a little taken aback when I got two collars joined by a leather strap. Really wicked-looking thing with sharp metal spikes.

      Two collars?

      Did that mean two heads?

      What kind of monstrosity was I going to get this time?

      I did the summoning. When the purplish-black energy dissipated and the smoke cleared, there stood…

      …a two-headed dog.

      Except it was a skeleton.

      And it was on fire.

      “…okay…” I muttered.

      The computer window notified me that it was a Hellhound.

      Sure looked the part. No eyes, no skin, no internal organs – just a bunch of moving, walking bones on fire.

      Because it seemed to be a fire-based demon, it probably wouldn’t be much good underwater against Zali – but I was betting it would be pretty formidable on land, though.

      “AR-RAR-RAR-RAARRRRRR!” one head barked.

      “GA-ROOOOOO!” the other one howled.

      “Ohhhh, he’s so cute!” Alaria squealed.

      I raised an eyebrow. “‘Cute’? Seriously?”

      “He reminds me of my dog when I was little.”

      “O-kaaaay…”

      She had grown up in one of the Seven Hells (at least according to the backstory Westek’s game developers had given her). I guess childhood pets were different there.

      Maybe it was my imagination, but I thought the two heads were scowling at me when I looked back at them. Like they understood that I’d been dissing them.

      Nah.

      Impossible.

      It was a skeleton dog, for god’s sake.

      “Should I free it?” I asked.

      “Don’t tell me we’re back to this again,” Alaria said in irritation. “I thought after Soraiya we agreed that you were going to free all your demons from now on.”

      “But – ”

      “Yeah, boss, don’t be a dick,” Stig burped.

      I shot him a look. “It’s a DOG.”

      “It’s a Hellhound,” Alaria said. “They’re highly intelligent.”

      “What, for a dog?” I asked condescendingly.

      Again, I could have sworn the dog heads gave me some stink-eye. It was a little hard to tell, though, since they were just skeletons. Can’t really narrow your eyes when all you’ve got is bone.

      “No, not just ‘for a dog.’ Their intelligence is roughly equivalent to a human’s,” Alaria informed me.

      “WHAT?!”

      “That ain’t sayin’ much,” Stig muttered.

      I glared at him again, then shook my head in disbelief. “Give me a break – how intelligent can they really – ”

      I was interrupted by the sound of somebody peeing.

      At first I thought Stig might be taking a leak –

      But nobody peed in OtherWorld. It wasn’t part of the game programming.

      And there Stig was, anyway, looking up at me. No pee.

      I turned around to see the Hellhound with one leg hiked up, an arc of flaming liquid shooting out from between its legs and onto my foot.

      Basically, the Hellhound was piddling fire on me out of an invisible ghost dick.

      “AAAAAH! BAD DOG, BAD DOG!” I yelled as I stomped my foot in the dust, trying to put out the fire.

      “HH-HH-HH-HHHHH,” the dog wheezed with laughter.

      I finally got the fire out and scowled at my newest demon.

      “How smart are they?” Alaria asked rhetorically, barely suppressing a smile. “Apparently intelligent enough to feel insulted.”

      “FINE,” I snapped, then pointed at Boney Lassie. “I’m going to free you – so DON’T do that again, got it?”

      “AR-RAR-RAR-RAARRRRRR!” one head barked.

      “GA-ROOOOOO!” the other one howled.

      I reached down gingerly and touched the collar, which came loose in my hand. Luckily my new eel-skin gloves protected me completely from the fire on its neck.

      As soon as I removed the collar, the Hellhound howled with joy and began chasing its skeletal tail.

      “Okay, okay, simmer down,” I said. “Now we’re going to – ”

      And then the dog tore off across the cliffs, fast as it could.

      “HEY!” I yelled. “WHERE DO YOU THINK YOU’RE GOING?!”

      The Hellhound disappeared into the hills. I caught one more glimpse of the flames dancing up from its spine, and then it was gone.

      “Motherfucker…” I muttered in irritation.

      “Oh well,” Alaria said, and patted me on the shoulder. “He’s free now for the first time. You did the right thing.”

      “Yeah, let’s just hope he doesn’t go peeing on a bunch of scrub brush,” I sighed.

      Other than getting a new demon and immediately losing it, though, I’d gained a hell of a lot over the last few hours.

      

      Level 30

      

      Health 4410

      Mana 4100

      Intellect 348

      Stamina 289

      Armor 137

      

      Necklace of Ra’nath: +40 Intellect, +20 Stamina

      

      Cowl of Darkness: +20 Armor, +20 Intellect, +10 Stamina, +5 Critical Strike, +5 Haste

      Fish-Scale Shoulderpads: +10 Armor, + 5 Intellect

      Cloak of the Pit: +20 Armor, +20 Intellect, +10 Stamina, +15 Critical Strike, +10 Haste

      Enchanted Silk Shirt: +10 Armor, +10 Intellect

      Eel-Skin Vest: +15 Armor, +6 Stamina

      Whale-Bone Bracers: +12 Armor, + 3 Intellect, +5 Stamina

      Eel-Skin Pants: +10 Armor, +2 Intellect, +2 Stamina

      Captain Darrow’s Belt: +10 Armor, +7 Intellect, +7 Stamina

      Shark-Skin Boots: +20 Armor, +10 Intellect, +25 Stamina

      Eel-Skin Gloves: +10 Armor, +5 Intellect

      Rings:  Ring of Balos: Ability to breathe underwater

      Ring of Tharos: +60 Intellect, +40 Stamina, +20 Haste

      

      Trinkets: Galatan Trinket of Speed – Underwater Locomotion

      Talisman of the Sea Goddess +5% Health

      

      Wand of the Dark Spiral

      +70 Intellect

      +50 Stamina

      +20 Critical Strike

      +20 Haste

      

      Critical Strike: 8.6%

      Haste: 9.9%

      

      For one, my hit points had gone up significantly, aided by my new Level and the Talisman of the Sea Goddess.

      Between all the cool stuff I’d gotten in the Great Abyss and the Pit of Kakaroth, my armor had more than doubled. Which meant I could absorb a lot more punishment in a fight.

      And I’d actually increased my Critical Strike and Haste. I could cast spells almost 10% faster – and every 11 spells, I would cast one with twice as much damage.

      Despite all that, though, the most important thing that happened to me wasn’t the dungeon, or hitting Level 30, or the fire-peeing demon dog.

      It was the man who showed up twelve hours later.
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      The next morning we did one last run on the Pit. By the end I was confident I’d gotten all the good loot and that it was time to move on. If I stayed around to grind the dungeon, all I would pick up would be duplicates of wands that I would just end up selling to local merchants.

      Not bad if my goal was to pay off Varkus – but we had a warlock to kill, and I for one was looking forward to leveling up and getting a new spell.

      I said goodbye to the last group of players we’d gone in with and prepared to depart. The Mount Nihilus dungeon was another 40 miles away, so Alaria, Stig, and I had a long ride ahead of us.

      I’d just summoned Balrog when a cheery voice called out, “Ho, good fellow – can you tell me, are you Ian Hertzfelder?”

      I turned to see a man in black robes coming over a slight rise in the cliffs. He wore a silver chain around his neck and carried an ivory staff ringed with a couple of iron bands. He had dark hair, a close-cropped beard, and a black eye-patch.

      I hesitated. Although the guy’s voice was friendly enough, there was something off about him.

      Eyepatches are rarely an indicator of good guys in OtherWorld.

      “Who are you?” I asked.

      The man chuckled as he walked closer. He was about 40 feet away now. “It’s an easy enough question, my friend! Are you or aren’t you Ian Hertzfelder?”

      The tone of voice was still cheerful, but the words were pretty damn dickish.

      I selected him to check out his stats.

      

      Storn

      Umbra Priest

      Level 37

      Health: 16,000

      

      Level 37 was seven higher than me. Not good if he challenged me to a fight, but not overwhelmingly bad. He only had 16,000 hit points, after all. Almost four times as many as me, yeah – but with Alaria and Stig to help me, I stood a good chance against him.

      It was the ‘Umbra Priest’ designation that gave me pause.

      Normally priests in OtherWorld were Healers. Not always, but that was the reason the majority of players chose them. Priests were always in high demand for dungeons.

      But there were also Umbra Priests – ‘shadow’ priests in Latin. They usually served malevolent gods, and whatever healing abilities they had they used only on themselves. All their other powers were offensive rather than defensive, and usually tended towards curses, disease, and pain.

      Then Alaria got me even more concerned.

      “Ian,” she whispered frantically.

      “What?” I whispered, not taking my eyes off the guy.

      “That symbol around his neck – he’s a priest of Razak, God of Pain.”

      I glanced at his silver necklace and saw the symbol hanging at the center: a three-pronged wheel of spikes. It looked like somebody had taken a swastika, cut off one of its legs, and rearranged the angles a bit.

      Not to mention that, as he got closer, I began to make out a few more details about him.

      Like the bleached finger bones affixed to the necklace.

      And the fact that the staff wasn’t made of ivory, but three human femurs bound together by bands of iron.

      So basically creepy as fuck.

      The Umbra Priest smiled. “Well, if you won’t tell me, I’ll just find out for myself.”

      He lifted his staff, and the knobby head glowed with black energy.

      Suddenly my right hand hurt like somebody had slashed me with a hot knife.

      “OW!” I yelled, and pulled off my eel-skin glove to see what the fuck had happened.

      A golden circle glowed briefly on my skin, then faded from view. The pain disappeared with it.

      It was the seal that Varkus had slapped on me when I’d gone into debt to him… and it was how his bounty hunters tracked me.

      As soon as they saw the seal, Alaria and Stig tensed up.

      “I see I was right!” the Umbra Priest crowed. “Let me introduce myself. My name is Storn. I’m sure you know whom I represent.”

      “The god of good grammar?” I asked sarcastically.

      Storn smiled and drawled, “No… not that god.”

      The way he said it sent a chill down my back.

      “Varkus wants his money,” Storn continued.

      “How much do I owe him, anyway?”

      “As of this morning, 32,000 in gold.”

      “What the FUCK?! It was only 13,000 a couple of weeks ago!”

      Storn smiled beatifically. “Of all the miracles known to us, daily compound interest is by far the greatest.”

      Yeah, made sense he would think that. After all, he was a God of Pain’s priest who worked for a loan shark mob boss.

      “What’s the interest rate?!” I snapped.

      “I believe it’s 3% per day.”

      I nearly choked. “PER DAY?!”

      Christ!

      There was no way I’d be able to pay that off!

      “I never agreed to that!” I shouted.

      The priest shrugged. “It was all in the contract you signed. You should always read the fine print.”

      “He’s right, boss,” Stig piped up.

      “OKAY, Suze Orman from HELL,” I snapped at my imp, then turned back to Storn. “I don’t have 32,000 gold.”

      “Varkus figured as much… which is why he’ll take your head in payment.”

      Storn raised up his bone staff –

      “Tell him he can have YOURS instead,” I snarled as I cast Chain of Darkness.

      The lasso of demons shot out of my sleeve and looped around Storn.

      Didn’t stop him from attacking me, though.

      A black lightning bolt blasted out of his staff and slammed me onto my back.

      A red number floated up above me, informing me of the Damage.

      -10% Health

      Of course, a whole bunch of golden numbers were flashing through the air, too – the result of Chain of Darkness:

      -160

      -158

      -157

      -155

      The Chain o’ Pain wasn’t nearly as impressive on a dude with only 16,000 hit points as it was on a kraken with 2 million.

      I ignored that, though, because I had bigger problems to worry about.

      His one attack had carved off a tenth of my Health in less than two seconds.

      Yet it was going to take me TEN seconds to do roughly the same amount of Damage to him.

      And even though he had Chain of Darkness binding him, he could still attack me.

      Which he did.

      “Four Horsemen!” he cried out.

      The air boiled with black smoke, and four riders raced out of the haze.

      This was apparently the Book of Revelation version of my spell Unholy Quintet.

      I had imps; apparently this guy had harbingers of the Apocalypse.

      One rider was emaciated as a skeleton.

      One was covered with sores and boils.

      One was drenched in blood.

      And one carried a scythe and rode a pale horse.

      I’ll bet the religious protestors would have loved this Storn guy. He was right up their alley.

      I scrambled to my feet. “ALARIA!”

      She grabbed my arm, flapped her wings, and lifted me into the air.

      The riders were too fast, though.

      We wouldn’t have gotten away – but Balrog saved us.

      My horse reared up on his hind legs, screamed, and kicked his forelegs out at the approaching riders.

      One of his hooves caught Famine (or whoever the skeleton guy was) in the head and knocked him clean out of his saddle.

      But Death used his scythe to cut Balrog’s head clean off.

      There was no blood. My horse just dissolved into the smoke that made up his twisting mane, and then he was gone.

      ASSHOLES!

      I wanted to stay and kill them for that, but I knew better than to try.

      Alaria managed to lift us out of the range of their weapons just in the nick of time.

      We soared away from the cliff and out over the water a hundred feet below.

      Because I’d been attacked, Stig had been attacked by proxy, and his teleportation powers kicked in. He appeared on Alaria’s back in a puff of smoke.

      “Whoa,” Stig said. “That bitch is crazy.”

      “You ain’t kiddin’,” I said, and looked back to see Storn racing up to the edge of the cliff as his horsemen dissolved into smoke.

      “DARK TRINITY!” the Umbra Priest roared as he raised his staff.

      Thunder rumbled above us, and the sky grew dark –

      And three winged figures flew out of the clouds.

      For a second I had a flashback to Exardus.

      …Meera?

      I could be forgiven for thinking it was her. The figures were all women, they were all flying, and they all had feathered wings.

      But as they came closer, I saw they most definitely weren’t angels.

      Ever seen that creepy internet urban legend that goes around every few years? That one where a hideous, bug-eyed, evil-looking bird lady supposedly contacts children and tells them to kill themselves?

      Momo.

      That’s her name.

      I guess they were technically harpies, but it looked more like we had three fuckin’ Momo’s bearing down on us.

      “VRAAAAARK!” the nearest one shrieked as she dove at Alaria.

      “AAAAAH!” Stig yelled as he teleported out of the way.

      “AAAAAH!” Alaria screamed as the harpy’s talons ripped through her right wing.

      I blasted Momo in the face with Soul Suck, which drove her off – but there were two more harpies just 15 feet away and closing fast.

      Not only that, but Alaria was severely injured. She could barely keep us airborne.

      Any second we were going to plunge down into the –

      That was it!

      “ALARIA, GO UNDERWATER!” I yelled as I cast Terrify at the nearest harpy and drove it off, then fired a Darkbolt at the third.

      Alaria went into a dive, and we SPLASHED! into the sea.

      And kept on swimming down, down, down.

      Up above, I saw the harpies’ talons rake the surface of the waves as they tried to divebomb us – but that was as far as they could go. They weren’t built to travel underwater.

      We were, thanks to my Ring of Baloq.

      The first thing I did was use Self-Sacrifice on Alaria. Blue energy poured from my hands into her body, and the rips in her wing healed in seconds.

      “Thanks, babe,” she said, gingerly testing her wings out by flapping them.

      “Thank you for saving me,” I said, and gave her a quick kiss.

      I waited until I was reasonably sure the harpies had disappeared, then swam up to the surface to take a look.

      Mostly I went out of curiosity.

      Well… maybe to gloat, too. I was sure I was out of the Umbra Priest’s range of attack, so I wanted to tell him exactly what Varkus could do with his bounty.

      Imagine my surprise, then, when I poked my head above water and saw the bastard running over the waves towards us.

      Holy SHIT – he had the ability to walk on water, too! FUCK!

      He was still four or five hundred feet away, but he was gaining fast.

      Alaria and Stig surfaced right next to me, and Alaria’s eyes widened.

      “Wait,” she cried out, “is he Jesus?!”

      “What?! No – why would you think that?”

      “He can walk on water!”

      Oh yeah.

      I’d jokingly told Alaria various factoids about J. Christ over the months. Now, anytime somebody did something He could do – things which were miraculous in the real world, but not so much in a videogame (see: walking on water, raising the dead, healing others, self-resurrection) – she thought they were Jesus.

      “It’s not Jesus,” I said.

      “Is it his brother?”

      “NO.”

      “Can he turn water into wine?” Stig asked.

      “Who, Jesus or that guy?”

      “That guy.”

      That would be a weird power for a videogame – but actually pretty popular, now that I thought about it.

      “I don’t know,” I admitted.

      “If he can, we should make friends with him,” Stig said decisively.

      “He’s trying it kill me. We’re not making friends with him.”

      “Ahhh, fuck me,” Stig muttered.

      Storn was a couple hundred feet away now.

      “You can’t escape me that easily, Warlock!” he called out cheerfully as he ran over the waves.

      “Not trying to, obviously,” I yelled as I weighed my options.

      I could get into a back-and-forth battle with him and possibly get 10,000 XP or so. But if I lost, I would resurrect at the nearest graveyard, which was probably on land.

      In fact, I was betting that was Storn’s plan. Once he cornered me on the shore, he could probably whip my ass – and either kill me 300 times or deliver me back to Varkus.

      Here in the water, I could evade him easily. We could just dive deep until we were out of his range of attack.

      The only problem was that I wanted to get back to land to do the other two dungeons. I really wanted to level up and defeat Zali.

      However, getting back to land was easy enough. All we had to do was submerge to a depth Storn couldn’t see us, swim a couple of miles, walk back up on shore, and continue our journey.

      Problem solved.

      I had shit to do, places to go, evil ex-masters to kill. I didn’t really have time to deal with cheerful asshole Priests.

      He was only about 80 feet away when I made my decision.

      “On second thought – fuck off,” I shouted at him, and dove beneath the waves. Alaria and Stig followed me.

      Once I was sure I was out of Storn’s range, I stopped and looked up.

      There he was, up on the surface of the water – only his boot soles visible, like he was standing on a giant pane of glass.

      It was actually kind of cool.

      “We’re not going to kill him?” Alaria asked.

      “Too much trouble,” I answered.

      “Chicken,” Stig said matter-of-factly.

      I pointed at the surface. “Be my guest and go up there and have fun. Maybe you can ride a couple of those harpies of his.”

      Stig looked up like he was considering it… then made a face. “Naaah.”

      “Chicken,” I taunted him playfully.

      Stig nodded. “Yup.”

      “What are we going to do, then?” Alaria asked.

      “We’ll just go deep enough that he can’t see us, swim underwater for a couple of miles, and then get out of the water.”

      “Aren’t you forgetting that he can track you by the seal on your hand?” Alaria asked.

      Oh.

      Oh yeah.

      Well, SHIT – there went a perfect plan.

      …or maybe…

      “Let’s see if he can track me underwater,” I said. “You guys stay here for a second.”

      I cast Invisibility and started swimming.

      At my top speed, I was able to cover about 9 feet per second. By the time 20 seconds elapsed, I was a good 180 feet away.

      Unfortunately, the fucker’s boot soles followed right along with me.

      DAMN IT.

      Alaria was right. He was able to track me despite the Invisibility.

      Not only that, but my top swimming speed – about six miles per hour – was easily matched by his running speed. No matter how far we swam, he would easily be able to keep pace.

      If we’d had the mermaids, we could have easily outrun him.

      But we didn’t have the mermaids, unfortunately.

      I came to a stop and treaded water as Alaria and Stig swam over to me.

      “Well, that didn’t work,” Alaria said.

      “Yeah, I noticed,” I snapped. “Help me think of – ”

      “Boss!” Stig cried out as he pointed straight up.

      I looked up to see a glass wine bottle steadily dropping down through the water towards us.

      What the hell?

      There must have been no air in it, because it didn’t float.

      I wondered if it was a trap – if he’d imbued it with some sort of dark spell – but as it floated down even with me, I saw there was a piece of parchment stuck in the neck.

      Message in a bottle, indeed.

      I reached out and grabbed it. As I pulled out the message, I couldn’t help but think, What, he’s got waterproof parchment and ink?

      Turns it was some sort of magic. Golden words glowed on the paper in a spidery script.

      I can follow you anywhere, Warlock. Come up to the surface and settle this like a man, or I will be forced to come and get you.

      I snorted. “I’d like to see you try, doucheb– ”

      “IAN!” Alaria screamed as she pointed down.

      I looked just in time to see a GIANT whale heading straight for us, about 80 feet beneath our feet. It was the size of a blue whale, but its skin was black. I could only see one eye on the side of its head, but it glowed red.

      “WHAT THE – SWIM!” I yelled at the others.

      Too late.

      Not only did the whale have the element of surprise, but it moved at least three times faster. It was upon us before we could even react.

      The whale opened its mouth, and the water all around us sucked downwards in a vacuum.

      We screamed as we tumbled into the dark cave of its mouth and its lips sealed shut behind us, plunging us into darkness.
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      My first thought was, We’re going to die!

      …but we didn’t.

      I half expected to feel my body being shredded by razor-sharp teeth –

      Then I remembered this was a whale, not a Great White. They didn’t have any teeth.

      The whale might have been able to crush us to death, I guess, but we seemed to have bypassed that danger. There wasn’t any pain, just inky blackness.

      In fact, there was even air.

      Dank, nasty, rotten-fish-smelling air, but air nonetheless.

      “Guys?” I spoke out loud to the darkness.

      “What just happened?” Alaria cried out in fear.

      “We got ate,” Stig said.

      “Yeah, we figured that one out, thanks,” I said sarcastically. “Give us some light.”

      There was a FWOMP as Alaria and Stig both conjured fireballs in their palms that let us see our new surroundings.

      We were inside what looked like a slimy pink cave, 20 feet tall, with the flesh-covered vertebrae of a giant spine above us.

      We were sitting in about a foot of water. Small dead fish – some of them fresh, most of them decidedly not – were floating all around us.

      “EWWW!” Alaria said, making a face.

      “Hmm,” Stig said as he poked at a floating fish – which suddenly started thrashing around in the water. “ACK!”

      As I looked around, I experienced some serious déjà vu. “Wait a second… OH HELL NO.”

      Alaria looked at me in surprise. “What?”

      “This is some PINOCCHIO bullshit!” I snapped.

      “Pinocchio?”

      “Yeah, it’s a mov– uh, a story about a little wooden puppet who wants to be a real boy, and he gets swallowed by a whale.”

      “Oh,” Alaria said, nodding. “Finocchio.”

      “What?” I asked, confused. “No, Pinocchio.”

      “Little wooden puppet that came to life? Wants to be real? Has a blue fairy who helps him out, and a tiny talking insect?”

      “Yeah!” I said, stunned that she knew the story of Pinocchio.

      “Yes. Finocchio,” Alaria said. “He’s a mob boss, a rival of Varkus’s. The blue fairy’s his enforcer, and the cricket is his consigliere.”

      I stared at her in disbelief. I wasn’t sure whether to be more surprised by the fact that OtherWorld had turned Pinocchio into The Godfather, or that Alaria knew the Italian word for a mob boss’s advisor.

      “Wait – you mean to tell me that – ”

      A rumbling rose up all around us. It sounded like we were in the world’s biggest upset stomach.

      Which I guess we were.

      “What the hell?” I said, staring all around us at the cave. The walls seemed to be rippling.

      “Uh, boss, the floor’s movin’,” Stig said, lifting up one hand in distaste.

      I could feel it, too – like –

      Muscular contractions.

      “OH SHIT,” I yelled at the others, “HANG ON!”

      The entire cave convulsed and contracted. The far end pinched together, and a tidal wave of water and dead fish rolled over us, propelling us forward.

      The fuckin’ whale was barfing us up.

      Everybody oooooooout!

      As the water subsided, leaving us covered in dead fish, I realized we were on a small, sandy beach.

      I turned around to see the whale sliding back into the water, one evil red eye staring at me as the monster slipped back beneath the waves.

      Wait… they didn’t get out of the whale in Pinocchio by getting puked out. They escaped by building a fire that made the whale sneeze. And when they got out, it tried to swallow them again!

      That meant –

      “This isn’t some Pinocchio bullshit – this is some fuckin’ Jonah and the Whale bullshit!” I shouted.

      “I know Finocchio,” a cheerful voice said. “Never heard of this Jonah fellow, though.”

      I turned around to see the Umbra Priest standing on the shore behind us, casually leaning on his bone staff.

      Motherfucker.

      “See?” Alaria said as she pointed at Storn. “It’s Finocchio.”

      I ignored her and focused my attention on the bounty hunter. “You summoned that whale?”

      “Of course.”

      I guess it made sense, in a fucked-up, biblical kind of way. We’d already seen the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse and a grotesque version of angels with the semi-blasphemous name ‘Dark Trinity.’

      If you were going to do an evil parody of another Bible story, there weren’t many more famous than Jonah and the Whale.

      Somebody in the writers’ department at Westek sure wanted to stick it to their old Sunday School teachers.

      Ordinarily I would have approved – but after being chased, attacked, and vomited out by said Bible stories, I was kind of hankering for some good ol’ familiar Mage hijinks.

      “And I’ll keep summoning it, again and again, if you run away,” Storn said in a jaunty voice. “I might not be able to follow you underwater, but my whale can.”

      “Unh-unh,” I said, not convinced. “You shouldn’t be able to summon your whale if we’re out of range of your magic.”

      “What, my range to cast Leviathan?” He grinned. “I simply need to be near water.”

      Leviathan.

      Of course.

      More Sunday School-inspired bullshit.

      “But once I’ve summoned it, the whale has unlimited range. And it continues to exist on this plane until I release it.”

      A spell. It was all a fuckin’ spell.

      …but spells had cool-downs.

      Especially ones as big as a whale.

      “Let’s test that,” I said, and flung out my arm.

      My lasso of little demons shot through the air and surrounded Storn with Chain of Darkness.

      “GO, GO, GO!” I yelled as I grabbed Stig and rushed into the water.

      Storn managed to hit me with one of his lightning bolts – but it only took off 7.5% of my Health.

      Thank you, Chain of Darkness!

      Alaria grabbed me from behind and flew us across the ocean waves.

      Any second now, I was preparing to hear the thunderclap –

      BOOM.

      There it was.

      And here came the three little Momos diving down at us like raptors.

      “UNDERWATER!” I yelled.

      Alaria plunged us beneath the surface, and we all swam as deep as we could.

      The harpies couldn’t get us, but we were still in relatively shallow waters.

      I looked over my shoulder –

      Yup, here came a pair of black boots running over the waves.

      “Go as deep as you can!” I yelled at Stig and Alaria.

      “That’s what she said,” Stig croaked.

      “NOT THE TIME!”

      We followed the sloping ocean bottom until we were well out of Storn’s reach.

      Well, the reach of his surface attacks, anyway.

      Now all we had to worry about was his damn whale.

      I kept my eye on the game clock to see what kind of cooldown the spell had. We’d spent almost a minute on shore before we bolted, so – if Storn was telling the truth – I was figuring we’d see Monstro or Leviathan or whatever the fuck its name was about eight to nine minutes later.

      Sure enough, exactly eight and a half minutes after I started keeping track, we saw a gigantic black shape looming in the darkness ahead of us.

      Ten-minute cool-down.

      I could work with that.

      I selected the whale as it swam closer.

      

      Leviathan

      Health: 100,000

      

      100,000 friggin’ hit points?!

      How the HELL did a Level 37 Priest have a minion with 100,000 hit points?!

      FUCK this fucking game, man!

      We weren’t going to be able to kill it, not outright – but maybe we could evade capture and wait it out.

      “Hide down in the coral beds!” I yelled at Alaria and Stig, and we all dove for the bottom of the sea floor.

      We made it, too, and hid in the crevices between some brain coral.

      Didn’t do us any good, though.

      The whale butted its massive head into the coral beds, cracking the space between them wide open.

      Then it opened its mouth and sucked in, and the rushing water pulled us into the belly of the beast.

      “God DAMN it!” I yelled when we wound up in the cave of rotting fish again.

      But now we had something to fight back against.

