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“So, what do you do for a living?” Rhett asked as he swirled the wine around in his glass.  He wasn’t a big wine drinker.  In fact, he wasn’t sure he even liked wine.  Like his last girlfriend, they merely tolerated one another. 

“I’m a content creator,” Cindy breathed with more than a hint of irritation in her voice.  “187,000 followers and counting.  Oh, and I work at the GAP, just to make ends meet.”

“Nice, nice.  What uh…what kind of content?”

An odd scenario popped into his head.  In it, he was pulled aside with a gun pointed at his forehead.  The person would ask what color Cindy’s eyes were.  If he got it wrong, pop!  Rhett wanted to know, really, but he couldn’t figure it out.  She looked at him for 2.4 seconds when they met outside of the restaurant.  Her gaze never left her phone.  He swore she must have used the device to place her order, because she never opened her menu. 

“I make videos where I discuss the fashion choices of people in other videos,” she sighed and used her finger to flip side to side on her phone.  By no means was Rhett a genius, but even he knew what she was doing, especially since his finger had performed the same action repeatedly of late.  “It’s all on my profile.  Let me guess; you just saw a pretty girl with nice tits and messaged me without bothering to read my bio.”

“Oh, no, I read it,” he countered and leaned forward.  He could have pulled his knife out from his napkin and stabbed himself without gaining her attention.  He’d probably come off as needy though, so he left his silverware alone as he prepared his defense case.  “I was trying to get you to talk about it.  That’s all.  That’s what people do on dates, right?  They talk so they can get to know one another better.”

“Uh-huh,” she muttered, shook her head, and flipped through her screen again.  “What do you do?  Some sort of office work, right?”

“I’m an account manager.”

“Ooh,” she replied, her first sign of interest since they met.  Her eyes pulled up from her phone as a beaming smile spread across her face.  Cindy was gorgeous, which really had him questioning why she agreed to go on a date with him on Dating Scene, the newest online dating app.  His best friend, Josh, commented that she was probably mentally unstable, because no girl as hot as Cindy would need to use a dating app to get guys.  Rhett countered by saying she was a woman, because they weren’t in high school anymore, but Josh just kept pounding in the fact that she was probably mentally unstable. 

“Sorry.  ‘Ooh,’ what?”

“Well, the average account manager brings in around six figures a year, right?” she asked with a finely trimmed brow raised to go along with her well-painted lips. 

Blue!  Her eyes are blue!  I’m not dying today, he laughed in his head to avoid the obvious event unraveling before him.  It wasn’t the first time a date perked up when annual income was mentioned, and, judging by his past history when he had to cough up the truth about his job, it wouldn’t be the last. 

“Junior account manager, actually.”

“Oh, so $40k per year,” she sighed and went back to whatever she was doing on her phone. 

Well, how many nails are in that coffin now?

“I should be moving up pretty soon.  I mean, I’ve been a junior member for five years, so it’s only a matter of time until I get that promotion.”

Dude, it’s bad enough that you lie to yourself about getting promoted soon, Rhett scolded himself as he watched Cindy smile down at her phone, but now you’re lying to a girl who couldn’t give a rat’s ass about you.  She just wants an all-expenses paid scenario so she can sit at her computer all day flirting with her followers so they’ll send her money.  That’s it.  End of discussion. 

“So, did you go to college?”

“Why, so I can wind up in crippling debt like you?” she replied in a flat tone without looking up from her phone.  “How many more lifetimes until your loans are paid off?”

“Just two,” he laughed nervously and took a sip from his wine.  It was dry wine, which was a big mistake, but not the first one he’d made.  “Sorry, I’m just trying to learn more about you.  I don’t even know your last name.”

“You don’t know my first name.”

“Excuse me?”

“Look, Randy…”

Rhett!

“…you shouldn’t put your real name on your profile,” she explained with her head down, but her eyes shifted up toward him.  “That’s a one-way ticket to finding yourself tied up in some freak’s cabin out in the woods.”

“And you haven’t decided if I’m a freak yet.  Yeah, I get that.”

“No, but I doubt you’ve got a cabin in the woods,” she sighed while her thumbs furiously typed on her phone.  “Not with your income.”

“Maybe I inherited one?”

“No, you would have bragged about owning your own vacation home,” she sighed, stuffed her phone in her purse, and got up. 

“Oh, do you need to use the lady’s room?”

“No, I need to get to Barrington’s in twenty minutes,” she corrected him and slung the strap to her purse over her shoulder.  “I just scored a date with a guy who owns…well, that’s none of your business.  See you around, Brett.”

Rhett was locked between standing up to say goodbye, and dumping his wine on her dress so she’d be late for the date she just made while on a date with him.  He didn’t though.  Rhett froze in place, halfway between standing and sitting until she turned the corner and disappeared.  Slowly he eased back onto the chair, just as the waiter brought their meals. 

“Well, at least Brett was closer than Randy.”

Rhett had experience in this field.  It wasn’t the first time a date walked out on him, so he ignored the hushed conversations coming from the neighboring tables and ate his meal, paid for everything, and then took Cindy’s meal home for later.  He may as well since he paid for it. 

Contrary to the evidence, Rhett wasn’t a complete loser.  He had a steady job with a steady income, which afforded him both a respectable car and a nice apartment.  He had friends, both at work and outside of work, had most weekends off, and had just over half of his student debt paid off.  He was in good health, exercised semi-regularly, and made sure to set time aside to enjoy himself. 

Dating was another story though.  Rhett was one of those people who tried to make it work long distance with his high school sweetheart, Wendy.  He’d come home from college as often as possible, or she’d stay at his dorm whenever his roommate wasn’t around.  That worked well for the first three years.  Rhett even planned on proposing to her once he graduated, got a job, and saved up enough money for a ring.  That was the plan, but Wendy changed a lot over the fourth year.  She didn’t want to live anywhere near a city, which was where all of the accounting jobs were, so she sent him a text to tell him that she wanted to break up.  Rhett was still trying to pull himself back together when he found out that Wendy got engaged.  Part of him was happy for her, but the rest of him thought it should have taken more than three months for that to happen.

Rhett needed the entire last year of college to pull himself back together.  In hindsight, he wished it hadn’t taken him so long to get over Wendy, because he missed out on the college dating scene entirely.  Once he graduated, he found an entry-level job that saw him working fifty to sixty hours a week.  It was time well spent once he was promoted to junior account manager, but the effort left him no time to date. 

The years seem to fly by after college.  Before Rhett knew it, he was in his late twenties with no romantic prospects whatsoever.  The bar and club scene never appealed to him, and it seemed like every woman somebody tried to hook him up with was a single mom.  Granted, he respected those single moms for balancing their work, family, and social lives, but he just couldn’t see himself as a step-father.  He wanted to put the horse in front of the cart, so to speak, so he swore to only date women who didn’t have kids. 

That’s where online dating came in handy.  With a few select options, he could narrow the field down to the type of woman he wanted to date.  He could filter out those with kids, those who were divorced, and those who lived within driving range of his home.  The list of thousands was narrowed down to hundreds of ideal partners.  At least on paper. 

Initially, Rhett had high hopes for online dating.  Reality and the internet don’t go hand in hand though.  His date with Cindy, or whatever her real name was, didn’t even make the cut for his top five worst dates, not including those who didn’t show up, or blocked him once the date was set. 

Oddly enough, it was his best date that still haunted him.  Bert, which he assumed was short for Bertie, checked every box.  She was pretty enough to make him lose his train of thought, but not so pretty that every guy in a mile radius hit on her, even if he was standing next to her.  Bert was funny, charming, and was working toward her PhD in psychology.  They found loads of common interests to talk about, they talked until the waiter asked if they wanted dessert for the fifth time, and the kiss at the end took his breath away.  Rhett couldn’t stop smiling on the way home, swearing that he would unsub to all of the dating apps, because he found the one.  It was a good thing he didn’t though, because he never heard from Bert again. 

Never heard from again.  It sounded like a cliché in a horror film, which wasn’t too far from the truth.  It was horrifying.  Rhett spent two weeks trying to get in touch with Bert before reality set in.  She didn’t want to hear from him.  After that, all he did was replay the date in his head, skimming every memory for clues as to why she didn’t want to see him after that.  It was maddening.  He even had Josh look over the messages he sent after their date, hoping to solve the mystery.  Josh couldn’t find anything either, other than suggesting that Bert probably wanted to have sex and move on to the next guy, because that’s what online dating was.  Rhett chose not to believe that.  He wanted the dream.  He wanted to find the perfect girl that he would eventually marry. 

“You know what your problem is?” Josh asked as he raided Rhett’s fridge later that evening.

“It doesn’t matter how I answer,” Rhett groaned and cycled through his game character’s inventory while he waited for Josh to come back, “you’re going to tell me anyway.”

“Your problem is that you’re going for gold when you should be happy for bronze,” Josh laughed and pulled out the take-home container.  Without asking, he set it on the counter and pulled open the lid.  A long, exaggerated sigh sounded before he held it up as though Rhett didn’t know what was in it.  “Really?  Smoked salmon and crab legs?  Didn’t the menu have any wagyu?”

“Cindy has expensive taste.”

“Well, yeah, so do I, but you don’t see me driving a Porsche, do you?” he laughed again and returned the container to the fridge.  “My point is that Cindy…”

“If that’s her name.”

“…if that’s her name, was like a nine, maybe a ten,” he continued and plopped down on the couch next to him.  If it were anyone else, Rhett would have taken issue with someone slamming their body down on his brand-new leather sofa.  It was Josh though, who weighed 130 pounds dripping wet, so he let it go with only a dirty look as a warning.  “I mean, come on, you’re my friend, and I love you like a brother and all, but nines and tens are out of your freakishly long reach.”

“Really, tall jokes?”

“You throw short jokes at me all the time, Tiny, so why not?”

“Yeah, fair enough,” Rhett sighed as they got their characters moving out of the village to find some monsters to slay. 

Josh had been Rhett’s best friend since high school, back when they were both short, thin kids who got picked on all the time.  They didn’t pick the same college, but they both wound up working for the same business, thanks to Rhett putting in a good word when his company needed a new I.T. worker.  Neither of them could maintain a relationship though, which, deep down, Rhett was thankful for.  Josh was a touch creepy when it came to talking to women.  If Josh managed to get married before Rhett, he’d probably just give up on dating altogether. 

“You know what I should do?”

“I swear,” Josh groaned before finishing off a monster that was designed as a spiky boar the size of a barn, “if you’re going to suggest reaching out to Bert, I’ll kick you in your ovaries.”

“Well, now that you mention it…”

“Okay, that’s it,” Josh growled and cast a spell that returned both of their characters to the nearest village. 

“Hey, I was going to go after that treasure chest.”

“Digital loot can wait, my friend,” Josh announced as the screen changed on the TV.  As soon as their characters were safe, Josh slid his controller across the coffee table and fished out his phone.  “It’s high time I let you in on a little secret of mine.”

“It isn’t some dumb app you got off of a porn site, is it?”

“Hey, those girls weren’t that much older than us.”

“Yours was forty-seven, and her friend was fifty-one.”

“Yeah, so?”

“That’s almost twice our age.”

“Okay, fine, that app was a complete bust,” Josh groaned and scooted across the couch.  “But look at this chick and tell me you don’t get an instant hard-on.”

Rhett groaned as well before turning to look at Josh’s phone, only to make a scrunched face when he looked at the picture on it.  A young, dark-haired woman smiled back at them, wearing a frilly nightgown that didn’t try to conceal her assets. 

“You literally just told me to stop going after nines and tens, but you’re showing me an eleven on your phone,” he laughed and shook his head.  “What’s with the pointed ears?  She into cosplay or something?”

“Yeah, that’s kinda what I thought at first too,” Josh huffed and swiped his screen.  “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’m all for dating a girl who’s willing to dress up in the bedroom.  I thought it was some sort of kinky fetish site until I actually went on a date.”

“I’m guessing you don’t want to show me the last girl you dated from this site.”

“Oh, no, I’ll show you.  Just give me one…there.  Gilly.  She was a little too shy for my tastes, but we had a good time.”

Rhett gave the screen a glance before moving his character to the blacksmith to sell off some items, only to realize that something was off about that picture as well.  He whipped around to look again, then took the phone and scrolled down to see if Josh was on some sort of art website.  Just like the brunette in the nightgown, Gilly too had pointed ears, although her outfit was far more conservative. 

“Admit it, you’re intrigued.”

“No, I’m confused, and I’m starting to worry about you,” he sighed and handed the phone back.  “You seriously expect me to believe that you went out on a date with that girl.”

“Uh, yeah, I do.  Here, let me offer some proof.”

Rhett went back to selling his junk, right until the phone was shoved in front of his face, blocking his view of the television.  He growled and started to lean, only to have the phone move as well.  With a groan, he rolled his eyes and looked at the phone to appease his friend.  There was a picture on the screen, one with Gilly and Josh standing near a cornfield, although the corn was purple, for some reason.  Josh was smiling from ear to ear, but Gilly looked like she wanted to crawl into an ear of corn and die.  That last part he believed. 

“You take that picture at a convention, or something?”

“See, this is why I didn’t tell you sooner.”  Josh leaped up from the couch, grabbed the TV remote, and turned it off.  Before Rhett could protest, he shoved the remote down his pants, lifted a brow, and held out his phone. 

“You owe me a new remote, because I’m never going to touch that again.”

“Please, I’m wearing boxers.  I need your full attention right now.  God, I’d love to tell you everything about the app, but you wouldn’t believe me in a million years.  Hell, you don’t even believe that I went on a date with Gilly.  Not just a date, but a date that went all the way.”

“See, now I know you’re just…”

“Lying?” Josh asked and shook his head.  “Oh, I know.  It’s as crazy as putting mayonnaise on a peanut butter sandwich.  I didn’t believe it either when the first girl accepted my date proposal.  I’m telling you though, if you sign up for the app, you’ll hook up with a hot chick and get laid before the end of the week.”

“Dude, I’m not looking to get laid, I want…”

“Love, romance, kids, and a Shiba Inu that secretly hates you, I know,” Josh groaned and took to typing something on his phone.  “You’re such a sap.  There, I sent you the link.”

“You could have just told me the name of the app.”

“You would think that, but nope, you’d  never find it.”

“What?” Rhett sang and pulled out his phone.  Josh’s message was at the top with a long link attached, one that screamed ‘virus’ when he looked at it.  “You trust this site?”

“I do now.  You will too.  Just put on your big girl panties, follow the link, download the app, pay for your subscription, and become buried in so much elf pussy that you’ll never want to come up for air.”

“You had me until you said elf pussy.  Seriously?”

“Like I said, you’ll never believe me unless you go through with it.  Trust me, Rhett, this is going to change your life.  Promise me you’ll download it.”

“Fine, I promise.”

“No, promise me for real, or I’ll hack into your game and delete all of your characters.  I know how to do that.”

“Okay, fine.  Josh, I promise I’ll download the app.”
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Rhett didn’t follow the link.  He only said he would to get Josh off of his back so they could get back to playing.  The pair used to play every night, but Josh mysteriously became too busy to come over all of a sudden, which was why Rhett would have told him anything to get back to it.  After the TV remote was disinfected, of course. 

Josh wasn’t the only one who had pictures from dates on his phone.  After Josh left, Rhett tried to go to bed so his tail wouldn’t drag Friday morning, but all the talk about dating women overpowered his ability to drift off to sleep.  Josh made him delete his old pictures, but he kept a backup on his laptop, which he then sent to himself to have on his phone again.  Against his better judgment, he pulled up one of those old pictures. 

“Hey, Bert,” he whispered to the girl smiling back at him on the phone.  They squeezed together to take a picture in front of a fountain, just when the wind picked up to offer them a freezing cold shower.  The smiles were genuine, because he snapped the pic just as they reacted to the water hitting their backs.  “Why couldn’t you tell me what went wrong, huh?  I really thought we hit it off.”

It wasn’t the first time he asked Bert’s picture the question, or the tenth, or the fiftieth.  No matter how hard he tried to let go, he just couldn’t get past the fact that there was some real chemistry between them.  If he couldn’t make it work with a woman he actually clicked with, then what chance did he have with a website full of strangers? 

An hour passed, then two, stealing precious sleep as midnight snuck up on him.  He didn’t stare at the picture the entire time, but he went back just enough that he started to hate himself.  Deep down, he had a nagging feeling that he came on too strong and scared Bert off.  It made sense, and he should have realized it at the time, but the connection he felt made him too excited to slow himself down. 

“I know I blew it, I just wish I knew what I did so I don’t do it again,” he groaned and started to put his phone down, just to have a message come through.  He growled and picked it back up to find a message from Josh waiting for him, along with an attachment.  His mouth dropped when he opened the file.  It was a picture of Josh lying in a bed, but he wasn’t alone.  A woman with dark red skin and jet-black hair was curled up next to him, cupping his cheek with her hand.  He figured it was a fake at first, but, when he zoomed in, he realized that her hand on Josh’s cheek was flawless.  “Either he’s really mastered Photoshop, or…no, that can’t be real.”

Nice.  Photoshop or some other new editing software?

You wish.  Just believe that it’s real.

Well, I was asleep, so maybe this is just a dream.

No, you weren’t.  You were pining over Bert again.  I know you didn’t delete that picture.  I’m not an idiot.

It’s 1 AM and we have to be at work in seven hours.  You might want to rephrase that.

Okay, fine, incoming transmission from Star Fleet.

Rhett was going to type a response about losing the Star Trek references when he received a video chat request from Josh.  He let out a groan, then hit to accept and rolled over. 

“Hey, loser,” Josh laughed with the phone zoomed in on his face.  “Prepare for shock and awe.”

“The only shock and awe I’m going to get is if you actually went to sleep so you’re not having to sneak off to take naps at work,” he groaned and sat up so he could reach his water bottle.  “Now, why don’t we act like responsible adults and…”

Before he could finish the sentence, the feed from Josh’s end shifted, offering him a view of a dark room with candles lining the walls.  When it finally stopped moving, he found himself staring at none other than the same red-skinned woman from the picture, who rubbed her eyes and smiled before tilting the phone to center herself. 

“Rhett, was it?” she asked with a thick accent he couldn’t place.  “Josh wanted me to tell you to quit being a mugger…”

“Muggle,” he heard Josh say in the background.

“Fine, muggle, and use the link he sent you.  Oh, Josh, you didn’t tell me your friend was so handsome,” the red-skinned woman laughed and turned her head away from the phone. 

“Maybe finish your date with me before you start drooling over my best friend?” Josh replied and reclaimed his phone.  Josh’s smiling face was front and center once more.  “So, do you believe me yet?”

“I believe that this is a dream, yes.  Goodnight.  Hope you’re using protection,” he offered and ended the call.  “Before you get demon-girl Herpes or something.”

The call made him forget about Bert though, so he had no problem going to sleep.  Morning came, unfortunately, without a dream of a red demon girl of his own.  Rhett dressed and got ready for work, then paused long enough to check his phone while eating his breakfast.  His call history nearly made him choke on his toast.  Not only did he have a video chat with Josh last night, but the picture he sent was there as well. 

“How much did he have to pay a hooker to dress like that?” he wondered before heading to work. 

It was Friday, which wasn’t as soul-crushing as the other four days of the week.  The thought of a nice, quiet weekend clung to him as he went about his day.  The boss was off playing golf with a group of clients, like every Friday, so at least Rhett didn’t have to suck him to the guy in hopes of having the ‘junior’ title removed from his portfolio. 

Rhett went to lunch, surrounded by workers who hadn’t been with the company for as long as himself, but had managed to climb a rung higher than him on the corporate ladder.  He tried not to let it bother him, but knowing that they all made twice as much as he did felt like needles were pricking his skull.

“What up, bitch,” Josh whispered and took the seat next to him.  “You download the app yet?”

“You know I haven’t,” he laughed and turned his chair so he could focus on Josh instead of his competition in the corner.  “Okay, level with me.  That woman was a hooker who you had to pay extra to get her to dress up like that.”

“You really think I’d pay hundreds of dollars for that, please,” Josh sighed and pulled his bento box out of his bag.  “I’ve got standards.”

“Since when?”

“It’s a new development, okay.  Just download the app.”

“Just tell me the name of it so I can look it up.  I don’t want a bunch of spyware on my phone.”

“You won’t find it listed anywhere, I swear.  I know, because I did the same thing.  Just suck it up and do it.  You’ll be thanking me after, I promise.”

“You’re a bad salesman, you know that.  Look, I appreciate what you’re trying to do, but whatever crazy kink-site you found just isn’t for me, okay?”

“Okay, suit yourself.”

“Crap, I forgot to bring a fork.  I’ll be right back.”

Rhett had to snatch a plastic set out of the vending machine, which actually costs money.  That really said something about the company they worked for, but he waved it off and came back to finish his lunch.  Josh didn’t say anything else about the dating site, or the girl from last night, so he accepted that it was over and moved on. 

The second half of the day was a race to the finish line.  It wasn’t the type of place that let you put something off for the weekend.  If it wasn’t done, then you were working late for free since his position was a salary job.  It was 5:30 when he submitted his last report, thirty minutes after his shift ended.  He didn’t care though.  It wasn’t like he had plans. 

Rhett shut down his desk and collected his stuff, only to realize that he couldn’t find his phone.  Frantically he searched his cubicle, but couldn’t locate the device to save his life. 

“Looking for this?”

He whipped around to find Josh standing at the entrance to his cubicle, holding up his phone.  Rhett cocked his head and opened his mouth to ask where he found it, but all the hard work left his brain cells a touch scorched. 

“You left it in the breakroom.  I found it when I went back for my lunch bag.  Try to be more careful.  Your mom and I work hard to give you nice things.”

“Funny,” he growled and snatched the phone.  He woke it up to find he had a missed call and two texts, both from his boss.  He started to panic until he read the last one, which was just a ‘thank you’ for sending the report he filed an hour ago.  He got lucky.  “So, big plans this weekend?”

“Yeah, but I promised not to bug you about anymore.  Come on, I’ll walk you to your car.”

An hour later, Rhett was back home, drying off after a shower.  It’d been a long week, made worse by his date with Cindy, or whatever the hell her real name was.  He put on some sweats and an old t-shirt, deposited himself on the couch, and then ordered some food before turning on Netflix.  While he waited, he ignored whatever show was on by skimming his messages from Dating Scene.  His eyes widened when he realized he had a message waiting for him.  With a pounding heart, he clicked on it to find that there was a well-written request to chat.  He started to smile until he brought up the woman’s profile.  There was only one picture of an insanely attractive woman in a bikini.  He deleted the message instantly because he’d seen the same picture on three other accounts. 

“Scammers,” he groaned and closed the dating app.  His food arrived just then, so he went into the hall to claim it once the driver left.  Friday was his cheat day, real ramen from a real Asian restaurant, which he couldn’t wait to devour. 

He didn’t feel like spilling his food on the new couch, so he paused the show and ate at the kitchen island, hoping to find a long video to hold his interest.  Rhett sipped from his spoon while flipping through his apps, only to find one he didn’t recognize on the last page.  It was a simple design, a purple block with a yellow silhouette shaped like…

 “You mother…” he growled when he realized what had happened.  He didn’t leave his phone in the break room.  Josh stole it when he got up to get a fork, downloaded that stupid app, and then pretended that he found Rhett’s phone at the end of the day.  He opened his message to send his friend a scathing text, only to have his curiosity get the better of him.  “Well, it’s already on my phone, so whatever viruses it came with are eating up my data by now.”

With a groan, he opened up the app and took another sip of broth, determining what order he would eat the rest in once half of the broth was gone.  He looked back at his phone in time to see the screen change, offering his first glimpse of the app’s name. 

“Elf Date?  Seriously?” he laughed and flipped through the sample profiles.  Each contained a variety of exceptionally attractive women.  While their skin and hair colors were different, as well as their clothing choices, they all had one thing in common.  Pointy ears.  “Whatever.  Let’s see what Google has to say about this.  Probably Comic-Con escort women.”

Rhett made a search for the dating app, only to find that Google didn’t know what in the hell he was talking about.  Sure, other dating app ads popped up, but they were all the ones he was familiar with, or tried already.  He tried all seven pages of the search, but found nothing other than a few fantasy books with similar titles. 

“Well, Josh, at least you didn’t lie about that part,” he sighed and opened the app again.  It would only allow him to look through the same ten profiles until he created one of his own, which seemed like a lot of work for a Friday night.  He set it down and ate for a bit, wishing that he’d remembered to tell the restaurant no cilantro.  The pork was good though, so he started on it while reaching out to close the app, only to see a gorgeous woman smiling back at him.  “Damn it.”

With a long groan, he touched the button to ‘create profile’, praying that his phone could auto-fill most of it.  He really didn’t feel like filling in a bunch of details, or answer a million questions like some dating sites. 

He got what he wished, because the next screen was blank.  Curiously he lifted the phone to find there was a small message in the center of the screen.  It was a button that said ‘create a profile now’, which he pressed while chomping through a particularly chewy piece of pork.  The screen flashed rapidly, blinding him to the point that he had to close his eyes.  Rhett blinked for a few seconds until his vision returned to normal, then looked at the screen to see what happened. 

“Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me!”

Sometime during that rapid flash, the phone took a picture, one that showed Rhett with his mouth open, chomping on the pork.  He had an option to upload a photo though, so he sorted through his pics until he found one he could live with.  The app compared the two, likely to make sure that they weren’t shopped, which explained why it took a live picture to begin with.  After half a minute, the profile picture changed, so he let out a sigh of relief and scrolled down to see what else he had to fill out. 

“What the hell?”

Everything was filled out already.  Rhett’s age, height, and build were already there, even though he wished it would use a better word than ‘skinny’.  It listed his job as ‘office’, which was vague, but correct.  He tried to change it, but touching the line didn’t make his keypad appear. 

“That’s weird.”

He decided it was fine and moved on.  Rhett expected the app to ask him how far he was willing to drive to meet someone, or what kind of person he was looking for.  Oddly, none of those options came up.  All it had was the block asking him to subscribe, which he rolled his eyes at before touching it. 

“Huh, no monthly fees?  That seems weird,” he muttered and scrolled down to find that his ‘bio’ filled out as well.  He didn’t like what he saw.  It read like a performance evaluation from his boss, one with a few suggestions for areas of improvement.  The only difference was that it didn’t say things like ‘doesn’t take initiative’, or ‘needs to put in more hours’.  Instead, it had details like ‘tends to move too fast’, or ‘becomes clingy when he makes a connection’.  No woman in her right mind would ever go for a guy like that, so he touched the bio box to change it, only to find that it was locked. 

“Well, good thing it was free, because this is going nowhere,” he groaned and scrolled down, only to find the weirdest page he’d ever seen on a dating app.  It looked more like the character screen on a video game, but with far different stats/attributes:

	Rhett Freeman
	Human
	Rank
	14,336	14,336
	Tier		1
	Rating		0
	Successful Dates		0
	Failed Dates		0
	Total Dates		0
			
	Athletics		1
	Spell		0
	Fortitude		1
			
	Fun		1
	Charm		2
	Attitude		2
	Intelligence		3
	Kindness		5
	Prestige		3
	Bed Rating		0
	Appeal		2.29
			
	Dating Coins:		0
			


“What the hell are dating coins?” he grumbled and pushed the button next to the line.  Rhett understood immediately why the app didn’t require a monthly subscription fee.  It was like a free-to-play game on your phone, one that required the player to pay real money to progress quickly.  The prices were laid out just like those games.  1 coin for $20,  5 for $85,  10 for $150, and, the deluxe package, 35 for $399.  “Whatever.  I’m not paying for that.”

He was about to close out the app when his eyes caught his attributes.  For some reason, seeing numbers that represented him as a person dug into him, gnawing at his subconsciousness in a way that Bert could only have dreamed.  He didn’t know why there was a ‘spell’ attribute, but seeing that his ‘bed rating’ was at zero made his brow furrow.  Sure, he probably wasn’t the greatest in bed, but he was definitely better than nothing.

There were a few tabs he hadn’t opened yet, but a message block appeared in the center of the screen, telling him that he found a match.  It confused him since he’d only been on for a few minutes, right until common sense kicked in. 

“Scammers,” he groaned and touched the message icon to read it.  “Hey, Rhett.  I just came across your profile a few minutes ago and thought that I would hit you up.  No pressure, but how about a date?  I’ll pay for the scenario.  Don’t worry, I’ll explain the details in person…pay for the scenario?”

He was still questioning it when a new block popped up.  It had a picture of a slender, dark-haired woman winking at the camera, wearing a robe that resembled Josh’s wizard in the game they played.  She was attractive, and it wasn’t like he had any plans, so he hit the ‘accept’ button at the end of the message.  An immediate response popped up on the screen, one telling him that he had thirty minutes to get ready. 

“But, where do I have to go?” he asked and tried to respond to the message, only to find that it was locked out until after the ‘date’.  “Crap.”

In a whirlwind, Rhett shoved his dinner in the fridge, raced into his bedroom, and got dressed.  When he got back to his phone, the update told him he was within the ten-minute window and could arrive whenever he was ready.  He figured it would give him the location once he accepted, so he touched the block, only to have his apartment go dark.   
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All of his senses tingled when the world came back.  Rhett found himself sitting at a corner table, staring at the door on the far side of the establishment.  He blinked his pale blue eyes several times, but, no matter how hard he snapped his eyelids shut, his apartment didn’t return. 

Okay, keep it together, he coached himself while observing his surroundings.  He was in a pub.  That much was obvious, given the glass mugs on a counter behind the bar, as well as the few dozen liquor bottles above.  The place looked old, ancient, perhaps, like somebody actually pulled off a theme in a tourist town. 

The place was one thing.  What really had his eyes widened and his pulse quickened were the people, if he could call them that.  Rhett knew enough about fantasy races to confirm that the bartender was a half-orc, given the off-green skin, swelled muscles, and the two tiny tusks protruding from his lower lip.  The waitress, or wench, given his surroundings, had blue-gray skin, long white hair in braids, and what he swore were red eyes when she passed by a lantern. 

The longer Rhett looked around, the more curiosities he discovered.  The only person he’d classify as human was seated in the opposite corner, absentmindedly twisting the tip of a small dagger into the table.  He didn’t pause to drink from his mug, nor did his eyes ever cease scanning the room. 

Like what’s his name in Lord of the Rings.  Nice. 

Part of him was freaking out, while the other part was geeking out.  Deep down, anyone with a bit of nerd in them wanted to visit a place like this, but the way he arrived kept his heart pounding in his chest.  If he left, would he return to his apartment, or would he discover that he was in some other world, countless miles away from Earth?

Rhett didn’t know what a panic attack felt like, but he was starting to understand when the door to the pub opened.  His eyes locked on to the familiar face that scanned the pub for a moment.  It was the girl who sent him a date request, and she nodded when her eyes fell on him.  She strolled through the place like she’d been there a hundred times, which offered yet another odd finding.  She wasn’t alone.  A taller figure in a full cloak followed her from a short distance, one that a leash of some sort controlled once it went taut. 

“Rhett, right?” she confirmed when she arrived at his table. 

“Uhm…” he stammered, looking from the girl to the pub and back. 

“Oh, first time?”

“Y-yes.”

“No problem.  I know what to do.  Just hold this for me.”

Another absurdity was added to the mix.  The girl handed the leash to him.  His eyes followed the leather strap until it disappeared within the cloak.  He leaned down, hoping to see the face the hood concealed, but the dim light didn’t offer him any information.  A deep, hearty chuckle from the bar stole his attention.  When he turned, the orc was shaking his head, holding his stomach while he mixed a small drink.  Moments later, his ‘date’ returned with two drinks.  One was red wine, which suited his surroundings, but the other was a double-tall shot glass with bright pink fluids he swore glowed brighter than the lanterns lining the place. 

“This one is for you,” she soothed and took a seat after setting the drinks down.  The pink one was placed before him as she reclaimed the handle of the leash. 

“Why couldn’t you get me a glass of wine too?” he questioned while he held up the drink to the light.  “And why does mine glow?”

“Yours is called The First Timer,” she explained and gave the leash a tug to tell the hooded figure to sit down.  “It won’t get you super drunk, or anything like that.  In fact, there’s hardly any alcohol to speak of.  It’s mostly a concoction of herbs that, when blended properly, will help soothe your nerves.”

“I could definitely use some of that,” he sighed, pulled the drink to his lips, and sniffed.  It smelled like he fell nose-first into a scented candle, one with an aroma he couldn’t place. 

“It would be best if you just downed it all at once.”

“Fine.  This can’t get any weirder.”

It tasted like it smelled.  Water, flowers, and just a touch of alcohol.  It went down smooth though, with a bit of a flowery aftertaste that left his mouth dry.  The warmth spreading throughout his body told him everything would be okay, like a hug from your mother after bumping your head as a small child. 

“I’m sorry,” he managed as his head started to slump to one side.  “I didn’t even have time to catch your name.”

“Jody.”

“Jody?” he laughed and nodded toward the bar.  “What’s the orc’s name, Bob?”

“Derek, actually.  Bob was his father.”

Rhett stared at her in disbelief for a moment.  While she sipped from her glass, her painted lips curled into a smile before she laughed hard enough that some of the wine was spat back into the glass. 

“Okay, I made that up.”

“It was a bit funny,” he admitted with a smile.  “That’s not my point though.  You’re an elf…named Jody.  Shouldn’t your name be…I don’t know…something wispy, with too many ‘r’s, or something?”

“Humans should have to take a class before downloading the app,” she groaned and took a long sip from her glass.  Jody composed herself afterward.  The glass was placed on the table, she folded her arms beneath her, and she offered him a polite, calm smile.  “You aren’t hearing my true name.  What you are hearing is merely a translation.  Most of the names you will hear will sound quite ordinary to you.”

“Okay, but…” he started before waving his hands at the pub itself. 

“You’re lucky that I’m in a spot for high ratings,” she groaned, took another sip, and then brought back the same calm smile as before.  “How did I get here?  Where are we?  Why does this place look like a peaceful version of Warcraft?  So typical.”

“Yeah, that pretty much sums it up, but I don’t feel myself questioning everything like I did before…damn.  Before you bought me a drink.  Thank you, by the way.”

“Oh, he has good manners.  This could be fun after all.  Now, I would love to sit here all day and explain how Elf  Date works, but our date is about to officially begin.”

“I thought we were on the date now.”

“Oh, no,” she chuckled, held up a finger, and downed the rest of her glass.  “Ah, so good.  I’ve had better, but you have to admit that the drinks are high quality for such a lowly pub.  As I was saying; any second now, someone is going to burst through the door with a problem, pleading for aid.  When that happens, you and I will go help them.  That is the actual date.”

“But…”

Before he could finish, the front door burst open to reveal an older gentleman wearing overalls and a flannel shirt beneath.  His eyes were wide as he scanned the place, then he stumbled in and reclaimed his balance by grasping a vacant chair. 

“I need help!” he shouted, nearly out of wind.  Rhett winced when he realized Jody nailed what would happen.  “Bandits have attacked my farm.  They’ve taken my daughter.  Please, won’t anyone save her from those horrible bandits?”

“Here we go,” Jody sighed, nudged the cloaked figure off of the bench, and walked over to the farmer.  “We will help you, good sir.”

“We will?”

Ten minutes later, Rhett found himself walking on a dirt path with Jody by his side, and her cloaked friend in tow.  The sun was going down, but he could make out a series of short mountains up ahead, with every instinct telling him that they were the destination. 

“Okay, let’s figure out what’s happening with you,” Jody sighed and slowed down.  “This is your first Elf Date, correct?”

“Well, not to be obvious, but, yeah.”

“You’re not my first first-timer,” she laughed and reached out to give his arm a pat.  He noticed he wasn’t wearing the same outfit as before.  Instead, he wore what he could only describe as beginner’s gear for any random fantasy game ever developed.  In short, he was a level-one noob.  “How did you learn about the app?”

“How do you know what an app is?” he laughed and shook his head. 

“With this,” she replied and pulled what looked like a normal phone from a pouch on her belt, likely because her dark blue dress didn’t have any pockets.  The casing looked like it was made of silver, but, other than that, it could easily have been passed off as an ordinary phone. 

“I’m so confused.  Where are we?  Is this a different world, are we in a video game, or…I don’t know.  I can’t think of a third thing.”

“They don’t tell us.  Sorry.  I know that isn’t very helpful.  I’ve questioned it many times myself, but, eh, why peek behind the curtain?  Am I right?”

“I guess.  For now.  I just wish Josh would have told me more.  He just said I wouldn’t believe it if he did.”

“Would you have believed him?”

“He video-chatted with me last night so I could meet the girl he slept with.  Some red-skinned woman with silky black hair.  I thought she was…well, I don’t know what I thought, really.”

“Josh?  That wouldn’t be Joshua Gates, would it?”

“Yes, actually.”

“Oh, that doesn’t speak well for you,” she breathed and lowered her head.  “Josh has a terrible rating.”

“It has to be better than mine,” he groaned and pulled out his phone, the only thing that came with him to wherever he was.  “2.29?”

“Oh, no, that isn’t your rating, sweetie,” she laughed and leaned over his arm to look at his phone.  “Oh, I always forget how bad the resolution is on Earth phones.  Your rating is up at the top.  Currently, it’s at zero, because you haven’t completed a date.  Don’t worry, that’ll improve.  Here's mine.”

Rhett looked at her phone.  His first impression was that he couldn’t see the resolution difference she mentioned, but he wrote that off and focused on what her finger pointed at. 

	Jody Pool

	Elf
	Rank	942	14,336
	Tier		5
	Rating		4.1
	Successful Dates		364
	Failed Dates		48
	Total Dates		412
			


“That’s uh…okay, not to judge, but that’s a lot of dates.”

“Well, I saw some men more than once.  Oh, and a few women.  I try to keep an open mind.”

“What classifies as a ‘failed date’?”

“Anything under three stars, which is quite unfair, if you ask me.  I had a bad month recently.  My rating went from 4.6 down to 3.9.  I’ve had to work my butt off to get it to where it is.  Sadly, when you see my profile, it looks like I only have a four-star rating instead of four and a half.  That’s why I asked you out.  No offense.  Beginners are typically kind with their ratings.”

“Oh, none taken.  Kinda need to ask about the elephant in the room though.”

“Elephant in the room?”

“Your uh…your friend here.”

“Oh, her!” Jody laughed and put her phone away, leading him to follow suit.  “She’s my insurance policy.”

“Insurance policy?”

“Do you always reply by repeating the last thing somebody said?”

“Probably more than I realize, yes.”

“Fair enough.  My cloaked friend here is my way of making certain that I receive five stars from the date.  You read the premise, yes?”