      “KILL the fuckin’ thing!” I yelled.

      I hit its innards with Soul Suck, Alaria used her flaming pitchfork to stab it, and Stig lobbed fireballs at its stomach walls. Altogether, we took off almost 27K in hit points before it vomited us back out.

      More on that in a second.

      During our attack – the worst case of cetacean indigestion in history, I’m sure – I realized why the whale had so much Health: because it didn’t inflict any Damage on us, and it had absolutely no defenses. The only thing that kept it alive was its enormous reserves of Health.

      You know how some monsters in video games have a grappling hook that latches onto you and pulls you towards the monster so it can bash in your brains?

      Storn was the monster, and the whale was the grappling hook. That was essentially the idea.

      Interestingly enough, this time the whale didn’t take us all the way back to shore. It just headed straight to the surface and puked us out.

      Right where Storn was waiting for us.

      “So good to see you again!” he said cheerfully as we wiped the rotting fish out of our faces.

      Then he zapped me with more lightning.

      I cast Chain of Darkness and hit him with Doomsday, all while Alaria and Stig tried to fight off his goddamn harpies.

      Didn’t matter.

      Yeah, I took off nearly 10% of Storn’s hit points with Chain of Darkness, and another 7% with Doomsday, but then the bastard went and healed himself.

      The Umbra Priest raised his bone staff into the air, and black magic flowed from its knobby head into his chest.

      Immediately his Health Bar went up to 95%.

      FUCKER!

      Soul Suck was my secret weapon as a Warlock. Not only did it hurt my enemies, but it replenished my Health at the same time.

      I’d never fought anyone whose healing powers so easily canceled out my own.

      Not to mention he was 7 Levels higher than me.

      If we kept trading blows like this – doing Damage then healing, doing more Damage, then healing – he was going to eventually win by attrition.

      “DIVE!” I yelled at Alaria and Stig, and we all plunged underwater until we were out of Storn’s range.

      Well, for ten minutes, anyway.

      Then the goddamn whale showed up again.

      Thus we entered an unfortunate and never-ending loop:

      We couldn’t reach shore and evade Storn on land, because he could run as fast across the water as we could swim.

      Swimming the 50-odd miles back to Fathmos would be excruciatingly slow, because the damn whale kept gobbling us up every 10 minutes and erasing 90% of our progress.

      And killing Storn was proving to be a near impossibility. Anytime I knocked a sizable amount off his hit points, he would just go and heal himself.

      We must have repeated the damn cycle at least 20 times and were a good three or four miles out to sea before I called a timeout.

      “Stop, stop, stop,” I said to my demons as we swam out of Storn’s range. “We need a new plan.”

      “Ya think?” Alaria said sarcastically.

      “What do you wanna do, boss?” Stig asked.

      “I want to KILL the motherfucker, but…”

      “So why don’t we, then?” Alaria asked.

      “Because we can’t inflict damage on him fast enough. He can heal too quickly.”

      “Kick ‘im in the nuts, boss,” Stig suggested.

      I laughed in spite of myself. “As painful as that might be, he’ll still heal himself.”

      “Can’t you hurt him in a way he can’t heal from?” Alaria asked.

      “No,” I said impatiently, “the only thing that can do that is – ”

      My eyes widened.

      Oh shit… that was it!

      “Boss’s got a plan,” Stig said.

      “Yes, I do,” I grinned. “And here’s how we’re going to do it.”
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      By the time I finished explaining, we had six minutes until the whale reappeared.

      It was probably enough time… but I wanted to make sure we definitely had as much as we needed, so I let us get captured by Leviathan again.

      This time we didn’t even attack it. No point.

      We let it puke us out onto the surface, at which point we ignored Storn and dove back down into the water.

      As soon as we were deep enough, Alaria swam away from me as fast as she could, staying 40 feet below the waves.

      I immediately started to count. “One… two… three… four…”

      Meanwhile, I hung out just inside the Umbra Priest’s range of attack. I fired Soul Suck up at him, and he returned the favor with some more of his black lightning.

      When Alaria got around 200 feet away from me, she headed for the surface and blasted up into the air.

      “…21… 22…”

      I knew Storn was going to call his harpies on Alaria. She wasn’t going to be able to completely fight them off; she just needed to be able to complete her objective.

      Which meant we needed to distract the Umbra Priest.

      “Now,” I said to Stig.

      He disappeared in a cloud of smoky water.

      “…30… 31…”

      Up above, I could see blots of dark smoke appearing around the bounty hunter’s head. Stig was teleporting and getting all up in Storn’s face, trying to mess with him.

      “…37… 38…”

      I checked Alaria’s hit points on my Action Bar.

      She was down to 48%. The harpies must be doing a number on her.

      But she had more than enough Health to seal the deal.

      I was still firing Soul Suck up at Storn, and he was still blasting lightning at me. Between that and Stig bitch-slapping him, I was pretty sure the Priest wasn’t expecting what came next.

      “…43…”

      I started swimming up towards Storn’s black soles on the water’s surface.

      “…44…”

      Then I cast Chain of Darkness. My lasso of tiny demons zoomed up through the water and into the air.

      “…45.”

      SPLASH!

      Alaria and Storn burst through the water’s surface in a cloud of bubbles.

      She’d followed the plan to a ‘T’: she’d divebombed him and slammed into him at 40 miles per hour.

      Just because Priests can walk on water, doesn’t mean they can’t go underwater.

      That’s when I joined in.

      I grabbed Storn around the neck and started swimming down into the depths.

      He fought back, obviously – thrashing around and trying to wriggle out of my grasp – but I held on with all my might.

      And Storn wasn’t just fighting against me. Alaria latched onto his robes and helped me pull him down. Between the two of us, there was no way he was making it back to the surface.

      Hell, Stig even joined in. He teleported down into the water and hung on to Storn’s knee like a toddler.

      The Umbra Priest blasted me with black lightning – but because of Chain of Darkness, his attacks were only doing 75% of their normal damage.

      And I was giving it right back to him with Soul Suck, which was replenishing my own hit points.

      Down, down, down we went.

      Ten seconds elapsed and Chain of Darkness went away. Storn’s attacks on me went back up to full strength.

      Now it was just a race to see who could survive the longest.

      After 30 seconds, though, it finally happened: Storn’s Health bar began to drop precipitously, faster than from any attack I could deliver.

      He had run out of air and was starting to drown.

      His eyes bugged out and he struggled even harder.

      I didn’t let go.

      He stopped casting black lightning and self-healed for an extra 20% Health –

      But I Soul-Sucked it right out of him.

      Suddenly his Health Meter went into the red.

      I knew the fucker wanted to summon his whale. If he could just do that, it would solve all his problems.

      But if I was right, his spell had another eight minutes on the cool-down.

      I was right. Leviathan never appeared.

      Storn kept trying to heal himself, and I kept slicing off his hit points with Soul Suck.

      When he was just seconds away from dying, he summoned Dark Trinity in a fit of desperation – but the three ugly Momos just thrashed about in the water, unable to follow us.

      Storn looked at me, his eyes wide with terror.

      He screamed, and silvery air bubbles spilled out of his mouth like his soul departing.

      The red bar turned black, and he stopped moving.

      Above us, the three harpies disappeared.

      The Umbra Priest was dead.

      I stared at his slack face in shock, then let go of him.

      He drifted down into the water, his arms stretched out like he was reaching for me, his dead eyes staring into my own.

      His black robes gradually disappeared against the midnight blue depths…

      His white skin became a fuzzy, indistinct blur…

      And then he was gone.

      ‘30,000 XP’ appeared in the water, followed by a muted trumpet blast and the words ‘Level 31.’

      But I wasn’t exactly celebrating.

      It’s one thing to kill someone at a distance with blue lightning.

      It’s quite another to drown him with your own hands, staring into his eyes as he dies.

      I just looked down into the dark waters beneath us.

      “Are you okay?” Alaria asked gently.

      “…I… yeah,” I murmured, not really sure if I was telling the truth. “Yeah, I’m fine. You did AWESOME.”

      “He didn’t even see me coming,” she said proudly.

      “Hey, I did good, too,” Stig sulked.

      “You did great. You both did. Thank you – I couldn’t have done it without you.”

      “Can I have booze, then?” Stig asked.

      “…sure.” I pulled out a bottle of wine from my bag and handed it over.

      Stig uncorked it and began to chug from the bottle.

      “Um… could you…?” Alaria asked as she flapped her tattered, ripped wings.

      “What? Oh – oh, yeah, sorry,” I said as I pumped Health back into her with Self-Sacrifice.

      As I did, the thin black skin of her wings sealed up until she was as good as new.

      “Alright, we should get going,” I said. “We’ve got a long way to swim back to shore.”

      “Aren’t we going to go get his staff?” Alaria asked. “Maybe you could use it.”

      I thought of the human bones bound together with iron bands and grimaced in disgust. “No… no, I don’t think so.”

      “Well, you could sell it, at least.”

      She was right. The staff would be worth something – and besides, he might have some gold.

      Being spooked by drowning him was no reason not to get his loot.

      “Okay,” I said, and dove deeper into the ocean depths. “Let’s go.”
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      I don’t know if was the normal physics falling through water, or if the game was helping Storn’s corpse along, but we had to swim a long way down until we reached his body, which had come to rest on a barren shelf of rock.

      I picked up his staff, which had fallen a few feet away from his final resting place.

      Staff of Suffering +75 Intellect, +55 Stamina, +12 Critical Strike, +10 Haste

      It was better than anything I currently had – but I couldn’t bring myself to switch it out for my Wand of the Dark Spiral. I didn’t want to think about Storn’s death every time I used it.

      The staff was worth 10 gold, though, and that was enough for me. I would sell it as soon as we got back to the mainland.

      The chain and symbol around his neck had a good number of stats on it, too, but wasn’t any better than my Necklace of Ra’Nath, so I just pocketed it for resell.

      In his robes I found a coin purse with 7 gold and 3 silver.

      All in all, not a bad haul.

      As I was finishing up, Alaria whispered, “Ian… does that look familiar to you?”

      I glanced at where she was pointing.

      A giant rock formation stood 80 feet away from us. With the two cave-like indentions halfway up, and the pile of smaller boulders at its base, it looked like a skull.

      “It’s creepy,” I said, “but we’ve never been here before, so – ”

      “What about the skull on your map, though?”

      The skull on my –

      THE TREASURE MAP!

      I pulled it out hurriedly from my bag, praying that the parchment and ink would hold up under water. It did.

      Sure enough, there was the skull, and in exactly the right place – several miles off the coast of Vixil.

      “Holy shit,” I murmured. “Good eye, Alaria.”

      She smiled. “Thank you.”

      I looked at the dotted line on the map, then raised my head.

      There was a jagged ravine in the rocky seafloor that zigzagged off into the distance, disappearing into the gloom.

      “Let’s go check it out,” I said.

      We followed the ravine for at least another three miles. Just when I was about to give up hope, a series of shapes loomed up in the distance.

      Ships’ masts.

      Just like the map said!

      Except I’d thought the map was talking about ships sailing the surface of the waves. Instead, it had meant shipwrecks.

      We swam far above the ocean floor, wary of traps. There were three schooners half-buried in the sand, their hulls stove in and their surfaces covered with slime. The sails had long since rotted away.

      Despite our caution, there was no sign of anything – living or undead – on or below the decks.

      We drifted down to the center of the circle, where the sand was raised in a slightly suspicious manner. Alaria and I began digging with our hands as Stig kept a lookout.

      After about two minutes, we hit something hard.

      It was the curved top of an iron chest.

      “Holy shit,” I murmured as I brushed sand away from the top.

      “Open it!” Alaria said excitedly.

      I put my fingertips beneath the edge and tried to lift. It wouldn’t budge.

      I looked closer. An ornate iron lock was built into the chest itself, just underneath the lid.

      “Dammit,” I groaned. Only a friggin’ Rogue would have the skills to open this without a key.

      My eyes widened.

      WAIT –

      I pulled out the key I’d found around the neck of the unfortunate Captain Darrow and placed it into the hole.

      It fit perfectly.

      I turned the key –

      CLICK.

      The lid of the chest sprang open, and both Alaria and I gasped.

      “What?” Stig asked, and wriggled up between us. As soon as he saw, he said, “Fuck ME.”

      It was gold.

      Lots and lots of gold.

      I plunged my hand into the pile, planning to scoop up the coins and let them spill out of my hands –

      – but I hit something hard beneath the surface.

      “What’s this?” I asked aloud as I pulled an object out.

      It was a sapphire a big as my fist.

      “Oh my Goddess, it’s beautiful,” Alaria whispered as she took it from me and held it up.

      On a hunch, I selected the gem.

      

      Sapphire of the Sea Witch

      Worth: 20,000 Gold

      

      “Holy fuckin’ SHIT!”

      “What?! What?!” Alaria cried out.

      “It’s worth 20,000 gold!”

      She stared at me. “How do you know that?”

      “Uhhh… special Warlock power.”

      She frowned. “I’ve never heard of that one before. Can you use it to tell how much gold there is?”

      I tried the same thing and selected the treasure chest.

      

      Captain Darrow’s Treasure Chest

      Contents: 20,000 Gold

      

      “Another 20,000 – so 40,000 total! This is enough to pay off Varkus and then some!”

      “Oh, Ian!” Alaria cried out in joy as she hugged me.

      “Or buy a LOT of booze,” Stig piped up.

      “We’ll buy some more, but I need to pay off Varkus so we don’t keep running into assholes like Shyvock and Zoran and Storn.”

      I giddily began dumping the gold into my bags.

      Maybe the game had finally turned in my favor! Maybe it was finally helping me out!

      Or maybe not.

      A spooky voice spoke behind me. “Take care, adventurer.”

      I whirled around to see a shimmering figure just six feet away.

      Alaria stumbled backwards as soon as she saw it. Stig jumped up onto her shoulders and tried to hide behind her hair, as though that would help him.

      We were obviously looking at a ghost, translucent and bluish white in color. A human male, dressed in an open-necked shirt and a tri-corner hat.

      Something about him seemed oddly familiar…

      The ghost peered down at my waist. “I see you not only have my treasure, you took my belt as well.”

      My eyes bugged out. “Captain Darrow?!”

      The ghost nodded somberly. “I must warn you… that treasure carries a curse upon it.”

      Yeah, the game definitely wasn’t helping me out.

      “The longer you keep it, the darker its hold on you it will become. I spent my entire life trying to possess it… and it finally robbed me of that life.”

      “Yeah, well, I’m planning on ditching it pretty fast.”

      “My advice is to leave it here where you found it.”

      “Yyyeeeaaah… probably not gonna happen.”

      “You have released me from my curse… but now the curse passes on to you. Heed my words, and remember them well.”

      And then the ghost faded away before our eyes.

      We all stood there in silence for a long time.

      I looked at Alaria and Stig.

      They looked back at me.

      Finally I spoke.

      “Everybody okay with me taking the gold?”

      “Hell yes,” Alaria agreed.

      “Fuck yeah,” Stig said.

      “Cool,” I agreed, and continued to rake everything from the chest into my bag.

      Fuck the curse.

      And fuck Captain Darrow.

      I had enough problems with bounty hunters and goblin mob bosses.

      Dead pirates with curses?

      Get in line, buddy. Get in line.
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      I thought briefly about going to Exardus to pay off Varkus, but we were so close to killing Zali that I couldn’t just up and leave. I had to give it another shot.

      Rather than swimming ten hours back to Fathmos, we went to Vixil to see if we could charter a boat.

      The only guy available was a very familiar, very nervous gnome who sounded like Porky Pig.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh not YOU again,” Captain Gurvy whined.

      “I feel the same way,” I said grimly. “Why are you here instead of The Blowhole?”

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh I’m bicoastal.”

      Yeah, right.

      I’m sure it had absolutely nothing to do with the game wanting to annoy me.

      After our disastrous outing last time, Gurvy demanded five gold to talk us back to the Sea of Death. Not a problem, since I was now in possession of over 40 G’s in gold.

      We set out in a miniature riverboat – you know, the kind with a steam engine and a spinning paddleboat wheel? What Mark Twain probably worked on in 1800’s Mississippi?

      Yeah, that. Except it was gnome-sized, and only about 30 feet long.

      So, once again, our trip was excruciatingly slow. But at least the ship engine was quieter and we got to sleep on the way.

      Until Gurvy woke us up with a shout.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh, WATCH OUT, FOLKS!”

      I bolted upright from the deck and looked out with bleary eyes. It was early morning, and the sun was just a few degrees above the horizon. Off in the distance I could see the algae-green ghost ships of the Sea of Death.

      Alaria and Stig sat up beside me, rubbing their eyes.

      “What’s going on?” I asked in alarm.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh WHIRLPOOL!”

      “What?!”

      I jumped to my feet and looked out at the water. Sure enough, a massive whirlpool had appeared in the ocean. Our boat had already begun to circle its outer edge.

      “Get us out of here!” I yelled.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh I can’t! Too strong!”

      I watched in panic as the riverboat began to get pulled closer to the precipitous edge of the funnel. The thing must have been 300 feet in diameter.

      “What are we going to – hey, what are you doing?!”

      Gurvy had climbed up on top of the riverboat and was sitting in a wooden chair with what looked like a metal box attached to the back.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh gettin’ out of here!”

      He pulled a ripcord protruding from the metal box, and a giant rubber balloon spilled out of the box and inflated – just like Hark Silo’s lifeboat, which had taken me from the Century Chickenhawk to Tarka’s pirate ship Revenge.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh bye, folks!”

      “YOU BASTARD!” I yelled at him.

      “Buh-duh-buh-duh sorry!” he called out as the chair floated off into the sky.

      “Want me to shoot him down with a fireball?” Alaria offered.

      I glowered up at the cowardly (or was it ‘smart’?) gnome. “No… let him go.”

      “Uh, boss?” Stig asked nervously as the ship began to list to the left.

      Alaria and I rushed to the port side of the boat and looked over the railing. Beneath us was a precipitous drop a thousand feet down as the sides of whirlpool churned in an ever-tightening spiral.

      My stomach lurched as the boat fell ten feet and began careening around the side of the funnel.

      “Oh shit,” I moaned.

      “You know, I can just fly us out of here,” Alaria said.

      Oh YEAH!

      “Awesome!” I cried out. “Let’s do it now before – ”

      Without warning, the top edges of the whirlpool arched over us, met in the center of the funnel, and sealed us in.

      We were now inside a gigantic funnel-shaped bubble with swirling sides.

      It should have been a physical impossibility – but we were inside a videogame. Normal Newtonian physics rules did not apply.

      “WHAT THE FUCK?!” I screamed.

      “Oh Goddess,” Alaria whimpered.

      “Fuck me,” Stig moaned.

      “Maybe we should try to swim out the side of the whirlpool,” I suggested.

      Alaria pointed at the curved wall of whitewater propelling our boat around and around. “You want to go through that?!”

      She had a point. It would kind of be like running through the base of Niagara Falls to touch the rocks on the other side.

      “We need to try!” I insisted.

      Alaria shook her head in disbelief. “I don’t think that’s a good idea…”

      “I’ll do it,” I said.

      “You better set up a tombstone here, then, so you don’t resurrect back on shore.”

      “Good idea,” I agreed, and immediately cast Gravesite on the wooden deck of the riverboat.

      Once I had my save point, I backed up a few feet… tensed…

      And then realized that running and jumping wasn’t going to work. I would get slowed down too much by trying to clear the railing.

      I turned to Alaria. “Can you throw me?”

      “Are you serious?!”

      “Yes. Just throw me as hard as you can through it.”

      “This is a bad idea…”

      “If I die, I’ll just resurrect back here on the ship.”

      “Yeah. Great,” she muttered as she put one hand under my left armpit and grabbed my belt with the other.

      Alaria might have looked like a thin little Playmate of the Year with gigantic boobs, but she was actually as strong as any male professional pro wrestler. Maybe even stronger.

      She hoisted me into the air effortlessly… did the wind-up… and threw me as hard as she could into the wall of roiling water.

      I didn’t make it through. Not even close.

      My face felt like somebody was blasting me with a firehose.

      “BLAARGHH!” I screamed.

      My upper lip felt like it was being yanked up over my eyebrows.

      Within seconds I was swirling around the worst water park ride in the world.

      Because I was so much lighter than the riverboat, I went around much faster.

      Which meant I lapped the boat a couple times.

      “BLEGHRGH!” I screamed as I went past.

      Stig waved. “Hey boss.”

      “Do you want me to get you out?!” Alaria shouted over the roaring water.

      I stuck an arm out into the air and lifted one finger. Just a sec.

      Of course, what I said was, “BLAGAWEGH!”

      I tried as hard as I could to swim through the wall of the whirlpool, but it was exactly like trying to run through Niagara Falls.

      Okay, Niagara Falls probably would have killed me, so… some other waterfall that wouldn’t kill you, but would be extremely painful and impossible to run through.

      Around the time I swallowed my third gallon of seawater, I started waving my hands frantically in the air.

      Alaria flapped up into the air and yanked me back down to the boat. I hunched over on all fours and puked seawater all over the deck.

      “Nice, boss,” Stig said as he stood over me.

      “Fuck me,” I coughed.

      “Fuck you,” Stig agreed solemnly.

      Then things got worse.

      Over the next three seconds the boat tilted 70 degrees to the side, so that we were almost parallel with the sea floor.

      Of course, we started hurtling around so fast that centrifugal force slammed me, Alaria, and Stig to the deck and kept us glued to the floorboards.

      It was like one of those terrible amusement park rides. You know, a fly-by-night place with carnies with cataracts in their eyes and track marks on their arms. One where you’re pretty sure the rickety wood rollercoaster is two lug-nuts away from collapsing. You get in the Supersonic Bucket, it starts rotating so fast you get slammed against the wall, the floor drops out so you’re not even standing on solid ground anymore – and your friend swears that if you throw up inside it, all the puke flies back on the wall and hits everybody in the face.

      That kind of ride.

      The bottom of the boat was ripped clean away, leaving only the upper deck still intact.

      Which we were glued to like macaroni on a preschooler’s art project.

      “FUCK MEEEE!” Stig shrieked.

      “GODDESSSSS!” Alaria screamed.

      Of course, I’d just finished the waterpark version with a firehose blasting my face, so this was a piece of cake.

      “Don’t worry – I’ll bring you back to life!” I yelled.

      That part wasn’t necessary, though.

      Just as we reached the very bottom of the funnel, the water around us stopped spinning so fast.

      What remained of the riverboat plunged nose-first through the bottom of the whirlpool.

      Warm saltwater crashed over us, and then we were completely submerged.

      We spun around slower and slower, the riverboat drifting down placidly through the depths…

      Until we landed with a gentle thunk on sandy ground.

      Above us I could see the whirlpool ascending towards the surface like a dying tornado being sucked back up into the clouds.

      I raised my head dizzily to see where we were. As the world gradually stopped spinning, I noticed…

      …a fuck-ton of obscene white statues.

      Oh NO…

      How’d we get back here?! The shield over the city –

      Then I remembered that the kraken had broken the wall, and the shield had been destroyed. Guess they hadn’t fixed it yet.

      “MY FREENDS!” a familiar voice cried out. “Welcome back!”

      I slowly pulled myself up to a sitting position and looked over the railing as Zali marched towards us, his arms spread wide in welcome.

      “YOU did that?!” I cried out in disbelief.

      “Yes, Ee-ann, yes!” Zali shouted jubilantly. “You inspired me so much, I created art in your absence! And I unlocked a new power: Whirlpool! Eem-pressive, no?”

      I just stared at him – and then at the ‘artwork’ behind him.

      There was significantly more than last time.

      “OH MY GOD – YOU LEVELED UP AGAIN?!” I roared in anger and disbelief.

      “I do not know what thees ‘level-eeng up’ ees of wheech you speak, but I have grown more powerful in your absence, yes! And I have YOU to thank for eet!”

      Zali pointed to a new sculpture – another giant pair of marble ass cheeks.

      Except there was a whitewashed succubus stuck in the asshole. Everything below her breasts was inside the ass, but her bountiful tits were squeezed up just like a corset by the marble sphincter around her.

      The succubus also looked faintly familiar.

      Her hairstyle… the very large size of her breasts…

      “Is that supposed to be Alaria?!” I asked.

      “YES!” Zali crowed, inordinately proud that I had made the connection. “Yes, I selected a model who ree-sembles her closely! Do you like eet? I call eet – ‘Ee-an’s Pulchritudinous Buttocks’!”

      My eyes bugged out. “WHAT?!”

      Zali went over and hugged one of the ass cheeks, his eyes closed in bliss.

      Well, it was more like he was hugging a tiny fraction of the bottom curve of one of the ass cheeks, since he was so short.

      “Yes – I can now feeeel them whenever I want!”

      Alaria burst out laughing. “You made a giant statue of Ian’s ass, and you made me a butt plug inside it?!”

      “Yes! Ees eet not mag-nee-fee-cent?!”

      She stopped laughing and tilted her head to one side in contemplation. “…I kind of like it…”

      “WHAT?!” I cried out in horror.

      “Yes, yes!” Zali cheered. “Eet ees gee-nee-us, no?

      Alaria arched one eyebrow and smirked at me.

      “Probably the only way I’m ever getting up in there, right?” she asked as she cast a saucy little glance at my real backside.

      “STOP THAT!” I yelled at her, and covered up my butt with my cloak. My actual butt, that is.

      “What does my freend the eemp think?” Zali called out.

      Stig stumbled to the edge of the railing… leaned over… and puked. Probably from the tilt-a-whirl ride we’d just been on, but whatever.

      “BLEGHHH,” he said, spewing red wine out all over the sand.

      Zali reared back and sniffed. “Everyone ees a cree-teec…”

      Alaria turned back to Zali. “The girl’s nowhere near as hot as I am, though – and she’s kind of lacking upstairs,” Alaria said as she lightly grabbed her own boobs.

      “Hey!” the female butt plug cried out indignantly.

      “Oh, sorry,” Alaria shouted. “I forgot you were real – my bad.”

      “No one can match your beauty or your sexual cha-rees-ma, A-lar-eee-uh! Art can never ee-mee-tate life – not when life is as perfect as you!”

      “Awww,” Alaria said with a smile. “I’m still going to kill you, though.”

      “I look forward to eet! Shall we commence the duel now?”

      “Why not,” I grumbled as I got unsteadily to my feet.

      Zali looked at me like a five-year-old delighting in having done a naughty thing. “I must warn you, I have not – ”

      “Had your morning sheet yet, yeah, got it,” I snapped. Then I looked around warily. “You’re not going to sic the kraken on me, are you?”

      “No, no, I had to let the kraken go. Eet was not housetrained. You should have seen the size of its sheets. No, no, I could not bear it.” Zali made a disgusted face. “Nah-steee.”

      I was pretty sure that if there was no pooping in OtherWorld, there weren’t any poops the size of a house.

      But Zali’s disgust was really something coming from a guy who was obsessed with his own imaginary bowel movements.

      At least I didn’t have to worry about getting stomped by the 200-foot-tall lovechild of a crustacean, mollusk, and reptile.

      What a fuckin’ threeway that must have been…

      I walked out onto the sand and got about 30 feet away from Zali.

      “Ready?” I shouted.

      “Ready!” he yelled gleefully.

      And…

      …I lost.

      Seventeen times in a row.

      Let me tell you, that new Whirlpool power of his was a bitch.

      At least the Gravesite on the riverboat deck was still intact, so I didn’t have far to go once I resurrected.

      On my 17th respawn, there was a computer window waiting for me.

      

      Mandatory department meeting in 15 minutes in the Main Auditorium – please log off and attend!

      

      “I’m quitting for a while,” I announced, and headed for Zali’s house.

      “Do you want to take a nap?” Zali called after me solicitously.

      “No, I’m going for a walk!”

      “What should we do, babe?” Alaria asked.

      “I don’t know, just – hang out.”

      “I want booze!” Stig yelled.

      I retraced my steps, handed him three bottles of wine out of my bags, and turned back around.

      “Before you go, Ee-an, would you like to see the artwork I have created of your peee-nis?” Zali called out.

      “NO!” I yelled.

      “Eet ees gi-GAN-teeeec…” Zali cooed, like he was trying to entice me.

      I paused.

      Hmm…

      “Then it’s not your penis, boss,” Stig said.

      Ouch.

      “Shhhh,” Alaria hissed.

      “What?” Stig protested indignantly. “That’s why YOU say!”

      “That’s private, you little asshole!” Alaria seethed.

      “I ap-preee-cee-ate it no matter eets size, Ee-an!” Zali called out like a lovelorn suitor.

      “So do I, honey!” Alaria called after me.

      “So do we!” all the succubi in the garden called out in one voice.

      “So do we!” all the incubi shouted, which kind of freaked me out a little.

      “Give it to us NOW!” all the incubi and succubi yelled at once.

      “QUI-EEEET!” Zalia roared at them.

      “You can, honey!” Alaria called after me. “You can stick it in all their holes!”

      “All of ‘em, boss!” Stig added.

      “NO! NO ONE ELSE’S HOLES!” Zali shouted, then added as he twiddled his mustache, “…on-leee mine. After I take my sheet, that ees.”

      I ran as fast as I could and disappeared inside the house.

      That last exchange was going down in the QC report.

      …uh…

      Maybe ‘going down’ wasn’t the best choice of words…
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      “…so to summarize,” my boss said up on the main stage, “we’re trying to figure out a way to divert the protestors to a completely different set of servers, but until then, we just have to put up with them.”

      I looked around the auditorium. This was normally the place where Westek held ‘Very Special Events,’ like major product launches and annual keynote speeches broadcast on the internet. Departmental meetings were usually held in conference rooms, but all the teams responsible for OtherWorld were here: the writers, the artists, the animators, the coders, the designers, the QC department, marketing, upper management… everybody.

      And though they were muted by the walls of the auditorium, we could all hear the reason the emergency meeting had been called. All 500 of them, chanting outside with their crappy handmade signs.

      “A, B, C, D –

      “Who died for us to set us free?

      “Yeah Jesus!

      “Uh huh –

      “Yeah Jesus!

      “Uh huh!

      “E, F, G, H –

      “Who do we appreciate?

      “Yeah Jesus!

      “Uh huh –

      “Yeah Jesus!

      “Uh huh!

      “I, J, K, L –

      “Who the heck is going to Hell?

      “It’s Westek!

      “Uh huh –

      “Yeah, Westek!”

      It was like a pep rally for the Westboro Baptist Church.

      John glared at the unseen protestors through the walls, then turned back to the audience. “By the way, I need to address something. There have been complaints from some of the protestors about being… in their words… ‘massacred’ near an underwater city.”

      A dude out in the audience yelled, “YEAH!”

      Scattered laughter followed.

      I just shrank down slowly in my seat.

      John quieted everybody down and kept talking.

      “There was also a report filed by dozens of protestors that… ahem… a bunch of ‘sexual deviants’ – their words, not mine – exposed the protestors to visual depictions of, quote unquote, ‘lesbian perversion.’”

      This time a woman yelled “YEAH!” and everybody in the entire place exploded into laughter.

      I shrank down even lower in my seat.

      John smiled and motioned for quiet. “As far as we can tell, though, that was perpetrated by a group of four players… although one of our staff may have been tangentially involved.”

      I shrank down so far in my seat that I was almost on the floor.

      “Now, as I told the QC department a few days ago, DO NOT engage the trolls. Ever. Period.”

      John peered out at the audience with laser-like intensity, as though searching for someone.

      Me.

      Of course, at that point, I was practically underneath the chair in front of me, so he couldn’t see me.

      I hoped.

      “Dude, are you okay?” the guy next to me whispered.

      “I’m fine,” I hissed. “Just – don’t look at me.”

      The guy frowned at me like I was a crazy person and turned back to the stage.

      John continued. “So OFFICIALLY I have to say that whoever did this, if they do it again… there will be consequences. However… UNofficially…”

      A long pause.

      “…good fuckin’ job.”

      The entire crowd broke out into a raucous cheer.

      People stamped their feet and clapped.

      I rose back up a little in my seat, relieved that my firing wasn’t immediately imminent.

      Then one of the three execs who had hired me came up on stage with his own mic.

      “Alright, dawg, give it for John the Man Perkinnnnnsss!” the bro-tastic Sales Dude roared. “QC in da HOWSE! YEAH!”

      The entire crowd roared some more.

      “Hey, hey – I got one for the nutbags out there!” the Sales Dude said, then yelled at the unseen protestors. “Goes a little like this: ‘Wine, whiskey, rum, beer – GET THOSE LOSERS OUT OF HERE!’”

      Lots of laughter.

      “Or how about this?” the Sales Dude said, then shouted at the top of his lungs, “‘Dwarves, humans, orcs, elves – PROTESTORS GO FUCK YOURSELVES!’”

      That brought the entire house down.

      After everybody quieted down, bro-sy Sales Dude went on about how great the company was doing (“Dude, we are seeing, like, MAD profits, yo!”), followed by the Legal Department calmly stressing why the rights of the protestors had to be respected in the game, lest Westek be deluged with lawsuits. The suit they hauled up there to speak was like a human barbiturate – put me right to sleep.

      I woke up as we were dismissed to go back to work and everybody started filing out of the auditorium.

      I got up with everyone else and headed for the exit.

      “Hey, troublemaker,” a voice said behind me.

      I turned to see Satish, one of the writers on the game, grinning at me.

      “Dude,” I hissed.

      He laughed. “Don’t worry, you’re our fuckin’ hero in the writer’s room. Using that spare dungeon core as a portable shag wagon? Brilliant.”

      I stared at him. “You guys don’t – you’re not – ”

      “Watching? No, all we get are technical readouts. But even those are pretty scorching hot. I’m telling you, half of the guys would give their left nuts to do some of the stuff you’ve done over the last few months. Some of the girls would give their left ovaries.”

      “Well, now they can do it with the Adult Expansion Pack. No gonad sacrifice required.”

      Satish laughed. “‘No gonad sacrifice necessary’… I’m gonna have to remember that one. Sneak it into a boss battle or something.”

      “Speaking of boss battles, I’ve run into one I have no idea how to beat.”

      “Zali,” Satish said with a smirk and a nod.

      “Yeah. Fuckin’ Zali. Who came up him, anyway?”

      “I did, officially, but… to be honest… it was a suggestion from the art department. They were like, ‘Hey, you guys should do a Salvador Dali landscape with melting watches and shit,’ and I was like, ‘Huh… that could be cool…’ Of course, we never quite got around to melting watches.”

      “No, you had too many fucked-up statues to make, apparently,” I grumbled.

      “Hahaha – yeah, the art department had a field day with that one. Did you like your ‘pulchritudinous buttocks’ sculpture?”

      I stared at him. “YOU came up with that?!”

      Satish laughed so hard he started crying. “I’m – I’m sorry – I know it was fucked up, but – ”

      “Yeah, we need to sit down and have a talk someday about just HOW fucked-up it was,” I growled, “but right now I need some advice on how to defeat Zali.”

      Satish took off his glasses and wiped tears from the corners of his eyes. “Sorry, man, can’t help you.”

      “Give me a break – just a hint!”

      “It’s not that I don’t want to help you, it’s that I can’t help you. I don’t know how to beat him.”

      I stared at Satish. “What do you mean, you don’t know how to beat him?”

      “He’s part of a new test we’re running with the AI. We feed the initial parameters into the system, but then the AI designs him, so it’s the only one that knows how to beat him. It’s sort of like a black box in an airplane – we have no idea what goes on in there.”

      “Why did you do that?!”

      “We were trying to get away from the regular, predictable bullshit. Cast Chain of Darkness five times, then Soul Suck four times, then – ”

      “So you made him impossible to beat instead.”

      “Not impossible. Just… difficult.”

      “Like how he keeps leveling up faster than I do?” I snarled.

      “Look, don’t take it so hard – at least he’s a relatively nice villain. And you get to hang out with a bunch of hot, naked female statues. And Alaria.” Satish sighed wistfully. “The writer’s room smells like farts and weed, dude. YOU get to fuck Alaria and get paid for it. Think about that for a second.”

      “Yeah, well…” I grumbled, though he had a point.

      I couldn’t really complain that much.

      “Do you have any pointers?” I asked. “Any hints?”

      “You could always ask the pirates for help.”

      He was talking about how Krug and the crew of the Revenge had helped me beat Saykir.

      “I think that ship’s sailed. Literally.”

      “Asking all your friends from the dungeons worked that other time.”

      He meant how I got hundreds of people to help me fight the orcs on the plains of Mor-El.

      “I can’t really ask them again. Don’t you have any other ideas?”

      Satish thought for a second. “I guess… look at ALL your resources. Utilize ALL your options.”

      “That’s real helpful,” I said sarcastically.

      “Again: you get to fuck Alaria and get paid for it. You’re not getting any sympathy from me, dude.”

      I smiled in spite of myself. “Touché.”

      As we walked up the steps to the third floor, we looked through the glass windows out at the protestors. There were hundreds of them out there.

      We paused to listen to them yell about how we were all going to hell.

      Satish shook his head in disbelief. “How can anybody get this worked up about a videogame?”

      “Well, God says you can’t stick your wiener in the hole unless you put a ring on it first,” I joked. “And some holes are a no-go FOREVER.”

      “You mean, your god says that,” Satish pointed out.

      “Not my god.”

      “Alright… the ‘Christian’ god, then.” Satish shook his head. “How they can think that something that created supernovas and galaxies could possibly care where you put your genitals? I mean, as long as it’s consensual? It’s beyond me.”

      “Don’t Hindus have rules about that sort of stuff? Or is it just Kama Sutra 24/7?”

      Satish looked at me as though he were offended. “Why do you assume I’m Hindu?”

      “Oh – I – uh – ”

      “What, just because I’m brown-skinned and I’ve got an Indian name, you’re like, ‘Oh, that guy’s Hindu’?”

      “I’m sorry, man, I just – ”

      Satish tried to keep a straight face, but broke down laughing. “I’m just fuckin’ with you. I was raised Hindu.”

      “You DICK.”

      He laughed some more. “My parents are religious. I’m not.”

      “So do they have rules or not?”

      “My parents? Yeah – marry a nice Indian girl. Which they talk about all… the… time.”

      “You know what I mean. Don’t Hindus have rules about sex, too?”

      “Yeah, but do you see any freakin’ Indians out there?” he said, pointing at the protestors.

      Touché. Again.

      Satish shook his head. “What I wonder is, don’t they have jobs? Are they all rich? How do they afford to protest all day and afford rent?”

      “Maybe this is their job,” I mused. “Maybe someone’s paying them.”

      “Well, if you’re going to get somebody to do a job, get a professional, right? A bunch of mercenaries to fight for you,” Satish joked. Then he grew serious. “Thank god for the cops holding them back. I mean, it’s like the barbarians outside the gates of Rome. Who the hell knows what they’d do if they broke in here?”

      “Yeah… like an invading… army…”

      A lightbulb went off over my head.

      “That’s it,” I murmured, and clapped Satish on the shoulder. “Thanks, man, you’re a genius!”

      “What’d I do?” Satish called out, confused.

      “I think you just gave me the key to beating Zali!” I yelled as I ran back to the lab.
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      Back in the game, I skirted the edge of the Naga and nymph battle as we approached the nymphs’ city.

      “Are you sure this is going to work?” Alaria asked as she followed along behind me.

      “Nope. But I have a good feeling about this,” I said, fully aware I was courting disaster from the Star Wars gods simply by changing the iconic line of dialogue. (Ask the writers and producers of Solo. They know.)

      “I can give you a better feeling,” Alaria purred as she pinched my ass.

      “Ahhh, fuck me,” Stig muttered off to the side.

      “Later. Right now we – ”

      “You’re going to fuck me later?!” Stig howled in abject horror.

      “I WASN’T TALKING TO YOU!” I snapped. “I was talking to Alaria!”

      “Oh.” He sighed in relief. “Good.”

      I shuddered. The idea of what he’d just said…

      UGH.

      Let’s just say there are some things I wish I’d never imagined, and that was one of them.

      I looked directly at Alaria so everyone was absolutely clear about who I was speaking to. “You and I will have fun later, but we need to try this first.”

      Alaria shrugged. “Fine.”

      Once we were past the front lines of battle, we reached a vast camp of nymph soldiers – some eating, some fixing broken shields and weapons, some sparring with each other. They more or less ignored us. I guess as long as we didn’t have snake tails, we weren’t their primary concern.

      We reached the perimeter of the city and headed over to the side, far away from the main gates. The nymphs had their own wall, too, just like Fathmos – except this one was built out of black, volcanic rocks.

      I figured I knew what was going to happen, but I swam up to the top of the wall and tried to go over it anyway.

      Nope. An invisible barrier prevented me from crossing into the city, just like with Fathmos. At least before the kraken broke it, anyway.

      I drifted back down to the sandy seafloor. Just in case this didn’t go the way I was hoping, I cast Gravesite and created a new resurrection point. Then I headed straight for the main gates, with Alaria and Stig following close behind me.

      The gates were open, but the entrance was guarded by a squadron of angry-looking nymphs in bronze helmets, chain-link loin cloths, and metallic half-spheres cupping their tits.

      Funny how dudes always got maximum coverage, but female NPCs (and often the players) wound up in the armored version of a bra and panty set.

      Not that I was complaining. The visuals were nice. The bronze set off their green skin beautifully, and the skimpy metal cups on their breasts gave a generous view of cleavage, side boob, and underboob.

      Though all the bronze spears the women held were just a little bit disconcerting.

      “Halt, strangers,” the commander of the squadron barked. “State your business.”

      “We’re here to see the princess,” I announced.

      All the guards gasped like I’d just said we were there to gangbang her.

      “NO ONE sees the princess!” the commander yelled –

      And then 30 bronze spears flew through the air and pierced my body all at once.

      Everything went black, and I woke up at the tombstone I’d created far from the city gates.

      I checked my status bar and saw that Alaria and Stig’s icons were greyed out. Guess the nymphs had gotten them, too.

      Rather than resurrect them, though, I decided to wait. For my plan to work, I would have to summon Stig and Alaria from Limbo later on – and I didn’t want them to have to die again unnecessarily.

      Instead, I waited out the cooldown period for my Gravesite spell – a full ten minutes since I’d cast it, but only seven since I’d died – and then followed the curved wall back to the city gates.

      The squadron of guards were still standing in formation, though they’d retrieved their spears since they’d killed me.

      As soon as the nymph commander saw me, she roared in shock and indignation. “How did you survive that?!”

      “I didn’t.”

      “And you won’t again!” she yelled.

      The nymphs all raised their bronze spears and prepared to throw them –

      But I cast Invisibility and ducked around the edge of the gates.

      I had exactly 20 seconds before the spell ran out, so I swam for all I was worth.

      Behind me, the nymphs gasped in surprise.

      “A ghost!” one shrieked.

      “No, you fool,” the commander shouted, “a sorcerer! He’s inside the city – he must be heading for the princess! GO – AND SOUND THE ALARM!”

      One of the guards blasted out a rumbling DOOOOOOO! on a conch shell, and the others sprinted towards the black-spired castle.

      If I’d been heading in that direction, they might have run into me and prematurely deactivated the spell.

      Luckily for me, I wasn’t heading for the castle.

      I swam along the inside perimeter of the wall until I reached a cluster of small, squat buildings that seemed more or less deserted. I darted inside the alley between them and made sure no one was around.

      Just in time, too. My Invisibility spell wore out, and I faded back into view.

      I immediately cast Gravesite to create a new respawn point.

      

      Establishing a new gravesite here will deactivate your previous gravesite. Do you wish to continue? Accept/Cancel

      

      I accepted and formed a new tombstone with the dark energy that flowed from my fingertips.

      Then I waited.

      Not for the three-minute cooldown on Invisibility to end, but for the ten-minute cooldown on Gravesite.

      The entire time I squatted nervously in the alley, hoping and praying nobody would find me. In the distance I could hear the shouts of guards and the occasional blat of a conch shell.

      Once my ten minutes were up, I cast Invisibility again and swam back out into the streets.

      I didn’t head directly for the castle. No, I set off towards another set of buildings where nobody was around, came out of Invisibility after 20 seconds, and hid in a dark corner as I cast Gravesite again.

      And so I zig-zagged my way through the city, 20 seconds at a time while remaining invisible, finding one deserted spot after another to create new respawn points. Alleyways, ditches, gardens of sea kelp – I used any dark corner I could to help me advance a few hundred feet, then retrench with a new Gravesite.

      Twice I was discovered. Once when a dozen guards came out of nowhere and bumped into me, automatically deactivating the Invisibility spell; and another when I didn’t find a safe spot in time and reappeared in full view of everybody.

      Both times I fought back. The dozen guards killed me pretty quickly. I lasted longer against the three nymphs who found me when I popped out of Invisibility, but the last survivor shouted for help, and another 30 guards showed up and slaughtered me.

      Didn’t matter. I resurrected back at my previous Gravesite, a couple of hundred feet closer to my destination than before.

      Finally I made it to the castle and swam over a wall into a secluded garden. Guess they didn’t feel the need to set up magical forcefields inside the city.

      After I created a new Gravesite behind a bed of seaweed, I cast Invisibility and ventured into the castle.

      The hallways were empty. I swam along until I found a hiding place, then waited out the Invisibility cooldown until I could disappear again.

      The three minutes gave me plenty of opportunity to check out my surroundings. The dark stone walls were covered with shell mosaics – mostly depictions of battle scenes. It was like I’d stumbled into a green-skinned, all-female version of Sparta in 300.

      Some of the murals also featured a beautiful nymph wearing a golden headdress. The Queen, I assumed.

      Once the three minutes were up, I cast Invisibility and started through the hallways again. I eventually reached a massive staircase made of stone and swam up it. Through a window cut into the second story, I could hear a conversation in the courtyard below.

      “Where is the intruder?” an imperious voice demanded.

      “We will find him, your grace,” another voice said submissively.

      From the sound of things, it was the queen and somebody else.

      “He obviously keeps resurrecting, so don’t kill him next time!” the queen snapped. “Capture him alive and throw him in the dungeon!”

      “Yes, my grace.”

      Great.

      I had to be extra careful now, or I would wind up imprisoned.

      Luckily they seemed to think I was still out in the city, because I didn’t see a single guard inside the castle. Hell, I didn’t even see another nymph.

      I found a deserted storeroom, closed the door, and cast another Gravesite behind a couple of crates. Then I hit two icons on my menu bar.

      Alaria and Stig both appeared next to me in a puff of smoky water.

      “Well, that plan went amazingly well,” Alaria said drily.

      “Fuck me,” Stig grumbled as he looked down and patted his torso, apparently checking for any wounds. Then he looked up at me in alarm. “Uh, not really…”

      “Shhh – keep your voices down.”

      “Wait – where are we?” Alaria whispered as she glanced around.

      “Inside the castle. Be quiet or they’ll find us.”

      Alaria and Stig both stared at me in shock.

      “You mean your plan actually worked?” Alaria asked in astonishment.

      “What, is that so hard to believe?”

      “Kind of.”

      “Fuck meeee,” Stig said in something approaching awe.

      “No thanks,” I joked, then looked back at Alaria. “Your faith in me is overwhelming.”

      She kissed me and grinned. “I’ll overwhelm you with something else to make up for it.”

      “Later. We’ve got to find the princess, so let’s go.”

      We left the storeroom and crept along hallways and up staircases. On the top floor, we peeked around a corner and saw our first signs of life inside the castle: two female guards standing outside a closed doorway.

      They might as well have set up a neon sign saying, PRINCESS INSIDE.

      “I need a diversion,” I whispered. “You guys attack the guards and lead them away.”

      “Fuck me,” Stig muttered.

      I glared at him. “You’re doing that way too much.”

      “That’s what she said.”

      Oh God.

      Out of the bad joke frying pan and into the fire.

      “How are we supposed to attack them?” Alaria whispered. “Our powers don’t exactly work underwater, remember?”

      “I don’t know, just get out there and make them mad, then lead them away.”

      Alaria and Stig looked at each other.

      “Okay,” Alaria said with a shrug.

      Stig sighed. “Fuck – ”

      I pointed the Han Solo Finger of Doom at him. “AAH!”

      Stig paused…

      Then finished hesitantly with, “…yyyyyou.”

      I sighed. “That’s not how I wanted you to finish.”

      “That’s what she s– ”

      “GET OUT THERE!” I hissed.

      Unfortunately, my outburst drew the attention of the guards, who frowned and started walking towards us.

      “GO, GO!”

      I pushed Stig and Alaria out into the hallway.

      The guards immediately saw them. They tensed and frowned, but didn’t immediately attack.

      Stig and Alaria stared right back at them.

      What the fuck?!

      This was like the most boring standoff ever.

      Nothing was happening –

      And then my imp decided to kick it all off.

      “Fuckoff, fuckoff, fuckoff!” Stig bawked at them like a chicken as he made his fwap fwap fwap! finger-fucking gesture.

      The guards looked bewildered.

      Alaria stared at Stig in shock. “You want me to do the fuckoff again? With them?”

      “Yes!” Stig agreed.

      “No!” I whispered frantically from my hiding place.

      “Alright,” Alaria said as she yanked down her top and wobbled her exposed breasts back and forth. “Come and get ‘em, ladies! First one to have an orgasm loses!”

      The nymph guards stood there gawking at Alaria’s tits.

      Oh God.

      This was not how I’d envisioned the diversion.

      Stig jumped up the water, spun around 180 degrees, and came back down wiggling his bare grey ass.

      “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” he shouted as he mooned the nymphs.

      THAT was not how I’d envisioned the diversion, either.

      However, I guess Stig’s new catchphrase broke the spell of Alaria’s breasts.

      “Halt, intruders!” they yelled as they raced towards my demons.

      “CHILL, BITCH! SOMEBODY TELL THAT BITCH TO CHILL!” Stig roared.

      “Go, GO!” I hissed, motioning them to run away.

      “I don’t get to do a fuckoff?” Alaria whispered in disappointment.

      “NO, NOW GO!”

      She sighed, then turned and swam as fast as she could in the opposite direction.

      Stig paddled along right behind her yelling, “Fuckoff, fuckoff, fuckoff!”

      I cast Invisibility just in time. The guards looked down the hallway as they sped past, but couldn’t see me, so they just kept on chasing Alaria and Stig.

      I immediately raced down the hall, opened up the door, slipped inside, and closed it again.

      Inside was a gorgeously decorated bedroom – well, if you didn’t mind all the black.

      Black silky curtains framed open windows that looked out over the battlefield. Black tapestries hung from the walls. Intricately carved black stone chairs sat beside a black stone table. And a black four-poster bed stood in the center of the room, with a black coverlet over the mattress.

      On the bed lay the only spot of color in the room: a green-skinned nymph.

      Completely naked.

      She was absolutely gorgeous. She looked younger and more innocent than Alaria, with a lithe little body and pert breasts tipped with dark green nipples. Intricate braids of black hair crisscrossed her head, and she wore a gold necklace that dangled down inside her cleavage.

      One hand was between her thighs, her fingers against her clit.

      I’d apparently interrupted her… ahem… ‘private time.’

      Little Ian immediately sprang to life.

      However, her head was raised and twisted to the side as she stared at the door.

      I realized the problem immediately:

      I was still invisible.

      She’d probably heard the door open, then watched it shut again on its own. It had probably freaked her out.

      Unfortunately, what happened next freaked her out even more.

      My Invisibility spell ran out, and I faded into view right in front of her.

      She shrieked and scrambled backwards across the bed.

      “Sorry – I didn’t mean to – I’m not going to hurt you!” I whispered as I held my arms in the air like somebody had told me to stick ‘em up.

      “Who are you?!” she cried out.

      “My name’s Ian.”

      “What do you want?!”

      “I… um…”

      That was a good question. I hadn’t exactly rehearsed this part. All my planning had been focused on getting into the castle, not on what I would say once I got there.

      So I just winged it.

      “Basically, I need to convince your people to help me take down Zali, so I was going to come in here and try to seduce you because I heard the queen was looking for a mate for you, and I figured once we… you know… did it, that maybe her army would go with me to destroy Zali.”

      God, that was the worst pick-up line EVER.

      I waited for her to scream and summon the guards again –

      But instead she turned her head slightly to the side and narrowed her eyes. “You want to fuck me?”

      I gulped. “Uh… yeah.”

      She just looked at me… and then her gaze trailed down to my crotch.

      Her eyes immediately widened. “What is that?!”

      I looked down and saw what she saw: a pup tent in my pants.

      Jesus.

      “Is that a penis?!” she gasped, like she’d just seem some mythical animal that had been thought extinct.

      “Uh… yeah…”

      “And you’re going to FUCK me with it?!”

      “Uh… yeah… I mean, if you want to. If you don’t, I could just – ”

      “Alright,” she interrupted.

      Quite enthusiastically, too.

      I stared at her. “You’re… okay with that?”

      “Fuck yes,” she said, her voice guttural with desire.

      Okay, this wasn’t going exactly the way I’d envisioned it, either.

      She got down on all fours and began crawling across the bed towards me. Her small breasts dangled enticingly from her chest, jiggling every time she extended an arm, and her beautifully shaped ass swayed back and forth with every movement of her legs.

      The entire time, she didn’t take her eyes from my crotch.

      “You’re okay that I’m just doing it to get your army to help me kill Zali?” I asked, still in disbelief.

      “Yes,” she said, then gazed up into my eyes intensely. “As long as you fuck me hard.”

      O-kaaaaaay…

      Suddenly my heart leapt into my throat as a muffled voice shouted from the other side of the door.

      “Princess, are you alright in there?”

      I shouldn’t have worried, though.

      “GO AWAY!” the princess roared angrily.

      “But – Princess – we killed two intruders!” the muffled voice protested.

      Shit – Alaria and Stig –

      “GO AWAY OR I’LL HAVE YOU EXECUTED!” the princess bellowed.

      “But… Princess…”

      “GO AWAY AND DON’T COME BACK! NO ONE ELSE IS ALLOWED ON THIS FLOOR UNTIL I SUMMON YOU! DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME?!”

      There was a slight pause.

      “…yes, Princess…”

      And I heard feet shuffling off down the hall.

      My heart stopped beating quite so hard.

      That is, until the princess’s small, graceful hand reached out and started stroking the front of my pants.

      “Awwww… it went away,” she pouted.

      The terror of nearly being discovered had indeed been a boner-killer – but her fingers were having a resuscitating effect.

      “Ohhh – it’s coming back!” she said in delight as the pup tent got pitched again. Then she began to fumble frantically with my belt.

      I knew that Alaria would want to be in on this if possible.

      Stig, not so much.

      I brought up my Action bar and was about to hit Alaria’s icon when I paused.

      “Do you, uh… like girls?” I asked.

      The princess looked up at me and licked her lips. “I like anybody… as long as they fuck me HARD.”

      O-kaaaaaay.

      One hard fucking, coming up.

      “I’m going to summon one of my de– uh, my deee-lightful companions, so don’t be alarmed, okay?”

      She frowned at me. “…summon?”

      I pressed the button on the Action bar, and Alaria appeared next to me in a burst of smoky water.

      Her tits were still out of her bra, fortunately.

      “YOU BI– ” Alaria cried out, her arms extended like she was trying to ward off a spear.

      Then she realized she’d been resurrected. She looked over at me – at which point she noticed the green nymph with her hands on my belt.

      The nymph just stared up at Alaria’s rack, her eyes even wider than before.

      “Um… did I interrupt something?” Alaria asked.

      “Want to fuck a princess?” I asked.

      “HARD,” the nymph added. “REALLY hard.”