“Uhm, no.  I didn’t even see a premise.”

“Slow down and read before you accept anything from now on, Rhett,” she replied and shook her head before letting out a little chuckle.  “You could wind up agreeing to an ogre-woman orgy.  I highly doubt you’d survive that, given your frame.  I’ll summarize quickly since we’re almost to the bandit base.  I spent date coins to create a premise for a date, which you accepted.  I didn’t wish to overspend, so I selected a beginner-level date with a random premise.”

“How was it random if you knew the farmer was going to run in and ask for help?”

“Because I recognized the pub.  This is the same premise as the date I went on with Joshua, actually.  Anyway, you and I will deal with the bandits.  Don’t worry, I’ll do the heavy lifting when it comes to fighting since you don’t have any armor, a weapon, or a class of any kind.”

“How do I get that stuff?”

“You can purchase them from the store with your date coins, or you can hope to obtain the items you need from loot, assuming the premise allows for it.  Now, back to this premise…we deal with the bandits, find the daughter, and kill the big bandit boss.  You will then be given a few options.  I selected the ‘sex’ box on the premise, because that’s how you stir interest…”

Sex box?  I really need to spend more time reading up about Elf Date.

“…if we kill the boss, then I either have to have sex with you, or offer you an alternative.  I have seen this particular scenario nine times now, and I can tell you that the farmer’s daughter differs from one run to the next.  Sometimes, she is quite gorgeous.  Young, pretty, budding breasts, you get the picture.  Other times, well, how should I put this?  Other times, she is quite homely.”

“Okay, that makes sense, but that doesn’t explain your cloaked friend.”

“I was getting to that.  You see, I need to earn as many five-star ratings as possible.  Eventually, I hope to reach the top tier of the dating site, find me a wealthy date, and seduce him into marrying me.  I’ll be done with Elf Date after that, but my little streak of bad dates has made that more difficult.  So, should the daughter prove ugly, I will offer you an alternative to make you happy.”

Rhett’s eyes widened as he turned to look back at the cloaked woman at the other end of the leash.  Was she aware of the situation?  Was she here against her will?  It bothered him so much that he didn’t see the cave up ahead, not until Jody grabbed his arm and stopped him. 

“Well, it would seem that we are here.  Be a lamb and hold this for me.”

Jody handed him the leash, which he would have refused were he not staring at a filthy, ragged man standing by the cave, holding what appeared to be a rusty sword in his hand.  When Rhett finally turned, he found that Jody was busy pulling a silver wand out of her belt that he failed to notice earlier.  It had intricate etchings along its sides, with a bright blue gem on the tip that glowed when she lifted it. 

“Now, I’m only a blue mage class, which isn’t all that powerful, but my stats are way more than these slobs can handle,” she sighed and straightened her dress beneath the utility belt.  “I know it’s your first time, but I need you to not get sick, or get killed, okay?  Just hang back and hold onto that leash.  Don’t worry, she won’t try to run away, but I don’t want the bandits getting her.”

“How thoughtful of you.”

“Okay, uhm…” she sang and checked her phone.  “Looks like we have forty minutes left on the date.  I should have made you walk faster.  Sorry, I just thought it’d be better if I explained some things.  Anyway, here we go.”

With a beaming smile, Jody turned and flicked her wand at the bandit, who charged into action the second the glittering blue orb shot at him.  He didn’t even manage three steps before the orb struck him in the shoulder, spun him in place, and left him face-down in the dirt.  Rhett stared at the bandit with wide eyes, uncertain if he wanted the guy to get up or not.  He didn’t move an inch.  In fact, he didn’t appear to be breathing. 

“Uhm…”

“He’s dead,” Jody offered and pulled something else out of a pouch on her belt.  It was a pair of solid silver glasses that she quickly put on, even though he couldn’t figure out how they’d permit her to see.  She must have noticed his confusion, because she pulled them off and slipped them onto his face. 

“Woah!”

Now it really was like a video game.  A black bar hovered over the bandit’s body, which was aptly named ‘Bandit #4’, and was only level one.  The entrance to the cave lit up like a spotlight, with a white arrow moving up and down, pointing at it. 

“You should pony up for a pair of these as soon as possible,” she said and reached out to reclaim her glasses.  “They’re super helpful.  By the way, if you see a bad guy with a skull and crossbones instead of a level, run.  You’ll definitely wind up dead.  I had a few guys try to impress my panties off.  Guess where they are?”

“At home, rethinking their life choices?”

“They wish.  Come on.  This’ll be easy.”
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Rhett followed Jody into the cave, questioning everything he knew about life in general.  On paper, he downloaded a dating app (not really since Josh did it for him), accepted a date with an elf who was a mage, and just watched her kill a man in hopes of getting laid.  He admitted to being desperate, but not so desperate as to risk his life in hopes of getting into an attractive woman’s pants. 

The entrance brought them to a large room of sorts, one with crates, cots, lanterns, and piles of what he assumed were stolen goods lying around the edges.  There was a rusty door at the far end, but the seven bandits getting up from their beds said they wouldn’t be able to walk up to it just yet. 

“Like I said, stand back and let me do the fighting,” Jody reminded him, raised her wand, and promptly disposed of the bandits.  The fight only lasted a minute, if that, and Jody let out a little sigh as she pointed her silver wand at the nearest body.  “I’ll be nice and let you have all of the loot from this room.”

“Do I go through their pockets?” he asked and handed the leash back when Jody reached out for it. 

“Ew, that’d be gross.  No, just put your hand on their chest.  The app will handle the rest.”

It didn’t seem right, not even a little, but Rhett sucked in a breath and bent over the body.  The bandit’s open mouth was missing a few teeth, but at least he wasn’t a bloody mess like some of the games Rhett played.  The body was still warm when he put his hand on the dead man’s chest, which sent a chill down his spine as his phone vibrated in his pocket. 

“Don’t worry about it right now.  Just loot them all and go through the inventory tab when you go home, okay?  I want to make sure you have plenty of time for the fun stuff.”

“Yeah.  The fun stuff.”

Rhett sneered and ran from one body to the next, placing his hand on every chest until the last bandit was checked.  His phone only vibrated four times, which he took to mean that not all of the bandits dropped loot.  It made sense in a video game, but his mind wasn’t quite ready to accept what he was doing right now. 

He didn’t have time to overthink it.  Jody was at the door, holding out the leash for him to take.  As soon as he pulled the loop from her hand, she touched the doorknob with her wand.  A metal click sounded as the door swung open, making him wonder why she didn’t just use the handle to begin with. 

“It was locked, by the way,” she explained and pulled the door open far enough for them to slip inside.  “One of those guys always drops a lockpick, but I didn’t want you to waste it.  Come on.”

Rhett was still in a state of shock when they walked into the next room.  It was one large circle, lined with piles of gold, treasure chests, and other items that made his inner-gamer squeal with delight.

While the edges of the room made him happy, what rested in the middle of the room made him cringe.  A man wearing a pirate hat for some reason stood with his back toward the door, doing something with his hand that Rhett couldn’t see.  The guy had to be seven feet tall, and well over 300 pounds. 

“I always hate this part,” Jody whispered and shook her head.  “So disgusting.”

“What’s disgusting?”

“Walk around to the side and you’ll see.”

Her eyes said ‘Go on’, so Rhett tugged the leash and walked along the edge of the room, carefully eying the brute.  The scene unfolded quickly, revealing what Jody was disgusted about.  The farmer’s daughter was shackled by chains hanging from the ceiling.  They were so short that her filthy bare feet dangled off of the ground.  From the looks of it, she’d been taken from her bed, because she only wore a simple cotton nightgown.  That wasn’t what bothered Jody though.  The disgusting part was that the brute had his enormous, limp cock in his hands.  He rubbed it against the poor girl’s stomach, who looked away and whimpered throughout. 

“Ugly bitch,” the brute bellowed in a booming voice.  “Can’t even get it up for me.”

“Okay, here’s the deal,” Jody whispered from his side, making him flinch when he heard her voice unexpectedly.  “He’s the bandit boss.  Yes, that is literally his name.  Now, I can deal with him, but it’ll take more than a few hits from me to take him down.  Just hang back and stay safe, okay?”

“Uhm, should you say something so he’ll put his dick away?”

“You’ll see,” she replied with a wink before backstepping to where she was before.  As soon as she was in place, she gave him a nod, turned, and lifted her wand to her shoulder.  “Hey, fat ass, pick on a girl who fights back.”

The brute whipped around, still holding his massive, limp cock.  His beady eyes widened when he saw the crackling blue orb zip toward him, but it didn’t hit him in the face like Rhett assumed.  Instead, it hit him square in the dick, making him scream before she followed up with another attack. 

Jody was right.  She needed ten shots from her wand to take the bandit leader down, but the guy was too stunned from getting his dick zapped to muster any offense.  Within a minute, he was on his face, taking his last breath with his injured member still in his hand. 

“So disgusting,” she groaned and walked over to loot the body.  “Sorry, I have to claim the loot on this one.  Date coins are expensive, so I need to make some of them back.  Is that okay with you?”

“This is too messed up for me to care,” he managed and walked over to her.  “That guy’s dick was as big as my arm.”

“Bigger.  Well, thicker, actually,” she laughed and stood while pulling out her phone.  “Don’t worry.  The daughter is always safe so long as the timer doesn’t run out.  Now, like I said, I really would appreciate a five-star rating today.  Here, these should help.”

Rhett’s phone vibrated again.  The app had a message informing him that Jody would like to offer a trade.  When he touched the message, he found two items were offered.  One was a rusty key, which he suspected would unlock the shackles keeping the daughter dangling from the ceiling, and a single coin. 

“That’s a date coin,” she explained over his arm.  “Sorry, I’d offer more, but I’m taking a loss already.”

“What do I have to do here?”

“Oh, I didn’t request anything from you, so you can just accept the trade without any worries.  Go on.  Good.  Now, touch that tab under your profile…yes, good, that one.  Now then, touch the key and hit ‘equip’ when it pops up.”

Rhett followed her instructions until a key appeared in his hand.  He wasn’t ready for it, so it fell to the ground, forcing him to pick up and groan.  Jody shook her head and smiled at him like she knew it would happen, then took him by the arm and led him away from the poor daughter. 

“It would appear that we drew the short end of the stick this time,” she whispered and gazed over his shoulder at the prisoner.  “Not much of a looker.  She’s a virgin, by the way, so she won’t do anything fun for you.  Mostly, she’ll just bend herself over a chest and hike her nightgown up, assuming you free her first.”

“That sounds horrible.”

“Yes, but your friend didn’t complain.  He drew a better-looking version than you though.  So, here’s what I suggest.  Walk over there, free her with the key, and tell her she’s free to go home.”

“What happens after that?”

“This happens,” she replied and reached over to tug at the leash in his hand.  “I promise you that she’s far more attractive.  Also, she’ll quite literally do anything you want, so long as you’re done within the time limit.  The app says we have just over twenty minutes, so you should get to it.”

“Okay…” he stammered, wishing that his brain would catch up and accept the situation. 

“Right then.  Well, Rhett, it was fun.  Not a lot of fun, but I know how jarring the first date can be.  Don’t worry, I’ll give you a pleasant rating when I get back home.  I trust you will as well?”

“This is messed up,” he replied and waved his hands at the shackled young woman before turning toward Jody, “but I can’t imagine anyone else walking me through this better than you have.  Well, I have a thousand questions about the app and everything, but I’ll talk to Josh when I get home.”

“Excellent.  Good luck, Rhett.  I hope you find what you came here for.”

With that, Jody tapped her phone, waved, and promptly disappeared, leaving him alone in a cave with two women and a dead body.  At least he thought there was a dead body.  When he looked over, he discovered that the brute’s big frame was gone, leaving him with two women he had to free.  He gave the cloaked figure a look, then shook his head and walked over to the daughter, pondering what he should actually do.  He didn’t see a point in leaving the poor girl hanging, so he reached up and unlocked the shackles with the key.  The poor girl collapsed into his chest once the shackles were unleashed.  She didn’t whimper or cry like the situation would suggest, which didn’t seem right, not that anything about the date felt natural. 

“You’re free now,” he told her once he backed away.  “You can go home.”

“Without offering myself to you as a reward?” she asked with a beaming smile that almost made her pretty. 

“No reward necessary.  Just go back to your family, okay.”

“Oh, thank you, thank you,” she cried out, threw her arms around him, and squeezed his middle.  She only came up to his chest, likely because he was so tall, or freakishly tall, according to Josh.  When she pulled away, she smiled and took his hand to slip something inside of it.  A tune was hummed as she skipped out the door, freeing him to see what she gave to him.  It was another date coin, but he didn’t know how to get it into his inventory. 

“Tap it against your phone,” the cloaked figure announced in a calm voice as smooth as silk. 

“Okay.”  Without hesitation, he tapped the coin against his phone, which made it disappear before his device vibrated.  The bottom of his bio said he had two date coins now, but he didn’t have a clue how to use them.  It didn’t matter, he had eighteen minutes left, and a present to unwrap at the other end of the leash. 

Rhett turned to find that the ‘present’ had unwrapped itself, which was certainly new.  He paused for a moment, forgetting how to breathe as he watched the cloak fall to the ground.  She was taller than Jody, with blonde hair that curled over her pointed ears.  She was gorgeous, a nine, perhaps a ten, but he didn’t stare at her face for too long.  She wore a black leather corset that squeezed her bosom.  A black collar was around her neck, which was where the leash was attached in the front. 

He took a step toward her, imagining bending her over one of the treasure chests, or telling her to get down on her knees and suck his cock.  However, when he halved the gap, his stomach twisted into a knot.  She was smoking hot, and the corset had him walking stiff, but he realized he couldn’t do it. 

“Isn’t this where you tell me to suck your dick, or bend over a treasure chest?” she asked with a dark brow lifted over one of her blue eyes. 

“You are…” he started and looked over her again, feeling dirty just for staring.  “…you are insanely attractive, but…I can’t do this.  This feels wrong.”

“Rhett, this was the deal,” she assured him and took a few steps until she was close enough that he could lean down and kiss her if he wanted.  “I owe Jody a great debt, one that requires me to fill in for her sexually.  I agreed to this, and, if I’m being honest, you’re not unattractive yourself.”

“That’s…flattering, I think,” he chuckled and reached up to unfasten the leash.  “But everything about this is wrong.  I just…”

His phone vibrated, interrupting his thoughts.  He considered ignoring it, but the eyes of the beautiful blonde elf went from the leash he just unfastened to his hip, likely because she heard his phone as well. 

“Go on, take it out.”

“I hope you mean my phone,” he groaned and pulled out the device.  A prompt was on his screen, asking him if he was willing to forgo Brinna’s debt.  “Are you Brinna?”

“I am, yes.  Why should that matter?”

“It’s asking me if I’m willing to forgo your debt,” he replied and touched ‘yes’, which then brought up another prompt to confirm.  He hit ‘yes’ again, only to see a third box appear, making him growl.  “Is this just going to go on forever?”

“Rhett, I owe Jody a great debt.  A life debt, if you will.  This isn’t a light matter you are casually weighing here.”

“No one should have to become a…” he started before letting his eyes fall to that massively swelled bosom next to his hand.  “…never mind.  Yes.”

The phone vibrated once more, informing him that his choice was accepted.  The leash in his other hand disappeared, as did the collar around Brinna’s neck.  She was still in the corset though, not that he minded. 

“I…I can’t believe you did that,” she gasped as her long fingers probed her neck in search of the collar.  “Do you not find me attractive?”

“You are way too attractive to have to have sex with a guy like me,” he sighed and put the phone to sleep.  “It just didn’t feel right, you know?  No one should be forced into sex.”

“Tell that to the billions of married women out there.  Honestly though, you wish for nothing in return, nothing at all?”

“Nope.  You uh…you don’t have to do this again for Jody, do you?”

“The collar is gone,” she replied with a shy smile as she felt around her neck again.  “My debt is considered paid.  I don’t know how to thank you.”

“You don’t have to, okay?  Besides, I would have lasted about ten seconds with you, but I would have regretted it for the rest of my life,” he replied and looked her over one last time before letting out a whimpering sigh. 

“You’re regretting it now, aren’t you?”

“So much,” he laughed and gave her a smile.  “It was the right decision though, so, I’m good.  How did you wind up in this mess?”

“A bit of a long story, I’m afraid.  How long do we have?”

“Uhm…” he stammered and pulled out his phone to check.  “Ouch, four minutes.”

“I’ll try to make this quick then,” Brinna replied and stepped back to sit on the nearest treasure chest, only to jump up and grab her bottom.  “Sorry, the metal is a bit cold, and I’m only wearing a thong.”

“Yeah, I was trying not to look down that far.”

“Are you sure you’re attracted to women?”

“I really want to say yes, but I can’t seem to get that bandit boss cock out of my head now.”

“I know, right?” she laughed and slowly looked him over.  “You are a kind man, Rhett Freeman.  Oh, is that why your family chose the surname?  Because you go around freeing people?”

“I’ve got a bad feeling that I don’t want to know why my family chose that name, actually.  It’s uh…never mind, not important.  So, you were saying?”

“My family has served Jody’s family for as far back as we can recall.  According to the history books, her ancestors saved mine during a war.  My ancestor was so thankful that he agreed to a life debt.  Sadly, Jody’s ancestors took it quite literally, which meant that every member of my family would fall into their service for an eternity.”

“Well, at least you’re free now, right?”

“I knew you didn’t understand the severity of the situation,” she whimpered and wrapped her hands around his.  “Rhett, your choice didn’t just free me, but every member of my family.  Right now, my parents can do whatever they choose, and Jody’s family can do nothing about it.  The same goes for my sister, who Jody also…well, you can use your imagination to fill in the gaps since you don’t seem like the kind who likes to discuss sex.”

“Oh, I don’t mind talking about sex,” he chuckled nervously, wondering how much longer she would hold his hands.  It felt nice, but he could see himself falling for her, especially if she kept smiling at him like that.  “I just don’t like talking about sex as a service is all.”

“Noted.  You’re from Earth, right?”

“Oh, yeah, I am.”

“Where specifically?”

“Rochester, New York.”

“New York?  Is that the country name?”

“Oh, no, United States of America, which sounds really weird to explain.  I guess it makes sense since you’re from…uhm…”

“Don’t worry, Rhett,” she replied and let his hands slip out of her fingers as she backed away.  “I’ll find you.”

“No, you don’t owe me a life debt.”

“I do, but I’ll decide the depth.  Fair well.”

With that, his phone vibrated, and the cave went away.  After a few blinks, he found himself back in his living room, holding his phone while staring at the wall.  He was in the same clothing he had on when the date began, but that was the least questionable concern on his mind at the moment. 

“What the literal hell just happened?”
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“I told you,” Josh’s voice laughed through the phone’s speaker, freeing Rhett to get his breakfast without having to hold it.  “You wouldn’t believe me if you didn’t see it for yourself.”

“Yeah, well, I did see it, and I still don’t believe it,” he growled when he realized he only had one egg left.  It didn’t matter, not when he had some leftover rice he could mix it with.  Fried rice, the breakfast of true champions.  “I still don’t get it though.  Where was I, exactly?  A different planet, another dimension, a video game, where?”

“That’s the beauty of it.  You don’t have to know, and you don’t have to spend a billion dollars in gas to get there.  Just enjoy the elf pussy and be happy.  Oh, wait, did you pick the farmer’s daughter?”

“I didn’t take the daughter.  I got the homely version, according to Jody.”

“I like Jody.  She gave me five stars.  Well, that and she didn’t call me a creep for lifting the daughter’s nightgown to see what she had going on under there.”

“You’re sick!”

“No, I’m smart.  It was a medieval world.  For all I knew, she had a metal chastity belt on.  I wasn’t going to fall for that.  Didn’t you ever see Men in Tights?”

“I think so, but that’s still sick.  You need therapy.”

“Whatever.  So, I’m dying to know, what’d the chick under the cloak look like?  Jody wouldn’t let me peek before deciding.”

“Gorgeous,” he groaned and leaned on the stove to rethink his life choices.  “God damn gorgeous.  I think my heart stopped beating for a few seconds.”

“I should have known!  Damn, you are so lucky.  So, elf pussy?  Hairy?  Lots of lips?  No lips?  Two holes?  Tight?  Tentacles?”

“Ew to everything you just said, and…”

“Oh, no, you didn’t.  Please tell me you didn’t pull the ‘I’m too nice to fuck a hot slave girl’ card.”

“Guilty.”

“Seriously?  Are you sure you’re not gay?  I’m not judging…well, I’m judging that you didn’t go through with it, but I don’t judge over sexual preference.”

“I’m not gay.  I went to bed with a kickstand last night.”

“You really need to have your moral compass tuned.  So, what rating did you get?”

“I didn’t check.  I gave Jody a five-star as soon as I got home, then I tried to figure out the app.”

“Oh, you should definitely do that.  It’s super important.  Once you get to rank two, we can go on a double date.  I’ll make sure you get laid then.”

“I didn’t see that in the information.”

“That’s because the information about the app is locked until you reach level two.  Just buy a bunch of date coins.  That’s what I did.”

“Seriously?”

“I kinda had to,” Josh groaned in the phone while Rhett waited for the pan to heat up.  “As it turns out, not all elf women find me attractive…”

“Or anything less than annoying.  I’ve seen how you treat women in video games, and I’m betting that’s exactly how you acted on a date.  Question though, what would have happened to me if I’d gone up against that bandit leader by myself?  Would the date just end, or…”

“Oh, you don’t have to worry about that right now.  Make sure you read the premises though.  There’s a section toward the bottom with a bunch of checkboxes.  Make sure ‘saving grace’ is turned on.”

“Is that what keeps you from dying?”

“Yeah, it’ll pull you out just before you die.  You’ll still be injured, poisoned, whatever, when you get home, but you’ll make it.”

“That happened to you?”

“You remember how I missed a whole week last month?  Well, let’s just say that you really don’t want a three-way with two orc girls.”

“Not with your pasty little body.”

“Hey, I’ve got more of a tan than you.  Look, just buy the coins, improve your stats, and unlock tier two.  When you do, I’ll come over and we can find a double-date offer, okay?”

“I’ll think about it, but I really want to know more about this app before I do anything else, okay?  I need to…” 

A knock sounded at the door, which was stranger than strange for a Saturday morning.  Rhett made a face and turned off the burner, then waited until another knock sounded. 

“Someone’s at the door.  I’ll talk to you later.”

“Okay, but if it’s a smoking hot elf, you know what to do.”

Yeah, give her back her freedom and jerk off after she leaves. 

Rhett tried to gain the visitor’s identity through the peephole, but they were off to one side.  They did shift though, offering him a partial view of a scarf covering their head, leading him to think it was his neighbor, Mrs. Garrison.  She always put on a scarf before she went out, which he assumed was something that was in style back in the 70s.  He wasn’t in the mood to hear whatever she wanted to complain about, but he wouldn’t get any peace if he didn’t listen to her. 

“Good morning,” he breathed while opening the door, only to find that it wasn’t his neighbor.  The scarf came with a pair of sunglasses, as well as a full wool coat.  The ensemble didn’t hide the identity though, because he’d recognize those cheekbones anywhere.  “Brinna?”

“I said I would find you, didn’t I?” she chuckled and pulled off the sunglasses.  Those gorgeous blue eyes locked onto him as she continued to smile, making little explosions go off in his head, vaporizing his brain cells before he could figure out what to say.  The smile faded after a few seconds as he stared in shock.  “Oh, I shouldn’t have come here, should I?  Oh no, do you have a wife?  Are you one of those types of guys?”

“No, no, I’m just…I’m shocked to see you, that’s all,” he managed and pulled the door open all the way.  “Sorry, do you want to come in?”

“I didn’t come all this way to see what your hallway looked like,” she replied and stepped inside.  She pulled off the silk scarf while she looked around, nodding slightly while he let the door close.  “This is a nice place.  Well, I think.  I can’t say that I know much about Earth culture.  For all I know, you could be filthy rich, or exceptionally poor.”

“Middle class.  I still can’t believe you’re here though.  Did Jody try to…I don’t know, reclaim you, or something?”

“No.  I told you that I would fulfill my debt to you, didn’t I?  Well, here I am, at your disposal.”

“Yeah, I’m going to need a better explanation than that,” he replied, nearly coughing when his throat went inexplicably dry.  He went to the kitchen for a sip of coffee, only to realize that he wasn’t being a good host.  “Would you like some?”

“What is it?”

“Coffee.”

“Ooh, I’ve heard of it,” she gushed and slid into a stool on the other side of his kitchen island.  “Yes, please.”

“Okay, just one sec.”

Rhett pulled down another mug with shaking hands.  His mind couldn’t catch up to the moment again.  Right now, he had a gorgeous elf woman in his apartment.  Neither seemed possible, but he hit ‘pause’ on his thoughts and placed the mug in front of her. 

“It’s hot.”

“Oh, good to know.”

Brinna blew on the coffee for a few seconds, making her lips form a tight little circle that sent his imagination wild.  Not only did he want to kiss her, but he couldn’t get the thought of sliding his cock between her lips out of his head.  The mere notion left him stiff, quickening his heart rate as he scolded himself for not offering his body some ‘relief’ after the date. 

“This is quite good.  No wonder you humans are so fond of it,” she stated with a polite smile while she set the cup down and leaned on her elbows.  She still wore the coat, but his imagination told him that the corset was underneath, along with the leather panties that he couldn’t imagine were comfortable to wear.  He had to shake his head to get back to the here and now, making her chuckle again as her face scrunched.  “What was that all about?”

“I’m just baffled is all.  How did you even get here?”

“Oh, sorry, trade secret.  Let’s not worry about how I got here.  Let’s focus on why I’m here.  I assume your love life is subpar, given that you signed up for Elf Date, yes?”

“Subpar sounds nice, actually.”

“Really?  I find that hard to believe.  You’re a decent-looking man.  Well, for a human.  You have a nice home, so you must also have a respectable job.  Not only that, but you were so kind and selfless last night.  Surely these Earth women must be lining up at your door.”

“Not even a little.”

“I don’t know much about Earth culture, but I have been told that your kind has access to other dating sites on your phone.  Have you not tried any of them?”

“Quite a few,” he sighed and turned the burner back on.  “Oh, sorry, are you hungry?”

“No, I ate before I came here.  Now, let’s get back to you and your girl problems.  What kind of results have you noted from your affairs?”

“Affairs, that’s a funny way of putting it.  Uhm…well, how much do you want to know?”

“Well, let’s start with your appeal rating.  How does that look on these other sites?”

“Earth dating sites don’t have data like that.  Sorry.  You just fill in your information, narrow down some things, and try to go on dates with one another.”

“Wait a minute.  You put the information in?” she questioned with her head cocked to one side.  “How do you know that the woman you seek isn’t lying through her teeth?”

“You don’t.”

“How dreadful.  How did your most recent date fare?”

“Well, she glanced at me once, then spent the rest of the date on her phone trying to hook up with somebody else.  She left just as the food came out.”

“That’s terrible.  Did you forget to bathe first?”

“No.  I had a shower right before.”

“Did you come on too strong?  Your friend is certainly known for that.”

“I asked questions so I could get to know her.”

“So baffling,” she sighed and took another sip before clearing her throat.  “Did all of your dates end so poorly?”

“No.  I’ve had a few that led to some super short relationships.  Oh, and there was one that went really well.”

“Wouldn’t those be considered one and the same?”

“No, she wouldn’t respond to my messages after that.  Too bad though.  I really thought we hit it off.”

“Perhaps I can figure that out for you,” Brinna stated after another sip.  “What happened during the date?”

“Well, we talked at dinner.  Hell, we talked for so long that the manager finally came over and asked us to leave.  Then we went for a walk.”

“I hope it wasn’t like the walk you and I had last night.”

“No!  No leashes.  That still bugs me, by the way,” he growled and brought up the pictures on his phone.  “Here, look at this.  Tell me that isn’t a happy woman.”

“Oh, she does seem happy, doesn’t she?” she beamed with a smile that formed dimples on her cheeks.  “You didn’t suggest that she suck your cock immediately after this was taken, did you?”

“No.”

“Did you get down on your knees and propose marriage?”

“No!  I walked her to her car, gave her an amazing kiss, and then waited for the following night before texting her again.”

“Well, that doesn’t seem so bad.  What exactly did you message her?”

“Look for yourself,” he sighed, pulled up the messages, and slid the phone over to her.  While she looked it over, he went back to cooking his breakfast.  The skillet was far too hot though, which forced him to pull it off of the burner for a bit so the eggs and rice wouldn’t burn immediately. 

“Where are her messages?”

“There aren’t any.”

“Then how did you communicate?”

“Before the date?  Through the app.  She gave me her number right before I took that picture.”

“Perhaps you put it in wrong?”

“I thought about that, but she wouldn’t respond to me on the app after that either,” he replied and stirred the eggs and rice around in the skillet.  “I don’t have a clue what went wrong.  Did I text the wrong thing?”

“Well, you do sound a touch desperate in some of these messages.  This joke is funny though.”

“I got it off the internet.  I just thought I’d try to lighten the mood.”

“Yes, because you sent her a dozen messages and didn’t get the hint.  I can see why the mood needed to be lightened,” she breathed and slid the phone back across the counter.  “I’m at a loss, I’m afraid.  Perhaps something happened to her?  Do raiders often take people in your world?”

“No.  Well, not this country.”

“It must have been something.  Very well, I see what must be done now.”

“You do, because I don’t.”

“Yes, isn’t it obvious?” she asked and walked around the counter to stand next to him.  “I need to see how you act on a date.  How soon can you make one using Earth apps?”

“Probably a week or two.”

“Oh, that isn’t going to work at all.  Very well, we will use Elf Date then.  I can’t imagine you marrying an elf woman, considering what would have to transpire beforehand, but at least I can bear witness to your antics.”

“What do you mean by ‘transpire’?”

“We can worry about that later.  Now, may I open the app while you finish making your breakfast?”

“Sure.  Can you explain it to me?  Josh said I have to reach rank two to see the rules and stuff.”

“I’ve never been on it myself, but I’ve listened to Jody droll on about it for hours on end.”

Rhett couldn’t explain why he’d trust an elf with his phone, or why an elf was in his apartment, but he threw caution into the wind and focused on the skillet.  A few minutes later, he scooped everything into a bowl, added some sauce, and sat next to her at the counter.  He could see the Elf Date banner at the top of the screen, but he didn’t recognize the block she had pulled up.  As he watched, she typed dozens of characters onto a line, confusing him more than he already was. 

“Uhm, what are you doing?”

“I’m helping you out,” she replied and pulled out a phone from her coat without looking away from his.  “You see, I had to affiliate myself with Jody since I was involved in the date, which means that I’m in the system.  Before I came to visit you, I contacted one of their representatives and told them what had happened.  She was quite impressed when she looked up your address for me.  She almost didn’t believe me when I said you passed up on having sex with me.”

“Yeah, still having a hard time believing that myself.”

“Oh, don’t look back with sadness.  You did the right thing.  You should be proud of yourself.  Anyway, after a wonderful conversation with the rep, she offered me a code to put into your account, which I am doing now.”

“And you memorized the whole thing?”

“More or less.  Just give me a…ah, there we go.”

Brinna had a beaming smile on her face as she slid the phone over to him.  His bio was pulled up, but he didn’t see anything new other than the rating that Jody must have given him. 

“I don’t understand.”

“Scroll down.”

Rhett shook his head and scrolled down until he reached the bottom of his bio page.  Whatever it was, he must have missed it, but Brinna reached over and took the screen back up for him without a word.  The answer was right there, staring him in the face. 

“You gave me twenty-five dating coins?”

“I wished to give you more, but that polite woman on the phone said she didn’t have any codes that would offer more than that.  If I had, I may have considered us even and moved on.  Now then, would you like some pointers on how to spend those coins properly?”

“What can I spend them on?”

“Oh, a number of things.  Well, I suppose you don’t have all of your options unlocked yet.  You must reach tier two to gain access to the store, which I highly recommend.  There are a few factors that you must consider though.”

“Like how often I’ll have to fight bandits?”

“Among other things, yes.  You see, Jody only selected the random scenario because she lacks the creativity to come up with something better.  Also, nearly all of those random encounters have a sex offering, which the vast majority of men jump at immediately.”

“No offense to the daughter, but don’t the guys catch on that the woman may not be all that attractive?”

“It shall improve with your ranking, I promise.  Now then, let’s get back to those coins.”

“What about the loot?” he asked and pulled up another tab on the app.  “I picked up some items during that dungeon run.  Date, sorry.”

Rhett cocked his head and scrolled all the way down on the tab.  It was blank, which didn’t make a lick of sense, not when he distinctly recalled picking up items from the bandits. 

“You seem confused,” Brinna said and leaned over to look at his phone once he sat next to her.  “Do you remember if any of the items were of green or better quality?”

“I didn’t have time to check.”

“Jody was in a big hurry.  I assume that everything you gained was of white quality.  Do I need to explain the color system?”

“Sounds like a standard RPG.  White is the worst, then green, and I’m guessing blue after that.”

“Correct.  Now then, white items are temporary.  You could have used them to help you fight the bandit boss.”

“That’s not fair though.  How would I survive a second date if I don’t have anything?”

“Because you didn’t fight, Rhett.  Had you landed a few hits on the boss, then your loot would have improved.  Plus, if you recall, Jody claimed everything off of him.  It’s highly likely that a green-quality item dropped, but Jody took it without you knowing.”

“She said that paying for the premise was costly.”

“Not as costly as she made it sound, I’m sure,” she sighed and reached out to bring his bio page back.  “For now, let’s focus on these coins.”

“Couldn’t I just put all twenty-seven of them into ‘charm’ and win over every woman I encounter?”

“I’m afraid it doesn’t work that way.  Your basic attributes; athletics, spell, and fortitude, require two coins to gain a point.  Your other attributes, such as charm, require five coins each.”

“Five?” he cried out and shook his head furiously.  “That’s outrageous.  What good are the coins then?”

“You’ll see when you have to buy items, or purchase a date premise.”

“So, the coins spend better in the store?”

“Oh, no, far worse, actually,” she laughed and pointed at the little square of date coin purchase packages.  “They truly wish for you to purchase them.  It is a business, after all.  Now then, if I may, I made some observations during your date with Jody.”

“I’m almost afraid to ask.”

“You were out of your element, so I will try to take that into account.  First, I would purchase some points in athletics and fortitude.”

“Couldn’t we just avoid dates that involve battling?”

“You could, but some women will turn their noses up at your low attributes.  Maybe the first date premise won’t require fighting, but what about the second?  I don’t see you as the type to only go on first dates.”

“Yeah, you’ve got me there.  What happens if we put points into the spell category though?  Will I learn how to do magic?”

“You must first purchase or loot a magic class.  Sorry.  So, let’s not worry about that attribute until then.  Right now, let us improve the two main stats by one point each.  Does that make sense?”

“That depends on what you plan to do after that.”

“I thought fun, attitude, and charm could all use some improvement.”

“See, I don’t get that.  Why is my attitude score so low?”

“I would have to know you better to answer that.  For now, I recommend making those changes.”

“Well, you did go out of your way to get that code,” he muttered and glanced over the changes.  It left him with eight date coins.  On top of that, his appeal went up to 2.86, which he felt was important.  “What about the other eight coins?”

“I would suggest saving them for the store when it is unlocked.  For now, let’s find you a date.”
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Rhett could hardly believe that he was going on two dates within twenty-four hours of one another.  The only time that had ever happened to him was when a girl rescheduled the first date after he’d already arrived, and then stood him up for the second one.  He was already off to a better start since Jody actually showed up yesterday. 

He nearly fell off of his stool when they found Maglei’s profile.  Maglei was a fairly pretty woman.  Her narrow eyes reminded him of Asian girls, but her tan complexion threw the thought out of his head as soon as it came.  She was a tier-three, with just under a hundred dates under her belt, and offered a mystery premise that she said she would explain when she arrived.  That part left him skeptical, but Brinna told him to take a chance and go. 

There was no reason to complain.  The box beneath the premise had ‘low fighting’ checked, as well as sex.  The last part left him feeling a bit giddy, and a bit self-conscious as well.  Maglei was far more attractive than his last real date, whose name was already eluding him. 

Maglei replied immediately, starting the countdown to announce the start of the date.  It didn’t matter what he wore since his clothing would change anyway, so he threw on something comfortable and waited for the timer to expire.  Brinna gave him a little wave before he disappeared, filling him with a new question once he left.  What was she going to do while he was gone?

He forgot all about the gorgeous elf woman in his apartment when his date surroundings appeared around him.  Confusion set in.  In the back of his mind, he imagined he would start another pub, or any other destination that a DnD dungeon master would cough up. 

“This doesn’t look right.”

Rhett found himself walking toward a stone archway with a wood sign at the top, welcoming him to Brumbaugh Park.  The immediate area before him was a picnic area of sorts, which was little more than an open field surrounded by a few shelter areas.  The shelters were lined by a forest, which seemed normal until he looked at the shelters themselves.  They were circular and wooden, like someone had carved them out of giant trees and covered their tops with green roof tiles.  He had to admit that they were easy on the eyes, even though they probably housed a thousand carpenter bees each. 

Rhett wasn’t alone in the park.  A large banner hung over the center, with several picnic tables forming a square around the area.  Over a dozen people stood in the area.  Some chatted in little groups, while others hung off to the side like they were trying to avoid someone. 

Crap, she invited me to her family reunion. 

One elf man in particular stood out among the others.  While everyone wore clothing suitable for hiking, he wore some sort of lavish gown like the elves in LoTR would wear.  He smiled at everyone, but didn’t seem too keen on speaking.  His pale gray eyes locked onto Rhett right away, and he stepped forward with the same beaming smile that Rhett suspected was etched onto his face. 

“Ah, you must be Rhett, yes?” the elf man asked and offered a slight bow instead of a handshake. 

“I don’t know if I must be, but I am,” he chuckled nervously.  The beaming smile turned into a scowl of confusion, proving that the joke didn’t go over very well.  “Have you seen Maglei?”

“I am afraid that she is running a bit late, which is unfortunate, given that I must start the game right now,” the man replied without bothering to offer his name, or what the game entailed.  “If you will excuse me?”

With that, he turned promptly, nearly spinning in place before walking back to where he started.  Rhett shook his head and followed.  The others must have known what was coming, because they spread out to create a circle, leaving the man in the middle with Rhett stepping in to fill the gap.  As he looked around, he realized that everyone was split into pairs like some sort of couples game was about to take place. 