      Alaria looked from the princess to me in utter disbelief. “Is she serious?”

      “I think so.”

      “YES,” the princess insisted.

      A tiny smile turned up the corners of Alaria’s lips. “I have to give it to you, Ian: your plan was way better than I thought.”

      That’s when the clothes started coming off.
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      The nymph princess fumbled frantically with my belt and pulled down my pants – and my cock sprang out like a jack-in-the-box right in her face.

      “Ohhhhh momma,” she whispered as she stared at it in awe.

      I would like to think it was because my schlong was so large, but I know that ain’t the truth. It was probably more along the lines that she’d never seen one before. I mean, she was in a kingdom of all women, surrounded by snake dudes.

      Maybe penises really were like mythical creatures to her.

      Mythical or not, she had no problem deepthroating it.

      Her dark green lips opened wide, and she took me all the way inside her mouth. Her soft tongue slid along the underside of my cock as she enveloped me in wetness and warmth.

      “Oh shit,” I gasped.

      “Mmmmm,” she moaned, her mouth full. Her eyes rolled back in her head like she’d just tasted ice cream for the first time in her life.

      Then her fingers found my balls and she began to caress my sack. All the while she sucked on my shaft, moving her tongue back and forth like she was licking a popsicle crammed all the way into her mouth.

      “Oh fuck,” I hissed. It wasn’t that her technique was necessarily great, it was how enthusiastic she was.

      “Mmmmmmm,” she groaned, her eyelids fluttering like she was in ecstasy.

      She wasn’t the only one. I put my hands on her braided hair, tilted my head back, and reveled in her guttural moans of lust.

      Then –

      WHAP!

      “MM!” the nymph cried out, though it was a bit stifled by the pork sword in her mouth.

      I looked up in alarm.

      There stood Alaria on the other side of the bed, looking very dominatrix-y, her balled-up hands on her hips as she scowled down at the Princess.

      Apparently she’d spanked the nymph’s ass, because I could see a slightly pink spot on the nymph’s left cheek.

      “I thought you wanted to be fucked hard,” Alaria barked.

      The nymph turned a little to look at her, though she didn’t want to let go of my cock, so I had to shift sideways so the princess could see Alaria out of the corner of her eye. It was either that or risk having my shaft snapped off at the base, because she’d found her new plaything and she was not letting go.

      “Mm mmmo,” the nymph murmured. Which was I do, but with a dick crammed in her mouth.

      Cock-ney, I guess you could say.

      Sorry.

      “You call that ‘sucking cock’?” Alaria sneered. “That’s my man with his dick in your mouth, bitch. You better suck his cock like your life depends on it, you hear me? Because it DOES.”

      Then Alaria reared back her hand and spanked the nymph again. HARD.

      SMACK!

      “MMMMMM,” the nymph moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head again.

      I stared at my succubus.

      ‘That’s my man with his dick in your mouth, bitch’?

      ‘You better suck his cock like your life depends on it, because it does’?

      Part of me was like, What the fuck?!

      And then another part of me was like, Ohhhhh yeaaaaah.

      That part of me got harder in the nymph’s mouth.

      She felt it.

      And she liked it.

      “Mmmmmm,” she whimpered as she moved back and forth, bobbing up and down on my cock, her eyes still rolled back in her head.

      She was into it for sure.

      Alaria was definitely into it.

      “You little fucking bitch,” she growled as she grabbed the nymph’s ass cheeks in both hands. She pinched so hard that the nymph yelped, although it was still muffled by my johnson.

      “You think we’re going to fuck you hard just because you’re a prin-cessssss and you waaaant it?” Alaria said in a whiny, mocking voice. “Get it straight, bitch: you’re not a princess in here. You’re a whore. You’re MY whore. Now fuck my man with your face, WHORE.”

      I stared at Alaria in shock. I’d never heard anything like this from her before.

      But it was working.

      The princess moaned and grunted and groaned as she sucked me. Her eyes were still rolled back in her head like she was on her own private drug trip.

      There was a saying I’d heard before, though the last time I’d thought of it was back in Exardus with Meera.

      Treat a whore like a queen, and a queen like a whore.

      It was all about giving the woman what she didn’t ordinarily get. Maybe never got. And in the case of the queen, maybe what she secretly wanted and couldn’t admit – or didn’t even know she wanted in the first place. Desires that dare not speak their name.

      But when I was with Meera, I’d been in a dark, dark place. I’d crossed lines I wouldn’t have ordinarily (even if the kinky angel loved it).

      But I wasn’t in that place anymore, and this whole set-up bothered me.

      Until Alaria smiled at me mischievously and winked – and the princess moaned as she bobbed up and down enthusiastically on my cock.

      Then I relaxed a little and just let myself enjoy it.

      “That’s right… that’s right,” Alaria growled as the princess continued to go down on me. “Fuck him with your mouth. You better fuck him so good…”

      Then Alaria raised her right hand to her face, put her index and middle fingers between her lips, and wetted them down until they were dripping.

      I knew what was coming next. I wanted to see everything, so I cast All-Seeing Eye – the spell that let me watch things not in my direct line of sight.

      I positioned the Eye right behind the nymph’s ass.

      Holy fuck she looked hot. Her green pussy lips, puffy and shaved bare, were dripping with her own juices, she was so turned on. And her sweet little dark green asshole puckered above it all, just begging to be violated.

      Alaria lowered her fingers between the nymph’s open thighs and slid them inside her pussy. It was a gorgeous sight – Alaria’s crimson skin slowly disappearing inside the wet, green lips.

      “MMMMM,” the princess groaned.

      Alaria started moving her fingers in and out of the nymph, but not gently. No, this was a full-on fingerfucking. Alaria’s fingers slammed into the nymph all the way up to the knuckles with a wet schick-schick-schick sound.

      “MMMMMM!” the princess screamed, her cries muffled by my cock.

      “That’s right, you little whore,” Alaria whispered, her voice thick with lust, “I’m going to fuck you and get your pussy ready for my man… and then we’re both going to fuck you within an inch of your life, you little SLUT.”

      FUUUUUUCK.

      And then it got even hotter.

      Alaria wet her index finger on her left hand, then slooooowly slid it inside the nymph’s asshole – all while she was fingerbanging her vigorously.

      “MMMMM!” the nymph cried out.

      At first I panicked a bit because I thought the princess didn’t like it – but then I noticed she was rocking her ass backwards, trying to force herself down further on Alaria’s finger.

      “You like that, you little slut?” Alaria whispered, her voice both sinister and erotic. “You like being fucked in the ass, you little whore?”

      “MM HMMMM!” the princess moaned, her lips still wrapped around my shaft.

      “Well then, now I’m really going to fuck you – HARD.”

      Everything that happened next, I saw because of the All-Seeing Eye.

      Alaria stopped the fingerfucking. She repositioned the pinky and ring finger of her right hand – which were drenched with the nymph’s juices – so that they were touching the nymph’s clit.

      Then she started fingerbanging the princess again.

      Two fingers slammed in and out of the nymph’s tight little pussy.

      One finger slid in and out of her asshole.

      And two more fingers rubbed over her little green clit, fast and furious.

      The nymph screamed in ecstasy as Alaria’s fingers worked their magic – both over her clit, and inside her pussy and ass at the same time.

      Then she began to come.

      And not just a vaginal orgasm.

      An anal orgasm, too.

      I watched in awe as the muscles tightened around all of Alaria’s fingers. The nymph’s asshole clenched and released over and over, all while the muscles of her thighs and belly fluttered uncontrollably. Her legs began shaking and she squirted, dousing Alaria’s hand.

      For the first time in ten minutes, her mouth came off my cock as her upper body collapsed onto the bed.

      “OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OH FUCK!” the princess screamed at the top of her lungs, as though she were being tortured with the most exquisite ecstasy imaginable.

      She jerked and heaved, but still Alaria fucked her pussy and ass, not letting up.

      The princess grabbed the bed covers and held on for dear life as her legs shook like she was having a seizure.

      “OHHHH FUUUUUUUCK!” she shrieked, and then collapsed sweating and shuddering onto the bed.

      Alaria finally took mercy on her and withdrew her fingers.

      The princess’s body still jerked and twitched, her legs shaking uncontrollably as she gasped for breath on the bed.

      Wow.

      Alaria smiled smugly at a job well done, then took off her boots, panties, and top.

      “Now you’re softened up, you little bitch,” she whispered, her voice tender and menacing all at once as she moved onto the bed. “Now… now you’re going to get fucked. Hard.”
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      I quickly got undressed and scrambled onto the bed.

      The princess was… well, she was a hot mess. Her braids had come undone and were unravelling. Her face was flushed, her green skin tinged pink. Her eyes were half-lidded like she was mesmerized. Her body was limp except for her breasts, which shook and heaved with gasp after gasp, and her legs, which still twitched uncontrollably. And her pussy and thighs were shiny with her own juices.

      Alaria crawled over the top of the princess and lay down right in front of her. Then my succubus clutched the nymph’s face in her hand and forced her to stare into her eyes.

      “Did you like that, you little slut?” Alaria whispered.

      “…y-yes…” the princess replied weakly.

      “Did you like being fucked like that?”

      “…yes…”

      “Do you want more?”

      “Oh yes… please, yes…”

      “Are you my whore?”

      “Yes…”

      “Are you my pretty little slut?”

      “Yes, oh yes…”

      “You want me and my man to fuck you within an inch of your life?”

      “Yes, please, yes…”

      “Then beg me, you little bitch. Beg me to fuck you.”

      “Please… please fuck me… please fuck me, both of you…”

      “Beg me to fuck you like a whore.”

      “Fuck me… fuck me like a whore, please…”

      “Beg me to use you.”

      “Use me… do whatever you want to me…”

      “You want me to fuck you hard?”

      “Yes, fuck me hard… so hard…”

      “And we can do anything we want to you?”

      “Anything… anything…”

      Alaria smiled. “That’s what I thought.”

      She jerked her head at me. “Get behind her and put your cock in her pussy first.”

      I lay down behind the nymph, pressed my chest up against her back… positioned my cock at her lips… and sloooowly slid my swollen head inside her.

      God she felt incredible. Wet and hot and soft, supple flesh enveloping every inch of my shaft.

      “OH,” the princess gasped as I slid all the way in.

      “Good,” Alaria murmured. “Don’t fuck her yet, Ian. Just stay there.”

      “No,” the princess whimpered. “Please fuck me…”

      Alaria roughly jerked the princess’s face so that they were staring eye-to-eye again. “You don’t get to ask, bitch. Understand? Maybe later I’ll let you beg, but we get to do what we want to you. Understand?”

      The princess nodded quickly, as though a little bit afraid and a lot more desperate to get things started.

      “Then say it,” Alaria commanded.

      “You… you get to do what you want to me…”

      Alaria manhandled the nymph’s pert breasts, mashing them and roughing them up. “What? I didn’t hear you.”

      “You… you get to do what you want to me,” the nymph groaned.

      Alaria took one of the nymph’s erect nipples between her fingers and squeezed hard.

      “Ah!” The princess both winced and sighed, obviously getting off on the pain.

      “Say, ‘You get to do what you want to me, mistress,’” Alaria said, correcting her.

      “You get to do what you want to me, mistress,” the nymph moaned.

      “Say please.”

      “Please…”

      “Say, ‘Please give me the honor of being used and abused by you.’”

      “Please give me the honor of being used and abused by you…”

      “Beg me.”

      “I’m begging you… please, mistress… give me the honor of being used and abused by you…”

      “Good girl,” Alaria purred, then gave me a wink. “Okay, stud. Fuck her.”

      That was all I needed to hear.

      I began rocking back and forth inside the nymph, gradually moving faster and faster until I was slamming into her, my stomach slapping against her ass.

      The nymph cried out with every thrust, but the real show wasn’t what was going on with me.

      No, the real show was what Alaria was doing.

      She edged up on the bed until her tits were in the nymph’s face. Then Alaria grabbed one breast and positioned the dark crimson nipple right at the nymph’s mouth.

      “Suck it,” Alaria purred. “Lick it and suck it.”

      The princess greedily latched onto Alaria’s nipple and began to suck, her eyes closed in bliss.

      “Mmmm,” Alaria murmured as she played with the nymph’s breasts, tweaking her nipples and cupping her small, firm tits.

      Suddenly Alaria pulled away.

      You’d have thought the nymph was a little girl getting her candy taken away from her, she looked so disappointed.

      “Roll over onto your back, Ian, and take her with you,” Alaria ordered. “But stay inside her.”

      I rolled over onto my back and pulled the nymph along with me. Now she was lying on top of me, her back to my chest, and the back of her head against my nose.

      I was still inside her, but I couldn’t thrust quite as well in this position.

      Turned out that wasn’t the point.

      Alaria roughly moved the nymph’s body off to one side, so that her back was no longer pressed against my chest. Now we were more like a ‘V’, with her upper body forming one side, my upper body forming the other, and the bottom point of the ‘V’ being where my cock was inside her.

      Alaria got up on her knees and straddled the nymph’s face. Her red knee was between the nymph’s head and mine.

      Alaria smiled cruelly down into the nymph’s wide eyes. “Now you’re going to please your mistress, bitch.”

      Alaria grabbed onto the princess’s braids and forced her head up against her crimson crotch.

      “Lick me, you little slut, and lick me good. Keep on fucking her, Ian.”

      The nymph’s eyes rolled back into her head with pleasure as she stuck out her tongue and began to lap at Alaria’s pussy.

      I watched as Alaria used the princess’s braids to guide her head. First she made the nymph stick her tongue deep inside Alaria’s pussy. After a few minutes of that, she forced the nymph to move up to her clit.

      “Yes… yes,” Alaria whispered, her own head lifted blissfully up in the air. Her breasts jiggled and swayed as she rocked back and forth, grinding her pussy into the nymph’s willing mouth. “Yes… oh Goddess, yes…”

      All the while, I kept thrusting inside the nymph from behind, and she kept making guttural moans of pleasure as my swollen cock slammed inside her.

      Alaria gripped the nymph’s braids and began grinding her pussy into the nymph’s face more vigorously.

      “Oh GODDESS… suck it… take my clit in your mouth and suck it… oh FUCK, YES… YES… YES… YES…”

      Alaria’s hips rocked back and forth, and her thighs clenched both sides of the nymph’s face as the supple green lips sucked on her clit.

      “OH FUCK, OH YES, OH FUCK, OH GODDESS FUCK ME I’M COMIIIIING – ”

      Alaria bent over double, her breasts swinging heavily as her entire body heaved with her orgasm, her black wings stretching out wide as she came.

      “OH… OH… Oh… oh fuck… Goddess that was good…” Alaria whispered as she stopped moving her hips and finally pulled her thighs away from the nymph’s face.

      The princess watched, her half-lidded eyes just barely open. She looked stoned out of her mind.

      I continued to fuck her, and she continued to make little grunts of pleasure.

      Alaria lay down beside the nymph. She reached over the princess’s body to me, and gently pulled both of us onto our right side. Now, instead of the nymph lying on top of me in a ‘V,’ we were pressed back to chest again, but lying on our right arms. And I was still inside her.

      Alaria positioned herself in front of the nymph and kissed her long and deep. The princess kissed her back passionately.

      Then Alaria pulled away and looked kindly into the nymph’s eyes. “You did a good job, my little princess. You made your mistress very happy.”

      “Thank you, mistress…” the nymph sighed, still looking stoned.

      “Because you pleased me, do you know what we’re going to do to you now?” Alaria whispered.

      The nymph shook her head ‘no’ slowly like she was half-asleep.

      “Now we’re going to fuck you hard. And you’re going to love it.”

      “Yes… yes, mistress, please… please fuck me hard… please…”

      “Ian, take her ass… but gently. Her pussy’s mine,” Alaria purred.

      I wasn’t going to say ‘no’ to that.

      I slid out of the nymph and positioned my swollen head between her ass cheeks. I moved around a little until I found her little puckered hole, still wet from Alaria fingerfucking her. Between the princess already being lubricated, and her own juices slicking down my cock, this was going to be a lot easier.

      I slooooowly pushed into her, a millimeter per second, until I felt the ridge of my crown clear the tightness of her hole – at which point I slid in deep inside her.

      “OHHHHHH,” the nymph groaned in pleasure and a tiny bit of pain.

      “Mmmm… good, all the way in,” Alaria said with a grin. “Just stay there for a minute, Ian, and let her get used to you.”

      I followed her directions and watched as Alaria did exactly what I knew she was going to.

      She brought her tail up between her thighs and doubled it over in a loop, effectively giving her a strap-on. Think of crimping a garden hose and you’ll have the general idea. It was thin in one direction, only one inch wide – but it was pretty goddamn thick in the other direction. Not to mention it was about ten inches long.

      I cast the Eye again. I had to see this in close-up.

      Alaria tenderly held the nymph’s face in her crimson hand and stared into her eyes.

      “Are you ready for me to fuck you?” Alaria whispered.

      The nymph nodded, a little bit scared – but very, very excited. “Yes, mistress.”

      “Good,” Alaria whispered, and used her other hand to slowly ease the tip of her doubled-over tail inside the nymph’s pussy.

      I watched everything with the Eye.

      Alaria’s thick, red tail slowly parted the princess’s wet green lips, then disappeared deep inside her, inch by inch.

      The princess gasped but held Alaria’s gaze then entire time.

      They just stared at each other – Alaria with a mischievous smile, and the nymph with her face contorted in pain and pleasure, her mouth open wide in an ‘O.’

      I felt a pressure through the walls of the nymph’s pussy as Alaria’s tail pressed through skin against my cock. I’d felt the sensation before, so I wasn’t weirded out. It was actually really hot.

      Alaria buried herself as deep inside the nymph as she could go, and then she stopped.

      The nymph was gasping and making little whimpering sounds. For somebody who’d never seen a penis before, I’m sure this was beyond intense – having both her pussy and her ass filled up at the same time.

      Alaria gazed deep into the nymph’s eyes.

      “Are you ready for us to fuck you, my slutty little princess?” Alaria cooed.

      “Yes, mistress… yes, yes,” the nymph groaned.

      “Slow at first, Ian,” Alaria whispered. “And reach around and play with her tits, if you will.”

      I reached around and cupped the nymph’s breasts. Damn they felt nice, soft and just enough of a handful to fill up my palm.

      Then I began to slowly rock in and out of her ass.

      Alaria did the same, moving her tail in and out of the nymph’s pussy.

      “Oh… oh… OH… OH…” the nymph groaned.

      “Are you alright?” Alaria whispered.

      “Yes… it feels so good… SO good…” the nymph moaned.

      “Then we’ll speed up a little.”

      I began rocking a tiny bit faster, feeling her ass gripping me firmly.

      Alaria began going deeper, her tailing sliding in and out more rapidly.

      “Unh… unh… unh… unh…” the princess grunted, her eyes rolling back in her head once again. “Oh fuck… I’m coming… but it feels different… oh fuck…”

      I could feel what she was talking about. Her ass, already tight, began clenching around my cock in waves. Tight then slack… tight then slack…

      “Don’t stop, Ian,” Alaria instructed me. “If anything, go a little faster.”

      “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” the princess moaned, and began thrashing her head back and forth. “Oh fuck, it’s not stopping… I’m still coming… oh gods, it’s getting… it’s getting bigger… oh FUCK…”

      I could feel Alaria’s tail moving faster, pressing more insistently against my cock.

      “Fuck her harder, Ian,” Alaria said.

      I began moving fast enough that my thighs began slapping against the nymph’s tight little ass.

      I could hear the wet sound of Alaria’s tail going in and out of the nymph’s pussy, too.

      The princess began straining, her body tense and rigid as she cried out.

      “OH FUCK… I can’t stop coming… higher… and higher… oh FUCK…”

      I stopped squeezing her tits and put one hand over her flat, soft belly. Beneath my palm I could feel her abs jumping and fluttering.

      Fuuuuuck. This girl wasn’t just multi-orgasmic, she was having them one after the other without stopping.

      “Fuck her harder, Ian!” Alaria shouted.

      Both our bodies began smacking hard against the nymph – mine against her ass, Alaria’s against her crotch. The sound of wet skin slapping against skin filled the room, though it was almost drowned out by the princess’s screams.

      “UNH – OH FUCK – UNH – OH – OH – OH – ”

      “HARD AS YOU CAN, IAN!” Alaria cried out joyfully.

      I went at it as hard as I could, pounding her ass for all I was worth.

      The nymph shrieked and her entire body went stiff as a board.

      Between her legs, I felt a trickle of hot wetness as she squirted and it trickled down my thighs.

      “UUUUNNNNNNHHHH!” the nymph screamed.

      “Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m going to come – ” I grunted.

      “Pull out!” Alaria shouted at me. “Pull out!”

      What?

      Seriously?

      But I pulled out of the nymph’s ass.

      Alaria looked at me with a savage grin. “Come on her face.”

      Oh FUCK.

      I looked down at the nymph, wondering if I should –

      In the haze of her orgasmic fury, the princess still had enough presence of mind to open her mouth and stick out her tongue like she was inviting me in.

      Fuck it, then.

      I stood up on my knees and began to jerk off.

      “Straddle her body,” Alaria said as she backed off, giving me room – though she kept on pounding the princess with her doubled-over tail.

      I straddled the princess’s stomach and began to jerk my cock again –

      But the princess reached up and did it for me.

      She grabbed my shaft in her hand and began pumping it furiously, giving me the fastest, wettest, most savage hand job of my life.

      All while she was in the throes of coming.

      “UNH – UNH – UNH – UNH – ”

      The handjob was good, but it was her screams that send me over the edge.

      “OH FUCK!” I roared as I began to come.

      Jets of white exploded out of my tip –

      And the princess lifted her head, her mouth open wide, trying to catch them all.

      White cum splashed on her nose and chin, but she managed to get at least some of it in her mouth.

      I groaned and collapsed forward onto my hands, at which point her lips latched onto my cock and took the rest of my dribbling spurts in her mouth.

      “Oh fuck… oh fuck… oh fuck…” I panted as the princess’s soft lips sucked every last drop from me.

      “Good… good…” Alaria sighed behind me, and I felt her slow down her thrusts until she gradually eased her way out of the princess’s body.

      Then we all collapsed, me on the upper side of the nymph, Alaria on the lower.

      The princess wiped away the stray drops of cum on her face, then put her fingers to her lips and licked them like they were coated with honey.

      I sucked on her still-hard nipples and gently caressed her belly, feeling the contractions beneath her skin lessen in intensity and slowly die away.

      And Alaria kissed the nymph’s pussy, gently and sensually, softly brushing her lips against the nymph’s lower ones.

      When the nymph had finally stopped coming, and her contractions had ebbed away to nothing, we crawled up next to each other and slowly kissed in a three-way make-out session.

      “Did you enjoy getting fucked hard?” Alaria whispered.

      “Yes, mistress,” the nymph sighed as she kissed my succubus. “Can we do it again?”

      Alaria laughed. “Alright.”

      The nymph princess hesitated, then asked, “…but could you do it harder this time?  Rougher, I mean? Maybe you could choke me… and maybe he could come in my ass this time?”

      WHOA.

      Alaria’s eyebrows raised up, and she looked over at me with a surprised grin. “This is a girl after my own heart. You up for it?”

      “Sure,” I said.

      One harder fuck, coming right up.
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      After it was all over, Alaria and I got up to get dressed. The princess lay on the bed, a stoned smile on her face. Her braids were completely undone now, and her black hair drifted lazily around her face.

      “Wow,” she kept murmuring with an occasional giggle. “Just… wow.”

      I looked over at her lying on the bed. I wouldn’t have minded me and Alaria sticking around another couple of days, but I did have a war to start, after all.

      “We need to get out of the city,” I said. “Is there a back door?”

      “Why yes, there is,” the princess said coquettishly as she turned over on her stomach and presented her ass to us.

      “Not that kind of back door.”

      “I’ll go in that back door,” Alaria said with a grin.

      “You already did,” I pointed out.

      Which was true. During Rough Sex Phase 2, Alaria had basically violated the princess every way possible, in every possible hole. And the nymph had loved it.

      “Well, I’ll do it again, then,” Alaria said.

      “Please do,” the princess giggled as she wiggled her ass in the air.

      “Is there a back door to the city?” I asked, rephrasing my question.

      The princess sighed and turned over onto her back, her breasts jiggling on her chest. “I thought you wanted to start a war. Why would you go out the back door if you want to start a war?”

      “Yeah, Ian, why would we use the back door when the front door’s just as nice?” Alaria asked suggestively.

      “If her mother catches us, she’s going to throw us in the dungeon. So I don’t care which door we go through as long as we don’t get caught.”

      “One of you could go in one door, and one could go in the other,” the princess giggled again, spreading her legs to give us both a wonderful view.

      “Yeah, we already did that, too,” I reminded her. “Multiple times.”

      “I know,” the princess sighed contentedly. “We should do it again.”

      “Later. First we have to – ”

      BOOM!

      The door slammed open, and I about crapped my pants. (If that were actually possible in OtherWorld.)

      Female guards streamed into the room, their bronze spears at the ready.

      The princess went back to being a spoiled brat and stood up on her knees. “I THOUGHT I TOLD YOU TO STAY OFF THIS FLOOR ON PAIN OF DEATH! GO PRESENT YOURSELF TO THE EXECUTIONER AND – ”

      Just then a different nymph walked through the door, one not in a bronze bra and chainmail loincloth. She wore a flowing black gown and a golden headpiece. While her face was beautiful, her expression was cold and imperious.

      I immediately recognized her from the murals adorning the castle’s interior walls.

      Oh shit…

      “Oh,” the princess said, suddenly chastened. “Hello, mother.”

      “What in Bibiroth’s name are you doing?!” the queen yelled.

      “Fucking,” Alaria said cheerfully.

      The queen’s nostrils flared, and she looked at Alaria like she was about to yell Off with her head!

      “Probably not the best time to be so blunt,” I whispered.

      “Well, it’s true,” Alaria said indignantly.

      “And it was a-MAZING!” the princess cried out happily. “I came, like, a hundred times!”

      All the guards shifted their attention to the princess, and a few bronze spears dipped a bit.

      “…what?” one of them asked in shock.

      “No,” another guard said in a You’re KIDDING kind of voice.

      “Really!” the princess insisted. “I stopped counting after number 60!”

      Now all the bronze spears were dipping.

      “HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MINDS?!” the queen shrieked, and pointed at me and Alaria. “THEY ARE INTRUDERS! SEIZE THEM!”

      But there were more pressing matters for the guards.

      “You had 60 orgasms?!” one of the guards whimpered, her hands trembling.

      “More!” the princess beamed. “In fact, the first time we did it – ”

      “You did it more than once?!” one of the guards asked in a choked voice.

      “Oh, we did it a LOT,” the princess said, like Ohhhhhh yeah. “The first time, I actually came for, like, ten minutes straight.”

      A couple of bronze spears hit the floor with a clang.

      The guards looked like people dying of thirst who had just heard the ftzzzt of somebody opening a can of Coke.

      “DON’T LISTEN TO MY DAUGHTER!” the queen screamed. “She is clouding your minds with lies!”

      “No I’m not!” the princess yelled indignantly, then turned back to the guards like she was gossiping. “And guess what?”

      “W-what?” one of the guards asked in a tremulous voice.

      The princess pointed right at me. “He has a PENIS!”

      The entire room gasped. Even the queen seemed a little shaken by the news.

      I guess dongs really were of mythical import around here. Virtually every guard became a meat inspector and started checking out my crotch.

      “Not only that,” the princess proclaimed, “we did – ”

      She paused, then gleefully mouthed, Anal!

      “AAAH!” the queen shrieked, and slapped the back of her hand to her forehead like Blanche DuBois in a bad community production of A Streetcar Named Desire.

      More moans from the guards. A few started trying to surreptitiously masturbate with their spears, rubbing the smooth copper shafts up under their loincloths.