“In a few seconds, the game shall begin,” the man in the fine robe announced while slowly turning back and forth to address everyone.  Everyone except for Rhett, because the guy would have had to turn all the way around to see him.  “Each of you was given your first clue.  When we start, you may open your envelope and begin the game.  The game shall last for one hour, or until someone has found all of the items.  Are there any questions?”

“Me,” Rhett spoke up and raised his hand.  “I don’t have an envelope.”

“Miss Maglei has it.  You may begin.”

Rhett could only watch as everyone ripped open their envelopes, which looked like someone had painted to look like tree bark.  Murmurs spread throughout the group as they read what was inside.  One by one, the couples headed out into the woods, eventually leaving Rhett alone with the man in the robes. 

“So, uh…what kind of game is it?”

“A scavenger hunt,” he replied and reached down to straighten his sleeves.  “One I wish you well on.  Good day.”

Just like that, the elf man in the fine robes snapped his fingers and disappeared.  No flash of light.  No magical aura.  Just gone, leaving Rhett alone beneath the banner he couldn’t decipher.  A minute passed when he heard footfalls.  He turned around to see Maglei running toward him.  She was barefoot, with some sort of leather dress hugging her narrow frame, and a familiar wood-like envelope in her hand.  Her profile picture didn’t do her justice, but the glow in her cheeks from running could have had something to do with it. 

“I am so sorry for being late,” she announced with no sign that she was out of breath.  “How long ago did they begin?”

“A minute or two.  I’m Rhett, by the way.”

“Oh, you like to state the obvious, how curious,” she laughed and bumped his arm with her shoulder while she ripped open the envelope.  “We can talk on the way.  Now, let me…black before yellow, kill a fellow.  Red before black is a friend to Jack.  I don’t understand this riddle.”

“That’s not a riddle,” he laughed and leaned down to read the card, only to find that it was written in the same language as the banner above them.  “It’s a saying to help people identify poisonous snakes.  Sorry, venomous.  The colors are the bands on the snake’s body, but I’m not sure if that’s how the original saying went.  Maybe your snakes are just different?”

“Oh, how clever,” she laughed and patted his arm before looking up to offer him a smile.   “Come on, we must find a snake that is red, yellow, and black.”

Maglei grabbed his arm and took off running, which saw the pair stumbling a bit until Rhett got his legs moving.  Something felt off though.  Even though Maglei let go and raced ahead, he still swore he was moving faster than he ever run in his entire life.  The thought confounded him until he remembered that he purchased a point in athletics, which explained why his long legs felt like they had some get up and go to them.

Maglei was wicked fast, especially since she was running barefoot in the woods.  The sounds were odd though.  Every step he took involved hefty snaps and pops from the limbs he crushed.  Maglei stepped on limbs as well, but she didn’t break any of them. 

What does she weigh, zero?

He was starting to lose sight of his date when he heard something slide across the forest floor up ahead.  After ducking around a tree, he located Maglei, who was halfway up a tree.  It was then that he realized her leather dress only went halfway down her thigh, and, judging from the view, she didn’t have any underwear on beneath.  His instincts made him look away, even though curiosity left him longing to take a peek. 

Or one very long look.  Damn it, just be normal and look.  Josh would be halfway up the tree with his nose up her dress by now. 

With his decision made, Rhett sucked in a breath and tilted his head back, just in time to see something falling at his face.  His eyes widened when he realized it was a snake, but his mind was too busy trying to check the order of its bands to get his hands up.  The snake smacked him right in the face, making him flinch as he backed away, rubbing his skin to wipe away his tingling nerves. 

“Don’t let it get away!”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he growled.  The snake was still stunned by its journey, so he bent down while reciting the saying in his head, hoping that this place held the same rules as to what was venomous.  His hands shook as he grabbed the snake behind the head, then remembered how people said to hold them properly on the internet.  Picking up behind the head hurt snakes, so his other hand scooped beneath its body before he lifted the serpent from the ground. 

Maglei jumped down from the tree, landing beside him with barely a sound.  She pulled a sack from her belt as she smiled at him, then held it out from him to place the snake within. 

“Wonderful job, but do try to catch it next time,” she said while tying the string at the end of the sack.  Once it was secured on her belt, she pulled out the envelope and read.  “The seed of life.”

“Uhm…”

“I’ll hold the sack open,” she stated matter-of-factly and pulled the bag from her belt, “while you release your seed into it.  Watch your movements though, the snake may think you’re a mouse.”

“What?!”

“Just kidding,” she laughed and put the bag away.  “Although that might have been fun to watch.  We just need an acorn.  Help me look.”

“Oh, right.”

The pair walked around searching the forest for some nuts.  Rhett knew their chances would be greater if they split up, but the purpose of going on a date was to get to know one another, so he stayed within talking distance while they hunted the next item. 

“So, how’s Elf Date treating you?”

“Oh, wonderfully,” she gasped and kicked the grass with her foot.  “It was a bit rough in the beginning.  You wouldn’t believe some of the offers I received back then.  I didn’t have enough coins to set my own premise though, so I was at the mercy of the men in the early going.”

“I didn’t think about that.  What kind of premises do guys tend to pick?”

“All sorts, actually.  I imagine most pick like I would, but there are some who…well, I’m afraid that the description would be most vulgar.”

“Are you too shy to explain, or are you worried that it’ll upset me?”

“Well, I suppose I should tell you, but only to prevent you from making yourself appear as foul as your competition…”

Competition?  Huh.  Didn’t think of it that way, but it makes sense. 

“…one of the dates I went on claimed that it would take place in an elegant club,” she continued and moved her feet around some more in search of an acorn.  “It turned out to be a strip club.”

“I can see how that would be bad.”

“Oh, you haven’t heard the half of it.  Can you imagine a strong, muscular orc woman stripping down to her thong?  I would say that you haven’t lived until you do, but I highly doubt you would regret missing it.  The gnome woman was most interesting though.  Honestly, her bosom was so large that you could only see the top half of her face.”

“Is that another joke?”

“Oh, no, and I took a picture to prove it,” she laughed and walked over with her phone.  It had a case made of wood, fitting, considering that her profile said she was a druid.  Sure enough, the picture showed a short woman with breasts as large as her head.  She wasn’t naked though.  The bosom was being held back by a narrow bikini top that looked like it could explode at any moment. 

“Looks like the train scene in Spiderman 2,” he laughed, only to receive a confused stare in return. 

“A man made of spiders interests you?”

“No, it’s a movie.  Never mind,” he groaned and checked the ground, accepting that they wouldn’t find any acorns.  “Man, the squirrels must be working overtime around here.  I can’t believe we haven’t found anything yet.”

“Me either.  Oh, hold on.  I see something.”

He turned to find his date looking up in the tree.  When he followed her gaze, he located a cluster of acorns dangling from a small branch just above a far thicker one.  When he guessed the distance, he determined that Maglei wouldn’t be able to reach it unless she had a three-foot vertical jump. 

“I’ll get one,” he sighed and walked over to the side of the tree with the lowest branch. 

“Are you certain?  I can obtain it rather easily.”

“No, but I need to do something.”

“You figured out the first clue.”

“Not enough, in my opinion.”

“Very well then.  Far be it for me to deny you the opportunity to fulfill your sense of self-worth.”

He wasn’t worried about his self-worth.  What did concern him was the rating she’d give him after the date.  It shouldn’t have bothered him, but he could just see her dropping a one-star rating on him, spoiling any chance of unlocking the second tier.  He did question why she was wasting her time with a tier-one date though, so he lined up his words as he pulled himself up the low branch. 

“So, why are you slumming it with a low-level guy like me?” he asked since it was the only way he could phrase the question. 

“I wouldn’t call this slumming it.  I had other offers, actually, but I liked you better.”

“Can I ask why?”

“Well, for starters, I know how difficult it is when one is just starting with Elf Date.  It’s quite intimidating to have so many potential partners at your fingertips.  Your kindness rating stuck out to me the most.  Not only that, but I find your hair color most exotic.”

“Really?  You like guys with orangish hair?” he chuckled before stretching for the last branch he needed to climb.  He was fifteen feet off of the ground at that point, a fact he didn’t wish to think about as he pulled himself up. 

“Oh, your appearance is quite fascinating.  Orange is such a unique color.  Is it common where you come from?”

“Not really.”

“You see, that makes you unique then.  I really liked your eyes, by the way.  The pale blue reminds me of the sky during the summer.  I also wanted to see if your height was true or not.”

“I didn’t think you could lie on Elf Date?”

“The system can be manipulated.  I wound up going on a date with a rather large ogre who claimed to be a half-orc.  You can imagine my surprise.  The sex box wasn’t chosen, thankfully.  I would never walk again if it were.”

“I can’t even imagine,” he laughed and stretched for the acorn, only to take notice of a clearing in the woods before his fingers found the nut.  It wasn’t the clearing that stole his attention, but rather those within the clearing.  When he squinted, he realized that four members of the game were lying in the grass, minus their clothing.  Their proximity to one another said that it wasn’t two couples having sex with another couple nearby.  They were all together. 

“Why aren’t you seizing the nut?”

“Because I think the others have beat us to it,” he laughed and grabbed the branch so he could point at the clearing without losing his balance.  “I’m pretty sure there’s a little orgy happening over there.”

“Oh, yes, that happens more often than you think.”

“Really?”

“Some people don’t even bother with the scavenger hunt.  They just find another couple to mix with.  You know, to spruce up their relationship.”

“They definitely seem spruced,” he chuckled, shook his head, and snatched the acorn.  “Okay, I’m coming down now.”

“Toss me the acorn first so I can get started on the next clue.”

“Oh, good point.”

Rhett reached out and dropped the acorn, right into Malei’s waiting hands.  The view disturbed his balance a bit though, forcing him to cling onto the branch for dear life while he tried to compose himself.  Just looking down saw the ground spinning in his vision, so he closed his eyes and waited for the feeling to go away. 

“Oh, this is quite simple.  We need a rabbit,” she called up with a giggle, followed by a groan.  “I wouldn’t go too small though, or we’ll wind up feeding it to the snake.”

“That’s good to know.”

“What’s the matter?  You’re not climbing down.  Are you too busy enjoying the view?”

“I really want to say yes, but I hate lying.  I’m stuck.”

“Stuck?  Are you snagged?”

“No.  Watching the acorn fall got me thinking about how far down it is.”

“Oh, I see.  Would you like some help?”

“No offense, but I don’t think you’re strong enough to carry me down.”

“I never said I would carry you.  Just hold still for me.”

“Oh, I can stay still.”

Rhett closed his eyes and focused on his grip, but his ankles were starting to hurt from constantly adjusting his balance.  The muscles that ached weren’t used to being used in such a manner, making his calves cramp as he pleaded for Malei to hurry up. 

He didn’t have to wait long.  Something slid beneath his arms, making him flinch and cry out when he pictured two snakes seeking vengeance for their kidnapped brother.  His eyes snapped open in time to see the strangest sight unraveling.  Limbs were wrapping around his chest like wooden snakes, driving his heart rate through the roof as he hugged the trunk. 

“Rhett, the tree is obeying my command.  You are quite safe.”

“If you can make the tree move, then why didn’t you make it shake out a nut for us?”

“I was going to offer, but you were worried about doing your part.”

“Oh, okay, yeah, that’s on me.”

“You have to let go though.”

“Are these branches strong enough to hold my weight?”

“I realize how thin they appear, but you must trust me.  Rhett, let go.  I won’t let you fall.”

“Yeah, being terrified of a tree will get you a good rating,” he grumbled as the limbs lifted his feet off of the branch.  With a held breath, he ripped his arms free of the trunk, closed his eyes, and prayed that he didn’t die in the pursuit of kissing an elf druid.  Josh would say that he should set the bar higher, but thinking about heights was the last thing he wanted to do. 

He counted down as the tree lowered him to the ground, fully focused on his breathing.  However, just when his toes touched the ground, he heard a blowhorn in the distance.  His eyes opened to find Malei standing before him, staring off into the distance with disappointment on her face. 

“Well, it would seem that we lost the game,” she groaned and pulled out her phone.  “Oh, but we still have thirty minutes left.”

“Okay, great.  Do you want to go for a walk, or something?”

“Something.”

“Okay,” he chuckled and nodded at the branch still wrapped around him.  “Maybe tell the tree to let me go then?”

“Yes, about that…” she sighed and leaned up to touch his cheek with her fingertips.  “I think I like you just the way you are.”

“Uhm…”

“Rhett,” she whispered and ran her hands down his chest, all while gazing into his pale blue eyes.  “The box for sex was checked, was it not?”

“Well, yeah, but we hardly know each other.”

“That’s the whole point,” she breathed while her fingers slowly unfastened his shirt buttons.  “You are free to say ‘no’, of course, because no one is forcing you into anything here.  However, you will receive a three-day ban on your account, and an automatic one-star rating, no matter what I have to say about the matter.”

“Not really worried about those things,” he admitted as his shirt split open, revealing his bare chest to her warm, soft hands. 

“Then what are you worried about?” she asked and leaned forward to kiss his chest.  She didn’t stop there.  Malei worked her way down his ribs, gently tracing his flat stomach while the branches slid from his biceps to his wrists.  “Was that a yes?”

“Uhm…”

Josh’s voice sounded in his head, telling him that he was about to pass up on a moment that he might never be able to top.  It smelled like regret. 

“…yes.”
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Rhett could barely keep his eyes open while the elf’s lips graced his side.  All the while, her hands untied his pants and jerked them down, forcing him to kick off his shoes.  As soon as his bottom half was naked, a new set of limbs reached down and wrapped around his ankles.

“Hey now,” he yelped when he felt his body being lifted off of the ground. 

“I am terribly sorry for the sudden movement,” she laughed as she stood up, motioning with her hand to make the tree lift him higher.  “I doubt your soft skin can handle the forest floor, so I am improvising.”

Rhett opened his mouth to say something, but the limbs jerked suddenly.  His legs were lifted while his wrists were dropped, leaving him parallel over the ground.  He was pulled higher until he could only see the top half of Malei’s face, leaving him questioning what was about to happen. 

“Right about…” she breathed before snapping her hand sideways.  “…there.”

With a little smirk, Malei stepped forward and wrapped her hands around his pale thighs from underneath, making the limbs spread his legs in the process.  Another set wrapped around his knees for support, along with another around his biceps.  The weight was evenly distributed, but the strangeness of it all made it impossible to focus on what she planned to do to him. 

“Is this all you have?” she asked and flicked the tip of his slumbering dick with her finger.  “I thought someone of your height would be more endowed.”

“I’m just…”

“Is this too strange for you?” she asked with her cheek on his thigh when he didn’t finish his sentence.  One hand wrapped around his hip while she ran her cheek along his leg, while the other gently traced the inside of his thigh.  It was a spectacular view, even if he couldn’t keep his head lifted long enough to lock eyes with her. 

“I can’t say I’ve ever had bondage sex that involved a tree before.  Well, or bondage sex, for that matter.”

“Ooh, a first-timer?” She perked up with a smile on her face, one a bit too wild for his liking.  “What if I promise you the biggest orgasm of your life?”

“How can you promise something like that?”

“Druids are an ancient race, Rhett.  I have centuries of experience.  You would be the first human to enjoy my vast knowledge though.  Does that entice you?”

“I’m not sure if the centuries part does much for me,” he laughed nervously, just as fingers split around his sack, offering pressure that made his loins tighten.  “But…”

Just say yes!  He shouted in his head, even though a part of him was worried about getting a tree limb enema.  Come on, quit worrying about everything, and just say yes. 

“Rhett?”

“Okay, but no tree limb enemas,” he requested and tilted his head forward to lock eyes with her. 

“That would be a horrible place to get a splinter.  I agree.  Now then, if there is nothing else?”

She didn’t wait for him to answer.  Instead, she made a twirling motion with her finger.  He heard leaves rustle beneath him, leaving him in fear that he’d made a horrible decision.  Despite the strain in his neck, he kept his head up and watched as a thin, leafy branch rose between his legs, then coiled around his limp shaft and sack.  It felt cool and slick against his skin as it tightened.  Malei watched with a pleased look on her face, continuously twirling her finger until his dick started to swell.  As soon as it lifted, she held her fingers up straight, then circled the other way until it loosened slightly. 

“I have to make sure you have enough room to grow,” she chuckled, flicked her brows, and motioned for him to be lifted higher. 

Even with his head tilted, Rhett couldn’t see a thing, so he gave his neck and break and leaned back.  It still strained his muscles, which the druid must have anticipated, because another branch reached out and slid behind his head.  His eyes widened when he felt it wrapping around his neck, but he couldn’t move out of its path. 

“Wait, don’t choke me.”

“Give it a second.”

“But…”

Before he could finish conveying his concern, the branch ceased tightening.  The thick part of the limb rested along the back of his head, giving him some support.  At the same time, the other four branches holding his arm rose, placing him just high enough to see Malei’s face once more. 

“I want you to watch,” she teased, flicked her brows, and disappeared below. 

“Uhm, but I can’t…oh!”

A tongue graced the bottom of his sack, making his eyes flutter as she gently kissed one of his nuts.  He could only see her hands curled around his legs, using him for support as she pleasured his undercarriage.  All the while, his cock stirred from its slumber, stretching toward his stomach as the kisses turned to suckling.  A pause, then he felt lips around his sack, just before his entire nut was drawn into her mouth.  It hurt a bit, especially with the twig acting like a cock ring, but it didn’t bother him enough to say anything. 

Past experience told him that the woman would reposition herself when it came time to move from a man’s nuts to his dick.  He learned quickly that his past experience was severely lacking, because the druid barely moved at all.  Instead, the tree lifted him higher, pulling him into a position that saw him mostly upright.  The branches holding his legs kept them spread, which strained his inner thighs, but watching as her tongue ran from his sack to his shaft eased the discomfort. 

“Oh, that is much nicer,” she breathed when her eyes locked onto his fully engorged cock.  “And a bit intimidating, if I do say so myself.”

“Really?  It isn’t that big.”

“For a human, perhaps,” she replied with a raised brow.  “Now then, let’s see how you taste.”

He didn’t have a response to that, which was good since the statement was likely rhetorical.  The limbs lifted him until his shaft fell from his stomach.  Gravity made it smack against her forehead, making her smile as she ran her cheek alongside it. 

“Very soft,” she whispered, ran her cheek along the tip, then turned and ran the other cheek along the other side.  “And just enough musk to stir me.  You humans shower far too much, by the way.  You need to give your natural oils a chance to thrive.  Now then, let’s throw caution into the wind, shall we?”

“You mean we weren’t already?” he chuckled as her body shifted around beneath his bottom, preventing him from seeing what she was doing.  He had enough experience to assume that she was getting undressed.  Either that or she was about to free the snake from the scavenger bag. 

“You see, the problem with sex, is that everyone is too concerned with what their partner may consider as too kinky.  Everyone has kinks.  I most certainly do, and I can safely assume that you do as well.  Tell me, Rhett, have you ever had something so dirty in mind that you were terrified of telling your partner?”

“Well, yeah, who hasn’t?”

“Exactly,” she exclaimed, threw her hands up above her head, and smiled as the next tree over wrapped limbs around her arms and legs.  “What I’ve found is that sex is enjoyed more when the reins are pulled away from the mind.  In short, whatever happens next isn’t up to either of us.”

“Uhm, what?”

A small cloud of sparkling green light circled her hands, just before the trees lifted them both well off of the ground.  His stomach sank as he pleaded for the trees to stop, but he bit his lip and withheld his protest.  When they stopped, they were easily ten, perhaps fifteen feet off of the ground, making his last meal churn in his stomach. 

“What was that?”

“Just me telling the trees to do as they wish,” she teased with a wink.  “For all I know, they’re going to put us into a provocative position, or tear us apart.  I haven’t a clue.”

“What?!”

“I’m joking.  We are perfectly safe, mostly.”

“Mostly doesn’t…”

He couldn’t finish the sentence, not when a hairy muff was shoved into his mouth.  A branch wrapped around Malei’s stomach as the two trees pushed them together, pressing her mound against him while sliding her up and down across him.  Against all odds, her folds smelled and tasted like cinnamon and honey, a mix of bitter and sweet. 

I wouldn’t shower either if that was what my musk was like, he laughed in his head to relieve some of his nerves.  Not feeling anything beneath him made it difficult, but he closed his eyes and focused on what he could control.  His tongue probed her thick folds, spreading them apart so he could locate the critical areas.  He couldn’t do what he wanted to though, because the trees kept moving their bodies, making it impossible to find her clit or hole. 

“Just hold out your tongue,” she huffed.  “They want you to lick me.”

Talking with a full mouth was poor manners, so he held his tongue out to see if the druid was right.  Sure enough, his tongue ran across her womanhood at a slow, methodical pace.  The limbs pulled her legs over his shoulders, then pulled into his head whenever his tongue was over her hole.  Rhett started to question whether Malei enjoyed his tongue on her pussy when he caught a soft moan escaping her throat.  Two minutes, perhaps three must have passed before then, which he really wished to write off as her being nervous with a new partner.  Something told him that wasn’t the case though.  Either the trees weren’t doing it right, or she wasn’t into him as much as she let on.  The trees must have grown bored though, because they pulled the couple apart in favor of a new position. 

“No, wait, what did you need.”

“Rhett, we will run out of time.”

“I don’t care.  What was wrong?”

“Rhett.”

“Just tell me.”

“The odd thrust at the end, mostly,” she explained as the tree lowered her head until it was lined up with his cock.  “Although the pace was a bit too slow as…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence, not when the trees shoved his cock into her face, forcing her to take his half-hard member into her mouth.  The fact that it’d been months since his last blowjob nearly made him forget about the point he was trying to make, but he closed his eyes and shook his head to reclaim his ability to think. 

“No.  Trees, you heard the lady.  Get us back to the last position, but do it the way she likes.”

A pop sounded as his dick was pulled from her mouth.  His loins unleashed a long line of foul complaints as the trees returned them to the previous position.  This time, when the tree brought her pussy close to his face, he wetted his lips and readied himself, determined to get an orgasm out of her. 

“Rhett, you don’t have to do this,” she assured him, then let out a little gasp when his tongue returned to her clit, circling the nub before she was drug across his lips.  “But, then again…”

The reaction was immediate this time.  Rhett told his fear of falling to take a hike, circled his tongue around her clit, then drug it across her folds until he was able to slip into her hole.  The pace was slow, like before, minus the forceful push at the end when his tongue penetrated her.  Every few seconds, the trees moved them a bit quicker, forcing him to shorten the attention he offered her nub when he reached the top.  Her soft moans and whimpers said it was working, especially as the speed increased.  He experimented with the pressure he applied, or by widening/narrowing his tongue on each pass.  Rhett figured out that she liked it when his tongue was narrow, but without much pressure until he found her hole.  That did the trick.  His lips kept trying to smile as he pleasured her mound, but he managed to maintain his focus as her cries echoed through the woods. 

“Stay…on…her clit,” he called out to the trees, praying that they would listen one last time.  Not only did they obey, but they made their bodies circle a bit, making it easier to swirl his tongue around her nub.  Finally, after what felt like ten minutes, Malei threw back her head and screamed to announce her pleasure.  Birds escaped the trees as the druid continued to whimper, likely because the limbs hadn’t caught on to the fact that she was overstimulated. 

“Move on,” she ordered, making the trees pull her body away from his mouth.  They were maneuvered to where their faces were lined up, offering him a full view of her blissful, content, smiling face.  “Rhett…that was amazing.  You didn’t have to do that though.”

“Kinda seemed like I did,” he laughed, wishing he could wipe her fluids off of his mouth.  “So, what now?”

“About that,” she whined with a sorrowful face.  “I’m terribly sorry.”

He was about to ask what she meant when the forest disappeared and his living room returned.  Rhett threw his arms out in fear that he’d be dropped from his ceiling, only to discover that he was on the couch.  He sucked in a deep breath to fight off the fear of falling, clutching his chest as his heart rate spiked through the roof. 

“Oh, you’re back,” Brinna called out from the kitchen.  “I hope you don’t mind if I helped myself to some of your food.”

“What?  Oh, no, no problem.”

“Well, how did it go?”

“It was uh…intense?  Yeah, let’s go with that,” he laughed as she sat down next to him with an apple.

“I’ll be the judge of that.  Tell me everything.”

Rhett needed a moment to calm down.  Coffee was required, so he made a new pot and returned to the couch with her with two mugs.  He laid out the details to the best of his ability, but constantly found himself going back to add something he forgot.  Brinna nodded and sipped from her mug, allowing him to tell the tale without interruption until he arrived at the date’s ending. 

“I wish you had more details about the tree sex,” she chuckled with her mug raised to her lips, likely to mask her smile.  “That sounded a lot more interesting than all the time you spent on how confused you were in the beginning.  Honestly though, you sacrificed your own pleasure for hers, a woman you only met within the same hour?”

“It doesn’t bother me.  It was too weird.  I mean, who has sex within the first hour?”

“Just over fifty percent of Elf Dates, that’s who.  Rhett, this is just how the system works.  You could narrow your dates down to those who don’t offer sex right away if you prefer, but your bed rating will suffer for it.”

“Oh, I think it’ll suffer anyway,” he sighed and set his mug down.  “I can’t imagine anyone giving me five stars for my sexual performance.”

His phone pinged.  Without thinking, he snatched it from the coffee table and woke it.  Elf Date was asking him to give his thoughts concerning his date with Malei.  In the back of his mind, he had a few complaints, but he pushed those to the side in favor of being nice.  Not only did he give her five stars, but he wrote an actual review in the text box, explaining how nice she was, how she didn’t hold his being new against him, and how impressive her control over nature was. 

“You keep doing that and the women will be messaging you day and night,” Brinna teased over his shoulder.  “You will also be a bit of a doormat, if I do say so myself.”

“I’ll be more honest after I have a few dates under my belt.”

“Oh, so you won’t be deleting the app after tree-sex?”

“No,” he laughed, just as his phone pinged again.  “Oh boy, it looks like Malei gave her rating.  Would you mind looking at it first?  I don’t know if my stomach can handle the pressure.”

“Certainly.”

Rhett handed the phone over, grabbed his mug, and scooted to the corner of the couch to remove the temptation to peek.  Watching Brinna’s expression shift didn’t help soothe his nerves.  Her face would scrunch, then she would nod, smile, shake her head, and just about everything in between. 

“It’s bad, isn’t it?”

“No, I was making faces on purpose to mess with you,” she sighed and reached out to pat his leg.  “Although I was a touch surprised.”

“Surprised about what?” he growled and reached for his phone, only to have her pull it away.  “Really?”

“I admit that it was juvenile, but I find it quite fun,” she laughed and leaned into the other corner of the couch.  “Fine, I’ll share.  First, she gave you five stars, so cease your worrying.  She also left a true review.  Rhett is most kind, polite, and shows a tremendous amount of respect toward me.  His persona was most refreshing.  What really makes Rhett stand out from other men is the fact that he sacrificed his own pleasure…oh, this will make your inbox explode.  She mentioned how you pleasured her instead of worrying about yourself.”

“Well, that’s a good thing, right?”

“Until you are flooded with messages from women like Jody wishing to take advantage of you.  Anyway, you now have a bed rating of five…”

“Five stars?”

“It doesn’t work like that.  I’ve seen some as high as twenty.  Now, before you get depressed, allow me to finish.  Since the premise wasn’t completed, she has offered you a code.  May I open it?”

“Does it matter what I say?”

“Not really,” she mused and touched the screen.  “Oh, this is quite interesting.  The code gave you ten coins, a green-quality black oak sword, and a voucher for…hold on.  It’s loading.  Ah!  She has gifted you access to the store.”

“I thought I couldn’t access that until tier two though.”

“All rules are meant to be broken, are they not.  Honestly, I would have thought that the sword would have intrigued you more.  It does increase your athletics and fortitude by two each.”

“Oh, wow.  Should we go shop at the store?”

“Not just yet,” she replied and reached out to put his phone on the coffee table.  “First, I feel we should discuss the terms of our agreement.”

“Yeah, that was a bit vague, wasn’t it?”

“It was.  I agreed to help you find whatever it is you seek on Elf Date, but I fear you want far more than just a warm body for your bed, yes?”

“Ideally?” he asked before pausing to take a sip of coffee.  Stalling was more accurate though.  “I want to get married, but I don’t think that should be in the agreement.  I mean, that could take ages.”

“That would depend upon how picky you are, but I believe you’re right.  We should not place marriage in the agreement.  A compromise, perhaps?”

“Such as?”

“Such as three dates with the same woman, or until one of them agrees to become your girlfriend?”

“How would that work though?  I mean, it’s not like I can take an elf to meet my parents.”

“Actually, you could.”

“Uhm, hello, pointy ears anyone?”

“Only those with the app installed can see my ears, Rhett.”

“How is that possible?”

“How did you go from here to a park in the blink of an eye?” she countered with a raised brow.  “It’s best not to overthink these things.  Now then, back to us.  I have agreed to help you to the best of my ability.  We may lock down the end goal, but I wish to discuss the living arrangements.”

“Living arrangements?”

“Jody was right.  You do repeat the last thing someone said when you are confused.  Rhett, I cannot go back to Jody’s family home.  I have been relieved from my duties there.  I was born in that place, thanks to the agreement, so…”

“You have nowhere else to go,” he groaned with a nod.  “Okay, I get that.  Uhm, I have a spare bedroom.  Why don’t you stay here until you figure out where you’re going to go?”

“Are you just saying that,” she questioned with her head cocked slightly, “or do you mean it?  I’d hate to impose.”

“A gorgeous elf woman living with me?” he laughed with a smile so wide his cheeks hurt.  “Please, I think I can manage.  Plus, it’d be nice to have somebody around for a while, you know?”

“That remains to be seen.  However, since we’re both gaining something from it…”

Rhett watched while Brinna straightened herself on the couch, turned, and held out her hand.  Without thinking, he reached out to shake her hand, only to have her wiggle her hand free and go for his wrist instead. 

“That’s an actual thing?”

“Few ideas in your fantasy tales are original, Rhett.  Now then, let’s see if we can find your perfect match.”  
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“So, when do they have sex?”

Rhett almost choked on his spit when the question came out of nowhere.  The Elf Date app held his focus, right up until Brinna spoke up from the other end of the couch.  He looked up at the TV, expecting to find some romantic comedy playing, or anything similar that would explain why the elf woman thought the characters were going to have sex.  It wasn’t a romantic comedy though, or even a soap opera.  It was far worse than either. 

“They won’t do it,” he groaned and rolled his eyes at her taste in television. 

“Oh, I highly disagree,” she chuckled and repositioned herself so that her legs could lay off to the side.  “That woman has been talking about wanting to get Michael all to herself for five minutes now, and, earlier, Michael said the same thing about her.”

“They won’t have sex, trust me.  They might pretend to do it, but they won’t.”

“Why would they merely pretend to have sex?  The show’s name has the word ‘Real’ in it, and they do not appear to be actors.”

“They’re not professional actors,” he groaned, pondering how he was going to explain in a manner that she would understand.  “This is what we call a reality show.  On the surface, they’re everyday people put together in a mansion to see what happens when their personalities clash.  The truth is that they’re instructed on what to say and do.  There, see, do you really think any normal person would fling a chair against the wall?”

“I have seen more than a few orcs do that, yes.”

“It isn’t normal here.  It’s pretty frowned upon.  I mean, if I went and did that in a restaurant, I’d probably be arrested.”

“So, let me see if I understand this,” Brinna replied, paused the show, and turned her gaze toward him.  “Nothing that has happened on the show is real?  It’s all…how should I put this…spiced up for our amusement?”

“Yeah, but not nearly as well as a scripted show would be.”

“Then why do people watch it?  I found twenty-seven shows just like it under the listing.”

“Some people like to turn their brains off and pretend that it’s real.  It’s a bit like wrestling.”

“Wrestling?  That sounds interesting,” she gasped and pulled up the search menu.  It amazed Rhett that she could navigate the TV so well, but only because of the preconceived notion he had about elves in general.  In his mind, he pictured Lord of the Rings, where everyone lived in magical forests, Shires, or kingdoms surrounded by massive walls.  None of that made sense though.  She had a phone, after all, and knew more about a dating site than he did.  For all he knew, her world was more advanced than his, which explained why she didn’t know what a reality show was. 

“Ooh, this looks interesting.”

“An oiled-up wall of muscle talking like a ten-year-old into a microphone?” he teased from behind his phone. 

“You wouldn’t complain if it was an oiled-up woman with breasts the size of my head wearing a bikini.”

Your breasts are nearly the size of your head, so put on a bikini and get oiled up so I can confirm. 

“Just give it time,” he sighed, electing to keep the thought to himself.  “They have girl wrestlers too.”

There was a point in time when Rhett would have taken an interest in wrestling, but those years were long gone.  Right now, he couldn’t imagine finding joy in any shows, movies, games, or any form of social media.  How could he when there were literally thousands of attractive elf women at his fingertips, or there would be once he moved beyond the first tier of the dating site? 

Rhett had more to look at than just beautiful, sexy elves.  Tier one of the store was unlocked, thanks to the coupon from Malei.  There were only four items available for purchase though.  The silver glasses Jody wore on their first date were there. They would allow him to see the levels and health of the monsters, mobs, however one wished to label it.  The price wasn’t too steep, but twenty date coins were more than he had at the moment. 

Unless I buy some coins?

There was also a chest guard that offered one athletics and one fortitude for thirty coins, a pair of red leather pants that offered one fortitude and one charm for thirty-five coins, and, finally, a random tier-one date scenario.  It cost fifteen date coins, which he could afford, but seeing the price tag made him sneer.  Jody acted like she’d taken out a small personal loan to purchase the scenario of his first date, which was why she insisted on claiming the loot from the bandit boss.  Now that he knew the truth, he wished he could go back and remove a star from the rating he gave her. 

“What’s wrong?” Brinna asked and muted the wrestling program. 

“Nothing.”

“You are making a face.  Either you need to go to the bathroom, or something on your phone has you upset.”

“I just saw the price for the date scenario Jody paid for,” he groaned and shook his head.  “She made it sound like she was doing me some huge favor by paying for the premise, but it’s pretty obvious now that she was lying about that.”

“Among other things.  I hope she gets what she wants.”

“Uhm, that didn’t make sense.”

“Because you’re thinking about it the same way Jody would,” she teased and flicked her brows.  “Whatever rich elf she lands has to be fairly shallow, or else they wouldn’t be on Elf Date, would they?”

“Does that make me shallow?”

“Desperate, perhaps, but I wouldn’t call you shallow,” she sighed like she was circling an apology.  “You’re situation is far different.  You spend forever at work, and you loathe the idea of going to a bar to meet women.  That severely limits your options, hence why you turned to dating apps.  A rich elf is another creature entirely.  Most elvish fortunes are inherited, so your top-tier competition doesn’t waste his time working all day.  His is a life of luxury, of pampering, or adventure.  Jody is attractive, for sure, but her beauty will only fade in time.  If she fails to conceive a child, and her looks falter, then she will find herself back where she started, minus her youthful beauty.”

“Is it weird that I almost feel bad for her now?”

“A little, but we’ve already established that you are a kind person.  I can’t imagine you staying angry at anyone for a long stretch of time.”

“Well, that’s true.  What do you think I should do with these coins though?  I’ve got eighteen now, so…”

“I believe you should give it a rest,” she replied and stretched out to take the phone from him.  “You’re a bit like a child with a new toy.”

“So, I’ll get bored of it after I play with it for too long?”

“That is my hope,” she sighed and scrolled down the screen.  “The other possibility is that you will become consumed by what the app has to offer.”

“It combines real-world gaming with dating attractive women,” he chuckled and shifted on the couch so he could face the TV directly for reasons he didn’t wish to think about.  “I can see that becoming a bit addictive.”

“Which is why you need a break.  You should relax.  Take some time off for yourself.”

“By watching wrestling?”

“No, by watching wrestling with me,” she corrected him, put the phone on the coffee table, and stretched out.  It wasn’t the first time he sat on a couch with a woman’s feet and ankles on his lap, but never in a million years did he think it would happen with a woman as attractive as Brinna.  She borrowed some clothes from him for lounging around the apartment.  The plain t-shirt hid her curvy bosom well, but the boxers she confused for shorts left little to the imagination.  Rhett was seven inches taller than her, but he was a bit of a beanpole.  Brinna wasn’t.  Her legs and bottom held actual curves, which saw the fabric of his boxers stretched out as the manufacturer intended.  That was why he turned toward the TV to begin with.  One glance at those shapely thighs made his dick rise into the crotch of his underwear, making the shaft bend as he tried to discretely resituate himself.  He didn’t want to reach into his pants to fix the problem, not if he wanted the elf to feel comfortable around him. 

She knows she’s gorgeous though, so I doubt she’d be uncomfortable with you resituating yourself.  Just fix the problem and not say anything like it’s no big deal. 

He didn’t though.  Instead, he took a moment to soak in his surroundings.  He was on his couch with a beautiful woman stretched out next to him, one who made his clothes look better than the mannequins in the stores.  Deep down, this was the dream.  Sure, he’d love to go out and do some fun things, but home life was what decided the success of a relationship.  That’s why celebrities always looked amazing in public, but wound up getting divorced shortly after their big day.  They made a good-looking couple, but not one that could stand being around one another when no one else was around. 

“May I ask you something?”

“Is that why you didn’t turn the volume back on?” he laughed and tried to twist so he could face her, only to realize that doing so would see his cock rubbing against the bottom of her foot.  He didn’t have a foot fetish, but, looking down at Brinna’s pair, he understood why some men relished the idea. 

“We both agree that the number of sexual conquests isn’t something that interests you,” she continued and slid down some more so that her heels were on the armrest next to him, freeing him to shift around to get his tip out of the seam of his underwear.  “You’re looking for the one, or as close to the one as possible.  Would you say that the Bert woman was close to the mental image you compare all women to?”

“Bit hard to say.  I’m not entirely crazy.  I mean, I wasn’t planning out our wedding, or anything, but…for a first date?  Yeah, she definitely checked all of the boxes.”

“Why?  I admit that she is pretty, but she is a bit ordinary compared to the women on Elf Date.  What makes Bert stand out from everyone else?”

“That’s a tough one,” he groaned and scratched behind his ear.  “I get what you’re saying about her.  Bert was pretty.  Nothing like you, obviously, or some of the women I’ve dated since, but…I don’t know.  There was more to her than looks.  I felt comfortable around her.  I hung on her words, which I don’t normally do…”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, think about how most of your conversations go.  Someone comes up to you and starts talking, and you just can’t wait for them to finish so either you can talk, or so you can go back to whatever you were doing.  I didn’t feel that way around Bert.  Hell, part of me was terrified that she would stop talking, because I was so infatuated that I didn’t have anything prepared to say in response.”

“So, you liked her because she was chatty, but interesting?”

“You’re forgetting the comfort part.  That’s super important to me.”

“That is a given for anyone, Rhett,” Brinna sighed and moved her leg to poke his thigh with her toe.  The smile she offered melted the outer layer of his heart, making him forget that they were talking about his past failures for a moment.  “What else though?  If you had to pick one thing about her to, I don’t know, tell your parents before your phone died, what would it be?”

“That’s just it though.  There wasn’t any one thing with Bert.  She was just…I don’t know.  It’s so hard to explain.  She had a bit of everything going on, you know?  I liked talking to her, listening to her, watching her smile when she said something funny, or embarrassing.  The sound of her voice was so soothing.  She could make any topic hold my interest.”

“Maybe she was a siren, did you consider that?”

“Pretty sure those don’t exist on Earth.”

“And I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t know one if they walked up and used their gifts to charm you into dancing naked in the streets, but what do I know.  Anyway, I believe I have enough to go on, for now.  You’re looking for something beyond looks alone.  That’s sweet, actually, and shows emotional maturity on your part, but I think we need to work on your obvious flaw.”

“Which is?”

“How you act when you see a future with a woman,” she pointed out with a raised brow.  “Self-control is your biggest problem.  That will likely mean that I must stick around to see you through that time frame, but we can discuss that when you meet a woman you wish to date again.  Did Malei accomplish that?”

“I really haven’t thought about it.  I was so busy trying to help with the scavenger hunt that I didn’t have time to think about whether or not I wanted to see her again.”

“Even when she used the trees to control your sex-charged bodies?”

“Not even then,” he chuckled and looked up at the ceiling to avoid whatever stare she offered.  “Okay, especially not then.”

“Rhett, are you the kind of man who feels a deep-seated need to control what happens in the bedroom?  Well, or the forest, in your case.”

“Uhm…”

“Allow me to rephrase that,” she sighed and sat up.  “Do you prefer to initiate sex, or do you relish when the woman dictates the activities?”

“I think I like a mix, which probably doesn’t exist, does it?”

“Part of me wants to say that you’re crazy, but I’m certain that some couples manage to pull that off.  However, I believe we can cross Malei’s name off of the list.  You seem rather uncomfortable right now, which goes against what you said about Bert.  Unless it bothers you to move Malei to the one-and-done list?”

“It really doesn’t bother me.  I can’t say I felt a connection with her.”

“Remember that when she reaches out to you for a second date.”

“Do you really think that’ll happen?”

“I believe it is a possibility.  She did leave you a raving review, after all.  For now, however, let’s forget about your dating life for the remainder of the evening.”

“And do what?”

“Besides eat some more of that pizza you ordered earlier?” she laughed and grabbed her stomach.  “I honestly don’t know how you remain so thin with such wonderful food available at your fingertips.  I do have something in mind, but it isn’t something that friends normally do…”

What?!  Is she about to suggest what I think she’s about to suggest?  If so, yes please!

“All of my experience with men comes from…well, from what you saw with Jody.  In short, I’ve never been able to date, to be courted, or anything else that you would consider normal.”

“Where are you going with this?” he asked when his mind drew a blank. 

“I would like to try some things typically reserved for couples,” she explained and reached out to touch his arm.  “Nothing too extreme, mind you, but I’m uncertain if it will pull you out of your comfort zone.”

“I uh…” he stammered, wishing that he had a chance to brush his teeth first.  “…I guess we won’t know until you ask.”

A dozen different scenarios ran through his head.  What could she mean?  She said something that only couples would do, so he didn’t think she wanted to go out for a walk in the park, or to go shopping.  Did she want to take a shower together?  Did she want to make out for a little bit?

“I was hoping that you’d be willing to cuddle with me,” she finally replied while scooting over to make room behind her.  “It’s something I always wanted to try.”

“Yeah, that sounds nice, actually.”

He didn’t say that to mask disappointment, or to make her feel better.  Cuddling did sound nice, even though the back of his mind was already trying to figure out how hot she liked her shower water.  Rhett didn’t want to appear skittish, so he quickly lay on his side with his head on the armrest, freeing the elf to lie in front of him.  His legs dangled over the armrest, but he refused to complain as she nuzzled against him.  Without a pause, she grabbed the remote to unmute the TV, then hugged the device while he tried to figure out what to do with his arm. 

“Around my middle.”

“You didn’t read my mind, did you?”

“Yes, but I didn’t want to bring up the fact that you wanted me to put on the corset and dance for you.”

“What?”

“Damn, I was really hoping to blow your mind,” she laughed, let the remote fall to the floor, and reached back to pull his hand around her stomach. 

The first twenty minutes were awkward, and not just because he wasn’t a big fan of wrestling.  Rhett was afraid to move.  Doing so was risky since his dick would certainly wake up, and he doubted the boxers were thick enough to keep her from feeling his hardened shaft pressed against her.  But, as the minutes passed, he became comfortable enough to shift around to get her hair out of his face. 

This is nice, he thought to himself as the wrestler on the TV shouted into the microphone about all of the things his rival did to make him mad.  I could probably go to sleep right now. 
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Going to sleep was impossible after having the backside of a goddess pressed against his crotch for two full hours.  Not only was Rhett worked up, but he caught himself habitually allowing his mind to drift toward a strange possibility, one that saw him carrying out a normal, day-to-day life with the insanely gorgeous elf currently living with him. 

He had to do something to take his mind off of it, so he flipped through his phone, searching for anything to occupy his thoughts.  Rhett had promised Brinna that he wouldn’t get on Elf Date tonight, but watching videos on Facebook or YouTube didn’t hold the same appeal as before.  Before long, he found himself scrolling through his gallery, smiling at the pictures he had taken of Brinna earlier. 

Picture-Brinna smiled at him as she lifted her first slice of pizza from the box.  There was a child-like joy to her that he’d never seen before, not since his own childhood photos.  The next showed them squeezing together, biting into opposite corners of a slice while trying not to laugh.  It was Brinna’s idea, but he held proof in his hand that he too had enjoyed the moment. 

There was another picture after that, one of Brinna coming out of her bedroom, holding her arms out with her hips twisted like she was modeling the borrowed clothes.  She held a serious expression, but the tension in her neck said she was holding back a smile that threatened to tear her cheeks. 

Rhett smiled and flipped to the next picture, the same one he’d spent hours staring at before he met his favorite elf.  Bert and him in front of the fountain.  Staring at it didn’t hold the same weight as before.  Sure, there was a small part of him that still wanted to know what he did wrong, but the need to know didn’t wasn’t as intense.  For a moment, his thumb hovered over the trashcan icon while he pondered whether or not to finally delete the tormenting photo. 

Not tonight.  Maybe tomorrow?

It was later than he realized, so he plugged in his phone and rolled over, hoping to fall asleep without his mind drifting to his failed dates.  He must have been more tired than he realized, because he was out within ten minutes. 

Morning came.  Without much thought, he rolled over and grabbed his phone, expecting to see a new message from Josh concerning his last date, or from his mother, asking if she’d ever get grandkids.  There was a message from his friend, but it was buried beneath tons of notifications from Elf Date.  His eyes widened as the smile spread across his face.  To the average person, six notifications may not seem like a lot, but, to Rhett, they may as well have been a hundred. 

The first message nearly made him sit up in the bed, because the picture attached showed a gorgeous elf woman with silky blonde hair that strategically covered her breasts.  His thumb nearly missed the message icon, but he managed to clip the side of it to see what the goddess had sent him.  He read it quickly with a gushing smile, right until wisdom kicked in.  The sentence structure was poor, and the word usage was pitiful, leading him to a familiar conclusion. 

“Damn, even elves have scammers,” he groaned, deleted the message, and moved on to the next one. 

The second message was as alarming as it was disturbing.  Rhett was versed enough in fantasy to know a troll when he saw one, or at least a version of one.  The version he stared at reminded him of a World of Warcraft troll, considering the slim body and the small tusks protruding from her tiny lips.  She donned a leather bikini of sorts that showed damn near all of her pale blue skin, along with the plethora of tattoos she proudly displayed. 

“Hi, Rhett,” he read aloud and scrolled down.  “My name is Tu’Tul.  I would like to offer…really?  I would like to offer sex to you.  I can only afford a tier-one random premise, but we can skip it and go find a room somewhere.  One hour with me will leave your loins as dry as a desert.  I have not had sex in two years.  Do not judge me if I devour you when we meet.”

“Sounds like a desperate woman.”

Rhett jerked hard enough that the phone fell onto the bed, then rolled over the edge and onto the floor.  Brinna was leaning in his doorway with her arms folded over her chest, still wearing the same outfit from last night. 

“Sorry, I should have knocked,” she sighed and walked over to retrieve his phone for him.  Instead of handing it back, she scrolled up to see who sent him the steamy offer.  “Oh, I can see why she hasn’t been laid in years.  The poor thing.  Are you going to put the pitiful creature out of her misery?  Honestly, you could probably just lie still and receive a raving review from her.  She positively stinks of desperation.”

“Does it make me look bad if I pass?”

“No, it just means that you have standards.  There is nothing wrong with that,” she replied and peeled back his cover, silently suggesting that he scoot aside before she lay down on his arm.  Without looking away from the phone, she slid into his bed, stole half of the pillow, and turned so he could look at the device as well as she typed a response.  “Don’t worry, I’ll let her down easy for you.”

“Really, you’ll do that for me?”

“You have welcomed me into your home, given me a room of mine own instead of forcing me into your bed, and paid for all of my meals,” she spoke while adding more to the lengthy response.  “It seems like the least I could do in return.  There, I left her with a message that should boost her confidence, but not so much that she will believe that you are merely playing hard to get.  Did any of the others seem promising?”

“I only got through the first two messages, actually, and the first one was an obvious scammer.”

“You should let me decide that next time.  You could very well wind up deleting your future wife from your life.  My world and yours are not entirely similar, after all.”

“That’s a good point.  The sentence structure was messed up though, and the word usage.”

“It could have been a dialect issue.  Do not misunderstand me.  I hope that you were right, but I must insist that you allow me to see every message before you delete it.”

“Okay, no problem,” he muttered as he tried to get comfortable without invading her personal space.  “What’s the next one look like?”

“Are you only concerned with looks now?”

“I didn’t mean it like that,” he growled and reached for his phone, only to have Brinna pull it away and giggle.  “What?”

“You are far too easy to rile up in the morning,” she laughed and turned back to him.  “Like shooting deer in a cage.  Well, this one seems promising.  Two gnome women are seeking to share a large man, and they are quite intrigued by your height.”

Brinna turned the phone to show him the profile picture.  In the games he played, gnomes were typically short, with hands and heads that weren’t proportional to the rest of their bodies.  The profile photo showed that the same held true in the real world, but the proportions were closer to normal than in a video game.  A lump formed in his throat when he got to the message they sent, because it laid out exactly what they wanted to do to him.  It wasn’t too far off from the troll’s offer, just with far more description. 

“Uhm…”

“I’m going to turn them down as well,” she sighed and typed in a response.  “Two women at once is far more pressure than you can handle right now, even when the women are half your size.  Don’t get me wrong, the size difference would likely boost your ego into the clouds, but I can’t imagine you would feel good about yourself afterward.”

“You’re probably right.”

“Send, delete, and…oh, that is disturbing.”

A familiar woman was on his phone.  Dark red skin, jet-black hair, and eyes he swore were on fire.  She looked just like the woman Josh paraded around when he video-chatted the other night.  He had to admit that he saw what Josh found appealing.  She had some lean muscle, amazing skin, and her breasts fit well with her frame. 

“Why is that disturbing?”

“Really, a demon girl?  Not only that, but this one mentions your friend Josh.  Do you really wish to bathe in the same waters as someone you know?”

“Probably not, but what’s wrong with a demon girl in general?”

“Off the top of my head?  They are control freaks.  One would have you wrapped around her finger so quickly that your head would spin.  The sex is on another level, but that will only ensure that you wind up becoming her servant.”

“Literally?”

“More literal than you think.  Besides, she would only use you for your sexual energy, much like she did with your friend.  Sure, maybe there are a few demon girls out there who are looking for true love, but I doubt you would survive dating enough of them to find out.”

“Are they going to suck out my soul and sell it to the devil?” he joked, only to find that the elf met his laugh with a stern look.  “Ouch, tough crowd.”

“Demon girls are not for the faint of heart, and yours is quite faint,” she grumbled and moved on to the next message.  “That is my advice.”

“Well, that makes sense since you’re my advisor,” he groaned and got out of bed so he could fetch some clothes. 

“What are you doing?  Are you not the least bit interested in these other messages?”

“I’ve got a feeling they’ll all be the same thing.”

“Are you upset with me?” she asked and rose to sit on the edge of the bed.  “Your tone suggests that you are.”

“I wouldn’t say upset.  I’m frustrated.  Not at you, but…I don’t know.  Everything?”

“You would have similar feelings if all of these messages came from women who looked like Jody.  You wouldn’t be able to choose which one to date.  You shouldn’t fret though.  Nearly no one in your tier receives so much attention.  This speaks well for you.”

“Maybe I need to spend more coins to make my bio look better?”

“I don’t deem that necessary.”

“Well, what do you deem necessary?” he asked and turned with a small pile of clothes.  “You’re my advisor, so, advise me.”

“Patience.  That is what I advise.  Now then, do you need me to leave so you may get dressed?”

“No, I’m going to take a shower.”

Rhett usually didn’t shave on Sundays, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that he would go on a date before the day was through.  He scolded himself throughout the shower.  Rhett couldn’t explain why, but he felt agitated with Brinna for some reason, which made no sense at all.  She’d been nothing but kind and helpful, but it did seem like she was being a bit too protective of him.  If it hadn’t been for the fact that the demon girl had dated, and likely slept with Josh, he might have been interested in seeing what her kind were like. 

The time to reflect helped.  By the time he got dressed, he realized that Brinna was just looking out for him.  Dating elves was a new experience that could easily see him in trouble since he didn’t know much about the variety of races and cultures the app delivered.  With that in mind, he decided to weigh his words before speaking again before he wound up chasing Brinna away.  That was the plan until he opened the door to the smell of breakfast coming from the kitchen. 

“You cooked?”

“I am more than a pretty face, I assure you,” Brinna sang while she moved the eggs, sausage, and toast onto plates.  “Now then, while we eat, I believe I found a potential date we should discuss.  The premise is a touch unusual, so keep that in mind please.”

“Unusual how?”

“Perhaps we should look at that last, yes?” she offered and brought the plates over to the island.  “Oh, would you mind making some coffee?  I fear I would mess it up, and I imagine it is most expensive.”

“Coffee isn’t too bad, depending on your tastes,” he replied and pulled down a bag of morning brew.  “Don’t get me wrong, it can be expensive, but the brands I buy aren’t.”

“Are you telling me that there is better coffee out there?”

“Maybe?  Just because something is expensive doesn’t automatically mean it’s good though.”

Rhett went on to explain what he knew about coffee while he waited for the machine to brew, which shifted to Amazon shopping, for some reason.  Ten minutes later, he joined her at the island with two mugs of coffee.  Her head was down, staring at his phone when he sat, looking at the bio below somebody’s picture. 

“So?”

“I’m trying to decide what to point out first.  There is so much to go over.  Are you opposed to a bit of hard work?”

“That really depends on the definition of ‘hard’, doesn’t it?”

“Farm work, specifically.”

“Really?  Farm work on a date?  That’s a bit weird, isn’t it?”

“That’s what I thought as well until I read more.  You see, this is a unique premise.  They didn’t create a random scenario here.  The date will take place on their property.”

“You can do that?”

“Of course.  What if you wanted a second date, but wanted to stay at home and watch a movie?  How else would you achieve that?”

“I don’t know, the same way you got here?”

“Fair point, but this is one way of achieving that goal without actually having to give up the location.”

“So, does it list the farm work, or why they want me to do it?”

“It mentions something about pest control, so I highly doubt you’ll be milking cows, or anything so mundane,” she chuckled and slid the phone over.  “Plus, the woman is rather attractive.”

Rhett leaned over to give the picture a look, only to become instantly confused.  She was definitely a farmgirl, given the overalls and white tank top that barely managed to conceal her swelled bosom.  The long dark hair shined in the sunlight, but the pale complexion said the sun didn’t have an effect on the pigment.  The confusing part was that there were two, nearly identical women in the photo. 

“Which one is it?”

“I’m a bit confused as well since this is the only picture in her bio.  I doubt that it matters though.  They’re both fairly attractive, are they not?”

“Good point.  So, was the fact that the date will happen on her farm the weird part?”

“Not entirely.  What baffles me are the checkboxes at the bottom of the date offer.  First, no sex, I’m afraid…”

“That’s fine.”

“Are you sure?  My backside is still a touch bruised from having your massive cock jammed into it while we watched television last night.”

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry.”

“Why, I’m not.  I found it most flattering, actually.  There will be some fighting, likely due to the pest control, but it’s the time limit that drew my attention.”

“Really short?”

“No, quite the opposite, actually.  The time limit is user-defined, which means that the date won’t end until this Mary woman deems it to be.”

“Well, that’s not so bad, is it?”

“It wouldn’t be bad if I knew Mary well enough to trust her.  User-defined could mean anything.  She may decide that you are too weak to perform the work and send you home immediately, or…”

“Or?”

“Or, she could keep you there indefinitely.  That is the part that bothers me.  If she wished, she could keep you on the farm as a servant of sorts, and you wouldn’t be able to leave unless you convinced her to release you.”

“Okay, yeah, I can see the problem.”

“Go ahead and eat.  I’ll check with the site handler to see if that is a possibility.”

“And that’s why I need a handler,” he chuckled and took a bite of the eggs, only to discover that she didn’t season them at all.  She turned as he was chewing, forcing him to offer a fake smile before she caught him making a face.  She smiled and turned back to the phone, freeing him to swallow hard and take a sip of coffee. 

Okay, so, at least now I know that cooking wasn’t one of the tasks Jody made her perform.  If she did, she didn’t have to do it for long.

He needed something to improve the eggs, but he doubted he could sneak some salt and pepper onto them without Brinna noticing.  Instead, he cut up the sausage and mixed it all together, which helped to get the runny eggs down his throat without any issues. 

“Oh, that is a relief.”

“What’s a relief?”

“According to the site worker, dates without time limits require a check-in of sorts.  The app will ask you every hour if you are ready to leave.  If you don’t respond within twenty minutes, then you will automatically be returned home no matter what.”

“Oh, that is a relief.  Oh, shoot, is saving grace checked?”

“It is, or I wouldn’t have suggested the date to you.  Does this mean that you are willing to meet with this young woman?”

“Yeah, sure.  I mean, my skin will probably ignite if I’m in the sun for too long, but what else do I have to lose?”
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The view on arrival was certainly a step up from the pub or park.  Rolling hills filled the horizon for as far as his eyes could see, while a gentle wind teased his hair.  A wooden cow fence stood before him.  It consisted of little more than a split log held up by two wood pieces forming an ‘X’, but its presence brought an odd comfort he didn’t realize he’d been missing.  A few barns stood in a cluster to his left, with the farmhouse in the distance.  The construction didn’t look like anything he’d seen on Earth, although the lack of red paint could have been the culprit. 

The field beyond the fence drew his attention away from trying to figure out the differences in elf versus man barn construction.  Crops stood up to his thigh, but he didn’t recognize the plants.  They looked like flowers with no stems, surrounded by big leaves with yellow stripes, and an enormous black bulb standing out of the middle.  As he stared, he swore one of them split open to yawn, making his eyes widen as his gaze shifted from one plant to the next to confirm that they moved. 

Rhett was so worried about the plants that he failed to notice the young woman approaching him.  The swish of grass snapped him out of his trance.  With his heart in his throat, he turned to find one of the dark-haired elves from the bio stomping through the tall grass.  She wore the same suspenders and white tank top from the picture, along with a pair of boots that nearly reached her knee.  What she didn’t wear concerned him.  A smile.  She looked mad, or upset, at least.

“Are you Rhett?”

“Yes,” he replied, feeling a sudden need to reschedule.  Her black brows were so furrowed that he could barely see her eyes, and the pale cheeks he questioned earlier were as red as a rising sun. 

“Well, Rhett, I’m Mary, but I think you already knew that,” she sighed and leaned her hip against the fence while she folded her arms over her chest.  It was an innocent, defensive action, but doing so saw her endowed bosom lifted, forcing him to look over at the field before he lost a star for staring too soon.  “What, you don’t want to look?  I didn’t do this because I’m trying to be defensive.”

His head turned to find a slight smile on Mary’s face, one that laughed ‘I got you so good’ as she slowly shook her head.  She made a point of lifting her forearms some more, sending her breasts high enough that the tank top stretched to show the outline of her nipples. 

“You looked a bit mad when you walked over, so…”

“I know.  I just spoke to my father, which always gets me flustered,” she breathed and nodded sideways toward the farm.  “There’s no gate nearby, so you’ll have to climb over.”

“I think I can manage,” he chuckled and started to duck under, only to realize he’d have to crawl to get under the split log.  A groan escaped him as he questioned whether or not he could get over the fence with any sense of grace, but that’s when his improved athletics kicked in.  He hopped awkwardly like a puppy trying to get going, hiked his leg up, and threw it over the top of the fence.  His back foot had to jump to avoid racking his balls on the wood, but he managed to make the transfer of balance from one foot to the other without making a fool out of himself. 

“Wow, you really are as tall as your bio said,” Mary said before walking over to stand closer to him.  Her light brown eyes stared down at his feet, slowly making their way up until her head was tilted back so she could look up into his eyes.  By his guess, she was around 5’5”, which meant she was almost a foot shorter than him.  Rhett didn’t have a preference when it came to height, although he did draw some boundaries whenever a woman was five feet or under.  He hated being judgmental over something no one could control, but the thought of kissing his fictional wife and destroying his lower back made him cringe. 

“So, what are we doing first?”

“We’re going to do some harvesting,” she sighed and walked toward the strange plants he swore moved earlier.  “There’s some hay in the barn that needs moving, eggs need collecting, and the cows need to be milked.”

Guess you were wrong, Brinna. 

“And after that?” he asked.  Mary responded by looking up at him over her shoulder, smirking as though he were trying to see if he could negotiate sex onto the table.  The thought made his lower stomach tighten, not only because of her pleasant face and perfectly round breasts, but because of the cheeks that squeezed with every step nearly hypnotized him.  “The date said something about a pest control problem.”

“Oh, right,” she laughed and turned to cut him off.  “That date has been posted for so long that I almost forgot about that part.  Honestly, we’ve been keeping the problem down to a manageable level, but it would be nice to clear them out once and for all.”

“And what kind of pest problem are we talking about?”

“Just can’t wait to get that sword wet, can you?” she teased with a wink.  It could have been caused by the sun getting in her eye, but he liked to think that she did it on purpose.  “We’ll see how it goes.  Father isn’t too keen on boys being on the farm.  He’d blow his top if he knew I had a profile on Elf Date.”

“Do I need to worry here?”

“Oh, no, he’s all talk, mostly.  Just don’t let him catch you touching me, okay?”

“Right.”

That explains why sex wasn’t checked off. 

“Okay, so, what’s with the plants?”

“You’ve never seen snapples before?”

“It’s the brand name of a team company where I come from,” he explained and turned to point at the strange plant.  “But, no, I’ve never heard of snapples before.”

“The name is a bit literal,” she sighed and walked over to the nearest plant that looked like a face-hugger should pop out of it at any second.  “The plants are dormant throughout the winter, but, every spring, a new bulb grows to protect the fruit.”

“Why is it protecting it?” he asked while leaning down to watch the plant slowly open and snap shut.  “I thought that was how plants reproduced.  You know, something eats the fruit, then poops out the seed somewhere else.”

“Normally, yes, but snapples have evolved to reproduce differently.  The bulbs eat something, like a large insect, or a small rodent, then dip the body into a chamber of acid beneath the plant itself.  After a week or so, a new stalk grows next to the plant with a cluster of seeds on the end of it.  That’s what gets eaten by the wildlife, but they’re poisonous to us.  What we want are the fruits inside of the mouth.”

“Inside the mouth?  You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Not even a little.  Come on, we’ll get the tools and buckets.”

Rhett couldn’t get the image of the plant eating his arm out of his head, but he followed the sexy farmgirl to one of the barns without questioning how anyone thought to stick their hand inside a carnivorous plant to begin with.  He imagined it had something to do with a dare, or a death wish, but he kept the thought to himself as they stepped into the shade. 

“So, you do much farming?” she asked while walking over to a bench to grab something that looked like a rib-spreader, which actually made sense. 

“If I lied and said yes, would that impress you?”

“For now, maybe,” she laughed and picked up a few pairs of gloves that looked like chainmail.  “I’d bust you pretty quick once I realized you didn’t know what you were doing.”

“And what would the punishment entail?”

“Oh, you’re the kind who likes to be punished,” she moaned, dropped the gloves on the floor, and walked over to put her hands on his chest.  She rubbed while biting her lower lip, which he knew was a ploy right away.  She lowered her hands to dig her thumbs in beside his hip bones, applying just enough pressure to make him wince.  “I’d strip you down until you were naked, smother you in oil, then lower your sack over a snapple.”

“Wow, that uh, that really sets a mood.”

“Or I’d let my father do it.  Do me a favor though.  Toss the gloves into a bucket and take them back to the snapples.  I’ll be out in a little bit.”

“What about this thing?” he asked, pointing to what he already labeled as a rib-spreader. 

“Oh, wow, I can’t believe I almost forgot to take that,” she growled and shook her head before reaching up to pinch his chin.  “You’re so damn good-looking that I can’t keep my head on straight.  Yes, bring it too.”

Rhett didn’t know if she was joking or not, but he put everything in the bucket and walked back to the plants.  His timing was terrible, depending on how one looked at it.  Just as he approached, something that looked like a small rabbit with cropped ears and a long tail stood by one of the plants.  Rhett almost called out to scare it away, but something about the rabbit seemed out of place.  He blinked four times, yet the oddness remained. 

“Is that rabbit wearing a leather vest?”

As he watched, dumbfounded, the rabbit pulled what looked like a tiny spear off of its back, jammed the tip into the split of the plant’s mouth, and pried it open.  Rhett imagined the rabbit creature would jam the spear in to stab at the fruit within, but the creature did something rather unexpected.  Once the mouth was open, it stroked the edges like it was petting the plant.  After a few seconds, the rabbit reached in with its other tiny arm, requiring it to stand on its toes, all while its tongue stuck out to one side.  Its eyes widened before it ripped its hand out, making the plant snap shut with enough force to blow back the fur on the rabbit’s head.  In its free hand was a long, red fruit shaped like a banana, which the creature tossed, caught, then picked up its spear and raced off. 

“I’ve been here for twenty minutes and I’ve already got sunstroke,” he muttered to himself before walking the bucket over to the corner plant.  He turned around when he caught voices in the distance.  After scanning for a bit, he located the source walking out from behind one of the barns.  The picture in the bio came sprinting to the front of his mind, as well as a few tasty thoughts as he watched Mary walk back with who he assumed was her twin sister.  They were certainly identical, which matched a certain premise on porn sites he liked to search for whenever his loneliness overcame him. 

If I play my cards right…no, no, don’t even think about it.  Their father will feed your dick to a snapple. 

“Hey, you didn’t run off,” Mary called out as she picked up the pace.  Her sister didn’t bother catching up, which offered him a glimpse into her personality.  “Uh oh, you look a bit stunned.  You didn’t stick your hand near a snapple already, did you?”

“No, I just…” he started and turned to where he watched the weird rabbit claim a fruit.  “…I saw something strange, that’s all.”

“Let me guess,” the other sister groaned and shook her head.  “A rabbit walked up and stole a fruit.”

“It had a leather vest, which I have no clue where it would have got, as well as a spear.  Oh, and it petted the plant to keep it from biting it.  I wish I was making that up, but I swear that’s what happened.”

“Oh, I’m sure it did,” she groaned again and bent over the bucket to grab a pair of gloves.  “That’s why we need to kill them.”

“They seem sentient though.  Isn’t that a problem?”

“Rhett,” Mary sighed and put her hand on his arm.  “I’m starting to think that you’re a city boy, so let me lay down how things go here on a farm.  Over a third of our income comes from the snapple fruit.  Every piece we let the rabbits have takes away from our profit.  Yes, they think, they talk, and they fight like vicious little monsters, but that’s just how it goes out here.”

“He doesn’t have the balls for it.  I told you to only pick orc boys.”

“We don’t know that yet,” Mary growled at her.  “Sorry, manners.  Rhett, this is Sheri, my sister.”

“Don’t bother with some lame remark about us being twins,” Sheri sighed and tossed a pair of gloves at him.  “And don’t lie and say it’s a pleasure to meet me, okay?”

“Okay, fair enough,” he muttered and fought to stuff his long fingers into the gloves.  “Feels weird not saying something along those lines though.”

Rhett shut his mouth so he could watch the girls retrieve the fruit from the plants.  Like the rabbit, they used the rib-spreader contraption to pry open the mouth of the plant, which offered him a glimpse of their farmgirl muscles as their arms fought to crank the device. 

“Okay, you grab them,” Sheri ordered and pointed at the plant. 

“Sheri, he’s a guest on our farm!”

“No, no, it’s fine,” he sighed and walked over to the plant.  “I agreed to this.  Well, not this specifically, because I never would have guessed that you farmed carnivorous…”

“Just reach in and pluck the fruit!” Sheri snapped. 

“May I have a word with you?” Mary hissed between her teeth, took Sheri by the arm, and dragged her away.  Rhett didn’t want to eavesdrop, but it was impossible not to hear some of the conversation revolving around how the sister was talking to him.  Rhett understood what was happening.  Sheri didn’t like city boys, or anyone who didn’t break a sweat for a living.  He’d seen her kind enough times to know how she thought. 

I am just a city boy though, he groaned in his head as he looked down at the open plant.  The hardest work I’ve ever done outside was pulling weeds or mowing when I was a kid.  I probably seem pathetic to them. 

Rhett had had enough.  He wanted to prove that he was more than a city boy, that he could hold his own on a farm against two elf girls.  The thought did nothing to remove the image of his nuts being bitten off out of his head, but he summoned all of the courage he could muster, held his hand over the plant, and dared to take a look inside. 

It was just as ugly as he imagined.  The inside held too many tendons and veins for his liking, as well as small holes where he imagined the plant’s prey were sucked in.  Rhett shook his head and located the fruit instead.  There were eight long red bananas within, just like the one he witnessed the rabbit grabbing earlier. 

Just do it.  Reach in, snatch one, and prove that you’re not a wimpy-ass city boy.

Rhett growled at his own insult, cocked his elbow, and shoved it inside of the plant.  He didn’t know the proper method to remove the fruit, but he imagined he just had to pluck it off like an apple.  That wasn’t the case.  While the fruit was hard enough that his grip didn’t crush it, the stem refused to snap off.  He pulled and pulled, but the plant refused to relinquish the fruit within his hand.  All the while, the rib-spreader started to groan like the mechanism could break at any moment. 

“…and that’s why I never…Rhett, stop!”

Mary raced over at the same moment Rhett tried to twist the stem to get it to break off.  He swore it was loosening when he felt her arm slam into his.  Mary grabbed his wrist and ripped his hand out, just as the rib-spreader failed, allowing the plant to snap shut.  They cleared the ‘mouth’, but the spreader shot out and caught her on the knuckle, making her hiss as she shook off the pain. 

“Crap, I’m so…”

“No, it’s our fault for not explaining,” Mary whimpered and pulled off the glove.  Her knuckle was swollen a bit, which furthered his guilt, but being pushed aside by Sheri crushed the feeling entirely. 

“You’re an idiot,” Sheri growled and pulled at Mary’s wrist so she could examine the damage. 

“He’s not an idiot.  You didn’t tell him how to pluck the fruit.”

“He didn’t give me time to explain.”

“Yeah, because you were too busy being a jerk to him,” Mary hissed and ripped her hand free. 

“Alright, alright,” he groaned and picked up the spreader.  “Just tell me how to do it right then.”

“Really, you’re not going to defend yourself?” Sheri challenged with squinted eyes.  “You’re not going to throw the blame on me, or whimper that ‘how was I supposed to know’, or anything?”

“That won’t get the work done, will it,” he sighed and checked the device to see if it was broken.  “Is this thing okay to use, or do we have to get another one?”

“It’s the only one we have,” Mary replied and took it from him, only to wince when the metal caught her busted knuckle. 

“Let me do that,” Sheri groaned, grabbed the spreader, and pushed a button on the side to unlock it.  “It’s fine.  It’s set to unlock when too much pressure is applied.  If you would have been quicker…”

“Sheri…”

“…if we weren’t arguing, we could have plucked half of the fruit, moved on to another plant, then came back to this one once its fibers loosened again.  It works, but the device can only hold out for so long.”

“Okay, you do the next one while I watch then,” he offered and walked over to the next plant.  “I learn better by watching anyway.”

“We’ll see,” she sighed, locked the device into place, and cranked the plant open.  It looked like a two-person job, so he stepped in to help since Mary was still nursing her injury.  “I can do this…well, okay, that does help.”

Once the plant was open, Sheri reached in and grabbed the fruit.  Her hand wasn’t in as far as he was before, which he noted, then watched as she squeezed her fingertips at the base to pinch the fruit off of the stem. 

“You have to leave the stem so the next one will grow back,” she explained in a flat voice after her arm was clear.  “You want to see it again, or do you want to try?”

“I’ll try, just tell me if I need to pull out.”

“Not pulling out is how halflings are made,” she sighed and placed the fruit in the bucket.  He didn’t know if she was knocking him for being human, or if it was her attempt at a joke.  Either way, he still had to prove himself, so he shoved his hand inside and mimicked her efforts.  The end of the fruit pinched off easily enough, freeing him to remove his arm, hand the fruit over, and go back for another.  Rhett switched hands to pick up the pace, which saw him shoving the other hand in as soon as the first was clear.  Sheri claimed the fruit when he held it out to her, but he caught her eyes checking the spreader instead of worrying about her aim when she dropped the fruit into the bucket.  She wasn’t as cruel as she came off, because her eyes proved that she didn’t want to see him lose an arm. 

The last fruit was plucked, so he stepped back and let out the breath he’d been holding.  As soon as he was clear, Sheri stepped in and pressed the same button on the device as before, allowing the plant to snap shut while she removed the tool. 

“Well, you’re not completely worthless,” she sang and nodded sideways to the next plant.  “Wanna try again?”
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It took less than an hour to claim the rest of the fruit from the snapples, although they skipped the last half because they harvested those last week.  Every plant they finished saw Sheri softening up to him.  By the end, she even managed to leave her sharp tongue behind in favor of smiling up at him.  It probably helped that he carried the bucket back, which he swore weighed fifty pounds when it was full. 

The rest of the chores were normal compared to snapple harvesting.  They collected eggs from chickens that had four legs instead of two, which left him craving fried chicken by the time they finished.  After that, they carried the cubes of hay from one barn to another, likely because it was time to feed the cows, which were perfectly normal compared to four-legged chickens, or rabbits that wore clothes and carried weapons. 

Milking cows was a lot stranger than reaching into a carnivorous plant to thieve some fruit.  The udder tips were squishing, yet firm.  While he knew it was perfectly normal, he couldn’t shake off the thought that he was jerking the cows off, no matter how hard he reminded himself that the cows were females. 

Watching the sisters milk didn’t help matters.  Rhett did his best to keep his eyes on his own work, but he couldn’t resist taking a peek every now and then.  Watching their pale hands gently squeeze the utters saw his cock stiffening, especially when he let himself imagine his dick being in their hands instead of the cow’s tit.  Mary caught him on a few occasions, but she smiled instead of calling him out for it.  She had to know what it looked like to him, but seeing her shake her head and grin left him feeling more guilty than if she had said something. 

Three people made for light work.  Three hours into the ‘date’, the chores were done, freeing the girls to go inside to bring out some snacks since they’d missed lunch.  The meal consisted of fried egg sandwiches that hit the spot, as well as some seriously thick milk that made his stomach gurgle after his glass was downed. 

“Okay, now the fun begins,” Sheri announced while Mary collected the dishes.  “We’ve got to take care of our pest problem.  Do you have any armor?”

“Just a sword,” he admitted, which made him feel guilty for reasons he couldn’t quite explain.  “Is that a problem?”

“For you,” Mary laughed and nodded at a box by the door.  “Father is taller than us, but I think you’ve got him by a few inches.  You can borrow his old armor, but I’m betting your ankles and wrists will be left exposed.”

“I’ll make do.”

“Be ready in twenty minutes then.”

Rhett didn’t want to figure out how to summon his sword with eyes on him, so he pulled out his phone and started on the issue as soon as the sisters exited the barn.  It was the only item in his inventory, sadly, which left him feeling a bit pathetic as he touched the sword on the screen.  Luckily for him, the act saw a prompt appear, one asking him if he would like to equip the item.  He pressed yes, which saw the massive black oak sword appear in his other hand, nearly toppling him as he fought against its weight. 

“There’s no way I’m going to be able to swing this thing,” he groaned after stuffing his phone away so he could hold the weapon with both hands.  “Those rabbits will dance all around me.”

It was the only weapon he had, and he didn’t feel like asking to borrow something lighter, so he leaned it against the workbench and opened the box.  The inside contained a pair of leather pants, boots, and a vest.  No shirt, sadly, or helmet.  Again, he had to make do, so he stripped off his sweaty farmer clothes and folded them onto the workbench.  Rhett stood with the pants in his hands.  Sheri was right.  They weren’t long enough to cover his ankles, which would probably see some rabbit teeth sinking into his flesh before the end of the day. 

“Thank God for…” he started until he felt something new and alarming.  When he looked down, he discovered an arm around his side, along with a hand that gripped his slumbering dick.  The abruptness of the situation made his backside pucker, drawing a muffled giggle from behind his back.  “Uhm…”

“Don’t turn around,” a soft voice whispered while the hand slowly stroked his shaft.  “I just want to play a little game is all.”

“Okay.  What kind of game?”

“A guessing game.  If you can guess who I am, I’ll milk your cock until the bucket is full.”

“And if I guess wrong?”

“Oh, you don’t want to be wrong.  That would ruin the whole day, wouldn’t it?” the soft voice whispered to mask the owner.  Rhett had caught on that the sisters had different pitches to their voices, but whispering killed any hope he had of determining the identity by voice alone.  “Okay, I’ll give you twenty seconds to guess.”