      This was absolutely the weirdest capture scenario I’d ever been part of.

      “Seize them!” the queen shrieked. “They defiled my daughter!”

      “And it was soooooooo goooood,” the princess moaned. “He went in the back door, and she went in the front!”

      “How did she go in the front?” one of the guards moaned.

      “She didn’t just lick you?” another guard called out, sounding like she was on the verge of tears.

      “Show her, Alaria!” the princess commanded.

      Alaria, always one to oblige, whipped her tail up through her thighs, doubled it over, and began stroking it lasciviously.

      It was sort of like a big red dong had just appeared out of nowhere.

      This time the guards actually did lose their minds. Bronze spears hit the floor by the dozens, and the women stopped any pretense that they were turned on. Lots of fingers disappeared up under chainmail loincloths and began rubbing furiously.

      “Imagine THAT in your pussy, and a penis in your ass!” the princess crowed. “THAT’S how I came for ten minutes straight!”

      “You are grounded for LIFE, young lady!” the queen roared.

      The princess flapped her hand through the water like Whatever. “You said you wanted to find a mate for me!”

      “A mate with an army!” the queen shouted. “You can’t just marry him because he has a – a – ”

      The princess leaned over the bed, her naked breasts swinging from her chest, and leered naughtily. “Say it, Mother. Say it. I dare you to say it.”

      The queen paused, her face contorted in distress – and then she said it.

      “A p-penis!” she cried out, and then stumbled as she clutched the crotch of her gown, as though merely saying the word had set off some insatiable lust between her thighs. Two guards had to rush up and catch her before she fell.

      “I think we could get some mother-daughter action going,” Alaria whispered to me. “Maybe even some mother-daughter-entire-army kind of action.”

      I was beginning to think she was right.

      “I want to marry them, mother!” the princess yelled. “I want them both for my mates!”

      Both Alaria and I whipped around to look at her.

      “…say what?” Alaria asked, dumbfounded.

      “You guys can do that?” I asked, equally shocked.

      “I’m royalty – I can do anything!” the princess said haughtily, then started beaming again. “I want to fuck them every day!”

      By now the guards were almost in a puddle, they were so turned on. They were touching themselves, they were fingering each other, and it only got worse as the princess continued.

      “I want to marry them both!” she called out and clasped her hands by her cheek like a Disney princess. You know, if Disney princesses hung out naked in front of everybody and did anal.

      “I’ll marry them in a grand wedding,” the princess continued, “and then they’ll fuck me in every hole, over and over, morning, noon, and ni– ”

      “I don’t do marriage,” Alaria interrupted.

      A deathly silence settled over the room as every eye settled on Alaria.

      “What… what did you just say?” the princess asked in complete shock.

      “I said, I don’t do marriage,” Alaria said. “Hell, I don’t even do monogamy.”

      “Alaria!” I whispered frantically. “Not the time!”

      “What?” Alaria snapped. “She’s talking about getting married, and I’m never going to do that, so – ”

      “You defiled my daughter and you’re not even going to MARRY her?!” the queen screeched.

      “That was NEVER part of the agreement,” Alaria said.

      The princess went from looking like somebody had run over her puppy to looking like a Mexican cartel boss out for revenge.

      “SEIZE THEM!” the princess screamed, and all the guards started reaching for their dropped spears. “THEY’LL MARRY ME AND FUCK ME WHETHER THEY WANT TO OR NOT!”

      Alaria glared at the princess angrily. “No I wo– ”

      “New plan,” I said as I grabbed Alaria by the arm, pulled her backwards, and jumped out the window.
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      We swam 20 feet above the ground, between dark stone towers and over one-story homes, as we fled from the castle. It was actually really cool. It reminded me of Wendy, John, and Michael’s midnight flight through London as Peter Pan led them off to Neverland. You can flyyyyyyy!

      I probably would have enjoyed it a lot more if we weren’t running for our lives.

      Swimming for our lives.

      Whatever.

      “I couldn’t just keep quiet!” Alaria insisted as we darted between two towers.

      “Not the best time!” I shouted.

      “The poor girl was obviously besotted with us, Ian! I couldn’t just stand there and give her false hope that we were going to pleasure her for the rest of her – ”

      “I meant now, not then!”

      “…oh.”

      “But since we’re on the topic, you’re a freakin’ succubus! Can’t you lie a little to keep us out of jail?! Even by omission?!”

      “I guess somebody’s goody-goody two-shoes routine has been rubbing off on me,” she shot back.

      “Well from now on, trust me, I’m in full support of you lying to save ours skins!”

      “But our lives weren’t at stake!”

      I glanced over at her angrily. “Just our getting married, right?”

      Alaria shuddered visibly. “A fate worse than death…”

      Well, at least I knew where she stood on marriage. Though it wasn’t like I couldn’t have guessed on my own.

      The one advantage we had was that most of the city guards had apparently been in the castle listening to on the princess’s orgasm-obsessed rant (and probably jilling off at the same time). The streets were mostly empty.

      When I looked behind us at the castle, dozens of guards were rushing out the front door, hastily adjusting their bronze loincloths.

      I’m sure they hadn’t had time to come, so now we had a bunch of angry, sexually frustrated warriors on our tail.

      Great.

      However, we had one other advantage, too – which was that all the guards seemed intent on staying earthbound. Even though they could have launched themselves into the air – uh, water – and swum after us, they kept to their feet on the black stone streets.

      Maybe it was some sort of social convention. Like, Don’t swim above everyone’s heads, Janey, or everyone will look up your bronze loincloth.

      Alaria and I were approaching the city gate. Amazingly, only a couple of guards were standing watch. I guess the rest were out looking for the warlock intent on corrupting their princess.

      Too late.

      And she hadn’t needed much persuading.

      Not to mention that once the princess started her X-rated description of our afternoon delight, all the guards had started rubbing one out.

      Except these four nymphs at the main gate.

      Of course, they were looking for threats outside the city trying to sneak in…

      …not naughty fornicators trying to get out.

      Alaria and I dipped down just low enough to pass under the stone archway of the gate.

      “‘Scuse us, comin’ through!” I yelled.

      “It’s them!” the guards shouted in surprise as we passed over their heads. “The intruders!”

      “I’m NOT marrying her!” Alaria yelled over her shoulder.

      I’m sure that was confusing to the guards, but I had other things to worry about.

      Like the 2000 nymph warriors in front of us. In the camp and on the battlefield.

      I thought about going around them, but I wanted to get to Zali as fast as possible – so I took a gamble.

      It paid off. None of the nymphs below us seemed to know anything about our misadventures inside the castle (and inside the princess, too), and they ignored me and Alaria as we swam over the camp.

      Well, shit – if I knew it was THIS easy, I would have never bothered sneaking AROUND the camp in the first place!

      The nymph warriors ignored us even more as we started over the battlefield. They were intent on slaughtering Naga soldiers. Nobody cared about me and Alaria.

      Well… nobody cared about us until the guards burst out of the city gate yelling, “STOP THEM! THEY DEFILED THE PRINCESS!”

      I looked back over my shoulder.

      Every single nymph in the camp turned away from the guards…

      …and stared at me and Alaria.

      “SHE WANTED US TO!” Alaria yelled back at them.

      “Oh God…” I groaned.

      A war cry went up from the camp, and they all grabbed their weapons and rushed out onto the battlefield.

      I tried to swim faster. Didn’t work.

      The nymphs ran instead of swimming, but now an overwhelming tide of green lady warriors was running across the battlefield after me and Alaria. And the ones underneath us were throwing spears, even though we were high enough not to get hit.

      Yet.

      I felt like Indiana Jones getting chased by those South American tribesmen at the start of Raiders of the Lost Ark.

      JOCK, START THE ENGINE!

      The Naga warriors saw what was happening, too – specifically the entire nymph army rushing their position at once.

      “Fall back!” the Naga commanders bellowed. “Fall back to Fathmos!”

      So now I had 2000 enraged, sexually frustrated green women running after me…

      A whole bunch of snake guys retreating just a few yards below me…

      And an overpowered, perverted warlock waiting to greet us all.

      Perfect.

      I love it when a plan comes together.

      Although if things went south (or more south than they already had), it might be good to have my imp’s teleportation skills to help out.

      I summoned Stig via my Action Menu. He came back to life in a burst of smoky water, his hands clutching his belly where the castle guards had probably impaled him with their bronze spears.

      “AAAAH!” he screamed, then looked around him in surprise. “Uh, boss…?”

      I grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and hauled him along with me. “SWIM!”

      Stig looked down at the multitudes rushing across the battlefield. “Fuck me…”

      “Yeah, you already missed out on all that,” I joked.

      “Oh – good,” Stig said in relief. “What’s going on?”

      “Alaria and I had sex with the princess, and now all those nymphs want to kill us.”

      “Why can’t you just drink with people and not do the fuckoff?!” Stig asked angrily as he fwap-fwap-fwapped one finger through an OK symbol.

      “That wouldn’t be nearly as much fun!” Alaria called out.

      She was right about that.

      As we approached Fathmos, I saw a group I’d forgotten about: the protestors.

      There was a throng of about a hundred outside the city gates, but they’d stopped chanting and were watching the 2000 nymphs rushing towards them.

      Even if my plans didn’t work out but the protestors got sent for respawn all at once, that would be an acceptable outcome.

      My plan was to swim over Fathmos’ walls since the forcefield was still out. But that got thwarted when I saw the hundreds of Naga warriors manning the barricades.

      No use to try and go over them. If they didn’t spear us with their tridents, I was pretty sure they would swim up and intercept us.

      So I did the next best thing.

      I dropped down behind the protestors, right outside the city gates, and started screaming like a little girl.

      “ZALI! ZALIIIIIII, COME OUT HERE, QUICK!”

      The Naga warriors rushing off the battlefield slithered around the protestors and backed up against the city wall beside me, Alaria, and Stig.

      Then the nymphs showed up. All 2000 of them.

      “KILL THEM!” the green-skinned women roared as one.

      I think the protestors thought the nymphs were talking about them, seeing as the protestors were the only thing separating the nymphs from the Naga. (And me, Alaria, and Stig.)

      Which totally got the protestors’ dander up.

      So obviously they started singing.

      A hymn.

      Yeah.

      Seriously.

      One of the lobster men started singing to the tune of the German national anthem (which was somehow fitting), and then all the other underwater Jesus freaks joined in.

      

      “Will ye play, then? Will ye dally

      “Far behind the battle line?

      “Up! it is Jehovah’s rally!

      “God’s own arm hath need of thine.

      “Worlds are charging, heaven beholding;

      “Thou hast but an hour to fight!

      “Now, the blazoned cross unfolding,

      “On, right onward for the right!”

      

      Which totally freaked the nymphs out. They just stood there staring, like they’d never encountered a bunch of singing crazies in the middle of battle before.

      The Naga, too, were mightily perplexed.

      I couldn’t blame them. I’d had a lot of weird fuckin’ moments in this videogame, but this was one of the absolute weirdest, bar none.

      “…what the fuck?” Alaria murmured.

      Stig didn’t take the absurdity lying down, though.

      “CHILL, BITCHES!” he croaked. “SOMEBDOY TELL THOSE BITCHES TO CHILL!”

      He got more than a few dirty looks from the protestors – but they weren’t about to be stayed from their holy course, and they kept on singing.

      

      “Sworn to yield, to waver, never;

      “Consecrated, born again!

      “Sworn to be Christ’s soldiers ever,

      “O for Christ at least be men!”

      “O let all the soul within you

      “For the truth’s sake go abroad!

      “Strike! let every nerve and sinew

      “Tell on ages, tell for God!”

      

      And then they finally did the thing everybody else had been expecting from the beginning.

      “ATTAAACK!” the main lobster dude roared as he launched himself into battle.

      All the other protestors shouted and waded in after him.

      Of course, they didn’t go after the snake dudes. Or the two fornicators who had committed a whole checklist of perverted acts within the last hour.

      They went after the only people who actually had cause to be outraged: the nymphs.

      I mean, Alaria and I had just double-teamed their sweet (cough), virginal (cough cough) princess.

      Why go after the nymphs and only the nymphs, you might ask?

      The protestors’ reasons soon became apparent.

      “You scantily clad hussies!” one of the protestors shrieked.

      “Don’t you know the sanctity of the female body?” another one cried out. (That squid-faced protestor was dressed like she was Amish, by the way.)

      “Your clothes are immoral! There should be a dress code for modesty!” another screamed.

      I wanted to say, Dude, if there were a dress code for modesty, nobody would play the fuckin’ game.

      But I didn’t want to draw attention to myself, so I just stood back and watched.

      I was expected a wholesale slaughter. I mean, it was a bunch of lobster people with signs up against an army of nymph warriors.

      But I was surprised.

      The protestors held their own.

      At first I thought it was something along the lines of Crazy trumps sanity every time, but then I selected a couple of the protestors to see what they were working with.

      There were some Level 15’s in there, along with a lot of 14’s.

      “Holy shit,” I exclaimed.

      The motherfuckers had been leveling up BIG time.

      And they proved it. Using their signs’ wooden stakes as weapons, the protestors did a lot more damage to the nymphs than I would have ever expected.

      Yeah, yeah, the nymphs killed them all pretty quickly – but the nymphs were all Level 25 and above, and there were thousands of them.

      There were only 100 protestors, and yet they somehow managed to take out a couple dozen nymphs before they bought the farm.

      Totally fuckin’ insane.

      Once the last protestor was sent to his eternal reward (more like his impending respawn), the nymphs turned back to me, Alaria, Stig, and the Naga.

      And now the green-skinned ladies were pissed.

      “TODAY – YOU DIE!” the lead commander bellowed.

      All the nymphs roared along with her and raised their spears to attack –

      “WAIT A MEEEE-NUTE!” a familiar voice yelled out from behind me.

      All the nymphs froze.

      I turned around to see Zali calmly strolling out from the city gates, looking dapper in a pearl grey suit with a lime green ascot.

      “Eee-an! A-laaar-ee-uh! So good to see you!” the hatchetfish said in a delighted voice. Then he turned towards the nymphs. “I see we have a see-tu-ah-see-un.”

      Fuckin’ right, we had a situation.

      And this time, it was in my favor.

      “THAT’S HIM!” I yelled at the nymphs as I pointed at Zali. “THAT’S THE GUY WHO ORDERED ME TO DEFILE YOUR PRINCESS!”

      Zali looked over at me in shock. “What?! No I deeedn’t!”

      Alaria looked at me in surprise, too. “What?”

      “Shh, this is part of the plan!” I whispered gleefully.

      And what a plan it was. I couldn’t beat Zali on my own, so I was going to get an army of angry nymphs to do it for me.

      Enraged that the warlock had ordered the deflowering of their princess (which he hadn’t, but whatever), they would rip him limb from limb – even if they had to die in the process.

      And if they killed me, too, whatever.

      I would resurrect. Zali wouldn’t.

      Checkmate.

      Brilliant, if I do say so myself.

      Maybe not very ethical, but at this point I was all Fuck ethics.

      All ethics was doing was kicking sand in my face while Zali whupped my ass ten thousand times in a row.

      Plus I’d gotten to fuck a hot princess while I was at it. Not a bad day’s work.

      As I awaited my moment of triumph, Zali looked out at the horde of angry nymphs and held up his hands as though trying to calm them.

      “I promise you, I deeedn’t do thees thing he says I deed!” he cried out.

      And then another voice spoke up out of the green-skinned crowd. “He’s telling the truth!”

      I froze.

      Oh shit… I know that voice…

      The front ranks of the nymph army parted, and out walked the princess.

      Still buck nekkid.

      Still looking hot as ever.

      “Not more fucking,” Stig groused beside me.

      “Shhhh,” I whispered.

      The princess turned to the army. “The fish warlock didn’t order the human to fuck me! The human did it to start a war so we would destroy the fish warlock!”

      The entire crowd of nymphs gasped.

      The Naga warriors all turned and stared at me in shock.

      Zali’s reaction was the worst, though.

      “Eeee-an!” he exclaimed, hurt beyond words. “Eee-an… ees thees true?!”

      I felt about two inches tall.

      Just a total shitbag.

      Then Zali grinned and waggled a finger at me like he’d caught me in the cookie jar.

      “You are a very naughty boy, but very clever! You weel keel me yet, I am sure of eet!”

      Nothing like being called out for being a douchebag, then getting patted on the head condescendingly afterwards.

      Try again, I’m sure you’ll do better next time! You will, I promise! We’ll even give you a special trophy for participation!

      Now I wanted to kill the little fucker more than ever.

      “But here’s the thing!” the princess continued yelling. “I WANTED them to fuck me!”

      The nymphs all gasped again.

      “Yes – and they did! BOTH of them! AT THE SAME TIME!” the princess shouted.

      There were wails of anguish from the crowd – although I think most of them were more about sexual frustration than outrage.

      The princess strutted up and down the front lines of the army as she talked, her boobs jiggling with every step. It would have been difficult to pay attention to what she was saying, if what she was saying wasn’t even more provocative.

      “I had both the human and his succubus – and they were AMAZING! Virtually everything that a nymph can have done to her, they did to me – and I LOVED it! Why, I even did – ”

      She mouthed ANAL! in an over-the-top, exaggerated way, like she was shouting but trying to keep silent at the same time.

      The nymphs in the crowd looked like they were about to lose their minds. I definitely saw some spear shafts getting rubbed underneath bronze panties, that was for sure.

      The princess kept going. “For too long, Mother has made you deny your longings! For too long, she has made you fight this insane war, the roots of which have long been forgotten! She tells you the bloodshed must go on until she finds a suitable mate for me – and that you all must suffer in the meantime, forced into celibacy alongside me! Well – NO MORE!

      “You know you want cock! I know you want cock! We all know what goes on in the barracks late at night, when warrior sisters slip into each other’s bunks! Why do we deny it? Why do we deny our bodies what they crave? For some mad old woman, who desires power more than pleasure?! I know what you need – you need release! You need to come, as I came earlier today! You need to experience the pleasure your bodies were created for! Stop this senseless shame, this foolish abnegation!”

      Ho-leeeey shit.

      It was like a porno version of Shakespeare’s Henry V.

      Once more into my breeches, dear friends, once more –

      Or close the hole up with your English dong!

      I was glad the protestors weren’t here anymore, or they would have tried to drown it all out with more hymns.

      Another scream rose up from the crowd, and the queen stumbled through the ranks. She looked absolutely insane with anger.

      “How DARE you!” she screeched at her daughter. “How DARE you undermine me like this!”

      “How dare YOU!” the princess shouted back. “How dare you take away the pleasures of so many, just to feed your insane lust – for POWER!”

      “You know NOTHING of the sacrifices I have made for you!” the queen howled. “You think I don’t feel desire?! You think I don’t fantasize about something long, and hard, and thick between my legs?!”

      “That’s what I’M talking about!” Alaria shouted.

      Everybody turned and stared at her. Literally everybody.

      “I’m just saying,” Alaria said, completely unabashed.

      The queen snarled at her and was about to go back to yelling at the princess –

      “Ahem,” Zali cleared his throat. “If you weel allow me, perhaps I may be of help.”

      “How can YOU possibly be of any help?” the queen raged.

      “Come… come,” Zali said, gesturing for everyone to follow him as he turned back towards the city gates. Then he grinned suggestively at the nymph army. “Perhaps that is a double entendre, no?”

      “Sir,” a Naga general said in shock, “you are inviting the enemy not only into your city, but your HOME?”

      “I theenk thees is all a misunderstandeeng, General. Please, please, everyone… come.”

      And with that, Zali waddled through the gates and back into Fathmos.

      The queen stared at the princess, and then they both stared at the general.

      The nymph soldiers stared at the Naga warriors, who stared right back at them.

      For a second I thought that fighting would break out again –

      But the queen shrugged and muttered under her breath, “Why the fuck not.”

      She grabbed the train of her dress and followed Zali into Fathmos – followed by the princess, the Naga warriors, and 2000 nymphs.

      We all followed Zali in a procession down the streets of Fathmos, into his home, out the back –

      – and into the fucking sculpture garden.

      Literally the ‘fucking’ sculpture garden.

      As we walked in, the Naga looked around in scandalized amazement.

      The nymphs basically shrieked in agony to see all that erect incubi cock.

      And the queen fell to her knees, overcome with lust.

      I tell you, I have never seen a woman so thirsty as that queen staring at the bukkake exhibit.

      The princess came up behind me and Alaria.

      “Wow… and I thought what we did earlier was nasty,” she said in completely delighted wonderment. “I had no idea.”

      “It was pretty nasty,” I protested.

      Alaria and the princess gave me a look like, Come on, dude.

      I just sighed.

      They were right – it’s not fair to judge amateurs against a professional. And Zali was a professional perv.

      Zali took center stage and turned to the multitudes. “My freends, I theenk you have a problem. The problem is… you are hornee, no?”

      Stifled groans from the nymphs, like women perched on the very edge of orgasm for ten minutes but unable to get off.

      I was strapped to a table and fucked for 24 hours without coming, ladies, I thought silently. This ain’t nothin’. Suck it up.

      “You need to be fucked, no?” Zali asked, and made his hands into fists like he was feeling the humanity. “You need to feel the glorious release of orgasm, no?”

      The nymphs were nearly crying in frustration now.

      “I can see you are excited, no? Even my Naga freends are becom-eeng engorged.”

      What?

      ‘Engorged’?

      What the fuck was he talking ab–

      Then I saw.

      The tips of the Naga’s tails were becoming, shall we say… bulbous.

      Like the swollen head of an erect penis.

      THOUSANDS of swollen green penises on the ground around me.

      I have never had a nightmare nearly as disturbing.

      “OH GOD!” I yelled in panic as I jerked my right leg up and stood crane-style on one foot. The Karate Kid didn’t have shit on me.

      The Nagas themselves were quite bashful about it. Some of them were trying to curl up their tails into coils so nobody could see. Others were stuffing their tail tips in the sand. Most tried to go unnoticed.

      Trust me when I say that the Nagas’ state did not go unnoticed by the nymphs.

      The female warriors stared down at the Nagas’ tails like they reaaaally wanted to sit down on the ground. In specific places. Like, RIGHT there on that one spot. Again and again and again for five or six minutes. And then maybe go over there, over to THAT spot, and do it all over again.

      But Zali wasn’t finished.

      “You would like to touch the art, no?” he said in a seductive voice. “You would like to reach out and pet the art, no? To USE the art, no? To feeeel eet deep inside you, no?”

      The queen was definitely in that camp. She kept reaching out for incubus dong, then drawing her fingers back at the last second like No, no, I really can’t do that, no –

      But then she would reach out again, only to pull her hand way at the last second.

      “But I know what you are theenk-eeng,” Zali said. “You say to yourselves, ‘But Zali – weel thees not compromise the integri-tee of the art? ZALI – weel thees not invalidate what you have striven to achieeeve?”

      I was pretty sure nobody was thinking that, but whatever.

      “But today, art shall bring us together. For one day, and one day only, we shall have – PERFORMANCE ART!” Zali thundered. “Yes – PERFORMANCE ART! You may fuck anytheeng in the garden, and it may fuck you, eef you so desire! I releeease you for one day, my creations, my een-cubi, my succubi! The fuckeeng shall be the art, and the art shall be the fuckeeng! FOR I – AM – ZALI!”

      He threw his hand up in the air like a matador and just froze there in his pose.

      Nobody noticed.

      I have never seen 2000 bras and panties come off that quickly, ever – cotton, spandex, or bronze.

      Thus began the strangest orgy that has ever been contemplated in all of history. And I’m even counting that final scene in Sausage Party.

      Nymphs jumped on Naga warriors, who immediately began inserting their tails between the nymphs’ legs – and both of them absolutely loved it.

      Plus the demons were free now to do as they pleased.

      Incubi fucked succubi, nymphs, each other – didn’t matter.

      Succubi fucked Naga, nymphs, each other – didn’t matter.

      Everybody was fucking everybody.

      Nagas pumped away at nymphs, cramming their big thick tails up inside the women as both nymphs and Nagas came.

      Succubi and incubi and nymphs writhed in a tangle of bodies, with fingers and tongues and cocks going everywhere. All available holes were filled.

      The princess jumped two Naga at once and got one tail up the baby chute and another up the poop chute. She couldn’t have been happier.

      The nymph queen grabbed an incubus dong and stuffed it in her mouth. Another incubus lifted up her black gown, discovered Her Highness liked to go commando, and two seconds later we had a green Hawaiian barbecue on our hands. The wobbly H, you might say.

      A naked nymph started chasing Stig around the courtyard, but he just ran away on all fours like a dog as he yelled, “CHILL, BITCH! SOMEBODY TELL THAT BITCH TO CHILL!”

      A thousand orgasmic voices echoed throughout the sculpture garden.

      Mine was not one of them.

      I just stood there in shock.

      Zali waddled over next to me and crowed, “YES! YES! THE FUCKEEENG! EET IS GLORIOUS, NO?”

      I couldn’t answer. I was rendered absolutely speechless.

      I had tried to orchestrate a war and bring down my enemy… and instead I’d instigated a Guinness Book of World Records attempt at ‘biggest interspecies gangbang.’

      There were no words.

      Stig had no words, either, once he finally escaped the horny nymph with an imp fetish. He just stared out at the debauchery and made sounds like he was puking in the back of his throat.

      Alaria?

      Alaria was totally into it.

      “Oh Goddess,” she said, her voice thick and guttural with lust.

      “Eee-an, you should join in,” Zali said kindly.

      “I… can’t…”

      The little hatchetfish warlock looked at me quizzically. “Can’t what?”

      “I can’t win. I tried fighting you fair and square. Didn’t work. I tried leveling up. Didn’t work. I tried a kraken – for fuck’s sake, I brought a KRAKEN to a FISH fight, and it STILL didn’t work. I tried seducing the daughter of your archenemy and starting a war, and instead I got… this.”

      I gestured out at the vast field of carnal degradation taking place in front of me.

      “Eet ees the healing power of art, Ee-an,” Zali whispered.

      “Or fucking,” Alaria suggested.

      “…or… fuckeeng,” Zali said like he would deign to consider the possibility, but didn’t really believe it.

      “Fuckin’ art,” Stig said in disgust.

      I watched for a few more seconds… and then I turned around and shambled away like a zombie, completely shell-shocked by my utter and complete failure.

      “Where are you go-eeng, Ee-an?” Zali asked in concern.

      “I have to get out of here.”

      “You do not weesh to partake in the art?”

      “No.”

      “Well, then, what about the fuckeeng?”

      “No.”

      Alaria called out plaintively, “Babe, can’t we just – ”

      “No.”

      “Just for a couple of – ”

      “No.”

      “But… it’s an orgy, Ian – ”

      “No.”

      “But – Naga sex, Ian! NAGA SEX!”

      “NO!”

      I guess it was a sign of her love for me that Alaria took one last look at the vast field of naked bodies… sighed… and followed me out of the villa.

      “Come back whenever you weesh!” Zali called after us fondly. “I am sure they weel be fuckeeng all night long!”

      Alaria made a little whimpering noise in the back of her throat, but she followed me nonetheless.

      Stig took one last look back at the carnival of flesh and shook his head in disgust.

      “Bitches be crazy,” he muttered, then loped along after us.
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      “Well, look at it this way,” Desmond said as he ignored me and watched the reams of code flashing across his computer screen. “You finally ended the Naga-Nymph War.”

      I was standing in the farthest recesses of the Programming Department, a dim cave made of beige PC cases, dozens of monitors, and ten thousand cables snaking across the floor. The resident troll of this particular grotto was Desmond, the head of the AI programming department. He bore a striking resemblance to Gilfoyle, the snarky, deadpan coder on Silicon Valley – especially the long, greasy hair and disaffected attitude. Today he was wearing plaid flannel over a Dark Side of the Moon t-shirt. Really changing his wardrobe up, Desmond was.

      “Yeah, big consolation,” I moped.

      “Everybody says they want World Peace,” he said in an emotionless voice. “You just brought a little bit of it to a digital corner of OtherWorld.”

      “Ha ha,” I said without a trace of humor.

      “T.S. Elliot said the world would go out with a whimper. Well, the Naga-Nymph War went out with a bang. Literally.”

      “You can stop with the jokes. They’re not funny.”

      “I thought they were hilarious,” Desmond said in his grumpy monotone.

      “Look, I need your help.”

      “No.”

      “Come onnnnn,” I pleaded. “Satish said that the AI is writing the scenario with Zali now, and you’re the AI guy, so – ”

      Desmond finally swiveled around in his chair to look at me. “Do you remember what happened the last time I helped you?”

      I did. It would forever be seared into my brain.

      I’d begged Desmond to alter Alaria’s programming to make her monogamous – basically to turn her into something she wasn’t. At the time, I’d seen it as a harmless alteration in a line of computer code, instead of what it was: a complete betrayal of someone I loved.

      The effect on her was excruciating. Her body and psyche rejected the change, and it made her question her own sanity. When she found out I had ‘interceded with the gods’ to change her behind her back, she freaked out and dumped me – and rightly so.

      I spent the next month in an alcoholic haze of self-loathing and grief, wallowing in the worst parts of myself until I finally clawed my way out of my pity parade and put myself back together, more or less. Just in time, too, because Alaria came back to find me, and we worked things out.

      It all turned out alright in the end, but I can’t rightly say I dodged a bullet. Not when it pierced my heart. And not when I was the one who fired the gun on myself.

      No need to go into all that with Desmond, though.

      “Yeah,” I said quietly. “I almost lost Alaria.”

      “No,” Desmond said, “I got written up and suspended without pay for two days. So go fuck yourself.”

      He turned back to the computer screen.

      Glad I didn’t bare my soul to the fucker.

      Still, I needed to persuade him to help me.

      Given his Pink Floyd t-shirt and his John Lennon glasses, I decided to try the counter-cultural route.

      “That was ‘the Man’ who suspended you, not me,” I pointed out. “Fuck the Man, right?”

      “‘The Man’ signs my paychecks,” Desmond said as he went back to his code. “You just annoy me. So fuck you, not ‘the Man.’”

      “This time’ll be different. I don’t want you to do anything to Alaria – ”

      “No, you just want me to bend the space-time continuum so you can defeat a boss in a videogame. No thanks. Go away.”

      “Come onnnn – think of it as playing God.”

      “As far as OtherWorld’s concerned, I am God. I don’t have to play God.”

      I knocked on the computer tower closest to me. “Are you there, God? It’s me, Ian.”

      “Go have your period somewhere else.”

      I sighed. “You don’t understand.”

      “I understand you’re a whiny little bitch.”

      I gritted my teeth and plowed onwards. “Have you ever been trapped in a situation where you just… can’t… win? And it never ends?”

      “Yes. This conversation.”

      “Well, can you at least give me some advice, then?”

      Desmond swiveled back around to face me again.

      Progress.

      “You know what your problem is?” he said.

      “Other than being a whiny little bitch?”

      “Myopia.”

      “You’re the one who wears glasses, dude.”

      He pointed at the computer screen. “Being God is hard on the eyes. But I meant figuratively, dumbass.”

      “I know what you meant. You’re saying I have blinders on.”

      “Exactly.”

      “You’re saying I can’t see the forest for the trees.”

      “Yes.”

      “You’re saying I need to think outside the box.”

      “You can stop with the clichés now,” Desmond said as he turned back to his computer again.

      “But what the fuck does that even mean?” I said in an irritated voice.

      “It means you’re so far inside the box, you don’t even realize there’s a box anymore.”

      I paused.

      “…the box being the videogame?”

      “No, Alaria’s box.”

      I glared at him. “Not funny.”

      “No, it’s still hilarious,” he said in his deadpan voice. “Yes, of course the videogame. You’re so focused on this one aspect of it that you’re ignoring everything else.”

      I frowned. “So what should I do?”

      “You ever thought that this might be a Kobayashi Maru scenario?”

      I pondered that for a second. “A no-win situation to see how I react?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Kirk beat the Kobayashi Maru,” I pointed out.

      “So James Tiberius Kirk that shit,” Desmond said, still intently focused on his code.

      “You know…” I said, leaning over the computer tower conspiratorially, “he did it by convincing the green chick to reprogram the computer.”

      What followed was the first time I ever saw Desmond show real emotion.

      Anger.

      Lots of anger.

      He whirled around in his seat, scowled, and pointed his own Finger of Doom at me. “NO, that was in that J.J. Abrams abomination. As plainly stated in The Wrath of Khan, Kirk did it his own damn self. Besides, do I look like a female Orion Starfleet cadet? No. I do not.”

      Desmond swiveled back to his computer screen all in a snit.

      Damn.

      I frowned. “I thought the reboot was okay.”

      “You would. Jesus H. Christ, all those lens flares… the real enemy wasn’t the Klingons or the Romulans, it was J.J. fuckin’ Abrams and Photoshop.”

      I thought back to Wrath of Khan, which I hadn’t seen in years. “Didn’t Kirk actually do the Kobayashi Maru simulation three times?”

      “He did.”

      “He lost the first two times… but he reprogrammed the computer before the third, right?”

      “Third time’s the charm.”

      “So… you’re saying I should try reprogramming the code myself?”

      I got the Finger of Doom again.

      “You touch my code, I will kill you,” Desmond said as he stared at me with cold, dead eyes. “That is not a threat. That is a legally binding contract.”

      Then he turned back to his computer screen.

      “So what should I do, then?” I complained.

      “For starters, step away from the game for a while. Go home and take a shower. You reek.”

      When a self-imposed social outcast like Desmond tells you that you have grooming issues… you have a problem.

      I sniffed the pits of my t-shirt and realized, yeah, I was a little fragrant. I mean, it had been over a week since I’d been back to my apartment.

      “Alright, point taken,” I said. “I’ll see you later.”

      “Please don’t.”

      The last thing I heard as I left the cave was Desmond muttering to himself.

      “Camera flares… Jesus fuckin’ Christ…”
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      It was just after five when I clocked out, grabbed my jacket, and left the building. As soon as I walked out of the lobby, though, I was confronted with something I wish I could have left behind in OtherWorld:

      Protestors.

      Throngs of them stood outside Westek, just like their digital counterparts in Fathmos. Except these guys weren’t lobster people – just white-bread.

      Well, mostly. There were a few token Asian chicks and black people, but 95% of them were WASPs.

      They were carrying the same cardboard signs and hollering the same lame chants as the ones in the game.

      Too bad I couldn’t cast Darkfire or Hellstorm on them.

      Actually, they had a new approach I hadn’t heard before: a modified version of ‘Jesus Loves Me’ they sang as a group.

      

      “Jesus loves me, this I know

      “But to Hell you’re gonna go

      “If you play this video game

      “Sin and Westek, all the same.

      “Yes, Jesus hates it;

      “Yes, Jesus hates it –

      “Yes, Jesus hates it!

      “No more sex inside the game!”

      

      All I know is if I were seven years old and heard that song in Sunday School, I would have immediately gone out and tried to get the Adult Expansion Pack. It would have become my new mission in life.

      I passed by the cordon of cops holding back the protestors, muscled my way through the fringes of the crowd, and cold-shouldered the mouth-breathers trying to force Chick tracts on me.

      Yes. ‘Chick tracts.’ Little cartoon pamphlets originally drawn by John Chick, all of them telling you how you deserve to burn in Hell and how you’re responsible for Jesus getting beaten to a bloody pulp and crucified on the cross and how He cries every time you touch yourself.

      Go Google it. Chick.com.

      Not the kind of ‘chick’ website I’m normally looking for on the internet.

      My fundamentalist aunt and uncle had a bunch of Chick tracts strewn around their living room and den. They gave them out at Halloween instead of candy.

      Yeah. They were that house. The one all the kids avoided.

      “If there has to be a holiday dedicated to the Devil,” my uncle was fond of saying, “at least we can use it to save a few souls.”

      You see?

      I come by my dislike of religious fanatics honestly.

      Anyway, once I got past the protestors, I tried to figure out what to do.

      I could call an Uber and go home, but I probably had nothing to eat but frozen dinners and Kraft Mac ‘n Cheese. Now, I like me some Kraft Mac ‘n Cheese, but I figured I needed something a little more substantial.

      Like a beer.

      So I crossed the street, walked over to the shops and restaurants that had sprung up to accommodate Westek and all the other businesses in the area, and went into O’Shaughnessy’s for Happy Hour.

      O’Shaughnessy’s was a faux pub where you could order nachos and burgers instead of anything remotely Irish, but they had pretty cheap Happy Hour specials, and that was good enough for me.

      The place wasn’t hopping yet since it was only a quarter after 5. But I knew that a slew of Westek employees would be coming in shortly.

      I didn’t really want to socialize, though. I just wanted to decompress and relax, so I chose a booth in the very back and ordered a beer and some cheeseburger sliders when the server came by. Then I pulled out my phone and opened Google to see what had happened in the world while I’d been away.

      “Hi,” said a sunny, feminine voice to my left.

      I looked up to see a girl standing beside my booth. She appeared to be in her early 20’s. Short, petite, with curly brown hair tied in a pony tail.

      And very cute. Not hot like Alaria, but cute. And definitely a lot more conservative. She wore a white blouse buttoned pretty high, and a skirt that came down past her knees.

      But she was definitely pretty. Perfect skin and friendly brown eyes.

      She smiled at me. “Mind if I join you?”

      Now in OtherWorld, NPC chicks would come over to you, drop their panties, and ask if you wanted to fuck. But that was fantasy.

      This was the real world. And pretty girls never came over and asked to sit with you – especially when there was ample seating everywhere else in the restaurant.

      I was reminded of that line from X2 where Magneto’s talking to the sadistic guard at his prison. The night before, Mystique had hit on the guard in a bar – then drugged and injected liquid metal into his veins in a bid to help Magneto escape.

      Mr. Laurio, never trust a beautiful woman… especially one who’s interested in YOU.

      Despite Magneto’s words, I bit on the bait.

      “Uh… yeah, sure,” I said, bewildered.

      “Thanks!” she said happily.

      As she leaned over to scoot into the seat across from me, her necklace slipped out of the top of her blouse, and a little gold cross swung down.

      …oh.

      Great.

      “Are you with the protestors?” I asked wearily.

      She looked at me in surprise. “How did you know?”

      I pointed at her necklace.

      She laughed as she put the cross back inside her blouse. “That obvious, huh?”

      “No, I just made a guess. Could have just as easily been wrong. Lots of people wear crosses.”

      “Yes,” she said, with more than a hint of disapproval in her voice, “and for a lot of them it doesn’t mean anything.”

      Oh God.

      I didn’t care how cute she was, this was not how I’d envisioned my brief excursion back into the world.

      “You know,” I started, “I don’t mean to be rude, but – ”

      “One draft IPA,” the server said as he set down a stein in front of me. “Anything for your lady friend?”

      I frowned. “She’s not my – ”

      “I’ll have whatever he’s having,” she said chirpily to the waiter. Then she smiled at me. “And I’ll pay for it, don’t worry.”

      I frowned. “I wasn’t – ”

      “Anything to eat?” the server asked.

      “No thanks,” she smiled.

      “Alright, comin’ right up,” the server said as he left the table.

      “You drink?” I asked.

      “That surprises you?”

      “Well… I have some Southern Baptists in my family, and you’d think that alcohol was the devil to hear them talk.”

      “Ah, Southern Baptists,” she said with a laugh. “Know the difference between an Episcopalian and a Southern Baptist?”

      “No, what?”

      “An Episcopalian will say hello to you when you see him in the liquor store on Friday night.”

      I smiled in spite of myself.

      This chick was okay.

      Definitely not a Chick, that was for sure.

      “I’m Carrie,” she said as she stuck her hand out across the table.

      I shook it.

      “I’m Ian. Hope you’re not going to murder me telekinetically,” I joked.

      She stared at me blankly.

      Oh shit.

      “Carrie…?” I said, trying to jog her memory. “Stephen King…? Brian DePalma movie…?”

      “Oh, is that that old horror movie?” She wrinkled up her nose. “I don’t watch horror movies.”

      Of course you don’t.

      The server came over and placed a beer in front of Carrie. “One IPA for the lady.”

      “Thank you,” she said with a winning smile.

      But she drank beer. At least she had that much going for her.

      As soon as the server departed, I decided to call out the elephant in the room. “So, Carrie… I gotta ask – ”

      “Why did I come over here?”

      “Yeah.”

      She bit her lip, which was really sexy in an innocent kind of way.

      After my time in OtherWorld, I wasn’t used to seeing ‘innocent’ much.

      She began talking quickly. “I’ve seen you around Westek, and I always wanted to say hello, but I didn’t see you all last week, so when you came walking over here… I figured I better take my shot.”

      My heart started to beat a little harder, and my cheeks flushed a bit.

      I’d never had a girl come up out of the blue and hit on me before.

      Especially not a pretty one.

      And… weirdly… I felt a little guilty.

      About Alaria.

      Yes, I knew that was insane. Alaria was inside a videogame. This was the real world.

      But I still felt a little guilty. Like I was doing something I shouldn’t.

      Which was insane, too. Carrie had approached me, not vice versa. And there was no indication she wanted to do anything but have a drink with me. And besides that, Alaria and I had an open relationship.

      But still.

      Alaria might have been okay with me sleeping with other women, but that was in a videogame.

      This was the real world.

      And that changed things, at least in my mind.

      “Um… that’s cool…” I said, stumbling a bit.

      Carrie smiled at my utter lack of game. “What do you think of us, Ian? The protestors, I mean.”

      I didn’t want to get into an argument, so I kept things vague. “You know… First Amendment rights… freedom of speech… the right to assemble… it’s fine.”

      “But you think we’re all self-righteous a-holes, don’t you?”

      I wasn’t gonna lie.

      “…kind of,” I admitted.

      She sighed and nodded. “Some of us are, I have to admit. I don’t exactly approve of their tactics.”

      Huh…

      “Which is why I want to try something different,” she continued.

      I raised one eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

      She pushed her beer aside and leaned over the table. My eyes were automatically drawn to the neck of her blouse, though it was buttoned up so far there was nothing to see.

      She looked me straight in the eye. “We could really use someone like you, Ian.”

      I frowned. “…someone like me?”

      “A man on the inside.”

      “Wha…”

      Oh.

      As Stig would say, Ah, fuck ME.

      This wasn’t a pretty girl hitting on me.

      Well, she was, but not because she was interested in me.

      This was a fuckin’ RECRUITMENT.

      The Jesus freaks were trying to use the ol’ honeypot trick.

      Magneto was right.

      “Yeah, not interested,” I said coldly, and reached for my wallet. Kraft Mac ‘n Cheese at home – alone – was sounding like a really good prospect. As for the beer, I could get the Uber driver to stop by the supermarket on the way, pick up a six-pack –

      “Ian – I’m sorry,” Carrie said softly, and put her hand on mine.

      The softness of her skin made me pause, and I looked into her eyes.

      “I didn’t mean to offend you,” she continued. “I know you probably don’t like what we’re doing. I know you probably think we’re all religious nuts.”

      Well… YEAH.

      I didn’t say that, though. I just kept quiet and let her talk.

      “We just believe very strongly that what Westek is doing is loosening the moral fabric of America.”

      Well… YEAH.

      “You say that like it’s a bad thing,” I joked.

      To my great surprise, she smiled.

      “We’re not all anti-sex prudes, Ian. We just think that everything has its time… and its place.”

      The way she said it… how soft her voice was…

      It was actually kind of erotic.

      “And doing otherwise… well, it can promote a kind of addiction. And we don’t think that’s healthy.”

      My hackles went up, and I wanted to contradict her –

      But then a little voice in the back of my mind said, Could you give up the game?

      Could you give up the sex?

      Could you give up Alaria?

      And I answered with the typical addict’s response:

      Of course I could. I just don’t want to.

      That gave me a little pause.

      “There are even some people in your company who agree with us,” she whispered. “One conscientious objector in particular.”

      I frowned. That was news to me.

      “Who?”

      “I’m not supposed to even be talking about this… do you promise that you won’t reveal the identity of this person if I tell you?”

      She looked a little frightened as she said it. No matter the missteps she’d taken already in the conversation, I suddenly felt protective of her.

      Of course, then I reminded myself that she was trying to recruit me as a spy.

      Standard procedure, I imagined. Have the pretty girl show vulnerability. Appeal to the mark as a big, strong man. Hint that she needs protection. All while she’s stroking your hand seductively.

      Despite all that, though, I wanted to know who the turncoat was.

      “As long as they’re not deliberately sabotaging the company, then I promise I won’t tell anybody.”

      She hesitated, then said, “I’m sure you know we’re protesting inside the game now. We have people playing 24/7, trying to change Westek’s policies and the other players’ minds.”

      “Yeah,” I said drily, “I’m aware of it.”

      “Well, we met an operative who works for the other side. He’s given us valuable intel – strangely enough, always in exchange for alcohol.”

      Speaking of alcohol, I lifted my beer to my lips. Just before I took a sip, I asked, “And who’s this guy on the inside?”

      “He goes by the codename Stig.”

      I literally spat my beer out in a cloud all over her face.

      Carrie just sat there looking at me in shock.

      “STIG?!” I yelped, then realized I’d covered her in India Pale Ale. “Oh, shit, sorry – Stig?! That’s his name?! You’re SURE?!”

      She wiped her face with a napkin as she stared at me. “You know him?”

      I got up, slapped a twenty on the table, and said, “Be right back. Don’t go anywhere.”

      And then I hustled out of O’Shaughnessy’s and back across the street to Westek.
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      “WHAT THE FUCK, MAN?!”

      I was back in the game, standing on what was formerly the nymph and Naga battleground. But the warriors were all gone, their posts deserted.

      Behind me in Fathmos, I could hear screams from what was currently the nymph and Naga ‘fucking ground.’

      Vastly different ‘grounds.’

      The screams from the battlegrounds and the fucking grounds did sound kind of similar, though.

      Not my screams, thought. They were pure righteous rage at Stig’s betrayal.

      “YOU TOLD THE PROTESTORS ABOUT US JUST FOR A LITTLE BOOZE?!”

      My imp crouched down on the ground, cowering before my fury.

      “N-no,” Stig whimpered, but his head nodded ‘yes’ – his telltale giveaway.

      I was about to blow a gasket when Alaria grabbed my arm.

      “Ian, calm down,” she said quietly but firmly. “He’s your friend. Do you really think he’d knowingly sell you out?”

      I looked at her, then back down at Stig.

      He was huddled over and looking up at me like a dog terrified of its owner.

      And he was trembling all over.

      I thought of how, when I was a grade-A prick back in Exardus, Stig had never left my side.

      He’d been a good friend to me. Way better than I ever was to him.

      Imagine: an alcoholic imp who wouldn’t take a drink because I was the dickhead who needed babysitting.

      I immediately felt ashamed at my behavior.

      Thank god for Alaria reining me in.

      I got down on the ground so that I was eye-level with Stig.

      He flinched as I sat, and it hurt me to see it.

      “I’m sorry,” I said quietly. “I shouldn’t have shouted at you. I was just… it doesn’t matter. I shouldn’t have shouted at you. I apologize.”

      Stig looked at me in disbelief, then up at Alaria – but he relaxed and stopped shaking.

      “Just tell me what happened,” I said calmly. “Please.”

      “Well…” Stig said hesitantly, still looking afraid. “You were always – ”

      Fwap-fwap-fwap went the finger.

      “Okay,” I said, feeling mildly guilty.

      Stig gave me a reproachful look. “I mean, it was all the TIME with the – ”

      Fwap-fwap-fwap-fwap

      “Yes, okay, I understand,” I said, the tiniest bit annoyed.

      “And you wouldn’t even let me use my ‘Get Free Out Of Jail’ card!”

      “It’s ‘Get Out Of – ’ never mind, just get to the part about the protestors.”

      But Stig was on a roll.

      “It’s – ”

      Fwap-fwap-fwap-fwap

      “ – with her!” Stig said as he pointed at Alaria. “And it’s – ”

      Fwap-fwap-fwap-fwap

      “ – with mermaids! And it’s – ”

      Fwap-fwap-fwap-fwap

      “ – with green ladies! All the time it’s – ”

      FWAP-FWAP-FWAP-FWAP –

      “I GOT IT,” I said, grabbing his hand so he couldn’t poke the hole anymore. “TOO MUCH FUCKING. MOVING ON.”

      Stig gave me some side-eye, but continued. “Well… I wanted some booze, and you were always – ”

      He was about to poke the OK symbol some more, but he saw my scowl and thought better of it.

      “…but there wasn’t any booze. And you wouldn’t let me suck on the faun, either,” he said reproachfully.

      He was talking about the goat-man statue that peed champagne.

      “Let’s not use that term,” I said.

      “…suck off the faun?” Stig asked, confused.

      “STOP. PLEASE. JUST… STOP.” I held my forehead in my hand with my eyes closed… regained my composure… and then forced myself to look up and smile benignly. “Please continue.”

      Stig looked at me like I was crazy, but continued his tale.

      “Well, you and Alaria were – uh…”

      He considered whether to fwap-fwap-fwap and decided against it.

      “…with the green lady in the fish guy’s house, and I wanted booze. So I went for a walk to look for some. But there wasn’t any in the city, so I went outside the gates. The loud people with signs shouted at me, so I ran away. But there was a lobster guy all by himself who was drinking a bottle of booze. He offered me some, and I took it.

      “‘Don’t tell anybody,’ he said.

      “And I said, ‘I won’t.’

      “And he said, ‘You don’t look like you’re from around here.’

      “And I said, ‘I’m not.’

      “And he said, ‘Did you come here with somebody?’

      “And I said, ‘My boss.’

      “And he said, ‘You have a boss?’ like he was surprised.

      “And I said, ‘Yeah.’

      “And he said, ‘In the game?’

      “And I didn’t know what he was talking about, but he kept letting me drink, so I said, ‘Yeah.’

      “And he said, ‘Your boss, does he work for…’

      Stig paused to recall.

      “Wessek, or Tekwes, or… I don’t know, some god. But he kept lettin’ me drink, so I just said, ‘Yeah,’ so I could keep drinkin’.

      “And he said, ‘Do you like working for your boss?’”

      Stig paused and cleared his throat.

      “Now, you’d just kicked me out so you could – ”

      Fwap –

      As soon as he poked the OK symbol once, Stig paused and looked at me warily like he was wondering if I was going to explode at him again.

      When I didn’t, he added in a few more pokes for good measure.

      Fwap-fwap-fwap-fwap

      “And I was still kind of mad at you, so I said, ‘NO, he’s a bos-sh.’”

      Which I, Ian, knew was impish for ‘dirty anus.’

      But to a normal English speaker, it sounded almost exactly like ‘boss.’

      “…sorry,” Stig muttered.

      “I deserved it,” I said. “Go ahead.”

      “So he said, ‘Why don’t you like your boss?’

      “And I said, ‘Cuz he won’t let me drink.’

      “And he said, ‘That doesn’t seem that bad. You’re not supposed to drink on the job.’

      “And I said, ‘He used to let me do it all the time!’

      “And he said, ‘REALLY.’

      “And I said, ‘Yeah!’

      “And he said, ‘You mean, inside the game?’

      “And I didn’t know why he liked games so much, but I wanted to keep drinkin’, so I said, ‘Yeah.’

      “And he said, ‘What if I could get you as much booze as you want?’

      “And I said, ‘GREAT.’

      “And he said, ‘I’d need something in return, though.’

      “And I said, ‘What?’

      “And he said, ‘We just need to know what your boss is doing.’

      “And I said, ‘Okay.’

      “And so now when I go out of the city gates, the shouting people stop shouting, and they’re nice to me, and they give me booze, and I just tell them where we’re going.”

      Stig stopped talking and looked at me.

      I stared at him open-mouthed. “…that’s it?”

      “That’s it.”

      I stared at him for a few more seconds – and then burst out laughing.

      Like, ‘rolling on the ground laughing my fucking ass off’ laughing.

      Stig and Alaria stared at me like I’d lost my mind.

      I hadn’t – I was just delighted with the absolute idiotic lunacy of it all.

      An operative on the inside?!

      Valuable intel?!

      CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR?!

      HAHAHAHAHAHA!

      The Jesus freaks had accidentally recruited an NPC who had no idea what the fuck was going on, by oh-so-ethically plying him with alcohol, all because they thought he had a ‘boss’ who worked at Westek.

      I mean, I guess I did work at Westek, but I wasn’t that kind of boss. Not to Stig.

      Of course, the protestors didn’t know that.

      Hell, they didn’t even know that Stig wasn’t real.

      I laughed until I cried.

      “What’s so funny?” Alaria asked.

      I finally simmered down and wiped a tear from my eye. “Nothing. I’m sorry I yelled at you earlier, dude – I’m glad you took them for as much booze as you could.”

      “…you are?” Stig asked, perplexed.

      “Absolutely.”

      “So I can keep telling them stuff? So I can get booze?”

      “Sure, just tell them that – ”

      I stopped mid-sentence as a jumble of voices rushed through my brain at once.

      Satish’s.

      Desmond’s.

      My own.

      Think outside the box.

      Look at ALL your resources… utilize ALL your options.

      James Tiberius Kirk that shit.

      Didn’t Kirk actually do the Kobayashi Maru simulation three times? He lost the first two times… but he reprogrammed the computer before the third, right?

      Kraken…

      Nymphs and Nagas…

      Third time’s the charm.

      “Holy shit, that’s it,” I murmured.

      “What?” Alaria asked.

      I stood up quickly. “You know how I space out sometimes?”

      I meant when I logged out of the game and returned to the real world.

      “YES,” both she and Stig said in exasperation.

      “Well, I kind of… go into a trance, or a spirit world, or… it doesn’t matter. When I was there this last time, though, I met one of the leaders of the protestors. She’s the one who told me about Stig.”

      “So?” Alaria asked.

      “So they think Stig’s a spy and that he’s giving them valuable information.”

      Alaria looked down at Stig. “Really?”

      Stig just shrugged. “I just want booze.”

      Alaria burst out laughing.

      “A-hahahahahaha! Okay, that is pretty funny… but what does that have to do with you?” she asked me.

      “They think they can turn me, too. So I’m going to double-cross them and get them to help me kill Zali.”

      “Ohhhhhhhhhh… nice! Will they?”

      “I think I can convince them. There’s, uh… there’s just one little problem.”

      “What’s that?”

      “The girl who tried to recruit me…”

      “Yeah?”

      “I think she’s trying to seduce me.”

      Alaria looked at me blankly.

      “I mean,” I said hurriedly, “it’s not like I would sleep with her or anything – ”

      “Why not?” Alaria asked, mystified.

      I stared at her in shock. “Because you and I are in a relationship.”

      “WHOA, WHOA, hold on,” she said, waving her hands in the air. “I get to sleep with any women I want – just no guys. That’s the agreement.”

      “I know that.”

      “So you can sleep with whoever you want to on the side, too.”

      “…but… that just feels weird…”

      “Why?”

      “You don’t care?”

      “What do I care if you hit some other chick?”

      I winced. “It’s ‘hit THAT.’”

      “That’s what I said.”

      “No, you… just don’t say that anymore, okay?”

      “It’s an expression,” Stig said mockingly.

      “It’s the WRONG expression. Please stop saying it.”

      Alaria huffed and rolled her eyes. “Fine. I’ll redo it for Mr. Sensitive: ‘What do I care if you sleep with some other girl?’”

      “Don’t you… aren’t you… I don’t know… a little jealous?”

      Alaria snorted. “About what? I know she can’t compete with me in bed.”

      Alaria’s confidence was extraordinary.

      And extraordinarily well-founded.

      “That’s true,” I admitted.