He wanted to guess Mary right away, because he just couldn’t imagine that Sheri had warmed up to him enough to give him a hand job.  The voice didn’t help confirm though, and he wanted to be sure, so he looked down at the hand as it stroked him.  Focusing was impossible as he watched his cock slowly grow with each stroke, but he realized that he could cheat.  Quickly he thought back to the moment when the spreader launched itself into Mary’s hand, hoping to recall which side it was.  A lightbulb moment occurred when he realized that it was the same hand that was gripping him now, but the distinct lack of a swollen knuckle proved that his initial guess was wrong. 

“Sheri?”

“Damn, you’re good,” she groaned, let go of his cock, and walked around.  Not only did the voice tell him he was correct, but the hair color as well.  Mary’s was black, while Sheri’s was dark brown, evident even in the shadows of the barn.  She was dressed like an archer, complete with a quiver, a bow on her shoulder, and a light green cloak over leather armor that clung to her curves.  It looked constrictive though, because her pale bosom was squeezed to the point that he could see the veins beneath the surface.  “Well, I guess I better keep my word.”

“You don’t have to do that,” he chuckled and looked up, just before he heard the distinct sound of leather bending.  “Seriously, it was a fun joke, but…oh!”

He may not have been looking, but feeling a set of hungry lips wrap themselves around the head of his dick stole any chances he had of finishing his sentence.  Not looking felt silly, so he peered down in time to watch Sheri open wide and consume his half-hardened dick in one go.  Seeing a dark-haired, pretty-ass elf gobble his cock sent a surge through his loins, as well as enough blood flow to see him grow to full size.  Sheri gagged and pulled back, grabbing her throat as her eyes widened to what had to look like a monster cock to someone of her stature. 

“Oh, wow,” she gasped and blinked a few times before using her hand to spread her saliva down his shaft.  “That is uh…well, that’s definitely proportional to your height.  I don’t know what I’m going to do with this now.”

I can think of a few suggestions. 

“We can stop,” he chuckled, pondering whether or not he should touch her cheek, or grab a handful of her hair and guide her back with some force.  He reminded himself that such actions were reserved for girls getting paid by the porn industry, but he suspected there was an eye-popping percentage of women who probably enjoyed being handled with some force. 

“That wasn’t the deal,” she sang, gave him a wink, and dove back in. 

Sheri started by licking the underside of his hood, driving his nerve endings into a frenzy before pulling his extended shaft against his stomach.  She went straight for his nuts, licking and sucking like mad while her tiny hand slid down his shaft.  A little pool formed on the tip, which seemed a bit too soon in his opinion.  Normally, a girl had to work him for five to ten minutes to draw some clear goo out of his loins, yet the elf managed it within the first minute.  It didn’t take a genius to figure out why.  Malei had sucked him for a few minutes yesterday, and spooning with Brinna only backfilled him all the more.  It didn’t feel right to jack off with a woman in the apartment, so he was still worked up from before. 

“Oh, wow, I thought that was my spit,” Sheri giggled as the pre-cum ran over her knuckles.  She licked it like melted ice cream, pulled his shaft down, and plunged mouth-first over his head.  A wonderful, toe-curling moan escaped her before she pulled away with a satisfying pop.  “I didn’t think you’d taste this good.  It’s salty, but in a good way.  Do all Earthmen taste like you?”

“Not really a question I can answer,” he replied, fighting not to make a face as he looked down at her.  It seemed weird to hold a conversation with her mouth right next to his member, but, then again, nothing about Elf Date was normal. 

“Oh, right.  Well, more for me, I guess.”

His eyes rolled back into his head as she dove back to work, bobbing her head forward while her hand clamped down to keep his dick from going down her throat.  Little grunts came with each thrust, filling his loins to maximum capacity as he pictured exploding all over her lovely face.

Her other hand had been hanging by her side throughout, but she brought it into the mix and grabbed his sack while she sucked him.  So much pressure, but he wasn’t ready to burst just yet, not until he realized what she was doing with her middle finger.  While the others cupped his balls, the middle one extended to apply pressure to his taint, making his backside tighten as he fought the urge to thrust his way down her throat to finish the deal.  Her mouth was a bit too small for him, but feeling the back of her throat with his tip made it impossible to breathe. 

“My jaw hurts,” she whined and leaned back, furiously stroking his shaft as she stretched her neck muscles.  “I might have to have Mary finish what I started.”

His eyes widened as the thought slipped into his head.  Twins.  Every man’s deepest desire, but few had come this close.  He pictured them both on their knees, taking turns wrapping their mouths around his head, or each taking a side to run their lips and tongues along his shaft and hood.  Having a hand jerking his shaft while he daydreamed of the moment nearly sent him over the edge, but the slam of a screen door brought his pleasure to an abrupt end. 

“Damn, it’s Father,” she growled and sprang to her feet, allowing his dripping wet dick to wave in the air.  “Get the armor on, now!”

Sheri didn’t stick around to repeat herself.  Instead, she wiped off her mouth and raced out the door, leaving him as hard as the concrete floor beneath his feet as he grabbed the armored pants.  They were tight, furthered by his engorged cock that pleaded for some release, but he ignored its cries and pulled at the pants, jumping to get his bottom into them.  He heard a man’s voice grumbling at Sheri outside, urging him to double up his efforts.  He stuffed his feet into the boots, forcing him to curl his toes beneath to get in all of the way, then grabbed the vest and slid his arms into the holes.  The vest held some slack, thankfully, so Rhett zipped it up without any issues.  That freed him to bend down to buckle the boots, just as an intimidating shadow appeared on the floor beside him. 

“This him?” a voice growled as heavy boots stomped on the floor.  Rhett left the boots unbuckled and stood, just in time to go eye-to-eye with a face that looked nothing like the girls’.  Their father’s cheeks were taut, his chin and nose were pointy, and the ears poking out from his long black hair seemed far too large for his narrow head.  Still, the rippling muscles that stretched the shirt beneath his overalls said not to underestimate the man, especially when he held a pitchfork in his hand. 

“Hello, I’m Rhett,” he offered and held out his hand.  The father didn’t even look at it.  His dark yellow eyes locked onto the sides of Rhett’s head, likely because of the rounded ears his short hair couldn’t conceal. 

“Big, scrawny, and dumb, I bet,” the man grumbled and looked him over until he found the hand reaching out to shake.  “Put that down, boy.  I’m not shaking hands with no human.”

“You’re being rude, Father,” Sheri announced from the door before walking in to stand somewhat between them.  “Rhett was invited here to help with the chores and pest problem.  So far, he’s done everything we’ve asked quite well.”

“Oh, I bet he’s plenty motivated.”

Hearing an elf talk like a southern farmer broke every stereotype every video game had ever taught him.  Still, Rhett couldn’t really fault the guy.  He was an unwelcomed guest, an intruder, and the farmer had two daughters to look after.  If the roles were reversed, Rhett wouldn’t want some young buck on his property either, so he swallowed hard and accepted that he was about to be told to leave. 

While Rhett braced for some yelling, he made the mistake of looking over at Sheri.  Her chin was still soaking wet.  Not only was she covered in her own saliva, but probably some of his manly juices.  Remembering how she made that mess made his nuts lift into his shaft, which stretched the constraining pants to their limits.  He prayed that the father wouldn’t look down, all while he wondered why the app hadn’t asked him if he was ready to leave yet. 

“Fine, he can help with the pests,” the father growled and shook his head before jabbing a hardened finger into Rhett’s chest.  “Then we’ll feed you, and send you back to whatever godless place you came from.”

“Yes, sir,” Rhett replied with whatever confidence was left in the bottom of the tank. 

“And you better not lay a finger on my girls.”

Mary walked in just as her father was leaving, leading to a side conversation that he couldn’t hear.  Mary’s eyes narrowed as she nodded, likely accepting the conditions the father laid down a few seconds ago.  Finally, the man left, and the air in the barn grew thin enough to breathe once more. 

“Well, that was Father,” Mary sang in a low tone as she hiked her quiver and bow higher on her shoulder.  “Try not to take that personally.  He’s just trying to…”

Her words trailed off when her eyes went from Rhett to her sister.  Mary’s lids narrowed, then she walked over as though to take a closer look.  Sheri must have caught on because she lifted a hand to her chin, only to have her sister catch her by the wrist and pull her away. 

“Excuse us for a second,” she grumbled and pulled until they were outside of the barn. 

Well, that was certainly interesting, he groaned in his head while he walked over to pick up his sword.  It felt just as heavy as ever, but he didn’t want to turn farm tools into weapons at the moment.  As he waited, he tried to imagine what was being said outside, knowing that he was part of the discussion.  Is Mary jealous that Sheri got to me first, or at all?  Crap, that was so stupid of me.  I should have pulled away as soon as she grabbed my dick.  I would have blamed all of my pent-up frustrations, but, let’s face it.  I make bad decisions when I’m horny.

“Okay, we’re good to go,” Mary called from outside. 

Rhett walked out slowly, half-expecting to see Sheri racing back to the house.  Sheri was by her sister’s side when he came out though, staring at him with a half-smirk that raised far too many questions. 

“Look, I just want to say that…”

“My sister is a whore?” Mary interrupted with no expression to speak of.  “Yeah, I already figured that out.  Come on.”

Rhett leaned the sword on his shoulder and followed the sisters, pondering what was said between them.  Mary didn’t check sex on the premise, but that didn’t mean that she hadn’t grown fond of him throughout the day.  He admitted that he liked the farmgirl, even though he knew they’d never become a couple.  Her father would probably run at him with a shotgun if the subject was brought up, so Rhett made up his mind right then and there that this would be a platonic date and nothing more. 

Does it have to be though?  He asked himself as his eyes went from one shapely bottom to the next.  No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get the thought of taking them both at once out of his head.  It was wrong.  So very, very wrong, but part of him just wanted to see the look on Josh’s face when he shared the story.  Yeah, but what will Brinna think?

That question sobered him up.  While he had only known her for two days, Rhett concluded that Brinna was quickly becoming a good friend, one who wouldn’t be too happy to find out that his date ended with him bedding a pair of twin sisters.  If she’d wanted a crazy sexual encounter to happen, she would have set him up with the two gnome women looking for a big man. 

She picked this date for me though. 
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“So, can I ask some questions?” he mentioned when the silent walk grew too awkward for his taste. 

“Of course,” Mary laughed and slowed down so she could walk beside him.  “I’m mad at her, not you.”

Sheri looked back over her shoulder, but said nothing before picking up the pace.  Rhett wanted to mention that he was to blame as well, but now didn’t seem like a good time. 

“It looks like you two are archers.  Is that right, or…?”

“We’re rangers, actually.  Equally skilled in ranged and melee fighting.”

“Did you get the class from Elf Date, or what?”

“Oh, no, I’m not on there enough to earn a class card,” she chuckled and patted his arm as though he’d just told a gut-busting joke.  He knew he wasn’t that funny.  It was just Mary’s way of reminding her sister that she was the one who brought him to their farm.  “We have loads of practice.  The war has been going on our entire lives.”

“War?”

“It’s a silly title we like to apply.  There are two types of pests plaguing our farm.  The first are the rabbits, like the one you saw earlier.  They get into our crops and ruin our harvest.”

“What’s the other side, groundhogs?”

“Serpents, actually.”

“As in snakes?”

“Almost.  Their bodies are like snakes, sure, but they also have arms and legs.  Nasty things, really.  They like to steal our eggs.  Sometimes they’ll grow a pair and take one of our chickens, and newly hatched chicks are always at risk.”

“So which are we dealing with today?” he asked, uncertain if he would rather kill cute little rabbit people, or endure the serpent nightmare she described. 

“If there’s time, both.”

“Both?”

“They’ve been fighting each other pretty heavily lately,” Sheri called back without bothering to turn around.  “Now is our best chance to be rid of both sides.  You know, while their numbers are down.”

“Oh, I’m surprised you can talk to him without his dick in your hand,” Mary replied with more than a hint of resentment in her voice.  “Should he lose the pants so you can explain our plan?”

Sheri didn’t reply, but Rhett could hear her muttering something.  Now he felt like a complete ass.  Soon enough, he’d return to Earth and his apartment, but the sisters would have to make amends with one another eventually.  As amazing as the blowjob was, he didn’t feel it was worth the tension his presence created. 

“Look, about that…”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Mary sang and patted his arm.  “So, what was your next question?”

“Well, I was curious about how you were able to make a date on your farm.  What does that entail?”

“First, you have to be at tier three, which we achieved by…well, I’d rather not say.  Then, you have to cough up forty date coins.”

Rhett tried to do the math, but his lack of knowledge made it impossible to figure out.  Besides, it wasn’t his business to ask about her dating history, at least not when he knew that there wouldn’t be a second date between them after today. 

He didn’t need to see Sheri standing off to one side to know that they’d reached their destination, not when he found himself staring at a hole in a mound big enough for him to walk through.  It seemed too big given the size of the rabbit he saw earlier, which led him to suspect that they were going for the serpents first.

“Some of them are pretty big,” Sheri stated as though his thoughts were muttered out loud.  “Also, they can see in the dark, so we’ll have to bring some light.”

“And by we, she means you,” Mary added and pulled out a few stretchy bands with big crystals on them. 

“Why me?”

“Oh, we’ll have them as well, but you’ll wear the majority,” she explained as she reached up to slide a band over his forehead.  The crystal became hot the second it touched his skin.  Mary pulled aside with a hand shielding her face as a brilliant light passed over her. 

“We’ll stand in the back and support you with our bows,” Sheri added while taking a band for herself.  Unlike his, the crystal on her band was yellow, and the light coming from it once it was on didn’t seem anywhere near as bright.  “Ours have to be dull so we don’t blind you when you turn around.”

“Let me get this straight,” he grumbled and pointed at the hole.  “You’re going to shoot arrows around me, in that tight of a space?”

“You don’t shoot arrows.  You release them, or loose, if you prefer.  A bow isn’t the same as a gun,” Mary chuckled and put on a band as well.  “To answer your question though, yes, we will be loosing arrows around you.  Don’t worry, we’ve practiced quite a bit, and we’ve done this with Father taking the lead before.”

“Although he’s a bit shorter than you,” Sheri sighed and pulled at his vest.  “And skinnier, so no sudden movements, okay.”

“Yeah, I can see this working out just fine,” he groaned as he held up the sword and walked toward the hole.  He wouldn’t be able to swing it over his head, and it looked like he’d have to lean against the left wall to swing sideways.  That left him with thrusting as his best option, which would probably work best given the speed of his opponents.  There was another problem though, one he hadn’t considered until just now. 

“What’s wrong?  You look a touch green.”

“Probably not the best time to say this, but I’ve never killed anything before.  Well, I hit my neighbor’s cat when I was learning how to drive, but that was an accident.”

“Just hold them back then,” Sheri sighed and gave his bottom a pat when Mary wasn’t looking.  “We’ll do the rest.”

He wasn’t confident, but he started toward the hole, just as his phone went off.  Rhett pulled back and removed the phone from his pocket, which required a few seconds since the pants were so damn tight.  The app wanted to know if he was ready to go home, but the look of anticipation on the sisters’ faces said he was going to see this day through to the end.  He tapped ‘no’, stuffed the phone back into his pocket, and proceeded with the invasion. 

The hole opened up after ten feet, filling him with relief when he realized he had just enough room to move the sword from side to side.  Rhett swung and thrust in hopes of acclimating to the weapon, drawing a few sniggers from behind whenever he caught the wall or ceiling.  While he was glad to see the two getting along better, hearing them break down into full laughter did nothing for his confidence.  He started to turn around to admit that it was his first time holding the sword, but something moved through the beam of his crystal.  His hands tightened around the handle as his eyes peered into the darkness, turning his head slightly to locate the rabbit looking to spring out at him. 

Don’t overthink it.  Your ancestors used to hunt for food, remember?  Just dig into your DNA and try to find…

He located the target before he could finish the thought, but what he saw didn’t look like the rabbit who stole the fruit in front of him.  The creature was skinny, and black, with a small, flat head and two tiny arms the same size as the little blades it carried.  It was wicked fast though, making him jump when it raced toward him, hissing while drawing back the blades to attack. 

Rhett knew he froze, but the air cutting beside his ear announced that the girls had the situation well in hand.  An arrow slammed through the open mouth of the creature, pinning it against the wall as its narrow body twitched. 

“What is that thing?”

“Not a rabbit,” Sheri groaned and turned to give her sister a dirty look. 

“Okay, so I got the wrong den,” she growled and charged forward to reclaim her arrow.  The creature fell in a heap before Mary bent over and pressed her hand against it. 

“Wait, you can loot things on your farm?  That doesn’t make sense.”

“Only during a date,” she replied and shook her head at her sister.  “Sorry, nothing on it.”

“We could really use some of those coins,” Sheri groaned and shook her head.  “Father will be furious if he knows how much of his money we spent to get you here.”

“What good would date coins do though?”

“After tier two, you can turn them in for cash,” Mary explained and motioned for him to come up to her.  “Elf Date can get pretty complicated if you let it.  That’s why you can’t unlock everything at tier one.”

“Even more things I need to ask Brinna.”

“Who’s that?”

“My friend.  I uh…it’s complicated, but I ended her life debt on my first date, so she’s staying with me to help with my dating problems.”

“Really.  I don’t think you have any problems,” Mary sighed and gave her sister a raised brow.  “Other than knowing which girl to unzip your pants in front of.”

“That isn’t…”

“Rhett, it’s my fault,” Sheri interrupted and held up a hand to stop him.  “I was trying to make up for being a bitch to you earlier, okay?  Well, that and the fact that I find you cute.”

“We already knew that,” Mary groaned and pointed down the tunnel.  “Can we finish the hunt now?”

Sheri’s answer helped fill in the blanks, but having the sisters back at one another’s throats left his chest feeling hollow.  Mary was right though.  This wasn’t the place to hash out their differences, so he stepped past her and lifted the sword, swearing to himself to land a blow this time. 

He didn’t have to wait long.  Two more serpent people rushed down the tunnel at them, then dropped to their stomachs and slithered.  Their speed doubled once their bellies touched the floor, making it too difficult for the sisters to get an arrow into them. 

Rhett’s eyes darted back and forth to match the slithering of the serpent on his left.  He knew the foe would spring up once they were near, so he readied the sword and laid out his plan.  Just when the creature coiled, he turned the black oak sword sideways and stepped forward, bringing the edge into the path of the serpent when it launched itself at him.  The wide mouth caught the enormous blade, splitting its jaw until the top of its head flapped against its back, killing it instantly. 

It did nothing for the second serpent though.  Rhett barely confirmed the kill when the other sprung at him, forcing him to swing sideways with the body leading his attack.  He didn’t catch the serpent with the blade, but he did manage to slam the serpent’s daggers with the hilt of his sword.  The metal clanged off, making some sparks as Mary lunged in from behind, drove a dagger into its chest, and promptly slammed it into the wall. 

“We’ll be in trouble if they all come at once,” Sheri announced while Mary bent down to put her hand on the creatures.  “We  may need to leave.”

“I might be able to help with that,” he replied and stepped back to pull out his phone.  He felt Sheri lean into him as the screen lit up the darkness.  While the light was a welcome change, he was more worried about his bio page than searching the corners of the tunnel.  When he scrolled down to where his coins were, a breathy gasp sounded, and he felt Sheri lean up to whisper in his ear. 

“You must know how to plow a field well to earn eighteen date coins,” she breathed in his ear, making his eyelids flutter.  “If I’d known that, I would have ripped off my panties and let you harvest my bottom instead of using my mouth.”

The news made the constricting pants unbearable, but he managed to push through the discomfort to spend his coins.  Right now, he didn’t care about improving his charm, or purchasing a low-level premise, not when everyone could benefit from him becoming more skilled with the sword.  With no hesitation, he spent all eighteen coins to purchase nine points in athletics, then put the phone to sleep and stuffed it into his pocket. 

“I feel bad that you did that.”

“Did what?” Mary asked after looting the second serpent.  “Two coins, by the way.”

“Rhett just spent everything he had into his athletics attribute,” Sheri groaned and lifted her brows at her sister. 

“And now I feel bad for taking those coins.”

“Don’t worry about it, okay?” he sighed and squeezed Mary’s shoulder when she went to pull out her phone.  “We can deal with the loot later.  Right now, let’s focus on what’s ahead of us.”

“Sounds like somebody is trying to coax his way into a certain woman’s pants,” Sheri sang and nocked an arrow. 

Mary just rolled her eyes and stepped aside, motioning for Rhett to reclaim the lead.  As he walked ahead, he found that his balance was vastly improved, the sword was lighter, and his hands seemed to know what to do with the weapon.  He gave a few practice swings once he was in the clear, chuckling to himself as the long blade danced in the beam of his crystal. 

“If you are done playing with yourself?”

“Right, sorry.”

If somebody had finished sucking my dick, then maybe I wouldn’t have to play with myself.

Rhett didn’t mean it, but the internal joke helped relax some of his nerves as he continued deeper into the tunnel.  He thought he saw something further down, so he squinted and prepped the sword, just as a glittering piece of metal caught the light.  His eyes widened as the sword shifted before him, narrowly catching the tip of the spear aimed at Mary.  He could hear her gasping for air behind him as the weapon slammed into the wall, but he didn’t have time to turn around to comfort her. 

Several serpents came.  Rhett dug in and readied as three slithered toward him quickly, while two more stood in the back with spears raised.  Sheri caught one in the gut with an arrow, leaving her sister to contend with the other.  The errant shot proved that Mary was still rattled, but there wasn’t much he could do for her with three serpents springing at him.  In one well-placed swing, Rhett cut through the space with relative ease.  He severed an outstretched arm, cut a throat, and narrowly caught the shoulder of the third serpent trying to drive a dagger into him.  Rhett recovered just in time to cut down the spear thrown at him, then charged forward to deal with the unarmed foe.  The creature turned to run away, but Rhett stomped its tail with his foot and plunged the blade into the back of its head before it could move. 

“Okay, I want eighteen coins to spend now,” Sheri chuckled before turning to her sister.  “Come on, snap out of it.  That spear was nowhere near you.”

“It was close enough,” she muttered and knelt down to begin looting.  “Closer than anything I’ve dealt with before.”

“Yes, but now we have him,” Sheri counted and nodded at Rhett.  “You’ve got to admit that he’s a lot more badass than our father.”

“Maybe,” she sighed and moved to the second body before looking over at him.  “Okay, definitely.”

The only times in his life when Rhett was referred to as a badass all came with a video game controller in his hand.  Being called one outside of an RPG left him feeling awkward, as well as flattered, a combination that didn’t work well together.  Still, it was better than seeing them hurt, so he offered a knowing smirk as he waited for Mary to finish looting the bodies. 

“We’re up to seven coins now.  Are you sure you don’t want to share some of this?”

“Again, we’ll worry about it later.  Let’s see what’s at the end of the tunnel.”

“That sounds like some famous last words right there.”

Rhett scowled at Sheri’s remark until she shrugged her shoulders, then turned and continued down the path.  The fight played back in his mind as he scanned the darkness.  His brain could handle the fact that he parried two thrown spears.  While the attacks were slow due to the small arms of the serpents, it still seemed too fantastical to believe. 

I seriously did that?  In front of two hot elves, no less.  Maybe I am a badass and just didn’t know it?

He was still riding the high when he realized there was light up ahead, as well as some rough wood fashioned into a shabby doorway.  His inner gamer told him that a boss fight was coming, but he forced himself to focus as he stepped through the opening. 

“Damn,” he muttered as his eyes rose toward the ceiling some twenty feet above their heads.  That wasn’t the real reason though.  Tons of bones were scattered across the massive chamber, reminding him that snakes weren’t vegetarians.  The skulls looked like they could belong to the rabbit creatures from before, furthering Mary’s story about a war happening on their farm. 

Another doorway stood at the far side of the chamber, covered with bones that dangled from strings.  It was an interesting sight, for sure, but it was nothing compared to the enormous creature that rose from behind the bone pile.  It was a serpent, like the others, but the hind legs were thick enough to warrant comparison to a dinosaur.  While it wasn’t anywhere near as big as a T-Rex, it was still big enough to make his backside pucker. 

The other problem was that the giant serpent wasn’t alone.  A dozen smaller versions rose from the bones, or popped out from holes in the sides of the chamber, all with their eyes aimed at him.  He motioned for the girls to go back, just before Sheri loosed an arrow that caught a serpent in the throat.  It fell roughly fifteen feet from the ground, resulting in a crunch of dried-up bones when it landed in the pile. 

His initial fear proved false.  Once the serpent crashed to the ground, the big one slithered toward the door, pushing the bone drapes aside as it made its escape.  Once the tip of its tail disappeared, all hell broke loose, seeing every serpent charge at them.  Rhett stepped forward to cut off their advance, despite his shaking hands.

An arrow flew over his shoulder to stop one of the foes, but three more slithered at him from the mound of bones.  He didn’t want to deal with them all at once, so he charged in and began the assault. 
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There was too much happening for Rhett to keep tabs on everything.  The first three serpents were hard to deal with when a spear zipped past his head, but he managed to cut down two before parrying the blades of the third, leaving him in a duel with a creature roughly half his size.  It was insanely fast though, but Mary put an arrow through its eye as soon as it pulled back. 

“Thanks,” he shouted, sidestepped, and blocked the path of two more advancing serpents.  Arrows flew toward targets in the distance, but he couldn’t watch to see if they hit their mark.  Right now, he had to do his job and deal with whatever approached, which was slightly more than he could handle once two more slithered in. 

Rhett was far faster than before he spent his coins, but not nearly fast enough to contend with so many hissing mouths and tiny daggers.  The armor did its job for the most part, but he took a few slashes on the wrists whenever he parried or attacked, all thanks to the sheer number of opponents.  The girls did their best to keep the serpents at bay, but the wave seemed never-ending. 

“I don’t suppose you have some magic you’ve been holding back?” Mary growled as she slashed at a serpent that slipped past Rhett with her dagger.  “Because now would be a good time.”

“I really wish that were true,” he grumbled, plunged his sword into a throat, then used the body on the end to bat away two more trying to flank him from the right.  “Really, really wish that were true.”

They had to move back to keep the surge from overwhelming them, but their combined effort created bodies that the serpents had to contend with.  The pile offered Rhett a chance to slip in some cheap shots, adding to the mix and forcing the serpents to go around, rather than over.  Mary was by his side throughout, covering his back as they whittled down the assault.  All the while, a strange thought gnawed at the back of his head, much like how the serpents sought to gnaw on his flesh. 

“Are you out of arrows?”

“Oh, I’ve been out,” she chuckled and parried a dagger before swiping at the serpent with the other.  “How about you, Sheri?”

Rhett kicked at the serpent trying to close in on his leg, cleaved it with the sword, then spun the other way to deal with another who tried to use the pile of bodies as a launch pad.  The waves were down to small clusters, offering him a second to breathe here and there as he scanned the scene.  He didn’t know how long it’d take Mary to loot all of them, but he couldn’t wait to see what the final count offered. 

“Sheri?”

His eyes widened when he realized that Sheri had failed to answer her sister.  Honestly, he thought that Sheri was too focused to respond, or was still holding a grudge for their earlier argument.  He took a chance and whipped his head around, only to find a vacant doorway behind them. 

“She’s gone!” he growled, lunged at a serpent, and then whipped the sword around to rip the body off of it. 

“When did that happen?” Mary cried out before going into a frenzy that saw her taking down two serpents with relative ease.  “She was aiming her bow when I ran out of arrows.”

“That was a minute ago, perhaps two,” he replied and cut down another serpent, only to find that nothing else came from the right side of the pile.  He moved over to her side to discover that it was clear as well.  After a quick check of the holes above them, he walked back to the tunnel and shouted.  “Sheri!  Sheri!”

“Oh no,” Mary groaned and pointed at the bone door on the other side of the chamber.  Rhett didn’t see it at first, not until he looked beside the opening.  A bow and quiver were lying on the floor, making his heart skip a beat before he raced over.  In truth, he didn’t want to touch the bloody bones dangling from strings and rope, but he cringed and pushed through, ready to deal with whatever awaited them on the other side.  What he saw nearly made him drop the sword. 

“Sheri,” he muttered as his eyes shifted upward. 

The sister was wrapped in the tail of the large serpent that fled earlier.  Its thick body squeezed her middle, threatening to pop her breasts out from her armor as her head drooped from side to side.  He figured she was running out of air from the pressure, but her frozen wide eyes said something else was happening. 

“Okay, here’s the plan,” Mary whispered and pulled him to the side.  “I’ll go one way, you go the other.  One of us can land a blow from behind.”

“Yeah, sure, that makes sense,” he muttered, swallowed hard, and circled the chamber.  It was just as big as the other one, minus the bodies, and with a far smaller pile of bones.  Rhett carefully measured his steps to avoid stepping on anything, knowing that any noise would see the large creature darting at him.  When he reached a clearing, he took a gamble and looked at the pair to decipher what was happening.  All he could see was Sheri’s frozen look of terror, as well as the backside of the serpent. 

Rhett was almost in position when he found a cluster of long tree roots hanging from the ceiling.  He hated heights, but the image of falling down on the creature with the long sword in the lead seemed like a potential solution to the issue the creature’s size created.  Despite the fear, he knew it was the best choice, so he holstered the sword and started the climb.  Having thirteen in athletics instead of two saw him scrambling up the roots like a squirrel climbing a tree, making him smile as he occasionally looked back to check on the serpent.  Its head was starting to pull back, which he feared meant it would soon strike at Sheri.  His eyes shifted to see Mary at the other side, nodding at him like she understood what he had in mind.  

This cannot be a normal day on the farm, he groaned in his head while leaning back and forth.  The roots began to sway as he eyed his target, hoping to get as close as possible to avoid disaster.  He couldn’t wait for the perfect opportunity though, not when the mouth of the large serpent was stretching.  It had to be now, so, on the next swing forward, Rhett ripped the sword from the sheath, let loose of the roots, and fell toward the monster.  He had both hands on the handle of the down-turned sword, all while he prayed that the scaly skin wasn’t as thick as it appeared.  The weapon was aimed at the neck, which was an odd thing to say about a snake, but the scene shifted just before impact.  The creature drew back further to strike Sheri, just when Rhett came down with the sword. 

Rhett was so stunned by the results that he nearly let go of the sword that plunged through the skull of the large walking serpent, killing it instantly.  Sheri and Rhett were deposited on the floor as the body collapsed while Mary rushed in, screaming her sister’s name. 

“What…what happened?” Sheri muttered after a few good shakes.  Her eyes bulged when she looked down to see the tail of the serpent loosely wrapped around her.  Panic set in, but Mary helped to unravel the tail and pull Sheri away. 

Rhett wasn’t doing as well.  While the serpent’s head may have slowed some of his momentum, he lost his grip on the sword and fell the rest of the way.  Athletics must have covered agility, because he managed to kick off the serpent’s back at the last second, but his side still hit the ground fairly hard.  

“Now would be a good time to explain what you were thinking when you came in here alone,” Mary growled after hugging Sheri for nearly a minute. 

“I…I don’t know,” she stammered and rubbed her aching ribs.  “I saw something beyond the bones, something that…I just can’t explain it.”

“I’m betting it had something to do with the serpent’s eyes,” Rhett groaned as he walked toward them, hoping to shake off the damage from the fall.  “She looked hypnotized.”

“Well, stranger things have happened, I suppose,” Mary sighed and looked over at him, only to cock her head to the side and drop her jaw.  “Oh, I didn’t realize you were hurt.”

“It’s going away.  I just need a few minutes,” he replied before looking over at Sheri.  “What about you?  Does it hurt when you breathe?”

“Getting better, like you said.”

“Well, I believe the tunnel is cleared out, so we should gather what we can and move on.”  Mary let go of her sister and walked over to the body of the large serpent to press her hands against it.  Once more, her head cocked to the side, but she didn’t seem as confused this time.  “Rhett, I believe you must be the one to loot this creature.”

“Why me?”

“Because you were the one who killed it, and it is considered a boss, after all.”  Mary finished the statement and took Sheri’s arm, nodding at the other chamber before they started to move.  “We’ll get started in there.  Whatever this foul creature dropped is yours, and yours alone.  Okay?”

“We’ll see.  If it’s farm equipment, I’ll have to pass.”

That would be my luck, wouldn’t it?

Rhett waited until the girls moved on to the other room before pressing his hand against the serpent.  His phone pinged, making him groan when he remembered how hard it was to get the device out of the tight pocket.  He thought about slicing the edge to widen the hole, but then he remembered that the armor was borrowed from a man who habitually walked around with a pitchfork. 

“Well, let’s see what kind of garbage you have to offer,” he sighed, woke up the phone, and checked his inventory on the app.  His eyes widened and narrowed, not because he was woozy, but because of how lavish the loot seemed.  The easiest item to understand was the date coins.  There were only six, but, after seeing how drastically his swordplay improved, he was willing to gobble up every coin he could get his hands on. 

The second item made sense, considering where it came from.  A snakeskin leather chest piece was in his inventory, offering two athletics, two fortitude, and two to charm.  The last statistic made him chuckle, but he quickly equipped it so he could get their father’s vest off. 

It was the third item that blew his mind.  A class card.  Rhett had heard the term kicked around a few times, but part of him refused to believe in their existence.  It was there though, staring back at him from his inventory, begging to be equipped. 

“Time Turner,” he read before touching the arrow to open the description.  The class had three abilities:  slow time, speed-up time, and stop time.  There were two catches though.  First, he couldn’t equip the class card without points in ‘spell’.  Second, the duration of the spells was determined by how many points he had in the attribute.  As it stood, all three were at zero seconds.  “Well, crap.  I guess I’ll have to spend these then.”

Rhett felt a bit guilty for spending the date coins without speaking with the girls first, right until he remembered that they still had to deal with the rabbit infestation.  Six coins equated to three spell points, which not only allowed him to equip the class card, but altered the description of each spell.  Instead of zero seconds, each lasted for six, with a 20% effect for slow and speed-up.  Six seconds didn’t seem very long, but he accepted it for what it was and moved on, happy to just have a class finally. 

Rhett joined the girls in the main chamber.  The bodies must have disappeared, because there wasn’t half the mess as there was before.  Both were leaning shoulder-to-shoulder, staring down at the phone in Mary’s hand when he approached. 

“Get anything good?”

“A lot of coins,” Mary cheerfully replied as he stopped in front of them.  “And some junk that’ll disappear once the date is over.  How about you?  Did you get anything helpful?”

“My first class card,” he boasted with a grin. 

“Ooh, what kind?” Sheri asked and pushed Mary’s phone down like she wanted her sister to offer their new friend all of her attention. 

“Time Turner.”

“Huh, never heard of it.  What’s it do?”

“I bet it has something to do with time manipulation,” Mary offered and put her phone away.  “It also sounds like a class that uses spells.”

“Yeah, it does.  I got a few coins in there.  I hope it’s okay that I used them.”

“About that,” Mary said before turning to lock eyes with her sister.  Sheri gave her a nod, so Mary pulled her phone back out and went at it with her thumbs.  “We looted enough coins to get Father’s money back, so why don’t I send the rest of them over to you.”

“I don’t think…”

“You helped on the farm all day,” Mary interrupted and shook her head without bothering to look up, “you fought for us even though you’d never carried a sword before, and, oh, right, saved my sister’s life.  I’m pretty sure we’re in your debt.”

I’d rather negotiate some other form of payment, he muttered in his head as his eyes looked the sisters over.  The ping from his phone ruined the thought though, so he pulled it out to see how many coins she sent.  It was only six, so he didn’t feel as bad as before, freeing him to spend the gift without guilt.  Three points in spell did wonders.  Not only did slow and speed up increase to 30% effect, but the duration for all three spells increased to twelve seconds. 

“Okay, thanks.  Let’s uh…yeah, let’s go deal with the rabbit problem.”

The tunnel for the rabbit layer was on the other side of the farm, which gave him a chance to see more of the property.  The walk showed him the purple corn in Josh’s picture, which left him questioning whether or not his friend had been to this farm.  That was absurd when he considered how many acres of corn existed on Earth, which he imagined compared well to the purple corn on whatever world he was on currently. 

The rabbits were a bit faster than the serpents, but nowhere near as hearty.  Rhett didn’t even need to use his new spells to deal with the majority of them, not until they reached the main chamber that was eerily similar to the serpent one.  Vegetable remains replaced the piles of bones, and the boss that ran to the next chamber was almost too cute to hunt down.  The fight was as teeth-clenching as the serpent one, but using his ability to slow down time saved the day.  Not only could he knock down thrown spears with relative ease, but he could cut through four rabbit warriors as well.  Slow had a cooldown, just like abilities in RPG games, so he pulled the girls to the tunnel whenever he had to wait.  That proved pointless when he tried out the other spell, speed, which felt the same as slow when he ran out to cut through some enemies.  The girls told him he moved like a blur, so he accepted it for what it was before they moved on to the final boss. 

He couldn’t cheap shot the big rabbit like he did with the serpent, but he managed the fight without taking much damage.  Stopping time was as fun as the description suggested.  For twelve seconds, Rhett was free to hack and slash at the big rabbit all he wanted, turning the fight into a bloodbath when the duration ended.  The girls threw a few spears they stole from the bodies of the smaller foes, bringing an end to the fight and freeing them to loot. 

The haul wasn’t as good as before.  Sure, they received forty date coins in total, which they elected to split in a manner that favored the girls, per Rhett’s insistence.  They also received a quiver of green quality, which went to Mary since Rhett had no use for it.  Mary argued with him for a while about the quiver, reminding him that he could always sell it to earn more coins.  As it stood, he was more than happy with the outcome, so he insisted that she keep it.

The goals were achieved, so they headed back to the barn so Rhett could change back into the clothes the app applied to his body when he first arrived.  His loins screamed with relief when the tight pants were removed, but, sadly, no hands reached around from behind to grip his shaft.  He was nearly exhausted anyway, so he put the borrowed armor back in the box, stowed his sword and chest piece into his inventory, and walked to the house for dinner. 

The meal was awkward, and not just because they ate rabbit stew.  The father, whose name was never offered, sneered at anyone who spoke.  After a while, they caught on to eat in silence until their plates were washed.  He didn’t want to overstay his welcome, so he headed to the porch to wait for Mary to come say goodbye.  To no surprise, both of the sisters came out, groaning and shaking their heads as their father’s lecture quieted with the closing of the door. 

“Let’s walk to the barn for this,” Mary offered, took his arm, and led him off of the porch.  Sheri took his other arm, which felt wrong since their father was probably staring at them through a window. 

His feet felt like they were buried in mud, likely because a part of him wasn’t ready to go back to work tomorrow.  The girls didn’t catch on.  They moved like they couldn’t wait to be rid of him, which made his chest ache for some reason. 