      “Go on, have some fun,” she said, then leaned over and purred in my ear, “As long as you tell me allll about it afterwards.”

      No matter how weird the whole situation made me feel, I started to get a boner.

      “I don’t think it’s going to happen, anyway,” I said hastily.

      “Why not?”

      “She’s a Jesus freak.”

      Alaria frowned. “What does that mean?”

      “It means she’s all about Jesus.”

      “Ohhhhh,” Alaria said knowingly. “She wants to fuck Jesus.”

      “What?! NO!”

      “Yes she does,” Stig snickered. “It’s an expression.”

      “WHAT?! No it’s NOT!”

      “Yes it is,” Alaria protested.

      “WHAT is?!”

      “‘Jesus Fucking Christ.’ You say it a lot,” Alaria pointed out.

      “Yeah, boss,” Stig agreed.

      “It’s a CURSE, not an expression!” I shouted.

      Alaria shrugged. “Doesn’t mean it’s not true.”

      “It does NOT mean – ”

      “That he’s great in bed?” Alaria interrupted. “Your little spy friend thinks so.”

      “Jesus never slept with anybody! He died a virgin!”

      “He did?”

      “Yes!”

      Well, unless you believed The DaVinci Code.

      “What a waste,” Alaria sighed. Then she got a mischievous look in her eye. “Of course, that’s what all the gods say… that they’re chaste, and pious, and pure… but you can be sure they’ve got some virgin on the side they’re impregnating with a Chosen One.”

      I’d never heard the Virgin Mary described that way, but… Alaria kind of had a point.

      “Hump bug, hump bug, hump bug,” Stig chanted as he scooted around humping the air.

      “STOP THAT!” I shouted.

      “Didn’t you say this Jesus is a god incarnate?” Alaria asked as she raised one eyebrow. “Might be a god in bed, too.”

      “STOP IT!” I roared.

      “Stop what?”

      “Stop talking about Jesus like that!”

      “Why? I’m sure he’s god-like in other ways, if you know what I mean. No male deity ever wants to hear, ‘See that guy over there? He’s got one WAY bigger than yours.’”

      “STOP IT!”

      I did not want to think about Jesus’s dong. EVER.

      “Doesn’t he wear a robe?” Alaria asked. “Probably has to in order to hide all that godly endowment.”

      “Hump bug, hump bug, hump bug,” Stig chanted.

      “CUT IT OUT!” I roared, then unthinkingly cursed, “Jesus fucking – ”

      “SEE?!” Alaria and Stig both shouted gleefully.

      At that point I just logged out.

      There are certain discussions I don’t want to have in life, and anything involving Jesus’s junk is one of them.

      Unfortunately, I was about to go into another conversation that was potentially even worse.
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      After I logged out of OtherWorld, I slogged back through the protestors on my way to O’Shaughnessy’s.

      As I pushed past the Chick tracts getting pushed in my face and all the people screaming at me to repent, I wanted to shout, Hey, guys, didn’t you get the memo? I’m on YOUR side now!

      Bwa-ha-ha-ha!

      Cue mustache twirling.

      I found Carrie still waiting in the booth, her beer stein almost empty. My beer was sitting across from her next to a plate of untouched sliders and the change from my twenty.

      As soon as I walked up, Carrie looked at me expectantly, her cheeks rosy and flushed.

      I was also pretty sure she’d undone a few more buttons on her blouse. Although I still couldn’t see anything.

      “I’m in,” I said.

      I sold her a load of crap about how I knew who ‘Stig’ was in real life.

      I told her all about our conversations regarding Westek’s slide into immorality. (Hahahaha… I don’t know how I kept a straight face during that.)

      I told her that Stig hadn’t told me he’d made contact with the protestors, which was why I’d been so surprised. (And spit beer in her face.)

      Of course, now that I’d confirmed everything with Undercover Agent Stig, I was ready to join The Cause. And I knew exactly what the next step should be.

      “There’s a city in the game called Fathmos, and inside it is a sculpture garden so…”

      I struggled to find the words she would find most repugnant.

      “…sexual, and perverted, and vile, that I really think we need to get all your friends together and destroy it.”

      “…s-sexual?” she asked.

      I could have sworn that her lower lip quivered.

      Not exactly the reaction I was going for.

      “Uhhh… yeah. WAY too sexual.”

      “Do we… do we have to destroy it?” she asked, as though the thought distressed her.

      “Well, it’s full of sculptures of perverted sexual fantasies.”

      She stared at me and licked her lips. “What… what kind of sexual fantasies?”

      This was not going how I’d thought it would.

      “Uh… a lot of bondage…”

      She started breathing harder. “Uh huh?”

      “People tied up…”

      “Yes?” she asked breathily.

      Shit.

      I tried a different tack.

      “And lots of group sex,” I said.

      Swear to God, her modestly covered bosom started to heave.

      “They’re… naked?” she whispered.

      “Yeah.”

      “Lots of women with one man, or…?”

      “Everything. One woman with a lot of men – ”

      A high-pitched little eep escaped her throat.

      “Are you alright?” I asked.

      “Fine,” she squeaked, and chugged the rest of her beer. “You were saying?”

      “Look, it’s just perverted sex everywhere you look. Fathmos should be leveled to the ground – and we should kill the video game character who made it all.”

      “Uh huh…” she said, her eyes staring right into mine. “Well, as long as there’s not gay stuff, maybe we don’t have to – ”

      “What?” I interrupted.

      “Gay stuff,” she said. “You know – gay stuff.”

      “You mean like… guys doing it?”

      “Yes.” She visibly shuddered. “As long as there’s nothing like that – ”

      “There’s TONS of gay stuff.”

      Her eyes almost bugged out of her head.

      “Oh. Well, then, it HAS to be destroyed,” she said matter-of-factly.

      “Um… why, exactly?”

      She looked at me like I was insane. “Because it’s promoting the homosexual agenda.”

      “…what’s the homosexual agenda, exactly?”

      I was thinking matching dress socks and pocket squares. Maybe good grooming,

      “GAY stuff,” she snapped. “It’s an abomination unto the Lord.”

      “Riiiiight… but why is gay sex any worse than group sex?”

      She expelled an indignant little huff of air. “Does Sodom and Gomorrah ring a bell? God destroyed it because it was gay, Ian. We have to follow His example.”

      “Riiiiiight… but just a second ago, you were kind of turned on by one woman with several guys, and that’s sorta kinda gay, isn’t – ”

      “NO I WASN’T,” she snarled.

      A long silence followed as I stared at her and she glared at me.

      O-kaaaaaay…

      I found myself at an interesting crossroads.

      I don’t like even glancing at gay porn. Midget porn is worse, but gay porn definitely has a very high squick factor for me.

      Which is kind of ironic, because if you’re watching straight porn, there’s schlongs all over the place.

      But, hey – vaginas have the ability to cancel that shit out and make what would otherwise potentially be gay become magically straight! Right?

      That was facetious, by the way.

      But… also sort of what I actually believe. I think.

      Let’s not go into it too much. I’m getting uncomfortable.

      On the other hand, even though I find it gross, I’m perfectly willing to concede that other people love gay porn, and they should be allowed to watch it. I just don’t want to.

      (Well, dude gay porn. I love me some lesbian porn. As long as they’re hot.)

      And yet, here I was, figuratively in bed with someone else who hated gay porn.

      But in my opinion, she was a bigot and an asshole.

      Me?

      Oh, I’m not a bigot. I just don’t like gay porn. Cuz, you know… GROSS.

      Anyway, it was all kind of unsettling.

      Especially since I was preying on Carrie’s prejudices to get my own way.

      So… did that make me worse than her in a convoluted sort of way?

      I didn’t really want to pursue that one too far. Ethics are a bitch.

      You know what?

      FUCK ethics.

      I had a goddamn hatchetfish to kill.

      “Alright, we should totally destroy Fathmos,” I said, “but I think we should get out of here. We’re too close to Westek, and I’m afraid other people I know might come in.”

      “Which could compromise both you and Stig,” she said, very seriously.

      “Yyyyyyeah. Something like that.”

      In actuality, I just didn’t want my coworkers seeing me hanging out with a religious nut job.

      Carrie stood up. “I know somewhere we can to talk in private.”

      “About destroying Fathmos?”

      “That…” She started breathing heavily again. “…and the sexual… perversions.”

      “Just to clarify… you mean the non-gay sexual perversions, right?”

      That snapped her out of it.

      “O-of course,” she said, flustered.

      “Okay, let’s go.”

      I grabbed my change, snagged two of the cheeseburger sliders to eat on the way, and followed her out of the pub.
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      “Well, this is it,” Carrie said as she opened her front door and clicked on the light.

      I looked around to see a nice studio apartment. Clean, prettily decorated, with a color scheme on the feminine side of things.

      And some framed Bible verses on the wall.

      OF COURSE there are.

      “Can I get you something to drink?” she asked as she closed the apartment door and went over to the fridge.

      “Sure, I’ll take a beer.”

      “Oh… I don’t have any alcohol,” she said apologetically.

      Well, fuck.

      Now I knew what Stig felt like all the time.

      She giggled as she grabbed the top of her blouse and pulled it in and out to cool herself. “In fact, I never drink, so that last beer really went to my head!”

      I watched her fanning herself by moving her blouse, which had the benefit of outlining her small but shapely breasts.

      I had an Irish friend named Rory who once told me a story about a date he had in high school. He moved to the US when he was 14, so he still kept his accent. Try to imagine the lilt in his voice as I paraphrase what he said.

      So I took this girl out and we decided to go ice skatin’. An’ she wore this little skirt, and she kept fallin’ down. She finally got back up and brushed off her rear end and said, ‘Now my fanny’s all wet.’

      Now the thing you hafta understand is that back in Ireland, ‘fanny’ is slang for a woman’s you-know-what.

      So when she starts sayin’, ‘My fanny’s all wet,’ I’m thinkin’, ‘Is she tryin’ ta tell me somethin’?

      As I stood there watching Carrie giggle and fan herself by pulling her blouse in and out, all I could hear was Rory’s voice:

      Is she tryin’ ta tell me somethin’?

      I knew I had Alaria’s permission, but… something about this still felt wrong.

      You know, besides the fact that I was lying to Carrie to get her to complete a quest for me.

      Before I could get sucked back into Ethics 101, though, Carrie interrupted my train of thought.

      “Who’s responsible for all of this sick, perverted stuff you mentioned earlier?” she asked.

      “A warlock named Zali.”

      She stared at me. “A warlock? As in a male witch?!”

      “Well, it’s not exactly the same thing – I mean, it’s a playable Class, like a Warrior or a Hunter. It’s just that their main power is to summon demons.”

      Carrie’s eyes almost bugged out of her head. “HE SUMMONS DEMONS?!”

      “Uh… yeah.”

      I didn’t think it wise to mention that I was a warlock, too.

      She shook her head in utter disbelief. “I am so glad I talked to you, Ian. This whole thing is a complete abomination.”

      “Actually, a guy I know thinks the JJ Abrams reboot of Star Trek was an abomination,” I joked. “Because of lens flares.”

      She frowned. “What?”

      Probably not the time, Ian.

      Or the appropriate audience.

      “Uh… never mind.”

      She shook her head again. “I can’t believe this even exists in a video game for children.”

      I frowned. “It’s not meant for children.”

      “They can still play it. I mean, seriously… warlocks?!”

      “Well, technically, Harry Potter was a warlock, too.”

      “Exactly,” she said. “Which is why those books deserve to be burned.”

      Whoa –

      “Wait, what?”

      “I’m going to have a Coke,” she said, opening the fridge. “You want one?”

      “…uh… sure…”

      I sat down on her couch and waited until she came over and gave me a can.

      And then sat unnervingly close to me.

      “So…” I said. “About that book burning stuff…”

      She either ignored me or didn’t hear me. “I’m pretty sure I can get 6000 people to show up at Fathmos.”

      I stared at her. “Six thousand?!”

      “Is that not enough? I could probably get more if you give me a couple of days.”

      “No, 6000 should be fine…”

      The nymph army had been about 2000 warriors. The Nagas, probably about the same.

      And this chick could raise an army 50% bigger than both of their forces combined.

      Yeah, granted, the protestors would probably be a lot less powerful… but there would be thousands more of them.

      Basically a whole horde of trash mobs.

      And if they caught the Naga and the nymphs in the middle of sex, with their guard down…

      “How are you going to get that many people to show up at once?” I asked.

      “Oh, we have tens of thousands of people protesting all over the game,” she explained. “I’ll just post a message on the forum and tell everybody where to show up.”

      “Tens of thousands of people?!”

      “Of course. We’re being underwritten by the Catholic League of Decency, the Southern Baptist Convention, and the Mormon Church.”

      “REALLY,” I said, shocked beyond belief.

      Partially at the fact that the Southern Baptists would agree to work together on anything at all with Mormons.

      The Mormons are a cult, don’tcha know.

      According to my Southern Baptist uncle, anyway.

      “Of course. This is important, Ian,” Carrie said gravely. “We’re in a fight for the souls of all those poor children being corrupted by the game. Imagine, a company that would push sex – much less perverted sex – on children.”

      “Children can’t play the Adult Expansion Pack.”

      “Oh yes they can,” she said with absolute certainty.

      “Uh, no, they can’t. Anybody who plays the Adult Expansion Pack has to provide three forms of – ”

      “I saw it on Facebook,” she said, brushing me off.

      “On Facebook?! That’s total bullshit, Carrie!”

      “Don’t curse,” she snapped.

      Oh MAN I wanted to let loose with a string of Jesus fuckin’ Christs.

      But I bit my tongue.

      My angry expression must have given her pause, though, because she backed off her high horse.

      Sort of.

      “It doesn’t matter – even if children aren’t playing today, they’ll be able to at some point. And we have to win their hearts and souls before they can start.”

      I’m pretty sure their genitals will win THAT argument.

      Suddenly Carrie put a hand on my thigh and stared into my eyes.

      Um… okay…

      “Tell me more about how we’re going to destroy Fathmos,” she whispered.

      “Uh… well… I’ll have your people rush in, and they’ll basically destroy all the perverted artwork.”

      “That sounds wonderful.” She started to breathe harder again. “All that perverted artwork… burned to ashes…”

      Like Harry Potter books?

      “You’re not going to be able to burn it since it’s underwater,” I said, “so they’ll have to destroy it by hand.”

      “Are you sure we can’t burn it?” she asked, disappointed.

      “Yeah, I’m sure. Are you going to be there?”

      “No, I don’t play inside the game. I’m strictly on the outside.”

      “Okay, well, just a warning, there will probably be some people having sex in the garden, so – ”

      “They’ll be having sex?!” she cried out.

      “Yeah, a bunch of them, so – ”

      “GROUP sex?!”

      Damn those bosoms were heaving.

      “Um… yeah… tell your people not to kill the ones having sex, not unless they attack you. Just go after the artwork.”

      “Are the people having gay sex?!” she asked as her brows furrowed and her nostrils flared.

      Part of me wanted to ask, What does THAT matter? but I knew better than to say it out loud.

      Plus, it would have been more than a little hypocritical. I certainly didn’t want to see any gay sex. To be honest, if there had been any incubi or Naga doing each other during the orgy, I’d completely blocked it out.

      “I don’t think they are.”

      “Oh… good.” She sounded almost disappointed, like she’d wanted to go all Armageddon on them.

      “So don’t kill them,” I reiterated. “Not unless they attack your friends.”

      “Right. Give them a chance to repent.”

      “Um… sure…”

      I doubted whether the Naga and nymphs would be repenting. The incubi and succubi most certainly wouldn’t.

      But I didn’t tell Carrie that.

      She gave me a sweet smile. “After all, ‘Love the sinner, hate the sin.’”

      “…yyyeah… right… so what are you going to tell your friends?” I asked, wanting to make sure she repeated it.

      “Not to kill any people having sex.”

      I thought of something. “Better tell them not to kill anybody having sex – after all, they’re not human.”

      Carrie’s eyes grew wide. “What do you mean, they’re not human?!”

      I decided to avoid mentioning the incubi and succubi. I didn’t think she would care too much about saving sex demons.

      “Well, a lot of them will be Nagas – ”

      “Nagas?”

      “Yeah, they’re like, half-snake guys – ”

      Her eyes bugged out even more. “There’s BESTIALITY going on the game?!”

      I sighed and closed my eyes. I could feel a headache coming on. “They’re not fucking goats, okay?”

      “Ian!” she gasped. “Language!”

      “Just leave the snake guys alone. And the nymphs.”

      “Nymphs?”

      “Yeah, they’re these women – ”

      “Nymphomaniacs?” Carrie whispered, and her hand crept further up my thigh.

      I heard Rory’s Irish lilt inside my head.

      I think she’s tryin’ ta tell me somethin’.

      “Um… sort of…”

      Carrie leaned in closer and asked breathlessly, “Women who want sex so much… that they can’t control themselves?”

      Ha. By that definition, I was dating a nymphomaniac –

      Alaria.

      As soon as I thought of her, my conscience reared its ugly head.

      This whole situation felt like cheating to me.

      But Alaria had given me the go-ahead – so what was I so freaked out about?

      Carrie’s lips were just inches away from my own, and she was staring at me with that look girls give you when they’re inviting you to go for it.

      Stop pussying out, Hertzfelder! my inner marine drill sergeant yelled, drowning out my conscience.

      I decided to go for it.

      I closed my eyes, leaned in –

      “I can’t have sex,” Carrie blurted out.

      I opened my eyes. “…what?”

      “I can’t have sex. I have to stay a virgin until marriage.”

      Wow.

      Talk about mixed signals.

      I backed up. “Okay… um, no problem…”

      “But I do other stuff,” she said sultrily.

      “…other… stuff?”

      “Yeah, you know.”

      And then she started making a motion like she was giving a handjob.

      And then the handjob moved up to her mouth, and she poked the inside of her cheek with her tongue like a cock was inside.

      “…oh…” I said, astounded beyond measure.

      She smiled. “Plus… you know…”

      And then she mouthed Anal.

      I stared at her in shock.

      Either this was real, or I was having a really fucked-up flashback to OtherWorld.

      “…what?”

      “You know,” she giggled. “Butt stuff.”

      “I… wasn’t aware that butt stuff was on the Approved List.”

      She frowned. “As long as I stay a virgin.”

      “So… as long as a penis never goes in your vagina… you stay a virgin?”

      “Obviously.”

      I kind of wanted to point out that by that standard, a lot of gay people – both male and female – remained virgins their entire life, so why was she so mad at them?

      But before I could bring it up, she went off on a whole new tangent.

      “That’s why we have to destroy that sculpture garden,” she said, sounding turned on again.

      “Why?”

      “So it doesn’t tempt people into… fornication,” she whispered, like ‘fornication’ was the height of erotic dirty talk.

      “What about butt stuff?”

      “What about it?”

      “The sculpture garden has all sorts of butt stuff.”

      “Oh… well, as long as it’s not gay butt stuff,” she said breathily, and leaned in for a kiss.

      I backed up and put out my hands. “Hold on, hold on. So you’re saying a dick up your ass is okay, but a dick up a guy’s ass isn’t?”

      She made a face like I’d just shat the couch. “THAT’S GROSS!”

      I kind of agreed, actually, but I had a point to make.

      “Yeah, but you do see the problem, right?” I said.

      “Yes – one is gay, and the other isn’t!”

      What the fuck?!

      What kind of bizarro pocket dimension had I stumbled into here?

      “So that’s the problem with the sculpture garden – that it’s gay?”

      “Well… obviously we don’t want it corrupting normal people – ”

      “NORMAL people?!”

      “Yes. We don’t want it turning anybody gay.”

      “TURNING THEM GAY?! People don’t just turn gay.”

      Although, judging from my little episode with the LGBTQuesters, maybe they could turn bi…

      “Of course they do,” Carrie said with as much conviction as she’d informed me that kids were playing the Adult Expansion Pack. “It’s a choice. Homosexuals are choosing to go to Hell.”

      Now MY eyes bugged out of my head. “You think gay people are going to hell because they’re gay?”

      “Obviously. So are Jews, and Muslims, and Hindus, and Buddhists – everybody who hasn’t accepted Jesus Christ as their lord and savior.” Carrie looked enraged at first – and then in crept a diabolical smile. “They’ll all be punished on Judgment Day. They’ll all pay for their sins and spend the rest of eternity in suffering and torment, burning forever in the Lake of Fire…”

      WHOA.

      ‘Full-on Religious Crazy Chick’ sirens were going off in my head.

      Suddenly I didn’t feel so bad about manipulating her anymore.

      I patted her leg. “You know what? I think we should wait on the butt stuff.”

      Carrie looked very disappointed. “Why?”

      “I just think we should keep things… pure.”

      “Well, if you don’t want to do butt stuff, we could do – ”

      “No mouth stuff, either.”

      She looked even more disappointed. “Well, I could still – ”

      “Or hand stuff.”

      She looked absolutely crestfallen. “I don’t mind! Really,” she said, her bosom heaving again.

      “No… I think it’s best if we wait.”

      I couldn’t really say Jesus wants us to wait, since according to Carrie, anal was on his ‘Good To Go’ list. So I scrambled for the one other thing I knew about Evangelicals.

      “We should respect our… purity rings.”

      Carrie glanced down at my hands. “But… you’re not wearing one.”

      I had to think fast.

      “Not on my finger, I’m not.”

      She frowned. “Wha– ”

      And then she looked completely shocked. “OH.”

      And then she stared down at my crotch and purred, “Ohhhhhh.”

      Ha.

      ‘Cock rings for Christ.’

      Had a nice ring to it.

      She sighed with an odd combination of reverence, wistfulness, and pain. “I have to commend you, Ian… you’re very godly.”

      I smirked. “Which one?”

      “What?”

      “Never mind. Just tell your people to meet me outside Fathmos tomorrow at noon Pacific time, okay?”

      “Okay.” She cuddled up next to me. “Are you sure you don’t want to – ”

      “Great,” I said as I stood up. “Well, I better be going.”

      She looked even more disappointed. “So soon?”

      “Early day tomorrow. You know how it is.”

      She stood and got up right next to me. “Maybe after it’s all over tomorrow, you and I can come back here… and get to know each other better.”

      “Sure. We can read the Bible or something.”

      She looked like she didn’t quite know what to make of that. “…um… okay…”

      “Goodnight, Carrie.”

      “Goodnight…”

      As I walked to the door to let myself out, I turned back. “Remember – tell your people noon tomorrow.”

      “Noon tomorrow,” Carrie repeated.

      “And remember – unless the Naga or nymph attack you and it’s self-defense, no killing anybody having sex.”

      I knew it was utterly ridiculous to keep insisting on not killing NPCs, but I had a soft spot for Zali’s demons, given everything I’d done since the mines of Abaddon.

      And the Naga had never hurt me – not even after I’d stomped on one of their buddies’ nads.

      And sparing hot naked women, whether succubi or nymphs, was always at the top of my list of priorities.

      “No killing people having sex,” Carrie agreed, then added hastily, “unless it’s gay sex.”

      “Noooo,” I said firmly, “love the sinner, hate the sin. Right?”

      She sighed. “…right.”

      “Soooo…?”

      “No killing anybody having sex,” she pouted.

      “Good.”

      “See you afterwards?” she asked hopefully. “Out in front of Westek?”

      “Sure,” I said with a smile, then closed the door behind me.

      Even though there was no way I was going to see her again.

      I’d initially felt bad about manipulating her into helping me kill Zali, but not anymore.

      Self-righteous, bigoted, butt-stuff-doing hypocrite…

      I might not have wanted to fuck her.

      But I certainly wouldn’t mind fucking her over.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            47

          

        

      

    

    
      “So, did you do her?” Alaria asked.

      Stig, Alaria, and I were walking through the deserted streets of Fathmos towards Zali’s villa. No one had been guarding the gates, and for very good reason. I could still hear orgasmic shrieks from the sculpture garden – hundreds of them in an undulating wave of sound.

      The Naga and nymphs were still at it, almost 20 hours later. They really took ‘make love, not war’ to heart.

      Good. It’ll make things that much easier.

      “So, did you?” Alaria asked eagerly. “Tell me, tell me!”

      “No,” I said, “I didn’t have sex with her.”

      “Why not?” Alaria asked, both surprised and a little indignant. “I told you you could. Was she ugly?”

      “No. She was actually kind of cute.”

      “Would I have hit her?”

      Alaria meant ‘hit that,’ but the literal meaning of her words was just too deliciously funny to pass up.

      “I would have loved to have seen that,” I said, even though I knew she didn’t get the joke.

      “So what was the problem?”

      I shrugged. “She just wasn’t my type.”

      “Was she a dwarf? Or a gnome?”

      Alaria knew my ‘thing’ about little people.

      “No, she was just too religious for me.”

      “Like ‘Jaiya religious’?” Alaria asked, name-checking the goddess of pleasure worshipped by the frost elves in the Northern Wastes. Alaria and I had had a wonderful time with them and their high priestess Eluun after we’d killed Saykir, the frost elves’ vicious dictator and one of Alaria’s evil ex-masters.

      “I wish she’d been Jaiya religious,” I said.

      “So more like ‘Vraxtor religious,’ then?”

      “Who’s Vraxtor?”

      “The god of flaying and self-flagellation.”

      “Ew!” I winced. “No.”

      “Then what was she?”

      “More like crazy religious.”

      “The crazy religious ones can be fun,” Alaria said. “The more repressed they are, the kinkier they are underneath. And when the dams finally break, watch out.”

      I thought about Meera, my angelic lover back in Exardus, and mentally conceded that Alaria had a point.

      Except that I’d liked Meera. She could be irritating at times, but at heart she was a really good person.

      Carrie?

      I had my doubts.

      I thought back to her comments on burning books… and how gay people, Jews, Hindus, Muslims, and Buddhists were all going to hell… and how diabolically happy she’d looked when she said everybody was going to suffer in the Lake of Fire forever.

      “I didn’t like her very much, to be honest,” I said. “In fact, I actively disliked her.”

      “Oh,” Alaria said matter-of-factly. “Well, you should have just hate-fucked her, then.”

      I looked at her in surprise.

      You should have just hate-fucked her isn’t something you normally hear your girlfriend say.

      “I don’t want to hate-fuck somebody I dislike so much.”

      “That’s the whole point of hate-fucking,” Alaria said, in a Duh tone of voice. “The other person is hot, but repellant… so you combine the two. It’s a whole different energy. It can really get you going.”

      “Yeah, but it would have been super awkward afterwards.”

      Alaria shrugged. “That’s when you kill them.”

      I had to remind myself that videogame morality was entirely different than real-world morality.

      Not to mention it was a sex demoness giving me the advice.

      “I don’t think that would have been a good idea,” I said.

      “Oh, please. I can’t tell you how many people I’ve killed after sex.”

      I raised one eyebrow. “And how many more are you planning on killing after sex, exactly?”

      “Oh, honey,” she said as she grabbed my arm and snuggled up next to me, “I would never kill you.”

      “Gee, thanks.”

      Alaria kissed my cheek and whispered in my ear, “You’re too good a lay.”

      I couldn’t help but feel pretty great at hearing that.

      “Plus you love me,” I said mischievously, knowing she would hate it. Alaria had to be in a certain sentimental mood – like on the verge of impending death – before she’d get all mooshy-gooshy.

      “Eh, you’re not totally annoying,” she said playfully as she hung onto my arm.

      “You’re such a sweet-talker.”

      “Aren’t I? You should take me right here in the street,” she whispered in my ear.

      The way she said it, I definitely wanted to, but we were on a schedule.

      “Later,” I promised. “Carrie’s friends are waiting on us.”

      “I still say you should have hate-fucked her.”

      “Why would I want to hate-fuck some chick when I can love-fuck you?” I said with a grin.

      “Oh GODDESS,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “You’re so corny.”

      “You love it. You know you do.”

      She tried to suppress a smile, but the corners of her mouth turned up a little. “Maybe.”