“Well, I guess this is goodbye,” he muttered when they walked inside the barn.  The girls let go of his arm, so he took a few steps forward so he could turn around and look at them both.  “I really had a good time.  Well, mostly.  Some of those fights were a bit brutal.”

When he turned around, he witnessed something straight out of every man’s fantasies.  Two beautiful twin elves were stripping off their clothes, smiling as they fought back their giggles.  While the back of his mind knew exactly what was about to happen, the front was paralyzed, leaving him frozen in place until the girls were down to their tank tops and panties.  With the ‘gloves’ off, they raced toward him, giggling as their cheeks turned red.  
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No resistance was offered, and no questions escaped his lips.  It wasn’t that Rhett didn’t have any, he just refused to do anything that could potentially end a dream that every man had in the back of their mind. 

Hands unfastened his suspenders while another set untied his boots.  Rhett was jerked back and forth as the sisters worked his clothes off of his body, blissfully fighting back the smile that threatened to consume his face.  No sooner than he slipped out of the clothes than both girls tried to kiss him, only to have their cheeks bump into one another in the process. 

“We really should have worked this out beforehand,” Mary groaned and pulled her sister back.  “We can’t both kiss him at the same time.”

“Technically, we could, but I think we’d have a hard time looking at one another afterward.  How uh…how are we doing this?”

They’re arguing over who gets what part of me, he squealed with delight in his head.  One of those bosses must have killed me, and this is my version of heaven. 

“Well, since you already had a turn going down, then I suppose I should start there,” Mary replied and turned to look at his dangling member.  “I don’t see what had you worked up earlier though.  It doesn’t seem all that big to me.”

“Oh, just wait,” Sheri sang, walked up to Rhett’s side, and turned his chin so she could stand on her toes to kiss him.  He couldn’t recall if he kissed Malei or not, but he knew he hadn’t kissed Sheri earlier.  In fact, it was his first kiss on an Elf Date, which froze his lips as his mind tried to confirm the theory.  Sheri pulled back and offered him a confused look, proving that he needed to get his head in the game. 

“Sorry, just a lot to process is all,” he chuckled, wrapped his fingers around the back of her head, and pulled her in for a kiss.  Her upper lip tasted salty from all of the sweat the day produced, but that only left him hungrier.  Her mouth was small compared to his, making it easier to win the battle over who grabbed whose lower lip.  Sheri’s were certainly plump, and firm, refusing to squish between his lips as he drew her into his mouth. 

Lips weren’t the only thing being drawn into mouths.  Rhett had just tilted his chin in the other direction when a hand lifted his cock and gave it a few gentle tugs.  Lips followed shortly after, kissing the smooth skin under his hood.  His mouth froze as he moaned, leading to Sheri growing bored and biting down on his neck to reclaim his attention.  His hand slid down her back and pulled her into his hip while her hands explored his chest.  He was in heaven.  Frozen, but blissful, greedily anticipating what could happen next. 

“Oh, God, you were right,” Mary gasped.  He looked down to see her staring at his fully erect cock with wide eyes.  Her hand only covered half of his shaft, and the nearly-purple head looked too big for her mouth.  “I know how awkward this sounds, but I’m going to need some help down here.”

“See, I tried to warn you,” Sheri sang and sank to her knees. 

The girls each took a side, but neither of them seemed eager to be the first one to the prize.  Rhett’s dick slowly shrank as the girls looked from it to one another, silently suggesting that the other go first. 

“Okay, let’s lay down some rules,” Sheri started, proving that she might be the one to take charge.  “No eye contact, and we both keep our shirts on.”

Damn it. 

“We’ll be able to dress quicker if Father comes out,” Mary replied with a nod.  “Okay, but try to wipe off some of your drool whenever we switch, got it?”

“I make no promises,” Sheri laughed, cupped his sack with her hand, and leaned in to take the first go.  She kissed her way up his shaft, returning the blood flow until his head was nearly pointing at the ceiling.  His toes curled when her lips found the smooth skin beneath his hood, all while he contemplated what he should be doing with his hands.  Partly wrong, but oh so right when he elected to cup the back of their heads to feel their silky hair against his palms.  He didn’t pull anyone, he just let his hand follow Sheri’s head as she moved up and down his shaft, gracing him with her tongue. 

Mary kept ducking her head in like she was going to do something, but she backed away whenever Sheri worked her way back up.  They needed some help, so he threw caution to the wind and directed traffic.  He wrapped his fingers around Sheri’s hair and guided her lips to the base of his shaft, then pulled Mary forward until her mouth was against his tip.  She didn’t hesitate to kiss it, or pull the skin into her mouth as a soft moan escaped her.  The two worked in unison, but their eyes occasionally locked with one another, making him wonder what they were thinking. 

The results spoke for themselves.  He let go of Sheri’s hair when he felt her skull push back against him.  When he looked down, the sisters shifted closer to his thighs and turned toward one another, closed their eyes, and leaned in.  Two sets of lips graced him from either side, making his eyelids flutter as his toe knuckles popped.  The sensation was unlike anything he’d ever experienced, leaving him wishing that the moment could last for hours. 

Well, not hours, but…

Any guy in his position would do the same.  While the girls slid their lips across his shaft, he cast the spell to slow down time, offering him a view that nearly made him nut on the spot.  Their slow movements sent his nerve endings into a tailspin, making his lower abdomen tighten so hard that he swore the muscles would tear.  Their lips curled into smiles as Sheri’s tongue slowly slipped out of her mouth, then she turned and took him inside, tracing his hood with her tongue along the way.  Clear drool poured out of him and into her mouth, making her moan in a long, slow tone that didn’t sound right.  He knew it was the spell, but the oddness kept him from exploding into her mouth when the spell ended. 

“We need to move things along,” Mary announced, rose to her feet, and walked over to the stacks of hay.  She grabbed a blanket and threw it over one that was roughly hip-high to him, slid her panties off, and stared at the stack like she wasn’t sure which way to position herself. 

“Just pick a position,” Sheri groaned, stood up, and pulled  Rhett’s arm to lead him to the promised land.  Mary was still frozen with indecision, so Sheri took her shoulders in her hands, spun her around, and nudged her until she lay with her back on the stack. 

“Hey, easy on the…”

“You’ll thank me later,” Sheri interrupted, walked around to Mary’s head, and reached down to pull Mary’s tank top over her breasts. 

“Hey!”

“He deserves to see the goods,” Sheri breathed, walked behind Rhett, and pushed until his dick bent between Mary’s legs.  “Come on, we can’t stay out here too long, and I want a turn before Father comes out here with the pitchfork.”

The thought of a violent interruption added to his performance anxiety, because he was already wound up about how he would last long enough to bring both women to climax.  Sheri was right though.  They couldn’t draw this out for hours, so he gripped his shaft and rubbed it over Mary’s crotch, spreading her tiny, nearly non-existent folds. 

“Hmm, I wonder if that’s my spit, or yours.”

“Gross,” Mary groaned and laid her arms under her head so she could see.  “Try to keep that to…oh!”

Rhett chose the perfect moment to try to get his dick into some elf pussy.  Mary was just as small as her sister, which saw her vagina stretching around his hood, fighting the entry despite how wet she was.  He backed off and tried again, but she was too tight to penetrate. 

“This is taking too long,” Sheri growled, walked over to Mary’s side, and threw her leg over her sister’s chest.  A shriek sounded as Sheri leaned down, grabbed Rhett’s dick, and promptly spit on the end of it.  In any other circumstance, it would have been gross, but he couldn’t deny the need for lubrication.  While her hand spread the saliva over his head, she leaned down and repeated the process on her sister's pussy, drawing another shriek before she rubbed it in with her fingers.  “The things I do for you.”

The act worked.  Seconds later, his head was slipping into her tight vagina, sliding its way past the tense muscles that threatened to squeeze him out.  His shaft was rock hard though, so he backed out and tried again, spreading her fluids within her until the head managed to penetrate the muscles.  

“Oh, damn,” Mary whimpered when his cock was a third of the way in, making a moving lump form over her crotch.  He’d seen it a few times in porn videos, but never dreamed in a million years that his average-sized dick could achieve the feat. 

Sheri didn’t get off of her sister.  Instead, she leaned in to get an up-close view of the action, smirking as his cock threatened to split her sister in half.  Rhett tried to get a rhythm going, but Mary dried up quickly, and her muscles refused to relax long enough for him to get going.  An idea came to mind, and he’d never get the chance again, so he pulled out, gripped his cock, and shoved the head into Sheri’s gapped mouth. 

“Mmph,” she managed as his cock slid into her mouth.  She took the hint and gripped his shaft to keep him from going in too far, bobbed her head to get him good and wet, and then backed away and shook her head.  “Warn a girl next time.”

Rhett chuckled and guided himself back into Mary, whose breast he wished to see while he pushed his way deeper within her womanhood.  Sheri must have caught on, because she sat up, pulled up her tank top, and gave him a show by squeezing her own breasts.  They were pale, rounded, and absolutely breathtaking, making him forget what he was doing until Mary groaned. 

Going hard wasn’t an option, not when his cock would tear her open.  Rhett fucked her slow, relishing in the muscles that tightened around his shaft as he slid in and out of her, drawing moans and whimpers depending upon which direction he was going.  He wasn’t doing anything with his hands, so he laid on her mound with his thumb against her exposed nub.  Gently he rubbed to match the pace of his movements, making her legs tighten around his hips.  Sheri reached out and grabbed behind her sister’s legs, drawing a muffled ‘thank you’ that ended in a squealing whimper.  After a minute, he caught Mary’s hand disappearing behind her sister, followed shortly by muffled screams.  He knew she was about to explode when her muscles squeezed so tight that his tip nearly slipped out of her, but he forced it back in and continued to rub her clit.  He bit his lip when the contractions nearly grew too intense, right up until the screaming intensified, his cock shot out of her, and creamy fluids dripped down her crack. 

“Finally,” Sheri growled, climbed down from the stack, and pulled her sister off.  “I thought you’d never finish.”

“You…you try…taking him,” Mary managed between gasps as she stumbled out of the way. 

“Whatever.”

Sheri didn’t take her place.  Instead, she patted the blanket to tell him what she wanted.  Rhett didn’t think it was a wise decision, but he shook some of the cream off of his cock, laid on the stack, and watched as Sheri climbed onto him.  She didn’t waste a second.  Sheri groaned and shifted from one knee to the next, pulling off her panties along the way before tossing them aside.  She shook her head and winked at him, then crouched over his cock to permit him to see what their god have given her.  Unlike her sister, Sheri had some thin little folds which spread apart nicely as she slid across his dick.  Her eyes closed instantly, she bit her lip, and dug her nails into his stomach as she readied herself. 

“I could cum doing this,” she breathed before giving him a nod to announce that she was ready.  Without missing a beat, Rhett reached down and lifted his cock, right into those warm, welcoming folds until he found the target.  She wasn’t as tight as her sister, which led to her pussy sliding down his cock with relative ease, requiring but one retreat to get him inside.  She couldn’t take all of him, not when his head met her wall with a third of his shaft hanging out, announcing that she too would have to bite down on something to prevent their father from hearing her cries. 

She started out slow, rocking her hips forward and back, easily herself into him while her mouth hung open.  Her eyes squeezed tight, just like her pussy when she tried to pick up the pace.  Those wonderful pale tits rose and fell with each breath, then shook when her hips jerked erratically. 

“Just a little one,” she chuckled, shook her head, and shifted her legs until her feet were on the stack instead of her knees.  Rhett couldn’t help but shake his head, knowing that she’d never be able to drop her bottom onto him.  He elected to help out by gripping the base of his shaft, giving her a stopping point that her anatomy could handle as she slid down onto him.  “Good idea.”

“Not as good as mine.”

Rhett’s head turned just in time to see a pale, dripping-wet bottom slide over his face.  Knees forced their way between his arms as Mary lowered her pussy onto his face.  She laughed when his nose tried to penetrate her, and then she slid down to correct the alignment.  He wanted to see Sheri grind him, but having a moist mound on his lips was equally as enticing. 

It was happening.  He had a gorgeous woman riding his cock, all while an equally pretty woman patted her pussy against his tongue.  She tasted like salty goodness that his tongue couldn’t lap up quickly enough, and Sheri’s weight on his cock had his balls so tight that he almost pleaded for a break.  He didn’t though, he pleasured Mary while Sheri picked up her pace, grunting and moaning as his thick cock slammed into her pussy.  He gripped Mary’s hips to guide her where he wanted, alternating between licking her clit or probing her hole with his tongue. 

Having to focus on what he did with his mouth kept his dick in the game long enough for Sheri to cry out.  Warm fluids spread down his shaft, but he ignored the sensation in favor of driving Mary into a heated frenzy.  He couldn’t get enough.  His fingers dug into her soft flesh as he shook his lips in hopes of drawing another climax out of her.  He didn’t want to stop with that.  He wanted to take turns bending each of them over the stack, perhaps with them side by side, or on top of one another so he could pull out and give his dick to the other sister.  It wasn’t going to happen though, not when his loins felt like they were going to erupt at any second, and he doubted that farmgirls took birth control pills. 

“I’m coming,” he announced with a muffled voice against Mary’s folds. 

The girls sprang into action.  Sheri climbed off instantly, stood beside the stack, and pushed his hand away so she could take over.  Mary crawled over him, let out an ‘eww’ of protest, but wrapped her lips around his head while her sister jerked him off.  He couldn’t see what was happening down there, but watching Mary’s tight little pussy open and close was just as good.  He felt the stream shoot out of him, gagging Mary as his steaming goo launched into the back of her throat.  Sheri kept jerking, but pushed her sister’s head back so she too could get a taste.  Moans sounded as she sucked every last drop out of him, but she never slowed her hand.  The intensity grew overwhelming, but Mary sat on his chest, preventing him from sitting up to pull Sheri away. 

“Too much,” he groaned and tried to reach around Mary, only to have her grab his hand and place it over her breast.  His fingers squeezed as Sheri went to town, jerking, sucking, moaning, and groaning.  It didn’t seem possible, but he swore another climax was building, just when Sheri pulled off to gasp for air. 

“Your turn!”

Mary wasted no time.  She dove in to take her sister’s place, thrusting her lips down his shaft until he felt her tonsils.  She didn’t stop there.  Instead, she dove deeper, squeezing his hood through her throat until her nose hit Sheri’s hand.  The tightness seemed wrong, like he was trying to take a virgin ass, but he bit his lip and let the elf do as she pleased.  Before long, she too backed off for air, slid off of his chest, and kneeled on the opposite side of her sister.  They looked at one another for a second, nodded, and pressed their lips around his shaft once more.  Sheri patted his stomach, which he didn’t understand until he realized neither of them gripped his shaft.  A lightbulb clicked, so he dug his heels into the edge of the bottom stack, lifted, and thrusted his way between their mouths. 

The sight was amazing.  Two nearly-identical women graced his cock, all while he dictated the pace.  His glistening head slipped in and out of his view as the girls stuck out their tongues.  He couldn’t see who did it, but he felt a hand grip his sack, while another dared to probe him somewhere else.  It was more than he could endure, and a hot load shot onto his stomach, proving that a man could achieve two orgasms when the situation called for it.  He was completely spent, so he laid his head and let his shaking legs fall, all while tongues and lips went to work cleaning him off.  He heard someone run off.  When he turned, he was graced with a moonlit view of Sheri’s naked bottom as she leaned out of the door.  If he could truly turn back time, he'd ready himself again and take her where she stood. 

“The porchlight just came on,” Sheri gasped, ran over to the pile of clothes, and threw his suspenders at him.  “Get dressed, now!”

His body didn’t wish to comply, but he didn’t want the girls to get into trouble.  Despite his shaking frame, he threw on his clothes and boots, grabbed his phone, and turned as the sisters dove into him.  They squeezed until his back popped, then pulled away while Mary dug out her phone. 

“Goodbye, Rhett,” Sheri said with a sad face and a little wave.  “Maybe we can do something again sometime?”

“I’d…”

Before he could finish, the barn disappeared, as well as the two blissfully happy women and their smiles.  He found himself back on the couch, wishing that he could go back and offer a better goodbye than the time allowed. 

His phone said it was late, so he got up and headed to the shower, despite the protest of his weakened frame.  Part of him wanted to leave the fluids on him as a reminder.  However, now that his loins were fully satisfied, he couldn’t imagine not washing off.  Once he was done, he wrapped the towel around him and went to his room, where he collapsed on the bed and let out a content groan. 

A familiar ping sounded, making him smile as he pulled the phone from his chest and checked the notification.  Mary, and probably Sheri, had just offered their review.  He opened the app to find another five stars waiting for him, along with two dating coins and some changes to his attributes that made his head cock to one side. 

	Rhett Freeman
	Human
	Rank	11,988	14,422
	Tier		1
	Rating		5
	Successful Dates		3
	Failed Dates		0
	Total Dates		3
			
	Athletics		13
	Spell		6
	Fortitude		4
			
	Fun		3
	Charm		3
	Attitude		4
	Intelligence		3
	Kindness		6
	Prestige		3
	Bed Rating		7
	Appeal		4.14
			
	Dating Coins:
		12
			


Having three successful dates and an improved ranking fell to the wayside when he got down to his main stats.  He understood why his bed rating went up, but the fact that kindness and fun improved confused him a bit.  All he could think of was that the girls had a good time, so he accepted the changes as he considered what he wanted to spend his coins on. 

He didn’t get a chance.  A prompt popped up asking him to review Mary, so he accepted, gave her five stars, and offered some pleasant comments about his time on the farm.  Part of him wanted to warn guys about their father, but he didn’t want to do anything to ruin the possibility of them finding suitable husbands from the app. 

Mary’s review had nothing bad to say either.  She spoke of his hard work, his heroics, and something else that lit his cheeks on fire.  She stated that she wasn’t womanly enough to handle his massive cock, and mentioned that every girl should experience it at least once. 

“That’s going to draw some attention,” he sighed and started to close the app, only to have a message come across. 

I’m sorry that I didn’t say goodbye.  I really, really, like you, Rhett.  Truly.  I’d love to go out with you sometime, but I know Father would never allow it.  If it weren’t for him, I would beg you to delete the app and stick with me.  We could get our own farm, raise a family, and live out our days in pure bliss.  I respect my father though, and he’d never give his blessing to marry a human.  I know we didn’t spend much time together, but I would seriously give us a chance if it were possible. 

“Yeah, me too,” he sighed. 
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Rhett gripped the stick gently, but firm enough to allow control without losing any precision.  Brinna moaned softly, making him smile as he focused on making her night extra special.  She deserved nothing less, after all, not when all of her past experiences involved taking the blow for Jody, so to speak.  He wanted to ease her into it though, which was why he chose easy and relaxing over hard and strenuous. 

“I can’t get the banana to come out right,” Brinna groaned and dabbed her paintbrush.  “Why can’t it just be round?  I can do round.”

“You’re not expected to become an amazing artist on your first try,” Rhett chuckled while using the blade to smear the paint a bit on his piece.  “Remember, this is supposed to be fun while trying something new.”

“Oh, I get that,” she sighed, narrowed her eyes, and leaned toward her easel.  “While I am all for trying something new, I fail to see how failing at something so trivial can be considered fun.”

Rhett swallowed the sigh that threatened to erupt from his throat like a punctured tire.  After listening to Brinna for a few days, he decided to take his advisor out on a ‘date’ that didn’t involve the app on his phone.  After scouring Google during his lunch break, he found that there was a couple’s art class tonight, which sounded like a good time on paper.  He didn’t catch on that Brinna was a bit of a perfectionist, which stole the joy from the evening quicker than the father of the twins during his date yesterday. 

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have picked this,” he offered before looking over at her.  Her face was all business, proving that she wasn’t having as good of a time as he’d hoped.  “I would have asked, but I wanted this to be a nice surprise.”

“Oh, I was rendered speechless when you brought up the subject,” she replied while cleaning off her brush.  “And I would be having a wonderful time if I could just manage to get the curve of the banana right.”

“You don’t have to get it right, Miss…?”

Rhett looked up at the art instructor.  Only then did he realize that he’d never heard Brinna’s last name, so he perked up as the balding man walked over with a bushy brow lifted at his friend. 

“Connel,” she spoke up in a clear, semi-cheerful voice that Rhett was learning to recognize.  He’d heard her use the tone before.  It said ‘I’m only being nice for the sake of being nice right now’.  Hearing her use the tone twisted a nerve in his heart.  Bringing her here was a mistake, one he’d have to remedy before long. 

“Miss Connel,” he replied with a nod before walking around to check her work.  “Oh, I don’t see anything to worry about.  It definitely looks like a banana.”

“To you, perhaps,” she grumbled and dabbed some black around the top tip of her banana. 

“If we wanted it to be perfect, we’d take a picture, wouldn’t we?” he continued with his hand on her shoulder.  Rhett didn’t care to see the man’s hand on her, but he reminded himself that this wasn’t a date, Brinna wasn’t his girlfriend, and there was nothing to suggest that their status would ever change.  “Don’t worry about mocking the fruit on the table.  Instead, paint what’s in your mind, or your heart.  I’ve seen students turn the fruit into anime characters, alter the angle and focus more on the window, or even wilt the fruit to look like they’d rotted.  I worry a bit about those, but, to each their own.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” she sighed with her sideways stare showing that she didn’t care for the man touching her either. 

“Now then, let’s see what Mr. Freeman is up to,” he chuckled cheerfully and walked over to stand behind Rhett.  Rhett froze, knowing that one word would ruin the surprise he created, but the man merely clapped his shoulder and moved on. 

“Oh, so you get a free pass?” she hissed after the teacher moved on to the next couple.  “Let me guess, you’re a part-time artist and you came here to show off?”

“Eh, something like that.”

Rhett went back to work on his painting, which didn’t have a single piece of fruit in it.  He was secretly painting Brinna’s profile, complete with the easel.  He wished she would smile though, because the constant sneer she made while focusing wasn’t something he wanted to portray on the canvas.  Her statement wasn’t wrong.  He used to dabble in painting in high school and college, but hadn’t touched a brush since graduation.  His take on her beauty was a bit abstract, but he hoped she’d appreciate the gesture more than the class itself. 

Rhett was working on her hair when his phone vibrated against his leg.  It wasn’t the first time it went off during the class, nor the fourth.  It happened so often that he had to pull it out and put it on vibrate.  So far, half of the messages came from Elf Date, which sent his imagination spinning every time a notification came through.  In the back of his mind, he pictured some hot elf woman reaching out to offer him a date, although past history said otherwise.  The troll and the two gnomes came to mind, making him shake his head and sigh before he went back to work on the painting. 

Guilt crept its way into his soul.  All Rhett wanted was to show Brinna what a date was like.  From the looks of things, all he managed to accomplish was to show her that dating was something horrible that could only end in disaster.  He had to admit that there was some truth to that.  If his dates had all gone well, he wouldn’t be single. 

The class ended thirty minutes later.  The teacher made everyone stand shoulder-to-shoulder with their art in their hands for a picture.  Brinna faked a smile for the photo, but she never bothered to look over at him.  Her lack of interest stung a bit, but he accepted that it was probably for the best.  Part of the class fee included bags that would protect their art for the drive home, or while they were at dinner, in their case, so at least he could keep it hidden.

The art studio was within walking distance of his apartment, leaving them but a few options for dinner on the way back.  Rhett almost groaned when Brinna pointed at a familiar restaurant, the same one where he and Bert had their date a few months back.  He didn’t want to make the evening worse than it already was, so he bit his tongue and smiled while holding the door open for her. 

“Ooh, they serve pizza here as well?” she gushed before smiling up at him from her menu. 

“It won’t be the same as the one we ordered the other night.  They use a fire oven here.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Fire cooks faster, but with consequences,” he sighed and scanned the menu in search of something that would sit well with his upset stomach.  He made a decision right then and there not to take Brinna out on a date ever again.  The last thing he needed was to have her join the short list of women who never wanted anything to do with him after one meeting.  If he screwed up again, he could wind up losing a friend as well, which was the real reason why nothing on the menu appealed to him. 

“I’ve ruined the evening, haven’t I?”

“No,” he moaned, rubbed the tension from his temples, and looked up at her.  “You didn’t ruin anything.  I just picked a bad activity for our…for this.”

“That was an odd pause,” she replied and squinted at him.  “A very odd…”

“Are you ready to order?”

Rhett was never so thankful for an interruption.  He smiled up at the waitress, even though he didn’t have a clue what he was going to order.  Right now, he was just happy to draw the attention away from the slip of the tongue he almost performed.  Rhett didn’t tell Brinna that this was a date because he didn’t want to give her the wrong idea. 

“Yes, I believe I’ll have the feta cheese pizza,” Brinna sang while her finger ran down the menu, “and a glass of white wine.”

“Excellent, and you, sir?”

“Uhm, beef and broccoli,” he managed while pondering whether or not a beer would make him feel any better.  He pictured himself going on a depressing rant if he became drunk, so he threw the thought aside and sought a safer option.  “A Sprite, I guess.”

“I’ll put the order in right away.”

Rhett handed over his menu, took a sip from his water, and looked around to see if he recognized anyone.  If he ran into someone from the office, he’d have a hard time explaining why a beautiful woman like Brinna was slumming it with a loser like himself, so he drummed up a lie to tell anyone who might recognize him.  All the while, he felt eyes on him, eyes that tried to pierce his skull to read his thoughts. 

“This is a date, isn’t it?”

“Not an actual date,” he replied, fighting to mind his tone. 

“We went to a couple’s art lesson, and now we are sitting in a romantic restaurant for a quiet dinner,” she stated while the waitress returned with their drinks.  Rhett nodded his thanks, but the elf’s eyes never left him, making him wish that the booth would just swallow him whole already.  “I believe that is the very definition of a date, is it not?  Why don’t you wish to label it that way?”

“Because I didn’t want you to think…you know, that I was coming onto you,” he groaned and took a sip from his glass.  The Sprite was supposed to soothe his stomach, but he may as well have eaten a trapeze so his stomach could do flips properly.  “You made it sound like you’d never been taken out before, so…”

“You wanted to give me the experience with someone I’m comfortable around,” she finished for him while swirling her wine around in the glass.  “That is very sweet of you.  Now I wish they’d served wine at the art studio so I wouldn’t have made such an ass out of myself.”

“You weren’t an ass.  You were just out of your comfort zone.  It happens to everyone.”

“Yes, but it happened while you were trying to do something nice for me,” she sighed, took a sip, and set it down so she could smooth out her napkin.  “I imagine most women would have jumped for joy when they discovered that their date wished to do something as unmanly as art lessons.  My apologies, Rhett.  You chose the right activities, just the wrong woman.”

“You’re not the wrong woman.”

“The other women seemed to be enjoying themselves.  If they weren’t all married, I would have attempted to set you up with one of them.”

“You’re off the clock,” he chuckled, hoping to lighten the mood.  “No worrying about my love life tonight.”

“I would be far less worried if you would have told me what happened on the farm yesterday.  You’ve barely uttered a word about it.”

“It was a…it was complicated.”

“Was it, or are you afraid that I will judge you for something?” she questioned with a raised brow.  “Rhett, I have witnessed the deepest, darkest, scariest corners of the male mind.  I very highly doubt there is anything you could say or do that would upset me, yet you keep dodging the issue whenever I ask.  Have I done something to lose your trust?”

“You haven’t lost my trust.  I just…it was weird, okay, and I’m not proud of how it ended.”

“Do you plan to see Mary again?”

“No, and it was mutual, but not because of our feelings,” he sighed and looked over at an older couple down the aisle from them, pondering how the man ever managed to get their relationship to work.  “Her father doesn’t like humans.”

“Or men, I imagine,” she chuckled and reached out to put her hand over his.  It was a simple gesture, but it meant the world to him.  “I’m guessing that the ending is what demands your silence on the matter.”

“Yeah, and I’d really appreciate it if I didn’t have to talk about it.”

“Were you rude?”

“And we’re talking about it.”

“I must ask questions, Rhett,” she groaned and squeezed his hand.  “As your advisor, and your friend, I hope, I must learn what you do on dates that prevent you from obtaining a second one with the same woman.  I cannot help you if I do not know all of the details.”

“Okay, fine.  I slept with both of them at the same time.”

The outburst couldn’t have come at a worse time.  The waitress was next to him when he started, but he didn’t realize it until the last word escaped his lips.  Not only did he want the booth to swallow him whole, but he wanted it to crawl out of the restaurant and take him to the wilderness so no one would see the look of horror on his dead body. 

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” the waitress stated with reddened cheeks, “but I forgot to ask how you wanted your beef cooked.”

“Medium, thank you,” he managed without burying his face in his hands.  He could feel Brinna’s eyes on him as the waitress quickly walked away, making him slump in the booth as he awaited an inevitable lecture. 

Brinna released her hand to cover her mouth.  At first, he thought she was fighting the urge to scream, but the way her eyes squinted said just the opposite.  Out of nowhere, she burst into laughter, drawing everyone’s attention as Rhett sank deeper and deeper into his seat.  “That’s what you were worried about?  Seriously?”

“Can you lower your voice?” he hissed, noting that the old couple he stared at earlier were now staring at him.  “Everyone is looking at us.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she cackled and fanned herself with the wine menu.  “I just can’t believe that you were too embarrassed to tell me.  That’s why I was so worked up at the studio, by the way.  I thought you were being quiet because you were mad at me, or something.”

“Really?  I thought you just hated what we were doing.”

“Well, I was frustrated about the banana thing,” she chuckled and wiped a tear from her cheek.  “Honestly, if I can’t paint a banana, how will I ever paint a beautiful cock?”

“Uhm…what?”

“Just trying to keep the laughter going,” she groaned and took a drink.  She swallowed hard before offering him a smile that seemed to light up the room.  “Sorry, it was just the first thing that popped into my head.  No, Rhett, that doesn’t bother me at all.  Well, so long as you knew beforehand that you weren’t going to see Mary again.”

“I met her father before things got frisky.  It was never going to happen.  They had the date on there to coax somebody into helping with their pest problem, which turned out to be snake people and rabbit warriors.”

“That sounds dangerous.  Did you get anything for it?  Well, other than two dreamy twins?”

“I got my first class.”

“Which one?”

“Time Turner.  Really came in handy.”

“I’ve never heard of it.  I assume it has something to do with time manipulation?”

“Yeah.  I can stop time, speed myself up, or slow everything down for a while.”

“Really?  You can’t reverse time?” she questioned and lifted her glass.  “I would have thought reversing would have been more important.  Well, it’s a good thing, I suppose, or you’d still be reliving your moment with the twins over and over.”

“How many more jokes do you have?” he asked, knowing that they’d never switch topics until she had them all out. 

“Oh, just a few, but I’d rather drop them into the conversation naturally.”

He didn’t mind that she poked at him for having a three-way.  Right now, all he cared about was that the air was cleared between them, she was smiling, and everything was right with the world once more.  They went on to have a pleasant meal after that, but the mood changed when they left and started home.  The look on Brinna’s face said she recognized the fountain from the picture with Bert, but he shook his head and gently tugged her hand when she tried to say something.  He didn’t want her apology.  He just wanted her to have a good time. 

It was late when they got home, and he had to be up early for work, so they talked briefly before settling in for the night.  He took a shower so he could save time in the morning, then walked into his bedroom to find his painting of Brinna on his bed.  It was still in the bag, and he never summoned the nerve to show her, but he didn’t want to risk making things weird between them by getting it out.  So, he hid it in the closet, plopped down on the bed, and finally allowed himself to check his Elf Date notifications.

It was more of the same, although he did discover that drow elves were a thing.  The suggested pairing showed a few pictures of a slim elf woman with dark gray skin, red eyes, and pure white hair, just like in video games and other forms of fantasy.  The date she offered to all of the guys involved hunting a rare animal, which didn’t appeal to him at all, so he moved on to the actual messages, and not the app’s suggestions. 

The gnome women from before were at it again.  This time, they sent steamy pictures of them in lingerie, but he merely shook his head and moved on.  After a while, he realized he was exhausted, so he closed the app, set his alarm, and rolled over to go to sleep. 

Don’t worry ladies.  I’ll pay more attention to you after I’ve had my eight hours. 
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The morning proved that Brinna wasn’t quite ready to let the twins thing go.  She woke up early and made breakfast for him, which consisted of two sunny-side-up eggs, two sausage strips, and two pieces of toast.  He admitted it was funny, but the fact that the bottom of the eggs was burned made him wonder if the next ‘date’ should involve a cooking class. 

Tuesdays were just as bad as Mondays, in his opinion.  Sure, there was one less day to worry about, but the high of the previous weekend was gone, leaving coworkers with less speaking topics before everyone headed to their offices, or, in his case, their cubicles. 

Despite his workload, Rhett couldn’t help but succumb to the song sung by the addictive app on his phone.  He was too tired to look at his messages last night, so he found ways to sneak out his phone to look them over while he worked. 

The two gnomes were at it again, still hunting for a big man to satisfy them both.  Their efforts were a little less subtle this time, considering they held a baguette between them while licking it from opposite sides.  It was less vulgar than the orc woman crushing a beer can between her massive tits.  He hoped it was a beer can.  For all he knew, it was a keg.

Rhett had just swiped to a bio that looked far less intimidating when the air pressure changed in his cubicle entrance.  He quickly shoved the phone to the side, praying that his boss didn’t see him staring at orc-porn he’d never be able to explain.  The worry was unjustified.  It was just Josh, who looked like he just ran a marathon to get here.  In Josh’s case, a brisk walk down the hall could have left him just as sweaty and out of breath. 

“Big news on the E.D. front.”

“Don’t call it that,” Rhett hissed with a sneer.  “You do realize what everyone else thinks E.D. stands for, right?”

“Oh, crap, good point,” Josh grumbled and ducked into his cubicle.  “Big news though.  A major event just popped up on my phone.”

“Major event?” he asked and quickly flipped through his messages until he reached the end.  “I didn’t get one.”

“That’s because you’re still at tier one, buddy.  Lucky for you, I’ve got your back,” he chuckled and whipped out his phone.  “There’s one opening left, so I can extend an invite to you.”

“An invite for what?”

“An event, dumbass,” he groaned and crouched down, only to grab his hamstring and sit on the edge of his desk instead.  “Sorry, I was bent over all night, if you know what I mean.”

“Not a mental image I want.”

“Fair enough.  The event is twelve guys and one girl…”

“Pass!”

“It’s not like that.  Damn, horn ball.  Is your mind always in the gutter?”

“Only when I’m around you,” Rhett sighed and motioned for him to spit it out. 

“It’s a competition.  The premise is a bit vague, but there’s an item of blue quality for whoever makes it to the end.  Do I need to go on, are do you already have seven blue-quality items in your inventory?”

“You know I don’t.  Does it say what we have to do to win?”

“Nope, but it’s worth a shot, right?  I’ve only received one blue item so far, and I’ve been at this for months, so I shouldn’t have to tell you how big of an opportunity this is.  Do you want the invite before some other slob slides his way in?”

“When is it?”

“At lunchtime.”

“We can’t.  We’d never get back in time.”

“That’s the beauty of it,” Josh chuckled and leaned in to drop his voice.  “The time is filtered.  One hour there is a minute here.  We’d have forty-five hours depending on how long it takes to run to your car.”

Rhett didn’t even think about running to his car, so it was a good thing Josh said something.  If he stuffed his lunch down his throat on the way to his car, he would have plenty of time to see what the prize was all about, assuming he could win.  If not, at least he could see what the competition was like, which didn’t sound like the worst idea.  Plus, now that he was spending all of his time on Elf Date, or with Brinna, he barely saw Josh anymore.  Josh was annoying at times, but he was a good friend, one Rhett would hate to drift apart from. 

“Okay, send me the invite.”

“That’s my boy!” Josh yelled with far too much enthusiasm for an office.  Unlike Rhett, Josh didn’t show any signs of embarrassment.  Instead, he went right to his phone to send the invite, which Rhett quickly accepted just to get his friend away from his desk before anything else happened. 

Not knowing what the event entailed drove him crazy throughout the rest of the morning, especially since Josh’s outburst made him accept without reading over anything.  For all he knew, the event required all twelve guys to strip themselves naked, oil up, and wrestle for some perverted gnome woman.  In fact, the more he thought about it, the more possible it seemed given the messages he received from a certain set of gnomes. 

The vagueness of the date wasn’t the only issue on his mind.  He was going on a date without consulting his advisor, which seemed like another display of distrust.  Last night didn’t help matters any.  While Brinna seemed perfectly okay with the fact that he’d slept with two women at the same time, he couldn’t get past the fact that she didn’t seem to enjoy herself until they sat down for dinner. 

The failed pseudo-date wasn’t all he had on his mind.  No matter how genuine her offer to help straighten out his love life seemed, he couldn’t look past the fact that she was putting her newfound freedom on hold just to aid a guy who couldn’t buy a second date.  It wasn’t fair to Brinna.  She should be back in her home world, helping her family figure out what to do with their lives.  She had to be homesick, even though she seemed to enjoy her time on Earth. 

On the surface, dude.  Only on the surface.

The thought stung.  Sooner or later, Rhett knew he’d have to figure out how to date without Brinna’s help, or Elf Date, for that matter.  Sure, it was an amazing distraction to his mundane life, but he couldn’t picture finding his future wife on an app filled with elf women from another world. 

The reality sank deeper and deeper within him as the day rolled on.  A plan slowly formed, one that saw him using Elf Date for a few weeks, or a month, tops, just until he built up his confidence enough to handle dating on Earth again.  In some small way, it was already working.  He spent hours on the farm with two beautiful sisters, but he didn’t become shy, mutter, or do anything embarrassing.  He’d never gain a date with a woman as beautiful as Mary or Sheri, so he decided to keep using Elf Date until he learned how to break his mold, so to speak, and then move on with renewed confidence. 

The confidence was non-existence when lunchtime rolled around.  His heart was pounding in his chest as he raced out to his car, stuffing down his sandwich and apple along the way.  When he sat down, he found a timer counting down on the app, signaling that he only had three minutes until the date would begin.  Calling it a date when there were twelve men involved was laughable, but he wasn’t sure how else to label it.  He sucked down half of his Coke, then looked around as he waited for the timer, only to discover a problem.  What if somebody saw him disappear?  He'd never be able to explain it, and the company surely had cameras in the parking lot.  He could explain taking a nap though, so he leaned the seat back as far as it would go, wishing that the motor would hurry up as the last minute slowly ticked down.  His head disappeared beneath the side panel as the last second passed.  The car went dark for a second, followed shortly by the sound of waves gently crashing on the shore. 