      Stig just groaned and made throwing up noises in his throat. “So awkward.”

      As soon as we entered Zali’s house, I made both Stig and Alaria wait as I set up a Gravesite in a deserted hall. If things went sideways, I didn’t want to respawn five blocks away – I wanted back in the scuffle immediately.

      “Alright, people,” I said as soon as I finished casting the spell, “get your game faces on.”

      Both my demons looked at me quizzically.

      “You mean a mask?” Alaria asked. “I don’t have one. Were we supposed to bring one?”

      “I only have one face,” Stig said as he patted his cheeks with his grey-fingered hands.

      “And why are we playing a game now, of all things? I thought we had to – ”

      “It’s an expression,” I interrupted.

      “Oh,” she grunted.

      “Ah, fuck me,” Stig grumbled.

      “Just get ready,” I said as I walked through the house.

      “Is this going to work?” Alaria asked.

      “I have no idea. But if it doesn’t, we’re screwed.”

      “Mmmmm,” Alaria purred.

      “Not that kind of screwed.”

      “Like a hate-fuck kind of screwed?”

      “No.”

      “Like a fuckoff?” Stig asked, sounding for all the world like a chicken. Ba-KAW! FuckOFF!

      “NO. Just – get ready to fight.”

      We walked out of the house and into the sculpture garden.

      Actually, I guess it was more like the ‘performance art garden,’ now.

      Either that or Interspecies Mega-Orgy Gangbang 15.

      The whole seafloor was a carpet of writhing bodies.

      Nagas holding nymphs and succubi in a lover’s embrace, their tails twisted around the women’s bodies and penetrating them as everyone moaned.

      Incubi fucking nymphs and succubi in every conceivable position. Missionary, woman on top, doggy-style, sitting, kneeling, standing, blowjobs, anal, threesomes, foursomes, double penetration – a whole smorgasbord of sex.

      And succubi fucking nymphs and each other – licking, fingering, scissoring, 69ing, rimming, and lots and lots of tail strap-ons.

      Fucking as far as the eye could see.

      I looked around for the nymphs’ and Nagas’ weapons.

      They were all stacked in orderly piles up against the house. I guess so nobody would roll over one in the throes of passion.

      After all, nobody wanted to get impaled while they were having sex.

      Not on a spear, anyway.

      “Eeee-an!” a familiar voice cried out. “A-laaar-ee-uh! Steeg the eemp!”

      I looked over to see Zali striding towards us, his hands in the air like he wanted to hug us all at once. Today he was dressed in an all-white suit with a black dress shirt and a white ascot with a ruby fastened in the center. Dapper as always.

      “I am so happy to see you!” he beamed as he walked up. “Have you decided to join us for the art ex-eee-bit?”

      “Sort of,” I said.

      “Excellent, excellent! Just walk out there and cover yourself in art!”

      I felt a tug on the right side of my cloak. I looked over to see Alaria biting her lip as she stared out at the sea of writhing bodies.

      “Do you think we could maybe just… join in a little before…” she begged, trailing off at the end.

      I felt a tug on the left side of my cloak and looked at Stig glaring up at me.

      “NO,” he barked.

      “Don’t worry,” I said as I waved him off.

      “Join een a leetle before what?” Zali asked, mystified.

      “Before the others show up. I invited some friends – I hope that’s okay.”

      “Of course! The more the merrier!” the little hatchetfish exclaimed. “Breeng all the freends you want!”

      “Okay.”

      I put two fingers in my mouth and whistled as loud as I could.

      FWEE-O-WEEEET!

      An angry roar rose up through the water as thousands of protestors swam over the walls of the sculpture garden.

      Lobster people, squid people, fish people, human people – all of them with signs on wooden sticks.

      “WHAT ARE YOU DO-EENG?!” Zali screamed at the protestors. “THAT EES FOR-BEE-DEN!”

      “What, swimming over the walls?” I asked.

      “Yes, eet ees very bad manners!” Zali fumed.

      The protestors raced toward the art installations.

      “Oh… I theenk they like my art,” Zali said, suddenly placated. “They are merely over-exuberant.”

      The little hatchetfish cupped his hands around his mouth and shouted, “COME BACK TOMORROW, AFTER THE FUCK-EENG EES OVER, AND YOU CAN SEE MY ART IN ALL EETS GLOR-EE!”

      Zali was right about one thing: the ‘artwork’ was currently devoid of succubi and incubi, who were currently busy going at it on the seafloor.

      So no succubi on the crosses 69ing each other. (Well… not 69ing each other ON the crosses, anyway).

      No sexy female butt plugs inside giant stone asses.

      No incubi about to be buggered by monstrous marble squirrels.

      However, there were still hundreds of sculptures all around the garden – which the protestors began to attack, whacking them with swords, and war hammers, and even the wooden sticks attached to their poster-board signs.

      “WHAT ARE THEY DO-EENG?!” Zali shrieked.

      “Just what I told them to,” I said with an evil grin.

      Zali looked up at me and gasped. “Ee-an!”

      For a second I felt like a diabolical genius –

      Until he smiled and waggled a finger at me. “You naughty, naughty boy – ”

      That was when I cast my first spell.

      “CHAIN OF DARKNESS!” I yelled.

      I didn’t need to say it out loud to cast the spell… but it sounded cool.

      A lasso of tiny demons flew out of my sleeve and wrapped around Zali.

      Immediately he began dropping giant chunks of hit points.

      -740

      -733

      -725

      Zali hit back with a water spell that slashed me like knives – but it did 25% less damage than normal because of Chain of Darkness.

      “You are deee-veee-ous, I will geeve you that, Ee-an!” he yelled cheerfully.

      As I cast Doomsday on Zali, I couldn’t help but look past him to the protestors. I was wondering how soon it would take for them to completely destroy his artwork, which would bring him down to my Level and lower his overall Health –

      Except not all the protestors were attacking the art.

      In fact, very few of them were.

      Thousands of them had turned on the Naga, nymphs, incubi, and succubi – who, until thirty seconds ago, had still been having sex.

      The naked creatures screamed piteously, arms up in the air, as the protestors set upon them with swords and knives.

      And – I shit you not – giant leather-bound books which I could only assume were the OtherWorld versions of Bibles, which they used to bash the head of any succubus or nymph within reach.

      The protestors were literally Bible thumpers.

      All of the nymphs and Naga and incubi and succubi were at higher Levels than the protestors, yes – but they were all naked. No armor whatsoever.

      And the nymphs’ and Nagas’ weapons were stacked against Zali’s house, out of reach. The warriors were utterly defenseless.

      The incubi and succubi summoned pitchforks to fight back, but all their fire-based powers were effectively useless.

      Plus there were about 2000 more protestors than everyone else.

      It was a fucking massacre.

      “WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!” I screamed at the protestors. “YOU’RE SUPPOSED TO DESTROY THE ARTWORK AND LEAVE EVERYBODY ELSE ALONE!”

      They knew that. I had briefed them outside Fathmos because I hadn’t trusted Carrie to make it clear, and I had extracted promises from all of their leaders before I brought them inside the gates. They were supposed to go after the art and only the art. After all, the art was the source of Zali’s powers.

      “WE HAD A DEAL! WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS?!”

      Then they told me, one by one.

      “Deuteronomy 22:22 – ‘If a man is found lying with the wife of another man, both of them shall die, the man who lay with the woman, and the woman!’”

      “NONE OF THESE PEOPLE ARE MARRIED, YOU IDIOT!”

      “Deuteronomy 20:17!” another one yelled. “But you shall devote them to complete destruction, the Hittites and the Amorites, the Canaanites and the Perizzites, the Hivites and the Jebusites, as the Lord your God has commanded!”

      “THESE AREN’T HITTITES OR AMORITES! AND WHAT THE HELL DID THE HITTITES OR THE AMORITES DO TO YOU, ANYWAY?!”

      “First Samuel 15:3! ‘Do not spare them, but kill both man and woman, child and infant, ox and sheep, camel and donkey!’”

      “SERIOUSLY?! WHAT KIND OF FUCKED-UP PSYCHOPATHIC BULLSHIT IS THAT?!”

      “Language!” several of the lobster people shouted angrily.

      The irony – the people perpetuating wholesale slaughter were more upset about my using the F-word.

      If innocents weren’t being killed because I’d made a deal with the devil, it might have been funny.

      “WHAT HAPPENED TO ‘LOVE THE SINNER BUT HATE THE SIN’?!” I yelled. “WHAT HAPPENED TO ‘LOVE THY NEIGHBOR AS THYSELF’?!”

      Of course, nobody replied to that one. They were too busy killing.

      I looked at Zali, who I was still fighting.

      He’d only ever wanted me to have a good time.

      Then I looked over at the protestors. I saw one stab a succubus in the back, and another spear a nymph in the chest.

      “That’s for your immodesty and immorality,” the protestor snarled at the dying woman.

      You know what?

      FUCK THESE ASSHOLES.

      That was when I turned my attention away from Zali and started attacking the protestors.

      The Jesus freaks looked at me in shock as I waded into the fray, blue lightning blasting from my fingertips.

      “What are you doing?!” one of the protestors screamed.

      “FUCKING YOU UP!” I bellowed.

      “YES, EE-AN, YES! HA HA HAAAA!” Zali crowed as he jumped in beside me. His hands sent walls of water slamming into the protestors, scattering them like bowling pins.

      I was now on the same side as the guy I’d just been trying to kill, fighting the religious zealots I’d brought along to help kill him.

      What a fuckin’ day this was.

      The protestors suddenly turned on me –

      And Alaria.

      A hundred of them went after her at once.

      “Kill the demon!” they shouted.

      “LEAVE HER ALONE, YOU FUCKING ASSHOLES – SHE’S WITH ME!”

      “She’s a demon and a witch!” they screamed. “Exodus 22:18 – ‘Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live!’”

      “Wrong!” Alaria snapped as she jabbed her pitchfork at them. “I’m not a witch, I’m a badass bitch!”

      “ALARIA, TAKE STIG AND GET OUT OF HERE!”

      “What about you?!”

      “JUST DO IT!”

      She looked at me fearfully, then grabbed Stig by the arm and took off straight into sky.

      Water.

      Whatever.

      The protestors tried to swim after her, but because of the Galatan trinket of speed, she easily outdistanced them within seconds.

      That left just me and Zali.

      I looked down at my wingman, only to discover he was crying as he fought back the protestors.

      “What’s wrong?!”

      “Oh Ee-an… my life’s work… they have ruined eet,” he sobbed.

      I looked beyond the protestors at the sculpture garden.

      They’d taken their goddamn sweet time, but the marauding invaders had finally started wrecking the art.

      The ten-foot-tall stone asses cracked and collapsed into rubble.

      The sacrilegious, bent-arm crosses came down like felled timber.

      The marble squirrels got beheaded.

      As they went about their work, the protestors shouted more Bible verses:

      “Second Kings 23:6! ‘He took the obscene phallic Asherah pole from The Temple of God, burned it up, then ground up the ashes and scattered them in the cemetery!’”

      “Deuteronomy 12:3! ‘Break down their altars, smash their sacred stones and burn their Asherah poles in the fire; cut down the idols of their gods and wipe out their names from those places!’”

      I was really starting not to like the Book of Deuteronomy. Seemed that was one of their favorites.

      Every second that passed, another sculpture tumbled to the ground.

      Everywhere I looked, artwork was being destroyed.

      And it was killing Zali.

      Figuratively and literally.

      I felt horrible at seeing him cry – mostly because it was all my fault. I’d invited the barbarians in; it was on my orders that they were destroying his life’s work.

      But more than that, he was dying.

      I checked his stats and confirmed it: he was dropping Levels with every piece of artwork that crashed to the ground. And as his Level diminished, his Health cratered, too.

      Five minutes ago, I would have been overjoyed. Victory would have been within reach. Another one of Alaria’s ex-masters scratched off the list.

      But now he was my ally against these fundamentalist assholes… and he was dying.

      The protestors were all Level 15 and below, so they couldn’t inflict much damage on him individually – but there was a horde of them. And they never stopped coming. And when they died, they respawned and came back.

      Drop one lobster guy, and two more took his place.

      “Zali, use Soul Suck!” I yelled at him.

      “Eet does not matter – een a moment I will be too weak for eet to make any difference!” he bawled.

      He was right.

      Every Level that he dropped, he lost more Health. Where he had once had 74,000 hit points, he now only had 18,000 max – and half of that was gone because of the Damage he was taking.

      In another minute, he would be reduced to Level One, and even the weakest of the protestors would be able to kill him with a single blow.

      What do I do?

      But I already knew.

      “ZALI, FREE THE INCUBI AND SUCCUBI!” I yelled at him.

      “What?!”

      “FREE THE INCUBI AND SUCCUBI, AND I’LL SAVE YOU!”

      Zali waved his hands as I fended off the protestors, sucking their souls out of them as fast as I could.

      All of the Collars of Gorbolik fell off the succubi and incubi at once.

      “I release you!” Zali cried out. “I release you all! Fly away, my darlings, fly away!”

      The incubi and succubi all looked at each other in surprise – and then they flew up out of the garden, far beyond the reach of the protestors.

      “NOOOO! The demons are getting away!” the protestors screamed in fury.

      They might have chased after them, but there were too many naked, helpless victims lying at their feet. Easy pickins.

      Once the incubi and succubi were safely away, I shouted at the Naga and nymphs, “They can’t swim as fast as you! All the Naga, grab the nymphs and SWIM FOR IT!”

      The Naga warriors followed my directions: they grabbed the nymphs and helped them swim straight up over the city.

      The protestors tried to pursue them, but the Naga were designed for speed in the water. The protestors were not. And without any trinkets to help them, the Jesus freaks rapidly fell behind.

      Which left just me and Zali to bear the brunt of their fury.

      Except I wasn’t sticking around for that shit, either.

      “Zali, let’s go!” I yelled.

      “I am com-eeng, Ee-an – ” the fish said pitifully –

      Just as some lobster dude with a Bible verse sign planted the pointy end of his stick in Zali’s back.

      The hatchetfish went down on his face, and the lobster raised one triumphant claw.

      “Woo hoo!” he yelled. “John 3:16 – ‘For God so loved the world – ’”

      “FUCK OFF!” I roared as I blasted him with a Darkbolt.

      I scooped Zali into my arms and took off like Superman into the sky.

      Water.

      Whatever.

      The protestors tried to swim after me, but I had a Galatan trinket of speed on my side. I quickly outpaced them, and the marauding horde’s screams faded away beneath me.
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      Once I was far enough away from Fathmos, I drifted down onto what used to be the plains of battle in the Naga-Nymph War.

      Now, though, there was nothing. Nothing except me and a dying hatchetfish.

      I settled him gently on the sand. His eyes were closed, and his breathing was shallow.

      I looked at the translucent ID tag hovering over his head.

      

      Zali – Warlock

      Level 1

      

      My plan had worked, however much I now wished it hadn’t. With all his art destroyed, Zali was as weak as an absolute beginner.

      Even weaker, I found out, when I looked at his remaining Health.

      

      Health: 1 of 154

      

      One fucking hit point. That was all he had left. He was barely clinging to life.

      Ah, the irony. I’d been trying to fuck over Carrie to get what I wanted… but she’d fucked me over first, unknowingly or not. At least her people had.

      And yet I’d still gotten what I’d wanted.

      The biggest irony of all was that I didn’t want it anymore.

      As I was looking at Zali, a shadow passed over the sand.

      Something was behind me.

      I whirled around, ready to cast the most powerful spell I could –

      “It’s us!” Alaria cried out.

      Stig scampered and hid behind her thigh-high boots.

      I exhaled in relief. “A little warning next time.”

      She glanced past me to Zali. “How is he?”

      “Almost dead.”

      She looked at me, a blank expression on her face. “Are you going to finish him off?”

      I stared at her, revulsion rising inside me. “You want me to?”

      She paused… and then her whole body sagged, her face turned mournful, and she sighed. “No. Not like this. I never wanted it to be like this.”

      I kissed her, relieved. “I’m glad to hear you say that.”

      A frail voice whispered behind me. “Ee-an…”

      I knelt beside the tiny warlock.

      Zali turned his face towards me. He could barely keep his eyes open. “You deed eet… I am proud of you… you have keeled me…”

      I smiled ruefully. “Not yet, I haven’t.”

      Zali smiled back. “What are you waiting for, then?”

      “I didn’t mean for it to happen like this.”

      “That ees how art ees, Ian… the fee-neeshed painting never quite turns out how you expected eet to…”

      “This isn’t art. This is…”

      I couldn’t say ‘a video game,’ even though that was the truth.

      So I said what I could.

      “…this is life.”

      “Life ees art, and art ees life… and you have painted your masterpiece. Now… you must sign the canvas.”

      I stared at the fragile little form before me. Then I turned back to Alaria.

      “Can’t we let him live?” I pleaded. “We let Tarka live – can’t we let him, too?”

      Alaria considered. “If he promises not to enslave anybody else to do his art… then okay.”

      I grinned and turned back to Zali. “Did you hear that? Just promise us that you won’t ever enslave any more demons – or anybody else – and we’ll help you survive.”

      The hatchetfish smiled. “Your offer is very generous… but no.”

      I frowned. “You’d rather die than give up enslaving demons?!”

      “That ees not eet. I would gladly accept your offer… but eet ees time for me to go…”

      “No it’s not! All you have to do is use Soul Suck on me and gain back some Health – I’ll let you!”

      “No. Eet ees my time, Ee-an. I have leeved mag-nee-ficently… and I have created mag-nee-ficently… but as we both know, an artist’s legend can only truly be complete after his death. Only then can he become… immortal.” He breathed out the word ‘immortal’ like it was the name of his beloved. “Now that time has come for me. I ask only one last thing of you.”

      “What?”

      “A small favor, nothing more, before I shuffle off this mortal coil…”

      “Name it.”

      “You promeeese?”

      “I promise.”

      “Very well… I weesh… to feeeel your pulchritudinous buttocks.”

      My eyes bugged out.

      “WHAT?”

      “…your buttocks… they are perfection… and I would touch perfection one last time… before I die…”

      Behind me, Alaria and Stig burst out into snorts of laughter.

      I stared down at Zali. “Are you serious?”

      “…absolute-leeee…”

      “Did you really not see that coming?” Alaria asked.

      I just glared at her.

      “Please, Ee-an… please… you promeesed…”

      What…

      The…

      Actual…

      FUCK.

      “Yeah, babe, you ‘promeeesed.’ Are you seriously going to deny a dying fish his last wish?” Alaria asked, barely able to contain her laughter.

      “Yeah, boss. Plus you basically killed him,” Stig pointed out.

      “Zip it!” I ordered him, then looked at Zali. “Can’t I grant you any other favor? ANYTHING? Well, I mean, not anything, but – ”

      “…please, Ee-an… eet ees my final weesh…”

      “Jesus fucking Christ,” I grumbled as I stood up.

      “See?!” Alaria said. “You just said Jesus – ”

      “NOT ANOTHER WORD OUT OF YOU,” I snapped as I gave her the Finger of Doom.

      Stig opened his mouth –

      “YOU EITHER,” I snarled.

      Both he and Alaria stayed silent.

      Or tried to, anyway, as they suppressed their snickers.

      I sighed…

      Gritted my teeth…

      Lifted up the back of my cloak…

      Checked my pants to make sure there were no holes in the seat…

      And then squatted down next to Zali with my rear end facing him.

      “You stick a finger near my asshole,” I growled, “I swear I’ll kill you myself.”

      “…eet ees not the asshole that entrances me… onleee the butt cheeeeks…”

      I winced as I waited for the inevitable –

      And then felt light cuppage on each one of my haunches.

      “I cannot fucking BELIEVE I am doing this,” I muttered as Alaria burst into gales of laughter.

      Stig just said, “Nice ass, boss.”

      “I am going to kill BOTH of you if you don’t shut up.”

      Then I felt the light pressure fall away.

      I turned around to see the tiny warlock’s arms crossed peacefully over his chest.

      “…thank you, Ee-an… I have touched perfection… one last time… and now I can die… happi-leeee. For I am… ZALI!”

      The hatchetfish pumped one arm up above his head and stared defiantly into the void.

      Then his eyes closed…

      His Health dropped to zero…

      And he gave up the ghost.
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      After we buried Zali beneath the sands of the battlefield, Stig, Alaria, and I retreated to a rocky ridge high above the city. I still had three bottles of booze in my bag, so I passed them all out and we proceeded to get drunk as we watched Fathmos burn.

      Well, not burn, exactly.

      It was underwater, after all, so there weren’t any flames.

      We just watched it get destroyed piece by piece.

      From this distance, the thousands of protestors were little more than specks – but they moved like a giant amoeba, swallowing up entire buildings and razing them to the ground. I guess to their minds, they were doing their own version of destroying Sodom and Gomorrah. First Zali’s art, and then the rest of the city.

      “What a bunch of dicks,” Stig grunted.

      I couldn’t have agreed more.

      I’d actually gotten a lot of hit points when Zali died, and leveled up immediately to 32. A new power… but I didn’t have the heart to check it out. I’d just swiped away the computer window and set about burying my former enemy.

      “You know what?” I said aloud, already severely buzzed. “We should pour one out for our homie Zali.”

      Alaria looked over at me. “What? What’s that?”

      “It’s when you pour out a little alcohol on the ground.”

      “Why would you do THAT?!” Stig said, horrified.

      “In remembrance of a dead friend.”

      “Like a libation to the gods for a fallen comrade,” Alaria suggested.

      “Exactly.”

      “He’s not our friend or our comrade,” Stig said in an irritated voice, “so why would we waste booze on him?!”

      “I kind of liked him at the end,” I said.

      “You tried to kill him, boss.”

      “No, he tried to ‘keel heem,’” Alaria said with a smile as she imitated Zali’s voice.

      “Yes, but he would not be de-feee-ted,” I said with a grin.

      “And then he felt your butt,” Stig said.

      I shot my imp a nasty look. “You’re one to talk, you little traitor.”

      Stig’s ears drooped. “What?”

      “You sold us out to those assholes down there,” I said, pointing at the amoeba swallowing Fathmos.

      “I didn’t know!” my imp protested.

      “Whatever,” I said, and raised my bottle. “Pour one out for our homie.”

      “No!” Stig whined.

      I glared at him until he relented.

      “…fine,” he grumbled.

      “To Zali,” I said, and poured out a little booze onto our rocky perch.

      “To Zali,” Alaria said, and did the same.

      “Mrm,” Stig grunted, and poured out no more than a drop.

      We all sat there and watched as another beautiful building collapsed.

      “You know what I wish?” Alaria said, slurring her words slightly.

      “What?”

      “I wish there was some way to stick it to all those religious lunatics down there.”

      “Yeah,” I murmured.

      “I just don’t understand people who hate sex,” she said, shaking her head in disbelief. “I mean… it’s SO great… why do they hate it so much?”

      “Who knows…”

      “And all Zali wanted to do was use art to show how hot it could be.”

      “Yeah…”

      “You said you hated him,” Stig reminded her.

      “Noooo, I never said that,” Alaria protested.

      “Yes you did!” Stig scowled. “You said he made you pose for three years and you hated him!”

      “…oh yeah…” Alaria looked up as though her memories were written in the sky. Then she shrugged. “Oh well.”

      “Oh well,” I repeated, and took another drink.

      “He was a true artist,” Alaria said in that somber, earnest voice only drunk people use.

      “Yeah… a fuck artist,” I agreed.

      Alaria laughed. “An artist of fuck.”

      “Fuck me,” Stig grumbled.

      Alaria turned to me, a mischievous gleam in her glassy, intoxicated eyes. “You know what we should do?”

      “What?”

      “We should fuck. Right here. In honor of Zali. As a way to say ‘fuck you’ to all those assholes down there.”

      “That’s a GREAT idea!” I slurred.

      “NO IT’S NOT,” Stig croaked.

      “Yeah! We’re gonna fuck, and we’re gonna flip them the bird!” I shouted. I held both my middle fingers up in the air towards Fathmos. “FUCK YOU, JESUS FREAKS!”

      “Yeah! FUCK YOU!” Alaria yelled, and held up both her middle fingers, too.

      “For Zali!” I said as I got up and yanked down my pants.

      “For Zali!” Alaria cheered as she stood up and pulled down her panties.

      “UGH,” Stig grunted, and tried to shield his eyes with one hand. “AWKWARD.”

      I corked my bottle and tossed it to Stig. “Here, take that and go over there and leave us alone.”

      “Okay!” Stig agreed as he caught my bottle.

      “Here, you can have mine, too,” Alaria said as she did the same.

      “Not so awkward anymore,” Stig said happily as he took all three bottles and waddled over to the other side of a large boulder, out of sight.

      Alaria reached down and caressed my cock until I was standing at attention. Then I turned her around, had her brace her hands against the boulder, and entered her from behind.

      “Oh YES,” she moaned drunkenly.

      I began to fuck her, my thighs smacking against her ass, slap slap slap slap.

      “For Zali!” I yelled at all the self-righteous little butt-stuff hypocrites tearing Fathmos down.

      “For Zali!” Alaria yelled, then collapsed forward onto her forearms. “Ohhhhh…”

      “For Zali!” Stig yelled, then belched. “URP.”

      I was drunk off my ass at this point, so I didn’t really give a shit how weird the situation was.

      “For Zali!” I yelled again.

      “For – unh – for Zal – unh – lee!” Alaria moaned.

      “For Zali. URRRRP.”

      “FOR ZALI!” I yelled as loud as I could.

      “For – for – oh GODDESS – FOR – ZALIIIIIIIIIIII!” Alaria screamed as she came.

      Her high-pitched shrieks echoed over the plains of Fathmos for a good ten seconds.

      When Alaria finally stopped screaming, Stig said hesitantly, “Uh… boss?”

      I saw what was alarming him.

      The giant amoeba had paused in its reign of destruction, and now was standing still.

      As the echoes of Alaria’s orgasmic shriek died away…

      …the amoeba switched course.

      It moved through the empty streets, then spilled out the gates of Fathmos and boiled over the seafloor toward us.

      I reminded myself that they were only a bunch of Jesus freaks.

      None of them were above Level 15.

      …but there were about 6000 of them.

      And though they were half a mile away, they were moving pretty fast.

      I just stood there motionless, my cock still inside Alaria, as I stared at the army rushing towards us over the plains.

      Neither she nor I said a word. We just watched in silence –

      Until I slipped out of her and said, “Well, I think it’s probably time to go.”

      “Yeah, probably a good idea,” Alaria agreed as she grabbed her panties and stepped into them.

      “After all, we’ve got more ex-masters to kill,” I said with fake cheerfulness as I pulled up my pants.

      “LOTS more.”

      “I thought it was only three now,” Stig said in a perplexed voice. “Four if you count the pirate chick.”

      “That’s a lot,” Alaria snapped.

      The amoeba was getting closer. In fact, strands of it were beginning to break away and swim up through the water towards us, like pseudopods reaching out for prey.

      “Are they bringing booze?” Stig asked hopefully.

      “NO, they are NOT. Let’s go,” I said as I swam up over the top of the rock outcropping.

      “Right behind you!” Alaria called out.

      Stig was the last one to leave.

      He drained all his bottles, tossed them over the side of the cliff, and then squatted down in a crouch.

      “FUCKOFF!” he yelled at the amoeba, waggling his bare ass at the approaching horde…

      …and then he joined me and Alaria as we all swam off to our next adventure.

      

      
        
        Ian, Stig, and Alaria will return in SUCCUBUS 7: FAIRY TAIL.

      

      

      

      
        
        By the way, you do know there’s a Succubus Christmas Special, right? On sale now?

      

      

      

      
        
        And EX-SUPERHEROES #1 if you want more sex and super-powers.

      

      

      

      
        
        If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review!

      

      

      

      
        
        And if you want to sign up to be alerted when Book 7 comes out, click here.
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