I really hope swimming isn’t involved.

Rhett imagined some sort of triathlon unfolding as light pierced his eyes, forcing him to raise his hand to cover them.  He was lying down on a beach with huge jagged rocks just beyond the shore, splitting the water as the waves drew dangerously close to him.  Rhett scurried away so he wouldn’t get his work clothes wet, only to remember that Elf Date always put him in something ridiculous.  This time was no exception.  All he had on were a pair of broken-down shoes, simple pants with the calves shredded away, and an open vest with no buttons.  When he looked up, he saw an impressive-looking half-orc man in similar attire, touching his phone while shaking his head.  Bit by bit, the tattered clothing was replaced with thick armor, followed shortly by a massive axe that filled in every stereotype he knew about the man’s race. 

I should get my sword out, he thought while standing up to brush the sand off of himself.  After getting out his phone, he realized that he had a new piece of equipment he’d forgotten about.  The snakeskin chest armor stared up at him, making him shake his head for not remembering it sooner, or failing to set up an auto-equip he imagined the app used.  He had to make do with the pants and shoes though, because he hadn’t anything in his inventory to replace them with.  When he equipped the black oak sword, a snigger sounded, drawing his attention to a muscular elf man with gray skin and jet-black hair. 

“Really, that is your weapon of choice?” the man laughed in a low voice. 

Rhett didn’t say anything.  Instead, he stowed his phone and looked around, hoping to find Josh in the mix.  While Rhett wasn’t the smallest person in the group, he certainly felt like the least intimidating, right until he found a small elf woman in the mix.  He figured she was there for some other reason, so he kept looking until he saw Josh pop up further down the shore.  Josh was up to his ankles in water, making him groan and stomp away as the sea poured out of his worn shoes. 

“Hey, nice vest,” Josh laughed when he neared.  “Does…crap, I had a joke ready for this.”

“I’ll just go ahead and roll my eyes now so we can pretend you burned me,” Rhett sighed and turned to face the rest of the group.  He counted, starting with Josh and himself, but couldn’t get the numbers to equal twelve unless he included the elf girl.  That didn’t seem right, but he shook his head and looked off to the right to see a wooden platform above them.  “I guess that’s where we’re supposed to go.”

“Just a second,” Josh muttered and scrolled down his phone.  “I just need to…”

Rhett burst into laughter when Josh’s attire swapped out in front of his eyes.  Baggy purple pants appeared over his legs, but they stopped at the knees with a pair of white stockings covering his calves.  A frilly white dress shirt covered his chest, which didn’t seem to match the shiny black loafers on his feet in the slightest. 

“Oh my god, are you a bard?”

“Eh, kind of,” Josh replied and stowed his phone, only to roll his eyes when he realized Rhett was still smiling at him.  “You can laugh all you want, but I’ve been laid a dozen times since I got this outfit.”

“By who, a convention of blind troll women?”

“Funny.”

Rhett had a few more jokes to dish out, but he caught movement in his peripheral vision.  When he turned, he saw that everyone was moving up the hill toward the wooden platform, so he nodded to Josh and headed up as well.  Trees blocked their way, forcing them to fall in behind the crowd.  He felt bad for Josh.  No matter where his friend stood, he wouldn’t be able to see unless he went over to where the girl elf was.  She opted to lean against a tree though, so Rhett swallowed the suggestion, just as soft footfalls came from the platform. 

Their ‘date’ stepped to the edge so everyone could see her, but his eyes sent mixed messages to his brain.  At a glance, she looked like a tall, robust elf woman with dark leather armor and blonde hair.  Her skin was green though, which went well with the bright green eyes that scanned the group while her fingers flexed within her gloves. 

“Well, I’m glad to see everyone could make it…”

Okay, so the girl is one of the twelve.  Interesting.

“…My name is Gendra,” she continued, scanning the field of potential partners below her while her right biceps twitched.  “Like many of you, I turned to Elf Date in the hope that someone out there would prove to be as strong, cunning, and capable as myself.  Someone who could stand by my side and forge a path into the future.  What I found instead was little more than pathetic, weak men who are mere slaves to their animalistic urges…”

Josh didn’t say anything, but Rhett swore he could feel his friend growing smaller beside him.  It was hard to fault either of them.  In this place, Gendra was tired of guys like Josh.  In the real world, Josh was tired of girls like Gendra.

“…that is why I created this event.”  Gendra took to pacing across the platform while she spoke, pausing only to look someone in the eye from above before moving on.  “You will notice that there are no tier ones among you…”

Are you sure about that?

“…and all of you hold an average rating of 3.5 or higher.  Today, you will face a great challenge.  The twelve of you are competing against one another.  You know the prize, a blue-quality item, one I assure you is quite rare.  Not only that, but, should I find the winner desirable, I will consider allowing them to court me.”

“What’s the challenge?” the half-orc brute interrupted without bothering to raise his hand.  “I already know I’m going to win, but I’d like to know what we’re supposed to do.”

Cocky jerk.

“Your confidence borders arrogance, Mulkur,” Gendra sighed and ceased her pacing to stare directly at him.  “You would do well with a lesson in manners, if any of your fellow suitors is capable of giving you one.  The event is simple.  Survive, because I am going to hunt you.”

A few murmurs broke out, forcing Gendra to hold up her hand until the voices died down.

“Saving grace applies.  Should you die, or when, the stipulation of the date will return you to where you came from.  The rules are so simple that they are nearly non-existent.  You may run and hide anywhere on this island, engage me in battle until I submit, or you may eliminate one another.  The only rule is that you cannot fight on the shore.  The main reason is to remove the thought of everyone gaining up on me together.  The last group attempted that, unfortunately.  I should warn you that it did not fare well for them…”

Rhett turned to gauge the expressions of the crowd.  A few, including Josh, seemed terrified.  Others, like Mulkur, looked like they couldn’t wait for the event to begin, likely so they could kill the competition the second they stepped beyond the shore.  Rhett found himself somewhere in between, leaning toward an early death/elimination.  While he found Gendra relatively attractive, she seemed like the kind who would keep him beneath her finger at all times, which was something he swore never to endure again.

“Weapons and armor are allowed.  It may seem unfair to those of you who haven’t earned many items, but I didn’t claim that the event would be fair.  When one of you has been eliminated, a notification will go to your phone.  Also, so fewer of you go home with nothing, I have decided to add a small incentive.  Whenever I take a suitor down, I will leave a small token in their place.  For the most part, the gift will consist of a handful of date coins, but there will be exceptions.  You may choose to ignore the offer, or use it to your advantage.  Now then, are there any questions?”

“What if two of us work together to take you down?” a slender elf man asked with a nearly identical man next to him, nodding his head. 

“Then I will have quite an interesting time afterward, won’t I?” Gendra replied with a wicked smile as she looked the two men over.  “If that happens, then the two victors will have to decide who gets what prize.  Anything else?”

“Yes,” Josh called out with his hand raised.  Gendra rolled her eyes immediately before nodding, which really didn’t speak well for his friend’s chances.  “Are you willing to give diplomacy a chance?  I’m sure we can find a suitable mating…I mean meeting ground.”

Horn ball!

“Diplomacy is for businessmen and politicians,” she groaned as her eyes slowly closed.  “There is no room in my life for such nonsense, nor on this island.  If you wish to speak, I suggest you do it loudly, and in the open, so your fellow suitors may find you.  Now then, I’m growing tired of speaking, so let’s begin.”
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Everyone ran in different directions once they realized that Gendra had started the event.  Almost everyone, that is, because Josh chased after Rhett, yelling out for him to slow down. 

“Will you stop yelling,” Rhett hissed after waiting for nearly thirty seconds for Josh to catch up.  “Do you want to give away our position?”

“You’re taking this seriously?” Josh laughed and leaned with his hands on his knees to catch his breath.  “Didn’t you see those guys?  What kind of chance do we have?”

“I don’t know about you, but I’d like to see how well I can do.  Don’t you want to see how you stack up against the competition?”

“Yeah, it’s called the ranking system.”

Rhett rolled his eyes and groaned, pondering whether or not he could maintain his friendship if he left Josh behind.  Gendra, or the other suitors, would hear him from a mile away if he didn’t learn to quiet down.  They needed somewhere to lay low, and he spotted a small cave, so he grabbed Josh by the arm and pulled him toward it. 

“Oh, smart,” Josh laughed once they were inside.  “Well, assuming that the bear moved on.”

“I don’t think this island is real.  That reminds me, where do we go when dates begin?  I don’t think they’re real places.”

“As long as the place comes with a comfy bed, I couldn’t care less.  Now, what’s our strategy?  Hide here and then circle back to pick up the loot from the losers who die first?”

“I’m starting to think we’re the losers who will die first,” Rhett groaned, pulled out his phone, and cupped it against his chest to dim the glow.  “I know you’re a higher tier than me, so why can’t you keep up?”

“Are you kidding me?” Josh laughed and walked over with his own phone.  “Why would I waste my coins on crap like athletics when I can boost my charm stat to coax off the panties?”

“Please tell me you’re not that…” he started until he looked over at Josh’s bio.  A lot of points had been placed into his spell stat, but there was nothing at all in athletics or fortitude.  In the main section, the only stats that were above one were intelligence (five, because Josh was a capable I.T. worker), and charm, which stood at an eye-popping seventeen.  Rhett shook his head, but fought back a laugh when he saw that Josh’s bed rating was as bad as the other ignored attributes. 

“You see what I mean?” Josh cried out and waved the phone in his face.  “I’m not built to fight.”

“You didn’t build yourself, you mean.  Why didn’t you put any points into athletics, or bed rating, for that matter?”

“I didn’t see the point.  Sure, I guess athletics would improve my stamina, but why would I care if the girl gets off?  Hit it and quit it, right?”

“Nobody says that anymore,” Rhett groaned and stowed his phone so he could look outside.  “And nobody who gained anyone’s respect said it back then.”

“You can judge me all you want, but the notches on my metaphorical headboard say that I’m kicking your butt in the booty department.”

“You can have that title if you shut up.”

Josh started to respond when both of their phones pinged.  The friends looked at one another for a second, then pulled out their devices.  It was a notification from Gendra.  One of the suitors had been eliminated already, leaving eleven, and a small pile of loot somewhere. 

“Don’t fall for it,” Rhett groaned and put his phone away.  “The only reason Gendra is putting loot where we die is to lure us to her.  She’s trying to see how stupid we are.”

“Or greedy.”

“Yeah, good point.  On the bright side, we weren’t the first ones to get eliminated.”

“I’ll bet it was that elf chick,” Josh groaned and casually walked closer to the mouth of the cave.  Rhett wanted to jerk him back since his bright attire would draw attention, but he didn’t see the point in bothering.  Soon enough, if he didn’t ditch his friend, they’d both get taken down.  Rhett didn’t think he stood much of a chance, even without having to protect Josh, but there was a competitive voice in the back of his head that he didn’t know existed.  He wanted to win, not because he wanted a shot with Gendra, or the blue-quality item.  He just wanted the victory. 

“You know…”  Josh started and leaned against the wall of the cave.  “…circling back to the beginning wouldn’t be a bad idea.”

“What?  That’s a…well, no, that’s actually smart.  If we can get behind Gendra, then we could walk behind her and scoop up everything she puts down.  I might even gain some knowledge about how she fights.”

“Like that would do you any good.  I wouldn’t mind getting some date coins.  You know, without having to pay for them.  Those prices are one-time only, by the way.  Once you buy coins, the rates go up.  Well, I bet you already knew that.  I saw your bio.”

“I haven’t bought any yet.”

“What?  That’s impossible.  Your athletics is so high that I thought I was running after…okay, I can’t think of any athletes right now, but you get my point.  You really expect me to believe that you didn’t buy any coins?  Not even one time?”

“Nope.  I’ve earned them all.”

“How?” Josh growled and stepped over in front of him.  If Gendra was an archer, now would be a perfect time to put an arrow through Josh’s back.  “How the hell did you earn so many?  What are you doing, braiding their hair for them, or some friend-zone crap?”

“I just do what feels right,” he sighed and looked over Josh’s head since his friend was only 5’8”.  “I’m nice to them, and respectful.”

“Like I said, friend-zone crap.  I bet you haven’t even been laid yet.”

“I slept with twins yesterday,” he countered just to shut him up.  “At the same time.”

“Oh, I bet they were ugly too.”

Rhett didn’t bother responding.  Instead, he pulled out his phone, pulled up Mary’s last message, and handed it to Josh.  His friend read it aloud, laughing at the parts where Mary explained why she couldn’t be with him.  However, when he touched the tiny portrait to blow it up, his eyes widened, his jaw dropped, and Rhett swore his colorful pants tightened. 

“You’re kidding me.  Both?  At the same time?”

“Yup.”

“I’d say you’re lying, but you’ve got nothing but five-star reviews, so you’ve got to be doing something right,” Josh grumbled and flipped through the phone before handing it back.  “So, what was it like?  Did they kiss each other in front of you while you jerked off?”

“Uh, no.  They had to lay down some ground rules when it came to one another.  Just imagine what it would be like between you and me if we tried to take a girl at the same time.”

“Not the mental picture I want right now,” Josh sang and shook his head before throwing his hands up.  “I don’t get it.  Is it because you’re so freakishly tall?  Is that what they like?”

“I really don’t know.  Maybe they like me because I don’t act like bedding them is my only goal.”

“Really?  That’s what you think of me?”

“Tell me I’m wrong,” Rhett growled and looked down at him.  “Tell me that getting laid isn’t the only reason why you’re on Elf Date.”

“I’m not like that,” Josh growled back after huffing for a few seconds.  “I don’t go after these girls just for sex.”

“Okay, why else?”

“Because,” he muttered and fussed with his hair for a second before letting out a loud growl.  “Because I’m lonely, okay!”

His voice echoed in the cave, and into the woods as well.  Rhett closed his eyes and drew in a breath, knowing that something bad was about to happen.  All the while, Josh went on a rant, scolding Rhett for thinking so little of him. 

“I mean, come on, we’re best friends, aren’t we?” he cried out and threw his hands around.  “You should know me better than that by now.”

“Josh.”

“All I was trying to do was get you to stop moping around about Bert.  You were becoming obsessed, seriously.  So it didn’t work out.  Big deal.  Move on to the next, or the next, until you finally find one that does work.”

“Josh.”

“No, I’m not done,” he groaned and pointed a finger at Rhett.  “You’ve always judged me.  You don’t always say it, but I know you do.  It’s like when…”

“You may as well come out!” a hearty voice called from the woods.  “The whole island can hear you.”

Rhett closed his eyes and breathed through his nose.  He recognized the voice.  Mulkur, the half-orc stud who could probably take them both down with one meaty fist tied behind his back.  Josh’s eyes were wide when Rhett looked at him, but he didn’t seem sorry. 

“Well, at least you finally shut up,” he sighed and leaned over to see if he could locate the guy.  He thought he saw a shadow that looked like him, but he couldn’t lean far enough to confirm.  “How do you want to play this?”

“I’m thinking that you can go out there and beat him to a pulp,” Josh chuckled nervously while straightening his fine shirt.  “While I stand back here and cheer you on.”

“So, just like high school, huh?”

“I really wish I could deny that, but…”

“Come on, I don’t have all day,” Mulkur growled and stepped out far enough that Rhett could see his boot.  It was a huge boot, one he wouldn’t want to have shoved up his butt.  “Tall guy, little halfling bard, come out of the cave.”

“Did he just call me a bard?”

“I thought you’d be more upset about the halfling part,” Rhett sighed, pulled his sword from the sheath, and worked the fight through in his mind.  If he used all of his spells in order, he might be able to take the guy down, but he wasn’t sure if he was up for killing a real person.  Sure, saving grace meant the guy wouldn’t actually die, but the memory would likely haunt Rhett.  It wasn’t like Josh could do anything though, so he sucked in a deep breath and prepared himself to head out to face the music.  “Just try not to…”

The boot he was looking at abruptly spun around in the other direction, followed shortly by a grunt.  At first, Rhett assumed that another suitor tried to attack Mulkur from behind, which seemed a bit bold, but the growl that accompanied the grunt didn’t sound manly.  With a lump in his throat, Rhett pressed himself against the cave wall and inched forward, keeping an eye on the boots that danced back and forth in the small clearing.  Just as the sun warmed his arm, he realized that it wasn’t another suitor. 

“It’s Gendra.”  Rhett reached back and snared Josh by the shirt so he could pull him forward. 

“Hey, watch the threads.  This shirt wasn’t cheap.”

“Just watch.”

Mulkur was twice Gendra’s size, at least, but the brute couldn’t land one hit with his massive axe.   That didn’t surprise Rhett since he assumed the half-orc was on the slow side, but the fact that Gendra was unarmed baffled him.  She spun away when the axe came down, dug her heels into the ground, and launched a knee into the orc’s exposed ribs.  Rhett could hear the crunch from the cave, as well as the sound of the air expelling from what he assumed was a collapsed lung.  Gendra followed up with three rapid punches to the same ribs, making Mulkur grunt and growl with each blow before staggering away. 

“She’s a monk,” Josh muttered.  “Maybe a fighter class, but definitely something along those lines.  Damn, her fists have to be as rough as bricks to hit a half-orc like that and not break a bone.”

“I’m starting to question our chances here,” Rhett replied while Gendra crouched, drew back, and then launched herself foot-first into the orc’s face.  Mulkur spun in place as blood shot out.  The axe fell to the ground, followed shortly by the brute who tried to claw his way back to his feet. 

“I don’t want to die like that,” Josh whimpered and backed away from the entrance. 

“Saving grace, remember?”

“Yeah, but that only kicks in when you’re on the verge of death.  Do you really want that memory stuck in your head when you try to go to sleep?  I don’t know about you, but I’d rather have demon-girl pussy on the brain.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised if that killed you too, but I get your point.  Let’s hang back and let her move on.  Maybe we’ll lose when the timer runs out, or something?”

“There is no timer.  Either we win, or we die.  Either way, we’ll have to fight that chick eventually.”

“Then go out there and help Mulkur.  Maybe he’ll team up with us if we save him?”

“Are you kidding me?  He’ll use me like a club.”

A low-quality one that breaks after one use.

Rhett didn’t have a response ready, and the events unfolding outside of the cave suggested he wouldn’t have to bother.  Mulkur was on his hands and knees when Gendra walked up, threw her ankle up by her shoulder, and cracked down on the orc’s skull with the heel of her boot.  Mulkur disappeared before he could collapse, leaving them with one less person in the pool. 

“What’s  she doing?”

Gendra reached into a pouch hanging from her belt and pulled out a phone.  After tapping it a few times with her finger (like an old person would), a small item appeared in her palm.  She dropped it where Mulkur fell, wiped her hand on her pants, and went back to the device.  She was typing something, which got Rhett thinking about what happened the last time a suitor was eliminated. 

“Did you silence your phone?”

“What?”

A bad feeling swept through his bones.  Any second now, both of their phones were going to ping when the update came across.  The combined sounds would echo in the cave, giving Gendra their location, who would then proceed to beat them both into a bloody pulp.  Rhett knew they couldn’t win, but he really wanted to see what she dropped in the orc’s place. 

“Hold on.”

It didn’t matter what Josh did, because he wasn’t going to be in control of his body much longer.  Their phones pinged as he grabbed Josh’s arm.  Gendra looked up at the cave, only to freeze when Rhett used his spell to pause time.  He only had twelve seconds, so he scooped Josh up and ran past the woman, fighting the urge to grab whatever she dropped along the way.  He could smell the orc’s blood on the ground, but he used the fear the scent brought to quicken his pace. 

Rhett counted down in his head as he put some distance between them and the cave while he dodged through the trees.  When he got to ‘two’ in his head, he slid to a stop, put Josh behind a tree, and wrapped his hand over his mouth. 

Time started again.  Josh flailed as he tried to talk and break free of Rhett’s grip right away, forcing him to whisper in his friend’s ear.  As soon as he calmed down, Rhett let him go and ducked around the tree to watch as Gendra stalked the cave entrance. 

“What was that?” Josh whispered with a gentle nudge with his elbow to get Rhett to back off.  “And that better be your sword in my back.”

“I got the time-turner class card,” he replied.  Gendra was in the cave, so he relaxed a bit, even though she could run out and head their way at any second.  “I paused time long enough to carry you out of the cave.”

“And you didn’t think to use that when the orc was calling us out?”

“Actually, I was going to use it to take him out.”

“Oh, that’s dark.  I approve though.  Why didn’t you use that same gusto on her?”

“I’m not sure.  I guess I’m hoping to pick up everything she drops from the other guys.”

“Okay, but you know what I’m going to ask next, right?”

“I won’t use it to have sex with a woman against her will, perve.”

“Okay, but what about…”

“Yes, I slowed time during a highlight-reel moment, okay?”

“That’s my boy.”

“She’s coming back out.  Don’t move.”

Gendra walked out of the cave shaking her head.  She paused long enough to look back like she couldn’t believe it was empty, then turned and headed deeper into the island.  Rhett pulled out his phone and started a timer to give her a full minute to walk away.  As soon as the minute passed, he stowed the phone and traced his steps to where Mulkur went down, eying the item throughout. 

“So, how are we going to handle this?”

“Oh, it’s definitely yours,” Josh laughed and ushered toward it with both hands. 

“Really, just like that?  No arguing?”

“I don’t have a leg to stand on.  Dude, you’re the one who kept us alive.  Now, I’m going to put my phone on vibrate, which I suggest you do as well, then you’re going to pick that up and use it to get us to the end of this little game.”

“Works for me,” he sighed, silenced his phone, and crouched.  It was an envelope, so he doubted that Gendra left any date coins behind.  With a shaking hand, he picked it up and opened it, only to find a hand-written message that glowed as he read it.  His phone vibrated as soon as he was done, then the message turned to ash in his hand. 

“Dude, what was that?”

“An update for my class card,” he chuckled as he read his bio.  “Now I can go back in time twelve seconds.”

“That has a lot of uses,” Josh laughed.  “You could take back something dumb you didn’t mean to say, fix an attack that almost killed you, and…”

“Go ahead.”

“And  relive your orgasms.”

“Yeah, I figured that’s where you were going with that.”
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They decided to follow Gendra, hoping to pick up every item she put down until the game was over.  Rhett was confident that he could keep them alive until then, given that he could pause time or slow it, assuming that they weren’t on cooldown.  All four of his spells seemed insanely overpowered, but it wasn’t like he was going to argue. 

“So, have you uh…you know, killed anyone with those spells?”

“Some bosses,” he replied while squinting to see if he could locate Gendra up ahead.  “A serpent and a rabbit.”

“Really, you had to stop time to kill a rabbit?”

“It was a big rabbit.  You know, with big pointy teeth.”

“I hate that movie, and you know it.”

“Oh, I know.  That’s why I’m smiling.”

“I mean, there were parts of it that were okay, but British humor is so…”

A scream sounded to their left before Josh could finish his sentence.  The pair looked at one another before Rhett nodded toward a tree.  Without a word, they hid behind it.  Josh looked in the direction of the scream while Rhett looked up ahead, expecting to see Gendra running back at any second. 

“That was definitely a girl,” Josh whispered.  “Maybe somebody is attacking Gendra?”

“I doubt Gendra screams like that.  My money is on the elf girl we saw in the beginning.  Remember what Gendra said?  We can take each other out if we want.”

“Yeah, I can see some of those guys attacking that poor little chick.”

“She’s your height.”

“She’s two inches shorter, jerk.  Is Gendra coming?”

“I don’t see her.  Let’s go check it out.”

“Seriously?  Do damsel-in-distress situations give you a big boner or something?”

“Something.  Don’t worry.  I can get us out of there if the situation is bad, okay?”

“Just as long as you carry me to safety and not her.”

Rhett laughed a bit at the remark, but kept his eyes on the woods as they quietly worked their way toward the sound of the scream.  They must have traveled two hundred feet when they reached a small hill with a few boulders at the bottom.  Three people were on the ground beside the rocks.  Two were the handsome elf men who made fun of Josh’s attire earlier.  While that still made him mad, it was nothing compared to what they were doing to the short elf girl.  They had her pinned face-down, fighting to get her shorts off as she kicked and thrashed. 

“Okay, I like this stuff in porn,” Josh hissed beside him as they watched the struggle, “but only because it’s all fake.  This is just wrong.”

“Yeah, and that’s why we’re going to stop them.”

“We?”

Rhett didn’t want to waste time coaxing his friend into doing what was right.  Instead, he pulled back the sword and charged the trio with no worries about how much noise he made.  The two guys turned their heads instantly, then released the girl and grabbed their swords before launching onto their feet.  Rhett waited until they were close before pausing time, slid to a stop, and pulled back to hack down some asshats, only to have his sword lock when he tried to swing forward. 

“Crap,” he whimpered as the sword shook over his shoulder.  The sneering face before him definitely deserved to have a sword plunged through it, but Rhett couldn’t get his hands to take the life of a defenseless person. 

Luckily, Rhett had just finished an X-Men marathon not too long ago, and some of his favorite cinematic scenes of all time were still fresh in his head.  He quickly sheathed the sword, turned the nearest guy toward his friend, and then backed away, just as time started once more. 

The results weren’t as good as in the movies.  The two elves slammed into one another, but neither landed a blow with their weapons that would take out the other.  They were stunned though, which worked, right until he realized that he needed to do something besides stand there. 

“Alright, gentlemen, we need to cool down here,” he tried with the sword in front of him defensively.  “I couldn’t let you do that to her.”

“It’s none of your business, human,” one of them growled and started forward.  “The girl was dumb enough to enter the competition.  Remember what Gendra said?  No rules.”

“Yeah, I don’t think Gendra would be too thrilled to know she had a couple of freaks like you two on her island.  So why don’t we…”

The elf man in the back screamed, making Rhett flinch as the first one whipped around.  The other fell to his knees before collapsing onto his face, revealing the source of his outcry.  The elf girl was behind him, holding a bloody dagger as she sneered at the first guy.  Rhett didn’t think she’d stand a chance in a fair fight, which was why he did something he knew he’d regret for years to come.  As soon as the guy started toward the girl, Rhett drove his blade forward, piercing the back of the ribs until the tip was deeply lodged in his body.  The guy slowly turned his head in disbelief, only to receive a dagger to his manhood for allowing himself to become distracted. 

Both men were down, but Rhett couldn’t stop staring at the blood on his sword.  He dropped it like it was a snake prepping to strike, then jammed his fingers into his hair as he tried to process what had just happened.  After nearly a minute of bleeding out, the two men disappeared, but the blood on the ground and his weapon remained. 

“I didn’t need your help,” the girl groaned, cleaned her blade off on the grass, then picked his up and did the same before handing it back to him.  “First time, huh?”

“Yeah, definitely,” he managed through the lump in his throat. 

“They’re not really dead.  Remember that.”

“Yeah,” Josh chimed in as he hurried toward them.  “It’s like PvP in a video game.  You killed their characters, that’s all.”

“Did he get hit on the head?” she asked while looking at Rhett.  “He’s speaking gibberish.”

“It makes sense where we come from,” Rhett sighed as Josh’s suggestion slowly made him feel better.  “I’m Rhett, by the way.  This is Josh.”

“My lady,” Josh replied in a smooth tone and bowed. 

“Nice shirt,” she laughed and shook her head before coming back around to Rhett.  “I’m Prue.  You probably don’t believe this, but those weren’t the first guys to try to force themselves on me from Elf Date.”

“What happens to them?”

“Well, you give them no stars, not that they would care, and then the app asks why you’re being such a bitch,” she sighed and sheathed her dagger.  “If you’re honest, and the guy has something similar on his record, then he gets banned from the app.”

“I think I’d rather see them go to prison, but…”

“Yeah, me too.  So, you two are still alive, huh?  I’m actually shocked.”

“Why?” Josh laughed and leaned against Rhett with his arms folded over his chest.  “We’re tough enough for this crowd.”

“Him, maybe,” she groaned and nodded up at Rhett, “but definitely not you.”

“Oh yeah, and what about you?” Josh grumbled in his defensive tone.  “We’re competing for the hand of a woman, so why are you even here?”

“Please, Gendra is bi-sexual, just like me,” she snorted and turned to look down the path the guys came from earlier.  “Speaking of which, she probably heard all of the noise.  We should split up and get out of here.”

“Maybe you should stick with us?” Josh asked.  Rhett knew what was happening.  “You know, so no other guys try that crap.”

“Maybe,” she sighed and looked up at Rhett, “but I’m really worried about that spell you used.  How do I know I won’t find my clothes on the ground and a pale dick up my ass?”

“He wouldn’t…”

“You don’t,” Rhett interrupted.  “You don’t know me, so I can’t give you a reason to trust me.”

“Dude, you just saved her.  She should trust you.”

“No she shouldn’t,” he chuckled and shook his head.  “We could be planning to do something worse to her, for all she knows.  I can’t blame her for thinking that.  Plus…”

“Your spell class raises some red flags,” Prue offered when he failed to finish his sentence.  “Honestly, if you’d killed those guys when you stopped time, I’d say you were going to win this thing for sure.  That brings me to a problem.  You see, I really want to catch Gendra’s eye, but I can’t do that with so many sausages running around this island.  No offense.”

“As long as they’re not breakfast sausages.”

“What?”

“Nothing,” Rhett groaned and gave Josh a look that said ‘Will you please shut up?’  “So, what were you thinking?”

“I was thinking I could thin out the herd,” she replied, causing Rhett to reach for his sword.  “Not that way.  The other way.”

“Other way?”

“Oh, I know where this is going,” Josh laughed with a beaming smile. 

“Are you going to share, or are you keeping it all to yourself?”

“Dude, she’s offering to bribe us.  You know, to get us to drop out.”

“Not both of you,” she grumbled and looked from one man to the other.  “Just one, and nothing kinky.  Quick and to the point, then you find a way to off yourself.”

“Wait a second, are you saying…”

“Rhett, a moment, if you would?” Josh interrupted, grabbed his arm, and led him a dozen feet away. 

“Are you seriously going to take her up on her offer?” Rhett hissed and looked back at her.  Prue was pretty, and short, which he imagined appealed to his friend, but she didn’t compare well to the girls Josh claimed to have bedded from the app. 

“Think about it,” Josh whispered and turned so his back was to Prue.  “What chance do I have at winning this thing?  Be honest.”

“Next to none unless you find a good hiding spot.”

“Exactly.  This is what I’m here for.  Besides, she’s a drow.”

Rhett didn’t believe him at first, not until he turned to look Prue over again.  Her gray skin and white hair certainly matched the description of the sub-race of elves, but he didn’t see that being enough to make Josh want to drop out of the competition. 

“Are you sure about this?”

“Yes,” Josh laughed and patted his arm.  “I see this as a win for everyone.  She gets to eliminate one of us, and I’ll even let her stab me if she wants.  Also, you’ve got a real shot at winning, and I’m only holding you back.”

“I wouldn’t say…” he started until Josh raised a brow at him.  “…okay, but only because you built yourself wrong.”

“I’m starting to see that, okay?  We can get together sometime and compare notes.  I mean, sure, I love how often I get laid, but you’ve got to be doing something that you’re not realizing.  That’s the only way you could have gained so many coins.”

“Well, okay then,” Rhett sighed and moved out of his way.  “Go do your thing.”

“I’ll see you at work,” he sang and started to walk away, only to stop and lean back.  “Wait, what’s wrong with her that you don’t want her?  You didn’t see a bulge in her pants, did you?”

“No, I just want…I don’t know.  It just seems wrong.  Why are you so ready to quit?”

“Oh, dude, you just don’t get it.  I’m not here to live out my DnD fight fantasies.  I’m here to live out my DnD…”

“Okay, okay, I get it,” he groaned and waved him on.  “See you at work.”

Rhett checked his phone while the two worked out the details of their sex-for-death agreement.  An update confirmed the deaths of the two jerks, which really narrowed down the field.  He didn’t want to be a third wheel, so he stowed his phone and walked off, hoping to get out of earshot of the two. 

He understood why Josh was willing to make the trade, but he was having a hard time buying into the fact that Prue would whore herself out like that.  Part of him suspected that the drow was going to wait until Josh was vulnerable, like when he was busy getting naked, then plunge her dagger into him.  That made sense, because why else would she be willing to have sex after what just happened to her? 

Now I’m kind of hoping that she does stab him, he laughed in his head as he found a convenient rock cluster to climb onto.  The way the tips of the two rocks stood would offer him cover from both sides, freeing him to look from the shadows between them without exposing himself.  His phone vibrated during the climb, so he pulled it out once he was situated.  Another kill was confirmed.  There wasn’t enough time for Josh to have had sex already, so he leaned toward the possibility that Prue had tricked him.  Either that or he’s really got a hair trigger.

The thought made him chuckle as he scanned the area, noting that the sun was getting a bit low.  How many hours had passed since the start?  One?  Two?  Rhett didn’t know.  All he could confirm was that Josh had a one-track mind, and that he wasn’t sure if he really wanted to see this through to the end.  Sure, he wanted more loot like the spell he gained earlier, but his heart really wasn’t into it. 

Maybe I need a woman like Gendra though?  Someone who can bring out the best in me.  Well, the violence within me, because I don’t think she’ll be happy going to a movie on Friday night, or to brunch on Sunday. 

Rhett knew he was kidding himself.  Sure, Gendra left him a bit curious, but part of that was because he couldn’t figure out what race she was.  The sex would probably cripple him if she was some sort of an orc, but at least he’d have the memory to make him smile when he was old.  He smiled now, actually, because he pictured himself at eighty, sitting on a rocking chair, for some reason, telling the grandkids about the time he slept with an orc monk.  Everyone would write him off as senile, which could make his elder years all the more fun.  He and Josh could make the staff laugh at the retirement home. 

The thought was meant to ease the tension, but there was something more than the nursing home on his mind.  What was his goal for Elf Date?  Right now, the only time he could put his phone down was when Brinna was around, but she wouldn’t be staying with him much longer.  If she left before he settled into a relationship with someone, he could easily wind up like Josh, desperately flipping through the app in search of his next sexual conquest.  It sucked to admit, but he could see himself growing addicted to the app.

Because that’s what they want.  Whoever made it has to be making a small fortune, or it wouldn’t exist.  How are they doing it though?  No, no, you’re just trying to distract yourself.  Who cares how it works, just know that it does, and you’re obviously becoming addicted to it.  Think about it.  Gendra, really?  What about her do I find appealing?  Brinna is way more attractive, nicer, and highly unlikely to hunt me for sport.  Then why am I here? I should be on the app, looking for a girl like Brinna. 

He stared down at his phone while he ridiculed himself.  The new spell stared up at him, as well as the twelve date coins he still had to spend.  The answer was right there in front of him.  Elf Date combined the sense of accomplishment that made all RPGs addictive, as well as the chance to have sex with a fantasy woman who wouldn’t ordinarily give him the time of day.  It was a real-life video game with, to quote Josh, elf pussy as the ultimate incentive.  The more he thought about it, the more he hated himself. 

Rhett considered opting out of the competition when he heard something in the distance.  He looked up to see a skinny, gray elf man with light hair running through the clearing.  Rhett barely remembered seeing the guy, but he could guess why he was running.  Either the other suitors sought to eliminate him, or Gendra was on his trail.  Either way, it’d be one less competitor, which would bring him one step closer to obtaining the blue-quality item. 

Damn it, I want that item, he growled in his head as a second figure appeared in the clearing.  When he squinted, he realized it was Gendra, whose stride proved that she would catch up with the poor guy shortly.  Not only would she catch up to him, but she’d leave a little prize in his place, one Rhett could easily claim if he was willing to play the game just a little bit longer. 

A little voice grew louder in the back of his head.  How many people knew about Elf Date?  Judging by the number of options he had at tier one, he had to guess that well over half of the people on the app were elves.  Even if it were fifty-fifty, it meant that 7,000 people from Earth were on it.  7,000 out of billions.  He’d never been in such a small demographic before, and, the longer he thought about it, the more he realized that tens of thousands of guys would probably kill to be him right now. 

“Is that my inner voice talking,” he groaned and slid down the rocks, “or Josh’s?”
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The concern over his possible addition to Elf Date grew smaller with every stride he took.  The occasional snapping twig ahead urged him on, demanding that he get to the loot before someone else did.  The fact that it came at another suitor’s expense left him feeling a bit guilty, but he doubted any of them would feel the same if he was the one getting hunted down. 

Just be ready to pause time, okay?  Always be thinking about it.

Knowing that he had the ultimate get-out-of-jail-free card in his back pocket brought confidence that no amount of experience or education could come close to touching.  He didn’t realize it, but he was smiling as he ran, greedily anticipating some new item left in the suitor’s place.  The painful scream wiped the expression off though, especially when he remembered that he would feel Gendra’s attacks if she ever got ahold of him. 

Then I better not let that happen, huh?

Rhett gave himself away when he rounded a thick tree blocking his path.  Gendra could be seen down the way, bending over to drop something with her phone in her other hand.  He froze immediately, then slowly slid behind the thick tree while minding his foot placement.  He could tell what she dropped from afar.  Date coins, which he wasn’t going to turn down.  Rhett bit his lower lip as his phone vibrated to announce that the competition had been thinned out.  After a few seconds, Gendra turned to her right and moved on, freeing him to run out and collect his prize.  He didn’t run in blind though.  He kept a mindful eye on the direction she ran toward, as well as his surroundings.  The last thing he needed was to get an arrow up his backside because he didn’t watch his back. 

“Five coins, not bad,” he whispered, ducked behind a tree, and deposited them into his phone.  That gave him seventeen, which started to burn a hole in his pocket, so he browsed his stats to see what he should improve. 

For a second, he looked over the stats that would affect his overall appeal, and even considered catching up to Josh’s charm rating.  Just thinking about it made his head shake though, because it wasn’t really the dating aspect that he was addicted to.  Sure, he really enjoyed his time with the twins, and he’d never forget the view of their lovely faces gracing his dick, but it was time to face facts.  He was addicted to the RPG elements of Elf Date.  Playing World of Warcraft, or similar games held his interest, but it was nothing compared to seeing his actual self becoming a skilled swordsman with time-altering magic.  He wanted to see how powerful he could become, so his thumb hovered over athletics, seeking to improve his odds against Gendra.  It was pointless right now though, and his fight against the two guys attacking Prue proved it.  Sure, he could fight a serpent person, but not real people.  That was a line he just couldn’t cross. 

“Spell it is then.”

Six points in the attribute equated to twelve seconds of time alteration, so he figured two more points would bring him up to sixteen.  It made sense, so he spent the coins to bring his spell stat up to eight, then scrolled down to confirm his logic was sound.  They didn’t go up to sixteen.  Instead, they all stopped at fifteen, which was probably the max the system allowed.  It wasn’t a complete bust though.  The effectiveness of slow and speed-up increased to 40%, and reverse time now went back sixteen seconds.  The changes offered him hope, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to spend more coins on the stat. 

“Just be happy with what you have.”

Gendra was getting too far ahead of him, but he caught a notification before he could put his phone away.  The pop-up said there were only six suitors remaining, which didn’t seem right when he thought back.  His only assumption was that some of the suitors took one another out, which meant that the game would come to an end soon. 

Unless we all spread out on the island.

That made him wonder what time it was on Earth, but he told himself to quit worrying so much and focus.  With his phone stowed, he checked the woods before venturing out to see how Gendra was doing.  He didn’t hear anything, so he picked up the pace until he was nearly sprinting.  Athletics made it easier to run without growing tired, but he considered stopping to improve his fortitude, just in case. 

The trees thinned out until he could see the ocean, which made him stop to appreciate the view.  There was nothing but water for as far as the eye could see, and the smell of the salty sea graced his nose.  He closed his eyes to breathe it in, pondering how long it’d been since he visited the ocean.  For a moment, he pictured lying on the beach on a sunny day, glancing over to see Brinna working on her tan, or reading a book with a smile of contentment.  As wonderful as the image was, it was painful to know that it’d never happen, so he shook his head and opened his eyes, just in time to see Gendra bearing down on him.

“Shit!” he shouted as the fighter launched herself with a knee aimed at his face.  Instincts kicked in.  Gendra froze mid-air, grimacing with a bit of a smile as she sought to take him down with one blow.  Her armored knee was only a few inches from his face, proving how close he came to being eliminated.  “So, I’m just going to stand here?”

Rhett groaned at his own stupidity before turning to run, lost as to how many seconds he already wasted.  Not that it mattered.  As soon as the spell ended, he could pick another one, and a third, which would see him hundreds of feet away by the time his cooldowns kicked in.  That didn’t slow his feet though.  Rhett churned his legs until he heard a growl in the distance, then slid to a stop behind a tree to catch his breath.  He didn’t want to get too far away from Gendra, not when he needed to follow her to pick up the little treasures she would drop. 

“That’s a fancy spell you have there,” she shouted after she regained her balance.  “Did you teleport?  Did you shrink yourself down to the size of a mouse?  Either way, I can’t wait to figure you out.”

Rhett smiled as his heart continued to pound.  Logic told him to get further away from the huntress, but sticking around was a lot more fun.  He peeked just enough to see her walking toward the woods he hid within, secretly hoping that she’d stumble upon him so he could disappear once more. 

“You’re the only one who got away from me so far,” she continued, growing closer to his hiding spot with each passing second.  “I’m sorry about your friend.  I don’t know what happened to him, but I could tell you two are close.  What happened?  I’ll stop walking toward you if you tell me.”

Eh, why not?

“Two of the competitors were trying to force themselves onto the girl,” he called out, making his nerves tingle with excitement for being bold enough to give away his location.  “We stopped them, then she made Josh an offer he couldn’t refuse.”

“Ooh, dirty.  I like it.  Did she go through with it, or did she trick him?”

“I didn’t stick around to find out,” he replied, pulled in a breath, and stepped out from hiding.  Gendra’s brows lifted as she smiled at his boldness, but she held up her hands and stood still, just like she promised.  “You’re probably right.  I’m betting she stabbed him as soon as he let his guard down.”

“Maybe not.  I’ve been on a date with Prue before.  She tends to keep to her word.”

“Then why say she might have betrayed him?”

“To get you to come out,” she mused while looking him over from head to toe.  “I have to say, I don’t remember sending you an invite.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be, I’m not complaining.  How did you get here though?”

“Josh sent me an invite.”

“Oh, I guess I should have locked that option out,” she chuckled and folded her arms over her chest.  Those arms were thicker than his, which made thinking about sex with her a bit interesting.  “You know, when I first saw you, I thought you’d be the first one to get eliminated.  Well, the second.  I knew Josh wouldn’t last long.”

“And what are you thinking now?”

“That you’re clever.  Your spell class could have been a stroke of luck though, so I haven’t finalized my decision.  I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name earlier, and I’m afraid you’ll run off if I look at my phone.”

“Rhett.”

“Rhett?  That’s an odd name, isn’t it?” she laughed with a smirk.  “Rhett.  It sounds like a noise I can’t place.”

“Yeah, I bet it sounds weird to you,” he sighed with a smirk of his own.  She wasn’t his dream girl by any stretch of the imagination, but there was something about her strength and boldness that he respected.  “So, what happens now?”

“Well, Rhett,” she replied and pointed to her left.  “I’m going to go that way.  Either you can follow me to pick up what I drop, like I assume you’ve been doing, or you can go hide somewhere and try to win this.”

“You wouldn’t respect me for hiding though, would you?”

“No, but, to be honest, I can’t say that you’re my type.  Too thin for my liking.  Cute, tall, and pretty brave to stand here and talk to me when you know I’m hunting you, but still too skinny.”

“Not the first time I’ve heard that.”

“Although,” she sang and flicked her brows, “I wouldn’t mind seeing how resourceful you are in the sack.  None of these guys are doing it for me, so I don’t think I’ll be claiming a life mate after today.  So, you can do whatever you like.  Follow me, fight me, or hide and try to survive.  One way or another though, that ass is mine, so try to keep it in one piece for me.”

Gendra winked and blew him a kiss, which didn’t feel as sexy as it sounded, and then she ran in the direction she pointed at earlier.  Rhett leaned against the tree for a moment to weigh his options.  Hiding didn’t sound like much fun, especially if he ran into another competitor before the game was over.  No matter how much he liked the RPG elements of Elf Date, he knew he wouldn’t be able to kill somebody, not when he still regretted stabbing a guy who was trying to force himself on a girl. 

With two options eliminated, Rhett sighed and chased after Gendra, hoping that the contest would end soon.  Six still sounded like a lot given the size of the island, but something told him that Gendra had a plan in store for that particular issue. 

He didn’t have to run long.  Shouts sounded up ahead, as well as a strange noise that his brain couldn’t place.  His eyes filled in the blanks when he arrived.  Gendra was squared off with a suitor, a fit, muscular man with his hair in a bun, holding two small metal sticks that he used to thwart Gendra’s attacks.  Rhett watched the fight for a few seconds.  Gendra tried to launch in with her knee, only to have the fighter spin out of the way and strike her in the back with his sticks.  It didn’t match the strange noise he heard earlier though, so he scanned the area as a bad feeling sank in. 

“There you are.”

A wizard.  The guy mustn’t have equipped his armor during the meeting, because there was no way Rhett would have missed the ensemble.  Literally a blue robe and pointy hat, all covered with bright silver stars.  Rhett watched the guy hold up his hands and perform a spell.  The sound repeated as large needles of wind cut through the air toward the two combatants.  One struck Gendra in the thigh, forcing her to cancel her attack, while another struck the back of the fighter. 

“That’s just dirty,” Rhett muttered as the guy shook his hands violently as though the spell had injured him as well.  Judging by the way the wizard acted, the spell required a lengthy cooldown before he could cast it again.  Not only did it give Gendra a chance to deal with the fighter, but it gave Rhett time to think.  Gendra probably relished the challenge, but it felt like cheating to him.  It could anger his hostess if he intervened, but it wasn’t like he was trying to win her heart. 

No, just her inventory.

Gendra had one of the man’s weapons pulled behind his back when the next round of needles tore through the air.  Her armor stopped the majority of them, but two stuck in her neck, allowing the fighter time to pull away with his weapon.  Gendra went on the defensive, ducking and dodging the blows, but one look said she’d lost a step thanks to the spell damage.  He couldn’t see any blood, so he assumed that the spell caused some other form of injury.

“Okay, enough of this guy.”

Rhett didn’t want to get caught helping Gendra, so he sped himself up with his spell and raced toward the wizard.  He moved too fast for the caster to notice his approach, leaving him wide open to the attack he unleashed across the wizard’s back.  Rhett didn’t want to look, so he spun back with the sword leading the way and unleashed a blow to the neck.  Time returned to normal by then, forcing him to pause the world so he could slip away. 

With any luck, the wizard will disappear before I turn around, and I won’t have to see my dirty work. 

He sucked in a breath and ducked behind a tree at the opposite side of the clearing.  Rhett turned to watch the world spring to life again while checking the ground with his peripheral vision.  The lack of a dying wizard struggling to live brought some relief, freeing him to watch the battle unfold.  He still had a spell left, and could jump in to prevent the fighter from beating Gendra, but that didn’t seem sporting.  The wizard was fighting dirty, but the other guy was following the rules laid out by their hostess, which was why Rhett stayed out of it. 

Back and forth they went, unimpeded by the interfering wizard.  The fight was a stalemate for five minutes, right until the guy made a mistake.  Gendra acted like she was going to try another flying knee, only to pull back once the fighter spun to avoid the blow again.  This time, instead of taking the batons to her back, she wrapped her arm around the man’s neck from behind, kicked his foot out from under him, and took him down to the ground.  It looked like a wrestling move, albeit without a ref or an audience.  Gendra kept her head behind his to avoid the wild blows from the sticks, which lost some of their force with each passing second.  Finally, the fighter succumbed to the lack of oxygen and disappeared in her hands.  She laid back and let out a growl, leaving him with a moral decision.

I could run out there right now and finish this, he considered as she rolled onto her side to catch her breath.  She’s exhausted and vulnerable.  It wouldn’t be very sporting, sure, but I can’t win this without attacking her. 

Rhett took one step forward when better judgment intervened.  He nodded to confirm his decision, holstered his blade, and slipped back behind the tree before Gendra noticed him.  She needed a few minutes to recover, so he kept his eyes on the area to make sure that no one else tried to run in to take advantage of her weakened state. 

“I know it was you again, Rhett,” she chuckled while dropping something where the fighter fell.  “You keep surprising me.  A lesser man would have taken advantage of the situation to take me down.  I’d ask if you even considered it, but I like to think that you didn’t.  If my opinion of you becomes any greater, I might consider asking you out on a real date.”

Which would probably still involve hunting people.

“I doubt that I will though,” she continued and walked over to where the wizard fell, clutching her neck throughout.  “Not because I don’t think you’re worthy of my time, but because I would be wasting yours.  You’ve got a good heart.  I bet you get walked on a lot because of it.  I hope I’m wrong, but I’ve got a feeling that I’m right.  Don’t let it ruin you though.  I used to have a good heart too, and it'd break if I learned that you became as jaded as me.”

Gendra bent down to drop off another item, then pulled out her phone and slowly walked away.  In the past, she would send out the notification right away, but it looked like she was going to wait until she moved on.  Either she needed to nurse herself back to health, or she wanted to leave so he could claim his rewards.  

She was long gone, but he waited a few minutes just in case.  At the three-minute mark, a notification came across, telling him that the game was down to the final four.  It seemed like a good time to collect his earnings, so he hurried out into the clearing and snatched both of the items.  Gendra left six date coins where the fighter fell, but an actual item for the wizard.  It was a leather belt, one that boosted athletics, spell, and fortitude by two points each.  He wasted no time equipping it, but, just before he put his phone away, a new notification came across, one that made his eyes widen.
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There wasn’t time to worry about what to do with his new date coins, not when the alert told him that he needed to get his butt in gear. Running was hard when the ground beneath his feet shook.  New York didn’t suffer from earthquakes, but he imagined that the terror he felt was similar. 

Complete with the ground breaking beneath my feet to fall into the ocean.

He wasn’t joking about the ground breaking off, because the alert quite literally mentioned it.  Loud cracks and pops sounded behind him, motivating his legs to stretch out as he attempted to sprint through the trees.  The true horror wasn’t the fact that the island was breaking apart to make the playing field smaller, but because he didn’t know where to run.  Logic dictated that he run toward the center of the island to avoid the outskirts, but, for all he knew, it was the entire northern quarter that was breaking away. 

Rhett slowed down to catch his breath, and to look behind him.  The rumble was in the distance, so he figured he was safe for the moment.  The island was uphill from the starting point on the southern shore, and the way he turned allowed him to see what was left of the eastern side.  It was hard to estimate, but he guessed that a few hundred feet had broken off into the ocean. Curiosity got the better of him, so he jogged north to see what the other coast looked like.  He couldn’t find a good spot to pass through a wide cluster of trees, so he chose a path just big enough to squeeze through sideways, leaving him thankful that improving his athletics didn’t give him the physique of an athlete as well.  When he got his other leg through, he took three steps and stopped dead in his tracks. 

“Woah.”

Ten feet beyond the thick tree line was all that remained of the northern tip of the island.  The line was cut perfectly straight like some god reached down with a knife to prove that the island was actually made out of cake.  The thought made him laugh until he felt the ground shake once more.  A rock sat on the edge of the cliff.  It slowly sank toward the ocean, and he swore he could hear it screaming for help.  Rhett didn’t want to stick around to witness the rock’s fate, so he darted back to the trees, just as the ground beneath him gave. 

“Pause!” he cried out, even though he didn’t need to speak to use his spells.  A four-foot wide area around him froze a foot beneath the surrounding area, making his backside pucker up as he jumped toward higher ground.  Precious seconds were lost trying to squeeze his way through the trees again, made worse by the fact that he chose a different path, one that required him to climb a few feet before slipping through.  He barely reached the other side when the terrifying noise returned, along with the rumble that threatened to sweep his feet out from under him. 

Rhett didn’t mess around.  He slowed time to give himself an advantage as he sprinted ahead, screaming for his legs to quit being tired and work at optimal efficiency.  The northern shore wasn’t the only area affected by the change though.  Trees collapsed into the ground to his left, stealing his focus as he watched them fall in slow motion.  For a moment, he feared that he was on the wrong side of the slimming, but the ground ahead of him remained solid throughout. 

The path of destruction continued south.  The eastern side seemed fine, so the only conclusion he could draw was that the island was getting ready to split down the middle, which didn’t make any sense at all.  Did Gendra set it this way so she could corner the competitors in one half of the island or the other, or did something go horribly wrong?  Either was a possibility, which he slowed to ponder once the rumbling stopped. 

Minutes passed with no sign of the destruction starting up again, so he sat down on a rock and pulled out his phone.  There was a message notifying them that another competitor had been eliminated, but there was no loot since the body fell into the ocean.  It didn’t matter.  Rhett was too terrified to go anywhere near the shores right now anyway. 

“Just three of us left, huh?” he whispered and flipped to his bio page, wondering where he should spend some of his date coins.  He liked what his base stats had to offer, so he moved beyond the big three, his pet name for the cluster, and looked down at the list of stats that determined his appeal rating. 

Do I really want to spend five coins just to bring one of these up a point? 

The question demanded an answer, as did a second thought that crept in like a rolling fog.  Where was the line that determined his tier?  Was it the ranking?  Did he have to move up a few thousand spots to reach tier two?  If so, would a few bad dates see him dropping back down to tier one?  He knew he should have spent more time asking Josh about the app. 

The longer he thought about it, the more he swore that the ranking couldn’t be involved with determining his tier.  If ten thousand new people downloaded the app, then wouldn’t he jump up to tier three, or four?  That wouldn’t make sense, so he scanned the rest of the page in search of the truth. 

Josh is tier two, but I’m not, he muttered in his head as he examined each line.  My big three are giants compared to his, so that has nothing to do with it.  I can’t imagine it has anything to do with the number of dates, or the ratio between successful and failed ones.  That would make sense on a personal level, but Elf Date is a business.  If Elf Date was one of my accounts, what would I want them to do to make more money, all while keeping their users happy?

No matter how long he stared at it, Rhett couldn’t shake the thought that the date coins were the key.  Elf Date didn’t have a subscription fee, so the coins were the only way the app’s maker could earn a profit.  The company would want their users to enjoy themselves just enough to keep buying coins, which meant that they had to get beyond tier one, like Josh did. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he groaned when he realized what he had overlooked. 

The coins were the key, but it’s where they were spent that made the difference.  Elf Date wasn’t catering to people like him, who were living out their RPG fantasies.  They catered to those like Josh, who, in his words, wanted to meet his DnD sex fantasies. 

Josh spent all of his coins on charm, which probably lifted his appeal rating to a certain plateau, which I’m betting will determine what tier somebody is on.  Well, crap, I don’t want to spend more in charm though.  I want a girl to like me for who I am, not spread their legs because I put my points in the right stat.  Kindness is out of the question too.  I know what happens when I’m too nice.  It doesn’t turn girls on, it opens the door to use me as a doormat.  Fun?  Attitude?  No, prestige!

Rhett smiled at the idea.  In most games, the prestige stat determined how much money a player made when they looted monsters, or, in some cases, determined how much they made when they sold items they didn’t want to vendors.  It made sense.  If he upped prestige, then he could earn more date coins, which he could then use to increase his prestige until diminishing returns kicked in. 

You should explain diminishing returns to Gendra.  I bet she’d get all wet in the panties listening to you prove what a nerd you are.

The thought made him chuckle as he tapped the line to get the ‘+’ emblem to appear like he did with the big three stats.  Nothing happened though.  Rhett growled and tried a few more times, then moved up a line to see if something was wrong with the system itself.  Kindness was above it, and the ‘+’ appeared next to it with no issues, forcing him to reconsider his strategy. 

Okay, some of these stats are locked.  I guess that makes sense.  Now, kindness is still a bad move, so…hmm?  Attitude?  Fun?  What would that be like?  Ooh, would intelligence help me make better decisions with this stuff?

The idea was enticing, so he touched ‘intelligence’ to see if he could spend some coins on it.  Sadly, like prestige, the line failed to let the ‘+’ sign appear.  He didn’t want to get his hopes up again, so he started at the top and tapped every line to see what he could change and what was locked.  Sadly, only fun, charm, attitude, and kindness could be changed, but he suspected that may not be the case at higher tiers. 

Not if they want to keep you buying their coins.

He really didn’t want to mess with kindness, and he worried what would happen if he put all of his coins into one category.  So, like a typical gamer who just started playing a new title, he purchased one point in each of the three remaining lines.  It only left him with four coins to use, but his appeal rating went from 4.43 to 4.86.  With a held breath, he scrolled up to the top, hoping that his shopping spree hadn’t been a waste. 

“Thank God,” he breathed with a sigh of relief.  His bio was officially at tier two, which meant that the appeal rating was the determining factor.  He didn’t want to mess with the store right now, but he did go back to the locked attributes to see if anything had changed.  Sure enough, when he reached bed rating, the ‘+’ sign appeared when he touched it.  Sadly though, he was short one coin, so he put his phone to sleep and rose from the rock. 

 He was thinking through the new possibilities when a man’s scream broke his concentration.  Terrified came to mind, and it sounded like it came from the south.  Rhett’s legs ached, but he moved toward the scream, hoping to pick up one last piece of loot before Gendra inevitably ran him through.  He’d already made up his mind that he wouldn’t use his abilities to win a fight with her.  It felt like cheating, and he couldn’t imagine besting her by pausing time would sit well with the hostess, but his options were limited.

How do I want to die though?  Do I want to go down fighting, or can I just surrender?

The thought intrigued him, but another scream sounded, quickening his feet as he raced toward the source.  He couldn’t see anything, but he swore he was close, so he ducked behind a rock and peered into the channel. 

The rut was a mess.  The path was uneven, with loose soil on the top, and plenty of trees and rocks adding to the mix.  He was right about being close, but wrong about something else.  There were two figures in the trench, but he only needed one second to determine which of them screamed earlier.  One of the few humans was on his back, struggling to get out from underneath a black jungle cat.  The predator was large enough to pin him down, but not so huge that its weight crushed the man.  Something was off about the creature though.  While the jet-black fur suggested it was a panther, the lack of fur on its legs said something was wrong with it.  Not only that, but the ears were narrow and far longer than they should be, long enough to remind him of Mary’s father. 

No way.  Is that a…

Before he could finish the thought, the cat jumped off of the guy and darted for a fallen tree within the trench.  Rhett cringed when he saw the gashes on the man’s chest, along with the amount of blood streaming out of them.  That wasn’t why the predator left.  Gendra jogged toward the scene from the southern end of the trench, holding her fists before her as scanned the scene.  It didn’t seem right that the cat would leave because of Gendra, not unless his theory about the creature was correct. 

“Well, I guess you won’t be joining me by my side, will you?” she sighed as she dropped her fists and looked down at the injured man.  “Does it hurt?”

A shadow swept over the scene before Rhett could hear the man’s response.  With his hand shielding his eyes from the sun, he looked up to find a massive eagle circling overhead.  Rhett wasn’t much of a bird enthusiast, but even he knew that black eagles weren’t common. 

He was trying to figure out what to do when he heard another cry below.  Gendra must have finished the injured man off, because his body disappeared.  Just like before, the hostess dropped a small token in the man’s place, then pulled out her phone, oblivious to the danger circling above her. 

It happened so fast that Rhett didn’t have time to think.  The black eagle swooped down without a sound, extending its talons as it closed in on its prey.  Gendra turned in time to see it coming, but she was too slow to duck out of the way.  She screamed when the talons tore through her neck, forcing her to clamp her hand down on the injury as the bird circled around and came in for another pass.  Right before it reached the edge of the trench, the bird shifted into the jungle cat he had seen before, confirming Rhett’s theory. 

Blood poured over Gendra’s fingers as she tried to ready herself for the attack.  The predator sprinted toward her, bearing its teeth as its muscular body quickly closed the gap between them.  Gendra wasn’t going to get the battle she wanted, not when the shapeshifter had her on the ropes already. 

Rhett didn’t hesitate.  He launched himself out from behind the rock, paused time, and slid down the wall of the trench.  The seconds counted down in his head as he ran toward the frozen shapeshifter with his sword drawn, urging himself not to hold back anymore.  With a grunt, he thrust the sword forward, just as the predator unfroze.  Its eyes widened when they saw Rhett blocking the path, but the cat was running too fast to alter its course.  The blade plunge into the creature’s neck, forcing it back into the black-haired, gray-skinned elf he saw before the event began.  Rhett only had to look at him for a few seconds before he disappeared, signaling the end of his competition.  His hands shook as he sheathed his weapon, while his mind fought to accept that he didn’t actually kill a man. 

Rhett turned and walked to Gendra, who was down on her knees, fighting against the blood pouring out of her neck.  He wasn’t an EMT, but even he knew a dying person when he saw one. 

“I’m glad it was you,” she managed with a weak voice.  “Don’t get me wrong, you definitely weren’t the one to beat me, but, still, it pleases me to know that you were the last one standing.”

“Don’t worry,” he sighed and knelt down so he could take her free hand in his.  “Saving grace will kick in, but I’ll stay with you until the end.”

“Very sweet of you,” she breathed with a faint smile, “but saving grace doesn’t apply to me.”

“Woah, what?!”

“Not the smartest decision on my part, I admit, but I had to make sure that I fought my hardest.  It’s okay, really.  I…I knew this was a possibility.”

“What can I do though?” he cried out and looked around as though a medical staff were waiting nearby.  “Is there something I can get that can heal you?”

“I…I removed those from the premise, actually,” she groaned and closed her eyes for a second.  “Right now, the only way I’ll survive is if I win.”

“If you…”

Rhett didn’t need ten points in intelligence to know what he needed to do.  The real issue involved how to do it.  For a second, he considered pulling out his sword and falling neck-first onto it, but the thought made his stomach flop over.  He’d need too much time to work himself up to it, time that Gendra didn’t have.  There was something he could do though, something that he had to admit sounded a tiny bit fun. 

“Do me a favor and don’t die just yet,” he huffed, squeezed her hand, and stood up.  He didn’t give her a chance to argue.  Instead, he sped himself up so he could climb out of the trench before she died, then sprinted toward the north side, where the peak was higher.  He kept the trees in his peripheral vision so he could monitor his spell.  Once the swaying branches returned to normal speed, he slowed time, then paused it when its duration ended.  The tightly packed trees at the north end were gone, leaving him with a clear shot that every inch of his brain screamed for him to avoid. 

Rhett didn’t listen.  In fact, he picked up some speed as the trees started to sway again, signaling the end of his spell.  His instincts told him to stop, but he closed his eyes and just kept running, right until the ground disappeared beneath his feet.  For one second, Rhett felt like he was flying, hovering over the shore and the jagged rocks below.  It only lasted a moment, but a smile stretched across his face before gravity kicked in, sending him plummeting to his death below. 
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“No!”

Rhett was back in his car, gasping for air with his hand clutching his chest.  He swore he could still see the jagged rocks in his mind, but there was nothing but the ceiling of his car to look at. 

His panic shifted from one thought to another.  Sure, he just died, but that was nothing compared to what would happen if he was late getting back from his lunch.  With rapid breaths through rounded lips, he picked up his phone from the center console.  A wave of relief washed over him when he found he still had twenty minutes left on his break, so he closed his eyes and held his phone against his chest, fighting to get the image of falling into the rocks out of his mind.  The passing minutes saw him calm enough to breathe normally, so he reached over to fix his car seat, just as his phone vibrated. 

“No, Josh, I didn’t win,” he grumbled to himself as he opened Elf Date to see what the message entailed.  “Made it further than you though.”

He knew it wouldn’t matter to Josh, not if his friend managed to get laid while he didn’t.  Rhett felt that his earnings should come into play, but he accepted his defeat and checked the message.

It wasn’t from Josh.  It was from Gendra, which gave him another swell of relief as he opened it up.  There weren’t any attachments, just a link and a simple message telling him that time filtering was still in play. 

“Well, I can at least see what she has to say,” he sighed, touched the link, and watched his car go away again.  He found himself lying on a hard floor with a weird stone doorway before him.  Gendra was leaning on it, staring down at him with a slight smile on her face.  Her neck was wrapped, which left him wondering how she managed to get medical help so quickly. 

“I’m glad to see that you accepted my offer,” she stated and walked over to hold out her hand.  Rhett got up on his own though, fearing that straining herself would tear open her wound. 

“Sorry, uhm…” he stammered and pointed to his neck. 

“Probably a wise decision,” she sighed and touched her wrap while staring down at the floor.  “I still can’t believe you did that.  You must have been terrified.”

“Well, the way I saw it, I’d never get a chance to dive off of a cliff risk-free ever again,” he chuckled nervously, wondering whether she brought him here just to thank him, or kill him off.  “I take it you’re going to recover?”

“Thanks to you,” she replied and turned into the doorway, forcing him to follow.  While the previous room was empty, the next one was furnished into a den of sorts.  A matching leather couch and chair stood in the middle, along with a few bookshelves along the wall, and far too many animal heads for his liking.  Rhett didn’t recognize some of the animals, but he was too tired to ask at that point. 

Gendra walked over to a wooden sideboard table and poured herself a drink.  She turned with the cup in hand, as well as her phone in the other.  She didn’t look up at him.  Instead, she thumbed her device until he felt a vibration in his pocket, one he decided to ignore until they were done with the conversation. 

“Go ahead.  I want you to see it.”

“Oh, okay.”

Just like his first date, Gendra had sent him a trade offer through the app.  It wasn’t much, just twelve coins, but he feigned a smile anyway like she’d just sent him a powerful weapon. 

“Those were for the last two suitors,” she said and went back to working her phone.  “This is your reward for winning.”

Another vibration, but he already had the app open when the news came across.  His inner gamer had his hands shaking when he caught the blue writing for the item’s description, making it impossible to read until he took in a breath.  He had to read the name and description twice before his brain became willing to accept what the blue-quality item had to offer. 

“Pants of desire,” Gendra said with a smirk while her head swayed slightly.  “Five to fortitude, five to charm, and a nice, fat, juicy five to your bed rating.  Once you equip those, you’ll have nearly every woman at your mercy when you use the app.”

“I’ve got this feeling that they should come with a warning,” he chuckled and moved the pants from his inventory to his equipment list.  They appeared on his body, but they didn’t look all that remarkable.  Black leggings with brown leather segments of reinforcement over the thighs, shins, and a split piece over his crotch. 

Gendra caught him staring and stepped forward to trace her finger between the two pieces, adding more than enough pressure to wake up his slumber member.  “It’s designed this way so that you don’t become restricted when you are filled with lust.  Just try to keep your thoughts on the moment when you’re fighting though.  From the reviews I’ve read, you wouldn’t want your most prized possession becoming damaged because you were busy staring at a tight bottom, or a semi-exposed bosom.”

“That’s very thoughtful, actually,” he replied, fighting to comprehend why her touch had him so worked up.  Gendra wasn’t bad looking.  If it weren’t for the dull green/gray skin, she would be an eight, he thought, but she couldn’t hold a candle to the twins, or Brinna, for that matter.  Yet, as she traced his growing shaft through the stretchy fabric, he found himself longing to bend her over the chair and drive his cock into her until she screamed.  Something else stirred besides his desire as he pondered the thought.  By chance, he looked down, only to realize that she was wearing the exact same pair of pants that she gifted him, which explained a lot. 

“Caught onto that, did you?” she teased, pulled her finger away from his crotch, and draped her wrists around his neck.   He couldn’t recall being this close to a woman whose height was on par with his.  Judging by where her eyes were, he’d say that she was easily 5’10”. 

“You’ve got some points in charm, don’t you?”

“And my bed rating.  I’ve put a lot into that, actually.  I bet I could make that monstrous cock of yours unload onto the ceiling after five minutes.”

“That feels like a challenge,” he chuckled.  Rhett dared to wrap his hands around her to feel the slight muscles along her lower back.  She wasn’t built to wear a bikini on a magazine cover, but he respected the shape of her body nonetheless.  She was a warrior, just like the girls in the games he’d spent years of his life playing. 

“I can see you weighing a decision,” she sighed as those bright green eyes locked onto him.  “I know what the other girls look like.  I certainly don’t match those twins who left you such a raving review.  Is that why you haven’t kissed me yet?  Is my body too masculine for you?”

“Funny thing about that,” he managed through his dry throat.  “My favorite female superhero is Wonder Woman.”

“Describe her to me.”

“She’s tall, like you,” he started as Gendra leaned into him.  Her fingers fussed with hair as her eyelids drooped, a signal that any man his age would recognize right away.  “She’s gorgeous, with a strong back, thick arms, and a butt that could crush a rock if she squeezed her cheeks.”

“Is she real?  I might have just found my ideal match.”

“Sorry, she’s fictional.  I find her attractive though.  Well, me and millions of other guys.  Is that a problem you’ve been running into on the app?”

“I’ve lost track of how many times a man has messaged me back to respectfully decline a date invitation,” she groaned and rolled her eyes.  “Some of them have the balls to tell me that I’m too thick for their tastes.  I appreciate their honesty, but everyone should know when to lie.  I think that’s why I like women too.  Some of them find my body appealing, especially those who still like men.”

“Prue didn’t want your treasure,” he told her.  “She just wanted to gain your attention.”

“That’s thoughtful of you.  Most men wouldn’t bother to tell me that.  Well, we both know that you’re not most men though, are you?”

“Most guys say that.”

“Most guys lie,” she countered with a raised brow.  She freed one of her hands so she could trace his jaw, all while her bright green eyes followed the line.  When she reached his chin, she added the rest of her fingers to the mix and stroked his cheek with a delicate touch he couldn’t imagine a woman with her strength possessing. 

“Can I ask you something real quick?”

“I don’t bite, and I’m not into bondage.”

“Not that,” he chuckled and shook his head.  “I know I’ll probably ruin the moment, but I’ve got to ask.  I’m not your ideal mate.  You’ve said it already, and I don’t think that’s changed any since then.  If that’s the case, then why do you want me right now?  Well, if I’m guessing correctly.”

“You are correct, so stop doubting yourself,” she sighed and put her hand back behind his head.  “Women like confidence.  Not arrogance, but confidence.  You’re right on both counts though.  I don’t want you as a partner, but I do want you in the here and now.”

“Why though?”

“Life is short, Rhett,” she breathed and cocked her head to one side, sending a wave of blonde hair over one of her eyes.  “Someday, I will settle down with a strong, capable partner, one who is my equal in every way.  It’s the only way I’ll ever be able to respect them.  You don’t see yourself filling that role.  You’re stronger than you realize, even without the attributes from the system.  I’m drawn to that inner strength emotionally, even though my mind yearns for an exterior to match.  I want both, but, right now, I could really, really go for someone just like you.  Just give me this moment, one we can both look back upon from time to time and wonder what ever became of the other.  In short, I want the memory of you.”

Rhett didn’t flinch when she leaned up to kiss him, not when he knew it was coming.  Her hands immediately went to work removing his chest guard, proving how thirsty his actions had made her.  He waited until she had his shirt on the floor before moving in to unfasten her top, but she gently moved his hands out of the way and went straight for his pants.  In the back of his mind, he wondered if his appeal rating went down when the stat-boosting clothes were removed, but the thought evaporated when he heard a hearty chuckle. 

“Now that is a weapon worthy of a warrior,” she laughed and reached up to give his cock a few strokes to harden it.  “You would have won easily if you’d whipped this out at the start.”

“That would have been cheating.”

“Such a fair sport.”

She didn’t bother licking, kissing, or sucking his dick like he would have expected.  Instead, she smiled and slid down her pants, kicked her ankles free, and walked over to the leather couch.  With her eyes locked on him, she laid on the armrest, pulled back her legs, and waited for him to approach. 

“No foreplay,” she instructed with a raised brow.  “I’ve been dripping wet ever since you took out that spell caster.  Oh, and no more talking after this.  We wouldn’t want to spoil the mood with words.”

If this were a real date, Rhett would have to question if this was his kind of woman or not.  But, with things being what they were, he didn’t have to bother with the internal struggle.  Without a word, per her request, he walked right up, gripped his shaft, and smacked it on her hairy pussy a few times.  He liked the sound it made, but the sneer she offered told him to stop messing around. 

Gendra’s anatomy was a bit confusing.  All the parts were there, but their placement seemed off.  She didn’t have any folds to speak of, but she made up for it by having two nubs that he fought not to bend down and lick.  He didn’t though.  He ran his shaft over her a few times, spreading the clear goo from her vagina that was as thick as honey, minus the stickiness.  It was warm though, and the heat spread across the bottom of his shaft as he lined himself up with her. 

His hood slid in with relative ease, but not because of her size.  As he watched his progress, he saw two buds of thick goo form from her twin clits.  They trickled down the short length of smooth skin until they parted around his shaft, adding to the warm sensation he couldn’t help but question.  Her insides were on fire though, like those lubricants that added heat to the mix.  Whatever she secreted saw his shaft sliding into her with almost no resistance, stealing some of the sensation as his balls pressed into her ass. 

His mind said to start slow, but her eyes said to plow her into a coma.  After one pass, he wrapped his hands around her thighs, pulled halfway out, and slammed back into her.  Her eyes closed as her lips rose into a sneer, exposing a tiny fang he hadn’t noticed before.  It explained why she wasn’t into foreplay, but he ignored it in favor of moving things along.  Each thrust drew more of the goo from her twin clits, creating a little stream that spread around his dick before dripping onto her ass.  His balls gave a satisfying, wet smack with each thrust, spraying their bodies with her fluids as he picked up the pace and force. 

The goo she secreted nearly made it impossible to feel anything other than the pressure of their bodies colliding, right until he felt her muscles contracting around him.  He pulled out for a second to get the feeling back, but instantly became more interested in her anatomy.  The muscles squeezed so tight that he couldn’t see the hole anymore, making him so curious that he just had to get back in.  She was tight, but her lubricating fluids saw him slipping inside with relative ease, where he picked up the rhythm until the couch started to tip.  Gendra growled and wrapped her legs around him, shook her head, and closed her eyes again. 

Her legs pulled him in each time he was all the way inside of her, adding more force with each thrust.  Grunts escaped her until she let out one continuous groan, all while the fluids poured from her clits.  It was the strangest thing he’d ever seen, but he threw caution into the wind and kept plowing her until she let out a growl that shook the room.  When she was through, she put her legs down, reached out, and pulled his cock out of her. 

“What’s…”

“No talking,” she grumbled, pulled one of her legs until her knee was against her shoulder, then guided him back in with her other hand. 

Rhett started to warn her that her aim was off, but assumed she realized it once his slippery dick started to penetrate her tight ass.  His hood didn’t slide in as easily as it did with her pussy, requiring a bit of effort on his part to work his way deeper within.  To date, he’d only tried anal one time, but something told him that this would be an entirely different experience. 

Gendra closed her eyes again, which stole some of the intimacy, in his opinion.  It was likely on purpose, so he opted to watch his efforts instead.  His shaft buried itself into her bottom, nearly taking his nuts along for the ride.  All the while, her clits continued to ooze, and her pussy tightened to the point that the opening was non-existent.  He thought about shoving a finger in there to excite her, but the look on her face said she was already enjoying herself. 

He started to take it personally until he reminded himself that this wasn’t a relationship, just a casual encounter.  With that in mind, he reared back and went to town on her bottom, bringing out more grunts from her.  No matter how hard he drove into her ass, he couldn’t make her whimper, not even when thick, warm goo sprayed out of her hole and onto his crotch. 

Fluids ran down his legs as he continued plowing her, thrusting his cock so deep into her bottom that his balls scream for mercy whenever he was all of the way inside.  The pressure finally started to mount, so he maintained a perfect pace until he managed to release his steaming seed inside of her.  Gendra finally whimpered at that point and rewarded him with another shower of hot, slippery fluids that threatened to steal his footing away. 

Ten minutes later, Rhett was back in his car, fixing his seat so he wouldn’t have to mess with it after work.  He still had ten minutes to go on his break, but it felt like it was yesterday when he came out to his car to join the competition.  Josh sat on the ledge of the divider wall by the sidewalk, staring at his phone when Rhett approached.  His friend looked up when his shadow fell over him, shaking his head while he stood up. 

“I was starting to worry,” Josh growled, which sounded like a kitten mewing compared to Gendra. 

“Whatever,” he sighed and threw up his hand to wave him off.  “So, did Prue keep her word, or did she cut your throat as soon as you dropped your guard?”

“I’ll have you know that we…” Josh started until Rhett looked down at him with a raised brow.  “Fine, you got me.  She negotiated  me down to a hand job.”

“I should have known,” Rhett laughed and reached out to hold the door open for him. 

“Oh, please.  I bet you didn’t get anything.  Tell me you didn’t run and hide until it was over.  I seriously bet you can’t.”

Rhett opened his mouth to respond, but his phone vibrated.  He held up a finger and pulled it out, only to smile when he saw it was the review from Gendra.  Without a word, he handed it over and watched as Josh read the statement.  Little by little, his friend’s jaw started to drop, leaving him frozen in disbelief by the time he reached the end. 

“Believe whatever you want.”
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